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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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Hearing I ask from the holy races,

From Heimdall’s sons, both high and low;

Thou wilt, Valfather, that well I relate

Old tales I remember of men long ago.

Völuspá 1
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Prophecies are often mysterious and obscure, frequently difficult to understand or easy to misinterpret. Yet it matters little what they foretell. The outcomes are inevitable. Regardless of who is involved and how hard one tries to escape, prophecies unfold as destined. They are absolutes, like the end of time, unavoidable even by the gods. What truly matters is how we journey down our fated path. Struggle, resist, deny, or denounce? Or accept, obey, celebrate, and rejoice? How will you meet your destiny?

The crack of splintering wood mixed with the clamor of shouts and commands. Makeshift torches flared to life, ignited from whatever could be found—table legs, kindling, anything that would burn. The Æsir had not brought enough wood to Vígríðr for a prolonged stay in the inky darkness. But no one was concerned about survival at this moment. Ragnarök was upon them. It was only a matter of time before the last of them would be swallowed by the endless void of Ginnungagap.

Líf stood beside the goddess Freyja in her war chariot. She was among the first to be given a torch for light. The loss of the sun, the last celestial source of luminescence, would not prevent the battle from continuing. At most, there would be a brief pause, granting all sides a fleeting respite, if even that.

The døkkálfar and the vargar, their massive wolves, were accustomed to hunting in total darkness. The dark elves were nearly blind, while the canines were eyeless. Both might be oblivious to the loss of illumination as they continued to lurk in the shadows, ready to strike. Yet, the døkkálfar were self-serving, not here to challenge either pantheon of gods but to specifically target Freyr and his elven followers. At this moment, the god had just returned from his rotation on the battlefield. Now it was his sister’s turn to take up arms.

Freyja angrily tossed her red-gold war braids over her shoulder, gripping the torch tightly while Líf held the reins as she needed both hands to steer the chariot. “This complicates things,” she said with a sigh of irritation.

“What do you want to do?” Líf asked, still finding it strange to speak so openly with one of the divine, though it felt far more comfortable than the first time. She was the last woman from Midgard, one of the final two humans left alive. All the others were dead. The spirits of many now comprised vast armies spread across Vígríðr—an immense flat plain created solely for this ultimate battle.

At death, the most elite warriors had been brought by valkyries to Valhalla to serve as einherjar in Odin’s army. The next tier of warriors, including shieldmaidens, comprised Freyja’s army. Common folk—farmers, wives, slaves, children, and others deemed unworthy—were relegated to Helheim, ruled by the corpse-goddess Hel. Her army followed Loki, Hel’s father, and were tasked with breaching the deities’ defenses. They, along with their far more terrifying counterparts, the draugar, had chosen to turn against the gods. Chosen. It was a chilling thought.

Everyone Líf had loved and known throughout her life had died—except for one. Thrasir, her husband, was the last man still alive. Together, they had journeyed through all nine realms of Yggdrasil, the cosmic ash tree, on a quest to save humanity. Little had they known that everything was coming to an end. Now, they had arrived to serve the gods in their final stand.

Somewhere in the vast darkness lay the enemy camps, including those of Loki and Hrym. Although Loki carried jötunn blood, he did not receive the same respect afforded to the other giants. Perhaps calling it respect was an exaggeration. The jötnar were clan based, loyal to their own leaders, and often fought just as fiercely against the other clans as they did against the gods. However, the coming of Ragnarök had altered the dynamics.

For the first time since their creation, the giants had elected a single leader to rally behind—Hrym. He maintained his authority through his ruthless resolve. Both pantheons of gods, the Æsir and the Vanir, were wary of him, with the possible exceptions of Thor and Odin. Yet since the battle began, neither deity had managed to draw close to Hrym.

“I cannot fight while holding a torch,” Freyja admitted candidly. Scanning the rows of warriors behind her, she added, “I need to find someone to serve as my light bearer.”

“Thrasir!” The name escaped Líf’s lips before she could think. She did not want to keep him from fighting, as he was highly skilled, but knowing where he was and if he were still alive would ease her worries.

Freyja sighed, “Very well. Find him.”

Líf dismounted the chariot and began searching among the remnants of the goddess’s battered army. It was significantly smaller now, largely due to the poor leadership of Freyja’s late husband, Óðr. The goddess should have been in command from the beginning. Yet, it had always been challenging, even for the gods, to recognize the value of a female.

“They had their reasons.” The high-pitched reminder came from Thray, Líf’s personal guardian spirit. Known as fylgjur, these iridescent beings in the form of animals were part of what comprised a person. The other components included hamr, the physical body; hugr, the source of thought and soul; and hamingjur, the personal luck passed down through bloodlines. Both hamingjur and fylgjur were female and were meant to be invisible to mortals. Líf had been born with the gift to see and communicate with each person’s fylgjur, while Thrasir had the ability to perceive hamingjur. Now, only Líf and Thrasir’s fylgjur remained.

Thray, a small squirrel, easily rode on the woman’s shoulders or perched atop her brilliant red hair. However, now that Líf wore a helmet, Thray was deterred from clambering atop the smooth polished metal.

Líf groaned as she searched for the familiar silhouette of her husband and his bear-shaped fylgja. She did not need a torch for this; fylgjur glowed in the dark, their ever-changing fur coats resembled multi-colored lanterns that illuminated their whereabouts. It did not take long to spot Thrasir. He was standing next to the hugr of her sister and another spirit known as Skeggi.

The dead were just as tangible here on Vígríðr as they had been in life, along with their weapons. A strike from a hugr’s axe was just as lethal as a blow from a jötunn’s club. Líf’s injured leg was proof of that.

She had been shot in the thigh by a rogue arrow. After receiving a few stitches and clean bandaging, along with a potion brewed to dull the pain, Líf was now prepared to serve as charioteer for Freyja. This was preferable to standing on the sidelines, watching others fight and die before her eyes. Though she might not be fit to wield a spear, she could still demonstrate her worth. She had value—no one could question that.

“Thrasir, Freyja has selected you to serve as her torchbearer.”

The squirrel sniffed, and Líf tried to ignore her fylgja.

Thrasir looked as though he was about to question this but clamped his mouth shut and followed her to the front of the army. As they walked—though she limped—Líf explained, “I will be driving Freyja’s chariot. Please don’t chastise me.”

“It will be dangerous.” Thrasir’s heavily accented words came out as more of a statement than a rebuke.

Líf loved the sound of his voice, especially the way he emphasized different syllables compared to her people. “Then I am lucky to have you by my side,” she assured him.

Thrasir might have thought the darkness was enough to hide his expression, but the glow from their fylgjur was strong indeed. Líf caught his sidelong glance and noted the corners of his mouth turn up.

Freyja was waiting impatiently, seemingly unconcerned about the nearly nonexistent lighting. She was eager to take to the field and lead the remnants of her fierce followers to victory. But would there even be such a thing?

Laying down his spear at his feet, Thrasir held the crackling torch beside Líf while the Ásynja stood behind them. With a flick of the woman’s wrists, Freyja’s pair of enormous felines began pulling the chariot into the darkness.

“Can they see?” Thray asked in her high-pitched voice.

Freyja answered, confirming that both the Æsir and Vanir could also see the spirit guardians. “They are cats. They need only a little light to aid them.”

Thrasir’s torch would suffice for now, but their time on the field would be limited to how long it could stay lit. Líf hoped Thrasir




























d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
THE

UARDIAN'S

PEAKER

VOLUME 16

sooense KATHARINE E. WIBELL =556





d2d_images/image001.png
STHE (GUARDIANS
HPEAKER

VOLUME §IXTEEN





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/image000.png
CTHE (GUARDIANS
HPEAKER

VOLUME §IXTEEN





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/image005.png





d2d_images/image004.png
CTAE GGUARDIANS
SPEAKER

\OLLIE ST





