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 The other man attacks. He snarls angrily once he sees he’s 
alone.
 “You won’t get away with this, you scum!” he yells.
 He throws himself forward with a roar. His blade rushes 
down towards Bjarke’s face. 
 Bjarke jumps to the side and feels a sharp pain on the side of 
his head. The blade has hit him. Blood is running from his ear. 
The ear is pounding and feels warm.
 He turns round and hits the warrior’s neck with all his 
strength. 
 The warrior roars in pain and drops his sword. 
 Bjarke picks it up.
 He attacks. The blade slides straight into the man’s back. The 
warrior gasps and then lies completely still. Blood is spreading 
out on the floor.

Chapter 1

Bjarke pushes the old woman aside. He can hear her moan in 
fright. She falls to the ground.
 The two warriors step through the door. They close it behind 
them and walk to the sides.
 Bjarke feels his anger rising. He won’t give up without a 
fight. If these two men get hold of him, he’ll never be able to 
find his father – or Laust.
 Laust … He remembers everything his good friend has 
taught him. Then he attacks one of the warriors.
 Without a sound he turns round and kicks one of the warriors 
in the knee. He grabs a chair and slams it in the face of the 
other man. The man falls to the ground, rolls over, and grabs 
the fire poker.
 Bjarke manages to push one of the men’s swords to the side 
and hits the other man on the side of his face. The warrior falls 
to the floor with a thud. 
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 Bjarke turns to the old woman and helps her up. 
 He puts a hand up to his ear. The blood has stopped running.
 “What about the Earl’s son? Did they take Laust too?” he asks.
 The old woman nods. Her face is white with fear.
 “They … took all the young men of the village,” she whispers.
 Bjarke clenches his fists. 
 So that was the reason why his father had been in such a 
hurry to make him leave the village! His father must have 
known that the King’s men were coming!
 He understands his father’s behaviour. 
 The fear of what might have happened to his father is now 

combined with his anger. If he gets killed because of this, 
I’ll never forgive him, Bjarke thinks.

 “He should’ve let them take me,” 
he says. “I could’ve handled 

it … I’m sure.”
     But he knows this 
is not necessarily  
true. So many 
young men have 
died in the war 
against Balgar’s  
warriors.

 “Will you be alright?”
 The old woman gives him a worried look. She has put a 
hand on his arm. Only now does he notice.
 Bjarke nods. He grits his teeth. If something happens to his 
father … His stomach turns. Perhaps his father is already dead.
 His anger sweeps his fear aside. He has to get to the castle. 
Now.
 He has to find Laust. Before it’s too late. Before he gets sent 
away to fight. They have a task to complete – together.
 He remembers Fenjan’s words. King Tyrian has to die – and 
Raik as well. 
 “Thank you,” he whispers and looks into the old woman’s 
eyes. “Thank you for telling me what happened. But I have to 
go now. Will you look after our house while I’m away?”
 The old woman nods. Her eyes follow  
him as he starts running.
 “The best of luck,  
Bjarke Karlsson,”  
she says.
 Bjarke raises  
his hand in  
goodbye and  
disappears  
into the  
darkness.
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A little later, he sneaks into the Earl’s manor.
 It’s quiet and dark inside the house. The moon casts a white 
light over the rooftops. The shadows are deep.
 Bjarke hides in them and sneaks over to the stable. He needs 
a horse – a fast one. And he needs weapons. Maybe he’ll be 
able to steal some food as well.

 The Earl and his warriors are heading towards the King’s 
castle. Bjarke knows that now. So there’ll only be a few men 
keeping guard at the manor. 
 A dog barks nearby.
 For the first time in his life he doesn’t find it wrong to steal. 
He’s angry with King Tyrian and angry with the Earl. But 
most importantly he’s scared of what might happen to his 

father and Laust.
 “It’s only fair that the Earl lends me a horse – and  

weapons and food,” he whispers to himself.
 He sneaks into the armoury. It’s almost empty. 

The warriors have taken most of the weapons 
with them. However, he manages to find a 

good sword, a few daggers and a handful 
of good arrows. He puts them in his 

quiver.
     “Who are you?” says a soft 

voice behind him.
     He turns round and 

points the sword at  
the person 

speaking.
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 A woman is standing in the doorway. She’s holding a  
candlestick in her hand. The small flame is flickering in the 
wind. “Who are you?” she repeats. “What are you doing 
here?” Her voice has become sharp.
 Bjarke thinks she looks familiar. She has blue, rather slanting 
eyes. Her hair is blonde and long. She holds a knife in the 
other hand.
 “My name’s Bjarke. I’m a friend of the Earl’s son – Laust.”
 He doesn’t look away from the woman.
 “Oh.” She puts the knife in her belt. Then she looks out into 
the courtyard and closes the door behind her.
 Bjarke frowns.

 “So you are Bjarke,” she whispers. “I’m Hild. Laust’s mother.”
 “How come you know my name?” Bjarke asks. He lowers 
his sword.
 Hild sighs.
 “A mother always knows more than her son might think,” 
she says mysteriously. “I knew that he was secretly training 
you. I believe your own parents knew as well.”
 “My father,” he says in a dark tone. “I only have my father 
left. For however long that might be. The King’s men took him 
away.”
 “Oh,” Hild exclaims again. “I’m so sorry to hear that.”
 They stare at each other for a while.
 Then Bjarke says: “I’m here to … to borrow a horse and a 
few weapons. Your son is in danger, Madam.”
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 Hild sighs loudly.
 “I know,” she whispers. “He has gone to war.”
 Tears are rolling down her cheeks. She sits down on a bench.
 “Tell me everything, Bjarke,” she asks. “About the two of 
you.”
 Bjarke starts telling her about the cave and the magical blood 
bond that unites him and Laust. He tells her everything Fenjan 
had told him. About Tyrian. About Raik. And about King  
Balgar’s daughters.
 Once he has finished, Hild gets to her feet.
 She has turned pale.

 “I knew it,” she whispers.
 Her voice is trembling. She leans against the wall.
 “Erilar is no longer the man I married. He hasn’t been for 
many years. I knew something was wrong – that something 
had happened. I just didn’t know what it was. He never 
speaks to me anymore.”
 She stares at Bjarke.
 “Clearly there’s something wrong with our King. Come with 
me!” She signals to him to follow her.

 “Bring the weapons and go and get my horse ready. It’s the 
black mare with the broad blaze. Meanwhile I’ll gather 

some food for you.”


