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1. I MEET ALVILDA 
 
‘Sit yourself down and make yourself comfortable, and shut your mouth while you’re at it and 

I’ll tell you about Alvilda.’ 

It was my great-nephew I was talking to. I was hoping he might learn a thing or two. 

You might smile or nod your head knowingly, you might be horrified even, but one thing I 

know for certain: you’re going to like her. 

I met Alvilda in 1910. Now, you mustn’t expect a blow-by-blow account. I’m going to 

tell the story in short bursts only, otherwise we’ll never finish. And there’ll be things you’ll 

assume are lies or damned fairy tales. But even though it was a long time ago, I can picture it 

all clear as day, as if it happened just yesterday. 

Let’s get on with it then. I met Alvilda one summer afternoon by the gates to Scala, 

where Anva is now. Alvilda was tall and slim, wavy hair, blue eyes. She was pretty but striking. 

I’d been in the pissoir in the courtyard, just behind the gates. I’d put a large tray of Danish 

pastries up on the wall inside the gates. I was headed over to the old central station, which was 

where Axelborg is now. When I came back out of the gates, Alvilda was standing up the slope. 

An attractive gentleman who’d been inside for a piss was walking along behind me, but he 

carried on down the street. 

Alvilda pointed at him and said, ‘He wanted to put hands on you.’ 

‘Put hands on me?’ 

‘Yeah, didn’t you see the way he was looking at you? He made it obvious enough. He 

looked right through me. Wanted himself a young goer, he did.’ 

‘A goer?’ I said, taken aback. 

‘Yes, come on now. You know full well what I mean.’ 

‘Don’t.’ 

‘Yes, you think I can’t see what you are? You’re like me.’ 

‘I don’t know what you mean.’ 

‘You telling me you ain’t out here looking for a bit of merriment?’ 

‘What sort of merriment?’ 

‘Oh, you know perfectly well what I mean. That’s your pastry tray there, ain’t it?’ 

‘Yeah.’ 

‘There’s a dog pissed on it. But I chased him away before he finished.’ 

‘Thank you.’ 

‘You’ll have to shake the paper before you drop it off. Where you taking it?’ 



‘Over to the station.’ 

‘You come here on you way by then, is it?’ 

‘I – yeah – but not that often.’ I took the tray and walked out of the gates. 

‘Lord, there he is, standing over there,’ said Alvilda. ‘Bloody well waiting for you, he 

is.’ 

‘I don’t think he is.’ 

‘He bloody well is. Ah, off he goes now. Yeah, he wanted to put hands on you. A little 

nubile, you are, that much is obvious. When I was your age , I couldn’t tell when I’d got a bite 

either, not until I’d had me first. Things were better after that. Well, I must be holding you up. 

You an apprentice?’ 

‘No, I’m a baker’s boy.’ 

‘Oh Lord, we’re sort of colleagues, then, I used to be one of them. You live in the 

dorms?’ 

‘No, I live with a sister of mine, she’s married.’ 

‘Well, it’s not ‘cos I want to put hands on you. You’re hardly my type. Yeah, my name’s 

Alvilda.’ 

‘Alvilda?’ 

‘Yeah, that’s what I’m called among my girl-friends.’ 

‘Girl-friends?’ 

‘Yes, girl-friends. I’m meeting them on the boulevard over Nørrevold way in the 

evening.’ 

‘Are they young girls?’ 

‘No, you little tomfool. Stop playing dumb now. They’re others like you and me. We 

have ourselves some fun, believe you me. Sitting on the benches, giving the men walking past 

the glad eye.’ 

‘Can you do that?’ 

‘Can you? Yeah, what’s the point of life if you ain’t spending it with like-minded 

people? We sit on the benches between Nørregade and Gothersgade. Lots of people do. Then 

we go mooching around, make an acquaintance or two.’ 

‘Men?’ 

‘Yes, men. What else? You don’t really think they’re girls, do you? I don’t care for girls, 

and neither do you. But don’t you go feeling sorry for yourself now, ain’t nothing you can do 

about it. Just enjoy it while you can. At your age, you can get pretty much anyone you want. 



At my age, I must be a good seven years older than you, it gets tougher all of a sudden. So 

enjoy the time while you can.’ 

‘I’m not really sure…’ 

‘You’re not really sure?’ she interrupted me. ‘You do know it’s men you prefer, don’t 

you?’ 

‘I guess.’ 

‘Yes, you do. I saw how you was eyeing him in there, sure I did. You ain’t got to lay it 

on around me. Anyway, farewell, my little friend.’ 

‘Was it Nørrevold, you said?’ 

‘Yeah, if you want to head over that way, then we can meet down there. Shall we say 

eight o’clock?’ I’ll show you life on the boulevard. It won’t hurt you. You’ll end up there sooner 

or later anyway. And I’ll tell you this much: you’ll have them lining up round the corner for 

you. You’re just the type and you’re the right age. I’ll show you the ropes. Farewell then. See 

you in the evening.’ 

I shook the dog piss off the pastries. The server girl over there said the pastries looked 

a bit damp to her. 

‘Yeah,’ I said. ‘They’ve just come out of the oven and it’s a steam oven.’ 

She was perfectly understanding. And everything was cleared up.



2. NØRREVOLD 
 

In the evening, I got myself dressed up nicely, as nicely dressed as it’s possible to be in clothes 

you’re growing out of and that are several years old. Then I walked from Vesterbro down to 

Nørrevold. My heart was pounding in my chest from the excitement, not having a clue what I 

was letting myself in for and all. I wanted it, and at the same time I didn’t. But curiosity got 

the better of me. Back then, Nørrevold had a wide boulevard that nowadays the trams drive up 

and down. There were tall trees on both sides, and benches beneath them. It was pretty back 

then, you know. Well, the closer I got to Frederiksborggade, the more men there were sat on 

the benches: young and old alike, men of all ages in fact. When I reached the corner of 

Frederiksborggade, Alvilda was sitting alone on a bench. 

‘Ah, you made it? I didn’t actually think you’d come.’ 

‘Of course, I just had to eat and get changed first.’ 

‘Yes, well, it’s not that late either, and you’ll notice not a lot really happens round here 

before ten o’clock. I was just sitting here, wondering if it wasn’t foolish of me setting up a 

rendezvous with you here. I don’t know why. But I remember how I was when I was your age. 

I knew, I did, and at the same time I didn’t know the first thing. None of ‘em was keen on me. 

I was scuttling about all strange like. It’s hard, the first time you realise you’re into men. You 

feel like you’re the only one in the world. We all do. But it’s just a matter of acknowledging it 

and making the best of the situation. The first few times I had someone chasing after me, I 

could have died of fright. The first man got me into the courtyard of one of them houses here 

in town. When we were finished, he said, ‘See you soon. Come over Nørrevold way tomorrow 

evening and we can go to the pictures together.’ He never showed, but that’s how I discovered 

life here on the boulevard, and it didn’t take long for me to make girl-friends. Only girl-friends, 

nothing else. Then they dubbed me Alvilda. I’ve had plenty of fun times down here, believe 

you me. Yes, little one. Loving men, your own sex, it ain’t exactly a picnic. You’ll learn that 

one day too, I’m afraid.’ 

A pretty young man came walking towards the bench. 

‘Here comes Oda,’ said Alvilda. ‘She’s one of my girl-friends. Her man’s a merchant.’ 

Oda came over and sat down. Alvilda introduced me as a new girl-friend, a little 

debutant. 

‘Oda’s living on easy street,’ said Alvilda. ‘Her merchant man pays for everything: rent, 

clothes and pocket money and so on. Yes, she’s on easy street, she is. But it’s like I’ve told 

Oda: she should learn herself a thing or two while she knows him. He’ll find himself someone 



else in a couple of years and that’ll be the end of him and Oda. I’ve seen it, he’s done it before. 

I’ve never been that fortunate. I’ve never taken money for it either. Well, a few times when I 

was a guardsman.’ 

‘You were a guardsman?’ 

‘Indeed I was. Stationed over at the barracks. That was a good year ago now. Got thrown 

out.’ 

‘Thrown out?’ 

‘Yes, thrown out, and how. The other soldiers used to give me ‘assle. They found out I 

was a girl quick enough. I actually think now it was one of the guardsmen what used to go to 

the cottages on the pull himself. It was definitely him was spreading stories. They used to love 

tickling me, once they’d found out how ticklish I was. When we was all together in the bunk 

room, they’d tickle me so hard I cried. And when we was lying in our bunks, they’d tell racy 

stories of men with men: ‘You must know all about that, 17,’ they’d say. Well, but it didn’t last 

long. They got tired of it. But the commanders, who were out to get me, they’d tell me I was 

mad and a right odd bird. So many marching drills they’d give me. There was this young 

lieutenant, sweet little thing he was, he was always out to get me. He’d tell me he was going to 

make a man out of me soon enough. He twigged. Then he called me over during a bayonet 

drill. I went over to him, trembling a little bit. He was so beautiful. The most beautiful man I’d 

seen in a long while. And you’d better believe I got a beating. He gave me an ‘ard whack on 

the arm and I passed out from pain and fatigue. They poured a pail of cold water over my head. 

When I came to, the lieutenant was bent over me. Then, I don’t remember, but I suddenly threw 

both my arms round his neck and pulled his face towards mine. ‘Bloody hell, yuck!’ Made 

quite the commotion, he did. Went absolutely berserk, hysterical, stopped his beating and 

vanished. Ten minutes later, he came back and ordered me to go down and see the boss who 

accused me of all the worst things. Then I ended up at Grødslottet on Rigensgade, with the 

seventh division. Got discharged after three months, unsuited to all military service. And a 

good thing too. I wasn’t suited to it. Yes, that’s what happened there. But I was a guardsmen, 

even if it was only for half a year. But what I was trying to say was: I’ve never asked for money. 

When I was a guard, there was plenty chased after me, gave me two or three kroner, I took ‘em 

obviously. The soldier’s pay weren’t much, after all. But now I’ve got it that I can’t make love 

to someone unless I like them, and if I do then I can’t take any money, no matter how poor I 

am. I’ll admit, if I’d met someone like Oda’s friend, and if I liked him and he was well-to-do 

like the merchant man, well then obviously I’d have gone for it too, but I’ve never been that 



lucky. But it’s like I told Oda: she should see to it she gets something out of it, while she has 

‘im, so she don’t get left high and dry when it’s all over.’ 

‘Lord, look at him over there: he’s a real famous writer. Looking for rogues, he is. The 

filthier, the better. Filthy and savage.’ 

‘That pretty gentleman?’ 

‘Yeah, he’s in his mid-fifties, charming, cultured man. He spoke to me one dark 

evening. That was a mistake. After we’d had a bit of a chinwag about this and that, he said, ‘I’d 

best be on my way.’ 

‘‘Farewell, Professor,’ I said. 

‘‘Christ, you know who I am?’ he said, terrified. 

‘‘Yes, I do.’ 

‘And he’s jumped out of his skin and taken off down the boulevard. But he just can’t 

stay away. This is where he gets his pitmen, that charming man. A patron of society.’ 

‘See them over there: that’s some real rogues. The ones standing outside the aebleskiver 

bakery. They go round ruining everything for us proper girls. When they get their hands on 

someone, they take ‘em for everything they’ve got. You want to keep your distance from them, 

you do. Mustn’t get yourself tangled up with them, if they ever come your way. And while 

we’re at it: you mustn’t ever ask for money for it. You mustn’t. If they give you something of 

their own accord, then take it. You don’t get much as a baker’s boy, after all. And mind who 

you’re going with.’ 

‘I wouldn’t dare go with anyone.’ 

‘Yes, you would, little one. You – eh, now then! You need a name, too. What shall we 

call you? Ah, yes, I’ve got it: we’ll call you Bella. Such a pretty name. It suits you. Give me 

your hand. From now on, your name is Bella. It’s a pretty name, don’t you think, Oda?’ 

‘It is.’ 

‘Yes, we’ll call you Bella, and you know what, Bella? If one of your type comes along 

– I’ve worked out what it is, it’s the same as mine – as I was saying: if one of your type comes 

along and talks to you, you go with him. You go with him, true as I’m sitting here now. And 

you let him do what he wants to you. Ah, I remember how I was in the beginning: I knew 

everything and nothing. I gave myself over begrudgingly. But there’s one thing you need to 

know: you mustn’t ever let them in the back way. It can be dangerous and it hurts like nothing 

else.’ 

‘The back way?’ 



‘Yes, the jacksie. There’s some enjoy it, but not that many, and strangely enough it’s 

the real men-folk, if they’re up for it then that’s the way they want it. But you stay away from 

it. Anything else, just not that. Well, here I am trying to give you advice, and I don’t actually 

know why, but you looked so innocent when I saw you in the cottage yesterday afternoon, all 

at sixes and sevens. But I thought to myself: the little trollop’s going with that gorgeous boy. 

But I must admit, a tray of Danishes weren’t exactly the best ploy. But now you’re here, and 

you’ll feel at home soon enough. There’s some of your kind here, too, ones who understand 

you. So it feels as if you’re not all alone in the world after all. And we don’t spend all evening 

sitting around on benches ogling. We’ll head on over to Grønttorvet, to the cottage there, and 

then to Sølvtorvet, there’s a cottage there, too, and then back here again. The two cottages over 

here on Frederiksborggade ain’t that good. You can see from outside if there’s a pair getting 

cosy.  We have a good laugh and a flirt on them rounds. But it’s no way to get yourself a proper 

gentleman. Most’ll give a bunch of daft missies like that a wide berth. Nah, if you want 

something, you’ve got to go it alone, otherwise it don’t work. You’ll see: no-one’s going to 

come along and sit down next to you. There’s two too many of us. There’s Sonja and Ditte! 

Heading over to Mama Arse’s.’  

‘Mama wha’?’ 

‘Mama Arse. Ah, of course, you don’t know anything about that either. Now then, 

Mama Arse is a lady what’s got a restaurant over on Gothersgade. It’s all him-girls1 there, and 

a few men who enjoy coming by. They know what’s what. Why they call the restaurant’s Ms 

Petersen Mama Arse, I couldn’t say, but I think it’s ‘cos she’s got a large behind. She’s kind to 

the him-girls, that she is, one of the kindest. She sticks up for ‘em, ever someone comes along 

and gives them any trouble. Chucks ‘em out, quick as you like. So it’s a nice place, and you 

can sit there over a soda water or a cup of coffee all evening long, she don’t mind. There’s 

plenty a good time to be had down there. Most of the girls have got a terrific sense of humour, 

in spite of it all. Lots of them are a proper laugh. One of them’s got a clothing shop. Makes 

ladies’ hats, he does. It’s always a laugh when he’s there. He’ll tell us all about how 

accomplished he is. He’s looking for hussars. He loves hussars. He catches sight of one of them 

blue hussars, and he’s off galloping after ‘em. Spends a lot of time out by the hussar barracks. 

All he has to do is strike up a conversation, and they’ll end up back at his more often than not. 

He lives above his shop. You should see where it is he lives! I went there once, back when I 

 
1 Translator’s note: The Danish word ‘hanpige’ is entirely new to the literature on queer studies in Scandinavia 
and is so far only attested in this text. I have therefore opted for a fairly literal translation. 



was a guardsman. Not because he wanted me, but ‘cos there was an ‘ussar coming round. And 

he thought it could be a lark for me to be there. I got out of there sharpish, ‘cos neither me nor 

the hussar could see the funny side of it. But what I wanted to say was: the parlour we was in, 

it looked like one of them nicer brothels, red light everywhere, a chaise-longue with piles of 

silk cushions, carpets on the walls and then this great big picture of a naked lady. My word, 

proper little den it was. 

‘Then there’s a cinema organist. She’s a peach. Cléo de Mérode, that’s her name. Big 

and strong with this great huge mass of wavy hair. If I’m feminine, and I’m well aware I am, 

then you should see and hear her! She’s got all these bangles, too, and Lord knows how many 

rings on them fingers. She plays in a cinema round the way. Tinkering away on the ivories, 

awful music she plays, but that’s what people want these days. There’s couples, too, lovers in 

long-term relationships. Look at me all you want! It’s true. They live together like real married 

folk. They come and chum around with the rest of us, and you can act however you want there. 

If ever there’s the odd patron gets put out by that and starts giving us bother, Ms Petersen’ll 

grab his tankard without so much as a by-your-leave and ask him to be on his way: ‘There’s 

nothing for you here,’ she’ll say, ‘not if you can’t leave my other patrons in peace.’ She don’t 

care if he pays for his drink either, just so long as he leaves. Yeah, she’s right proper, and she’s 

cheap. We can call in one evening, when I’ve got some cash. 

‘What d’you say, Oda, buy us a jigger? You hear that, Bella? Drinks are on Oda, that’s 

nice of her. We can sit there an hour or so then, and then life here on the boulevard will have 

started waking up properly, what with people coming from the theatres and the pictures. 

Though you’re best off walking by yourself if you want a gentleman to go steady with.’ 

‘I couldn’t possibly.’ 

‘Couldn’t possibly? I’ll have to show you the route we usually take, I’ll stick close by. 

You’ll see, you’ll find the courage. But you can’t be going off with just anyone. Have a gander 

at ‘em and see if they speak and behave themselves proper like. Anyone starts walking near 

you when you don’t want it, you ask them to mind their own business and walk in the opposite 

direction. That usually does the trick. Would be pretty bloody cheeky of them otherwise. But 

most of ‘em are nice, kind folks. I’ve had plenty of good times down here on the boulevard.’ 

‘Don’t you have any real mates?’ 

‘No, when you’re poor like I am, you don’t have any real mates. You’re still young, 

you’re sure to find one.’



3. DOWN AT MS PETERSEN’S AND BACK ON THE BOULEVARD 
 

We were on our way down to Ms Petersen’s. An older, slender gentleman passed us, dressed 

all in white. 

‘That’s the White Lady,’ said Alvilda. ‘She always wears all white in the summer. No-

one knows who she is. Tough one, she is, cocky too, but no-one’s ever heard her say a word. 

She’s round the kiosk at Scala a lot, you know, the one with all them French postcards hanging 

in the window. And she’ll stand there, like she’s looking at the pictures in the window. Stands 

there with her hands on her back. Someone comes up and stands behind ‘er, she shuffles back 

towards their crotch with the back of her hand. Any of ‘em ever protests and kicks up a fuss, 

she just walks away all calm like, as if nothing happened. Then she’ll head over to the cottages 

at the station, but only after the last train’s left. So that it’s pitch black in the pissoir. Proper 

dark, it is. That little gas lamp on the ceiling’s so weak you can only just make out who’s in 

there. It’s chock a block in there all night long. I don’t go there. You ain’t got no way of telling 

if he’s young or old, the one what wants to put hands on you. But her, she’s got a taste for the 

dark, the old wench. Here! They say she’s split open the seam on the back of her breeches. So 

anyone what fancies it can get in. Have at it. Imagine, one night someone came and stuck a lit 

cigar up her end. She didn’t say a word, just went on her way. 

‘That was Pepita, that one over there. She’s pretty, but she’s made-up. She’s a procurer.’ 

‘A procurer?’ 

‘Yeah, she’s got a girl goes into town for her. They get on like an ‘ouse on fire. Come 

by Ms Petersen’s too, they do. Yeah, pretty much everyone does. Maybe I’m overstating it, but 

there’s a lot what come by hers.’ 

We made our way down to Ms Petersen’s. It was really snug and homely. As you came 

down, there was a room measuring 8x4 metres. There were portières at each end, leading to a 

few smaller rooms with plush sofas and chairs. In the larger room, there were small tables with 

tablecloths and chairs. It was nice and clean. The smaller rooms were being used by patrons 

who wanted to avoid wandering eyes, or smaller gatherings that wanted to keep to themselves. 

By the time we got down there, nearly every spot was taken. We sat down at a table where a 

single man was sat, though he left soon after. Alvilda and I got a coffee and pastry. Oda took a 

beer. All around us, there was laughter and coquettish little shrieks. From all different 

directions, it was ‘Good day, young miss’ and ‘Good day, you old tart. It sounded slightly 

strange to my ears, what with it actually being all men there that evening. And as much as 

Alvilda had prepared me well, that first impression was still overwhelming, something I 



wouldn’t have imagined in my wildest fantasies could ever exist. Then the door opened and 

down came Sara, a petite, fresh-faced little thing with black, curly hair, nicely made-up, which 

I now don’t believe she needed. She would have been a beautiful boy without all that make-up 

and powder. She came over and greeted us, ‘What’s this little thing you’ve brought with you?’ 

she said. ‘You picking ‘em up at the nurseries now?’ 

‘Oh, give over!’ said Alvilda. ‘She’s a new little girl, we’re showing her the lay of the 

land.’ 

‘You’re definitely the ones to be doing that!’ Sara exclaimed. 

‘Well, I don’t know about that,’ said Alvilda. ‘We ain’t going to lead her down no wrong 

paths.’ 

Then Sara floated over to another table, chuckling and snorting. Ms Petersen came over 

with the coffee. Her son was stood behind the bar. He dealt with the spirits. Ms Petersen looked 

at me and said to Alvilda, ‘Isn’t this little man here too young to be coming in here?’ 

‘Well, I don’t know about that,’ said Alvilda. ‘He’s eighteen,’ she lied. 

‘Is he now?’ said Ms Petersen, stroking my hair. ‘You be careful now, little one, you 

hear me?’ 

Then she went back to the bar where she had a chair stood at one end. From there, she 

could keep an eye on what was going on. It seemed she didn’t see or hear half the obscenities 

or innuendo-filled stories. There was lively chatter from one table to the next. The main topic 

of conversation was gossip and love stories. 

After an hour, we headed back to the boulevard. Alvilda was going to enlighten me on 

how to find love and affection. Love was something I’d been missing since my parents died. 

Now, I didn’t know where to get it. For me, it was one of the biggest parts of life, but it was 

very hard to find. I was both scared and at the same time hopeful, but I’d begun to trust Alvilda. 

First, we came out of the toilets at Sølvtorv. We had to pretend as if we didn’t know 

each other when we were in there. There was no-one there, so we walked back down the 

boulevard. We met a few girl-friends there. One of them, Edith her name was, was an affected 

little thing. She was nicely made-up, a large silk scarf around her neck, her hair curled – you 

could tell it wasn’t a natural curl – wearing high-heeled shoes and walking with small bouncing 

steps. The other was muted, pretty. You really couldn’t tell that it was a girl, but it was, Alvilda 

said. I was introduced as Bella. 

‘It’s best,’ said Alvilda later. ‘That way, they know what way you go.’ 

The two of them were headed to Ms Petersen’s and Alvilda told them who was down 

there. There weren’t any him-girls who I knew by anything other than their him-girl names, 



only a few I became close friends with. So, Alvilda and I, we were walking over to Grønttorv. 

There was a big ugly iron pissoir there right by Vendersgade, in the middle of the square. When 

we went in, there were a couple of fellas in there who showed us what they had, just like that. 

I got out of there quick as I could. One of them chased after me. I rushed, indeed, I almost ran 

over towards Frederiksborggade and up the boulevard where I managed to shake him. Alvilda 

arrived not long after. 

‘What was you running for?’ she said. ‘He was pretty. You’ll never go steady with a 

gentleman acting like that.’ 

‘I was scared.’ 

‘Oh, you daft madam. All he wanted for you was what you’re longing for. Tell me, 

Bella, you ever been with a man?’ 

‘Yes, once.’ 

‘Where was that?’ 

‘It was over on Østerbrogade, I was coming from one of my sisters one evening, I’m 

staying there. There were these two men play-boxing on the pavement, and just as I’m about 

to pass them, one of them makes for me and I come to a stop. Then he starts off boxing with 

me, and there’s a whistle down the street. So the other one says, ‘I’m off. That’s Ejnar.’ And 

he’s grabbed me in a half-Nelson, just pretend like, though. But suddenly he whispers, ‘Let’s 

go over to Fælleden.’ So we’ve gone over there, just by St Jakob’s Church, and stretched out 

on the grass. And he’s took his out and said I should play with it, then he’s took mine out and 

kissed me.’ 

‘How old was he?’ 

‘I don’t know, but he was probably a few years older than me. When we were finished, 

he said, ‘You dare tell anyone about this, I’ll give you a right hiding.’ And then he left.’ 

‘How long ago was that?’ 

‘Little over a year ago.’ 

‘Well then you need to bloody well be with someone else too! Is that really the only 

time?’ 

‘Well, at school there was a boy did it to me in the toilets.’ 

‘Oh, schoolboy high jinks don’t count!’ 

We continued up the boulevard. 

‘Don’t be scared. I’ll stick close by and if there’s someone what comes and talks to you 

and I reckon they’re not for you, I’ll be sure to come over and break it up.’ 



It was a lovely summer evening on the boulevard, with the beautiful old trees, almost 

no-one about apart from people strolling along the boulevard itself. We sat down on a bench. 

‘There goes Dora,’ said Alvilda, pointing to a tall, slender, pale fellow. ‘She’s religious, 

so she says. Still goes chasing after proper young ones, though. Been married too, the old 

wench, and had a few kids. She ain’t the smartest. First she gets involved with these young 

things, then she wants to bring them salvation. Ah, she’s sweet, she is. There goes Frederikke. 

She lives all the way over in Sundby, but she’ll trudge up this way most every evening. She 

wants to play man, and either way: if you didn’t know, you wouldn’t believe it was a girl. She’s 

very masculine. Plenty of characters there are, dear me. 

‘Speculating on it ain’t going to get you anywhere, mind. Nothing you can do about it, 

if you’s born that way. Just got to make sure you make the best of it. Sure, we’ll have a bit of 

strife. I’ve had mine. Like that last job I had as a baker’s boy. Two of us there were. The lads 

and lasses were lovely, but that boy – ‘orrible fella – he was after me. I came home one night 

and he was lying in his bed, he said, ‘Well now, you been out on the make again? You catch 

anything?’ I didn’t answer him, I just got undressed. ‘Come here, come over to daddy. I’m in 

the mood for a proper screw.’ Then he threw the sheet off and showed me this huge, stiff pecker.  

‘Come on!’ 

‘‘Like hell I will,’ I said. 

‘‘What the fuck? Am I supposed to fiddle with it myself? I thought you’d love having 

a proper man’s cock like this.’ 

‘‘No, and definitely not yours!’ 

‘Imagine! After that night, all he ever did was badmouth me behind me back, telling 

the lads and lasses I was going on the pull in Nørrevold. The lasses would laugh and the lads 

would slap me on the behind and say, ‘You going out tonight for a little something?’ 

‘‘I can certainly understand it, your backside’s so damn huge,’ one of them said, ‘the 

way you use it.’ 

‘Which I don’t do at all. There was plenty of times I’d go up to the room and cry. But 

they kept on giving me bother. So I had to get out of there. I couldn’t stand it. I could easily 

have hit back. I mean, the boy’d been out on the pull on the boulevard himself, he had, for 

money. But he was thick as a brick, and they tend to be the worst to have after you, even if they 

have been up to it themselves. But they probably think they can hide their past that way. They’re 

the type that’ll rob you given half the chance, and it bothers them after. That’s the type I pointed 

out to you first thing this evening. Them you got to be careful ‘round. You just see to it you 

don’t fall in with them. 



‘You noticed the gentleman in the light suit what just walked past? Third time, that is. 

It’s you he’s got his eyes on. I’m going to take a stroll over Grønttorv way and back again. If 

he doesn’t come and sit down here, then wait for me. But if you’re sitting together when I come 

back, I’ll walk on by and pretend I don’t know you, just so as you know.’ 


