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Eva


Heiane, Viken, Norway, 2064

The stallion’s attraction to the mare verged on euphoria. The instinct was all-consuming, making him delirious, unpredictable. As a human being, I will never understand such an intense, physical craving. Well, there was a period of my life when I’d allowed myself to be pulled under the surface, where I’d let go, but only for a few minutes and that was long ago. I could no longer afford such a luxury. The only drive propelling my actions now was hunger. Hunger can make a person behave irrationally, too, in a manner resembling madness. Hunger can compel us to do just about anything.

There’s no arguing with an animal’s drives, so I had to protect Nike, my mare. Rimfaxe was relentless, although the fences around Nike and her foal Puma should have been enough to keep him at a safe distance. Nike was in heat and this lured him to the paddock no matter how much I yelled and gesticulated. She’d lost her partner, Hummel the stallion, last autumn. He’d been old and tired; I took pity on him. And now Nike was alone. I knew she would not find peace until she conceived. But she couldn’t have what she wanted because she was a takhi, one of the few remaining wild horses in the world, and Rimfaxe was just a wholly ordinary, tame horse Richard had freed before his departure from the neighboring farm one year ago. The foal of a wild horse and a tame horse would inherit predominantly the characteristics of the tame horse; the bloodline would die out after just two generations, and all our efforts to bring her here, the work invested to ensure the continued survival of her breed, would have been in vain.

“Get out of here, Rimfaxe!”

The stallion rubbed against the fence, thrust his muzzle toward Nike trying to reach her, and the mare encouraged him, lifting her tail and turning her hindquarters in his direction.

I ran closer waving my arms.

“Get out of here! Shoo!”

Rimfaxe whinnied at me, twisting and side-stepping a bit, before trotting away, his haunches expressing his indignation.

“Forget about it!” I shouted after him. “Go find a horse of your own kind!”

Soon, I would no longer need to guard them like this. It was September. Nike was about to commence her six-month anestrus period, six months of peace and quiet for both of us. During the winter, I had control over the animals’ behavior and my own situation. As long as the larder was full, as long as the winter storms kept their distance, as long as the power didn’t go out, life was manageable in the winter.

I walked all the way over to the fence, leaned against a pole, and reached my hands out to the wild horses.

“Good morning, Nike. Hi, Puma.”

They turned their heads toward me, recognizing my voice. Puma came over first, his skinny legs nimble against the ground. He was still new to the world, a little unsteady, and his movements had a kind of hesitancy. He poked his muzzle through the fence and snuffled softly.

“Do I have something for you?” I asked and smiled. “You think I have something for the two of you?”

I stuck my hand in my pocket.

“Okay, but just for today.”

Nike came over as well. Her nostrils flared when she discovered the carrots I’d taken out of my pocket.

“There you go, little one.” I gave the first carrot to Puma. A small carrot, because he was still too young to digest much of anything except the mare’s milk.

Nike stomped one hoof.

“Take it easy. There’s one for you, too.”

I gave her the biggest one. It vanished into her mouth in a flash and she crunched on it loudly.

“Don’t tell Isa,” I said.

Nike snorted, waving her tail.

“Isa’s strict? Yes, my daughter is strict.”

I stood there just watching them for a little while though they paid me no further attention, and then I turned and hurried back to the farm. It was Friday, shopping day, and I had to go down to the quay. Sometimes fishermen or hunters would still show up down there. The hens had laid many eggs in the past week and maybe somebody would come who’d be interested in them.

I hurried past the abandoned newsstand, where the windows were broken and the advertising posters bleached pale from the sun, walked up the hill around the enclosure that had sheltered cat species of all kinds, passed by the small wetland area that Grandfather had created as a refuge for endangered amphibians at the start of the new millennium, and the fenced-in grove where the wolves had hidden, the shyest species we’d had.

For all three generations during which my family ran the park, the animals had thrived in our care. They had demonstrated as much by giving us offspring. The public came to be entertained and to learn, and the highlight was the chance to see the baby animals. Then visitors would laugh and point and say look, look, how cute, how incredibly cute! Once the snow leopard had triplets; it caused a sensation. We never had as many visitors as we did that summer. But for us, new life was always a serious matter. I remember the other children at school thought we were strange, that it was embarrassing to have friends over. Breeding and impregnation were topics of conversation around the dinner table in our house. And when new, small creatures came into the world, we cared for them as if they were our own children. No, they’re not ours, they’re theirs, Daddy always said, and our job is to make sure they have the best possible living conditions so they will want to reproduce.

Now the snow leopards were gone, most of the other animals, too; only a few remained in my care. A small herd of Finnish forest reindeer lived in the large area previously inhabited by the wolves. The species was not endangered, but they managed more or less on their own down there, which was why I hadn’t yet released them. Two mangy peregrine falcons, both females, I still kept in a cage. They didn’t require much care, but I feared they would die if the day should come when I could no longer look after them. A single Scottish wildcat lived alone in the area of the park furthest west. I couldn’t bring myself to set him free; then he would just mate with a tame cat and his bloodline would die out. And of course, Nike and Puma—my most cherished animals. I protected them fiercely.

It was Anne, my sister, who’d taken on the responsibility of bringing wild horses here to Heiane. She’d been talking about them ever since she was a little girl. I remember how she watched the same films on YouTube over and over again, sat by herself with her iPad in her lap and headphones over her ears while the horses galloped across the screen in front of her. She worked for several years to buy a stallion and a mare from a sanctuary in France and finally she got Heiane accepted into an international breeding program. Nike and Hummel were some of the very last horses to be sold between parks. Horses like Rimfaxe would always survive, but there were far too few wild horses left in the world. I hoped that when all of this was over, when life had stabilized and it was possible to contact potential partners out there, it would be possible to acquire a new stallion for Nike. Because in Mongolia there might still be wild horses. They’d had so many. Some of them must still be alive?

Nike and Puma were named after running shoes. Anne came up with their names; she’d named all our animals. She named them after things that no longer existed: clothing, electric gadgets, watches, and cars. Isa thought it was funny; she still laughed at the names from time to time. Personally, they reminded me a little too much of Anne. Not just of her sense of humor, but of her drive. And her presence; those two things were perhaps connected. She was formidable and she was a person who got things done.

But Anne was gone—her strong voice, her body that never sat still. She’d left Heiane, she’d left us and the horses, said it was just for a few months, but she never came back. The last time I spoke to her she’d made it as far north as Trøndelag. That was almost one year ago. Then our telephone stopped working. The signals vanished and we were really alone. Isa started locking the door every night. We’re safe here, I said, and installed a dead bolt on the inside of the door.

“When will you be back?” Isa asked.

I was standing beside the pickup, ready to drive down to the quay.

“You know that I don’t know. Maybe nobody will be there today. Maybe nobody has anything to sell. The last time I had to wait for several hours.”

“Can’t I come with you? We can do the cows together when we come back.”

“It’s best if you stay here.”

“Alone.” She hunched her shoulders apprehensively. “Can’t you teach me to drive soon?”

“You’re only fourteen.”

“It’s not exactly like we’re going to be stopped.”

I took a chance and reached out my hand to ruffle her hair.

“I’ll be as quick as I can.”

She didn’t twist away, let me pat her on the head.

“If any strangers should come, lock the door,” I said. “Remember the dead bolt, too.”

“I will.”

“And pretend you’re not home.”

“I know, Mother.”

“And by the way, can you check and see if the cellar door is closed? I don’t want the rain to get inside.”

“Yes.”

“Bye now, sweetie.”

I gave her a quick hug. Isa hugged me back. Friday was the only day she would actually hug me back. She was as tall as me now and had pimples on her forehead, but her cheeks were still as smooth as a child’s. When I thought about Isa, it was a child I pictured, so every time I saw her now, it startled me. She was tall, thin, and gangly, had small breasts under her T-shirt and high, chiseled cheekbones. Just one year ago she was a child; now she swayed her hips a bit when she walked, her movements self-aware and studied, as if she were putting herself on display all the time, as if there were anyone here to show herself to. I wondered if, from now on, I would always be startled. If I would always be surprised at the sight of my child, and whether all parents had the same reaction.

Isa released me abruptly, realized that she was too old to hug me in this way. We fell silent; she looked away, embarrassed.

“You won’t forget the cellar door, will you?” I said to help her.

“No,” she said. “Go on, then.”

I got into the pickup, started the engine. The sky darkened and the first raindrops splattered loudly against the windshield. Isa was still waiting in the yard; I could see her in the rearview mirror. If I squinted, she still looked like she was seven or eight. She stood the way she’s always done, with her feet slightly turned out and one of her arms around the other, as if she were hugging herself. I swallowed and focused on the road.

I’d driven a couple of kilometers without seeing a soul when a small group suddenly appeared on the left side of the road. A mother, a father, two daughters. Each of them had a knapsack on their back and they were pushing a neon-yellow bicycle cart full of possessions in front of them. The rain poured off them, their faces hidden beneath large hoods, their clothing so wet it was dark. Only the bicycle cart’s letters shone undaunted: Sports Extreme. The father held out his thumb when he saw me, a lone, white finger, sticking up from a skinny hand, the universal sign that you were one of them, a wanderer.

I stomped on the gas pedal, sped past them as fast as I could, avoiding the rearview mirror so I’d be spared the sight of their reaction.

Isa wanted us to leave, to be like them, live on the road. Abandon Heiane and head north the way all the others had done in search of the small villages that still existed, in search of a human society where life resembled the life we’d had before. All of Europe was walking, in a state of disorientation, without a destination. For many years people had been displaced; the drought drove them into exile. The borders were closed in the north when I was still a child. Then The Collapse came. And the war. For seven years, they kept at it—the war over food, over water. Instead of investing their energy in preparations for what we knew was coming, they invested everything in winning. But nobody won; only losers remained.

Now nobody went to war any longer and everything we’d fought for was gone. Even the borders had disappeared.

We were lucky to live here. We were lucky never to have had the battlefields in our backyard, to have a well full of water. A farm, a home, something to cultivate, animals to breed. As long as we had the farm, we wouldn’t be forced to migrate. There should be no question about it. But something or other changed when Anne left us. And when Richard and his family also left immediately afterward, and Isa lost Agnes and Lars, her only friends, she started pestering me. She didn’t understand why we still lived here. She brought it up all the time, worried about it, claimed that the animals gave us less than before, that they were starting to get old, the cows and the hens and Boeing, the pig, who actually should have been slaughtered for Christmas last year. Richard and his family had gone in the direction of Nordland. They had family near Bodø, and they still lived well up there, they claimed. There were enough fish in the ocean for them to manage and the society still resembled a small city. It was to Nordland that Isa sometimes said she wanted to go when I asked what her plan was. As if we would manage to make it all the way up there; as if the little community still existed when all the others had disappeared. If we left, the highway would become our home.

Besides, Isa forgot about the animals. They weren’t here for us, after all; it was more that we were here for them. The few wild animals that remained in the park needed me. Especially Puma. We couldn’t leave him, particularly not now that the grass was withering and a whiff of decay hung in the air.

When I left the farm, the rain had been merely a drizzle, but as I approached the harbor the sky turned a dark gray, almost black. Several weeks had passed since the last heavy downpour, but the ground was still saturated with moisture. The water would have nowhere to go and I thought about the cellar, envisioned how the rain would leak through, cover the floor, and rise.

Hopefully, Isa had remembered to close the cellar door. The outside stairway turned into a brook in a downpour and if the door was open, the damage would be even greater. We kept our flour down there—last summer I’d bartered my way to two hundred kilos of wholemeal flour—and the vegetables, even though there were less than I’d hoped after the wet summer, and ten kilos of rice I’d been fortunate enough to get hold of a few weeks ago. The last time there was a downpour, I’d moved the sacks onto shelves higher up. But maybe not high enough.

It was raining harder and harder, the sky coming closer, an enormous, threatening body that descended upon the landscape. The drops pounded against the roof of the cab and flatbed. While last summer was so dry and hot that nothing would grow and I went around with a constant fear of a fire outbreak, we’d hardly seen the sun this year. I was wearing a rain jacket, rain pants, and boots, but was clammy through and through, even inside the pickup. The damp permeated everything. When I was a little girl we distinguished between rainy spells and dry spells. Now we distinguished between the many different kinds of precipitation. The lightest kind that hung like mist in the air, so you didn’t notice it was raining until you saw the water beading on your jacket. Drizzle and light rain, in my opinion, were the same thing, but Isa insisted that drizzle was finer than light rain. Then there was heavy rainfall, this despondent precipitation that fell straight down on windless days. Squalls of rain stirred up by the wind. And the most intense downpours, when the sluices of the heavens opened, the world became an ocean, and I couldn’t help but think of Noah.

I drove all the way down to the water and parked just a few meters from the quay. Heiane had been a trading post for fifteen hundred years. We used to be proud of our history, even had a small museum where visitors could see old jewelry and tools from the time when the Vikings met here and traded their wares. The jewelry was stolen a long time ago, and otherwise, there were no visible traces of the past in the village. Heiane was but a collection of houses and summer cabins around the quay; the settlement spread upward across gently rolling hillsides. The houses that had once had uniform red and white surfaces were now full of nuances, like tie-dye. People still lived in some of them, but fewer and fewer all the time. Everyone I’d had contact with had long since moved away. Everyone except Einar. He lived with his buddies in one of the village’s most beautiful cabins, an old sea captain’s dwelling with a huge annex, the paint peeling off the walls, and punctured glass in the picture windows. The cabin’s waterfront location would have once been worth millions, but, in recent years, the water’s edge had crept steadily closer as the ocean rose indiscernibly, a few millimeters annually. I couldn’t see anyone outside, nor any lights in the windows. As long as I didn’t run into Einar, everything would be fine. I was afraid of the wanderers, too, the hungry desperation that drove them, but still nobody had found our farm. Nobody could imagine that the almost overgrown gravel road actually led somewhere, to someone. Nobody except Einar. So it was his tired, rough face I saw when I turned the key in the lock and threw the dead bolt every evening.

I didn’t get out of the pickup right away, but, instead, sat for a moment surveying my surroundings. The harbor was quiet. It’s been several years since the stores closed. Several years since I stopped using money. I paid mostly with milk and eggs, which we had enough of year-round. In the summer and autumn, we also often had corn and some vegetables and fruit, but this season a lot had been washed away by the rain. The vegetables and fruit we harvested we always kept for ourselves. They were precious; the blossoms had to be fertilized by hand. There were still some wild insects that helped out, but I had long since given up on the beehives. The bee boxes were in the barn now. The sweet aroma of honey and beeswax still clung to them, a faint presence that inhabited the entire huge interior, and sometimes I would go over to the corner where the hives were, inhale deeply, feel how the scent filled me, amazed at how long it lingered, the scent that was the memory of everything we’d lost.

I usually traded for meat or fish. Protein for Isa. Sometimes hunters came to the quay. They brought with them game from the forest: squirrel, wild boar, and fox, sometimes deer and wolves, but also farm animals that had escaped, wild dogs and cats. And magpies; you could always shoot magpies.

During the first years following The Collapse, people had talked about how all the animals would die because the ecosystem was in turmoil. When one thing came to a halt, everything came to a halt. But they forgot that there are always species that take over, that step in, that adapt. And they forgot that we human beings no longer occupied as much space.

The species that pulled through were better off than ever before. Not all species of birds could survive without insects, but the omnivores, like the crows and the magpies, continued to flourish in increasing numbers. They ate whatever they could find—nuts, compost, small birds, carcasses, Spanish slugs, worms, the eggs of other birds; they fed screaming offspring in full nests, reproduced again and again. They grew larger and larger, sliding across the sky with their screaming, hoarse cries, always hanging up there above us as if they owned the world.

During the past half year, the number of people who came here on Fridays declined steadily; now the quay was sometimes even deserted. Today a lone fisherman sat beside his boat. A man, they were always men, those who came alone. I couldn’t see anyone but him and therefore chanced opening the door of the pickup, taking my basket with me, and walked over to him.

A codfish stared up at me out of a cracked Styrofoam crate. It couldn’t have been larger than a couple of kilos, but that was enough for Isa and me. I said I wanted to buy it and offered him the three eggs I had with me.

“Four,” he said.

“Three,” I said. “That’s all I have.”

“The cod is worth more than three. You know that.”

“I bet you’re sick of fish,” I said. “I bet you really have a craving for eggs.”

He stared at me, his eyes narrowing.

“I have a couple of crows,” he said. “You can have one of them in exchange for your eggs.”

He pointed down at the deck. Two dead birds lay there, shot, both bloody. Some of their sisters and brothers sailed across the sky and swerved toward the boat as if insulted by the killings.

“We don’t eat crows,” I said. “There are too few of them. You have to stop shooting them. Besides, they taste awful.”

“You just have to add a lot of spices, then you can’t taste the cod liver oil.”

“I’d rather have your fish.”

“I get that. It’s fresh. I caught it yesterday. Fresh and clean.”

“It’s not clean. You know that as well as I do. I’ll give you three eggs.”

“I want four.”

“Listen here,” I said. “I have a daughter. She’s a growing girl. We need the eggs for ourselves.”

“I have two sons,” he said. “Eight-year-old twins. I don’t see them often, am out fishing all week long . . . there’s so little fish now that soon I’ll have to go out on the weekends, too.”

“I have a son, too,” I said. “And a husband. There are four of us sharing our food supplies.”

I noticed a few drops of moisture trickling down my neck. I just wanted to go home, peel off my rainwear, fry the fish, share it with Isa, feel properly full.

“Three eggs,” I insisted, one last time. “Please, that’s all I have with me.”

I lifted my hand to my throat, tried to dry myself off and maybe it was the movement that caused his eyes to start wandering. Downward, toward my breasts, hips, everything hidden by the shapeless rain garments.

“How old are you?” he asked.

So, he was one of those. I regretted the hand movement, that I had failed to stand completely still.

“Too old for you,” I said.

I tried to stand tall, straighten my back.

“You can have the fish for free,” he said. “The cabin is warm.”

He kept looking at me. I stared back at him, forcing him to meet my gaze. I’m not the one who’s supposed to regret this, who’s supposed to feel ashamed, you should. The drops continued downward, ran over my collar bone, and down between my breasts. The damp woolen undershirt irritated my skin and I stood completely still.

Suddenly he looked down and squirmed; maybe he was embarrassed. That gave me courage. I quickly took an old newspaper out of the basket, leaned down toward the fish, and lifted it onto the paper.

“I’ll take the fish. Because you were a jerk.”

I noticed his astonishment but didn’t look at him, just wrapped up the cod as rapidly as I could; it was slippery against the paper, making it hard to hold it in place. I placed the fish in the basket, getting slime and blood on my fingers, and wiped my forehead with one hand, maybe leaving a bit behind there as well.

“Fine,” he said. “Sorry.”

“Drop it,” I said.

“I don’t know why I suggested it,” he said. “I’ve heard that others do it . . . so I thought . . . ”

“Don’t do it again,” I said. “Don’t suggest it again, not to anyone.”

“I won’t,” he mumbled. “Got it.”

Where did he even find the desire? I knew how I looked. My damp hair was plastered against my skull, my skin had become coarse in recent years, my face was lined, my jaw protruded, giving me the look of an animal, a lynx, my chewing muscles the strongest in my body. An aging animal. It had been a long time since I’d dyed my hair, a long time since there was any hair dye to be had, strands of steely gray hair pushed their way through my scalp all the time. I probably looked older than my forty-three years.

I ran my fingers across my forehead again, wanted to wipe off the blood I didn’t know for sure was there. Then I stepped away, about to leave.

“But I would like to have the eggs,” he said.

“I’m sure you would.”

I put my hand in the basket and took out three eggs, two brown and one white. I tried not to think about his eight-year-old boys, though I wasn’t certain they existed; they were maybe just something he invented, the way I also lied about a husband and another child.

He accepted the eggs carefully. Three eggs for one fish. I’d won; the fish was worth four eggs, at least. He’d wanted to steal something from me, but I was the one who ended up stealing from him.

I turned away from him, a little ashamed, but still angry. I had to get home, away from him, home to Isa.

That was when I saw her.

A woman alone at the bus stop. A wanderer.

She had a small knapsack on her back, no other luggage. And she was holding an umbrella in her hand.

An umbrella. I couldn’t remember the last time I’d seen somebody with an umbrella—a meaningless little roof that she tried to hold up against the wind so it wouldn’t flip inside out. She was already soaking wet, her jeans dark with water, it was dripping from the straps on her backpack.

I started walking toward the pickup. The woman with the umbrella was not my responsibility; the fisherman’s sons were not my responsibility.

But I was unable to refrain from turning around again, from looking at her one more time.

A moment of calm between gusts of wind allowed her to relax. She stood tall, waiting, although the timetable had been torn down long ago and it had to be obvious that no bus would be stopping there.

The fisherman was in the process of undoing the moorings. He wouldn’t touch her. But there were others. Einar, his buddies, their filthy hands, and the aggression that arose when intoxication met with hunger. They were stupid and ridiculous, but they were stronger than her.

The rain intensified. The wind rushed across the landscape, driving the rain up underneath the umbrella.

I thought about the cellar door again; I bet Isa forgot about it. The rice could be ruined.

I took out the key, stuck it in the lock. The woman was maybe ten meters away from me and now her eyes met mine. Her face was in the shadow of the umbrella, but I could still see her clearly. Motionless, she didn’t blink, it was a gaze from which I couldn’t hide.

I could smell the stench of the fish in the basket. I had gotten it for three eggs; it was worth five.

I raised my hand. It stunk, too, of fish blood and slime, and I probably had flecks of blood on my face.

“Do you need help?”

“No,” the woman said.

She answered so quickly that I didn’t believe her.

“Where you headed?” I asked.

She shrugged. “North.”

“The bus isn’t running.”

“I know.”

“It hasn’t run for several years.”

“Yes.”

“Where’d you come from?”

“The south.”

“Did you hitch with a boat?”

“I hitched, yeah. With a car, a truck, another car, a boat, a car, then another boat. Maybe there were more. I can’t remember.”

“And now?”

She made a face. “Like I said, probably north. If I wait here, maybe somebody will stop and give me a ride.”

“You should go onto the main road,” I said. “More cars pass through there.”

“Okay,” she said. “Thanks.”

I opened the door to the pickup. She stayed where she was. She was frail, shifted her weight a bit from side to side even when she was standing still. Not much taller than Isa but, although she was small, or maybe precisely because of that, her cheeks were round. She didn’t have to eat much to maintain her weight, or perhaps she was better than most people at finding what she needed. Besides, she was apparently on her own; she didn’t have to slide the best, most fatty morsels across the table to someone else. Her eyes were also round, a bit wide-eyed, vigilant, as if nothing escaped her notice.

I got into the pickup, started the engine, drove slowly forward. The power gauge was almost at zero, so I didn’t switch on the fan or the windshield wipers, hoping the battery would last all the way home.

I peeked in the rearview mirror. She’d started walking. A slender female body on the road.

She’s not your problem.

A whole fish for three eggs.

We needed the fish. Isa needed it. And besides . . . a wanderer.

But a woman alone, so easy to grab, restrain, force to the ground.

I stopped the pickup and opened the door.

“Hop in,” I said. “It’s warm and dry in here.”

She glanced at the seat beside me, toward the warmth inside the pickup.

“No. I don’t need any help,” she said.

“Hop in anyway.”

She hesitated. The rain fell even harder. The drops of water bounced against her umbrella, it looked like it would soon be destroyed by the weight of it, as if the seams in the thin fabric would tear. She was starting to shake from the cold.

“No. I’m moving on,” she said. “I don’t need any help.”

Even though she held her head high and I saw that she was trying to come across as strong, the little crack in her voice gave her away.

“Maybe I need help,” I said.

She squirmed, the umbrella trembled feebly in her hand, sending small waterfalls tumbling to the ground. She looked at me, at the pickup.

“Are you alone?” she asked.

“Just me and my daughter.”

The woman nodded slightly, as if this reassured her.

“Maybe I could stay for one night,” she said. “Just until my clothes are dry.”

“We have an available bed for one night,” I said. “We have eggs and milk, too.”

“Thanks,” she said softly and got into the pickup.






THE STORY OF MY VOYAGE TO MONGOLIA AND WHAT I FOUND THERE


Written in St. Petersburg, September 1882


Chapter 1

An Extraordinary Discovery

The house is silent except for the sound of the maid rummaging through the kitchen cabinets. I am sitting at my desk and have decided to write my story. I have been trying to put words down on paper for a long time, have written long letters, all of them to the same man, but every single one of them ended up like a hard-packed snowball in the wastepaper basket. Today, after a stroll through the Summer Garden, I finally understood that my attempts at correspondence are futile. I am not supposed to be writing letters; Wolff isn’t supposed to be my reader. This story is not about him and me, it is about the wild horses. This is their story, and somebody has to tell it before too many of the details fade into oblivion.

Hopefully, my text will find its way to a reader or two, the story of our search for the wild horses and about the life lived by both animals and humans on the steppes. It should capture the interest of all those with even a modest interest in zoology and ethnography and, if you are one of these readers, I would request your forbearance with any superfluous details or tedious digressions. Out of respect for the actual events, I haven’t dared omit much, because who knows what may prove to be of significance for posterity?

My tale begins on an ordinary Monday morning in May of 1880 with the sound of iron horseshoes clattering against cobblestones slick with rain on the street outside the apartment and the coachman’s loud ptro. I then heard the sound of the carriage door being opened and footsteps against the ground and, in the next second, three loud raps of the front door knocker.

On that day, as now, I was at my desk in my study on the second floor. Mother had just gone out to do run some errands. I was alone and was intending to review the accounts one more time before leaving for work. I felt a slight irritation over the metallic pounding of the knocker against the front door, but also a certain sense of relief. The accounts for the zoological garden were anything but jolly reading. No matter how many times I examined them, the figures showed no signs of improvement. I caught myself hoping they might move around, change places, that plus might become minus and minus plus, that they could live, become equals, as spontaneous and warm-blooded as the animals they represented. The evening before, I had, in fact, studied the account books after four stiff drams in hopes that the inebriation might cause them to start dancing. But not this time, either. My field is the natural sciences and mathematics is considered a part of this, but the path from the living creatures to which I, as assistant director of Petersburg’s zoological garden, had dedicated my life, to these blue lines of ink on grayish-white paper was as long as from here to Mercury.

The problem was Berta, a hippopotamus I had insisted we purchase from Germany a few months ago. The director left the acquisitions to me; he took care of operations and staff, while the animals were my affair, and Berta, therefore, my responsibility, including the challenges the acquisition entailed. She did indeed attract visitors; yes, in fact, the Petersburgians loved this colossal, slow-moving animal. There was always a small throng of people standing outside her cage and the public cheered every time she emitted the smallest snort or grunt. For my own part, it had been a long time since I had cheered about Berta. Yes, she was, what should one say, a striking animal—many even called her magnificent—but the cost of shipping her here from Hamburg had been even more magnificent.

Piotr, the houseboy, entered the room and placed a silver tray bearing a business card in front of me, while informing me in his aloof manner that I had a visitor.

I picked up the card and studied it. Ivan Poliakov, Zoological Institute.

“If sir permits,” Piotr said, “I would like to mention that Poliakov was red in the face and out of breath, as if it were a matter of some urgency.”

“Thank you, Piotr. Please show him in.”

A minute later, the door opened and Poliakov, my closest colleague at the institute, stood before me. I did not see the biologist often. From time to time, he might contact me with news concerning large animal shipments to Europe with an eye to new acquisitions for the zoo but he had never come to see me at home before. He was, indeed, both red in the face and out of breath, but what Piotr had neglected to mention was that Poliakov was also smiling so broadly that his face was virtually straining at the seams, revealing two full rows of brown teeth.

“Welcome,” I said.

“My dear Mikhail Alexandrovich,” Poliakov said. “My good friend.”

“Ivan Poliakov,” I replied. “I hope all is well with you, with your wonderful family. Your lovely wife and beautiful children.”

“Yes,” he said. “Yes, indeed.”

I had apparently overdone it. Situations such as this, where I found myself one-on-one with other men, often knocked me off balance. I took care not to appear arrogant and cool, but also feared that my behavior would be perceived as fawning.

Poliakov, however, did not seem to notice my uneasiness. Without waiting to be asked, he took a seat by the coffee table. Then he corrected himself, got to his feet again as if the chair had nipped him in the behind.

“My dear friend, have a seat, please,” I said. “I apologize for my lack of manners. I am a bit distracted. It’s the accounts. It’s that time of year. You know how it is . . . ”

I didn’t finish the sentence. He knew absolutely nothing about the state of the finances, and I would presumably not meet with any understanding. As an employee of the Zoological Institute, his salary was paid with the same uniform precision as the stride of the emperor’s marching soldiers.

“Be that as it may,” I said. “I can see you have some news that you are eager to share with me. And here is Piotr with the samovar. Let us have some tea. Would you not like a glass?”

“Tea? That’s not necessary, but since you offer . . . ”

With a swift movement he grasped the glass held out to him, his hand trembling slightly. He put the glass down on the table with a light thump causing a few drops to spill over the lip. He picked up the sugar tongs and dropped no less than three clumps of sugar into the hot beverage, stirred five times with a spoon, and poured the entire contents of the glass down his throat in three large gulps.

“I would like you to accompany me to the institute,” he said hurriedly. “I have something I must show you. A dispatch rider delivered it yesterday evening with a shipment from Mongolia.”

“Mongolia? And you have come here personally to tell me this?”

“From Colonel Przewalsky. He is on his way home, but the package arrived before him. I would very much like you to take a look at the objects.”

“And what exactly are these objects?”

“An animal hide and a skull.”

“A dead animal? I prefer to have doings with the living.”

“From a horse, a wild horse.”

“Is that right?”

“I have never seen anything like it,” he said and again his mouth opened into a broad, brown grin.

Before continuing my rendition of the events, I think it necessary to begin with some biographical information about the main character of this story, that is to say, the undersigned. Not to say that I am the most important personality in this peculiar tale. I would never make such a claim and I am quite certain that my name will be omitted from the history books when the official accounts are written in due course. But you might well remember me, at the very least.

My name is Mikhail Alexandrovich Kovrov. I was born in Petersburg in 1848. The same year as the Paris Uprising and subsequent abdication of the throne by Louis Philippe of France. Unrest spread through Europe; in Austria, the chancellor was obliged to step down, but our own emperor showed strength, as always. And when sparks of insubordination were ignited in Moldovia and Walkachia, he crushed every sign of rebellion. I, of course, knew nothing of these events. My life was about my mother’s lap and my father’s strict, but fair, form of justice. We lived in prosperity. My father, Aleksander Kovrov, enjoyed great respect as a captain in the cavalry. When he and my mother met, her most fertile years were already behind her and they conceived only one child. It was, nonetheless, my clear impression that their marriage and brief life together was both happy and satisfactory and that they held one another in the deepest regard.

When I was seven years old, however, our existence changed. The fatal event that would turn everything upside down occurred on an afternoon in January. It was already dark, as winter afternoons are up here in the north. My father was on his way home from work and about to cross the street. I don’t know if he saw the horse-drawn carriage that came driving at a ludicrous speed or if he died instantaneously. But both the coachman and the pedestrians who happened to be standing in the vicinity spoke of the sound of the horses’ hooves against my father’s body on the cobblestones—hard iron horseshoes against a soft human body. I kept trying to imagine how that must have sounded; on one occasion, I even lay down on the floor of the library and dropped a rusty horseshoe onto my bare, little boy tummy, which did not produce any special kind of sound whatsoever.

This happened at the exact same time that Tsar Nicholas I contracted a horrible case of pneumonia, refused treatment, and regrettably passed away. While the nation was in mourning, we mourned as well. The tsar lay in lit de parade for two whole weeks, and my mother cloistered herself in her bedroom with her tears. When she finally emerged, it was to see the deceased emperor. I remember that we passed the bed where Nicholas I lay very slowly, that Mother pressed my face into her skirts and sobbed that she didn’t know for whom she was crying the most, the nation’s little father or my father, while I carefully tried to turn my head to catch a glimpse of the corpse. Since then, I have always associated significant life events with the tsar’s family.

After this, Mother and I were alone. There was some comfort in the fact that we were not left destitute. My father’s pension provided for us handsomely. Not that we could live as before, mind you, but we were able to keep our home, the spacious apartment on Grivtsova Lane, and had sufficient means to live a modest, but relatively comfortable, life.

I will always associate my childhood with the large, quiet rooms of our home and my mother’s warm presence. She was truly a self-sacrificing mama. There were no compromises made when it came to my well-being. I received the best cuts of meat at the table and was sent to a good school.

School, yes . . . a brief and brutal part of my life. I remember the first day very well. My mother had followed me to the gate, kissed me goodbye three times, and waved when I took my place in line in the yard outside the large, dark building. I did not speak with any other children, was not acquainted with many of them, but I immediately liked the system. It was as if the school were organized in long rows, as if we weren’t individual boys but merely a part of a formation. We stood in lines; we marched in step. At least until the school bell rang. Then, all of a sudden, I was alone.

The way the other children ignored me coldly during the first days was something I could live with but, eventually, as most of them found places in groups, a new dynamic emerged: the boys began searching for confirmation that these affiliations were precisely right. Such confirmations were often elicited through the incitement of conflicts with other herds, but even more so by humiliating those of us who were left out.

I remember my new slate. I had been so proud of it when I started school. I remember how it was smashed, how the boys made bets about what was the hardest, my skull or the slate.

My skull was the hardest.

When for the third time I came home to Mother with inexplicable injuries and refused to say how they had been inflicted, she told me that she had looked into hiring a private tutor.

“A private tutor?” These were the most beautiful words I had ever heard.

After that, most of my life transpired inside the apartment. In the company of the most proficient teachers Petersburg had to offer, with lessons in both Russian and French, I was spared having to move any further away from home than our front gate.

Three doors down vis-à-vis our building was the Geographic Society. Early on, I had noticed the different gentlemen entering and leaving the premises. They were often dusty and dirty, arrived almost always alone carrying canvas bags covered with stains and suitcases, the original colors of which had been virtually eroded away beneath nicks and scratches. Their skin was weathered, their hands tanned and powerful, every bit as worn and scraped up as their baggage. I listened eagerly to the gentlemen’s conversations. I cocked my ears trying to catch all the details of where they had been, how the journey had been made, with whom they had traveled, and especially what kinds of animals they had seen or even captured. The fauna out in the world was entirely different from the animal life we were familiar with here in Russia, I heard them say. They spoke of how there were birds and animals so colorful and strange that it was virtually impossible to imagine them without having seen them. I begged my mother for books and, on every one of my days off, I dragged her with me to the Kunstkammer, Peter the Great’s museum of natural science, where in addition to studying the collection of numerous monstrosities preserved in jars, one could see mounted animals from all corners of the earth.

That it was zoology that become my field hardly came as a surprise to my mother and she supported my choice. When I was awarded an auspicious post at Petersburg’s zoological garden, we were both happy. The zoological garden is private. For that reason, I couldn’t assume my father’s rank, but I enjoyed the respect of the city’s bourgeoisie and received a respectable wage. The zoological garden was a popular getaway for the many residents of Petersburg and contributed to both the entertainment and edification of the citizenry. The work was, thereby, meaningful. And at home, peace continued to prevail. Mother and I had our meals together in the morning and the evening. A pleasant, cozy warmth dominated the rooms, which always smelled clean and faintly of my mother’s perfume. On rare occasions, we had guests for tea or dinner, but usually it was just the two of us and the servants. I was satisfied with my life. It did, of course, come to pass that Mother brought up this business of a girl. Sometimes she would speak warmly about a cousin or another suitable candidate, but I always talked my way out of the subject. The work at the zoo was my great passion . . . a bit too great, one might say. In the course of the five years since I started working as assistant director, I had been a strong catalyst for the initiative to acquire a large number of new species, among these the above-mentioned Berta. If it’s possible to call a hippopotamus a cherry, Berta was definitely the cherry on top when it came to the zoo’s financial challenges. When Poliakov sought me out on this May morning in 1880, it was not merely curiosity that motivated me, but equally so the prospect of new sources of revenue.

He had had the carriage wait. The coachman clung to the seat, shivering as the rain presumably did its best to soak through his leather coat, and he brightened when we came out.

“Take us back,” Poliakov said, and gave the coachman a whole fistful of coins. “As quickly as you can.”

The rain dripped against the roof. The water sprayed off the wheels and the underbody of the carriage creaked. The coachman whipped the horses, making it clear that he set out to give Poliakov full value for his kopeks, and I tried my best not to think about my poor father. Instead, I pumped Poliakov for information. I asked probing questions about the size of the hide, about the color, about the structure of the skull. But he asked me to wait.

“We’ll look at it together when we get there,” he said. “I need to hear your reflections about the species.”

Then he fell silent.

A tarpan, it had to be a tarpan, the wild horses that formerly had lived freely on the steppes of Prussia and east of the Ural River. One specimen still existed in Moscow’s zoological garden but, as far as I knew, there was uncertainty about the origin of the stallion, about whether it was a purebred or mixed breed. Anyway, the animal was old and without opportunity to produce progeny. Since I’d never traveled outside the city of my birth, I had never seen the horse, but I had seen a photograph of it and I could understand the doubts surrounding the specimen’s origins. It was small, dark, and shaggy, heavy and lethargic, not at all the way I imagined wild horses—galloping across the steppes with the wind in their manes and tails.

Finally, we arrived. Poliakov hurried up the stairs ahead of me and into his office. There he went to stand beside the desk, which had been cleared of papers and books. In the center of the desk, lay a few pieces of bone, a skull, and an animal hide.

“Here we have it,” Poliakov said and I detected the slightest tremble in his voice. “Killed by a hunter named Kirghiz, surname unknown, near Guchen. Don’t ask me where it is. Given as a gift to Colonel Nikolay Mikhaylovich Przewalsky, who forthwith understood the significance of the find and had it sent home immediately.”

At first, I was disappointed. The hide was smaller than I had envisioned, neither brown nor black, but a dun color, almost gray, and with a dark stripe from head to tail. Neither was there anything remarkable about the skull; it was like most skulls—hard bones, hollow eye sockets.

“Quite a find,” I said and tried to mobilize a touch of enthusiasm.

“That’s putting it mildly!” Poliakov said.

I walked over to the desk and lifted the skull. The bone was cold and dry. I slid my fingers over it, half closing my eyes, feeling my way forward like a blind man, trying to imagine the horse to which it had belonged. It was as if the physical encounter with this, which once had been an animal, did something to me. My fingers immediately recognized another living creature. I saw it.

“The bridge of the nose is broad. There is something almost Roman about it,” I said.

“Good observation,” Poliakov said. “I had the same impression.”

“And the hide,” I put down the skull and stroked the skin with my fingers. “The color is extremely pale. And large, isn’t it?”

He nodded. His eyes sparkled. “But smaller than other horses.”

“This confirms that the stallion in Moscow is not a true tarpan,” I said.

“Does it?” Poliakov asked.

“Doesn’t it? The so-called tarpan in Moscow is small, dark, and has a long, flat-lying mane. In this case, we are dealing with a larger animal.”

I picked something up that I immediately recognized as a cannon bone from one of the animal’s legs.

“The upper body is large and quite heavy, but the legs are surprisingly short. This is a horse that is quite different from the specimen in Moscow we’ve seen photographs of.”

“You’re right about that,” Poliakov said. “This is truly a different horse. But your reasoning is still not correct.”

“It’s not?”

“I don’t want to draw any conclusions about Moscow’s stallion,” Poliakov said, “as to whether it is a tarpan or a hybrid. . . . I have no grounds to make such claims. But this horse . . . ” He paused and again he smiled so his face seemed about to split open. “I think we are dealing with the horse the Mongols have been telling legends about for centuries. A species that I, truth be told, believed was nothing but a myth. I feel reasonably certain that Colonel Przewalsky has discovered a new breed of the genus Equus. A species that is ancient, perhaps even the oldest existing horse breed.”

“What?” I said. “Do you mean that this is really the original primordial horse?”

“Nothing less,” he said.

“The horse we have seen in cave paintings?”

“The caveman’s horse,” he nodded and grinned. “The horse that came before all other horses.”

“That can’t be right,” I said. “They were extinct thousands of years ago. Or not just extinct, they’ve evolved into the horses that now live in the world.”

“That is what most people believed,” he said. “But the Mongols have talked about this horse throughout the ages. You have certainly heard about the takhi?”

“But nobody has observed a takhi for at least a thousand years.”

“Not until now,” he said.

I had to restrain myself to keep from jumping for joy. I reached out my hand again and closed it around the skull. This is how it must have felt to have found the holy grail.

“A takhi . . . ,” I said. “Przewalsky has found a takhi.”

“He has found the last real wild horse,” Poliakov said. “It must, of course, be given a proper name now, a Latin name, something that honors its discoverers.”

“Indeed,” I said. “Yes, clearly. Equus takhi, possibly?”

He snorted. “It must be given a name that honors its discoverers.” “Exactly. That’s clear. So, what would that be?” I asked, although I already had my suspicions about the answer.

Poliakov smiled again, so broadly that I could see the entire inside of his mouth where his teeth were deteriorating rapidly. “The name of the species is to be Equus przewalskii poliakov.”




Karin


Mongolia, 1992

Mathias’s chin dips toward his chest and his head rolls from side to side. I resist the impulse to poke him, try to wake him, check that he is fine, make contact, ensure he’s alive. He is just sleeping. He has always been able to sleep anywhere and anytime, ever since he was a little boy. He was what they call an “easy baby.” As long as he was nursed, he almost always fell asleep. There was no reason to complain about him, not back then.

There is little left of his soft baby cheeks. Now his face is full of beard stubble. He also smells faintly of sweat, like a strange man, and is grimy with fatigue after the journey. He has grown so old that the lines in his face are no longer erased when he sleeps. Or perhaps it’s not age that makes him look so worn out already, but the life he has lived.

It is still inconceivable that he manages to sleep. My behind burns from the hard, wooden benches on the cargo plane. The noise of the engine is like the climax of a war and everything around me is shaking, as if every single screw on the airplane were loose. I squirm, searching for a bearable sitting position. Even just a few minutes of sleep would have helped, but that’s impossible. I should have been a horse, able to sleep standing up, with all my weight resting on one of my hind legs. In many ways, it must be easy being a horse.

But they’re not having such an easy time of it now, my horses.

The horseboxes are set up in two rows in front of us. I can’t see a thing through the two small breathing holes. The airplane drowns out any sounds they make, but I think I can hear them all the same. As if I am inside there. As if I’m the one who is falling against the walls and hitting my head against the boards on all sides of me.

Seven hours by truck from the reserve in Thorenc, then ten hours in the air from Paris. I have never allowed a horse to travel so far before.

There is some consolation in the fact that I am also uncomfortable. The cargo plane is Russian and confirms all my prejudices against vehicles from the Soviet state. They are clunky and noisy. The smell of exhaust is intense. But this was the only plane I could get hold of that was big enough. And within my budget.


Budget. Tired of the word.

Just like I am tired of

Financial statement

Funding

Budgetary limits.


I didn’t become a veterinarian because I love accounting, I said to Mathias a few weeks ago. He laughed at me. C’mon now, Karin, he said, because he never calls me Mom. Karin, you aren’t a veterinarian any longer, you are a project manager.

Project manager.

Yet another term I’m sick of.

He called me a magician, too, by the way, because I can achieve the impossible. The greatest nature conservation project of all time, Karin, and you are making it happen! He sometimes says that kind of thing to flatter me. And it happens that I allow myself to be flattered. I have to admit it.

Several hours later, the plane is finally preparing for landing in Ulan Bator. Mathias has woken up at last. The horses are whinnying so loudly that nobody can sleep.

“Easy, easy,” I say softly, as if that could help.

The effect of the drug I have given them has long since worn off, but I can’t give them more. They have to be awake when we arrive; I can’t risk them stumbling. They must have control over their legs. Luckily, I hear no sounds from Sydney, the lead stallion. The others listen to him—if he is calm, they will stay calm as well. A herd is a herd is a herd. The hierarchy is always the same, with a lead stallion and a lead mare. I think of them more like guards than leaders. Sydney guards the herd. The harem’s safety is all that matters to him.

The plane approaches the ground. Mathias shuts his eyes.

“Landing is the most dangerous part,” he says. “People are afraid when the plane takes off, when you are in the air, but, statistically speaking, the landing is the riskiest part of it all.”

“But flying is one of the safest things we do,” I reply. “You’re safer here than on the streets of Berlin.”

He opens his eyes, grins suddenly.

“And that’s twice as true for me.”

“What?”

“Did you hear what you said? I am safer here than on the street in Berlin. Isn’t that the whole point?”

“You know I didn’t mean it that way.”

“It was kind of funny though!” Mathias shouts to be heard over the sound of the plane.

“What?”

“Relax! IT WAS KIND OF FUNNY!”

And at exactly that moment, the wheels hit the runway. The brakes scream, the plane shudders.

“Sweet Jesus!” Mathias yells.

Then the fun starts. TV cameras, journalists carrying notebooks, and affiliated interpreters, bouquets of flowers pressed into my hands, a speech in Mongolian by a civil servant wearing a trilby hat.

I try smiling at him but can tell that my smile is not exactly convincing.

“Thank you,” I say. “I would like to get the horses out of the airplane now. Can we get started?”

“Just a few questions first,” Trilbyhat says.

I answer the journalists’ questions as briefly as I can, my eyes fixed on the boxes inside the plane. Twenty-eight hours have passed since the mare Askania Nova was shut in. She is the calmest of them all, which is why I brought her first. But twenty-eight hours is far too long. It is so cramped inside the box. It must be difficult to breathe, the head constantly smashing against the wall, the small air holes through which it’s hardly possible to get a whiff of fresh air. I can barely breathe myself. I light a cigarette, inhale. It doesn’t help much.

The trucks are ready and waiting—eight identical vehicles, Soviet as well, apparently the way everything is here after many years of close collaboration with the communist Big Brother. But the country is a democracy now. Has turned toward the West and toward its own history. Toward Genghis Khan, the country’s former autocratic ruler, toward events from hundreds of years back in time, the time when the Mongolian Empire was the largest in the world. That is, perhaps, one of the reasons why there is so much enthusiasm about getting the takhis back. Nothing is more historical than the horse from the cave paintings.

Yet another whinny can be heard from the boxes.

I throw the cigarette to the ground, crush it under my heel, turn to Trilbyhat, and wave my arms.

“We really must start now. We HAVE to start.”

Finally, the crane gets to work. A mechanical creaking can be heard as it lifts the first box out of the plane. Hamburg is inside. He is only two years old and still the most peaceful of the two young stallions I have brought. Now, he neighs loudly. The box sways gently from the straps. I am afraid it will come loose, but the driver of the crane fortunately maintains control and lowers the box safely onto the truck.

I enter the airplane between the boxes, talking to my horses.

“Easy, easy, now, you’ll be out soon, you’ll be out soon.”

I give them apples, their favorite treat, through the openings at the bottom near the ground. Only snouts and teeth can be seen. They snatch up the apples, crunching the fruity pulp between their teeth. It’s a good sign that they’re hungry. I peer through the airholes that are at my own eye level. Their coats shine; their large, moist eyes glitter. I can hear a snort here, a low whinny there, nothing to indicate that something is wrong. I light yet another cigarette, take a step back. The smoke tastes better now.

After an hour and a half, all the boxes are finally in place and secured on the flatbeds. The television cameras have been cleared away. One lone cable remains, forgotten and left behind on the ground. The public officials finally disappeared; even Trilbyhat has left. The boxes are in place on the trucks, an entire convoy is ready on the road, and the drivers are about to get in. There is room for only one passenger in each vehicle. I get into the one in front, Mathias the one behind. Just as well, perhaps it will be easier to sleep when I am alone, when I won’t have to watch his large, heavy head drooping uncontrollably toward his chest.

The truck stinks of gasoline and sour milk, but the seat is soft. I lean back. The airport is located on the outskirts of the city. It is surrounded by felt tents called gers, the Mongolians’ most common type of lodging. White, round, and all about the same size, with horizonal bands around the walls that hold the tent canvas in place and a hole for a chimney in the ceiling. The altar always faces north—the most holy cardinal point. The door faces south; around it, objects are stored that are used in daily life. Lambs and chicks are also kept inside in the spring until it becomes warm enough for them to be outdoors. All the tents are organized the same way. You can always determine the compass point when you see a tent. That’s nice. Orderly. Practical.

As soon as we have the airport behind us, the Mongolian steppes spread out before us. Grass and sky, no trees. And after just a few hundred meters, we see the first animals. A flock of sheep and goats are grazing beside the road. They scurry away as our long convoy rumbles past.

A wind races across the landscape flattening the grass against the ground, stirring up clouds of dust.

Dust, dust from the steppes, the feeling of it on my tongue. It has only been a month since I was here last for the final preparations, but I have apparently managed to




















































































About the Author

MAJA LUNDE (b. 1975) is the most successful Norwegian author of her generation and one of the country’s most prominent advocates for the climate cause. Her books are published in more than forty languages and have sold more than four million copies worldwide. Lunde’s debut novel, The History of Bees, won the Norwegian Booksellers’ Prize as well as multiple international awards and was the bestselling book in Germany in 2017. As part of the author’s planned Climate Quartet, the stand-alone sequels The End of the Ocean and The Last Wild Horses have been published to equal acclaim. Lunde has also written twelve books for children and young adults, among them the Christmas story The Snow Sister, which has been published in twenty-nine languages. She has written scripts for Norwegian television and film, including the global Netflix success Battle and the award-winning The Crossing. Lunde lives with her husband and three children in Oslo.


Discover great authors, exclusive offers, and more at hc.com.



Copyright

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously and are not to be construed as real. Any resemblance to actual events, locales, organizations, or persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental.

THE LAST WILD HORSES. Copyright © 2019 by Maja Lunde. All rights reserved under International and Pan-American Copyright Conventions. By payment of the required fees, you have been granted the nonexclusive, nontransferable right to access and read the text of this e-book on-screen. No part of this text may be reproduced, transmitted, downloaded, decompiled, reverse-engineered, or stored in or introduced into any information storage and retrieval system, in any form or by any means, whether electronic or mechanical, now known or hereafter invented, without the express written permission of HarperCollins e-books.

English translation copyright © 2021 by Diane Oatley.


Originally published as Przewalskis hest in Norway in 2019 by Aschehoug.

Cover design: Stephen Brayda

Cover photograph: © Dragan Todorovic/Arcangel Images

FIRST HARPERVIA HARDCOVER PUBLISHED IN 2022

Digital Edition FEBRUARY 2022 ISBN: 978-0-06-295143-4

Version 01082022

Print ISBN: 978-0-06-295141-0



About the Publisher

Australia

HarperCollins Publishers Australia Pty. Ltd.

Level 13, 201 Elizabeth Street

Sydney, NSW 2000, Australia

www.harpercollins.com.au

Canada

HarperCollins Publishers Ltd

Bay Adelaide Centre, East Tower

22 Adelaide Street West, 41st Floor

Toronto, Ontario, M5H 4E3

www.harpercollins.ca

India

HarperCollins India

A 75, Sector 57

Noida

Uttar Pradesh 201 301

www.harpercollins.co.in

New Zealand

HarperCollins Publishers New Zealand

Unit D1, 63 Apollo Drive

Rosedale 0632

Auckland, New Zealand

www.harpercollins.co.nz

United Kingdom

HarperCollins Publishers Ltd.

1 London Bridge Street

London SE1 9GF, UK

www.harpercollins.co.uk

United States

HarperCollins Publishers Inc.

195 Broadway

New York, NY 10007

www.harpercollins.com



OEBPS/images/9780062951434_Cover.jpg
HORSES

A NOVEL

THE HISTORY
OF BEES

i)

o





OEBPS/images/Titlepage.jpg
THE
LAST
WILD

HORSES

A NOVEL

MAJA LUNDE

Translated from the Norwegian by Diane Oatley

N7

HARPERVIA
An Imprint of HarperCollinsPublishers





