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" The Secret of the Parchment

; » hen I think about that day long ago, I can’t be-
lieve that it’s real. I still get a thrill out of that distant

adventure.

At that time, I was living with my uncle. He was a
German professor. Professor Hardwigg, my uncle, was a
smart man who knew a lot about geology. 1 was studying

with him because I wanted to learn about the earth.

Uncle Hardwigg didn’t look at all like a professor.
He was a tall, thin man, and he was fifty years old.
He wore huge glasses and his face always looked angry.

It seemed like he was looking for a reason to fight.
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My uncle had a terrible remper. He expected those he
worked with to do exactly what he said. Still, he wasn’t a
bad man at all. He was simply very smart and very serious.
Once he made up his mind to do something, we didn’t stop

until it was done.
One evening, he called me up to his workroom.

“Harry!” he yelled, “get in here right away. ”
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I was in the kitchen waiting to eat dinner. I hurried
up to his lab as soon as 1 heard him call. 1 knew better

than to make him wait.

I ran up the steps and rushed into the room. But he

was so busy looking at a book, he never noticed me.
“This is absolutely amazing,” he mumbled to himself,
“What’s amazing, Uncle?” I asked from the doorway.
“This book, the Heims Kringla , Harry,” he answered.
“It is a story about the Norwegian princes who ruled Iceland.

Snorre Tarleson wrote it in the twelfth century. ”

“That is amazing!” 1 said. “Is it a German translation?

If so, then I can read it. ”

“Are you out of your mind, Harry?” he asked angrily.
“You know I don’t read translations, It is written in Runic,

the original language of Iceland. ”
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