
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


The North Wind

a novel by Nicu Stanciu


The North Wind is a work of fiction. The persons, places, events and incidents in this book are the product of the author's imagination. Copyright © 2026 Nicolae Adrian Stanciu. 

All rights rezerved. 

No part of this book may be reproduced without the permission of the author. 

Cover design © Nicolae Adrian Stanciu 



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


About the novel


The North Wind is an epic legend about a VAGABOND VIKING who unites the whole WORLD and tries to make a BETTER ONE. The story begins in the eighth century, in England, with a Viking raid. The central character, a boy half Saxon, half Briton, which grew in slavery and became a Viking, establishes a new settlement in Ireland, from where, in both dream and reality, conquers the whole world. 
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About me


I'm an author from Transylvania, Romania, who has wrote many novels and poetry books, in both Romanian and English. 

My published poetry books are Cuvinte (Romanian), Început de toamnă (Romanian), Zi de primăvară (Romanian), Life, an Ocean (English), Here (English), Negruță inima mea! (Romanian), Negruță hai la Blaj! (Romanian) and Negruță muierea mea! (Romanian). 

My published novels are Colecționarul (Romanian), Gods and Humans (English), Regina Stelelor (Romanian), Târnava (Romanian) and Maria (Romanian). 

My poems and novels are all about love, life, transformation and discovering life, while continuously recreating the self, the being.
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Chapter One 

Raid

The vikings came in great number today, their huge ships of war flogging back the water, black water, black from so much death! Death slumbering in deep darkness, where horrible things crawl undersea, where snakes and eels gape their teeth in expectancy of prey, where dread winds wiping the seafloor with her soulless breath!

I never saw so many ships in one place, maybe fifty of them, hard to count because of the harsh breeze that cut firmly into my eyes, like the unquenchable FLAME OF TRUTH!

And when the first foot fell into the water ashore, followed by another, thunders blown from their chests hit my ears with fury, hateful fury it was!

They hit our walls with body and spirit, until fear gloomed us all into a pack of wet pitiful dogs! What did I know at the time - six maybe I was, eight at most - about battles and hungry seawolves come from across the sea, from the Skandelands?! NOTHING! MONKS said they were DEVILS dressed in HUMAN FLESH, and we believed them, so foolish we were! But times were such then that people thought and believed all they were told by bearded men dressed in long gloomy robes!

In an hour or so the whole place was tarnished and the muddy yard of the citadel - a boast to call her so - was all drenched in blood! Our women were all humped by blond norsemen with long hair and huge beards, apart from the ugly ones, who were sent to bring water from the well or otherwise put to serve the prevailing ones!

Our men were thrashed and humiliated to the core, a shame we never thought we could endure, but it seems we were forced to and was utterly inevitable!

Only dogs were happy - it seems norsemen loved dogs, for they feed them well with whatever leftovers fell from their table - and crows triumphed too over our ramparts, eyeing the flesh of the fallen corpses!
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Chapter Two 

Iseult

Somewhere lost, or rather hidden, in the woods of Ireland was the last druidess of our time! Since the Roman conquest of Britain, and then the spread of Christianity, ancient druids and druidesses retired to the borders of Britain and then, at last, to Ireland! But with the coming of Vikings, the Ancient Faith of Dana seemed to have come to an end!

Far from being alone, Iseult had another two of the kind, two sisters to keep her company, although they lived separately, spread through the forest, each in her own shack!

Iseult was the middle one among sisters and she was the most clever and experienced with spells, although experienced was a bit exagerated, for she was a natural absorbing talent, absorbing spells from thin air without even blinking! While her sisters practiced a lot, she only observed, listened, felt, smiled and laughed a lot on everything there was! Laugh was for her the perfect expression and the best language there was! Even when standing serious, while her parents or sisters explained something, her eyes were sketching a laugh as if inside her was a comedian set on heavy jokes! She saw the bright side of things, but with a shrewdness that made her sometimes crouch under the creepy chills of the sarcasm of life, which brought a dark-side humour from underneath the surface of things! But she always kept her hidden thoughts to herself because she was pretty sure no one, not even her two siblings, would comprehend the depth of things! And she was right to do so, for she spared herself a lot of trouble!
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