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    Chapter 1




    Hannah sat on the hill overlooking the meadow and her family’s farm and contemplated the turn of events that had happened in the last few days. She breathed in the fresh spring air, taking in the lush green grass, yellow daisies, and blue sky of her beloved home and wondered how she could ever bear to leave such a place. At the tender age of 14, she understood her father had dreams he wished to fulfil; yet she was frightened, as she had heard stories of bloodthirsty savages and dangerous sea journeys from her papa and brother that had thoroughly put her off of any idea of adventuring.




    The birds sang merrily overhead and the sun still shone brightly in the Norwegian sky; but nevertheless, Hannah’s life had changed forever; when her papa had arrived home from town a few days ago, and announced to his family, in no uncertain terms “I have decided we are moving to the Americas.” He then proceeded to show a newspaper clipping to his wife, which read “Farmer adventurers required for the Dakota Territory, 100 acre land tracts allocated to settlers.”




    Hannah’s family had just sat down to their evening meal around the kitchen table, when the news had broken. The kitchen was normally a cheerful place, the floors tidy and swept and bright curtains on the windows. Her mama always made sure the broom was placed behind the kitchen door, as she said: “It was bad luck to keep it anywhere else.” Yet Hannah always thought the practice was a silly one, because everyone always knocked it over, coming through the door anyway. But today, the usually cheerful family kitchen was filled with tension, as the Nelson family members tried to digest the news of immigration, in their own way.




    Anya, Hannah’s mama, who was a small frail woman with silver blonde hair and refined features, appeared the most shocked at the news, and said nothing at first; but then tears welled up in her eyes, and she lowered her head in her hands in dismay, weeping quietly. After a few moments, she lifted her head saying, “No Eric, you can’t do this to us, this is our home.” Peter, Hannah’s brother, a big brawny 16 year old youth, with a shock of yellow hair and the beginnings of a beard showing on his face, in contrast, leapt to his feet, smiling broadly, and shook his father’s hand saying: “Papa that is grand, I can’t believe we are going to the Americas” and whooped in glee, clapping his hands in excitement. Hannah’s two younger brothers, Otto and Lars, ages 3 and 5, both appeared baffled, at the sight of their mama crying and brother whooping; and started crying themselves; sensing unrest and tension in the family. Hannah, an auburn haired, petite girl with a razor sharp wit and intelligent green eyes, took in the scene, in dismay. She could not be called a beauty, yet she had a distinctive look that made her stand out from a crowd, and was a natural born leader. She quickly assessed the situation and went across to try to calm Anya and placed her small hand in the hand of her mama’s; and looked with condemning eyes at her papa, for in her mind, he had caused this mess.




    Anya looked at her daughter with her lip trembling, and shook her head helplessly, not daring to challenge her husband directly; because she knew he would not tolerate disobedience from his wife. In fact, in the past, Eric had manhandled her to prove his point; and Anya did not want to spark his temper off, in front of the children. Hannah had never seen the physical abuse her papa had rained down on her mama, yet she had heard it happening whilst lying in the farmhouse loft as a small child. During these times she had stayed in her bed, terrified. She remembered being curled up in a ball, under the blankets, with her hands over her ears, trying to block out her mama’s screams. Hannah had also seen bruises on her mama’s back and legs, from time to time, when they had bathed, as the only females in the house. But, oddly there were never any bruises on her mama’s beautiful face. Hannah guessed, as she got older, her papa didn’t want the outside world to know what he had done. Hannah’s brother, Peter seemed oblivious to what had been transpiring between their parents though, as he slept heavily through the night and had never mentioned it, which seemed very strange to Hannah indeed.




    Gathering her thoughts, Hannah stood up from her perch on the hillside and dusted the grass off her skirt and headed off down the narrow path to the thatched cottage she had grown up in. She had promised herself that she would be brave for her mama’s sake; but almost lost her resolve when she approached the farmhouse door and heard loud weeping coming from inside. She squared her shoulders and turned the knob, finding her mama weeping with her head resting on her folded arms at the kitchen table. Her two younger brothers were sitting at her feet, also crying and looked very tired and hungry. Hannah rushed to pick up the youngest child, Otto; holding him close, to comfort him. She then spoke softly to her mama and stroked her arm, treating her like a small child, which seemed to appease her. Hannah had seen her mama in depressed moods before, but it seemed she had been on the edge for days, and she knew this would never do. Determined to encourage her mama, she said matter of factly: “Mama you can fuss and cry all you want to; but you know Papa always gets his way, so we must somehow reconcile ourselves that we are going to the Americas, do you understand? Whether we like it or not, we are going to that place; do you hear me Mama? But don’t worry, I promise I will help you every step of the way, and we will come through alright, I just know it in my heart.” Several minutes passed and nothing further was said. Then Anya shook herself, as if a light switched on in her head, and sat up straight in her chair, looking blankly at Hannah and said: “Och, I must make your papa’s supper, you know he does not take kindly to having to wait for his meal; Hannah I need you to go quickly and get coal from the shed outside please?” And then, as if nothing was wrong, she wiped her nose with a handkerchief, from her apron and rose to start cooking, without giving her two sons, or even Hannah, a second glance.




    Hannah was well used to her mama’s changing moods, and continued to sit at the table, while the two young boys sidled up to her, seeking comfort. She sighed; admitting to herself her mama had never been strong; and grimly thought to herself, that once again, she would have to act as surrogate mother to her brothers. But not just yet, for she was determined to tell Anya of what she had been shown whilst sitting on the hilltop, just a few moments earlier, and shook her head sharply, saying: “Mama, listen, Papa can wait a minute. I need to tell you about the vision I had on the hilltop today… please, hear me out.” Anya stopped and turned, supporting herself with her arms on the table, and tiredly sat back down. As Hannah’s mama, she was in great awe of her daughter’s gifting, because she knew that everything that Hannah had ever seen in these visions; generally had significance or had indeed come to pass, in times past. Anya waited patiently; not speaking a word, and Hannah seized on her opportunity and began, saying: “I saw Papa standing like a giant in a flowing yellow field and all around him for miles and miles, all you could see were people that were dressed in leather looking clothes and feathers. I guess they were Indians,” she added, “but they were friendly and smiling and we were there too, and all of us were so happy, Mama. I think my gifting is trying to show us in this vision, that we will be fine,” she explained, “and that even though everything will be very different, we will be happy, can’t you see?” Finally, out of breath, Hannah waited for her mama’s response and hoped that somehow her vision had comforted her.




    A look of resignation passed across her mama’s lovely face, and she closed her eyes tightly for a moment, sitting quietly, and at last, said: “Och, then let God’s will be done, my daughter, and may he have mercy on us all; and now my child, will you please go and get the coal?” Hannah half smiled and hurriedly put on her apron and scurried out to the shed for coal. Hannah didn’t find much though, because she had noticed, that although her papa didn’t like to admit it, the farm she loved so much, had been failing for some time. This decline of the farm had come about due to several years of poor and diseased potato crops, which had wreaked havoc upon the potato farmers, across Norway during the last few lean years. As a result, Hannah remembered that her own family, like many others, had barely etched out a living with the few farm animals and the vegetable garden they cared for. She found what coal she could, however; and returned to help her mama prepare the family meal, because there was scarcely an hour before the men returned from the fields.




    


  




  

    Chapter 2




    Even though his family had fallen on hard times, Eric Nelson was an ambitious man and determined to be rich, despite the fact it would be especially hard on his fragile wife. The rest of his brood were strong however, and he knew they would prosper in the new life he had planned for them. He also rationalised that, although Anya relied greatly on her own mother, who lived in a nearby village, she would have Hannah to help her. So, in his eyes, like it or not; his wife would have to adapt.




    Anya had been plagued with dark moods throughout their marriage, and he grew weary of continually comforting and reassuring her, like she was a small child. He had sought the comfort of a strong drink and other women for solace, in the past, which he felt guilty about; but he felt most guilty about the drunken beatings he had given his wife, when the children were younger. He could scarcely remember them, because the drink had firmly taken hold on those occasions. In those days, he had returned home many a night, drunk from the town inn; and found Anya there with her sad face and he had just lost it with her; because he felt less of a man for failing to make her happy. Through the years, Eric had experienced flashbacks of the violence he had meted out to his wife; and had seen the evidence of the bruising he had inflicted on her body, and was repulsed by it. Yet, callously, he considered himself to be a good provider and father and he would push these thoughts to the back of his mind, feeling there was very little he could do, to change his wife’s temperament or indeed the past.




    Eric was aware his wife was frightened of him, and in his mind, he thought that maybe this was not such a bad thing. He loved her in his own way, but he admitted that he would never understand her. When Eric had first laid eyes on Anya, working as a seamstress’s assistant in the nearby village over 17 years ago, her beauty had dazzled him, with her porcelain skin and pale blonde hair. He knew then and there that he had to possess her, as his wife. At the time, Anya’s mother had warned him, when he announced his intentions to her; that her daughter was not strong. She had explained that Anya had lost her father in a terrible accident, saying: “He fell off a cliff and Anya witnessed the tragedy as a child, and she’s never been right since.”




    Yet, Eric had arrogantly declared at the time: “I will make her happy and things will change once she is my wife.” But things had not changed and Anya seemed even more mentally impaired since birthing Eric’s two youngest sons. But believing in making the best of things, Eric had gritted his teeth when he told his family of his intention to move them to the Americas; and refused to be swayed by the emotional upheaval it caused in his household or indeed the mental state of his wife.




    Eric was determined to make his mark in the world and wanted desperately to make a better life for his offspring. He stood in the rocky field of his farm, surveying his current property and decided he had struck a good deal with his cousin, Albert, for the sale of his farm. He finished feeding the donkey and sheep in the barn and mentally started preparing a list of the supplies he would need for the long journey on the ship to the Americas. In fact, he decided he would leave in two days’ time to book passage on the next available ship to the new world, for Eric planned to have his family travelling within the month. He had done his homework and knew he needed to leave whilst the weather was still favourable or the seas could be more treacherous the longer they waited to make the journey; and so haste was needed to get to their destination safely and he was aching to begin a new life.




    Eric had also decided that he must remove his daughter from the area, as soon as possible; because her gifting of second sight and healing was becoming a burden, for the entire family. More and more people showed up every day at the farmhouse; for her prayers of healing and visions of the future and he felt he could not protect his daughter anymore. Sometimes these people brought food or a piece of cloth to trade for her words or deeds; but Eric was very worried and felt it was getting out of hand and that he had to intervene or they would never have a normal life. He knew his daughter had a great gifting and was destined to help many, because she had proven herself again and again; but Hannah was only 14 years old and in his mind needed a chance for a normal life.




    When Eric first read the advertisement about the fertile 160 acre land tracts available to settlers in the Dakota Territory, he thought perhaps he’d misunderstood the ad. Yet, when he had written to the shipping agent assigned to locate potential settlers for the offer, he was delighted to find it was a genuine offer. The agent had written back saying that the only stipulations were: “that the settlers had to reach Fort Webster at their own expense and that they would be required to build a cabin and make improvements to the land, for a minimum of ten years; and that once those conditions were met, then the land would be deeded over to that settler.” Eric knew instinctively that this was an opportunity of a lifetime, and that he could not afford to miss out on it, no matter what the cost.




    He walked through the door of his farmhouse one evening, and inhaled the succulent cooking smells of fresh Lefse, the soft potato flatbread he loved so much, and vegetable stew. Eric wondered if any meat had been found to put into the stew that night, for he was sick to the back teeth with the lack of meat in their meagre diets, due to their impoverished circumstances. Eric was a broad-shouldered, fair haired man, who had aged well, aside from his thinning hair and protruding belly acquired from his previous drinking binges in years past. But his usual expression was always solemn, which made it hard to read his thoughts at the best of times; and made him appear older, than his 35 years. He looked across to see his wife stirring the stew, over the hearth, in the big cast iron pot and asked brusquely, “Is supper ready wife?” She looked at him with a meek expression and responded, “Yes, husband, sit down and I will serve you.” From her pained expression, Eric knew she was still very unhappy about his decision to immigrate; but he hardened his heart and stuck to his resolve, ignoring her. She placed the meal before him and he waited for her to sit down. In the Nelson household, the rest of the family did not start eating until their father took his first bite. Normally, they would have all bowed their heads to bless the food prior to eating it, but lately even that formality had gone by the wayside.




    As Anya sat down with her family across from her husband, Hannah looked at her mama, and willed her not to say anything. She took in her mama’s pouting lips and childlike expression, (and was) worried that Anya was on the brink of a nervous collapse. Yet, Hannah kept quiet, not wishing to make matters worse.




    Eric broke the silence, looking directly at his wife, almost daring her to challenge him and said: “I leave the day after tomorrow to go to Oslo to book our passage to the Americas, have you anything to say for yourself?” Anya lifted her chin, and straightened her shoulders, as if to rally her strength, and all of the Nelson children held their breath, when she spoke and said, “As you know, I am not happy with this decision; but since you are the head of the household, I have very little choice husband, but to go along with this scheme. Och, let God’s will be done,” she added dejectedly. In a sigh of relief, all of the Nelson clan exhaled almost simultaneously and started eating their meals. Even the youngest child, Otto, usually a chatty child, remained quiet as he ate, sensing the thick atmosphere in the room. But, five year old Lars, who was surprisingly unaffected by the happenings of late and generally was always full of ridiculous questions, piped up and asked: “So Papa will there be any mean fish to swallow us up, when we ride in the big ship to the Americas? ”Cos’ Peter said there might be and that scares me.” Eric looked sternly at his eldest son and said: “Have you been scaring your brothers again with your wild stories?” I will not have more upset in this house, do you hear me, Son?” Peter, looked across at Lars with a vengeful expression on his face, then changed his expression to an innocent one, when he met his father’s gaze and responded, “No Pa, the little twerp has twisted what I said, why would I do that?”




    Eric shook his finger at Peter saying: “Boy, I know you tease your little brothers to no good end, and this will have to stop; because I will need a man not a boy in the days ahead, do you understand?” Not meek by nature, Peter reluctantly held his tongue and nodded his head dutifully, letting the matter drop, whilst the family finished their supper. After the family had eaten their meal, they each started their bedtime activities for the night, without further comment on the uncertain events that were about to unfold. But the new life that lay at their doorstep weighed heavily on all of their minds. Shouting bouts from their papa and crying episodes from their mama was actually all the Nelson offspring had ever known, so in that sense, nothing much had changed; but each of the children feared for their mama greatly, and wondered if she would be strong enough to make the trip.




    


  




  

    Chapter 3




    Hannah’s gifting of second sight had been discovered at the age of six years old, when she had dreamed of a rock slide and people being hurt in a nearby village, called Frogner, where her oma, Marguerite, lived, which was not very far from the Nelson farm. Hannah had told her vision to her oma a few days later, adding that in her dream, it happened on a Saturday and Marguerite in turn, had told the parish priest. Leaving nothing to chance, he warned his parishioners far and wide, about the dream, cautioning them to join him in the church on the approaching Saturday or risk their lives at their own peril.




    Norwegians by nature, are a superstitious lot and so the people of Frogner flocked to the church, on the predicted and fateful day. Early in the morning, a fierce thunderstorm ensued with heavy rainfall, thunder and lightning. A lightning bolt then struck a rocky cliff face with a huge cracking noise, high above the village and in a matter of minutes, an avalanche of dirt and rock began dangerously hurling down, towards the sleepy village; leaving houses and streets covered with tons of dirt and debris, when the dust finally settled. Miraculously, the avalanche halted literally at the doors of the church, and all of the souls of Frogner were saved that day, except one elderly gentleman, who refused to believe the child’s dream and had his untimely death.




    This single event had catapulted Hannah to a new exalted standing within that part of Norway from that point onwards, as news spread of the remarkable little girl and her supernatural powers. Ongoing streams of people had in fact, come to the farm cottage in the last eight years, asking for her blessing, advice, healings, and visions, to help them overcome their day to day problems and to give them hope for the future. Healing powers had also been a significant part of Hannah’s gifting, and one small child believed to be blind, had miraculously even had his sight restored. In fact, multitudes of people with broken limbs had been healed they claimed, as a result of her touch. Hannah always attributed these miracles to God, and stayed humble; and seemed in awe herself when these amazing things took place. She did notice though that her hands would become very hot, when she touched people that needed healing, which puzzled her greatly.




    Hannah had a sincere and friendly face, and thick auburn braids; and her innocence and reverence captivated people in search of help. When she became older, her mercy and compassion became a constant trait that endeared her to all that came in contact with her. There were many times, when she would even escort her oma, Marguerite, to pray for the sick at neighbouring farms and nearby villages. Marguerite knew how drained and exhausted Hannah became after these sessions, and wondered, many times, if the responsibility was too much for her. But she would see the determined gleam in her granddaughter’s eyes and would hold her tongue, not daring to tempt fate and deprive someone of a blessing.




    Several days after Hannah and her family had been bluntly informed they were sailing to America, Marguerite came to the farmhouse to visit her daughter and grandchildren and Anya tearfully broke the news to her mother. The old woman was shocked at the news, but was traditional to the core and believed her daughter had a duty to obey her husband in all things. Her motherly heart knew well of her own daughter’s weaknesses and she feared for her future; but having suffered both happiness and tragedy in her own life, she knew that with the right mindset, Anya could survive. Marguerite was determined to put on a happy face and encourage her daughter and her grandchildren; in spite of the deep sadness she felt, at the thought of parting from them. She would grieve on her own later, she thought; because she knew in her heart that once they left Norway, she would never see them again.




    Time moved on very quickly, and it had been nearly two weeks since the news of the Nelson’s impending departure to the new world. One day, Hannah visited her Oma’s cottage and Marguerite, being happy to see the young girl, welcomed her by giving her a kiss on both cheeks and seated her at her small wooden kitchen table, and gave her a cup of milky tea. Once Hannah had finished her drink, Marguerite gently said: “My dear child, there is something I wish to give you, to help you remember me and your homeland, Norway.” She then went into her small bedroom and brought out a beautiful multi-coloured quilt, with Norwegian people, foods, and events stitched into the fabric, in a beautiful handcrafted creation. Tears sprang to Hannah’s eyes as she hugged her oma, and in a moment of weakness she said “I don’t want to leave you, Oma, will you be alright?” Marguerite patted her on the hand and said, “Child, child, don’t take on so, my life will be coming to an end one day, but yours is just beginning, with new adventures and beautiful sights for you to see; and you will continue to be a force for good, wherever you go, please remember that.” “Now dry your tears and stay strong and remember, you must help your mama, as she is not as courageous as you are,” she added.




    Hannah took the handkerchief Marguerite offered her, dried her tears and blew her nose, looking closely at the dear face of her oma. The lovely green eyes, jolly expression, and slim physique reflected a woman much younger than her actual years. Hannah had seen her struggle at times with rheumatism in her joints and she seemed to tire more easily these days. After a time, Hannah realised she had been quiet far too long. She then shook off her concerns, smiled up at the beloved face of her Oma, and said “I will keep this beautiful quilt always, Oma, and thank you for your thoughtfulness and for believing in me, it means a lot.” “Remember my child, your gift is something you must always use with wisdom and compassion, and remember to write to me and tell me about your travels, because I will always be here praying for you,” Marguerite said solemnly. Then playfully she said to Hannah: “Now scoot, your mama will need you to help with supper.” “I will bring the quilt over to your cottage before you leave, to give you a proper goodbye,” she added encouragingly. Hannah kissed her oma goodbye and then left the little cottage never knowing the wrenching pain Marguerite felt at her leaving, for she had hidden it well.


  




  

    Chapter 4




    After Eric returned from Oslo, he walked into the farmhouse that evening and removed from his inside vest pocket, an envelope with six ship passage tickets, which would enable his family to travel to the new world. Smugly, he informed his family that the sale of the farm and its livestock had not only bought the family’s ship passages; but also, there was enough for supplies, accommodation and transport to the Dakota Territory, once they arrived in New York City, which was their first destination, prior to travelling cross country by wagon train to Fort Webster. The boys all cheered, dancing around the small kitchen, whilst Hannah placed her arm around her mama’s shoulders for support. Anya however, seemed calm and resigned to the news, and asked her husband simply: “So when do we leave for this strange new world, Eric?” Eric noticed the edge to his wife’s voice, but chose to ignore it and said: “By the 26th of this month, we must be away on the ship, Anya, so you must start packing and say your goodbyes very soon.”




    Uncharacteristic pity for his wife and her weakness, entered Eric’s heart at that moment, and he walked over to hug her, whispering against her hair, “We are a strong family, my wife, and we will help each other, let us not be in discord about this any longer.” He placed one finger under her chin and lifted it, so that her inconsolable eyes could meet his, and willed her to be strong for her own sake, as well as for the family’s wellbeing. He then kissed her long and hard on the lips. Hannah stood back to observe her parents; sensing at last, a genuine and tender moment between them; and was able to glimpse, if even for just a moment, the bond that must have brought them together all those years ago. Anya’s shoulders shook noticeably, but she remained still, accepting her fate.




    Ten more days passed, and it was time at last for the Nelson’s life-changing journey to begin. The family had spent all day packing the wagon Eric had bought for the journey to Oslo. Several times, Eric had admonished his wife and offspring, declaring that certain belongings must be left behind, which caused upset and weeping especially from his wife and small boys; but Eric held firm to his resolve, not allowing their histrionics to sway him. Hannah and Peter were of two minds, understanding why it was necessary to pack light; but were also finding it hard to leave some things behind. They observed the emotionally charged exchanges between their brothers and Mama and Papa; but kept quiet, not wishing to contribute to the already tense atmosphere. By nightfall, however, all of the Nelson family including Anya, Otto and Lars, had succumbed to Eric’s wishes and the wagon was finally packed, ready for departure the next morning.




    At dawn, all the family stood sleepily in front of their farmhouse, as Marguerite tearfully said goodbye to her son-in-law, daughter and grandchildren. She hugged each of them individually, trying to remain strong so she wouldn’t upset the little ones and Anya. She then turned to Hannah and handed her the carefully constructed quilt saying: “Here is your quilt with all of my love to remember me by and never forget my sweet child, that God has blessed you with a great gift to be used for good, so guard yourself wisely, because there may be those that will try to use you up for their own ends.” Marguerite kissed Hannah on both cheeks and hugged her tightly. Hannah’s eyes widened as she listened to Marguerite’s words, and she anxiously said “What do you mean Oma?” Marguerite saw Eric’s impatient face, and quickly said: “Don’t worry dear; you are already wise beyond your years; and a good girl. God will guide you, just listen to your father and take care of your mama please.” And she backed away, watching with a grief stricken face, while Eric settled his family for the journey.




    Anya sat stoically beside her husband on the buckboard of the wagon, her face betraying the emotions, she didn’t voice. Hannah climbed into the back of the wagon with her small brothers and Peter sat on the donkey and would be riding behind the wagon. Oxen were being used to pull the wagon to Oslo; which was a 30 mile journey and the trek would take at least two days, their father had said. Hannah felt both a mixture of sadness and excitement when she heard her father crack the whip urging the oxen onwards; and braced herself for the adventure ahead, whilst she waved an emotional goodbye to her oma.




    Oslo, the Norse capital, was a teeming city, with a thriving shipbuilding and railroad industry. The city had been comprised of chiefly wooden buildings in its’ early years and had suffered many serious fires in previous times, yet by the mid-1800s, it was an impressive city with its’ brick and stone buildings standing tall throughout the city. It also boasted the Royal Palace which had been completed in the last few decades.




    Due to turbulent political times of the day, in 1814; Norway was handed over by Denmark to Sweden and a constitution was passed. Norway was not happy with this arrangement and declared its’ independence, but nevertheless, was occupied by Sweden, although the Parliament was allowed to continue to exist. Industrialisation began in a very big way, for the struggling country in the 1840s. However, due to political unrest and the failure of the potato crop for many years, it was not an easy place for many of its’ people to make a life. Inevitably, the dreaded blight that invaded Norway’s farmlands from the late 1850s caused large-scale emigration to North America and ongoing transportation to the New World took place for many years, thereafter.




    The Nelson family had managed to make the two day trip to the capital and were camped about a mile outside of Oslo. Eric had seen and heard of the prostitution rings that were rampant in the city, and wanted to protect his women folk and children from such sordid sights. He went into the city to the dockyards to seek out when his family could join the ship, leaving Peter in charge on the morning of the third day. Lars and Otto had been irritable and tired during the two day trip, not being used to being cooped up in the back of a wagon; and Hannah had been at her wits end, trying to entertain her brothers. She was grateful, when at last, they halted the wagon and set up camp; and the carefree boys were allowed to run free, laughing and squealing in excitement, while the family all waited for Eric to return. Hannah shaded her eyes with one hand blocking the sun; and looked across at her mama, who sat on a blanket spread out on the grass. Anya looked at the campfire, blankly staring into space.




    Hannah had been gathering firewood with Peter, and she quickly put the wood down and went across to check on her mama and said: “Mama, are you alright? Papa should be returning soon, and so we won’t have to wait long.” Anya looked at her daughter with a tired, broken expression and responded: “My head hurts a bit, so I was just resting, my daughter.” Peter then came bounding up like an unrestrained puppy, and sat beside his mother, and hugged her, saying: “Snap out of it Mama, we are going on an exciting journey and you are lucky enough to be a part of all this.” Hannah spoke sharply to her brother and said: ”Peter, leave her be, she will come around in her own good time.” Peter shrugged and jumped to his feet and said callously: “Well, it is always the same with Mama, she can never be happy, and by the way do you have anything cooked I could eat, because I’m starving?” Hannah walked angrily across to the wagon and handed Peter some crusty lefse and cheese, and said bluntly, “Here, this will have to do, now go crawl in a hole you big lout.” She then returned to sit by her mama. The younger boys had stopped momentarily to watch the interaction with their older siblings; and spotting food, surrounded Hannah to get their share. She sighed and patiently went back to the wagon to get the same for her younger brothers; and felt relieved when she saw in the distance, her father walking back to the camp.




    Upon entering the camp, Eric took in the state of his wife, and said to Hannah: “We join the ship in the morning, and I must take the cart and our supplies to the ship this afternoon. I will sell the wagon and the livestock in town, then we will walk in the morning, to the harbour as a family, to join the ship, and you must help your mama, Hannah, as this will be hard on her.” Hannah noticed the hard set of her father’s jaw and the grim look on his face, and nodded her head wordlessly. Eric Nelson was a hard man not to be deterred by a weak female and Hannah knew this to be the absolute truth.




    Shortly thereafter, Eric dumped the bedrolls and removed the evenings’ food parcels and water jugs out of the wagon, throwing them in a pile on the ground. He tied the donkey to the back of the wagon, and jumped up into the buckboard, calling out: “Daughter, have a good meal waiting for me tonight, I will be back with an appetite; and we sail to the Americas on the morning tide.” Peter, Lars and Otto all cheered, whilst Anya looked despondently into the fire, pretending she hadn’t heard. Hannah, looking frustrated, and said evenly: “Yes Papa, see you tonight.” Without a backward glance at either his wife or children, Eric drove the wagon towards Oslo, leaving them to fend for themselves until his return, later that day. The weather was cold that day and even colder as nightfall fell; and the Nelson children and their mama huddled close together around the fire, whilst waiting for Eric to return on foot. Hannah had warmed the last of the lefse and wrapped it around cheese for her family’s dinner. She knew they would be able to replenish their supplies on the ship, and she wanted them to eat well before their journey. Eric finally returned during the mid evening hours and was uncommonly jovial and had excitement written all over his face. He spoke little though, and when he finished his meal, he issued the order: “Now everyone, let’s bed down early; because we will all have a long day tomorrow.”




    Hannah had a difficult time, settling the small boys, but drawing from her vivid imagination, in spite of her tiredness, she told them stories, until at last, they fell asleep. She was desperate for a few moments of solitude; and she sat quietly another half an hour, whilst her parents and brothers slept, and thought about her future. She shivered as a dark vision appeared before her eyes, of stormy seas spilling over into a ship, that she and many other people were travelling on. Hannah saw in the vision that crowds of people were screaming in terror, all around her and she saw a light suddenly shine down upon her in the ship. And then the vision suddenly ended. She shook herself out of the trancelike state she was in, and although frightened; she also felt a sense of wellbeing, that in spite of the vision she had just seen, that somehow, she and her family would be safe and make it to the new world in one piece.


  




  

    Chapter 5




    The next morning, the Nelson family rolled up their bedding and belongings and walked the one mile to Oslo to board the ship. As they reached the dockyards, a strong smell of rotten fish and unwashed human bodies assailed them, when they joined the queue to board the ship. Hannah looked across the crowds of people, and there were many farm families like theirs; but Hannah noticed there seemed to be a lot more men than women who would be going on the journey. She was not surprised by this, though, because her papa had told her that more and more young men were leaving Norway without their wives and families to go to work in the Americas. These men would be sending money back to their families, as best they could; and would be most likely working mainly in the steel and glass factories, in New York City. Most of them had been recruited by immigration officials as seasonal workers and had been dubbed “birds of passage”. They later hoped to send passage to their families to join them in the Americas, her papa had told her.




    The sheer size of the ship they were about to board, was daunting to Hannah and her family, when they first caught sight of it. The formidable steam ship, called Morpheus, was a huge metal mass which was equipped with both its’ steam engine and a mast of sails. Hannah gathered her wits as she heard her father ordering the family to be careful, whilst they walked up the gangplank of the ship. Hannah put her arm around her mama and held the hand of her youngest brother, Otto; whilst her papa carried Lars; and Peter trailed behind them taking in the sights and grinning from ear to ear. Anya nervously clung to Hannah, as she was very frightened; but each of them navigated the gang plank without incident. Because of her gifting, Hannah was sensing an onslaught of impressions and feelings, whilst the crowds milled around her; but she persevered entering the top deck of the ship; and held her feelings in check. Lars was chattering like a magpie and Otto had stuck his thumb in his mouth; while Peter stood beside his father trying to look grown-up. A ship bursar approached Eric and said in a no-nonsense voice: “I need to see your family’s passage tickets, Sir?” Eric removed the tickets from his vest pocket and showed them to the bursar and the ship employee said: “That’s fine Sir, now down the hatch you go, your cabin will be the second one on the right.” Eric nodded and guided his family to the hatch, and instructed them to go one at a time, and then he handed the younger children down to their mother, with the help of Peter and Hannah.




    Anya was dismayed, as she reached the lower deck cabin and opened the door. There were four bunk-like cots called berths and only a bucket in the corner for relieving themselves and no other fixtures or furniture in the room. In addition, the ship was already swaying terribly and waves of nausea assailed her nostrils. She sat down on one of the bunks wondering what her husband had done to them. Anya had heard stories of scurvy and horrible bouts of sea sickness during these lengthy sea voyages and feared for her family. She hastily pulled out the lye soap from her carpet bag, because she knew it was down to herself and Hannah to ensure the tiny space was as hygienic and habitable as possible and said: “Eric take the boys back upstairs to the deck and let Hannah and I clean this place first, I will rip up one of my petticoats and we can clean it using this lye soap.” Eric somewhat heartened by his wife’s show of strength, agreed backing out of the door. He had to duck his head going in and out of the small cabin, due to his height; and Anya and Hannah set about scrubbing the tiny space, deciding they had very little choice.




    An hour later, the Nelson family was at last settled in the cabin, and although the women had made it as clean as they could, the smells of the lower deck and the sheer noise of crying babies, and people living their daily lives in the cramped dark spaces around the ship was deafening. But the Nelsons were luckier than some, because they had a cabin to themselves, in spite of its’ small size. There were many poor souls, who had to settle for the dire conditions down in the hold; where only make shift blankets separated each family and the rats and filth was said to run rampant, throughout the cramped living space. Hannah looked at her fragile mama, with her eyes glassy with tears and her face so pale, and she wondered if the bout of cleaning had taken its’ toll on her. She rallied herself, however; and began making the family a lunchtime meal and hoped that all would remain calm, in spite of the shaky start to their journey.




    The first leg of the journey was to take three days to a place called Hull in England, where Eric had been told he must seek accommodation for his family for four to five days, as each of his family members would be required to undergo an extensive medical examination. During this examination, each of them would be required to take an antiseptic bath, be checked for lice, receive vaccinations and then be quarantined for several days before their departure. Eric had also been informed the family’s luggage would be fumigated, before being allowed on the next steam ship. He had dreaded telling his wife about this part of the trip, so he pulled Hannah aside and described the next challenges the family would have to endure; advising her to: “Tell your mama; but break it to her gently.” Hannah sighed, and reluctantly agreed and walked back to the cabin to tell Anya of the latest news. Otto and Lars were fast asleep when she returned, so Hannah asked her mama to join her in the small passageway outside the cabin, in hopes that she would not wake the children.




    Hannah broke the news to her mama, and Anya started crying, placing her head on her daughter’s shoulder, whilst Hannah patted her back, and said: “We are being treated like cattle, what a wretched journey this has already turned out to be.” Hannah soothed Anya and reminded her: “It is not only our family, but all of the ship’s passengers that will have to undergo these stringent examinations.” and she also pointed out, “At least it will ensure that all the passengers we will be travelling with, will be clean and healthy.”




    Anya seemed cheered at her daughter’s statement and dried her tears, sniffing now and again, and Hannah gently guided her back into the cabin and whispered: “Mama now lie down like the boys, because you need your rest.” She was relieved that her mama agreed and laid down for a nap; because she was dying to go to the upper deck and have a look around, and breathe in some fresh air, and now at last she would have her chance.




    


  




  

    Chapter 6




    As the great steamship was navigated into the Hull Harbour, the weary Nelson family collectively breathed a sigh of relief. Even Peter had experienced sea sickness, as they had crossed the choppy waters of the North Sea, and he had lain in one of the berths moaning for most of the journey. Hannah had been annoyed with her older sibling, because her normally healthy and big mouthed brother had been reduced to a troublesome infant by the end of the journey. Only too glad to leave the cabin; when the family alighted with their belongings to the ship’s top deck, Eric went to see one of the ship’s crew to acquire several addresses for accommodations in the city, and then escorted them off the ship. The Nelson’s other supplies would be offloaded and held in the dockyard and then loaded onto the next ship bound for the new world, once they were all cleared by the medical officials.




    Eric became frustrated and irritable, as he went from boarding-house to boarding-house trying to find a suitable place for his family to stay, with the Nelson clan trailing behind him. The places in Hull either had no vacancies or were filthy; and by the fifth address; he was practically ready to give up, deciding they would have to camp outside the city again. Finally, at the last boarding house address, a kindly white-haired lady opened the door and said in a heavy British accent, when Eric asked for rooms: “Ok dearies, I can squeeze you in, but their ’haint much room. But me place is clean and I do feed my tenants vittles in the evenings, if you can pay me fees,” she explained. Eric’s budget was limited; but he hastily agreed, and the landlady led the way upstairs to the family’s rented room. The room was little more than a dormitory with two other families taking up space. Yet there were six small cots placed at the far end of the room, which the landlady pointed to as theirs; and a privy in the back garden. The place seemed reasonably clean, though; and Eric paid half the money in advance to secure the room for his family.




    The other families appeared to be Swedish with women and children, and they had a look of desperation and weariness about them. Anya having suffered tremendously with sea sickness during the Hull ship journey laid down on one of the cots wearily and turned her face to the wall without a word. Hannah shepherded her small brothers to the family’s space and Peter, somewhat revived after leaving the ship, though still pale; agreed to go with his father and find food for the family. On the way out of the boarding house, Eric asked the landlady to bring a pitcher of water so his family could wash and she agreed. She shook her head when they turned to go and muttered to herself, “Poor dumb farmers, they don’t know what they’re letting themselves in for.”




    Vagabonds, pickpockets, and thieves were rife in Hull and it was a very different world to the simple farmlands of Norway. The father and son were amazed at the street vendors and dark atmosphere of the place; and hastened to buy fish, bread and cheese, and filling their water jugs, and they quickly returned to the women and children. It was clear the family and their possessions would have to be guarded night and day; so the dangers of the city would not overcome them. Eric had his money belt securely fastened around his torso and had no intention of being accosted whilst he stayed in Hull. He resolved to sleep very little whilst in the dark city and decided he would be very glad to enter the ship to the Americas, once and for all. Eric cautioned Peter and said: “My son, I am counting on you to help me keep watch over the family, this is a rough city and unlike one we have ever known, do you understand?” Peter nodded, his eyes wide with a solemn expression and responded: “Don’t worry Papa you can depend on me.”



