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The stones remember.

And they remember Svanhild.

The end



THE EAGLE'S CHILD

A story from Leka

For anyone who believes in stories,

and anyone who wonders if they're true
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Chapter 1 The road to Leka
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Sofie had calculated it. Eight hours and forty-six minutes in the car. From Bergen to Leka. It was 546 minutes. It was 32,760 seconds. That was far too long.

"Can't we stop soon?" she said for the fifth time that hour.

"We stopped at Steinkjer twenty minutes ago," said Dad from the driver's seat. He sounded pleased. Far too happy for someone who'd been driving for eight hours.

"But I have to go to the bathroom again."

" You just have to hold on a little longer," Mom said. "We're going on the ferry soon."

The ferry. Of course. It wasn’t enough for them to drive to the middle of nowhere—they also had to take a ferry to a tiny island that probably didn’t even have a shop.

In the seat next to Sofie, her little sister Marte dangled her legs. She had been singing "Here Comes Pippi Longstocking" for an hour and a half. Luckily, she had finally fallen asleep, her head against the car window and her mouth open.

In the back seat behind them, her big brother Jonas was staring at his phone. He had headphones on and hadn't said five words since they passed Trondheim.

"Look, kids!" Dad suddenly shouted. "There! Can you see? That's Leka!"

Sofie looked out the window. They drove down a hill towards a small quay. Down there was a ferry waiting. And out on the sea, not too far away, was an island.

But it was not an ordinary island. Not green and lush like the islands around Bergen. This island was... red.

"Why is it so red?" asked Sofie.

Dad laughed. "It's serpentinite! Rock from deep inside the Earth! Absolutely incredible. Leka is Norway's geological national monument, you know. There aren’t many places in the world where you can see a mountain like this."

Sofie sighed. Of course, they had to go to an island with "special rock". Dad was a geologist and could talk about rocks for hours. That was the whole reason they were here.

"And the island has an amazing history too," said Mom, turning in her seat. "Have I told you about the eagle?"

"What about the eagle?" asked Marte, who'd woken up.

"That happened a long time ago," Mom began. "In 1932. A little girl named Svanhild..."

"MOM!" interrupted Sofie. "Don't tell the whole story NOW. We're almost there."

But she really didn't want to hear the story. It sounded like something adults made up to make a boring island interesting.

The car drove down towards the ferry. Sofie looked out at Leka again. The red mountain looked like a sleeping giant. She felt something strange in her stomach—like the feeling you get when you reach the top of a carousel.

"You're going to love it here," Dad said as they drove onto the ferry. "Leka is magical."

"Magical," Marte repeated with wide eyes.

Jonas took off his headphones. "There's WiFi, right?"

Sofie sighed again. This would be the most boring summer ever.

But when the ferry pulled away, and they stood on deck looking out, something strange happened. A large bird glided across the water. Its wings were huge. It flew right over them, so close that Sofie could see its sharp talons and yellow beak.

"A sea eagle!" whispered Dad. "Magnificent!"

The bird circled over the ferry once. Twice. Then it flew toward the red mountain and disappeared.

Sofie watched until it disappeared. Something in her chest felt different. As if the bird had seen her. Really seen her.

"Come on," Mom said. "We have to go down to the car. We'll be there soon."

But Sofie stayed a bit longer. The sea eagle was gone now, but she could still see it. Those enormous wings. The way it had looked at her.

"Sofie! Now!"

She startled and ran after the others.

But deep inside her stomach, where she had felt that strange sensation, there was now something else. Something that felt a bit like excitement.

Maybe—just maybe—this summer would be a little less boring than she had thought
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Chapter 2 The Baptismal Journey june 1932
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Svanhild held on to the edge of the boat. The water was gray and cold, and the waves crashed against the side so that it splashed. Dad rowed with long, strong strokes. Mom sat with baby Harry in her arms, wrapped in a thick blanket.

"Are you cold, Svanhild?" asked Mom.

Svanhild shook her head. She was not cold. She was wearing the new dress, the one the neighbor’s wife had sewn. It was white with small blue flowers. Over her dress she wore a shawl. Underneath, she wore two skirts to keep warm.

But she was scared. The sea was so big. So much bigger than she'd thought.

"Look there, my girl," Dad said, nodding forward. "There's Leka."

Svanhild looked up. In front of it, where the sky met the sea, was an island. It was not green like at home in Hortaver. It was red. As if someone had painted it with a huge brush.

"Why is it so red?" she asked.

"It's the mountain," Dad said. "Hagafjellet. It's rear, Svanhild. It's old and it's because of the rock formations and minerals in the mountain.

Svanhild stared at the red mountain. It was high. Much higher than anything she'd seen before. At home in Hortaver, everything was flat. Only water, sky, and flat stones.

But Leka had a mountain.

"I want to go up into the mountains," she said.

Mom laughed. "You're too small to walk in the mountains, my little one. You're only three years old."

"Soon four," said Svanhild. That was important. Being almost four was much bigger than just three.

Baby Harry started crying. The loud, shrill cry that made Svanhild have to cover her ears. Mom rocked him and sang softly.

Svanhild looked at the mountain again. The closer they got, the bigger it became. It looked like a giant lying on its back. A sleeping giant waiting for something.

"Are there trolls in the mountains?" she asked.

"No, no," Dad said and rowed on. "But it's sea eagles. Big, beautiful birds with wings bigger than me."

"Bigger than you?" Svanhild tried to imagine it. Dad was the biggest person she knew. How could a bird be bigger?

"They build nests high up in the mountains," Dad continued. "And they catch fish as big as you."

Svanhild looked down at herself. She wasn't that big. Could a bird really catch her?

"Don't be afraid," Mom said quickly. "The eagles don't do anything to people. They stick to themselves."

But Svanhild was not afraid. She was curious. She wanted to see the eagle, the nest—she wanted to see everything.

he boat came closer and closer. Now Svanhild could see houses on Leka—small, white houses along the coast. She could see a church with a spire. That was where they were going. Harry was to be baptized in the church.

"You need to be good today," Mom said. "You have to sit still in church and not make noise. It's an important day for your little brother."

Svanhild nodded. But she didn't think about the church. She thought about the mountains.

When they came ashore, Dad carried her up the stairs to the quay. Her legs were stiff after the long boat ride. Everything around her was new and strange. The smell was different from home—not only sea and seaweed, but also grass, flowers, and something sweet she couldn't describe.

"There they're!" shouted a voice.

A man and a woman came walking towards them. They were Aunt Kristine and Uncle Johan. They lived on Leka and were there to welcome them.

"Welcome, welcome!" said Aunt Kristine and received Harry from Mom. "How big he has become! And Svanhild, how pretty you're in that dress!"

Svanhild closed her eyes while her aunt patted her cheek. Adults were always so loud and always wanted to pat and hug.

But when she opened her eyes again, she saw it.

Over the mountain, over the red rock, a bird circled. It was far away, but Svanhild could see its wings—large, dark wings that spread towards the sky.

The eagle.

She took a deep breath.

"What is it, my girl?" asked Dad.

"The bird," Svanhild whispered. "The huge bird."

Dad laughed. "It's the sea eagle, yes. It has nests up there. But don't be afraid. It won't come down here."

But Svanhild was not afraid. On the contrary, she was curious.

It was as if the bird was looking at her, as if it was waiting for something.

"Come on," Mom said, taking her hand. "We must go up to the house and get ready for church."

But as they walked, Svanhild kept turning around to look at the mountain.

The old, red mountain.

And the eagle that circled up there, high above it all.

There was something about that mountain—something that pulled at her, as if it was calling her.

"Svanhild! Watch out!"

She tripped over a rock and almost fell. Dad caught up with her.

"You have to watch where you're going," he said, laughing. "Otherwise, you'll hurt yourself before we even get to church."

Svanhild nodded. But she couldn't help but look at the mountain.

Just one more time.

The eagle was gone now. But Svanhild knew it was there. She could feel it.

In the chest, where the heart beats, it felt nice. As if something were going to happen. Something big.
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​Chapter 3 First night
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Sofie stood on the porch outside the cabin and looked out. It was evening now, but the sun was still up. It hung low above the sea and painted everything in gold and pink.

"Can't you come in?" Mom shouted from the door. "We're going to eat soon."
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