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1
Borgholm, Sweden, 1877

T

he last of the lingering summer of 1877 hung across the
landscape like a well remembered echo of countless other
summers: warm, and comfortable and familiar. The trees were
still green: clusters of fluttering leaves with patches of blue
between, and the morning air was heavy with the scents of dried
hay and spent heather. But the boy following the road through
the grove of Spruce and Aspen trees took no time to look about.
He was pre-occupied with thoughts which had disturbed and
tormented him for weeks. He left the trees and emerged into
the morning sunlight where the road wound itself lazily around
a field of barley. A light breeze moved across the expanse of
tall yellow grain, leaving a pale wake in its passing, like velvet
caressed by airy hands. The boy though, saw nothing except the
brown gravel at his feet, and the odd stone he kicked aside as
he walked.
He was a nice looking boy: fair skin and fine blonde hair.
His was a farm boy’s face: blue eyes, ruddy cheeks: a face like a
thousand other farm boys, walking the country roads of Sweden.
For the past nine years he had walked this road twice a day, and
today would be the last time. He knew every bump and hollow, every rock and tree along this road, and now as he trudged
its familiar length he thought ahead with anticipation. When
today’s lessons were finished, he’d pack up his belongings, his
books, his wood-working tools–and the trinket box. He smiled.
The thought of the trinket box filled him with warm pleasure. He
was impatient to take it home and give it to Ma. See Ma? Look
what I’ve made for you, and he’d watch her glow of joy and pride
as she examined it. No doubt she would remark on the beauty
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of the filigree design, and the excellence of the work. The old
disguised cigar box would be thrown away at last, and replaced
on her dressing table by his beautiful trinket box.
After today he’d be able to make many more things for
her—try and inject a little beauty and comfort into her drab life
of drudgery. All the anxiety and uncertainty of the past weeks
returned. The warm feeling left him. His father had arranged
something he knew, but what? Stay at home and work the farm
with Ma? Surely that was it. Surely his father could see how
much she needed help. The thought only comforted him briefly.
Soon the worry and doubt were back, gnawing at his stomach
like hungry worms as he grappled with his fears. What if . . . ?
The dreaded thought clamoured to be acknowledged. What if he
planned to make his son a tailor’s apprentice?
Oh how he hated tailoring. The years he’d spent struggling
with the detested work, when his fingers had been barely big
enough to hold the needle, or manipulate the scissors. But Ma
had been powerless to prevent it and Pa had insisted. Boys who
tried became men who succeeded, and what was a little hard
work now, if it meant security and prosperity for the future.
Wasn’t that right, Hilda? So the child was forced to sit on a high
stool and learn to hem and tack and buttonhole, and he grew to
hate the sight of his father’s tools of trade: the tailor’s chalk, the
tape-measure, and the spools of thread. Security and prosperity
were the furthest things from his mind when he was imprisoned
in the Borgholm tailor shop on those irksome Saturday mornings. With the sunlight streaming through the cracks in the blind,
and the sounds of his school mates shouting and laughing their
way along the cobblestones outside, it was almost more than a
boy could bear. But now . . . well, perhaps he would be done
with it forever.
He rounded a bend in the road, trudged past Mr. Brecht’s
windmill, and the school house came into view. There was Mr.
Olaf standing by the door as the pupils filed inside. He broke
into a run: he mustn’t be late: not on his last day. He reached
the steps just as the last pupil disappeared inside, nodded in
response to Mr. Olaf’s “Good morning Lars,” and sank behind
2
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his desk, hot and out of breath. He delved in his satchel for his
arithmetic book and his slate. He lifted the lid of his desk to find
chalk, and saw the trinket box, nestled in a corner. The arithmetic lesson was already in progress, but he took the trinket box
and set it on top of the desk. Dimly in his mind he could hear
Mr. Olaf ’s voice: “The square root of a given number is found
by . . .” Lars’ eyes were on the trinket box, admiring the green
satin he’d used to line the box, and congratulating himself for
being capable of such craftsmanship.
“Lars, would you please come out and show the class how
to find the square root of this number?” His face reddened with
embarrassment as he made his way to the blackboard. He had
no idea how to begin. He made the square root sign around the
number then stood glumly staring at the blackboard, the chalk
growing clammy in his sweaty hand. He waited. Mr. Olaf could
be very patient at such times. The silence began to be punctuated by whispers and sniggers as the class grew restless. At last
he began to make an effort.
“No, no Lars.—I can see that you haven’t been paying
attention.” The classroom erupted in laughter. “Never mind—
your last day, isn’t it? If you haven’t learned square root by
now . . . oh well, go back to your seat.”
Lars was so anxious to regain his desk—his refuge from the
sea of derisive faces, that he didn’t see the foot slyly held out in
front of him. He tripped, and as he fell he made a grab for his
desk in an attempt to save himself. The beautiful little trinket
box was sent hurtling to the floor. Immediately he was on his
knees, but his precious work of art, his exquisite, fragile trinket box, was broken and splintered. Tears of anger and distress
blurred his eyes as he gathered up the pieces and turned them
over in his hands. One side hung, dangling grotesquely, turning
in a slow, mocking spiral at the end of the green satin.
***
When school was over, and all the boys and girls spilled down
the school-house steps, Lars was still in the classroom gathering
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up his belongings. Mr. Olaf rose from his desk on the raised
dais and walked slowly to where Lars sat clumsily wrapping the
pieces of the broken trinket box in two sheets of newspaper.
“Here, Lars,” he said, and handed him a brown paper bag.
“You don’t want to lose any of the pieces.” He patted the boy’s
thin shoulder. “It was a terrible thing to happen, but I feel sure
you’ll be able to mend it, with glue and a little patience.”
Lars looked up at his teacher. The bald head and the great
bushy moustache always put him in mind of a large, friendly
walrus with spectacles.
“Look . . . here,” said Mr. Olaf. “I went home at recess and
brought this back for you from my own workshop.” He handed
the boy a small bottle. “It’s a very good glue. It takes a long time
to set but once it has dried nothing can pull it apart. Now—”
he picked up two pieces of the broken box,“if you clamp these
together carefully, when it dries no-one will ever know that it
was broken. See how the edges of the carving fit so neatly into
one another?” He looked down at his pupil to convince himself
that the other was actually listening. “Don’t be discouraged lad.
I know you are bitterly disappointed, but you can still make the
pieces into a reality, and let this be a lesson to you.”
He took Lars squarely by the shoulders, “today you are
leaving us—to go, who knows where: perhaps to accomplish
great things . . .” He took a little gasp of a breath, and continued speaking very softly with a confidential tone, as though
imparting a secret. “If you will remember nothing else of what
you have learned in our little school, remember what you have
learned today. In the years that lie ahead of you, greater troubles
and disappointments than this will come to you, and if you can
learn to pick up the pieces and start again, you will have learned
one of the greatest lessons that life can teach. Courage lad: courage to start again!”
He smiled into the stricken eyes, and squeezed the narrow
shoulders between his hands. “I hope things will go well with
you Lars,” then, as though he’d just remembered, “it’s your birthday tomorrow, is it not?”
“Yes sir.”
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“And what wonderful age have you arrived at?”
“Fourteen years sir.”
“Fourteen! A wonderful age indeed! I hope you have a very
happy birthday tomorrow, and I wish you good luck in whatever
the future holds for you.” He held out his large paw of a hand,
and Lars solemnly shook it.
“Goodbye Lars.”
“Goodbye sir, and thank you.”
Mr. Olaf walked back to his desk, and Lars resumed the task
of buckling his satchel, and gathering up the paper bag full of
glue and disappointment. Heading for the door, he paused. One
brief glance took in the somber walls, the high windows, the
ink-stained floor, even the dusty smell he’d become so accustomed to. He was vaguely surprised that this final glance failed
to engender the expected feelings of joy, but the thought was
fleeting. He had something else on his mind.
He left the classroom and went in search of Gustav Nicholson, the boy who’d tripped him.
Later, as he trudged along the uneven road towards home,
he savored the memory of the satisfying crunch when he’d hit
Gustav. It wasn’t just a matter of taking revenge, it was the sense
of appreciation he felt for having righted a wrong. Gustav had
always been a bully, and it seemed appropriate to Lars that today
had been the day in which he knew that he’d turned some kind
of corner, or started out on some new hidden path. He smiled,
just for a moment, and then he glanced dejectedly at the brown
paper bag.
Hitting Gustav had not made up for the broken trinket box,
but it certainly made him feel better, and since he bore no marks
of battle, he wouldn’t have to make any explanation to his father.
His father! The very thought of the man was enough to make
him forget everything except that all important question. Now
it returned to torment him again. His nerves were raw. He was
impatient to the point of distraction, and this made the road seem
so much longer than usual. Perhaps tonight Pa would finally
disclose his plans. Lars had heard that Mr. Lagerbring, Borgholm’s carpenter, was looking for an apprentice. Also, Eric, the
5
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Butcher’s boy had left Borgholm and gone to live in Stockholm,
so no doubt there was a vacancy there. Lars’ thoughts were running on wildly. It would be nice to learn carpentry, but butchery . . . ugh! Come what may, though, Lars knew that whatever
his father decided would be the end of the matter. There would
be no appeal. Lars Larsson the elder was well-known not only
for discipline but also for inflexibility.
The road now wound itself to the top of a hill. The boy
always paused when he reached the summit because this was a
view that never failed to delight him. Spread out below lay the
whole bay of Borgholm. The headlands on either side were distant: sometimes shrouded in haze, or early morning mist. This
afternoon they were sharp and clear: the lighthouse was shining
in pristine whiteness against the backdrop of deep blue, with the
reeling gulls, and the fishermen’s cottages clustered along the
shore. He could even see the small fishing boats, and the fishing
nets hanging up to dry.
The sight that really enthralled him though, was on the near
side of the bay: the quay where the sailing ships were berthed.
Such a tiny port didn’t often have more than one or two ships
in at a time, but today there were four: two schooners, a ketch,
and a smart looking brigantine. To Lars’ eyes they were beautiful indeed. One of the schooners had her spars swarming with
seamen. She was making ready to leave port on the evening tide.
The boy’s eyes shone with appreciation at the sight of the activity, and the excitement it aroused in him. Ever since he’d been
old enough to walk to school alone, the sights and sounds of the
bay had held a fascination for him: the salty air, the lapping of
the water against the stone piers, the rocking, bobbing motion
of the small boats.
Sometimes he would have the good fortune to be sent into
the village alone (not often enough), and he would stay just a
little longer down at the quay, leaning, chin in hands, on an
old mooring pawl, its ancient wood polished smooth from the
running ropes of many years. He would gaze at the ships and
watch the comings and goings up and down the gangways. He
loved the way the ropes would dip into the water and then, as
6
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the ship moved away from the quay, rise again, leaving little
ripples under a trail of drops. They would rise a few inches, and
then slowly fall to slip silently under the green water. Mostly he
loved the sense of adventure that seemed to be in the very air all
around a ship, and the smell of faraway places. He’d watch the
sailors with a mixture of admiration and envy: those privileged
mortals who actually knew how to sail those wonderful ships,
and an unidentified longing would surge upwards causing him to
breathe a little faster, as though something wonderful was about
to happen at the very next moment.
With a sigh he turned from the view and followed the road
as it led down the side of the hill, meandered in a path more or
less parallel with the shore of the bay, then turned sharply inland
once more, through a small wood of Spruce and Aspen and at
length opened onto a clearing on which stood his home. She
was in the potato field when he rounded the bend. Pa must not
be home yet, and she was outside later than usual. He hurried
to help her as she struggled with a basket of muddy potatoes,
and they walked to the house carrying the basket between them.
“What’s in the paper bag?” she asked.
“Oh, not much,” he hedged, “just some wood-working stuff
and some glue.”
The Larsson farm was as austere and unembellished as it
could be. “Economy of beauty makes for economy of labor,” was
one of the little tailor’s favorite catch-phrases, and the place had
a bleak and uninviting look about it. There was no flower garden
around the house: it stood squarely in the middle of the field with
its wilted, yellowing potato crop. The house was unpainted, grey
with age, and with a roof of unpainted wooden shingles. Behind
the house was a small vegetable patch, and a barn, the same drab
color as the house. The plough horse was hanging his head over
the barn door as they approached the house.
“Nobby looks a bit tired,” said Lars.
“We’re all tired” said his mother.
Yes, thought Lars, “you certainly look tired,” and his tender
heart yearned to be able to ease her burdens, and add joy to her
joyless life.
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She was not a pretty woman. She was small and a little bent
from too many long hours, and too much hard work. Her dark
hair was parted in the middle and drawn back severely in the
fashion of the day. Hardly becoming, but then no decent married woman would entertain the idea of curls. Her face usually
appeared gaunt and her eyes sunken—except when she looked
at her son. Then the smile of love and pride would transform her
unlovely face with a softness and warmth that was astounding,
and Lars responded to that warmth as one does when there’s not
much else to cling to. He hoped with all his heart that his future
was to be to help her with the farm.
They reached the house where a little brass bell hung by
the door, incongruously charming in its unlovely surroundings.
It glinted in the afternoon sunshine and tinkled softly in the
breeze. It was the only ornament to be seen. Lars kept it shining
bright because he knew his mother loved it. He hit it with his
forefinger and set it jingling merrily, then they slipped into their
house shoes and left the muddy ones on the step. “I’ll clean these
for you Ma,” he said. She smiled her thanks and without a word
went into the kitchen to set the pump going, and began washing
the soil from her hands. Only one moment more to change the
muddy apron and she was again at work with the dinner.
The kitchen smelled delightful, and to Lars’ nostrils came
the wonderful smells of some of his very favorite foods: meat
balls and potatoes, and aromatic baked apples with creamy
sweet sauce. His mouth watered to taste them, but just then he
heard a sound which drove thoughts of food from his mind: his
father’s foot-fall on the doorstep. He was earlier than usual, and
the muddy boots were still outside waiting to be cleaned. Immediately both Lars and his mother became tense, and glanced
nervously at one another.
Lars Larsson the elder entered as always: brusquely and
impersonally. A small man, he made up for his lack of stature
with a sternness and severity that kept his wife and son in a
constant state of nervous apprehension. His hair was light brown
and straight. He wore no moustache. The only adornment he
allowed himself was a pair of long side levers, which reached
8
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down low on either side of his face. He gave no word of greeting
to either his wife or his son, but nodded his head to acknowledge
their presence.
His next ritual was to move his gaze slowly around the large
kitchen, at the spotless floor, at the table already set for the
evening meal with bright, fresh linen, and cutlery and crockery
sparkling in its cleanliness. His eyes rested on the basket of
dirty potatoes on the floor by the work table. Some crumbs of
earth had fallen onto the floor, and his cold gaze rebuked her
for not having washed them outside before bringing them into
the house. He had already noticed the shoes on the step and as
soon as he mentioned the fact Lars scuttled outside to take care
of them.
The aggrieved little man now gave his attention to the delicious aromas of the cooking meal. He crossed the room to the
stove and began lifting lids from saucepans, and peering at their
contents, while his wife stood by, nervously adjusting a stray
wisp of hair. “Hilda, why are we allowing ourselves such extravagance tonight?” The question was accompanied by the slap of
a saucepan lid as he turned and accused her with his frown. Her
answering look said only too eloquently what was in her heart.
It was a pleading look, a look which begged that he not deny her
the chance to give her boy an enjoyable meal on this night. But
the words which came haltingly were, “I thought—well, since it
is the boy’s last night in our home—I just wanted to . . .”
He interrupted her. “I know the sentiments you are trying to
express, but I really feel the extremes to which you have gone
are quite unnecessary. I cannot see the justification for such
indulgence, and how will you compensate for the expense?”
She looked at the stove, then at her hands and then through
the window, unable to think what to say to him, so he snorted
impatiently a few words about “coddling the boy,” and went to
sit in his easy chair, unfolding the village newspaper with an
angry snap to signal the conversation at an end, and Hilda knew
that she must not interrupt him until the meal was ready.
Dinners at the Larsson household were always a somber
affair, but Hilda tried to make this one different. Lars sensed that
9
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there was something special about it, but he was too busy being
a normal boy—enjoying all that wonderful food—to pay much
attention to atmosphere. The events of the evening: his father’s
early arrival, the subsequent bustle to complete the unfinished
tasks, and the extra special dinner, had all combined to keep him
busy: so busy that he had not given a thought to the thing that
had been uppermost in his mind for weeks. As soon as the meal
was finished, however, it was brought back to his remembrance
with a sudden jolt when his father, pushing his chair back from
the table, abruptly stood up and said, “Lars, I wish to speak to
you. Come into the parlor, please.”
Lars sucked in his breath. The time was suddenly upon him,
but paradoxically, he wanted to run away. He willed his legs to
carry him to the parlor, and this they did, close behind those of
his father. He almost stopped breathing as he watched his parent
bend over the oil lamp to light it. The sudden flare illuminated
the room into which Lars had entered only a few times in his
life. The glow from the lamp also revealed a look of firm determination on his father’s face. Lars abandoned himself to his fate.
“Sit down my boy.” said the man.
Lars obeyed without a word, and sat with his two clenched
hands shoved between his knees.
“Tomorrow you will be fourteen—time to begin making
your way in the world.”
“Yes sir,” said Lars.
“As you will probably not be surprised to learn, for several
months now I have been very busy making suitable arrangements
for you, and tomorrow my plans will begin to be put into effect.”
“Tomorrow?” echoed Lars.
“Yes. There’s no time to be wasted. I have created an excellent
opportunity for you, and tomorrow you will sail for Stockholm.”
“Stockholm!” Lars was astonished.
“Mr. Svenson, a man of very high reputation in Stockholm
has agreed to take you on as his apprentice.” He poked his
thumbs into his waist-coat pockets, and rocked back on his
heels, the essence of a man completely in charge of the situation.
“I realized quite some time ago that I was having little, if any
10
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success in teaching you anything of consequence, and certain of
my acquaintances have advised me that a boy will learn much
more willingly from a stranger than he will from his own father,
and therefore, it is all arranged. You will become Mr. Svenson’s
apprentice as from the day after you arrive in Stockholm.” He
took a handkerchief from his pocket and loudly blew his nose.
“The voyage to Stockholm is only a matter of twenty four hours,
or so.”
Lars had never been to Stockholm, and at first, the idea of
traveling by sea—in a ship, to an exciting big city, made it quite
difficult to concentrate on the rest of what his father was saying,
but as the older man went on, a little understanding of what was
being said gradually began to filter through, until finally, with a
sickening impact, Lars realized the unpleasant truth. The panic
began to rise, constricting his throat, and he felt nauseated, but
he forced his voice to remain steady as he asked, “What business
is Mr. Svenson in, Pa?”
“Why, he has a fine tailoring establishment, surely you knew.”
Lars didn’t answer immediately. His tongue had gone dry. At
length he said hoarsely, “Yes Pa, I suppose I did know.”
All at once he realized that this was indeed the truth. Despite
his fears, and his hopes: despite his suspicions and his inclinations, he was now ready to acknowledge the fact. Deep down he
had known all along about the arrangements which were being
made without his approval or consent, and he remembered the
visitor who’d come last week, asking him so many questions and
seemingly so interested in him. Svenson! That’s right! His name
was Svenson, and Lars hadn’t liked the look of him. He stared
with stricken eyes towards the window. In the back of his mind
he knew his father was still talking, but the words were lost to
him. He noticed dully how the wind was whipping a small dead
tree outside. The twigs were tap-tapping against the glass, and
he thought it was such a sad, lonely sound.
His first feelings were of helpless despair. He stared at the
tapping dry twigs, and then a hot anger began to well up inside
him: wave after wave of outraged indignation. He felt keenly
the injustice of his situation. Somehow he was certain that Pa
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was fully aware of his loathing of anything to do with tailoring,
just as he was equally aware of his love of the farm. Despite
his youth he was good at farming, and surely this man standing implacably before him must realize how much his mother
needed help. Instead of allowing him to give her that help, he
was sending him far away, and forcing him into a hateful existence which may well be for the rest of his life. He was aware
that his face had flushed with anger. His head began to throb.
Slowly he turned his gaze away from the window and stared at
the points of light at the tips of his father’s polished boots. Not
once did their eyes meet. His hands, still held between his knees,
began to ache, so he dropped them down to hang limply by his
sides. The anger gave way to a kind of numbness, and he forced
himself to listen to the words being spoken.
“You will find that your mother has already packed a valise
for you, and you must rise very early in the morning so that you
may have time to walk into the village before nine o’clock, and
be in time to board the ship.”
“Yes Pa,” said Lars.
“Captain Nilson has impressed upon me the importance
of your arriving at nine o’clock sharp, as he wants to clear the
harbor soon after.”
“Yes Pa.”
“The name of the ship is the Irish Lady, and she is lying at
anchor in the bay at this very moment. Your passage has already
been paid, and I want you to be sure . . .”
His voice droned on with many and varied instructions as to
how Lars was to behave aboard ship, how he was to greet Mr.
Svenson at the quay in Stockholm, and what was expected of
him in his intended association with that gentleman. Lars heard
only a little here and there. The lump in his throat was growing
larger, and try as he might to prevent them, there were wretched
tears welling up, which he hoped with all his heart his father
would not notice. Finally the interview came to a merciful end,
and on being dismissed Lars began to leave the room when his
father called him back. “It’s your birthday tomorrow,” he said, as
if it was an afterthought. “I have a gift for you.”
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Lars took the slim package proffered, and opened it. It was
a pair of tailor’s scissors.
“As an apprentice you will be expected to have your own,
you know,” said the man. Lars looked up at his father with brimming eyes. “Thank you Pa,” he whispered, and turned and ran
from the room.
***
It was very early in the morning. One or two stars still glimmered in a silver sheen sky, and on the eastern rim of the horizon
a creamy white glow was slowly suffusing upwards, until a row
of Aspen trees was sharply silhouetted against the brightening
horizon. Lars had flung himself onto the bed the night before,
too full of misery to even undress. He had lain there, sobbing
until the cold night air had forced him to crawl into bed, where
he remained awake for a long time, staring at the ceiling. The
moon rose and shone into his room with cold, unfeeling indifference until finally he slept.
He woke with the still, cold feel of morning to find his
mother in the room. She was already dressed, and stood before
the bureau, arranging things in the valise lying there. He didn’t
speak immediately, but continued to lie there with half open eyes
observing her. She was moving silently; sadness draped across
her head and stooped shoulders as though she already grieved.
“Ma! Is it time to get up? It seems so early.”
She turned in surprise. “Yes dear, it is early. I didn’t mean
to wake you, but there were some things I wanted to do for you,
and there’s not much time.” She came to the bed and sat down
beside him. “Are you very unhappy, Lars?”
He pressed his lips together. They felt stiff, and his eyes,
as he forced them to open wider, were sore and scratchy. He
shrugged, as though completely disinterested in the whole affair.
“I suppose it’s what I expected all along,” he said, “but somehow
I had hoped that Pa would . . .”
“Don’t fret son. You’ll probably find things much better than
you expect, and Stockholm is such a fine big city.”
13
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“Have you been there, Ma?”
“Once—when I was a girl.” Her eyes wandered through the
window to the now rosy skyline. The stars had died, and the
birds had begun twittering in the bushes outside, but Hilda Larsson neither saw nor heard them. She was in Stockholm, and she
was a girl again.
With an effort she brought herself back to the present. She
had bought new clothes for him, and now she unfolded them and
displayed them, one garment at a time. It was obvious to her that
he was pleased, but he scolded her about the expense. “They’re
wonderful, and I’ll be proud to wear them, but you can’t afford
such expensive things.” He knew without asking that they would
not have come from his father’s tailor shop. She put one finger
on his lips and smiled at his earnest concern. “Who will fret
about me when you’ve gone?” she asked softly. Then, so he
wouldn’t worry, “I sold a few extra eggs in the village, and did
some sewing for that nice Mrs. Jorgenson who runs the pastry
shop. So, you see, there’s nothing to fret about, is there?”
While she was speaking she refolded her gifts and packed
them into the valise. But the time had passed too quickly, and
Hilda was bravely trying not to seem too unhappy, for Lars’
sake. He’s miserable enough, she thought, without making him
worry about me as well. The sun had risen, and crept over the
window sill. It shone unconcernedly into the room, denying
the unhappiness there. “There’s still a lot to be done,” she said.
“Bathe and dress and come into the kitchen for your breakfast.
We’ll have leftovers from last night, eh?” She squeezed his hand
and smiled in an effort to cheer him up, then left abruptly. The
rest of the morning passed all too quickly. Lars Larsson the elder
left for his tailor shop at the usual time. His goodbye to his son
was obviously a duty he had not looked forward to. He shook
hands awkwardly and made a speech about future prospects for
boys who were willing to work hard, but when he came to the
final “goodbye and good luck,” he was clearly embarrassed by
this intimate exchange, and his eyes were as cold, and restless
as the blue sea that surrounded their island. He nodded curtly to
his wife, and was gone.
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Lars stood at the window for a little while, watching the
man’s figure growing smaller as it made its way through the
potato field, and disappeared into the woods beyond. As the boy
stood there watching, he seemed, as his mother observed him,
quite calm, but there was a burning, a gnawing sensation in his
throat. His arms, held at his sides, ended in clenched fists, and
it was at this moment that he began to believe that he hated his
father. There was nothing new about it. He now acknowledged
that he had always felt anger against this man. The only new
thing was the giving vent to it—the recognition of it for what it
was. And yet, and yet—why did his heart feel as though it was
bleeding; as though it was filled with broken glass?
“Lars dear, it’s getting late. Come and sit by me.” Her words
broke in upon his anger, and he needed a moment or two of
concentrated effort before he could turn from the window and
smile at her. “You must write to me often my dear,” she said.
“Oh, I shall miss you so much.” She bit her lower lip, and took
both his hands as he sat beside her. “Of course you will come
home at Christmas and Easter, and tell us all about the things
you have done in Stockholm, yes?” She smoothed the hair from
his forehead. “And you will be a good boy and work hard for
Mr. Svenson, won’t you?”
He nodded, and once more felt the constriction of throat
muscles, but this time from a very different cause. “Thank you
for the fine things you bought me Ma, but . . .” a frown creased
his forehead, “I have nothing to give you. No keepsake.”
For the first time since he’d come home the day before
he remembered the broken trinket box, and he wasted a few
moments wishing he’d punched Gustav more than just once. “I
did have something,” he said, “but it got broken.” He fished out
the brown paper bag from behind the cushion where he’d hidden it the evening before, when they’d been startled by the early
arrival of his father. As he spilled its contents onto the divan
between them he began explaining how he had planned to mend
it with the glue Mr. Olaf had given him. “There’s no time now,”
he said unhappily, “and I haven’t anything to give you before I
go away.”
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“But this is beautiful!” cried his mother, eyes shining, lips
smiling in real delight. “ nd to think you made it yourself! Oh
Lars, you’re so clever.” She gathered the pieces up and held
them against her. “You couldn’t have given me anything that I
would treasure more than this. I’ll just give it to Mr. Lagerbring.
e’ll put it back, just the way it was, and I’ll keep it always.
Oh, I’m so proud of you, Lars.” er pleasure and pride glowed
so richly around her that Lars even began to feel a little of it
himself. e looked at the carved pieces of the trinket box. Yes,
it was well made, and when mended would be quite presentable.
e was glad he’d shown it to her.
But the hands of the old kitchen clock would wait no longer,
and their insistent ticking told him that the time had come for
him to go. he trinket box was put aside: his valise carried to
the door, and a last hug given. She stood in the doorway, waving
to him: fighting back the tears, and as he walked away through
the yellowing field, the little brass bell beside the door tinkled a
brave farewell.
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