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			Chapter Three
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			Birkiþorp, 25 September/Haustmánuðr AD 875

			When Ivar came to, he found himself face down in a mound of springy moss, his cheek slightly damp from its inherent moisture. The nausea and dizziness still roiling inside him slowly died down, and he pushed himself on to his knees.

			‘Jesus! That was horrible,’ he muttered. But it had worked! At least, he thought so. He’d travelled through time, and now that he was here, he could barely believe it.

			Linnea had warned him about the side-effects that day when they’d attempted to time-travel together, but he hadn’t realised it would be quite this bad. He’d never felt anything like it; it was like being inside a tornado and unable to escape. Or one of those weird fairground rides where you stood against the wall of a rotating cylinder until it spun so fast you were plastered to the sides without your feet touching the ground. And much worse than when he’d had that strange vision in the museum storeroom.

			‘Yuck!’

			Taking a few steadying breaths, he clambered to his feet and picked up the sack that contained his spare clothing. He’d brought three extra shirts, two woollen tunics, a spare pair each of linen and woollen trousers, several pairs of socks, and some mittens and a hat. Right now he was wearing more of the same, covered by a cloak fastened on one shoulder with a small bronze brooch. At his belt hung a vicious knife honed to perfect sharpness, a pouch full of silver and gold, and another with things like a sewing kit and a crude razor. A hone stone was also attached to the belt, as well as an axe, hanging heavily on his hip. In addition, his fingers were covered in gold and silver rings, and he wore quite a collection of silver armbands, mostly concealed by the sleeves of his tunic. It felt weird – he wasn’t normally a jewellery kind of guy – but needs must, as they were the local currency. He hoped he’d come prepared for everything.

			He took in his surroundings. It would seem he’d ended up at the edge of a forest, and before him lay a settlement. It was prosperous, judging by the size of the main hall and the large number of outbuildings. He admired the slightly curved outline of the hall’s roof and the carvings around the doorway. The craftsmanship was exquisite and aesthetically pleasing, the patterns typically Viking in style. The sight of them sent a thrill through him, as they proved that he’d ended up in roughly the right time period. He would have liked to study them in detail, but now was not the time.

			There were people going about their daily business, dressed in what he considered the right type of clothing for this era. Another sign that his time-travelling had been a success. As he emerged from the shade of the trees, a few of them threw him surprised glances. He supposed most visitors arrived by boat rather than on foot. There was one medium-sized ship – again, the correct shape and build for this period – and several smaller boats tied up by a jetty to his right. It would appear the ship was being readied for a journey, as there was a steady stream of items being loaded.

			Ivar hesitated, then headed up the hill towards the main hall. He figured that would be the best place to start, as he could confirm that he’d ended up in the right era, and announce his presence in the least suspicious manner possible.

			Just as he reached the large double doors, which stood open, a man emerged. He was huge; taller than Ivar by several inches, and broad across the shoulders. He had a shock of white-blond hair, reminiscent of Haakon’s but much longer, and his piercing blue gaze immediately fastened on Ivar with a frown.

			‘Greetings,’ he said politely. ‘I am Haukr inn hvíti and this is my domain. Who might you be?’

			A little thrill raced through Ivar as he recognised the name – Haukr the White. It was one he was very familiar with from his youth. Back when he was only fourteen, Haakon and Mia had done an archaeological dig in this area, and they’d found a rune stone with the names of the Viking occupants of the site, including Haukr. Ivar couldn’t believe he’d been fortunate enough to run into this particular man first. What amazing good luck!

			He had decided not to embrace the Viking tradition of taking on his father’s name as a surname, as he’d hated the man. Instead of Hrolfsson – his father had been Rolf in Swedish, which would have been Hrolf in Old Norse – he’d keep the name he had grown up with. He therefore replied, ‘I am Ivar Thoresson, of no particular abode. I seek a kinsman, Thorald. I believe he resides here.’

			His Old Norse was pretty good, if not perfect, and this was a sentence he’d rehearsed many times. He hoped it didn’t sound too demanding or impolite. He didn’t know this Thorald’s surname, which was a shame, as the name could be a common one, but Linnea hadn’t told him what it might be. She’d probably never asked.

			Ivar had spent years listening to speculation about the man. His father had been obsessed with what he was convinced was their family’s Viking heritage, and had spent ages trying to learn more about this supposed ancestor. All he really had to go on was a sword that had been handed down from father to son through the generations, as well as a handful of stories that had been passed down as well. The sword had an inscription that read: I am Man-Slayer. Thorald carries me, but there were no further clues. Despite the fact that Ivar had generally avoided his father like the plague, the stories about Thorald had caught his imagination. He’d found himself listening in spite of himself, fascinated by a man who could inspire such tales. He must have been exceptional, and the desire to meet him had grown.

			When he had first realised that time travel was possible, the idea of meeting Thorald had taken shape. Then Linnea had mentioned someone of that name in passing; a neighbour of hers in the past. It had seemed like too much of a coincidence. Ivar wanted to grab the chance to confirm the man’s existence, and perhaps to see for himself what had made him worthy of remembrance. Of course, it could all be a pack of lies, or tall tales, but now he’d know for sure.

			Haukr brought his musings to a halt with what sounded like a snort of disbelief.

			‘As far as I know, Thorald has no kin.’ The giant crossed his arms over a massive chest and narrowed his eyes at Ivar, tilting his head to one side and regarding him for what seemed like ages. Those blue orbs bored into Ivar’s as if the man was trying to look into his very soul. Finally he said, ‘Come, let us go for a walk.’

			‘Er . . . why?’ Ivar wasn’t sure he wanted to go anywhere with this man. If he didn’t believe him to be Thorald’s kin, he might simply beat him to a pulp, or even kill him. And fit though Ivar was, he very much doubted he could best Haukr in a fight, no matter what he tried.

			‘We need to talk in private,’ the Viking hissed.

			Without waiting for a reply, he strode off towards a meadow at the back of the hall, where a herd of cows were grazing contentedly in the early autumn sunshine. They were smaller than the breeds Ivar was used to, and seemed to come in varying colours, but they looked healthy and well fed.

			Once they were out of earshot of the other people in the settlement, Haukr rounded on him. ‘You’re . . . from the future, aren’t you? Your speech is slightly strange and you’ve appeared out of nowhere. If you’d arrived by ship, someone would have informed me.’

			Ivar blinked. ‘What? How . . . ?’ The man’s words were totally unexpected and rendered him more or less speechless. He hadn’t thought that anyone other than Linnea and Sara’s husbands would be aware that time travel existed. The shock of Haukr’s accusation reverberated through him. How the hell was he supposed to answer him without knowing what his thoughts on the matter were?

			‘Listen, I assume you know Hrafn Eskilsson,’ Haukr continued. ‘He is one of my closest friends, so he entrusted his secret to me. I have, in fact, seen him vanish with my own eyes. I do not pretend to understand how it is done, and I am not much in favour of trolldomr. Magic, or rather the people who practise it, are not to be trusted, in my opinion. But I am aware that it exists and I need to know why you are here before I can allow you to see Thorald. He is my right-hand man and my foster-brother, and I value him highly.’ There was no let-up in the big man’s frown.

			‘I mean him no harm, I swear.’ Ivar held up his hands in the universal gesture of peace. ‘Yes, I am from the future. I am a descendant of his. I have a foster-family too. Hrafn’s wife Linnea is my foster-sister, but I am the last of my own line and no longer have any blood relatives in my time. Therefore I wished to meet Thorald. He . . . he is all I have left.’

			That was technically true, but he would never be without family as long as Haakon and Mia and their children were around. Haukr didn’t need to know that, though. Nor would Ivar tell him that the idea of finding Thorald had taken root and grown until he’d been compelled to act on it. It had become an obsession, and he would never have any peace of mind until he’d at least tried.

			Haukr regarded him in silence, as if trying to judge what manner of man he might be. ‘You’re Linnea’s brother? Hmm. I assume you wouldn’t claim as much unless you were sure she would confirm it.’

			‘She would, and Hrafn will vouch for me too, I promise you. If you wish to ask them before taking my word, I will understand.’

			‘No, no, I believe you, but how will you explain your presence here? As far as Thorald knows, he has no family.’ He gave Ivar another piercing look. ‘I will admit you are strikingly similar in appearance. He might accept the possibility.’

			Ivar shrugged. ‘A very distant connection?’ He’d rehearsed this part as well. ‘A cousin on his mother’s side who told me on her deathbed that Thorald was my kin?’

			‘Very well. You will have to prove yourself somehow. Show him you’re someone he can depend on. It will take time and patience. I warn you, he’s not one to trust easily. Do you still wish to try?’

			Ivar nodded. The way he saw it, he had no choice. He’d come this far and he wasn’t backing down now. This was something he needed to do, and if Thorald never accepted him, so be it. At least he would have made an attempt. And he would be able to observe and learn about everyday Viking life at the same time, which was his other reason for wanting to come here. It was a chance no archaeologist could possibly turn down.

			Haukr studied him for a moment, as if assessing him and weighing up his options. ‘You are sure you have no purpose here other than to become acquainted with your kinsman?’

			The image of a young woman with red-gold hair rose up inside Ivar’s mind, as it had done frequently in the last few days, but he suppressed it. He had no way of knowing what the vision had meant, or even if she was of this time. Judging by her clothing, she could be – those tortoise brooches were distinctly Viking age. If he was supposed to be part of her life in any way, only time would tell. It wasn’t his priority right now.

			‘No, you have my oath on it. If anything, I would do my utmost to protect Thorald, because if he should die without issue, I assume I will not exist.’ He hoped the man already had children, but if not, Ivar would need to make sure Thorald stayed alive long enough to father some.

			Haukr nodded curtly. ‘Very well. I believe you to be sincere. But rest assured that if any harm were to come to Thorald, I will hunt you down to the ends of Miðgarðr and beyond, and you’ll rue the day.’

			‘Understood.’

			‘Good, then let us go back.’

			Skiringssal, Vestfold, Haustmánuðr AD 875

			The king’s main hall was noisy and crowded, the fug of smoke, cooking smells and damp wool like a tangible wall as Ellisif entered with Ingibjorg and the other heiresses. She recoiled slightly and tried to take shallow breaths in order to avoid breathing it in. Her stomach was already queasy with nerves; she didn’t need anything else to add to that. They went to take their places at a table halfway down the length of one wall, but before she’d had a chance to sit down, her arm was snagged and she was pulled roughly round to bounce against a hard chest.

			‘You’re to come with me. Father wants you next to him.’

			She looked up into the face of one of Kári’s sons – which one, she had no idea. The man had at least five of them, so she’d been told, all by different wives and concubines. She’d seen them loitering around the place. This one had his father’s rather prominent nose and cold stare, but otherwise was nothing like the older man in appearance. He took a step back, as if he didn’t want to stand too close to her, but he didn’t let go of her arm. She shook herself loose.

			‘Why?’ She glared at him. Could she not be left in peace at least until after the wedding?

			He raised an eyebrow at her. ‘Why do you think? It is customary for betrothed couples to sit together, is it not?’

			‘I haven’t agreed to any such thing, no matter what the king might have said.’

			There was a flicker of something in the depths of his eyes – pity, and a grudging respect perhaps – but he shook his head as if she was deluded.

			‘We both know that makes no difference. Come.’

			He walked off without checking to see if she was following, as if he trusted her not to be stupid enough to resist. That, more than anything, made her do as he said. He was right, after all, and refusing to play along now would only raise suspicion. Perhaps get her punished or – the gods forbid – locked up. Then she would never be able to escape.

			As they reached a table much closer to the king’s, Kári’s son stopped. ‘Here she is, Father,’ he grunted, nodding at her.

			‘Good. Sit, woman.’

			Kári gestured with a half-eaten roast rib and indicated a place on the bench next to him. Ellisif sank down, trying her best to keep some distance between them. It was almost impossible, however, with so many people crammed into the hall. A young man squeezed in on her other side and seemed to have no compunction about pushing her closer to her intended. Gritting her teeth, she swallowed down her revulsion.

			The man made her skin crawl.

			It wasn’t merely the fact that Kári was so much older than her, with a face that had been ravaged by time. Jowly, with ruddy cheeks criss-crossed with visible veins and a nose that was red with large pores, he had the visage of someone who had lived a hard life. Much worse, though, was the look in his eyes as he glanced at her. A strange mixture of disapproval and lust that made her want to shudder, especially as his gaze lingered over the swell of her breasts. He leaned closer and his foul breath hit her, making her want to shrink away from him.

			‘You’ll do,’ he told her with a smirk. ‘And I’ll soon have you tamed, so you can take that haughty expression off your face right now.’

			His large hand landed on her thigh under the table, and he gripped it hard, squeezing her flesh until it burned. She hissed in a breath but didn’t cry out. She wouldn’t give him the satisfaction, but her defiance served merely to amuse him, judging by the chuckle she heard.

			‘Eat,’ he ordered. ‘I prefer women with a bit of flesh on their bones. You’re too thin by half.’

			She didn’t care what his preferences were, but helped herself to some food in order to have something to do. In truth, she wasn’t hungry and only managed to swallow a small amount. When his hand returned to fondle her leg, moving dangerously close to the junction between her thighs, she froze and stopped eating altogether.

			‘What’s the matter? Not a shy maiden, are you?’ Kári guffawed and pawed at her some more, his stubby fingers digging into her. ‘I would have thought þjódólfr had broken you in by now.’

			As if I’m a brood mare to be tamed! Bile rose in her throat, and she had visions of stabbing his hand with her eating knife, but she held still. She’d learned early on in her previous marriage that resistance only made things worse. And it wasn’t as though the man could bed her right now in the middle of the king’s hall. He was only trying to provoke her.

			She pretended indifference and took a sip of her ale, swallowing past the lump of misery that was rising in her throat. Kári might think he had the upper hand, but if anything, his actions this evening had only strengthened her resolve. One way or another, she’d escape. Nothing would make her marry the hateful man. Thankfully, he soon tired of the game and removed his hand as he focused on chatting to the man seated on his left. Ellisif drew a sigh of relief and took a bite of flatbread, chewing slowly.

			The young man on her other side nudged her with his shoulder to gain her attention. ‘I’m Ketill, the youngest of Father’s offspring. Most people call me Kell. You’re Ellisif, his new wife-to-be?’

			‘Yes.’ She was surprised that he had the manners to introduce himself, and regarded him out of the corner of her eye. Perhaps she had been wrong to think Kári had raised all his sons to be oafs like himself. Now that she studied him properly, Kell seemed rather young – eighteen or nineteen winters at the most – although he was big for his age. He was peering at her intently, but there was nothing except curiosity in the blue depths of his eyes.

			He refilled her ale mug from a nearby pitcher. ‘So where exactly are your holdings?’

			‘Rogaland. Not far from Hafrsfjordr. I thought your father would have told you.’

			Kell snorted and lowered his voice. ‘He doesn’t tell me anything. I’m the runt. I merely do as I’m bid.’

			‘I see.’ She had the feeling he imagined they were both in the same boat here, as she would soon be at his father’s beck and call as well. Or so he thought.

			‘Should I call you Mother?’ he asked.

			‘What? No!’ The thought of being this boy’s stepmother was ridiculous. When she turned to him to say as much, she caught the twinkle in his eyes and realised he was joking.

			He chuckled, a much nicer sound than the one his father had made earlier. ‘Do not worry, I wouldn’t presume. And you have my oath that I will try to help you in any way I can. Not that anyone really pays attention to me, but still . . .’

			‘Thank you.’ Ellisif was touched at his offer and almost sorry that she wouldn’t be getting to know him better. From what she could tell, he was sincere, and she didn’t doubt he would have tried to assist her if she asked. A shame that the only thing she really wanted wasn’t something he could be part of – running as far away from his father as possible.

			Kári left her alone for the rest of the meal and Kell didn’t say anything else either. When it was over, the younger man stood up and escorted her back to the other women, leaving her with Ingibjorg.

			‘I will see you soon,’ he said, before melting into the throng of people making their way outside.

			‘Sadly not,’ she muttered, but so quietly he didn’t hear her.

			A pity she hadn’t been asked to marry Kell. Young though he was, he would have made a much better husband than his father ever would, of that she was sure.

		

	
		
			

			Chapter Four
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			Birkiþorp, 25 September/Haustmánuðr AD 875

			Haukr had been right. Meeting Thorald for the first time was a bit like staring at himself in a wonky mirror. There was more than a passing resemblance between them, and people might have assumed the two of them were brothers. From what Ivar had gathered, his ancestor was actually younger than himself at this point in time – eight and twenty winters, Haukr had told him – but because life was tougher in Viking times, he imagined they looked about the same age.

			‘A kinsman, you say?’ Thorald’s scowl was not encouraging as the introductions were made, but with Haukr backing him up, Ivar felt relatively safe as he launched into his lies.

			‘That’s what I was told, and your jarl here seems to think we resemble each other.’ He shrugged. ‘My mother’s cousin could have been wrong, but as I have no one else, I thought it worth my while to come and seek you out.’

			Thorald glanced at his chieftain and rubbed his chin as if he was mulling it over. ‘I suppose it could be true. I never knew anyone on my mother’s side of the family. She died birthing me. My father brought me to Birkiþorp before I could walk and left me with Haukr’s parents. He died soon afterwards as well. I have been here ever since.’ He fixed Ivar with a penetrating gaze. ‘And you are just passing by?’

			‘Well, actually I was hoping there might be a more permanent place for me here, at least for a while. I have nowhere else to live right now and I’m willing to do almost anything.’ Secretly he hoped that wouldn’t mean shovelling manure or some such lowly task. He added, ‘I could go a-viking, of course, but thought I would visit you first.’

			‘You sound as though you’ve already been abroad,’ Thorald commented. ‘There’s something about your speech . . .’

			Ivar had anticipated this and Haukr had already noticed it as well. He knew that despite all his Old Norse lessons, there were bound to be words he didn’t know or grammar he got wrong. ‘I was raised mainly by foreign thrall women.’ He tried to make light of the matter by smiling and holding out his hands in a ‘what can you do?’ type of gesture. ‘I think their way of speaking rubbed off on me, but I’ll try to do better.’

			‘Hmm.’ His kinsman’s expression told him he wasn’t convinced, but it was the only explanation Ivar could come up with for now.

			‘You can train with us tomorrow and we shall see how well you handle yourself in a fight,’ Haukr decreed, clapping Ivar on the back. ‘Now let us all go and have our nattverðr. Ceri won’t want to be kept waiting.’

			Ceri was clearly his wife, and Ivar had to hide a smile of triumph. He’d already known that before he arrived here as well, and not because Linnea had told him. The rune stone that Mia and Haakon had found mentioned both Haukr and Ceri along with a daughter called Jorun, and it was extraordinary to think that he was now meeting them. He took a moment to allow the unreality of it all to wash over him. This was the ninth century and he was here actually talking to people whose bones he’d seen in a grave back in his own time. That was nigh-on impossible to get your head round.

			‘Come, sit next to me this evening. I want to hear what training you’ve done.’ Haukr pointed to the other end of the large hall, where a petite woman with dark chestnut-coloured curls waited in one of the two carved chairs set out in the place of honour. Ivar did a double-take. For a moment there, he’d thought Mia had also travelled back through time. Blinking, he realised this had to be Ceri. Her features were not really the same as Mia’s, merely vaguely similar at a distance. The hair and colouring were a close match, though.

			‘Thank you,’ he said, following the jarl. Thorald walked behind them, and Ivar was sure the man’s gaze was boring into him, but he pretended to be calm.

			So far, so good. He’d arrived safely, he hadn’t been killed on sight, and now it was up to him to make this work. Thank goodness for Haukr’s support; that certainly helped.

			As he took a seat between the jarl and Thorald, a little girl who had to be around ten or eleven peered round Ceri with blatant curiosity. Haukr noticed and smiled. ‘That’s my daughter, Jorun,’ he told Ivar. ‘She is mostly deaf, but if you look at her and speak slowly, she’ll understand you, and you will soon become used to her speech.’ He pointed to a child of about four sitting next to her. ‘And that is our son, Cadoc. We also have a daughter, Aase, and a two-month-old baby boy, Bryn. They’re both asleep already. At least, we hope so.’ He glanced fondly at his wife, who returned his gaze with a warm one of her own.

			Ivar smiled and waved at the children. ‘I am Ivar,’ he said, making sure he exaggerated his pronunciation so that Jorun could catch his words. When he winked at her, she giggled, while the boy simply stared at him with big, solemn eyes.

			‘You like children?’ Haukr held out a wooden mug for a servant to fill with ale, and Ivar followed suit.

			‘Yes, very much so.’

			‘You should marry, then, like my friend here has recently done.’ The man grinned at Thorald, a teasing glint in his eyes. ‘And here comes his beloved, Askhild Ásbjornsdóttir. Evening, cousin.’ He turned back to Ivar. ‘She’s a relative of mine, although I forget how, exactly, as is her brother, Álrik.’

			A woman who seemed to be a few years younger than Thorald took her place next to her husband. If they’d not been married for long, they obviously didn’t have children yet. That gave Ivar a twinge of unease but strengthened his determination to stick around and make sure the man lived long enough to father a whole brood of them. The way he was looking at Askhild, that shouldn’t be a problem. As soon as she’d appeared, it was clear he had eyes for no one else. Still, life was a lot more precarious in Viking times and anything could happen to either of them.

			Introductions were made, reluctantly on Thorald’s part, but Askhild didn’t question Ivar’s story. It was clear his ancestor wasn’t so easily persuaded, but the man couldn’t be blamed for that. Had he accepted it too readily, that would have been strange.

			The food arrived. Despite the fact that it was plentiful, it wasn’t the sort of fare Ivar was used to. Never a fusspot, he ate whatever was put in front of him with gratitude. His mother had died young, and for years he’d had to survive on microwave dinners or takeaways, as his father had never been interested in cooking. He’d mostly been out attending business dinners and Ivar was left to fend for himself, which was why, even many years later, he appreciated it very much whenever someone cooked for him.

			While eating and trying to keep up his end of the conversation, he let his gaze roam the hall. It was an impressive building and fairly new, judging by the colour of the beams and upright posts, which weren’t blackened by age or soot. He remembered that Haakon and Mia’s dig had uncovered the fact that the original hall had burned down and a new one had been erected in its place. Presumably this was the second one. He’d have to try and find out what had happened to the older version.

			Benches lined the room on two sides, all covered with furs and cushions to sit and sleep on. Woven and embroidered hangings covered the walls, colourful to the point of being garish, and on the end wall behind them hung an assortment of circular shields. In the centre of the room was a huge hearth built of stone, with several cauldrons suspended above it. The smoke from the fire permeated the atmosphere, but as it mostly rose towards the rafters, it didn’t make it difficult to breathe. He caught lots of other scents too – wool, damp soil and cooking, as well as the odour of animals and humans in close proximity. It was an assault on his senses, but his nose adjusted gradually and he grew used to it.

			I’m here! I’m really here, in the ninth century!

			He wanted to jump up and down like a little kid, shouting with joy. It was unreal, magical, but he’d been dreaming of this for ages now. Joy bubbled up inside him. He’d succeeded and the adventure had begun. But when he noticed his kinsman’s pensive gaze on him, he knew this wasn’t going to be easy. The man was clearly suspicious, and rightly so. It would take a huge effort to win him over, but Ivar was determined to try. He’d do anything to be allowed to stay here for a while, which was why his ears pricked up at the mention of travel.

			‘You are going somewhere?’ he asked Thorald, leaning forward slightly so that he could see the man’s expression.

			‘Yes. We are going to Hörðaland to take back Álrik’s domains.’ Thorald pointed to a teenager sitting on the other side of his wife. ‘Their uncle has usurped them, thinking the boy too weak to fight him, but he has new kin now and I will not let the matter rest until justice has been served.’

			Hörðaland – or Hordaland as Ivar was used to calling it – was a part of Norway on the west coast, around the modern-day city of Bergen. That was a long way to go for revenge, but he merely nodded. ‘I see.’

			‘You could come with us,’ Thorald bit out, although judging by his expression, he wasn’t sure he wanted to make the offer. ‘If you prove any good at fighting, that is. I need all the men I can find, and you said you were looking for something to do.’

			The offer was so unexpected, Ivar blinked at him, then beamed.

			‘Thank you! I would like that above all things.’

			If it meant he could stick around and get to know the man better, he was all for it. And he’d been training to fight for ages now. No point letting his skills go to waste, even if a small voice inside his head told him this wouldn’t be pretend warfare. It would be all too real.

			Well, he’d wanted an authentic experience, and here was his chance. He simply had to take it.

			‘Help me, please! Help me . . .’

			Ivar woke with his fist curled around the little swan’s-foot amulet that he’d stolen from the museum. He still felt bad about that, but after what had happened, there was no way he could have left it behind. He’d taken it out of his pouch the previous evening and must have fallen asleep clutching it. There had been no vision, but he’d definitely dreamed of the woman. He’d had her in his arms this time, stretched out beside him and curling into his body. The remembered sensation of holding her sent a shiver through him. Who was she? And how could he find her? It seemed an impossible task, especially as he had no way of knowing if she was even real.

			Having spent the night on a wooden bench with only a couple of sheepskins as a mattress, he was stiff as a poker. He was a light sleeper and woke when others began to stir around him. It was barely dawn, judging by the faint light spilling in through the door and the smoke holes up near the roof of each gable end, but that didn’t bother him. He’d always been a morning person and loved watching the sun rise over the lake outside his house. It made him smile to think that he could do the same here. It was still Lake Mälaren even if he was looking at it over a thousand years earlier than usual.

			He stretched and tried to ease the knots out of his limbs. Hopefully he’d get used to the hard surface, but it was a far cry from his memory-foam mattress, soft pillow and duvet. There was no point being fussy, though – life in Viking times was tough and he’d chosen to come here. He couldn’t complain when the experience was too authentic for his liking.

			‘Ah, good, you are awake.’ Haukr had emerged from a room at the end of the hall and stopped before Ivar. He guessed the jarl had the privilege of a sleeping chamber and some privacy – lucky man. Others here didn’t seem to have the same. ‘Come outside and join us for some early-morning sparring. We’ll stop for dagverðr a bit later.’

			‘Coming.’ Ivar dry-washed his face and rubbed the sleep out of his eyes. He could murder a cup of strong coffee, but that wasn’t going to happen. ‘Deal with it,’ he muttered to himself in English. There was probably some water outside, and that would have to do for now. He hoped breakfast wouldn’t be too long in coming, though. If these Vikings were going to put him through his paces, he’d need sustenance.

			They stopped to wait for Thorald, who came out of some sort of hut that was half dug into the ground. Obviously he too had separate sleeping quarters, and as a newly-wed, he probably needed them.

			‘Let’s away to the training ground. I wish to see how your kinsman fares.’ Haukr gestured for Thorald to hurry.

			The latter’s mouth turned into a thin line at this reminder of Ivar’s supposed status. It was clear he had yet to have any faith in the claim.

			Two hours later, Ivar’s stomach was growling, but that was the least of his problems. He’d been through a gruelling, and rather violent, session of pretend sword-fighting, where he’d received several nicks and bruises. That had been followed by archery, and then training in how to wield an axe to best advantage. Finally he’d been urged to take part in some type of wrestling – glima, the others called it. The rules were simple: you had to unbalance your opponent and throw him to the ground left-handed while holding on to his trouser waistband with your right. Legs were allowed to be used and Ivar had taken full advantage of that, managing to trip his adversary. The whole experience reminded him of judo. So far he’d resisted using his modern self-defence techniques, but he’d come close a couple of times when the men he was training with got a bit too vicious. Still, he figured it was better to take it on the chin for now. If he wanted to win their trust, he had to show himself to be a man.

			Apparently he’d passed muster, but it wasn’t over yet.

			‘Now for a swim. Let us see who can be the first man to the island and back,’ Haukr shouted.

			Ivar had often swum out to the small island that faced his and Mia and Haakon’s property. It was where Haukr and his wife would be buried one day, but he kept that thought to himself. At the moment, the man was very much alive, and although Ivar gave it his all, he couldn’t beat him back to shore. But he came a respectable joint second with Thorald, which made the jarl’s face split into a huge grin.

			‘Not bad, Thoresson. Not bad at all.’

			The big Viking gave him a playful shove between the shoulder blades. If Ivar hadn’t seen it coming, it would have pitched him face first into the grass, as the jarl was so strong. ‘I think you’ll do. What say you, Thorald?’

			They both turned to regard Ivar’s kinsman, who hadn’t smiled once since they began their training. He nodded, somewhat grudgingly. ‘Aye, he’ll do. You still want to come to Hörðaland?’

			‘Yes. If you’ll have me.’ No point showing how eager he was, so Ivar toned down his enthusiasm while keeping his expression serious so that Thorald would know he meant it.

			‘Very well then. We leave tomorrow at first light.’

			Relief coursed through him. He’d successfully inveigled himself into his ancestor’s life, at least for the moment. On the long journey to Norway, it should be possible to get to know him better, despite the fact that he seemed enigmatic and taciturn to a fault. Except when he was with his wife, that was. Ivar almost smiled. Perhaps if he were to make friends with Askhild and her brother, Thorald would open up a bit more. It was worth a shot, anyway.

			And he looked forward to learning more about them as well.

			Skiringssal, Vestfold, 9 October/Haustmánuðr AD 875

			‘Shh, don’t fret. Trust me, I’ll protect you . . .’

			Ellisif jerked awake, the voice of the man in her dream still whispering inside her brain. She sat up and tried to block him out. Welcome though a protector would be, he wasn’t real, and she had only herself to rely on. She shouldn’t have dozed off in the first place. Tonight she was putting her plans in motion and there was no time to lose.

			The hut was in complete darkness, but she was used to not seeing very well and she’d memorised every part of it during her days cooped up with the other heiresses. She tried not to make a sound as she pushed herself off the straw-filled mattress she’d been lying on, but it was impossible not to make it rustle. Her only hope was that the other women would think the noise was being made by vermin or someone stirring in their sleep.

			Once off the bench, she knelt beside it and pulled out the small bundle she’d stowed underneath. She had had to be very careful when putting it together, only adding one thing at a time when no one was looking. The majority of her possessions were in a kist, also under the bench, but she wouldn’t take more than she could carry. Some extra clothing, the few pieces of jewellery she owned, the silver she’d managed to scrounge from þjódólfr before his death and religiously hoarded in secret, and a few other things. There was a fire iron and flint, a horn spoon and a wooden bowl, as well as her winter shoes. At her belt hung her sewing kit and a knife.

			It would have to be enough.

			If anyone heard her moving stealthily towards the door, they didn’t give her away. The others appeared to have resigned themselves to their fate, but they still appreciated the fact that she wasn’t happy about hers and understood her need to rebel. No one had said it outright, but she’d sensed their support and was grateful for it. If she’d asked Ingibjorg for help, the woman probably would have given it to her, but it seemed best not to involve anyone else in case it caused trouble for them. That was the last thing she wanted to do.

			Hiding the bundle under her skirts, she opened the door as quietly as possible and slipped outside. There was a guard sitting on a stool, his bleary eyes blinking at her in the light of a torch. But he didn’t say anything when she moved towards a small withy-enclosed space on the outskirts of the courtyard. For the past few nights, she’d made a point of using the privy, claiming she had an upset stomach. He’d gone with her the first couple of times, but after that he’d just waved her off. Thankfully, tonight he seemed barely interested, his eyelids half lowered.

			The air outside was fresh, but the shiver that coursed through her was mostly one of nerves. She had no idea how she was going to slip out of the king’s compound, but she had to try. She’d never be able to live with herself otherwise. It was situated on a low hill, surrounded by a wooden palisade and guarded at all times. Keeping to the shadowy parts next to the walls of the buildings, she stopped to watch the gate. There was only one guard at this time of night and he didn’t look massively alert. Still, she couldn’t simply walk past him without an explanation.

			She bit her lip. Now that she had got this far, she refused to turn back. If she did, no doubt she’d be under constant surveillance. Perhaps they’d even lock her up until the wedding ceremony. She couldn’t bear it.

			As she waited in the darkness, she was aware of time passing. That guard outside the women’s hut would become suspicious if she didn’t return soon. She had to do something, but what? She contemplated throwing a rock in order to cause a distraction, and bent to search the ground with her fingers. Just then, footsteps approached and a man ambled towards the guard by the gate. He called out to him and they moved to one side for a quiet conversation.

			This was it – her chance. Ellisif grabbed it and moved as quickly as she could, whisking through the gap behind the men’s backs before they had time to react. They must have seen or heard something, however, as one of them cried out.

			‘Hei! You there, stop! Where do you think you’re going?’

			But she paid him no heed. Instead she picked up her skirts and ran as fast as she could, straight into the darkness of the night outside. If she had any say in the matter, she never wanted to set foot in the king’s compound again.

		

	
		
			
			Chapter Five

			[image: presentation]

			Birkiþorp, 27 September, to Skiringssal, Vestfold, 10 October/Haustmánuðr AD 875

			Ivar was having the time of his life. They had set off at the crack of dawn two days after his arrival at Birkiþorp, and although he’d been on a reconstructed Viking ship in his own time, travelling on an authentic vessel was far superior. The sights and sounds of the Norsemen – and one woman – who surrounded him were exhilarating, and he studied them surreptitiously while listening to their conversations. He still had the urge to pinch himself from time to time, not quite able to fathom that this was real. But he couldn’t doubt the movement of the ship gliding smoothly through the water, the cool breeze caressing his cheeks, and the smells of wool, tar and brine all around him.

			Sitting on a kist that Haukr had lent him, he did his fair share of rowing until they were out at sea and the sail could be raised. Once out of what he thought of as the Stockholm archipelago, they journeyed south, following the east coast of Sweden. He tried to spot familiar landmarks, but it wasn’t until they sailed between the coast and the island of Õland that he recognised anything. Mostly, all he could see was forest, with the occasional settlement dotted in between. It was clear why travelling by ship or boat was the most common way in this era – there simply weren’t any roads to use on land.

			He was fascinated by the ship and paid attention to how the sail was raised and lowered and the steering oar operated. Occasionally they had to row again, but it wasn’t a hardship, as everyone did it together, making it easier. He never complained – he was strong and fit and had no trouble keeping up, which earned him a glance of approval from his kinsman. And he loved the sensation of the oar in his hand, the wood smooth from long use.

			‘What would you call this type of ship?’ he asked Thorald on the afternoon of the first day. The man was steering, and appeared at ease holding the long oar that acted as a rudder.

			His question elicited a sideways glance, and Ivar realised he ought to know the answer to this. He hastened to add, ‘I grew up inland and haven’t seen many vessels of this size.’

			‘Ah. Well, it’s actually a blend of snekkja and knarr. Haukr had it built and he wanted both speed and enough room for storing a possible cargo.’

			‘I see.’ Ivar knew that a snekkja was a small warship, usually long and thin, while a knarr was larger and wider, built to transport goods. It seemed a good compromise to incorporate features of each. Haukr’s ship, which he’d happily lent Thorald, wasn’t huge, but the group of ten people fitted comfortably on board, together with all the supplies they’d brought.

			As his ancestor seemed to be in a talkative mood – or perhaps communicative was more accurate, as each word had to be prised out of him – Ivar continued his questioning. ‘So how do you navigate? You’ve sailed this way before?’

			‘A few times, yes.’ Thorald shrugged. ‘I check the sun’s position, but mostly I stay close to the coast. I remember the way. If not, there’s usually someone to ask who’s been there before.’

			There was no sign of any navigational tools. Some modern archaeologists believed the Vikings had used something called a sunstone for this purpose. Ivar could see no evidence of that. Instead, directions were memorised, and the sun or stars observed. How that would work out on the open sea, he had no idea. It wouldn’t be an issue when going to Norway, though, as it was possible to keep land in sight all the way.

			Whenever they stopped – which they did each evening, as it was too dangerous to sail at night this close to the coastline – he tried to memorise every detail of what was happening. He observed the way they made campfires, how their meals were cooked, what type of food they’d brought, the various utensils and eating implements used, and much more. It was all invaluable information for when he returned to his own century and carried on working at the museum.

			He learned to construct a simple tent using a wooden frame and canvas made out of what looked like felted and greased woollen material.

			‘You’ve never put up a tent before?’ Thorald blinked at him in astonishment the first evening when Ivar had to confess to his lack of skill. The ones he’d used for re-enactment camps were different, and possibly not as authentic as they should have been.

			‘No. Never had cause to sleep in one. I told you, I haven’t travelled much.’ He shrugged as if it was no big deal, and his kinsman seemed to buy it, grudgingly showing him what to do.

			Haukr had given him a bundle of sheepskin furs to sleep on, and Ceri had added a couple of blankets, for which he was very grateful. Lying on the ground each night on various beaches wasn’t much more comfortable than the hard benches in the jarl’s hall had been, but he was so tired, he fell asleep within seconds of his head hitting the makeshift pillow – his sack of clothing.

			By the third night, he was becoming used to the daily routine and didn’t feel as weary. After he’d crept into his tent, he rummaged around in one of the pouches hanging off his belt. His fingers closed on the silver swan’s-foot amulet. For some reason, it had been on his mind again this evening. Perhaps because he was becoming more used to being in the ninth century and had time to relax and think of other things. Taking the charm out, he held it up. It flashed in a beam of moonlight that seeped in through the tent opening. Almost immediately, the dizziness began to swirl inside him and he swallowed hard, closing his eyes . . .

			The woman was sitting on a bench, a desperately sad expression on her lovely face but with a determined set to her mouth. There were tears sliding down her cheeks, but she brushed at them with an impatient swipe of her fingers. She glanced around furtively, then bent to quickly place something underneath the bench before lying down on top of the bed furs. Turning her face towards him, she stared him straight in the eyes, and mouthed, ‘Help me! Please . . .’

			Ivar sucked in a huge breath and blinked his eyes open. What was going on? Who on earth was this woman? And why was she somehow connecting with him?

			He glanced at the amulet in his hand and frowned. Haukr might not believe in trolldomr, but Ivar certainly did. What choice did he have? He’d travelled through time, and if that wasn’t magic, he didn’t know what was. Now the vōlva’s charm was trying to tell him something. What that was remained to be seen. So far he hadn’t come across any women with that distinctive hair colour, and therefore the only thing he could do was wait. If the Norns had some fate in store for him, they’d let him know when they were good and ready.

			He hoped that would be soon.

			Eventually they turned west, past the most southerly point of Sweden, then north up through the Öresund Strait – with Denmark visible on the left-hand side – and on towards Norway. Thorald kept the Swedish west coast in sight on their right, and Ivar remembered that in this period it was called Ranrike and belonged to a Danish king. He lost count of the days, but relished every moment. It was the kind of journey he could only ever have imagined, and as an archaeologist specialising in the Viking era, it was a dream come true.

			After crossing the wide opening of a fjord, which Ivar guessed was the Oslo fjord – called Viken at this time – they entered the mouth of another. Islands and islets of various sizes dotted the area, some merely rocky outcroppings while others were covered in forest.

			‘We are nearing the kaupang at Skiringssal,’ Askhild told him. She happened to be sitting closest to him and must have seen him eagerly studying their surroundings.

			‘Oh, really? Excellent. I can’t wait to see that. Are you hoping to buy anything special?’

			Her cheeks turned slightly pink. ‘Thorald has promised me some beads. The bead-makers here are unsurpassed, and they sometimes sell beads from faraway lands too. Oh, and a new eating knife. He . . . he said he wanted to spoil me.’

			Ivar smiled at her. ‘And why not? He clearly loves you very much.’

			Askhild’s face became even rosier at that. ‘I can’t believe how lucky I am. I never thought this would happen to me.’ She turned to study him. ‘What about you? Have you not considered marriage? You must be of an age with my husband.’

			He shrugged and decided not to tell her that he was in fact seven years older. She might think him middle-aged. ‘I haven’t yet found a woman with whom I could imagine spending the rest of my life. I won’t settle for less than what you and Thorald share.’

			‘That’s very wise of you. Oh, look, there it is!’ She pointed towards the shore. ‘You’d better get back to your oar.’

			As the sail was lowered, he sat down and slotted the oar into place while watching the shore approach. He had read about this town, and excitement fizzed inside him. A kaupang was a trading site or marketplace, an unusual thing in Viking times, when most people lived on isolated farmsteads rather than in towns or villages. There were only a handful of such sites known in Scandinavia during this period, the largest being Birka in Sweden and Hedeby – or Heiðabýr, as the Vikings called it – in Denmark, and he couldn’t wait to see this one, situated on Norway’s southern coast.

			The ship rounded a large island, and the town abruptly came into view. There were lots of houses fairly close together, parallel with the shore, and several long quays or jetties with ships moored beside them. It wasn’t a huge urban sprawl by any means, but there were quite a few buildings, perhaps as many as a hundred, and also numerous tents that presumably contained itinerant or seasonal traders.

			Thorald steered them to a free space next to a jetty, and someone else jumped out with the mooring rope to tie it securely to a large pole. People were swarming around the area, but everyone was busy with their own concerns and paid little heed to the newcomers.

			‘This is . . .’ Ivar tried to think of a word that would best describe the place, but came up blank. Bustling? Noisy? Dirty? It was all of the above.

			‘Smelly,’ was Thorald’s verdict, and as they shared a glance, the man actually smiled.

			Ivar grinned back. ‘I didn’t want to offend anyone by mentioning that.’

			‘Pah, you can hardly miss it.’

			It was true. The reek of humanity, excrement, rubbish and animals hung in the air and wafted towards them, mixed with smoke from numerous fires. It would be necessary to take shallow breaths for a while if he was to become used to the stench.

			‘We’re going to stay here for a night,’ Thorald told everyone as they huddled together on board, in order not to be overheard. ‘I want to try to find out whether the king is here. It would be good to know what his movements are likely to be in the next few weeks. If he’s busy down here in the south, he won’t meddle when we go to take back Álrik’s holdings. Once we have accomplished that, he will have no choice but to deal with us if he wants our support and allegiance.’

			That made sense. Thorald and some of the other men melted into the crowds to try and glean information. Ivar stayed on the jetty, taking his turn to guard the ship during the afternoon, but after supper he was told he could go and stretch his legs.

			‘Just be careful who you speak to and what you say,’ Thorald warned, as if he still didn’t quite trust his new kinsman not to betray them.

			‘I will,’ Ivar promised.

			It stung to have to reassure the man, especially after the lighter moment they’d shared earlier, but Ivar understood that Thorald had cause to be mistrustful. They hadn’t known each other for very long, and although they’d had a few short conversations during the journey, the man wasn’t exactly a chatterbox. It would take time to befriend him, so Ivar had continued with his plan to reach him via his wife and brother-in-law instead.

			Young Álrik was definitely more susceptible to friendly overtures, and Ivar had managed to get him to open up about the situation he and his sister had apparently fled from. Their uncle sounded like a complete bastard, and it would be a pleasure to thwart his plans. From what Álrik had let slip, the man had tried to force Askhild into marriage with him through attempted rape, which was extremely sick and twisted to Ivar’s mind. After that, he’d hinted he was going to kill Álrik, thereby eliminating any other claim to the property.

			It was despicable, and Ivar couldn’t wait to play his part in putting an end to his schemes. But for now, he had a Viking town to explore.

			Ellisif jolted awake and felt herself sway. Acting on pure instinct, she grabbed hold of the nearest thing, which proved to be a branch. That was when she remembered where she was – sitting high up in a tree, wedged in between two branches with her back against the trunk. She doubted she could fall, as she’d made sure she was securely anchored, but she didn’t want to even contemplate such a thing. The mere thought of it made her dizzy.

			The guards had hunted her last night as she ran into the darkness, and in her panic, she’d lost her bearings. She knew that the king’s compound was situated on a hill overlooking the market town named after his enormous feasting hall, Skiringssal. The name meant ‘the radiant hall’ and was possibly on account of the fact that on sunny days it gleamed a dull gold from the pinewood planks it was made of. It was magnificent, she couldn’t deny that, longer than any such building she’d ever seen before and with a beautifully decorated bowed roof line. Carvings graced the doorways as well as some of the walls, and its sheer size was overwhelming, so perhaps the epithet referred more to its splendour than its colour. Either way, it was a place she was keen never to return to.

			The kaupang and its harbour were not visible from the hall, as they were hidden by a tree-covered ridge, but the islands outside it were. Occasionally it was possible to make out ships sailing between them, and Ellisif had been aiming to find passage on board one of them.

			Until she’d lost her way.

			Instead of heading south, she must have blundered west. After stumbling through muddy fields belonging to the king’s farm, Huseby, she had ended up in a nearby forest. With the guards still in pursuit, and her lungs fit to burst, she’d had no choice but to climb a tree to try and escape them. It was lucky she remembered how to from when she was young, although it had been a struggle. She’d had to bunch her skirts up and loop them through her belt, then tie her bundle of belongings to her back before attempting to scale the trunk. Her palms and knees were scraped raw now – she could feel them stinging – and she longed for some salt water to clean the wounds. That would have to wait.

			The guards had rushed past her and continued their search, eventually returning with more men to help. None of them had thought to look up, and she thanked the gods for that. She’d planned to make her way towards the harbour in daylight, but yet another search party had put a stop to that this morning. She had only left her hiding place a couple of times during the day to attend to calls of nature, and now that darkness was falling, she was cold and cramped. Her stomach growled, as she’d had nothing but an oatcake to eat all day, and her mouth was parched from thirst.

			Glancing through the branches as dusk turned to proper night, she watched as campfires were lit along the shore. They appeared to be quite close, so it would seem she wasn’t as far from the trading place as she’d thought. Finally she decided to risk venturing down. Surely the guards wouldn’t still be searching for her? She hadn’t seen or heard anyone for ages now.

			Once on the outskirts of the town, she kept to the shadows. Some people had gone indoors and bedded down for the night, but there were still groups of men and women sitting around chatting, laughing and drinking ale. Her stomach groused again as the enticing scents of roasting meat reached her nose, but she ignored the hunger pangs. She couldn’t afford to linger. As she passed one group, however, their campfire flared when someone added an extra log to it, and she was briefly illuminated. So were two men loitering nearby, whom she hadn’t noticed before

			
			
		

	OEBPS/nav.xhtml

		
		Contents


			
						Title Page


						Copyright Page


						About the Author


						Also by Christina Courtenay


						Praise for Christina Courtenay


						About the Book


						Dedication


						Prologue


						Chapter One


						Chapter Two


						Chapter Three


						Chapter Four


						Chapter Five


						Chapter Six


						Chapter Seven


						Chapter Eight


						Chapter Nine


						Chapter Ten


						Chapter Eleven


						Chapter Twelve


						Chapter Thirteen


						Chapter Fourteen


						Chapter Fifteen


						Chapter Sixteen


						Chapter Seventeen


						Chapter Eighteen


						Chapter Nineteen


						Chapter Twenty


						Chapter Twenty-One


						Chapter Twenty-Two


						Chapter Twenty-Three


						Chapter Twenty-Four


						Chapter Twenty-Five


						Chapter Twenty-Six


						Chapter Twenty-Seven


						Chapter Twenty-Eight


						Author’s Note


						Acknowledgements


						Read on for a new short story from Christina


						Discover Christina Courtenay’s other evocative Viking timeslip novels


						Don’t miss Christina’s standalone novel!


			


		
		
		Landmarks


			
						Cover


						Title-Page


						Frontmatter


						Prologue


						Table of Contents


			


		
		
		Page list


			
						i


						ii


						iii


						iv


						v


						vi


						vii


						1


						2


						3


						4


						5


						6


						7


						8


						9


						10


						11


						12


						13


						14


						15


						16


						17


						18


						19


						20


						21


						22


						23


						24


						25


						26


						27


						28


						29


						30


						31


						32


						33


						34


						35


						36


						37


						38


						39


						40


						41


						42


						43


						44


						45


						46


						47


						48


						49


						50


						51


						52


						53


						54


						55


						56


						57


						58


						59


						60


						61


						62


						63


						64


						65


						66


						67


						68


						69


						70


						71


						72


						73


						74


						75


						76


						77


						78


						79


						80


						81


						82


						83


						84


						85


						86


						87


						88


						89


						90


						91


						92


						93


						94


						95


						96


						97


						98


						99


						100


						101


						102


						103


						104


						105


						106


						107


						108


						109


						110


						111


						112


						113


						114


						115


						116


						117


						118


						119


						120


						121


						122


						123


						124


						125


						126


						127


						128


						129


						130


						131


						132


						133


						134


						135


						136


						137


						138


						139


						140


						141


						142


						143


						144


						145


						146


						147


						148


						149


						150


						151


						152


						153


						154


						155


						156


						157


						158


						159


						160


						161


						162


						163


						164


						165


						166


						167


						168


						169


						170


						171


						172


						173


						174


						175


						176


						177


						178


						179


						180


						181


						182


						183


						184


						185


						186


						187


						188


						189


						190


						191


						192


						193


						194


						195


						196


						197


						198


						199


						200


						201


						202


						203


						204


						205


						206


						207


						208


						209


						210


						211


						212


						213


						214


						215


						216


						217


						218


						219


						220


						221


						222


						223


						224


						225


						226


						227


						228


						229


						230


						231


						232


						233


						234


						235


						236


						237


						238


						239


						240


						241


						242


						243


						244


						245


						246


						247


						248


						249


						250


						251


						252


						253


						254


						255


						256


						257


						258


						259


						260


						261


						262


						263


						264


						265


						266


						267


						268


						269


						270


						271


						272


						273


						274


						275


						276


						277


						278


						279


						280


						281


						282


						283


						284


						285


						286


						287


						288


						289


						290


						291


						292


						293


						294


						295


						296


						297


						298


						299


						300


						301


						302


						303


						304


						305


						306


						307


						308


						309


						310


						311


						312


						313


						314


						315


						316


						317


						319


						321


						322


						323


						324


						325


						326


						327


						328


						329


						330


						331


						332


						333


						334


						335


						336


						337


						338


						339


			


		


OEBPS/image/HeadlineRevlogo_2016.jpg





OEBPS/image/Promises_Runes_TTP.jpg
Promises
of the
unes

CHRISTINA COURTENAY





OEBPS/image/Logo.jpg





OEBPS/image/PromisesRunes_cover.jpg
) -
2 5
T

2 =
. © g 8
EPES

A Umc

f// &mm

N T

\\7’/

s

<.





