The Danish economy was in a shambles after the defeat of
the second Prussian war, causing great hardships for its
citizens. The hard-pressed Scandinavians did find one viable
option to worsening working conditions at home - emigration.
Andrew Jenson writes, "the spirit of gathering is great among
the Saints, and those that can are preparing to emigrate next
season. Would to God we had means enough to emigrate, the
poor, honest and faithful souls who are struggling here in
poverty, hardly able to support themselves, work being scarce
and wages low" (Jenson, 183).

Many good men, within and without the church, desired to
rescue the common people of Scandinava from their plight. In
1868, matured and successful, yet still down to earth,
BENGTA's old neighbor HANS MATTSON anxiously returned to
visit Scania "with the affection of a child toward its
mother™ (Mattson, 104).

His first experience in Scania awoke him to the striking
contrasts between the land of his fathers and his new land of

promise:

"I landed at Malmo just in time to walk to the railroad
station and take the train to Kristianstad. The beautiful
station with its surroundings, the uniformed and courteous
officials in attendance, the well-dressed and comfortable-
looking people in the first and second-class waiting room,
all made a pleasant impression upon me, which scon was to be
disturbed, however, by the following little incident:

As I stepped up to the ticket window to buy my ticket I
observed a poor working woman at the third-class window with
a silver coin in her hand and with tears in her eyes begging
the clerk to give her the change and a ticket. I heard her
pleading that she had left three little children alone at
home, that this was the last train, and if she did not get
home with it she would have to walk in the mud after dark.
The clerk insultingly refused her, stating that he had no
time to bother with her trifles unless she paid the even
change; she asked several gentlemen nearby to change her
money for her, but they all turned away as if fearing
contamination by coming in contact with one so poor and
lowly. [The rules in Sweden gave the ticket clerks the right
to demand even change. ]

I had only a few large bills, and as the woman was
crowded away, the same clerk at the first-class window took
one of my bills, and, with a most polite bow, gave me a
handful of large and small change. Of course I got the woman
her ticket also. This was possibly an exceptional case, but
to me it was a striking example of the difference between
Swedish and American ways and courtesy.

I venture to say that in no railway station or other
public place in the whole United States, north or south, east
or west, would a poor woman in her circumstances be left one
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