*SWEDEN*

Carl XVI Gustaf Folke Huburtus (1946- ) King of Sweden (from 1973). In his hands he holds the
following document which he will shortly read:
The Regal Assurance taken by His Majesty King Carl XVI Gustaf on 19 September 1973
Administered by Mr. Lennart Geijer, Councillor of State and Head of the Ministry for Justice
Unofficial English language translation

“We, Carl Gustaf, King of Sweden make known: that as our Supreme God has pleased to call away the formerly
Mighty, High-Born Prince and Lord, Gustaf VI Adolf, King of the Swedes, the Goths and the Wends, and We,
according to, and by authority of, the Act of Succession, as established and enacted by the Estates of the Realm on
26 September 1810, following the Illustrious Lord, have ascended to the Royal Swedish Throne.
Therefore We assure most solemnly and loudly, that We intend to, and shall, Govern the Realm in accordance with
the on 6 June 1809 by the King and the Estates of the Realm, jointly enacted, and for observance issued,
Instrument of Government, literal direction abide, and to the other Fundamental Laws of the Realm, public laws
and legal ordinances.
We shall also conform to the before mentioned Instrument of Government and laws, as a resolute King and a
caring father for the Swedish people, throughout a legal, just and lenient Reign, seek to by Our utmost ability to
advocate the veritable interests and welfare of the Realm and that of each of its inhabitants, all of which We by
free will and following mature consideration have decided to do, We thus confirm this by the written signature of
Our Name, and by a lively oath, that this We shall adhere to and carry out, so truly help me God to life and mind.”
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275.42 1. Excerpt from The Whimsical Woman\fn{by Emilie Flygare-Carlen (1807-1892)} Strömstad, Göteborg och
Bohus County, Sweden (F) 14
1
At the date of our story, there was situated near the northern gates of the city of W——, a small yellow painted
cottage, surrounded by a large and fruitful orchard.
The monarch of this pleasant domain, was Mrs. de Horst, a widow, who one evening during the latter part of
January, 1828, was seated before the cheerful crackling fire within her cozy parlor. Her feet were placed upon a
cushioned footstool, and upon her lap reposed in happy union, snuff-box, spectacles, and a half finished stocking.
The room was not furnished in a manner which would at the present time be termed elegant. The engravings
that adorned the walls, were ancient and faded. The furniture had evidently arrived at the years of sober discretion
eighteen or twenty years before, but it was all of the good old school, with hair cushions, and damask coverings.
The most superficial observer would readily have discovered that the window-curtains were composed of ancient
fabric, newly wrought with embroidery, and that their entire appearance betrayed that a skillful hand had endea vored to conceal the ravages of time.
Midway between two large mirrors that rested upon marble tables with gilt standards, hung the portrait of the
late Captain de Horst, and directly opposite were suspended the portraits of his two sons. Every article in the room
told of better days. An air of comfort pervaded the entire apartment, and the few friends who still visited the
widow in her retirement, always left her house pleased with their visit.
Mrs. de Horst was one who, even in her darkest hours, knew well how to comport herself with composure and
dignity. Many who were acquainted with her before the clouds of adversity had shrouded her path, were loud in
their remembrance of the aristocratic manner in which she conducted herself, both at her table and in her parlor.
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She had thus lived, as we have described, more than ten years. In a high degree she had experienced the
vicissitudes of life, both happiness and misery. The death of her husband and that of her two sons, followed each
other in rapid succession. Her pecuniary affairs were in a sad state, for aside from a small annuity left her by her
husband, she possessed nothing but the cottage and the little plot of ground that surrounded it.
Yet she was happy. She still retained one memento of her former joyful days; her beautiful and good daughter,
the pride and solace of her bereaved heart.
“Marie,” said Mrs. de Horst, resuming her interrupted occupation of knitting, and glancing tenderly towards
the opposite side of the room where the lovely girl was sitting, her head resting upon one hand, as she thoughtfully turned the leaves of her book, which was reposing in her lap, with the other. At the sound of the familiar
voice, the maiden hastily glanced towards the clock that stood upon the mantel, then casting her eyes towards the
floor, she replied in a scarcely audible voice:
“Mamma spoke?”
“Yes, my child,” said Mrs. de Horst. “I wished to inquire why you continued at your lesson so long. I think you
had better come and sit near me.”
“It is so warm near the fire,” replied Marie, quickly, “that I cannot read,” and then with a preparatory “ahem,”
she resumed her lesson. The task at length came to a happy end, and shutting her book, Marie arose.
“How strange!” said she with an expression of uneasiness. “Klein usually comes at five o’clock, and now it is
quarter to six.”
“Why do you think it strange, Marie?” said Mrs. de Horst, in a tone of indifference, which, whether natural or
assumed, proved that she was determined not to allow her usual composure to be disturbed. Marie was too artless
and inexperienced to conceal her vexation and confusion; but after resuming her chair, she replied as quietly as
possible:
“Doctor Klein’s time is generally so valuable, that he is obliged to make the most of it, and in truth, time
should be considered precious by all of us.”
Mrs. de Horst, however, possessed too much tact to allow Marie to observe that she had noticed her confusion.
“I am not at all surprised,” said she, “that Klein is obliged to use his time sparingly; his practice is so exten sive, and therefore I should not wonder if be discontinued his visits at our house altogether, as he pronounced me
out of danger several days ago. To visit us three times a week without any motive, is but a waste of time, and we
could not ask him to be so rash with that which is of such importance to him.” Marie remained silent, and her
mother continued,
“And to speak truly; I do not desire him to do so, for I must say frankly, that I am glad that the time has arrived
when I can settle with our good doctor.”
“I think,” replied Marie, “that he would be offended if you should offer him money for his kind attentions to
you during your illness.”
“Why should he be offended, my child?” inquired her mother. “Such false sentiments of delicacy would prove
most injurious to the physician. Now for my part —”
Mrs. de Horst ceased. Footsteps sounded in the hall, and as she heard the visitor divesting himself of his cloak
and overshoes, she said:
“Go, Marie, and prepare tea, I wish to speak a few words with the Doctor alone.”
Marie arose to obey her mother’s abrupt command, and scarcely had she closed the door behind her, than an
opposite door opened and Doctor Klein entered the room.
We have now the honor of introducing our hero to our readers. Waldemar Klein was a tall, elegantly formed
man. His forehead was high, and his features were expressive with calm firmness, united with mildness and kindness.
“Good evening, Mrs. de Horst,” said he, with the familiarity of an old acquaintance.
Mrs. de Horst returned the salute, and pointed towards a chair. With a polite bow the Doctor seated himself,
and continued
“I have been detained this evening, by a little party to which I had been invited. I hope your health is
improving?”
He cast a speaking glance towards the chair which Marie had vacated. It was a glance of inquiry; but Mrs. de
Horst pretended that she had not observed it, and therefore replied to the first question.
“Yes, thank God, and your skill, Doctor Klein, I have not felt so well before, for many years. I think, therefore
I shall need no more of your medicine.”
“That is, if you do not consider my calls medicine,” said the Doctor with a laugh. “You have not taken a single
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prescription for the last three weeks.”
“Ah, what is that you say? I must tell you, Doctor, that I drink the decoction you prepared for me every day.”
“Well, if your strength has returned, you can cease doing so; but, pardon the question, is Miss de Horst not to
be seen this evening?”
“She is attending to a few domestic duties,” replied Mrs. do Horst. “She will soon return, and in the meantime
let us have a little conversation with each other.”
Doctor Klein, who had already arisen from his chair, and proceeded towards the further extremity of the room,
felt obliged to resume his seat. Mrs. de Horst arose from her chair, and proceeding to a writing desk, opened a
drawer, and taking a parcel from it, returned to her former place.
“My good Doctor Klein,” said she, persuasively, “I am ashamed that I have not been prepared to pay you my
indebtedness before. I can never be sufficiently grateful for your services, and am unable even to explain to you
how much I should thank you.”
After these preliminary words, which Mrs. do Horst considered the ne plus ultra\fn{Quintessence} of acuteness,
she extended towards the astonished Doctor a folded piece of paper. She was aware that the money it contained
was more than sufficient to remunerate him for his services towards one in her circumstances of life. Yet she cast
her eyes towards the floor, that she might not observe him when he opened the parcel, and that the Doctor might
think that she was fearful that the sum was too small.
But she could not resist looking at him, as he extended his hand towards the small table. Her eyes met his, and
she read no thanks in the expression of his countenance. A long and unpleasant silence ensued.
Doctor Klein plainly perceived that Mrs. de Horst paid him for his services, only to prevent him from using his
profession as an excuse for continuing his visits at her house. It was several moments before he could compose
himself sufficiently to conceal his surprise and vexation.
He had opened the package with a feeling of uneasiness, and as he perceived the bank notes, he was so much
startled, that he allowed them to fall to the floor. For the first time he endeavored to probe Mrs. de Horst’s actions
and thoughts. A sudden light flashed upon his brain. The glance he bestowed upon her, convinced Mrs. de Horst
that it would have been better had she pursued her usual course of action.
“But,” thought she, “who would throw away their only child upon a single cast of the die. Silence must be
broken, first as well as last.”
Dr. Klein arose, and with an expression of dignity, replaced the notes within the paper, and placing the package
upon the table, said in a low tone of injured pride:
“Madam, I have two reasons for not accepting this money. The first is, that my services toward you, were not
such as permitted me to demand payment for and the second is, that you have by giving it to me, endeavored to
gain from me something which, I think, you might have attained in a manner less painful.”
He bowed coldly, and took his hat.
“What are you thinking about, Mr. Klein?” said Mrs. de Horst, with such a masterly look of astonishment, and
sorrow, that the Doctor could not refrain from grasping her extended hand.
“Ah!” she continued, “we must not part thus. Although I do not comprehend the sensitive feelings of the young
people of these latter days, still I will promise never to mention money to you again. I now perceive that Marie
was correct when she said, about an hour ago, that you would consider it an insult should I offer money to you.”
“Did she really say that?” said Klein, so happy that he could not resist pressing the hand which now reposed so
confidentially within his own.
“Oh, yes, she understood you better than I did,” replied Mrs. de Horst; “and, Doctor, if you wish to continue
your visits at our house as a friend, as you have done before, allow me to go to Marie, and bid her hasten with the
tea.” The Doctor considered a few moments, and feeling an inclination towards forgiveness, he said:
“Thank you, my dear Madam. I could not deny myself the pleasure.” With a friendly nod to her guest, Mrs. de
Horst disappeared through the door.
“Woman, woman,” muttered the Doctor, as cunning as you are, I have read your secret thoughts. Well, that was
a hot hour; but it is better as it is.”
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A waiting maid entered the room. She carried a small tea salver, which she placed upon a table, and after
wiping the table with her apron, and dusting the chairs with the same article, she left the room with pouting lips,
vexed that Dr. Klein had taken no notice of her.
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In a few moments Marie entered the apartment. She was clothed in a neat and tasteful dress, and Waldemar
thought that she appeared more elegant in her simple guise, than she would have done had she been attired in the
richest raiment. She welcomed him with a friendly smile; but Waldemar instead of greeting her in his usual cere monious manner, advanced, and taking her hand, kissed it—for the first time, and gazed upon her so earnestly,
that she was obliged to cast her eyes modestly towards the floor. Her cheeks were suffused with blushes, and her
trembling form displayed her confusion at his unwonted salute.
“My dear Marie,” said he, “I thank you, from the bottom of my heart, for understanding my motives and
intentions, better than your mother did.” Marie was reassured at those words.
“Doctor Klein,” said she naïvely, “it was but natural for me to understand you better than my mother. Believe
me, I rejoice heartily that you did not leave her in anger—”
Doctor Klein was so happy at this reply, that he cast aside all restraint, and endeavored to make merry with
Marie’s frankness.
“And why, my little Miss,” said he, “should it be but natural that you should understand me?”
“Indeed,” said Marie, with an expression of discontent, “I cannot reply to that qustion, and,” she continued, as
her cheeks glowed with vexation, “I do not know why you should have asked it.”
“Pardon me, Marie,” answered the Doctor, pressing her band warmly, “I never shall speak so again. Do not be
angry with me.”
“Assuredly not,” said Marie, and seated herself at the table, at the same time pointing, towards a vacant chair
directly opposite her. The Doctor obeyed her inviting gesture.
“I must tell you something,” said she. “I have a little present for you—”
At this moment Mrs. de Horst entered the room, and that worthy body spent the happiest evening of any of the
three in each week which Doctor Klein had set apart to visit her house. As the guest was about departing, he said
to Marie,
“Now, my young lady, how about your promise?”
Marie hastily left the room, soon returning with a large roll of paper, which she spread out upon the table
before the astonished Doctor, and the equally surprised Mrs. de Horst. It was a colored drawing of her mother’s
sick room, executed by Marie’s own hand. Upon it was represented a sick bed faintly illuminated by the light of a
dim lamp. Upon the bed reposed Mrs. de Horst, pale, and apparently dying. At the foot of the bed, Marie was
seated upon a footstool; she was weeping, and gazing with tearful anxiety upon the countenance of Doctor Klein,
who stood at the side of the sufferer, counting the minutes upon his watch which he held in his hand. His features
were clothed with a painful expression of anxiety and sorrow. The countenance was so accurately delineated, that
Mrs. de Horst could not sufficiently express her wonder at her daughter’s skill. “In truth, Marie,” said she, for she was a judge of painting and drawing, having in her early days had
opportunities of studying the works of great artists, “your performance is worthy of all praise. Who is this
painting intended for?”
“I thought,” replied Marie, that if you had no objection—”
“Speak, my child; I promise you in advance that your wish shall be fulfilled.”
“It is for you,” continued Marie, presenting the paper to Dr. Klein, “if you think it worthy of acceptance.”
“O, I am too happy,” replied Waldemar, as he received the precious gift, “and if you would make my joy
complete, do so by accepting an invitation to accompany me on a sleigh ride.”
With an expression of joyful surprise, Maria glanced towards her mother.
“You may promise, Marie,” said her mother; “a ride in the open air, will be beneficial to you.”
Marie answered with a friendly nod, and the doctor happy and satisfied with the result of his visit, bade the
ladies good evening.
*
For sufficient reasons, neither mother nor daughter spoke of the incidents of the evening. Mrs. de Horst
considered the matter settled. Her most ardent hopes seemed now about to be realized, and with a feeling of calm
happiness, she retired to her own apartment.
But with Klein it was different.
He had a habit, perhaps a bad one, of soliloquizing. Thus he soliloquized, after he had entered his little room
and had seated himself with a lighted pipe before a comfortable fire.
“Well, I think I have experimented enough now. I did not wish to be cheated out of my life’s happiness, and
therefore did not run away from that virago’s tongue, and ask for the hand of the first pretty girl who happened to
cross my path. Thank God, that I did not allow myself to be entrapped in Julia St——hal’s snare. My lucky star
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threw Marie in my road. Honest Faxe, if he had not given me his practice during his absence, and if Mrs. de Horst
had not been his patient, I would never have seen her.
“Marie is proof against every trial. Her heart is as pure as refined gold, and she is as beautiful and chaste as an
angel. I still hear her childish and innocent words, and that painting. I can hope, for surely she could not have
caught my features so faithfully did she not think much of me. O, Marie, how happy I shall endeavor to render
you! My life, my soul, my heart, all shall he thine own.
“I shall now remain silent no longer. But how shall I find a suitable occasion—” he paused a moment—“Ah! a
happy thought,” he continued, “tomorrow after we return from the sleigh ride. Beautiful, nothing could be better.
And then with God’s help, I shall be a betrothed man. And on St. John’s day I will take my lovely bride to
Binkennas to obtain my father’s blessing. He teased me last summer about Julia St——hal, and he promised me
that he would speak to her father concerning me; but thank God, by the next mail, I shall inform him that the
fatherly interference is not required.
“But now it is time for bed. I must not appear tomorrow as though I had been out the whole night.”
Doctor Klein soon slumbered soundly—but his sleeping dreams appeared less pleasant than his wakeful
musings, for his first words upon his awaking were:
“’Twas dreadful!”
“Pshaw!” he continued, after staring vacantly at the wall for a moment “I am no old woman, to believe in
dreams.”
He arose, and after drinking a cup of coffee, dressed himself with more than usual care. He then made his
morning calls upon his patients, after which he joined a circle of brother bachelors, at a hotel where they usually
dined. A sleighing party was proposed by Waldemar, which was joyfully acceded to by his companions, and amid
the merry clink of glasses, he renewed his hopes of a happy ending of the coming evening.
Three o’clock in the afternoon was the hour fixed upon for the meeting of the sleighing party, at the market
place of the city of W——, which was the promenade ground for all the fashionable society of that gay city. The
hour arrived, and soon the market place was thronged with brilliant equipages. The sounds of neighing horses,
jingling sleigh-bells, cracking whips, were intermingled with loud laughter—and an occasional oath. At length the
last sleigh arrived.
“How is this, neighbor Klein, have you no lady?” exclaimed several gentlemen.
“I shall have one,” replied the Doctor, “I can pick one up in the street.”
“Indeed,” said a gentleman, from beneath the enormous collar of a heavy wolf’s-skin overcoat. “You are of a
different opinion from me. For my part, I would rather ride alone. But if I could loosen ladies tongues as well as I
can the strings of their bonnets, you would soon find out how long a certain lady from the suburbs would be
absent from our party.”
“Right,” said the Doctor; “with your permission, I will endeavor to do her justice.” And now the sleighs were
put in motion, and after agreeing to meet at the north gate, the company separated.
“Go on, go on my courser, you are a true descendant of Sleipner,” said the Doctor, joyfully, as he drove
towards Mrs. de Horst’s cottage.
*
Marie was standing at the door ready for the ride.
“Be careful of the night air,” said Mrs. de Horst, placing an extra shawl over Marie’s shoulders, as the Doctor
drove up to the door.
“Are you ready, Marie? Our friends will soon be here.”
Mrs. de Horst wished to accompany Marie to the sleigh, but was prevented by Klein, who insisted that it was
not necessary that she should expose herself to the cold air.
“I will be careful of our little girl,” he continued, with a laugh, and with a polite bow and smile, he took
Marie’s hand and conducted her to the sleigh. But the doctor was so much engaged in wrapping himself and fair
companion in the furs, that the whole line of sleighs passed him before he was ready to start.
“Hurry, good Doctor, we shall be left behind,” said Marie.
“There’s no danger of that, Marie, if you desire it, we will be the first in a very short time.”
With lightning speed they flew over the frozen snow, and before Marie could realize her position, they had
passed every sleigh.
“Your horse is very fast; but who is that lone gentleman in yonder sleigh?”
“An old acquaintance, Doctor Faxe. He is so much disguised with his wolf-skin, that no one would recognize
his venerable features.”
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The gentleman referred to, turned towards the sleigh containing Klein and Marie.
“Ah! neighbor Klein,” said he, “your horse is fast; but mine is faster. Will you prove him? We have a fair mile
on the ice before us. The loser may pay for a bowl of punch when we return.” Klein turned towards his companion.
“Are you afraid to ride fast? If you are, I will decline the Doctor’s proposal.”
“Not at all, when you drive,” replied Marie.
“What say you?” said Doctor Faze.
The sleighs had now arrived upon the margin of a small bay, the frozen surface of which formed a smooth and
excellent road. The rival horses commenced the race, faster and faster they sped, until they seemed fairly to fly
over the ice. Neither appeared to have the advantage, but proceeded side by side, until they arrived nearly at the
opposite side of the bay, when Klein’s horse shot beyond his opponent, and reached the shore a few seconds in
advance of the other.
“I have lost,” said Faze, with a laugh; “but no matter, I could not help it.”
“Are you ill?” inquired Klein, anxiously, as he saw Marie draw her band across her forehead.
“O, no, but I must confess I am glad that the race is over.”
“Why did you not say so before, Marie? I would have stopped immediately. I am grieved that I have caused
you a moment’s uneasiness.”
“It has all passed now, and it would not have been right to have caused your horse to lose the race, by my
childish fear, especially after his honor had been questioned by your friend.”
“But Marie, of what benefit is my triumph, when through it I have caused you uneasiness. You must promise
that hereafter you will speak openly, or else my good humor will not return again today.”
“Yes, yes, always, always,” replied Marie, involuntarily returning the pressure of Klein’s hand, as he assisted
her from the sleigh.
In the dining hail of the hotel at Mount Halle, stood a large round table, surmounted by a huge smoking coffee
urn. A cheerful fire crackled in the capacious fire place, around which the ladies gathered, and shaking the snow
from their ringlets, with the assistance of the gentlemen, they disencumbered themselves of their furs and cloaks,
and then proceeded to serve their Knights with the savory contents of a sturdy coffee urn. They seated themselves
at the table, and gossip and merriment reigned supreme. All were contented and happy. Some of the gentlemen
amused the company with duets upon the flute and violin, which entertainment shortly afterwards was followed
by dancing.
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On the same evening, and at the same hour, when the company mentioned in the conclusion of the last chapter
were seated around their festive table, two sleighs met at the hotel at Engeistad, in Smaaland.\fn{ An historical
province in southern Sweden} The sleighs approached each other so nearly, that they would have overturned, had not
the drivers, to the great satisfaction of the gentlemen, occupying the sleighs, prevented the catastrophe by leaping
from their seats, and grasping the runners of each sleigh.
A gentleman, whose proud and easy bearing plainly proved that he was a city resident, leaped from the first
sleigh. His neatly-trimmed moustache, and a waving plume in his bat, betokened his profession,—a soldier. He
immediately entered the hotel, and standing before the fire, briskly rubbed his half-frozen hands. His blue cloak,
light and thin, and his green woolen tippet, were not sufficient to protect his person from the severe cold. He
inquired of the landlord to allow him to use the horses belonging to the hotel, so that his journey might not be
delayed; but the latter insisted that his horses were all in use. By this time the gentleman who had arrived in the
other sleigh, had disencumbered himself of his numerous furs and blankets, so that he was enabled to give his
orders.
“Hear me,” said he, in a tone which evinced that the gentleman would not be contradicted. “Take those flasks
from that box, and then the bottle case yonder, at the left. Not so quick, be careful, you lout! Now take that glass
case; but if you break anything—you know me—” thus saying, the gentleman raised a small whip in his hand
—“You shall have a taste of this, if you do not look sharp.”
“Yes, indeed,” grumbled the driver, “I think I have carried more than one bottle or box in my lifetime.”
These words, however, were not heard by his master, who had already entered the hotel.
“Good day, mine good host,” said he, familiarly saluting the landlord, “have you a good room for me?”
“Certainly, my lord, a good room; but there is no fire in it yet.” The gentleman turned towards his fellow
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traveler.
“Zounds! comrade,” said he, “are you here?” The gentlemen shook each other’s hands, and embraced heartily,
which ceremony was followed by a perfect flood of questions and answers.
“By my honor,” said the gentleman who last entered the room and who registered his name as Gustavus de St
——hal, the Lord of the Mountain, “this is lucky, my good star is in the ascendant. Much has happened, Baron K
——, since we last met at Upsala, eight years ago.”
“True,” replied the other, let us drink to our fortunate reunion. Landlord, how is your beer, good?”
“I am afraid,” replied the landlord, scratching his head vigorously, “I am afraid that it is sour. You have not
brewed since last Christmas, have you, wife?”
“Ha! ha! Ha!” laughed Mr. St——hal. “Brother K—— is not used to traveling in these countries, or he would
not think of asking for anything good in such a hotel as this. But,” said he, with an air of proud satisfaction, “I
never journey without that which I most need to make my trip agreeable.”
“Why, my lord,” said the landlord, “every place is not so empty as this. If your road should lead you through L
——y, I will promise you, that you will meet with wine in plenty, and the landlord will brew the best of punches.”
“What!” exclaimed both gentlemen.
“You must know, gentlemen, that there is to be a great ball at L——y, this evening, and should you wish to
start immediately, my horses,” he continued, with a side look towards the Baron, “are at your service. I am sure
you will arrive there in time.”
“By my mine honor,” said the Baron K——, “that is not so bad; but I am sorry that I have two good reasons
for not going there. The first is, that my road lies in a different direction, as I am obliged to visit some friends at
Trukoping; and the second, and most forcible argument against my going is, that my purse is not sufficiently
lengthy for me to make any extra trips aside from those which I am compelled to make.”
“If that is all,” replied Mr. St——hal, “I hope, comrade, you will consider me as you did in olden times, and
look upon my purse as your own. My road passes through L——y, and we may spend a very pleasant evening
there.”
“So be it, brother,” said the Baron, with a gay laugh. “I cannot refuse a gift so kindly offered.”
“We are agreed, then,” replied St——hal. “Let us drink to our expedition, and then hasten on our journey, else
we shall not arrive at L——y, in season for the dance.”
The horses were soon harnessed, and shortly afterwards, a sleigh containing the two gentlemen, was
proceeding rapidly towards the good city of L——y.
“Now brother,” said Mr. St——hal, “I observed that you registered your name as Captain, how did that
happen?”
“Very simply. You will remember that my uncle, the Major, obtained a cornetcy\fn{ Command of a cornet, a troop of
cavalry} for me in the dragoon regiment. After I had once obtained the situation, it was easy for me to be always
prompt and well behaved. Gray-bearded officers I treated with respect. In the day time I waited upon them, and in
the evening played whist with them. I always danced with their wives and daughters at balls, and in a short time I
was loved by all.
“In a few years I gained a Lieutenancy. I continued as before, and after I had arrived at a proper age, obtained a
Captaincy, having been promoted to a place vacated by the resignation of an old Captain, who was as anxious to
resign as I was eager to be promoted. Although there was a score of applicants from every company in the
regiment, still I received the preference, through the endeavors of my uncle, and by paying a large sum of money,
and my friend, if you have no objections, I am now the Captain Baron de K——.”
“Good, I am glad to hear of your success; but how did you raise the money to make the payment?”
“Half is now paid, and I must pay the other half in one year. I am plotting and working to obtain the hand of
some wealthy heiress, whether beautiful or ugly; but I rather prefer the former. Allow me now to ask you a
question. Why do you write your name as the Lord of the Mountain, instead of Judge, which latter is your correct
title?”
“Well, it all came of the old proverb, ‘Shoemakers, stick to your lasts.’ I thought of that, and concluded I might
as well go home and scold my own servants, as to stay in town and quarrel with every citizen. So I returned home
and overlooked the operations upon my father’s estate; but as my health was poor, I determined to travel to
Germany, to better it at some watering place. After remaining in Germany two years, I returned home, much
improved in health and spirits. I am now proceeding to Halmstad, from whence I shall go to Copenhagen, where I
intend to spend a few weeks.”
“What a happy fellow you are,” said the Captain, with neigh. “But why is it that you are not married?”
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“That is the very thing,” replied St——hal, “but as yet I have not seen the lady to whom I should like to bind
myself for life. Perhaps, however, we may see a young lady at L——y, this evening, “and she may be able to
fasten me with her rosy fetters, who knows?”
“Such chains may do for you; but the fetters that bind me, must be made of gold, not roses.”
“Ah! so you are a matrimonial speculator; but believe me, comrade, if you had ever been touched in the
slightest degree by love, you never would think of gold.”
“What do I hear?” exclaimed the Captain, triumphantly. “Was there ever a man who would be willing to
relinquish all he had for a woman? You can best answer that question, for had you not discovered that man, you
would not thus lecture me.”
“I must confess that I know a woman,” replied St——hal, a slight blush suffusing his cheeks, and his voice
trembling in such a degree, that the Baron, who did not admire such outbursts, feared for his friend’s health.
“Yes, I know a woman, whose image has been in my heart for many long years. But to obtain her; that is my
only fear.”
“Nonsense,” replied the Captain, who entertained no exalted opinion of the weaker sex. “What girl would
refuse the hand of the wealthy Lord of the Mountain?”
“That is not the point,” said St——hal, “I have not offered my hand, neither do I intend doing so.”
“Well, well, you were always strange. I have touched a tender spot. Pardon me,” replied the Baron, smiling at
his friend’s extreme sensibility.
*
After a short ride over the well-beaten road, the sleigh arrived at L——y.
“Perhaps,” said St——hal, “now that we have arrived, we had better take dinner before entering the ballroom.”
The Captain made no objections, and the sleigh was driven into the courtyard of the inn, which was so
thronged with vehicles that the new corners were scarcely able to make a passage through the intricate mass. After
the Baron had elbowed his way through the crowd, he found a waiting maid, who promised to procure a room for
the two gentlemen, after receiving a bribe, three times the usual amount paid for an apartment.
Our travelers dressed themselves, and after partaking of a hearty dinner, entered the ballroom. The first dance
had just come to an end, and the beautiful belles of L——y were seated around the room upon cushioned benches.
At either extremity of the room, were open doorways, to one of which our friends proceeded; but were unable to
force their way through the crowd of guests who were clustered together in the passage.
In a hall, conducting to a dressing-room, were eight musicians, belonging to General O——by’s regiment. The
hall was no place for our friends; but with the aid of their lorgnettes,\fn{A pair of spectacles with a handle, used to hold
them in place, rather than fitting over the ears or nose:W } they discovered a vacant spot in the centre of an apartment
adjoining the dressing room. To this spot they proceeded, and found a table laden with a huge smoking punch
bowl, and boxes of tobacco, between which were placed scores of earthen pipes.
St——hal recognized several of the inmates of the room as friends. These gentlemen took it upon themselves
to introduce the strangers to the ladies. That they might select suitable partners, they stood in the doorway of the
hall, and glanced along the line of ladies who were ranged against the walls of the hall.
They had scarcely half completed their observations, when a door at the further extremity of the apartment was
thrown open, and a lady, magnificently attired, apparently one of the wealthiest and noblest of the city, entered the
room. She was clothed in a silken gown of Scottish plaid. Walter Scott was then the popular novelist of the day,
and plaids were worn by all who wished to be considered fashionable. Her head was surmounted by a white
turban, decorated with drooping plumes, and over her plump shoulders was thrown a scarf, denoting that its
owner had once been fettered in the bonds of matrimony. This lady was accompanied by three beautiful damsels,
each clothed in virgin white, and wearing white roses in their dark and flowing locks.
The four ladies advanced towards the spot where our two friends were standing. As soon as the ladies were
seated they were surrounded by a crowd of gentlemen, each endeavoring to outvie each other in their gallantries
towards the three young ladies, but before any of them had had an opportunity of turning their attention towards
the elder lady, a servant girl stepped before her, presenting a cup of tea upon a silver salver, which she held in her
hand.
Near the servant stood an officer, who seemed impatient at the delay, and endeavored to attract the lady’s
attention by approaching nearer to her. The servant girl had stooped over towards the lady, the lady accepted a cup
of tea; the officer bowed; the servant arose, and striking her head against the unfortunate officer’s epaulette, to the
dismay of that gentleman, her wig—for the poor child had lost her hair by a severe illness—flew half across the
room.
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The accident was more than the unlucky girl could bear. She fell forward, and the salver with its steaming
burden, was precipitated into the lap of the noble lady.
Broken cups and saucers, hot tea, lemon peels, and sugar, were all blended together in her ample silken lap.
The neighboring groups were convulsed with laughter; handkerchiefs were put in requisition, and almost bitten in
twain, as they were thrust into various mouths to suppress the laughter excited by the ridiculous appearance of the
unfortunates.
At length the officer, with a formal bow, presented his arm to the indignant lady, who until now had been gazing
with an expression of horrified astonishment into her deluged lap. She accepted the proffered arm, and arose; but the
movement was attended by such a clamor of falling china, that all restraint was cast aside, and the spectators indulged
in hearty and continuous peals of laughter, amid which the lady and her companion left the apartment.
A servant entered and removed the remains of the broken china; the music struck up, and harmony was restored.
“Parson W——,” said St——hal, “who are those ladies?”
“The Baroness de H——d, and the Misses de S——z.”
“Will you please introduce us to some of our fair neighbors?” This was readily accomplished, and soon both
gentlemen were merrily engaged in waltzing.
“I am weary,” said St——hal, at length, “and must rest awhile.”
“I will follow you shortly,” replied the Baron, and then went to speak a few words with the Parson.
“Agreeable young ladies, those,” said he, “are you acquainted with them, Parson W——?”
“Of course. Major de St——z, their father, is an honorable man, yet he is poor in everything else but children.
His residence, Daghaholm, is a small place, and—”
“I beg your pardon,” replied the Captain, who had heard sufficiently. “I see that St——hal has already left the
room.” And with a slight bow, our worthy Baron took his departure.
*
When the gentlemen awoke the next morning, they were surprised at hearing sounds of merriment proceeding
from the room beneath them. Singing, laughing, and clinking of glasses, betokened that a joyous company was
assembled.
They left their apartment and went to the breakfast room, where they found the ball guests seated around the
table. Upon passing through the room, the two gentlemen exchanged a smile of pity as they noticed the change
that daylight had worked upon the features and dresses of the ladies. Many of the male portion of the guests were
drinking punch and wine, and wives stood near the doorway gesturing imploringly with their hand, kerchiefs to
their husbands. Noon arrived before the guests departed, and it was not until then that our friends thought of
separating.
“I have a plan,” said St.——hal, evidently pained at the thought of parting from his old friend. “Will you
accompany me? I will endeavor to make our journey interesting to you. You can stay a few weeks at Copenhagen,
without expense, then you can return to your quarters, and then before the grand review takes place, you can come
to my house, and be made acquainted with my father, a worthy host, and my sister, a blooming rose.”
The Captain was surprised; and as his time was his own, and as the proposed trip offered more inducements
than the one he had at first undertaken, he accepted his friend’s invitation, and at two o’clock they both set forth
on their journey.
4
The guests whom we left at Mount Hallo were now thinking of returning home again. Doctor Klein had
already taken Marie’s hand so often, that the other ladies, seated upon an opposite sofa, had observed them, and
made whispered comments upon the Doctor’s behavior.
A post boy suddenly entered the room and gave the Doctor a sealed letter. Taking the letter, he broke the seal
and perused it slowly. Marie’s eyes were fixed upon him, and she observed by the working of his features that the
contents of the letter must have been unpleasant. His face was deathly pale. After concluding the letter, he
advanced towards Marie, and said:
“Excuse me, Miss de Horst; I must leave you immediately. This letter informs me that my father has met with
a severe accident. I will speak to Doctor Faxe, who will undoubtedly be rejoiced at an opportunity of conducting
you home.” With a slight bow, Klein left the room, and when he had made arrangements with Doctor Faxe, he
found an opportunity of whispering to Marie:
“I had hoped that this evening would have had a more joyful ending. But it was not as I anticipated. Think of
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me, as I shall often think of you. As soon as I shall have fulfilled my duty, I will return to you.”
After a lapse of one hour he was in the city, and two hours afterwards he was on his way to the house of his
father.
*
We will now turn our attention to what was transpiring at the home of our hero.
Brunkenas, the residence of Assessor Klein, was of the most beautiful country seats in Smaaland. The house
was erected upon a slight elevation, commanding an extensive view of the surrounding country. An extensive
orchard, situated at the rear and on either side of the mansion, extended to the foot of the slope, and was divided
by a vacant strip of land which extended from the front of the house to a beautiful lake which expanded forth from
the bottom of the hill.
In the centre of the lake, directly opposite the front of the mansion, reposed an island, which in the summer
was crowned with verdure.\fn{ Lush green vegetation:W} Even in winter it presented a cheering contrast to the
surrounding dreariness, for it was thickly planted with elegant evergreens.
And this residence, almost a paradise, was now as gloomy and mournful as the grave.
The servants spoke to each other only in whispers, as they walked with noiseless step through the house. This
silent dreariness was more apparent in a large basement chamber, the walls of which were hung with old
fashioned dingy paper. The moon struggled through the dusty window panes, and cast its pale light upon a group
of persons who were gathered together in the further extremity of the room.
Here stood a large bedstead closely curtained, and from it issued the sound of the deep and painful breathings
of a sleeping sick man. An elderly lady reclined upon a sofa near the bed. She was sleeping. An old man arose
from an arm chair near the sofa, and advancing to the bedstead, arranged the blankets around the sick one. He
then reseated himself, and after he had placed a green screen over the lamp, he opened a large Bible and read from
its pages.
His wrinkled brow and thin white hairs evinced that he had passed through many winters. His every look
bespoke seriousness and honesty. He was clothed in a peasant’s guise, and his whole appearance told that he was
one from among the humble walks of life.
A light footstep was to be heard approaching the old man, and a soft hand was laid upon his shoulder. He
turned, and his gaze was met by the eyes of a young lady, whose every movement expressed uneasiness and
anxiety.
“What hope, my good Mr. Lindman?” whispered a soft voice in his ear.
“The same as when you left us, and you have not been absent an hour. He has not awakened, and the physician
assured you that while he slept there was no danger, therefore it is not right that you should deprive yourself of
your rest, Miss Caroline.”
“I cannot sleep, but thank God, Mistress Eliza has lain down to rest. It is asking too much to require her to
remain up all night; but the kind old lady will always have her own way. What time is it, Mr. Lindman?”
“Eleven,” replied the Inspector.
“So late!” sighed the young lady, “what can keep Waldemar so long? Should he not have been here before?”
“Do not be uneasy, Miss Caroline. It takes twenty-four hours to come from W——. He will be here before one
o’clock, I am sure.”
Caroline advanced to the bedside with noiseless steps, and drawing aside the curtains, satisfied herself that her
father still slumbered, then taking her favorite book, Hours of Contemplation, she seated herself by the side of
Inspector Lindman.
“As you do not seem inclined to sleep, Miss Caroline,” said the old man, “we will converse. Why is it that Mr..
St——hal and his daughter arrived here last night? I am not surprised that the old man should come, for he must
have known that we required an experienced man here; but the young lady, how haughty she was when I assisted
her from the sleigh. She tossed her head, turned up her little nose, and evidently wished me to understand that she
was my mistress.”
“True, true,” sighed Caroline, “I do not know how it will end. Ever since a child, Mr. Lindman, I have always
confided my little troubles to you, and now, as ever, I will speak openly. You know that for many years the St.
——hal and Klein families have been on a friendly footing with each other. Papa and Mr. St——hal have been
acquaintances from their early childhood, and therefore my father has requested his friend to give the hand of his
daughter Julia to my brother Waldemar. And now he has sent for Waldemar, to give him his last blessing and
request him to wed the daughter of his old friend.”
“Heaven forbid!” sighed Lindman, “a pretty wife she will make for our good hearted Waldemar. A coquette,
11

and nothing more. Dear me, dear me, dear me.”
“But my dear Mr. Lindman, although Julia is not an angel, remember that papa thinks Waldemar has loved her;
and aside from that, she is wealthy, very wealthy, you know.”
“She may be so, and that is what spoils her; but I know that their marriage will prove an unhappy one.”
“Now,” said Caroline, “papa thinks it will be better for me if they marry, for where shall I go? You know I
cannot live here alone with Aunt Eliza.”
“That is not necessary, Miss Caroline, for although our pastor is an old man, still for my part I would rather sit
at my own table than that belonging to some one else.”
“Do not speak so. I would rather work like a slave for my bread than wed him.” Mr. Lindman shook his head.
“Your reason may be a good one, for one’s own will is one’s own heaven; but the day may come when you will
repent.”
“Never, Mr. Lindman! Our good pastor should have a warmer heart and more love, for his hand and affection,
than lies in my power to bestow upon him. I have often been sorry at the thought that I have sometimes endea vored to tease him; but,” said she, changing the subject suddenly, “I am fearful that papa has misconstrued
Wildemar’s sentiments—hush, I hear the dog barking.”
Mr. Lindman lighted a wax candle and left the room. Caroline knelt by the bedside. The door was noiselessly
opened, and in a moment she reposed in the embrace of her beloved brother.
“Dear Waldemar,” sobbed she, “how different is our present meeting from our last one.”
“Be calm, my good Caroline. In me you shall possess a brother and a father.”
The sound of Waldemar’s voice fell like music from heaven upon the ear of the sick man. He awoke.
“Have you come to me, my son?” said the old man in a feeble voice. Waldemar stooped over his dying father,
and pressing the cold hands to his lips, wept.
“Weep not, my son; add not to the pangs of our parting. My hour is nigh. Listen, I will speak, that I may die in
peace. I have striven for your life’s happiness, but death has stayed the successful fulfillment of my labors”—his
voice was broken and filled with emotion—“I have written you relative to Caroline and the pastor—she did not
desire to wed him—I would not force her to a dreaded marriage —she must find with you—her home—”
He ceased, and drops of cold sweat stood upon his forehead. Waldemar’s mind was a chaos of mingled and
contending thoughts.
“What does he mean?” thought he. “O, I hope he does not—”
He feared to complete the thought. Again his father spoke.
“I have found the keystone to your happiness, and may I give you my dying blessing?”
“I do not understand you, my father,” stammered Waldemai, “you know not upon what my happiness
depends.”
“Better than you imagine, my son. Mr. St——hal has consented to your marriage with his daughter, and she
loves you. That you may be united has been the most ardent wish of my life, and it is my dying desire and hope.”
“My father, you have—”
“Silence, silence, my good Waldemar—I—cannot speak.—further—your gratitude—I know—without you—”
Sleep closed the sick man’s eye, and his son feared to disturb him.
In Waldemar’s soul contending thoughts and sentiments battled fiercely. He could discover no outlet to the
labyrinth in which he was involved. His temples throbbed, and the blood gushed hotly through his almost bursting
veins. He would have spoken, but his skill as a physician told him that after his father should awake his hours
upon earth would be but few.
*
The first rays of the coming day streamed through the window, and Waldemar still sat by the sick bed,
immersed in thought. His sister, accompanied by a beautiful young lady, clad in a tasteful morning dress, entered
the room. How great the contrast! Caroline pale and weighed down with pain and sorrow, her beautiful features
expressive only with anguish, while Julia, on the contrary, elegant and as blooming as a freshly budded rose.
Angelic in form and features, she appeared truly beautiful. Waldemar marked the contrast, and his heart shrunk
within his bosom. He bowed with stiff politeness, and her most bewitching smile passed unobserved.
The fair Julia was much offended at this neglect, but she consoled herself by thinking that in his present
position Waldemar could not pay many gallant attentions to her. She thought that although he had not asked for
her hand himself, still his father had for him, and therefore he could not be otherwise than interested in her.
She stood by the side of the sick bed. At this moment Mr. Klein awoke. Although his eyes were dimmed by the
approach of death, still he recognized Julia, and first taking her hand in his own, he then grasped Walde mar’s
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hand. The young man did not resist the movement of his father, but stood silent and passive, bewildered by the
painful and perplexing position in which he was placed. The old man glanced inquiringly into each of their faces, and then placing their hands together, pressed them.
“Now,” he gasped, “I can die in peace—I—bless you both—Caroline watch over them,” he whispered, and
looking upwards, he inhaled a deep breath, and died.
*
Julia and Waldemar stood, still clasping each other’s hands, in front of the death-bed.
Mr. St——hal entered the room, and as he beheld the group, an expression of joy for a moment illuminated his
features. Soon, however, his countenance was overshadowed by a cloud of sorrow at the death of his old and
beloved friend.
Waldemar sank upon his knees, his head bowed over the corpse of his father. Julia fell to the floor in a feigned
or natural swoon. Their hands were still clasped. Caroline, weeping bitterly, and wringing her hands in anguish,
stood near the foot of the bed.
Mr. St——hal unclasped the hands of Waldemar and Julia, and lifting her from the floor, conveyed her into an
adjoining apartment. He soon returned, and endeavored to soothe the sorrow of the afflicted brother and sister; but
his efforts were unavailing. He turned to Mr. Lindman, who was standing in a corner of the room, sobbing with
grief, and said:
“I can do nothing here at present, Mr. Lindman, and therefore will return home with my daughter. If my
presence is required, send for me, and I will come. I shall expect Waldemar to visit me tomorrow or the day after.
Tell him this.”
A short time afterwards, Mr. St——hal and Julia prepared for their departure. They did not accept Aunt Eliza’s
friendly offer of a cup of coffee, but hastily left the house, both of them feeling slightly offended that no one had
endeavored to prevent their departure but honest Aunt Eliza. …
73.154 Excerpt from Getting Married I: “The Reward Of Virtue”\fn{by Johan August Strindberg (1849-1912)}
Stockholm, Sweden (M) 14
… When his mother died he was thirteen.
He felt as if he had lost a friend, for during the year that she had lain ill he had got to know her personally, as it
were, a thing that seldom happens between parents and children. You see he had developed early, and had a good
head on his shoulders. He had read much more than his school-books, for his father, who was a Professor of
Botany at the Academy of Science, had a good library.
But his mother had not had much education, and as a married woman had been her husband’s first housekeeper
and the person who looked after their numerous children. At thirty-nine she had become bedridden, her strength
sapped by frequent confinements and many years of disturbed nights (she had not slept a whole night through for
sixteen years), and, as she could no longer take much part in running the household, it gave her a chance to make
the acquaintance of her second son—the eldest was a cadet, and only came home on Sundays.
As she had ceased to be the mother of her household and was now simply an invalid, the old-fashioned
disciplinary relationship, which always comes between parents and children, disappeared. When he came home
from school and had finished his homework her thirteen-year-old son nearly always sat by her bedside, and read
aloud to her. She had much to ask, and he had much to tell, and so the difference in status which age and position
decreed should stand between them no longer existed, and if either could be said to be superior it was the boy.
But the mother too had much to teach him from her earlier life, and each was therefore alternately teacher and
pupil. In the end they were able to talk about everything, and the boy, who had just reached the threshold of
puberty, received from his mother much information about the mystery which is known as the procreation of the
species, which she imparted to him with the delicacy of feeling and the shyness that arose from the difference in
their sex.
He was still innocent, but at school he had seen and heard much that had upset him, and seemed to him
disgusting. His mother explained everything that could be explained. She warned him about youth’s most
dangerous enemy, and she made him give her his sacred promise that he would never degrade himself by visiting
low women, not even out of curiosity, for no one could trust themselves in such a situation. She urged him to live
a sober life, and to consort with God by prayer when temptation came upon him.
His father was deeply absorbed in the selfish pleasures of his scientific studies, which were a closed book to
his wife. At the very time she lay dying he had made a discovery which would immortalize his name in the
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learned world. On a piece of waste land beyond Norrtull he had found a new variety of goose-foot, which had
bent hairs on the calyx instead of the usual straight ones. He was negotiating with the Academy of Sciences in
Berlin to get this variety included in Flora Germanica, and he was expecting to hear any day whether the
Academy intended to immortalize him by allowing the plant when named in full to be called: Chenopodium molle
ß Wennerstroemianum.
At his wife’s deathbed he was preoccupied, almost absentminded, and very close to being unfriendly, for he
had just received an affirmative answer from the Academy, and he was annoyed because he could not himself
rejoice over the great news, nor expect his wife to rejoice even more than he did. Her thoughts were occupied
solely with heaven and with her children, and even he saw the absurdity of talking to her about bent hairs on a
calyx. But, he reflected in self defense, it was not merely a question of bent hairs on a calyx, it was a question of a
scientific discovery and, what was more, of his future and that of his children, since their daily bread depended on
their father’s fame.
When his wife died that evening he wept profusely; he had not wept for many years. He suffered the most
dreadful pangs of conscience over the injustices he had done her in the past, though these were small, as he had
been an admirable and exemplary husband. His remorse and shame for his unfriendliness and absentmindedness
of the previous day, and his momentary awareness of his loss, opened his eyes to the sordid selfishness of his
scientific studies, which he had deluded himself into thinking were for humanity.
But these emotions did not last long. It was as if a spring-door had opened a crack, only to close again
immediately, and the next morning, after he had framed the wording of the invitations to the funeral, he sat down
to write an address of gratitude to the Academy of Sciences in Berlin. That done he went to his work at the
Academy. When he came home to dinner he wanted to go to his wife to tell her of his happiness, for she had
always been his most faithful friend in times of trouble, and the one person in his life who had never been jealous
of his success. He now felt how great was the loss of this friend, on whom he had always been able to rely for
“approval,” as he put it, and who had never contradicted him because, as he had never talked to her about
anything except the practical results of his investigations, she had never known enough to do so.
For a moment he thought of trying to make contact with his son, but they did not know each other, and the
father always felt towards him as an officer does to a private soldier. His rank forbade him to make any advances
to his son of whom he was also rather suspicious. The fact was that the boy had quicker wits, and had also read a
number of new books about which his father knew nothing.
Thus it sometimes happened that the schoolboy son could make the professor, his father, look like an
ignoramus. On these occasions the father either expressed his contempt for the silliness of new ideas, or exercised
his authority by telling him that schoolboys should stick to their lesson books. The boy was sometimes able to
counter this by producing a “lesson book.” This made the professor furious, and he would declare that all the new
lesson books were “infernal nonsense.”
The father shut himself up with his herbarium, and the boy went his way alone.
Their home was in Norrtullsgatan, to the left of Observatory Square. A little one-story brick house surrounded
by an extensive garden, which had belonged to a horticultural society, and had been inherited by the professor.
But he only studied descriptive botany, and had no time for the far more interesting plant physiology, and plant
morphology, which had still been in their infancy in his youth. He therefore allowed the garden and all its delights
to become overgrown and neglected, and let it to a gardener on condition that he and his children should retain
certain privileges. His son used the garden as a park, and reveled in it as it was, nature qua nature,\fn{Human nature
[being] human nature:H} without troubling himself to investigate it scientifically.
His character was like an ill-made compensation pendulum, too much soft metal from his mother, and too little
hard from his father. Consequently conflicts and an uneven swing. At one moment excessively sensitive, at the
next hard and skeptical. He felt his mother’s death deeply. He mourned her so much that she became apotheosized
in his memory as the personification of everything good, great, and beautiful. He spent the summer that followed
her death in brooding and reading novels.
But sorrow, and not least lack of occupation, had shaken his nervous system, and set his imagination to work.
His tears had been like warm rain in April, which rouses the fruit-trees so that they are tricked into bursting into
bloom, only to be bitten by the frosts of May before their fertilization is complete. He was fifteen, the age at
which the male of the cultured classes reaches puberty, and is mature enough to give life to future generations, but
is prevented from doing so by his inability to feed his young. He therefore had before him at least ten years of
martyrdom: the struggle with omnipotent Nature which a young man has to endure, before he may think of
winning the right to fulfill her laws.
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*
It is a warm noon at Whitsuntide. The apple-trees are white with the blossom that generous nature has
squandered on them in abundance. The wind shakes their crowns and sends the pollen swirling through the air.
Some of it reaches the places for which it is destined, and awakens life. Some falls upon the earth and is wasted.
But what does a handful of pollen more or less matter to nature, whose wealth is inexhaustible? And when the
flower is fertilized it sheds its pink petals that soon wither on the gravel walk, until the next rain rots them and
they decompose, sink into the earth, only to rise again through the sap, a flower once more, this time perhaps a
fruit as well.
But now the struggle begins. Those fortunate enough to have come out upon the sunny side get furthest, their
ovaries swell and if there is no frost they soon set fruit. But those upon the northern side, all the poor things that
are shaded by their fellows and never see the sun, they wither and fall, and the gardener rakes them together and
takes them in a wheelbarrow to the pigsty.
Now the boughs of the apple-tree are laden with half-ripe fruit, small, chubby, golden-yellow fruitlets, with
rosy cheeks, but this means a fresh struggle. If they all live the boughs will break under their weight, and the tree
will die. So the storm comes. What matters now is to have strong stalks to hold on with. Woe betide the
weaklings, for they are doomed to destruction.
Besides the storm there is the weevil. It too is a living thing with a duty towards future generations. Its larvae
eat the apple right up to the stalk, and the apple too falls upon the gravel walk. But the grub has good taste, it
chooses the strongest and soundest. If it did not, too many strong fruits would survive, and the struggle would
become all too fierce.
But at eventide, when darkness falls, latent desire begins to stir in the animal kingdom. The nightjar nestles
upon the warm, newly-dug garden bed, and calls to her mate. To which mate? The males must settle that between
them.
The domestic cat, warm and replete with milk fresh from the cow, slinks from the chimney-corner, and treads
carefully among the narcissi and daffodils, fearful of getting tousled and wet with dew before her lover arrives.
Then she sniffs the lavender that is just coming out, and she calls to her mate. And over the neighbor’s fence, in
answer to her call, comes the black tom, broad-backed as a marten.
Then the gardener’s brindled tom arrives from the barn, and the battle begins. The soft, dark soil whirls round
them, the newly-sown radishes and young spinach are jerked from their quiet sleep and their dreams of the future.
The stronger is victorious, and the female awaits his frenzied embraces with neutral calm. The vanquished flees to
seek another battle, where he will be the stronger.
And Nature smiles contentedly, for she knows of no unfaithfulness except to her laws. To her might is right, for
she wants strong children if she is to kill the eternal “I” of the insignificant individual. In her world there is no
prudery, there are no misgivings, no fears of the consequences, for Nature gives food to all—except to man.
*
He went into the garden when supper was over and his father had sat down by his bedroom window to smoke
his pipe and read the evening papers. He walked along the gravel paths and inhaled the fragrance that growing
plants diffuse only when they are in bloom, the most exquisite, the strongest distillation of ethereal oils, in which
each individual concentrates its whole strength, so that it may rise to be the representative of its race. He heard the
bridal song of the gnats above the lime-trees, to our ears like the wail of a lament. He heard the churring call of
the night jar, the screech of the cat in heat, that sounds as if death, not life, were the donor of heirs. He heard the
dung-beetle’s hum, the flutter of the moth, the bat’s high squeak.
He paused opposite a clump of narcissi, broke off a flower, and sniffed it until his temples throbbed. He had
never looked closely at this flower before. But last term in his Ovid he had read the story of the beautiful youth
who had been changed into a narcissus.
He had not discovered any particular meaning in the myth. A youth who, because he fails to requite love,
becomes the object of his own passion, and is finally consumed by its flame, in love with his own image, which
he sees reflected in a spring. Now, as he gazed upon the white petals, the cup, waxen-yellow, like the cheeks of an
invalid, with the delicate streaks of red one sees on the face of a consumptive, whose constant cough forces his
blood into the minutest vessels of his skin, he began to think of one of his schoolmates, a young nobleman, who
had left that summer to become a naval cadet. He had looked like this.
He wandered on until the path turned right and in under a vaulted avenue of pollarded elms. From the half light
he looked down to the end of the vista, and saw the large green swing moving backwards and forwards. A girl was
standing on the backboard, keeping the swing in motion by bending her knees, and throwing her body forwards
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while holding the side-bars with upraised arms. She was the gardener’s daughter who had been confirmed at
Easter, and who had recently gone into long dresses. But this evening her mother had let her put on a shorter dress
that she was to wear out at home. When she saw the young gentleman her first feeling was one of bashfulness,
because he could see her stockings, but she remained where she was, and Master Theodore walked forward and
looked at her.
“Don’t stand there, Master Theodore,” said the girl, driving the swing at full speed.
“Why mayn’t I stand here?” asked the boy, who could feel the draught from her flapping skirts fanning his
flushed temples.
“No, fie on you,” said the girl.
“If you’ll let me get on too I’ll swing you, Augusta,” said Theodore, hastily climbing into the swing.
So there he stood, opposite her in the swing, and when it went up her dress wrapped itself round his legs, and
when it went down he stood bending over her, and stared into her eyes, which shone with fright and pleasure.
Her thin cotton bodice clung closely to her young breasts, clearly outlined under the thin calico. Her mouth
was half open, and her sound white teeth smiled at him as much as to say that they would like to bite him, or kiss
him.
They swung higher and higher, until the swing struck against the highest branches of the sycamore-tree. At that
the girl gave a shriek and fell into his arms, so that he had to sit down on the seat. When he felt her warm, soft
body twitch, and at the same time press itself against his, something like an electric shock shot through his whole
nervous system. Everything went black, and he would have dropped her had he not felt her left breast against the
upper part of his right arm.
The swing slowed down. She sprang up and sat down on the seat opposite. And there they sat, with downcast
eyes not daring to look each other in the face. When the swing stopped the girl got out, and pretended to answer
someone who had not called to her.
Master Theodore was left alone.
The blood was rushing through his veins. He felt twice as vigorous as before, yet he did not clearly know what
had happened. He had a vague idea that he was an electrophore, whose positive electricity had united with the
negative when discharged. And this during a slight, and to all appearances a chaste encounter with a young
woman. He had felt nothing like it when, for instance, he had held any of his schoolmates in a tight embrace
during wrestling matches in gymnastic lessons.
But this experience had made him aware of the opposite polarity of the female, and he now knew what being a
man meant. And he was a man. Not a precocious boy who had ripened too early by doing violence to nature, but a
strong, tough, healthy youth.
As he wandered along the paths he felt new thoughts germinating within him. Life seemed to him a more
serious business, feelings of duty and responsibility came to the surface, and demanded attention.
But he was only fifteen. He had not yet been confirmed. It would be many years before he would be enrolled
as a member of the community; consequently he could not for a long time hope to feed himself, much less a wife
and children.
His serious frame of mind kept him from being tempted by the thought of casual relationships. Woman was to
him something for life, his other pole, his complement. He was now spiritually and physically ready to go out into
the world and earn his daily bread.
What prevented him? His upbringing, which had not taught him anything useful; his social position, which
forbade him to stoop to manual work; the Church, which had made him promise to be faithful to the clergy; the
State, which had made him promise to be faithful to the House of Bernadotte and Nassau;\fn{ Still the ruling house of
Sweden (since 1818):H} his school, which had not yet drilled him enough to fit him for entry into a university; the
secret marshaling of the ranks of the upper classes against the lower classes; a whole mountain of idiotic ideas lay
piled on top of him and his youth.
Now that he himself felt he was a man it seemed to him that the whole of his upbringing so far had been
directed towards one objective: to castrate him before letting him loose in the harem, where masculinity would be
a danger, and he was quite unable to discover any other reason behind it all.
So he sank back again, and remained what he was for the present: a minor. He felt like a blanched lettuce plant,
that is tied together and put under a flower-pot in order to make it as white and tender as possible, and by keeping
it from the sunlight, prevent it from putting forth green leaves, from bursting into bloom, and above all, from
setting seed.
Possessed by these thoughts he walked backwards and forwards until the clock in Adolf Fredrik’s church
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struck ten. He then turned back to the house, intending to go to bed. But the front door was locked and he had to
knock on the window of the maid’s bedroom. The maid came to open the door in her underclothes, and above her
petticoat that had slipped down he could see her bare shoulders.
His dreamy mood vanished in an instant. He wanted to seize her, to press her breasts, to mate; in a word
woman to him at that moment was only female flesh. But the girl had come in and closed the door behind her.
Theodore felt ashamed of himself and retired to his room.
When he got there he opened the windows, dipped his head into the wash-basin, and lit his lamp. After he had
got into bed he took up Arndt’s\fn{ Johan Arndt (1555-1611), German Lutheran theologian. } Spiritual Voices for the
Morning, which he had inherited from his mother, and out of which he always read a short passage at night, to
make sure of doing it, as time was short in the mornings. But now the book reminded him of the vow of chastity
he had given to his mother, and his conscience pricked him. A fly, that had burnt its wings inside the glass of his
lamp, was buzzing round on his bedside table. This turned his thoughts in other, vaguer directions, and when he
put Arndt down he lit a cigar.
He heard his father, whose room was on the ground-floor, taking off his boots, he heard him knock out his pipe
against the base of the stove, heard him pour out a glass of water, and prepare to get into bed. He thought how
lonely he must feel now that his wife was no more. Formerly he had been able to hear them through the floorboards, conversing confidentially in low voices on subjects about which they always agreed. Now there were no
voices, only the dead sounds of one person, setting his body to rights, sounds which like the pictures of a rebus,
must be rearranged to make them come alive.
At last he put down his cigar, turned off the lamp, and silently said the Lord’s Prayer, but got no further than
the fifth request before he fell asleep.
*
In the middle of the night he was awakened by a dream. He had held the gardener’s daughter in his arms,
where and when he could not remember, for he was very drowsy, and he soon fell asleep again.
In the morning he was depressed and had a headache. He again fell to thinking about the future, which lay
heavily upon him, and seemed to stifle his whole existence. He saw with dread how fast the summer was passing.
When the holidays were over he would again have to endure the humiliating conditions imposed by his school,
where every one of his thoughts would be killed by those of other people, where independent activity would
achieve nothing, and where only by putting a fixed number of years behind him could he reach his goal.
It was like making a journey by goods train. The engine was obliged to stop for a stated time at each station,
and when the unused head of steam grew too powerful they had to open the safety-vent. The Board of Directors
had fixed the time-table, and no train was allowed to arrive at the stations before it was due. That was the chief
consideration.
The father noticed that his son was growing pale and thin, but he put it down to sorrow on account of his
mother’s death.
*
Autumn arrived.
The first problem was school. During the summer his solitary communion with the lives and struggles of the
grown up people he had met through his novel reading had made him think of himself as an adult. But when his
teachers spoke to him, they used the familiar du. And the boys, his companions, who had not yet learnt to respect
everyone’s right to his own body, indulged in horseplay, which obliged him to follow suit.
And what of the educational establishment which was to refine them, to make them ready for their entry into
the community? What did it teach them, and how did it refine?
The content of their schoolbooks was controlled by the upper classes, and they were one and all written for the
express purpose of making the lower classes worship the said upper classes. The teachers sometimes spoke to
their pupils about their ingratitude. They did not realize the advantages their parents were conferring on them by
giving them an education that many poor people had to do without.
No, it was true, these young people were not yet sufficiently corrupted to be able to see through the whole
limitless extent of the deception and its supposed advantage. Did their education ever give them the slightest
pleasure in what they were taught?
No!
Consequently their teachers had to appeal unceasingly to their lower passions, to self-esteem (a nicer name for
the crude ambition of wanting to be thought better than others), to self-interest, to the advantages they would gain.
What a miserable sham that school was! Not one of the boys believed that it was a blessing to be able to count
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up kings they hated, to learn languages they could never use, to prove the truth of axioms, and define the obvious,
to count the anthers of plants, and the joints on the back legs of insects, and to know nothing more at the end of it
than some Latin names. How many long hours did they not waste trying to divide an angle into three equal parts
theoretically, when untheoretically (that is to say practically), they could have done it in a minute with a
protractor?
What contempt for everything useful!
Their sisters, who used Ollendorff’s\fn{ Henri Godefroy Ollendorff (1803-1865), German educator and grammarian. } French
grammar, could speak French after two years, while these grammar-school boys could not speak a word after six.
But oh, the supreme pity with which they uttered the name Ollendorff, as if it stood for all the folly that had been
perpetrated since the world began.
But when their sisters demanded an explanation, and asked if language had not been created so that man might
express his thoughts, the young sophists replied with a phrase borrowed from a teacher who believed he was
quoting Talleyrand:
No, language was created in order that man might conceal his thoughts. This was far beyond any young girl’s
powers of comprehension, for men are adepts at hiding their infamies, but it made her think her brother was so
frightfully learned that she gave up arguing.
Then there were the counterfeit aesthetics, that threw a veil of borrowed glory and false beauty over
everything.
“Be strong you guardian knights of light,”\fn{ University students, or those who had passed the precursor entrance
examination to qualify for university admission.} they learnt to sing.
“Have courage on your separate paths.”
What guardian knights indeed! with patents of nobility, with matriculation certificates, false testimonials all of
them, judging by what they themselves could see; in aid of the light, that is to say of the upper classes, who had
their own fearful reasons for keeping the lower classes in darkness by means of schooling and religion.
“And forward, forward on the path of light!”
A thing was always called by the name of its opposite. Of course, for if a “lower class” individual came along
as a bearer of light, it must be made to appear that he carried darkness. You “healthy” young champions! And how
healthy they were, all these young people, enervated by lack of occupation, by unsatisfied impulses, by ambition,
by disdain for all the people who could not afford to matriculate.
Oh those upper-class poets who lied so charmingly! Were they the deceivers or the deceived?
What did all these youths talk about as a rule? About their studies? Never! At the most about their marks. They
talked about wantonness from morning to night. They talked about meeting girls, about playing billiards, about
punches\fn{In Strindberg’s day, alcoholic beverages brewed in bowls. } about the venereal diseases they had heard their
elder brothers talking about.
In their midday breaks they went to watch the changing of the guard, and the most precocious of them were
able to tell the rest the name of the lieutenant and where his mistress lived. Once two of these “guardian knights
of light” from the sixth form had been naïve enough to go up to Hasselbacken\fn{ A restaurant.} on a summer’s day
in broad daylight, taking with them two prostitutes, with whom they had quite openly dined, sitting on the
verandah. Their Grammar School expelled them for their naïvety.
That it was not for immorality was clearly demonstrated by the fact that twelve months later they matriculated,
thereby saving a whole year, and that when they had completed their studies at Uppsala they were sent to a
European capital, to represent the United Kingdoms of Sweden and Norway\fn{ Norway was united with Sweden between
1818 and 1905:H} at the Embassy.
This was the sort of environment in which the best years of Master Theodore’s life were wrung out of him. He
saw through the fraud, but he could not break away from it. He often asked himself how this could be done, but he
could find no answer. So he became an accomplice, and learnt to hold his tongue.
*
Confirmation turned out to be as great a scandal as his school. A young curate, a pietist, was expected to spend
four months teaching him Luther’s catechism, teaching it to a boy who had studied theology, exegesis, dogmatics,
the New Testament in Greek and so on. All the same, the severe pietist attitude, which demanded that you should
be truthful in your life and conduct, could not fail to make an impression on him.
It was on a November morning that they were summoned to the Church Hall to be enrolled. Master Theodore
unexpectedly found himself a member of a group of people quite unlike those by whom he was usually
surrounded at school. When he entered the room he was met by the gaze of about a hundred pairs of eyes, which
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all looked at him as if he were an enemy. There were tobacco-binders from Ljunglov, chimney sweeps’ lads,
apprentices from all kinds of trades. It looked as if they were enemies amongst themselves too, for they were busy
hurling rude nicknames at each other. But this animosity between trades was of a more accidental character, and
no amount of squabbling prevented them from sticking together. A blast of strange, suffocating air seemed to hit
him, and in the hatred with which he felt they greeted him, there was an admixture of contempt, the reverse side
of a kind of respect or envy. He looked about him for a friend, someone of his own sort, dressed as he was, but in
vain.
Not one could he find. The parish was a poor one. The rich people sent their children to the German Church,
then the fashionable place of worship. These were the children of the people, of the lower orders, whom he was
now to meet before the altar of the Lord as an equal.
What was the nature of the abyss that separated him from them? he asked himself. Were they not physically as
well endowed as he was? Yes, better perhaps, for they were already earning their living, and, what was more,
some of them were helping their elderly parents.
Were they less well equipped mentally? He could not say that they were, for he heard them tossing out many a
quick-witted observation in the form of gibes. Some of their jokes were so penetrating that only his pride
prevented him from rewarding them with a laugh, and when he thought of all the fools among his comrades at
school he could not see exactly where the line lay that divided him from these boys.
Yet all the same he knew it was there. Was it their ugly clothes, their ugly faces, their coarse hands? Yes, that
was partly the trouble. In particular he found their ugliness offensive. But were they necessarily worse because
they were ugly?
He had a foil with him as he was going to have a fencing-lesson at noon. He put this in a corner to avoid
attracting attention to it which might be disagreeable.
But the boys had already seen it. None of them knew exactly what it was, but they realized that it was some
sort of weapon. Some of the boldest of them made an excuse to go to the comer in order to inspect it. They
fingered the cord round the handle, they scratched the rapier-guard with their nails, they bent the blade, they
fiddled with the chamois-leather button.
It was like watching a hare nosing a gun that it had found in the woods. They had no idea what it was for, but
they sensed that it was a hostile object, intended for some obscure purpose. At last a girdler’s apprentice, whose
brother was in the Life Guards, came up to the inquisitive group and settled the question immediately:
“Can’t you see it’s a sword, you blithering idiots?” Whereupon he cast a look of respect upon Master
Theodore, a look in which there was also secret understanding, as much as to say:
“We know, we do!”
At this a rope-maker’s apprentice, who had once been in the artillery learning to be a trumpeter, and who felt
himself to have been disregarded when the verdict was given, could no longer contain himself, but burst out that
they might bite his back if it wasn’t a rapier. The result was a fight that raised clouds of dust and turned the whole
hall into a kennel of yells.
At this moment the door opened, and there stood the curate. A pale, thin young man, with a spotty face and
watery blue eyes. First he uttered a loud cry. The wild animals stopped fighting. Next a flood of words about the
sacred blood of the Lamb and the power the devil has over our hearts poured out of him. Finally he got the
hundred boys to sit down on benches and chairs. But by this time he was quite out of breath and the room was still
full of swirling dust. He looked up at the ventilator in the window, and said in a weak voice:
“Open the shutter, please.”
But this only served to raise another storm. Twenty-five boys jumped up and collided in a heap by the window,
all trying to grab the cord that hung from the shutter.
“Sit down, all of you,” yelled the curate, as he sprang up to get his cane.
Renewed calm for a moment. The curate then thought of a more practical way of getting the shutter open
without a battle.
“You there,” he said, pointing at a poor, scared little fellow, “go and open the shutter.”
The little fellow went up to the window and tried to undo the knotted cord. The assembled company awaited
the result of his efforts in breathless silence, until a large boy in sailor’s uniform, who had just returned from
Spain with the brig Carl Johan, lost patience:
“Devil take me if I won’t show you fellows a chap who can,” he said, and in a trice he had thrown off his
jacket, jumped on to the window-sill, pulled out his knife, and cut the cord.
“Just cut the guy,” he managed to say before the curate let out another scream like that of an hysterical woman,
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which frightened the sailor so much that it brought him to the ground declaring that the “halyard” had “grown a
beard” and that there was nothing for it but to “cut.”
The curate was beside himself. Never would he have believed—he came from a quiet country district—that
any young person could be so depraved, could have sunk so deeply into immorality and sin, or have advanced so
far along the road to perdition. And then another long piece about the sacred blood of the Lamb.
No one understood what he was talking about. None of them had any idea what he meant by the word sink,
since none of them had ever really been up. Consequently they all remained cold and indifferent. The curate went
on talking about Jesus and his sacred wounds, but no one took much notice, for no one was aware of having
wounded anyone called Jesus. He then tried the devil, but he was part of the everyday language they used among
themselves to express their thoughts, so he did not make much impression either.
At last the curate hit on the right approach: he talked about their confirmation that would take place in the
spring. He reminded them of their parents, who were hoping to send their children out into the world, but when he
started to talk about the masters who would never give them work if they were not confirmed, he was irresistible,
and the deep significance of confirmation became plain to everyone.
Now he was telling the truth; now all their youthful minds could understand him. Even the wildest among
them became subdued.
He then began to take down their names. But oh dear! what a fearful lot of imperfect birth certificates.\fn{ In
Sweden the parson—who is also a civil servant, as the (Lutheran) Church is a State institution—keeps a register of all his parishoners, and
provides them with a certificate which gives their age, occupation, confirmation, marriage, etc., and which they must have with them when
they move to a new address.} How could they hope to come to Jesus when their parents were not married? How could

anyone hope to come to the sinners’ Holy Table when his father had been in prison, and for a first offense too?
Oh! what dreadful sinners.
Master Theodore was deeply shaken by all the insults that were being dealt out in public. He wanted to shut his
eyes, but he could not. At last he went forward with his own birth certificate, and the curate read out:
“A son, Theodore, born such and such a day, such and such a year; parents: Professor, Knight of the order
of”—here a faint gleam of sunshine spread over the curate’s face, and he nodded in a friendly way as he asked
—“Well, how is your father?” Then, when he saw that Theodore’s mother was dead—which in fact he already
knew—a veil of mourning fell over his waxen features and in a commiserating, sweetly loving, tearful tone of
voice he let fall, almost as if he were talking to himself, “She was a child of God,” which seemed like a reproach
to Papa, who was only a Professor and a Knight of the Order of —. Theodore was then allowed to go.
When he got outside he felt that he had witnessed something that he would never have believed existed. Were
these boys really so depraved because they used swear-words and coarse expressions that all his schoolmates, his
father, his uncle and the whole of society used among themselves? What sort of corruption was it they talked so
much about here?
These boys were more boisterous than other spoiled children because they were stronger. Was it their fault that
their birth certificates were so imperfect? His father had never stolen, but a man has no need to steal when he has
a salary of six thousand a year, and can work as much or as little as he pleases. It would have been absurd and
abnormal if he had been a thief.
*
So Master Theodore went back to his school keenly aware of the value of receiving an education. For here no
one was insulted because of a false step.
Here you were allowed to keep your own weaknesses and those of your parents pretty much to yourself.
Here you were among equals, and you all understood each other.
Then he and his friends went to the changing of the guards, and slipped into a café to have a liqueur, and then
on to the fencing hall. And when the lieutenant there addressed him as “Sir,” and when he saw all the young men
there, with their lithe limbs, and easy manners, and happy faces, all knowing that a good dinner awaited them at
home, he knew that there were two worlds, an upper world and an under world.
And something very like a bad conscience seized him when he thought of the gloomy church-hall, and all
those sad human beings, whose sore spots and secret failings were so unmercifully examined under a magnifying
glass, in order that they might partake of that spirit of true humility, without which they would never allow the
upper classes to enjoy their little weaknesses in peace.
This realization brought an element of disharmony into his life.
*
But no matter how much Master Theodore was torn between his natural yearning towards the temptations of
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life—which he only partially understood—and his newly acquired inclination to turn his back upon life and direct
his thoughts towards heaven, he never broke his promise to his mother.
His frequent meetings at the church with his fellow candidates for confirmation, and with the curate, could not
fail to have an effect upon him. He was sometimes gloomy and meditative, and had a feeling that life was not as it
should be. It seemed to him that some unparalleled crime must have been committed in the past, and that people
were now trying to conceal it under a mass of deceptions.
He himself felt like a fly trapped in a spider’s web. Every time he tried to tear open a hole he became more
firmly enmeshed, and more nearly suffocated.
One evening they were given their instruction in the chancel of the church, for the curate employed every
means in his power to produce an effect on their hardened young minds. It was well on in January. The two gas
jets in the chancel shed a faint light which distorted the proportions of the marble statues of the altarpiece in a
horrifying way. The whole of the great church, with its intersecting barrel vaults, was in partial darkness. Far
away in the background the smooth pewter pipes of the organ threw back faint reflections of the gas jets in the
chancel. The angels above the organ, sounding the trump of doom on their bassoons, looked in the darkness like
supernaturally large and threatening human beings.
The curate had been giving an exposition of the sixth commandment. He had been talking about adultery, both
in marriage and outside it. He had not been able to explain exactly how adultery was practiced by married
couples, even though he himself was married, but he knew all about it outside matrimony.
Then he turned to the subject of self-abuse.
A kind of sigh came from the gathering of young boys when he uttered the words and, with pale cheeks and
hollow eyes, they stared at him as if they had seen a ghost. So long as he talked about the torments of hell they
remained comparatively calm, but when he took up a book and read them the story of a young man who had died
in the arms of God at twenty-five, with his spinal-cord rotted away, they shrank down in their pews and felt the
floor rock beneath them. Finally he told them about a boy who had been shut up in a madhouse when he was
twelve, and had died at fourteen, believing in his Redeemer. They felt as if they were looking at a hundred
corpses, washed clean and hung up on iron bars.
And the remedy for this evil?
There was but one, but one, Jesu’s sacred wounds. He gave them no detailed instructions how these could be
used to cure precocious puberty. But he did tell them to refrain from dancing, from visiting the theater, from
spending their time at recreation halls and, above all, from having anything to do with women; in a word, he
urged upon them the very opposite of what they should have been doing.
The fact that their iniquity was a striking contradiction of society’s contention that a man does not reach
maturity until he is twenty-one was passed over in silence; likewise the fact that vice could be avoided by making
it possible to marry early, and by providing food for everyone instead of feasts for the few. His answer was that
they must throw themselves into the arms of Jesu, by which he meant join a sect and have nothing at all to do with
the world, which they must leave to the upper classes.
But enough of this. When he had finished upbraiding them he asked the first five boys sitting in the front pew
to wait behind. He wanted to talk to them in private. He would do the same with all of them in time.
The five looked as if they had been sentenced to death. Their breathing became so shallow that their chests fell
in to their backs, and if you had looked carefully you would have seen their hairs rise a couple of centimeters on
end, and then fall dankly over their cadaverous scalps. All the blood had left their eye-sockets, and their eyeballs,
which looked like two immovable glass balls sewn to chamois leather, seemed unable to decide whether to creep
out and confess, or retreat inside and hide behind a daring lie.
They said a prayer, and they sang the hymn about Jesu’s wounds, but tonight they sang it like consumptives,
sometimes ceasing altogether, and sometimes interrupting their singing with a dry cough, as if they were thirsty.
Then they began to leave. One of the five tried to slip out too, but was recalled by a “Stop, you there!” from his
master.
It was a terrible moment.
Master Theodore, who was in the front row, was one of the five. He felt most uncomfortable. Not that he had
sinned in the way now meant, but in his heart of hearts he felt that it was an insult to ask a man to strip like this.
The other four all sat far apart. One of them, the girdler, tried to make a joke, but it stuck in his throat. The police,
prison, a hospital, loomed up before them, and behind all these a madhouse. They were not sure what was going
to happen, but they knew for certain that it would be like having a public whipping.
Their only comfort was that he, Master Theodore, was one of them. They did not know why this comforted
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them, but something told them that nothing bad could happen to him, the son of a professor.
“Come in, Wennerstrom,” said the curate, who had lit the gas jet in the vestry.
Wennerstrom went in and the door was closed. The other four sat in the pew, trying to find a position in which
their bodies could rest, but in vain.
Finally Wennerstrom came out, his eyes were red with weeping, and he was much upset. He went out through
the chancel door immediately. When he got out into the churchyard, which was covered with snow, he quickly
went over what had taken place in the church. The curate had asked if he had sinned. No, he had not. Did he have
dreams? Yes. Dreams are just as sinful, for they show that our hearts are evil, and it is our hearts that God looks
into. He searches our kidneys, and he will judge us for every sinful thought, and dreams are thoughts.
“Give me thy heart, my son,” that is what Jesus says. Go to Jesus, pray, pray, pray! All that is chaste, and pure,
and lovely is Jesus. Jesus from beginning to end, Jesus my all, my life, my hope, my redemption! Mortify the
flesh, be steadfast in prayer, says Jesus. Go in the name of Jesus, and sin no more!
He felt both revolted and crushed. He could not help feeling crushed, for at school he had not yet learnt the sort
of common sense which would have helped him to refute this jesuitical sophistry. The psychology he had read
made him want to modify the assertion that dreams were thoughts. He would call them fantasies. All the same,
God does not quibble over words. His reason told him that there was something unnatural about his sexual
precocity. He could not marry at sixteen, since he could not support a wife.
But he could not think as far as the next thought, and question why it was that he could not support a wife,
though he was physically mature. And if he had thought as far, he would have come up against the social code,
established by the upper classes, and defended by their bayonets. The fact that maturity preceded an ability to earn
your bread was in some way an outrage against nature. It was depravity! His imagination was depraved, and he
must try to purify it by self-denial, by prayer, and by struggle.
*
When he got home his father and his brothers and sisters were sitting at table. As usual his father asked him if
he knew when he would be confirmed. He did not. He ate nothing and excused himself by saying that he was
feeling unwell. But the truth was that he did not dare to eat in the evening.
He went up to his room and sat down to read a tract by Schartau\fn{ Henrik Schartau (1757-1825), a Swedish Lutheran
clergyman.} that the curate had given him. It was all about the vanity of reason. So here too, at the very place at
which he had believed that he might escape from his confusion, the light was extinguished. Reason, which, at
times, he had dimly hoped would help him to escape from the dark mountains, reason too was a sin, the greatest
sin of all, for it set itself up against God, by wanting to comprehend that which is incomprehensible.
Why “that” should be incomprehensible was never stated, but it was probably because the instant “that” was
comprehended, the deception would be exposed.
He rebelled no longer. He gave in.
Before he got into bed he read two of Arndt’s Morning Voices, recited the whole of the Confession of Sins, The
Lord’s Prayer, and The Lord’s Blessing. He was frightfully hungry, but this gave him a feeling of malicious
pleasure, as if he were inflicting an injury upon an enemy.
Then he fell asleep.
*
Later that night he awoke. He had dreamt that he had been to Norrbacka, and eaten a supper costing two riksdaler,\fn{The official unit of currency in Sweden prior to 1873, when the krona replaced it.} and drunk champagne, and finally
gone into a private room with a girl. The previous evening in all its frightfulness surged over him again.
He jumped out of bed, threw the feather bed and the sheets on to the floor, and lay down on the horsehair
under-mattress with nothing over him but a thin blanket. He was cold and hungry, but the devil must be destroyed.
He said The Lord’s Prayer once again, with a few little additions of his own.
By degrees his brain began to grow hazy, the taut lines in his face relaxed, his mouth curved in a smile—gay
airy figures, a faint hum, suppressed laughter, the rhythm of a waltz, sparkling glasses, and open faces, full of a
zest for life, with eyes that met his freely; the curtains across a doorway parted, and a little head appeared between
the silken hangings. Its mouth smiled, its eyes were alive, its neck was bare right down to its swelling bosom, its
shoulders rounded, as if modeled by a tender hand. The garments it was wearing fell from it as he gazed, and he
had a woman in his arms.
As he awoke the clock struck three.
He was beaten again.
This time he pulled the mattress from his bed, fell on his knees on the stone floor round the porcelain stove,
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and made up his own fervent prayer to God, begging for deliverance, for now he knew that he was fighting the
devil himself. He lay down once more, this time on the bedstead, and derived a strange pleasure from feeling the
iron bars cut into his arms, his thighs, and his shins.
When he woke in the morning he had a high fever.
*
He was in bed for six weeks. When he got up again he was in better health and unfortunately stronger than he
had been. The rest, the choice food, and the medicines had improved his physique, and the fight was therefore
twice as fierce as before.
But he fought.
In the spring he was confirmed. This agitating performance, at which the upper classes force the lower classes
to swear by the body and word of Christ that they will never concern themselves with what the latter do, haunted
him for a long time. He did not devote any thought to the impudent deception practiced with Högstedt’s Piccadon
at 65 öre the half gallon, and Lettstrom’s wafers at 1 crown a pound, which the parson passed off as the body and
blood of Jesus of Nazareth, the agitator who had been executed over 1800 years earlier, for this was not a time for
thought, you were there to receive “grace.”\fn{ For this passage, the author was prosecuted in court under a charge of blasphemy.
The unsold copies of Getting Married I (published in 1884) were also confiscated. He was acquitted, but the verdict of the court so enraged
the wealthy and powerful Conservatives ranged against him—they included feminists, religious pietests, and probably even Queen Sophia
Leidschütz, the German wife of King Oscar II—that they attempted, not without some success, to make the remainder of his life as
financially miserable as possible}
The following year he matriculated. His student cap\fn{ Upon matriculation, Swedish boys and girls were entitled to wear a
special white cap with a black peak and a blue and yellow rosette in front } gave him great pleasure, for he felt unconsciously

that it represented his letters patent to the upper classes. He and his schoolmates also deluded themselves into
thinking that they had acquired some knowledge, and their teachers pronounced them to be mature scholars.
If only these conceited young people had at least known some of the twaddle about which they boasted. But
had you heard them at their matriculation supper-party, swearing that they did not know five per cent of the
contents of the books upon which they had been examined, and assuring everybody that it was a miracle that they
had passed, you would, if you had been uninitiated, have found it hard to believe them.
But if, at the same supper party, you had heard some of the younger teachers, now freed from the restrictions
imposed by a privileged position, and released from the necessity of keeping up appearances, openly declaring,
with half drunken gestures, that there was not one master in the whole school who could have passed the
examination, you would have been convinced, if you were sober, that matriculation was a cordon that could be
drawn at will between the upper classes and the lower classes, and that the whole miracle was a colossal fraud.
Why, there was one teacher who declared over a bowl of punch, that only an idiot would suppose that a single
brain could simultaneously hold the three thousand dates in the history books, the names of the five thousand
cities in the world,\fn{A report compiled from World Atlas calculated that there were 4,416 cities in the world with a population of
over 150,000:W} the names of six hundred plants, and seven hundred animals, the names of the bones in the human
body and the rocks in the earth, all the doctrinal controversies that had taken place in the world, one thousand
French words, one thousand English, German, Latin, and Greek words, half a million rules and exceptions, and
five hundred mathematical, physical, geometrical, and chemical formulae. He said that he would take it upon
himself to prove, that the brain capable of this would have to be as big as the cupola on the Observatory in
Uppsala.
Finally he told them that Humbolt had not known his multiplication tables, and that the professor of astronomy
at Lund could not divide two six-figure even numbers. They thought they knew six languages, and yet they did
not know at the most more than five thousand words of the twenty thousand in their own language.
He went on to tell them that he had seen them cheating. He knew all the dodges. He had seen them writing
dates on their nails, seen that they had books under their desks, seen them whispering.
But, he concluded: what the devil was one to do?
If you did not shut your eyes to these things you would never have any students.
*
He spent the summer at home in the garden at Norrtullsgatan. He thought a great deal about his future, about
what he should become. The glimpses he had caught of the workings of that great jesuitical congregation which
goes by the name of the upper class, and which has established our social order, and his inability to fathom its
secrets, had made him dissatisfied with life, and he wanted to save himself from despair by becoming a parson.
But the world tempted him. It looked so bright and clean, and his seething blood called out for life. His
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struggle tore him apart, and lack of occupation only served to increase the vexation in his mind.
His melancholy and his failing health began to make his father uneasy. He saw clearly what was wrong, but he
could not bring himself to talk to his son on such a delicate matter.
One Sunday afternoon the professor’s brother, a captain in the Royal Engineers, came to visit him. They drank
their coffee sitting in the garden.
“Have you noticed how altered Theodore is?” asked the professor.
“Yes, his time’s come,” said the captain. “I think that’s long been the case.”
“Hmm,” said the professor. “Would you mind having a talk with him? I can’t.”
“If I were a bachelor I shouldn’t mind playing the part of uncle,” said the captain. “But I’ll put Gusten on to
him. The boy needs girls. If he doesn’t get any he’ll be ruined. We’re a strong race, we Wennerströms. Eh?”
“Yes,” said Theodore’s father. “I was ripe at fifteen, but one of the fellows in my confirmation class couldn’t
be confirmed because he got a girl candidate pregnant when he was thirteen.”
“Look at Gusten, think how well he looks! Devil take me if he hasn’t got the loins and shanks of an old
captain. He looks after himself, he does.”
“Yes, I know what it costs, but better that than having them catch something. Ask Gusten if he’ll take Theodore
out with him, and shake him up a bit.”
“I’ll do just that,” said the captain. And thus the matter was settled.
*
One evening in July, the time of nature’s pregnancy, when summer is at its hottest, and everything fertilized in
spring is in its prime and about to bear fruit, Master Theodore was sitting in his room dreaming. He had put COME
TO JESUS in large letters on the wall as a kind of “let us not argue” to his brother, the lieutenant, who now and
then looked in on his way from Ladugårdslandet, where his regiment was stationed. He was a happy soul, who
always “looked after himself” as Theodore’s uncle had said, and had no time to waste bothering his head about the
ways of the world. He had promised Theodore that he would come to fetch him this evening at seven o’clock, as
he wanted to discuss how they should celebrate their father’s birthday.
Theodore was secretly planning to take his brother by surprise, and get him into a more serious frame of mind.
Gusten, on the other hand, was secretly planning to bring Theodore to his senses.
At seven o’clock sharp a cab drew up (the lieutenant always arrived in a cab), and soon afterwards Theodore
heard the clink of spurs and the rattle of a saber on the stairs.
“Hello, you old mole,” said his elder brother.
He was a well set up young man. You could see the most splendid calves under the polished legs of his high
boots, while the long skirt of his riding-coat revealed the outline of loins like those of a percheron. The gilded
strap of his cartridge-case made his chest look broader, and his sword-belt hung from a pair of hips upon which
you could have sat.
He glanced at COME TO JESUS, pulled a face, but said nothing.
“Come along now, Theodore. We’ll go to see the gardener up at Bellevue,\fn{ An 18th century house and gardens on
the northern outskirts of Stockholm, which may have passed into the hands of a nursery gardener, who would have combined their
horticultural business with a pleasure park and possibly have attached a restaurant in order to increase the estate revenue } and arrange

about the old boy’s party. Hurry up now and put your coat on, old Baruch.”
Theodore tried to get out of going, but his brother took hold of his arm, clapped his cap on the back of his
head, pushed a cigar into the corner of his mouth, and opened the door of the commode. Theodore felt a fool, and
as if he had been jerked out of character, but he did as he was told.
“Drive to Bellevue now, my lad,” said the lieutenant to the cabby, “and drive these thoroughbreds of yours like
the very devil.”
Theodore could not help laughing at his brother’s cocksureness. He himself would never have dreamt of
calling a cabby, an elderly, married man, ‘my lad.’
During the drive the lieutenant chatted and gossiped about everything under the sun, and looked at every girl
they met. Then they overtook a funeral procession returning home.
“Did you see her? Did you see her?” cried Gusten. “That damned pretty girl in the last carriage?”
No, Theodore had not seen her, and did not want to. After that they met a bus carrying all the girls from
Norrbacka. The lieutenant stood up in the cab and threw kisses to them for all to see. It was too crazy.
They did their business at Bellevue, and on the homeward journey the cabby, without any further orders,
turned up to Stallmästaregården.\fn{Like Norrbacka, an inn, on the outskirts of Stockholm}
“We’re going to have a bite of something to eat,” said Gusten, and bundled his brother out of the cab.
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Theodore was like one bewitched. He had never taken the pledge, and he saw nothing sinful in going to an inn,
though he had never brought himself to do so before. He followed his brother breathless with anticipation.
In the lobby the lieutenant was met by two girls, and the next instant they had flung themselves on his bosom.
“Hello, my doves,” he exclaimed by way of greeting, and kissed them both on the mouth. “This is my learned
brother, he’s a young innocent, he is, not like me. Eh, Jossan?”
The girls looked shyly at Theodore, who did not know where to put himself after his brother’s speech, which
seemed to him grossly impertinent, but also naïve. They then bounded up the stairs. At the top of the first flight
they were met by a small, dark girl, whose eyes were red with weeping. She looked very nice and made a good
impression on Theodore. The lieutenant did not kiss her, only took out his handkerchief and dried her eyes,
meanwhile ordering an enormous supper.
The room was bright and cheerful, with mirrors and a grand piano, the very place for bacchanalia. The
lieutenant opened the lid of the piano with his saber, and before Theodore knew what was happening he found
himself sitting on the piano stool, with his hands on the keys.
“Now you’re going to play a waltz,” said his brother.
And behold Master Theodore played a waltz. And the lieutenant unbuckled his sword and danced with Jossan,
danced so furiously that the rowels of his spurs cut the legs of the chairs and tables. When it was over he threw
himself on to a sofa and yelled:
“Come hither, slaves, and fan me.”
Theodore struck a few minor chords, which soon led him into Gounod’s Faust. He did not dare to turn round.
“Go and give him a kiss,” whispered his brother, but none of the girls dared. They seemed to be scared of him
and his mournful music. However, the boldest of them ventured up to the piano and asked:
“Isn’t it Der Freischütz you’re playing?”
“No,” answered Theodore politely, “it’s Faust.”
“He looks so nice, your brother does,” said the little dark one, who was called Riken. “Not like you, you old
jackal!”
“He’s a parson too,” whispered the lieutenant.
This made a deep impression on the girls, and they no longer kissed the lieutenant, except on the sly. They
were clearly disconcerted by Theodore, and looked at him shyly, rather like hens looking at a watchdog.
Then the supper arrived. Goodness what a lot of food! There were eighteen different kinds of hors-d’oeuvre as
well as many warm dishes. Gusten poured out the schnapps.
“Here’s to you, you old parson’s apprentice,” he said.
And Theodore could not resist tasting his aqua-vitae.
Oh, how lovely and warming it was! A thin veil of warmth blurred his vision, and hunger tore at his bowels
like a wild animal. And oh the fresh salmon, with its slightly rancid taste, and soothing, narcotic dill, and radishes
that nipped your throat, and cried out for beer, and small beef-steaks, served with sweet Portuguese onions that
smelt like a dancing-girl when she is warm, and lobster à la daube\fn{Stew} that had a whiff of the seashore about
it, and cucumber salad, that tasted of poisonous verdigris and crunched so pleasantly between your teeth, and
chicken, stuffed with parsley, that reminded you of gardeners.
There was porter too, that ran like a warm stream of lava through your veins, and after the strawberries, bang,
the pop of champagne, and along came a girl with the bubbling drink, that flowed like a spring. And the girl was
given a glass too, and she and the lieutenant talked about everything you can think of.
And Theodore sat there like a tree that is just filling with sap, and the food fermented in his body so that he felt
like a volcano. New thoughts, new emotions, new opinions, new points of view, fluttered round his brow like
butterflies. He sat down at the piano, but what it was he played he did not know. The keys under his fingers felt
like hard bits of bone, out of which his spirit must press life, arrange it, gather it together, and then break it up and
disperse it.
He had no idea how long he played, but when he turned round his brother was entering the room. He looked
happy, like a being of a higher order, and his face shone with life and vigor. Riken came in with a bowl of punch,
and soon all the other girls came in too. And the lieutenant toasted them all, one after another.
And Theodore thought everything was as it should be, and in the end he grew so bold that he kissed Riken’s
shoulder. But she drew away and looked offended, which made Theodore feel ashamed.
At one o’clock they had to leave.
*
When Theodore got back to his room and solitude he did not know whether he was standing on his head or his
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heels. He pulled down COME TO JESUS, not because he no longer believed in Jesus, but because he thought it was
cant.
He was surprised to find that his religion was so easy to shed. It was like a Sunday coat, and he began to
wonder if it was not rather improper to wear your Sunday clothes all through the week. He discovered in himself a
simple, everyday kind of person whom he could put up with very well, and he thought he felt more at peace with
himself when he met in himself this new Theodore, who was straightforward, unassuming, and unaffected. That
night he slept deeply, peacefully, and without dreaming.
When he got up the next morning his pale cheeks were slightly fuller, and he felt real joy in being alive. He set
off for a walk, and somehow or other found himself going towards Norrtull. What if I should look in at
Stallmastare-garden and see how the girls are getting on? he thought to himself.
And so he entered the large room, and there sat Riken and Jossan alone, wearing negliges and topping and
tailing gooseberries. And before he knew what was happening he had a pair of scissors in his hand, and was
sitting at their table, topping and tailing gooseberries too. And they chatted about the previous evening, and about
his brother, and about what fun it had been.
No one uttered a single improper word, and Theodore thought it was just like being one of the family, and
surely that could not be regarded as sinful. He ordered coffee, and invited the girls to join him. Then Mademoiselle, the landlady, came in and read Dagbladet\fn{A newspaper.} aloud to them, and it seemed to Theodore that it
was just like being at home.
He went on going there. But one evening he went up to the first floor to see Riken. She was sitting doing some
hemstitching, and he asked if he was a nuisance.
“Why of course not, quite the contrary.”
And they began to talk about his brother, who was away on maneuvers and reconnaissance exercises, and who
would not be home for two months. Then they drank some punch, and called each other by their Christian names.
On another occasion Theodore met her in Haga Park, where she was picking flowers. They sat down on the
grass. She was wearing a thin summer dress, so thin that he could see the upper part of her breasts, like two white
mounds, with a dark hollow between. He put his arm round her waist and kissed her. And she kissed him back, so
that everything went black. Then he pressed her against him, as if he wanted to stifle her, but she pulled herself
free, and said very seriously that he must be good if he wanted to see her again.
They went on meeting like this for two months.
Theodore was in love with her. He had long, serious conversations with her about the higher purpose of life,
about love, about religion, about everything, and in between he made attempts upon her virtue, but was always
repulsed with words out of his own mouth. And then he felt terribly ashamed of himself for thinking so basely of
an innocent girl. Finally his passion took the form of deep admiration for this poor girl, who had been able to
preserve her purity in the midst of so much temptation.
He had put the idea of being a parson out of his mind. He wanted to take a degree and—who knows—marry
Riken. He now read poetry to her while she sewed. He was allowed to kiss her as much as he liked, to hug her, to
be very familiar with her, but no more.
At last his brother came home. He arranged a party at Stallmästaregården, and Theodore was allowed to be
there. But he was made to play for them, play without stopping. He was in the middle of a waltz, to which no one
was dancing, when he turned round, and found himself alone in the room. He got up and went out into the
entrance hall, went from there past a row of small rooms, and finally into a bedroom. There he saw a sight which
made him rush away, snatch up his hat and disappear into the night.
It was not until the following morning that he again found himself in his room at Norrtulisgatan, alone,
crushed, bereft of all faith in life, in love, in woman, for there was only one woman in the world, and that was
Riken of Stallmästaregården.
On the 15th of September he went to Uppsala to read for Holy Orders.
*
Years passed. His able brain was slowly smothered under all the nonsense that he daily and hourly drummed
into his head. But when night came, and he was no longer trying to resist, nature broke free, and took by force
what the rebellious human being wanted to deny her.
He grew sickly. His face fell in, so that you could see all the more prominent bones of his skull. His skin
became the yellowish-white of a pickled embryo, and always looked damp, while between the thin wisps of beard
there were pimples. His eyes were lusterless, his hands so thin that all his joints projected through the skin. He
looked like an illustration from a didactic work on human vices, and yet he was pure.
26

One day the Professor of Moral Theology, a married man, but very strict, asked him to come for a private talk.
The professor asked him, as tactfully as he could, whether anything was worrying him, because if so, he should
get it off his mind. No, he had not sinned, but he was unhappy. The professor urged him to watch and pray and be
strong.
He had received a long letter from his brother begging him not to take that trifling business—he’d know what
—so much to heart. It was silly to take girls seriously. Play and go, that was his philosophy, and it worked
admirably. Play while you’re young. You can be serious later. Marriage was an institution established by society
for the welfare of the family, nothing more. When a man had stabilized himself he should marry, and so on.
Theodore replied with a long letter permeated by a truly Christian spirit.
It was never answered.
*
After Theodore had passed his theoretical examination in the spring he had to go to Skövde for the summer to
undergo a cold-water cure. He returned to Uppsala in the autumn. But the new strength he had gained simply
added fuel to the fire.
He grew worse and worse. His hair was now so thin that you could see the skin through it. He dragged his feet
as he walked, and when his fellow students saw him in the street they shuddered as if they had seen a profligate.
He began to notice it himself, and grew timid. He only went out when it was dark, and never dared to sleep in a
bed at night. The iron, which he had taken to excess, had ruined his digestion.
The following summer he was sent to Karlsbad.
*
The autumn after that a rumor began to circulate in Uppsala, a horrible rumor, which spread over the horizon
like a dark cloud. It was as if someone had forgotten to shut the lid of a sewer, and that a frightful stink was
suddenly reminding the population that their city, that wonder created by culture, rested upon a foundation of
putrefaction, which might at any time burst its pipes, and poison the whole community.
People began to whisper that Theodore Wennerström, in a fit of frenzy, had assaulted one of his fellow students
at his home, and made shameful proposals to him.
For once what they whispered was true.
His father came to Uppsala to discuss the matter with the Dean of the Theological Faculty. The Professor of
Pathology was invited to be present. What ought to be done?
The doctor held his tongue. At last they asked for his opinion.
“Since you have asked me I must answer,” he said. “But my dear Sirs, you must know as well as I do, that
there is only one cure.”
“And what is that?” asked the theologian.
“Do you really need to ask how to cure nature?” said the doctor.
“Yes, indeed I do,” replied the theologian, who was married, but believed that nature never meant man to be
unchaste.
Theodore’s father said he knew that intercourse with a woman was the only thing that would help, but that he
did not want to advise his son to take this course, for imagine what would happen if he contracted a disease.
“He’ll be an ass if he can’t take care of himself,” said the doctor.
The Dean of the Faculty asked that this shocking discussion should be continued in a more suitable place. He
himself had nothing to add. And that was that.
*
As Theodore was a member of the upper classes the matter was hushed up. A year later he passed his practical
examination and was sent to Spa. The quinine he had been taking had gone to his legs, and he walked with two
sticks. Even the invalids at Spa were terrified by his dreadful appearance.
But there was an unmarried German lady of thirty-five who seemed to be inspired by compassion for the
unfortunate creature. She sat with him in a lonely arbor in the garden, and talked to him about life’s noblest
problems. She belonged to a large Evangelical Society, whose aim was the improvement of morals. She had prospectuses of newspapers and periodicals which were working to eliminate immorality between married couples,
and were particularly interested in the suppression of prostitution.
“Look at me,” she said. “I’m thirty-five, and I’m in perfect health. What are those idiots talking about when
they say that immorality is a necessary evil? I have watched and prayed, and I have fought the good fight for the
sake of Our Lord, Jesus Christ.” The young parson looked at her, at her ample bosom, and her exalted calm, and
then looked at himself and thought:
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“What a dreadful lot of difference there is between one person and another in this world.”
That autumn the engagement of the Reverend Theodore Wennerström to the virtuous maiden Sophia
Leidschütz was announced.
“Saved!” gasped his father when the news reached him at his home in Norrtullsgatan.
“Well, we’ll have to see how it turns out,” thought his brother in the barracks on Ladugårdslandet. “I only hope
my dear Theodore isn’t one of jene Asra, welche sterben wenn si lieben.’”\fn{I.e., “those Asra who die if they love,” an
allusion to the last stanza of a poem by Heinrich Heine about a slave who pines away for love of the beautiful daughter of a sultan. When
she asks his name, homeland, and origins he replies: “My name is Mohammed, | I come from Yemen, | And my Race those Asra, | Who die
if they love.”}

*
Theodore Wennerström got married. Nine months later his wife presented him with a rickety son. Thirteen
months later Theodore Wennerström was dead.
The doctor who signed his death certificate shook his head when he saw the big, buxom woman weeping
beside the coffin, in which lay the skeleton of the twenty-eight year old man.
“Plus was too big, and minus was too small,” he thought to himself, “so plus ate minus.”
But Theodore’s father, who heard the news of his death on a Sunday, sat down to read a sermon. And when he
had finished it he thought to himself:
“The world must be a pretty topsy-turvey place if this is the way the virtuous are rewarded.”
The virtuous widow, born Leidschütz,\fn{ The word means “protector of the unfortunate.” } married again twice, and
had eight children, and wrote essays about overpopulation.
And the immoral lieutenant married and had six children, and was made a major, and lived happily to the end
of his days. …
93.211 & 298.168 1. The Outlaws 2. The Peace Of God 3. The Fisherman’s Ring\fn{by Selma Ottiliana Lovisa
Lagerlöf (1858-1940)} Marbacka, Värmland County, Sweden (F) 20
1
A peasant who had murdered a monk took to the woods and was made an outlaw. He found there before him in
the wilderness another outlaw, a fisherman from the outermost islands, who had been accused of stealing a herring
net. They joined together, lived in a cave, set snares, sharpened darts, baked bread on a granite rock and guarded
one another’s lives.
The peasant never left the woods, but the fisherman, who had not committed such an abominable crime,
sometimes loaded game on his shoulders and stole down among men. There he got in exchange for black-cocks,
for long-eared hares and fine-limbed red deer, milk and butter, arrowheads and clothes. These helped the outlaws
to sustain life.
The cave where they lived was dug in the side of a hill. Broad stones and thorny sloe-bushes hid the entrance.
Above it stood a thick growing pine-tree. At its roots was the vent-hole of the cave. The rising smoke filtered
through the tree’s thick branches and vanished into space. The men used to go to and from their dwelling-place,
wading in the mountain stream, which ran down the hill. No one looked for their tracks under the merry, bubbling
water.
At first they were hunted like wild beasts. The peasants gathered as if for a chase of bear or wolf. The wood
was surrounded by men with bows and arrows. Men with spears went through it and left no dark crevice, no
bushy thicket unexplored. While the noisy battue hunted through the wood, the outlaws lay in their dark hole,
listening breathlessly, panting with terror. The fisherman held out for a whole day, but he who had murdered was
driven by unbearable fear out into the open, where he could see his enemy. He was seen and hunted, but it seemed
to him seven times better than to lie still in helpless inactivity. He fled from his pursuers, slid down precipices,
sprang over streams, climbed up perpendicular mountain walls. All latent strength and dexterity in him was called
forth by the excitement of danger. His body became elastic like a steel spring, his foot made no false step, his
hand never lost its hold, eye and ear were twice as sharp as usual. He understood what the leaves whispered and
the rocks warned. When he had climbed up a precipice, he turned toward his pursuers, sending them gibes in
biting rhyme. When the whistling darts whizzed by him, he caught them, swift as lightning, and hurled them down
on his enemies. As he forced his way through whipping branches, something within him sang a song of triumph.
The bald mountain ridge ran through the wood and alone on its summit stood a lofty fir. The red-brown trunk
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was bare, but in the branching top rocked an eagle’s nest. The fugitive was now so audaciously bold that he
climbed up there, while his pursuers looked for him on the wooded slopes. There he sat twisting the young
eaglets’ necks, while the hunt passed by far below him.
The male and female eagle, longing for revenge, swooped down on the ravisher. They fluttered before his face,
they struck with their beaks at his eyes, the beat him with their wings and tore with their claws bleeding weals in
his weather-beaten skin.
Laughing, he fought with them. Standing upright in the shaking nest, he cut at them with his sharp knife and
forgot in the pleasure of the play his danger and his pursuers. When he found time to look for them, they had gone
by to some other part of the forest.
No one had thought to look for the prey on the bald mountain-ridge.
No one had raised his eyes to the clouds to see him practicing boyish tricks and sleep-walking feats while his
life was in the greatest danger.
The man trembled when he found that he was saved. With shaking hands he caught at a support, giddy he
measured the height to which he had climbed. And moaning with the fear of falling, afraid of the birds, afraid of
being seen, afraid of everything, he slid down the trunk. He laid himself down on the ground, so as not to be seen,
and dragged himself forward over the rocks until the underbrush covered him. There he hid himself under the
young pine-tree’s tangle branches. Weak and powerless, he sank down on the moss. A single man could have
captured him.
*
Tord was the fisherman’s name. He was not more than sixteen years old, but strong and bold. He had already
lived a year in the woods.
The peasant’s name was Berg, with the surname Reese. He was the tallest and strongest man in the whole
district, and moreover handsome and well-built. He was broad in the shoulders and slender in the waist. His hands
were as well shaped as if he had never done any hard work. His hair was brown and his skin fair. After he had
been some time in the woods he acquired in all ways a more formidable appearance. His eyes became piercing,
his eyebrows grew bushy, and the muscles which knitted them lay finger-thick above his nose. It showed now
more plainly than before how the upper part of his athlete’s brow projected over the lower. His lips closed more
firmly than of old, his whole face was thinner, the hollows at the temples grew very deep, and his powerful jaw
was much more prominent. His body was less well filled out but his muscles were as hard as steel.
His hair grew suddenly gray.
Young Tord could never weary of looking at this man. He had never before seen anything so beautiful and
powerful. In his imagination he stood high as the forest, strong as the sea. He served him as a master and
worshipped him as a dog. It was a matter of course that Tord should carry the hunting spears, drag home the
game, fetch the water and build the fire. Berg Rese accepted all his services, but almost never gave him a friendly
word.
He despised him because he was a thief.
The outlaws did not lead a robber’s or brigand’s life; they supported themselves by hunting and fishing. If Berg
Rese had not murdered a holy man, the peasants would soon have ceased to pursue him and have left him in peace
in the mountains. But they feared great disaster to the district, because he who had raised his hand against the
servant of God was still unpunished. When Tord came down to the valley with game, they offered him riches and
pardon for his own crime if he would show them the way to Berg Rese’s hole, so that they might take him while
he slept. But the boy always refused; and if anyone tried to sneak after him up to the wood, he led him so cleverly
astray that he gave up the pursuit.
Once Berg asked him if the peasants had not tried to tempt him to betray him, and when he heard what they
had offered him as a reward, he said scornfully that Tord had been foolish not to accept such a proposal.
Then Tord looked at him with a glance, like that of which Berg Rese had never before seen. Never had any
beautiful woman in his youth, never had his wife or child looked so at him.
“You are my lord, my elected master,” said the glance. “Know that you may strike me and abuse me as you
will, I am faithful notwithstanding.”
After that Berg Rese paid more attention to the boy and noticed that he was bold to act but timid to speak. He
had no fear of death. When the ponds were first frozen, or when the bogs were most dangerous in the spring,
when the quagmires were hidden under richly flowering grasses and cloudberry, he took his way over them by
choice. He seemed to feel the need of exposing himself to danger as a compensation for the storms and terrors of
the ocean, which he had no longer to meet. At night he was afraid in the woods, and even in the middle of the day
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the darkest thickets or the wide-stretching roots of a fallen pine could frighten him. But when Berg Rese asked
him about it, he was too shy to even answer.
Tord did not sleep near the fire, far in in the cave, on the bed which was made soft with moss and warm with
skins, but every night, when Berg had fallen asleep, he crept out to the entrance and lay there on a rock. Berg
discovered this, and although he well understood the reason, he asked what it meant. Tord would not explain. To
escape any more questions, he did not lie at the door for two nights, but then he returned to his post.
One night, when the drifting snow whirled about the forest tops and drove into the thickest underbrush, the
driving snowflakes found their way into the outlaws’ cave. Tord, who lay just inside the entrance, was, when he
waked in the morning, covered by a melting snowdrift.
A few days later he fell ill.
His lungs wheezed, and when they were expanded to take in air, he felt excruciating pain. He kept up as long
as his strength held out, but when one evening he leaned down to blow the fire, he fell over and remained lying.
Berg Rese came to him and told him to go to his bed.
Tord moaned with pain and could not raise himself.
Berg then thrust his arms under him and carried him there. But he felt as if he had got hold of a slimy snake; he
had a taste in the mouth as if he had eaten the unholy horseflesh, it was so odious to him to touch the miserable
thief.
He laid his own big bearskin over him and gave him water, more he could not do. Nor was it anything
dangerous. Tord was soon well again. But through Berg’s being obliged to do his tasks and to be his servant, they
had come nearer to one another. Tord dared to talk to him when he sat in the cave in the evening and cut arrow
shafts.
“You are of a good race, Berg,” said Tord. “Your kinsmen are the richest in the valley. Your ancestors have
served with kings and fought in their castles.”
“They have oftener fought with bands of rebels and done the kings great injury,” replied Berg Rese.
“Your ancestors gave great feasts at Christmas, and so did you, when you were at home. Hundreds of men and
women could find a place to sit in your big house, which was already built before Saint Olof\fn{ Olaf II Haraldsson
(c.995-1030), King of Norway (from 1015) proved to be a stern ruler and an ardent protagonist of Christianity. Miracles occurred
immediately after his death in battle, and a year after, his body rose to the surface of the ground, whole and uncorrupt. His cult spread
rapidly throughout Norway and far beyond it. } first gave the baptism here in Viken. You owned old silver vessels and

great drinking-horns, which passed from man to man, filled with mead.”
Again Berg Rese had to look at the boy. He sat up with his legs hanging out of the bed and his head resting on
his hands, with which he at the same time held back the wild masses of hair which would fall over his eyes. His
fever still burned. He smiled at the pictures he conjured up; at the adorned house, and the silver vessels, at the
guests in gala array and at Berg Rese, sitting in the seat of honor in the hall of his ancestors.
The peasant thought that no one had ever looked at him with such shining, admiring eyes, or thought him so
magnificent, arrayed in his festival clothes, as that boy thought him in the torn skin dress.
He was both touched and provoked. That miserable thief had no right to admire him.
“Were there no feasts in your house?” he asked.
Tord laughed.
“Out there on the rocks with father and mother! Father is a wrecker,\fn{ A lurer of vessels to shipwreck and a plunderer
of their remains.} and mother is a witch. No one will come to us.”
“Is you mother a witch?”
“She is,” answered Tord, quite untroubled. “In stormy weather she rides out on a seal to meet the ships over
which the waves are washing, and those who are carried overboard are hers.”
“What does she do with them?” asked Berg.
“Oh, a witch always needs corpses. She makes ointments out of them, or perhaps she eats them. On moonlight
nights she sits in the surf, where it is whitest, and the spray dashes over her. They say that she sits and searches for
shipwrecked children’s fingers and eyes.”
“That is awful,” said Berg. The boy answered with infinite assurance:
“That would be awful in others, but not in witches. They have to do so.”
Berg Rese found that he had here come upon a new way of regarding the world and things.
“Do thieves have to steal, as witches have to use witchcraft?” he asked sharply.
“Yes, of course,” answered the boy; “everyone has to do what he is destined to do.” But then he added, with a
cautious smile:
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“There are thieves also who have never stolen.”
“Say out what you mean,” said Berg. The boy continued with his mysterious smile, proud at being an
unsolvable riddle:
“It is like speaking of birds who do not fly, to talk of thieves who do not steal.” Berg Rese pretended to be
stupid in order to find out what he wanted.
“No one can be called a thief without having stolen,” he said.
“No; but,” said the boy, and pressed his lips together as if to keep in the words, “but if someone had a father
who stole,” he hinted after a while.
“One inherits money and lands,” replied Berg Rese, “but no one bears the name of thief if he has not himself
earned it.” Tord laughed quietly.
“But if somebody has a mother who begs and prays him to take his father’s crime on him. But if such a one
cheats the hangman and escapes to the woods. But if someone is made an outlaw for a fish-net which he has never
seen.”
Berg Rese struck the stone table with his clenched fist.
He was angry. This fair young man had thrown away his whole life. He could never win love, nor riches, nor
esteem after that. The wretched striving for food and clothes was all which was left him. And the fool had let him,
Berg Reses, go on despising one who was innocent.
He rebuked him with stern words, but Tord was not even as afraid as a sick child is of its mother, when she
chides it because it has caught cold by wading in the spring brooks.
*
On one of the broad, wooded mountains lay a dark tarn. It was square, with as straight shores and as sharp
corners as if it had been cut by the hand of man. On three sides it was surrounded by steep cliffs, on which pines
clung with roots as thick as a man’s arm. Down by the pool, where the earth had been gradually washed away,
their roots stood up out of the water, bare and crooked and wonderfully twisted about one another. It was like an
infinite number of serpents which had wanted all at the same time to crawl up out of the pool but had got
entangled in one another hand been held fast.
Or it was like a mass of blackened skeletons of drowned giants which the pool wanted to throw up on the land.
Arms and legs writhed about one another, the long fingers dug deep into the very cliff to get a hold, the mighty
ribs formed arches, which held up primeval trees. It had happened, however, that the iron arms, the steel-like
fingers with which the pines held themselves fast, had given way, and a pine had been borne by a mighty north
wind from the top of the clip down into the pool. It had burrowed deep down into the muddy bottom with its top
and now stood there. The smaller fish had a good place of refuge among its branches, but the roots stuck up above
the water like a many-armed monster and contributed to make the pool awful and terrifying.
On the tarn’s fourth side the cliff sank down. There a little foaming stream carried away its waters. Before this
stream could find the only possible way, it had tried to get out between stones and tufts, and had by so doing made
a little world of islands, some no bigger than a little hillock, others covered by trees.
Here where the encircling cliffs did not shut out all the sun, leafy trees flourished. Here stood thirsty, graygreen alders and smooth-leaved willows. The birch-tree grew there as it does everywhere where it is trying to
crowd out the pine woods, and the wild cherry and the mountain ash, those two which edge the forest pastures,
filling them with fragrance and adorning them with beauty.
Here at the outlet there was a forest of reeds as high as a man, which made the sunlight fall green on the water
just as it falls on the moss in the real forest. Among the reeds there were open places; small, round pools, and
water-lilies were floating there.
The tall stalks looked down with mild seriousness on those sensitive beauties, who discontentedly shut their
white petals and yellow stamens in a hard, leather-like sheath as soon as the sun ceased to show itself.
*
One sunshiny day the outlaws came to this tarn to fish. They waded out to a couple of big stones in the midst
of the reed forest and sat there and threw out bait for the big, green-striped pickerel that lay and slept near the
surface of the water.
These men, who were always wandering in the woods and the mountains, had, without their knowing it
themselves, come under nature’s rule as much as the plants and the animals. When the sun shone, they were openhearted and brave, but in the evening, as soon as the sun had disappeared, they became silent; and the night,
which seemed to them much greater and more powerful than the day, made them anxious and helpless.
Now the green light, which slanted in between the rushes and colored the water with brown and dark-green
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streaked with gold, affected their mood until they were ready for any miracle. Every outlook was shut off.
Sometimes the reeds rocked in an imperceptible wind, their stalks rustled, and the long, ribbon-like leaves
fluttered against their faces. They sat in gray skins on the gray stones. The shadows in the skins repeated the
shadows of the weather-beaten, mossy stone. Each saw his companion in his silence and immovability change
into a stone image. But in among the rushes swam mighty fishes with rainbow-colored backs.
When the men threw out their hooks and saw the circles spreading among the reeds, it seemed as if the motion
grew stronger and stronger, until they perceived that it was not caused only by their cast.
A sea-nymph, half human, half a shining fish, lay and slept on the surface of the water. She lay on her back
with her whole body under water. The waves so nearly covered her that they had not noticed her before. It was her
breathing that cause the motion of the waves. But there was nothing strange in her lying there, and when the next
instant she was gone, they were not sure that she had not been only an illusion.
The green light entered through the eyes into the brain like a gentle intoxication. The men sat and stared with
dulled thoughts, seeing visions among the reeds, of which they did not dare to tell one another. Their catch was
poor. The day was devoted to dreams and apparitions.
The stroke of oars was heard among the rushes, and they started up as from sleep. The next moment a flatbottomed boat appeared, heavy, hollowed out with no skill and with oars as small as sticks. A young girl, who had
been picking water-lilies, rowed it. She had dark-brown hair, gathered in great braids, and big dark eyes;
otherwise she was strangely pale. But her paleness toned to pink and not to gray. Her cheeks had no higher color
than the rest of her face, the lips had hardly enough. She wore a white linen shirt and a leather belt with a gold
buckle. Her skirt was blue with a red hem. She rowed by the outlaws without seeing them. They kept breathlessly
still, but not for fear of being seen, but only to able to really see her. As soon as she had gone they were as if
changed from stone images to living beings. Smiling, they looked at one another.
“She was white like the water-lilies,” said one. “Her eyes were as dark as the water there under the pine-roots.”
They were so excited that they wanted to laugh, really laugh as no one had ever laughed by that pool, till the
cliffs thundered with echoes and the roots of the pines loosened with fright.
“Did you think she was pretty?” asked Berg Rese.
“Oh, I do not know, I saw her for such a short time. Perhaps she was.”
“I do not believe you dared to look at her. You thought that it was a mermaid.”
And they were again shaken by the same extravagant merriment.
*
Tord had once as a child seen a drowned man. He had found the body on the shore on a summer day and had
not been at all afraid, but at night he had dreamed terrible dreams. He saw a sea, where every wave rolled a dead
man to his feet. He saw, too, that all the islands were covered with drowned men, who were dead and belonged to
the sea, but who still could speak and move and threaten him with withered white hands.
It was so with him now. The girl whom he had seen among the rushes came back in his dreams. He met her out
in the open pool, where the sunlight fell even greener than among the rushes, and he had time to see that she was
beautiful. He dreamed that he had crept up on the big pine-root in the middle of the dark tarn. But the pine swayed
and rocked so that sometimes he was quite under water.
Then she came forward on the little islands. She stood under the red mountain ashes and laughed at him. In the
last dream-vision he had come so far that she kissed him. It was already morning, and he heard that Berg Rese had
got up, but he obstinately shut his eyes to be able to go on with is dream. When he awoke, he was as though dizzy
and stunned by what had happened to him in the night. He thought much more now of the girl than he had done
the day before.
Toward night he happened to ask Berg Rese if he knew her name. Berg looked at him inquiringly.
“Perhaps it is best for you to hear it,” he said. “She is Unn. We are cousins.”
Tord then knew that it was for that pale girl’s sake Berg Rese wandered an outlaw in forest and mountain. Tord
tried to remember what he knew of her. Unn was the daughter of a rich peasant. Her mother was dead, so that she
managed her father’s house. This she liked, for she was fond of her own way and she had no wish to be married.
Unn and Berg Rese were the children of brother, and it had long been said that Berg preferred to sit with Unn
and her maids and jest with them than to work on his own lands. When the great Christmas feast was celebrated at
his house, his wife had invited a monk from Dreaksmark, for she wanted him to remonstrate with Berg, because
he was forgetting her for another woman. This monk was hateful to Berg and to many on account of his
appearance. He was very fat and quite white. The ring of hair about his bald head, the eyebrows above his watery
eyes, his face, his hands and his whole cloak, everything was white. Many found it hard to endure his looks.
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At the banquet table, in the hearing of all the guests, this monk now said, for he was fearless and thought that
his words would have more effect if they were heard by many,
“People are in the habit of saying that the cuckoo is the worst of birds because he does not rear his young in his
own nest, but here sits a man who does not provide for his home and his children, but seeks his pleasure with a
strange woman. Him will I call the worst of men.”
Unn then rose up.
“That, Berg, is said to you and me,” she said. “Never have I been so insulted, and my father is not here either.”
She had wished to go, but Berg sprang after her.
“Do not move!” she said, “I will never see you again.”
He caught up with her in the hall and asked her what he should do to make her stay. She had answered with
flashing eyes that he must know that best himself. Then Berg went in and killed the monk. Berg and Tord were
busy with the same thoughts, for after a while Berg said:
“You should have seen her, Unn, when the white monk fell. The mistress of the house gathered the small
children about her and cursed her. She turned their faces toward her, that they might forever remember her who
had made their father a murderer. But Unn stood calm and so beautiful that the men trembled. She thanked me for
the deed and told me to fly to the woods. She bade me not to be a robber, and not to use the knife until I could do
it for an equally just cause.”
“Your deed had been to her honor,” said Tord.
Berg Rese noticed again what had astonished him before in the boy. He was like a heathen, worse than a
heathen; he never condemned what was wrong. He felt no responsibility. That which must be, was. He knew of
God and Christ and the saints, but only by name, as one knows the gods of foreign lands. The ghosts of the rocks
were his gods. His mother, wise in witchcraft, had taught him to believe in the spirits of the dead.
The Berg Reese undertook a task which was as foolish as to twist a rope about his own neck. He set before
those ignorant eyes the great God, the Lord of justice, the Avenger of misdeeds, who casts the wicked into places
of everlasting torment. And he taught him to love Christ and his mother and the holy men and women, who with
lifted hands kneeled before God’s throne to avert the wrath of the great Avenger from the hosts of sinners. He
taught him all that men do to appease God’s wrath. He showed him the crowds of pilgrims making pilgrimages to
holy places, the flight of self-torturing penitents and monks from a worldly life.
As he spoke, the boy became more eager and more pale, his eyes grew large as if for terrible visions. Berg
Rese wished to stop, but thoughts streamed to him, and he went on speaking. The night sank down over them, the
black forest night, when the owls hoot. God came so near to them that they saw his throne darken the stars, and
the chastising angels sank down to the tops of the trees. And under them the fires of Hell flamed up to the earth’s
crust, eagerly licking that shaking place of refuge for the sorrowing races of men.
*
The autumn had come with a heavy storm. Tord went alone in the woods to see after the snares and traps. Berg
Reese sat at home to mend his clothes. Tord’s way led in a broad path up a wooded height.
Every gust carried the dry leaves in a rustling whirl up the path. Time after time, Tord thought that someone
went behind him. He often looked round. Sometimes he stopped to listen, but he understood that it was the leaves
and the wind, and went on. As soon as he started on again, he heard someone come dancing on silken foot up the
slope. Small feet came tripping. Elves and fairies played behind him; when he turned round, there was no one,
always no one. He shook his fists at the rustling leaves and went on.
They did not grow silent for that, but they took another tone. They began to hiss and to pant behind him. A big
viper came gliding. Its tongue dripping venom hung far out of its mouth, and its bright body shone against the
withered leaves. Beside the snake pattered a wolf, a big, gaunt monster, who was ready to seize fast in his throat
when the snake had twisted about his feet and bitten him in the heel. Sometimes they were both silent, as if to
approach him unperceived, but they soon betrayed themselves by hissing and panting, and sometimes the wolf’s
claws rung against a stone.
Involuntarily Tord walked quicker and quicker, but the creatures hastened after him. When he felt that they
were only two steps distant and were preparing to strike, he turned. There was nothing there, and he had known it
the whole time.
He sat down on a stone to rest. Then the dry leaves played about his feet as if to amuse him. All the leaves of
the forest were there: small, light yellow birch leaves, red speckled mountain ash, the elm’s dry, dark-brown
leaves, the aspen’s tough light red, and the willow’s yellow green. Transformed and withered, scarred and torn
were they, and much unlike the downy, light green, delicately shaped leaves, which a few months ago had rolled
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out of their buds.
“Sinners,” said the boy, “sinners, nothing is pure in God’s eyes. The flame of his wrath has already reached
you.”
When he resumed his wandering, he saw the forest under him bend before the storm like a heaving sea, but in
the path it was calm. But he heard what he did not feel. The woods were full of voices.
He heard whisperings, wailing songs, coarse threats, thundering oaths. There was laughter and laments, there
was the noise of many people. That which hounded and pursued, which rustled and hissed, which seemed to be
something and still was nothing, gave him wild thoughts. He felt again the anguish of death, as when he lay on the
floor in his den and the peasants hunted him through the wood. He heard again the crashing of branches, the
people’s heavy tread, the ring of weapons, the resounding cries, the wild, bloodthirsty noise, which followed the
crowd.
But it was not only that which he heard in the storm.
There was something else, something still more terrible, voices which he could not interpret, a confusion of
voices, which seemed to him to speak in foreign tongues. He had heard mightier storms than this whistle throng
the rigging, but never before had he heard the wind play on such a many-voiced harp. Each tree had its own voice;
the pine did not murmur like the aspen nor the poplar like the mountain ash. Every hole had its note, every cliff’s
sounding echo its own ring. And the noise of the brooks and the cry of foxes mingled with the marvelous forest
storm.
But all that he could interpret; there were other strange sounds. It was these which made him begin to scream
and scoff and groan in emulation with the storm.
He had always been afraid when he was alone in the darkness of the forest. He liked the open sea and the bare
rocks. Spirits and phantoms crept about among the trees.
Suddenly he heard who it was who spoke in the storm.
It was God, the great Avenger, the God of justice. He was hunting him for the sake of his comrade. He
demanded that he should deliver up the murderer to His vengeance.
Then Tord began to speak in the midst of the storm. He told God what he had wished to do, but had not been
able. He had wished to speak to Berg Rese and to beg him to make his peace with God, but he had been too shy.
Bashfulness had made him dumb.
“When I heard that the earth was ruled by a just God,” he cried, “I understood that he was a lost man. I have
lain and wept for my friend many long nights. I knew that God would find him out, wherever he might hide. But I
could not speak, nor teach him to understand. I was speechless, because I loved him so much. Ask not that I shall
speak to him, ask not that the sea shall rise up against the mountain.”
He was silent, and in the storm the deep voice, which had been the voice of God for him, ceased. It was
suddenly calm, with a sharp sun and a splashing as of oars and a gentle rustle as of stiff rushes. These sounds
brought Unn’s image before him.
The outlaw cannot have anything, not riches, nor women, nor the esteem of men. If he should betray Berg, he
would be taken under the protection of the law. But Unn must love Berg, after what he had done for her. There
was no way out of it all.
When the storm increased, he heard again steps behind him and sometimes a breathless panting. Now he did
not dare to look back, for he knew that the white monk went behind him. He came from the feast at Berg Rese’s
house, drenched with blood, with a gaping axe-wound in his forehead. And he whispered:
“Denounce him, betray him, save his soul. Leave his body to the pyre, that his soul may be spared. Leave him
to the slow torture of the rack, that his soul may have time to repent.”
Tord ran. All this fright of what was nothing in itself grew, when it so continually played on the soul, to an
unspeakable terror. He wished to escape from it all. As he began to run, again thundered that deep, terrible voice,
which was God’s. God himself hunted him with alarms, that he should give up the murderer. Berg Rese’s crime
seemed more detestable than ever to him. An unarmed man had been murdered, a man of God pierced with
shining steel. It was like a defiance of the Lord of the world. And the murderer dared to live! He rejoiced in the
sun’s light and in the fruits of the earth as if the Almighty’s arm were too short to reach him.
He stopped, clenched his fists and howled out a threat. Then he ran like a madman from the wood down to the
valley.
Tord hardly needed to tell his errand; instantly ten peasants were ready to follow him. It was decided that Tord
should go alone up to the cave, so that Berg’s suspicions should not be aroused. But where he went he should
scatter peas, so that the peasants could find the way.
34

When Tord came to the cave, the outlaw sat on the stone bench and sewed. The fire gave hardly any light, and
the work seemed to go badly. The boy’s heart swelled with pity. The splendid Berg Rese seemed to him poor and
unhappy. And the only thing he possessed, his life, should be taken from him. Tord began to weep.
“What is it?” asked Berg. “Were you ill? Have you been frightened?” Then for the first time Tord spoke of his
fear.
“It was terrible in the wood. I heard ghosts and saw specters. I saw white monks.”
“’S death, boy!”
“They crowded round me all the way up Broad mountain. I ran, but they followed after and sang. Can I never
be rid of the sound? What have I to do with them? I think that they could go to one who needed it more.”
“Are you mad tonight, Tord?”
Tord talked, hardly knowing what words he used. He was free from all shyness. The words streamed from his
lips.
“They are all white monks, white, pale as death. They all have blood on their cloaks. They drag their hoods
down over their brows, but still the wound shines from under; the big, red, gaping wound from the blow of the
axe.”
“The big, red, gaping wound from the blow of the axe?”
“Is it I who perhaps have struck it? Why shall I see it?”
“The saints only know, Tord,” said Berg Rese, pale and with terrible earnestness, “what it means that you see a
wound from an axe. I killed the monk with a couple of knife-thrusts.”
Tord stood trembling before Berg and wrung his hands.
“They demand you of me! They want to force me to betray you!”
“Who? The monks?”
“They, yes, the monks. They show me visions. They show me her, Unn. They show me the shining, sunny sea.
They show me the fishermen’s camping-ground, where there is dancing and merry-making. I close my eyes, but
still I see.
“‘Leave me in peace,’ I say. ‘My friend has murdered, but he is no bad. Let me be, and I will talk to him, so
that he repents and atones. He shall confess his sin and go to Christ’s grave. We will both go together to the
places which are so holy that all sin is taken away from him who draws near them.’”
“What do the monks answer?” asked Berg. “They want to have me saved. They want to have me on the rack
and wheel.”
“Shall I betray my dearest friend, I ask them,” continued Tord. “He is my word. He has saved me from the bear
that had his paw on my throat. We have been cold together and suffered every want together. He has spread his
bearskin over me when I was sick. I have carried wood and water for him; I have watched over him while he
slept; I have fooled his enemies. Why do they think that I am one who will betray a friend? My friend will son of
his own accord go to the priest and confess, then we will go together to the land of atonement.”
Berg listened earnestly, his eyes sharply searching Tord’s face.
“You shall go to the priest and tell him the truth,” he said. “You need to be among people.”
“Does that help me if I go alone? For your sin, Death and all his specters follow me. Do you not see how I
shudder at you? You have lifted your hand against God himself. No crime is like yours. I think that I must rejoice
when I see you on rack and wheel. It is well for him who can receive his punishment in this world and escapes the
wrath to come. Why did you tell me of the just God? You compel me to betray you. Save me from that sin. Go to
the priest.”
And he fell on his knees before Berg.
The murderer laid his hand on his head and looked at him. He was measuring his sin against his friend’s
anguish, and it grew big and terrible before his soul. He saw himself at variance with the Will which rules the
world. Repentance entered his heart.
“Woe to me that I have done what I have done,” he said. “That which awaits me is too hard to meet voluntarily.
If I give myself up to the priests, they will torture me for hours; they will roast me with slow fires. And is not this
life of misery, which we lead in fear and want, penance enough? Have I not lost lands and home? Do I not live
parted from friends and everything which makes a man’s happiness? What more is required?”
When he spoke so, Tord sprang up wild with terror.
“Can you repent?” he cried. “Can my words move your heart? Then come instantly! How could I believe that!
Let us escape! There is still time.”
Berg Rese sprang up, he too.
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“You have done it, then—”
“Yes, yes, yes! I have betrayed you! But come quickly! Come, as you can repent! They will let us go. We shall
escape them!”
The murderer bent down to the floor, where the battle-axe of his ancestors lay at his feet.
“You son of a thief!” he said hissing out the words, “I have trusted you and loved you.”
But when Tord saw him bend for the axe, he knew that it was not a question of his own life. He snatched his
own axe from his belt and struck at Berg before he had time to raise himself. The edge cut through the whistling
air and sank in the bent head. Berg Rese fell head foremost to the floor, his body rolled after. Blood and brains
spurted out, the axe fell from the wound. In the matted hair, Tord saw a big, red, gaping hole from the blow of an
axe.
The peasants came rushing in. They rejoiced and praised the deed.
“You will win by this,” they said to Tord.
Tord looked down at his hands as if he saw there the fetters with which he had been dragged forward to kill
him he loved. They were forged from nothing. Of the rushes’ green light, of the play of the shadows, of the song
of the storm, of the rustling of the leaves, of dreams were they created. And he said aloud:
“God is great.”
But again the old thought came to him. He fell on his knees beside the body and put his arm under his head.
“Do him no harm,” he said. “He repents; he is going to the Holy Sepulcher. He is not dead, he is not a prisoner.
We were just ready to go when he fell. The white monk did not want him to repent, but God, the God of justice,
loves repentance.”
He lay beside the body, talked to it, wept and begged the dead man to awake. The peasants arranged a bier.
They wished to carry the peasant’s body down to his house. They had respect for the dead and spoke softly in his
presence. When they lifted him up on the bier, Tord rose, shook the hair back from his face, and said with a voice
which shook with sobs—
“Say to Unn, who made Berg Rese a murderer, that he was killed by Tord the fisherman, whose father is a
wrecker and whose mother is a witch, because he taught him that the foundation of the world is justice.”
2
Once upon a time there was an old farmhouse.
It was Christmas-eve, the sky was heavy with snow, and the north wind was biting. It was just that time in the
afternoon when everybody was busy finishing their work before they went to the bath-house to have their
Christmas bath. There they had made such a fire that the flames went right up the chimney, and sparks and soot
were whirled about by the wind, and fell down on the snow-decked roofs of the outhouses.
And as the flames appeared above the chimney of the bath-house, and rose like a fiery pillar above the farm,
everyone suddenly felt that Christmas was at hand. The girl that was scrubbing the entrance floor began to hum,
although the water was freezing in the bucket beside her. The men in the wood-shed who were cutting Christmas
logs began to cut two at a time, and swung their axes as merrily as if log-cutting were a mere pastime.
An old woman came out of the pantry with a large pile of cakes in her arms. She went slowly across the yard
into the large red-painted dwelling-house, and carried them carefully into the best room, and put them down on
the long seat. Then she spread the tablecloth on the table, and arranged the cakes in heaps, a large and a small
cake in each heap.
She was a singularly ugly old woman, with reddish hair, heavy drooping eyelids, and with a peculiar strained
look about the mouth and chin, as if the muscles were too short. But being Christmas-eve, there was such a joy
and peace over her that one did not notice how ugly she was.
*
But there was one person on the farm who was not happy, and that was the girl who was tying up the whisks
made of birch twigs that were to be used for the baths. She sat near the fireplace, and had a whole armful of fine
birch twigs lying beside her on the floor, but the withes with which she was to bind the twigs would not keep
knotted.
The best room had a narrow, low window, with small panes, and through them the light from the bath-house
shone into the room, playing on the floor and gilding the birch twigs. But the higher the fire burned the more
unhappy was the girl.
She knew that the whisks would fall to pieces as soon as one touched them, and that she would never hear the
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last of it until the next Christmas fire was lighted.
Just as she sat there bemoaning herself, the person of whom she was most afraid came into the room. It was
her master, Ingmar Ingmarson. He was sure to have been to the bath-house to see if the stove was hot enough, and
now he wanted to see how the whisks were getting on. He was old, was Ingmar Ingmarson, and he was fond of
everything old, and just because people were beginning to leave off bathing in the bath-houses and being whipped
with birch twigs, he made a great point of having it done on his farm, and having it done properly.
*
Ingmar Ingmarson wore an old coat of sheep’s-skin, skin trousers, and shoes smeared over with pitch. He was
dirty and unshaven, slow in all his movements, and came in so softly that one might very well have mistaken him
for a beggar. His features resembled his wife’s features and his ugliness resembled his wife’s ugliness, for they
were relations, and from the time the girl first began to notice anything she had learned to feel a wholesome
reverence for anybody who looked like that; for it was a great thing to belong to the old family of the Ingmars,
which had always been the first in the village.
But the highest to which a man could attain was to be Ingmar Ingmarson himself, and be the richest, the
wisest, and the mightiest in the whole parish.
Ingmar Ingmarson went up to the girl, took one of the whisks, and swung it in the air. It immediately fell to
pieces; one of the twigs landed on the Christmas table, another on the big four-poster.
“I say, my girl,” said old Ingmar, laughing, “do you think one uses that kind of whisk when one takes a bath at
the Ingmar’s, or are you very tender, my girl?”
When the girl saw that her master did not take it more seriously than that, she took heart, and answered that
she could certainly make whisks that would not go to pieces if she could get proper withes to bind them with.
“Then I suppose I must try to get some for you, my girl,” said old Ingmar, for he was in a real Christmas
humour.
*
He went out of the room, stepped over the girl who was scouring the floor, and remained standing on the
doorstep, to see if there were anyone about whom he could send to the birch-wood for some withes. The farm
hands were still busy cutting Yule logs; his son came out of the barn with the Christmas sheaf; his two sons-in-law
were putting the carts into the shed so that the yard could be tidy for the Christmas festival. None of them had
time to leave their work.
The old man then quietly made up his mind to go himself.
*
He went across the yard as if he were going into the cowshed, looked cautiously round to make sure no one
noticed him, and stole along outside the barn where there was a fairly good road to the wood. The old man
thought it was better not to let anyone know where he was going, for either his son or his sons-in-law might then
have begged him to remain at home, and old people like to have their own way.
He went down the road, across the fields, through the small pine-forest into the birch-wood. Here he left the
road, and waded in the snow to find some young birches.
About the same time the wind at last accomplished what it had been busy with the whole day: it tore the snow
from the clouds, and now came rushing through the wood with a long train of snow after it.
Ingmar Ingmarson had just stooped down and cut off a birch twig, when the wind came tearing along laden
with snow. Just as the old man was getting up the wind blew a whole heap of snow in his face. His eyes were full
of snow, and the wind whirled so violently around him that he was obliged to turn round once or twice.
The whole misfortune, no doubt, arose from Ingmar Ingmarson being so old. In his young days a snowstorm
would certainly not have made him dizzy. But now everything danced round him as if he had joined in a
Christmas polka, and when he wanted to go home he went in the wrong direction. He went straight into the large
pine-forest behind the birch-wood instead of going towards the fields.
*
It soon grew dark, and the storm continued to howl and whirl around him amongst the young trees on the
outskirts of the forest. The old man saw quite well that he was walking amongst fir-trees, but he did not
understand that this was wrong, for there were also fir-trees on the other side of the birch-wood nearest the farm.
But by-and-by he got so far into the forest that everything was quiet and still—one could not feel the storm, and
the trees were high with thick stems—then he found out that he had mistaken the road, and would turn back.
He became excited and upset at the thought that he could lose his way, and as he stood there in the midst of the
pathless wood he was not sufficiently clear-headed to know in which direction to turn. He first went to the one
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side and then to the other. At last it occurred to him to retrace his way in his own footprints, but darkness came on,
and he could no longer follow them. The trees around him grew higher and higher. Whichever way he went, it was
evident to him that he got further and further into the forest.
It was like witchcraft and sorcery, he thought, that he should be running about the woods like this all the
evening and be too late for the bathing. He turned his cap and rebound his garter, but his head was no clearer. It
had become quite dark, and he began to think that he would have to remain the whole night in the woods.
*
He leant against a tree, stood still for a little, and tried to collect his thoughts. He knew this forest so well, and
had walked in it so much, that he ought to know every single tree. As a boy he had gone there and tended sheep.
He had gone there and laid snares for the birds. In his young days he had helped to fell trees there. He had seen
old trees cut down and new ones grow up.
At last he thought he had an idea where he was, and fancied if he went that and that way he must come upon
the right road; but all the same, he only went deeper and deeper into the forest. Once he felt smooth, firm ground
under his feet, and knew from that, that he had at last come to some road. He tried now to follow this, for a road,
he thought, was bound to lead to some place or other; but then the road ended at an open space in the forest, and
there the snowstorm had it all its own way; there was neither road nor path, only drifts and loose snow. Then the
old man’s courage failed him; he felt like some poor creature destined to die a lonely death in the wilderness.
*
He began to grow tired of dragging himself through the snow, and time after time he sat down on a stone to
rest; but as soon as he sat down he felt he was on the point of falling asleep, and he knew he would be frozen to
death if he did fall asleep, therefore he tried to walk and walk; that was the only thing that could save him.
But all at once he could not resist the inclination to sit down. He thought if he could only rest, it did not matter
if it did cost him his life.
It was so delightful to sit down that the thought of death did not in the least frighten him. He felt a kind of
happiness at the thought that when he was dead the account of his whole life would be read aloud in the church.
He thought of how beautifully the old Dean had spoken about his father, and how something equally beautiful
would be sure to be said about him. The Dean would say that he had owned the oldest farm in the district, and he
would speak about the honour it was to belong to such a distinguished family, and then something would be said
about responsibility. Of course there was responsibility in the matter; that he had always known. One must endure
to the very last when one was an Ingmar.
*
The thought rushed through him that it was not befitting for him to be found frozen to death in the wild forest.
He would not have that handed down to posterity; and he stood up again and began to walk. He had been sitting
so long that masses of snow fell from his fur coat when he moved.
But soon he sat down again and began to dream.
The thought of death now came quite gently to him. He thought about the whole of the funeral and all the
honour they would show his dead body. He could see the table laid for the great funeral feast in the large room on
the first floor, the Dean and his wife in the seats of honour, the Justice of the Peace, with the white frill spread
over his narrow chest; the Major’s wife in full dress, with a low silk bodice, and her neck covered with pearls and
gold; he saw all the best rooms draped in white—white sheets before the windows, white over the furniture;
branches of fir strewn the whole way from the entrance-hall to the church; house-cleaning and butchering,
brewing and baking for a fortnight before the funeral; the corpse on a bier in the inmost room; smoke from the
newly-lighted fires in the rooms; the whole house crowded with guests; singing over the body whilst the lid of the
coffin was being screwed on; silver plates on the coffin; twenty loads of wood burned in a fortnight; the whole
village busy cooking food to take to the funeral; all the tall hats newly ironed; all the corn-brandy from the
autumn drunk up during the funeral feast; all the roads crowded with people as at fair-time.
*
Again the old man started up. He had heard them sitting and talking about him during the feast.
“But how did he manage to go and get frozen to death?” asked the Justice of the Peace. “What could he have
been doing in the large forest?”
And the Captain would say that it was probably from Christmas ale and corn-brandy.
And that roused him again. The Ingmars had never been drunkards. It should never be said of him that he was
muddled in his last moments. And he began again to walk and walk; but he was so tired that he could scarcely
stand on his legs.
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It was quite clear to him now that he had got far into the forest, for there were no paths anywhere, but many
large rocks, of which he knew there were none lower down. His foot caught between two stones, so that he had
difficulty in getting it out, and he stood and moaned. He was quite done for.
*
Suddenly he fell over a heap of fagots. He fell softly on to the snow and branches, so he was not hurt, but he
did not take the trouble to get up again. He had no other desire in the world than to sleep. He pushed the fagots to
one side and crept under them as if they were a rug; but when he pushed himself under the branches he felt that
underneath there was something warm and soft.
This must be a bear, he thought.
He felt the animal move, and heard it sniff; but he lay still. The bear might eat him if it liked, he thought. He
had not strength enough to move a single step to get out of its way.
But it seemed as if the bear did not want to harm anyone who sought its protection on such a night as this. It
moved a little further into its lair, as if to make room for its visitor, and directly afterwards it slept again with
even, snorting breath.
*
In the meantime there was but scanty Christmas joy in the old farm of the Ingmars. The whole of Christmaseve they were looking for Ingmar Ingmarson. First they went all over the dwelling-house and all the outhouses.
They searched high and low, from loft to cellar. Then they went to the neighbouring farms and inquired for
Ingmar Ingmarson.
As they did not find him, his sons and his sons-in-law went into the fields and roads. They used the torches
which should have lighted the way for people going to early service on Christmas morning in the search for him.
The terrible snowstorm had hidden all traces, and the howling of the wind drowned the sound of their voices
when they called and shouted. They were out and about until long after midnight, but then they saw that it was
useless to continue the search, and that they must wait until daylight to find the old man.
*
At the first pale streak of dawn everybody was up at Ingmar’s farm, and the men stood about the yard ready to
set out for the wood. But before they started the old housewife came and called them into the best room. She told
them to sit down on the long benches; she herself sat down by the Christmas table with the Bible in front of her
and began to read. She tried her best to find something suitable for the occasion, and chose the story of the man
who was traveling from Jerusalem to Jericho, and fell among thieves.
She read slowly and monotonously about the unfortunate man who was succoured by the good Samaritan. Her
sons and sons-in-law, her daughters and daughters-in-law, sat around her on the benches. They all resembled her
and each other, big and clumsy, with plain, old-fashioned faces, for they all belonged to the old race of the
Ingmars. They had all reddish hair, freckled skin, and light-blue eyes with white eyelashes. They might be
different enough from each other in some ways, but they had all a stern look about the mouth, dull eyes, and
heavy movements, as if everything were a trouble to them.
But one could see that they all, every one of them, belonged to the first people in the neighbourhood, and that
they knew themselves to be better than other people.
All the sons and daughters of the house of Ingmar sighed deeply during the reading of the Bible. They
wondered if some good Samaritan had found the master of the house and taken care of him, for all the Ingmars
felt as if they had lost part of their own soul when a misfortune happened to anyone belonging to the family.
The old woman read and read, and came to the question: “Who was neighbour unto him that fell amongst
thieves?” But before she had read the answer the door opened and old Ingmar came into the room.
“Mother, here is father,” said one of the daughters; and the answer, that the man’s neighbour was he who had
shown mercy unto him, was never read.
*
Later in the day the housewife sat again in the same place, and read her Bible. She was alone; the women had
gone to church, and the men were bear-hunting in the forest. As soon as Ingmar Ingmarson had eaten and drunk,
he took his sons with him and went out to the forest; for it is every man’s duty to kill a bear wherever and
whenever he comes across one. It does not do to spare a bear, for sooner or later it will get a taste for flesh, and
then it will spare neither man nor beast.
But after they were gone a great feeling of fear came over the old housewife, and she began to read her Bible.
She read the lesson for the day, which was also the text for the Pastor’s sermon; but she did not get further than
this:
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“Peace on earth, goodwill towards men.”
She remained sitting and staring at these words with her dull eyes, now and again sighing deeply. She did not
read any further, but she repeated time after time in her slow, drawling voice,
“Peace on earth, goodwill towards men.”
The eldest son came into the room just as she was going to repeat the words afresh.
“Mother!” he said softly. She heard him, but did not take her eyes from the book whilst she asked:
“Are you not with the others in the forest?”
“Yes,” said he, still more softly, “I have been there.”
“Come to the table,” she said, “so that I can see you.”
He came nearer, but when she looked at him she saw that he was trembling. He had to press his hands hard
against the edge of the table in order to keep them still.
“Have you got the bear?” she asked again. He could not answer; he only shook his head.
The old woman got up and did what she had not done since her son was a child. She went up to him, laid her
hand on his arm, and drew him to the bench. She sat down beside him and took his hand in hers.
“Tell me now what has happened, my boy.”
The young man recognised the caress which had comforted him in bygone days when he had been in trouble
and unhappy, and he was so overcome that he began to weep.
“I suppose it is something about father?” she said.
“It is worse than that,” the son sobbed.
“Worse than that?”
The young man cried more and more violently; he did not know how to control his voice. At last he lifted his
rough hand, with the broad fingers, and pointed to what she had just read:
“Peace on earth.”
“Is it anything about that?” she asked.
“Yes,” he answered.
“Is it anything about the peace of Christmas?”
“Yes.”
“You wished to do an evil deed this morning?”
“Yes.”
“And God has punished us?”
“God has punished us.”
*
So at last she was told how it had happened.
They had with some trouble found the lair of the bear, and when they had got near enough to see the heap of
fagots, they stopped in order to load their guns.
But before they were ready the bear rushed out of its lair straight against them.
It went neither to the right nor to the left, but straight for old Ingmar Ingmarson, and struck him a blow on the
top of the head that felled him to the ground as if he had been struck by lightning.
It did not attack any of the others, but rushed past them into the forest.
*
In the afternoon Ingmar Ingmarson’s wife and son drove to the Dean’s house to announce his death. The son
was spokesman, and the old housewife sat and listened with a face as immovable as a stone figure.
The Dean sat in his easy-chair near his writing-table. He had entered the death in the register. He had done it
rather slowly; he wanted time to consider what he should say to the widow and the son, for this was, indeed, an
unusual case. The son had frankly told him how it had all happened, but the Dean was anxious to know how they
themselves looked at it. They were peculiar people, the Ingmars.
When the Dean had closed the book, the son said:
“We wanted to tell you, sir, that we do not wish any account of father’s life to be read in church.”
The Dean pushed his spectacles over his forehead and looked searchingly at the old woman. She sat just as
immovable as before. She only crumpled the handkerchief a little which she held in her hand.
“We wish to have him buried on a week day,” continued the son.
“Indeed!” said the Dean.
He could hardly believe his own ears. Old Ingmar Ingmarson to be buried without anyone taking any notice of
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it! The congregation not to stand on railings and mounds in order to see the display when he was being carried to
the grave!
“There will not be any funeral feast. We have let the neighbours know that they need not think of preparing
anything for the funeral.”
“Indeed, indeed!” said the Dean again.
He could think of nothing else to say. He knew quite well what it meant for such people to forego the funeral
feast. He had seen both widows and fatherless comforted by giving a splendid funeral feast.
“There will be no funeral procession, only I and my brothers.”
The Dean looked almost appealingly at the old woman. Could she really be a party to all this? He asked himself if it could be her wishes to which the son had given expression. She was sitting there and allowing herself to
be robbed of what must be dearer to her than gold and silver.
“We will not have the bells rung, or any silver plates on the coffin. Mother and I wish it to be done in this way,
but we tell you all this, sir, in order to hear, sir, if you think we are wronging father.”
Now the old woman spoke:
“We should like to hear if your Reverence thinks we are doing father a wrong.”
The Dean remained silent, and the old woman continued, more eagerly:
“I must tell your Reverence that if my husband had sinned against the King or the authorities, or if I had been
obliged to cut him down from the gallows, he should all the same have had an honourable funeral, as his father
before him, for the Ingmars are not afraid of anyone, and they need not go out of their way for anybody.
But at Christmas God has made peace between man and beast, and the poor beast kept God’s commandment,
whilst we broke it, and therefore we now suffer God’s punishment; and it is not becoming for us to show any
ostentatious display.”
The Dean rose and went up to the old woman.
“What you say is right,” he said, “and you shall follow the dictates of your own conscience.” And involuntarily
he added, perhaps most to himself:
“The Ingmars are a grand family.”
The old woman straightened herself a little at these words. At that moment the Dean saw in her the symbol of
her whole race. He understood what it was that had made these heavy, silent people, century after century, the
leaders of the whole parish.
“It behooves the Ingmars to set the people a good example,” she said.
“It behooves us to show that we humble ourselves before God.”
3
During the reign of the Doge Gradenigo\fn{(1251-1311) 49th Doge of Venice (from 1289)} there lived in Venice an old
fisherman, Cecco by name.
He had been an unusually strong man, and was still very strong for his age, but lately he had given up work
and left it to his two sons to provide for him. He was very proud of his sons, and he loved them—ah, signor, how
he loved them!
Fate had so ordered it that their bringing up had been almost entirely left to him. Their mother had died early,
and so Cecco had to take care of them. He had looked after their clothes and cooked their food; he had sat in the
boat with needle and cotton and mended and darned. He had not cared in the least that people had laughed at him
on that account.
He had also, quite alone, taught them all it was necessary for them to know. He had made a couple of able
fishermen of them, and taught them to honour God and San Marco.
*
“Always remember,” he said to them, “that Venice will never be able to stand in her own strength. Look at her!
Has she not been built on the waves? Look at the low islands close to land, where the sea plays amongst the
seaweed. You would not venture to tread upon them, and yet it is upon such foundation that the whole city rests.
And do you not know that the north wind has strength enough to throw both churches and palaces into the sea?
Do you not know that we have such powerful enemies, that all the princes in Christendom cannot vanquish them?
Therefore you must always pray to San Marco, for in his strong hands rests the chains which hold Venice
suspended over the depths of the sea.”
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And in the evening, when the moon shed its light over Venice, greenish-blue from the sea-mist; when they
quietly glided up the Canale Grande and the gondolas they met were full of singers; when the palaces shone in
their white splendour, and thousands of lights mirrored themselves in the dark waters—then he always reminded
them that they must thank San Marco for life and happiness.
*
But oh, signor! he did not forget him in the daytime either. When they returned from fishing and glided over
the water of the lagoons, light-blue and golden; when the city lay before them, swimming on the waves; when the
great ships passed in and out of the harbour, and the palace of the Doges shone like a huge jewel-casket, holding
all the world’s treasure—then he never forgot to tell them that all these things were the gift of San Marco, and that
they would all vanish if a single Venetian were ungrateful enough to give up believing in and adoring him.
*
Then, one day, the sons went out fishing on the open sea, outside Lido.\fn{ The seven mile sandbar that, with others
like it, separate the Venetian lagoon from the Adriatic Sea } They were in company with several others, had a splendid vessel, and intended being away several days. The weather was fine, and they hoped for a goodly haul.
They left the Rialto, the large island where the city proper lies, one early morning, and as they passed through
the lagoons they saw all the islands which, like fortifications, protect Venice against the sea, appear through the
mist of the morning. There were La Gindecca and San Giorgio on the right, and San Michele, Muracco and San
Lazzaro on the left. Then island followed upon island in a large circle, right on to the long Lido lying straight
before them, and forming, as it were, the clasp of this string of pearls. And beyond Lido was the wide, infinite sea.
*
When they were well at sea, some of them got into a small boat and rowed out to set their nets. It was still fine
weather, although the waves were higher here than inside the islands. None of them, however, dreamt of any
danger. They had a good boat and were experienced men.
But soon those left on the vessel saw that the sea and the sky suddenly grew darker in the north. They
understood that a storm was coming on, and they at once shouted to their comrades, but they were already too far
away to hear them.
The wind first reached the small boat. When the fishermen suddenly saw the waves rise around them, as herds
of cattle on a large plain arise in the morning, one of the men in the boat stood up and beckoned to his comrades,
but the same moment he fell backwards into the sea. Immediately afterwards a wave came which raised the boat
on her bows, and one could see how the men, as it were, were shaken from off their seats and flung into the sea.
It only lasted a moment, and everything had disappeared. Then the boat again appeared, keel upwards. The
men in the vessel tried to reach the spot, but could not tack against the wind.
It was a terrific storm which came rushing over the sea, and soon the fishermen in the vessel had their work set
to save themselves. They succeeded in getting home safely, however, and brought with them the news of the
disaster.
It was Cecco’s two sons and three others who had perished.
*
Ah me! how strangely things come about! The same morning Cecco had gone down to the Rialto to the fishmarket. He went about amongst the stands and strutted about like a fine gentleman because he had no need to
work. He even invited a couple of old Lido fishermen to an asteri and stood them a beaker of wine.
He grew very important as he sat there and bragged and boasted about his sons. His spirits rose high, and he
took out the zecchine—the one the Doge had given him when he had saved a child from drowning in Canale
Grande. He was very proud of this large gold coin, carried it always about him, and showed it to people whenever
there was an opportunity.
Suddenly a man entered the asteri and began to tell about the disaster, without noticing that Cecco was sitting
there. But he had not been speaking long before Cecco threw himself over him and seized him by the throat.
“You do not dare to tell me that they are dead!” he shrieked—“not my sons!”
The man succeeded in getting away from him, but Cecco for a long time went on as if he were out of his mind.
People heard him shout and groan; they crowded into the asteri—as many as it could hold—and stood round him
in a circle as if he were a juggler.
*
Cecco sat on the floor and moaned. He hit the hard stone floor with his fist, and said over and over again:
“It is San Marco, San Marco, San Marco!”
“Cecco, you have taken leave of your senses from grief,” they said to him.
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“I knew it would happen on the open sea,” Cecco said; “outside Lido and Malamocco, there, I knew it would
happen. There San Marco would take them. He bore them a grudge. I have feared it, boy. Yes,” he said, without
hearing what they said to quiet him, “they once laughed at him, once when we were lying outside Lido. He has
not forgotten it; he will not stand being laughed at.”
He looked with confused glances at the bystanders, as if to seek help.
“Look here, Beppo from Malamocca,” he said, stretching out his hand towards a big fisherman, “don’t you
believe it was San Marco?”
“Don’t imagine any such thing, Cecco.”
*
“Now you shall hear, Beppo, how it happened.
“You see, we were lying out at sea, and to while away the time I told them how San Marco had come to
Venice.
“The evangelist San Marco was first buried in a beautiful cathedral at Alexandria in Egypt. But the town got
into the possession of unbelievers, and one day the Khalifa ordered that they should build him a magnificent
palace at Alexandria, and take some columns from the Christian churches for its decoration. But just at that time
there were two Venetian merchants at Alexandria who had ten heavily-laden vessels lying in the harbour. When
these men entered the church where San Marco was buried and heard the command of the Khalifa, they said to the
sorrowful priests:
“‘The precious body which you have in your church may be desecrated by the Saracens. Give it to us; we will
honour it, for San Marco was the first to preach on the Lagoon, and the Doge will reward you.’
“And the priests gave their consent, and in order that the Christians of Alexandria should not object, the body
of another holy man was placed in the Evangelist’s coffin. But to prevent the Saracens from getting any news of
the removal of the body, it was placed at the bottom of a large chest, and above it were packed hams and smoked
bacon, which the Saracens could not endure. So when the Custom-house officers opened the lid of the chest, they
at once hurried away.
“The two merchants, however, brought San Marco safely to Venice; you know, Beppo, that this is what they
say.”
“I do, Cecco.”
“Yes; but just listen now,” and Cecco half arose, and in his fear spoke in a low voice.
“Something terrible now happened. When I told the boys that the holy man had been hidden underneath the
bacon, they burst out laughing. I tried to hush them, but they only laughed the louder. Giacomo was lying on his
stomach in the bows, and Pietro sat with his legs dangling outside the boat, and they both laughed so that it could
be heard far out over the sea.”
“But, Cecco, surely two children may be allowed to laugh.”
“But don’t you understand that is where they have perished to-day—on the very spot? Or can you understand
why they should have lost their lives on that spot?”
*
Now they all began to talk to him and comfort him. It was his grief which made him lose his senses. This was
not like San Marco. He would not revenge himself upon two children. Was it not natural that when a boat was
caught in a storm this would happen on the open sea and not in the harbour?
Surely his sons had not lived in enmity with San Marco. They had heard them shout, “ Eviva San Marco!” as
eagerly as all the others, and had he not protected them to this very day. He had never, during the years that had
passed, shown any sign of being angry with them.
“But, Cecco,” they said, “you will bring misfortune upon us with your talk about San Marco. You, who are an
old man and a wise man, should know better than to raise his anger against the Venetians. What are we without
him?”
Cecco sat and looked at them bewildered.
“Then you don't believe it?”
“No one in his senses would believe such a thing.” It looked as if they had succeeded in quieting him.
“I will also try not to believe it,” he said. He rose and walked towards the door. “It would be too cruel, would it
not?” he said. “They were too handsome and too brave for anyone to hate them; I will not believe it.”
*
He went home, and in the narrow street outside his door he met an old woman, one of his neighbours.
“They are reading a Mass in the cathedral for the souls of the dead,” she said to Cecco, and hurried away. She
43

was afraid of him; he looked so strange.
Cecco took his boat and made his way through the small canals down to Riva degli Schiavoni. There was a
wide view from there; he looked towards Lido and the sea.
Yes, it was a hard wind, but not a storm by any means; there were hardly any waves. And his sons had perished
in weather like this! It was inconceivable.
He fastened his boat, and went across the Piazetta and the Market Place into San Marco. There were many
people in the church, and they were all kneeling and praying in great fear; for it is much more terrible for the
Venetians, you know, than any other people when there is a disaster at sea. They do not get their living from
vineyards or fields, but they are all, everyone of them, dependent on the sea. Whenever the sea rose against any
one of them they were all afraid, and hurried to San Marco to pray to him for protection.
*
As soon as Cecco entered the cathedral he stopped. He thought of how he had brought his little sons there, and
taught them to pray to San Marco.
“It is he who carries us over the sea, who opens the gates of Byzance for us and gives us the supremacy over
the islands of the East,” he said to them.
Out of gratitude for all this the Venetians had built San Marco the most beautiful temple in the world, and no
vessel ever returned from a foreign port without bringing a gift for San Marco.
Then they had admired the red marble walls of the cathedral and the golden mosaic ceiling. It was as if no
misfortune could befall a city that had such a sanctuary for her patron Saint.
*
Cecco quickly knelt down and began to pray, the one Paternoster after the other. It came back, he felt. He
would send it away by prayers. He would not believe anything bad about San Marco.
But it had been no storm at all. And so much was certain, that even if the Saint had not sent the storm, he had,
in any case, not done anything to help Cecco’s sons, but had allowed them to perish as if by accident.
When this thought came upon him he began to pray; but the thought would not leave him.
And to think that San Marco had a treasury in this cathedral full of all the glories of fairyland! To think that he
had himself prayed to him all his life, and had never rowed past the Piazetta without going into the cathedral to
invoke him!
Surely it was not by a mere accident that his sons had today perished on the sea! Oh, it was miserable for the
Venetians to have no one better to depend upon! Just fancy a Saint who revenged himself upon two children—a
patron Saint who could not protect against a gust of wind!
He stood up, and he shrugged his shoulders, and disparagingly waved his hand when he looked towards the
tomb of the Saint in the chancel.
A verger was going about with a large chased silver-gilt dish, collecting gifts for San Marco. He went from the
one person to the other, and also came to Cecco.
Cecco drew back as if it were the Evil One himself who handed him the plate. Did San Marco ask for gifts
from him? Did he think he deserved gifts from him?
All at once he seized the large golden zecchine he had in his belt, and flung it into the plate with such violence
that the ring of it could be heard all over the church. It disturbed those who were praying, and made them turn
round. And all who saw Cecco's face were terrified; he looked as if he were possessed of evil spirits.
*
Cecco immediately left the church, and at first felt it as a great relief that he had been revenged upon the Saint.
He had treated him as one treats a usurer who demands more than he is entitled to.
“Take this too,” one says, and throws his last gold piece in the fellow”s face so that the blood runs down over
his eyes.
But the usurer does not strike again—simply stoops and picks up the zecchine. So, too, had San Marco done.
He had accepted Cecco’s zecchine, having first robbed him of his sons. Cecco had made him accept a gift which
had been tendered with such bitter hatred. Would an honourable man have put up with such treatment?
But San Marco was a coward—both cowardly and revengeful. But he was not likely to revenge himself upon
Cecco. He was, no doubt, pleased and thankful he had got the zecchine. He simply accepted it and pretended that
it had been given as piously as could be.
*
When Cecco stood at the entrance, two vergers quickly passed him.
“It rises—it rises terribly!” the one said.
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“What rises?” asked Cecco.
“The water in the crypt. It has risen a foot in the last two or three minutes.”
When Cecco went down the steps, he saw a small pool of water on the Market Place close to the bottom step.
It was sea-water, which had splashed up from the Piazetta. He was surprised that the sea had risen so high, and he
hurried down to the Riva, where his boat lay. Everything was as he had left it, only the water had risen
considerably. It came rolling in broad waves through the five sea-gates; but the wind was not very strong. At the
Riva there were already pools of sea-water, and the canals rose so that the doors in the houses facing the water
had to be closed. The sky was all gray like the sea.
It never struck Cecco that it might grow into a serious storm. He would not believe any such thing. San Marco
had allowed his sons to perish without cause. He felt sure this was no real storm. He would just like to see if it
would be a storm, and he sat down beside his boat and waited.
*
Then suddenly rifts appeared in the dull-gray clouds which covered the sky. The clouds were torn asunder and
flung aside, and large storm-clouds came rushing, black like warships, and from them scourging rain and hail fell
upon the city. And something like quite a new sea came surging in from Lido.
Ah, signor! they were not the swan-necked waves you have seen out there, the waves that bend their transparent necks and hasten towards the shore, and which, when they are pitilessly repulsed, float away again with their
white foam-hair dispersed over the surface of the sea. These were dark waves, chasing each other in furious rage,
and over their tops the bitter froth of the sea was whipped into mist.
The wind was now so strong that the seagulls could no longer continue their quiet flight, but, shrieking, were
thrust from their course. Cecco soon saw them with much trouble making their way towards the sea, so as not to
be caught by the storm and flung against the walls.
Hundreds of pigeons on San Marco's square flew up, beating their wings, so that it sounded like a new storm,
and hid themselves away in all the nooks and corners of the church roof.
*
But it was not the birds alone that were frightened by the storm. A couple of gondolas had already got loose,
and were thrown against the shore, and were nearly shattered. And now all the gondoliers came rushing to pull
their boats into the boathouses, or place them in shelter in the small canals.
The sailors on the ships lying in the harbour worked with the anchor-chains to make the vessels fast, in order to
prevent them drifting on to the shore. They took down the clothes hanging up to dry, pulled their long caps well
over their foreheads, and began to collect all the loose articles lying about in order to bring them below deck.
Outside Canale Grande a whole fishing-fleet came hurrying home.
All the people from Lido and Malamocco who had sold their goods at the Rialto were rushing homewards,
before the storm grew too violent.
*
Cecco laughed when he saw the fishermen bending over their oars and straining themselves as if they were
fleeing from death itself. Could they not see that it was only a gust of wind? They could very well have remained
and given the Venetian women time to buy all their cattle, fish, and crabs.
He was certainly not going to pull his boat into shelter, although the storm was now violent enough for any
ordinary man to have taken notice of it.
The floating bridges were lifted up high and cast on to the shore, whilst the washerwomen hurried home
shrieking.
The broad-brimmed hats of the signors were blown off into the canals, from whence the street-boys fished
them out with great glee.
Sails were torn from the masts, and fluttered in the air with a cracking sound; children were knocked down by
the strong wind; and the clothes hanging on the lines in the narrow streets were torn to rags and carried far away.
Cecco laughed at the storm—a storm which drove the birds away, and played all sorts of pranks in the street,
like a boy.
But, all the same, he pulled his boat under one of the arches of the bridge. One could really not allow what that
wind might take it into its head to do.
*
In the evening Cecco thought that it would have been fun to have been out at sea. It would have been splendid
sailing with such a fresh wind.
But on shore it was unpleasant. Chimneys were blown down; the roofs of the boathouses were lifted right off;
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it rained tiles from the houses into the canals; the wind shook the doors and the window-shutters, rushed in under
the open loggias of the palaces and tore off the decorations.
Cecco held out bravely, but he did not go home to bed. He could not take the boat home with him, so it was
better to remain and look after it. But when anyone went by and said that it was terrible weather he would not
admit it. He had experienced very different weather in his young days.
“Storm!” he said to himself—“call this a storm? And they think, perhaps, that it began the same moment I
threw the zecchine to San Marco. As if he can command a real storm!”
*
When night came the wind and the sea grew still more violent, so that Venice trembled in her foundations.
Doge Gradenigo and the Gentlemen of the High Council went in the darkness of the night to San Marco to pray
for the city. Torch-bearers went before them, and the flames were spread out by the wind, so that they lay flat, like
pennants. The wind tore the Doge’s heavy brocade gown, so that two men were obliged to hold it.
Cecco thought this was the most remarkable thing he had ever seen—Doge Gradenigo going himself to the
cathedral on account of this bit of a wind! What would those people have done if there had been a real storm?
The waves beat incessantly against the bulwarks. In the darkness of the night it was as if white-headed
wresters sprang up from the deep, and with teeth and claws clung fast to the piles to tear them loose from the
shore. Cecco fancied he could hear their angry snorts when they were hurled back again. But he shuddered when
he heard them come again and again, and tear in the bulwarks.
It seemed to him that the storm was far more terrible in the night. He heard shouts in the air, and that was not
the wind. Sometimes black clouds came drifting like a whole row of heavy galleys, and it seemed as if they advanced to make an assault on the city. Then he heard distinctly someone speaking in one of the riven clouds over
his head.
“Things look bad for Venice now,” it said from the one cloud. “Soon our brothers the evil spirits will come and
overthrow the city.”
“I am afraid San Marco will not allow it to happen,” came as a response from the other cloud.
“San Marco has been knocked down by a Venetian, so he lies powerless, and cannot help anyone,” said the
first.
*
The storm carried the words down to old Cecco, and from that moment he was on his knees, praying San
Marco for grace and forgiveness. For the evil spirits had spoken the truth. It did indeed look bad for Venice. The
fair Queen of the Isles was near destruction.
A Venetian had mocked San Marco, and therefore Venice was in danger of being carried away by the sea.
There would be no more moonlight sails on her sea and in her canals, and no more barcaroles would be heard
from her black gondolas. The sea would wash over the golden-haired signoras, over the proud palaces, over San
Marco, resplendent with gold.
If there was no one to protect these islands, they were doomed to destruction. Before San Marco came to
Venice it had often happened that large portions of them had been washed away by the waves.
*
At early dawn San Marco’s Church bells began to ring. People crept to the church, their clothes being nearly
torn off them.
The storm went on increasing. The priests had resolved to go out and adjure the storm and the sea. The main
doors of the cathedral were opened, and the long procession streamed out of the church. Foremost the cross was
carried, then came the choir-boys with wax candles, and last in the procession were carried the banner of San
Marco and the Sacred Host.
But the storm did not allow itself to be cowed; on the contrary, it was as if it wished for nothing better to play
with. It upset the choir-boys, blew out the wax candles, and flung the baldachin, which was carried over the Host,
on to the top of the Doge’s palace. It was with the utmost trouble that they saved San Marco’s banner, with the
winged lion, from being carried away.
*
Cecco saw all this, and stole down to his boat moaning loudly. The whole day he lay near the shore, often wet
by the waves and in danger of being washed into the sea. The whole day he was praying incessantly to God and
San Marco. He felt that the fate of the whole city depended upon his prayers.
There were not many people about that day, but some few went moaning along the Riva. All spoke about the
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immeasurable damage the storm had wrought. One could see the houses tumbling down on the Murano. It was as
if the whole island were under water. And also on the Rialto one or two houses had fallen.
The storm continued the whole day with unabated violence. In the evening a large multitude of people assembled at the Market Place and the Piazetta, although these were nearly covered with water. People dared not remain
in their houses, which shook in their very foundations. And the cries of those who feared disaster mingled with the
lamentations of those whom it had already overtaken.
Whole dwellings were under water; children were drowned in their cradles. The old and the sick had been
swept with the overturned houses into the waves.
*
Cecco was still lying and praying to San Marco. Oh, how could the crime of a poor fisherman be taken in such
earnest? Surely it was not his fault that the saint was so powerless! He would let the demons take him and his
boat; he deserved no better fate. But not the whole city!—oh, God in heaven, not the whole city!
“My sons!” Cecco said to San Marco. “What do I care about my sons when Venice is at stake! I would
willingly give a son for each tile in danger of being blown into the canal if I could keep them in their place at that
price. Oh, San Marco, each little stone of Venice is worth as much as a promising son.”
*
At times he saw terrible things. There was a large galley which had torn itself from its moorings and now came
drifting towards the shore. It went straight against the bulwark, and struck it with the ram’s head in her bows, just
as if it had been an enemy’s ship. It gave blow after blow, and the attack was so violent that the vessel
immediately sprang a leak. The water rushed in, the leak grew larger, and the proud ship went to pieces.
But the whole time one could see the captain and two or three of the crew, who would not leave the vessel,
cling to the deck and meet death without attempting to escape it.
*
The second night came, and Cecco’s prayers continued to knock at the gate of heaven.
“Let me alone suffer!” he cried. “San Marco, it is more than a man can bear, thus to drag others with him to
destruction. Only send thy lion and kill me; I shall not attempt to escape. Everything that thou wilt have me give
up for the city, that will I willingly sacrifice.”
Just as he had uttered these words he looked towards the Piazetta, and he thought he could no longer see San
Marco’s lion on the granite pillar. Had San Marco permitted his lion to be overthrown? Old Cecco cried. He was
nearly giving up Venice.
Whilst he was lying there he saw visions and heard voices all the time. The demons talked and moved to and
fro. He heard them wheeze like wild beasts every time they made their assaults on the bulwarks. He did not mind
them much; it was worse about Venice.
*
Then he heard in the air above him the beating of strong wings; this was surely San Marco’s lion flying
overhead. It moved backwards and forwards in the air; he saw and yet he did not see it.
Then it seemed to him as if it descended on Riva degli Schiavoni, where he was lying, and prowled about
there. He was on the point of jumping into the sea from fear, but he remained sitting where he was. It was no
doubt he whom the lion sought. If that could only save Venice, then he was quite willing to let San Marco avenge
himself upon him.
Then the lion came crawling along the ground like a cat. He saw it making ready to spring. He noticed that it
beat its wings and screwed its large carbuncle eyes together till they were only small fiery slits.
*
Then old Cecco certainly did think of creeping down to his boat and hiding himself under the arch of the
bridge, but he pulled himself together and remained where he was. The same moment a tall, imposing figure stood
by his side.
“Good-evening, Cecco,” said the man; “take your boat and row me across to San Giorgio Maggiore.”
“Yes, signor,” immediately replied the old fisherman.
It was as if he had awakened from a dream. The lion had disappeared, and the man must be somebody who
knew him, although Cecco could not quite remember where he had seen him before. He was glad to have company. The terrible heaviness and anguish that had been over him since he had revolted against the Saint suddenly
vanished. As to rowing across to San Giorgio, he did not for a moment think that it could be done.
“I don’t believe we can even get the boat out,” he said to himself.
But there was something about the man at his side that made him feel he must do all he possibly could to serve
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him; and he did succeed in getting out the boat. He helped the stranger into the boat and took the oars. Cecco
could not help laughing to himself.
“What are you thinking about? Don’t go out further in any case,” he said. “Have you ever seen the like of these
waves? Do tell him that it is not within the power of man.”
But he felt as if he could not tell the stranger that it was impossible. He was sitting there as quietly as if he
were sailing to the Lido on a summer’s eve. And Cecco began to row to San Giorgio Maggiore.
*
It was a terrible row. Time after time the waves washed over them.
“Oh, stop him!” Cecco said under his breath; “do stop the man who goes to sea in such weather! Otherwise he
is a sensible old fisherman. Do stop him!”
Now the boat was up a steep mountain, and then it went down into a valley. The foam splashed down on Cecco
from the waves that rushed past him like runaway horses, but in spite of everything he approached San Giorgio.
“For whom are you doing all this, risking boat and life?” he said. “You don’t even know whether he can pay
you. He does not look like a fine gentleman. He is no better dressed than you are.”
But he only said this to keep up his courage, and not to be ashamed of his tractability. He was simply
compelled to do everything the man in the boat wanted.
“But in any case not right to San Giorgio, you foolhardy old man,” he said. “The wind is even worse there than
at the Rialto.”
*
But he went there, nevertheless, and made the boat fast whilst the stranger went on shore. He thought the
wisest thing he could do would be to slip away and leave his boat, but he did not do it. He would rather die than
deceive the stranger.
He saw the latter go into the Church of San Giorgio. Soon afterwards he returned, accompanied by a knight in
full armour.
“Row us now to San Nicolo in Lido,” said the stranger.
“Ay, ay,” Cecco thought; “why not to Lido?” They had already, in constant anguish and death, rowed to San
Giorgio; why should they not set out for Lido? And Cecco was shocked at himself that he obeyed the stranger
even unto death, for he now actually steered for the Lido.
Being now three in the boat, it was still heavier work. He had no idea how he should be able to do it.
“You might have lived many years yet,” he said sorrowfully to himself.
But the strange thing was that he was not sorrowful, all the same. He was so glad that he could have laughed
aloud. And then he was proud that he could make headway.
“He knows how to use his oars, does old Cecco,” he said.
*
They laid-to at Lido, and the two strangers went on shore. They walked towards San Nicolo in Lido, and soon
returned accompanied by an old Bishop, with robe and stole, crosier in hand, and mitre on head.
“Now row out to the open sea,” said the first stranger.
Old Cecco shuddered. Should he row out to the sea, where his sons perished? Now he had not a single cheerful
word to say to himself. He did not think so much of the storm, but of the terror it was to have to go out to the
graves of his sons. If he rowed out there, he felt that he gave the stranger more than his life.
The three men sat silently in the boat as if they were on watch. Cecco saw them bend forward and gaze into the
night. They had reached the gate of the sea at Lido, and the great storm-ridden sea lay before them.
Cecco sobbed within himself. He thought of two dead bodies rolling about in these waves. He gazed into the
water for two familiar faces. But onward the boat went. Cecco did not give in.
*
Then suddenly the three men rose up in the boat; and Cecco fell upon his knees, although he still went on
holding the oars. A big ship steered straight against them.
Cecco could not quite tell whether it was a ship or only drifting mist. The sails were large, spread out, as it
were, towards the four corners of heaven; and the hull was gigantic, but it looked as if it were built of the lightest
sea-mist. He thought he saw men on board and heard shouting; but the crew were like deep darkness, and the
shouting was like the roar of the storm.
However it was, it was far too terrible to see the ship steer straight upon them, and Cecco closed his eyes.
But the three men in the boat must have averted the collision, for the boat was not upset. When Cecco looked
up the ship had fled out to sea, and loud wailings pierced the night.
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*
He rose, trembling to row further. He felt so tired that he could hardly hold the oars. But now there was no
longer any danger. The storm had gone down, and the waves speedily laid themselves to rest.
“Now row us back to Venice,” said the stranger to the fisherman.
Cecco rowed the boat to Lido, where the Bishop went on shore, and to San Giorgio, where the knight left
them. The first powerful stranger went with him all the way to the Rialto. When they had landed at Riva degli
Schiavoni he said to the fisherman:
“When it is daylight thou shalt go to the Doge and tell him what thou hast seen this night. Tell him that San
Marco and San Giorgio and San Nicolo have to-night fought the evil spirits that would destroy Venice, and have
put them to flight.”
“Yes, signor,” the fisherman answered, “I will tell everything. But how shall I speak so that the Doge will
believe me?”
Then San Marco handed him a ring with a precious stone possessed of a wonderful lustre.
“Show this to the Doge,” he said, “then he will understand that it brings a message from me. He knows my
ring, which is kept in San Marco’s treasury in the cathedral.”
The fisherman took the ring, and kissed it reverently.
“Further, thou shalt tell the Doge,” said the holy man, “that this is a sign that I shall never forsake Venice. Even
when the last Doge has left Palazzo Ducali I will live and preserve Venice. Even if Venice lose her islands in the
East and the supremacy of the sea, and no Doge ever again sets out on the Bucintoro, even then I will pre-serve
the city beautiful and resplendent. It shall always be rich and beloved, always be lauded and its praises sung,
always a place of joy for men to live in. Say this, Cecco, and the Doge will not forsake thee in thine old age.”
*
Then he disappeared; and soon the sun rose above the gate of the sea at Torcello. With its first beautiful rays it
shed a rosy light over the white city and over the sea that shone in many colours. A red glow lay over San Giorgio
and San Marco, and over the whole shore, studded with palaces.
And in the lovely morning radiant Venetian ladies came out on to the loggias and greeted with smiles the rising
day.
Venice was once again the beautiful goddess, rising from the sea in her shell of rose-coloured pearl.
Beautiful as never before, she combed her golden hair, and threw the purple robe around her, to begin one of
her happiest days.
For a transport of bliss filled her when the old fisherman brought San Marco’s ring to the Doge, and she heard
how the Saint, now, and until the end of time, would hold his protecting hand over her.
93.202 The Burning City\fn{by Hjalmar Soderberg (1869-1941)} Stockholm, Sweden (M) 2
Through the two windows with their bright lattice-figured curtains the level sunlight of the winter morning
falls in two slanting oblong quadrilaterals on the soft green carpet, and in the warm sunny spaces a little boy skips
and dances. He knows but a little of the world as yet. He knows he is little and is going to be big, but he does not
know either that he has been born or that he will die. He knows he is four and will soon be five, but he does not
know what is meant by “a year”; he still measures time only into yesterday, today, and tomorrow.
“Papa,” he suddenly exclaims to his father, who has just finished breakfast and lighted his first cigar of the day
—he being a person to measure time with cigars—“Papa, I dreamed so many things last night! I dreamed about
the whole room! I dreamed about the chairs and the green carpet and the mirror and the clock and the stove and
the shutters and the cupboards.”
With that he skips forward to the stove, where the fire flames and crackles, and turns a somersault. He
considers the stove and the place in front of it as the most important and dignified things in the room.
His father nods and laughs at him over the corner of his paper, and the boy laughs back, laughs away
uncontrollably. He is at the age when laughter is still only an utterance of joy, not of appreciation for the
ridiculous. When he stood at the window some days ago and laughed at the moon, it was not because he found the
moon funny, but because it gave him joy with its round bright face.
When he has had his laugh out, he clambers up on a chair and points to one of the pictures on the wall.
“—And I dreamed most of all about that picture,” he says.
The picture is a photograph of an old Dutch painting, A Burning City.
“Well, and what was it you dreamed?” his father asks.
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“I don’t know.”
“Come, think!”
“Oh yes, I dreamed it was burning and that I patted a doggie.”
“But generally you are afraid of doggies.”
“Yes, but on pictures I can pat them nicely.”
Then he laughs and skips and dances. At last he comes up to his father and says,
“Papa dear, take down the picture. I want Papa to show me the picture again the way he did yesterday.”
*
The picture is a new arrival in the room; it came the day before. With the other pictures around the walls the
little boy has acquainted himself long ago: Uncle Strindberg\fn{ Johan August Strindberg (1849-1912), Swedish dramatist
and novelist.} and Uncle Schopaur (i.e., Schopenhauer)\fn{ Arthur Schopenhauere (1788-1860), German pessimist philosopher .}
and Uncle Napoleon\fn{Napoleon I (1769-1821), Emperor of the French (1804-1815).} and ugly old Goethe\fn{Johann
Wolfgang von Goethe (1749-1832), German dramatist and poet .} and Grandmother when she was young. But The Burning
City is new, and is furthermore in itself a much more amusing picture than the others.
The father humors the little boy, takes the picture down from the wall, and they enjoy it together. Over a broad
estuary that winds toward the sea and is filled with sloops and rowboats runs an arched bridge with a fortified
tower. On the left shore lies the burning city: rows of narrow houses with pointed gables, high roofs, churches,
and towers; a throng of people running hither and thither, a sea of fire and flames, clouds of smoke, ladders raised
against walls, horses running away with shaking loads, docks crowded with barrels and sacks and all manner of
rubbish; on the river a mass of people in a rowboat that is almost ready to capsize, while across the bridge people
are running for dear life, and away off in the foreground stand two dogs sniffing at each other. But far in the
background, where the estuary widens toward the sea, a much-too-small moon sits on the horizon in a mist of pale
clouds, peeping wanly and sadly at all this misery.
“Papa,” inquires the little boy, “why is the city burning?”
“Somebody was careless with fire,” says the father.
“Who was it that was careless?”
“Ah, one can’t be sure of that so long afterward.”
“How long afterward?”
“It is many hundred years since that city was burned,” says the father.
This is a bit puzzling to the little boy, as the father clearly realizes, but he had to answer something. The boy
sits quiet a moment and ponders. New thoughts and impressions about things stir in his brain and mingle with the
old. He points with his little finger on the glass over the burning city and says:
“Yes, but it was burning yesterday, and now today it’s burning too.”
The father ventures on an explanation of the difference between pictures and reality.
“This is not a real city,” he says, “that is only a picture. The real city was burned up long, long ago. It is gone.
The people that run about there waving their arms are dead and don’t exist anymore. The houses have been
burned up, the towers have fallen. The bridge is gone too.”
“Have the towers burned down or tumbled down?” asks the boy.
“They have both burned and tumbled down.”
“Are the steamboats dead too?”
“The boats too have been gone long ago,” replied the father. “But those are not steamboats, they are sailing
vessels. There were no steamboats in those days.”
The little boy sticks out his lower lip with a dissatisfied expression.
“But I see that they’re steamboats,” he says. “Papa, what’s that steamboat’s name?”
He has a mind of his own, the boy does. The father is tired of the labor of instruction and holds his peace. The
boy points with his finger to the old Dutch merchantmen and prattles to himself;
“That steamer’s name is Bragë, and that one’s is Hillersea, and that is the Princess Ingeborg. Papa,” he cries
all of a sudden, “is the moon gone too?”
“No, the moon still exists. It is the one thing of all there that still exists. It is the same moon you laughed at the
other day in the nursery window.”
Again the little boy sits still and ponders. Then comes yet another question:
“Papa, is it very long ago this city was burned? Is it as long ago as when we went away on the Princess
Ingeborg?”
“It is much, much longer ago,” answers the father. “When that city burned, neither you nor I nor Mamma nor
50

Grandma was here.”
The boy’s face becomes very serious all at once. He looks positively troubled. He sits quiet a long time while
pondering. But it seems as if things would not work out for him.
“Tell me, Papa,” he finally asks, “where was I when that city was burned? Was it when I was at Grenna with
Mamma?”
“No, old fellow,” replies the father, “when that city burned you didn’t yet exist.”
The boy sticks out his underlip again with an attitude as much as to say: No, I can’t agree to such a thing as
that. He then repeats with emphasis:
“Yes, but where was I then?”
His father answers, “You didn’t exist at all.”
The boy looks at his father with round eyes. Suddenly all the little face brightens, the boy tears himself away
from his father, and begins to skip and dance again in the sunny spots on the green carpet, crying at the top of his
lungs:
“Oho, yes I did, just the same. I was somewhere, I was somewhere!”
He thought his father was only joking with him. Such an idea was clearly too ridiculous! The maids used
sometimes to talk nonsense to him in jest, and he thought his father had done the same.
So he skips and dances in the sunlight.
275.52 Excerpt from Men And Other Misfortunes\fn{by Elin Matilda Wägner (1882-1949)} Lund, Malmöhus County,
Sweden (F) 10
1
Nothing happens the way you think it will.
This isn’t what I expected ten years ago when I went to confirmation class, wore my first long dress and
bought my first package of hairpins, which fell out of my hair as soon as I put them in. Even less did I expect this
five years ago, when I was twenty, aflame with my first and greatest love.
I remember what a happy criminal I was, sneaking along the back streets to our first meeting one evening,
stopping at all the street lights to look at my watch, while he waited in the park. I promised myself there would
never again be an ordinary day in my life—only heaven and hell, mostly heaven, up and down, one long roller
coaster ride. And for a while there wasn’t. Then—one, two, three—it stopped and there I was, at the very lowest
point.
Suppose anyone had dared tell me then that I would become a clerk in an office, I, who was always about to
die in the middle of next week! Now that’s what I am.\fn{ A note on the back cover of this book says that it was set in the
Stockholm of 1908:H}
There was nothing else to do. There probably was actually, but this was the nearest thing at hand. And
sometimes, when you’re very tired, you reach for what’s nearest.
I have a vision of a great army of Viyelle blouses, and myself as the newest conscript. Boot camp begins on
October 1.
A writer has said about us working women that it’s only fair to recognize that it’s not love of work but sheer
poverty that drives us into the male job market. Truly and wisely said; it is poverty and need. I’m sure I will hate
my job; my soul instinctively recoils from the account book and the typewriter, but I guess we still have to live,
Putte and I, especially Putte, who, as he himself puts it, is a “widow and a ward”.\fn{ As an orphan, Putte, Elisabeth’s
young brother, gets a government pension from the Widows’ and Orphan’s Fund } Nevertheless that’s not enough, as his school
and board here in Stockholm are so bitterly dear.
So, driven by duty, I’ve taken a position with a district judge as cashier and correspondent, and everyone says
that I can thank my lucky stars I got the job so easily without a certificate from either Schartau or
Påhlman,\fn{Reputable business schools} and at my age. Actually I’m only twenty-five, but I’ve heard they want them
younger and with parents, as they’re cheaper that way.
Naïvely I think I’m cheap enough: eighty kronor a month for seven hours a day and fifty öre for each hour I
work overtime. I’ll work overtime of course, and that will be for Putte. As for me, I’ll have to get by on the eighty.
*
I arrived in the city at seven this morning like any poor old piece of furniture, only the furniture was treated
better; it was well packed and delivered to the door. Not me. Not a living soul came to meet me, but there was no
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point feeling disheartened about that. I resisted the thought of a cab and took the streetcar, promising myself that
not even that would happen too often, since a ticket costs as much as bread for a whole day, for morning and
evening and lunch sandwiches, if you don’t make them too big or too many.
The streetcar was full of chilled, morning-pale working people. Seeing them, I tried to avail myself of the
opportunity to lift my mood by “thinking of those who are worse off than I.” Since I won’t have to be at the office
until nine, it should really have done me good to think of people who begin their drudgery at seven, but all that is no
doubt just one of those old folks’ myths, because the seven-o’-clockers didn’t raise my spirits noticeably.
The red car clattered on up Upplandsgatan, past buildings, buildings and more buildings, and when I thought we were
almost at Old Uppsala, there was Oden Square. This being moving day, all of Norrtullsgatan already looked like a
furniture store and gave the most intimate views of the lives of the families moving in. I could hardly get in through
the main entrance.
The building I live in is rather new, big as a castle and probably holds as many people as a small parish. You enter
through an archway into the paved and enclosed courtyard, with entrances marked A to F. If you crane your neck
you might possibly see a small square of sky, just about enough for a woman’s blouse, but the sky seems to be
farther away than usual. The whole place looks like a well, and sometimes I think of Joseph and his unkind brothers.
We live on the fifth floor, but there’s no elevator. It’s a house for lower middle class people. They say it’s good for
you to climb stairs, but for us it probably means we won’t ever go home unnecessarily.
Having finally maneuvered myself and my baggage up all four flights of stairs, I sank down breathless on the
lowest step of the attic stairway. Nobody heard me knock on the kitchen door. Then I pounded away in an attack
of fury, and the whole house woke up.
“Is it Elisabeth?” I heard from inside.
“Yes, it must be. No decent people would be making such a racket or coming at this time of day.”
“Yes, of course it’s Elisabeth,” I said. “Open up!”
They finally opened the door, and then I understood their hesitation, for they were all more or less in nightgowns
and hair curlers. I had to laugh; so this was the Norrtull Gang, civilization’s outpost in Vasa Town. But I felt I would get
along fine with them. It was my good fortune that one member of this cheerful and famous gang had married and now
lives happily in the provinces, allowing me to join up in her place. We rent two rooms from an old lady, who has a son
who is said to be a lawyer; we share her kitchen and I assume the idea is that we are to live on bread alone and wash it
down with tea or coffee without cream. The other girls have dinner out, when and where and if they can.
I will now belong to the class of people whose only glimpses of so-called home life are what they can steal for
themselves when neighbors across the street forget to pull the shades. If we were men, we would be “reduced to eating
at restaurants.” I’d find that quite pleasant, after having been what they call “a family girl” in my parents’ and other
people’s homes since birth.
Eva, who is the only one I knew before, and who will be my roommate, made the introductions.
“This is the religious lady with her own bed linen we advertised for. I hope the porter brings the linen.”
They all hugged me and kissed me and helped me off with my wraps, and there was laughing and chattering to
high heaven, until finally Eva let out a scream to wake the dead.
“What in heaven’s name, Eva?” I said.
“The Lawyer!”
A door had creaked in the corridor, and in a split second all the girls were blown out of the kitchen and the
corridor except for Baby, who was almost dressed and was watching the coffee pot while lacing her boots. Of
course it wasn’t the Lawyer, although it would certainly be just like a man to want to cause a commotion in the
henhouse at this time of day.
The next minute I flew up at another shrill cry of distress.
“Girls, it’s twenty minutes past eight!”
I was completely dumbstruck by the din that followed. It was as if a cyclone tore through the room. Coffee cups
and sugar bowl whirled out of a drawer, butter and bread were thrown out from a corner cupboard in the kitchen,
Baby came splashing the coffee, and everyone made their office sandwiches at a tearing pace and scalded
themselves with the coffee, while simultaneously in some incomprehensible way adjusting their hats in front of the
mirrors. Immediately after eight-thirty they hurtled off with one arm through one coat sleeve and gloves, purses,
and pink sandwich bags in their hands. Suddenly it was so quiet that I was startled.
While I was waiting for the porter, I stayed in the kitchen, heated a kettle of water and set about washing up the
breakfast cups. It was the first time here and likely not the last; my fate has always been intimately bound up with
the dishpan.
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Now the Lawyer did appear. I closed the kitchen door and scrambled up on the woodbin so that I could check on
what he was up to through the glass pane in the door. As I expected, he did not go directly out into the hall, but took
a detour through both our rooms. Naturally he took for granted that everyone had left as usual. Then I climbed down,
went quiet as a little angel to my room and came just in time to see him poke around in Baby’s bookshelf. The
coward fled without introducing himself; he was tall and looked rather dull and washed out—not my type.
So there was already One Man in the story before I arrived. But they haven’t seen anything yet. I don’t know what
men and other misfortunes await me here in Stockholm, but this much at least I can figure out empirically, that for the
next few years, wherever I am, I’ll always be a magnet for. …
2
Today I went to introduce myself at the office of the district judge. I had been hired from a photograph, and he looked
relieved to see that I also had a decent complexion. Work begins tomorrow. Yesterday I got settled in the apartment. Eva
and I share a medium-sized room and we each have one window and a long wall. Eva’s side is very characteristic of her
and as refreshing as she is herself. Above a wonderful wide couch, which she managed to buy thanks to several months’
sacrifice of necessities, hangs a kind of inscription with the words:
Men may not under any circumstances
sit in the ladies’ compartment!

All around this convent-like prohibition and in strong contrast to it, are grouped prints of Sinding’s and Vigeland’s\fn
{Otto Ludwig Sindling (1842-1909) and Gustav Vingland (1869-1943), Norwegian painter and sculptor, respectively} most daring creations and
also, in motley confusion, poets and actors and courtesans, Botticelli’s\fn{Alessandro Mariano di Vanni Filipepi (1445-1510) Florentine
painter} madonnas and her own aunts. By the couch she has a frivolous little smoking table, at the window a large desk,
where she is always updating a blouse or turning up a skirt or ironing collars, in a word, doing anything but writing.
Between the windows hangs another thought-provoking little inscription, which, especially in the mornings, when the
whole room is a mess, gives a rather grotesque impression:
Order is the lever of work.

Eva really has a mania for such adages, I’ve noticed, and on the door post in the hall she has written in blue
crayon:
“Not this way when you see or hear the Lawyer!”
Along my wall I’ve placed the dear old outdated red sofa from the living room in my parents’ home, and I’ve put up
a couple of pictures. They are my parents’ studio portraits in oval frames; Papa’s is surrounded by his yellowed
Doctor’s laurel wreath behind the glass. Poor dear Papa, clinging to your old-fashioned notions of women; it was a
good thing that you died before women won the right to hold government positions and all the rest. Imagine if you had
lived to see a skirt in your faculty room!
I also have three or four reproductions of Rembrandt, whom I devoutly admire: Hendrijke and Saskia, with whom I
feel a certain affinity, and two self-portraits, one from Saskia’s time and the other from Hendrijke’s. And I have a
beautiful passionate female head by Rossetti and a clipping showing Duse with lowered head and sad, burnt-out
profile.
The other room, with a door directly into ours, is occupied by the youngest and the oldest members of the Gang:
Baby, or rather Magnhild, and Emmy, both at the same office, United Companies. Even before I talked with Baby, I
thought that I caught a glimpse of her little personality in the glasses with hyacinth bulbs in the window and the little
dish of native soil—soil bought at the Haymarket for fifteen öre a liter—in which she had sown grass seeds. Hers is
the spacious sewing table at the window with a sewing basket and a little inkwell with no ink in it. On the lower
shelf of the table lie a tattered and worshipped Heine, volumes of Levertin’s poetry and Blicher-Clausen’s Violin
with a broken spine.\fn{Oscar Levertin (1862-1906), Swedish poet, novelist and critic, and leader of the Swedish Romanticists; and Jenny
Blicher-Clausen (1865-1907), Swedish sentimentalist poet} On the bed, elegantly, is a pillow with the singer Allum’s picture on
green satin, but she always turns his face down—during the day.
Emmy as the oldest ought to represent Experience in the Gang, but I don’t think she knows much about life
except its gray work-and-sacrifice side. She has presented the sum of all she has learned in Gobelin stitch on the
dark green ground of a wall-hanging over her sofa bed. It bears the laconic sentence
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Learn to suffer in silence!

I said something to Eva about it, and she told me with a sympathetic little smile that ever since she joined the Gang,
Emmy has been busy stitching tapestries exactly like this one. Gunhild, the former member of the Gang who had been
Emmy’s special close friend, had received one as a wedding gift. Understandably, she was quite appalled, but Emmy
was beaming and hoping it would decorate their parlor.
I went to dinner at my rich uncle’s on Strandvagen yesterday. They all said: you poor little thing, you must
come here often, and we’ll take care of you. My cousin Görel confided to me that she spends as much as my
whole month’s salary on just perfumes and gloves and chocolates. As is to be expected, she’s fat and perfumed. I
was glad to leave them, content that I didn’t accept my aunt’s offer to share a room with the housemaid, in return
for waiting on Görel and running around with her to try on clothes at Janke’s.
When I got home, all was dark and silent; how I enjoyed putting the key in my own lock and walking around
feeling at home!
All of a sudden Baby and Emmy came in, Baby twittering like a bird and Emmy whining a little, as is her
custom. Soon a strong wind blew in, and with it Eva, breezy, rosy-checked and radiant. No sooner was she
through the door than she let out one of her shrieks of horror:
“Good God, the kerosene!”
“I’ll go,” said Baby, resigned.
“No, calm down, girls, I still have my wraps on.”
With that she whirled out into the kitchen for the kerosene can and dashed down the stairs. Before I even had
time to find the matches, the doorbell rang.
“I had to push the bell with my nose,” Eva assured me seriously, and she really did have both hands full, to say
the least. The kerosene can in her right hand, a bottle of beer clutched under her arm and a package of candles and
another beer in her left hand.
“Did you go out in the street like that?” I asked, horrified.
“Oh yes, I often do, but not in daylight. There’s a store for us poor souls down by the entrance, where we buy all
kinds of things, and where they’re usually accommodating about credit. But it does happen in hard times, for instance
when we’re sweating to pay our taxes, that we have to go farther afield at the end of the month. You each owe me
twelve and a half öre for the kerosene and the beer. Which you pour into yourselves and which into the lamps is your
business.”
“How nicely you’ve arranged things, Elisabeth! Daddy dear and Rembrandt! But you’ve always had good
taste.”
“In my choice of parents, oh yes,” I said. “But shouldn’t we have a little something to eat soon?”
“If you want a drink, you can have it right now,” said Eva, and with her usual speed she opened the bottle and
poured a glass for me.
“Why don’t you drink milk instead?” I asked.
“Oh,” said Eva, rolling her eyes heavenward, “what a lot you still have to learn. You think you can have milk
just like that? It’s expensive, and scarce too, and sometimes you can’t get it for love or money. Drink up, it’s good
for nausea.” I assured her that I didn’t have any symptoms of that kind.
“You don’t? You certainly do,” she said. “You always get sick when you come to Stockholm, before you get
used to it. You should have seen me two weeks ago when I came back from my vacation. I went around like a
gutted herring and used some bad language—”
“Eva!” said Magnhild.
“Yes, Baby, I did. The streets sickened me, not to mention all the ugly buildings. I wanted to stand on Oden Square
and throw up! And I wanted to put a little bomb under the office stairs. But now I’m used to it. Now I think that my
office is the happiest and coziest funeral parlor in the world.”
“I hope I feel the same about my law office before long!” I said.
“Oh, you will for sure. Office life is a seductive, slow-killing poison. You’ll no doubt become used to it. Only in
your better moments will you feel that girls shouldn’t be office slaves, but married, with children to run around with in
the meadows, and kitchens and looms and no intellectual or cultural activities! And those moments will be agony, I
promise you.”
“Never mind, Eva,” I said. “It’s so long between my better moments.”
In the meantime Baby had disappeared into the kitchen; now she came back with horror painted on her face.
“We don’t have any butter left,” she whispered.
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“I have,” I announced, and it was touching to see how happy they were when I took out butter and bread and eggs from
the country. We had a sumptuous supper, spirits were high, Baby got out Levertin and recited poetry between sandwiches.
Then we turned off the lights, lit the hanging lamp, and, devoutly, each of us smoked a cigarette.
Not until ten o’clock did the waves of laughter subside and we settled down for the night. When we had been
lying there quietly for a while, Baby said solemnly:
“Now the upper classes are having supper at the Royal Opera restaurant.”
And so we went to sleep.
3
Sunday morning at last! I’ve been in harness a whole week, and when I wasn’t working I was thinking of work.
The office, the office: did I remember this and remember that? Sometimes I’ve wakened from a dream in the middle
of the night and said: the account book! The typewriter keys hammered in my head and my fingers moved in time
with my thoughts, tapping them out on the Remington.
The boss is nice and helpful enough and says I should just ask him about anything I can’t figure out on my
own. But naturally I’d rather not show him how ignorant I really am.
The Gang laugh at me because I breathe and talk nothing but office, and say that they get enough of that at
work, and if I don’t soon become better company I’ll have to move out. Most of all they make fun of me for being
so punctual in the morning.
“We were just as conscientious when we were new,” Eva says.
Finally the first week is over. At five o’clock on Saturday afternoon when I closed the safe and pulled down
the roll-top on my desk, I thought I’m not going to give a hoot about anything until Monday morning.
When I’d had dinner, I went to get Putte, who together with three or four other students is boarding at a widow’s in
Östermalmn. For his sake I endured two movies and the konditori,\fn{Genteel coffee shops with a wide assortment of fine pastries and
confectionery} and then I walked home with him and sat him down with his school books. After all that, dog-tired, I
splashed home in a drizzling rain, my skirt hems wet, while other people were flocking to the theaters. I, on the
other hand, had to go to the store to buy groceries for Sunday and finally trudge up the stairs to the flat.
At home there was dead silence; it wasn’t until I vent into the inner room to get matches that I discovered
something on the sofa. I went over and shone a light on it. It was Emmy, crushed into a heap, lifeless, soulless,
impossible to get a word out of. I was terrified.
“She’s finished,” I thought. “She won’t be able to keep her job; what are we going to do for her?”
I waited and waited, but no one came. I stood at the window watching the lamps come on one by one in all the
windows of the citadel, so that the building eventually looked like a plaster castle we had back home that we put a
candle in and then you could see the light through the openings. In the apartment across from us I could see a fire
burning on the hearth and a lighted lamp with a red shade. What I saw was a picture of home life, with an old
gentleman and his wife and, most likely, their grandchildren around a table with apples and nuts. It was like sitting
in a dark theater watching a play on a lighted stage. There wasn’t much action, but I could feel the warmth and the
mood all the way across the courtyard. Unexpectedly, my heart cried out for someone I never think of, someone I
once hoped to have grandchildren with.
It was very foolish of me, but it was because their lamp was exactly like the one we were going to have, that
would burn every evening with its quiet red glow over our silent, holy happiness. At that point, I let the theater
curtain fall and thought,
“That’s all very well of course, but I have Freedom.”
Yet in my heart of hearts I detested my freedom, as womanly women do when they have it. Thank goodness,
the girls came in, and the holy silence was broken.
“Where’s the dutiful worker? (That was me.) Light up the kerosene lamps! Now we’re going to celebrate
Sabbath eve. I’ve bought flowers for fifty öre at the Haymarket.”
“Hush!” I said. “Emmy isn’t feeling well. She’s lying on the sofa like a little sack, and I haven’t been able to
bring her back to life.”
“Oh, you’re not used to our habits yet! She’s worn out from the week. That’s all. She can be rewound a few more
times. She has more strength than you might think to sacrifice on the altar of the United Companies. Isn’t that right,
Emmy?”
“It’s because I have to hold on,” said Emmy. “If I’d had a pension, I’d be dead long ago.”
“Emmy always says you have to,” said Baby, “but for my part I’m always expecting something exciting that
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will take me away from the United Companies. I’d have been dead if I didn’t have that comfort.”
“All I have to look forward to is death!” Emmy answered and turned to the wall.
“Come along, Baby,” said Eva. “Her back must be aching again. Bring Levertin with you!”
“Baby,” I asked, “what’s your salary?”
“Sixty-five. Why?”
“And how long have you been with the Companies?”
“Not quite a year yet. Don’t say anything about a raise! I asked once last spring, because I couldn’t live on
sixty-five.”
“Well?”
“Well, the boss answered in so many words that I ought to know that the firm is no charitable institution.
Anyway, they’d rather have better-class girls whose fathers work for the Companies, and who provide them with
a room, housemaid, and three meals a day.”
“Do they assume,” I asked, “that the salary is just for perfumes and gloves and Suchard chocolates?”
“That’s the idea,” Eva said. “But, Baby, you might as well tell us. You’re going to strike after New Year’s,
aren’t you, if you don’t get an increase across the board. Isn’t that smashing, Elisabeth?”
“That sounds so strange to me,” I said. “Educated girls aren’t in the habit of striking.”
“No, they aren’t!” said Eva. “But new times are dawning.”
We talked the whole evening about nothing else—the strike and its chances for success and our position. Eva was all
fired up about the strike plan; she believes fully and firmly in its success. Baby is a little less enthusiastic. As we all know,
she’s dreaming about something fun and exciting that will take her away from the United Companies and the whole office
scene. And then she won’t give a hoot about what happens to her friends—because that’s what we’re like, all of us. We
weren’t as jolly as usual that Saturday night because of Emmy. Only one little subdued Boston waltz before we
went to bed.
That red lamp across the court had not been good for me. I couldn’t sleep. I lay awake hour after hour and was
treading, with a heavy heart, old well-worn and bitter paths of memory far away from Norrtullsgatan and the office and
the boss and the Remington.
But now it was finally Sunday morning! The morning sunshine came in through the windows and the bells in
the Vassa Church were chiming. I lay half dozing, tired and happy, as when pain releases its hold. Suddenly I
heard Eva:
“Whoever’s the youngest has to get up and make coffee!” Magnhild whimpered:
“It’s not fair that I should be the youngest again today! I was the youngest last Sunday.”
Upon which I made a half-hearted attempt to get up, but was rebuffed with a “Don’t even try!” and saw Magnhild
flutter past the door in nightgown and braids. After the night’s gloomy reflections, to get to lie still and hear the
cheerful clatter of cups in the kitchen and smell the aroma of coffee wafting through the rooms, gave me a simple
and rather childish pleasure, real enjoyment.
Soon thereafter we sat like four white doves alighted around the tray, praising the gods, never mind acid stomachs.
It was the Gang’s Sunday service. By eleven thirty we were dressed.
Then my little darling Putte comes and wants Pegg (as he calls me) to come along with him to the sports field.
Eva and Emmy also disappear each in her own direction, but Baby, lucky girl, is invited out this evening, and is
staying home this afternoon trying to fix up a silk blouse. When I return she tells me,
“I’ve had quite a little adventure, I can tell you. When you’d left, the telephone rang and it was for the Lawyer’s
mother. She isn’t home, I said. Then the voice said that he was the Lawyer, and that he’d forgotten his keys and had to
ask me to help him get in. I promised to watch for him, and soon after, I let him in. He introduced himself very
ceremoniously, which I thought was ridiculous after all the times I’d bumped into him in the hail in my peignoir and
braids. He thanked me very profusely, and, you know, he’s really quite likable and approachable. And then he isn’t red
in the face from drinking arrack liqueur like other gentlemen.”
“No, but he’s pale from something else,” I thought to myself.
“He asked me if I sometimes went walking on a beautiful Sunday morning like today and said he hoped we
could go walking together some day.”
“Is this the first time a gentleman noticed that you exist, Baby?” I said. “How old are you?”
“Eighteen, Pegg, but I’ve always lived in Halmstad.”
I put my hand on her curly head and said a little prayer of sorts for her.
4
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“After Sunday there’s usually a Monday,” Eva says.
It’s almost eight o’clock, but still no one moves. Ten after eight, and groans are heard from Emmy’s and Magnhild’s
sleeping chamber.
The tragedy of Monday morning is about to begin. One girl’s sighs bring on the other’s, one declares she feels miserable
for sleeping so late, the other says she’s insane, yet nobody moves.
“Learn to suffer in silence, girls!” I say and jump up out of bed.
The others follow suit, Eva too, though this is the only time of day she’s in a bad mood. So it goes every single day, the
same brutal and premature arousal from our rest, the same moaning and groaning and hustle and bustle, and then off to the
office at a gallop. I’ve kept at it for two weeks, but feel as if I already have years of the same monotonous existence
behind me. When I’ve been at it for several years, I’ll probably feel as if it’s been only a week.
I don’t believe they have anything against me as a person, the gentlemen at the office, but they dislike my presence
there on principle. The boss himself doesn’t seem to have any special opinions on the woman question. He answers it for
himself in a simple and rational way, I’ve heard, but the two younger lawyers have plenty of opinions. Today we got into a
terrible quarrel while the boss was out to breakfast. As always, I was silenced, but not persuaded.
It was about the right to work for us women. To think that in this day and age anyone should have to argue about
that! But both of the young gentlemen—they’re very young as a matter of fact—were altogether convinced that we
had no business being in the job market, where we never caused anything but trouble. Our presence there was to
blame for the declining marriage rate. We were deliberately snatching the bread right out of the mouths of men.
“What do you want us to do then?” I asked. “Stop working?”
“Yes, of course!”
“Would you manage just as well without us?”
“Much better.”
“If all of us women stopped working right now, could you pitch in and do both your jobs and ours?”
“Yes, of course, nothing to it.”
“And what are we supposed to do? Starve to death?”
“No, you’d be taken care of.”
“By you?”
“Well, of course we all have our parents’ homes.”
“I have neither parents nor a home,” I said, “and I’m poor and have a little brother. I have to work and take
what I can get. In my case your principles are really empty and meaningless.”
I didn’t cry, nowhere near it, although I certainly very well could have. Then the boss came back. At dinner
time, when I was putting on my coat in the cloakroom, Mr. Tyrén came up to me.
“I’m sorry if you feel bad,” he said.
“Really?” I asked. “Don’t let it spoil your dinner.”
“We must have said something this morning that hurt you.”
“If you mean you said something intended to hurt me, you’d be closer to the truth,” I answered, turning my
back on him. “I’ve trained myself to ignore such remarks. Enjoy your dinner.”
Now I hope he won’t approach me again very soon. Actually he looks like a nice young man, and perhaps he can’t
be blamed for his crass conception of women since all men think that way. I’ve met only one who appreciated me as a
human being, and even he didn’t really.
Baby usually comes to the restaurant school the same time as I do, but today she didn’t appear, and I had to eat alone.
The cattle are foddered at small tables, and it’s so crowded that there are always some hungry animals standing there
waiting for your place. Many sit in groups, but just as often you find loners like me, and we’re all trying to study each other
while we wait for our boiled beef with horseradish sauce. There are young people and old people, mostly women and
mostly old. They give me tragi-comic glimpses of my future, these prototypes of ludicrous old age without dignity, just as
unattractive when, washed-out and threadbare, they smile contentedly at the sight of stuffed cabbage rolls as when they
grumble in petty peevishness at the same sight. When I’m old and have no home or children to look after me, I’ll cook my
supper on the kakelugn\fn{Tall, wood-burning oven made of tile with a closed fireplace, designed to heat a room for a whole day } and go for
walks at twilight only. Apropos\fn{Concerning} of old, I can’t help thinking of something Putte said yesterday.
“Say, Pegg, it would really be a lot of fun if you got married soon.”
“Don’t you think I can wait a little longer?” I asked, surprised.
“Hardly, Pegg. Then you’ll be an old maid.”
“Where did you get that idea?”
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“The boys said so last Saturday, when you brought me home. But they thought you couldn’t help it, because it
isn’t so easy to nab a man, if you’re not a brass ring.”
“A—what?”
“A gal with a lot of money, you know.”
Putte, Putte! From children, fools shall hear the truth.
I think the Gang understands that I’m having a rather rough time now at first, as Eva predicted. No one says anything,
but they’re all so kind. This evening when I got home Eva was sitting on the floor reading poetry by Fröding\fn{Gustaf Fröding (1860-1911), perhaps Sweden’s greatest lyrical poet} and tending the spirit stove. We were going to have extra
coffee, I think partly for my sake. We’re putting communism into actual practice here. Whatever I have is the
Gang’s, and vice versa, and whoever happens to have cash gladly helps the others when they’re broke. And they
usually are. We’re poor but proud.
“Let’s slander our neighbor a little,” said Eva when the coffee was ready.
“No,” I said. “Let’s talk about our bosses instead. What about yours, Eva, isn’t he—”
“In love with me? Yes, of course! It’s a peculiarity with my bosses. I’ve been in all kinds of offices, and in
nearly all of them there’s been someone who wanted to kiss me on the back of my neck. So I took this job at the
funeral parlor, because I thought in the continual presence of death. But this one is the worst.”
“When I recall everything of that sort that has happened to me,” Eva went on,” I think of my poor old Papa, who
wouldn’t let me go without a chaperone to a church concert back home in Linköping last summer with a respectable
childhood sweetheart—Händel’s Largo, you know, and so forth—well, really, I don’t know whether to laugh or cry.
After the concert we had supper at the town automat—sandwiches and milk—and this adventure inspired Papa to write
a whole little tract on moral issues of the day. My poor dear Papa, if you only knew!”
“Does he ever come up here?” I asked.
“Yes, once, last spring. He visited my boss then to ‘hear how my daughter was getting on’ and to ask the old
wretch to give me a little fatherly attention, if you please! The boss kept a straight face and told Papa to rest
assured that he knew his responsibilities for the young girls he had working for him. But the next day in the
hallway I had a fresh and very welcome excuse to give him a slap. What a funny country bumpkin face you’re
making, Elisabeth. Just you wait, you’ll have to deal with it, you too. You are the Gang’s beauty after all.” Then
she picked up the accordion and sang in a loud voice:
All of us are sinners, all of its are sinners,
No innocent virgins here.

“Really, Eva!” said Emmy sternly.
“Oh,” said Eva, “I completely forgot you.”
“And Baby,” I ventured.
“Have you noticed what Baby’s up to?” she replied. “She came home half an hour ago and sneaked into the
kitchen, and I’m sure she’s quietly working on getting the worst of the mud off her shoes and skirts. This sort of thing
hasn’t happened to her until yesterday, but then they looked like the lump of clay out of which Our Lord created
Adam. Can you figure out why courting couples always go walking in mud over their galoshes?”
“Is it the Lawyer?” I asked.
“Yes, and they’re walking in the Djurgården Park.”
Was Eva really right that I would be in for some new experiences? What could it be but the same old song with
a new name?
5
It was Baby’s birthday yesterday, and although it fell very inconveniently at the end of the month, she had a coffee
party for a half dozen of her best friends at the United Companies. The Gang chipped in for an umbrella with a border
of red roses, for which I wrote some verses, making desperate efforts at rhyming with “Lawyer”. All day she wore a
rose in her belt and a happy sparkle in her eye, and both were gifts from him.
We had quite a job getting everything ready. Baby and I gobbled a couple of meatballs at the Vassa automat and
then we scurried into bakeries and fruit stalls, after which we ran home and dashed up the stairs. Halfway up we met
Eva, who gets off earlier, with two big jars that had held five hundred Blaud’s iron pills. She said she was going to
buy cream at the store, and claimed that she’d rinsed the jars twice in hot water.
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When we got up the stairs, we stumbled over Emmy, who was scrubbing the floor in the hall, wearing her pincenez. Eva had already arranged flowers, and we set the table as nicely as we could, although we, the hostesses, would
have to drink out of flower vases, and the guests could not expect to have a whole teaspoon each. The breadbasket
was a lampshade turned upside down with a napkin inside. But, as Eva said, when in Bohemia do as the Bohemians
do. Just call it Bohemian and pronto, everything is finer than crystal bowls.
Secretly I’d been a little apprehensive about Baby’s party, because an unmixed gathering of a half dozen or more
women usually has a depressing effect on me. But it wasn’t so bad with this bunch. Of course it was like a hurricane
when they came rushing up the stairs all six at once and the thundering surf broke around Baby, but they were nice and
sincere and happy, and only a couple of them seemed a bit staid. Now and then I had to go off and rest my ears, but on
the whole the affair went off splendidly.
Baby was cute as a hostess with her beautiful blond hair, her soft rosy cheeks and little-white-apron
domesticity. Everyone said:
“You should be married, Baby, this kind of thing suits you better than working at U.C.”
“Yes, but do you think I’ll get the man I want?” asked Baby, quite as if they could look into the Lawyer’s mind and the
future.
“No, Baby,” I said, “you never get the man you want, but you might possibly get one someone else wants, and
that’s just as good, almost better.”
From this, the transition to the gentlemen at the U.C. was natural. Then I had to go into the kitchen for a while,
where I put a kettle of water to heat for the dishes. One of Baby’s guests found me there, a tall bony woman, older than
the others, who had decided to make the best of things and had developed a fine sense of humor, which was why she had
been invited.
“She’s the most socially interested of all of us,” Baby had explained to me, “and is always scolding us for not having
any interest in social issues. She says that we ought to get ready for women’s suffrage,\fn{Women got the right to vote in Sweden
in 1919, which went into effect in the national elections of 1921; but they had been able to vote in local elections since 1862, although these votes were
not equal in their power, but were graded according to the amount their owners’ paid in taxes:H } but I don’t think she’s ever been young and

all that.” (By “all that” Baby means love.) Baby thinks that social awareness will come with time, and I say it would be
good if that were the case, for then there’d be some hope for her too.
“No, I intend to get married,” Baby answers, and to her that is logic, and she has a point. The humorous lady said,
“It seems you don’t like to listen to the girl talk in there any more than I do.”
“Maybe not,” I said, “but if you help dry the dishes, I’d appreciate it greatly. We’ll leave them to their fate for a
while.”
“You simply can’t leave the masses to their fate,” she said. “They must be educated. Yes, of course they’ve already
pointed me out as someone who became interested in social issues as the consequence of a disappointment in love. You
know, then, that I’m the zealous advocate of forming a union and striking after New Years. Can you execute a loud burst
of musical noise?”
“Yes, on the accordion.”
“Would you mind starting up a little song and then I’ll say a few words. It would be so convenient here, in a
small select gathering of friends we can trust.”
I thought that was a good idea. We silenced them with The Sons of Labor, after which the humorous lady stood
up on a chair and spoke.
“Well, little girls, here you are babbling about our cashiers and engineers.” Someone whispered ironically:
“Sour grapes!”
“They are sour, yes.” she added dryly, “I’ve tasted them. But to think seriously about improving your lot without
resorting to marriage and other lotteries—that you do not want to do. You have no public spirit, no, and no sense of
your own dignity. You’re not indignant about the injustice committed against us, when we get about half the salary for
the same work—no, it’s not the same, because I swear to God we get a lot more done in the same amount of time. (Oh
come on! Think of Svensson in Accounting and. … Bah, Svensson, etcetera.) It’s thoughtless, you understand (her
hand striking the table), and it serves you right living in poverty. Still I can’t resist trying to put a little reason into your
heads. Let’s agree that after New Year’s we will demand that our salary be increased to two hundred kronor along with
a shorter work day by one hour. (You’re crazy to think that will work, the director will throw us out. …) Work, you
said, no, of course it won’t work, and then we’ll strike! (What will we live on then? Our savings maybe?)
“Yes,” she continued without taking any notice, “on our savings, and then we’ll appeal to all other women
office workers and ask them to help us. It will work if we are united! But we can’t have any traitors!”
Then she climbed down from the chair.
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Now her audience was fired up, and in five easy minutes a strike committee was formed, with the humorous lady
as leader, and everyone paid a krona into the strike fund. When Emmy’s turn came, she was evasive and wanted to
think about it.
“I think we’re doing quite well as we are,” she mumbled. “And I couldn’t really follow what was said, you all
talked at once. Besides, I don’t have that much time left.”
Soon after that they all left, and we realized we were dead tired, all of us. But we went on all evening shouting
at each other, as if we had to outroar Niagara. …
1920
93.236 Young Man In An Astrakhan Cap\fn{by Edita de Toll Morris (1902-1988)} Örebro, Örebro County, Sweden
(F) 6
As far back as Lotta can remember she has studied hard, rested little, and eaten poorly. She sewed on her first
button at the age of three, and at six could read, write, and add with fair accuracy. It was none too early, there was
not a moment to be lost, for on her broad brow, Mother, with a firm and unwavering hand, had written the word:
Career.
Neither Lotta nor her sisters have genius, nor even pronounced talents, but Mother has turned on them the fury
of a sonless widow’s thwarted ambition. Their various capacities, which in a milder climate probably would have
dissolved and gently disappeared, are kept painfully alive in the wintry altitude where Mother dwells.
And so when the Christmas holidays arrive, the sisters are white, their tall bodies stoop, their waists are thin as
bees’ waists. But Mother, who foresees everything, has foreseen this also, and she has written her country
relatives well in advance. So on the eve of the holidays she sends off her daughters to the station where they are to
take their respective trains.
“Good-bye,” she says. “Mind you eat a lot!” as she waves after the receding taxicab.
*
At the Central Station a group of hunched-up, ghostly figures shuffle about with their frozen fingers in their
mouths, stamping, stamping, to keep their toes from freezing likewise. The incoming trains are frosted over like
bridal cakes, and the windows of the compartments are covered with ice flowers. Not a face, not a sign of life, is
to be seen behind those panes; when the locomotive whistles, everyone shudders.
In Lotta’s train, the third-class compartments are rapidly filling up. She finds a seat in the last car, by the door.
It already smells heavy in there, but she is immune to odors. She can refrain from breathing through her nose for
almost any length of time; she learned to do so in the stuffy atmosphere of the evening classrooms where she goes
to learn journalism and shorthand. How to remain immune to unpleasant smells, and to everything else
unpleasant, she is teaching herself quietly, without telling a soul.
Up by the window a man in a round black hat is sitting with a small boy in his lap. Holding the boy with one
arm, he stretches the other backward and upward to pull down a canvas hold-all from the rack. He settles it on his
unoccupied knee and begins to fumble inside, while the boy from beneath his fringe of wheat-colored hair stares
into the bowels of the hold-all, where familiar things, like his cake of soap or his nightshirt, have become strange
and absorbing objects.
The man finds a little green bag of lemon drops, extracts one sweet for the boy and one for himself, then
gravely hands round the bag in the compartment, offering it to the four other passengers on his own bench and to
the five on the bench opposite. They all accept, say thanks with much dignity, and sit sucking silently, their eyes
round and completely still, their lips pursed in an identical way because of the acid taste of the drops.
Lotta feels a shiver run down her spine as she watches them and as her own tongue presses the candy to her
palate. She decides that she will, quietly and unobtrusively, get rid of it, for she has also taught herself to get rid of
a good many things quietly and unobtrusively. A moment later, raising her handkerchief to her nose, she makes a
quick dab at her mouth. Relieved of the sweet, she settles down to a day’s thinking in the silent compartment,
where nothing but a mumbled “Excuse me” or a “Thank you” is heard the whole day long.
*
The train is five hours behind schedule. All along the line local snowstorms have impeded its progress, but at
midnight, singing loudly on the frozen rails, the train runs into the town of Sala. For the last hour almost everyone
in the third-class coach has been lighting matches and heating pennies to thaw peep holes in the window panes,
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for they are anxious to find those waiting for them on the platform; they are not used to traveling and are nervous.
Lotta, her peep holes higher than the others because she is taller, spots Aunt Irma and Uncle Viktor immediately,
and holding her suitcase high above her head, manages, thin as she is, to worm her way through the thronged
corridor so as to reach the platform first.
“That can’t be Lotta! I won’t allow it! Viktor, she looks almost grown up!”
Her aunt is holding her tightly clasped to her violet-scented coat, and in that warm, perfumed atmosphere Lotta
forgets the note of—well, it sounded almost like terror!—that she had detected in Aunt Irma’s voice. Yes, she
knows that she is very tall, and her skin is clearer and softer, more like that of a real woman, now that she has
passed the age of puberty; it is less embarrassing to look people in the face. In the taxi Aunt Irma says,
“Thank goodness that you haven’t put your hair up yet and still wear it loose and long. At least something of
the child remains!”
And she pinches, perhaps playfully, Lotta’s cheek. Uncle Viktor, too, looks at Lotta’s hair, then settles his
gentle glance elsewhere.
The taxi stops at the side entrance of the town hall, which is likewise her aunt’s and uncle’s residence, and the
policeman on duty, Constable Erlandson of the cat whiskers and the Charlie Chaplin feet,\fn{ The “Little Tramp”
character played by the leading American actor of the silent film era, Charlie Chaplain (1889-1977), walked with a waddle and with his
toes pointed out at an angle of 45°} salutes Uncle Viktor, the Mayor, then says,

“Why, you could knock me over with a feather! To think that this is really Miss Lotta!”
He salutes her too, and gives his mustache a twist, while Lotta ponders on the strange fact that of late men,
young and old men, invariably do something to their ties or their mustaches when she approaches, though only a
year ago they brushed past her as if she did not exist. .
“Come along in, Lotta!” Aunt Irma says, “Don’t stand there mooning.”
The door clicks to behind them, leaving the night to die death upon death in the fists of the midwinter cold.
The exquisite warmth and comfort which is the keynote of Aunt Irma’s house wraps itself around Lotta like an
eider-down; with a little wriggling movement of the shoulders she snuggles into it, and Aunt Irma’s eyes and hers
meet in a deep understanding smile.
For Aunt Irma knows that nobody is as appreciative of her skill in creating an atmosphere as Lotta; she savors
the homage of one whom she feels to be as apt as herself in the art of living. Arm in arm they mount the carpeted
stairs, stop before the potted palm, growing huge and happy in the eternal summer weather of this house, and
finally stand smiling by the dining-room table, above which the swinging glass lamp throws its glittering light
over the multicolored hors d’œuvres, over the side dishes, sizzling on spirit lamps, over the decanters of schnapps
and wine.
“Child, you are as pale as a whitewashed wall! You are as thin as an anchovy!” Aunt Irma says as they take
their places, and Lotta does not answer. What is there to say?
At Aunt Irma’s word, dishes now begin to march up to Lotta like soldiers on review, stop before her a moment,
then march on, leaving her plate heaped with pickled herring, jellied grouse, and those famous little white
mushrooms bubbling in cream. At last Lotta sits back, her face burning, her forehead moist, and she says that she
can’t eat any more—tonight.
“Those lovely mushrooms!” she sighs.
“Yes, they were lovely,” Aunt Irma says. “But now, Lotta, you must tell us about everything at home. How is
Gudrun’s music? Did she get her diploma? And Betta’s law work? We hear that you’re a budding journalist and
doing shorthand after school hours! It’s really wonderful the way your mother has set you all marching toward
careers! Nothing is more wonderful for a woman than a career. Nothing! Am I right, Viktor?”
“Yes, Irma dear,” Uncle Viktor says, and his eyes wander gently from the violet bouquet on Aunt Irma’s lace
blouse to her expensively waved hair. Then he lowers his eyelids and his gaze remains fixed on the tablecloth. Is it
Lotta’s imagination that the corners of his mouth move upward in the subtlest of smiles?
*
Lotta has been five days in Sala. She has slept fourteen hours every night and eaten so prodigiously that at the
end of every meal old Bina, the cook, pops her head through the kitchen door just to look at her! A great many
people look at Lotta nowadays, though not for the same reason. Back home in the capital, when she hurried, pale
and shivering, between her school and her shorthand classes, few eyes noticed her long shining hair and her long
quick legs; here, with her back straightened from rest, her face filling in, every eye seems to be nibbling at her.
“Have I a smudge on my nose, Aunt Irma?” Lotta says.
“No,” answers Aunt Irma, and walks quicker. Next day Aunt Irma tells her,
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“I don’t feel like a walk today. I think we’ll stay indoors instead of going out.”
As they sit reading in front of the fire, Lotta looks up at Aunt Irma from time to time, trying to puzzle
something out, though just what it is she doesn’t yet know. Next afternoon, after buying Aunt Irma’s violets in the
flower shop, they are walking down Klara Street when somebody calls to them.
“Oh, Aunt Irma,” says Lotta, “it’s Assessor Haan!”
They stop and wait for him. The Assessor, Aunt Irma’s life-long admirer, approaches smiling, his tall
astrakhan cap set at a becoming angle. He greets them, his large liquid eyes brimming over with unsaid
compliments, then takes the two women by the arm and leads them up to the nearest street lamp.
“Stand back to back,” he commands. “Yes, exactly the same height! Little Lotta! I can’t believe it.”
And again he puts one hand through Aunt Irma’s arm, the other through Lotta’s, and as they walk homeward
through the pitch-black town, he tells them that he had followed them from the flower shop for quite a way,
absolutely convinced that he was seeing double.
“For I knew that there was only one perfect figure in the whole world, and that was Irma’s, but now there was
an exact replica of it by her side!” Aunt Irma laughs, though only very little, and says quickly,
“Lotta, child, why don’t you run down to the pastry shop and buy some good things for your tea?” Then she
turns to the Assessor and says,
“Lotta is a serious young thing. She has a career in front of her and now she must only think of eating and
resting and keeping up her strength. Besides,” Lotta hears her say to the Assessor as they walk off together,
“children are so crazy about sweet things!”
But Lotta stands on the street comer and gazes after her aunt. She looks sharply at Aunt Irma’s figure, which
she call see in profile as the couple cross the street. A perfect figure, is it? The legs are elegant, certainly, and so is
the sweeping line of the back. The bosom is big, almost too big, but perhaps that’s the very reason that her figure
is thrilling—because there’s such a marked contrast between the bosom and the long thin hips! And her own is an
exact replica of it? How idiotic! Still for some reason she draws a deep breath. Something is beginning to take
shape in her mind; soon it will come to the surface. She never tries to probe into her unconscious, but one day a
decision presents itself, neat and clear, and then she acts on it.
She remembers the cakes. A tiny smile, which she neither could nor would explain, creeps into her face as she
walks down the icy black street to the pastry shop, stepping with both her feet into the rectangle of light flung on
to the pavement through the pastry shop window. Rows of éclairs, nestling under their coats of chocolate, lie
squeezing each other on wooden trays. Simply hundreds of éclairs—and Aunt Irma could afford to buy every one
of them if she wanted to. Just like that! She, Lotta, can buy one or two, because such is Aunt Irma’s wish.
If it weren’t for Aunt Irma, she couldn’t buy one éclair, couldn’t buy anything! In all probability she will never
in her life be able to buy luxuries, because every penny she earns snooping up news for some paper will go to
keep her thin body and her harassed soul together.
But Aunt Inna has no career! That’s why she can buy as many eclairs as she can swallow and violets by the
ton, if she so desires! To say nothing of mile upon mile of wave for her hair.
Lotta says, “Hmm,” as she steps into the shop.
*
The kitchen stove and Bina are soothing company, Lotta finds. Particularly these holidays she thinks that the
unmovable stove and the unmovable Bina are splendid. At home she, like her sisters, is a mere mechanical toy to
which Mother has the key; in Aunt Irma’s house she doesn’t feel that she is being wound up every morning, but
she is harassed none the less. Her aunt’s company, however delicious, has the effect on her of a persistent tickling,
nerve-racking and subtle, from which she has to escape at times.
Lotta feels unsettled these days; there is concern on her forehead. One moment she is fretting about losing her
speed at shorthand during this lazy period; later, after fashioning hieroglyphics and arabesques for hours, she
suddenly makes a dash for Aunt Inna’s dressing table to smash handfuls of violet cream into her cheeks, or to tie a
ribbon in her hair. But a little later again both occupations pall, and she only wants to sit by the warm placid
kitchen stove, by the warm placid Bina, and rest. Bina doesn’t care about careers, she never converses subtly, but
confines herself to stating facts.
“It’s cold, Lotta,” she says. “The wolves are on their way down to eat up the town.” Or,
“This meat is as tender as little children’s rumps” (smacking with her powerful paw the side of a bloody joint).
And Lotta, squeezing herself into the cranny between the stove and cupboard, squats on the coal sack and watches
the snow fall on the balcony outside.
“Yes, Bina,” she says. “Yes.” And she sighs with relief. Then Bina hands her a huge cup of coffee with a dash
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of rum in it, saying,
“Mind—it’s hot, Lotta.” Whereupon Lotta again sighs in contentment. But before long she begins to think, a
cursed habit that she has been taught by irresponsible people.
“There are many kinds of lives,” she thinks. “Lives like Bina’s—lives like those that Mother is preparing for
us. Then there is Aunt Irma’s kind of life. There are all sorts, and if one could only choose the one one wanted!
But perhaps one can! Yes, perhaps one can.”
At this point Lotta’s cup goes clattering back on to its saucer; she feels like getting up, like moving.
“I’m going out on the balcony, Bina.”
“Yes,” Bina says. “Do. It’s Saturday today. Do you remember how you used to hang over the balcony railing
every Saturday about this time and watch the drunks being taken from the Black Maria to jail? My, how you used
to laugh, Lotta!”
On the balcony a deer, covered over with a fine powdering of snow, hangs from its hind legs; the green pine
twigs protruding from its disemboweled interior smell wildly of forest. Lotta stands beside it, happily drawing a
forefinger over its long dead teeth.
From the balcony she can see the county jail, and the door leading to the cellar where they throw the Saturday
drunks. While she is standing there, she hears the rumbling of heavy wheels on the cobblestones, and the Black
Maria drives into the yard. Constable Erlandson, his feet turning outward like the feet of a duck, hurries forward
to open the door.
Lotta hears a howl from the padded interior. Erlandson and the driver seize the first drunk by the legs, hoist
him up between them, and toss him down into the cellar. The other drunks howl with laughter as he goes
slithering down the stairs and reaches the bottom with a thud.
It is terribly funny. Lotta is just about to laugh. The second drunk is young, with dangling, sausage-like legs
that cross like scissors blades when he tries to stand on them. Erlandson drops him in the snow and lets him lie
there, mumbling, till the others are disposed of, when he too gets a kick in the behind and shoots down into the
cellar. The van goes clattering off on its next trip. .
She stands there without moving. No, this isn’t funny—it definitely isn’t funny. Hmm—that’s queer! It seems
that one day a thing just isn’t funny any more. Will other things besides watching drunks popped head-first into
jail cease being funny? What is she to laugh at then?
Well, she’ll no longer be herself, but someone else, by that time. What she laughs at will depend on who she
turns out to be.
Oh, she is back at that again—right back where she was in the kitchen! She doesn’t know what she means
anyhow, it is all so confusing. How those drunken men do yell! She feels a pat of snow lying on the top of her
head. What an annoying kind of place a balcony is, neither properly out-of-doors, nor inside the house! A kind of
in-between place. Yes—in-between. Hateful.
She swings about sharply, gives the hanging deer a slap with her hand, hurries past Bina and past the stove,
opens the door to the dining room, opens another door, doesn’t know where to go next …
*
Does Assessor Haan know the exact hour that Lotta goes skating on the Sala River? Or is it by chance that just
as she comes shooting out of the narrow, pipe-like stretch of the river and begins to swoop and swirl, cutting
figures on its broader reaches, the Assessor is always standing on the shore? Every day for a week now his tall
astrakhan cap has been making a dark patch against the snow-covered trees, and Lotta has waved to him and
danced about on the ice until she hasn’t a breath of air left in her. Then at last she has skated toward him slowly,
smiling at him, in Aunt Irma’s long, close-fitting coat.
“I’m standing here dreaming that I’m young!” he tells her as she skates up to him, her fair hair like a sail
behind her.
“Yes, this is Aunt Irma’s coat,” she says, attributing his words and the trembling of his fingers as he undoes her
skates to his memories of her aunt.
“Two eyes—two skies,” he says. “A northern woman, an eternally white night, an eternal longing.”
He’s dreaming of Aunt Irma, thinks Lotta as they walk homeward, his hand in her arm. And she laughs.
“Yes, yes, laugh away,” he tells her. “Laugh the low golden laughter of all lovely women.” Lotta laughs again.
“I must hurry, Assessor Haan,” she says. “Aunt Irma hates to be kept waiting.” They walk on, the Assessor
silent except for a little sign now and then, and presently they come opposite the house.
“Oh, look, Assessor Haan!” says Lotta. “There is Aunt Irma at the window, near the palm. Do you see her?
She’s looking at us.”
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But what is this? The Assessor is off without even a good-bye, pulling his hand from her arm, thrusting her
skates at her. He is dashing down a side street as quickly as he can go. Lotta stands staring after him, then she
pulls open the front door and chases up the stairs, the skates in her hand knocking against each other so that the
steel sings.
“Aunt Irma!” she calls out and then louder: “Aunt Irma, darling!”
But the figure by the window, back turned squarely to the room, is mute. Lotta lays a cheek alongside Aunt
Irma’s, weaves an arm through hers.
“Oh, what is it, Aunt Irma? What is it?” she says, for her aunt’s arm is icy, stiff as a bough on a tree. Slowly,
very slowly, that arm sinks down, falls straight down, shedding the hand that nestles in it. And now at last Aunt
Irma turns her face, her eyes matching in hardness the steel of Lotta’s skates. She looks at Lotta and then she
leaves the room.
Above Lotta’s head the town hall crashes; beams, bricks, and mortar come tumbling about her. When the
thunder of that crash dies away, she opens her eyes wide and looks about her. Now she sees for the first time. So
that was it! Aunt Irma is … jealous! Jealous of her. Aunt Irma is in a rage because she saw Lotta and the Assessor
walking arm in arm.
Is it possible? Why should Aunt Irma, “the loveliest woman in the country,” feel scared of Lotta, and what
does her jealousy prove? What has Aunt Irma just told her with an eloquence which would put the most flowery
speech to shame?
Simply that she, Lotta, is still more beautiful, more alarmingly beautiful, than Aunt Irma; that the Assessor’s
compliments were inspired by her, not by his memories of Aunt Irma; that those eyes staring at her in the streets
had discovered something which she had never discovered about herself, busy as she had been scrambling toward
a goal of Mother’s choosing.
Lotta sits down on a chair, as weak as if she had been drained of a whole pint of blood. But she feels that she is
smiling, smiling wickedly, deep inside. She can’t help it. She closes her eyes hard and when she opens them,
colors are blurred from her having pressed her eyelids so tightly together; the funniest things happen to the pattern
in the Persian carpet; the stilted, angular figures take on familiar shapes, and two of them which seem to be
standing on their heads, look exactly—yes, exactly—like Mother and Aunt Irma.
Lotta rises and walks over them into the next room.
*
At two o’clock the winter day is over, the room goes black. Lotta, who has been lying face down on the sofa,
thinking, jumps up and goes over to the window. She stands there looking into the square, stacked high with snow,
with pigeons flying above it, people scurrying across. Lotta follows each one till a tram cuts him from view or till
he vanishes into the mouth of a side street, though it is only at the women that she really looks.
The women, the busy women, hastening between office and home with bleak faces, lines running deep from
nose to mouth! In their eyes is an expression as if they were forever listening to the wailing of their harassed
souls. Snow is coming down, thick and wet, but they must all be out. Oh, Lotta knows that story well enough!
This very minute her sister Gudrun is probably tramping through the slush of the capital, clutching beneath her
arm the coffin with the dead violin which Mother has promised will one day come alive and sing. In two days her
own holidays will be over, in two days she too …
She drops the curtain and turns to peer into the room, which seems to whisper behind her in the silence. The
logs are breaking and turning over in the round china stove; a small bouquet of violets breathes hard in the dark.
This is Aunt Irma’s home! Aunt Irma of the lazy fingers, of the perfect figure!
Lotta turns on the light and stands before the mirror, which so often must have received Aunt Irma’s image.
For the first time she sees herself properly, that is, with the eyes of others; she has grown consciously beautiful;
her eyes are intense, light.
Thank you, Assessor Haan! she says.
Thank you, Aunt Irma!
And it is at that moment that she changes the career Mother has chosen for her for the one Aunt Irma and the
Assessor have pointed out. The uncertainty of the last week falls to her feet.
I’m sorry, Mother, she says.
Then she switches off the light and goes back to the window. The pigeons, their feathers on end, are still riding
round and round on the wind. The door of the flower shop across the square is torn open—is it by the force of the
wind?
No, Lotta sees that it is the assistant, Miss Bolin, with the uneven legs, one long, one short, who has opened
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the door and who now comes bustling out, her arms full of flowers in glazed paper bags. Oh heavens! She has
tripped! She is falling in the slush. Lotta presses her face against the pane. Oh, poor Miss Bolin! Now she is
kneeling on the pavement, gathering up the soiled parcels, looking up, terrified, at the brilliantly lit hairdresser’s
behind her, the door of which has just swung open. Some one is leaving the shop; Miss Bolin limps away like a
hurt rabbit.
But isn’t that … yes, it is Aunt Irma’s friend, Mrs. Klas, who has come out from the coiffeur’s. Lotta hopes
fervently that Mrs. Klas didn’t see Miss Bolin lying in the slush. A hairdresser’s assistant, hand under Mrs. Klas’s
arm, is escorting her down the slippery steps to her car. She won’t fall—not she! Isn’t that unfair?
Big, pink, fat Mrs. Klas with her two legs both the same length! Yes, unfair it is! Wrong! And yet a minute ago
she, Lotta, had decided to throw over her career and to become like Mrs. Klas, like Aunt Irma. Had she really?
Suddenly Miss Bolin, the hurrying women in the square, her own sisters, all seem wonderful compared to
ladies like Mrs. Klas, smug in their layers of elegant fat upon which the skin lies creaseless. Lotta’s forehead
draws together; she has a moment of wild hesitation.
Though she is still standing at the window, she no longer sees anything outside; she is living within herself, is
thinking hard. Her anger is rising against her mother, against Aunt Irma, against all these people and all those
before them who haven’t done a scrap to change things in the world, so that it is still a shame for a woman to be
shabby and scraggy and hard-working. The whole world is like this square before her, with Miss Bolins falling
over and Mrs. Klases being ushered into their fine cars. Beastly!
“I’m not going to fall in the slush—not on your life,” she says, and she hears herself give one quick unhappy
sob.
*
Next morning the station platform is alive with people who laugh and talk, their voices overpowered by the
hooting and clanging of freight trains changing position down the line. But it is the big express that Sala is waiting
for, the eagle which has flown down from the far white north, winging its way farther and farther south till this
evening it will swoop into the capital. Lotta with her suitcase, Aunt Irma, and Uncle Viktor are soon hemmed in
by a ring of acquaintances.
Lotta stands a little to one side. She is enjoying herself, is smiling at a joke of her own. Aunt Irma’s long, tightfitting coat, lent her for her stay in Sala in order to raise her to its owner’s standard, has returned to its wardrobe;
Cinderella, back in her old rags, is sharing a secret with the buffet mirror across the platform. That mirror, with
the bland face of truth, is telling her that her mackintosh, which stops dead below her knees and yawns above her
bosom, makes of her beauty something startling, incredible.
The old gentlemen around Aunt Irma have begun to hem and to haw, to pretend that they are looking for
something, to rub their hands together, and all at once they are by Lotta’s side, fiddling with their ties and twirling
their mustaches so violently that their ladies break into panic, and set in dabbing powder on their needle-sharp
beaks and twittering like birds in an aviary. Uncle Viktor has walked off and he is standing a few yards away,
staring holes into his boots.
Lotta gets red as a plum; she is seized with a quiet, grown-up indignation. Why won’t Uncle Viktor look at
her? What is the matter with him, anyway? Of course Uncle Viktor never speaks, but Lotta knows that his eyes
have been open during these holidays. Is he chagrined because Lotta might turn deserter to her cause?
Well, all right, let him be! Uncle Viktor has had fifty years to remake the world, to settle matters so that Miss
Bolin and her kind should not remain forever slaves, and Aunt Irma and her kind queens. But what has he done,
except marry the loveliest and the laziest of them all, the way every man has tried to do, and will always try to do.
Oh, she could shake them all! She could weep with rage!
Standing there, staring at his silly boots! No wonder that the world is in the state it’s in, she says behind her
teeth.
“Lost in thought, Lotta?”
“Oh, yes, our Lotta has already left us,” says Aunt Irma with a fluty little laugh. “She’s far away, writing
imaginary newspaper articles. Lotta is a serious young thing. All she thinks of is her career, isn’t it, Lotta?”
“Yes, Aunt Irma,” Lotta says, “that’s all I think of.”
And suddenly she looks straight into Aunt Irma’s eyes and gives her a smile that should not have been ready
for another ten years at least.
It is Aunt Irma who turns her eyes away.
“There’s the train!”
“Yes, there it is! It’s packed too, isn’t it? I only hope you’ll get a seat, Lotta.”
65

“I’ll get a seat,” says Lotta, walking straight-backed across the station platform.
The papier-mache suitcase turns in her hand and seems to wink at the well-dressed crowd, standing looking
after her. We’ll get a seat, it says.
The train, like an overstuffed caterpillar, is bulging in every section. The luggage racks are sagging, the air
hangs heavy as garlands on people’s heads.
Those lucky ones who have found places sit glassy-eyed and perspiring, for the battle has been grim. Now
Lotta has fought her way through six carriages and has even entered the seventh before she sees that it is not third
but first class. She is about to retreat when a young man in an astrakhan cap, as tall and curly as the Assessor’s,
jumps up and stands before her.
“Excuse me. There’s a vacant seat in here,” he says.
“In there! But it is first class.”
“Well—yes,” he answers, “but, you see, I can just say a word to the conductor and … and …”
Lotta is taken aback; she feels shy. Then she remembers! But is it really as simple as all that?
“Why, thank you,” she says to the young man, whose eyes begin to shine. “Thank you most awfully.”
The train has found its legs and is running quick]y out of Sala, giving the little town a blast of smoke and a
shrill whistle as parting gifts. In the open window, flourishing a handkerchief at Aunt Irma, stands Lotta, and
beside her is a young man in an astrakhan cap.
93.218 Polluted Zone\fn{by Lars Ahlin (1915-1997)} Sundsvall, Västernorrland County, Sweden (M) 7
“Get up, Harald. I won’t get the cleaning done if you stay in bed any longer,” his mother called from the
doorway.
Harald was lying in the pentagonal tower room in a white settle. The windows were full of flowers: geraniums,
fuchsias, cactus, two touch-me-nots, and a wandering Jew. They stood on the window sills and hung in small
brass pots suspended from the ceiling. The flowers flourished up here. The May sun sent broad rays between the
pots and the blue curtains.
Harald’s mother had already opened a window facing the city. Cool, fresh air had streamed in filling the room.
From the birches outside he heard the singing of small birds, which was drowned out at regular intervals by a
clanking noise from he railroad station, where men on tall platforms were dumping coal into a locomotive.
For a while longer Harald lay asleep. Breakfast wouldn’t be ready for a while, and he didn’t have anything
special to do. Finally he tossed aside the crazy quilt, which his grandmother had made of tiny strips of cloth, and
got up. He had been sleeping in an undershirt. The only pair of pajamas he had his mother had washed yesterday
so they’d be clean now that he was going down to Smaaland. He looked through the glass door into the living
room. Grandmother was sitting in there knitting. He bent over a bit, pulled the shirt as far down as possible, went
in and got the pot from the washstand.
“How’s it going, Harald?” said the old woman in a squeaky voice.
As usual in the morning she had lost her voice. When she heard how miserable it sounded, she tried
desperately to get it out. But he pretended not to have heard her and went back into the tower room with the pot in
his hand. She starred at his smooth bottom, shook her head, bent it forward a little, and folded her hands. The old
woman was a Pentecostalist. She was sure he would get work right away if he only give himself wholly to God—
he’d get a wonderful peace in his soul, too. She had read about so many cases like that in The Herald of Good
News.\fn{About 94% of the Swedish people belong to the Evangelical Lutheran Church, the State church of Sweden. Pentecostals are
one of a number of Protestant denominations}
When he had pulled on his pants, he stood by the window looking down toward the city. He felt unusually
dissatisfied and downhearted. Everything made him feel nauseated. How stupidly everything is arranged, he
thought. He felt as if he were attached to a conveyor belt: goodbye, now you’re going to Smaaland! But no one
had asked him if he wanted to go. He didn’t have any say about himself. He had to do what the system ordered
him to do. His life moved as if in spasms. Impersonal powers drove him, not he himself. It wasn’t a matter of his
free will how his life took shape but of sickness in society. His mother came in with a basin of steaming water.
“Wash your feet, too,” she said.
“You don’t need to remind me of that,” he said. “I’ve always been anxious to keep my body clean—unlike
certain others.”
“Don’t get so excited,” she said as she disappeared.
He washed himself carefully. First his face and his neck, then his whole upper body. Then he put the basin on
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the floor, folded up his trouser legs, and put his feet into the water.
“Mom,” he shouted, “have you prepared my mouth wash?”
“Oh yes,” he heard her call from the kitchen. It was his grandmother who came in with the glass.
“Here you are, Harald,” she said with Christian humility in her voice. “How are you today?”
“There’s nothing to ask about, is it?” he hissed.
He brushed his teeth and gargled with care. He did not feel right if his mouth didn’t feel clean. When he had
combed his hair, he stood for a long time looking at his face in the mirror. He looked to see if he needed to shave,
but it didn’t look as if he did. Actually he hadn’t started to shave yet. He wondered if the fellows down at the
camp would make fun of him because of that. Pretty Boy …
He had often been called Pretty Boy. That was because he had soft pink cheeks, yellow, slightly curly hair,
large blue eyes, and soft, sensitive lips. He both despised and worshipped his looks. He could stand for hours in
front of the mirror and with dull pleasure devote himself to contemplating his hair which he would comb and
arrange in various ways, or his eyes, which he would open wide and turn in every conceivable direction.
He thought his teeth and lips were particularly beautiful. He would often smile at himself in the mirror and
would think that his smile was like Tom Mix’s\fn{ American movie star (1880-1940); his career was that of a Western Cowboy;
appearing in 291 films, all but 9 of which were silent movies } or Ken Maynard’s.\fn{ American entertainer (1895-1973) .} Almost
every day he’d shove a pocket mirror into his mouth and examine every tooth carefully, afraid he’d find a cavity, a
crack, or tartar.—But long periods would go by, too, when he hardly looked at his face.
“Come and eat,” his mother called. Only his grandmother was at the table.
“Where is Evert?” he wondered.
“He’s been out in the woodshed since eight o’clock,” said his mother.
“Good boy,” he said contemptuously.
“Don’t be so nasty this last day,” said his mother.
“No,” said Grandmother, “be forgiving; then God will be forgiving.”
Mother had made hash and fried a couple of eggs. There was a bowl of cold smelts on the table, too.
“Don’t you have any cold potatoes?” he complained. “You know I don’t like hash. I want to know what I put in
my mouth and swallow.”
“Do you think I put anything on the table that’s not fit to eat?”
“Ah-h,” he said. “Hand over a couple of potatoes is you have them. It doesn’t matter if they’re cold.”
“It’ll be too bad for you when you get down to the camp,” she said. “The last time I served hash you said it
was good, but nobody ever knows where he has you. In a way I’m glad you’ll be getting out in the world to see
how differently things are done there.”
She put a bowl of cold potatoes on the table, and he began to peel them. His grandmother munched energetically with her toothless gums. The joints in her jaws snapped with the same precision as the works in their old
wall clock.
Evert came in with a big pile of wood on his arm. He tossed it down into the wood-box but didn’t take time to
pile up the sticks, only threw himself down on a chair at the table right away. Evert didn’t have any work either,
but he was too young to be sent to a work camp.
“Don’t you have any milk, Mom?” said Harald, who had spread butter on a big piece of hardtack.
“Old Bergkvist hasn’t come yet,” she said.
“Damn old slowpoke,” said Evert.
“Don’t swear,” said his grandmother. “You who are younger than Harald certainly shouldn’t swear. Harald
almost never swears.”
“Nah, he doesn’t swear,” Evert shouted. “That’s not strange—he still thinks his pretty teeth will get decayed if
he swears. He hasn’t developed a bit since you decided it paid to frighten us and lie to us so we’d be brought up
the way you wanted.”
Harald stared stubbornly at his plate. His brother envied him because he had more attractive teeth, because he
was going to get to go to Smaaland away from his childhood backwoods, and because he was older and had
already slept with a couple of girls.
“Why do you nibble away at the hardtack like a rabbit?” yelled Evert across the table. “Why don’t you chew
like other people?”
“None of your business!” yelled Harald.
“I suppose you think Inga’s standing on the other side of the wall hoping she’ll hear you, eh? You nibble like a
rabbit and are damnably stuck-up and try to impress her. ‘Can you hear my Colgate teeth, Inga?’ you think. ‘Can
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you hear how strong they are, huh?”—Why don’t you send your picture to the Colgate Company\fn{ The ColgatePalmolive Company; the toothpaste-and-soap people of a past age, now a “multinational consumer products company,” founded in
1806:W/H} and advertise for them and earn some money—then you wouldn’t have to go to Smaaland to build a

road but get to stay here like a rabbit and nibble so Inga—”
Harald threw his knife down and got up. It looked as if he were thinking of letting his brother have it, but the
impulse dried up.
He bent down, took his food, went into the tower room, and finished eating. After a while he heard that old
Bergkvist had come. Grandmother took the old man into the living room to show him some cloths she had got
from Stockholm yesterday. They were prayer cloths that believing brothers and sisters had prayed and wept over
down at the Philadelphia Church, and she was going to put them next to her body when her rheumatism was at its
worst. The old man tried to seem impressed and pious, but as soon as the old woman let him go, he went in to say
goodbye to Harald. He sat down on a chair and patted him on his knee, blew his soft lump of a nose with his
fingers, and wiped them on his pants.
“Damn it,” he said. “You’re going to have to show the smalänningar what we norrlänningar amount to!
Promise me one thing: Take a girl away from some damned smalänning—take a damnably fine girl!” He laughed.
“We’re living in a world turned upside down! In my time smalänningar came up here and took our jobs and our
girls, and there were lots of Dalesmen and värmlänningar, too, of course. Damn it, boy, promise to get even for
me. I remember how a damned smalänning stole a damnably pretty gal from me once. Promise to get even for
me? Promise me that!”
And the old man lapped up the snuff juice which was trickling out of the corners of his mouth and squeezed
Harald’s hand in farewell. Harald remained stubbornly in the tower room, but after a while his mother came in
with a large glass of milk.
“Here you are,” she said.
He took the glass without looking at her. Leaning against the open window she looked out. When he had
emptied the glass, she said:
“Dad wanted to say goodbye to you before he left for the shop, but I asked him not to. You were sleeping so
comfortably.”
“Really,” he said.
“He hopes it will go well for you down there. ‘Everything passes,’ he said. He asked me to tell you not to take
everything so seriously and violently. There’s very little in life that means anything. The main thing is to keep
going and do one’s best.”
She sat down beside him, seized his head suddenly, and kissed his cheek. Then she pressed his face against her
breasts.
“You’re so solemn, my boy,” she whispered. “You don’t understand yet that most of what happens to us is only
trifles that don’t mean anything in the long run. You make yourself defenseless because you’re so serious. I’m
afraid to let you go.”
She sobbed. He felt empty. He caressed her awkwardly and had his face against her shoulder. For the rest of
the day he walked about from room to room with a heavy lump in his throat. He said hardly a word. Evert helped
him by carrying his suitcase down to the station, but they said nothing to each other before the conductor came
along and shouted:
“All aboard!” Then they shook hands. They said only
“Goodbye!”
“Goodbye!”
But all the same they felt they belonged to each other in a special way and that they could scold and complain
about each other without having anything go to pieces inside. There was something at the core of their beings that
couldn’t be destroyed and that united them.
*
Harald took the suitcase, got on the train, and went to the part of the car where twenty others who were going
to work in Smaaland were sitting. The fellows were putting on an act. They brawled and swore. A few had
brought decks of cards along, a few had brought a fifth of brännvin. One could play the mouth organ, and another
was laying on a comb. They sang and howled and thought they were having a wonderful time.
Hour after hour Harald sat with his face against the window, and no one succeeded in getting a conversation
going with him.
Early in the morning when they got to the Smaaland city they were received by some sort of boss who blew a
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whistle and played at being a military man. He wore leggings and had thick braids around his green hat. They
were marched off to a little restaurant, and there they were served eggs and oatmeal. Harald still had food left in
the sack his mother had prepared. It was a wonderful sack she had got ready.
A lump came to his throat when he felt in the sack. He understood she loved him when he looked into the sack;
on the bottom, there was even an orange, and he couldn’t bring himself to eat that during the whole trip.
When they had eaten, they were stuffed into a bus and driven to the camp which was about twenty miles from
town. They didn’t feel quite so lost when they noticed that nature down here was like that at home.
They were assigned to a main camp. A few other groups had already arrived ahead of them. They were given
barracks that resembled a large shed rather than a house. It lay beside the new road and glowed pale yellow in the
sun when they came. Inside there were twenty-four beds, twelve along each wall. Harald chose an upper bunk
since he thought he would be disturbed less there.
It was hard work that began for the boys. Most of them were not used to road building and had hardly ever
held a spade, a crowbar, or rolled a dump cart, and they didn’t know how to set up a dynamite shot effectively at
all. But they could learn. Soon the blasts resounded in the forest from their work gang, too. Their picks and spades
rang against the stones in the rocky soil, and the boys learned to sing chanties with gusto. They broke up the
stones and built up shoulders that the frost wouldn’t be able to displace.
When the real summer weather came, they tore off their shirts and worked stripped to their waists in the sun.
When the July heat set in, they took off their pants and worked in sandals and swimming trunks. They had to
work at a furious pace if there was to be something over for tobacco and holiday fun, for a half batch of liquor on
occasion, for a trip by car to town to make the rounds of the taverns, for a new shirt or tie, or for new Sunday
shoes, for a whole evening at the dance pavilion in the church village or for something else they longed for and
needed to be able to keep going.
After a week the boys made Harald the boss of their gang, and that meant that his work became easier
physically, and that he got a cent an hour more than the rest. They chose him not because they liked him but
because they trusted him.
He never did succeed in establishing any real contact with anyone. Heavy, stubborn and silent he went about
keeping track of every cubic meter they excavated or broke up or built. When the man in charge of excavation and
the highway inspector came to put up their measuring instruments, he always stood beside them keeping check on
their measurements. The old men told him to go to hell. But Harald put up with their abuse. He kept cool and
calm. You’re not going to cheat our gang, he’d say to himself and not leave. He understood weighing and
measuring, so the old men couldn’t cheat though they did try a couple of times.
Obviously the fellows appreciated know-how and moves like that. A couple of times they sent him up to the
higher authorities on the project, too. They had both complaints and requests, and he presented these in the same
stubborn firm fashion as everything else. He was always matter of fact and never boasted. He actually succeeded
in getting a couple of improvements for them.
But he despised most of his fellow workers. Most of them throve beautifully in filth. Only one of them brushed
his teeth and that one never in the evenings. Several of them had sweaty feet, and all too many washed themselves
only around the nose. Almost all slept with sheets. Their cleanliness did improve as soon as it got warm and they
could bathe in the lake.
Naturally Harald, too, seized the few chances there were for having fun. A couple of times he rode into town
with the others, he danced as they did, drank as they did, and went with the others yelling and shouting through
the dark forests. They’d do that on Saturday nights. They had to do that by themselves, for usually there weren’t
enough girls in the village to go around. To get a girl they had to go to the city. But a trip like that cost so much
they had to do without.
They had to return to the childish business of masturbating. Sometimes when he couldn’t fall asleep he’d hear
how they worked away in the beds here and there, sometimes in their sleep, sometimes half-awake, sometimes
fully awake. He never experienced any real joy. He couldn’t even study his face as much as he wanted to.
Sometimes he did it anyhow as he lay upon his bunk. But the light wasn’t too good up there.
Then there was the food, and that chapter was outrageously bad. If he hadn’t been so hungry when he sat down
at the table, he probably would have shoved the plate away many times and refused to eat. The food did get a little
better when the old woman who did the cooking left. The new cook was young. Her name was Tyra. There wasn’t
anything particularly good about her figure, but her face wasn’t so bad. Several of the boys tried to make up to
her, but they might just as well not have bothered.
You see she had a steady boyfriend in the parish village. He’d come cycling up every evening to keep an eye
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on her. The boys thought he seemed damnably afraid and at a loss, and they tried to make him jealous. And he
was jealous, of course; he was permanently jealous; they soon saw that. But Tyra was a girl with both temperament and a sense of humor, so things went well in spite of everything.
But for the life of them the boys couldn’t stand her boyfriend. It stirred them up terribly every evening to see
the couple come with their arms about each other among the trees and to see them standing on the bridge
embracing and kissing each other.
Catastrophe came. A Stockholmer, a type Harald almost despised, hit upon the idea that Tyra would have to
knock every time when she had an errand in their living quarters. But it was clear Tyra didn’t give a hoot about
that. She’d come rushing in like a torpedo every morning shouting:
“Your mush is ready!”
One morning the Stockholmer got the boys to get their revenge. All of them but Harald placed themselves
absolutely naked in two lines from the door to one of the windows. When Tyra rushed in, the first pair grabbed her
and she had to run the gauntlet between the twenty-three boys, who arched their stomachs and made indecent
gestures while they shouted and yelled.
Tyra was mortified and was so deeply hurt that she almost collapsed. She shut herself up in her room, but there
she experienced her humiliation more and more violently. At last she became so furious and pugnacious she
rushed into the boys’ quarters again and began to scream and claw at them.
It was Sunday, so they were still inside. Tyra threatened to leave, and she shouted that she’d arrange it so that
no other cook would ever set foot in their quarters. The boys were already sorry. They begged her to put up with a
bit of joking. But there was no talking with her, and she ran back to her room to pack. The boys would really have
had a big loss if they had lost her, for she was unusually good at cooking and she was thrifty and she wasn’t lazy
either.
Harald understood right away the something had to be done to appease her. He voluntarily offered to present
their unanimous apology. To heal the wound a bit they contributed a crown each.
In spite of his lack of eloquence Harald succeeded in calming her. She rejected the money he tried to hand her,
but she put coffee and cookies on the table for him. She already liked Harald. She had a weakness for quiet,
brooding boys. She already like his golden blond curly hair, his fine complexion, and his big, melancholy eyes.
She wouldn’t have had anything against his putting his arms about her, pressing her to himself, and kissing her.
But naturally Harald didn’t do that. He did discover what a beautiful mouth she had and that her teeth were
clean, and these discoveries hit him hard and aroused his passion. It was a long time since he had kissed a girl. A
longing to kiss, to feel a warm living skin against his own surged up in him.
Kissing was the form of physical expression of love that he valued most. He liked to kiss clean, cavity-free
mouths. To such a couple of girlish lips into his own mouth—as one sometimes sucks in a flower or a fruit, or to
get to sink his own lips into the warm, delightful well, he thought was the greatest of all delights. She could kiss
for any length of time without getting weary.
“Would you like some more?” she said.
He simply nodded, and she came up to him with the coffee pot in her hand, and while she poured she stood as
close to him as a bartender stands when he cuts one’s hair. But he didn’t notice her soft stomach and he didn’t feel
her rounded hip. He looked up into her mouth and enjoyed its sharp Cupid’s bow and its rich, red size.
*
Nothing more happened that time. Still it was the beginning of their union. It progressed slowly, but one fine
evening toward the end of July they walked together into the forest. They strolled down towards the lake. There
were beautiful clouds in the sky looking as if they were absolutely still and looking down at the two with puffed
faces. It had rained earlier in the day, and the forest was fragrant with pitch and pine needles, and down by the
lake the sweet odor of the birches struck them.
They borrowed a boat, and Harald rowed at random over the lake, which mirrored their bodies. When they
were right out in the middle of the lake they could see the church village. The large red schoolhouse shone like a
raspberry against the gray green leaves of the community house, and the church glistened white like a row of teeth
between the red lips of the stables and the minister’s home.
The moon rose. Harald let the oars rest in their locks. Clear drops dripped from the broad blades and awakened
small rings on the surface of the water. Tyra sat at the stern with her hands folded in her lap and looked at him.
“Let’s turn back,” she whispered after a while.
She thought they had stopped all too far from shore. Out here on the lake she didn’t dare to sit down on the
bottom between his legs and rest her head against him as she very much wanted to. Why, people could be standing
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on shore and see …
He put the oars into the gentle water again and rowed back. Up on the hill she stopped, bent back against a pine
and looked over the lake and up at the moon. She seized his hand and drew him closer. She felt how serious he
became. At last he pulled her to himself violently and kissed her mouth. She caressed his silken soft hair and
rejoice din his wordless mounting passion. She had never felt such a delightful satisfaction before. He played with
her lips. He brushed against them as a warm wind, and took them from her and destroyed them, but her created
them anew and was gentle to them.
“You have to break off with him,” he said softly.
She didn’t answer. She caressed his soft cheeks and wanted to have him closer.
“You have to break off with him,” he said again.
“Of course,” she sad. “But don’t think about him now. That’s only disturbing. I’ve forgotten Victor.”
And her mouth lived toward him as a flower, as a red flame, as a bird with spread wings.
*
That night he slept in a happy dreamless depth, down in the bottom of life itself, in germinating shallows
without conflicts.
*
The next evening she didn’t dare to go out with him. Victor had come up, and she had sent him away. He had
been beside himself. He had shouted and yelled and come at her and threatened to choke her to death with his
bare hands. But she hadn’t been afraid of him. She had said that if he touched her she’d call for help. Why, she
had twenty-four boys who were ready to defend her, and he had understood what was good for him and had left,
but he had turned in the doorway and tossed terrible threats at her and Harald. Harald would be knocked out if he
didn’t get absolutely killed, he had screamed.
Harald smiled. He had seen Victor with his own eyes, of course, and he couldn’t for all the world feel any fear
of him.
“But he has friends,” she said. “They’ll gang up on you and you won’t have a chance.”
“Huh,” he said and made her go out with him.
And that evening he picked a bunch of linnea for her. They sat down on a mossy stone, and he held her hand,
but she freed herself and made a wreath of the flowers and put it on his head. And they kissed each other, and they
didn’t say many words. He trembled lightly, for he sensed that were getting closer to pure sexuality ever minute.
Something in him hesitated. He hadn’t yet learned to achieve anything overwhelming and special in the act
itself. Caresses and kisses reward him more. There was a great correspondence between fantasy and reality in
them, he thought. They didn’t leave him feeling empty and disturbed afterwards.
But now he felt neither he nor she could be satisfied with caresses and kisses, and finally he picked her up and
carried her to a stand of trees under which the joss was deep and a little damp. He undressed her almost
completely and himself, too. The moss felt like a cool sheet against his skin. His face was serious, and his eyes
glowed solemnly.
When they went home, she was very much afraid and looked about in all directions. He laughed softly. He
wouldn’t have minded if someone had rushed up to fight with him. He would have liked to fight to show her how
strong he was. But it was only the rustling of the leaves. It was only a bird that flew by. It was only the sand that
crunched under a couple of bicycle tires. It was only a cow that lowed from a barnyard.
*
The went out into the forest every evening. He couldn’t get enough of her body. The act itself became more
and more meaningful. Her body taught him the right way to give and take.
On Saturday he insisted they should go down to the parish village together. He wanted to be seen with her. He
wanted to show everyone what a wonderful being had chosen him. Oh, how they’d dance!
But she said no. He laughed at her fear. The farm boys would not dare to fight when the dance pavilion was
filled with boys from the road camp. And if they did, they’d fall like dummies on the dance floor, and no
handkerchiefs would be enough to stop their noses from bleeding!
She had to give way. She had to go in and put on her Sunday outfit and cycle with him down to the pavilion. It
was wonderful. A few times they saw Victor stand pressed up against the wall. Victor stared hatefully at him with
small narrowed pig’s eyes. Once they danced right by him, and then Harald couldn’t keep from smiling. His
beautiful teeth flashed, and he smiled exactly as Tom Mix used to smile on the screen at a vanquished villain.
Everything went peacefully, however, and they returned on their bicycles.
*
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On Sunday afternoon Victor did come up to the camp. He stuck his head through the open window and looked
in Harald was lying recuperating on his bunk. Victor didn’t see him.
“Is Harald here?” he shouted.
Harald recognized the voice right away and quickly threw his legs over the side of the bunk and shouted, “Yes,
he is!”
“May I talk with you a minute?” whispered victor hoarsely.
“I suppose,” said Harald, and jumped down, and went out.
“Do you dare to come out in the forest to settle this?” said Victor.
“Do you seriously think I’m afraid of you?”
Harald laughed. Victor drove his fists into his pockets and looked at him with silent hate.
“Are you coming?”
They walked quietly into the woods. Harald felt no hesitation or fear. He felt merely a superior joy.
“Do we have to go farther?” he said contemptuously after a while.
“Tyra shouldn’t have to hear us,” said Victor.
And he went on and on. They came almost to the mountain. There five boys rushed out of the bushes suddenly
and leaped on Harald. They kept quiet for fear the boys at the camp would hear the, and Harald was too proud to
call for help. I suppose I’ll have to take the blows, he thought, and he humped backwards against a pine to get
protection for his back. He wouldn’t give up without a fight.
Victor appropriately came at him first, but Harald landed a punch in his face so that he fell backwards. Harald
succeeded in hitting a couple of others with two hard blows. But the farm boys didn’t fight like men but like dogs
and drunks. One of them threw himself down and grabbed Harald’s leg and jerked to get him down. Harald tried
to kick him off, but he was too quick and stubborn. Still another one got down and grabbed Harald’s other leg.
Harald hit out in all directions. He never had time to see where his blows landed, but he felt that they did land.
Suddenly they got him down. Like a pack of yapping village curs they threw themselves at him. He got a
merciless blow in the pit of his stomach, and a sharp elbow plunged like a plowshare between his ribs. And all the
time they kept absolutely quiet. They only panted and trembled out of excitement. He kicked and jerked to get
free of the twelve hands, but they nailed him inexorably to the ground. If he got one leg or arm free, it was only
for a short while.
Soon they were lying in a heap on top of him pinching and striking him wherever they could. They were so
wild and fanatical, there was a hard inner pressure behind their acts, so they didn’t cooperate buy drawled like a
formless mass over him, all seemed anxious to get him.
Suddenly a panting face from under the others’ bodies pressed itself against Harald’s face. An indescribably
nauseating breath puffed into his nostrils. If a flypaper had been thrown over his face and open mouth he couldn’t
have felt a greater loathing. He tried to get away from his enemy. But his body was as if nailed fast to the ground.
He couldn’t move a millimeter.
A helpless, explosive fury rose in him. He had never hated anything in his whole life as he hated this slobbery,
disgusting face which spewed its stench over him. He bit at the face. He couldn’t see what happened for it was
absolutely dark under the heap of their bodies. He just bit where he could, and suddenly he got something
between his teeth and bit with all his might. He heard a crunching sound and a howl of pain and felt how blood
washed down his throat. Then he felt he had something firm in his mouth which he was about to swallow, and he
felt the pressure on him less and heard a boy scream with terrifying fear in his voice:
“He bit off my nose!”
It was a chunk from a nose he had in his mouth! He twisted himself convulsively toward the ground and spit
out the chunk. Then he rushed away among the trees, and he felt he couldn’t live for another moment after this.
They let him run. All of them were so amazed it was as if all power of action had been drained out of them.
*
Harald walked aimlessly among the trees sobbing. Now and then he bent to vomit. He felt desecrated. He felt
he was the victim of a mortal catastrophe. What had happened to him was something about which nothing could
be done. Which could never be erased, something absolutely forbidden, something that thoroughly changes a
person!
He would never be able to kiss Tyra after this. He would never be able to eat. He would never be able to look
into the mirror at his mouth. He would always be thinking about what had happened and would live through it
again and again. Through his whole life he would feel how the boy’s blood had washed down through his own
throat and how the chunk had lain between his tongue and palate.
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But then he remembered what his mother had said to him the last day he was home.
“You’re so solemn, my boy,” she had said. “You don’t understand yet that most of what happens to us is only
trifles.”
But could this be called a trifle? Was it a trifle to bit off another human being’s nose? And now he could see a
face with the nose bitten off, and he rushed on among the trees sobbing. Only when it was dark did he go back to
the barracks. Tyra was sitting outside waiting for him. She clung to him and asked him to tell her what had
happened.
“You’ll get to hear that soon,” he said, shook her off, and rushed into the barracks.
His comrades had already gone to bed. Harald jumped into his bunk with his clothes on and tried to hide. But
he couldn’t hide from himself, and it was himself he had need to fear.
He slept only superficially that night. Time and again his consciousness broke through. He felt how the chunk
of a nose lay in his mouth, and he vomited in his handkerchief and the sweat poured out of his body and made
him soaking wet.
*
Toward dawn he got up. He thought momentarily of the dynamite. As boss of the gang he had control of the
supply. But he felt he would never be able to blow his head to pieces. Nor his hair which he had liked to comb,
not the mouth that he had examined so often with the mirror and to which he had devoted so much care. But he
took a rope and went out into the forest.
While he walked among the trees, his love of life welled up in him like the sap in a tree in spring. He finally
understood clearly all he loved. With crushing pain he experienced how deeply he loved his mother and father, his
brother and his uncle, the boys at home and the boys here, but above all Tyra, who had given him such a meaning
humility in the face of all life. He saw her soft mouth and her clean teeth and he felt the taste and the fragrance of
her.
But the more intensely he experienced her and all the others he loved the more impossible it seemed to him
that he could live on after the desecration that had happened to him. His body had been violated too much to let
him come again into the presence of those he loved.
He had to stop to grab hold of a tree, because again he felt the other boy’s blood washing down through his
throat. Again he felt the horrible pieces of nose between is lips. He vomited convulsively as if he were being torn
apart, but nothing came up. He was empty now. He was empty and finished. There was only one thing for him to
do …
*
The morning fog was like smoke among the trees when the rays of the sun penetrated into the forest depths. A
beautiful spider web adorned with dew glistened between two branches. A tiny baby squirrel ran along a branch
and looked with bright, curious eyes at a body hanging from a rope.
27.29 The Trapper\fn{by Per Gunnar Evander (1933-

)}

Ovansjö, Gävleborg County, Sweden (M) 5

The other day, the local paper reported that Kalle Sundberg had passed on. That was the wording exactly: it
said he had passed on, in the exceptionally brief notice on the births, deaths and marriages page. The first thing I
thought was that actually it’s both a worn-out phrase and an incomprehensible one, “passing on.” But there would
certainly not be anyone who would misunderstand the report, even if in many cases they might want to.
My next reaction—just as remote, if one wants to be particular about it—was the one that you often have when
friends or acquaintances in the past have gone away: for a few transitory moments you think it’s strange that that
person was still alive.
It was at Stockholm Central Station; I had eaten a tasty fry-up and taken two tots of s[ch]naps at the congenial
restaurant when I was passing the kiosk and took it into my head to buy a newspaper from “up home.” That’s the
way we people who’ve been living in the diaspora for so long like to put it when we’re on the right side of the
Dala River.
So I was standing still there outside the glass door while I browsed through the awful old house organ.\fn{ The
paper is meant; an old-fashioned phrase, usually meant as a reference to an advertising paper or newsletter from a business house—hence
the “house” part of the term—but here meant as the home-town paper of the reader } Of course it was mostly rubbish and

trivialities, as usual.
But then I found that Kalle Sundberg had got one last announcement and a notice. In both places it said that he
had passed away and that he was eighty-two. A younger brother down south seemed to be the only relative. I read
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the announcement and the notice over and over again. Finally I felt a chill going down my spine; I straightened
up, folded the rag\fn{Slang for newspaper} under my arm and trudged off.
After a quarter of an hour or so I stopped at a street corner, unfolded the “family page” again and read it. It was
then that I finally comprehended that Kalle Sundberg was gone, and that he could no longer be counted among us.
*
One could write about Kalle Sundberg’s life with exemplary brevity. As far as I know, he lived almost from the
beginning of his life to the end alone in the house he was born in and very early inherited from his parents. During
his working life he worked in the forest, firstly for the Kopparberg mining company, towards the end for the
Forest Service. He was of small stature, and it was especially his legs that were so strikingly short; men used to
joke among themselves about how Kalle Sundberg actually reached down to the ground with those stumps he
called Shanks’ pony. Perhaps you could even joke with him himself about it, I couldn’t say.
But the fact is that Kalle Sundberg could not be regarded as any sort of lone wolf; he was far from unapproachable or bashful, and he was glad of company when others offered it to him. Perhaps he was shy and taciturn at
brief and unplanned meetings, but otherwise suddenly open and almost talkative. Generally, though, he was
thought of as lacking a talent for companionship, and that is the way he was seen and judged.
There was something obsequious about the figure of Kalle Sundberg; he was swarthy and gray, and usually
came in the company of his dog, which he liked to pat and converse with. His walk was brisk; he stooped forward
slightly as he moved; he hunted and fished and was known to be respected in both pursuits. It’s possible that he
didn’t have a real friend, someone he was completely confidential with. But in that case I could easily count up a
handful of people in his vicinity who didn’t either. There wasn’t anything so remarkable about that.
Sometimes it did happen that Kalle Sundberg would talk about himself, and then he would stand staring out the
window and say that he was, when it came down to it, one of the isolated ones. If you asked him what he meant
by that, he would start talking about something else.
I don’t know if you remember when the Bjurboda gang was at the height of its terror. After all, it was quite a
few years ago now, but some of the group’s escapades became famous throughout the country, and not a few
supporters of so-called law and order spoke out shrilly about it. With a few exceptions, it was hardly more than
material damage that the gang caused.
Anyway it turned out that the Bjurboda gang consisted of seven youths altogether, all of them tearaways,
aggressive and completely stunted by a neglectful and loveless upbringing. In other words, the same old story.
Even today there are so many people who haven’t got what is perhaps the most important insight of all, namely
that children need love and more love, limitless amounts of it. There are even those who delude themselves that a
person is born somehow wicked, like some unmouldable, predestined prey.
But there was an important complication in the case of the Bjurboda gang, and that was its leader, who in both
his actions and his attitudes was noticeably different from his mates. He went by the name of the Bjurboda Terror
and—as those of you who remember will know—was guilty of two exceptionally brutal attacks, both of them on
what they called defenseless women. It was known early on that he led, and misled, the members of the gang,
sometimes with threats, sometimes with bribes. The Bjurboda Terror was a man in early middle age; when he got
his nickname he already had a criminal record and was regarded as extraordinarily ruthless in his relations to his
fellow men.
There is much more I could and would tell you about this unapproachable man, but it’s not him we’re talking
about now but one of his many appointed pursuers.
By the time we are dealing with here, however, the Bjurboda gang had been broken up and its members taken
in hand in different ways, yet the Terror, the leader, was still at large and being sought in our neck of the woods.
One April day, when he had been tracked down to a particular area of forest, the police issued a quiet request for
assistance from some members of the public. Inquiries were made as to how those who were more or less
registered in the various hunting groups assessed the possibilities of helping with what they called “chain
surveillance.” In practice this meant that they would search for and encircle the wanted man but not actually take
part in the arrest. This would preferably be done with the help of the owners’ or other available dogs.
Among those who were asked about this was Kalle Sundberg.
In many ways he could be regarded as an obvious candidate. He had a dog, he possessed an enormous
knowledge of the various hiding-places and nooks in the forest there, and above all, there could hardly be a man
among us who had a better acquaintance with the wretched man known as the Bjurboda Terror. You see, they had
gone around together about ten years before, doing clearing work, just west of Vallstanas, and it was known that
their work together had gone off without reported friction on either side. Nobody knew for certain whether they
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had met later or had any contact. But now he was asked, though last of all and with reservations expressed.
Kalle Sundberg was called to the meeting at the home of one of the most influential farmers. It was late one
evening at the beginning of April, just before Easter, which fell early that year. It was a typical day in early spring,
with mild, gusty, occasionally surprisingly strong winds. But the evening was dazzling, with moonlight and a faint
play of stars, perhaps one or two degrees below towards midnight. I have a very clear memory of Kalle Sundberg
on that occasion. I myself had initially been considered as a dog-handler, but I had also taken on the job of
keeping the minutes, and besides I would not be taking part in the final stage of the search.
Kalle Sundberg settled down on a chair in the farthest corner, looking shyly around when he wasn’t staring at
the floor; he greeted everyone there dutifully with a slight bow, in a way that emphasized the forward stoop of his
form. He had brought with him his beautiful Swedish foxhound, which lay down softly but very vigilantly at his
master’s small feet. I remember that the dog’s eyes were large and blackish-brown, with a temperamental
expression; he was almost bronze-colored, with a dark coat and a little white streak on the breast.
Eventually the farmer cleared away the coffee-cups and the plate of cakes and unfolded a faded General Staff
map on the dining-room table. Before he gave the floor to the two policemen who were present he exchanged a
few words with some of the others. Among other things, he told Kalle Sundberg, in everyone’s hearing, that he
had been asked to come because he was a good woodsman and perhaps, out of all those present, the one who
knew the wanted man best.
A trace of a smile dawned on Kalle Sundberg’s face, his short legs shook slightly and the foxhound rose to a
sitting position. Kalle Sundberg was surely not used to receiving compliments in this way, but he revealed his
satisfaction with admirable restraint.
After running through the instructions, we broke up and each made his own way home. There was still a strong
wind, and I suppose we all found that it was colder than the thermometer indicated. I dawdled a while on the
farmer’s front steps, watching the men trudging away, as gradually the clusters dispersed and eventually most of
them had gone off each in his own direction.
I had occasion to later try to recall whether Kalle Sundberg was in the company of some particular person as
he left the farm. None of the others had, they said later, spoken with him, but as a parting remark, the farmer had
again pointed out that he and the police appreciated the fact that Kalle Sundberg had taken the trouble to turn up.
The latter had looked away for a moment, and then at the farmer with a gaze, silent and calm, but slightly
embarrassed.
A great majority of those present had dogs with them, all of the hunting kind. I seem to recall that there were
fox-hounds, beagles, drevers, and, as I said, the Swedish foxhound. I don’t know if it was for aesthetic reasons
that Kalle Sundberg’s Swedish variety caught my eye, or whether I’m somehow just rationalizing after the event.
Anyway, perhaps that’s of no interest just now.
As early as half past four the next morning we were all to gather and form into groups at the transformer kiosk
just by the turning up to Skatfors. Since most of the questions of organization and tactics had been settled the
evening and night before, the practical arrangements wouldn’t take up so many minutes now; the idea was to get
going before dawn had passed. Besides, the people in charge were experienced, so for most of them it was just a
question of keeping the restless dogs in check and, basically, carrying out orders.
What was known was that the Bjurboda Terror was lying low up on a wide mountain pasture with a fairly large
number of timber huts. No-one knew in which one he was hiding, and since he was armed and would hardly
hesitate to shoot his way out, all of us were told to observe the greatest possible care at all costs, and to keep our
dogs under control until an order to the contrary was given.
If I remember rightly, Kalle Sundberg was the last one to turn up at the meeting-place by the transformer kiosk.
When he was spotted, someone called out to him from a few hundred meters away to hurry up. Some noticed that
he looked surprisingly tired and worn-out, as if he had had second thoughts and didn’t really want to be doing
what he was, with such great reluctance, about to do.
Only when, silent and stooping, he had joined the others did the policemen notice that he did not have his dog
with him. The observation aroused general irritation, and the farmer who the previous evening had lavished so
much honey on Kalle Sundberg went up to him and asked in a loud, provocative voice:
“Where the hell’s your dog, man?”
Kalle Sundberg is said to have turned around at this point in surprise, to check whether his foxhound was with
him or not. But he had no answer to give.
“Did you leave the dog at home?” asked one of the constables.
Kalle Sundberg became the object of everyone’s interest, and they stared at him, waiting for him to say
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something. But he said nothing, and just looked down at the ground like a shamefaced schoolboy, and someone
thought they noticed that Kalle Sundberg had never had such short legs as at that moment—as if the legs of his
boots had suddenly grown right up to his crotch, as if he wanted to hide in his boots and let them stride away from
there of their own accord.
“This is a fine thing!” someone sighed, amid all the swearing.
But one of the policemen gathered his wits and ordered an immediate departure, and while the groups worked
their way forward and took up their allotted positions in a wide arc around the pasture, Kalle Sundberg was urged
to go back home and fetch his bloody dog. After that he was to join, as quickly as possible, a waiting group,
where the power-line cuts a path up to Skatfors. Before they left Kalle Sundberg and made sure that he turned
homeward, they pressed upon him the importance of acting with all possible speed.
Kalle Sundberg never did come to the meeting-place under the power-line. They waited a good while; one
member of the group said twelve, a couple of others fifteen, and a fourth at least twenty minutes, before they gave
up hope and set off.
The reports of the length of time turned out to be of a certain interest; the delay caused by Kalle Sundberg’s
absence was later estimated as over half an hour. For this half hour was enough for the Bjurboda Terror to sniff
out a trap and to slip through the chain just at the place where a link was missing, composed of the group that was
delayed.
So the whole enterprise came to nothing, and the Bjurboda Terror managed to get far away to areas where he
committed a series of desperate attacks, in which among other things one young couple lost their lives. Those with
a good memory will probably have no difficulty in recalling this appalling act.
Just over a week after this event, however, the decision was taken to question Kalle Sundberg, and find out
whether his breach of promise had any connection with the Bjurboda Terror’s successful escape. It was mainly the
others in the group who requested this measure, and several claimed that Kalle Sundberg should be put on trial for
the incident if he could not offer a satisfactory explanation or otherwise defend what was regarded as a
treacherous act.
There was something of the lynch-mob about the whole community’s attitude to Kalle Sundberg on the day his
questioning was to take place. For some reason—perhaps not unexpected, either—it was decided that I should
keep the minutes of it. A lawyer in town who happened to have just qualified to appear in court took charge of the
proceedings; as witnesses there were the aforementioned farmer and an elderly man in the biggest hunting team
who was also a former lay assessor at the court in town. The hearing took place on the twenty-fifth of April; it was
my birthday and there is no important day I remember better, or probably will remember better, in my life. For
that afternoon, a chill went down my spine, and it was hard for me to straighten up for quite a while afterwards.
*
Kalle Sundberg greeted people bowing and silent as usual; in his arms he held an almost new-born foxhound
puppy, which whimpered and floundered about, quite beside itself.
We sat down in the little living-room. Our host had laid out coffee-cups and fresh-baked bread; you could even
have a brandy or a s[ch]naps with your refreshment.
It turned out to be long questions and short answers, and after three hours it was all over; the old assessor and I
concluded the session with a couple of proper cups of coffee with brandy before we went off together with the
other two. And Kalle Sundberg bowed and thanked us and stroked the puppy that was lying between his fists. I
think we were all feeling foolish and devastated when we took leave of Kalle Sundberg.
When Kalle Sundberg had taken leave of the rest of us that evening of the gathering at the farmer’s house, he
was, he himself claimed, very happy and elated. For virtually the first time, he had experienced a sense of
comradeship with the others in the community; all at once he had been given a task for the general good; it was
clear he was wanted and needed, as he expressed it himself.
He realized that he didn’t have many hours to sleep before his appearance the next morning. So he chose the
short cut home across the Vallsta River, which would give him at least half an hour extra and the dog would not
have to put up with the hardened slush and crusts of ice on the road. Scattered flecks of pale snow lay along the
middle channel; otherwise it was sludge, and none of it reflected as much of the blue moonlight as one might
expect. But Kalle Sundberg knew his home district; many times he had chosen the road across the river at this
time of year, but perhaps he had never been quite as excited as now. He perceived a quite strange sensation, that
his help was required—it was almost as if, in his solitude with the foxhound, he was embarrassed by his sudden
pleasure.
It was when both Kalle Sundberg and the dog were in the middle channel that it gave way. At first, according
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to Kalle Sundberg himself, it felt like stepping into a swamp; he was so preoccupied with his bright thoughts that
he was more surprised than frightened. A moment later, he had water and icy sludge up over his shoulders. His
short legs automatically started treading, and he heaved his arms up in front of him, but only encountered a soft
and porous mass, which gave way. He tried immediately to turn back the way he had come, but he soon saw that
he was winding aimlessly about, finally completely disoriented.
After flailing about for a long time, he finally found some ice that held. But it was deceptively hard, and when
he tried to get up, it refused to bear him. Falling backwards, he was sucked under the ice mantle several times, but
every time grabbed hold of the edge at the last moment. Finally he managed to heave himself up, with great effort,
so that he was holding on with his elbows a bit in from where it last broke. In this position he took off his gloves
to get a better grip with his fingers. He pressed his nails into the soft icy surface as hard as he could.
He called his dog, but couldn’t make him out. He listened for him, but could only hear the wind, dying away
and returning, dying away and returning. Even though he kept moving in this way, treading powerfully, the cold
of the water began to burn him all over, and he called for the dog ever more urgently.
For a while he hung on in this way, and struggled against the current. He says that the Bjurboda Terror came
more or less involuntarily to mind: a thing like this wasn’t going to stop him now. If anything frightened him, it
was the thought of not being with all the others on the search in the morning.
He made renewed efforts to haul himself up, but the ice gave way, and when he finally had something firmer
under him, and slowly heaved himself on his side, he lost his grip with his stiff frozen hands, and slid back.
Then he discovered his dog, suddenly standing just in front of his hands, just looking perplexed. Kalle
Sundberg coaxed his hound to him, and fumbled for his forelegs and neck, but the dog kept lithely jumping away,
and started to bark and leap about as if his master just wanted to play with him.
Nevertheless, finally Kalle Sundberg managed to get hold of one of the foxhound’s paws and thus reach the
other and pull the dog towards him. It struggled furiously, snapping at his wrists. But when Kalle Sundberg had
got the dog to the edge, he quickly let go with one hand and gripped hold of the scruff of its neck, then let go with
the other and joined his hands under the dog’s belly. Kalle Sundberg pushed his chest onto the ice, and was sure it
would all succeed, when suddenly the foxhound curled up into a ball and slithered with his master back into the
water.
Kalle Sundberg immediately let go and pushed the foxhound away. It splashed hither and thither, and all its
efforts to get up were in vain. It was then that the dog went on the attack, and for a while Kalle Sundberg didn’t
know how to defend himself. He chose, out of sheer instinct for self-preservation, to fend off the dog’s attacks,
hitting him on the head over and over again, but it hardly seemed to help. In one of the last assaults, he grabbed
hold of the dog’s throat with both hands and pressed its head under the water with the last of his energy. Kalle
Sundberg told, with a slight stammer, how he kept his grip until his eyes went dim, and he himself was a good
way down in the depths.
Somehow he finally got himself up—he could not explain how; suddenly he was lying up on the ice, and he
slithered slowly and cautiously in toward the eastern bank, which is where he had been heading. He called out a
few times before he heaved himself up, but he says that the only answer he got was the wind, dying away and
returning, dying away and returning. Then he staggered home, frozen through and almost unconscious with
exhaustion.
Kalle Sundberg then took off his heavy clothes and put dry ones on, draped himself in an overcoat, set the
alarm clock and dozed off on the bed.
We all knew what happened after that. But Kalle Sundberg added a conclusion that I couldn’t resist putting in
the minutes. When he left the organized force at the kiosk by the transformer with orders to fetch the dog, there
was no longer any chance to turn back, there was nothing to add. The wind had died down a little; he just felt it
lightly on his back on his walk home. He says that he was somehow moving mechanically, still with bad pains in
his joints and hands. On the way past one of the slopes on the riverbank, he stopped short, and looked across the
river, which in the fragile light of dawn was quite still, with sporadic blue-black operungs.
An old woman delivering newspapers greeted him, and just for a change Kalle Sundberg felt that he wanted to
stop and exchange a few words. But the woman hurried brusquely away. He was tired and hungry to the point of
death, and suddenly afraid of getting home.
The last thing Kalle Sundberg had to say at the hearing was that he supposed he was one of life’s isolated
people, and that nothing much could be done about that. And, just as in a fuzzy photograph, I can make out Kalle
Sundberg, in the middle of the death notice, standing at the entrance of his house, saying goodbye with the
wretched little foxhound pup in his rough arms, tenderly and carefully stroking it. And I can hear his voice, too, I
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can hear it clearly, and at the same moment a chill goes down my spine, and I have trouble straightening up for
quite a while.
27.34 The Wandering Cook\fn{by Marie Hermanson (1956-

)}

Sävedalen, Östergörtaland County, Sweden (F) 4

It was an excellent cabin. All year, Mr. A—— had been saving for this holiday. On the workbench in the
kitchen, he unpacked his equipment. He was well prepared. He had got hold of books from libraries and secondhand shops. He had been studying the subject virtually every evening during the winter.
Outside the window, the little lake glistened blue. From a bare hillock, a pier jutted out, and where it joined the
land there was a well-stocked sauna. But he had other things to do than bathe in the sauna. He wasn’t even going
to row out and fish—even though fresh perch was a delicacy. The forest stretched for miles around the cabin.
Perhaps toward the end of his holiday he could find mushrooms in it. Before that he would have nothing to do
with the forest.
This had once been an isolated crofter’s cottage. The owner had kept the old wood stove. Otherwise the whole
cabin was new, big and modern. He switched on the big refrigerator, which began to hum faintly. He looked
around for the freezer he had been told about, and found it at the entrance. A substantial-sized box, in which
hunters could put the elks they had cut up. He started it up and went back to the kitchen. He liked the wood stove.
That was what had made him choose this expensive cabin. But there was also an electric stove. With four hotplates and two ovens.
He pulled out the kitchen drawers, moved all the utensils to the deep drawer at the bottom, and replaced them
with his own things. Then he began to fill up the refrigerator and freezer. He put the books on a shelf in the main
room.
When he had finished unpacking, he sat down in a pine armchair with wide arms for holding drinks, and
looked into the empty open stove. An absolutely excellent cabin. A company owned it. It was for company
entertainment. Germans with fat wallets would rent it for hunting. There was plenty of game in the area. The
scenery was beautiful. In summer you could swim and fish in the lake. In winter there was a ski-slope half an
hour’s drive away.
But he had chosen the cabin for its kitchen. And for its secluded position. Here was the calm he needed around
him. This evening he would rest, have a cup of beef tea and a sandwich and go to bed early. Tomorrow he would
begin.
His workmates at the office said Mr. A—— was mad. Probably true. Mad about food. He had been born with
exceptionally well-developed taste-buds.
Mr. A—— lived alone. Women always got tired of him. What he would see as the high point of the evening—a
supper made all by himself—they only regarded as a prelude. A prelude that gave them high hopes: the tenderness
with which he cooked the vegetables (never too hard, never too soft), the sensitivity to the special qualities of
every ingredient, the resolution with which he stirred a sauce, the narrow tip of the tongue with which he tasted,
the cautious handling of a head of lettuce, which, after rinsing, was swaddled in a clean, ironed kitchen towel and
was softly, softly, pressed dry—everything promised so much.
But for Mr. A—— it was this that gave the evening its substance. The love-making afterwards was
perfunctory, messy, lacking concentration. His senses were still full of the experience of the meal. His love-life
was merely a physical necessity for Mr. A——, an emptying of the body, just like any other evacuation. When on
the following morning he received cold looks from his lady friend, he anxiously wondered what he had done
wrong. Was it the sauce? Or the dessert? He drew the conclusion that women were difficult dinner companions
and from then on invited only gentlemen.
Despite his great interest in food, Mr. A—— was slim, almost thin. He ate small portions and chewed slowly.
Gluttony revolted him. His slender build, his cool relations with women and the intimate suppers with gentlemen
occasionally led to the misconception that Mr. A—— was homosexual.
During his previous holidays he had gone on an exclusive gourmet trip arranged by a travel agency in Paris. A
small group of gourmets traveled around the Arab world for four weeks, acquainting themselves with the theme of
the trip: “The Cuisine of the Orient.”
They stayed at first-class hotels, were conveyed in air-conditioned cars, visited luxurious restaurants and
palatial private villas. But it was in the market-place at Marrakech, among maimed beggars and mangy dogs that,
one evening, Mr. A—— had the greatest experience of this journey.
Among all the merchants and performers fighting for the tourists’ attention there was an old storyteller. He sat
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on a carpet and his face was lit up by a little charcoal fire burning in a dish. Those sitting around him in the dark
were mostly local people, hardly any tourists. A Parisian companion interpreted the story for Mr. A—— into
French, a language Mr. A—— knew well.
There are stories that go right to our hearts. Stories that make us blush, because it seems that our deepest
secrets are being revealed. Mr. A—— had never had such an experience in the European myths and tales he had
heard. But now, in the market-place in Marrakech, he felt
“Yes! This is my story!” During the trip, he later heard different variations on the same story, which only
strengthened the sensation.
The next day they flew on to Cairo. From his seat in the aeroplane he took one last look at the city that lay
below, dusty and ochre-colored, as if the dunes of the desert had suddenly taken on architectural forms. Silently
he retold the story to himself again and again, checking that he had not forgotten any detail.
And this was the story told by the old storyteller in Marrakech:
*
Once upon a time there was a sultan who had a fantastic cook. This man’s skill in preparing food was
renowned far and wide, and princes and kings from all over the world would come to eat at the sultan’s table.
One evening the cook prepared a meal that excelled everything he had ever achieved. It tasted so exquisite that
the sultan believed he had left his earthly existence and thought he heard the angels of Allah singing. As a reward,
he gave the cook his youngest and fairest concubine. But when the woman came to the cook’s door, he refused to
admit her. (Wise of him, thought Mr. A——) So instead the sultan sent a beautiful youth to the cook. But the
youth was not admitted either. So the sultan himself went to the cook’s house to find out why he would not accept
his gifts.
“I can’t have anyone here tonight,” answered the cook. “I need to be alone and undisturbed.” So what was the
cook going to do that night? That he refused to answer.
The sultan went away, but after a while he returned to the cook’s house and looked through the window. He
saw the cook pouring soup into a bowl. Then the cook sat down and ate the soup very, very slowly. Between each
spoonful he would sit for a while with his eyes closed, as if his soul were transported to another world. When the
soup was finally consumed, he gave a blessed smile, went to bed and fell asleep.
Mr. A—— understood this cook perfectly.
But the sultan understood nothing. He was furious that the cook had spurned his gifts, and had turned him out
merely to eat a bowl of soup! As a punishment, he had the cook’s recipe book burned, and the cook himself was
given thirty lashes. He received the lashes without a sound.
With his back bleeding, he then went to the sultan. He said he was sorry for offending his master and that he
would leave immediately. As far as the recipe book was concerned, it did not matter a bit that it was burnt. His
father had taught him all his recipes by heart when he was a little boy and he no longer looked at the book. And so
he left, without any attempt to stop him. (Quite right. One shouldn’t throw pearls before swine, thought Mr. A
—— with a sting of bitter experience.)
But soon the sultan was deeply regretful. His new cook was nowhere near as clever as the previous one, and
his meals were nothing like what his predecessor had concocted.
No longer did any mighty rulers come to eat at the sultan’s table. Too late did the sultan realize the great value
of their visits. In the cozy atmosphere created by the meals these rulers had settled disputes which might
otherwise have led to war. Often these visits had resulted in trading links or an exchange of skills in various fields.
Now the sultan had to observe how the other rulers would travel right through his country without stopping at his
palace.
Couriers were sent out to seek out the cook and offer him a great reward if he returned. But it was as if the
cook had been swallowed up by the earth.
The sultan tried to remember the dish the cook had served the evening before he left. It had been breast of
pigeon, baked in a crisp creamy dough, served with a sauce. The sultan recalled that the sauce had contained
beans and olives. It had also tasted of ginger, almonds and honey. One cook after another was instructed to
reconstruct the dish. Apart from the known ingredients, they added various items that the first cook might have
used. But they all failed.
“If only I hadn’t had the recipe book burnt,” sighed the sultan. (Barbarians! thought Mr A——. That book
must have contained the collected gastronomic wisdom of generations!)
The sultan never found his cook again. But once he did hear some merchants talking about an old man they
had met in the desert. The old man had offered them some sort of pottage, which looked colorless and
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unprepossessing, but tasted so exquisite that they thought they heard the angels of Allah singing.
Long after the sultan had died and his empire had collapsed, people would say they had met the sultan’s cook.
He was known as “the wandering cook,” who turned up here and there in the huge Arab realm, served heavenly
meals and disappeared without trace.
“Even today,” said the story-teller of Marrakesh, “one can meet people who claim to have met him.”
Shepherds in the mountains had told of a tired, emaciated old man who had asked them to slaughter one of
their lambs. In return he would make them the most delicious meal they had ever tasted. Since they had intended
to slaughter a lamb that evening anyway, they acceded to his request. The old man produced dried herbs from a
cloth pouch, and out of the lamb’s meat, the innards and the herbs, he prepared a meal that made the shepherds
almost wild with pleasure. Some fishermen claimed to have met him on the shore, where he offered them
heavenly grilled fish. In the bazaars of the towns he would turn up early in the morning, when there was the best
selection on the stands.
“He has even been seen here in the Medina of Marrakech,” said the storyteller. “And the merchants fear him.
Because he exposes any cheating. Nothing rancid, unripe or badly handled escapes him.”
And that is roughly how the story ended. The next morning, before going to the airport, Mr. A—— took a good
look among the stands in the bazaar. But it seemed that all the old Arab men were equally critical and scrupulous
about their purchases.
*
Back in Sweden, he made up his mind not to go on any of the travel agencies’ gourmet trips on his next
holidays. Instead he would undertake his own gourmet trip within four walls. He had long dreamed of just this: to
devote a long time to making one single dish until his skill was perfected. He had hesitated about which dish to
choose. Now he knew: breast of pigeon, baked in pastry, with a sauce. He would imagine the pleasure that
awaited him: the crisp, delicate pastry shell. Within, the pigeon meat, mild and rich at the same time. The aromatic
sauce. The smell.
On the second day of his holiday he set to work. The wood stove in the cabin was better than he had dared
hope. Outside the half-open window the pine-trees soughed. Otherwise it was silent. No telephone rang. No
neighbors disturbed him. Now it was just Mr. A——, his faithful casserole and the juice from the freshly-grilled
pigeon. He mixed in chicken stock, he put in the beans, the crushed almonds, the honey, the ginger. He cut out the
breast of the pigeon. Rolled out the dough …
The result dissatisfied him. But the next day he continued with a new pigeon from the freezer. He tried various
substances in the cause. Occasionally he left the cabin to get new provisions. Like a chemist in his laboratory, he
experimented and made notes about his work. He felt his way forward with vegetables such as celery, tomatoes
and artichokes. He used mushrooms such as champignons, chanterelles, morels and truffles. He also tried many
kinds of fruit, such as apples, plums, apricots, oranges, lemons, chestnuts. He used spices, such as cinnamon,
oregano, sage and thyme. He used smoked diced pork and the pigeon’s own innards, the liver and heart. He used
various kinds of flour and baking methods for the dough. He sent for Arabic specialties he had never eaten before.
Every evening he sat down at table, and the menu, with certain variations, was the same, evening after evening:
pigeon breast, baked in a crust, with sauce.
But instead of—as Mr. A—— had expected—step by step approaching perfection, he became more and more
uncertain that pigeon breast, baked in a crust, with sauce, was so fantastically good. And one day Mr. A—— felt
slightly nauseated as he took another pigeon from the freezer. He refrained from cooking that day. Instead he put
on his raincoat and boots and went out into the forest.
It was almost September. The birches and aspens were already yellow; it had rained recently and it was cool.
He wandered about aimlessly. Breathed in and out in deep draughts. It was as if the forest air washed away the
cooking smell of the past month from his nostrils. He felt light and free. A cup of unsweetened tea and a rusk was
all he had eaten that morning. He set off on little winding paths and wondered how old they were, who had
trampled them down first. The paths led nowhere. Suddenly they were no longer under his feet. But he found new
ones. And when he no longer found paths, he made his own.
He began to feel cold, and turned back. But as he went in the opposite direction, the forest looked quite
different. Everything took on a different color and form. He had to look back over his shoulder all the time to see
that this was the way he had come. He became uncertain. The little paths had gone. He walked to and fro to find a
place he recognized. Finally he realized he was lost.
Now he was walking blindly about. Walking to keep warm. He hoped to find a path or a road or a human
habitation.
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But he didn’t have much hope. He had heard of the wilderness that stretched mile after mile north of his cabin.
That was where he was now.
As Mr. A—— walked, his hunger increased. Lunchtime had long passed, dinner-time too. Rain fell over the
forest. Darkness gathered. Mr. A—— crept in under a spruce. Leaning against the trunk, with fir-twigs as
protection against the wet ground, he sat through the night.
When day dawned, he set off walking again. Hunger tormented him. He could have eaten anything. Pigeonbreast, oatmeal porridge, blood pudding, dog-food. Anything you could chew and swallow. There was nothing
edible in the forest, though there should have been at that time of year. The fungi he found were inedible. He saw
no berries. He drank from pools of water and ate a little moss. When another night was approaching he became
desperate. No-one would miss him; he had said, after all, that he wanted to be left in peace in his cabin. Deeper
and deeper into the forest he went. It was as if he had ceased to be human.
In the dusk, Mr. A—— came upon a big marsh. On the other side he could make out smoke from a fire against
the wall of firs. He began to walk around the marsh, and when he got nearer he saw a person by the fire. When he
reached it he was at first a little disappointed. He had been expecting a hunter, a local farmer, a sensible person,
who could take him home and give him a bed and a meal and some warm clothes. But this person did not look as
if he could offer anything of the kind. The man by the fire looked like a tramp, unkempt and dirty. Loopy\fn
{Crazy} of course, thought Mr. A—— to himself. Some sort of hermit.
He went up to the fire and the old man looked up.
My God, he hasn’t changed his clothes for a year, thought Mr. A——, but then he realized that he himself
perhaps didn’t look so fresh after his night under the spruce.
“I’m lost,” he said and crouched down as near to the fire as possible. The warmth was wonderful.
The old man was silently stirring a tin hanging over the fire. He had a beard and swarthy, weather-beaten skin.
Mr. A—— smelled the stench from his clothes.
With a rag as a holder, the man lifted the can from the fire, produced a spoon and began slurping the contents.
The spoon wandered between the tin and the filthy beard. A few black stumps of teeth were visible in his mouth
when he opened it. Then the man offered his spoon to Mr. A——, who at first recoiled. But his hunger was
stronger than his disgust. As if of itself, his mouth opened. Quickly the old man poked the spoon in, and Mr. A—
swallowed.
What a taste! Mr. A’s tongue rippled with shivers of pleasure. His lips trembled. His gums called for more. The
old man smiled and handed him the spoon. Mr. A—— ate from the can.
“My God, what a soup!” he whispered. “Mamma mia! Good heavens above!”
His taste-buds vibrated with excitement. His sight became blurred. The marsh, the spruce forest and the cloudy
sky merged into one heaving mass. And then he heard it: heavenly voices singing. The autumnal forest was
drowned in a song of praise, full of blessing. Perfection. Perfection!
When he had emptied the tin, he felt a little drowsy. He was sitting right on the ground, but did not feel cold.
The old man had got up and was collecting his clean-scraped tin can, his spoon and few other things. He put them
all in a sack and began to go into the forest. The fire died down, it grew cold, darkness fell. But Mr. A——
remained sitting alone, caught up in a euphoric intoxication.
Suddenly a dog came rushing out of the forest. It ran up to Mr. A——, sniffed at him and started barking. Then
he came to his senses. The dog was followed by two men from the village. They had noticed that the daily smoke
from Mr. A’s wood stove was missing. People in the country notice things like that, Mr. A—— thought later. With
the help of the men he got back to his cabin. He thanked them and asked them if they knew the old tramp. To his
surprise, they didn’t. Surely everyone would know such an eccentric?
When he had got over his adventure in the forest, Mr. A—— began to look for the old man. He rang the local
social security office. Yes, they kept track of all the old people, and there were one or two recluses still left in the
forests. Mr. A—— went to visit them, but none of them was the one who had served him the heavenly soup. He
checked with the police. At the supermarket in the village. With the old people in the retirement home. With the
men in the hunting club. No. The tramp must have been from far away. He was not known in the area.
The fourth of September came, and Mr. A’s holiday was over. He packed up his kitchen utensils. For the past
week they had lain unused. He had spent his time looking for the old man and had just eaten tinned food.
*
Mr. A—— went home. He resumed his work at the office. He stopped making his own meals, and from then
on he ate the dish of the day at the local cafeteria. His old friends sometimes tried to reawaken his interest in food.
When they served him something succulent, at home or at a restaurant, Mr. A—— would eat politely and silently.
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For anyone who has eaten a dish so exquisite that he has heard the angels of Allah singing can only smile at the
efforts of other cooks.
298.148 Excerpt from Easy Money\fn{by Jens Lapidus (1974- )} Stockholm, Sweden (M) 19
1
Jorge Salinas Barrio learned the rules fast. The gist of námero uno:
Never pick a fight. He could count the long version on five fingers.
Never talk back.
Never stare back. Always stay seated.
Never snitch. And finally:
Always take it nicely up the ass—no whining. Figuratively.
*
Life shat on Jorge. Life blew horse cock Life was tough. But Jorge was stronger than that—they’d see.
The joint stole his energy. Stole his laughter. Rap life remade as crap life.
But what only he knew was that there was an end to it, an idea to realize, a way out.
Jorge: homeboy you couldn’t keep down. He was gonna get out, break out, escape from this shithole. He had a
plan. And it was thick as cream. Whipped.
Losers—adios.
*
One year, three months, and nine days in the slammer. Which is to say, more than fifteen months too long
behind a twenty-three-foot concrete wall. Jorge’s longest time yet. He'd only done short stints before. Three
months for theft, four months for possession, speeding, and reckless driving. The difference this time: He had to
create a life for himself on the inside.
Österåker was a close-security prison, a correctional facility of the second degree. Specialty: those condemned
for drug-related crimes. Heavily guarded from both directions. No one and nothing got in that wasn’t supposed to.
Drug dogs sniffed through all visitors. Metal detectors sniffed through all pockets. COs sniffed out the general
mood. Shady types needn’t apply. They only let in mothers, children, and lawyers here.
And still they didn’t succeed. The place used to be clean—during the previous warden’s days. Now bags of
weed were catapulted over the walls with slingshots. Dads got drawings from their daughters that were actually
smeared with LSD. The shit was hidden above the inner roof in the common areas, where the dogs couldn’t smell
it, or was dug down in the lawn in the rec yard. Everyone and no one could be blamed.
A lot of people smoked up every day. Drank four gallons of water so it wouldn’t show in the urine test. Others
freebased heroin. Lay in their rooms and played sick for two days until the piss wouldn’t come back positive.
People stayed for a long time at Österåker. Grouped off. The COs did their best to split up the gangs: the
Original Gangsters, the Hells Angels, the Bandidos, the Yugoslavians, the Wolfpack Brotherhood, the Fittja Boys.
You name it.
A lot of the screws were scared. Threw in the towel. Accepted the bills thrust at them in the chow line, on the
soccer field, in the shop. The prison administration tried to be in the know. Break things up. Send members to
other institutions.
But what did it matter. The gangs were in all the prisons anyway. The lines of demarcation were clear: race,
housing project, type of crime. The white supremacist gangs didn’t measure up. The heavy hitters were the Hells
Angels, the Bandidos, the Yugos, and the OG. Organized on the outside. Worked heavy shit. The operational
description clear: Make thick cheddar through multicriminal work.
The same gangs controlled the city outside the walls. Nowadays tiny smuggled cell phones made it as easy as
zapping channels with a remote. Society might as well surrender.
*
Jorge avoided them. After a while, he made friends anyway. Got by. Found mutual points of interest. Chileans
connected. People from Sollentuna connected. Most blow connections connected.
He hung out with an old Latino from Märsta, Rolando. The guy came to Sweden from Santiago in 1984. Knew
more about snow than a gaucho knows about horse shit—but wasn't totally chalked up himself. He had two years
left for smuggling cocaine paste in shampoo bottles. Good guy to know. Jorge’d heard his name already when he
was living in Sollentuna.
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Best of all: Rolando was connected with the OG guys. That opened doors. Gave privileges. Guaranteed golden
gains. Access to cell phones, weed, blow if you were lucky, porno rags, pruno.\fn{ Prison wine} More smokes.
Jorge was drawn to the gangs. But he also knew the danger. You tie yourself down. You make yourself
vulnerable. You give them trust—They screw you. He hadn’t forgotten how he’d been burned. The Yugos’d sold
him out. Wrapped him at the trial. He was doing time because of Radovancocksuckers’ cocksucker.
*
They often sat in the chow hall and shot the shit. Him, Rolando, and the other Latinos. No Spanish. There was
a risk that those who belonged to gangs be mistrusted by their own. Go ahead, talk to your countrymen and have a
good time—but not so that They can’t understand.
Today: a little over two weeks before he hit play on the plan.
Had to be cool. It was impossible to escape totalmente solo, but he hadn’t even told Rolando anything yet.
First, Jorge had to know the guy could be trusted. Had to test him somehow. Check up on how strong their
friendship really was.
*
Rolando: a homeboy who’d chosen the hard way. Good snow flow wasn’t enough to become a member of the
OG. You had to be able to kick the shit out of anyone your leader thought had an ugly mug.
Rolando’d done his part: The tattoos around the scars on his knuckles told their own loud, aggressive story.
Rolando took a bite of rice. Talked broken Swedish with a mouth full of food:
“Yo, paste even bena than powder. Like, it middle product, not finished. Get you in higher up. Don't have to
deal with them boys on the street. Yeah? Do business with real gangstas, fo real. Homeboys without heat on their
ass all damn day. And, move easier. No fucking dust. Easier to hide.”
Even if Jorge’d heard all of Rolando's half-baked ideas by now, the slammer offered a first-class education.
Jorge, receptive. Had learned. Listened. Knew a lot already, before he went in. After fifteen months in Österåker,
he knew the business inside and out.
*
J-boy: proud of himself. He knew all about the cocaine routes from Colombia via London. Where to score,
what the price was, how to distribute, which middlemen to use, where to unload the shit. How to bulk it without
the junkies knowing and how to cut it without the rich Stureplan\fn{ A high-end public square in central Stockholm, between
Norrmalm and Östermalm.} set catching on. How to package it. Who to bribe, who to avoid, who to stay tight with.
One of the latter: Radovan.
Fuck.
The chow hall was a good place for private talk. Enough noise so that no one could really hear what you were
saying. What’s more, it wasn’t seen as hush-hush. No sneaking. Just chatting, openly.
Jorge had to steer the conversation in the right direction. Had to know Rolando's stance.
*
“We’ve talked about this a thousand times. I know you’re into it. But I’m gonna stay away from the shit for a
while. When I get outta here, I’m getting’ the hell outta this cold-ass Nazi country. And I got no plans of becoming some fuckin’ flake myself.”
“Winnin’ points. Never use. Only sell. Wisdom of the day.” Carefully, he tested Rolando.
“You got good channels. Heavy hitters got your back, right? No one’s gonna touch you here. Fuck, you could
break today and make it easy.”
“Break? Not my game plan right now, hombre. Speakin’ of, yo you heard? Know that dude, OG guy, Jonas
Nordbge. Got done.”
Jorge caught on.
“I know who he is. Used to bang that centerfold chick, Hannah Graaf. The guy flew custody in Gothenburg,
right?”
“S’right. Same day the sentence. Seven and a half years for two simple robberies and third-degree assault.
Dude a real CIT pro.”
“What the fuck man, he fucked it up.”
“Still a king. Listen. Muchacho broke a window and lowered down from the eighth floor. Fifty-six long feet.
Five torn blankets. Beautiful, ey?"
“Real pretty.”
Jorge told himself, Keep going, Jorge-boy, keep going. Lead the discussion, read Rolando. Get him to say how
he feels about me and breakouts. Subtly.
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“How’d they get him?”
“Respect to ’im, but dude ain’t real slick. Hung out at bars in Gothenburg. Partied. Guess he wanted to meet a
new Hannah with fat tits. Felt like a bailer. Only thing he did, dyed his hair white and wore shades. Like, homey
wanna get locked up?”
Jorge silently agreed: totally loco to only dye your hair. Him, he was gonna play it safe. He said,
“Had nothing to lose. Bet he thought, Fuck, even if they get me, I won’t get more months. They won’t add to
seven and a half"
“Playa almost made it. Got him in Heisingborg.”
“Pushing the exit?”
“Parently. Checked into a hotel with a fake name. When the Five-Oh plucked him, playa had a fake passport.
Coulda worked. First to Denmark, then on. Homeboy probably got a stash somewhere. But somebody snitched.
Tipped the Five-Oh off where he be. Probably somebody saw him at the bars.”
“Anyone in the OG know he was gonna fly?”
“Sorry, Jorge, can’t talk about shit like that.”
“But wouldn’t you back an OG if he broke out?”
“Does Pamela Anderson sleep on her back?”
Bull’s-eye. Jorge-boy, get closer. Test him.
Jorge knew how it was: Friends on the inside are not like friends on the outside. Other rules apply. Power
hierarchies are clearer. Time inside counts. Number of times inside counts. Smokes count; roaches count more.
Favors grant relationships. Your crime counts: rapists and pedophiles worth zero. Junkies and alkies way down.
Assault and theft higher. Armed robbery and drug kingpins on top. Most of all: Your membership counts.
Rolando, a friend according to the rules on the outside. According to the principles of the slammer: Playa batted in
the major leagues, Jorge in the minor.
Jorge swallowed a gulp of his soda.
“One thing to support someone already out. But would you help someone escape?”
“Depends. On risk and shit. Wouldn’t help just anyone. Would always support an OG. Fuck, amigo, I’d help
you, too. You know. Never I’d keep my mouth shut for some flicking skinhead or Wolfpack puto. They know it,
too. They’d help me never, neither.”
Jackpot.
Three-second silence.
Rolando did something Jorge had never seen him do before. He put his utensils down properly on his plate.
Slowly. Then he grinned and said,
“Ey, Jorge, got plans or what?”
Jorge didn’t know what to do. He just smiled back.
Hoped Rolando was a real friend, one who didn’t betray. At the same time he knew:
Friends on the inside play by different rules.
2
Four guys sat in a living room, pumped to party.
JW with a backslick. And yes, he knew a lot of trash resented his hairstyle. Looked hatefully at him and called
it a “jerkoff coif.” But Communists like that were clueless, so why should he care.
The next guy had slicked-back hair, too. Boy number three sported a shorter style, every strand immaculately
in place. A carefully chiseled side part cut through his hair like a ruler. The classic New England look.
The last guy’s hair was blond, medium length, and curly—a tousled charm.
*
The guys in the room were fine, fair kids. Creamy white. Clean features, straight backs, good posture. They
knew they were sharp-looking boys. Boys in the know. They knew how to dress, how to carry themselves, how to
act appropriately. They knew all the tricks. How to get attention. Girls. Access to the good things in life—24/7.
The general vibe in the room—electric:
We know how to party; it’s going no way but our way.
JW thought, This is a good night. The boyz are on top. Fit for fight.
*
As usual, they pregamed at Putte’s, the guy with the side part. The apartment, an attractive one-bedroom on
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swanky Artillerigatan, had been a gift from Putte’s parents on his twentieth birthday, the year before last. JW was
familiar with the family. The father: a finance shark who brown-nosed his superiors and kicked down at anything
and anyone beneath him. The mother: old money—the family practically owned half of Stockholm, in addition to
hundreds of acres of farmland at a country estate in Sörmland. As one ought.
They’d finished eating. The Styrofoam containers were still on the kitchen counter. Takeout from Texas
Smokehouse on Humlegårdsgatan: high-end Tex-Mex with quality meat.
Now they were drinking on the couches. JW turned to the curly-haired boy, nicknamed Nippe, and asked,
“Shouldn’t we go soon?” Nippe, whose real name was Niklas, looked at JW. Replied in his shrill pretty-boy
voice,
“We’ve reserved a table for midnight. We’re in no hurry.”
“Okay. Then we have time for another round of Jack and Coke.”
“Yeah, well, when are we gonna taste the other coke?”
“Ha, ha. Clever. Nippe, relax. We’ll have our hits when we get there. It’ll last longer.”
The baggie with four grams burned in the inner pocket of JW’s jacket. The boyz usually took turns getting the
weekend fix. The goods came from a darky, a blatte,\fn{A slang perjorative for a non-Northern European} who, in turn,
bought from some Yugo gangster.
JW didn’t know who the top dog was but guessed. Maybe it was the infamous Radovan himself JW said,
“Boys, I really went for it tonight. I brought four grams. That’s at least half a gram for each of us and still
enough to give the girls.” Fredrik, the other guy with slicked hair, took a sip of his drink.
“Can you imagine how much that Turk must make on us and all our friends?”
“I’m sure he makes out fine.” Nippe smiled. Pretended to count money. JW asked,
“What do you think his margins are? Two hundred per gram? Hundred and fifty?”
*
The conversation moved on to other, more familiar topics. JW knew them by heart. Mutual friends. Chicks.
Moët & Chandon.\fn{A French champagne} Certain things were always a given. It’s not like they couldn’t talk about
other things. They weren’t idiots; they were verbally well-bred winners. But their interests didn’t expand
unnecessarily.
Finally, the talk landed on business ideas. Fredrik said,
“You know, you don’t need that much money to start a company. A hundred thousand kronor’s enough. I think
that’s the lowest capital stock. If we come up with a sweet idea, we can totally do it. Try to do some busi-ness,
register a cool company name, appoint a board and a CEO. But, above all, buy stuff tax-free. How awesome
would that be?”
JW amateur-analyzed Fredrik.
The guy was completely uninterested in people, which, in a way, was a relief. He’d never even asked where
JW came from or anything else about his background. Mostly, he talked about himself, luxury brands, or boats.
JW downed his Jack and Coke. Poured himself a strong G and T
“Sounds supersweet. Who’ll get the hundred thousand kronor?” Nippe interjected,
“That’s easy enough, right? I like the idea.”
JW was quiet. He thought about where he could get a hundred thousand from and already knew the answer.
Nowhere. But he didn’t say anything. Played along. Grinned.
Nippe changed the music. Putte put his feet up on the coffee table and lit a Marlboro Light. Fredrik, who’d just
bought a new Patek Philippe, played with the wristband and recited aloud to himself,
“You never actually own a Patek Philippe. You merely look after it for the next generation.”
The latest hit gagaed from the stereo.
*
JW loved these pregames. The conversation. The mood. These were boys with class. Good-looking boys.
Always well-dressed boys. He checked them out.
Button-down shirts from Paul Smith and Dior, and one specially made by a tailor on Jermyn Street in London.
One from the brand A.P.C.—French—with an American collar and double cuffs. Two of the guys wore Acne
jeans. Gucci on another: intricate designs on the back pockets. One wore black cotton slacks. The blazers were
elegant. One from Balenciaga’s spring collection: double-breasted, brown; a somewhat short model with double
flaps in the back. One was a charcoal pinstripe from Dior, a slim model with double pockets on one side. One was
ordered from a tailor on Savile Row in London: visible seams at the cuffs and with a red silk lining. The wool was
super 150s, no higher quality anywhere. The telltale sign of a nice suit: the fluidity of the lining, that it didn’t sag.
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This particular jacket’s lining was softer, more fluid, and had a better fit than anything that could be found in the
stores in Sweden.
One guy wasn’t wearing a blazer. JW wondered why.
Finally, the shoes: Tod’s, Marc Jacobs, Gucci loafers with the classic gold buckle, Prada’s best-selling rubber
shoes with the red logo on the bottom of the heel. Originally developed for Prada’s sailboat in the World Cup.
On top of it all: slim black leather belts. Hugo Boss. Gucci. Louis Vuitton. Corneliani.
JW appreciated the total value: 72,300 kronor. Excluding watches, cufflinks, and gold signet rings with family
crests stamped into them. Not bad.
On the table: Jack Daniel’s, vanilla vodka, some gin, a half a bottle of Schweppes tonic water, Coca-Cola, and
almost a full decanter of apple juice—someone had come up with the idea of making apple martinis but then only
had one glass of it.
The general consensus: This is not where we get drunk. We’ll get trashed at the club. A drinks table at Kharma
was already reserved. Chicks were basically included.
JW thought, What atmosphere, what buildup, what wonderful camaraderie. These were chill guys. The Stockholm night was theirs to conquer.
*
He let his eyes scan the room. The ceiling was over ten feet high. Rich moldings. Two armchairs and a gray
couch on top of a real Persian carpet. Four hundred thousand tiny knots tied by some shackled kid. A couple of
Maxims, GQs, car and boat magazines were tossed on the couch. Against one wall stood three low bookshelves
from the luxury design store Nordiska Galleriet. One was filled with CDs and DVDs. The second housed the
stereo, a Pioneer—not big, but with good power in the four small speakers that were installed in the corners of the
room.
The last bookshelf was filled with books, magazines, and binders. A bound catalog of the Swedish aristocracy
was among the books, as was Strindberg’s Collected Works and a bunch of high school yearbooks. Strindberg’s
Collected had to have been a present from Putte’s parents.
The TV was wide, extremely flat, and disgustingly expensive.
*
Everyone wore their shoes inside—classic. The shoe question divided the Swedish indoor world. There are
three types of people. The type who always walks in with shoes on and has the right atti tude—is there anything
worse than walking around in party attire and socks? The second type of person is the one who becomes insecure
and checks out what everyone else is doing, who might keep them on if everyone else does. Wishy-washy, a
turncoat. Finally, there’s the third type, who thinks you should always take your shoes off, who walks around
soundlessly in sweaty socks, who only has himself to blame.
JW hated people who walked around in only their socks. Even worse if there were holes in the socks. His
suggestion for a solution was simple: a bullet to the back of the head. Seeing an errant toe grossed him out. So
Sven-style. So coarse. A true sign of plebs. A recap of the rules of the sock world: Keep your shoes on, never wear
tube socks, and make sure there’s never any skin showing between pant and sock. The color should be black, or
possibly fun socks in loud colors if matched with an otherwise-somber look.
To be safe, JW always wore kneesocks. Black. Always Burlington brand. His theory: Much easier to sort after
washing if they’re all the same.
*
The plan for the night was simple. Bottle service was always a sure win. They easily fulfilled the requirements
to make a reservation. You had to booze for at least six thousand kronor.
Straight shot from there. Drink, snort, drink, check out chicks, maybe dance for a while, converse, flirt, unbutton more shirt buttons, order bubbles, definitely hit on girls, snort again. Fuck.
JW couldn’t let the matter drop. Kept returning to it. The questions popped up in his head. How much can the
dealer darky make? Does he have to work long hours? How dangerous is it? Who does he buy from? What are the
margins? How does he get customers? He said,
“So, what do you think he makes a month?” Fredrik, surprised:
“Who?”
“The Turk. The blatte we buy C from. Is he a little Gekko, or what?”
Referring to Wall Street was standard among the boyz. JWd seen the movie over ten times. Enjoyed every
second of it: the simplicity of greed. Nippe laughed.
“Damn, you go on about money. What does it matter anyway? I’m sure he makes plenty, but, like, how cool do
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you think he is? Ever seen his clothes? Hick leather jacket. Thick Gypsy gold chain that he wears outside his shirt,
baggy pants from an outlet or something. Huge cuffs on his shirts. I mean, he’s a real tool.”
JW let rip a belly laugh.
They dropped the subject.
Two minutes later, Putte’s cell phone rang. He held the phone close to his ear as he talked, while grinning
broadly at the boys. JW couldn’t hear what he was saying. Putte hung up.
“Boys, I have a little surprise for us tonight. They’re just looking for a place to park.”
JW had no idea what he was talking about. The other guys leered knowingly.
Five minutes passed.
The doorbell rang. Putte went to open the door. The other guys stayed put in the living room. Nippe lowered
the music.
*
A tall girl in a trench coat and a bodybuilder type in a black jean jacket entered the room. Putte glowed,
“Voilà, the evening’s warm-up.”
The girl went over to the stereo as if she were walking down a catwalk. Self-assured and steady, almost gliding, in sky-high stilettos. She wasn’t a day over twenty. Stick-straight brown hair. JW wondered, Is it a wig?
Changed the music. Raised the volume. Kylie Minogue:\fn{ 1968- , Australian singer, actress} “You’ll never get to
heaven if you're scared of getting high.”
The girl dropped the trench coat. Underneath, she was wearing a black bra, a thong, and nylons with a garter
belt.
She began to dance to the music. Provocatively. Invitingly. She gyrated. Smiled at the boys as though she were
doling out candy. She rolled her hips, played her tongue across her top lip, put one foot up on the edge of the
coffee table. Leaned forward and stared into JW’s eyes. He chortled. Yelled,
“Damn what a fine bonus, Putte. She’s better than the one we had before the summer.”
The stripper moved in time to the music. Touched herself between her legs. The boys howled. She approached
Putte, kissed him on the cheek, licked his ear. He tried to pinch her butt. She danced away from him with her
hands on her back. Thrust her crotch back and forth rhythmically. Unclasped her bra and tossed it toward the
bodybuilder, who stood motionless against the wall.
The music kept pumping. She moved faster. Humped. Breasts bobbed. The boys sat as though in a trance.
She grabbed hold of her thong. Moved it back and forth. Put one leg up on the coffee table again. Leaned
forward.
Little JW flexed.
The show went on for five more minutes.
It only got better and better.
*
Nippe joked when it was over:
“I swear that was the loveliest thing I’ve seen since my confirmation.”
Putte settled the bill in the hall. JW wondered what the damage was. When the stripper and the guard’d left,
they each had another drink and put on more music. Kept talking about the experience. JW wanted to hit the town.
“Come on, boys. We’re walking, right?”
“No, let’s fucking cab it!” Putte roared.
It was time to get going. Putte called a taxi.
JW wondered how he would be able to afford the whole night with the boyz.
3
The gym: Serb hangout. Anabola\fn{Anabolic steroid}-fixated. Bouncer farm. Summa summarum: Radovanimpregnated.
Mrado’d hung out at Fitness Club for four years. He loved the place even though the machines were shitty.
Made by Nordic Gym—an old brand. The walls weren’t too clean. From Mrado’s perspective: didn’t matter. The
free weights and the clientele mattered.
The overall interior: ordinary gym kitsch. Plastic plants in two white buckets with fake dirt. A TV tuned to
Eurosport screwed into the wall above two stationary bikes. Constant Eurotechno from the speakers. A poster of
Arnold Schwarzenegger posing from 1992, another of Ove Rytter from the 1994 World Gym Championships.
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Two posters of Chnstel Hansson, the chick with a six-pack and silicone tits. Sexy? Not Mrado’s style.
Niche: big guys. But not the biggest training freaks—those guys weren’t made of the right stuff.
Niche: guys who care about their bodies, size, and muscle mass but who also realize that some things trump
training. Work can take priority. Honor takes priority. The right stings have priority. Highest priority always—Mr.
R.
Radovan was in on 33 percent of the gym. Brilliant business concept. Open 24/7, all year round. Mrado’d even
seen guys roaring in front of the mirrors on New Year’s Eve. Putting up big plates while the rest of the country
watched fireworks and drank bubbly.
Mrado was never there on nights like that. He had his business to run. His own standard times were between
nine-thirty and eleven at night. The gym then: perfect.
The place was an asset in other ways. Recruitment base. Information magnet. Training camp. Mrado kept his
eye on the meatheads.
*
The moment right after the workout in the locker room—one of the day’s best for Mrado. Body still warm
from the workout, hair wet. The steam from the showers. The smell of shower gel and spray-on deodorant. The
ache in his muscles.
Relaxation.
He put on his shirt. Left it unbuttoned. They didn’t make shirt collars wide enough for Mrado. The definition
of a bull neck. His workout for the day: focus on back, front of the thighs, and biceps. Worked a machine for his
back. Slow pulling motions for the muscles in the small of his back. Important not to pull with your arms. Then
back-ups. Training for the back, lower region. After that, thighs. Seven hundred and seventy pounds on the bar.
He lay on his back and pushed upward. The angle between your lower leg and foot isn’t supposed to change,
they say. According to Mrado: crap they tell rookies—if you know what you’re doing, you can stretch it out a
little more. Maximum results. Concentration. Almost-shat himself.
The last part: biceps. Muscle of all muscles. Mrado only used free weights.
Tomorrow: neck, triceps, and back of the thighs. Stomach: every day. It couldn’t get too much.
*
He kept a log with daily notes from every workout session at the reception desk.
Mrado’s goals were clear. To go from 270 to 290 of pure muscle before February. Then change up his strategy.
Shred. Burn fat.
By summertime: only muscle. Clean, without surface fat. Would look damn good.
He trained at another place, too, the fighting club, Pancrease Gym. Once or twice a week. Guilt got to him.
Should go more often. Important to build muscle power. But the power had to be used for something.
*
Mrado’s work tool: fear. He went far on size alone. In the end, he went even further on what he learned at
Pancrease: to break bones. He usually hung around for about twenty minutes in the locker room. Soaked up that
special amity that exists between big guys at a gym.
They see each other, nod in recognition, exchange a few words about the training schedge for the day. Become
friends. Here also: a gathering of Radovan honchos.
Big boy talking points: BMW’s latest 5 series. A shoot-out on the city’s south side over the weekend. New
triceps training exercises.
Two dudes were shoveling tuna fish from one-pound containers. A third sipped on a gray protein drink. Bit into
a PowerBar. The idea: to scarf as much protein as possible directly post-workout. Rebuild broken muscle cells
into even bigger ones.
*
An unknown face among the guys, a newbie.
Mrado was big. The new dude: gigantic. He defied the regular ritual: Come a few times. Keep to yourself.
Check out the scene. Show humility. Show respect. This guy, the giant, sat right smack in the middle. Seemed to
think he was one of the guys. At least he’d kept his mouth shut so far.
Mrado put on his socks. Waited. Was always what he put on last. Wanted his feet to be completely dry.
*
“I’ve got a job this weekend, if anyone’s interested.”
“What is it?” Patrik asked. Swede. Ex-skinhead who’d left his own and been working for Mrado instead for a
year now. His Nationalist tattoos were all over the place. Hard to distinguish. A green mess, mostly.
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“Nothing too big. Just need a little help. The usual.”
“How the hell’re we supposed to work if we don’t know what it is?”
“Relax, Patrik. Don’t get so worked up you shit yourself. I said it’s the regular.”
“Sure, Mrado. I’m just fucking around. Sorry. But what’s the deal?”
“I need some help collecting. You guys know my routes through town.” Ratko, a countryman, Mrado’s friend
and squire, raised an eyebrow.
“Collecting? Something more than the usual? Aren’t they paying up every weekend like they’re supposed to?”
“Yeah, most of ’em. But not all. You know how it is. Might be some new bars who want us, too.”
*
One of the few Arabs at the gym, Mahmud, was smearing wax in his hair.
“Sorry, Mrado, I gotta work out. Do another session every night.”
“You work out too much,” Mrado replied. “You know what Ratko says. There are two things that’ll give you
blisters up the ass: being too small in the slammer, so you have to take cock, and always pressing at the gym ’til
you shit your pants like a toddler.”
Ratko laughed.
“The job, will it take all night?”
“I think it might take a while Ratko, you in? Patrik? Anyone else? I just need some backup. You know, just to
make sure I don’t look like I’m alone.”
No one else offered.
*
The new giant opened his mouth.
“Seeing how fucking tiny you are, you probably need an entire army of extras.”
Silence in the locker room.
Two possible alternatives. The giant thought he was funny, trying to become one of the guys. Or the giant was
challenging him. Seeking a confrontation.
Mrado stared straight out into nothing. Poker-faced. The music from up in the gym was clearly audible.
Mrado: the man who could paralyze an entire bodybuilding club.
“You’re a big guy. I’ll give you that. But lay low.”
“And why’s that? Is joking not allowed in here, or what?”
“Just lay low.” Ratko tried to defuse the tension.
“Hey, you, take it easy. Sure, you can joke around, but—”
The giant cut him off.
“Fuck yourself. I’ll say what I want, when I want.”
The mood in the locker room like at a wake. Same thought in everyone’s head: The new giant is playing
Russian roulette. Same question on everyone's mind: Does he want to be carried out on a stretcher?
Mrado got up. Put his jacket on.
“Hey, man, I think it’s best you go upstairs and do what you came here to do.”
Mrado walked out of the locker room. No problem. Nice and easy.
*
Twelve minutes later, in the upstairs gym area. The giant was standing in front of the mirror. A one-hundredpound dumbbell in each hand. Swaying slightly and rhythmically. Veins like worms along his arms. Biceps as big
as soccer balls. Arnold Schwarzenegger—you can hit the showers.
The guy grunted. Growled. Groaned. Counted lifts. Six, seven …
It was eleven-thirty at night. The gym was practically empty. Mrado was standing by the reception desk,
writing down the day’s workout in his notebook.
… eight, nine, ten …
Patrik came up. Talked to Mrado. Told him,
“I’ll call you on Friday about the job. I think I’m in. That work?”
“Thanks, Patrik. You’re in. We can talk more when you call.”
… eleven, twelve. Pause. Rest a minute. But don’t let the muscles contract.
*
Mrado walked over to the giant. Stood next to him. Stared. Arms crossed. The giant ignored him. Began the
count over again.
One, two, three …
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Mrado picked up a sixty-five-pound dumbbell. Did two lifts in time with the giant. Heavy on freshly worked
biceps.
… four, five …
Dropped the dumbbell on the giant’s foot.
*
He screamed like a stuck pig. Dropped his dumbbells. Grabbed his foot. Jumped on one leg. Eyes teared up.
Mrado thought, Poor, stupid oaf. You should’ve taken a step back and raised your guard instead.
Mrado swung with full force at the guy’s other leg.
Three hundred and thirty pounds hit the floor. Mrado over him. Unexpectedly quick. Careful to keep his back
to the window.
Pulled his gun. Smith & Wesson Sigma .38. It was small but, according to Mrado, functional: It could easily be
worn under a blazer without being seen.
People outside couldn’t see what was happening. To flash a live weapon—unusual for Mrado. Even more
unusual at the gym.
The barrel pushed into the giant’s mouth. Mrado released the safety.
“Listen up, kiddo. My name is Mrado Slovovic. This is our club. Never so much as set foot here again. If you
have any foot left, that is.”
The giant as passé as a reality TV celeb three months after the fact. Realized he’d lost face. Maybe forever.
Maybe he was done for.
Mrado got up. Angled the gun down. Aimed at the giant. His back to the window. Important. The giant
remained lying on the floor. Mrado stepped on his bad foot—265 pounds of Mrado on fresh-crushed toes. The
giant whimpered. Didn't dare wriggle away.
Mrado took note: Was that a tear he saw in the corner of the guy’s eye? He said,
“Time to limp home, Tiny Tim.”
Curtain.
4
Life draaagged.
When you're locked up from eight every p.m. to seven every a.m., there’s a lot of time to think in your cell.
One year, three months, and, now, sixteen days on the inside.
Escapeproof, they said. Forget that.
Jorge was walking on eggshells. Craved smokes. Slept like shit. Back and forth to the crapper. Drove the
screws nuts. Had to unlock his cell every time.
Slow nights brought serious thoughts. Memories.
He thought about his sister, Paola. She was doing well in college. Had chosen a different kind of life. Suedistyle with security. He adored her. Prepared things to say to her when he was out, when he could see her for real.
Not just stare at the photo he’d pinned up over his cot.
He thought about his mother.
He refused to think about Rodriguez.
*
He thought about different plans. He thought about the Plan. Most of all: He was working out more than
anyone else.
Every day he ran twenty laps around the compound, along the inside of the walls. The total distance: five
miles. Every other day: a session in the prison gym. Leg muscles were top priority. Front, back of thighs, and
calves.
He used the machines. Meticulously. Stretched like crazy after. People thought he’d lost it.
The goal: 440 yards in less than fifty seconds, two miles in less than eleven minutes. Could work, now that
he’d cut back on smokes.
The area was well groomed. The grass well cut. The bushes low. No tall trees—the risk was too obvious.
Gravel paths around the buildings. Good to train on. Big open lawns. Two soccer goals. A small basketball court.
A couple of outdoor bench presses. Could’ve been a nice college campus. What sabotaged the collegiate snapshot:
a twenty-three-foot wall.
Running: Jorge’s thing. His build was sinewy, like a guerrilla soldier‘s. Not yolked, no extra fat. Veins
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protruding on his forearms. A nurse in junior high once said he was every blood bank's dream.
Jorge, young and stupid, told her to dream of someone else ’cause she was such a fucking dog. No checkup for
him that time.
His hair was straight, dark brown, combed back. Eyes: light brown. Despite everything he’d been through in
the asphalt jungle, there was an innocent look in his eye. Made it easier to sell snow when it came to that.
*
They slaved in the workshops during the weeks. Were allowed out twice a day: one hour for lunch and again
between five o’clock and dinnertime at seven. After that: lockdown. Just you and your cell.
They got more time on the weekends. Played ball. Hit the weights. The gangs shot the shit. Smoked, chatted,
sneaked a roach when the COs weren’t watching.
Jorge worked out.
He’d started studying for his GED. It was appreciated by the prison administration. Gave him believable
reasons to be by himself. He would sit with the cell door open and read between five o’clock and dinnertime
every night.
The show worked. The screws nodded approvingly. Putos.\fn{Fags}
*
The cell was small: sixty-five square feet painted light brown. The five-square-foot window had three steel
bars across it to prevent escape. They were painted white, with nine inches between them. But the king, Joan
Ursut, had done it. Dieted for three months and smeared himself with butter. Jorge thought about what would’ve
been the hardest to get through, the head or the shoulders.
Spartan decoration. A cot with a thin foam mattress, a desk with two shelves above it and a wooden chair, a
closet and another shelf for storage. Nowhere to hide anything. A wooden strip intended for posters ran around the
length of the room. No tape was allowed directly on the wall—there was a risk that drugs or other stuff could be
hidden behind whatever was put up. Jorge’d tacked up the photo of his sister and one poster. A black-and-white
classic: Che with a tangled beard and beret.
The screws searched the cell at least twice a week. Looked for drugs, pruno, or larger metal objects. Man, they
were pissing in the wind. The place was crawling with weed, hooch, and Subutex pills.
The environment made him claustrophobic. Other days, he was riding high—thoughts of the escape were like a
supertrip. At times, he acted like a fucking tweak fiend. Avoided everything and everyone. Dangerous/unnecessary. Just one tiny suspicion and his plan could be shot to hell—snitching fags sucked CO cock:
*
He thought about his background.
Slyly racist teachers in Sollentuna. Welfare whities, pussy profs, cocky cops. All the right circumstances for a
kid from the projects to make all the predictable mistakes.
They didn’t know shit about Life. Justice relegated to the rules of the streets.
But Jorge never whined. Especially not now. Soon, he’d be out. He thought about trafficking blow. Collected
ideas. Analyzed. Spun schemes. Learned from Rolando and the other guys.
Had strange dreams. Slept poorly. Tried to read. Jacked off. Listened to Eminem, the Latin Kings, and Santana. Thought about his training. Jacked off again.
Time craaaaawled.
Jorge waited. Anticipated. Contemplated. Fluctuated between rushes of joy and regret. Took himself more seriously than ever. Had never thought this much about any one thing in his entire life. It had to work.
Jorge had no one on the outside ready to take big risks. The consequence: He had to be his own fixer. But he
didn’t have to do everything.
Rolando’d never returned to their conversation about flight in the chow hall. The dude seemed trustworthy. If
he was gonna sing, word should’ve spread by now. But Jorge had to test him more. Double-check that it was time
to reveal parts of his plan.
The fact was, he needed Rolando’s help.
The first real problem: He needed to speak to certain people and he had to prepare stuff. Needed hours outside
the prison. Österåker didn’t grant regular parole anymore. But prisoners could get guarded parole if they had
specific reasons.
Jorge’d applied two months ago. Had to fill out form 426A. Specified “study and see family” as his reasons.
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Sounded okay. Anyway, it was true.
They approved of his studies. Liked that he didn’t belong to a gang. He was perceived as orderly. Didn’t mess
around. Never high. Never cocky. Obedient without being a pussy.
They granted him one day, August 21, for studies and family relations. He even got permission to shop and see
friends. First day on the outside since he’d been locked up. They made a schedule. Would be a hectic day.
Fantastic. Maybe he’d pull the whole thing off; he had to do a good job. Not a chance that J-boy was gonna rot in
Österåker for the rest of his life.
The one problem: This kind of parole always came with three screws.
*
D-day arrived: twelve hours of well-planned hysteria.
Jorge and the COs took the prison minivan into Stockholm at 9:00 a.m. Straight to the Stockholm Public
Library. Jorge’d joked with the COs on the ride in.
“Am I going to see some Nazi or something?” They didn’t get it.
“What do you mean?”
“A libr-ARIAN.”
They howled. Spirits were high in the minivan. The day was off to a good start.
*
Fifty minutes later, they parked in the city. On Odengatan. Got out.
Walked up the stairs to the public library. Inside: the rotunda. Jorge dug the high ceiling. The COs eyed him.
Was he into architecture, or what?
He asked to see Riitta Lundberg. The super librarian. He’d told her his story over the phone already: He was in
a penitentiary, studying to get his GED at a distance. Needed a proper high school transcript to start a new life on
the outside. Wah, wah. Now he was doing an independent study about the history of Österåker and the
surrounding area in general. Was gonna study the cultural development of the place.
Riitta showed up. Looked like Jorge thought she would: Communist-academic in a knit sweater. A necklace
that looked like a glazed pine-cone. Straight from central casting.
The screws spread out in the rotunda. Sat by the exits. Kept an eye on him.
Jorge used his velvety voice. Toned down his ghetto accent.
“Hi, are you Riitta Lundberg? I’m Jorge. We spoke on the phone earlier.”
“Of course. You’re the one writing about the cultural history of Österåker.”
“Right. I think it’s a really interesting area. It’s been inhabited for thousands of years.”
Jorge’d done his homework. There were brochures at the prison. Certain books could be checked out from the
prison iibrary. He felt like the master of cheap tricks.
As long as the screws didn’t hear.
She bought it. Had prepared what he needed after their phone conversation. A few books about the area. But,
above all, maps and aerial photographs.
Sweet, sweet Riitta.
The screws checked that the windows in the reading room were high enough off the ground. Then they waited
in the great hall, by the exits.
All clear. They were clocking nada.
*
Three hours of intellectual quibbling with maps and photos. Wasn’t used to this kind of stuff. But he wasn’t an
idiot. Had checked the maps in the phone book and the map books in the prison library weeks before to learn how
they were drawn. Regretted cutting geography class in school.
Spread the papers out in front of him. Asked to borrow a ruler. Went through them all, map by map. Aerial
photo by aerial photo. Picked out the maps that showed the terrain and the roads best. Picked out the most detailed
photos. Looked for nearby roads, the closest wooded areas, clear paths. Studied the guard towers he knew of, their
placement and relation to one another. Checked out the connecting highway. Possible alternative routes. Learned
the signs for marsh, hill, forest. Saw where the ground was okay. Visualized. Memorized. Measured. Marked.
Mused.
What’s the best way out?
The inside: two one-story main buildings with the inmate cells and a two-story building with workshops and
the chow hall. Then there was an infirmary, a several-story building for the screws, a chow hall for the screws,
and visitation areas. Between the first- and the last-named buildings was an additional wall.
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The outside of the facility: around a hundred feet of clear-cut area, with the exception of a few bushes, brush,
and smaller trees. Then miles and miles of forest. But there were small back roads.
He closed his eyes. Committed everything to memory. Studied the pictures and maps again. Went through the
pile. Made sure he understood which lines indicated difference in height level. Which were roads. Which were
watercourses.
Checked the scales. Different for different maps. One inch was fifty feet, one inch was three hundred feet, and
so on. Jorge: more meticulous than he’d ever thought he could be. Created an overview of the area.
Finally, he had three alternative spots for the escape and three for a waiting car.
He made a copy of a map. Marked the spots on the map. Numbered them. Spots A, B, and C. Spots one, two,
and three. Memorized them.
Double-checked everything.
Walked out.
The COs’d been bored. Jorge apologized. Had to stay on good terms with them today. They looked pleased
that he was done.
*
Next stop, the most important of the day: Jorge’s cousin, Sergio. Brother in arms from his time in Sollentuna.
The key to the Plan.
Jorge plus screws stepped into the McDonald’s by the public library. The burger smell brought back memories.
They were met by a broad grin.
“Primo! Good to see you, man.”
Sergio: tricked out in a black tracksuit. Hairnet like some kinda cook. Dapped knuckles in greeting. Ghetto
classic. Unnecessary of his cuz to roll in all gangsta in front of the screws.
They sat down. Chatted. Kept to Spanish. Sergio treated all four of them to burgers. Heavenly. The screws sat
at another table. Ate like real pigs.
McDonald’s seemed more modern since Jorge’d been there last. New interior. Chairs in light wood. The
pictures of the burgers were sexed up. The chicks working the registers looked sexed up, too. More salads and
greens. In Jorge’s opinion: rabbit food.
And still it was the sign of freedom. Sure, it sounded soft, cheesy, but McDonald’s was special to J-boy. His
favorite restaurant. A meeting spot. Ghetto base feed. Soon he’d be able to hang there whenever he wanted.
He felt stressed. Had to get to the point.
Briefly described his escape plan to Sergio.
“Six different spots are marked on a map. The car should be parked at a spot marked with a number. On one of
the spots marked with a letter, you’re gonna do the rest of what I wrote in the instructions. I don’t know what
spots are best yet. I have to go back and think about it. I’ll write you a letter telling you. I’ll put the letter and the
number of the spots in the third line from the bottom. A copy of the map and the instructions are folded inside
page forty-five in a book called Legal Philosophies. The writer’s name is Harris. At the public library, over there.
You with me?” Jorge pointed.
Sergio: not the sharpest tool in the shed, but he understood this kinda shit. Jorge would be indebted to him
forever, even though he had to take care of the planning himself. Sergio would do the best he could to deliver.
Jorge asked about his sister. The smell of McDonald’s in combination with memories of Paola. Junk food
equaled nostalgia.
The rest of their conversation was nonsense. They talked about their family, old friends from Sollentuna, and
chicks. Put on a show for the screws.
It was time to roll.
Jorge kissed Sergio four times on each cheek when they parted ways. Exchanged Chilean pleasantries.
It was already four o’clock. At seven o’clock, he and the screws had to go back.
*
Next stop: He was gonna buy shoes.
Had ordered catalogs. Read up. Called the stores. Researched the hell out of it. Gel, Air, Torsion, and the rest
of the techniques for comfy kicks. God knows how much crap/fake technology there was. You had to see through
the bull. Really buy good stuff.
The two desired features: good running shoes—important; best shock resistance ability on the market—even
more important. The screws thought it’d be fun to check out lame sporting goods stores. Jorge in the know. Stadium on Kungsgatan had the biggest inventory.
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They drove the minivan into a parking garage on Norrlandsgatan. Jorge asked to drive the last short bit. The
screws said no.
They got out of the car. One of the screws asked a guy who’d just parked if he had change for a twenty.
Needed coins for the meter. The screw bought a parking pass.
*
They went out into the street.
Sweet feeling. Downtown. Kungsgatan. The pulse. August heat.
Jorge remembered. He’d rolled down K-street in a BMW 530i, also known as a cocaine sled. That was two
days before he’d been picked up. Sure, the car’d been on a long-term loan from a friend, but still. He’d been
stylin’. Livin’ life. Livin’ cash. Livin’ booty. Livin’ his reputation.
And now: Jorge was back in town.
What’d he learned since then?
At least he knew this: The next gig he did would be well planned. That’s when he realized what made him
different from so many others. He felt biggest/best/ballin’.
But that’s exactly what everybody else in his hood thought about themselves, too. The difference was that
Jorge, deep inside, felt that maybe it wasn’t so—and that was his strength.
That would always make him think twice in the future. Always plan, prepare—make the impossible possible.
He kept dreaming.
Looked around. The screws were positioned around him. The crowd was moving on the street. To the rhythm
of free life. He stared. Hot chicas. He'd almost forgotten—the bitches were so much more caliente in the summer
than in the winter. But they were the same chicks. How was that possible? A mystery.
And soon Jorge’d be out. Would roll down Kungsgatan. Grab a lot a bootay. Fix all the chicks. Be Jorge again.
Joder, he longed to be out. He’d been given parole. Just that was superfiy. Alone with three COs on
Kungsgatan.
*
What an opportunity. All you had to do was book it.
He was fit. Strong. Knew the city like the back of his hand. He was a naughty, naughty little boy.
On the other hand, the risk was too great. The screws were being nice today, but they knew their job. They
were tense, hyperaware. Kept careful watch over him. Were in total control. Could lose it over nothing. Would
have free rein. Cancel the parole. Make it impossible for him to complete his actual plan.
He wasn’t prepared. Couldn’t escape now. The fuck-up risk was too big.
The salesclerk was hot. Jorge: horny. But the shoes were more important than pussy. They had the model he
wanted. He already knew that. Asics 2080 DuoMax with gel in the heel. Still, he wandered around the store for a
while.
It was big. Him and his bros used to lift shit here when they were thirteen and Sollentuna grew too small for
them. Again: flashbacks from his teenage years. First at McDonald’s and now in the sports store. What the hell
was going on?
He looked around the other departments for show. Bought a pair of track pants and a basketball jersey in
addition to the shoes.
*
Five o’clock rolled around.
Cool on time. Just one more thing. He was meeting a friend, a former screw from the prison, Walter Bjurfalk.
The dude’d resigned of his own accord a year ago.
The COs thought it was gonna be nice. Didn’t think it was strange that Jorge and the ex-screw were meeting
up. Some screws become friends with inmates; that’s just how it goes. The surveillance COs had no idea why
Walter’d really quit.
They were sitting in Galway’s on Kungsgatan: Sven hangout. Swedeville. The place was decorated like a
typical Irish pub. Signs on the wall: HIGHGATE & WALSALL BREWING CO LTD. Trying to be clever: IN GOD WE
TRUST. ALL THE REST, CASH OR PLASTIC. It reeked of beer. Felt homey.
The screws sat down a few tables away and ordered coffee. Jorge ordered a seltzer, light on the bubbles. Beer
wasn’t allowed on guarded parole. Walter ordered a Guinness. It took ten minutes for the bartender to pour it.
*
They chatted. Memories from last summer, when there’d been mini riots at Österåker. How the guys who’d
gated out were doing. How the ones who’d gone straight back in were doing.
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Finally, after a half an hour, Jorge lowered his voice, asked what he’d come here to ask.
“Walter, I’ve something serious to discuss with you.”
Walter looked up from his beer. Looked intrigued.
“Shoot.”
“I’m gonna fly. No way I’m gonna rot three more years in prison. I’ve got an idea that might work. I trust you,
Walter. You were always a good CO. I know why you asked to resign. We all know. You were good to us. You
helped us. Would you help me now? I’ll make it worth your while, claro.”
Jorge was 99 percent about Walter. The last percent: Walter could double-game him. In that case, J-boy was
goner.
Walter leapt right in:
“Breaking out of Österåker is hard. Only three guys’ve done it in the past ten years. Each one of them’s been
picked up within a year of the escape. ’Cause that’s the hardest part, to lay low after the escape. Just see what
happened to Tony Olsson and those other guys.
“Your plan’s got to be damn solid. Or else you’re fucked. You know, those guys were lying doggo under some
bridge when the military forces plucked ’em. They didn’t have a chance in hell. On the other hand, they were
violent sons of bitches, so whatever. Fuck ’em.
“I’m not in that field anymore, so to speak, so I don’t know if I can help you. But I’ll give it a try for some
jingle. Tell me what you need. I never snitch; you know that.”
Jorge’d made up his mind. He was gonna put his chips on Walter.
“I need to know a couple of things from you. Five large if you can help.”
“Like I said, I’ll try.”
*
Weird feeling. Sitting in a pub—with the screws only a few feet away—talking escape plans with an ex-screw.
Had to strain his face. Control his body movements. Make sure you couldn’t tell how stressed he was by looking
at him.
Jorge put his hands in his lap under the table. Crossed his legs. Picked at a napkin. Tore it to shreds. Tried to
focus.
“Two questions. First, I want to know what routines the COs have to check on us when we’re in the rec yard.
Second, I need to know how fast the COs could pick up a chase if someone skipped over one of the walls,
probably one on the south side, by D Block.”
Walter sipped his beer. Got foam on his upper lip.
Started talking about what he’d done last summer. Uninteresting chatter.
Jorge looked at him. Walter was thinking, calculating, but he wanted his mouth to run in case the screws
looked over.
Jorge glanced at them. The screws were talking. Chilling.
It was cool.
He calmed down.
*
Walter knew a lot. Went over it. Good info. Useful. For example: the placement of the guard towers, escape
preparation plans, communications codes, established routines. Times for guard change, schedules for frisking,
alarm systems. Plans A and B, where A was in case of an individual inmate’s escape attempt, and B in the case of
several inmates’ escape attempts. Skipped C: plan in case of riot. Walter’s knowledge was golden.
Jorge, eternally grateful. Promised to get Walter his five grand within a few weeks.
The screws waved.
Time to go back.
J-boy to himself: Ruber’s rolled on and I’m ready to dip.
5
No one in the posh parts of Stockholm knew the following about Johan Westlund, alias JW, the brats’ brattiest
brat:
He was an ordinary citizen, a loser, a tragic Sven.
He was a bluff, a fake who was playing a high-stakes double game.
He lived the high life with the boyz two to three nights a week and scraped by the rest of the time to make
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ends meet.
*
JW pretended to be an ultrabrat. Really he was the world's biggest penny-pinching pauper.
He ate pasta with ketchup five days a week, never went to the movies, jumped turnstiles, stole toilet paper
from the university bathrooms, lifted food from the grocery store and Burlington socks from high-end department
stores, cut his own hair, bought his designer clothes secondhand, and sneaked in for free at the gym when the
receptionist wasn’t looking.
He rented a room from a certain Mrs. Reuterskiöld—well, Putte, Fredrik, Nippe, and the other guys did know
about that. Being a boarder was the only thing about his real situation that he hadn’t been able to hide.
It was accepted somehow.
*
JW became a pro at being cheap. He wore contacts only on the days he had to and used the one-month
disposable kind much longer than recommended, until his eyes itched like hell. He always brought his own bags
when he went grocery shopping to avoid the tiny bag fee, bought Euroshopper-brand food, poured budget vodka
from Germany into Absolut bottles—miraculously, no one ever seemed to notice.
JW lived like a rat when no one was watching. Big-time.
He just barely earned enough to make it work. He got money courtesy of the welfare state: a student
allowance, student loans, and housing assistance. But that didn’t go far with his habits. He found salvation in a
part-time job—as a gypsy cabbie.
Balancing the checkbook was hard. He easily dropped two thousand kronor on a night out with the boyz. With
luck, he could pull in the same amount on a good night in the cab. His strengths as a driver:
He was young, looked nice, and wasn’t an immigrant.
Everybody would brave a ride with JW.
*
The challenge of the game was becoming one of them, truly.
He read etiquette books, learned the jargon, the rules, and the unwritten codes. Listened to the way they talked,
the nasal sound of it, worked hard to eliminate his northern accent.
He learned what slang to use and in which contexts, understood what clothes were correct, what ski resorts in
the Alps were in, which vacation destinations in Sweden were it. The list wasn’t long: Torekov, Falsterbo,
Smådalarö, et cetera.
He knew the trick was always to spend with class. Buy a Rolex watch, buy a pair of Tod’ shoes, buy a Prada
jacket, buy a Gucci folder in alligator skin for your lecture notes.
He looked forward to the next step, buying a BMW cab in order to realize the last of the three b’s: backslick,
beach tan, BMW.
*
JW was good; it worked.
High society took him in. He counted. He was considered fun, hot, and generous.
But he knew they still noticed something. There were gaps in his story; they weren’t familiar with his parents,
hadn’t heard of the place he went to school. And it was hard to keep the lies straight.
Sometimes they wondered if he’d really been on a spring break trip to Saint Moritz. No one who’d been there
at the time remembered having seen him.
Had he really lived in Paris, pretty close to the Marais? His French wasn’t exactly super.
They could feel it:
Something was off, but they didn’t know what.
*
JW recognized what his challenges were: to create effective camouflage, to fit in and seem genuine to the core.
To be accepted.
And why?
He didn’t even know the answer. Not because he didn’t think about it—he knew he was driven by a desire for
validation, to feel special.
But he didn’t get why he’d chosen this particular way of doing it, which was the easiest route to humiliation. If
he was found out, he might as well leave the city.
*
Sometimes he thought maybe that's exactly why he kept pushing it, because of some self-destructive desire to
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see how far he could take it. To be forced to deal with the shame of being found out.
Deep down, he probably couldn’t have cared less about Stockholm. He wasn’t from there. Didn’t feel as
though the city had anything profound to offer—other than attention, parties, chicks, the glamorous life, and
money.
Superficialities. It could be any city, really.
But right now, the capital was where it was at.
*
JW had a real story.
He came from Robertsfors, a small town above Umeå, in the rural north, and moved to Stockholm when he
was a junior in high school. He took the train down without his parents, with only two suitcases and the address to
his dad’s cousin in hand.
He stayed there three days, then found the room with Mrs. Reuterskiöld.
Flung himself out into the world he now inhabited. Changed style, clothes, and haircut. Enrolled in Ostra Real,
a premier brat high school. Hung out with the right crowd. His mom and dad were worried at first, but there
wasn’t much they could do once he’d made up his mind. After a while they calmed down—they were happy if he
was happy.
JW rarely thought about his parents. For long stretches of time, it was like they didn’t even exist. His old man
was a foreman at a lumber factory, pretty much as far from JWs life plan as you could get. His mom worked at a
job-placement agency. She was so proud that he was going to college.
*
What he did think about, a lot, was the family’s own tale. An unusual, unsolved tragedy. An incident that all of
Robertsfors knew about but never mentioned.
JW’s sister, Camilla, had been missing for four years and no one knew what’d happened to her. It took weeks
before anyone even knew she was missing. Her apartment in Stockholm revealed no leads. Her phone conversations with Mom and Dad didn’t give any clues, either. No one knew anything.
Maybe it was just a mistake. Maybe she’s grown tired of it all and moved abroad. Maybe she was a movie star
in Bollywood, living it up.
JW couldn’t deal with home after it happened. His dad, Bengt, had buried himself in drink, self-pity, and
silence. His mom, Margareta, had tried to keep it all together. Believed it was an accident. Thought it would help
to get involved in the local Amnesty chapter, work longer hours, go to a therapist and talk about her night mares,
so that she, since she was reminded of them twice a week by the damn shrink, dreamed them over and over again.
But JW knew what he believed: no fucking way Camilla would just up and leave somewhere without being in
touch for four years.
She was really gone. And deep down, everyone probably knew it.
*
It kept eating at him. Someone was responsible and hadn’t paid the price.
The mood at home risked crushing him. He had to move. At the same time, he was forced to retrace his sister’s
footsteps.
Camilla, who was three years older, had also left Robertsfors early, when she was seventeen. She wanted
bigger things than to waste her life away behind some painted picket fence. Mom claimed that when they were
little, Camilla and JW’d fought more than other kids. They had zero positive connection.
But after she’d been in the city for two years, a relationship began to develop. He started getting texts,
sometimes short phone calls, occasional e-mails. They reached a kind of understanding, that the two of them
wanted the same thing.
JW could see it now, they’d been a lot alike. Camilla in JW’s imagination: the queen of Stureplan. The party’s
hottest it gir. Elevated. Well known. Exactly where he wanted to be.
*
The gypsy cab gig was easy. He borrowed a car from Abdulkarim Haij, an Arab he’d met at a bar over a year
ago. He picked it up with a full tank and returned it with a full tank.
The other city drivers accepted him—they knew he was driving for the Arab. The price was set ad hoc at each
pickup. JW would write the info down on a pad: time of pickup, destination, price. Forty percent went straight to
Abdulkarim.
The Arab would occasionally do tests. Like, one of his men would pretend to be a customer and take a ride
with JW Afterward, the Arab would compare what his controller’d paid with what JW wrote in his log.
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JW was honest. He didn’t want to lose the extra cash he made on the job. It was his lifeline, his salvation in the
race to score points with the boyz.
JW only had one road rule.
He didn’t do any pickups at Stureplan. The risk of exposure was too evident on his own turf.
*
JW was driving off the books tonight. He picked the car up in Huddinge with Abdulkarim, a Ford Escort from
1994 that’d once been painted a pure white. The interior was crappy. There was no CD player and the seats were
frayed. He smiled at the Arab’s attempts to spruce it up—Abdul'd hung three Wunder-Baum air fresheners in the
rearview mirror.
JW drove home. A cool August night—perfect for the taxi business. As usual, finding a parking spot in Ömalm was tough. The SUVs hogged the streets. Driving by the latest beauty from Porsche made him drool:
Cayman S. A 911 combined with a Boxter—hotness incarnate.
He finally found a spot—the Ford wasn’t exactly a big machine.
*
He went up to his room at Mrs. Reuterskiöld’s. It was nine o’clock. No point in driving the cab before midnight. He settled down with his schoolbooks. Had a midterm in four days.
The apartment was located near Tessin Park. Lower Gärdet was okay for JW. Upper Gärdet wouldn't cut it—
too far off the grid, too bitter. The room was 216 square feet, with a separate entrance, toilet, and a big window
overlooking the park.
Peaceful and calm, just like the old lady wanted it. The problem was that he had to be so damn quiet when he
managed to get a girl home.
The room was furnished with a full bed, a red armchair, and a desk from IKEA, where he put his laptop. He’d
swiped it from some oblivious sucker at school. Piece of cake. He’d waited till the owner went to the bathroom.
Most people took their computers along with them, but others chanced it. JWd seen the opportunity—just slid it
into his shoulder bag and walked out.
*
The lamp from his childhood room was screwed into the desk. It still had glue marks from old cartoon stickers.
Embarrassing, like whoa. Important to turn it off when he had a girl over—home game.
Clothes were strewn everywhere. There was one poster on the wall: Schumacher\fn{ Michael Schumacher (1969- )
German racing driver} in a Formula 1 uniform, spraying champagne from the prize podium.
There really wasn’t much to the room. Sparse. He preferred to go home with the chicks to their places in-stead
—away game.
JW didn’t mind studying. He liked writing his own papers instead of copying stuff off the Internet. He participated actively in class discussions when he was prepared. Always tried to make time to do the practice sets after.
Tried his best to be ambitious.
He cracked the books. The Financial Analysis course had the hardest exam. He needed more time.
Turned the sets over in his mind, counted, fed numbers into the calculator. His thoughts returned to the discussion he’d had with the boyz the night before. How much did the blatte really make selling coke? How much did
he pull in a month? What were his margins? Risk versus possible income. He should be able to calculate that.
JW went through the list of his life goals.
One: to not reveal his double life.
Two: to buy a car.
Three: to become loaded.
Finally: to find out what happened to Camilla. A step toward getting over it—if that was possible.
*
Principles of Corporate Finance—he got through seven pages. The difference between financing a company
through stocks or through loans. How does the value of the company change? Preference shares, beta value, rates
of return, obligations, et cetera.
He took notes on a pad of paper and underlined in the textbook with a neon yellow highlighter. Almost fell
asleep over the pages covered in graphs and equations.
When he nodded off for a second, he dropped his pen. That woke him. He thought, No point to keep going at
this hour.
Time to drive home the money.
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*
He was on his way to Medborgarplatsen, on the south side of the city. It was quarter past eleven. He was
driving Sibyllegatan down to Strandvagen, past Berzelii Park. Dangerous area, way too close to the boyz’
stomping grounds.
JW kept mulling over his thoughts.
What did he really know about his sisters life in Stockholm anyway? The texts, calls, and e-mails he’d gotten
were often without substance. Camilla’d had a part-time job at Café Ogo on Odengatan and gone to continuingeducation classes at Komvux to get better high school grades in literary arts, math, and English. She’d had a
boyfriend. JW didn’t even know his name. He knew only one point of interest:
The guy’d driven a yellow Ferrari. There were photos of Camilla in the car at home in Robertsfors. In them,
she was glowing, smiling and waving through a rolled-down window. You couldn’t make out the guy’s face in the
pictures. Who was he?
JW drove past the Foreign Ministry at Gustav Adolf’s Square. There were a lot of people out and about.
Everyone was back from vacation and wanted to make up for what they'd missed by vegging out at country
houses and on sailboats. He drove through the tunnel at Slussen toward Medborgarplatsen.
He parked the car outside the Scandic Hotel and got out. Positioned himself outside Snaps. There was always
someone there who needed a ride home or downtown.
Three chicks stumbled out. Possible good pickup. He cocked his head to the side, pulled an irresistible JW
“Hey, ladies. Need a ride?”
One of the girls, a blonde, looked at her friends. They knew what was up, nodded. She said,
“Sure. How much to Stureplan?”
Damn it. Gotta play this. Coax, smile. He said,
“There’s so much traffic there. I know it sounds like a drag, but would it be okay if I drop you off by
Norrmalmstorg?” Charm attack. Added, in a fake blatte accent,
“Special price for you only.”
Giggles. The blond girl said,
“Only ’cause you’re cute. But then you have to give us a good deal.”
It was settled: 150 kronor.
*
JW drove toward Norrmalmstorg. The chicks chirped in the back. They were going to Kharma. It had been so
nice at Caroline’s. Amazing food, crazy atmosphere, sweet drinks. They were soooooo drunk.
JW shut them out. Couldn’t get interested in anything but driving tonight. He smiled, looked mysterious.
The girls babbled. Did he wanna come?
JW felt the vibe, it would be so easy to score. But there was a major hurdle: These weren’t the kind of girls he
wanted to meet. Svens. Before he dropped them off, he said,
“Ladies, I have to ask you something.” They thought he was going to make a move.
“Have you ever met a girl out named Camilla Westlund? Tall, pretty, from the north. Like, four years ago?”
The babblebrauds looked like they were thinking, hard.
“I’m not too great with names, but none of us recognize Camilla Westlund,” one said.
JW thought, Maybe they are too young. Maybe they weren’t partying at the right places back then.
They got out by the bus stops at Norrmalmstorg. He gave the chicks his cell phone number.
“Call whenever you need a ride.”
Time for more driving.
*
He parked by Kungsträdgården Park. Couldn’t stop thinking. It was the first time he’d asked anyone about
Camilla. Why not, anyway? Maybe someone would remember.
Seven minutes passed before the next passenger was seated in the Ford.
It was a calm night. Everything went off smoothly. The clubbers were into it, wanted to get home.
JW delivered.
*
Later. The night was a success; he’d made two thousand kronor so far. Mental arithmetic. That meant twelve
hundred in his pocket.
He was waiting outside Kvarnen on Tjaärhovsgatan. Mostly jailbait and soccer fans. The line was long, more
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orderly than the one outside Kharma. Lamer people than at Kharma. Cheaper than Kharma.
No one was being let in just then—something’d happened inside. Two police vans were parked outside. Their
flashing lights illuminated the walls. JW wanted to get out of there fast; it was needless to take risks with the car.
*
As he was walking back to the Ford, a familiar figure came toward him. One who walked with rhythm, dressed
in a well-tailored suit with billowing pants. High hairline and short, curly hair. Without really being able to make
out the figure's face, JW knew who it was: Abdulkarim. He had his big friend in tow, his very own gorilla: Fahdi.
JW looked at him, hoped nothing was up.
Abdulkarim said hi, opened the car door, and got into the passenger seat. The gorilla folded himself into the
back. JW jumped in behind the wheel.
“Nice to see you out and about. Anything in particular you want to check?”
“No, no. No worry, man. Just drive us to Spy.”
Spy Bar. Stureplan. What was he going to say? JW started the car. Held off answering. Made a decision—he
couldn’t stir shit up with the Arab.
“Spy Bar it is.”
“There a problem?”
“Absolutely not. It’s all good. It’s a pleasure to drive you, Abdul.”
“Don’t call me Abdul. It means ‘slave’ in Arabic.”
“Okay, boss.”
“Me, I know you donwanna drive to Stureplan, JW. Know you donwanna be seen there. Got fancy buddies
there. You’re ashamed, man. Never be ashamed.”
The Arab fucker knew. How? Maybe not so strange, if you thought about it. Abdulkarim was out a lot. He’d
seen JW with his friends around Stureplan. Connected the dots. Understood why he didn’t tend to make pickups
there. The rest was just simple math.
He had to do damage control.
“It’s not that bad, Abdulkarim. Come on, it’ no big deal. I just have to make some money. Want to be able to
party and stuff. This isn’ the kind of thing you tell everybody.”
The Arab nodded.
The Arab laughed. The Arab controlled the convo. Small talk.
*
Then it happened. The offer.
“Me? I know you need the big cheese. I got a suggestion. Pay attention. Could be up your alley.”
JW nodded. Wondered what was coming. Damn, did Abdulkarim like the sound of his own voice.
“I have some other business, other than the cabs. Sell C. I know, you’ve bought candy from me. Through
Gurhan, you know, the Turk you and your buddies get it from.
“But Gurhan won’t work. Big Jew. Tryin’ to rip me off. Skims the top. Sells too high. Doesn’t keep good
books. And, worst thing, he buys from some other guy, too. Tryin’ to be clever. Play us against each other. Pressure me. He says,
“‘If I can’t get it for four hundred a gram I don’t wanany this week.’
“Messy. No good. That’s where you come in, JW.”
JW was listening but didn’t catch on.
“Pardon me, but I don’t think I’m following.”
“I’m wondering, you wanna sell instead of Gurhan? You run this taxi thing real good. You hang at the right
bars. Believe me, I know. Bars where people’s drills are as full of sugar as sugar drills. You’d do good.”
“What’s a sugar drill?”
“Forget it. You in or what?”
“Shit, Abdul. I have to think about it. I was actually thinking about that the other day. Wondering how well the
Turk makes out.”
“Don’t call me Abdul. And sure, go ahead. Think about it, big man. But remember, you could be like Uncle
Scrooge. Swimming in it. You want in. I can feel it. Call before next Friday.”
*
JW focused on the road. They drove down Birger Jarlsgatan. He was nervous. Kept a lookout for the boyz
while trying to hunch as low in the seat as possible.
Abdulkarim rattled on in Arabic with the meathead in the back. Laughed. JW grinned without knowing why.
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Abdul grinned back, continued to jabber in Arabic to Fahdi. They were approaching their final destination.
Stureplan.
Huge lines outside the nightclubs and bars: Kharma, Laroy, Sturecompagniet, Clara's, Köket, East, The Lab,
and the rest. More people out than ever in the daytime. A gold mine for gypsy cabs.
JW stopped the car. Abdulkarim opened the door.
“You know the deal. Before Friday.”
JW nodded.
He stepped on it.
*
JW’s last pickup of the night was a hammered middle-aged man who mumbled something about Kärrtorp. JW
said he’d take him there for three hundred kronor.
He drove in silence. Needed to think. The man fell asleep.
The road was dark. Hardly any cars out except a few taxis. JW felt the anxiety of decision making wash over
him.
On one hand: fantastic luck, a chance, a real opportunity; probably nothing else offered the kinds of margins
that coke did. How would it work? Buy a gram for five hundred, sell for one thousand? Calculate. The boyz alone
could easily do four grams a night. He should be able to turn twenty thousand kronor. At least.
He multiplied. Gains from one night: ten thousand.
Holy shit.
On the other hand: mad dangerous, really fucking illegal, scary; one mistake and he could screw it all up, his
whole life.
Was it his kind of gig? It was one thing to use now and then. Dealing was a totally dif ferent ball game. Be a
part of the drug industry; make money on other people’s fried sinuses, their wrecked lives.
Didn’t feel right.
On the other hand: No one ruined their life on coke, as far as he knew. Mostly, it was better people who did it
anyway. Like the boyz, for instance, who snorted to have a good time, not to escape some bottom-feeder existence. They studied, had money and good families. No problem for them. No risk of tweaky junkies. No risk JW
had to suffer a bad conscience.
On the other hand: Abdulkarim and his crowd were probably not the nicest boys in town. Just take the backseat
gorilla. Didn’t take much to see that Fahdi was lethal. What would happen if JW couldn’t pay, got in trouble?
Messed up sales? Was robbed of merch?\fn{Merchandise}
Maybe it was too dangerous.
*
On the other hand: the money. A sure way. An easy way. Learn from Gekko:
“I don’t throw darts at a board. I bet on sure things.”
The returns in this industry were guaranteed. JW had the need—and he wouldn’t stay a tragic Sven.
There’d be an end to the secondhand clothes, the home-cut hair, and the boarding.
An end to being cheap.
The dream of being able to live normally could come true.\fn{ “Normal” being here, to be able to just dip into your pocket
and buy what you want and always believe “I’ve got mine, Jack, and to hell with you”; as opposed to being in another reality, i.e., to be
able to behave with love and compassion and responsibility toward your fellow human beings, of whatever style and income, this reality
based on the idea that the individual is not the center of the universe, and that upon ones death one has to answer to a Higher Power for
what one has done in this world while still alive. This is a great book.:H }

The dream of a car, an apartment, a fortune, could come true.
He’d be included in the business plans the boyz had.
HE’D BE INCLUDED.
Successful C entrepreneur versus loser. Crime versus safety.
What to do? …
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The Stockholm Cathedral, Stockholm County, Sweden. Below, St. George, having transfixed the dragon
(the personification of evil) in the neck with his javelin, is about to finish him off (in the church, 1489).
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The Luleå Cathedral (constructed in 1893), Norrbotten County, Sweden

The Church at Ockelbo, Gävleborg County, Sweden
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The Cathedral at Kalmar, Kalmar County, Sweden

The Uppsala Cathedral, Uppsala County, Sweden

104

The façade of the Cathedral of Lund, Skåne County, Sweden: two views
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The Church at Eskilstuna, Nyköping, Söndermanland County, Sweden: two views
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The Cathedral at Linköping, Östergötland County, Sweden: two views
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The apse of the Church of Wisdom, Jönköping, Jönköping County, Sweden: two views
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The Cathedral at Gothenburg, Västra Götaland County, Sweden. Below: the monastic church, Gothenburg
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The Cathedral at Visby, Gotland County, Sweden: two views
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The Cathedral at Karalskrona, Blekinge County, Sweden: two views

The façade of the Church of the Holy Trinity, Karlskrona, Blekinge County, Sweden
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The Cathedral at Härnosand, Västernöorland, Sweden: two views

112

The Cathedral of St. Peter at Malmo, Skåne County, Sweden

The Church of Kristine, Falun, Darlarna County, Sweden
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The City Church at Umeå, Västerbotten County, Sweden: two views
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The Church of St. Catherine, Östersund, Jämtland County, Sweden. Below: detail of the façade
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The Church of St. Nicholas, Halmstad, Halland County, Sweden

A medieval church, Arivka, Varmland County, Sweden
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The Church of Olaus Petri, Örebro, Örebro County, Sweden

The Vaxjo Cathedral, Kronoberg County, Sweden
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The Cathedral at Västerås, Västmanland, Sweden. Below: two views
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