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Gothenburg October 15, 1885 
Dear Erica 
How is life with you. I've been thinking about you and what's happened since we last weite.. 
How are the twins, they are growing well. I have not had any peace in my soul since I moved 
from Stockholm and you. I take temporary jobs what I can get, I share accommodation with 
someone named Lars Alfred. He is big has big hands, strong and full of life. He is probably 
ten years older than me and has been a stonemason now he works as a shoemaker. I can 
feel how he wants to protect me, it's like he's watching over me, he does not say much but 
his gaze is tender. There is another person living here in the apartment called klas. He 
arrived a few weeks ago. He and Lars have one room and I have the other. Yes, we eat the 
food when we have, we all help each other. 
My cousin lives on the same stairs, at the bottom of the house. It is a three-storey house, 
mostly one and two-room apartments. It was Ingrid-Marie my cousin from Karlskrona and 
her husband who arranged the accommodation. Her husband's name is Bernard. He has 
great respect with him, he has been a Marinesoldier in Karlskrona. That's where he met my 
cousin. Bernard knows everything. He is both a bricklayer and a shoemaker. They have four 
children. Hilda is 13 years old and soon ripe for life, so beautiful so full of life. Seeing myself 
as a 13 year old before my mother died and my father moved to America. My sister Emma 
has heard from my little brother Anton who rode a boat five years ago. She helped him with 
money. Anton was taken from us when father went across the sea and had to serve as a 
housekeeper (inhysehjon)  with a family in the country outside Karlskrona. Longing so much 
for him has not seen him since he was little. Alas, this world- I sometimes meet my sisters, 
Hedvig also worked as a maid at the bookkeeper Malmberg in Östermalm Stockholm, you 
remember I was also there before we met. A disgusting guy, I said I would talk to his wife if 
he did not stop his approach. Do you meet the artist (Painter) you were courted by before 
your husband came. Maybe not should ask. We all have our secrets. 
Now my thoughts have gone away. The paper is almost finished, I asked Ingrid-Marie for 
stationery. She is kind they help me and Bernard keeps an eye, everyone knows that 
Ingrid-Marie is my cousin. I will manage myself, everything you have said all your knowledge 
of human dignity I have taken to myself. I am grateful to you for so much in life. 
 
 
Yours Caisa 
 
Caisa Carlsdotter 
Brunnsgatan 15 three stairs 
Landala 
Gouthenbourg 
 
ps longing to hear from you 
 


