
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          Secrets Of The Sea

        

        
        
          L'enfant de La Patrie  English, Volume 1

        

        
        
          Helge Thorsen

        

        
          Published by Helge Thorsen, 2026.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      SECRETS OF THE SEA

    

    
      First edition. January 18, 2026.

      Copyright © 2026 Helge Thorsen.

    

    
    
      Written by Helge Thorsen.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Prologue
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This is the first book in what will eventually develop into a trilogy. Here we meet Aria Montgomery, a woman searching for the origins of her ancestors. The family’s history, handed down through generations, leads us to an English merchant ship named S/S Aurora and its dramatic encounter with the French privateer L’Enfant de La Patrie, a corvette with permission to seize other ships. The French privateer L’Enfant de La Patrie was an actual ship.  This part of the story is rooted in real events where the French privateer finally met its fate off the coast of Norway on a February day in 1798. In Aria Montgomery’s search for her roots, this story weaves together real and fictional events from different time periods, including our own time. A Franco-British nobleman was also present aboard the S/S Aurora, where he developed an affection for a Norwegian farm girl.  This romantic relationship became the basis for the Montgomery family. It now spans several continents. Aria Montgomery, a Norwegian descendant of this family, is drawn into dramatic events as she explores the family’s history in the French coastal town of Escalles. The family legend also claims that the S/S Aurora went down with valuable treasures on board, treasures which Aria seeks to uncover. The story takes the reader back to the 1700s, to a sea adventure filled with intrigue, drama, and unexpected twists. At the same time, it sheds light on events in our own time.

In this first book, we follow Aria on her journey of discovery. She not only examines the family’s history but also explores modern-day love and the dark sides of corruption. The reader is drawn into the biggest corruption scandal in the French drug police, witnessing the intense tension surrounding the police investigation, dangerous threats, and shocking revelations. Through this well-written story, the reader follows the fight against corruption. All this is intertwined with the fateful meeting between L’Enfant de La Patrie and S/S Aurora in the cold Norwegian waters, centuries ago. Experience the thrill of following Aria and her companions as they search for evidence of the family’s secrets. This captivating story will keep you on the edge of your seat as you follow Aria in her quest for the truth.
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Chapter 1

Escalles
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Aria Montgomery stood at the viewpoint of Escalles. Pastel-colored houses clung to the hillsides, and weather-beaten piers stretched out into the gray-blue sea. The salty breeze whipped her hair around her face—just like her mind would never calm down.

She took a deep breath and let the sounds of the sea fill her, Today, she was not the researcher, but the investigator – looking for her family’s secrets. "There’s a storm coming, Miss Montgomery!" shouted Jacob from the pier. "Thanks, Jacob," Aria replied and nodded, but stayed put.

She felt the restlessness as an uneasiness in her body, but forced herself to stay, as if she were waiting for the sea to give her a sign. Life had made Aria independent and strong, qualities she needed now more than ever. Each experience was a grinding layer that polished her edges. That had also taught her to trust herself. The city’s atmosphere was a strange mix of calm and latent energy, just like Aria herself. Small shops adorned with hand-painted signs hinted at hidden treasures inside, while the aroma of fresh seafood from the nearby inn mingled with the salty sea air and the distinct scent of seaweed.  "Storms are coming with storms in their gusts," repeated the old fisherman from the pier where he sat in a pile of nets and lobster pots. "You’d better go back, Miss Montgomery," cried the old man. She nodded politely without moving.  Instead, she closed her eyes and let the sounds that hit her penetrate her body: the rhythmic lapping of waves crashing against the shore, the distant howl of a ship far out there, and the whisper of the wind through the grass. "I can feel it in my legs," Jacob said, standing up with a groan. "Something is moving under these waves, mark my words." "Maybe the ocean is ready to reveal its stories," Aria replied, while a hint of frustration colored her tone. The sea hid its secrets – and Aria was determined to find them. Stories that were hidden, forgotten and something that the sea occasionally let go of! "Maybe so," he agreed, casting a thoughtful glance in her direction. "But for some stories, it’s best to stay at the bottom, hidden and forgotten by the depths."
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Aria Montgomery
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She wondered about the secrets hidden here, her thoughts drifting to stories of shipwrecks and lost eras—stories woven into the city just like its cobblestone streets winding past pastel houses.  When she opened her eyes and turned away from the sea, she slowly began to walk. The boots crunched on the gravel path that wound up from the piers, where it split toward the beach and the city. Aria noticed the changes in the weather and her identity and education stored this somewhere inside her restless head. She may have been more influenced by her research education than she realized, but just today her mind was more concerned with distant times and stories from life once lived, than life in the ocean.

Her thoughts were focused on how she could uncover something deeper, a truth hidden under layers of time and sand. Aria walked forward with calm steps, leaving the old man to his thoughts. She wanted to walk down to the beach before going back. Her thoughts whirled on, just like the clouds gathering above her head. She thought about the medallion and the inscription on it. The whisper of whispers inside her head was like an echo of her ancestors, pushing her forward. The medallion and the story she could connect to it were shrouded in mystery, like a puzzle. She was set on solving the game, keeping it private for now, even if it required time and effort.  "Storm shows no mercy," she whispered repeating the words to a long-lost captain whose legendary status was etched in the city’s memory forever.

With her family’s heirloom pressed to her chest, tucked under the faded flannel shirt she loved to wear, she felt the excitement of being in the captain’s birthplace. The seriousness of the pursuit of truth was now clearly taking shape. As Escalles prepared for the impending storm, Aria Montgomery turned her gaze to the northern horizon. There, she had started her own journey towards a place hitherto unknown, yet so familiar. Her determination to find her ancestors' secrets was as steadfast as the tide that shaped the very land she called home. Aria Montgomery crouched down on the beach where the incessant tide washed back and forth like a perpetual motion machine. Her finger dragged through the sand where the track and outline of a starfish lay buried just below the surface.

The marine world was an intricate tapestry for her as a blend of art and science that never ceased to captivate her senses. Her shoulder-length dark hair was tied back, and it revealed a face where one could clearly see the concentration as her eyes scanned the water for signs of life.

She noted observations in her waterproof notebook and muttered to the small animals on the shore: "You are resilient little creatures, aren't you?" Escalles' usual cacophony of seagull screeching, lapping waves and the distant hum of fishing boats faded into the background as Aria lost in her research. With each specimen she examined, her passion for the underwater kingdom deepened and a quiet excitement ran through her at the thought of contributing to conservation. "Life under the sea," she said, half to the starfish and half to herself, "is as complex as any human drama. Maybe even more."

She suddenly noticed something moving away on the beach. There was a small seal that had strayed onto the beach and was now trying to get back into the sea. It probably felt the same as the old man did, that something was going on. It was safer and most secure to get back into deep water before the waves of the storm began to crash against the cliffs and the beach.
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The Medallion
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Aria ran over to see if the seal was injured or needed help. She didn’t pay attention to her surroundings, only had her eyes fixed on the little seal, where it was diving to get back into the sea. She did not see the stone sticking out of the sand. She stumbled and hit her knee against another stone, but she managed to put her hands in front of her so that her face did not go down into the sand.

She pushed herself up from the sand, felt the burning sensation in her knee, but ignored the pain. The seal disappeared into the waves, and Aria stood for a moment, watching it with her eyes. "Watch out for the storm," she whispered, her voice almost lost in the wind, As she brushed off the sand, she spotted something gleaming, halfway buried on the shore. My heart skipped a beat. She automatically grabbed her throat – the locket was gone! With trembling hands, she dug in the sand and lifted it up, cold and heavy, as if it carried a secret from the depths.

She had probably torn it off in the fall, but now she was happy that it was still there and she picked it up again. A small hint of a thought suddenly popped into her head. What if the locket had its own will? The will declared that it had finally returned to its original home, where it would remain permanently.  She laughed a little, at her own foolish thought as she brushed away the sand from the locket. Aria Montgomery’s fingers followed the contours of the medallion, and it was as if she could feel the weight of the story, her fingers following every curve of the medallion. The relic was oval, slightly larger than a walnut, with elaborate filigree etched into the speckled silver surface. The medallion bore the mark of an elegance that had long since been forgotten. It had been a rarity and a sign of wealth when it was made a long time ago. "Strange, aren't you?" she whispered to the medallion, her voice so low that it could barely be heard above the sound of the lapping waves.

The medallion had no jewels or portraits, only the intricate patterns on the surface that seemed to dance in the dim light. A hinge, stiff from age and from being rarely used, protested as she carefully pried the locket open. Inside, instead of a cherished photograph, there was an inscription, elegantly engraved, yet cryptic in its bravery. "Pour l'amour et l'honneur," she read aloud, her French was characterized by uncertainty. "For love and honor," she translated, more to herself than anyone else. The words were an enigma, wrapped in metal – who had loved, who had honored? "Love and honor ... Such high ideals," she thought, rolling the locket between her fingers. Her gaze wandered over the shore; the gray sky reflected in her green eyes. "But what did you witness out there, what did you experience as you crossed the merciless sea? Whose story do you have?"

She snapped the locket shut, its faint clicks echoing her resolve.  Aria knew that the meaning of the words would not necessarily be proportionate to the story. The medallion was only one piece of the big puzzle. Who were they all? "All the 230 men who rode the storm more than 200 years ago, what did they have in their cargo? And why were they as far north as the middle of Norway? The questions were many, and the biggest was who was the owner of the medallion? The one who, according to the story, is supposed to be one of her ancestors. He who had loved and sown his seed in the distant land far north, who had told of treasures greater than those of the king, who was he, what story did he carry with him? Who was it originally that he carried with him in the locket and why did he want this relic to remain in the cold land far north, given to a loving, distant ancestor?

The questions were nearly consistent, yet Aria—who had absorbed the story from a very young age—was intent on uncovering the truth.  "Who were they?" she spoke half-loudly to herself, the question hanging in the air like the fog can sometimes do when it clings to the rocks. "Had there been two lovers who were separated by war? A noble sacrifice from someone close to him? Or merely a sign of affection from a world that has slipped away?" Aria holding the medallion in her hand as she stared at the horizon, where the sky met the sea in an endless series of possibilities. Right now, this possibility was narrowed down, as both sea and sky became increasingly dark.

A storm was approaching and would arrive soon.  Aria started walking home to the room she had rented indefinitely. The landlord had looked at her in astonishment when her answer, as to how long she would live there, had been "I don’t know". They had finally agreed in a month, when the landlord needed this, so that his papers would be correct. Aria was not too concerned about this; she had a whole year off from her research position at the university. She could skip attendance if she published at least two research articles that year.  She had the first article about the coral reefs off the Norwegian coast almost finished already. This was something she had been working on for a long time, ever since her student days and she had material for several research articles lying around. They just needed processing. There was no rush. She had enough time, right now her own past was more important to find answers to. And maybe in the distance there was something valuable out in the sea waiting for someone to find it. If her own story that had been retold for generations was true, then there was a fairytale treasure waiting to be discovered. And Aria wanted to find answers; She had the knowledge of a systematist, the precision of a researcher, and the curiosity inspired by her own family story. 

The locket was not just an object, but a key to the past and she was determined to unlock the secrets it hid. "Storm shows no mercy," she repeated softly, the captain’s words from the distant past resonating with her. – "And I don’t want that either". This medallion, this part of my heritage, my story... It is a challenge from time itself, a challenge that I will solve. "I swear, by heaven and the grave of my ancestors," she added, a wry smile playing on her lips as she imagined the chaos of a lost ship battling the storm. "I will navigate your story, although I will also have to face storms; storms that perhaps I myself have created." As she tucked the locket safely into her pocket, Aria stood up, casting one last glance at the now troubled sea.

Her journey of discovery had just begun, and she was in its eye, where calm meets chaos. The way forward was to look for clues, map, systematize, analyze and draw conclusions, before she began to physically investigate places and events. With a resolute movement, Aria turned her back to the sea, before walking with quick steps back to the room she had rented. Back in the room, which she had transformed into an office with a desk, there were stacks of old books, and the walls were covered with old nautical charts and tables that she used in her research. Pc - one flickered in the semi-dark room. The only thing that reminded me that this was a room in a run-down inn on the French coast was a double bed that stood away in a corner.

Aria had asked for a single room, but the inn only had a double room. The host had joked about; that she might find some French love, a little "amour" he had said, Well. She was on a journey of discovery that had started with love sometime a very long time ago, but this was something completely different, here it was a search in ancient history, almost like a detective task. Here, Aria was the detective who dug into ancient mysteries where she should unravel several hundred years of forgotten history. In the three weeks that she had been here. She had not had much time yet, but she had been to the library, to a meeting of the local history society and visited the inn.

Where she had drunk beer and talked to the few locals who spoke English. She understood some French but had difficulty speaking it herself. She had also met some older men on the pier, men who were, or had been, fishermen, like Mr. Jacob. There had not been much that reminded me of "Amour", no. Not that she was so concerned about this right now, or to be exact. She hadn't been concerned with love, ever since her relationship with Petter ended almost two years ago. She and Petter had been together since the start of high school, and they had talked several times about searching for this treasure together. But then the relationship ended and now she was here, surrounded by nautical charts and old texts that were in some dusty books that lay in stacks on her desk. In the moments when she was at her deepest in one of the stories. It was as if she could hear the echo of voices, voices calling out, far beyond the time that was now, voices calling out from history. "Get ready, men! The storm shows no mercy," she whispered to herself, imitating the voice she imagined Captain Morancourt must have had. Her voice, a soft murmur against the silence, resonated with the same eerie and seriousness that must have gripped the ship’s crew as they met their fate.

"By the powers of heaven, the rudder is gone!" she continued, smiling faintly at the imagined desperation of Betonio Allere, who, according to history, had been at the helm on that fateful February day in 1798. Aria leaned back in her chair, the locket rocking back and forth between her fingers as if it were a fragile creature pulled up from the deepest depths. She got up abruptly and moved around the room. "What secrets do you have?" she pleaded, addressing the locket directly. "Were you a sign of love, or a symbol of something more... Creepy?" Aria stopped in front of the window and stared out at the now relentless waves crashing against the shore.

The storm was in its early beginning; the rain had begun to whip against the window. "I can feel it in my legs," Jacob had said, when he had warned of the coming storm. Perhaps it was also the case that history was calling out to you, that you could feel history creeping under your skin. Right now, Aria felt that way. Her mind was like the storm, where her mind swirled into history and the storm that sank the privateer "L’Enfant de La Patrie". Aria rummaged through the papers lying on her desk. She found her notes that were neatly arranged by chapters, chapters that had been created as she systematized the information she came across.
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Family history.
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Recounted for generations, was that the French privateer L’Enfant de La Patrie, or "Daughter of the Fatherland" as the ship is called in Norwegian, had embarked on a privateering voyage from Dunkirk in 1797. This ship was and remained a pirate ship that spread death and destruction on its voyage. After this had spread fear and destruction among merchant ships. It encountered a British merchant ship that bore the name S/S Aurora. This ship came from the British colonies and was loaded with exclusive spices, In addition. It had an unregistered cargo of gold and precious stones. These two ships had been playing cat and mouse for several weeks, until they reached the coast of Central Norway. Here, the S/S Aurora was overpowered by the pirates and the crew of 46 men, except for four people, were killed. The cargo was taken on board L’Enfant de La Patrie. The gems hidden in the ship’s captain’s cabin were not found. The ship was set on fire and sank the same day. L’Enfant de La Patrie was at anchor for several days, waiting for the right wind to sail south again.

Instead, a terrible storm came and tore up the anchor and sent the ship to its fate. This part of the story of L’Enfant de La Patrie is known, the ship found its damp grave at Gutvik at the island of Leka in North - Trondelag in Norway. The well-known story of the French privateer L’Enfant de La Patrie is a short story. What it is best known for is that most of the men on board saved their lives. Out of a crew of 230, four drowned and two froze to death. A total of 224 of the crew arrived in Trondheim. The unknown story: is the one that Aria has been handed down through stories in her own family. The ship’s cargo, including the gold bars, went with the ship down to the depths. The ship’s captain, the pirate Georg Morancourt, made the crew swear that they would never tell about the gold that went down with the ship. Since this was not recorded in the cargo papers of the S/S Aurora, Captain Georg Morancourt’s plan was to equip a new ship, in order to look at the possibility of salvaging some of the gold that lay there as a temptation at the bottom of the sea.

There were no records or evidence that such a ship was sent north to salvage the treasure. There were also four prisoners on board the ship, but two of these had been beaten to death shortly after the ship sank at Gutvik in Leka. The other two had managed to escape, one of these was said to have been a Franco-British nobleman who fell in love with a Norwegian girl. The nobleman, stayed in Norway and became the ancestor, of the Montgomery family. This genus has gradually gained branches to the whole world and can thus boast famous people from all corners of the world. The history, of this Franco-British nobleman seems to have been erased from all historical archives. For this reason, love, robbery and betrayal should be forbidden. This was what Aria had set herself the goal of finding out.

No one knew about the gems that went down with the S/S Aurora, except the nobleman Montgomery, However, records of the capture of the S/S Aurora were to be found in French archives, and this was now a central piece of the puzzle that Aria had decided to figure out. Was this medallion a piece of this puzzle, or was it just part of the wide-ranging myth about her family’s ancestry? Aria flipped through her notes a little more; "Could it be..." she thought as the idea struck her with a force not unlike the force of a wave from the sea hitting you, "that in the inscription of the medallion lies the truth about my own descent? Or is this inscription," touching the cold metal in which the cryptic message was etched in, "a map? A riddle? A curse?" She shuddered a little, her thoughts crept into the dark stories that were intertwined with the fate of the medallion.

If the family history was truthful, then murder and looting were intertwined with her story. Her heart pounded in her chest; she closed her eyes and let her imagination take her back in time. She fantasized through storms, intrigues, and lost love. Maybe? Aria opened the locket again and peered into it as if it held the key to unlocking the family’s secrets. "Whatever story you have, I will uncover it," Aria declared, her voice echoing in the room. "And if our destinies are intertwined, so be it." She snapped the locket again, the sound emphasizing her promise to dig up the past, no matter what truths might be buried. "Your silence ends now," she proclaimed aloud. The day was turning into evening. Aria Montgomery sat down in front of the computer - a.

The history team had given her some tips on where she could search for information. The challenge was that everything she was looking for was in French, a language she did not master very well, which made the search difficult. Maybe she should get a French assistant who could help her? She toyed with the idea in the computer - one came to life. She got up, walked over and locked the door and placed the locket on the desk amidst piles of notes, marine research papers and old books. Her fingers hovered over the keyboard, hesitant. So with determination she began to write. She would try to penetrate digital archives; "Montgomery," she whispered and typed her last name into the search bar, along with the S/S Aurora. "Let’s see where you’ve been hiding." Her screen was filled with censuses, dispatch manifests, and faded newspaper clippings. Every click was a step back in time, every document a possible link to the medallion’s origins. "Come on," she urged as she searched for information and clues hidden in centuries-old records. "There must be something". The hours slipped by unnoticed, the moon twinkling in between the storm clouds that raged across the sky, as if to keep her company in her loneliness. She could hear thunder rolling a good distance away. Aria leaned back in her chair and rubbed her tired eyes. The presence of the medallion gave her quiet motivation. "Your past is my future," she said, turning to the heirloom. "I won’t give up until our story is told."

In the darkness of the night, with the storm howling outside and the rain whipping against the window, Aria Montgomery continued her night of vigilance. The weather and the storm that ravaged her got into a kind of trance where she was sitting at her computer keyboard one moment, and the next she was standing on the deck of L’Enfant de La Patrie, where it was heading towards its fate.
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Chapter 2

The night’s search for clues
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The storm intensified. The wind pressed against the windows, and the rain found its way into the frame. The hum from the computer - one disappeared in the storm. It was getting old, and it was loaded with various research materials, which made it slower every day she used it. She had decided to replace it, but had postponed it. She thought it would be easier to do the replacement, when she was back at university there. She had access to experts who knew how to transfer data from the old device to the new one. She just had to hope that this worked in the meantime.

Aria sighed. She should have slept, but her body was too restless. "Focus," she muttered, leafing through an old ship’s manifesto from 1797. The letters danced in front of my eyes. She was looking for anything that could be associated with her name.

"Montgomery ... Montgomery ..." Her voice was a whisper, a mantra, as she searched for a connection to the locket that now rested beside her, shining in the soft glow of the desk lamp. Nothing? She pushed herself away from the desk, frustration coiling in her like a feather, As she stood up. She moved around the small room, each step a measured attempt to rein in disappointment. "Think, Aria think!" She squeezed her hands behind her back and fixed her eyes on the locket that lay innocently among her papers. The metal seemed to throb with an energy of its own, as if alive and aware of her scrutiny. "Who were you?" she whispered, reaching out to touch the cool surface of the heirloom. "And why do you feel so important?" The medallion did not answer, but the silence was a challenge.

With renewed determination, Aria returned to the computer and searched further. Page after page came up, some completely incomprehensible, others were clearly old genealogies. "Come on..." Her voice fell silent, as she clicked onto a new page, where an old almost illegible entry caught her sight of a familiar name; "L’Enfant de La Patrie". It was far from the name itself, but more the pattern of the name that was recognizable. "Could it be?" she breathed as she leaned closer to the screen. Her blue-green eyes flickered over the text, absorbing every detail. "Morancourt," she read aloud, a spark of recognition lit within her. "Captain Morancourt. That’s it!

Her pulse quickened as she pieced together fragments of information, every sentence, every word could be a new clue. Aria diligently noting in her notebook, filled in information in her mind map as she read down the document. Lightning shattered across the sky, and thunder struck at the same time. The power went out. Aria walked over to the window—the curtains flickered, and the water trickled down to the floor. She looked out over the sea and could barely make out the white foam peaks, where the waves crashed furiously against the cliffs and the small beach.

She stood and looked out at the raging sea. "Get ready, men! The storm shows no mercy," she whispered to herself, as the wind howled outside. The imaginary voice of Captain Morancourt echoed in her head, the voice mingling with the now powerful sound of the ocean outside her window. "By heaven the rudder is gone!" Aria could almost hear the panicked screams of the sailors, could almost smell the salty air, feel the tire vibrate under her feet. She shook it off, turned on the light on her mobile phone so she could see. There was much more water on the floor than she first saw in the dark.

In the light of her mobile phone. She went into the bathroom, to find something to wipe up and returned with a stack of towels that she placed on the floor in front of the windows. She stood and looked out over the darkened city. Even in this room. She could smell the sea, the salty smell that now mixed with the smell of seaweed washed ashore by the raging waves. It would be interesting to see what else, the waves had washed ashore tomorrow. Another lightning flashed across the sky and in the light of this she saw a figure hurrying down towards the sea. "In heaven’s name, what are people doing out in this weather," she thought. Should she go out to see? The thought crossed her mind, but as soon as it was there. It was gone. No one went out voluntarily in this weather, there was probably nothing, just a poor person who wanted to check the mooring of his boat. She thought. Lightning flashed across the sky again,

Aria felt she was tired. She looked at the clock; it was almost half past four in the morning. Maybe she should try to sleep for a few hours, the power would probably be gone anyway, so there would be no further search in old archives anyway. She didn’t bother to brush her teeth or wash herself where she curled up in bed. She fell asleep right away, yet it was a restless sleep as she slipped further into the world of Captain Morancourt.

In the dream. He stood in blood-stained trousers, the sea up to his knees, a dripping knife in his hand. He came towards her. She was paralyzed, frantically clicking on a screen for traces of the past. Phantoms grew out of the screen and grabbed her. She tried to flee, but her legs did not obey.

"Shh," she hissed as the phantoms of the past began to dance on the screen. They grew out of it and tried with long tentacles to grab her. There, caught between the bloodthirsty captain and the phantoms of the past, Aria threw herself uneasily. She tried to run away from it all, but her legs wouldn’t obey her.

She woke up with a jolt screaming out: "I’m listening". Aria was breathing heavily. She was hyperventilating even now awake, for a moment she was unsure of what was real and what was dream. She got up, sweat dripping from her, and almost rushed into the bathroom. 

There, in a shower of cold water, reason began to come over her again. This was just a bad start to the day. She thought, little sleep and intense focusing on a screen was a bad combination. She wanted to dry herself, but all the towels were wet on the floor, Naked. She therefore went out into the room, over to the bed where she tore off the sheets and dried herself. Her footprints shone like pools of water across the floor, Slowly. She found new clean clothes that hid her slender body.

The dreams let go. Aria turned on the kettle – the power was back. While she made tea and cleaned up, her thoughts came back...

The story was there, somewhere between reality and myth, a tale of courage and loss, of a shipwreck that might not only have claimed lives, but also the secrets of the medallion that still lay on the desk.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


The storm has calmed down
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Aria leaned back in her chair, the tea began to warm her body, the slice of bread slid down. She had been hungry. She remembered there and then, that she was in possession of forgot to eat dinner the day before and breakfast was the only thing that had brought her through the day. No wonder she had hallucinated as she had oscillated between reality and fantasy throughout the night, perhaps mostly fantasy.

Aria recognized this from childhood, her imagination had always been vivid. More than one night, her mother, or father, had to sit next to her in bed, when her imagination sometimes got better of her.

The storm had calmed down. Aria was looking forward to going out. As a child. She loved to look for treasures on the beach after storms – even though it was usually just rubbish. But as children. They had watched it as if they were precious treasures, However, this curiosity and attraction to the sea had led her to the study of the sea and she trained as a marine biologist. Aria recognized that feeling now that the storm had subsided. She was looking forward to going out, taking a walk on the beach and seeing what the storm had washed ashore and perhaps revealing some of the secrets of the sea. She hung up the towels to dry, got dressed and went out expectantly. She simply looked forward to walking along the beach and seeing what the storm had washed ashore. The wind was still a little fresh, but the wind had turned and it was now blowing from a different direction, so the sea had calmed down.

She stopped by the harbor, to see if the boats there had been damaged by the storm. Some of the fishermen were already busy arranging their nets, sitting outside their sea houses. But there were several who stood all the way out on the pier. They talked loudly, while gesturing and pointing out over the sea. She walked closer and spotted Mr. Jacob standing at the far end of the pier and participating in the loud conversation.

She stood somewhat on the outskirts, nothing indicated as much as she could see but realized that they were talking about a boat that was gone from their mornings. "Un bateau qui était éloigné de ses amarres" and that the owner’s name was Jean Paul "s'appelait Jean Paul" She understood so much French. Jacob beckoned her closer. He seemed a little upset. "Good morning Miss Montgomery," he greeted and she greeted back "Good morning Mr. Jacob, is something wrong?" Mr. Jacob both shook and nodded his head at the same time. "Yes, or no, we don’t know, but Jean Paul’s boat is gone, we have tried to call him but get no answer. We are almost certain that it was in its morning yesterday, before the storm, but we are not entirely sure. He may have gone out before the storm. And sought shelter somewhere else. "His brother Gabriel has driven out to where he lives, to check if he is home and to tell him that his boat might be gone."

The others who were standing around Jacob broke into the conversation. It became a rather loud discussion that Aria did not understand much of, except that they handed out different characteristics, but the context was difficult. "Est fou et fou" was repeated together with "Merde". Aria said goodbye to Jacob. She said loudly to him to drown out the others "I’ll be back later". He nodded back briefly, Aria walked up the gravel roads again. She could still hear the sea crashing against the shore, but the waves were no longer against the shore. The waves that rolled over the beach were still big, but not to big was still than it was possible to walk along the beach. And that was where Aria had intended to go now. She wanted to do what she had done all her childhood, see what secrets the sea had washed ashore. There was a crunch in the gravel as she approached the bright beach. She wanted to take off her shoes, yet it was still a bit cold, so she had to wait until the sun had warmed up the sand a little more.

The salty air, mixed with the scent of seaweed, was powerful. Aria Montgomery crouched down near the water’s edge, her dark blonde hair tied back in a ponytail, the hairs that hadn't fit in her ponytail stuck to her cheeks as the wind took the top of the waves and blew it towards her. She got up to get an overview.

The coastal landscape that revealed itself in front of her was adorned with stone pools, the beach was like a small bay with the rocky landscape on both sides. On her left side was also the pier that divided the bays. It was usually well protected, but winds straight from the west could create large waves, where they managed to wind around the breakwater, which was like a protective wall all the way out in the bay. She looked at the beach where an ever-changing mosaic was created by the waves and tides.
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Early morning on the beach
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"Alright, let’s see what we can find today," Aria muttered to herself and adjusted the straps of her backpack, her voice barely audible above the sound of the waves rolling over the beach. Her blue-green eyes scanned her surroundings where she primarily looked for signs of life in the floodplain. She pulled out her notebook and wrote down the various small crustaceans, and the small crabs that splashed across the sand. It wasn’t really that important, but it just became a routine, something she almost did on autopilot every time she was in contact with the sea. It had almost become a calling, which allowed her to piece together the lives of creatures most people overlooked. She usually wrote all this down, with location, date, and temperature, among other things. Not to use for anything special now, but who knows, maybe for later use. "Be resilient, aren't you?" she said. She spoke to some of the crabs without expecting an answer. She walked over.

The beach was full of the usual things that one usually sees, plastic bottles, often of the Coca-Cola brand, water bottles, fish boxes marked with the sender’s name and address, pallets, roots of trees, branches, a thick belt of brown leaves probably from palm trees or the like. But the situation was plastic in all denominations, of which there was the most. She remembered how she had discussed with the students, how they would manage to clean up all the plastic. One had suggested that they should make the manufacturer responsible for the product that he had sold. A law that obliges producers to pay for the garbage that could be traced directly back to the manufacturer. This involved developing a tracking system that could withstand the product lying in the sea for years. In this way, manufacturers and countries could be forced to use recycled packaging products or products that were more environmentally friendly than plastic.

Aria liked the idea herself; she and the students had spent a lot of energy mapping the problem. They had also looked at which solutions worked and which did not. Their conclusion was more use of legislation and coercion, rather than it being up to each country and each manufacturer to decide for themselves. This littering of the ocean with microplastics that spread throughout the food chain must somehow break off completely before it is too late, if it was not already too late by then. The oceans already contain large amounts of plastic. As a marine biologist and a lover of the ocean, Aria was always sad when she saw the changes that litter brought to marine life.
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Aria finds Hashish
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Aria’s hand stroked the sand, her fingers sifting the grains between them. She wanted to see if there were any signs of life in the seemingly lifeless sand. A small corner of something brown, wrapped in plastic, caught her eye. It was buried in the sand just beyond her, the few rays of sunlight that were reflected in the plastic, without this reflector Aria would have overlooked this. She dug away the sand and picked up the package.

Only one glance was enough; She had seen this before, not here, but on a beach several thousand kilometers further north. This was a package of hashish. Wrapped in solid plastic, the package was of the same size, and the shape was the same as she had seen before, so she did not need any closer examination to understand that this was the same as they had found a few years earlier in the shoreline stones just south of Mandal. She, along with several colleagues and students, had made the largest hashish discovery in Norwegian history. The packages there had been exactly 500 grams, the hashish was solidly wrapped in waterproof plastic. Even though the packages had clearly been in the water for a long time, the contents had remained just fine.

The police had announced that the street value of the find they had made in Mandal was several hundred million. There had been a media frenzy like no other, after they had made this discovery. It had been a large find with over 1.5 tonnes of hashish. Aside from unwanted media exposure, this discovery was now a story that had earned her and her students’ front-page headlines. Luckily, this was forgotten after a couple of weeks, Now she had found the same thing again, hashish washed ashore, from some boat that had passed somewhere out in the sea. In the previous case, no one could determine where this had come from, except that this was packaged in Colombia. These could basically have been lost almost anywhere out in the Atlantic.

The ocean currents will capture it and transport it to land somewhere in the world, depending on the weather and the seasons that would affect this. And now she had found something like this again, a thought suddenly struck her; Maybe she should start betting on the lottery. The chance that she would find this once again should probably be microscopic. Perhaps she also had the same "winning luck in the lottery".
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