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    To my long patient readers.


My apologies for the delay in releases, but look for big things in the coming 12 monts.


With Ossard wrapping up in December 2022, I'll be locked on to USV!
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A Valkyrie of Vinland


Velkomvik, Vinland


These events begin after Loki’s Rage.
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Gylla, daughter of Eskil the Founder, stepped out from Agmundr the Shipwright’s hall and into the dawn. She looked to the east, where the sunrise painted the frosted autumn pasture before her in gold under a fresh blue sky. The morning was not only clear but chill. Thankfully, the wind was absent, leaving the waters of the sheltered bay behind her calm. 

She could feel it. Soon enough, the first snows of winter would be here.

The shipwright’s Icelanders set a watch each night to keep an eye on the approaches to their camp. The site was made up of their ship anchored just off the gravel beach, a hurriedly built timber hall with a sod roof the shipwright had already led his people in completing, and another that still rose beside it. There were also some small shacks used to dry fish, as well as seal and reindeer meat. Between the two buildings, they had a few pens to hold their pigs and sheep. 

With Agmundr’s sixty people, plus Gylla’s own crew of eleven, the place was already starting to feel less like a camp and more like a settlement that was several years old.

While the Icelanders had originally been seeking Markland far to the north – and Lakeland in particular – as part of Ineke’s fleet, they now seemed content to stay where they had landed. Under Agmundr’s leadership, they knew they did not have to travel any further. They could farm, hunt and fish in Vinland as they began their new lives in the lands of the west. 

She did not blame them. 

The time she had already spent here had shown her greener pastures, deeper woods, more game, as well as richer soils and warmer days. So far she had not seen any local Valefolk, although it had been said by the Icelanders that on a few occasions Agmundr’s people had smelled smoke or heard the cry of a faint and far-distant voice. Still, the Icelanders said they were yet to encounter anyone aside from Gylla and Bjorn’s marooned Ravens. 

Of course, the Icelanders had ranged out to search for the source of such cries, but so far found nothing. Regardless, with their immediate surroundings and hunting grounds secure, their focus had been on establishing their halls and readying themselves for the coming winter.

They had all heard the tales of Markland’s heavy and bitter snows.

Gylla took in a deep breath as she studied the view. The vista was beautiful, of pastures gone to seed and distant woods in places colouring. Behind her a long bay linked to the sea through a wide channel, while dark pools dotted the land ahead of her. 

She sighed, enjoying the quiet. 

Behind her, she could hear the stirrings of others as people rose in the hall. Bjorn and some of their crew would be with her soon. They planned to go and gather the last of their gear from the cave over the landing beach and then bring their damaged ship back to the settlement here, where it could be more easily repaired. 

If the Ravens’ ship remained seaworthy.

The vessel had been damaged in events tied to the storm that had seen them marooned in Vinland not so long ago. The hull had been sound then, the damage to mast and keelson. Still, that had been then, so they would have to check. 

Galin’s voice sounded out in the hall, the man softly repeating, “To work, work, work,” as he readied himself to join the others.

She still felt guilty over his wounding. 

He had been hit in the head by a rock thrown by Valefolk from a clifftop above them when she had ordered their vessel sailed into a bay to aid another Norse ship. An unfamiliar vessel. 

She had since been told by Agmundr that the vessel sounded like it had been commanded by Ineke, the red-haired woman who had led the same fleet of Icelanders he and his people had been part of, to head west. Ineke had been seeking Lakeland, where her birthmother, Aldis, ruled alongside Thoromr in the Hall of Wolves.

Gylla did not just wonder if the young woman had made it to Lakeland, but what bloody turmoil might be unfolding because of her arrival.

She would find out soon enough.

Regardless of all that, Galin’s injury had slowly healed, much to Gylla’s surprise, although he was changed. He was still a big and strong man, but he no longer spoke much and was clumsy in his movements. Whilst she was thankful for his recovery, the guilt she felt never left her.

Galin did not seem to hold a grudge for his injury, so she tried to involve him in as much of their work as she could. The fact some found his new way of speaking – his eerie and oddly timed repetitions – uncomfortable, only made her more determined to help her crewman.

Gylla had reconciled herself to the possibility she would not be returning to Godsland and her children before the snows came. In fact, there was something in the air that morning that told her even if she had a ship ready to take now, and sailed under the rising autumn sun before her, she would still fail to make it home before the first snows shrouded the Hall of Ravens.

To winter in Vinland meant she would also not see her mother and father, Gudrid and Eskil. She would even miss her brother, Ulfarr, and his wife, Fair Brynn.

Gylla missed all of Godsland and everyone back there.

She heard movement close behind her, so turned. 

It was Bjorn, him reaching to put a hand on her shoulder as he leaned in. “Good morning.”

She smiled, but it faltered, so she turned back to the light of the new day.

He knew what troubled her. “We will get home. Not today, nor perhaps this season, but we will soon enough. We will then see our children and everyone else again.”

Gylla had been feeling sombre, but Bjorn’s appearance made that mood fade. He was a big man, and while she was the proud daughter of Eskil the Founder and had made hard decisions and taken great risks, she could only do so because her husband, just like now, stood behind her to offer his support whether she needed it or not.

She knew the two of them together would do great things.

Gylla replied to him with her customary wit, “It will be good to see all of them once we have finished here, except for Ulfarr, of course.” She gave a wink before continuing, “To be fair, I suppose my brother could benefit from some more sailing lessons.”

Bjorn laughed as he squeezed her shoulder and then said, “Come now, he may not be as good a sailor as you, but there are many who are worse. Regardless, we should get our day underway. We have a lot to do.”

Gylla could only agree, noting those who were going out with them looked to be ready, including Galin. The man lumbered forward, a pink scar at one side of his forehead. Seeing her, he smiled and said, “Raven, raven, raven.”
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While some of the marooned Ravens would spend the day fishing and hunting with Icelanders from the hall, so they could contribute towards building up the settlement’s winter stores, the remaining Ravens would head
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