YLVA

AND THE

WILD GOATS
HILDE MYKLEBUST and AKIN DUZAKIN

To Sigrid, Magne og Ingrid

© Det Norske Samlaget 2020
www.samlaget.no
Omslag: Akin Duzakin
Design: Ingeborg Ousland
Skrift: 13 pkt Adobe Garamond
Papir: Munken Lynx 150 g
Trykkeri: Scangraphic
Printed in Polen
ISBN 978-82-521-9932-1

Denne boka er trykt på miljøvennleg papir.

HILDE MYKLEBUST and AKIN DUZAKIN

YLVA

AND THE

WILD GOATS

Samlaget
Oslo 2020

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.

Ylva and Dad set down their packs and wooden planks, then sit down on the garden wall.
They always do this. Stop and listen to the ocean as it rises and roars.
A faint bleating echoes down from high up in the mountains.
– Hey, Ylva. You know what happened just now? With you and that goat?
It was completely unbelievable, Dad says. – It felt like you were actually speaking to
one another. How did you even do that?
– I don’t really have a clue, Ylva replies. – I just… I just feel like I can see what animals
are thinking. They speak a body language that I can understand a little bit.
– That must be nice, Dad smiles, squeezing her shoulder.

– Don’t mess about in the sea while I’m away, Dad warns her with a stern voice.
He’s about to run back to the car to get some tools.
– I promise, Ylva says, laughing as she runs off towards the cliffs.
Out here it’s just ocean as far as the eye can see.
Far out on the rock stands a lonely tree. The wind has sculpted it into a bow-shape.
Ylva clambers up some quivering branches that stretch up into the sky.
– Yoohoo, Blackbeard!
Ylva squints at the far-off path. But Blackbeard is nowhere to be seen.
She can see Dad trotting along with a spring in his step.

A sudden rush of wind sweeps through the air. Ylva is so shocked she almost loses her grip.
An eagle swoops right above her. Its wingtips clip some of the branches.
It looks right at Ylva, with piercing eyes. Then the bird swoops out from the cliffs with
a mighty shriek.
– Golly, what a fright you gave me!
Ylva jumps down and runs after the eagle. She lies down on her tummy and peers over
the edge.
It looks like it’s circling something down on the shoreline. Gliding round and round
with its vast wings.
– Hrm, thinks Ylva, furrowing her brow.
She’s seen this before. She knows what this eagle is up to.
It has seen something it wants to sink its beak into.

Now Ylva can see it too. An animal is lying there on the rock beneath the eagle’s wings.
– A goat, Ylva whispers. – A wild goat, from Blackbeard’s flock.
A little furry bundle seems to wriggle out, before snuggling up closer to the goat.
– Oh! Ylva exclaims. – She’s got a kid down there!
The little baby goat stretches and sprawls out on the grass.
Out comes another little bundle.

The eagle dives down towards them. It’s talons glinting in the spring sunlight.
The mummy goat, alarmed, brandishes her horns threateningly.
The newborn goats stay where they are, floundering on the ground,
as young and innocent as can be.
Ylva feels a tug at her heartstrings. She leaps to her feet.
– Get away! She shouts, as loud as she can.
She picks up a stone and throws it at the eagle as hard as she can.
The stone falls short, missing its target.
– Oi! shouts Ylva. – Don’t you dare! You won’t get your claws on those little goats!
She pitches another stone, but she isn’t strong enough.
The eagle’s talons rake down the mummy goat’s back and catch ahold of her horns.
The mummy goat breaks free, then rears up and rams the eagle so hard that feathers fly.

That does it.
Ylva edges over the cliffside and starts clambering down.
Loose rocks and pebbles clatter downwards as she tries to find a grip.
She holds on tight. Struggling to find tiny nooks and crannies to fit her fingers into.
Slowly, she lowers herself down onto a rocky outcrop.
It’s just about wide enough for her to stand on.
Ylva will have to leap as far as she can to get to the goats from here.

She takes a moment. Gathering all the power in her legs, and slowly counting to three.
– One. Two. Three.
Then she jumps. Soars off the ledge in a mighty leap.
Her feet slam into the ground, hard. The eagle makes a sudden flapping and flies away.
Ylva gasps for breath as her legs sear with pain.
Then she feels a rushing sensation race through her body. She did it!

The mummy goat makes a worried sound. Her breaths seem short and heavy.
She stares at Ylva. Their eyes meet.
– Need any help? Ylva asks, with a friendly tone.
The goat glances at the eagle, circling above. Then at her kids.
All of a sudden, she takes off. Bounding from stone to stone across the shoreline.
– Wait, cries Ylva. – Don’t go running off!
Ylva comforts the newborn little goats. They feel wet and cold from the wind.
– We’re going to find her again. But you can’t just stay here.
Ylva opens up her jacket.
One by one she lifts the little kids in, resting them against her chest, then zips it back up.
First they feel cold, but then she feels the warmth of their bodies spreading through her.
– No eagle is going to get you now!

– Ylva? Ylva!
Dad’s voice sounds loud and scared.
– I’m over here, she calls back.
Dad falls to his knees.
– What in heaven’s name are you doing there?
Ylva shows him the kids in her jacket.
– Now I’ve never seen anything like…
– They’re newborns! The eagle wanted to catch them, but the wild goat fought back.
You should have seen them fighting – I just had to help them!
Ylva yells all of it in the same breath. Dad shakes his head. Sighs. Then breaks into a grin.
– Ylva, Ylva. You and your animals.
– The eagle probably thinks that it can still get hold of these kids,
but we’re going to make sure that doesn’t happen!
Dad empties his rucksack and grabs hold of a rope from inside.
He ties a knot in one end and lowers the rucksack down in little jerks.
– Put the goats in, and I’ll hoist them up!

Dad heaves the rope, and the goats in the bag are slowly raised up towards him.
A few moments later, another dangling rope drops down to Ylva’s feet.
– Tie it round your waist!
Ylva does as he says.
It’s good to know that Dad’s strong arms are on the other end.
As she clambers up, she feels light as a feather.

The loud screeching of a huge bird rings out from the cliffside.
Ylva jumps so suddenly that she almost loses her grip.
– Look out, Ylva!
The eagle hasn’t given up, and now it’s very cross indeed.
– Eagles don’t attack people, Ylva reassures herself.

She hears the sounds of wingbeats coming closer. Out of the corner of her eye,
she spots the eagle just above her.
– Oh, help and strengthen us! She hears Dad cry.
Ylva turns her gaze towards him and freezes still.

All of a sudden, a mighty bleating booms out across the mountainside.
The eagle spins around and flaps wildly to get away,
zooming off behind the jagged cliffside with a squawk.

Ylva opens her eyes and can hardly believe them.
Up there on the ridge stands Blackbeard. Towering over her.
he glares up at the eagle and gives a final snort.
Dad sits next to him and extends a shakey hand towards Ylva.
Before she knows it, she’s back in his arms.

Dad holds her, tight.
– My crazy little lynx, He murmurs into her hair.
Ylva squeezes tight with her hands against her father’s back.
Her entire body is shaking.

Blackbeard takes a step towards Ylva. He cranes his neck and sniffs her.
He ruffles her hair with his lips. She catches his eye.
– Thank you, Blackbeard, Ylva whispers.
The billy goat turns back down to the coast and bleats again. Quieter this time.
He calls, and the mummy goat answers.
In just a few leaps, she’s up there on the path with them.
– You need to let out those kids, Dad says hastily.

Ylva hurries to open up her back.
The kids toddle towards their mum. She softly trots over to them and begins to feed them.
– What a wonderful thing, Dad whispers and gives Ylva a squeeze.
In the blink of an eye, it feels like everything goes still and calm.
The wind. The waves. Her heartbeat.
Blackbeard turns away from the path. He flicks his head back and gives one last bleat.
The mummy goat follows after, with her kids at her heels.
Ylva feels herself starting to cry. She was so scared. But now she is so happy.
– We did it, Dad, she gasps. – Me and you and Blackbeard.

The sun turns deep yellow and darkens as they make their way to the car.
They stay a while, watching the sea and sky turn red.
The mountain becomes golden. Ylva gazes up at its peak.
– Look!
High up, stands a familiar creature. Behind him, more and more animals
come into view.
Blackbeard. Beside a cairn of stones. Watching over his kingdom.
His horns catching the rays of the sun’s fading light.

