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Register of Persons

Elise Løvlien –18-years-old. Lives in Sandakerveien in Sagene, a section of Kristiania, Norway. 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 and has sensitive feelings.

Jensine Løvlien –Their mother, in late 30’s, confined to bed with tuberculosis. Moved to Kristiania from a working class family in Ulefoss located in Telemark region of Norway. Concerned with integrity and righteousness. Religious.

Mathias Løvlien –Their father, an alcoholic. Was sailor in merchant marine; has tater (gypsy) blood in his veins.

Johan Thoresen –Elise’s childhood friend and sweetheart, lives one floor below in Andersensgården tenement building.

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

Fru Thoresen (Aslaug) –Johan and Anna’s mother, works at Hjula Veveri.

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 and odelsgutt to Ringstad gård. Rents an attic room from Oscar Carlsen. (See glossary)

Herr Paulsen –Verksmester at Nedre Vøien Spinderi. Fat, middle–aged widower, no children. Gets Hilda pregnant. Lives in Akersbakken, an upper–class section of Kristiana.

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.

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

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

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


Book number 2, Winter Night, ended like this:

She woke up with a sudden start. A bright light pierced her blinking eyes. Before she could remember where she was and realize what had awakened her, she heard a disbelieving voice.

“Gee-whiz! Is this a couple lyin’ here screwin’ in the shed?!”

Then she understood. To her horror, she saw the light and the voice coming from another door. It was a side door that had probably been unlocked the whole night!

Hot with shame and fear, she tried to get up, but was bound with Emanuel’s coat and arms around her.

At the same time, Captain Ringstad woke up, blinking his eyes at the same bright light.  He let go of her quickly and they both fumbled to stand up.

Elise fearfully glanced at the light and saw a large, round figure filling the doorway. She recognized him!  It was Otto, the night watchman. He was always trying to put the make on her even though he knew she was engaged to Johan.

Immediately, he recognized who she was and gasped. He lifted his lantern and let the light fall on Emanuel, feverishly buttoning his coat, then back on her.

“Elise?” She heard the disbelief in his voice. “What the devil are ya doin’ in ‘ere?”


Chapter 1

Kristiania, February 1905

Elise stared at Otto, the night watchman, and felt her face flush. "You don’t understand. I—We—We got locked in! By the gang from Sagenerampen."

A cold smile spread over his lips. "Really? So ya got yerselves locked in, huh? It’s strange I din’t notice nothin’. The door was open when I got here, an’ I been doin’ my rounds like usual."

"You have to believe me!" Elise could hear desperation in her voice. "Emanuel—I mean the Salvation Army Officer was walking me home. When we got to Akersbakken we ran into them.”

Emanuel walked over. "It’s true. We were both knocked down and dragged into the shed. When we came to, it was pitch black. We felt around for the door, but quickly realized it was locked from the outside."

Otto dismissed them with a wave of his hand. "Forget it, pal. Iknow what I saw.  Get out! Elise, you come ta the factory wid me."

Elise stared at him while a jolt of fear ran through her body. "Why do I have to go inside? I haven’t heard the factory whistle."

"I said, come wid me."

She didn’t dare disobey. As she followed him outside, she turned to Emanuel and gave him a distressed look. She had time to see dismay in his eyes before light from the lantern disappeared with the night watchman.

On the way to the factory she tried to plead her case again. "Why won’t you believe me? We really did try to open the door and it was locked tight. Inever knew there was a side door."

He didn’t answer until they’d reached the main entrance and he’d opened the door. He turned towards her with eyes dark from bitterness and anger. "Do ya know what I tink ‘bout people like you?" He turned and spit on the ground then snarled, "That yer scum. Don’t even try it, Elise. Don’t ya know I saw ya? Don’t ya tink I know what the two a ya were doin’ all the way back in the corner?"

"No! That’s not true! I thought I was going to freeze to death. He was just helping me by—" She stopped suddenly.  The verksmester walked quickly towards her down the corridor.

"There you are Miss Løvlien. Thank goodness. What happened? Your sister’s in my office.  She’s distraught."

"I found ‘er in the shed, Sir. With a Salvation Army Officer."

The verksmester stared at the night watchman, then Elise, then the watchman again. "What on earth are you saying?"

Otto nodded. "They were hid away in the corner and didn’t even notice when I walked in."

"You’re misunderstanding me on purpose." Elise faced the watchman, her voice shaking. "I told you, we were locked in."

Otto gave her a stern look before addressing the manager. "She were on top a ‘im, Sir, underneath the blanket."

"You may go Otto. Miss Løvlien will come with me." The verksmester turned his back to them and walked briskly back to his office. Elise had no choice but to follow. Just then, the factory whistles began to blow sharply.

Inside the verksmester’s office, several lamps were lit. Hilda sat in a deep armchair; her face streaked with tears. "Elise?" Her voice was strained from crying. She jumped out of the chair. "Where were you? Why didn’t you come home last night?"

"We were attacked. Several boys from Sagenerampen came after us. They shoved us into the shed. Then they locked the door and disappeared."

"Who’s we?" Hilda stared at her uncomprehendingly.

"Captain Emanuel Ringstad insisted on walking me home."

"But couldn’t you have called out? Pounded on the door? You know Otto walks several rounds of the factory during the night."

Elise was ashamed when she realized she’d never thought of that. The night watchman had never once entered her mind. She hadn’t remembered he patrolled the entire factory. Every time she arrived in the morning, she met him in the corridor.

"I didn’t think of that," she mumbled unhappily. "I didn’t think he’d hear us. Iwas so terribly cold, and I thought we wouldn’t get out until the factory opened."

The verksmester and Hilda stood quietly, listening to her. The manager’s gaze was suspicious; Hilda’s was accusing.

"It was just as cold inside the shed, and I only had this thin shawl. Iwas so scared I’d freeze. To comfort me, Herr Ringstad put his coat around both of us." She felt herself blushing again. "I can understand how the night watchman could easily misunderstand what he saw. We must have fallen asleep. Both of us. When we woke up, he was standing in the doorway. We just didn’t know there was a side door—an open side door!"

She sensed Hilda believed her, but the verksmester still looked at her suspiciously. She gave Hilda a concerned look. "How are Peder and Kristian?"

"They were sleeping when I left," Hilda answered. "I wrote a note saying they had to look after themselves and that we’d explain what happened later. First, I thought you might have slipped on the ice by the bridge, fallen in the river and drowned. Then I was afraid you’d been attacked, raped and murdered. Or that you’d fallen, broken a leg, and were lying helpless in the night, slowly freezing to death. Iwas so afraid I couldn’t sit in the kitchen waiting for you anymore, so I came over here, hoping to get someone to look for you. Luckily, Herr Verksmester had arrived for the morning."

"I’m so sorry, Hilda, but I really couldn’t help it."

"It never occurred to me an officer in the Salvation Army had escorted you," Hilda continued as if she hadn’t heard Elise at all. "If I’d known that, I wouldn’t have been so worried."

Elise nodded. "I understand, but you have to know I couldn’t help what happened. Captain Ringstad tried to calm the boys down, but they were looking for trouble. You could tell from a mile away."

"How could you tell they were lads from Sagenerampen?" The verksmester’s brow was furrowed. He didn’t seem convinced at all.

"I recognized one of them. He’s a—a friend of my fiancé." She felt herself blush again and couldn’t meet his gaze. He must have been wondering what kind of friends Johan had.

"Did anyone see what happened?"

"We heard some voices when we were on Akersbakken. The boys got nervous and made us keep walking over Maridalsveien. Captain Ringstad started running and I tried to follow him as best I could with my hurt leg, but they caught us."

"It’ll be your word against the gang. The police will hardly do anything when they don’t have more solid evidence. Probably, they’ll think what Otto thinks." He looked at her with unveiled skepticism.

"You have to believe me, Sir. I’m engaged and I would never do anything behind my fiancé’s back. Captain Ringstad has been so kind and helped us again and again. Ipromised my mother I’d go ask him something, and he didn’t want me walking home alone in the dark. There was nothing more to it."

"Well," he said, extending his hand, "you should both hurry into the factory. The workday’s begun."

On their way down the corridor, Elise whispered, "The Salvation Army didn’t pay for Mamma."

"I know."

Elise turned toward her in disbelief. "You do?"

Hilda nodded. "The verksmester told me when he heard why you’d slapped that Officer." She looked behind her. "I promised not to tell anyone, not even you."

"You mean…"

Hilda nodded again. "For God’s sake don’t let it slip that I said anything. Ithink he was afraid I’d caught tuberculosis." She smiled a little apologetically.

Elise didn’t say anything. She knew exactly why the verksmester didn’t want that news to leak.

So she hadn’t really had to go to Emanuel. Mamma could stay in the sanatorium with a clear conscience and they could all be happy for the help she’d been given.  The verksmester was obviously continuing his romance with Hilda, but the moment he lost interest, payments to the sanatorium would stop. That meant she should be happy every time Hilda snuck out at night, she thought with a slightly bitter taste in her mouth. Why had he picked Hilda? She wasn’t that pretty. She was cute, especially when she smiled, and she knew the art of flirtation, but otherwise she was very plain. The verksmester had money and could probably have his pick of women. Why couldn’t he find a girl from his own social class? One he could be seen with?

The foreman must have been informed they had a good reason for being late. He only nodded to them as they rushed past. Both the spinners and bobbin girls stared at them with curiosity before they had to look down at their difficult work.

Only now could Elise let her mind wander freely. She felt an odd sensation inside. She couldn’t imagine how she’d laid on top of Emanuel, pressed against his body with his coat wrapped around them both. Could you freeze to death during such a short night, with a roof over your head and walls around you? She would probably have survived just fine by sitting next to him.

That meant she certainly didn’t have to lie on top of him! Even Emanuel had reacted weirdly to that and asked her what she was doing.

Shame burned in her cheeks. She thought of the night watchman who’d found them and thought the worst. Now the rumor would spread like wildfire through the whole factory. That friend of Turd-Anders would do anything possible to fan the flames, too, maybe even bring the news to Johan in prison. She grew hot and cold just thinking about it. She felt faint, and was afraid of swooning again. She hadn’t eaten, and she’d hardly slept at all last night.

She took a deep breath and tried to focus on the work in front of her, not what had happened.  It wasn’t long, however, until the thoughts crept back into her head.

How was Emanuel? What would he tell the daughter of his landlord? Would he be in trouble over what had happened?

She shook herself and let her gaze drift upwards for a moment. Several spinners stared at her with round eyes, then looked away in a hurry. The next time she looked up, she saw Valborg gesturing and making faces at one of the other girls.

So it’s begun, she thought, already dreading the walk home.

As soon as the sound of lunch pails was heard out in the hall, she hurriedly limped away before anyone could talk to her. The weather was as clear as yesterday, but colder. She didn’t need to go home. She could have rested at the factory and had soup for lunch, but the thought of Peder and Kristian worried her. They’d surely gone to school, not daring to do anything else, but she had to make sure everything was fine. Besides, they were missing a few supplies, and she could stop at Magda’s on the corner.

Inside the store, she bumped into Evert. "Hello Evert, we missed you. Ipromised you velling that day."

He scratched his head vigorously; it was highly likely he had lice. "I weren’t allowed."

"That’s what Kristian told me. I’m going to see Hermansen and tell him I gave you that picture."

He looked at her with surprise. "Do ya dare do that?"

She nodded forcefully. "I’m going to talk to him about your education, too. It’s a crime you’re not allowed to go to school, as clever as you are.”

Evert reddened to the tips of his ears. Elise could see how happy she’d made him.  She smiled. "You study like a priest. Have you seen Peder and Kristian today?"

He nodded. "They was runnin’ ta school. They’d overslept." Evert walked to the door. "I gotta go." He pulled his cap further down on his forehead and stood a little taller as he left her.

Luckily, Elise didn’t see Fru Evertsen. She didn’t have the strength to explain why she hadn’t come home last night. She did, however, meet Fru Thoresen, who was on her way home to see Anna.

"There ya are, Elise. What ‘appened? Hilda was totally beside ‘erself, runnin’ down the stairs this mornin’."

Elise gave a short explanation of what had happened the night before, but didn’t include Emanuel in her tale.

Fru Thoresen clasped her hands together. "Sagenerampen? Ya need ta go ta the police, Elise. We can’t be ‘avin’ bandits like them tearin’ ‘round the streets."

Elise nodded and kept walking upstairs to the third floor. "Say hei to Anna for me, and tell her I’ll come see her soon. Ididn’t get a wink of sleep last night and I’ll need to go to bed early today."

Fru Thoresen shook her head without listening. "Sagenerampen…" she repeated, mumbling to herself.

The kitchen was cold; the boys hadn’t bothered to light the fire. It didn’t look like they’d eaten anything either. It seemed they’d woken in a hurry, seen what time it was, and run off. She limped into the kammers.  As she’d thought, the beds were unmade. Her eyes went to her mother’s bed. She couldn’t get used to the fact that her mother wasn’t there. She missed her. More than she thought she would. That responsibility and all these new difficulties were almost too heavy a burden to carry by herself. She wished her mother were lying in bed, so she could sit on the edge, hold her slender hand, and tell her what had happened.

Mamma would understand, she told herself. She wouldn’t doubt what I told her was the truth. She’d even be able to put herself in my shoes and let me know I did the right thing. If I hadn’t accepted Emanuel’s help, I would have frozen solid.

She started to make the beds while her thoughts whirled around her mind. She wouldn’t be able to go to the Temple after this. How would she be able to stand face-to-face with him, to meet his eyes? Even if she tried to forget what had happened, she’d still have to confront it when she met him. It would be so embarrassing for him and her both.  Completely impossible. The way they’d been discovered had ruined their friendship. They could no longer be natural with each other. Something had come between them; what they’d had was sullied.

She stopped and walked over to the window. Why am I saying this? She asked herself reproachfully. Nothing happened. We didn’t do anything wrong.

Words came flooding back to her. "It’s because I’m jealous." She’d startled and wanted to stand up from the bench, but he’d held her back. "You know I’m only kidding. Ifeel your heart beating."

"Is it beating faster than usual?" she’d asked.

"I don’t know how fast it usually beats."

"Not as fast as this!"

Her cheeks got hot. She shook the pillows in frustration, trying to get rid of the memory. It had been an extreme situation; people reacted differently than they usually did. There hadn’t been anything between them. Not in the slightest. It had just been a kind of word-game to make time pass more quickly. It meant nothing and today he was probably as ashamed as she was. If he wasn’t having a good laugh over all the stupid things she’d said, that is.

Elise finished her chores in the kammers and returned to the kitchen. She lit a fire in the stove to try penetrating the chill in the dank rooms then poured water into the pot to make velling the boys could eat when they got home from school. She sat by the kitchen table and tried to eat a little of the hot gruel herself. It felt good, and spread a kind of warmth throughout her body. Her thoughts turned to Johan and she offered a silent prayer that Turd-Anders’ friend wouldn’t spread rumors before she had a chance to speak to him herself. He’d been jealous because Emanuel had walked her home the night she’d first been to the Temple alone and he hadn’t liked hearing Emanuel had sung at her father’s funeral. If he heard she’d been walking with him again and that the gang had locked them in a shed, he’d be upset. She didn’t think he’d suspect her of any wrongdoing, but he’d be injured nonetheless.

She tried to think back to the day before. Right when they’d spotted the boys from Sagenerampen down the hill, she’d slipped and almost fallen. Emanuel had caught her arm and insisted on holding her even when she’d told him he could let go. For passers-by, it might have looked like they were walking arm-in-arm. She sighed deeply. That so little could ignite so much suspicion in others wasn’t fair. It had been so innocent, but was so easily misinterpreted.  She pulled herself up from the table. The lunch hour would be over soon, and she had to allow herself more time to walk back to the factory now that she was limping.

She’d just passed the second-floor landing when she heard Fru Evertsen’s voice from the first floor and caught her own name being mentioned. She stopped abruptly.

"That can’t be true! Elise? Who’s engaged ta Johan an’ everythin’?"

Another female voice interrupted. "I ‘eard ’im say it myself. ‘e were so shocked, poor thing.  The poor boy! ‘e always liked ‘er before, but no, ‘e won’t be ‘avin’ such a high opinion a ’er no more."

"I never ‘eard such a ting before! And Elise, who’s always been such a good kinda girl."

Elise coughed and walked deliberately down the stairs. The first floor grew silent. When she got down, the two ladies still stood there—Fru Evertsen and Fru Albertsen from the building next door. They were quiet, but their faces turned towards her and their eyes were full of greedy curiosity.

"Hallo, Fru Evertsen. God dag, Fru Albertsen." She smiled innocently and tried to contain all the anger she felt inside. "Have you heard what I had to go through last night?"

The words were obviously unexpected for Fru Evertsen. She’d counted on Elise shamefully trying to walk past. "Go through, ya say?"

Elise nodded. "I promised Mamma to get a message to one of the Salvation Army Officers last night. Suddenly, the Sagenerampen boys showed up. They hit us, and locked us in the shed at the factory. We almost froze. Iwas so afraid we wouldn’t make it through the night."

Fru Evertsen rolled her eyes. "Sagenerampen? Jøssenavn! For Christsakes!"

“Be careful when you go out. They may be on the rampage still."

She tilted her head as a farewell then hurried out the door and up the hill as fast she could with her bad leg. She probably hadn’t quite convinced them, but maybe she’d made them unsure. On the other hand, it was obvious Fru Albertsen had gotten the story from the night watchman himself. How could she possibly explain lying on top of Emanuel?

Herregud! Dear God, she moaned to herself. All of Sagene will be talking about us.
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