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  To Mom:




  You rejoiced at my minor accomplishments, and cried with me over rejections. I know your heavenly tears are ones of joy for my success. This one is for you.




  Solveig




  Prologue
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  Norway 1939




  The nightmare came again!




  Hundreds of soldiers marched across the fields and into his village in Norway. Wherever the soldiers went the land ran red with blood and cries of anguish filled the night. Above the gore and the din, a strong, calm voice began speaking. For the first time, Erik could hear the words.




  Take your family and leave Norway. A great war will come and no place in Europe will be safe. Leave now!




  Erik sat up in bed, terrified and drenched in sweat. The dream had been so real, the voice so strong and calm. He could hear it still in his mind. The cries of anguish filled the night and consumed his soul. The streets running with blood sickened him. For the rest of the night, sleep would be a stranger.




  Did God speak the words in his dream? Could he dare to believe God appeared to him, Erik Jorgenson, a poor Lutheran pastor from a small Norwegian village?




  Beside him, his wife, Solveig, slept peacefully. In the soft light of Norway’s midnight sun, her long blonde hair formed a halo around her face. No one had ever considered her to be a small woman, nor would people call her attractive, but to him, she was the most beautiful woman in the world. She was his beloved wife, the mother of his children. His life would be over if he ever lost her.




  Quietly, he slipped out of bed and put on his robe. Before he left the room, he pulled the covers around Solveig’s shoulders




  Down the hall he looked in on the children. Eight-year-old Karl and six-year-old Johann slept peacefully. Across the room, three-year-old Kristin was curled into a ball, sucking her thumb. Sometimes Kristin kicked off her covers. Once Eric readjusted the lightweight dena, he left the room. As he started down the stairs, the grandfather clock began to strike. He stopped momentarily and counted the chimes; one-two-three-four. Far too early to be up, but he knew sleep would be a stranger if he stayed in bed.




  Moses’ face glowed when he came down from Mount Sinai with the Ten Commandments and his hair turned white. In the Bible these were the things that happened when the prophets dared to speak with God. What made him think he, Erik Jorgenson, a poor Lutheran pastor, would have heard God speak to him?




  Chapter One
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  “Jorgenson residence,” Solveig Jorgenson answered the ringing telephone. It still annoyed her that the church council thought it necessary to install this machine in her home to interrupt her routine with its incessant ringing.




  “I have a long-distance call for you, overseas,” the operator said. “Can you hold?”




  “Of course I can,” she replied.




  “Hello, Solveig,” the voice on the other end of the line said.




  “Yes, this is Solveig.” She did not recognize the voice, and yet she knew to whom it belonged.




  “This is Sven, is my brother Erik there?”




  “Sven? From America?” she questioned foolishly.




  “Yes, is Erik there?” He seemed only slightly annoyed with her being so hesitant about putting her husband on the line.




  “Just a minute, Sven.” Trembling she called Erik to the phone. “Erik, it is your brother, Sven, from America.”




  “Sven?” Erik questioned, glancing at the clock as he spoke into the receiver. It would be early, only eight in the morning in Minnesota.




  “Yes, I called as I need to ask a favor of you.”




  “A favor, what favor could I possibly do for you from so far away?”




  “I have just returned from the hospital. I am dying, Erik.”




  Sven said the words so calmly Erik could hardly comprehend them. “You are what?” he questioned.




  “I am dying. I have cancer. The doctors have given me three months to live. My condition will weaken steadily. I met with the church council last evening. They would like you to come and take my place.”




  “Are you serious?” Erik asked.




  “I know it means uprooting your whole family and coming to America. It is too much to ask, but it would mean so much to me to have you here for the last few months, to know you would be caring for these people.”




  “I’ve prayed for another sign, but I never expected a sign like this.”




  “What are you saying, Erik?”




  “I’ve been having a dream. In the dream, God told me to take my family and leave Norway. I was going to post a letter to you, asking if there were any openings in America.”




  “God does answer prayers,” Sven said, sounding relieved. “Then you will come, you and your family?”




  “Of course I will come, but what of your family?” Erik asked, realizing his acceptance would leave Sven and Ruth without a home.




  “Ruth has her teaching certificate. She’s been teaching now for several years. We’ve been putting aside some money for the children’s educations as well as for our retirement. This community needed someone to teach who understood the language and loved the children. It has been a good arrangement all around. By being frugal and not trusting in the banks, we have not suffered as badly as most of the people in this country. “




  “What about your own children?”




  Sven seemed to relax and even managed to laugh. “Matthew is in college, he will graduate next year. Mark is working in Minneapolis and plans to be married at Christmas, and Martha is already married. She and her husband will make us grandparents soon. They are no longer children. You forget there are many years separating us. Ruth and I have been married for almost twenty-five years.”




  Erik smiled. He momentarily forgot people aged. To him, Sven would always be the young man of twenty-five whom he watched sail away from Norway almost twenty-seven years ago. More than just age separated the brothers. He realized when he arrived in America he would be meeting a stranger.




  Sven continued to talk, eager to tell his brother as much as he could in this unconventional way of talking across the ocean. “The money we have saved will make the down payment on a small home. With the Depression coming to an end, Ruth’s salary will enable her to live comfortably, when ...” he left the rest of the sentence unsaid. “I’m so pleased you are coming,” he continued, composing himself.




  “So am I,” Erik said, swallowing the lump in his throat.




  “The church council will look into voyages from Bergen. They will send passage for you and your family. There are still only three children, aren’t there?”




  “Yes, Sven, there are only three.”




  “Then it is settled. They would like you to sail the end of July or the first of August. Can you be ready so soon?”




  “I think so. Solveig’s father can take over until a new pastor is found.”




  “Good, then I’ll speak with the church council today. They will send you a cable shortly. I can hardly believe it. In two short months we will be together again. It seems like an impossible dream. Until we meet in America.”




  “Until we meet in America, Sven,” Erik said, before Sven broke the connection.




  Solveig went outside, not wanting to hear even one side of Erik’s conversation with his brother.




  What could the call from America mean? She’d fallen deep into thoughts of the future when she felt Erik’s hands on her shoulders.




  “Do you need more of a sign, Solveig?” he asked.




  She turned to face him, knowing something must be terribly wrong. She gasped at the sight of his face wet with tears, tears she never saw him shed before. Her questioning look prompted him to repeat the entire conversation.




  After he told her of Sven’s illness, she began to cry. “I--I can’t believe Sven is sick. I never meant for such a thing to happen. I never wanted such a sign.”




  “It is God’s will, Solveig. You did not will anything to happen. It happened long before I ever knew the meaning of the dream. God has prepared a place for us. He will take care of us.”




  “Yes, He will take care of us. I have many plans to make, Erik, many things I must do.”




  Erik returned to the house, leaving Solveig with her thoughts. Over the past days she had been in such turmoil. Erik has been so certain God spoke to him in a dream and yet she could not comprehend it.




  Solveig allowed her mind to wander back to the morning when her whole world seemed to become turned upside down.




  She had awakened, as though she had set an alarm. She automatically got up at six. As usual, she turned to rouse Erik, but to her amazement she found his side of the bed empty. Where could he be so early in the morning? Perhaps he had become ill. That would be the only reason she could think of for him to be out of bed.




  Not stopping to dress, she put on her robe and slippers. Before going downstairs, she opened the drapes. Seeing Erik crossing the short distance between the church and the house surprised her. A strange smile graced his face and a faraway look glistened in his eyes. Worried, she hurried down the stairs and met him as he entered the kitchen. “Are you all right?” she questioned.




  “Yes, Solveig,” he said calmly, his manner somehow seeming out of character. Usually he would not have been up before she got out of bed. If he were she knew she would not have found him sitting at the table drinking coffee.




  “You’re up so early,” she stammered, unable to conceal her concern.




  “I’ve been up for hours,” he said.




  “What is wrong?”




  “There is nothing wrong, Solveig. I told you before. Sit down. Let me get you a cup of coffee. Let me tell you about my dream.”




  Solveig rolled her eyes. The dream. He had pondered over this dream for months. At least it seemed like months. It was a dream with no meaning, a dream that kept returning. “What about the dream Erik?” she asked as she accepted the cup of coffee.




  “Remember how I told you the soldiers were all faceless, and they were marching, ever marching. Remember the blood, the voice?”




  “Yes, Erik, I remember, you have told me before,” she sighed, taking a sip of the coffee.




  “This time I could hear the voice, the voice of God.”




  “The voice of what?” she exclaimed, almost choking on her coffee.




  “Not what. Who. The voice of God. God spoke to me as He spoke to Joseph and Paul, as He spoke to Abraham, Moses, and David.”




  “Do you consider yourself in a class with them?” Solveig scoffed. “You are nothing but a poor Lutheran minister.”




  “What were they before God spoke to them? Abraham lived as a nomad, Moses a hired man, David a simple shepherd boy, Joseph a carpenter, and Paul, who was known as Saul, a persecutor of the early Christians. They were ordinary people, just like us. I tell you, He spoke to me, Solveig! He spoke to me in the words Joseph heard. He told me to take my family and leave Norway. He said a great war is coming and no place in Europe will be safe.”




  “Did He tell you where you were going or what you would do?” she asked.




  “I’m a minister, I will preach the Gospel. He didn’t tell me where I’d go, but He will show me. When I sat praying on it, it came to me. My brother, Sven, is in America. I will write to him, and he will find me a position there.”




  “Oh, Erik, I remember Sven’s letters as well as you. There has been a great Depression in America. How could Sven find you a job?”




  “They are coming out of the Depression, Solveig,” he reminded her.




  “You think there are no ministers in America?”




  “God will make room for one more. All my life, I’ve known God has been preparing me for something, but I knew not what. My father was a master of languages, a professor, who taught in all the major capitals of Europe. He taught me to speak those languages. He made certain I spoke perfectly no matter what the tongue I chose to speak. On my own, I’ve learned Greek and Hebrew in order to study the ancient scriptures. All of this knowledge has been God’s will. He has a purpose for me somewhere and I think that place is America.”




  “Oh, Erik, I wish I could be as trusting as you, but you just had a dream. I dream all the time. Dreams are meaningless.”




  “Meaningless, unless God speaks to you in one,” Erik argued. “Don’t you see? Everything has meaning in my life. Even Sven going to America when I was so young has meaning. God prepared a place for Sven and now God is preparing a place for me.”




  “It is just too much to comprehend. You don’t even know if Sven will be able to find a placement for you, and yet you are asking me to leave my home, my family, to pick up my roots and move to a country where I don’t even speak the language,” Solveig said, knowing her words betrayed her despair.




  “You will learn the language, Darling. You will see. God will help us.” Erik took her in his arms in an attempt to reassure her. “Once the children are out playing, we will go and talk to your parents. They will be as excited as I am about this.”




  “I am happy for you, I am just not excited the way you are. What happens if we get to America and there is no position for you?”




  “Oh, Solveig, consider the lilies of the field and the birds of the air. They ...”




  “Don’t quote the scriptures to me Erik. I grew up in this house. My father served as pastor here before you. I know the scriptures and I have faith. It is just in this day and age God does not speak to poor Norwegian Lutheran ministers. God does not come to them in dreams and tell them to leave their homes. I’ll need more of a sign than your dream.”




  “Oh, ye of little faith,” Erik sighed. “You will have more of a sign, God will show you. Perhaps God will even speak to you.”




  “God is not going to speak to me Erik. I’m little more than a poor housewife and this poor housewife has a lot of work to do today.”




  Tears brimmed in her eyes as she went back upstairs. Once she washed and dressed for the day, she began to braid her long blonde hair. She watched the automatic process in the mirror and allowed her mind to wander. Could she survive anywhere but in Kinsarvik? Could she live anywhere but on the fjord? Could her life ever be complete without the mountains? The mountains, the fjords, the people, the lakes, she could live nowhere else. Nowhere else on earth could she ever live and be happy.




  It turned into a strange day. Secretly, she was relieved when Erik said nothing to the children.




  At last, they were alone and at Erik’s insistence they went next door to see her parents. Erik told them the story of the dream. He related the many times he experienced it and how last night’s dream revealed its meaning. Tears formed in Solveig’s father’s eyes as he looked at his son-in-law in awe. Her mother was also crying when she hugged them both tightly.




  “Solveig, you are truly blessed among women,” her mother said, as she held her at arms length and stared into her eyes. “You husband has spoken with God.”




  “I speak with God daily, Mama. I pray to him all the time, so do you and Papa. We all speak with God.”




  “But God has verbally answered Erik. You are blessed.”




  Solveig shook her head. “Mama, those are the words Elizabeth spoke to Mary when she learned she was pregnant. You are blessed among women. I am certainly not Mary. I have not had an immaculate conception, nor am I going to give birth to the new Christ. Don’t you understand? Erik wants to take me and the children to America.”




  “Perhaps it is God’s will, my dear child,” her father said




  “Now you sound like Erik.”




  Her father seemed unable to understand her apprehensions. He took her in his arms, as though she were a child, and said, “Trust a little more, my child. Just trust a little more. God knows what He is doing.”




  Solveig lingered, secure in her father’s embrace. “I know He knows what He’s doing, but I don’t know what I’m doing. America is so far away, Papa. I don’t speak the language. I don’t know the customs. Where will I find the mountains and the fjords? How can I live so far from you and Mama, from Thomas and Gerta and their families? I may never see you again.”




  “If not in this life, my Darling, then we will surely meet in the next. Be like Ruth, ‘wither thou goest, I shall go, wither thou lodgest, I shall lodge, your people shall be my people, your land shall be my land.’”




  “But, Papa,” she protested, “Erik’s people are here, Erik’s land is here.”




  Erik took her hand in his. “Not really, the people who raised me when my parents died, are here in Norway, living in Stavanger, but they are not my people. My only family is in America. My parents have been dead for more years than I care to remember. We must trust in the Lord and do His bidding.”




  They stayed for almost an hour, and at last Solveig tired of trying to explain her dread. They did not understand her, just as Erik did not understand her. Were they right? Could she be the only one who did not understand? Was Erik truly blessed having been spoken to by God? Had God chosen to bless her by arranging for her to move, to leave behind everything she held precious?




  They returned home, but said nothing to the children. Erik glowed, while Solveig thought tears would spring to her eyes at any moment. Although they said nothing, the children seemed to sense something amiss and became edgy.




  Automatically, she went about her daily tasks of cooking, cleaning, and gardening. With each completed task, she wondered how many times she would do it again in this house, in this country?




  “We need to talk about what has happened,” Erik said, bringing her back to the reality of the phone call. “We need to talk about going to America.”




  The lump in Solveig’s throat would not allow any words to pass. Instead she nodded her head in agreement.




  Chapter Two
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  During the next few days, the parsonage became a hub of activity. The children, as well as the parishioners, were told about the dream and their forthcoming move. Solveig found herself forced into silent acceptance.




  Erik’s friends were pleased for him. Solveig’s friends told her how much they would miss her, and how thrilled they were over her move to America.




  Somehow, she could not muster the same enthusiasm as everyone else. How could she become excited over something so unknown and so terrifying?




  Her life seemed to turn upside down. With each passing day, her organized routine ceased to exist. Each morning when she should have been baking bread and cleaning the house, Erik insisted they set aside time for lessons. She, along with the children, spent two hours every day learning to speak a few words in English.




  The children excelled. Her English seemed very poor in comparison.




  “Children always learn faster than adults,” Erik assured her. “You’ll learn English soon.”




  Solveig was not so certain. Not only did he expect her to learn to speak English but she had to learn to read and write English as well. Frustration became her constant companion. Her only recourse was to continue to try in order to please Eric.




  By mid-morning, her friends would arrive with coffee and pastry to share, while they helped with the sorting and packing. There were times when she wanted to scream, just leave me alone. I can pack my own things, but she couldn’t turn down the help of her friends. These were friends she had known all her life, friends she was unlikely to ever see again.




  Evenings were always spent poring over Sven’s letters, searching for clues to life in America. Erik had even gone to Oslo on an overnight trip and returned with several books on the subject.




  “Where did you find them?” Solveig asked, as she paged through the books that were written in Norwegian.




  “I asked your brother-in-law, Gustaf. He has access to the University library. He said we could borrow as many books as we wanted and he would return them after we leave.”




  The books were filled with information. America was so vast, they said, that Norway could fit into one small section of coastline. It seemed so huge, so imposing, so frightening.




  Putting her fears aside, Solveig continued to read, greedy for the knowledge. She learned of small farming communities and large cities. From what Sven had told them, New Oslo fell into the category of the former. She liked the idea of living in a place not so unlike Kinsarvik.




  She read about the government and thought how strange it would be not having a king and queen, but a President instead, a President elected by the people! What did common people know about leadership? How did they know if a man was good or bad? Why couldn’t they just have a king who was appointed for life, rather than a man who stood for reelection every four years?




  America’s struggle to become a country, its fight against England for independence, confused her. Weren’t they now allies? Hadn’t they fought side by side in the big war? She could not comprehend how enemies could so easily become friends.




  The days and weeks passed all too quickly and soon it was time to leave her homeland. Would she be able to trade her old life for a new life?




  “I’ve had no time for myself, Erik,” she announced one last evening in their old home as they prepared for bed. “Tomorrow will be just for me.”




  “To do what, Solveig?”




  “To be alone. You can surely care for the children for one day.”




  “But, what will you do?”




  “I will say good-bye to Norway.”




  “I do not understand you at all,” Erik said, shaking his head. “Why do you feel this need to be alone when there is so much to do?”




  “I do not expect you to understand, only to allow me this one concession. Tomorrow will be my day. I realize how much there is to do, but I must have this time. Whatever needs to be done, will be done, just not tomorrow.”




  “Then I cannot stop you?”




  “No. The packing and sorting are done. There is enough food for you to eat. You will not miss me for a few hours.”




  “What about our lessons?”




  “One day without lessons will not hurt me. There will be time for lessons on the ship. I will learn English. I may not be good at it, but I promise you I will try.”




  Early the next morning, she was up and eager to begin. She packed herself a lunch of cheese, bread and a flask of tea. With her food safely packed in her oldest son’s knapsack, she silently left the house.




  The path she, Gerta and Thomas had used as children was now overgrown. She didn’t mind the bushes tugging at her skirt and scratching her legs. Her objective lay ahead. No amount of discomfort could override her excitement.




  In her mind she could see the three of them as the children who so often walked this path to their secret hideaway.




  She could see Thomas, nine, and Gerta, seven, being forced to take five year old Solveig with them on their outings. As she did, a long forgotten conversation flooded her mind.




  “Mama,” she had cried. “Thomas and Gerta always go away. They never play with me!”




  “You are not old enough, Solveig,” her mother admonished.




  “But I want to go.”




  Unable to say no to her youngest child, she called to her older children. “Thomas, Gerta, take your sister with you.”




  “But Mama,” Thomas pleaded. “She’s a baby.”




  “I said to take your sister with you. Do as I say.”




  Reluctantly, they had taken the overjoyed Solveig with them.




  “Where we are going,” Thomas warned, “is a secret. You may tell no one of its existence.”




  “Not even Mama?”




  “Not even Mama,” Gerta repeated. “Mama does not know where we go when we leave the house to play.” Slowly, they made their way up the path to the waterfall. The climb seemed to take forever. Once they neared their destination, Solveig became frightened. The sound of the pounding water, coupled with the fine mist that sprayed her face made her tremble. “I don’t want to go by the waterfall, Thomas. I’m scared.”




  “You wanted to come with us,” Thomas scolded, “and now you are here. You must come inside because we are not taking you home.”




  Taking her by the hand, he led her behind the waterfall into a small cavern. Inside, a rock served as a table and a makeshift holder held the stub of a candle. Thomas struck a match and immediately the cave became illuminated. Highlights sparkled on the walls and stalactites and stalagmites grew in the back.




  “This is our hideaway, but you must never tell anyone,” Gerta reminded her.




  Solveig kept her promise. She never told anyone of the existence of the cave, not Erik and especially not Mama. She always promised herself when her children were old enough, she would bring them here.




  Thomas and Gerta had grown up and abandoned the hideaway. For Solveig, it became a refuge, a place where she could escape whenever she was troubled. The last time she came was to say good-bye to her childhood. She remembered climbing the pathway on the day before she married Erik.




  Today, she would say good-bye to so much more. Today, she would bid farewell to the home she had known all her life. She would say good-bye to Norway.




  She slipped behind the curtain of water and from her pocket produced the stub of a candle. When she lit the wick, the cave sprang to life. Lights sparkled on the walls and the water of the stream running through the cavern behind her made the gurgling sound she found so comforting.




  “I love you, old cave,” she said, aloud. “Have other children found you? Has Thomas brought Gunnar here?”




  Solveig sat, dreaming of bygone days, of childhood memories all too soon past, all too soon forgotten.




  She didn’t think she had been there long, when to her surprise, she felt the first pangs of hunger. As she reached into her knapsack for the bread and cheese, she thought she heard someone call her name. It must be the wind, she surmised, no one knows where I am.




  Again the wind whispered her name. She shook her head. It couldn’t be. The third time, the voice was loud and clear. It was the voice of a man. Had Erik followed her, invaded her private moment? She decided if it had been Erik, he would have overtaken her long before this.




  A man stepped into the cavern, silhouetted by the sunlight against the waterfall. She smiled as she recognized Thomas.




  “I thought I would find you here, Little Sister.”




  “I am not hard to find, if you know where I prefer to be. How did you know I had come?”




  “I saw Erik. He’s very worried about you. I told him I was certain I knew where you would be. What are you doing here?”




  “I am saying good-bye to Norway,” she replied, wiping away a tear. “In my own way, I am saying good-bye. Why does it all have to end?”




  Thomas pulled her to her feet, and held her while she cried. “I see no ending, Solveig, only a new beginning.”




  “Everything ends. God has ended my childhood, the lives of friends, even my life in Norway. Why is He doing this to me? Nothing will ever be normal again.”




  “Of course it will, only just in a little different way. You are embarking on an adventure, one everyone in the village envies you for having.”




  “Everyone but me,” she sobbed. “What if I don’t fit in? What if I never speak English?”




  “Oh, Solveig, you will learn English and you will fit in. Speaking of such things, how is your English coming?”




  “You sound like Erik,” she sniffed, her sobs subsiding. “So far all I can do is ask the grocer if the vegetables are fresh and how expensive the meat is. I can say good morning and good evening, hello and good-bye, and little more.”




  “My dear sister, it will come easier once you are around people who speak it daily. Once you are in America, I guarantee you will begin to even think in English.”




  Solveig sighed. “Erik keeps telling me the same thing. Are you hungry, Thomas?”




  “You are changing the subject.”




  “Yes, I am. Now, are you hungry?”




  “You know me, I am always hungry.” Thomas’ laughter at her question, as well as his answer, filled the cavern.




  “Then sit down. I have bread and cheese and tea. It will be like when we were small children. Have you ever come back here?”




  Thomas accepted the bread and cheese and chewed thoughtfully. After washing it down with the tea, he said, “I brought Gunnar here when he was seven. I don’t think he was impressed. He had more important things to do, with his friends, not his papa. How about you?”




  “I vowed I would bring the children when they were old enough. It’s strange they never seemed to be old enough. I never had the time and now it’s too late. Perhaps it is for the best. This was our place, not theirs. I would hate to have them intruding on what we had.”




  They talked long into the afternoon, before starting the long trek back to Kinsarvik.




  “It was all so long ago,” Solveig commented, when at last they reached the parsonage. “It is hard to believe any of it ever happened.”




  Thomas gave her a brotherly hug. “Our lives change, you know that, nothing ever stays the same. You wouldn’t want to live without change.”




  Solveig knew Thomas was right, she just didn’t want to accept the changes that seemed to be coming so fast.




  Erik’s last Sunday at the church proved to be a bittersweet day, a day for memories. It was a day for anticipation. Inwardly, Solveig cried, but outwardly, she smiled. She could not allow her friends to remember her tears, nor would she let them know how uncertain she felt about her future.




  After church, large tables were set up on the lawn between the church and the parsonage, and they groaned with an abundance of food. It was the last time they would see their friends and they were making the most of every precious minute.




  The next morning, they boarded the train for Bergen. Trunks were being loaded as Solveig and Erik prepared to leave. Thomas and Sonja, along with their family and Solveig’s parents also accompanied them. In Bergen they would meet Greta and Gustaf for a holiday in the seaport city prior to sailing.




  The hotel, just a block from the wharf, was a stately old building. The rooms were luxurious.




  While the children played on the docks, the women explored the shops. One evening, they all rode the Finicular to the top of Mt. Floren, where they enjoyed dancing until the wee hours of the morning. In the pale hours of twilight that separated night from day, they made their way down the mountain in the small cars of the Finicular and walked back to their hotel.




  Mornings were spent in the marketplace. There, Solveig relished all the sights and sounds. Fresh fish, as well as flowers and vegetables, were in abundance and sellers hawked their wares.




  All too soon, it was August first and time for the Jorgenson family to sail for America. The ship was to sail at noon, but they had to be at the dock by eight in the morning. Trunks and baggage were loaded and staterooms assigned.




  Solveig’s family stayed aboard and visited until the last call for visitors to go ashore was made.




  Solveig stood at the railing as slowly her family and Norway disappeared from view. Only then did she give in to the exhaustion that had plagued her for the last few weeks.




  “I am very tired, Erik. I think I will go down to the cabin and rest a bit. You and the children will be all right, won’t you?”




  “You know we will,” he replied, concern showing in his voice.




  Once in the cabin, she eased herself wearily onto the lower bunk. She would let Erik be the one to maneuver the upper. It pleased her that the children would be in the adjoining cabin. The accommodations were cramped for two, let alone five. She fell asleep almost instantly. Only vaguely did she remember Erik trying to wake her for dinner. “Let me sleep,” she mumbled. “Just let me sleep.”




  It was morning when she awoke and for some strange reason her stomach churned. The boat, she thought, it must be the movement of the boat. Once she was sick, her stomach settled down and she was able to enjoy her first full day at sea.




  Grudgingly, she admitted to becoming excited. Leaving Norway was extremely hard, but as Thomas promised, the future lay ahead.




  To her dismay, the next morning her sickness returned and then disappeared as quickly as it had the day before. Mentally she began to calculate and realized she was pregnant.




  “Erik,” she said, “I think we are going to be parents.”




  “What are you talking about, Solveig? We are already parents.”




  “I mean, I think we are going to be parents again. If my calculations are correct, the child will be born in about seven months, around the first of March. Our baby will be born in America.”




  Erik was thrilled. She watched as he hurried from the cabin to bring the ship’s doctor to confirm Solveig’s suspicions.




  Once the doctor left, Erik took Solveig’s hand. “A child,” he began, “a baby, born in America. Not a Norwegian child, but an American child of Norwegian parentage! Perhaps this was why God is leading us from Norway to the promised land of America. Perhaps He has planned for this child to be an American citizen in order for him to do great things.”




  “What if the child is another girl?” she asked.




  “It will not be. I can tell it will be a boy, a boy we will name Sven for my bother. You will see, Solveig, our son will become a great man. Not only will he be born of Norwegian parents but he will be an American. There, he will have many more opportunities than he could have ever hoped to have in Norway. All of our children will, but I know this one will be special.”




  Chapter Three
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  When at last the ship docked in New York, the passengers were taken to a large room with signs reading Customs And Immigration.




  Solveig envied those with American passports, those who needed only to go through customs.




  There were a few, like themselves, who were immigrating. There weren’t the throngs she read about at Ellis Island, only four families on the entire ship. The remainder of the passengers had traveled for pleasure. Many were returning from visiting families in the old country. Others were returning from what they called the Grand Tour of the capitals of Europe and their splendor.




  “It wouldn’t have been complete,” she heard one woman say, “without going to Norway. Everything there seemed so beautiful.”




  Solveig’s heart ached for the beauty of Norway, the beauty she had left behind.




  As they waited with the other immigrants, Erik answered questions over and over again. Always the questions were the same. How many are there in your family? Where do you come from? Do you have a sponsor in America? Where will you be living? Do you have a position?




  Erik answered each question patiently, until Solveig wanted to scream. The room was large and yet it began to close in on her. The children fidgeted so she made them sit next to her on the floor, while she sat on the trunk.




  “There are other children here,” Karl pleaded. “Why can’t we play with them?”




  “Because I told you, you must be good. I want you to stay here by me. Papa will be done soon, then we can go out to meet Mr. Einerson and he will take us to Minnesota.”




  “How far is it to Minnesota, Mama?” Johann asked.




  “It will take several days by train. It will be a long and exciting journey.”




  Johann’s eyes mirrored the excitement she spoke of, while Karl pouted. She knew he wanted to play and was in no way interested in how long or exciting their journey would be. He had been so good all during the sailing and she knew he needed to run and play, to get rid of his energy.




  At last Erik joined them. “We are finished here,” he said. “We can go now.”




  The boys carried the trunk, while Erik struggled with the other baggage. At Erik’s insistence, Solveig carried only a small traveling bag. Once outside the room, they found themselves in another waiting area. Across the room, a man of about fifty years of age stood holding a sign that read, Pastor Jorgenson and Family.




  “Mr. Einerson?” Erik inquired, as he approached the man.




  “Pastor Jorgenson, it is good to have you here,” the man said in English.




  “It is good to finally be through customs,” Erik said, shaking the man’s hand. “This is my wife, Solveig, and our children, Karl, Johann and Kristin.”




  “How was your trip, Mrs. Jorgenson?” the man asked, drawing her into the conversation.




  It surprised Solveig, to realize she actually understood what the man said to her. “It was long, very long.”




  “Let me get a porter,” Mr. Einerson continued, as he motioned to a black man. “We will be taking the luggage, but I’d like to ship the trunk on this evening’s train to New Oslo.”




  The man spoke so fast Solveig did not comprehend what he had said. To her horror, two black men came and began to pick up the trunk. She started to protest about strangers taking away her belongings, but Erik silenced her. He quickly explained in Norwegian what she had not understood in English.




  “We will spend two nights in New York,” Mr. Einerson explained, this time speaking in Norwegian. “It will give you time to rest and see the city. You should have more time to see New York, but we must make do with what we have.”




  Solveig didn’t want to see anything. She only wanted to be in her own home, to be able to sleep in a soft bed and to relax.




  Outside, Mr. Einerson hailed a cab and showed them the sights of New York as they sped through the city.




  “What hotel will we be staying in?” Solveig asked.




  “Hotel?” Mr. Einerson sounded horrified at her question. “We won’t be staying at a hotel. Thor, a young man from our congregation, has just been ordained and is serving a church in New Jersey. We will be staying with him and his wife, Rebecca.”




  Solveig was disappointed. She didn’t like the idea of imposing on another pastor. She wanted to be alone.




  Pastor Torsevite and his wife were a nice young couple. Their home was nothing like she expected.




  “I’m English and Dutch,” Rebecca said when she and Solveig shared a cup of tea in the kitchen. “I met Thor while he was in school. We fell in love and are so happy.”




  Although Solveig understood only a few of the words the girl had spoken, her meaning was clear. The glow on her face said it all.




  Solveig could not help but compare the shabby furnishings of the parsonage with the beautiful handcrafted furniture she left behind. All that was here were hand-me-downs, various things other people donated. This table from that parishioner, that chair from this one, so that nothing matched. She wondered if this was what she could expect in her home in New Oslo.




  “We have a small community here,” Thor said, that evening at supper. “It reminds me of home. Even though these people aren’t farmers, they are good people. I’d be pleased if you would join me in the pulpit tomorrow, Pastor Jorgenson.”




  Thor’s proposal shocked Solveig. Could it be Sunday, already? She had lost track of time on the ship. True, Erik gave the Sunday sermon, but how could it have already been a week ago?




  The next morning, they went to church with the Torsvites. Solveig’s excitement quickly faded when she realized the entire service would be conducted in English.




  She caught certain phrases and was pleased when Thor introduced Erik as the visiting pastor. Her heart swelled with pride as he greeted the congregation in his perfect English.




  On Monday, they were again traveling, moving closer and closer to New Oslo and home.




  “We will spend the night in Chicago with Pastor Bondehagen, then go on to New Oslo,” Mr. Einerson announced on the morning of their second day on the train.




  Solveig didn’t protest. It would do her no good. She simply nodded her head and agreed. She didn’t want to stay in Chicago. She didn’t want to impose on Pastor and Mrs. Bondehagen. She merely wanted to be in her own home.




  Chicago, like New York, was a dirty city. The stockyards, the smoke that seemed to come from everywhere, even the lake of which Pastor Bondehagen seemed so proud was dirty. Solveig expected the crystal clear water of the lakes at home, not this murky water filled with human contamination.




  “It is not Norway, is it my dear?” Mrs. Bondehagen asked, in Norwegian, as they worked together to prepare supper.




  “I’m afraid it is not. All of this is overwhelming. How do you survive in a city like this? The only mountains I can see are the buildings. There is no natural beauty.”




  “I know what you mean. I felt the same way when Harold first brought me here. Although Illinois does not have mountains, it does have beautiful lakes. I have learned to look beyond the city to the people in our congregation. It will not be easy, but you will learn to do the same.”




  The next morning they boarded the train and Solveig vowed to heed Mrs. Bondehagen’s advice.




  As they wound their way through the fertile farmland of Southern Wisconsin, Erik became more and more excited. “It reminds me of Denmark,” he exclaimed.




  Solveig smiled. Erik would certainly know of such things. He had traveled extensively as a child. He could describe any of the European capitals in vivid detail.




  “Ja,” Mr. Einerson said, “and you will find Northern Wisconsin and Minnesota will remind you of Sweden. Perhaps it is the reason so many people from Scandinavia have settled here.”




  “What reminds you of Norway?” Solveig asked, wistfully.




  “There is nothing like Norway,” Mr. Einerson replied. “Norway is a dream.”




  “An impossible dream,” Solveig commented.




  If Erik caught the irony of her words, he didn’t acknowledge them. He remained lost in his own thoughts, his own dreams. With each mile he came closer to his brother, to his congregation and the fulfillment of God’s prophesy.




  Throughout the day, they rode through the changing countryside. While Solveig found the trip to be long and tedious, Eric and the children talked excitedly about the new things they were seeing.




  At last they arrived in New Oslo. At the station two women met them.




  “Pastor Jorgenson, Mrs. Jorgenson, this is my wife, Helga, and your sister-in-law, Ruth,” Mr. Einerson said, making the necessary introductions.




  Solveig assessed the two women. Mrs. Einerson was short and heavyset, her long gray hair coiled tightly around her head in braids. In any country, she would be a typical housewife. Solveig liked her immediately.




  Ruth stood in direct contrast. She was tall and slender. Her hair was cut in a stylish bob and the strain of the past months showed on her face. Sven’s illness had indeed been hard on Ruth.




  “I am so pleased your family is here,” Ruth said, embracing both Eric and Solveig.




  “I thought Sven would be here to meet us,” Erik’s voice betrayed his disappointment.




  “I am sorry,” Ruth apologized. “Sven isn’t having a good day. He decided to wait for you at the parsonage.”




  Together, they walked to the parking lot and Solveig was surprised to see two black automobiles parked side by side. “Do you drive an automobile?” she asked, in amazement.




  Ruth laughed. “You will find driving in America is almost mandatory. Country towns here are just that, country towns. They are not the self-contained villages of Norway. It is a vast distance from here to there and you will find many things that require the use of an automobile. Although New Oslo is small, it is not compact. Many of the parishioners are farmers in far outlying areas. A car makes visits easier and less time consuming. You’ll get used to it. Perhaps you will even learn to drive yourself.”




  Solveig was horrified. Riding in a car was one thing, but driving one was quite another.




  “Think about it, Solveig,” Ruth said, breaking into Solveig’s thoughts. “Driving has been my salvation since Sven became ill. It enables me to take him for rides when the weather is nice, as well as take him to the doctor’s office. It lifts his spirits.”




  “Is he that ill?” Erik asked, concern sounding in his voice.




  “I am afraid he is. It is only a matter of time. I am certain he has willed himself to live to see you take his place. Once that has successfully happened, he will be able to let go and find the rest he needs.”




  “There is nothing that can be done?”




  “There are no miracle cures.”




  “Why doesn’t God do something?” Solveig asked, knowing as soon as the words were said how terribly naive they sounded.




  “He did do something,” Ruth said, holding her hand as she smiled. “He brought you here. You will never know how the knowledge of your arrival has raised Sven’s spirits. As for the cancer, there is nothing that can be done. Years ago, before doctors knew about such things, people died. At least we have an idea why Sven is going to die. We can prepare for it.”




  Solveig agreed. She pitied her sister-in-law for the burden she was carrying.




  Once the luggage had been collected, Eric and the boys joined the Einersons, while Solveig and Kristin went back to the parsonage with Ruth.




  “An ending and a beginning,” Solveig commented, as they pulled away from the station.




  “What a curious thing to say,” Ruth said. “What do you mean by it, Solveig?”




  “Sven’s life is ending and I am carrying a new life. It is almost as though it is all part of God’s master plan.”




  Ruth glanced at her and smiled. “You are pregnant? You are going to have a child?”




  “Yes. We confirmed it while we were on the ship. With all the excitement, it took us by surprise.”




  “When will the child be born?”




  “March, although I already feel as big as a house.”




  “Erik will want you to see the doctor right away. Dr. Olsen is excellent.”




  “A doctor? Why? I have always had a midwife.”




  “There are not many midwives here. Dr. Olsen will take very good care of you. I am certain you will like him.”




  Solveig was not as sure as Ruth seemed to be, but she said nothing. It had been a long and draining trip. The discussion of doctor versus midwife could wait for another time.




  When at last they arrived at the parsonage, several parishioners as well as Ruth and Sven’s children greeted them. Luncheon had been prepared for them, and for a short while being pleasant took precedence over emotional reunions and much needed rest.




  After they ate and everyone left, it was time to get to know their family. For the first time, Solveig assessed her surroundings. The house was large, perfect for their growing family and the furnishings reminded her of home. Each piece suited the house, and had been made especially for the place where it stood.




  Sven was an older, thinner, sicker version of Erik. Even their mannerisms were the same. Solveig ached seeing the shell of a man who was so alien and yet so familiar.




  By late afternoon, Sven’s strength seemed to drain and he was content to allow Ruth to take him home. Although Solveig needed to rest herself, she knew Erik was disappointed that his brother needed to go home. She knew her own misgivings and her own adjustment were just that, her own. Erik needed this time to get to know his brother to glean whatever knowledge Sven had to offer.




  The weeks flew past quickly and soon it was October. Bright, crisp October, with brilliant blue skies and cold clear nights seemed a relief from the overly warm weather of August and September.




  Sven had rallied after their arrival in August and seemed much stronger in September. For these reasons, his sudden death in October shocked and saddened the community.




  The day of the funeral was a perfect October day. As Solveig stood in the small cemetery behind the church, she drank in every detail. The sky, she noted, was as blue as the glacier Papa had taken her to see as a child. The sky was clean, as though God had washed it and scented it especially for them to remember Sven. It seemed like a blessing that the entire community turned out to honor this man who had given them so much of himself, asking nothing in return.




  Erik performed the funeral service with tears in his eyes. Solveig, too, felt a great loss, not for herself, for she hardly knew Sven, but for Erik and Ruth. Dear sweet Ruth, who had lost more than her husband, her lifelong companion. She had lost her home, her standing in the community, her identity. Although her small bungalow was cozy and neat, and she professed a great fulfillment from her job, Solveig still worried. Nothing she could imagine could ever take the place of home and husband. Even though she still had her husband, she knew she would never recover from the loss of her home.




  December brought on the onset of winter and Solveig felt the depression of pregnancy closing in on her. Unlike her previous pregnancies, she felt no bonding with the child growing within her. Although she was only in her sixth month, she felt and looked much further along. Her body was swollen out of proportion and her breasts ached.




  Unlike December in Norway, the sun did not completely disappear. The days were shorter, but the sun did peek through the clouds that dropped snow at least once or twice a week. The few hours of sunlight during the day did work to lift her spirits.




  Erik was too busy to notice her depression and the children were too young to care. Although she occasionally spoke to Ruth, she hesitated to open herself too much to her American sister-in-law. Solveig missed her mama. She could have told Mama anything and she would make everything better. Now, when Solveig needed Mama the most, she was too far away. Letters took so long to arrive that the small worries her mother addressed were long forgotten by the time they were answered.




  By February, even the every day tasks of dressing the children and preparing the meals exhausted Solveig. “I can’t go on like this, Erik,” she said, one night after the children were in bed. “I am too tired to perform the simplest of tasks.”




  To her surprise, Erik looked at her in disbelief. “How can this be any different from the other times?”




  “I don’t know why it is different, Erik, it just is.” The discomfort she had learned to live with suddenly became unbearable. Awkwardly she got to her feet when the first pains of labor began.




  “Oh, Erik,” she said, clinging to a chair for support. “It’s the baby, but it can’t be, it’s too early.”




  Erik was immediately on his feet and at her side to help her to sit back down in the chair. “I will call Ruth and Dr. Olsen.”




  The pain was so sudden, so intense, that Erik’s words were lost on her. Ruth arrived and helped her into a nightdress and into bed. She heard bits and pieces of the conversations around her, but understood little.




  Eric paced the length of the parlor while the doctor attended to Solveig. He could not understand what was taking so long.




  “It has been hours, Pastor,” Dr. Olsen finally said. “The child is not going to be born naturally. We will have to take her to the hospital and take the child surgically. Help me get her to the car.”




  Unable to protest, drained from the ordeal, Solveig allowed them to take her away from her home and her children.




  Hours later, Solveig awakened in a sterile white room in a strange bed. Beside her, Erik dozed in a chair. Even asleep, he looked drained.




  “Erik,” she said softly.




  His eyes opened and he broke into a smile, which encompassed his entire face. “I was afraid I had lost you, too,” he said, taking her hand in his.




  “Lost me, too?” she questioned. “Did I lose the baby?” Her hand went, instinctively, to her now flatter belly.




  “One baby died. You had twins,” Eric said, softly.




  “Twins?”




  “Yes, darling, a boy and a girl. I christened him Sven, just before he died,” Eric said, choking back tears.




  “And the girl?” Solveig asked, crying at the loss of their son. She felt as though asking about the surviving child was necessary. They had only expected one, only planned for one, and now only had one. For some reason their daughter had survived, while their son perished.




  “I named her Anne.” Erik’s voice sounded strangely strained.




  “Do you resent her?” Solveig couldn’t help but ask the hurtful question. “Is it so terrible that she is the one who survived and not your son?” Her voice was flat, drained of emotion, for she knew these were her feelings, her misgivings.




  “God brought us to America for a great reason,” Erik began, tears rolling down his cheeks. “When I found you were carrying our child, I was certain that child was the great reason. Our child, our son, would be destined for greatness in this country. Now, that hope is gone. Little Sven will never know the thrill of knowledge, will never play games, never grow up, never love a beautiful woman.”




  “Is it so hard to believe that a daughter could be destined for greatness?”




  “You know the answer as well as I. She’ll marry and have children. What mark will she make on this country?”




  “Perhaps her children are the ones God meant, or maybe the dream was for Karl and Johann,” she pleaded.




  “I have no answers, Solveig. I only know this child is not destined for greatness.”




  She closed her eyes, knowing she should inquire about the baby. “How small is she?”




  “Just under five pounds.”




  “I want to see her, to hold her,” Solveig said.




  Erik left the room and she steeled herself to meet her daughter, to hold the child who had stolen life from her brother.




  When Erik returned, he brought with him a nurse and the baby. Although Anne’s tiny mouth searched for the nipple and sucked at her breasts, Solveig knew there was nothing there. Her breasts were hard and yielded no milk. Again and again she tried, until at last it was decided Anne should be bottle-fed.




  The nurse took Anne back to the nursery and Erik held Solveig while she cried. She ached for the small mouth suckling at her breast, taking nourishment from her body.




  “I have nothing, nothing to give to her, Erik,” she managed to say through her sobs.




  “It was a difficult birth. It has drained you. The doctor says that is why you have no milk.”




  Solveig cried even harder at the words, for she was too exhausted, too sore from surgery to protest in any other manner.




  Within two weeks she was up and walking around and able to go down to the nursery to see Anne. The nurses brought her in to be fed, but it wasn’t the same. She ached for the feel of the baby pulling at her nipple, for the warm feeling as the tiny hands kneaded the flesh of her full breasts. This was how it had always been in the past. Now her breasts were empty and Anne did not need them for her nourishment.




  Although the baby was beautiful, her complexion fair, her hair a tuft of blonde down, Solveig felt nothing for her. Had it been the difficulty of the pregnancy and birth, the loss of her twin brother, or Erik’s disappointment about her gender?




  When at last they went home, Solveig was pleased to find the women of the church willing to come and care for her and the children. They held Anne and cooed over her the way Solveig knew she should be doing. Although she fed and diapered the baby, she could not hold her tightly or kiss her lovingly.




  It was as though Erik had no child. He spent his time with the older children, but seemed to ignore the cradle in the corner of their bedroom.




  The children were thrilled with their baby sister and they were constantly at the cradle, talking to her in English and Norwegian and touching her head. Anne thrived on the attention and began early to build a bond with her siblings, if not with her parents.




  Chapter Four
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  April 9, 1940, just two months after Anne’s birth, seemed to mark the beginning of years or terror for the community of New Oslo. While they were safe in America, Hitler’s armies had crossed the North Sea and invaded Norway.




  For months the papers had been filled with stories of Hitler and Mussolini. One by one the major countries of Europe were falling under the control of the two dictators. The war of Erik’s dream became a harsh reality.




  With the fall of Norway, all correspondence ceased and phone calls were impossible to make. The members of Erik’s congregation could only pray for friends and relatives thousands of miles away.




  When, occasionally, a letter did slip through, the news was not good. Friends, family, acquaintances, none were missed by the brutality of the Germans.




  Solveig received a letter almost a year after the beginning of the occupation, not from Thomas or Gerta, but from her nephew, Gunnar.




  

    

      Dear Aunt Solveig and Uncle Eric,




      I write to you from the top of the world. I am with the Laps, skiing with the resistance against the Germans. Aunt Gerta returned to Kinsarvik for a visit just before the beginning of the occupation and has been a prisoner there ever since.




      From what I have heard, Uncle Alfred was arrested and taken to a prison camp, along with several other professors.




      Grandpa and Grandma were killed when they protested the intrusion of their home. I do not like to be the one who breaks this news to you, but I know there will be no letters from home.




      The information I have received comes from new recruits, from various villages and cities. There is little time to write and receiving word is almost impossible as we move daily.




      Pray for me, and the others who are with me who are working to free our country.




      Gunnar


    


  




  Solveig cried at the words. Alfred was in a prison camp and her parents were dead. It was all too much to comprehend. It brought her loss of Norway and family to the forefront. She had sacrificed so much, how could God ask her to give up even more?




  The atrocities in Europe the bombing of Pearl Harbor pulled the United States into the dreaded war. Young men from every state in the Union enlisted. Men from small towns, large cities, farms and plantations were thrown together in a melting pot and trained to fight the enemy.




  Young men from New Oslo said good-bye to family and friends. Among those to go were Mark and Matthew Jorgenson. Although Erik comforted Ruth at their leaving, he secretly rejoiced that his own sons were too young to enlist.




  Throughout the war years, Solveig became engrossed with her family. The older children spoke English with only a slight trace of an accent. As Anne grew, she spoke her first words in English. Solveig grieved that her youngest child would never speak Norwegian, would never see the beauty that was Norway, would never know the excitement of summer’s twenty-four hours of sunlight after a winter with twenty-four hours of darkness.




  At last the war was over. Hitler was dead, Mussolini hanged and Japan bombed. One by one the men came home, among them Mark Jorgenson, Matthew having lost his life in France.




  The ending of the war brought to light the atrocities of the Nazis. Jewish death camps, murders carried out in the name of the Third Reich, and Russian stalags for the Allied prisoners of war were all exposed.




  One by one, families in the sleepy farming town of New Oslo heard from loved ones in Europe. For some, the news was good. Entire families had survived by going to summer farms high in the mountains, areas where the Nazis were reluctant to follow. For others, the news was sad. Deaths were recorded in long awaited letters. Periods of mourning were sometimes delayed by as much as five years.




  Erik and Solveig knew they were fortunate having had a preview of what other families were learning in their one letter from Gunnar. Still, they worried.




  At last they also received a letter from home. The letter confirmed everything Gunnar told them and added more.




  Alfred had perished in the prison camp, leaving Gerta a widow. She would not be returning to Oslo. She had decided to remain in Kinsarvik, teaching in the village, living in the home where her parents had died at the hands of their captors.




  Gunnar was missing. There had been no word from him for many months prior to the end of the war. Thomas was certain his son, like his parents, was dead, lost to him forever.




  Thomas’ letter ended with the words Solveig remembered him saying to her when he found her saying ‘good-bye’ to Norway in the cave where they had played as children.




  My dear Solveig, you were so right when you said it was so long ago. It is hard to believe any of it ever happened. Was there ever a time when we were carefree children? The future we dreamed of has disappeared. I do thank God for saving you from the Occupation. Had you stayed, you would have been dead now, as is the pastor who took your place.




  Solveig could read no further. Bitter tears stung her eyes and sadness tore at her heart. Everyone she loved, all that she held dear had been torn asunder.




  It was Erik who finished reading the letter, Erik who explained to the children, as best he could, the consequences of the events described by their uncle.




  The boys, now twelve and fourteen, were keenly interested in the happenings in Norway. They remembered their native land and the relatives they left behind. Even though Gunnar was missing and presumed dead, he became their hero.




  Kristen’s memories of Norway were dimmer, but they had been kept alive, nurtured by her parents. At the age of nine, she was becoming a young lady and the knowledge of what happened to her home and her family pained her deeply.




  For Anne, there were no memories to be reinforced. Norway, like the people Mama and Papa talked about, was alien. No amount of description could bring alive the nonexistent scenes of a home she’d never seen.




  On a Saturday morning in December of 1946, the family was returning from Christmas program practice at the church.




  Solveig walked beside them. She knew Karl was pleased that he was old enough to be exempt from the pageant and able to sing in the junior choir. Since his voice had changed, his once clear soprano had deepened to a delightful baritone and he’d been asked to sing a solo.




  Johann had been chosen as narrator, while Kristen and Anne were angels and sang with the children’s choir.




  “Why do we have to practice every Saturday?” Anne whined. “Nobody says anything but Johann, and we know all the songs by heart. I’ve been singing Away in a Manger ever since I was a baby. My friend, Marcia, says they say recitations in their church. They don’t have a dumb old pageant and they practice in Sunday school, not on Saturday.”




  “Unfortunately, Little One, you go to our church and in our church the Christmas pageant is a tradition,” Erik said.




  Solveig could hear the exasperation in his voice. More and more she noticed it whenever he talked to Anne, especially since she had started school in the fall. Since that time, she had talked incessantly of Marcia. The child’s father moved to New Oslo, just after the war. The story Solveig had heard was that he had returned from the war to find his wife gone, his child with his parents. He now ran the family business, a textile plant in Minneapolis. After taking his child back to his own home he was forced to leave Marcia in the care of constantly changing housekeepers. Erik was not impressed with Anne’s choice of friends, but no matter how much they protested, they were unable to pressure her into finding friends within their own church.




  Solveig noticed that Karl had begun to fidget and told him to run ahead and get the mail. When they finally entered the kitchen, he was excitedly waving a letter in an onionskin envelope.




  “Mama, Papa, it’s a letter from Gunnar and it’s postmarked Germany!”




  Everyone except Anne went into the living room, so they could listen to the contents of the letter. Solveig ignored the younger of her two daughters’ attitude. She was used to Anne’s lack of interest in the family. She was too excited about the letter to worry about Anne’s attitude. It had been over a year since they first learned of Gunnar’s disappearance and now it seemed he was returning from the dead. To her dismay, the letter was written in English. Although she now spoke and read the language, she felt more comfortable having Erik read the letter, knowing his flawless English would not miss any of the words.




  

    

      Dear Aunt Solveig and Uncle Erik,




      An American nurse is writing this letter for me, as I am still far too weak to write for myself. It has taken almost a year for me to be able to talk about the war and find someone in the hospital who could understand Norwegian.




      Of my comrades who were taken prisoner, I am the only one to survive.




      I fought with the resistance and was captured in 1943 after being wounded. The stalag where I was kept had no medical treatment and many of the prisoners were tortured for the slightest infraction of the rules. I was among those who were beaten and starved. I know not why God spared my life, such as it is.




      Once we were liberated and taken to the American hospital, I stayed in a twilight state, unable to even tell them my name for many months. Now, thanks to their care, I am progressing well.




      I made many friends among the Laps and plan to visit them as soon as I am able. The doctors say I can return to Norway at Easter. I know your love and prayers have brought me through this ordeal. Being in Germany, I miss the long months of darkness, as I know you must miss them in America.




      I am not sorry I chose to fight. I like to believe I had some small hand in helping to bring freedom to Europe.




      I look forward to whatever role I will play in the rebuilding of my beloved Norway.




      With prayers and thanksgiving,




      Gunnar


    


  




  Solveig dabbed at her eyes with her handkerchief as Erik comforted her. The children cheered their cousin, their cheers mixed with excited tears.




  Out of the corner of her eye, Solveig saw Anne standing in the doorway. As usual, she was on the outside, looking in. She could almost read Anne’s mind. She had no idea who Gunnar was, or why her family was so excited about listening to a narrative of the war.




  Anne




  Chapter Five
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  Solveig wondered where the years had gone. It was already 1958. They had been in America for nineteen years. Their lives, like those of their family in Norway continued to prosper.




  In Norway, Thomas had become a member of Kinsarvik’s city council. Gerta had remarried and still lived in her parents’ small home. Gunnar had finished college and taken his grandfather’s and uncle’s place in the pulpit of the village church.




  In America, Solveig’s children had grown and were beginning their own lives. Karl was just finishing his medical training and would soon be starting his practice in Saint Peter a small rural community, much like New Oslo, and only sixty miles away. It meant less than an hour and a half trip by car, a short drive that she could even make alone. Being able to so easily visit her oldest son and his family, made her glad she’d learned to drive.




  Johann, too, would soon be embarking on a new life. In another year, he would finish seminary and begin looking for a pastorate. She prayed it would be close to home, but she knew God would send him wherever he was needed.




  Kristen was already married with two children and a third on the way. She and her husband, Lars Olsen, owned a small farm outside of New Oslo and were members of Erik’s church.
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