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Chapter 1

Laust and Bjarke run away from the cave, terrified by the 
sound of the animal roaring.
 The sound becomes louder and louder.
 Bjarke grabs Laust’s arm. It doesn’t sound like any animal he 
knows. It’s not a bear. So what is it? 
 The rain is falling heavily. The drops are so warm that they 
burn on their skin.
 They both scream. There’s only a faint light left. They can 
see that the rain is still black. 
 They run for a long time.
 “What’s going on?!” Laust shouts.
 He groans in pain. It hurts where the boar hit him.
 The animal’s roar slowly disappears behind them.
 “I think the animal has turned around,” Bjarke gasps.  
“I think it has finally given up.” 
 They hide underneath a large pine tree. Here the rain can’t 
reach them. The smell of the rain mixes with sweet smell of 
pine sap.
 They both drop to the ground.

It’s early in the night and the rain stops. 
 Laust gets up. “We should probably light a fire,” he mumbles.
 He looks out into the darkness. 
 “In case the monster returns.”
 Bjarke nods.
 “Yes. It will be good to have a fire.”

 They start gathering twigs and branches. There isn’t a lot of 
firewood under the tree that is dry enough. And what’s lying 
outside is wet.
 However, they manage to light a small fire next to the large 
pine tree.
 They look at each other through the flames. 
 Their faces are black from the rain. Their cloaks are heavy 
and sticky.
 Neither of them says anything for a long time. They listen 
for the animal. But it doesn’t return.
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 “What’s your name?” Laust asks.
 Bjarke pulls his cloak closer. He is shivering with cold.
 “Bjarke,” he answers. “I live behind the smithy. My father’s 
name is Karl. He makes a living from repairing people’s things. 
People call him ‘Karl the Cobbler’.”
 He stirs the fire with a small branch.
 “My name’s Laust Erilarsson. But just call me Laust.”
 “I know who you are,” Bjarke says. “You’re the Earl’s son.”
 Laust nods.
 “I saw you this morning. You were fighting.”
 Bjarke sighs. He sends Laust a quick glance.
 “I saw you too,” he says.
 Laust looks down.
 “I tried to get my father and his warriors to help you, but …”
 Bjarke shrugs. “It’s alright. I’m used to it,” he says.
 Laust looks up. 
 “Used to it? They won’t get away with that again!” he says. 
He’s angry. 
 “If you like, I can teach you how to fight for real – like a real 
warrior. I can teach you how to fight with the sword.”

 Bjarke looks at him in surprise.
 “You saved my life,” Laust says. “That’s the least I can do to 
pay you back.”
 He pulls something out of his quiver.
 “Here.” He gives Bjarke the broken arrow.
 Bjarke lightens up in a smile. “Where did you get that?” 
 “I went down to the alley before going into the forest,” Laust 
replies.
 He looks into the flames. The fire is dying out. “I wanted to 
make sure you were alright.”
 “Thank you,” Bjarke smiles. “It would be great if you could 
teach me how to fight with a sword. You never know…”
 “How come they were after you?” Laust interrupts.
 Bjarke shrugs again.
 “I beat Rolf in archery last year. It was at the village festival. 
And this year I was faster than him when we were racing. He 
just hates me.”
 Laust shakes his head. “What an idiot,” he mumbles.
 Bjarke laughs. “Yeah. What an idiot.”
 He likes Laust.
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 The embers are smouldering in the fire. The flames are all 
gone now.
 Laust shivers. “It’s cold,” he says with chattering teeth.
 They remain quiet for a while. An owl is hooting somewhere 
in the forest.
 Then Laust breaks the silence: “That cave …” He hesitates. 
“Have you seen it before? Have you heard of it?” 
 Bjarke shakes his head. “No. And I don’t understand why I 
haven’t seen it before. I hunt in the forest almost every day,  
so I know the forest like the back of my hand.”
 He looks around. “Or at least I thought I did.”
 He frowns and looks at his hands. Then he rubs off some of 
the black stuff.
 “And then there’s the rain,” he says. “Do you believe in  
magic?” he asks and looks up at Laust. 
 Laust sighs. He looks at Bjarke with a dark gaze.
 “My father has a lot to do with King Tyrian because he’s the 
Earl. I have gone along a couple of times when he has visited 
the King.” He hesitates.
 “Have you heard of the King’s wizard?” 
 Bjarke nods. He has heard of the wizard Raik. 

 But he has never seen him. Almost no one has. Raik keeps to 
the castle. Some say that he only goes outside at night.
 “Have you met him?” Bjarke whispers.
 Laust nods. “He’s really scary. Perhaps he has something to 
do with that cave.” He sighs. “I believe in magic. And that cave 
was full of it. I’m sure.”
 Bjarke nods in agreement. “Yeah. And that animal we heard 
was not a bear. It ... was something else.”
 Both of them shudder.
 “I wish we could have had time to see more of those paintings,” 
Bjarke adds. “There was something strange about them.”
 He looks at his hand. There is a white line across his palm 
where the wound had been.
 Laust nods. He is staring at his hand as well. He frowns.
 His wound has become a white line too, just like Bjarke’s. 
The scar looks like it’s many years old.
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 The sky is getting brighter. It’s early morning.
 Bjarke gets to his feet. “We should find our way home,” he 
says.
 Laust nods and gets up. He holds out his hand.
 Bjarke stares at the white line in Laust’s palm. Shaking his 
head he says: “That’s strange, mine looks exactly the same.”
 He turns his hand so that Laust can see the scar. 

 Laust turns white. “Magic,” he says. “It’s magic …”
 He looks into Bjarke’s eyes. It’s as if  

something dawns on him.
 “I think our blood is mixed,” he 

whispers.
 Bjarke nods. “That means 

we’re blood brothers,” 
he answers  

hoarsely.

 They hear the hoot from a hunting horn. The sound of voices 
approaches. Dogs are barking.
 Bjarke and Laust turn their heads towards the sound. They 
can hear the clopping of hooves and horses snorting.
 They pick up their weapons and start walking.
 Not long after, a rider appears.
 “Here he is!” the rider shouts and signals to someone behind 
him. More riders appear among the trees.
 Laust swallows hard. His stomach turns. 
 It’s Ragnar. And behind him he can see his father.
 Ragnar rides towards him.
 Only now does he realize that he hasn’t executed his task. 
He hasn’t shot an animal, like his father asked him to.
 He gazes at Ragnar and the warrior smiles. But the smile 
does not reach his eyes.
 “Well, Laust. Where have you been? And where’s the prey?”
 Bjarke glances at Laust. He notices that Laust is pressing his 
lips together. And his grip is tight around his quiver-belt.
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 He is afraid, Bjarke thinks. But why would he be that?
 He raises his eyes to the warrior who has spoken. He looks 
tough and brutal.
 The Earl is now galloping towards them. His horse prances 
when he pulls the reins. It neighs loudly.
 “Father …” Laust’s eyes flicker.
 The Earl’s eyes are racing between Bjarke and Laust.
 “Where’s the prey?” he hisses.

 Laust looks down.
 Bjarke frowns and looks up at the Earl. “What prey?” 

he asks.
     The Earl’s eyes blaze with anger.

     “That’s between my son and me,” he says. “Now, 
get out of here! Or I’ll put the dogs on you!”

  Bjarke takes a step back. He doesn’t understand 
the Earl’s anger. 

     He should be relieved to find his son alive, he 
thinks.

     Laust glances at Bjarke. His eyes are 
teary.

     “Pull him up, Ragnar,” the Earl 
growls. He then turns his horse and 

rides off.
     Ragnar grabs Laust and pulls 

him up. Using their spurs the men 
ride off and disappear between 

the trees.

 Bjarke grinds his teeth. He is angry.
 The Earl is evil. He is not good to his son. That’s obvious.
 He thinks about his own father. He must be beside himself 
with worry by now.
 Bjarke starts to run. He can hear the riders deeper in the 
forest. If he follows the sound for as long as he can, he might 
be able to find his way out.
 He starts to remember some of the forest, and slowly he 
finds his way out.  
 The riders are out of sight. They have already reached the 
village.
 He runs as fast as he can. He is starving and his legs hurt. 
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