
OLAF'S HOUSE 
by Ragnar Ulfgarsson 

Red Orm and Sigmund and Ivor and me 
We were over at Olc1f's as drunk as could be. 
We were laughing and singing while downing our mead 
When Olaf fell over face down in his feed. 
~oh. let's play a joke on old Olaf." Orm said. 
And we all started laughing and nodding our heads. 
·Now we just have to think of a joke that is grand. 
One that does honor our slumbering friend. 
For he ever is asking us over to dine 
So the joke that we play must be funny and fine. K 

•1 have it!" said Ivar. "let's drag him outdoors. 
Set fire to his haystack and wait till it roars. 
Then holler and scream till he wakes with alarm 
And tell him some reavers ore burning his farm." 
Oh. we laughed till the tears rolled-out of our eyes 
Then we grabbed sleeping Olaf and drug him outside. 
With torches we staggered to the great mound of hay 
Then I thought of a funnier joke we could play. 
"let· s pile this great s1·ack by his door so it seems 
That his house is afire from the floor to the beams." 
Oh. laughing we stumbled with arms full of hay 
Anxious to hear what old Olaf would say. 
But we were puffing and panting from six loads apiece 
When Sigmund. he held up his hand so we'd cease. 
And we listened with core as we set our loads down. 
He said, "Let's burn Olaf's house down to the ground." 
7hen he puffed up his chest and continued with pride. 
saAnd let's do it with Olaf still sleeping inside.• 
Oh, we rolled on the ground at the thought of,.that joke 
We were laughing so hard that we started to choke. 

~:-;, Ulen we drug sleeping Olaf (still snoring) inside. 
We tossed him in bed and made sure he was tied. 
-=hen we picked up our gear and the horns and the mead 
And then we began this most humorous deed. 

• ~le closed tight the door and jammed shut the latch. 
"Na picked up the torches and fired up the thatch. 
~ we ran to the hill for a view of the sight 
Of old Olaf's house all aglow in the night. 
~ hall was a malestrom that burned ever higher. 
-'len we shouted. "Hey Olaf! Your house is on fire." 
And we heard him to bellow out curses. but then. 

1k he did laugh when the timbers caved in. 
~ we knew that no matter how hard we would seek 

·,·"r"was the best joke we've played on old Olaf all week. 



D THE WINGFOOTED 
:agnar Ulfgarsson 

?tit "18 rtver flow from the bison's spear. 
• l(?j·fhe blood staffs beat on the wall of shields. 
---~k> the land of Ansteorra fair 
;;-. Sigmund standing on a golden shield 

1e shield of the mighty king is borne. 
eagle brother of the dark plume spoke, 

Jcfnsmen follow him from out the east 
,.tsosf upon the deep wound dew he leaves.• 

. • .!pe(]r footed fa Icon with fierce far eyes 
~ knees that only bend before the brave 

bwed unto the king upon the high throne, 
,· ·· -~~leave, your glove I'd perch upon." 

' / ~ 
-~ 1dng has returned in shining glory. 
• 111-wno know him resound his victories. 
. A bigh seat will greet him in the gold hall 

..... l.a'nihe Raven God will smile when he sings. 

-~ fimbrol winter shall splinter the land 
~ -ttle day of the wolf shall fall at last 
• liefofe a greater King and Queen shall stand 

!~the northern land of Midgard's realm . 



I LOANED MY SWORD TO ORI 
by Ragnar Ultgarsson 

~ ... , caned my sword to Ori. he brought it back today, 
} Jr. tour and twenty pieces. and here's what he had to say: 

~ se Irishmen, they're drinkers: But that was no surprise. 
l "•And they brew this mighty whiskey that brings tears unto the eyes. 

W-ell, we struggled through the evening, three Irishmen and me, 
ald walking back I missed the track and stumbled in the scree . .,.,, 

• .. must have landed on the flat or it would have been my bane 
b When I awoke I saw your sword was neatly cleft in tw::::Jin. 
. /.!hen sailed on to England where I met this Saxon knight 
C10d he laughed out loud when he saw your sword so wo just had to fight. 
Well. when my wounds were healed I saw your sword and it was a sorry sight; 
~ hilt was broke, the pommel too. and the handgrip wasn't right. 
·~Normandy I saw a herd of cattle on a hill 
ald I thought to take my pick of them when I heard this voice so shrill. 
~ termer's wife laid on me with this fork for pitching hay. 
tl'\. I wasn't hurt, but oh your sword, had seen a better day. 
So now I bring it back to you a little worse for wear 

r·- :ort from my tale a fool could see I treated it with care. 
~' 
':!~Sc: when next I come a-seeking for the borrow of a blaoe 

1~~, -~ loan me one that is a little better made.11 

.!;Eve a care when someone seeks to borrow what he lacks 
-~ It won't be good old Ori, for l killed him with my axe. 



BIG AXE 
by Ragnar Ulfgarsson 

To the land of Ansteorra sailed a viking one fine day. 
He rowed right up the river toward Bjornsborg, so they say. 
No one dared to ask the reason why he came unto this land. 
{or the viking there among them had a Big Axe in his ha,d. 
Big Axe in his hand. 

tt was halfway past September when he swaggered into town. 
He came striding from the south side slowly looking all around. 
4He's a viking out for plunder,• came the whisper from each man. 
•And he's here to do some mischief with that Big Axe in tlis hand." 
ag Axe in his hand. 

Now in this town there lived a Norman by the name of Jean Pierre. 
He was foppish and a dandy and put perfume in his hair. 
But was vicious and was deadly with the rapier at his side 
And the many men that faced him were the many men that died. 
Many men that died. 

ihe Norman's fame at wenching was a scandal in the land. 
A duchess or a milkmaid were like putty in his hand. 
He would use them for his pleasure and then send them home in shame. 
.And their menfolk greatly trembled at the mention of his name. 
Mention of his name. 

Now the viking started talking. made it plain to folks around . 
. , He'd come here to wreak his vengeance on the Norman in the town. 
• Jean Pierre had bed his sister and no bride price had been paid, 

Then he sent her back to Norway only after she's been laid. 
After she'd been laid. 

lhe Norman merely chuckled when the story he did hear. 
lhen he sharpened up his rapier and threw down another beer. 
Forty vengeance-seeking brothers he had slain unto the man. 
forty-one would be the viking with the Big Axe in his hand. 
Big Axe in his hand. 

Well. the morning passed so quickly, it was time for them to meet. 
Wearing puffs and slashes. Jean Pierre stood in the street. 
And the viking dressed in leather and with furs upon his frame 
Was the object of the snobbish Norman's obvious disdain. 
Obvious disdain. 

•1 remember now your sister: said the Norman with a smile. 
■vou have similar taste in fashion and no sense at all of style. 
I would rather slay your tailor. but l'U kill you where you stand. 
You won't even get a chance to use that Big Axe in your hand." 
Big Axe in your hand. 



-

. -, come all the way from Norway, K said the viking with a sneer, 
•• -• --«>t to enter fashion shows, for you would win, I fear. 

come here to slay a Norman dog whose blood I've vowed to spill 
f!td it pleases me to see that you ore dressed so fit to kill." 
Dressed so fit to kill. 

Jeon Pierre glared at the viking with a face so scarlet red. 
tis honor would be only soothed when viking blood was shed. 
Peasants watched them from their windows. everybody held their breath. 
lhey knew this Norseman viking was a hand away from death. 
~d away from death. 

Well, the Norman started forward with red murder in his hand. 
And the minstrels sing the battle was the swiftest in the land. 
ihe rapier barely cleared it's scabbard when the Axe come crashing down 
lvld the Norman toppled over with a Big Axe in his crown. 
~ Ax.e in his crown. 

tt was over in a moment and the folks had gathered round. 
lhere before them lay the body of the Norman on the ground. 
Wen, he might have gone on living, never thought of lying dead ... 
&rt, it's kind of hard to think when there 's a Big Axe in your head. 
Big Axe in your head. 

, Sig Axe, Big Axe ... 
Md it's kind of hard to think when there's a Big Axe in your head, 
Sig Axe in your head. 

aa _ _......_....__. ... k!.,.r:,s:::~..,.,111 P: • • ,rv,..., • ...., .. ~ 



-OONG OF THE BORDERMEN 
by Ragnar Ulfgarsson 

Rugged and rough is the kingdom's edge 
for from the high king's court. 
ihe land is hard and the life is harsh 
And oftentimes is short. 
ihe outpost there at the kingdom's edge 
is first to taste the steel, 
But the Bordermen will bear the brunt 
And die before they yield. 

(Chorus) 
..SO our laughter is longer and louder than most 
And the mead we drink faster than ever it's poured, 
for the men of the Border have found that the dancing 
Is sweetest when danced on the edge of the sword . 

Our leather we dye with foemen blood 
Our swords know naught of rust. 
We ward the gates to the southern lands 

• And ever hold that trust. 
ever you see a warrior stride 

With eyes so fierce and bold, 
You'll know he's done a turn on the wall 
trl an outpost border hold. 

{Chorus) 

• We take our pleasure as we can 
Sy this be not dismayed, 
for the fire that sheds the brightest light 
t,,tust sooner die and fade. 
So sleep ye safe in your silks and furs 
And in your great halls dine. 
for they keep the wolf beyond the wall 
Who keep the border line. 

(Chorus) 



Plorus) 

DRINK TO THE SWORD 
by Ragnar Ulfgarsson 

:..ar;s. .. drink to the sword that sings merry in battle. 
~ drink to the foemen who gallantly die. 
~rs lift up our horns and drink deep till tomorrow. 
_a-rs drink deep the mead till the barrel runs dry. 

:'.nd what shall we do when tomorrow comes early? ,, 

:~ what shall we do when tomorrow comes nigh? 
We'I take to the longships and set the sail smartly. 

:'! we·u take to the rongships and set the sail high. 
c• 

·.t%ld what shall we do if the north wind is blowing? 
;And what shall we do if the north wind is tame? 
Sr(soil or by oar we will hasten to England 
-o pillage and plunder for fortune and fame. 

-And what shall we do if a storm comes a-squalling 
With thunder and lightning and rain on the sea? 

• "1'le 'II boil out the water and lift up our voices 
./vJd sign with the hammer so Odin will see. 

~ ... (Chorus) 

And what shall we do when we land there in England 
Seside a tall fortress so strong and so bold? 
'We'll pound on our shields till the walls are a-crumbling 
7ben cut down the soldiers and take all the gold. 

And what shall we do if the soldiers are many 
A thousand or more who will stand unafraid? 
Vie 'II sing 'em a song with great smiles on our faces 
for we are but merchants who've come here to trade. 

Md ... (Chorus) 



SONG OF THE FREE COMPANY 
by Ragnar Ulfgarsson 

We are the men the men of the Free Company. 
VJe fight for a purse of gold and a horn of mead. 
~m Sarkland sands to the Irish coast 
We fight for the side what pays the most 
fa we are the men the men of the Free Company. 

Wen I got no wife and I call no place my home, 
:~ . SIJt I got me a girl for the night and a sword I own. 
-• ·aut sunrise calls and the line forms up 

And that's the drink of the soldier's cup. 
march with the men the men of the Free Company. 

Now I don't mind the cold and I don't mind the rain and mud 
Rx the battle's joined and the fire is in my blood. 

lho cares if the devil is on your side, 
• ~ot my pay and I got my pride, 
'ihe pride of a man a man of the Free Company. 

;flfail 'neath the ranks with an arrow in my side 
.And my blood flows out in a wave of battle's tide. 

'·:· ,Where many a man has met his bane 
.~ther steps up to fight again 
~--xJ hold the line the line of the Free Company . 

So let's drink to the men who've died and to them what live. 
ii.ers drink to us what takes and to them what gives. 
!.st's drink to the mothers who born us free, 
A soldier's life is the life for me . 
A.soldier marching on with the Free Compan'f. 

We are the men the men of the Free Company. 
,We fight for a purse of gold and a horn of mead. 
hlm Sarkland sands to the Irish coast 

re fight for the side what pays the most 
. ~ we are the men the men of the Free Company . 



~i KING AT HIS WINDOW 
Ragnar Ulfgarsson 

chamber window stood the king 
long and sleepless night was done 

Saint Michael's bells would ring 
~ cold of night may warm with down. 

were red 'neath heavy brow 
•ned now with golden crown. 
a young man, eyes aglow, 

a king whose youth had flown. 
Is he had both old and young 

,ow beneath the clay 
,d to fight till battles won, 
!OW till Judgement Day . 

. an bent behind the plow, 
int, beggar at the bowl; 

their king, their servant now, 
aown a chain unto their hold. 

horse stands in the stable row, 
~- • and young as he had been. 

.flle tether, watch him go 
the freedom of the wind. 
you spirit after him, 

and frolic on the sward, 
'l"l!=!I the land upon the wind, 

lorn won by blood and sword . 
. 'et touch, a silken sound, 
!een is standing at his side. 

make the blood still pound 
stallion In his youthful pride. 

larkness fades as the old eyes laugh. 
Michael's bells ring loud and long. 

\\founds he will always have 
"' - o lady fair to keep him young. 



WAR COUNSEL 
by Ragnar Ulfgarsson 

Hear, 0 King, the council 
caNed in the sword tree's heart. 

Heed not the cold cruel rede 
that calls for brawling blood. 
The Outland trolls lure loud 
to lead men into their den. 

Their corpse breath foul does fuel 
the fires of red vengeance. 

Revenge will foul our fame 
and find us only scorn. 
Hollow is wars winning 

where valor does not fare. 
Let noble daring deeds 

be done to claim our fame. 
And should to fate we fall 
fame shall name us heros. 

Around you shining shields 
and shirts of iron rings sing 

the strong storm song of war. 
Staunch are warrior hearts. 

Let our noble Star stride 
the steep and shining climes. 

So lead. 0 king, westward 
where waits valor's glory. 



TJl'E O'll'I£~9{fJ) W.~ 

'Tfiunatr spfit tfie span of fieaven, 
UJU4/y Mjofnir crossea tlie cfo,uf vault, 
'Banners of 1Jjorn.sborg marcfri"IJ, 
Staf(eti tire 'Bear into tire westfaruf, 
'Ifrtre to strive wit.fr. Out/mu{ spearmen; 
Cfeave tlie western asli tri~ forest. 
'Dread tlie weapons of tfre warriors, 
(jrimfg au{ tlie 'Bear's tutfi gfistm. 

UJU4 tfre arums of war were beating 
Outfatuf fiammers beat tire war SO"IJ, 
'11irougli tfre 1U[Jfit tlie warriors waited 
In tfr.e lark tlreir spears tl'iey sfiarpenea. 
'l{aven.s, rain soak._eti perdid in tree tops, 
In tlie brandies furR!-t[ tlie ft.asters; 
Patient waiting for tlie sfaugfiter, 
:Jlungrg for tfre f ksfi of fu.Toes 

(jray tfre SK.JI upon tfre morning 
'Dark._ tfre lag was sti[[ at /awning. 
Spears tfuf rum6fe on tlieir buck_fers 
Sftit.uf wa[[ formd of cfasfiing weapons 
Cfiampions strode before tlieir war bana 
:Miglity fie.roes in tlie forefront 
Caffing cnafknge cross tlie m.ealow 
~e 'Bjorn.s6Mg stootf fi.K!, oa{trees. 

'Rp.naa[[, cluef tan of tlie uiarriors 
'I1iane of valiant sworimen. f.emling 

:Toffowetf Mari's pointeti spear ann 
Straiglit tire way sfie pointei cftar(y 
'nfiue tlie battle 6oils tlie foulest 
~e tlie gforg fasts forever 
'Ifrtre sfia{[ wave 'Bjorn.s6org's 6arwr 
'Rpote.a in tire bfooa of foemen. 

6y 'l{agnar 'll{fgarsson 

Patrick_ ca[leif fiis trustetf kigernen 
1Jaae tfiem mat tlie cliampions 6oftf fy 
:Jlefms we.re Jiewn 6y ~naa{['s wound f,fatfe 
Sfiieu{s were sutuferea 6y fiis liacKJ"IJ, 
'Ifwrgara set liis Q)(_e to 6iting 
'J{_esting retffy in tfie fie.art meat. 
Swift were sfain. tlie Outfani cliampions 
Quick_ tlieir passing from tlie sagas. 

'War fiorns 61!ffowetf from tlie sliieftf wa[[s 
1Jlowing gales of fiowOng warriors 
'Deep tfie sea of Outfani spearmen 
'Rg[letf tlieir wave upon tlie 6reak{.rs 
Spfitting from tire roarintJ torrent 
~ tempest to engulf our forces 
Cunni"IJ curr?nts swirfea antf eaaiea 
'Towartf tlie harbor of tlie 'Bear's 'Teetfi.. 

(joftfen reefs upon tlie sfioreline 
'Tem.peretf sto;u to kk. tlie stonn f footf 
'Brave/ tfie 'liear tlie C1Jiling 6footf title 
Stanaing gran.ite. on tfr.e sfioreline 
'Brok{.. tlie TU.5·/ii"IJ sea to retf foam 
'Tore tlie migfity surge asunier. 
(jrim tlie Jaws tfiat sfiool(_ tlieir sfueftf wa{[ 
'R,ga tlie f a"IJS tfiat drank._ tlr.eir marrow. 

'11irougfi tfre lteart tfie Outfanas wountiea 
Coursing 6footf tfr.at tainte.tf rivers 
'Took tfreir suituf on /ripping timbers 
On tlie retf 6,iage fie{tf tlieir lieroes. 
'Twice tlieir spear points never wavered 
Stealy stool tfie asli gray tree 6fatfes 
'Ifrtn our fiungrg Q)(_es f easte.tf 
Cfeaving aown tfie Outfana forest. 



SONG OF THE REAVERS 
oy Ragnar Ulfgarsson 

lhe fjord crocks-through the ice and frost. 
1he mist burns off the lowland lea. 
Planks ore caulked with rope and peat, 
And dragon wings beat toward the sea. 

.Guthrum rides the Bloody Mare. 
lhe Dolphin swims at Rolf's command. 
lhorkel flies the Raven's Wing. 
ihe Dark Wolf prowls beneath my hand. 

lhe coast is furrowed by our keels. 
Thirsty spears drink deep and red. 
Bows are bent with feathered death, 
And axes growl until they're fed. 

We take the road of foam and wake. 
With sail we chain the rolling storm. 
ffom out the north the sea we break, 
io shake the world with battle horn. 

:e hammer fire across the sky. 
lDce thunder borne upon the wind . 
'With hearts of iron and blades of steel. 
We ride to hell and back again. 



SONG OF THE REAVERS 
by Ragnar Ulfgarsson 

The fjord crocks-through the Ice and frost. 
The mist burns off the lowland lea. 
Planks are caulked with rope and peat. 
And dragon wings beat toward the sea. 

Guthrum rides the Bloody Mare. 
The Dolphin swims at Rolf's command. 
Thorkel flies the Raven's Wing. 
The Dark Wolf prowls beneath my hand. 

The coast is furrowed by our keels. 
Thirsty spears drink deep and red. 
Bows ore bent with feathered death. 
And axes growl until they're fed. 

We take the road of foam and wake. 
With sail we chain the rolling storm. 
From out tne north the sea we break, 
To shake tne world with battle horn. 

Like hammer fire across the sky. 
like thunder borne upon the wind. 
With hearts of iron and blades of steel, 
We ride to hell and back again. 



GONSHIP 
Ulfgarsson 

furls of the dragon's track 
toward the craggy shore, 

to break on rock and reef 
none can spare the widow's grief 

~-•e I they hear the dragon roar. 

god's breath in billowed sail 
pg down the fire and blood. 
·d the wolves drink well 

the men that fell 
eotn the northern flood. 

the dragon turns as the fires burn high 
dinSc: the winter's mead 
oyear will fly 

the time is nigh 
#le Fenris wolf to feed. 



TJ{'£ O'll'IL.9L'J{TJ ~~ 

.,-uwcu spfit tlie span of lieaven, 
~ofnir crossei tlie dowf vault, 

t i9r.::c.&~ ef '1Jjorns6org marr.h.ing, 

~ ,-~ 

tk 'Be.ar into tlie we.stfatuf, 
t:J strive witli Outfantf spearmen.; 
th. Wt.Stern asli tree f ortst. 
tlie weapons of tlie warrwrs, 
tliJf tlie 'Bear's teetli glisten. 

~~ ~· ~_: 

~ 6 tfrwns of war we.re 6eating 
i\iL fi f frmnmus 6eat tlie war song. 

_..., tk nigfit tlie warriors waitei 
,. l:u( tlidr spears tfiey sliarpenetf. 

ia _ 111, min soaR_etf perr.h.ei in tree tops, 
:_. ,Emndit,s furR_ea tlie feastt-rs; 

1D:litinlJ for tlie sfa"9fiter, 
,Jot tk f fesfi of fieroe.s 

upon tlie morning 
• fLW still at aawning. 

i{e on tlieir 6uc(fers 
of cfasfring weapons 

6eJore tlieir war 6ana 
in tlie forefront 
·e cross tlie me.atfow 

stootf fix:.!! oa(tree.s. 

·~ of tlie warriors 
~ 1'f S'Q/Ordm£n kaiing 

itwin~ pmtttei spear arm 
slit. pointea cfear#J 
lioils tlie f.ouaest 

liuts forever 
'1Jjorns6org's 6anner 

6h,tl of foemen. 

6y 'l(agnar U{jgarsson 

Patric{ called-fiis truster£ f£igemen 
'Bade tliem mat tlie r.h.ampions 6olaly 
1{efms were frewn 6y 'R.p.naaff's wouna 6fatfe 
Sliieftis were sunderetf 6y liis fuu#ng. 
'lfiorgartf set (tis 4.te to 6iting 
9{,e.sting rea#J in tlie lieart me.at. 
Swift were sfain tlie Outfana r.h.ampiJJns 
Quic{ tlieir p,issing from tlie sagas. 

'War fwrns 6elluwetf from tlie sfii.ela waffs 
'Blowing gafu of fwwfing warriors 
'Deep tlie sea of Outfana spearmen 
'l(s,llea tlieir uiave upon tlie 6rea~rs 
Spfitting from tlie roaring torrent 
JI tempest to engulf our forces 
Cunning currents swirfetf ana eitfiea 
'Towarc{ tlie fuir6or of tlie tJJear's 'Teetli. 

(jofam reefs upon tlie sfioreline 
'Temperetf stone to cfieck_ tlie storm ffootf 
'Brave{ tlie 'Bear tlie coiling 6footf title 
Stanaing granite, on tlie sfiorefine 
'Broke tlie rus/iing sea to rea foam 
'fore tlie migfit:y surge asunaer. 
(jrim tlie Jaws tliat sfiook,_ tlieir sliiela waU 
'l(etf tlie fangs tliat tf rank,_ tlieir marrow. 

'Ifu-0"9/i tlie lieart tlie Outfantfs wountfea 
Coursing 6foorl tliat taintt-a rivers 
'Took tlieir stantf on /ripping tim6ers 
On tlie rea 6ritfge liela tlieir lieroes. 
'Twice tfieir spear points never waTJerea 
Steaag stool tlie asli grag tree 6fatfes 
'11ien our fiu11£Jry ~es f eastd 
Cleaving down. tlie Outfana fore.st. 



SKAGERAK 
by Ragnar Ulfgarsson 

I saw her once upon the jut of rocky spur at Skagerak. 
So fair she was, like snow-capped peaks 

Above the height of Midgard's realm. 
With hair as red as stormy skies of clouds 

In morning's sunlit dawn. 
I saw her once and then the gale 

Had tossed the sea between out sight. 
But I'll n'er forget that one keen glance 

That pierced my heart with beauty's might, 
That held our eyes in thunder light 

Around the crag of Skagerak. 

, 
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8ATTLESKALD 
by Ragnar Ulfgarsson 

He runs before the northern wind 
To cleave the foam with narrow keel 
With one hand on the dragon's prow 
The other clenched 'round thirsty steel. 
Eyes like fire in battle's heat 
From axe and sword the song does ring. 
Come to bathe the world In blood 
The Raven spreads the ebon wing. 
Uke thunder borne upon the wind 
The word goes forth in warning dread 
The Battleskald has come again 
The Fenris Wolf has raised his head. 

,, 



THE SHINING CITY 
by Ragnar Ulfgarsson 

Dragons driven cross the Baltic, 
plough the seal road white and foamy. 

Toward the city. shining city 
to great Miklegard we comH. 

Furs we trade for slaves in Birk a, 
slaves to carry treasure heavy. 
Amber too we buy for profit. 

amber to increase our fortune. 
Eastward sail unto Helsinki, 

toward the sun the Finnish harbor. 
Meet with Leidulf of the Finnland. 

Leidulf strong and shrewd in dealing. 
With his boats all heavy laden, 
heavy are his furs and jewelry; 
many men will storm the river, 
ride the wild and risky water. 

In the river run the rapids, 
water that will break the boat wood. 
Some will drown in muddy torrents, 

pulled beneath the raging river. 
Some will fall to Pechneg arrows, 

die from feathered death in ambush. 
Some we'll bury in the mud banks. 

some the river keeps forever. 
But with all the dangers lying, 

on the Dniper wait the hazards; 
We will see the shining city, 
gain again the shining city, 

There upon the silver crescent 
ends the road to Miklegard. 



BREAKERS AND THE SEA 
Rognar Ulfgarsson 

en clashing in battle 
ifi=l~ s the foam sword of sea 

the breakers striking 
b!oodless fight is endless. 
rocks they shed the sea spray 
aing as yesterday. 

·r. son and grandson 
:any pass away 

the rock will yield a chip. 
the sea will shout a cheer. 
will always fight and win. 
will always fight and lose. 
ard on a foreign shore 

:en there and back again. 
,r loses life and land. 

will take it back again. 
men wage the living war. 
·e against the endless sea. 

sword breaking on the rock 
a pebble soon forgot. 

., 



Vragon's (jouf 
6y 'R...agnar 'llffgarSS<Jn 

'Befow tlie 6ones of '.Ymir, some men Ii.ave ca£ld tlie 1(_~1, 
fay tlie miglity house of !J{rotligar of kgerufarg weal 
I pounad on tlie gatepost ana was {ea into tlie fia{[, 
tliey sat me in an honorea seat 'tween carven tim6ers t-aff. 
!J{rotligar 6itf me we{cl)me as tlie tliraffs fag trestles tfown 
aruf tlie liunger 6umd witftin me wfien ftis tfaugli.ter's face I fountf. 
I li.atf fieartf tlie tale from suitors that li.atf c.ome to SW( lier Ii.an.a, 
fww none couuf meet fro 6ritfe-pria in a[[ tliis nortkm faruf. 
!J{rotligar's eyes were gfowi.ng across tlie fongfire's figfit 
as my horn was fi[[d 5y fiis tfaugfitt:r's fuuuf tlie wolves fiowfd in tlie nigfit. 
''Tfie season's iff for journey," !J{rotligar sauf to me. 
''JIJul your cfotlies so ridi and !JOUT mannu fiigfr. 6espeak no6ifity. 
11fut is it that 6rings you froe so far from f;ftli antf l<j.n? 
'l(now tfz.at I migli.t auf you tfz.at gou miglit cal[ me frie,ul" 
''My journey entfetf siuulen wlien I saw your tfaugfiter fair, 
for I Ii.ave found wliat I Ii.ave sougli.t in maitkn 6eauty rare. 
'lJut, sleep of fate efuaes me for fro face is. in my min.a, 
so as( tlie price !JOU seekfor fr.er so peace at fast I'll fi,ul" 
''On.! Many ft.ave souglit my tfaugn.tt:r's hand 6ut none could meet tlie price 
.9.lrul aff now gau on tlie face of 1-lef in tlie fand of fire and ice. 
'f<,r fiaff tlie price is in your purse, and li.a[j," fie sauf to me, 
"is a treasure hoartf in tlie nortkm crags tfz.at you wifffetch for me. 
'.But, tfeatli is tliere and rruuf ness, for a dragon gUllf'tf.s tiie goU. 
'.But I wiU Ii.ave ftis treasure if my aaugft.tt:r you wouuf hofd." 
Jtruf fr.is eyes 6umd in tlit firefigfit as grwl spar{ea tlirougfi fiis 6rain. 
My purse I tlire:w 6efore fiis feet aruf faugn.ea at ftis rule of 6ane. 
Oli, you wilt Ii.ave your iragon goftf," I said, •';wt( more 6esufes. 
f'{[ sliow to you tlie tfragon's fieaa and tlien /'{[ cfaim my 6riae." 
In tliree tfays time I stool 6efore tlie grwf!J !J{rotligar's seat 
and tlie dragon gouf was spreaa about aTllf sliining at fiis feet. 
"I wi[{ t~ your tfaugfitt:r now," I sail{, "'Upon your wonl" 
']Jut fie ran his fingers tlirougn. tlie gouf as if fie fuuf not lie.artf. 
''My laughter's 6eauty 6rings me weaftli," !J{rotligar touf me tlien. 
''JIJul tlie flow of gouf from a suitor's purse migfr.t ~fy never end." 
Jtruf fr.is liendimen tlien su.rrourufd me at a signal from tlie.ir fmtf. 
"I fear tliat I must taK! your [ije and (eep tlie aragon's houri. 
'1Jut if others come a-Sllfdng you I 'ff tdf tliem of your fame, 
of liow you slew tlie aragon e'er it 6rougfr.t 9ou to your 6ane." 
'Ifien fr.is tfaugliter smika upon me, tlien upon tlie aragon gouf 
and I fowuf tlie !Jirf was uk._e fr.er sire witli a lieart aff frozen couf. 
"I'd Ii.ave settka for !JOUr tfaugnter to eruf fro suitor's quest. 
Aftliougfi I sfew tliem one and a[[, t/iey tfarea aistur6 rrt:._J rest. 
'J{fJW you wouuf slay me out-ofli.aruf for nauglit 6ut morta{ grwi, 
wfr.en. you Ii.ave 6ro(en faitli witli me antf so tlie aragon freea." 
'Ifien tlie mist ro([d 6acR_from off tlieir sigfr.t and I stood in spkndor tfreatf. 
'Witli 6reatli of fire and fangs of 6ronu and scales of crimson red. 
''You'[[ Ii.ave no neea of a treasure hoard in tlie fan/ of fire and cofd." 
'Ifien I puffea tlie house of !J{rotligar tfown aruf tlien too{ 6ac( "'!I go[tf. 
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THE BEAR AND THE ROWAN mEE 
by Ragnar Ulfgarsson 

',Wlere the river winds in the forest glen, where the salmon jump in the morning sun, 
--~ the breath of summer's on the wind. at the break of day the Bear will come . 
~~ watch the leaping silver fin then slap the water three times three. 
-~ breakfast there in the forest glen 'neath the spreading shade of the Rowan Tree. 
.Jlnd her singing leaves will whisper sweet to lull his great and shaggy head; 
~ shade for the noonday heat with flowers white and berries red . 

$,dgtil and tall. she stands alone there where the rocky waters start 
~ roots that break the mountain stone yet tender twine the great Bear· s heart. 
~ he will smile a wintry sigh and nuzzle soft against her skin 
#r,d feel the scar of years gone by when she had felt the hand of men. 

!!'>"\%d his eyes will fill with bolllng blood and rumbles growl inside his form 
• ·* a,ger flows like a raging flood to think of those who wishecl her harm. 
'bay came with steel and braying pride and wineskins draped from saddle bow 
A'!rd spite was in their very stride and thunder clouds upon their brow. 
'jy;,y hunted horn trow the wild hart's head as handles for their knives so bright. 
h flesh they left for maggot's bread with waste the nature of their spite. 
~ stopped to boast and drink their wine beside the roillng riverside 
tict the Bear their was no sign that ever did he there abide. 
Pa!t:aaps a bOw or shaft of spear the men saw in the Rowan Tree 
~ ihough the tree was young In year the axe bit deep to cut it free. 
Bee thunder ofter lightning's stroke from out the forest came a roar 
. ~ ;om the woods the fury broke and down upon the men it bore. 
b axe was torn from a shoulder bone and necks, like twigs. were crocked in twain 
·~ fruit sprung from the seed they'd sown was nourished in the bloody rain . 
't.8::f soon the hunters gained their steel. for these were men that knew of war 
. aie- from the death the Bear did deal the ravens numbered one and four. 

u.~ 5J)e(Jrs they ringed about the beast determined men with cunning bold. 
if· ;a» °' two he'd kiU at least before he felt the blade so cold. 
, •• ·lbsn ffle clouds grew dark and the lightning woke and witchflres danced above the trees; 

_ ~ :h, forest heart there stood an Oak all ringed about with fiery leaves. 
'· --.nte Fox stood at the oak tree's side with a grinning Wolf as dark as night; 
k £cg1e on the wind did ride above the fiery forest light. 
~ the men drew back as the lightning spoke and from the c ircle tore the Bear 
·Jlpj wtien the spell at last was broke a score of men stood cursing there. 
• ~ hocked the beast unto his lair. with spears they charged into the dell 
~ trom those woods not one did fare and like a shroud the si!ence fell. 
SQ. cf by chance you ride one day where the river winds in the forest glen 
"km under a Rowan Tree you lay when the breath of summer's on the wind; 

, •fer o time you 'd linger there then let your heart dispel! despite 
,l0' 10u may chance upon the Bear, tor the woods have teeth as well as sight. 
:~ her singing leaves still whisper sweet to lull his great and shaggy head; 
,~ shade for the noonday heat with flowers white and berries red. 
Sx:eght and tall, she stands alone there where the rocky waters start 

roots that break the mountain stone yet tender twine the great Bear's heart. 



THE DEATH OF FALLOWMOON 
by Ragnar Ulfgarsson 

"What? Oh, I must have nodded off again to dream of another day 
As I often do on wintry nights when the fog rolls down from the starry heights 
And I think of those fmes and those glorious fights ... 
When my head was not so gray. 

There were four of us but we stood as one 'neath a pale and fallow moon. 
And we laughed at life and we laughed at ·death that often came too soon. 
We tore at life like a haunch of meat and swallowed it whole and lean. 
We took it first and held it last and we drank in the in-bet-.veen. 

But, the time drew nigh as we knew it must when the final deeds be done 
And each we found the other's face and grinned at the fight to come. 
We held that ground upon the strand with our backs against the sea. 
Then Raimon fell 'neath the bottle's din with a cut that was meant for me. 

I cursed him sound and shook his head, "Noy! You will not depart." 
"Drain a cup for me," he said, and died with a laugh in his heart. 
We three fought on with blooded steel till the sun turned dark and red. 

"' Then across the sands that drank their blood our foemen broke and fled. 

Then Erland with a score of wounds stood bloody at my side. 
~ think 1·11 sit me down to rest," he said before he died. 
fl the dark I raged about those dunes with a mist upon my sight. 
But no foe I found to slake the thirst that burned me dry that night. 

'ihey say Athena wandered off with a song borne on the wind. 
found an oak where her footsteps stopped but she was never seen again. 

ihen I cursed the life and I cursed the death a,nd I cursed the blood and bone; 
/vld I cursed the gods that left me there. that left me there alone. 

'Nhot? Oh, I must have wondered off again to dream of another day. 
As I often do on wintry nights when the fog rolls down from the starry heights 
"41d I think of those times and those glorious fights ... 
'When my head was not so gray. ' 




