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To Sigrid, Magne og Ingrid



Far out by the ocean, there is a path.
It winds up and over the landscape,
all the way to a little summerhouse.
In the winter the house stands all alone,
while the storms howl and hammer all around.
But now, spring is here.

Ylva and her dad make their way along the coast.
– Is it still standing? Dad asks her.
Ylva squints through the harsh sunlight towards the summerhouse.
The wind lifts up her braids and whips them softly against her back.
– It’s standing!
Ylva grins and draws a deep breath.
At last.



– Even a lynx like you has to mind your step here! Dad warns her.
Ylva nods. She knows that.
Back home she would always climb the biggest rocks and clamber up the tallest trees.
But here it’s different. Here it’s almost like the path is dangling in thin air.
It’s only a few steps, but you can’t get a single one wrong.
She pauses for a moment. Takes a deep breath.
She gets a jolt of fear in her stomach.
The blood in her head begins to swirl.
Then two quick steps and she’s soaring.



She’s made it.
But Ylva scarcely manages to breathe out before freezing stock still. 
Right in front of her is an enormous billy goat.
He stands there, snorting so ferociously that snot 
flies out of his nose.
– Blackbeard! Ylva whispers.
Blackbeard the billy goat has called this place home for years.
He’s blocked off the path. Chased down hikers. 
Even butted people into the ocean.
Many people have tried to hunt him down. 
But when someone comes with a weapon, 
Blackbeard is nowhere to be seen.

– Stand your ground, Dad whispers under his breath. 
– As quiet as the quietest mouse.
Ylva’s heart thumps fast and strong inside her chest.
– Off you go now, beardie beastie, Dad says in a strong voice. 
He stomps once, firmly into the ground.
Blackbeard looks back at him with a blank stare, and lowers his head threateningly.
He starts stamping at the ground with his front hooves. 
Little rocks and gravel scatter across the path.
– I think I’m going to have to throw these planks at him, Dad whispers.
– Don’t do it, Dad! Ylva hisses, – You mustn’t scare him.

 



Ylva gets an idea. Carefully, she slips her rucksack onto one shoulder.
She unzips it and rifles around for something.
Her fingers push past a knife and the coarse fabric of a thick jumper. 
Then she finds it.
Ever so slowly, she pulls a package out of her rucksack, 
and unwraps a hot dog bun.
– Blackbeard, you big, handsome billy goat. Maybe you might like a bit of this?
Ylva says it in the most charming voice she can manage.
The goat takes a deep breath, ready to snort angrily.
That’s when the smell of bread wafts into his nostrils.
Blackbeard’s eyes grow wide. His tongue flicks out as he smacks his lips.
Ylva crouches down and reaches out her hand.
– Steady, Dad warns.



All of a sudden, Ylva can feel an invisible string connecting her and Blackbeard.
A little ray of light, warm and soft.
The big billy goat, confused, drops his ears a little. He gives a high-pitched bleat:
– Meeeeeeeeeh!
He takes a step closer.
– Come on, then.
She feels the warm breath of Blackbeard against 
the palm of her hand.
Then he starts to munch up the breadcrumbs.

– Well, that went well. Do you remember now? 
You were tame once!
Blackbeard keeps nibbling and guzzling down the food, 
completely transformed.
– Try and sneak past, Ylva whispers to Dad. 
He does as she says.
Ylva scratches Blackbeard between his horns.
– I should probably be on my way, now.
The goat lifts up his head and bleats after her as she leaves.


