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            Eyvind felt the shift immediately as the ship lurched, the clean movement of travel replaced by the chaotic instability of battle. The deck beneath him became uneven, unpredictable, the space around him narrowing as bodies pressed in from all sides.
"Hold!" a voice shouted from somewhere behind him, though it was quickly swallowed by the rising noise.
The first wave of attackers came over the side in a rush of movement, their faces set, their weapons already in motion. There was no time to think, no space for anything but reaction. Eyvind moved as he had been trained, his body acting with a precision that cut through the chaos, his focus narrowing to the immediate threat before him.
A blade came for him from the left, fast and direct. He turned into it, deflecting the strike with a controlled movement that carried the force away from his body. His own weapon followed through, not with reckless speed, but with deliberate intent, ending the exchange before it could extend further.
Around him, the battle surged, men shouting, striking, falling, the deck slick beneath their feet as the fight pressed tighter. Thorolf drove forward, his movements bold and aggressive, forcing space where there was none, his presence cutting a path through the press of bodies.
"Forward!" Thorolf shouted, his voice rising above the chaos. "Break them here!"

      

    

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​MANDOLIN PUBLISHING
Published by the Mandolin Publishing Group
 

[image: ]


All rights reserved. No part of this product may be reproduced, scanned, or distributed in any printed or electronic form, including information storage and retrieval systems (unless you're a time traveler with a flux capacitor, in which case, we might need to have a conversation) except in the case of brief quotations embedded in critical articles or reviews, for which we might just send you a thank-you note. Please refrain from pirating copyrighted materials like a rogue Viking raiding a sleepy coastal village; it’s a violation of the author’s rights, and no one wants to summon the wrath of the literary (or Viking) gods. Some names and characteristics of people mentioned have been changed because, honestly, it often makes more sense that way. Most events have been compressed. While this story is based on the real life of the main character, it’s a fictional narrative told through the delightful (and occasionally confused) perspective of said character. Places, depictions, descriptions, and names may have been altered for the sake of entertainment, because who doesn't love a little creative license?

​Copyright © Hilmarj Torgrim, 2026
 

​


​[image: ]

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​Chapter 1
Storm and Sorrow
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The night Eyvind was born, the sea flung itself against the black bones of western Norway as though it meant to tear Fjordane apart and drag every hall, every goat track, every weather-beaten post straight into its cold and foaming mouth. Wind came screaming down from the high dark ridges and through the narrow cuts of the land, shrilling around turf roofs and timber walls until even grown men paused to listen. Berle-Kari’s hall stood where it had been made to stand, stubborn and broad-backed above the water, with its roof heavy under rain and its carved beams dark with age and smoke, but even that strong place seemed to crouch beneath the force of the night. Servants moved quickly through the main room with lowered heads and tight mouths, feeding the fire, heating water, laying out cloth, saying little. The birth-chamber beyond the thick hanging wool was full of pain, breath, sweat, and the low, strained voices of women who knew the old work of bringing life through blood. Before dawn had broken over the fjord, before the first weak gray light had touched the water, a son came squalling into the world with hard fists and a fury of breath that made one of the older women mutter that this was no child meant for soft days. His mother did not rise to hear it.

For a time no one said the truth aloud, because truth had a weight of its own when it settled inside a hall. The midwife wiped the infant clean and bound him, and one of the women drew a cloth over the still face of the mother who had labored half the night and bled into the straw until the life ran out of her. Outside, the storm went on as if nothing had changed, and perhaps that was the sharpest cruelty of it. The sea still battered the shore. The rafters still groaned. The hounds still stirred by the hearth and then slept again. Yet in that chamber a woman was gone, and a child who would never know the warmth of her voice was placed into the arms of a servant because his father stood like a carved post at the threshold, broad and silent, rainwater still clinging to his cloak, staring first at the covered body and then at the red little scrap that had survived her. Berle-Kari was not a man given to public weakness. His grief came into his face only for a moment, and even then it was not the grief of a man undone, but of a man insulted by fate, as though the Norns themselves had dared to take from his house what was his. He stepped forward at last, laid one hand on the child’s small chest as if testing the strength there, and said that the boy had lived through a hard crossing into the world and so must be made harder still. The women glanced at one another over bent heads. There would be no softening of this loss under Berle-Kari’s roof. The mother would be mourned, but the child would be expected to justify the cost of his living.

So Eyvind’s life began under the shadow of two forces that would never entirely release him: the sea outside and the will of his father within. In later years men would say such beginnings shaped a soul before memory could do its work, and perhaps that was true. Fjordane was not a place that permitted frailty, not in weather, not in hunger, and not in spirit. The land itself seemed determined to test every living thing that dared cling to it. Great cliffs rose stern and gray over the water, scarred by ice and time, while narrow strips of earth between mountain and sea had to be wrung for every mouthful they yielded. Winters bit long and hard. Spring did not arrive so much as wrestle its way into the valleys. A man could lose sheep to cold, crops to rain, boats to storms, and sons to feud all in one bad year. Children born there learned early that warmth was never wasted, food was never taken for granted, and the sea, however beautiful when calm, was not a friend. It was a road, a grave, a giver, and a thief. It made traders of some men, raiders of others, and mourners of nearly all.

Berle-Kari understood that land better than most, and by the time Eyvind was four years old the boy had already begun to understand his father’s power, though not yet its full reach. Men came to the hall for judgment, for favor, for alliance, and sometimes for fear. Kari was not king, but in those western reaches there were many men who spoke carefully when his name was mentioned, and more who listened when he chose to speak. He had ships, retainers, livestock, kin ties, and the harder thing beneath all of those, which was presence. He was one of those men who filled a room merely by deciding to stand in it. Even at feast, when ale moved freely and laughter rose up into the smoke, Berle-Kari seemed less at ease than in command. He watched who drank too much, who whispered too long, who boasted beyond his station, who looked toward the benches where men of influence sat. He was the sort who remembered slights, measured favors, and taught those around him that strength meant little if it was not seen, feared, and obeyed.

Little Eyvind, solemn-eyed and quieter than many boys, watched him always. He watched from the edge of the benches with a crust of bread in his hand. He watched from the doorway when men arrived in sea-sprayed cloaks with news from other districts. He watched when his father stood over disputes with one hand resting on the pommel of his blade, not because he intended to draw it, but because he understood the language of reminder. By four, the child knew which men bowed their heads when Berle-Kari passed and which ones merely inclined them. He knew that servants moved quicker when his father’s voice flattened. He knew that laughter died when his father’s gaze hardened. He knew, too, though in the half-lit and confused way that children know terrible things, that he himself was measured. Not coddled, not cherished openly, but assessed. His father looked at him as a man looks at weather coming in over the water, judging what might yet be made of it, and whether it would strengthen the household or threaten it.

There were no gentle illusions allowed to grow around the boy. He was told early that his mother had died giving him life, not with tenderness, but with the severe plainness with which weather, blood, and debt were discussed under Berle-Kari’s roof. The lesson beneath the truth was sharper still. Life cost. A son must be worth raising. A weak branch in a strong family could not be allowed to rot the trunk. Others in the household might slip him an extra kindness, a warm scrap of wool, a sugared word, a hand smoothing his hair when the father was absent, but Berle-Kari did not waste himself in such gestures. Instead he lifted the child onto his arm and carried him outside into the cutting wind to look over the fjord and ask him what he saw. When Eyvind answered once, with the innocent foolishness of a very young boy, that he saw water and sky, Kari gripped the back of his neck and told him he saw roads, raiders, rivals, trade, hunger, and death, and if he wished to grow into a man of their line he had best begin learning the difference. The boy did not understand all the words, but he understood the humiliation of giving the wrong answer and the cold force of his father’s hand.

Yet if Berle-Kari ruled by fear, it was not the fear of a petty man. He had built something real in a hard place, and that reality pressed itself into Eyvind’s senses day after day. He saw the longships drawn up under gray skies, their hulls tar-dark and elegant as hunting beasts. He smelled wet wool, smoke, fish oil, iron, sour ale, and the salt that never quite left anything near the coast. He heard men speak of currents, rival chieftains, oaths, and weather with the same seriousness priests elsewhere might give to God. He learned that a household such as his father’s was not sustained by pride alone, but by endless labor and a readiness to act. Nets had to be mended. Timber had to be cut and cured. Stores had to be counted. Men had to be fed if they were to fight when called. Everything had purpose, and every purpose bent back, in one way or another, to the preservation of name and power.

That name loomed large over him long before he could bear its weight. He was not only Berle-Kari’s son. He was expected to become the proof that Berle-Kari’s strength would not die with him. In the hall the old stories were spoken, some with pride, some with warning. Ancestors who had crossed waters, taken spoils, held land, made enemies, and endured. Kin who had not bent when bent men might have prospered more easily. The blood of such people was treated almost as a living thing, something that demanded expression in each new generation. When Eyvind stumbled in the yard or hesitated before a snarling dog, someone would mutter that boys must harden young. When he stared too long at the gulls wheeling over the shore instead of attending to instruction, Berle-Kari’s mouth would thin and he would say that dreamers became corpses if they forgot where they stood. The child grew in the grip of expectation so constant that it felt as natural as the weather itself.

Still, even beneath such discipline, pieces of the boy’s nature were already forming in ways his father did not fully control. Eyvind did not have Thorolf’s future swagger yet, nor the loudness some men mistake for courage. He had watchfulness. He noticed before others did when the dogs lifted their heads toward the path, when a storm line changed shape over the water, when a servant hid a shaking hand after bad news. The same harsh country that hardened the body sharpened the eye. To survive in Fjordane was not only to endure force but to read signs before force arrived. In that, the child was learning one of the oldest lessons of the coast. The man who saw late often died early. The father valued toughness and obedience, but the land itself was teaching something subtler, that stillness could also be strength, and silence could mean not fear but thought.

By the time Eyvind was four, his mother had become less a memory than an absence with a shape. He knew where she had been buried. He knew that people sometimes looked at him and then away. He knew there were moments, rare and quickly hidden, when one of the older women in the household would cross herself in the old way over him and murmur that the dead had purchased him dearly. Berle-Kari never permitted mourning to soften the edge of the house, but the wound of that early death lingered all the same, and perhaps in some buried place the boy sensed that he had entered life by causing loss. Such knowledge, never fully spoken, can settle into a child like winter damp sinking into timber. It does not crack the beam at once, but over years it leaves its mark.

Outside, the world remained merciless and magnificent. The fjord shone blue-steel on clear mornings and black as forged iron when storm clouds rolled low. Seabirds cried over the surf. Snow gathered on the heights and glowed pale under moonlight. In summer the light lingered so long it seemed the day had forgotten how to end, and in winter darkness pressed close so early that firelight felt less like comfort than defiance. Fishermen vanished. Ships returned broken. Men came to feast after successful voyages with silver on their arms and laughter in their mouths, and months later other men came carrying tidings of blood. Eyvind was too young to follow every tale, but not too young to understand the feeling of them. This was a world where glory and grief were near neighbors and often entered by the same door.

Under the rule of Berle-Kari, there was no escaping the belief that Eyvind had been born for a purpose larger than himself. His father did not say this with tenderness or hope, but with certainty, as if the boy’s future had already been carved and only needed hammering into shape. He would learn the sea. He would learn weapons. He would learn men. He would learn when to bow and when to break another man’s pride for the insolence of expecting it. He would be made useful. He would not shame the blood that had gone before him. In quieter households such expectations might have sounded like blessings. In Berle-Kari’s hall they sounded more like commands delivered in advance of disobedience.

And so the child grew where storm met stone, under a father whose will was nearly as unyielding as either. His first cradle songs were the wind in the roof-thatch and the sea striking shore. His first inheritance was grief. His first teacher was fear. Yet around him burned the fierce life of western Norway, the hard brilliance of a people who survived by refusing softness, and somewhere in the midst of that stern beginning the first embers of Eyvind Lambi were taking hold, banked low, watched by no one, but not likely ever to go out.
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​Chapter 2
Bonds of Blood and Uttered Oath
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By the time Eyvind had reached his sixth winter, the hall of Berle-Kari had grown louder, fuller, and more tightly bound to the fates of others, for no household of strength could remain isolated for long without risking weakness. It was during these early years that his sister Salbjorg became not merely a presence within the hall, but a bridge to another line of power, her marriage shaping the direction of the family as surely as any raid or oath sworn at a king’s table. Eyvind was still young enough to sit close to the hearth and listen more than speak, yet old enough to understand that something important was unfolding when preparations began that reached beyond the ordinary rhythm of work and weather. Men came in from the coast with tidings. Cloaks were brushed and mended. Ale was brewed in greater quantity. Even the servants moved with a sharper purpose, for alliances were not made in quiet corners but in full view, with witnesses and weight behind every word.

Salbjorg Karadottir, though not loud in manner, carried herself with a steadiness that matched the house she had been raised in. Eyvind remembered the way she stood near their father, not shrinking from his presence but not challenging it either, a careful balance that few could maintain. When Kveldulf Bjalfason came to the hall, he did not arrive as a supplicant but as a man who understood his own worth. He was older than many of the men who followed Berle-Kari, broad and heavy with a presence that felt carved from something older than mere strength. There was a quiet in him that was different from Eyvind’s own watchfulness, a contained force that did not need to be displayed to be felt. When he spoke with Berle-Kari, the two men stood close, their voices low but firm, neither yielding ground easily, yet neither seeking open conflict. Eyvind watched from the edge of the hall, his small hands gripping the edge of a bench, trying to understand the shape of what was happening.

“You bring your house with you,” Berle-Kari said at one point, his tone measured, his gaze fixed on Kveldulf.

“I bring what is mine to offer,” Kveldulf replied, equally steady. “And I take nothing that is not given with full knowing.”

Their words were simple, yet Eyvind sensed the weight behind them, the way each phrase carried more than it seemed. This was not merely a marriage being arranged, but a joining of two lines that would strengthen both. When Salbjorg was brought forward, dressed more finely than Eyvind had ever seen her, the hall seemed to hold its breath for a moment. She did not look at the ground, nor did she lift her chin in defiance. She met Kveldulf’s gaze as an equal might, and something passed between them that Eyvind could not yet name, but would later recognize as understanding.

The marriage that followed bound the households together in a way that no single agreement could have done. With it came shared interests, shared obligations, and a merging of futures that extended beyond the two individuals at its center. For Eyvind, still only six, the immediate result was simpler and more personal. His sister was no longer only part of his father’s hall. She belonged also to another, and with that came change. He felt it in the way she was spoken of, in the way men now mentioned Kveldulf’s name alongside Berle-Kari’s as though the two were threads in the same weave.

In the years that followed, that weave grew tighter still with the births of Salbjorg’s sons. The first, Thorolf Kveldulfsson, arrived strong and loud, his presence filling whatever space he occupied almost from the moment he could stand. Eyvind was perhaps seven winters then, old enough to remember the first time the child was placed in his arms, wrapped tight and squirming with life. He had expected something fragile, something that required careful holding, but Thorolf kicked and strained against the cloth, his small face red with effort, as though he resented even that brief confinement.

“He’ll be trouble,” one of the older women muttered with a half-smile.

“He’ll be strong,” Berle-Kari corrected from where he stood nearby, watching.

Eyvind said nothing, but he looked down at the child and felt something unfamiliar take root, not fear, not duty, but a quiet recognition that this small, fierce life would one day stand beside him in ways neither of them yet understood. When the second son, Skalla-Grímr, was born, the contrast between the brothers became apparent even in their earliest years. Where Thorolf reached outward, quick to grab, quick to shout, Skalla-Grímr seemed to draw inward, his gaze lingering on things others overlooked, his silence carrying a different kind of weight.

By the time Eyvind reached eight winters, the presence of his nephews had become a constant in his life. They were no longer infants to be passed from hand to hand, but small boys who followed where they could, learning the same early lessons of the hall and yard. Thorolf, even then, sought the center of every gathering, pushing forward, demanding attention, eager to prove himself in ways that often bordered on recklessness. Skalla-Grímr stayed closer to the edges, watching, thinking, his movements more deliberate, though no less intense for their quietness. Eyvind found himself between them, not by choice but by nature, drawn into their games, their small conflicts, their early attempts at imitation of the men they would one day become.

“Come on, Eyvind,” Thorolf would shout, already running ahead with a stick in hand, striking at invisible foes. “You take the front. I’ll come from the side.”

“You always take the front,” Eyvind replied once, his voice calmer, though he followed all the same.

“That’s because I win,” Thorolf answered without hesitation, grinning back over his shoulder.

Skalla-Grímr, standing a little apart, would watch the exchange before stepping in with a bluntness that cut through the moment. “Winning isn’t shouting the loudest,” he said, his tone flat. “It’s knowing when to stop.”

Thorolf snorted at that, dismissing it with a wave, but Eyvind did not. Even at that age, he felt the truth in both voices, the pull of action and the weight of thought, and he understood, though dimly, that his place among them was not to match one or the other, but to hold something of both.

Their early bonds were forged not in grand moments but in the small, repeated acts of shared experience. They ran along the edges of the fjord, climbed over rocks slick with spray, and watched the men at work with a hunger to understand. They listened when stories were told, sometimes grasping only pieces, but holding onto those pieces as if they were clues to a larger truth. When storms rolled in, they stood at the doorway of the hall, feeling the wind push against them, learning without words what kind of world they had been born into.

Eyvind, now nearing nine winters, began to feel the expectations placed upon him shift subtly in response to these growing connections. He was no longer only Berle-Kari’s son, measured against a father whose standards left little room for error. He was also the older kin to boys who looked to him, whether they admitted it or not, for example and direction. When Thorolf stumbled, he laughed and rose again, but when Skalla-Grímr fell, he studied the ground as if it had betrayed him. In both cases, Eyvind found himself reacting, sometimes offering a hand, sometimes saying nothing, but always aware that his actions carried weight.

Berle-Kari noticed this as well, though he spoke of it only rarely. One evening, as the fire burned low and the hall quieted, he watched the three boys together, their heads bent over some small contest of strength or skill. After a long moment, he spoke without looking directly at his son.

“They’ll follow something,” he said. “Better they learn to follow strength than foolishness.”

Eyvind did not answer at once. He kept his eyes on Thorolf and Skalla-Grímr, on the way one pushed forward and the other held back.

“And what is strength?” he asked finally, the question coming before he could stop it.

Berle-Kari’s gaze shifted then, sharp and assessing. “You’ll learn,” he said. “Or you won’t live long enough to need the answer.”

It was not comfort, nor was it meant to be. Yet in that moment, Eyvind felt again the weight of the path before him, now widened to include not only his own future but the lives of those bound to him by blood. The hall, the land, the sea, and the growing presence of his nephews all pressed inward, shaping him in ways he could not yet fully see. He stood between them, older but not yet grown, already part of something larger than himself, already feeling the first steady pull of a legacy that would not loosen its hold.
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