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  Jormungander’s Vinland Saga


Imay’ve born in the Far North but I didn't stay there. The Norns think I have nothing better to do than bite my tail in the Northern Sea, but Jormungander, the Midgard Serpent, can imagine more for himself! That's why I journeyed to Vinland in search for new hunting grounds when I first learned of the land. 
Mother would've preferred I stay in Midgard. She wants to see it destroyed and the Aesir overthrown. The only reason she accepted the Trickster's overtures was because she thought he was doing an inside job. Loki Laufeyjarson will say anything to get into a comely woman's bed. I used to judge him harshly on this issue since I assumed I had no hope of experiencing the pleasures of the flesh myself.
Technically, I am not a serpent but a jotun. We can assume any shape we please. Though few of us are as prolific as my father. I think Loki mastered this skill because of the “incentives.” His taste for strange flesh has almost put the skill of shape–changing into disrepute.
I have a wolf and eight–legged horse for brothers and a half draug for a sister so that should tell you all you need to know about Loki the Trickster's appetites. Though he'll tell you the Olympians in the Aegean Seas are no better than he, “The Olympians have sired monsters too. I think Poseidon changed Medusa into a Gorgon, so he could have some variety though they say Athena did it!”
I find the tales of Father's deeds depressing. Odin's skalds tell cleaned up lays. It could be payback to Loki for doing the dirty deeds he needs to be done, but he doesn't want connected to him. I think Odin stole the mead of poetry to control the Aesir's standing among the mortals and to keep their secrets from their enemies rather than because of an appreciation for literature.
Father benefits from this though he doesn't care about people's disapproval. He wouldn't be able to do what he does if people were forewarned against him. Then again he'd say he can change his shape to disguise himself if it becomes too difficult to go about in public.
He is clever but can never make long–range plans because he loses interest in projects too soon. Can you imagine how dangerous he'd be if he had patience? I suspect this is the reason Odin has precedence in Asgard. Loki can think quicker than him but there's no reason to fear conquest by the Trickster when you can distract him with a shiny and/or pretty, new toy! To think the Volva says he will be the Jotuns' general at Ragnarok. No wonder we're fated to lose!
As far as, the Vikings are concerned I am a monster with a ravenous appetite, yet I've allowed their vessels to float above me without incident if they have a bard or storyteller on–board. I used to make it a point to devour all who passed my way. That's why their longships preferred to go along the shorelines rather than go out into the open waters. I only let the occasional longship go into the deeper waters so I could get variety in my food supply.
My blood told, and I got bored with floating in the ocean by myself. I had no one to talk to! The whales sang, but I couldn't hold conversations with them. I listened to the seafarers as they exchanged tales of their sea roving. Some had gone south to seas that are too warm for my liking and brought back tales of hiring themselves out as mercenaries in the Mediterranean.
Sometimes they had new tales of Asgard. It's not as good as I could hear in Jotunheim, but I was the only jotun in Midgard's waters.
Or so I thought. One day a captain tossed a gold coin in the waters and intoned, “Let this serve as my toll, Jormungander,” in the tongue my Mother taught me.
I was too shocked to even think of rejecting this offer.
The captain cried out when I emerged from the waters. “What’s wrong? Didn’t I pay you enough?”
His longship was as big as my head and someone in his crew cried out, “Let's give a blot to Thor!”
The captain was a giant of a man but a runt of a Jotun. He glared at a shipmate who clutched an upside down silver hammer amulet, “I don't care if the Midgard Serpent devours me! The Thunderer will NOT be invoked on this vessel.
This display of boldness made me smile though it looked more like I was opening my maw before I swallowed the vessel and its crew whole.
I hadn't seen another jotun since my time at Utgardloki's court. He offered me the chance to humiliate the Thunderer, and I shifted into cat form to do it.
We got what we wanted and disappeared before Thor could avenge himself, so we celebrated with mead. I drank so much I blacked out, and they were gone when I woke up. No doubt they thought me as dangerous as Asa Thor and snuck out while they could. At least that's what I tell myself...
“I am Ymirling of Jotunheim, and I ask for safe passage for me and my crew within your territory,” Ymirling said in our common tongue.
“Isn't this far to go aviking? I thought you sea raiders preferred to prey on settled lands?” I asked in Swedish.
“The monster speaks!” The crew gasped.
“Of course, a spawn of Loki Silvertongue can speak!” Ymirling snorted to his crew on the deck, then he turned to face me, speaking in the Jotun language. “Do you grant me my petition, Jormungander Lokison?
“I want more than gold for payment,” I said.
He glanced at his crew and spoke in Jotunese. “Which one do you want?”
What I wanted was information, but I wasn't about to decline Ymirling's offer, “My price depends on where you're going.”
“I offer you a land whale for safe passage to Vinland,” Ymirling said
“Eh?”
“There is rich farmland across the deep waters. We want to be the first to claim it,” Ymirling said.
I laughed, wondering if a devotee of Father's was playing a trick on him, “If there's rich farmland to be claimed why hasn't anyone done so before?”
“The natives are hostile,” Ymirling sniffed.
I laughed so hard my bulk turned the waters choppy. “So Odin's precious Vikings can only handle soft villagers!”
Ymirling smirked at my words, “If these are the warriors he fills Valhalla with our final victory is assured!”
I sighed at this,” It would be if we were fated to have a competent general.”
There was no telling if Father would ever learn the discipline to command an army.
Ymirling grunted at this.
My mood became as murky as the waters I favored, so I changed the subject, “Now what about this land whale you mentioned?”
“Bring Olaf out!” Ymirling said to his first mate.
There was sputtering when the cabin door was thrown open. “What's the reason for this hold up!”
A corpulent trader, heavy with gold, fur and fat tumbled out of the hold. “Ymirling!” was his last coherent word before he squealed like a pig. I swallowed him whole, spitting out the gold jewelry onto the deck. The sailors fought each other over the booty. I smiled as a fight ensued and bodies were thrown into the deep, so I got an even bigger meal without breaking my oath of safe passage to Ymirling. It's not my fault if the seafarers offed each other, is it?
That was my last meal for nine weeks. Prey became so sparse in my hunting area I shrunk. I don't get fat when I'm well–fed, I get extra coils. At this rate my diet would make people mistake me for a whale instead of an island.
I thought it best to scout new territories rather than play games with whalers.
Though I turned into a cat to humble the Thunderer I'm not as skilled at shape–changing as Father. I know how to shift so I can adapt to any waters I find. I may prefer frigid brine but I can swim in warm, fresh water if I must.
The Vikings prefer to travel in the sight of land so I traveled along Northern shores to see if it could get me to Vinland. I went up, to the west and then forced myself to go down into warmer waters.
I told myself I'd keep traveling as long as I could find food and my various finds spurred me on. There was a seal harpooned by a small man in a skin boat. I devoured them both whole.
Just when a spill of fresh water into the seas repulsed me I came across the richest fishing waters I'd ever seen in my life. Normally, fish are too small for me, but I swallowed enough of a mass to satisfy me. Though it didn’t grow my bulk, it filled my stomach so much I almost spewed out what I ate.
My slow digestion gave me time to watch the area. Much to my delight, whales drifted in, attracted by all the fish. I let them eat their fill. I wanted them to be fat and juicy the next time I was hungry.
The whales are water animals but breathe regular air. That means they didn't need to be choosy about the water they swam in. They went inland to that freshwater inlet.
I snorted. The Vikings work to drive small whales into fjords and these creatures go inland on their own? I was about to let them go on without me, but it occurred to me there may be manflesh inland. I avoid the Vikings’ fjords because there’s no telling if they’ll invoke Thor on me. The one time I swam inland I got stunned by a lightning bolt and woke up with a group of Vikings arguing over the division of my body. There was no telling how long I was out. I would've suffocated if I were a regular sea monster.
Instead, I devoured the quarreling villagers before they could pray to Thor again. I would've stayed on land, but my skin was itching from being out of the water too long. At least I wasn't as helpless as a beached whale; I slithered like a land–based snake back into the water and swam back into the sea.
I didn't want to be in the same situation again, but I didn't want to lose those whales either so I followed them. It was the longest and deepest inlet I've ever seen. The whales loved all the fish they found along the way and I loved them! I picked off the old, the sickly and the calves.
We came to a group of freshwater lakes surrounded by lush woodlands the Vikings would've wanted to clear for farmland. There were long plants in mounds, but I couldn't tell if the mounds were man-made or natural. Plants wouldn’t be so abundant if they weren’t cultivated, but wouldn't men till the ground in furrows instead of mounds?
I got bored with the whales and fish that weren't seasoned in brine. They were juicy but rather bland. I saw a calf that would make a good parting gift for myself…there was a slithering ripple in the water that moved even swifter than I could!
“Hey!” I cried out as my meal was stolen from me.
That's when I saw her. The pearl–like and delicate scales convinced me the serpent feasting on my whale calf was female. I forgot about my stomach as I was overwhelmed by other appetites I'd never had the chance to indulge in before. She was petite but big enough for my purposes.
Instinct told me I should speak to her rather than take what I wanted by force. “What's your name? Do you have one?”
She hissed at me in, and I made out sibilant syllables though it had odd inflections, “What do you think you're doing on my clan's hunting grounds!”
She advanced on me, so she could envelope me in her coils. Though I could've won the fight, I got distracted. I shivered every time she constricted and squirmed against me to the point I forgot I was in a fight.
She knew and was aware. When her efforts were futile against my greater bulk she swam off. She missed my jaws when I tried to bite her to stay.
I can outrace the Vikings' longboats, but she was faster than me.
We were going so fast I lost track of our surroundings since I was intent only on keeping up with her. I only noticed where I was when she led me to the biggest waterfall I ever saw in my life. She went into its spray and led me into a damp cave.
“Father!” She cried out.
There was a roar. A massive shape fell out of its shadows. I would’ve been bigger than him in the Northern reaches, but he was my size here! There was no room for me to breathe when he lumbered into my spot. Which was his intent. He meant to squash me flat.
I pushed back and soon he was the one wheezing. I was panting
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