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og at kjære venner er slutten på historien min
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For Kristian, my little bear, love Dad




In the land of towering cliffs and deep green forests, by the silver waters of a winding fjord, lay the Viking village of Nordheim. And in that village lived a boy named Kristian.

Kristian had bright blue eyes like the summer sky and hair as golden as straw in the harvest sun. He was ten winters old, brave and clever, and full of questions about the world beyond the sea.

But more than anything—Kristian wanted to go Viking.
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His father, Olav the Hairy, was a great Sea King—a man so tall and broad he seemed carved from the mountains themselves. His beard was as wild as a bear’s mane, and his voice could be heard clear across the fjord.

Each early summer, Olav and his warriors boarded their mighty longship, the Hrásvelgr, and set sail across the sea. And every year, Kristian would beg to go too.
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“Please, Da, let me sail with you this year!” Kristian pleaded as the longship was being loaded with spears, shields, and salted fish.

Olav frowned beneath his thick brows. “Not yet, my son. You are strong and brave, but the sea gods Ægir and Ran and their seven daughters are tricky. They wait for the unwary, and I fear they would snatch you from my arms and pull you down into the deep.”
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Kristian was not one to give up.

The next day, he cleaned his father's sword, wiping every scratch and
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