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and hacking through wood, flesh, bone and

whatever stands in the way of my plunder.

At least I would if I had an axe. Dad won’t let

me have one in case I cut myself.

Third Day

Forget what I said. I do have an axe now. Sort of.

I met my best friend Astrid to play at raiding,
and she brought one from her dad’s workshop.
He’s the best blacksmith in our village, and he

makes amazing shields and weapons.

We went to the forest north of our village and
took turns playing with the axe. I pretended
I was in a raid and all the trees were terrified
locals. I ran towards them, roaring and

swinging my axe, then I planted it right into




I raced up to him and announced that I was
a fearless raider who wanted to join his crew.
Unfortunately, he didn’t hear, and kept

shouting at his men.

I tapped him on the shoulder so I could say it
again. It turned out not to be a great idea to
surprise a grizzled old raider. He shoved me to
the muddy floor, drew his sword and pressed it
to my throat. It was so sharp that a single burp
could have killed me. I was glad I hadn’t eaten

too much porridge that morning.

I begged him not to kill me, and told him that
he could have anything he wanted if he let me
live, including my collection of carved Thor and

Loki figures.

He nodded, tucked his sword back into its

sheath and asked me what I wanted from him.

I told him I was a fearsome warrior and wanted

to join his crew.

Looking back, I can see that might not have

been the best time to make the announcement.




GET REAL

One of the reasons the Vikings were so
successful as traders and raiders was their
longships. They were narrow enough to
travel down rivers, and light enough to
be rolled over the ground on logs. Some
believe they had dragons’heads carved
at the front to frighten people as they
approached.

Eighth Day

The raiders moored their ship in the harbour
yesterday morning and spent the rest of the
day putting up their tents and trading their
plundered goods for weapons, clothes, wheat
and dried fish. Our village leader, Birger, has
said he’s happy for them to stay and share our

Hmm, I should do
a good trade with
these 1tems.



Ninth Day

I've found out what the raiders are planning.

A trader has told them about a small village

on the east coast of England, which has lots of
valuable treasure and hardly anyone capable
of defending it. They’re going to sail across the
sea, take all the valuable stuff from it and come

back here.

That sounds perfect. I could go with them,

join in with the raid and come right back. The
English village is an easy target, and I'll be
with some very experienced fighters, so I'll be
in no danger. I'll get some excellent raiding
experience and | won’t be away long. There’s no

way Mum and Dad can object to that.

Later

Dad and Mum have objected. They think it will
be too dangerous, even though I've explained
that it won’t be. I've warned them that I'm

going to keep asking until they agree, but they

don’t think I actually mean it. They’ll find out.




