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    Dedicated to the unheard ones who made this possible.

      

    

About Time and Society

The events unfold between the late eighteenth century and the middle of the twentieth.

Across these centuries, Sweden transforms from rural farmland to an industrial nation.
The allotment system still governs the life of the crofters, the church shapes the rhythm of the year, and women’s larbour sustains both homes and farms.

With industrialization come trade unions, popular education, and the idea of shared social responsibility.
The families in this novel follow that movement - from soil to word.

Family Line

Arna – Nils – Ola – Nils – Boel – Per – Bolla – Sven –
Elice – Gustav – Astrid – Elisabeth – Jöns – Berta – Elna – Hilma – Fritz – Bengt – Anders...

Terms and Expressions

Crofter (Torpare) - a smallholder who farmed a rented plot of land in return for larbour on the landowner’s estate.

Allotment System (Indelningsverket) - a Swedish military organization in which farmers maintained soldiers by granting them a cottage and farmland.

Estate Labourer (Statare) - an agricultural worker employed year-round on large estates, usually paid in food, lodging, and goods instead of money.

Popular Education (Folkbildning) - the workers’ movement for adult learning and literacy.

People’s Church (Folkkyrka) - the reformed Church of Sweden in the nineteenth century, open to all citizens rather than a privileged clergy.

Feet in the soil. The soil holds us.

It is strength. It is bondage.
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Foreword
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This book is written out of traces - in church records, in hands, in soil.
Names that became lives, lives that turned into seasons.
I have followed them backward in order to move forward - not to measure blood,
but to understand how a home is built, lost, and built again.

It is a weave of mothers and sons, of stone and bread,
of roads between Blekinge and Skåne.

The rest, the text must tell itself.
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Introduction
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We do not begin at the beginning - for no one knows where that lies.
We begin where memory still carries - in words retold,
in songs that were never written down,
in the names that have outlived those who bore them.

This is the story of a family that did not merely survive its time - but helped to shape it.
Of women and men who worked, loved, and lost,
yet always went on.

They were no heroes - only people who held fast to something greater than themselves:
the soil, the bond, the belief in work and in dignity.

Through centuries of cold, hunger, wandering, and change, they moved from soil to word,
from hand to thought.

Each generation carried something forward -
a word, a habit, a way of seeing the world.

And in the stories that remained - that is where we begin.

Contents

Act I – The Earth and the Woman
The earth lies awake. The woman bears, watches, and remembers. From the silence of the soil rises the family’s first voices - Arna, Nils, and those who shaped life out of earth, hunger, and faith.

Act II – Hands and Learning
From the larbour of hands grows knowledge and resolve. The craft becomes a workshop, words become tools. Women and men seek paths beyond the soil - through reading, work, and solidarity.

Act III – The Inheritance in Motion
As the world changes, the family moves with it.
From field to city, from hands to words. The old is carried forward - transformed, but never forgotten.
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Act I - The Earth and the Woman
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Onslunda – The Village

The earth lay awake.

Mist drifted across the meadows, the ground cold but faithful. A woman bent to gather firewood. The first light met with the smoke.

Arna Persdotter woke before dawn, before the first bird carried sound. She stepped out barefoot into the dew-wet soil and walked toward the grove.
The apple tree’s hanging branch was heavy, gnarled like the years in her face. She laid her hand against the bark and closed her eyes.
Here she always heard them: her grandmother’s chants, her mother’s warnings when the wind struck the walls.
Frigg on her lips, the memory of blood in her marrow.
“Aud the bold, she ne’er gave in.”
The same words each spring - defiance, and a vow.

––––––––
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The door creaked. Nils stood in the doorway, soil beneath his nails, his back already bent from the year’s first spadework.
He said nothing - only nodded. Respect for soil and for woman.
Arna thought of what awaited them: the earth that could betray, the famine year that still lay like gravel in her chest, the sister lost to fever.
She looked at the branches. Few buds. A colder wind than it should be. Signs.
“Get somethin’ to eat,” said Nils. “The bairns are still sleepin’.”

She smiled, though he saw the worry. Her hand stayed on the trunk, as if she guarded life itself.
If she faltered, all would falter. One day the daughter would stand here. The inheritance had to hold.
She turned toward the cottage, giving the tree one last glance.
The grove breathed heavy.
Fear in her chest - a spark of defiance beneath it.
Arna knew what rested in her hands: to keep watch, to tend, to carry on what none dared speak aloud.

Nils was already crouched by the field’s edge when Arna returned.
Back broad, jacket damp, hands dark with soil. He nodded briefly toward her, then down again.
“Rain’ll come late this year,” he murmured. “Clouds were up north. If the wind turns... it’ll be like last spring.”

Arna knelt beside him. The soil smelled sour and cold. She pried a stone loose from the roots.

“The tree didn’t bloom,” she whispered - words as much warning as statement.

Nils wiped his brow, eyes on the apple tree.

“It’ll manage,” he said. His voice held more will than faith. “It must.”

A child’s cry from the cottage. Arna rose.
Nils caught her wrist lightly, as if borrowing strength.
“We do what we can,” he said. “Then the land takes the rest.”

Their eyes met - weariness, closeness. No drama. Only life.

Arna walked toward the house - cries, straw, morning.
Nils bent again to the earth.
Each seed a try. Each year a demand.

Skåne – Where Soil Meets Sea

Few were the sounds.
Here, soil met sea. The silence of the fields weighed heavier than church bells. The wind spoke of labour, not of faith.

Österlen now stayed frozen longer. Winters stretched on; summers gave barely a handful of good days, and the earth answered slowly.
In Onslunda, children shivered by the fire over bark bread, and the last root vegetables were dug up with frozen fingers.
Here Arna and Nils had grown up. The years of the Little Ice Age had hardened everything: the clay heavy, the plough sluggish, hands red and cracked.
When the frost stayed until May, all knew what it meant - not hunger as threat, but hunger as custom.
Onslunda lay where it always had, in the district of Ingelstad.
Old tales called the place Oden’s Grove. Some still whispered it.
The church preached Swedish now - new hymns, new decrees, new taxes - yet certain words lingered in twilight, words passed from mother to daughter.
The land had long since been lost to the manors.
Rents and day labour bound the people to Tunbyholm Estate.
Oxen drew the plough when they could be spared, donkeys when nothing else was left.
The women carried the home, the men carried the soil, and still it was never quite enough.
At the markets of Ystad and Simrishamn, they traded butter or flour for salt and twine.
When the weather failed, want followed.
Each spring was a throw of the dice against God.
By the grove stood the old apple tree.
The women gathered there, sharing seeds, memories, and unease.
Someone had to keep watch over what was hidden -
especially when winter refused to leave the land.


Tunbyholm Estate – A Cold Morning

14 March 1752 – Onslunda
Diary – unknown hand
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Ringamåla













Blekinge – The Forest Province
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Onslunda – After the Rain
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With Father in the Field











Meeting the Children and the Everyday Trade










Evening in the Cottage











Ringamåla – No Shouting, Only Presence










Onslunda – Where the Old Walked
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So Began the Spring, the Year Seventeen Hundred and Twelve
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