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    Dear Reader:
I extend my heartfelt gratitude to you as you embark on this literary journey with me. As the words unfold, you'll discover that this story has taken on a life of its own.
If you haven't gleaned it by now, I find joy in infusing a touch of whimsy and intrigue into my writing. The creative process is a dynamic and unpredictable companion.
So, here we are, on the cusp of a tale that dances on the edge of the known and the unknown. May the words weave a spell around you, transporting you to realms where imagination reigns supreme.
Last but most importantly, BLAME ALEX and my other EDITORS. That means you, Melissa, ALLIE and D!!!!
E.L. Marr
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By E.L. Marr

Book 10- High jinks.
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Brana and Halvar Home

Day 16 - early evening


[image: ]


––––––––
[image: ]


“Welcome, my friends, to our humble home!” Halvar laughs heartily, his voice echoing through the expansive space as the woman’s mouth drops in awe at the sight of the open-floor layout.

The unusual design stretches across the room like the inside of a great ship, its hull turned upside down. The spacious interior invites movement, each step taken effortlessly across the warm wood floor. The openness is overwhelming in its grandeur, creating a sense of freedom that sweeps through every corner.

Intricate carvings adorn the walls, each one a work of art. Nordic symbols—runes, dragons, wolves, serpents—dance across the beams, bringing life to the wooden surfaces. The craftsmanship is stunning, a testament to the skill and reverence of the Norse sailors. Every carved figure seems to whisper stories of ancient myths, of heroes and creatures long lost to time.

The main deck, almost completely open, supports the ship’s framework with robust wooden beams intricately woven together. Above the fire pit, a large, purpose-built chimney stands tall, designed to keep out the cold and let the smoke escape with ease. Its warmth radiates outward, wrapping around them as they move deeper into the home.

Rows of benches and wooden storage compartments line the ship’s sides, neatly arranged in a way that evokes a sense of order amidst the chaos of everyday life. A loom sits prominently, a subtle nod to the ship's dual-purpose use. A kitchen, an alchemy workshop, a sewing area—all coalesce in this carefully crafted space, where nothing feels out of place.

At the center of it all, the fire pit commands attention, its crackling flames a focal point for the bustling activity that often surrounds it. Combat training, storytelling, and communal meals happen here, where the warmth of the fire merges with the steady rhythm of life.

A set of thick, beautifully carved doors marks the rear of the ship, leading to the captain’s cabin—or what would be the master bedroom in this case. The doors open quietly, granting entrance to the private space within, away from the prying eyes of the main deck.

“You may take your shoes and cloaks off at the door,” Halvar suggests warmly, gesturing toward the entrance.

“The wood floor is always warm. I have set up fur cots by the fire pit for you. It looks like those cloaks need a good cleaning,” Brana adds as she steps forward. Without a word, the women’s cloak floats off through the master bedroom doors, disappearing with surprising grace.

“Wow, this place is amazing,” Chrissy exclaims, her eyes widening as she surveys the room. The openness of the layout stretches before her, and she takes in the inviting warmth of the heated floor beneath her feet. “How is this even possible?” she wonders, her voice filled with awe.

“It is the old blessing magic from the land,” Brana replies as she stands near the fire pit, her presence soothing and calm.

“I’ve never heard of any magic like that,” Lysandra remarks, her voice tinged with suspicion.

“My people were among the first tribes to worship the goddess Saga,” Brana explains, her voice low and steady, carrying the weight of ancient oaths. “This land is her domain. When I became her priestess, I swore to serve her in life and death. Sadly, I am her last priestess, destined to serve for eternity without respite.”

As she speaks, the fire crackles and swirls, the smoke rising in intricate tendrils that seem to tell a story of their own. The vision materializes vividly in the air: her ancestors arriving in a massive Viking ship, their faces determined, their hands gripping the sturdy vessel’s sides. The ship cuts through the river’s currents, strong and unwavering, until it reaches the foot of the mountain. The ancestors disembark, clad in traditional Norse attire, carrying with them the essence of their civilization as they step onto the rugged terrain.

The scene in the smoke lingers for a moment, a powerful testament to the past that continues to resonate in Brana’s words and the very air around them.

Brana’s voice softens as she begins her tale, the firelight flickering in her eyes. “Each piece of the ship, meticulously crafted and adorned with intricate carvings, was unloaded with reverence,” she begins, her words painting a vivid picture. “Every beam, every plank, carried the essence of our ancestors, each one a fragment of our homeland's strength. Was carried up the steep slopes, the weight of our history heavy in our hands, but light in our hearts.”

She pauses, her eyes drifting as if she’s reliving the moment. “The settlers—our forebears—moved quickly, their hands steady with purpose as they began assembling their new home. With the ship's timbers, they built structures that stood proud against the mountain, echoing the great halls of our homeland. The air was filled with life and determination as the framework of our future rose from the earth.”

Her voice swells with pride. “The mountainside, once desolate and barren, transformed beneath their unwavering resolve. What was a harsh, unforgiving place became a flourishing settlement, full of promise. Each nail driven, each beam raised, was an act of defiance against the desolation, a testament to the strength of our people.”

Brana’s words hang in the air, thick with reverence as she watches the fire’s glow dance in the silence. “The vision of that moment fades with time, but the memories of the ship-turned-settlement remain. They are etched deep in our hearts, a reminder of where we came from and the resilience that courses through us still.”

Brana’s gaze grows distant, her voice tinged with both pride and sorrow. “Over time,” she continues, “our people began to heed the call of the wider world. It became a rite of passage, a mark of maturity and bravery. One by one, they set out, seeking adventure, knowledge, or a purpose greater than what our quiet settlement could provide.”

She folds her hands, her fingers brushing the carved symbols of her belt. “At first, they returned with stories—tales of vast seas, strange lands, and battles fought with honor. But as the years passed, fewer came back. The mountains seemed emptier with each departure, their echoes quieter, as though they mourned the absence of those who never returned.”

Her tone softens, carrying the weight of loss. “It was not failure or fear that kept them from us. No, their fates were woven into the great tapestry of Saga’s stories. Some found new lands and lives of their own. Others were claimed by the perils of their journeys, their names sung by the wind as it weaves through these peaks.”

Brana’s expression shifts, a faint smile breaking through the melancholy. “I was the last to leave, and the last to return. My journey was long and arduous, but it brought me Halvar.” She turns to him, her voice warming with affection. “He was a wanderer then, a man seeking something he could not name. Together, we found a bond that made the mountains feel alive again. I brought him home, not just as a husband, but as a promise that our people’s spirit would endure.”

She gestures around the room, the firelight catching the intricate carvings that seem to hum with ancient magic. “Though the halls are quieter now, they still hold the strength of those who came before. In their stead, Halvar and I
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