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To the men and women who sailed over oceans,

Forever altering the landscape of our history

Leaving only dragon-headed silhouettes

To invade our dreams.
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Nordic Family Names

For this novella series, I am using the family naming system that was used by many of the Nordic peoples during the Viking era. As they were patriarchal societies, family (last) names are derived from the first name of the offspring’s father, to which the word for son (-son) or daughter (-dóttir) is attached as a suffix. For instance, my father’s name is Peter Wibell. If I were to use this naming system, my last name would be Peterdóttir. If I had a brother, his last name would be Peterson.

Groups of family members, too, take different plurals. If the family members are all sisters, they retain the -dóttir suffix but in its plural form; for example, Peterdóttirs. But if one or more male siblings are included, then the last name of the whole group requires the plural -son suffix: Petersons. The same applies if the group consists entirely of males: Petersons.

Singular and Plural Forms of Ancient Nordic Words

In creating this series, I have tried to remain faithful to accepted historic pictures of the Nordic way of life during the Viking era as I delve into their mythology of that time. With this in mind, I use a number of old Norse words, which have different spellings for singular and plural versions rather than simply adding an -s to the end of the word as modern English usually does.

Following are some rules of thumb I have learned over the course of this project:

	If a singular word ends in -a, the plural is often -ur. (Example: völva, völvur)

	An -unn or -inn singular ending changes in the plural to -nar. (Example: Jötunn, Jötnar)

	A word that ends in -i will have an -is ending in the plural. 

	A singular word that ends with a consonant followed directly by -r has a plural form with the consonant plus -ar or -ir. (Example: drengr, drengir)
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...if needs I must lead

To the fight my long-loved friends;

I sing the shields, and in strength they go

Whole to the field of fight...

Hávamál, Chapter 156
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Destiny. We all have one though our paths be different and unique. We can travel down the road of fate either blinded to the journey ahead or keenly aware of the trials we will soon face. Even during the most trying of times, our destiny calls to us in our dreams and tugs at the back of our minds. We may not recognize the summons to our pre-ordained destination, but we follow it still, no matter if that call will lead us to horrors that test the limits of sanity...

The small band of humans, elves, and dvergr were once again wending their way through stone tunnels and rock caverns shrouded in darkness. It was still quite warm this close to Myrkheim, the dvergar’s capitol city. Though the dwarven city was now out of sight, its eternal furnaces kept this underground realm temperate compared to the void that lapped at its stony edges. Innumerable passageways threaded throughout the subterranean sub-realm like the weft and warp of a partially woven tapestry that has been abandoned and left to mildew in some shadowed corner of a room. How many underground roads had never been completed? How many more were infested with the vile beings that thrived in the utter blackness? The young woman shuddered at the thought.

Mankind was not meant to visit the worlds that existed around Yggdrasil, the great ash tree that rooted the cosmos in place. But the need to achieve the impossible had forced her and her fellow humans to push aside their fear and disregard boundaries. Born of Midgard, the world of man, Líf had traversed three worlds including Svartálfheim, the home of the fearsome black elves, and now its subterranean sub-realm of Niðavellir, the home of the dvergar. She had survived where many had not, yet where would her destiny take her?

When Dolgr, their dwarven guide, chose to remain in Myrkheim and resume his post as gate sentinel, another dvergr stepped forward. Fullangr had accompanied Líf’s party from the city of Sindri and convinced King Rȃdsvid to permit him to lead them to the surface world. His offer to help was curious, for the dvergar were never spoken well of in the rare stories heard in Midgard. True, dwarves were acknowledged as master craftsmen of the greatest and most renowned artifacts in all history. Even the gods sought weapons from the dwarven forges although the dvergar would do so reluctantly or only after blood was spilt.

Yet curiosity might explain Fullangr’s actions. Líf wondered if any living dwarf had come into contact with humans before her party had arrived. The Midgardians were as strange to the dvergar as the swarthy people-of-the-forge were to them. Fullangr had developed a special affinity toward Roden, their Wayfinder. Of the ten humans, his appearance was the most striking due to his almond-shaped eyes, silky, straight black hair, and unusually round face.

Roden was Rus, a trading people that lived to the east of Líf’s kingdom. His mother came from lands even farther east, and he bore her features. He was the only person whose skin was marked with an indelible design. The symbol of the vegvísir was inked across his back. A man bearing that sigil could find any destination he wished even if he had never been there before. This was a form of seid, magic.

Líf watched Fullangr as he walked alongside the Rus at the front of the line of men and elves. He seemed to be intrigued with the strange man. From time to time, the dwarf scratched his head. Since he was only five feet tall, the inked markings on his shaved scalp were easy to see although she did not know what they meant.

A soft voice purred near Líf’s left ear. “I suspect that he is astonished at Roden’s ability. The mercenary knows the way without ever asking Fullangr for advice.”

“Do you still consider Roden a mercenary after all this?” the woman inquired as she absentmindedly stroked the shimmering head of the tiny squirrel upon her shoulder. “And what about Úlfor for that matter?”

The iridescent rodent blinked. Her eyes swirled with the same colors as her fur. She turned toward a massive, feral-looking man who carried three spears in his hands, gifts from their recent host, each iron tipped at the mercenary’s request. A shaggy she-wolf with the same iridescent fur as the squirrel’s, though a shade redder, trotted by his heels. “I hadn’t given it much thought. They were hired for pay.”

“I don’t believe money matters anymore,” countered Líf. “Our success or failure will change everything; it is all that matters.”

Líf was used to debating with Thray. The squirrel was her personal fylgja, one of mankind’s all-female guardian spirits that took the form of animals and shimmered with iridescent colors reflecting their shared moods. Every person has a single guardian, and each guardian’s form reflects a principal quality of the human although why her own was a tiny rodent puzzled her.

Roden’s was a lesser panda, a creature from the forests of his mother’s homeland. Harekson’s was a boar like his father’s was before him. Úlfor’s wolf indicated that he was one of the fiercest warriors alive, while Brasir’s bear was proof that his blood was royal.

Líf’s eyes found Brasir. He was carrying the gilded box that contained their offering for the well, Mímisbrunnr. He had wrapped it in waxed leather and strapped it to his back. The precious gift was heavy, but the man walked with a lightness in his step. He had waited three years for this chance, and all weariness was overcome by excitement. A slight smile played upon his lips, and his face held a flush of genuine happiness.

This did not mean that there was nothing to fear. Everyone knew that once they left the safety of Myrkheim, they would be hunted. Their enemy had yet to show face, but it was only a matter of time. Regardless, they had acquired the offering and were finally heading above ground to breathe fresh air and enjoy sun and sky. It would take days to traverse this section of Niðavellir, yet their achievement filled them with joy.

Líf loved seeing Brasir’s smile and took pleasure every time his dark eyes found hers. She relived their moments together, savoring his taste, his scent, and his touch.

His she-bear turned toward her, fur flashing with reds and white as if she knew the woman’s thoughts. Thray’s fur was doing the same.

“You’re blushing,” the squirrel warned.

Líf thanked the gods that she alone saw fylgjur or the others would quickly know about her affair. True, they were far from the world of men and not promised to another. Her marriage had ended while Brasir’s wife and children had not survived the plague that had set him on this path. But until they were bound by ceremony and ritual, their affection would be a source of trouble. How could it not?

Her thoughts suddenly shifted to her sister, the only other woman in their party. The shieldmaiden was walking several paces behind Líf as she kept an eye on the rear of the line. Several of the ljósálfar had stationed themselves in the back while the others clustered behind Roden and Fullangr. In this way, the light elves could keep watch for their enemy and be ready to protect the humans and their precious cargo. Hervor and Úlfor served as a second line of defense.

The woman shook her head and sighed. If her sister was able to focus on their mission and resist her desires, then so must she.

Thray and Líf were connected so intimately that each could understand the other’s thoughts to some degree, so it was not surprising when the tiny squirrel remarked, “Hervor is far too detached. She had to be in order to survive as a shieldmaiden. You are not your sister.”

“That is true, but I am not completely helpless either,” Líf replied with a pout although her only weapon other than a seax dagger was a short spear as her smaller stature made wielding a standard-length spear difficult.

“I never said you were.”

They did not speak for a time. Their footsteps echoed dully down the corridor illuminated by a pair of troughs on either side that had been set aflame. The oily liquid fed the fire better than any torch and helped them fend off the dark. Yet could the light be serving another purpose? A beacon perhaps? One that called to those that stalked in the shadows, waiting to wreak vengeance on their enemies.

There were three races of elves—døkkálfar, svartálfar, and ljósálfar










































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
THE

UARDIAN 'S

PEAKLER

VOLUME 11

e KATHARINE E. WIBELL =550





d2d_images/image001.png
CTHE (JUARDIAN'S
HPEAKER

VOLUME [LEVEN





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/image005.png





d2d_images/image004.png
CTAE GGUARDIANS
SPEAKER

oL Ly





