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THE LETTERT





As soon as you get off the ferry at the wharf, you’ll feel the 

breeze blowing down from the glen. Even now, when it’s winter 

and cold, you can still feel it. Close your eyes. You can smell the 

pine trees, and the spruce. Then just start walking.

Follow the road straight ahead, past the closed-down snack 

bar, the shop, and Theo’s hair salon, and then keep going along 

by the river. The road starts off quite fl at, with the odd house 

along the way. There’s a digger parked outside one of the last 

houses. That’s where Peter and his mom live.

Then there’s more and more snow and trees, and fewer 

and fewer houses. The road narrows to half the width and 

becomes twice as steep. If you haven’t been here before, you 
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might hesitate, wondering if you’ve gone the wrong way. But 

you haven’t. Because just as you start to wonder, you see a sign. 

GLIMMERDAL, it says. Then you know you’re heading in the right 

direction after all.

The fi rst thing you come to after the sign is a vacation camp. 

Listen carefully: whatever you do, don’t enter that camp. If you 

do, don’t come out saying you weren’t warned. Klaus Hagen, 

the owner of Hagen’s Wellness Retreat, is so sour he should be 

poured down the kitchen sink. He has no sense of humor, and 

he doesn’t like children, especially if they make loud noises . . . 

and especially if they once smashed one of his cabin windows 

with a slingshot, even if it wasn’t on purpose. He thinks those 

children are the worst. (The child who smashed that window 

isn’t particularly fond of Mr. Hagen either, if truth be told. 

Sometimes she lies awake at night wondering whether she should 

smash another one.) So, if you’ve any sense at all, you’ll head 

straight past Hagen’s Wellness Retreat. 

After Hagen’s Wellness Retreat, you’ll fi nd yourself in some 

woods, where the snow bends the branches almost all the way 

down to your head. Some call it an enchanted forest. Just beyond 

it is Sally’s green house, but there’s nothing much enchanted 
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about that. You’ll spot Sally’s purplish perm sticking up from 

behind a potted plant in her living-room window. Sally will spot 

you too; you can be sure of that. Sally spots everything. Even if 

you were to sneak past that green house like a little mouse in 

winter camoufl age, making not so much as a peep, Sally would 

still spot you. She never takes afternoon naps either.

Once you’re past Sally’s house, you’ll fi nally reach the bridge, 

the one that crosses the River Glimmerdal. If you turn right, 

go over the bridge, and walk a short way up the hill, you’ll get 

to Gunnvald’s farm. But if, instead of going right, you walk a 

short way up the hill to the left, you’ll reach Astrid and her 

family’s farm. There are no other farms up the glen, beneath the 

mountains.

So now you’ve arrived. Welcome to Glimmerdal.





CHAPTER ONE

In which Astrid almost 
skis a somersault

Cold February afternoons are very peaceful at the top 

of Glimmerdal. The river is quiet, because it’s all iced 

up on top. There are no birds tweeting, because they’ve 

fl own south. You can’t even hear the sheep, as they’re 

inside, in the barns. There’s just the white snow, the dark 

spruce trees, and the tall, silent mountains.

But in the midst of this winter quiet, there was a black 

dot about to make some noise. The black dot was up at the 

foot of Cairn Peak, at the end of a long and quite uneven 

ski track. The dot was none other than Astrid Glimmerdal, 

with her lion’s mane of curly red hair. Her father is a farmer 

here in Glimmerdal, and her mother is a marine research 
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scientist who goes on expeditions, working along the coast 

and at sea. Her family has been living in the glen for a long 

time, which is why they share their surname with the place, 

as do some other families in the area.

Astrid was about to turn ten at Easter, and she was 

planning to have such a big party that it would be heard 

echoing all the way up the mountains.

Klaus Hagen, the one down at the vacation camp who 

doesn’t like children, should really have been pleased with 

his lot in life. After all, there was only one child in the 

whole glen, and even Mr. Hagen should have been able to 

put up with just one. But he couldn’t. Astrid Glimmerdal 

was precisely the type of child that Mr. Hagen couldn’t 

stand. As soon as they met her, all his vacationing guests 

realized that even if they were staying at Hagen’s Wellness 

Retreat, it was really Astrid’s glen they were visiting. 

Luckily, the little empress of Glimmerdal was particularly 

fond of visitors.

“You should have ‘welcome’ printed on your forehead, 

Astrid,” Auntie Idun had once told her.

In the winter, Astrid’s ski tracks and footprints traced 
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lines and squiggles all across Glimmerdal.

“I let her out every morning and hope she’ll come back 

in the evening,” her dad, Sigurd, would say when visitors 

asked him where his daughter was off to now, as people 

in Glimmerdal always asked.

The little thunderbolt of Glimmerdal, that was what 

everyone called her.

Below Cairn Peak, Astrid shifted her weight a little, 

pointing the ends of her skis down toward the crag known 

as the Little Hammer. School had fi nished early, as it 

was the last Friday before winter break, so it was still the 

middle of the day.

“Ah, what a wonderful thing February vacation is,” Astrid 

said to herself. “February vacation and downhill slopes.”

The run down to the Little Hammer was steep. So steep 

that Astrid really had to steel herself. But this was what 

Auntie Eira and Auntie Idun did when they were home for 

Easter. They’d start from the same place and set off at a 

furious speed, kicking up a fl urry of snow behind them like 

a bride’s veil. They’d leap off the edge of the Little Hammer, 

fl ying sky-high. Auntie Eira even did somersaults.
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“You need two things in life,” Auntie Eira would say. 

“Speed and self-confi dence.”

Astrid thought those were wise words. While her 

aunts were away studying in Oslo, Astrid tried to keep in 

practice, doing lots of things that required speed and self-

confi dence.

One thing was certain, though — Astrid Glimmerdal 

would never even do so much as a tiny, sneaky little ski 

jump unless Gunnvald was sitting at his kitchen window, 

watching her. For a start, it’s no fun jumping unless 

somebody’s watching; and besides, it’s a good idea to have 

somebody who can call the mountain rescue service if you 

don’t get up again after landing. 

Gunnvald lived quite a long way from the foot of Cairn 

Peak, but he had some fantastic binoculars. Now Astrid 

waved her arms to signal that she was ready.

And then the silence in Glimmerdal was broken.

“Old MacDonald had a farm!” Astrid sang, bellowing out 

the words and launching herself forward.

It is important to sing when you’re skiing. Every time 

she jumped off the Little Hammer, Astrid sang so loudly 
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that she started mini-avalanches in the hollow near the top 

of the Glimmerhorn.

“E-I-E-I-OOOO!”

She curled up with her hands in front of her and her 

head down to reduce the drag.

“And on that farm he had a cooooow!”

The edge of the Little Hammer was growing larger. 

Astrid began to sing extra loudly to stop herself from 

suddenly changing her mind, which might not end well.

“E-I-E-I-OOOO!” she sang so loudly that the words 

echoed off the mountains of Glimmerdal.

Holy muskrat, she was going fast! The Little Hammer 

was looming closer and closer. Good grief, why did she 

never learn? Why did she never, ever, ever learn? She was er learn? She was 

almost there. Soon she’d be going up. . . .

Astrid closed her eyes. There was the edge. She had 

butterfl ies in her stomach and her legs were tingling.

“With a moo-moo here and a moo-moooooooooooo . . . !”

Astrid was fl ying. She had never sung so much of “Old 

MacDonald” in midair. Blinking badgers, it was almost the 

whole chorus. If she’d known how to do somersaults, like 
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Auntie Eira, then she would’ve had time to do three in 

a row.

But I don’t know how to do somersaults yet, Astrid thought 

while in midair. Or maybe I do, she thought next, when she 

noticed that her head was where her legs were supposed to 

be and her legs were where her head was supposed to be.

Then, after fl ying quite an impressive trajectory, Astrid 

crash-landed like an upside-down gummy bear in a cream 

cake with far too much cream. It was white and cold, and 

she didn’t know whether she was alive or dead as she lay 

there. Gunnvald was probably wondering the same thing 

down at his kitchen window. Astrid lay still until she 

could feel her heart beating. Then she shook her head a 

little, as if to put everything inside it back in place.

“Does that count as a somersault?” she wondered aloud.



CHAPTER TWO

In which Gunnvald and Astrid
talk about the olden days

Gunnvald lives in an enormous house and has a barn 

and sheep, like Astrid and her family. But there’s 

always some kind of commotion with Gunnvald’s sheep. 

They run off, and they die, and they eat Sally’s tulips. 

Gunnvald also has a workshop. There he makes the most 

of his old age, earning some extra money to top up his 

pension by doing a bit of joinery. He’s seventy-four years 

old and Astrid’s best friend.

“Imagine being best friends with a stubborn old mule 

like him,” Astrid says when she’s feeling low. “Blinking 

badgers, there’s not much of a choice here in Glimmerdal.” 

But deep inside, Astrid knows that Gunnvald would be 
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her best friend even if there were ten-year-old children 

living on every little patch of grass in the glen. She is so 

fond of Gunnvald that her heart creaks and groans at the 

thought of him. He’s actually her godfather too. Astrid 

thinks it was brave of her mom and dad to let an old 

grumbler like him carry her at her christening. He might 

have dropped her slap-bang in the middle of the church if 

he felt like it. You see, Gunnvald can be so stubborn some-

times that you wouldn’t believe it. Still, Astrid’s mom and 

dad wanted it to be Gunnvald and nobody else. They put 

Astrid in his gigantic hands, and he hasn’t let go of her since.

“What would you do without me, Gunnvald?” Astrid 

often asks him.

“I’d dig myself a big hole and jump in,” Gunnvald 

answers. 

When Astrid came gliding across the farmyard on her 

skis, Gunnvald moved the kitchen curtains aside with his 

binoculars and stuck his tousled head out into the winter 

air. He’s as tall as a troll, with a slight stoop. In his prime, he 

was even taller — he’s shrunk a bit over the past few years, 

what with his age and his arthritis and everything, but he 
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never goes to the doctor. He’s petrifi ed of doctors. Besides, 

all Gunnvald needs is his fi ddle under his chin, then he’s 

as perky as a newborn calf. Gunnvald says there’s no better 

medicine than that fi ddle of his. What do you need doctors 

for when you’ve got a fi ddle? A fi ddle and a pinch of snus 

under your lip. Where Astrid and Gunnvald live, some 

grown-ups suck a kind of yucky tobacco powder called snus.

“Was that a somersault?” Astrid asked as she reached him.

Gunnvald huffed so hard that the curtains tugged at 

their rod. “If that was a somersault, Astrid Glimmerdal, 

then I’m an elk.”

He asked if Astrid always had to land headfi rst so that 

he thought she was dead. Astrid said that was exactly what 

she had to do. 

In Gunnvald’s kitchen, Astrid has a chair where she 

always sits, a peg where she always hangs her woolly hat, 

and a mug in the cupboard she always drinks from. 

Hulda, Gunnvald’s black-and-white cat, slunk past 

Astrid’s legs as she made herself at home.

“It’s fi nally winter break! Do you remember the olden 

days, Gunnvald?”
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“Which olden days?” Gunnvald asked, putting a plate 

down in front of her.

Gunnvald had lived so long that, to him, the olden days 

could mean anything.

“The olden days before Klaus Hagen moved to 

Glimmerdal, when it was just a normal campsite down the 

road,” said Astrid.

Yes, Gunnvald remembered those days well. “There was 

a heavenly hullabaloo every time people came on vacation,” 

he reminisced.

“Children came in bucketloads,” Astrid remembered. 

“All you had to do was go down to the campsite, and 

children were as easy to fi nd as bilberries.”

Gunnvald remembered that too. But then along had 

come the bad-tempered Klaus Hagen. 

He came and saw Glimmerdal and thought it was a 

fantastic place. In fact, Mr. Hagen thought Glimmerdal was 

such a fantastic place that he went and bought the whole 

campsite. He’s stinking rich. He built new cabins down 

there, and it looked so fancy that Astrid and everybody else 

in Glimmerdal thought it was brilliant. When he had 
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fi nished, he reopened it as a vacation camp. “Hagen’s 

Wellness Retreat: the quietest in Norway,” it said in his 

brochures. It was for people who wanted peace and quiet. 

To begin with, Astrid thought that was genius. Lots of 

people booked who needed a rest, and there was nothing 

nicer than visitors coming up to see where they lived in the 

mountains. But then Astrid began to wonder why on earth 

no children ever visited.

Astrid doesn’t normally spend too much time wondering 

about things, so one day she cycled down to Mr. Hagen and 

asked him.

“Hey, Klaus, how come there’s never any children at 

your camp?”

“Children aren’t allowed at Hagen’s Wellness Retreat,” 

Mr. Hagen answered.

“Huh?” said Astrid.

“My guests want to hear the rushing river and the fresh 

breeze blowing through the spruce trees, not some horrible 

racket,” Mr. Hagen explained, glancing at his watch.

Astrid looked at the vacation camp owner, dumb-

founded. She decided that what he’d just said was the worst 
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thing she’d ever heard in her whole life. But no sooner had 

she decided that than Mr. Hagen broke his own record by 

saying something even worse.

“Actually, what I said about horrible rackets applies to 

you, Asny.”

“It’s Astrid,” Astrid corrected him.

“Astrid, right. Can you please stop singing at all hours 

of the day and night?”

Astrid scratched her ear. She couldn’t believe what she 

was hearing.

“You destroy my guests’ peace and quiet when you come 

screeching past on your bike,” Mr. Hagen told her, putting 

on something that was possibly supposed to resemble a 

polite smile.

“Do you mean you want me to stop singing in my own 

glen?” she asked. Just to make sure.

“It’s not exactly yours,” Mr. Hagen muttered, annoyed. 

“In my advertisements I say that my camp’s the quietest in 

Norway, and I would ask you to respect that.”

That was probably the moment Mr. Hagen really took 

a wrong turn. You don’t just go asking the little thunderbolt 
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of Glimmerdal to stop singing. Anybody could have told 

him that. If only he’d asked them.

“No, sorry,” Astrid replied. Then she plodded back up 

the glen, her opera singing practically fl attening the trees by 

the side of the track.

Astrid kept on singing after that. In fact, she might even 

have started singing a bit more, if truth be told. Especially 

when she was biking past the camp. Mr. Hagen looked at 

Astrid almost as if she were some kind of small vermin. 

Things got even worse in the autumn, when Astrid was 

unlucky and broke a window at the vacation camp with 

her slingshot. She didn’t mean to; she was aiming at the 

fl agpole. It makes such a good sound when you fi re your 

slingshot at fl agpoles, and it’s incredibly diffi cult to do. 

Even Astrid doesn’t always score a direct hit when she aims 

at fl agpoles.

“Oops,” she said, as she heard the tinkling of broken 

glass.

She rode home at top speed and fetched all the pocket 

money she’d been saving. The money was in a beautiful 

small wooden box she’d made at Gunnvald’s. She took 
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the box to Mr. Hagen and solemnly said a big sorry.

But Mr. Hagen didn’t want the box. He took out the 

money and gave her back the box with a grunt. “What 

would I want that for?” he asked, irritated.

What kind of a question was that? A rich man like 

him could keep it and put money in it, of course, Astrid 

thought. But Mr. Hagen snorted and closed the door.

That was the day Astrid gave up trying to be friends 

with Mr. Hagen. In fact, she gave up on Mr. Hagen 

altogether, from his topmost wisp of hair to his smallest 

toenail. How could anybody on earth say no to a box like 

that? She’d spent a whole Saturday with the wood-burning 

pen drawing two birds on the lid.

“That man knows nothing about art,” Gunnvald said 

when she told him what had happened.

“He knows nothing about anything!” Astrid said angrily.

“That campsite is a sorry sight,” Astrid said, back in the 

kitchen. “Not a single child on vacation. It’s a good thing 

you’ve got me to liven things up, Gunnvald, otherwise 

you’d be stuck sitting here eating your dinner all alone.”
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Gunnvald bent his long body as he sat down on a 

kitchen chair, his knees and the wooden chair creaking 

together. “You’re right there,” he muttered.

They tucked into some fried potato dumplings, meat, 

and turnips. Astrid wondered what it was that always made 

Gunnvald’s cooking tastier than any other food she had tried.

“Do you know what’s ready for testing in there?” 

Gunnvald suddenly asked while he chewed, nodding in the 

direction of the workshop.

Silently Astrid put down her fork. “The sleds?”



CHAPTER THREE

In which Sled Test Run No. 1 
is launched, and Astrid is threatened 

with a call to the police

Astrid and Gunnvald always have new projects in 

progress. But the one they were working on that winter 

really was the bee’s knees. At least that’s what Astrid and 

Gunnvald thought. They were designing the perfect steerable 

sled. They were going to make one that was as stable as a ferry, 

as fast as a motorcycle, and as beautiful as Gunnvald’s late 

grandmother. If they could pull it off, they were planning to 

start full production of steerable sleds before next Christmas, 

which would make them as stinking rich as Mr. Hagen.

They’d had the idea one day when Astrid had been out 

with her toboggan.
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“Rusty reindeer, toboggans don’t have much oomph 

these days,” she’d complained to Gunnvald.

“Pfft, toboggans!” Gunnvald had said. “What you need is 

a sled with runners that you can steer.”

“Where can you get hold of one of those, then?” Astrid 

had asked.

“You can’t get hold of proper steerable sleds anymore.” 

They’d have to get hold of one somehow, Astrid insisted, 

if it really was true that they were the best. 

She was as sharp as a starling, Gunnvald thought, and 

she was right. 

 The next day he drove into town and came back with 

his pickup full of sled runners. Since then, Gunnvald had 

been welding, bending, and hammering away with gusto. 

They had a lot of things to test out if they were going to 

fi nd what worked best. The sled they were going to make 

wouldn’t be some shoddy piece of work; they were going to 

call it the Glimborghini. Astrid went from house to house, 

collecting all the wrecked sleds in the glen. Gunnvald said 

it was important to learn from previous manufacturers’ 

mistakes.
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“How’s the sled making going?” people often asked.

“Oh, not too badly,” Astrid and Gunnvald replied, trying 

not to let the cat out of the bag.

But now it had been several days since Astrid had last 

been in the workshop. She’d been busy with other things. 

She almost fainted with joy when Gunnvald opened the 

door, and there were three nearly fi nished sleds sitting 

on the fl oor in front of the sanding machine.

“What we need now is a test pilot. Preferably a child,” 

Gunnvald murmured, looking across at Astrid, the only 

child in all of Glimmerdal.

Three steerable sleds at the top of a slope several 

kilometers long: it was such a glorious sight that it deserved 

to have an opera written about it. Gunnvald paced excitedly 

while Astrid tightened her bike helmet.

“By the time winter’s over, we’ll have a sled that can 

slide all the way down to the shoreline. I bet my snus tin 

on it,” Gunnvald announced, his voice booming.

Astrid stood gaping. She hated snus, but besides that, 

it was four kilometers down to the shoreline, with fl at 



25

parts, uphill stretches, and everything. Was it possible 

to go so far on a sled? Yes, Gunnvald thought it was, but 

not yet. First they had to do some testing and make a few 

calculations.

There were two types of brakes: a foot brake on one of 

the sleds and a lever on one of the others, which Astrid was 

to pull with her hand. 

“What about the third sled?” Astrid asked, looking at the 

one that had just a steering wheel and no brakes.

“When we’ve found out which braking system works 

best, we’ll install it on that one. Its runners are real 

corkers,” Gunnvald said excitedly, rubbing his hands 

together. 

He led her over and up onto the fi rst sled. “This one 

might not turn as much as it should, but it’s the brakes I’m 

most interested in to start with,” he explained.

Astrid grabbed the steering wheel, and Gunnvald held 

up his walkie-talkie. They had to contact Peter before she 

set off so that he could stop the traffi c.

Peter lives in the house with the digger outside. He’s a 

friend of theirs, and he’s in love with Auntie Idun. Auntie Eira 
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told Astrid. But Peter’s so shy that he never does anything 

about it — he just goes along the same, year in, year out. 

Watching it’s enough to drive you crazy, according to 

Gunnvald.

“Test pilot ready. Over,” Gunnvald grumbled into his 

walkie-talkie.

After some crackling and scratching, Astrid heard Peter’s 

voice. “Traffi c stopped. Over.”

“Roger!” Gunnvald shouted, and before Astrid could 

gather her thoughts, the old man gave her a push with 

considerable force down the hillside. 

Compared to tobogganing, this was something else. 

Astrid was down by the bridge before she could even think 

of the word bridge. She searched frantically with her foot for 

the brake. There was the pedal! She put her foot on it as hard 

as she could — too hard. The sled fl ew into a massive skid as 

it zipped across the bridge, sliding on only one runner. When 

she tried to come out of the skid, the sled tipped onto the 

other runner. It was impossible to stay in control.

“Woo-hoo!” Astrid shouted, and then, just as she was 

really getting going, she and the sled fl ew through the air 
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like two strange birds and landed with a great whomp in the 

powdery snow.

For the second time that day, Astrid Glimmerdal found 

herself lying in deep snow, wondering whether or not she 

was still alive. Then she felt something scratching her face.

I’m still alive, she thought, struggling to lift her head out 

of the snow.

Blocking the daylight was a pair of narrow legs, and 

Astrid suddenly realized what it was that felt prickly 

against her face. Sally’s poor rosebush. There it had been, 

lying under the snow all unsuspecting, when along fl ew 

Astrid Glimmerdal, waking it up from its winter slumber. 

Astrid lifted her gaze from Sally’s legs to Sally herself. She 

was standing with her box of pills in one hand, looking 

suspiciously at the sled, now separated from its pilot.

“What in heaven’s name are you up to now?” she asked.

“Gunnvald and I are testing sleds,” Astrid explained, 

lifting her vehicle out of the snowdrift. “It’s not dangerous.”

“You think I believe that?” Sally exclaimed. “Just be 

careful you don’t break your neck.”

Astrid promised to do her best to avoid that. “Bye, Sally!”
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*     *     *

“What a rubbish sled,” Astrid complained once she was 

back up at the top with Gunnvald.

“What a rubbish driver,” Gunnvald retorted.

“Teach me, then!” she shouted angrily.

So, as the sun approached Storr Peak, Gunnvald 

explained all he knew about the noble art of sled steering. 

He knew quite a lot.

A voice suddenly crackled out of the walkie-talkie. 

“Where’s the test pilot? Over.”

“She’s in training!” Astrid yelled.

“Over,” Gunnvald added.

Communications fell silent for a moment, but then: 

“Should I start the traffi c again or what? Over.”

“No way! Over and out,” Gunnvald announced, 

plonking Astrid down onto the second sled, which was a 

shorter version of the fi rst. “This one’s better,” he promised. 

“And so are you, now.”

Astrid just had time to make a note of where the brake 

was before he gave her another massive push. 

Hairy hedgehogs, this was something else! Astrid 
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suddenly had full control. The sled was obeying her orders 

just like that. When she reached the bridge, she braked 

elegantly, like Gunnvald had just taught her, and stopped 

herself from skidding. Sally had come all the way down to 

the road, and Astrid went past so fast that she made Sally’s 

skirt fl utter.

“Yoo-hoo, Sally. This is pretty dangerous!” Astrid 

shouted, leaning forward.

Onto the scrap heap with the toboggans! She was jet 

powered now! As she zoomed through the enchanted forest, 

she was showered with clumps of snow that couldn’t cling 

to the trees anymore, but Astrid’s sled drove straight on 

through them all. The words to a new sledding song came 

to her all by themselves:

“O-aaaah, here comes a sled a-rushing fast,

O-aaaah, here comes a sled a-whizzing past.”

She was approaching Hagen’s Wellness Retreat now, so 

she sang even more loudly.

“O-aaaah, it’s going at a mile a minute.

Make way, a sled in the middle of the rooo-ooad!”

She caught a glimpse of Mr. Hagen between the 
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campsite reception and one of the cabins.

“In the middle, in the middle of the road — d — o-aaaah.”

She went on singing as she sped by. Soon she spotted 

Peter in the distance.

“O-aaaah, here comes a sled a-braking,

O-aaaah, here comes a sled a-snaking.”

With a beautiful skid that made the snow crystals dance 

in the last sunbeams of the day, Astrid Glimmerdal came to 

a halt one centimeter from Peter’s black safety boots.

“Good afternoon,” she said, getting up. Her legs ached 

from sitting in the same position for so long. 

Peter ushered her carefully over to the bank of snow at 

the side of the road. There was a long line of cars behind 

him. They’d been stopped there since she started her fi rst 

sled run. Which was some time ago.

“Luckily, I actually look like somebody doing roadwork,” 

Peter said, nodding toward his digger. “They’re all heading up 

to Hagen’s Wellness Retreat.”

Of course, it was Friday, Astrid remembered. She took 

a good look at each car. Old couples ready to go cross-

country skiing as far as the eye could see. She sighed. 
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Just think: despite all the snow and sledding that 

Glimmerdal had to offer, there still wasn’t a single child 

visiting on vacation. It was a disgrace.

When they were rattling back up the glen in Peter’s 

brown Volvo, Astrid told him that Gunnvald thought they 

could make a sled that would run all the way down to 

the shoreline.

“He’s already got one with really good runners,” she 

explained as she watched the snowdrifts rushing past the 

window. Then she stopped and closed her mouth, because 

there was Mr. Hagen, in the middle of the road, looking like 

a deranged musk ox.

Peter slowed down and stopped. The car window’s 

winding handle was broken, so he had to open the door. 

It hit Mr. Hagen in the stomach.

“What’s this I hear about roadwork?” Mr. Hagen snarled. 

“My guests are saying they had to wait for an hour before 

they could get past.”

Peter cleared his throat.

“Do you want me to report you to the police, you idiot?” 

Mr. Hagen shouted.
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Astrid leaned forward in her seat. “You mustn’t call 

people idiots,” she scolded, giving Mr. Hagen her sternest 

look.

“You can when it’s true!” Mr. Hagen shouted. “The same 

goes for you, Asny, and even more so. If I see you on that 

sled in the middle of the road one more time, I’m calling 

the police.”

Before Astrid could say that her name wasn’t Asny, 

Mr. Hagen stuck his fl ushed head into the car. “It’s 

impossible to develop any proper tourism around here 

while you’re on the loose! Did you know that? If I were 

your father, I wouldn’t let you out!”

Astrid’s eyes narrowed. What a horrible thing to say! 

“Mr. Hagen, you’re a —”

Peter shut the door. “You mustn’t call people idiots,” he 

said nicely, stepping on it as they drove into the enchanted 

forest.



CHAPTER FOUR

In which Astrid doesn’t worry 
about what Mr. Hagen says, and 

letters fall from the sky like snow

It’s typical for people like Mr. Hagen to always ruin 

anything good or fun. Astrid was so worked up that she 

was pacing back and forth in Gunnvald’s farmyard, waving 

her arms.

“And he still calls me Asny!” she shouted to fi nish, so 

that Gunnvald would see just how wrong it all was.

But Gunnvald merely huffed. “We shouldn’t worry in 

the slightest about what that stick-in-the-mud says,” he said 

simply. He invited Peter in for a cup of coffee to thank him 

for his good work.

But Astrid stayed sitting outside in a snowdrift, going 
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over and over what Mr. Hagen had said until her stomach 

hurt. Everything fun was bad for tourism! Even sledding. 

That lousy, wretched, swollen udder of a wellness camp. 

Shouldn’t people be allowed to live in the glen too? She 

cast a sly glance at the three sleds. How dare Mr. Hagen 

call Peter an idiot! Peter was so good and kind that his 

eyes sparkled like lights. How dare Mr. Hagen say that her 

dad shouldn’t let her out! And how dare he say that he’d 

report her to the police if she went sledding in the middle 

of the road again! Astrid was so angry that the snow 

boiled where she sat.

She could hear Gunnvald playing his fi ddle in the 

kitchen. The notes fi ltered out through the door, dancing 

in the blue afternoon sky. The third sled, the one with the 

good runners, was gleaming, shining out at her, almost as 

if it were whispering, “Speed and self-confi dence.” When 

Gunnvald had told her that they shouldn’t worry about what 

Mr. Hagen said, maybe he’d really meant that she should go 

for another sled run. Right down the middle of the road. 

Astrid cast a quick glance over her shoulder and sat 

down tentatively on the unfi nished sled. It didn’t have 
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brakes, but she’d barely needed to brake on the last run. 

She could use her legs. The sled was low and short, and it 

felt good sitting on it. She turned the steering wheel back 

and forth a couple times. It felt very good.

“Test pilot ready. Over and out,” she muttered to herself, 

pushing off from the ice-covered farmyard before she had 

time to think twice.

When Astrid looked back on it afterward, what she 

remembered best was the feeling in her stomach just as 

she edged off down the slope. The little thunderbolt of 

Glimmerdal’s curly hair was blown back along the sides 

of her helmet like racing stripes. When she crossed the 

bridge, she had to give it all she had to make the turn. 

Down by Sally’s place, she brushed against the bank of 

snow but managed by the skin of her teeth to maneuver the 

sled back on track. She held on to the wheel as if her life 

depended on it. Actually, her life probably did depend on it 

right then. Swoosh, into the woods. Ploff, snow in her face. 

F-shoom, out of the woods. The air against her face made 

her eyes water.
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“Ooooh!” cried Astrid, half-excited and half-scared.

Who would have thought it was possible to buffet and 

shake like that! Faster, faster, faster. Astrid was so gripped by 

her speed that she almost didn’t notice she was approaching 

Hagen’s Wellness Retreat. She even forgot to sing.

That was when she saw the mail truck. It was parked 

in the middle of the road next to the camp. Finn, the 

mailman, was running late that day; Astrid barely had 

time to refl ect on this before she realized she needed to 

brake. The only thing was that she didn’t have any brakes. 

She swung her feet to the ground and pushed her boots 

against the frozen road surface, scraping and rattling 

enough to make her teeth chatter. Surely she’d never 

manage to stop in time. Astrid was about to throw herself 

into the bank of snow when she saw that there was just 

enough space for a sled to squeeze past the mail truck. Her 

eyes narrowed. She pulled her legs back in tight and aimed 

the sled. Then Astrid Glimmerdal rode between the snowy 

shoulder and the truck with plenty of speed and self-

confi dence.

It would all have gone perfectly if it hadn’t been for 
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Finn. Suddenly he appeared from behind the truck, 

carrying a whole box full of letters and newspapers.

“Look out!” Astrid screamed.

Finn threw his box up in the air and launched himself 

into the bank of snow, while Astrid Glimmerdal slid 

straight into a blizzard of bills and letters. An open copy 

of the local paper smacked into her face, covering her eyes 

and plunging her into darkness.

All good things come in threes. Once again she was 

fl ung into the deep snow, landing on her head. It’s amazing 

how many times that can happen over the course of one 

Friday afternoon. Astrid quickly freed herself from the 

newspaper and struggled to her feet. Finn sat there, a 

mailman almost run over, his mail spread across half of 

Glimmerdal.

“Is that one of Gunnvald’s new sleds?” he asked 

curiously.

Astrid’s reply was drowned out by Mr. Hagen’s 

yelling, which came rushing through the winter air like 

a hurricane. You’d have thought he was the one who had 

almost been run over.
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“That’s it, Asny, I’ve had it with you!”

Mr. Hagen was so angry that the snow melted beneath 

his feet. Astrid straightened her back and sighed, while 

Mr. Hagen’s ranting fi lled the winter air.

Astrid didn’t know then that she had just saved 

somebody. She knew nothing of the fact that Mr. Hagen had 

already been angry with another small person when he’d 

heard the racket by the gate. No, Astrid had no idea that 

there was a young boy standing behind one of the campsite 

cabins, watching with horror as Mr. Hagen hurled all of 

his rage at a red-haired girl with a sled instead of him. And 

the young boy behind the cabin, who was in fact so scared 

of Mr. Hagen that he thought he might die, was utterly 

astonished when he saw that the red-haired girl wasn’t 

scared in the slightest. She calmly gathered up the letters 

and newspapers as if Mr. Hagen weren’t there yelling at her.

There was one other thing Astrid didn’t know. She 

didn’t know that one of the letters she was picking up from 

the snow was the start of something that would change 

everything. 

The small brown envelope was addressed to Gunnvald 
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Glimmerdal. And Gunnvald Glimmerdal was somebody 

Astrid knew very well.

“I can take this letter for you,” she told Finn.

Then she saluted in her bike helmet like a miniature 

general and shuffl ed off back up the glen, pulling the sled 

behind her. But this time she didn’t sing. 

Even Astrid felt that enough was enough.


