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Register of Persons

Elise Løvlien –18-years-old, lives in Sandakerveien in Sagene, a section of Kristiania.  Works as a spinning girl at Nedre Vøien Spinderi, must be ’mother’ for her siblings.

Hilda –Her sister, 16-years-old. Works as bobbin girl at the same spinning mill as Elise.

Kristian –Their brother, 9-years-old. Different personality—hard and reserved.

Peder –Their little brother, 8-years-old. Thin, scrawny with sensitive feelings.

Jensine Løvlien –Their mother, in her late 30’s.  Confined to bed with tuberculosis; moved from working class family in Ulefoss located in Telemark region of Norway. Concerned with integrity and righteousness. Religious. Is admitted to Grefsen Sanatorium.

Mathias Løvlien –Their father. Was sailor in merchant marine; an alcoholic.  Drowned in the river after Johan threw him out when he came home drunk.

Johan Thoresen –Elise’s fiancé, lives one floor below in Andersengården tenement building.

Anna Thoresen –Johan’s sister, has polio—lame and bedridden at home.

Fru Thoresen (Aslaug) –Mother of Johan and Anna; works at Hjula Veveri.

Johan’s father –at sea; family hasn’t heard from him for many years.

Evert –Orphan, 8-years-old. Placed by the Poorhouse to live with Hermansen, an alcoholic. The Poorhouse pays Hermansen.

Emanuel Ringstad –Soldier in the Salvation Army, 27-years-old. Only child. Odelsgutt –the oldest son and heir to Ringstad gård, or farm.  Rents attic room from Oscar Carlsen.

Herr Paulsen –Verksmester at Nedre Vøien Spinderi. Middle–aged widower; no children; gets Hilda pregnant. Lives in Akersbakken, an upper–class section of Kristiania.

Agnes Zakariassen –Girlfriend of Elise. Lives with parents in Maridalsveien.  Works at Hjula Veveri.

Fru Evertsen –One of the ’street gossips.’ Lives on first floor in Andersengården tenement building.

Fru Albertsen –One of the ’street gossips.’ Lives in neighboring tenement building.

Maren Sørby –Captain and slum sister in the Salvation Army.

Othilie –Street-girl from Vaterland.

Oline –Widow with 4 children. Spinner at Nedre Vøien Spinderi. Was fired.

Magna on the Corner –Owner of small corner grocery store.

Turd-Anders –Friend of Johan when they were sailors.  Doubtful character, criminal.

Otto –Night patrolman at Nedre Vøien Spinderi.

Valborg –Friend of Hilda.  ’Nosy snoop.’  Works at Nedre Vøien Spinderi.


Book number 1, Gold Brooch, ends like this:

As she reached the second floor, she heard the sounds of angry, agitated voices and scuffling feet from Johan’s kitchen.  Just then the door opened and Johan came out followed by two constables.

His face was pale and gray. When he recognized it was her, he sent her an anguished glance.

“I have to go to the police station, Elise.”

Elise panicked. She felt as if her heart stopped beating.

“What is it?”  Her voice was so weak it came out in a whisper.

The constables jabbed and shoved Johan while sending her dark, warning glances.  Evert has squealed—she thought in despair.

So it was Johan who’d killed Pappa after all…


Chapter 1

Kristiania, January 1905

Elise opened her mouth to say something, but the words stuck in her throat. She wanted to rush to Johan, hold him in her arms, and refuse to let the constables take him. Instead, she stood there paralyzed as if struck by lightning. What would it help if she protested? The constables represented the law and the law had spoken. They most certainly hadn’t asked why Johan had forcefully removed Pappa from the house.  Pappa, who wasn’t concerned Mamma was bedridden and seriously ill with tuberculosis. He’d become a raving drunk who hadn’t known what he was doing.  No one, of course, had ever asked what had turned Pappa into a worthless drunk just like no one ever asked why so many in the tenement buildings along Akerselva had become the same. Now Johan was going to jail.  Regardless of what her father had done.

The sound of heavy footsteps in the stairwell became weaker. The outer door opened then slammed shut leaving a heavy, frightening silence.

It was only then Elise noticed Johan’s mother standing in the doorway.  She stood frozen as if carved in stone. Scrawny and pale as a corpse, she trembled and stared. Emptiness filled her fixed eyes. She was dumbstruck as well.

The sight of that terrified, middle-aged woman awakened Elise. With stiff movements caused by shock, she moved slowly toward her. Her teeth chattered in her mouth as she tried to say something.

“Do you know—I mean…”

Fru Thoresen shook her head without looking at Elise and continued to stare.

Elise tried to pull herself together. “He’ll be back soon. When they realize they made a mistake.”

His mother remained silent, staring blankly into nowhere, without shifting her glance.

“He was only helping me. He didn’t want Pappa to hurt me.”

Small movements appeared in Fru Thoresen’s watery, blue eyes. She turned those eyes toward Elise not understanding.

Elise suddenly realized Johan’s mother had no idea what had happened the night Pappa died. She needed to explain. “He was furious when Pappa brought another drunk and the street-girls upstairs. He knew Mamma was sick in the kammers and heard everything. Right when Johan came into the kitchen, Pappa hit me in the face.”

Fru Thoresen quickly put her hand over her mouth as if she’d already guessed the rest.

Elise looked at her with compassion.

“It was my fault,” she whispered in a tearful voice. “Johan only wanted to help me.”

His mother looked at her with sheer fright in that dull blink.  “And so?”

“There was a fistfight and Johan sent Pappa headfirst out the door.”

“But… he was found in the river?”

Elise nodded. “I don’t know what happened. Maybe Johan hit him so hard he—” She stopped and turned her hands up hopelessly, not understanding what could have happened. “It must have been Evert who spread rumors.  He claims he saw them.”

“Evert?  That kid livin’ wid ‘ermansen?”

“Yes. He’s always sneaking out at night even though Hermansen beats him up.”

Fru Thoresen didn’t say anything. She just stood still, not comprehending that Johan had actually been arrested.

Elise thought, it’s different for me. I’ve been afraid ever since the street-girls showed up and wanted to talk with Johan.

“What am I gonna tell Anna?” She looked at Elise with hopelessness.

“Anna will understand why Johan hit Pappa.”

“But ‘ow in the world will we ever manage without ‘im?” Suddenly her eyes filled with tears. “Johan paid fer all her medcin!”

“Please don’t cry! As soon as they find out Evert exaggerates and tells tall tales, Johan will be released and come home. Evert’s always fantasizing. Idon’t think the police will even listen to a kid like him. Even if Johan was hard on Pappa, it’s a long way to the river. It can’t be his fault.  Pappa must have slipped or stumbled and fell in some other way.”

Johan’s mother seemed to relax a bit.

“I’ll just run up to Mamma to say I’m home. I’ll come right back down.”

Elise turned and hurried upstairs. Her knees were shaking.  Johan was arrested, suspected of killing Pappa.  But how had the police found out? Can they use a child as a witness?

Maybe Evert wasn’t the only one who’d seen it. The two street-girls could have reported him. There was no hope if that was the case. Johan could be thrown into Akershus Landsfengsel and she’d never see him again. A hard lump stuck in her throat at the thought and pain spread through her entire body.  She leaned against the cold wall and felt her eyes fill with tears.

When she finally gathered herself and climbed to the third floor, she heard Peder and Kristian making so much noise it could be heard in the stairwell.  They were arguing with loud, excited voices. If it had been another day, she would have stormed into the kitchen and scolded them for not thinking about Mamma. But her thoughts were too heavy.

Johan had suggested offering Lorang, the errand boy, money to say he was the father of Hilda’s baby.  He’d even said he’d get an extra job, stacking crates at Seilduken after his regular working hours to earn the money.  If Johan was locked up in prison, she’d need to find another solution.

She dragged herself to the door.

Before opening it, she stopped and took a deep breath. She had to pull herself together and be strong.  It’s not necessary to take on tomorrow before it comes!  No one knew what had really happened. It could all be a misunderstanding and Johan would come home tonight.  If it was Evert who’d flippantly talked about what he’d seen, it didn’t necessarily mean Johan’s rough handling of Pappa had caused him to fall in the river.  Johan hadn’t lied to her, she was sure of that.  He’d thrown Pappa out, but hadn’t followed him.  No matter how hard he’d hit Pappa, he hadn’t died from that.

Peder and Kristian stopped abruptly when they saw her in the doorway.

“It was Peder’s fault!” Kristian looked at her with fear in his eyes. He probably saw in her face something was wrong and thought she was angry.

Peder wiped his hand across his face to dry his tears. “It wasn’t that.” His words came in painful sobs. “It were you who said who Hilda—” He stopped suddenly sending Elisa a frightened look. “I said it ain’t like that, Elise!”

Exhausted, Elise moved toward the kammers door without answering.  When she peaked in, she saw Hilda sitting on the edge of Mamma’s bed. They were talking in whispers.  For a second, Elise held her breath.  Hilda hadn’t told Mamma ‘that’? No! Mamma wouldn’t be so calm and unaffected. It seemed maybe Mamma had let Hilda know she realized something was bothering her and had put her hand over her daughter’s. “It’ll be fine. You’ll see.  With Elise and Johan’s help, we’ll get through it.”

Elise quietly closed the door and walked to the stove to build a fire.

Sitting still as mice, the boys didn’t say a word. Elise’s silence must have made them uncomfortable.

“What’s the matter wid ya, Elise?” Peder’s voice choked up trying to hold back more tears. “Are ya mad at us?”

Elise shook her head. “No, I’m just so tired.”

He came over to her. “I can carry up the water and wood,” he offered eagerly. “I can wash the steps, too, if ya want me ta!”

Elise turned and looked at him with a smile. That boy’s too good for this world, she thought, almost frightened by the idea.

“Takk, Peder. We don’t have to wash the steps today. Do your school lessons. I’ll cook velling. It’s getting colder out. We need something to warm us up.”

Peder smiled, happy to see she seemed calm again. “My feet were blue when I come ‘ome. They was soakin’ wet. The snow packed in the ‘oles in my boots.”

Worried, she wrinkled her forehead. “Maybe I can ask the folks at the Salvation Army if you can get new boots, too.”

He looked hopefully at her. “Do ya tink so?”

“I’ll ask, in any case.”

“Yer the kindest sister in all a Sagene, Elise!”

The kammers door opened. Hilda came out. “Who was down with Johan, Elise? I heard someone talking on the other side of the door.”

Elise stirred the porridge hard without turning.  She shrugged her shoulders.  “How should I know?”

“There usually aren’t other men down there.”

“Maybe it was the doctor to see Anna.”

“No, there was more than one. They were talking really loud.”

Peder eagerly jumped in. “Maybe Johan’s pappa come home.”

“Poof!” Kristian’s voice was scornful. “Johan’s pa jumped ship in Hamburg. ‘e’s runnin’ ‘round wid women in a place called Reperbahn.”

Elise quickly turned her head. “Who told you such foolishness?”

Kristian opened his mouth to answer, but had second thoughts and shrugged his shoulders. “Everybody says that.”

“I think it was Evert,” Hilda shot back.  “When are you going to quit believing that liar?”

Kristian pursed his lips tightly in disgust. “Evert don’t lie.”

Elise turned toward the stove again. She had an idea. If she emptied all the tiøringene, the ten-ore coins she’d saved in the tin box, and offered them to Evert, maybe he’d tell her everything that had happened. If she heard people were telling lies, she could go to Rådstuen and tell the police the truth.

The thought helped. Of course, she’d tell the police exactly what had happened. She’d tell them she and Johan had seen Pappa and the street-girls at the Pearl and how in the middle of the night she’d heard a commotion in the kitchen and had asked them to be quiet. She didn’t have to keep anything back.  She could tell how they’d all been so loud and noisy drunk, and how full of rage Pappa became when she told him to leave. She could also say her father had hit her at least two times while swearing and threatening her.  It didn’t matter that Mamma lay sick in the kammers and could hear everything.  They’ll certainly understand Johan had to intervene.  Finally, she’d say Johan had come upstairs again right after they’d left, so there was no way he could have followed them to the river.

The idea felt like an enormous relief. Of course, the police would listen to her. If Evert had said anything, they certainly wouldn’t believe him. Besides, what could he say?  The street-girls hadn’t dared say anything without risking being thrown in jail themselves. The most important job of policemen was to arrest drunks and vagrants and put them in jail.  Everyone knew that.

The more she thought about it, the more convinced she was that would be the best way to handle the situation.  She felt a knot in her stomach at the thought of going alone to Rådstuen to talk with the police in their black uniforms, but she had no other choice. It was first and foremost for Johan’s sake. There wasn’t anyone else who could help him.  She was the only one.

But first she had to talk with Evert. That was a must. She didn’t dare go right away that night because of Hermansen’s temperament.  Especially since he was already under the influence. Her only possibility to talk to Evert alone was during her lunch break at the factory.  He was a delivery boy. The last time she’d seen him he was pulling a wagon of goods for Magda on the Corner.

She carried the pot to the table and dished out the velling. The boys had already cleared away their school work and wiped the table.  They knew something was wrong and did what they could to please her.  Even Kristian was unusually meek.

“What’s going on, Elise?” It was Hilda who asked. Elise saw anxiousness in her eyes. Maybe she thought her silence had something to do with the argument they’d had on the way home.  Hilda had blurted out she’d never tell her sister anything ever again.

Elise shook her head.  “I’m just tired.”

“I think you should go down and ask Johan if something’s wrong. Those voices sounded so—” Hilda stopped and threw up her hands, unable to explain what she meant.

“Sounded so…?” repeated Kristian questioningly.

“They sounded like folk with something important to say.”

“Do ya mean like The Frog an’ the verksmester?” Peder innocently asked.

Elise saw Hilda’s face flush bright red and quickly came to her rescue.

“I’ll go down as soon as we’ve eaten. Don’t gulp so fast, Kristian! They can hear you all the way to Fru Evertsen’s on the first floor!”

She put Hilda to work washing dishes and helped the boys with their school work before she left.

There was no answer when she knocked on Fru Thoresen’s door. She carefully opened it and went in. The kitchen was empty.

She moved quietly to the kammers door and knocked again.

“Come in!” The voice was weak and fainthearted.

Johan’s mother sat on the edge of Anna’s bed holding her hand.  Anna’s face was red and swollen from crying. Why had her mother already told her?  There was a good possibility Johan would come home this evening.

“Elise?”  Anna lifted her head from the pillow. Fru Thoresen helped her sit a little higher. “Is it true Johan hit your father so hard he died from it?” Her voice choked with tears.

“No, I haven’t said that!” Elise looked at her with alarm. “I said Johan hit him and maybe somebody made up lies. Evert says he saw what happened.”

“But it’s a long way from the door down to the river.”

“Ja, exactly.  That’s why I think Johan will be coming back soon when they realize they’ve made a mistake.”

Anna blew her nose and looked at her with a glimmer of hope in her beautiful eyes.  “Do you think so?”

Elise nodded and smiled.  “I’m going to talk with Evert tomorrow.  If Johan hasn’t come back by then, I’ll go down to Rådstuen and explain what happened. Johan came back to the kitchen right after Pappa and his buddy disappeared.  Even if he’d wanted to, he wouldn’t have been able to go to the bridge and back again so fast.”

Anna breathed a sigh of relief and smiled at her. She turned her face to her mother.  “You see, Mamma!  There’s no need to cry before the milk’s spilled. After Elise has talked with the police, I’m sure they’ll understand it wasn’t Johan’s fault.”

Her mother didn’t look so convinced, but relaxed a little.  She stood up.  “Sit here, Elise! Read a little to Anna so she can think about something else.” She turned and shuffled toward to the kitchen door, more bent over than usual.

Anna smiled. “Mamma takes things so seriously.  She’s the kindest mother in the world, but I wish she could smile and laugh once in a while. There’s so much to be happy about, right? Everything has started to get a little lighter. When we get to February, I usually think I’ll be able to hold out again. Time goes so fast. There’s so much I want to enjoy before the days start getting shorter again. Can you think of anything more pleasant than hearing snow melt on the roof and dripping onto the sidewalk?  Or the first clattering of cart wheels through the streets after sleds are put away for the summer? When spring comes and Mamma opens the windows, I enjoy lying here, listening to chickadees singing ’Chick a-dee-dee-dee-dee’.”

Elise shook her head in amazement. Here Anna was lame and stuck in bed unable to enjoy spring other than seeing blue sky high over the buildings’ rooftops, and yet she was happy and content!

Suddenly Anna wrinkled her forehead and looked at her with doubt in her eyes.  “You’re not saying that just to comfort me, are you?”

“No. I’m planning to talk with Evert tomorrow. I’ll find out what he’s said. Then I’ll go to the police. If I hurry, I’ll be able to do all that in my lunch break.  Mamma will have to get along without me tomorrow, just this once.”

“Watch out you don’t return too late. Remember what The Frog did to Oline.”

Elise nodded and clenched her teeth.  “I’ll never forgive him for that!”

Anna shook her head. “I don’t understand how a person can be so hard on other people. He earns enough money so his whole family goes to bed with full stomachs—every day!”

“Would you like me to read to you a little?”

“No, takk. Idon’t think I can concentrate.  This thing with Johan is such a shock.” She looked into Elise’s eyes. “Did you have any idea this could happen, Elise?”

“No. I didn’t like it when Peder said the street-girls had been here to see Johan the day after, and I didn’t like that Evert had seen them that night, but I truthfully never thought Johan had anything to do with Pappa’s death.”

“It wasn’t strange he was angry when he heard the commotion upstairs?” She sent a questioning glance to Elise.

Elise shook her head.  “Johan knew Pappa could be hard on me. He’d seen black and blue marks before.  Pappa struck me right when Johan opened the door.”

Anna grimaced.  “I know him well. I’d have done the same myself if I…” She shrugged her shoulders with resignation.

“That’s why I’ve got to go talk with them. They don’t know what happened. If the only thing Evert said was that he saw Johan throw Pappa headfirst out the door, it’s not strange if they think he pushed him off the bridge either.”

“But do you really think Evert said anything?  He’s not much older than Peder!”

Elise lowered her head in thought. “Ja, you’re right. But Evert’s never been like the others. Or maybe it wasn’t him.”

“Do you think it might be the street-girls who’ve done it?”

“I’ve had those thoughts, too, but it’s illegal to walk the streets. If the police figured out what kind of girls they are, they could risk being arrested. Idon’t know why they’d do it. They don’t know Johan.”

“They were thrown out, too! They could want revenge because they’d lost—” She stopped and looked sorrowfully at Elise, scared she’d said too much.

“Because they’d lost their customers, you’re thinking? That could be. Or maybe they thought they could get attention by telling the police what they’d seen.  It doesn’t make any difference. When I tell the whole story, the police will see it from another angle. I’m sure of that.”

Anna smiled at her.  “What would we do without you, Elise?  I feel sorry for Johan if he has to spend the night in jail.  But he’s strong. He’ll be fine.”

Elise nodded in agreement. “Ja, Johan’s strong. He’ll make it through most anything.  I think I need to go to Mamma now, Anna. Ihaven’t seen her yet. Hilda was with her when I came home and I didn’t want to disturb them.”

“Of course, you need to go to your mother.  Say hello for me. Tell her I lie here and think about her and pray she’ll be well again.”

Elise looked at her in amazement. There was no hope the girl would ever get out of bed.

“I don’t think you should tell her,” Anna quickly added. “I’m sure Johan will come home again tomorrow. It’s not necessary for her to worry about him.”

“I hadn’t thought about telling her. Has the slum sister been here to see you, Anna? I told her about you. She was horrified she hadn’t heard about you before.”

Anna lit up. “She’s told Mamma she’ll stop in after she’s visited your mother. Mamma’s so humble,” she said with a smile. “She’s afraid of being a burden.”

“There’s no reason you shouldn’t get help, too,” Elise said. “Just think of all the people standing in long lines for food handouts in front of Dampen.  You aren’t the only one in this city who needs an outstretched hand.”

Out in the stairwell again, Elise’s confidence began to shrink. It had sounded great when she told Anna her plans, but deep inside she knew the reality was far more difficult. She wasn’t even certain the police would let her through the door….

insertSpan.js
// Small Javascript that will insert a span-element into every header 
// and paragraph element to trick the iPad/iBooks into centering text.
// See http://infogridpacific.typepad.com/using_epub/2010/10/dirty-little-hacks-in-epub.html
function setSpanIGP(){
  var clsElementList=document.getElementsByTagName('p');
  setSpaninPara(clsElementList);
  clsElementList=document.getElementsByTagName('div');
  setSpaninPara(clsElementList);
}

function setSpaninPara(pClassList){
  for(i=0;i<=pClassList.length;i++){
    if(pClassList[i]){
      var para_html=pClassList[i].innerHTML;
      para_html='<span>'+para_html+'</span>';
      pClassList[i].innerHTML=para_html;
    }
  }
}

function init(){setSpanIGP();}

window.onload=init;






cappelendamm-logo-t.png
CAPPELEN DAMM





cover.jpg
FRID INGULSTAD

@SOU%QJ“@ Wind

Winter Night









