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The wind, a ceaseless lament, scoured the northern lands, stripping them bare. It whistled through the skeletal branches of ancient pines, keen as a sharpened blade, and moaned around the squat, turf-roofed longhouses of the clan. Here, in the ice-bitten north, where the world itself seemed to hold its breath in the face of an eternal winter, gods were not distant whispers but shadows that stretched long across the snow, their breath visible in the biting air.




Yrsa, at twenty-six winters, was young for a seeress, yet her sight was keen, sharper than many who had lived twice her years. Her grandmother, the elder seeress, had often said Yrsa saw too much, too soon, a burden for one so vibrant. But tonight, as the last sliver of the moon—thin as a fingernail paring—struggled against the encroaching clouds, Yrsa wished with a fervor that stole her breath that she had seen nothing at all.

She knelt by the hearth, the fire’s warmth a meager comfort against the chill that seemed to seep not merely from the stone walls but from the very air itself. The flickering light danced across the intricate patterns carved into the wooden pillars, illuminating the familiar faces of her kin, now sleeping soundly in their berths. A baby’s soft cry from the far end of the longhouse was quickly hushed. The rhythmic breathing of her sleeping family, the crackle of the fire, the distant howl of a wolf – these were the sounds of life, of peace, of the world as it should be. Yet, they seemed to mock her, for in her mind’s eye, a different scene unfolded, a tapestry woven with threads of despair.

It had come upon her without warning, a sudden, brutal rending of the veil. One moment, she was tending the fire, her thoughts on the morrow’s chores, on the persistent ache in her grandmother’s joints. The next, she was elsewhere, adrift in a swirling vortex of shadows and sound, a place beyond the waking world yet as real as the hearth stones beneath her knees. The air in that space was thick with the scent of ice and ash, tasting of iron and fear. And then she saw it.

The moon, not a sliver, but full and pregnant with its silvery light, hung in a sky the color of a bruised plum. It pulsed with an ethereal glow, casting long, dancing shadows across a landscape that was both familiar and utterly alien—the snow-covered peaks of the mountains that guarded her clan’s valley, the twisted shapes of ancient firs, and in the foreground, the very longhouses of her people, nestled like slumbering beasts. But something was wrong. Terribly wrong.

From the east, a single raven, a mote of darkness against the moon’s brilliance, appeared. Then another, and another, until the sky was thick with them, a churning, flapping mass of obsidian wings. They came not like a scattered flock, but as a deliberate, purposeful wave, a living tide of blackness. And they flew not past the moon, nor beneath it, but straight for it.

Yrsa watched, her throat constricting, as the first raven reached the moon’s luminous disc. It did not merely pass by; it struck it, as if the moon were a physical thing, a great, pale fruit. A shimmer, like disturbed water, ran across the moon’s surface. Then, impossibly, the raven bit. And a piece of the moon, a sliver of its radiant light, simply vanished, consumed by the feathered maw.

Horror, cold and sharp as a shard of ice, pierced Yrsa’s heart. More ravens followed, a relentless, insatiable murder. They descended upon the moon, a living shroud, their beaks tearing at its very essence, their wings beating a muffled drumbeat of doom. The light of the moon dimmed, faltered, then began to fade, devoured piece by agonizing piece. The air thrummed with the sound of their tearing, a sickening rending that echoed deep within Yrsa’s bones.

The landscape beneath, once bathed in the moon’s serene glow, was plunged into an oppressive gloom. The snow lost its sparkle, the trees became monstrous silhouettes, and the longhouses—her home, her clan’s refuge—were swallowed by the encroaching shadows. Darkness spread, absolute and suffocating, and with it came a silence so profound it was more terrifying than any scream. The wind, which had always sung its mournful song, died. The world became still, utterly, terrifyingly still.

And then, she saw her clan. Or rather, she saw what remained of them. Not bodies, not a scene of carnage, but an absence. A void. The longhouses stood, dark and empty, like forgotten tombs. No smoke curled from their vents, no dogs barked, no children cried. There was only the bitter cold, the oppressive silence, and the knowledge, searing and absolute, that they were gone. All of them. In the span of a single moonless night.

The vision had wrenched her back to her body with a force that left her gasping, sweat beading on her brow despite the chill. The scent of woodsmoke filled her nostrils, not the bitter tang of ash. The soft snores of her father, not the silence of death. Yet the cold dread remained, clinging to her like a shroud.

Fourteen nights. The knowledge had been pressed into her mind with the vision, clear as a runic inscription. Fourteen nights until the moon would be utterly consumed, and with it, her clan.

She had stumbled from the longhouse, wrapped in a thick wool cloak, the moment the first tremor of dawn painted the eastern sky. The air had been sharp, invigorating, yet she felt as though she were suffocating. The elders were gathered, as they were every morning, by the sacred circle of runestones, their weathered faces etched with the wisdom of countless winters, their eyes keen even in their age. Old Jarl Gunnar, his beard as white as the snows he had seen, stood at the center, his voice a gravelly rumble as he discussed the morning’s hunt.

“The snows are deep,” he was saying, “but the deer will be driven down from the higher slopes. A good hunt to fill the larders before the deepest cold settles.”

Yrsa had walked among them, her footsteps light despite the leaden fear in her heart. She knelt before Jarl Gunnar, her voice, when it came, a raw whisper. “Jarl Gunnar, elders. I have seen a vision.”

Their faces, initially marked by curiosity, had hardened. Old Elara, the clan’s oldest woman, her face a map of wrinkles, had clucked her tongue. “Visions,” she’d said, her voice dry as dead leaves. “The province of old women and dying men, child. What trouble has your sleep woven for you?”

“The moon,” Yrsa had insisted, her voice gaining strength, her urgency burning. “It is devoured by ravens. And in fourteen nights, our clan… our clan will perish.”

Silence had fallen, heavy and uncomfortable. Jarl Gunnar had stroked his beard, his eyes, usually so keen, now clouded with a weariness that had nothing to do with age. “Dreams are but reflections of waking thoughts, Yrsa. Perhaps you have dwelled too long on the whispers of hardship, the lean times that always come with winter.”

“This was no dream,” Yrsa had retorted, her voice rising, bordering on desperation. “It was as real as the stones beneath our feet. I saw it! The moon, consumed! Our longhouses, empty!”

A ripple of murmurs had spread among the elders. Some shook their heads, pity in their eyes. Others averted their gaze, as if her words were an ill omen in themselves.

“Child,” said Borghild, the clan’s healer, her voice gentle but firm. “The moon has always waxed and waned. It has been so since the beginning, and so it shall be until the end. Ravens are but birds, carrion-eaters. They do not devour the heavens.”

“But this was different!” Yrsa cried, rising to her feet, her hands clasped tightly before her. “It was a hunger! They tore at it, piece by piece! And our clan… there was nothing left! Just… absence!”

Jarl Gunnar had sighed, a long, weary sound that seemed to carry the weight of countless winters. “Yrsa, you are a seeress, yes, and your grandmother speaks well of your gift. But some visions are meant only to test our resolve, not to be taken as absolute truths. The gods are fickle, their messages often veiled in riddles. To believe every shadow is a threat is to live in constant fear.”

“But this was no shadow! It was the end!” Yrsa’s voice cracked. “Do you not understand? In fourteen nights! We must do something!”

“And what would you have us do, child?” asked Fjolnir, a grizzled hunter, his gaze fixed on the rising sun as if the very idea of change disturbed him. “Abandon our homes? Flee into the depths of winter, with no clear path, no knowledge of where to go? We are of this land, Yrsa. Our ancestors sleep beneath this snow. We do not abandon them for a fearful dream.”

“It is not a dream!” Her voice was hoarse, her throat raw with the effort of being heard, of being believed. “It is a warning! A death-omen!”

Jarl Gunnar’s eyes met hers, and in their depths, she saw not anger, but a profound weariness, the burden of leadership in a harsh land. “Yrsa, we have faced hardship before. We have seen winters that would break lesser folk. We trust in the gods, in our strength, in the wisdom passed down through generations. This… this vision of yours, it is a heavy thing to bear for one so young. Perhaps a period of quiet reflection, of prayer, would serve you better than this frantic talk.”

And with that, the conversation had ended. The elders had turned back to their discussions of the hunt, of the coming snows, of the mundane realities of survival. Yrsa stood among them, feeling as though she were screaming into a deafening wind, her words snatched away before they could even reach their ears.

She had watched them, her heart a cold knot in her chest, as they dispersed, their backs to her. They scoffed. They dismissed. They saw only the ravings of a young woman burdened by a grim imagination. They would not listen. They would not act. And in fourteen nights, they would perish.

The realization struck her with the force of a physical blow, stealing her breath. She was alone in this knowledge, alone in her terror. The weight of her vision, the cold certainty of it, settled upon her shoulders, a burden that threatened to crush her.

She looked to the west, where the sun, still low, painted the snows in hues of rose and gold. It was a beautiful, deceptive light. Beyond the familiar, comforting shapes of the longhouses lay the forest, dark and brooding, a wall of ancient trees that stretched to the horizon. The frost-cracked forest, where the veil between worlds thinned, where the old gods still walked, forgotten by many, but remembered by some.

Her grandmother had spoken of such places, places where the world of men bled into the realms of spirit, where bargains could be struck, and fates could be altered. At a cost. Always at a cost.

But what was any cost, she wondered, her gaze fixed on the dark, enticing maw of the woods, if it meant saving her clan? If it meant stopping the ravenous maw of death that even now, she felt, was drawing closer, patiently waiting for the moon to be consumed?

A cold resolve, born of desperation and fierce love, hardened her jaw. The elders would not listen. Then she would act. Alone. She would seek out the forgotten paths, the whispered names, the ancient powers that slept beneath the snow. For if her clan was to be saved, it would not be by faith in the old ways, but by defiance. By a desperate, unholy bargain. For in the ice-bitten north, where the wind spoke in tongues, and the gods walked in shadow, a seeress, young as she was, would unravel death’s tapestry, one thread at a time. Even if the cost meant becoming a monster herself. Anything to stop the ravens from eating the moon. Anything to save her family from the moonless night.
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The morning air, usually a sharp tonic that invigorated the spirit, felt like a shroud of ice pressing down on Yrsa. The sun, a pale disc above the eastern peaks, offered little warmth, its light mocking the chill that had settled deep within her bones. She had come directly from the vision, the raw terror of it still a tangible thing, clinging to her like a second skin. Her breath plumed in the frigid air, each exhalation a visible testament to the fear that gnawed at her.

She found them as she knew she would, gathered around the sacred circle of runestones, where the clan’s most ancient laws and prophecies were etched into the very rock. The elders, their faces weathered maps of countless winters, stood with the grave dignity that came from bearing the weight of generations. Old Jarl Gunnar, his beard a cascade of white that rivaled the driven snow, stood at the center, his broad shoulders slightly stooped by age but his eyes still sharp as a hawk’s. Beside him stood Borghild, the healer, her silver braids intertwined with protective amulets, and Fjolnir, the master hunter, his gaze ever scanning the horizon, even within the confines of the stone circle.

As Yrsa approached, her steps quick and desperate, a hush fell over their low murmurs. Their eyes, accustomed to reading the nuances of the natural world, turned to her, some with mild curiosity, others with the distant, appraising look given to a child who had stumbled into adult conversation.

“Jarl Gunnar, Elders,” Yrsa began, her voice hoarse, raw from the urgency that choked her throat. “I have seen a vision. A terrible one.”

Old Elara, her face a web of wrinkles around eyes that seemed to have witnessed every sorrow under the sky, was the first to speak. Her voice, dry as withered leaves scraped across ice, held a hint of amusement, though her lips remained unsmiling. “Visions, child? Has your grandmother’s influence finally taken hold, then? Dreams are but fleeting shadows, easily mistaken for truth.”

Yrsa ignored the dismissive tone, her eyes fixed on Jarl Gunnar, pleading with him to truly see her, to understand the weight of what she carried. “This was no dream, Elara. It was as real as the stones we stand upon. The moon… it was devoured. By ravens. A murder of ravens, a tide of black wings, consuming its light, piece by piece, until nothing remained but darkness.”

A ripple of discomfort, like a cold draft, ran through the gathered elders. Fjolnir shifted his weight, his hand absently going to the axe at his belt. Borghild’s brow furrowed, her gaze, usually so gentle, now tinged with something akin to apprehension.

Jarl Gunnar stroked his magnificent beard, his eyes, usually so keen, now seeming to peer into a distant, unseen future. “The moon waxes and wanes, Yrsa. It has always done so. It is the natural order. And ravens are but birds, carrion-eaters, not devourers of the heavens.” His voice was deep, a steady rumble, meant to soothe, to reassure. But to Yrsa, it felt like a wall, impenetrable and unyielding.

“But this was different!” Yrsa insisted, her voice rising, bordering on a desperate cry. “It was a hunger! They tore at it, like a beast at fresh kill! And with its passing, our clan… our longhouses… they were empty. Silent. Gone.” The last word was a whisper, a breath stolen by fear.

Borghild stepped forward, her expression softening, her hands reaching out as if to gently cup Yrsa’s face. “Child, you are young. Your gift is new, still untamed. It is easy for the mind to conjure fears from the shadows of sleep. The lean times always cast long shadows, and a seeress, especially one as… imaginative as you, might mistake those shadows for something more.” Her voice was soft, laced with a pity that grated on Yrsa’s nerves more than outright anger would have.

“Imaginative?” Yrsa stared at her, incredulous. “I saw our people, gone! In fourteen nights! The vision was clear, precise. There was no mistaking it for mere fancy.”

“Precise, you say?” Old Thorkell, his face a craggy landscape of age and skepticism, scoffed, a dry, rattling sound. “How precise can a dream be? Did it tell you which ravens? From what nest they came? Or perhaps the precise angle of their beaks as they tore at the moon?” A few low chuckles rippled among the more junior elders, quickly stifled by a sharp glance from Jarl Gunnar.

“It told me the moon would be gone,” Yrsa retorted, her voice trembling with frustration, “and our clan with it. In fourteen nights.” The urgency in her voice was a palpable thing, a desperate plea for them to truly hear her.

Jarl Gunnar’s eyes narrowed slightly, a familiar sign that his patience, though vast, was beginning to wear thin. “Yrsa, we honor your gift. Your grandmother speaks highly of your sight, even if it is sometimes prone to… exuberance. But we are a people of the earth, of the hunt, of the axe and the longship. We face what is real. And a dream, however vivid, is not real. Not in the way a coming blizzard is real, or a wolf pack at the edge of the settlement.”

“But this is real!” Yrsa cried, her voice cracking, her arms gesturing wildly as if to encompass the unseen threat. “The threat is as real as the ice on the peaks! As real as the hunger in winter! Can you not feel it? The cold dread of it?”

Fjolnir stepped forward then, his rugged face impassive. “Fear is a poor counsel, Yrsa. It makes men see enemies in shadows and omens in the flight of birds. To flee our homes, to abandon the graves of our ancestors, to wander into the unforgiving winter simply because of a vision… that is madness. That is what kills a clan, not some ethereal raven-god.” His tone was firm, dismissive, the voice of a man who dealt in the brutal practicalities of survival, not the shifting mists of prophecy.

“But if we do nothing, we will all die!” Yrsa screamed, the words tearing from her throat, raw and desperate. “Do you not understand? This is a warning! A death-omen!”

A heavy silence descended, broken only by the mournful whisper of the wind through the runestones. Jarl Gunnar looked at her, his expression a complex mixture of pity, exasperation, and perhaps a touch of regret.

“Yrsa,” he said, his voice softer now, but with an underlying steel that brooked no argument. “You are young. Your spirit is bright, and your heart, I have no doubt, is true. But perhaps you have dwelled too long on the whispers of hardship, on the tales of gods and monsters. A seeress’s path is not merely to see, but to interpret. And sometimes, child, the greatest wisdom lies in knowing what to dismiss, what to let pass like the wind.”

He paused, then continued, his gaze sweeping over the other elders, reinforcing their unspoken agreement. “We have faced hardship before. We have seen winters that would break lesser folk. We trust in the gods, yes, but we trust more in the strength of our arms, the cunning of our minds, and the wisdom passed down through generations. This… this vision of yours, it is a heavy thing to bear for one so young. Perhaps a period of quiet reflection, of prayer to the All-Father, would serve you better than this frantic talk.”

Elara nodded, her lips pursed. “Aye. Go to your grandmother, child. Let her guide your sight. She understands the nature of such things. Not every stirring of the mind is a prophecy.”

Yrsa stared at them, her chest heaving, the bitter taste of defeat filling her mouth. Their faces were kind, some of them, but their eyes held an unyielding conviction. They were not malicious, not uncaring. They simply did not believe her. They saw a frightened, overimaginative girl, not a seeress burdened by a terrible truth. They were anchored to the earth, to the tangible, to the cycle of seasons and the predictable patterns of life and death. A devouring moon, a clan vanishing into thin air – such things lay outside their understanding, beyond their acceptance.

The weight of her solitude pressed down on her, heavier than any cloak. She was alone in this. Alone with the knowledge of their impending doom. The image of the moon, black and hollowed out by the ravenous flock, seared itself into her mind. The silence of the empty longhouses echoed in her ears.

A cold, hard knot formed in her stomach, pushing aside the fear and despair. If they would not listen, if they would not act, then she would.

She turned from them, her back straight despite the tremor in her knees. She could feel their gazes on her, pitying, perhaps a little exasperated. But she no longer cared. Their dismissal, their polite disbelief, only solidified her resolve.

As she walked away from the sacred circle, away from the warmth of their collective comfort and their stubborn refusal to see, she looked to the west. The sun, still low, painted the snows in hues of rose and gold, deceptively beautiful. Beyond the familiar, comforting shapes of the longhouses, the frost-cracked forest loomed, a wall of ancient, gnarled trees that stretched to the horizon. It was a place whispered of in hushed tones, a place where the veil between worlds thinned, where the old gods still walked, forgotten by many, remembered by some.

Her grandmother had spoken of such places, places where the world of men bled into the realms of spirit, where bargains could be struck, and fates could be altered. At a cost. Always at a cost.

But what was any cost, she wondered, her gaze fixed on the dark, enticing maw of the woods, if it meant saving her clan? If it meant stopping the ravenous maw of death that even now, she felt, was drawing closer, patiently waiting for the moon to be consumed?

A desperate resolve, fierce and unyielding, hardened her jaw. The elders would not listen. Then she would act. Alone. She would seek out the forgotten paths, the whispered names, the ancient powers that slept beneath the snow. For if her clan was to be saved, it would not be by faith in the old ways, but by defiance. By a desperate, unholy bargain. For in the ice-bitten north, where the wind spoke in tongues, and the gods walked in shadow, a seeress, young as she was, would unravel death’s tapestry, one thread at a time. Even if the cost meant becoming a monster herself. Anything to stop the ravens from eating the moon. Anything to save her family from the moonless night.
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The chill that had settled into Yrsa’s bones did not recede with the passing days. If anything, it deepened, mirroring the pervasive dread that clung to her. Fourteen nights. The number echoed in her mind, a relentless drumbeat marking the inexorable march toward the vision’s terrifying culmination. The elders, rooted in their skepticism, continued their routines, their lives a comforting, maddeningly normal rhythm. They hunted, they tended fires, they spoke of the coming deep winter and the need for more stores. Yrsa watched them, a silent prophet of doom, feeling the invisible threads of fate tightening around them all.


Yet, as the third sun dipped below the horizon since her vision, the world around the clan began to subtly shift, whispering dark promises that only Yrsa seemed to hear. The first sign, small enough to be dismissed by those unwilling to see, came with the livestock.

Old Grettir, whose voice was as rough as the bark of an ancient oak, was the first to complain, his shouts carrying on the wind from the fenced enclosure where the clan’s shaggy goats and sheep huddled. “Three lambs gone! Vanished! Not a trace of blood, no tracks of wolf or bear!” His frustration, usually directed at a stubborn ram or a tangled rope, was laced with an unfamiliar tremor.

The elders, gathered by the longhouse fires that evening, murmured about a cunning fox, or perhaps a lone wolverine grown bold. Fjolnir, the master hunter, led a search party at first light, sweeping the snow-dusted slopes around the pastures. They returned with nothing but the grim set of their jaws. “No tracks,” Fjolnir reported, his voice tight. “Clean gone, as if the earth swallowed them whole. And the fences were intact.”

A few more sheep vanished over the next two days, then a calf, a sturdy beast that should have been too large for any single predator to carry off without leaving a trail. The disappearances were not violent, not messy. They were simply… absences. The creatures were there one moment, gone the next, leaving behind only an unsettling void. A flicker of unease began to stir in the clan, a quiet ripple beneath the surface of their everyday resilience. Even Jarl Gunnar, who had dismissed Yrsa’s vision with such certainty, frowned as he listened to the reports, stroking his white beard. But no one spoke of ravens, or of moons.

Then came the cold. A biting, relentless chill that descended upon the valley with an unholy haste. It was only the nascent stages of autumn, a time when the days should still hold a hint of mildness, when the rivers ran freely, and the last of the berries clung to their bushes. But the air grew sharper each day, the winds keener, carrying a biting edge that felt more like midwinter than early autumn.

The puddles by the longhouse doors, usually softened by the midday sun, remained glazed with a stubborn sheet of ice. The river, which ordinarily would
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