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The bestselling author of A Man Called Ove and My Grandmother Asked Me to
Tell You She’s Sorry returns with an irresistible novel about finding love and
second chances in the most unlikely of places.

Britt-Marie can’t stand mess. A disorganized cutlery drawer ranks high on her
list of unforgivable sins. She begins her day at 6 a.m., because only lunatics wake
up later than that. And she is not passive-aggressive. Not in the least. It's just that
sometimes people interpret her helpful suggestions as criticisms, which is
certainly not her intention. She is not one to judge others—no matter how ill-
mannered, unkempt, or morally suspect they might be.

But hidden inside the socially awkward, fussy busybody is a woman who has
more imagination,bigger dreams, and a warmer heart that anyone around her
realizes.

When Britt-Marie walks out on her cheating husband and has to fend for herself
in the miserable backwater town of Borg—of which the kindest thing one can say
is that it has a road going through it—she is more than a little unprepared.
Employed as the caretaker of a soon-to-be demolished recreation center, the
fastidious Britt-Marie has to cope with muddy floors, unruly children, and a
(literal) rat for a roommate. She finds herself being drawn into the daily doings of
her fellow citizens, an odd assortment of miscreants, drunkards, layabouts—and
a handsome local policeman whose romantic attentions to Britt-Marie are as
unmistakable as they are unwanted. Most alarming of all, she’s given the
impossible task of leading the supremely untalented children’s soccer team to
victory. In this small town of big-hearted misfits, can Britt-Marie find a place
where she truly belongs?

Funny and moving, observant and humane, Britt-Marie Was Here celebrates the
unexpected friendships that change us forever, and the power of even the gentlest
of spirits to make the world a better place.
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The bestselling author of A Man Called Ove and My Grandmother Asked Me to Tell You She’s Sorry returns
with an irresistible novel about finding love and second chances in the most unlikely of places.

Britt-Marie can’t stand mess. A disorganized cutlery drawer ranks high on her list of unforgivable sins. She
begins her day at 6 a.m., because only lunatics wake up later than that. And she is not passive-aggressive.
Not in the least. It's just that sometimes people interpret her helpful suggestions as criticisms, which is
certainly not her intention. She is not one to judge others—no matter how ill-mannered, unkempt, or morally
suspect they might be.

But hidden inside the socially awkward, fussy busybody is a woman who has more imagination,bigger
dreams, and a warmer heart that anyone around her realizes.

When Britt-Marie walks out on her cheating husband and has to fend for herself in the miserable backwater
town of Borg—of which the kindest thing one can say is that it has a road going through it—she is more than
a little unprepared. Employed as the caretaker of a soon-to-be demolished recreation center, the fastidious
Britt-Marie has to cope with muddy floors, unruly children, and a (literal) rat for a roommate. She finds
herself being drawn into the daily doings of her fellow citizens, an odd assortment of miscreants, drunkards,
layabouts—and a handsome local policeman whose romantic attentions to Britt-Marie are as unmistakable as
they are unwanted. Most alarming of all, she’s given the impossible task of leading the supremely untalented
children’s soccer team to victory. In this small town of big-hearted misfits, can Britt-Marie find a place
where she truly belongs?

Funny and moving, observant and humane, Britt-Marie Was Here celebrates the unexpected friendships that
change us forever, and the power of even the gentlest of spirits to make the world a better place.
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Editorial Review

Review
"Warm and satisfying." (People Magazine)

“Backman has written another bestseller with his latest novel. While at first Britt-Marie seems intolerable
and aggravating, readers are quickly endeared to her obsessive-compulsive ways and frank honesty. At first
the writing style comes off sharp; however, readers quickly see that is how Britt-Marie processes the world
and it too becomes something amicable. Heartfelt and truly stirring, Britt-Marie Was Here resonates long
after the last page is read.” (RT Magazine)

"Universal...Backman hits a nice note between overly sweet and hard-boiled fiction; excellent for book
clubs." (Library Journal (starred review))

“The bestselling author of A MAN CALLED OVE returns with this heartwarming story about a woman
rediscovering herself after personal crisis. Backman reveals Britt-Marie’s need for order….with clear, tight
descriptions. Insightful and touching, this is a sweet and inspiring story about truth and transformation. Fans
of Backman’s will find another winner in these pages.” (Publishers Weekly)

"Britt-Marie’s metamorphosis from cocoon to butterfly seems all the more remarkable for the utterly
discouraging environment in which it takes place." (Booklist)

“A brilliant mix of belly-laughs, profound insight and captivating events delivered… with Backman's pitch-
perfect dialogue and an unparalleled understanding of human nature." (Shelf Awareness)

BRITT-MARIE WAS HERE [is] the story of a curmudgeon you can’t help but grow to love… The story is
by turns hilarious and heartbreaking, and you’ll find yourself cheering for Britt-Marie.” (Salisbury Post)

PRAISE FOR A MAN CALLED OVE

“A charming debut…You’ll laugh, you’ll cry, you’ll feel new sympathy for the curmudgeons in your life.
You’ll also want to move to Scandinavia, where everything’s cuter.” (People)

“Even the most serious reader of fiction needs light relief, and for that afternoon when all you want is charm,
this is the perfect book." (San Francisco Chronicle)

"A light hearted, deeply moving novel about a grumpy but loveable curmudgeon who finds his solitary world
turned on its head when a boisterous young family moves in next door. This quirky debut is a thoughtful and
charming exploration of the impact one life has on countless others—and an absolute delight." (CBS Local)

"An inspiring affirmation of love for life and acceptance of people for their essence and individual quirks. A
Man Called Ove is a perfect selection for book clubs. It's well written and replete with universal concerns. It
lacks violence and profanity, is life-affirming and relationship-driven. The book is bittersweet, tender, often
wickedly humorous and almost certain to elicit tears. I contentedly wept my way through a box of tissues
when I first read the novel and again when I savored it for a second time.” (BookBrowse.com)

"A Man Called Ove is exquisite. The lyrical language is the confetti thrown liberally throughout this



celebration-of-life story, adding sparkle and color to an already spectacular party. Backman's characters feel
so authentic that readers will likely find analogues living in their own neighborhoods." (Shelf Awareness
(starred review))

"Readers seeking feel-good tales with a message will rave about the rantings of this solitary old man with a
singular outlook. If there was an award for 'Most Charming Book of the Year,' this first novel by a Swedish
blogger-turned-overnight-sensation would win hands down." (Booklist, Starred Review)

“A funny crowd-pleaser that serves up laughs to accompany a thoughtful reflection on loss and love… The
author writes with winning charm.” (Publishers Weekly, starred review)

“This charming debut novel by Backman should find a ready audience with English-language readers…
hysterically funny… wry descriptions, excellent pacing… In the contest of Most Winning Combination, it
would be hard to beat grumpy Ove and his hidden,generous heart.” (Kirkus Reviews)

PRAISE FOR MY GRANDMOTHER ASKED ME TO TELL YOU SHE'S SORRY

“[…] Believable and fanciful. Backman’s smooth storytelling infuses his characters with charm and wit. . .
Engaging. . . A delightful story.” (St. Louis Post-Dispatch)

“Every bit as churlish but lovable as Backman’s cantankerous protagonist in his debut, A Man Called Ove
(2014), precocious Elsa will easily work her way into the hearts of readers who like characters with spunk to
spare. A delectable homage to the power of stories to comfort and heal, Backman’s tender tale of the
touching relationship between a grandmother and granddaughter is a tribute to the everlasting bonds of deep
family ties.” (Booklist (starred))

“Firmly in league with Roald Dahl and Neil Gaiman. A touching, sometimes funny, often wise portrait of
grief.”

(Kirkus Reviews)

About the Author
Fredrik Backman is the #1 New York Times bestselling author of A Man Called Ove, My Grandmother Asked
Me to Tell You She’s Sorry, Britt-Marie Was Here, Beartown, as well as a novella, And Every Morning the
Way Home Gets Longer and Longer. His books are published in more than thirty-five countries. He lives in
Stockholm, Sweden, with his wife and two children. His new novel, Beartown, will be published in April
2017.

Excerpt. © Reprinted by permission. All rights reserved.
Britt-Marie Was Here

1

Forks. Knives. Spoons.

In that order.



Britt-Marie is certainly not the kind of person who judges other people. Far from it.

But surely no civilized person would even think of arranging a cutlery drawer in a different way from how
cutlery drawers are supposed to be arranged?

We’re not animals, are we?

It’s a Monday in January. She’s sitting at a desk in the unemployment office. Admittedly there’s no cutlery
in sight, but it’s on her mind because it sums up everything that’s gone wrong recently. Cutlery should be
arranged as it always has been, because life should go on unchanged. Normal life is presentable. In normal
life you clean up the kitchen and keep your balcony tidy and take care of your children. It’s hard
work—harder than one might think. In normal life you certainly don’t find yourself sitting in the
unemployment office.

The girl who works here has staggeringly short hair, Britt-Marie thinks, like a man’s. Not that there’s
anything wrong with that, of course—it’s modern, no doubt. The girl points at a piece of paper and smiles,
evidently in a hurry.

“Just fill in your name, social security number, and address here, please.”

Britt-Marie has to be registered. As if she were a criminal. As if she has come to steal a job rather than find
one.

“Milk and sugar?” the girl asks, pouring some coffee into a plastic mug.

Britt-Marie doesn’t judge anyone. Far from it. But who would behave like that? A plastic mug! Are we at
war? She’d like to say just that to the girl, but because Kent is always urging Britt-Marie to “be more socially
aware” she just smiles as diplomatically as she can and waits to be offered a coaster.

Kent is Britt-Marie’s husband. He’s an entrepreneur. Incredibly, incredibly successful. Has business dealings
with Germany and is extremely, extremely socially aware.

The girl offers her two tiny disposable cartons of the sort of milk that doesn’t have to be kept in the fridge.
Then she holds out a plastic mug with plastic teaspoons protruding from it. Britt-Marie could not have
looked more startled if she’d been offered roadkill.

She shakes her head and brushes her hand over the table as if it was covered in invisible crumbs. There are
papers everywhere, in any old order. The girl clearly doesn’t have time to tidy them up, Britt-Marie
realizes—she’s probably far too busy with her career.

“Okay,” says the girl pleasantly, turning back to the form, “just write your address here.”

Britt-Marie fixes her gaze on her lap. She misses being at home with her cutlery drawer. She misses Kent,
because Kent is the one who fills in all the forms.

When the girl looks like she’s about to open her mouth again, Britt-Marie interrupts her.

“You forgot to give me a coaster,” says Britt-Marie, smiling, with all the social awareness she can muster. “I
don’t want to make marks on your table. Could I trouble you to give me something to put my . . . coffee cup



on?”

She uses that distinctive tone, which Britt-Marie relies on whenever she has to summon all her inner
goodness, to refer to it as a “cup” even though it is a plastic mug.

“Oh, don’t worry, just put it anywhere.”

As if life was as simple as that. As if using a coaster or organizing the cutlery drawer in the right order didn’t
matter. The girl—who clearly doesn’t appreciate the value of coasters, or proper cups, or even mirrors,
judging by her hairstyle—taps her pen against the paper, by the “address” box.

“But surely we can’t just put our cups on the table? That leaves marks on a table, surely you see that.”

The girl glances at the surface of the desk, which looks as if toddlers have been trying to eat potatoes off it.
With pitchforks. In the dark.

“It really doesn’t matter; it’s so old and scratched up already!” she says with a smile.

Britt-Marie is screaming inside.

“I don’t suppose you’ve considered that it’s because you don’t use coasters,” she mutters, not at all in a
“passive-aggressive” way, which is how Kent’s children once described her when they thought she wasn’t
listening. Britt-Marie is not actually passive-aggressive. She’s considerate. After she heard Kent’s children
saying she was passive-aggressive she was extra considerate for several weeks.

The unemployment office girl looks a little strained. “Okay . . . what did you say your name was? Britt,
right?”

“Britt-Marie. Only my sister calls me Britt.”

“Okay, Britt-Marie, if you could just fill in the form. Please.”

Britt-Marie peers at the paper, which requires her to give assurances about where she lives and who she is.
An unreasonable amount of paperwork is required these days just to be a human being. A preposterous
amount of administration for society to let one take part. In the end she reluctantly fills in her name, social
security number, and her cell phone number. The address box is left empty.

“What’s your educational background, Britt-Marie?”

Britt-Marie squeezes her handbag.

“I’ll have you know that my education is excellent.”

“But no formal education?”

“For your information, I solve an enormous number of crosswords. Which is not the sort of thing one can do
without an education.”

She takes a very small gulp of the coffee. It doesn’t taste like Kent’s coffee at all. Kent makes very good



coffee. Everyone says so. Britt-Marie takes care of the coasters and Kent takes care of the coffee.

“Okay . . . what sort of life experience do you have?”

“My latest employment was as a waitress. I had outstanding references.”

The girl looks hopeful. “And when was that?”

“Nineteen seventy-eight.”

“Ah . . . and you haven’t worked since then?”

“I have worked every day since then. I’ve helped my husband with his company.”

Again the girl looks hopeful. “And what sorts of tasks did you perform in the company?”

“I took care of the children and saw to it that our home was presentable.”

The girl smiles to hide her disappointment, as people do when they don’t have the ability to distinguish
between “a place to live” and “a home.” It’s actually thoughtfulness that makes the difference. Because of
thoughtfulness there are coasters and proper coffee cups and beds that are made so tightly in the mornings
that Kent jokes with his acquaintances about how, if you stumble on the threshold on your way into the
bedroom, there’s “a smaller risk of breaking your leg if you land on the floor than the bedspread.” Britt-
Marie loathes it when he talks that way. Surely civilized people lift their feet when they walk across bedroom
thresholds?

Whenever Britt-Marie and Kent go away, Britt-Marie sprinkles the mattress with baking soda for twenty
minutes before she makes the bed. The baking soda absorbs dirt and humidity, leaving the mattress much
fresher. Baking soda helps almost everything, in Britt-Marie’s experience. Kent usually complains about
being late; Britt-Marie clasps her hands together over her stomach and says: “I absolutely must be allowed to
make the bed before we leave, Kent. Just imagine if we die!”

This is the actual reason why Britt-Marie hates traveling. Death. Not even baking soda has any effect on
death. Kent says she exaggerates, but people do actually drop dead all the time when they’re away, and what
would the landlord think if they had to break down the door only to find an unclean mattress? Surely they’d
conclude that Kent and Britt-Marie lived in their own dirt?

The girl checks her watch.

“Okay,” she says.

Britt-Marie feels her tone has a note of criticism in it.

“The children are twins and we have a balcony. It’s more work than you think, having a balcony.”

The girl nods tentatively.

“How old are your children?”



“Kent’s children. They’re thirty.”

“So they’ve left home?”

“Obviously.”

“And you’re sixty-three years old?”

“Yes,” says Britt-Marie dismissively, as if this was highly irrelevant.

The girl clears her throat as if, actually, it’s very relevant indeed.

“Well, Britt-Marie, quite honestly, because of the financial crisis and all that, I mean, there’s a scarcity of
jobs for people in your . . . situation.”

The girl sounds a bit as if “situation” was not her first choice as a way of concluding the sentence. Britt-
Marie smiles patiently.

“Kent says that the financial crisis is over. He’s an entrepreneur, you must understand. So he understands
these kind of things, which are possibly a little outside your field of competence.”

The girl blinks for an unnecessary amount of time. Checks her watch. She seems uncomfortable, which
vexes Britt-Marie. She quickly decides to give the girl a compliment, just to show her goodwill. She looks
around the room for something to compliment her about, and finally manages to say, with as generous a
smile as she can muster:

“You have a very modern hairstyle.”

“What? Oh. Thanks,” she replies, her fingertips moving self-consciously towards her scalp.

“It’s very courageous of you to wear your hair so short when you have such a large forehead.”

Why does the girl look offended? Britt-Marie wonders. Clearly that’s what happens when you try to be
sociable towards young people these days. The girl rises from her chair.

“Thanks for coming, Britt-Marie. You are registered in our database. We’ll be in touch!”

She holds out her hand to say good-bye. Britt-Marie stands up and places the plastic mug of coffee in her
hand.

“When?”

“Well, it’s difficult to say.”

“I suppose I’m supposed to just sit and wait,” counters Britt-Marie with a diplomatic smile, “as if I didn’t
have anything better to do?”

The girl swallows.



“Well, my colleague will be in touch with you about a jobseekers’ training course, an—”

“I don’t want a course. I want a job.”

“Absolutely, but it’s difficult to say when something will turn up. . . .”

Britt-Marie takes a notebook from her pocket.

“Shall we say tomorrow, then?”

“What?”

“Could something turn up tomorrow?”

The girl clears her throat.

“Well, it could, or I’d rather . . .”

Britt-Marie gets a pencil from her bag, eyes the pencil with some disapproval, and then looks at the girl.

“Might I trouble you for a pencil sharpener?” she asks.

“A pencil sharpener?” asks the girl, as if she had been asked for a thousand-year-old magical artifact.

“I need to put our meeting on the list.”

Some people don’t understand the value of lists, but Britt-Marie is not one of those people. She has so many
lists that she has to keep a separate list to list all the lists. Otherwise anything could happen. She could die.
Or forget to buy baking soda.

The girl offers her a pen and says something to the effect of, “Actually I don’t have time tomorrow,” but
Britt-Marie is too busy peering at the pen to hear what she’s saying.

“Surely we can’t write lists in ink?” she bursts out.

“That’s all I’ve got.” The girl says this with some finality. “Is there anything else I can help you with today,
Britt-Marie?”

“Ha,” Britt-Marie responds after a moment.

Britt-Marie often says that. “Ha.” Not as in “ha-ha” but as in “aha,” spoken in a particularly disappointed
tone. Like when you find a wet towel thrown on the bathroom floor.

“Ha.” Immediately after saying this, Britt-Marie always firmly closes her mouth, to emphasize this is the last
thing she intends to say on the subject. Although it rarely is the last thing.

The girl hesitates. Britt-Marie grasps the pen as if it’s sticky. Looks at the list marked “Tuesday” in her
notebook, and, at the top, above “Cleaning” and “Shopping,” she writes “Unemployment office to contact
me.”



She hands back the pen.

“It was very nice to meet you,” says the girl robotically. “We’ll be in touch!”

“Ha,” says Britt-Marie with a nod.

Britt-Marie leaves the unemployment office. The girl is obviously under the impression that this is the last
time they’ll meet, because she’s unaware of how scrupulously Britt-Marie sticks to her lists. Clearly the girl
has never seen Britt-Marie’s balcony.

It’s an astonishingly, astonishingly presentable balcony.

It’s January outside, a winter chill in the air but no snow on the ground—below freezing without any
evidence of it being so. The very worst time of year for balcony plants.

After leaving the unemployment office, Britt-Marie goes to a supermarket that is not her usual supermarket,
where she buys everything on her list. She doesn’t like shopping on her own, because she doesn’t like
pushing the shopping cart. Kent always pushes the shopping cart while Britt-Marie walks at his side and
holds on to a corner of it. Not because she’s trying to steer, only that she likes holding on to things while he
is also holding on to them. For the sake of that feeling they are going somewhere at the same time.

She eats her dinner cold at exactly six o’clock. She’s used to sitting up all night waiting for Kent, so she tries
to put his portion in the fridge. But the only fridge here is full of very small bottles of alcohol. She lowers
herself onto a bed that isn’t hers, while rubbing her ring finger, a habit she falls into when she’s nervous.

A few days ago she was sitting on her own bed, spinning her wedding ring, after cleaning the mattress extra
carefully with baking soda. Now she’s rubbing the white mark on her skin where the ring used to be.

The building has an address, but it’s certainly neither a place to live nor a home. On the floor are two
rectangular plastic boxes for balcony flowers, but the hostel room doesn’t have a balcony. Britt-Marie has no
one to sit up all night waiting for.

But she sits up anyway.

Users Review

From reader reviews:

Richard Swisher:

Have you spare time to get a day? What do you do when you have far more or little spare time? That's why,
you can choose the suitable activity intended for spend your time. Any person spent their spare time to take a
stroll, shopping, or went to often the Mall. How about open or even read a book allowed Britt-Marie Was
Here: A Novel? Maybe it is for being best activity for you. You understand beside you can spend your time
with your favorite's book, you can cleverer than before. Do you agree with its opinion or you have other
opinion?



Louise Fulghum:

Reading a e-book can be one of a lot of exercise that everyone in the world loves. Do you like reading book
consequently. There are a lot of reasons why people fantastic. First reading a reserve will give you a lot of
new facts. When you read a book you will get new information because book is one of numerous ways to
share the information or maybe their idea. Second, examining a book will make anyone more imaginative.
When you studying a book especially fictional works book the author will bring one to imagine the story
how the characters do it anything. Third, you are able to share your knowledge to other people. When you
read this Britt-Marie Was Here: A Novel, it is possible to tells your family, friends and soon about yours
reserve. Your knowledge can inspire the others, make them reading a e-book.

Wilbert York:

Reading can called brain hangout, why? Because if you are reading a book mainly book entitled Britt-Marie
Was Here: A Novel the mind will drift away trough every dimension, wandering in every aspect that maybe
unidentified for but surely might be your mind friends. Imaging just about every word written in a e-book
then become one application form conclusion and explanation that will maybe you never get ahead of. The
Britt-Marie Was Here: A Novel giving you one more experience more than blown away your mind but also
giving you useful data for your better life in this era. So now let us demonstrate the relaxing pattern is your
body and mind is going to be pleased when you are finished studying it, like winning a casino game. Do you
want to try this extraordinary paying spare time activity?

Kim Nielsen:

Is it anyone who having spare time after that spend it whole day simply by watching television programs or
just resting on the bed? Do you need something new? This Britt-Marie Was Here: A Novel can be the
response, oh how comes? A fresh book you know. You are therefore out of date, spending your time by
reading in this new era is common not a geek activity. So what these books have than the others?
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