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    To my readers, for whom if you weren't reading my book, my words would just be hanging in the air.Thank you for giving them a home and a purpose.Your eyes bring my stories to life, and for that, I am deeply grateful. 
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The Viking Clan

It was the year 920 A.D. in the village of Hvitfjell, nestled between towering, snow-capped mountains and the icy waters of the northern fjords. It was a harsh yet majestic landscape, home to a proud and formidable Viking clan.
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On a crisp and cold night, under a sky filled with shining stars, Bjorn was born. His father, Erik, a formidable warrior known for his prowess in battle, held the newborn aloft and roared with pride. "Look at him, Freyja! Our son will grow to be a mighty warrior, just like his father.”

––––––––
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His mother, Freyja, smiled weakly, exhausted from the birth. "He has your fierce spirit, Erik. May the gods bless him with strength and courage.”

––––––––
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As Bjorn grew, he quickly became tall and muscular, much like his father. His hair was a striking blonde, often compared to the fields of golden wheat that grew in the brief summer months. His eyes were the color of the deepest fjord, a piercing blue that seemed to see through to a man's soul.
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[image: ]


From a young age, Bjorn was immersed in the ways of his people. His father, Erik, taught him to wield an axe and a hammer, the traditional weapons of their clan. Erik was a strict teacher, but his pride in Bjorn was evident in every lesson. "Swing the axe with all your might, Bjorn. Let it become an extension of your arm. Feel its weight, know its balance.”

––––––––
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Bjorn mimicked his father's movements, his young muscles straining as he lifted the heavy weapon. "Like this, Father?”
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Erik nodded approvingly. "Yes, exactly like that. One day, you will be the greatest warrior our clan has ever seen.”

––––––––
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Bjorn’s education wasn’t limited to combat. He learned the sagas of their ancestors, the heroic tales of gods and men, and the ancient runes that carried the wisdom of the ages. The village skald, an elderly man named Olaf, often gathered the children around the fire to tell these stories. "And so, Thor raised his mighty hammer, Mjölnir, and smote the giants that threatened Asgard. Remember, young ones, it is not just strength that makes a warrior great, but wisdom and courage.”

––––––––
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Bjorn listened intently, his blue eyes wide with wonder. He was particularly fascinated by the tales of exploration and adventure, dreaming of the day he would set sail to new lands. His father encouraged this curiosity, sharing stories of his own voyages and the distant shores he had seen.

––––––––
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Bjorn's skills in combat grew rapidly. By the age of twelve, he could best boys much older than him in wrestling and weapon play. His favorite weapon was the axe, which he wielded with surprising dexterity and strength. He also showed a keen interest in blacksmithing, often spending hours in the village forge, watching the smiths work and learning the trade.
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As he entered his teenage years, Bjorn's prowess became well known throughout the village. He participated in raids and hunting expeditions, proving his worth time and again. His father, Erik, often boasted about him at the village gatherings, and Bjorn's reputation as a fierce and skilled warrior grew.

––––––––
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Despite his growing fame, Bjorn remained humble and dedicated to his clan. He understood the importance of unity and tradition, always seeking to learn more about his heritage and the ways of his people. He participated in the seasonal rituals and ceremonies, honoring the gods and ancestors with deep respect.
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One day, as Bjorn practiced his combat skills in the village square, his father approached him with a serious expression. "Bjorn, it is time for you to embark on your first journey eastward. You have proven yourself here, but there is much more for you to learn and discover beyond our shores.”

––––––––
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Bjorn's heart swelled with excitement and pride. He had longed for this moment, the chance to explore new lands and make a name for himself. "I am ready, Father. I will make our clan proud.”

––––––––
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Erik placed a hand on Bjorn's shoulder, his gaze filled with both pride and concern. "I know you will, my son. Remember the lessons you have learned here. Stay true to our traditions and honor the gods in all you do.”

––––––––
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With these words, Bjorn's journey was set in motion. He spent the following weeks preparing for the voyage, honing his skills, and gathering supplies. The entire village came together to wish him and his fellow warriors well, their hearts filled with hope and anticipation.

––––––––
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As the longship set sail from Hvitfjell, Bjorn stood at the prow, his eyes fixed on the horizon. He was ready to face whatever challenges lay ahead, armed with the strength of his ancestors and the spirit of the Vikings.
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Chapter 2
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Journey Eastward

The time had come for Bjorn and his clan to embark on their voyage eastward. The entire village of Hvitfjell gathered at the shore to see them off, the air filled with a mixture of excitement and solemnity. The longship, a sturdy vessel with a fearsome dragon head at its prow, bobbed gently in the fjord, ready to carry its crew into the unknown.

The men loaded the ship with supplies: barrels of salted fish and meat, casks of fresh water, and bundles of tools and weapons. They checked the rigging and oars, ensuring everything was in perfect order. The clan's skald, Olaf, led a final blessing, invoking the gods' protection for their journey.
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[image: ]


Erik, standing beside Bjorn, placed a hand on his son's shoulder. "Remember, Bjorn, our aim is to explore, to meet new people, and to form alliances. We are not conquerors on this voyage. Let your actions honor our clan and our gods.”

––––––––
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Bjorn nodded, his heart pounding with anticipation. "I will, Father. I promise.”

––––––––
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With a final cheer from the villagers, the crew boarded the longship and took their positions at the oars. The rhythmic chant of "Heave! Ho!" filled the air as they pushed off from the shore, the dragon-headed prow slicing through the cold waters of the fjord. The oarsmen rowed in unison, their muscles straining with each pull, the ship moving steadily toward the open sea.
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The first days of the voyage were blessed with clear skies and calm waters. The men sang traditional Viking songs, their voices rising and falling with the rhythm of the oars. Bjorn joined in, his deep voice blending with the others as they sang of heroes and gods, of battles won and lost.

––––––––
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One evening, as the sun dipped below the horizon, Olaf began to tell stories of past voyages and distant lands. The crew gathered around, listening intently as the old skald spun his tales.
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"Remember, lads," Olaf said, his eyes twinkling with wisdom, "the sea is a harsh mistress. She can be calm and gentle one moment and fierce and unforgiving the next. We must always respect her and the gods who rule her.”

––––––––
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As the days passed, the weather grew more unpredictable. They encountered fierce winds and towering waves, the longship creaking and groaning under the strain. The men worked tirelessly, adjusting the sails and bailing out water to keep the ship afloat. During these times, Bjorn's leadership shone through. He encouraged the crew, shouting commands and offering a steadying hand when needed.

––––––––
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"Hold fast, men! We’ve faced worse back home in the fjords!" Bjorn’s voice rang out over the roaring sea, giving the crew strength.

––––––––
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After several weeks at sea, they reached the shores of Greenland. The sight of land was a welcome relief, and the crew let out a cheer as they approached the rocky coast. They made a short stop to rest and resupply, trading with the local Norse settlers for fresh provisions and taking the time to repair any damage to the ship.
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