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Long before Lars became a famous name in the shiny design magazines of Denmark, he was just a lonely young man with a dream and a pile of rough wood.

His workshop was not a massive glass building in the center of Copenhagen. It was an old, broken garage at the very end of a dark, quiet street near the harbor. The walls of the garage were made of thin grey metal that shook whenever a heavy truck drove past. The roof had three large holes in it. When the cold autumn rain fell over the city, Lars had to place dirty plastic buckets on the floor to catch the dripping water.

Lars was entirely poor, but he had a very rich heart. He was a kind man, the sort of person who could not walk past a sad stranger without offering a warm smile. He did not have much food, but if a hungry stray cat walked into his garage, Lars would gladly share his small piece of fish. The local neighbors loved him because he never said no to anyone. If an old woman had a broken kitchen chair, Lars would fix it for her immediately, refusing to take a single coin for his labor.

"Your kindness will not pay your rent, Lars," the old bakery owner down the street used to tell him, shaking his head.

Lars would just smile his gentle, humble smile. "The wood keeps me warm, sir. And helping people makes the room feel less cold."

Lars loved the wood. To him, every piece of oak, pine, and birch had a secret voice. He would spend hours sitting on an old crate, running his large, rough fingers over the rough bark. He loved taking a piece of timber that looked ugly and dirty to everyone else, and sanding it down until the beautiful, hidden patterns appeared. He worked from early morning until late at night, his hands always covered in fine brown sawdust and sticky yellow glue. He had zero modern machines. He only had a few old hand saws, a rusty hammer, and a collection of sharp metal chisels that had belonged to his grandfather.

He slept in a tiny room behind the garage. His bed was just a thin mattress on the hard floor, covered in three heavy wool blankets to keep out the freezing night wind. He did not have a proper kitchen. He boiled his water on a small gas stove and ate simple meals of dry bread and hot potato soup. Yet, as he lay awake at night listening to the sound of the ocean waves, Lars felt a quiet hope in his chest. He believed that if he worked hard enough, and if he stayed honest, his life would eventually become beautiful.

Then, on a windy afternoon in October, Freja walked into his garage.

The Beautiful Illusion

Freja did not come to buy furniture. She had been walking down the street when a sudden, heavy rainstorm began. Seeking shelter from the cold water, she pushed open the creaking metal door of Lars's garage and stepped inside.

Lars was standing over a large piece of pine, his shirt sleeves rolled up, his arms covered in dust. When he looked up and saw her, he froze completely. His hammer slipped from his fingers, hitting the floor with a loud clang. He thought she was the most stunning person in the entire city.

Freja had long, perfect blonde hair that looked like spun silk, even when it was wet from the rain. Her blue eyes were bright and sharp, and she wore a beautiful, expensive blue coat with shining silver buttons. She looked like she belonged in a wealthy palace, completely out of place in his dirty, dusty garage.

"Oh," Freja said, looking around the messy room with a small frown. She picked up her skirt so it would not touch the dirty floor. "It is quite filthy in here. But I need to stay until the rain stops."

Lars quickly wiped his dusty hands on his trousers and rushed over to her. He picked up his only clean wooden stool and placed it gently behind her.

"Please, sit down," Lars said, his voice soft and deeply polite. "It is not very comfortable, but it is dry. I can make you a hot cup of tea if you are cold."

Freja looked at the simple wooden stool, then looked at Lars. She saw his kind, handsome face and the gentle expression in his eyes. She smiled a slow, secretive smile. Freja was a woman who loved attention more than anything else. She loved knowing that men found her beautiful, and she could see the absolute adoration in Lars's eyes.

"Thank you," she said, sitting down gracefully. "You are very sweet."

They talked for an hour while the rain poured outside. Lars told her about his love for furniture design, his voice full of passion as he explained how he wanted to make pieces that would last for a hundred years. Freja listened, but she did not really care about the wood. She talked about herself. She talked about the expensive parties she attended, the wealthy men who bought her flowers, and her desire to live a life of pure luxury.

Lars was too innocent to see her shallow nature. He was completely blinded by her beauty. He thought she was a delicate flower that needed to be protected. By the time the rain stopped and the sun came out, Lars was entirely, completely in love.

The Golden Chains

Over the next few months, Lars did everything he could to win Freja's heart. He started spending his tiny amount of savings to buy her small gifts. He would skip his evening meals for three days just to afford a single, beautiful red rose from the city market. He walked miles in the freezing cold to deliver the flowers to her apartment building.

Freja accepted his gifts and his attention, but she always treated him like an embarrassing secret. She never allowed him to meet her wealthy friends. When they walked together through the city streets, she made him walk a few steps behind her so people would not think they were together. She hated his rough, scarred hands and his simple clothes.

"Lars, you smell like old paint," she would say, stepping away from him with a look of disgust. "Can you not buy a proper suit? My friends laugh when they see me talking to a manual worker."

"I am saving my money to buy better tools, Freja," Lars explained gently, his heart hurting a little bit at her sharp words. "Once I have better tools, I can build finer furniture and sell it for a higher price. Then I can buy a beautiful suit."

"Tools?" Freja laughed cruelly. "Tools will not make you rich, Lars. You live in a garbage bin. A woman like me needs a man who can take her to expensive restaurants, not a man who offers her a seat on a dusty wooden stool."

Instead of getting angry, Lars only felt a deep sense of failure. He believed that Freja was right. He thought he was simply not good enough for her yet. He decided he must work harder. He began to sleep only four hours a night. He worked under the dim light of a single, buzzing bulb until his arms ached and his fingers bled from the sharp wood splinters. He poured all his energy, his hope, and his love into his creations, hoping that one day he would make something so beautiful that Freja would finally look at him with real pride.

But no matter how hard he worked, the store owners in Copenhagen refused to buy his furniture. They told him his chairs were too simple, that people wanted modern furniture made of plastic and metal, not heavy oak and pine. His pockets remained completely empty, and his garage grew colder as the heavy winter arrived.

The Plan for the Necklace

By December, Lars was desperate. He could see Freja slipping away from him. She was spending more and more time with a rich businessman who drove a shiny car and bought her expensive gold jewelry. Lars knew he had zero chance of competing with that man's money. He needed to show Freja that his love was deeper and more valuable than any gold coin.

He decided to make her a gift that money could never buy.

He went to a large wood market near the docks. He spent his very last coins to buy a small, rare block of dark cherry wood. The wood was beautiful, with a deep red color that reminded him of Freja’s favorite winter coats.

Lars sat by his small gas stove, holding the block of wood in his rough hands. He took his sharpest chisel and began to carve. He did not look at any drawings; he drew the design straight from his own heart. He decided to make a delicate necklace. He carved tiny, perfect leaves that locked together like a real branch of a tree. He worked on it every single night for a full month. He sanded the wood with the finest paper until it felt as smooth as silk. He polished it with natural oils until the deep red color shone like a warm fire.

It was the most beautiful creation he had ever made. It held all his hope, all his dreams, and his pure belief in a future with Freja.

On the day before the winter solstice, the sky over Copenhagen turned a dark, heavy grey. The first true winter storm was arriving, and the temperature dropped below freezing. Lars carefully placed the delicate wooden necklace into a small box he had made. He put on his only clean jacket, his heart pounding hard against his ribs.

He called Freja from a public telephone. "Freja, please meet me tonight," he begged softly. "I have made something for you. A special gift to show you my love."

Freja sighed loudly over the phone. "Lars, I am having dinner with my friends at a highly expensive restaurant tonight. I do not have time for your silly games."

"Just five minutes," Lars pleaded. "I will wait for you outside the restaurant. Please."

"Fine," she snapped coldly. "But do not come inside. You will embarrass me in front of the wealthy guests."

Lars hung up the phone. He adjusted his jacket and stepped out of the warm phone booth into the freezing night. The white snow was just beginning to fall, covering the dark streets in a cold, silent blanket. Lars reached into his pocket and touched the small wooden box. He felt a sudden wave of warmth, believing with all his innocent heart that tonight, everything would change. He walked out into the cold wind, moving toward the bright lights of the city center, completely unaware that his heart was about to be broken into pieces.
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