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Helga skipped from rock to rock over a
rushing creek, slipping and sliding on the wet
stones. “Father! Rosta!” she shouted. But the
rain swallowed her words. She’d never hear
Father, even if he called back to her.

Helga ducked under a stony bridge that
spanned an area of soggy grass and ferns.
Beyond that was a rocky tunnel. Helga crouched
low and crawled into the sheltered dark to
catch her breath.

The streams that flowed from the moun-
tains were already rushing from the rain.
Helga knew even from her short time in this
land that too much water could sweep a per-
son away. She would have to turn back. She
hoped Father had found Rostaand was already
on his way home.

Helga shook off her cloak, took a deep
breath, and climbed back out into the blow-

ing rain. She turned to where she thought the
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longhouse must be, but the clouds were so
thick and low she couldn’t see past the rocks
in front of her. Helga turned, but the view
was the same in every direction — walls of
cloud and water, coming down faster than
ever. Was her family’s longhouse before her or
behind her?

The water puddled under Helga’s feet. She
splashed forward but had no idea if she was
headed for home. She couldn’t see the stream
that cut through a wide crevice in the rocks
nearby, but she could hear it roaring.

“Father! Rosta!” she called.

But only the wind answered.



