


























I’m nine years old. My childhood house is on a little island in the middle  
of the lake. When you’re a girl, you have to go to school. And off I went...  
by boat. Because we don’t have any bridges. Neither does Öresund,  
nor Ölandsbron, nor Hogakustenbron, nor Östra Bron, nor even Hallarnas  
Stenvalvsbro Över Susean... I couldn’t see any bridges around there.  
All right, I’m good with boats. But then, in autumn, everything  
became covered in ice. Then it was different. Many times I went  
through the ice to get to school. And I was nine years old when  
I realized that I needed to write to the Swedish crown prince.  
So, I penned him a letter:  
 
“Hello. I’m a Sámi girl. I’m nine years old. And I live on an island  
and have to go to school. I have a problem. I really need a bridge.”

And they built a bridge for me.














































