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            By midday the wind returned, not sharp or playful, but thick, pushing from every direction at once. The sail filled and slackened in uneven pulses, snapping like a living thing struggling to breathe. Clouds stacked upon one another with unnatural speed, rising tall and dark, their undersides bruised and roiling. The sky dimmed until it felt like evening had arrived hours early, and the sea began to move beneath them in long, swelling heaves that did not break, only grew.

Ketill joined him at the helm, his usual humor absent now, eyes narrowed as he studied the sky. "This is no passing squall," he said quietly.

"No," Bjarni replied. "It is gathering us."

The wind strengthened with alarming speed. It howled not in bursts but in a sustained roar that swallowed shouted orders whole. Waves rose higher than any they had faced before, not crashing but lifting, tilting the ship at angles that made men cling instinctively to whatever they could reach. The water darkened to near black, streaked with foam that tore across the surface like torn cloth. Rain followed, thick and blinding, driven so hard it felt as though the sea itself had risen into the air.

Men began to shout prayers without realizing it. Names of gods were hurled into the wind alongside curses and desperate promises. Someone near the mast cried out, "What have we done," his voice cracking as the ship lurched violently to port. Another shouted back, "What has he done," and the words struck deeper than the wind.

Bjarni heard them. He felt them. The thought took hold despite his efforts to drive it away. Had he angered the gods by abandoning one life for another.
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​Chapter 1:

Squal of Bjarni
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The day Bjarni Herjólfsson was born, the world seemed intent on testing whether breath itself would be permitted to remain. Winter had closed its fist around the Icelandic coast, and the wind came down from the mountains like something alive, shrieking through turf walls and worrying at the seams of the roof as if it meant to tear the house apart plank by plank. Snow had hardened into ridges along the shoreline, locking the earth in place, while the sea beyond lay iron gray and restless, its voice dulled beneath sleet and forming ice. Inside the longhouse, firelight wavered weakly, more suggestion than warmth, and smoke clung low to the rafters. Þorgerðr labored on the packed earth floor, her breath sharp and visible, her hands braced against pain that came in waves as relentless as the storm outside. This was not a gentle arrival into the world, and no one present believed it should have been.

Herjólfr Bárðarson stood nearby, saying nothing, his hands clenched so tightly his knuckles had gone pale. He had faced storms at sea that bent masts and split planks, had trusted his life to hulls groaning under pressure, but there was a helplessness to this waiting that unsettled him more deeply than any voyage. The walls he had raised shuddered under the assault of the wind, and for a moment he wondered if even stone and turf could endure such insistence. When the child finally cried, the sound cut through the storm like a blade, thin but fierce, and Herjólfr felt his chest loosen. He exhaled, not in triumph, but in recognition. Another life had forced its way into a land that did not promise mercy.

Þorgerðr gathered the child to her chest, her arms trembling from exhaustion and cold alike. The cry softened, turning insistent rather than desperate, as though the boy were already learning how to ration his strength. She wrapped him in wool stiff with frost, tucking it carefully beneath his chin, and for a long moment she said nothing. Herjólfr moved closer, kneeling beside her, close enough that the heat from his body barely softened the cold between them.

“He is loud,” she said at last, her voice low. “For something so small.”

“He needed to be,” Herjólfr replied. “The wind would have taken a quieter one.”

She shot him a look, sharp despite her fatigue. “Do not say that.”

“It is true,” he said, more gently now. “This land does not keep what cannot hold itself.”

Þorgerðr looked down at the child, brushing her thumb across his cheek. Her hands were rough from work, from weather, from years of endurance, yet the touch was careful. “Then he will have to learn how to hold,” she said. “Cold. Hunger. Waiting.”

“And distance,” Herjólfr added, before he could stop himself.

Her eyes lifted to his at once. “Not yet,” she said. “He has only just arrived.”

Herjólfr was quiet for a moment, listening to the wind claw at the walls. “We cannot promise him stillness,” he said finally. “Only that he will know where he comes from.”

She studied his face, reading the lines carved there by salt spray and sun glare, by decisions that never stayed small. “Names matter,” she said. “They settle into a child like bones.”

“I know.”

“What name would you give him,” she asked, “that does not lie?”

Herjólfr looked at the boy, really looked, at the way his small fist curled and uncurled as if testing the world already. “Bjarni,” he said. “Something steady. Something that endures.”

She repeated it under her breath, tasting the sound of it. “Bjarni.”

“He will be mine,” Herjólfr said, not possessive but certain. “He will carry that, wherever he goes.”

“And he will carry me,” Þorgerðr replied. “Whether he knows it or not.”

“He will,” Herjólfr said with a playful smirk. “That cannot be helped.”

She adjusted the wool and held the child out just enough for Herjólfr to see him fully, his face red from cold and effort, his eyes squeezed shut against the world he had entered. “Then say it properly,” she said. “So he hears it first from you.”

Herjólfr placed a careful hand against the child’s back, as if afraid his own strength might overwhelm something so newly formed. “Bjarni Herjólfsson,” he said, his voice low but steady. “You are born into a hard place. You will learn it, and it will not break you.”

The child quieted, his breathing evening, as though the sound of his name had already anchored him.

Outside, the storm did not lessen. Snow continued to heap against the longhouse walls, and the sea remained iron gray and unmoved. Inside, a name had been given, and with it a burden shaped by inheritance rather than prophecy. Bjarni lay wrapped against his mother’s chest, bound to land and blood and future by a single utterance, while the world beyond the walls waited patiently to test whether he would endure it.
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​Chapter 2:

Against the Wind
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By the time Bjarni Herjólfsson had lived through four winters, the village already knew his name, not because he was remarkable, but because he had survived. Survival itself was a quiet distinction in those years. Children were born often along the coast, their cries rising and fading with the seasons, some lasting long enough to be woven into the rhythm of the settlement, others disappearing before memory could fully take hold. Bjarni was one of several born within a short span of years, part of a small generation shaped by the same storms, the same shortages, the same relentless expectations. The village marked time not by dates but by winters endured, and by his fourth, Bjarni had learned what the cold demanded and what it punished.

The world around him was built low and tight against the land. Turf houses pressed into the earth as if seeking protection from it, their walls thick and dark, roofs weighted with sod and stone. Smoke curled constantly from vents, clinging to the air, and the smell of fish, wool, and damp earth settled into everything. Outside, the ground rarely softened even in summer, and children learned quickly where to step, where ice lingered, where water hid beneath crusted snow. The sea was always present, its sound threading through daily life, sometimes calm enough to be ignored, sometimes loud enough to command attention from every living thing near it.

Herjólfr Bárðarson moved through this world with a solidity that others noticed even when they did not speak of it. He was not large, but he was immovable in the way of men who had learned how to stand against pressure rather than resist it outright. He repaired walls before they failed, mended nets before they tore beyond use, and measured stores with an eye toward winters not yet arrived. When Bjarni followed him, unsteady on small legs, Herjólfr did not shoo him away. He simply adjusted his pace, letting the boy learn by proximity. There was no softness in this instruction, but there was patience.

Þorgerðr provided what the land did not. Warmth, when it could be made. Gentleness, where it mattered. She held the household together with hands that never seemed to stop moving, even when exhaustion lined her face. She knew which children in the village needed extra scraps slipped their way, which families were one bad catch away from hunger, and which moments required silence rather than comfort. With Bjarni, she was firm but attentive, correcting without shaming, steadying him when he fell without making him afraid of falling again. When she laughed, it was quiet, but it lingered.

The children born around the same time grew together in loose clusters, watched over collectively. They stumbled through packed snow, learned to share warmth in cramped spaces, and cried with equal fervor over hunger and frustration. Illness moved through them in waves, some years sparing, others cruel. Bjarni learned early that absence could arrive suddenly, that a child who played beside him one day might not return the next. Þorgerðr would draw him closer on those nights, her arm firm around his shoulders, while Herjólfr spoke little but stayed awake longer than usual, listening to the wind, measuring what it might take next.

The obstacle that nearly broke them came during Bjarni’s third winter, when storms arrived early and refused to leave. Fishing boats were trapped ashore, nets froze stiff, and the stores dwindled faster than expected. A section of the longhouse roof collapsed under the weight of ice and snow one night, tearing open the space above the sleeping area. Cold rushed in immediately, merciless and loud, waking the household in chaos. Bjarni cried out as snow spilled onto the floor, his small body shuddering as Þorgerðr pulled him close.

Herjólfr did not hesitate. He dragged tools into the dark, his breath steaming, his hands numbing as he worked by torchlight. Neighbors came without being called, hauling sod and timber, bracing beams with whatever could be spared. Þorgerðr kept the children huddled together, her voice low and steady, telling them stories not to distract them, but to keep their breathing even.

“We will hold,” she murmured, more to herself than to them. “We always do.”

Bjarni did not understand the words fully, but he understood the tone. He pressed his face into her side, listening to the scrape of tools, the murmur of men working in the storm, the wind raging against efforts it did not care to acknowledge.

By morning, the roof stood again, rough but sound. The cold remained, the stores were still thin, and the winter would not ease its grip for many weeks. Yet the house held. The family held. Herjólfr stood back and assessed the work without pride or complaint, already thinking ahead. Þorgerðr fed everyone first, including those who had come to help, even though it meant less for later. No one argued.

In the days that followed, Bjarni watched everything with quiet intensity. He saw how effort became shelter, how cooperation became survival, how love was shown not in grand declarations but in shared labor and shared risk. By the time he turned four, he had learned that the world did not bend for anyone, but that people could bend together and endure. It was not a lesson spoken aloud, but it settled into him all the same, as solid and enduring as the house that had stood against the storm.
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