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As every one knows, the mother land of the
American nation is England. But what is the
grandmother land? A short glance at England’s
past will show that it is Scandinavia. Though the
English people are exceedingly composite, there
exists in them a very important Scandinavian strain.
The Northern blood was contributed primarily by
two great immigrations directly from Scandinavia,
and one from Normandy, by people only a century
and a half removed from Scandinavia; but it should
be borne in mind also that the somewhat mysterious
Jutes, Angles, and Saxons, whose continental home
was in the peninsula of Jutland and about its base,
must have borne a very close relationship to their
contemporaries and neighbors to the north.

With the introduction of Scandinavian blood came
Scandinavian manners and customs which made an
impress upon the English population only recently
recognized.

Of the various parts of Europe which contributed
elements to the English people during their formative
period, Scandinavia is the only one whose population
has remained relatively pure and in the original
home, unjostled and unmixed by foreign invasions.
Thus it happens that the English people are
more closely related to those of Scandinavia, in
blood and in manners and customs, than they are
to the inhabitants of any other European country.
Hence, Scandinavia is the grandmother land of the
American people.

We know the English fairly well, but with the
Scandinavians, who have more in common with us
than any other Europeans except the English, our
acquaintance is of the slightest. Books in plenty,
descriptive of present-day Scandinavia, are in existence,
but they somehow fail to present the Scandinavians
as definite personalities. My aim in writing
this narrative has been to introduce to my fellow
Americans in as intimate manner as possible their
Scandinavian kindred, who are still living in the
ancient ancestral homestead—the Grandmother
Land. In my efforts to establish a real acquaintance
between the branch of the family which has wandered
and that which has remained at home, I have
purposely omitted the more conventional and more
obvious part of my experiences in Scandinavia in
order to give place and emphasis to the homely details
which help to bring out the characteristics of
the Scandinavians and their home land, and to show
them as they really are.

In the preparation of this book I have received
aid of various sorts from many people—so many
that to list the names of all to whom I feel indebted
would be a most perplexing undertaking. Consequently,
I make only this general acknowledgment
of obligation.

Mary Wilhelmine Williams.

2207 N. Charles Street,

Baltimore, Maryland,

May 28, 1916.














COUSIN HUNTING IN

SCANDINAVIA




CHAPTER I


Table of Contents





THE ENTRANCE INTO SCANDINAVIA; COPENHAGEN

Copenhagen, Denmark,

July 20, 191—

Dear Cynthia:

Here I am at last, all safe and sound, in the land
of the Viking—the land of my ancestors. In fact,
several days have passed since my wandering feet
first touched Danish soil; but I have been so absorbed
with my initial explorations of this snug little
country, which is still “home” to my mother, that
I have been neglecting my own home and friends
in the dear Far Western World.

Last Friday morning I left Kiel for Korsör,
which is upon Seeland, the largest island of Denmark.
A glorious, cloudless sky was overhead;
and the Baltic about us was a vast, shimmering, rippling
liquid plain of changing blues and greens over
which our boat, the Prince Sigismund, smoothly
and rapidly passed. About two hours after leaving
Germany I secured my first glimpse of Danish territory;
Langeland (Long Land), with low, white
cliffs—modest imitations of Shakespeare’s “pale and
white-faced shore”—loomed up on the left. Our
boat kept close enough to the island to give us a
good view of the rolling coast, marked off in patches
of light fields and dark forests, with here and there
glimpses of quaint farm houses and windmills of
the “Dutch” variety. To the right, faint and far
away, was a misty suggestion of the cliffs of Laaland
(Low Land), a larger island of the Danish archipelago;
but so like Langeland did its vague outline
appear as to seem the very ghost or double of it.

While we were still passing between these two
southern outposts of Denmark, luncheon was announced.
Some of the passengers promptly went
below to the dining salon, but many had their refreshments
served on little tables on the open deck.
I was among the latter. Most of the people about
me were evidently Germans going to Denmark or
Danes or other Scandinavians returning home after
visits of business or pleasure in Germany. To them
it was a voyage frequently made, and they preferred
the deck to the dining salon merely because it was
pleasanter. But to me, an American of Scandinavian
parentage, it was such a very important occasion
that I was determined to see as much as possible,
during this first view, of the land in which, for centuries—for
thousands of years—my forefathers and
foremothers had lived and died.

The part of the Baltic which separates the island
of Fünen from the island of Seeland, upon which
Copenhagen is situated, is called by the Danes “Store
Baelt”—the Great Belt. As I have told you, for
my crossing, the waters of the Great Belt rippled
charmingly under the gentle stroke of the summer 
breeze; and the islands beckoned invitingly to the
front and the left and the right. This seascape and
landscape was as different as possible from the mental
picture which the name Great Belt had long summoned
to my mind. Since studying Scandinavian
history I had most frequently thought of the strait
as heavily bridged with ice, and of the Danish
islands as paralyzed under the dominion of the Frost
King. For this was the state of affairs one February
day two hundred and fifty odd years ago. And
the bridge of ice was so strong and so thick as to
tempt Charles title="the tenth" of Sweden—who had been recently
moved to make a belligerent call upon his nearest
neighbor to the south—to march several thousand
horse and foot soldiers over the bridge, via the
smaller islands to the right hand, and to threaten
the Danish capital. In consequence of the Swedish
king’s pressing attentions, Frederick III of Denmark,
who had been to a considerable extent to blame for
the quarrel, decided to buy peace by means of the
treaty of Roskilde. This gave to the Swedes a half
dozen Danish provinces, including some in the southern
part of the present Sweden, which had long
been Danish soil.

It soon became evident, however, that Charles intended
to make use of the army which he maintained
in Denmark for the purpose of wringing still further
concessions from his humiliated neighbor.
Naturally, Denmark did not agree to the new demands
with the desired alacrity, and King Frederick
declared that he would die like a bird in its nest
rather than surrender to Charles. Whereupon the
Swedish king vowed that he would wipe the Danish
nest off the map, and soon had laid siege to Copenhagen.
But the Danish people worked as one
man and helped save their capital by hurling upon
the enemy an avalanche of artillery fire, stones, and
hot water. Much aid was also given to the Danes
by the Dutch fleet, which slipped past the Swedish
guns guarding the Sound to the north and arrived
in time. Soon the tables were turned. The Swedes
were defeated and driven out of the land, and in the
end Denmark recovered some of the territory which
she had lost. And little Denmark still stands, somewhat
pared away, to be sure, in the course of the
centuries by one enemy or another, but with the
great heart of her—the most Danish part—still intact
and still beating, an independent nation of busy,
healthy, happy people.

While I was still meditating upon Charles X’s
crossing of the Great Belt and the exciting events
which followed, the Prince Sigismund slipped swiftly
into the harbor of Korsör, a place rimmed with
low-built, cosy-looking houses. As soon as we
landed, a giant in buttons and bars “shooed” us into
the customs house. He was a giant of the harmless,
friendly sort, and as soon as the inspection of
my baggage was over he hunted up a porter for me.
The porter was a blond, guileless-appearing individual,
possessed of astonishingly modest ideas of
his own worth. He weighed my trunk and put it
on the Copenhagen train, carried my two suit cases
to an “ikke-röge” (smoking not allowed) compartment
of the same train, and then announced the
charge for his services to be ten öre—less than
three cents!

The train which I boarded, like most passenger
trains in Europe, was divided into compartments for
accommodating about six people, each compartment
opening into a narrow corridor running the whole
length of the car. The compartment in which I
rode was third class, but it was very clean and was
quite satisfactory for a short journey. The seats
were not upholstered, but they were more comfortable
than the average church pew. On the walls
were several attractive photographic views of Danish
landscapes, and a map of Denmark. There was
also the customary notice prohibiting spitting upon
the floor. My only companions in the compartment
were a rosy-cheeked Danish mother and two chubby,
blue-eyed little boys. Each of the little chaps had a
tiny shovel and a tin bucket, still bearing traces of
sand. They had evidently spent the day at the
beach.

As the train rolled placidly along, I had pleasant
glimpses of Seeland through the car window. The
otherwise monotonous level of the land was broken
by the variety of color and form: there was a constant
alternation of dark forests and light fields, of
thatched-roof farm houses and huge windmills; and
occasionally there appeared men and women cultivating
the crops. Now and then we passed through
a town, and in one of them, Roskilde, I obtained a
view of the spires of the fine old cathedral towering
above the tops of the trees clustering around it, and
far above the broad red-tiled roofs of the houses in
the foreground. I shall visit Roskilde upon my
return.

Soon we were at our destination. It took just two
hours to pass from Korsör to Copenhagen—to cross
Denmark’s largest island; and the fare which I paid
was the equivalent of eighty-five cents in American
money—about one-third of what it would have been
if I had come first class. To an American used to
the long transcontinental journey in her own land,
Denmark seems so very, very tiny.

As you doubtless know, I have cousins in Copenhagen,
but I did not write to them of my intended
visit because I wished to make my first acquaintance
with Denmark’s capital by independent exploration;
therefore, at the Central Station I took
a drosky for a hotel. And at the hotel I secured a
comfortable room, supplied with a generous portion
of windows and furnished in blues and greens and
browns blended according to Danish ideas of the
artistic. My exploration of Copenhagen began with
my bed-room. I wish that you could see my bed and
my stove, Cynthia; they are marvels to American
eyes. The bed is a veritable mountain of feathers;
whole flocks of geese must have contributed their
substance toward its construction. Not only are
there several strata of feather pillows upon which
to lie, but the coverlet is also of down, puffy and
fluffy, and of smothering thickness. At night I cast
most of the components of the bed in a heap upon
the floor, cap off the pile with the coverlet, and sleep
in peace under the top sheet and the steamer rug
which I purchased in New York. It is not a bad
plan to carry along one’s blankets when one is traveling.

When, as a child, you read the story of the “Princess
and the Pea,” didn’t you feel that Andersen
stretched the truth a little in his solemn assertion
that the old queen put twenty mattresses on top of
the pea, and twenty eider-down beds on top of the
mattresses? I certainly did; but I doubt no longer.
Since, in these modern times, a hotel bed for plain
folks contains the number and variety of mattresses
and feather beds which mine does, I am willing to
believe that in times past on an extraordinary occasion
Denmark’s queen used an unlimited quantity of
downy layers in making up the royal “spare bed.”
Whether or not the true princess felt the pea through
the forty-strata mountain is another question.

The Danes call heating apparatuses like the one
in my room a “kakkelovn,” and they show discrimination
and taste in doing so; no such simple word
as “stove” could adequately indicate the dignity and
majesty of the structure which fills the corner of my
room from floor almost to lofty ceiling. The edifice
bears a striking resemblance to the picture of
the Tower of Babel which appeared in the “Child’s
Bible” of my juvenile days. Though its proportions
are slimmer, its general style is the same; a series
of stories—each one slightly smaller than the one
next below—mount ambitiously skyward. Far above
my head is the summit, crowned with a shining
nickel ornament, and near the base is a door opening
into the fire-box. There is enough cast iron in
the tower to make several fair-sized American heaters.

The days since my arrival have been so balmy
that the giant stove has not been called upon for
service; but I gladly warrant its efficiency, for it
bears a strong family resemblance to a more modest-appearing
structure called a “kachelofen,” which
kept my room in Germany comfortable last winter
in the worst below-zero weather. These “kakkel”
stoves are lined with brick and retain the heat remarkably
well. They are a vast improvement upon
the English open-grate fire which permits one to
freeze on one side while he roasts on the other.

On the very afternoon of my arrival, without
even stopping to unpack my suit-case, I took a walk
about Copenhagen. I just could not wait; all of the
sights and sounds which came to me through my
wide-open windows seemed to blend into one distinct
personality and to call to me to come forth and
become acquainted. Copenhagen has decidedly the
most distinct personality that I have ever sensed in
any city. This interesting capital seems very old
and very wise, but not too old and not too wise to
sympathize with youth and unwisdom. It is like an
ancient lady with silvery hair and strongly-lined
face, who yet has warm red blood pulsing through
her heart and a merry twinkle in her blue eyes; a
very charming dame, Cynthia, and altogether lovable.
Once out upon the streets, moving along with
the pedestrians, I felt quite at home. I was no
longer a stranger in a strange land.

Perhaps the fact that familiar words met my ears
was the chief element in my sense of homelikeness.
My ability to understand Danish and to speak it—after
a fashion—contributed much toward placing
me upon a friendly basis toward Copenhagen. But
the Copenhageners’ knowledge of English was also
a tremendous help. An astonishing proportion of
the population speak English. Most of the younger
half have studied it in the schools; and some have
become acquainted with the language through residence
in England or the United States. I promptly
met one of the latter group. A short distance down
the street I noticed some large red gooseberries of
a variety which is edible raw. I have never seen
them in the United States, but became fond of them
in Germany; so I wanted some. As I could not remember
the Danish name for the fruit, I simply
pointed to it and asked for ten öres’ worth. While
measuring out the berries, the salesman surprised
me by asking, in good English, “What is the English
name for these?” I told him, and he evidently
promptly catalogued me as an American experimenting
with the King’s Danish; for he proceeded to remark
that he had seen berries of somewhat similar
appearance in “the States,” where he had spent a
few years. I replied that it was pleasant to find
people in the shops who could speak English.
“Sure!” said he, whereupon I was quite convinced
that he had been in “the States.”

Until the middle of the twelfth century the place which later became
Denmark’s capital was but a small fishing port. Facing, as it did,
the Baltic, which was at the time infested by the piratical Wends,
whose homes were on the southern shore, this portion of Seeland was
very open to attack; and probably was also frequently a resort for
sea-robbers. But a change came soon after the great warrior-priest,
Axel—or Absalon, as he was later called—was made archbishop of Lund.
This was in the stirring days of King Waldemar the Great, and the
frontier bishop’s office was far from a sinecure; repeatedly, Absalon
interrupted services at the altar in order to seize the sword and
to pursue the enemies of his land and his religion. And eventually
the struggle ended by the conquest of the Wendish heathen and their
conversion to Christianity. But before this, Copenhagen was founded.
During his campaigns against the Wends, Absalon strongly fortified the obscure little fishing
port. At first the stronghold bore the name Axelshuus, or Absalon’s
House, but as time passed the important commercial town which grew up
around it came to be called “Kiöbmaenshavn,” which in Danish means
“Merchants’ Haven.” Copenhagen is merely the English corruption of the
modern Danish name, Kiöbenhavn.

The name of Bishop Absalon, as you see, is one
which is written large in Danish history; and, in the
long centuries which have passed since his day, Copenhagen
has not forgotten his services. Close to
the Island of the Castle, or Slotsholmen, on which
once stood the fortress erected by him, is a conspicuous
equestrian statue of Absalon; and on guard
over the entrance to the new town hall, or Raadhuset,
is another sculptured figure of the great Dane
who went forth with the cross in one hand and the
sword in the other.

But to my thinking, at least, Denmark’s prehistoric
past is of more interest than her early Christian
history. Consequently, I went, the day after my
arrival, to the National Museum. This is in the
heart of the old Copenhagen, just opposite Slotsholmen.
The building which houses the national
collection was first erected in the seventeenth century;
and it was rebuilt in 1744, as a residence for a
Danish prince, for which reason it is still called
“Prinsens Palais.” About sixty years ago it was
converted into a museum; and, though it is a homely
old structure, the Prince’s Palace is spacious and
well lighted, and hence is well suited to its present
use.

On the walls of the courtyard are memorial tablets
to Rasmus Nyerup and to Jens Jacob Asmussen
Worsaae, the founder of Danish archæology. To
see these tablets was like coming across mementoes
of old friends; for Nyerup and Worsaae have done
much toward making rough ways smooth and
crooked paths straight for all who care to learn
what the ancient Scandinavians were like. And
within the vestibule of the building stands a marble
bust of Christian Jürgensen Thomsen, the man to
whom Denmark is most indebted for bringing together
the collections exhibited in the museum.

But it is neither Nyerup, Worsaae, nor Thomsen
to whom belongs the final credit for Denmark’s pre-eminence
in things archæological. That must go to
the Danish people, whose unusual interest has been
indispensable in making the national archæological
exhibit the most complete possessed by any nation,
except Norway and Sweden. But there is no mystery
connected with the Scandinavian zeal for things
prehistoric; it has a sound historical basis, which is
akin to family pride. No other peoples of Europe
have so long held the soil now occupied by them as
have the Scandinavians. In fact, the ancestors of
the modern Scandinavians reached the northwest of
Europe even before they were Scandinavians; it was
only during the long centuries following their arrival
that they acquired the physical and mental
characteristics which distinguish them from other
peoples of Teutonic stock. When my pre-Scandinavian
forefathers and foremothers came into the
present Scandinavian lands, a thousand years or so
before the birth of Christ, they were in the New
Stone Age of culture. And while nations rose and
fell in other parts of Europe—while Celt fell before
Roman, and Roman before Teuton, and Teuton
before Saracen and Slav—the people who were
becoming Scandinavians remained isolated in their
northern land, frequently quarreling among themselves,
it is true, but unjostled and uninvaded by
alien blood. Consequently, to the modern Scandinavians
practically all archæological remains found
in the land seem almost ancestral relics, and, naturally,
they take a tremendous interest in them.

The exhibits are arranged in the museum in chronological
order, beginning with the Old Stone Age,
and visitors are expected to follow Denmark’s cultural
development progressively. I know, because
I unwittingly entered first one of the rooms containing
exhibits from the late Middle Ages, and the
vigilant guard courteously but firmly showed me to
the door on the opposite side of the vestibule. I
was not to be permitted to get an inverted idea of
Denmark’s past, even if I wished to do so.

The earliest part of the Old Stone Age in Denmark
is represented in the museum by a section of
a kitchen midden, or shell mound. The primeval
settlers of Scandinavia did not live in the days of
patent garbage cans and incinerators; hence, after
a feast of raw or baked clams or oysters on the half
shell, they dumped the shells upon the community
refuse heap—and thus were saved dish-washing.
When they feasted on mammals and birds, the
bones were thrown upon the same garbage pile; but
the middens are mostly made up of shells, for shell
fish—especially oysters—were wonderfully abundant
in the Baltic in the Old Stone days, and could be had
for the digging.

I was particularly interested in this bona fide,
primitive Danish garbage heap because a few years
ago I saw a midden of the same general character,
left by the ancestors of the American Indians, when
they were at the same stage of culture as the makers
of the Danish shell mounds. Perhaps I have told
you before of the midden which I saw in California.
It was near Point Richmond, on the shores of San
Francisco Bay; but as the land on which it stood has
long been sinking, it had been partially carried away
by the waves. On the other hand, since the coast of
Denmark is rising, many of the Danish middens are
now far inland. But the two kinds of prehistoric
garbage heaps bore a striking resemblance to each
other; both were made up largely of shells, interspersed
here and there with bones.

Until the middle of the last century, the world
believed that the many heaps of shells, mixed with
bones, found here and there on the coasts of Denmark,
were merely due to the in-wash of the sea
waves. Professor Worsaae it was who discovered
their true origin. In 1850 he proved them to be of
human formation. Though this seems a very simple
discovery, it was a very important one in archæology,
for it explained similar mounds in other parts
of the world, and it led to a most careful investigation
of the Danish middens, resulting in the disclosure
of fragments of weapons and utensils which
threw light upon a people whose one-time existence
the Danish archæologists had hitherto not even suspected.
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