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There is a specific kind of silence that falls over a house when the phone rings at the wrong hour, or when a doctor walks into a waiting room with their eyes fixed on the floor. It is a silence that sucks the air out of the room, a vacuum where the world we knew just a moment ago ceases to exist, replaced instantly by a darker, colder landscape. We have all stood in that silence. We have all felt the ground beneath us turn to ash.  I did not write this book because I am a scholar of ancient texts, though I have studied them. I did not write this because I claim to be a guru of emotions, sitting on a mountain untouched by pain. I wrote this because I am a man who has walked through that silence, and I wrote it because of a woman who taught me that the silence does not have to be empty.

She is a woman I call family, though not by blood. In the way the world tracks lineage, she is the grandmother of the woman I am marrying, a matriarch of the family I am joining. But the soul does not read birth certificates. The soul recognizes its own kind. To me, she is a best friend, a confidante, and a connection that feels older than this lifetime. She is beautiful in the way that old trees are beautiful—rooted deep, having weathered storms that would snap a lesser spirit in half.  She carries a grief that is vast and profound. She lost a man named Ronald. He passed into the heavens, leaving a space in the tapestry of her life that cannot be re-woven with ordinary threads. I never shook Ronald’s hand. I never sat across a table from him or heard his laugh with my own waking ears. Yet, the veil between the living and the dead is thinner than we are told.

Sometimes, when the house is quiet and the dream-world takes over, I hear his voice. It is not a frightening haunting, but a conversation. I feel his nature pressing against my own. From the stories she tells, and from these midnight whispers, I have come to realize something strange and wonderful: I am more like this man I never met than perhaps anyone else I know. We share a frequency. It is as if the universe, in taking him away, left a frequency open that I stumbled upon, allowing me to understand her loss in a way that transcends simple empathy.  This connection sparked an idea. It lit a fire in my mind to create something for her, and for you.  I am no stranger to the departure of souls. The list of those I have said goodbye to is etched into my history. I carry the memory of my Grandmother Sharon, whose warmth is a specific texture in my heart that time cannot smooth away. I carry the strength of my Grandfather Chuck, a pillar that may have fallen in the physical world but still holds up the roof of my character. I carry my Aunt Charlene, whose absence is a silence where there should be music.

Then there are the brothers and sisters from my time in the military. There is a unique weight to the loss of a comrade. It is a sharp, metallic grief. These were close friends, people who stood shoulder to shoulder with me in the mud and the noise. When they left this world, they took pieces of my own history with them, leaving gaps in the timeline that no one else can fill.  For a long time, I wondered what I was supposed to do with all this loss. The modern world has a very specific, and I believe, very wrong instruction for us. It tells us to "move on."

You hear it all the time. "Time heals all wounds." "They wouldn't want you to be sad." "You have to let go."  I reject that.  If my wife—my best friend, the other half of my soul—were to leave this world before me, I would not "move on." The very idea is insulting to the love we share. I would not pack her memory into a box and store it in the attic of my mind so I could pretend to be the person I was before I met her. That person doesn't exist anymore. She changed me. She is woven into my DNA, into the way I see the sunset, into the way I make my coffee. To "move on" would be to unravel myself.

We do not move on. We move forward, yes. We continue to breathe, we continue to work, we continue to help others. But we do not leave them behind. We carry them. We build a new house inside our hearts where they can live. We set a place for them at the table of our ancestors.  This book is not about forgetting. It is not a guide to "getting over it." It is a manual for carrying it. It is a saga about how to build a vessel strong enough to hold the heavy, precious cargo of your grief, so that you can sail forward without sinking.  You might wonder why I have chosen the ancient stories of the Norsemen—the Vikings, the shield-maidens, the poets of the icy North—to talk about modern grief. You might be thinking, I am not a Pagan. I don't believe in Thor or Odin. How does this apply to me?

Let me assure you: You do not need to follow a Norse path to walk this road. These stories belong to the human experience. They are not just religious texts; they are psychological maps.  The reason I turned to these reliable resources, to the Eddas and the Hávamál, is because the Norse gods are unique among the deities of history. In many religions, the God figure is perfect, untouchable, and distant. They cannot be hurt. They do not know what it means to be afraid of tomorrow.  But the Norse gods? They are beautifully, tragically relatable.  Odin, the Allfather, is not all-powerful. He is anxious. He knows that one day his world will end, and he is terrified of it. He wanders the world seeking wisdom, sacrificing his own eye just to gain a little more insight into how to save what he loves. He is a god of grief.  Tyr, the god of justice, loses his hand to a wolf because it was the only way to do what was right. He understands sacrifice and permanent injury.

Frigg, the mother goddess, weeps. She weeps for her son Balder, and her grief is so powerful it is said that every living thing on earth wept with her.  These are not gods who sit on a cloud and judge you for crying. These are gods who would sit beside you in the dark and say, "I know. It hurts. I have lost too."  This book connects these ancient, powerful stories to your reality. It takes the Hávamál—the "Sayings of the High One"—and picks out the stanzas that speak directly to the broken heart. It uses the Runes—ancient symbols that are more than just an alphabet, but keys to unlocking the subconscious—to help you focus your mind when it feels scattered by sorrow.  

We are going to walk through this book together, treating your life as a Saga. In the old days, a Saga was a hero's journey. It was filled with monsters, storms, impossible odds, and moments of quiet beauty.  Your grief is a Saga.  When you lose someone, your reality shifts. You are no longer living in the normal world. You have entered a mythic landscape. The grocery store feels different. The holidays feel like battles you have to survive. The nights feel like the "Long Winter" of the myths.

I have structured this book to help you navigate this new landscape. We will look at the stories of the gods, but we will view them through a modern lens—what I call a "Modern Concept."  We will talk about the death of Balder, the god of light, but we will read it as the story of that phone call you didn't want to receive. We will talk about Fenrir the Wolf, bound in chains, but we will understand him as the anger and rage you feel at the injustice of death. We will talk about the Runes not as magic spells, but as tools for meditation and focus in a world that is too loud and too fast.

At the end of each chapter, you will find a journal section. This is not just a place to write "Dear Diary, today I was sad." This is a Deep Entailed Journal.  I have designed these questions to be difficult. They are meant to make you think. They are meant to dig down into the roots of your pain and help you find the source. They come directly from the stories of the gods, bridging the gap between the ancient wisdom and your modern life.  This journaling process is where the real work happens. It is where you take the raw, jagged energy of your loss and begin to forge it into something else. Not something "happy"—we are not here to force a smile—but something meaningful.

There is another reason for the journal. You are leaving a legacy.  When we die, our memories die with us unless we write them down. By working through this book, by filling these pages with your handwriting, your thoughts, your memories of Ronald, or Sharon, or whomever you have lost, you are creating a treasure for the future.  Imagine if you found a book written by your great-grandmother, detailing exactly how she felt when she lost her husband. Imagine reading her struggles, her anger, her love. It would be a window into her soul.  You are creating that for the people who love you. You are showing them that it is okay to grieve. You are showing them that even when the sky falls, we can survive. We honor our loved ones by remembering them, and we honor our ancestors—some of whom are now the very people we grieve—by continuing to live with courage.

I must be honest with you.  This will not be easy. This book is not a pill you take to make the headache go away. It is physical therapy for the soul. There will be days while reading this, or while writing in your journal, where you will want to throw the book across the room. There will be days where the tears come so hot and fast you cannot see the page.  That is okay. That is part of the work.  Grief is not a straight line. It is a spiral. Some people grieve for a year. Some grieve for ten. Some, like me, believe that grief is just love with nowhere to go, so it stays with us forever, changing shape but never truly vanishing.  Be patient with yourself. Do not look at the calendar and think, "I should be better by now." There is no "should." There is only what is.

Be patient with the Gods and Goddesses in these pages. Listen to their stories. Let them speak to you. You might find that a stanza written a thousand years ago by a Viking poet describes your feelings better than any modern psychologist ever could.  And remember, you do not have to be a Norse Pagan to find value here. Wisdom is water; it tastes the same regardless of who pours the cup. Whether you believe in Valhalla, Heaven, reincarnation, or simply the peace of the earth, the lessons of loss and endurance are universal.  So, I invite you to open this door. I invite you to step into the hall of the ancestors. It is a place of shadows, yes, but it is also a place of firelight, of storytelling, and of deep, abiding love.

I have written this for my friend, the grandmother of my heart, to honor Ronald. I have written this for Sharon, for Chuck, for Charlene, and for the soldiers who didn't come back.  But mostly, I have written this for you.  You, who are standing in the silence. You, who feel like the driftwood tossed on the shore. You, who are trying to figure out how to breathe when the air feels different.  You are not alone. The gods have walked this path before you. Your ancestors have walked this path before you. And now, we will walk it together.  I am excited to see where your next journey takes you. I am excited to see what you build from the ashes.  Grab your pen. Take a deep breath.  Let us begin the Saga
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CHAPTER ONE
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THE DRIFTWOOD ON THE SHORE

There is a silence that happens before your life truly begins. It isn't a peaceful silence, like a library or a sleeping house. It is the sound of static.  Imagine the modern world not as a school, or a city, or a job, but as a massive, grey ocean. It is loud, but it says nothing. It is the endless scroll of a phone screen at 3:00 AM when your eyes burn, but you are afraid to close them because the quiet is too heavy. It is the crowded hallway where everyone is shouting to be heard, but nobody is saying anything true. It is a sea of noise.  In this ocean, before we find our People, we are just Driftwood.

We float. We bob on the surface, pulled by currents we can’t see. We get tossed against the rocks—insecurity, money problems, the crushing pressure to "be someone" before we even know who we are. We get tumbled over and over by the waves until our edges are smooth and we look just like everyone else: featureless, grey, and wet.  This is the state of the human soul before it finds Connection. We exist, but we do not live.

In the ancient Norse myths—the stories told around fires a thousand years ago to explain why life is so hard—this was literally how the universe started. There were no kings. There were no golden halls. There was just the edge of a freezing sea, and lying on the sand were two logs. One was Ash (Ask). The other was Elm (Embla).

They were there physically. They had "bodies." But they weren't alive. They didn't breathe, they didn't have color, they didn't move. They were just biological matter waiting for something to happen.  That was you. Think back to who you were before you met the person you lost. Maybe you were younger. Maybe you were angry at the world, walking around with your fists clenched. Maybe you were just... waiting. You were floating in the grey water, waiting for a tide to push you onto the sand so you could finally rest.

Then, the Gods walked on the beach.  In the dusty old books, they call these gods Odin, Vili, and Ve—three brothers, the Shapers of the World. But in our real lives, "Gods" don't look like wizards with grey beards and spears. They don't throw lightning bolts.  They look like people.  Sometimes the "God" looks like a best friend who sits next to you on the bus when you’re dreading the day, and they make a joke that changes the entire color of the afternoon. Sometimes it looks like a grandmother who smells like flour and peppermint and makes you feel safe for the first time in your life. Sometimes it looks like a guy named Ronald, or a soldier shivering in the mud next to you, or a girl with a laugh that sounds like music.  These people are the Shapers.

They were walking down the infinite beach of humanity. They could have kept walking. They could have walked past you like everyone else did. But they didn't.  They stopped.  Out of all the millions of pieces of driftwood stretching down the shoreline, they stopped at you. They looked down at your rough, waterlogged, unshaped self. They didn't see a log. They didn't see "just another kid" or "just another employee."  They saw a Human. They saw a friend. They saw a soulmate.  Then, they did something magical. They didn't use spells or wands. They used something stronger. They gave you the Three Gifts. These are the things that turn us from wood into people.

The first God gave the logs Spirit or Breath. The Vikings called it Ond. In your real life, this was the moment of Connection.  Do you remember it? That moment the stranger became a friend? Maybe it was late at night, talking about nothing and everything until the sun came up. Maybe it was a look across the room that said, "I see you."  Suddenly, you weren't just floating anymore. You were inhaling. The air tasted different. The world went from black-and-white to 4K definition. They breathed their interest, their time, and their love into you. They gave you a reason to wake up in the morning.  That feeling of excitement? That energy that made you want to run faster, work harder, be better? That is Ond. It’s the battery charge of the soul. Before them, you were running on 1% battery mode. After them, you were fully charged.

The second God gave the logs Inspiration and Feeling. The Vikings called it Od. In your real life, this was the Transformation.  This is how they changed your brain. Because of them, you learned stuff. Maybe they taught you how to fix a car, or how to cook a specific meal, or how to stand up for yourself when you were being bullied. Maybe they taught you that it’s okay to cry, or that it’s okay to be angry.  They carved new pathways in your mind. They took the raw wood of your personality and whittled it into something sharper, funnier, and deeper. You started laughing at jokes you wouldn't have understood before. You started caring about things you used to ignore. They gave you your "Wit"—your emotional intelligence. They upgraded your software.

The third God gave the logs Speech, Hearing, and Fair Aspect. The Vikings called it La. In your real life, this was the Witnessing.  This is the physical stuff. This is the sound of their voice calling your name, which gave your name a weight it never had before. It was the way they listened to your stories, which made your stories feel real. When you stood next to them, you were defined. You weren't just a random person anymore; you were "His friend," "Her grandson," "Their partner."  You belonged to a set. You had a squad. You had a Player Two.  For years, or maybe just for a short season, you lived as this new creation. You were no longer driftwood. You were a living, breathing, speaking human being, carved by the hands of a master craftsman. You walked the earth. You felt invincible.  Then, the unthinkable happened. The Shaper left the beach.

This is the part of the story we are never ready for. We know, deep down, that people can’t stay forever. Even in the Norse myths, the Gods know they are going to die one day. But knowing it in your head and feeling it in your chest are two different universes.  When the silence fell—whether it was a sudden phone call, an accident, or a long hospital stay—it felt like the Spirit was ripped right out of your chest. That Ond, that breath they gave you, seemed to vanish with them.

Here is the terror that keeps you awake at night. Here is the secret fear that lives in the gut of every grieving person, whether they admit it or not:  If they made me who I am... do I stop existing when they are gone? Am I just driftwood again?  You look in the mirror, and you look different. The light in your eyes seems dimmer. You feel the cold, grey ocean of the world lapping at your ankles again. You feel the pull of the tide, trying to drag you back into the numbness, back into the static, back into the time before you were shaped.  It is tempting to let go. It is tempting to say, "I am nothing without them." It is tempting to slide back into the water and just float, numb and featureless, waiting for the end.

Listen to me closely. Listen with the ears that they taught to hear.  You are not driftwood anymore.  The carving cannot be undone.  Think about a statue. If a sculptor spends years carving a masterpiece out of oak, and then the sculptor puts down the chisel and walks away... does the statue turn back into a log?

No. It stays a statue.  The knife of their love cut deep into your wood. It shaved away the rot. It carved eyes that see the world through their perspective. It carved a mouth that tells their jokes. It carved a heart that beats with the rhythm they taught it.  You are suffering right now not because you are losing yourself, but because you are trying to figure out how to be a living thing in a world that has grown quiet. You are gasping for air because you are trying to breathe on your own again. But look at your chest. It is rising and falling.

Is it the Breath (Ond) they gave you? It didn't leave with them. It stayed. It is inside you right now. Every time you act with the kindness they taught you, that is their Breath. Every time you stand your ground with the strength they gave you, that is their Form.  Even if you never met them—even if you only know their spirit through stories or dreams, like the connection you feel to Ronald—that connection is real. It is a transmission of Breath across the barrier of death. It has shaped you.  The Myth of Creation is not a story about something that happened a million years ago to two imaginary people. It is the story of You.  You were created by the people you loved, and by the ancestors who watch over you. And the great, painful, beautiful truth of this Saga is that the Creation is finished. You are real. You are here. And you must not let the ocean take you back.

The exchange of these gifts wasn't one-way. You gave back to them, too. The Hávamál explains that this exchange is what builds the soul.

HAVAMAL STANZA 41

Vápnum ok váðum skulu vinir gleðjask, þat er á sjálfum sýnst; viðurgefendr ok endrgefendr erusk lengst vinir, ef þat bíðr at verða vel.
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