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For those who were silenced—
whose stories were never carved into stone,
but carried in breath and bone.
And for the last ones who remember.
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“When memory fails, only myth survives.
And even myth forgets its maker.”
— The Skald’s Fragment
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What happens when a country forgets its own name?
When its gods are buried, its language silenced, and its kings remembered only in borrowed ink?
The Rune Breaks is not just a story about Vikings, saints, or wars. It is a story about memory—what we fight to preserve, and what we allow to vanish. It is about erasure not by fire and sword, but by signatures, scrolls, and silence.

This book began as a question:
What if one man—just one—could witness the collapse of his culture, again and again, across centuries?
Not immortal. Not divine. Just chosen by something older than gods. A skald who didn’t die when his time ended—but instead became memory itself.
Bjørn Skaldsson is that man.
But he isn’t a hero.
He’s a ghost walking through forgotten rooms of history.
You’ll walk with him through the burning of temples. The fall of kings. The plague years. The day Norway’s crown was signed away. You’ll meet Ingrid Halvorsen, a historian who follows the cracks in the stone and finds herself standing face to face with the myth.

This is a blend of fact and fiction, poetry and prose, faith and forgetting. Wherever possible, historical details—laws, dates, rulers, and rituals—have been drawn from the record. Wherever necessary, they’ve been reshaped by the Rune.

Because in this book, history is alive.

And like all living things, it remembers.
Or it breaks.
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Chapter I – The Stone Awakens
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Oslo – Present Day

The museum exhaled its final breath.

Lights dimmed one by one, each fading bulb a soft sigh in the silence. Fluorescents buzzed overhead, flickering like nervous stars above glass vitrines. The air was still, sterile, and stale with history. A lone security guard slouched at the front desk, scrolling through his phone with the posture of a man long abandoned by curiosity.

Only one visitor remained.

She stood in the Norse wing, where shadows leaned across the carved faces of ancient gods. Her silhouette was barely visible against the dim displays, but her presence was anything but ordinary. Dr. Ingrid Halvorsen—archaeologist, historian, and reluctant mystic—stood before a glass case, unmoving.

Inside lay a rune stone.

It was cracked down the middle, rimmed with dried moss, and streaked with veins of deep red that looked too much like blood to be coincidence. Unlike the other relics, it glowed faintly—not with electricity, but with memory. A soft internal light pulsed beneath the surface, like something trying to breathe.

Ingrid narrowed her eyes. Her hand went to her coat pocket, fingers brushing her phone. But she paused.

The temperature had dropped. Ten degrees, at least. Her breath fogged the glass. She could feel it in her bones— something was wrong. Not dangerous. Not yet. But wrong in a way that the rational mind refused to process.

Then the air folded behind her.

No noise. No gust. Just pressure. A subtle distortion, as if space itself had exhaled and collapsed inward. The lights flickered. Somewhere behind her, time twisted.

And then—the blue.

Not light. Not color. It was an absence. A cold tear in reality.

From within it stepped a man.

He was soaked in seawater and something darker. His fur cloak clung to him, heavy and matted. Blood glistened on his hands. His beard was unkempt, tangled with salt. And his eyes—his eyes saw too much.

He stood barefoot on polished marble floors, dripping onto the linoleum like a storm washed ashore.

Ingrid didn’t move.

He spoke in Old Norse, the words sharp and guttural.

“Hvaða ár er þetta? Hver er konungurinn núna?”

(“What year is this? Who is king now?”)

His voice carried weight, not just in volume but in presence. It didn’t feel like a question. It felt like a demand from something ancient.

Ingrid stared. “Who... who are you?”

The man turned his head slowly, scanning the room. He noticed the ceiling lights, the iron beams, the quiet buzz of the security camera. His gaze found the rune stone.

Without a word, he stepped forward.

He raised the haft of his axe—an old weapon, etched with runes too faded to read—and smashed the glass.

The case shattered.

Alarms shrieked. Sprinklers hissed. The air filled with static and mist.

The rune pulsed. Bright. Alive.

And then, the world broke.

Time tore open like a wound. The floor gave way. Blue light surged around them.

Ingrid screamed.

And then, they were gone.

Vestfold – Year of Our Lord 872

My name is Bjørn Skaldsson.

I have walked beside gods. I have fought under kings. I have buried brothers beneath smoking skies and sailed through fire and ice.

But all that came before the rune.

Before time bent around my soul.

Before I became legend.

The night before the battle, Harald Fairhair sharpened his sword beneath a black sky. His men prepared for conquest. His dreams were vast, violent, and filled with fire. The unification of Norway was close. The land itself trembled under his ambition.

I watched from the shadows.

I was not his man. Not his foe.

I was a skald. A wolf-walker. A cursed memory-keeper.

And I remembered everything.

Back in the Museum

Sprinklers hissed overhead. Smoke curled upward in gentle ribbons. The rune stone sat exposed, glowing faintly. Its light pulsed with purpose, like a heartbeat remembering how to beat.

Bjørn rose from the wreckage.

He looked older now wilder. As though the centuries he had passed through clung to him like a second skin. His eyes scanned the museum with confusion and disdain.

“Where is the sea?” he asked. “Where are the longships? Why are your halls so... ugly?”

Ingrid stood with her phone aimed at him. Her hands trembled. “You’re a lunatic,” she whispered. “A reenactor. Too much detail. You even speak fluent Old Norse.”

He pointed to the stone.

“That rune doesn’t lie.”

Then, he reached out.

His hand met the stone.

The light erupted again, but this time it didn’t explode— it pulled.

The air bent around them. Time twisted. The floor beneath them vanished.

And they fell—together—into the blue.
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