

	Our Little Viking Cousin
	




Some Lessons in Viking Beliefs



No sooner had the bright beams of the sun penetrated the room in which Eric and Biarne were
sleeping upon some bear skins, than both boys leaped to their feet and began to splash
into their faces some water from a big stone jug which was in a corner of the chamber.
Breakfast was soon over, and then Thorwald told the boys that a famous Skald, or poet,
named Lothair, was coming that morning to instruct them in the Norse religion and also to
recite some of the sagas or songs of the Vikings.



The boys were delighted to hear this, and when a tall man with a long, brown beard, came
into the house, they ran to him and eagerly asked if he were Lothair.



"Yes, I am Lothair the Skald," said he, laughing. "And I have brought my harp with me so
that I can sing to you boys after I have finished telling you about the Valkyrias."



"Who are they?" asked both of the boys, almost with the same breath.



Lothair seated himself in a big chair, after saying "good morning "to Thorwald, and began
to speak:



"My boys," said he, "you must know that away up in the heavens live the gods who watch
over all of us. Thor is the foremost of them all, and he lives at Thrudvangar, 'The Plains
of Strength,' in a hall of five hundred and forty rooms, called Bilskirnir.



"Each of us is watched over by a guardian spirit. Each of you boys has a guardian spirit
who, though unseen, is always near you, and whose hand you can clasp in right good
fellowship, although he is not visible to you."



"That is nice," said Eric. "I hope that I can see my guardian spirit some day. Some day
when he is off his guard and needs company."



Lothair laughed.



"I am afraid that you will never see him," he answered. "But, when you are older and go
into battle, I am sure that you will see some strange maidens near you. These are sent
from Valhalla, the home of the gods, to
determine the fate of battle, and they are called the Valkyrias. They can ride through the
air, and also over the sea. Sometimes they ride upon the shafts of lightning, which are
rays of sunshine coming from the face of the gods. Often they ride upon fiery steeds, clad
in glittering armor, and they bear with them long spears, sharpened either for victory, or
for death.



"At first, my boys, there were only six Valkyrias; but, as the years passed onward, there
were nine. Once, indeed, twenty-seven of them were seen on a battle field; for an old poet
has sung:






	"There were three times nine maidens,


	But one rode foremost


	A white maiden under a helmet;


	Their horses tremble, 


	From their manes fell 


	Dew into the deep dales, 


	And hail on the lofty woods."








"Although these maidens nearly always live in the Heavens, at times they come to dwell
upon the earth; and, upon one of these occasions, they were discovered by three royal
princes.



"These princes were sons of one of the Kings
of Sweden and used to spend much of their time running about upon snowshoes, for there was
much snow in their country. They also hunted wild beasts, and killed many a large wolf and
shaggy bear.



"One day the three young men came to a lake hidden deep in the forest, and they liked the
place so much that they tarried there and built a house, where they lived for some time.
Going down to the edge of the lake, one early morning, they beheld three beautiful women,
who were spinning flax. The princes knew that they were Valkyrias, for nearby lay the
swan-skins in which Valkyrias usually disguised themselves. It could be plainly seen that
they had been caught unawares.



"The three brothers spoke gracefully and courteously to them and asked the Valkyrias to go
home with them. The maidens consented, and lived seven years with the young men. But they
were not happy; for, hearing afar the sound of battle, they were restless. One day they
disappeared, never to return. In vain the princes sought for them. The sisters were soon
amidst the din and carnage of war, and the brothers never saw them again!"



"What a nice story," Eric interrupted. "And do you think that we will see these sisters
when we are men and can use sword and javelin in battle?"



Lothair laughed with great good humor.



"I've no doubt that you will, my son," he replied; "for the Valkyrias always hover over a
battle-field, and look after those who are in trouble and distress.



"But never forget that only the valorous, and those who have done great deeds, shall be
welcomed in Valhalla, 'The Hall of the Slain.' It has five hundred and forty doors, and
each door is so wide that eight hundred warriors can pass through it at the same moment.



"Death should have no terror for you, for it is good to be welcomed to the glad halls of
Valhalla; to sit down to feast at the festive board; and to welcome the brave in the halls
of the gods. Death you shall not fear; but shame you must always dread, and this can only
come to you if you flee before the foe. The greatest thing that a Viking can do is to win
fame,—fame that will live in the sagas of the nation and will be handed down from
generation to generation."



Both of the boys listened to him with the greatest attention. Already they had determined
to stick manfully to their lessons so as to become strong men and noble warriors.



"Now, boys," Lothair continued, "I will tell you the story of Bjorn, a son of one of the
Kings of Norway. Bjorn's own mother had died when he was a baby, and he had a step-mother
who did not love him. Therefore, one day, she struck him with a bearskin glove, saying, as
she did so, 'Thou shalt become a fierce bear, and thou shalt eat no food save thy father's
cattle. So much cattle shalt thou kill that all men shall hear of it, and never shalt thou
escape from this spell.'



"As she finished speaking, a great bear ran out of the courtyard, and Bjorn was never seen
or heard of again.



"The King, who was very fond of his son, sought for him throughout the realm, but it was
in vain. No signs of him were ever seen. But, from the day that Bjorn vanished, it is said
that a fierce, gray bear was often to be seen prowling around among the cattle of the
King, until the numbers grew less and less.



"So you see, boys," said Lothair, "that you
can change your form into that of an animal. And, if you but eat the flesh and drink the
blood of some wild beast, you will become as strong and fierce as the animal of whose
blood you have partaken."



"Then I shall drink wolf's blood," said Biarne. "But how is it that you are not fierce,
Lothair, as you are a great huntsman?"



The Skald laughed with much good humor.



"My boys," said he, "I am a singer, and singers are not fierce, for their souls are softly
tempered by the music which they play. Now, if you wish, I will sing to you to the music
of my harp."



The boys sprawled out, full length, upon a big bearskin rug, while Lothair took his harp
and sang to them a song of the valorous deeds of the Vikings. Thus were they instructed in
the history of their forefathers and were told of the great battles which had been fought
both on land and upon the surging ocean.







The Building of the Ship



"Steady boy, steady, thou wilt hurt thyself. Get thee from beneath these timbers."



The man who spoke was a hairy-bearded Viking who was clad in a workman's garb. He was
directing the transportation of some stout beams from his work-shop to the shore, where
the skeleton of a ship was lying. Many Norsemen were at work upon the vessel. It great
curving sides and high prow showed it to be a typical Viking ship.



The boy stepped aside at this command and allowed the men who were carrying the beams to
pass by. Then he walked up	to the sides of the vessel in order to watch the progress of
the building of the graceful hull. It was Biarne, who had wandered down to see what was
going on. He was full of curiosity.



"Biarne, I want to speak to you!" came a voice at his shoulder.



Turning around, Biarne saw Eric, who was carrying some boards on his shoulder.



"What is it, Eric?" he asked. "I see that you are well laden."



"I want to speak to you after I deposit these boards at the ship."



"Very good, I shall be glad to hear what you have to say."



Eric went down to the water's edge, laid down the boards, and was soon back at the side of
his friend.



"This vessel is being built for Leif Ericson, the Lucky," said he. "And it is whispered
that he is to sail far to the west, where he expects to find a great and prosperous new
country."



"Ah!" answered Biarne. "And what of that?"



"Would you not like to go with him, and have some adventure?" Blame's eyes opened wide.



"I had not thought of it. I am too young. How could I man an oar?"



"I am young, also. But I long to see a new country and to have adventures of my own."



Biarne looked solemn.



"That is all very nice; but how could we
persuade one of Leif's followers to take us along?"



"That is easily evaded. We will stow away in the hold, and then we will see the wonders of
the New World!"



Biarne began to smile. "Why, the idea is wonderful!" said he. "We will wait until the
expedition is ready to sail, then we will hide in the bow. Before any one knows it, we
will be out at sea and they cannot bring us home. Eric, I am with you!"



Linked arm in arm the two boys walked up the beach, laughing and jesting. They had in them
the true, adventurous spirit of the Vikings.



But how was it that Leif the Lucky had knowledge of this land lying far to the west? And
how was it that he had determined to go in search of adventures in a strange and unknown
country?



The Vikings were bold and hardy adventurers, for the name Viking means "son of the bay,"
or "son of the ocean." They loved the sea and the bays, or fiords, which were upon the
shores of Norway, of Denmark, and of Sweden.



These keen navigators sailed all over the
northern seas and some of them settled in Iceland. More than a hundred years after this, a
Norseman, named Eric the Red, was ordered to leave Iceland because he had killed another
Viking in a sudden fit of passion. He had heard rumors of a western country, so he set out
to find it. He and his companions found an island, settled there for a summer, and,
because the green grass looked so beautiful, called the place Greenland. Soon more
Norsemen came there and several settlements were made in this lonely country.



At this time there lived a man called Biarne Herjulfson—the very same name which little
Biarne had; in fact, he was one of his ancestors. His father lived in Iceland, and the
adventurous Viking wandered about for a long time before returning to his home to see his
parent. When he arrived in Iceland he found that his father had gone to the new Greenland
Colony with Eric the Red. So away to the west sailed the bold adventurer, searching for
Greenland and his father. He steered by the sun and stars in true Viking fashion, and kept
on and on, expecting any moment to come to the low lying shores of Greenland.



Suddenly the cry of "Land! Land!" was heard.



The captain looked eagerly before him, but there was nothing that looked like Greenland.
This was a heavily wooded shore, with low hills in the background, and not a country rough
and snowbound, as Greenland was supposed to be. He coasted along the shore, sailed into
many of the coves and bays, and ran into some wonderfully deep harbors. It was really the
coast of Nova Scotia and not Greenland.



"I have lost my way," said the venturesome mariner.



So, turning the bow of the ship towards the north, he sailed back until he reached the
shores of Greenland. There he found his old father, just as he expected that he would do.
But he was full of the tales of that new land which he had seen far to the west. He told
them to all whom he met.



The story of these strange, wooded shores came to the ears of Leif Ericson, known as Leif
the Lucky.



"I will go and explore the far western ocean," said he. "And I will build me a goodly ship
in which to voyage thither."



But a goodly ship could not be built in Greenland, as the timber there was not big enough,
nor had they sufficient men who were skilled in boat building. So Leif had sent over to
Norway for a boat sufficiently large for this expedition.



That is how the hammers and the axes came to ring in the little cove, where Biarne and
Eric watched the building of the vessel which was to transport this famous adventurer and
his followers to the country of the unknown.



Eagerly the boys watched the building of this little bark. It did not look much like the
ships of to-day. The bow and the stern were fashioned so as to rise high out of the water,
and the middle of the vessel was low and had no deck. There was room for thirty rowers,
who were to use oars twenty feet long. A single mast was in the forward part of the ship
and it had but one sail, which could be taken down when not in use. The shields of the
warriors were hung along the sides of this curious-looking craft. At the prow was a
beautifully carved figure of a bear. In the stern was a firm deck, while in the forepart
of the
vessel were only loose planks, upon which the sailors stepped.



Day by day the work progressed, until finally the mast was shipped, the sail was bent upon
the single spar which ran across the top of the mast, and the seams were caulked. The
Viking ship was ready to be launched.



Now came a day when all the Vikings gathered upon the shore to see the vessel plow its way
into the waves. Leif Ericson was there; tall, well formed, with ruddy face and reddish
hair. Near by were Hekia, Vathildi, and Halfrida, his sisters; also Thorbiorn, the son of
Halfrida; and Thoruna, mother of the little Biarne. Then there were many others; strong
and athletic people of ruddy health, with the blue of the Baltic Sea reflected in their
eyes. Hake and Hekia, cousins of Leif Ericson; Staumfroid, Thorhall and Ingveld, stout
followers of the noble-hearted Leif. 'With cheerful faces and eager glances they watched
the vessel as the pinning was knocked from under its sides, and with a great "swish "and a
"splash "it plowed its way into the harbor.



"Hurrah!" cried Eric. "The good ship will soon be on its western journey."



"Hurrah!" whispered Biarne to him. "It will not be long, now, before we have an
opportunity to go forth in search of adventure."



And all the people upon the shore gave a great shout as the graceful hull floated upon the
waters of the little bay.



"Good luck to the good ship Valhalla!"  cried all, and the cry was taken up by the
gulls which wheeled and circled above, with much apparent interest and delight in the
christening of the new vessel.



"Good luck to the good ship Valhalla!"







Buried Treasure



"And,  who are these warlike strangers?"



Eric, who had spoken, with head bruised and battered from a sword-thrust, was peering into
the hold of the conquered ship.



"At least they did not run away?" said Biarne. "I believe that they are pirates."
"Pirates?"



"Yes, even as we might become if we had to. These fellows have been preying on their
weaker comrades on the sea."



The hold, in fact, was full of boxes, bales, and a valuable cargo of ivory. The strangers
had either bartered with some natives upon the coast of Africa, or else had intercepted
some vessel traveling overseas from the tropic land.



Leif Ericson had suffered no injury from the encounter. He was now seated near the center
of the ship while his men held a few of the prisoners before him. He was questioning them
as to their nationality, and their purpose
in visiting this strange and unexplored country.



The strangers, it seems, were from the coast of Spain. Driven westward by a series of
storms, they had fallen in with some traders from France; had captured them; had seized
all of the most valuable part of their cargo; and had put all of their captives to death
in order to avoid trouble of carrying them upon their own vessel. The treasure in the hold
of the staunch craft was worth a large sum of money.



What would the Vikings do with it? Should it be divided, or should it go, for the most
part, to Leif the Lucky?



Eric and Biarne were much interested in the inspection of the pirate ship, which was a
trifle smaller than the Valhalla. Also, it was built of lighter timber, and had a
great, high stern.



The deck was soon cleared of all signs of the recent affray, and the two boys aided in
binding up the wounds of the prisoners. They were fierce-looking fellows, with tanned
skins and great masses of coal black hair. They seemed to be resigned to their fate, and
took matters with calmness.



Leif appeared to be much gratified at the result of his attack.



"Here," said he, "is a great treasure,—a fitting reward for all of our exertions. We are
well repaid for our tremendous battling with this pirate crew. We will sail back to our
mooring and to-morrow will decide what will be done with this valuable cargo."



The Valhalla  had dropped astern, by now, and, with sail well filled, had started to
return to her moorings in front of the place, on the beach, where the Vikings had built
their house.



The sail was hoisted on the pirate ship and it was soon driven by the wind and oars
towards the sandy shore. Leif and his men were certainly well pleased with their venture,
and all sang lustily as the boat surged through the blue water. Finally they neared the
Valhalla, which was at anchor; but, by Leif's orders, the bow of the pirate ship
was driven on the beach.



"Now, lads," said the bold Viking to the two youngsters, "we will have to decide what is
to be done with this treasure. It is more than I can claim for my own share, as all of my
gallant men aided and assisted me in its capture."



"Yes," said Biarne, "but I feel sure that it will be safe here in Vinland, and that no one
will touch it until we are ready to take it away."



No sooner had the pirate ship been beached, than she was securely fastened to the bank by
means of long ropes. The Vikings sprang ashore, and were soon busily engaged in landing
the jars of gold coin; the bales of valuable silk; and the numberless silver and jeweled
ornaments which the pirates had captured from many a weak and unsuspecting crew. These
were placed in a great pile and the Vikings gathered about their leader to hear what he
had to say.



"My gallant Norsemen," cried Leif, "a portion of this treasure belongs to me, of course.
The rest shall be divided amongst all of you. I feel that I should have at least a third;
the remaining two-thirds should be apportioned amongst those who assisted in the taking of
this vessel."



"That is fair," said old Thorwald, quite loudly.



"Yes, that is certainly fair," said Biarne also.



But a few of the Norsemen shook their heads.



"I put two of the pirates out of the way, bold Captain," said one stout fellow, called
Huriulf, "certainly I should be entitled to more of the treasure than those who did
little."



"Yes, and I, too, fought as hard as Huriulf," spoke another: Hake by name. "I should have
a share proportionate to the work that I have done."



Thus dissention began.



Leif looked grave as he pondered over the matter. His followers stood around him in a half
circle. They were a hardy-looking set, with their high helmets, their steel breast-plates
and their long pikes in their hands.



"Well, my bold friends," said he, at length, "I cannot see that you should have more than
the rest, but we will put it to the vote of all. What say you, men? Shall these two have
more than the rest of you?"



"No! No!" came from all sides.



Leif smiled.



"You see, my lads," said he, "your friends and companions do not think that you should get
what you wish."



The two Vikings looked sullen, but, as they made no remark, it was apparent that they were
satisfied with the verdict which their mates had rendered.



[image: [Illustration]]


THEY BURIED THEIR PORTIONS OF THE PIRATE GOLD.


The division of the treasure now went on. Leif Ericson, who had certainly been rightly
christened "The Lucky," took one-third, as near as he could reckon. The rest was divided
into equal portions, Eric and Biarne each receiving their proper share. But what was now
to be done with the treasure?



"I'll tell you what I am going to do with my portion, Eric," said Biarne. "I am going to
bury it."



"An excellent idea," answered Eric. "Where?"



"Up on the beach, up near those hemlock trees. No one will ever know it, if we put it
there at night."



"You are right."



"We'll do it right away."



So, that very night Eric and Biarne carried their share of the treasure far up the beach,
and, beneath a great rock where a single pine seemed to grow as a sentinel, they buried
their portions of the pirate gold. They marked the rock with a cross and a number six,
just opposite the spot where the treasure lay, and, trudging back to the hut, were soon
fast asleep.






The Christening



Joy  reigned at the house of Biarne Herjulfson, for a little son had been born to that bold and
hardy Norseman. At his great house, or boer, as it was called, all the retainers,
maids-of-waiting, and fighting men went about with smiles upon their faces, and whispered
to one another:



"The Nornir have left a message in the chimney that they will be with us to-morrow
evening, and they said that the little one will have an adventurous life and will be a
credit to our master."	



"Thor, himself, who is the foremost of the gods, could not have had a more lusty voice
when he was a stripling," spoke one of the serving men. "In truth, my good friends, I
believe that the youthful heir to our house will be a great singer some day." Then all
laughed with good humor, for there was a feast in store for them in commemoration of the
joyful event.



It was believed by Norsemen that the future life of every child was shaped at its birth by
the Fates, or Nornir, who seemed to have control of the gods themselves. There were three
of these: Urd, the past; Verdandi, the present; and Skuld, the future; who lived at the
foot of Urd's well, situated at the bottom of a large ash-tree, whose roots they watered
with their wisdom and experience of the past, and where they spun the threads of fate at
the birth of every child.



So, when the word was passed around that the Nornir had left a message in the chimney,
that the new-born would have a great career, even Biarne Herjulfson, the rough, old
father, smiled and chuckled with glee.



Next morning all the family and servants gathered in the great hall to witness the
christening of the little son of the house. He was
placed upon the floor and was left there for some time without being touched by any one.
Then an old retainer, called Gormanud, walked forward, picked up the little Norseman, and
placed him in the arms of his father, who held out his cloak so that it covered the body
of his new born heir.



It was a custom of the Norsemen to look at a child two days after he was born and decide
whether he should be placed outside upon the ground and left to die, or should be allowed
to live. This was as the old Spartans used to do and was certainly a brutal custom,
although these wild people seemed to think nothing of it. So, after old Biarne Herjulfson
had received the child in his arms, he looked at it very carefully, so as to decide, from
its appearance, whether its fortunes would be good or bad, and whether it would or would
not be a great sea rover.



"Thou wilt be a bold and hardy warrior," said Biarne Herjulfson. "Thou wilt be a brave
adventurer and wilt see great hardships and perils upon the sea."



He then walked to a large bowl in which was some water, dipped in his hand, and
sprinkled it over the body of the young Norseman, who was very quiet, and was gazing about
him with wide, staring eyes. This was a religious rite called the Ausa Vatni.



Now it was time to give a name to the young Norseman; a custom which was called nafnfesti,
or name-fastening. Consequently, an uncle of the child, called Thrudvangar, walked up to
him, and, laying his hand upon the baby's head, said: "Little one, I christen thee Biarne,
the second. I also give thee a sword, a helmet, a cuirass, and a spear, hoping that you
will find good use for them in your life. I also present thee with a gold ring, which I
trust that you will wear when your hand is of sufficient size to fill it. May you lead a
brave and noble life; may you be a credit to your noble father, your good mother, and to
all your family."



At this all of the servants and guests cried out:



"Hail! valorous Biarne!"



Large casks of ale had been rolled into the great Sal, or hall, in which this interesting
event had taken place, and, after these were opened, great goblets of horn were dipped
into
them and were handed around among the guests. Two men with strange-looking fiddles, called
gigja, came into the room, and also a harper with snowy-white hair, and a harp of gold.
The sweet strains of music now arose above the hum of the voices of the guests, and all
laughed loudly as the little Norseman—still in the folds of the cloak upon his father's
arm—cried out with loud and vociferous tones.



But what was this?



Suddenly a hush fell upon all the guests assembled; the music ceased; and even the wails
of young Biarne were stilled. At the far end of the room a strange figure was seen
approaching. Clad in a long, black cloak was a woman with flowing gray hair, a thin,
cadaverous face, and a large helmet upon her head, from which two great eagle wings
extended into the air.



"It is one of the Nornir," whispered a lady-in-waiting. "It is Urd, the past!"



"No," whispered another. "It is Verdandi, the present!"



But the strange visitor looked neither to the right nor to the left. Stalking onward, she
walked to where the long-bearded father was holding his little son in his arms, and,
raising a
thin arm above him, in a sort of benediction, she said, in deep, sonorous tones:
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'I, SKULD, GIVE YOU MY BLESSING.'


"Youth: Thy fate will be an auspicious one. Thou wilt wax strong and brave, and thou wilt
go to far countries and wilt discover a land teeming with wild grapes. Thou wilt be a
credit to thy parents and to thy country. But I, Skuld, do tell thee one thing which thou
must remember: do not trust to one who passeth as thy friend, but who is not really such.
Do not put your faith in a red-bearded man with a scar upon his forehead. I, Skuld, give
you my blessing."



Suddenly, as if by magic, the strange figure disappeared. All looked aghast, for the
apparition had vanished into the air.






 [image: Cover]



The Treasure Discovered



Next  day Biarne's mind began to revolve about the treasure which they had lost, and, going up
to Eric, he said:



"Let's go below and look around among the things stored there. Perhaps we can find some
trace of the stolen treasure."



"Why, Biarne," Eric answered, "isn't it strange? I was thinking the same thing. Come on!
Let's go below!"



The boys climbed down to the place where the Vikings had packed away most of their
belongings, and, with keen eyes, began to look at everything which might possibly contain
their lost treasure. They pried in between bales of furs, stacks of dried fish, and pieces
of sawed lumber; but, for a long time, it was a pretty hollow search. Finally Biarne
climbed up in the bow, where it was so dark that he could only just see; but, Eric, who
was behind him, heard him whisper.



"Eric! Eric! Come here, for I believe that I have unearthed something which will be of
interest to you."



Eric scrambled up to the place where Biarne was kneeling, and found him with his hand upon
a bag of deer skin. "Feel that!" said he.



Eric put his hand down and clutched the bag. There was something hard beneath it which
felt like large, golden coins.



"Can it be the treasure?" he whispered. "I think so."



"Hurray! Then we have it on board, just as I thought."



As he spoke, a shadow darkened the hold, and the boys saw Haldor peering in their
direction. Both of them crouched down low, behind a bale of fox skins.



"Comrade," said Haldor, turning to a second Norseman who had come to his side, "I thought
that I heard something stirring."



"Hist!" answered the other, a sailor named Thor. "We must be careful what we say. You
remember that the treasure is there."



"Yes."



"And it is buried well beneath the fox skins and lumber?"



"Yes."



"And no one suspected it. No one saw you stow it away?"



"Yes, Tellfroid did."



"Did he suspect what it was?"



"He questioned me."



"What did you say?"



"I told him that we	had put a rock in there for ballast."



"A sorry answer!"



Haldor winced. "I admit it."



"Well, I certainly heard a noise! Are there any rats aboard?"



"None that I know of."



"Well, perhaps it was that tame fox which Tellfroid brought with him. The beast is a
nuisance!"



The boys could not help chuckling. Eric snickered so loudly that he thought they heard
him.



Apparently satisfied that no one was there, the two Vikings withdrew, while the boys
wriggled from their hiding place and finally climbed on deck. Both were smiling broadly,
for they
knew that they would secure what really belonged to them when they should reach home.



The two ships plunged onward, and, as the sinewy Vikings swung the great oaken oars
through the water, they sang a wild song of the Norseland. They passed the shores of
Newfoundland, saw many whales spouting and playing in the water as they left that land of
flat stones far behind, and then, as they plowed their way toward Greenland, great schools
of porpoises jumped and frolicked around them.



A dense fog now encompassed the ships, and, for fully a day they plowed through a sheet of
white mist, but, at last the sun burned through the fog bank and the ships sped onward
towards their goal. The white gulls went careening by, the massive billows surged and
tossed, but the brave ships plowed onward, until—in the far distance—a thin, bluish-brown
line upon the horizon told them that they were nearing Greenland.



Both Eric and Biarne were delighted to think that they would soon be back in their old
home and would see their parents again, for Leif had promised to send them home in the
first ship that left Greenland for Norway. They stood in the bow eagerly gazing at the
nearing shore, and, occasionally they would help one of the men with an oar.



As they stood thus, old Staumfroid came up behind them and laid a hand upon either
shoulder.



"Boys!" said he, "are you glad to get back after all your many adventures in Vinland?"



"Yes," said Eric, smiling. "But, Staumfroid, we have something that we want to tell you.



"Go ahead, my son, what is it?"



"You remember the treasure that Captain Leif captured from the pirates?"



"I certainly do."



"You remember that we both received a certain part of it?"



"Yes, what did you young rascals do with it?"



"We buried it on the beach."



"Near the camp?"



"Yes, near the camp."



"Well! well!" Old Staumfroid grew interested.



"And it was stolen from us by some men on this very ship."



"W-h-a-a-t?"



"Yes, and it is now down below in some sacks. Will you help us get it back?"



"Why, certainly, I will, if you can prove that it is yours."



"That we can do quite easily."



"All right. I will help you do it when we get to land."



Soon the ships entered the harbor of Bratthalia, and their anchors were lowered in the
quiet waters of the little bay. All the townsfolk came out and shouted a welcome to them.
They blew horns, waved banners, and cried out in loud tones: "Skoal to Leif Ericson! Skoal
to Leif Ericson and his brave Vikings! Welcome home to Greenland!"





And All Ended Happily



The  Vikings scrambled ashore, and, forming in a procession, marched up the main street, to the
blowing of trumpets, the clashing of cymbals, and the rolling of rude drums.



Then they were carried to the town hall upon the shoulders of the inhabitants of
Bratthalia, where Leif Ericson, himself, mounted a high platform and delivered a speech.
He closed his remarks with the words:



"We are glad to get home, I can assure you, O people of Greenland. We are glad to get home
from Vinland, the land of the salmon, the moose, the beaver, and the wolf, which we have
left safely in the hands of the Skrellings. We have brought you much lumber and many dried
fish, as a token of our affection for you, and we trust that some of you will follow us in
explorations to 'Vinland, the Beautiful.' "



The boys clapped their hands at these remarks, and then went to look for old 
Staumfroid, as the vessel was to be unloaded next day, and they wished to be where they
could get their treasure as it was handed over the side.



"Boys, I will be with you to-morrow," said old Staumfroid, "and when the treasure comes
over the rail, you will hear from me, I can assure you. Rest content! Those two villains,
Haldor and Thor, will not get it away from you as long as my name is old Staumfroid."



The boys were much overjoyed to hear him talk in this manner, and, bright and early next
morning, they were down at the shore, where the Valhalla  had been run up against a
dock, and where the Norsemen were already at work in unloading her. Old Staumfroid was
there, also, with a keen look in his eye.



Haldor and Thor mingled with the other men, and, after much lumber had been taken from the
hold, they began to take out a quantity of skin bags which seemed to be very heavy,
indeed. They were carried up on the beach and were placed next to some fox skins. When all
had been removed from the hold, old Staumfroid walked over to the place where the bags
lay, followed by Eric and Biarne. Leaning over, he felt one with his hand.



"What have we here?" said he.



Haldor was standing nearby and his face grew crimson. The scar upon his forehead took on a
purplish hue.



"Ballast!" he muttered.



"Oh, no, my fine friend," said old Staumfroid. "This is not ballast. This is something
else, I can assure you." Then he straightened up, "This is treasure which belongs to
Biarne and Eric, and you dug it up upon the beach at Vinland."



The expression upon Haldor's face was anything but pleasant.



"It's a falsehood!"



In answer old Staumfroid took out his long knife and ripped a bag open. A quantity of
golden coins jingled out upon the stones.



"What say you to that, sir?" he asked.



The thieving Norseman stood with his mouth wide open.



"Now, know you," continued Staumfroid, "that this treasure belongs to these two boys and I
insist that it shall be returned to them. You dug it up on the beach in Vinland, and you
must give it back to the rightful owners. If you do not do this, I will take the matter up
before Leif Ericson, himself, and it will go hard with you."



Both Haldor and Thor looked at Staumfroid and walked away. Old Staumfroid smiled.



"Now, boys, this shall be taken to a safe place and you will both be rich young men," said
he.



Not long afterwards, with the assistance of Leif Ericson, the boys sailed with their
treasure for Norway. Long life and prosperity were to be their lot; but they often thought
of their wonderful expedition to Vinland, the Beautiful. As the old Nornir had said, one
with a red beard and a scar upon his forehead was to prove to be an enemy, but, thanks to
old Staumfroid, all had ended auspiciously. The young Vikings lived happily ever
afterwards, admired and respected by all the brave and daring Norsemen.



But what of Vinland?



Many other Norsemen, principal among whom was Thorfinn Karlsefni in 1007 A. D., sailed
across the great, surging Atlantic Ocean to get fish and lumber in the new country. A
settlement, called Norumbega, was made upon the Charles River, that river, filled with
salmon, which flowed through a lake into the sea. But eventually this was deserted by the
bold Vikings, who returned to their homes in Greenland, Iceland, and Norway; leaving high
stone walls, artificial canals, and docks and wharves, to show where they had once lived
in peace and comfort in beautiful Vinland.



THE END.
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Back to Greenland



Flood  tide.



The great, ebbing, surging blue current of the river rolled onward past the log huts of
Leif and his adventurers. Tortuous, twisting, singing, crooning, and sweeping great brown
pieces of seaweed along in its mad flight, it passed by the spot where later would stand
the home of Henry Wadsworth Longfellow, the inspired poet, the man of sweetness and
benevolence. It eddied and gurgled beyond the green marshes which lay near the future
habitation of James Russell Lowell, that mystical dreamer of beautiful dreams at Elmwood.
It was now deserted and silent, save for the occasional splash of a leaping fish, but
almost a thousand years later its surface was to be dotted with the shells of many
crimson-shirted oarsmen, who were to find healthful exercise upon its fresh and gurgling
surface, and recreation, after the hours of study in the halls of the
college which would spring into being near its sloping banks.



A bustle and confusion was now upon the shore, for Leif Ericson had given orders to get
everything ready for the return journey to Greenland. The gray geese had begun to fly
north again; their V-shaped lines had gone "honking "over the green marshes which lay
before the low huts of the Vikings; the white-throated sparrows were trilling in the
bushes, now verdant with the first, young flush of spring, and the soft notes of the
hermit thrush sounded from the silence of the forest.



Flood tide.



The Valhalla  swung at her moorings; and beside her lay the great pirate ship, her
high prow topped with a dragon's head, jutting far out from the blue water. The river was
dotted with the boats and skiffs of the Vikings, as they carried their belongings to the
vessels and made preparations to go back to far distant Greenland. The huts were being
rapidly dismantled, and the woods echoed with the laughter and shouting of the Norsemen.



Biarne and Eric had assisted in loading the Valhalla  with lumber and with dried
grapes;
they had also placed a considerable amount of timber in the hold of the pirate ship.
During the winter they had helped to dry a great many fish, and these had been stowed away
in the hold. They also had killed some deer, had dried their hides, and were taking these
back to their friends and relatives as a proof of their skill with the bow and arrow.



At last all was ready; the treasure had been stowed away; and the oars were dipped into
the waters of the blue river. Eric and Biarne had not mentioned what had happened to their
own portion, for they hoped that they would discover the thieves on the return trip. The
anchors were drawn from the muddy bottom, the square sails were hoisted aloft, and the
prows of the two Viking ships were turned towards the rounded basin through which the
river flowed into the sea.



Captain Leif stood at the helm of the Valhalla, while old Staumfroid was at the
tiller of the captured ship. As the wind filled the fluttering sails of the two graceful
ships, they careened over to leeward, and a wild "Huzzah "came from the throats of the
oarsmen. Their oaken oars splashed in unison, the two
vessels drew onward, and began to slip towards the far distant Atlantic.



Eric stood near his friend, Captain Leif, and, as the Valhalla  dropped down the
winding stream, he gazed back wistfully at the log huts which had served them as such
comfortable homes during the winter. Although the Vikings had put out most of the fires,
some one had left one burning in the larger hut, where a thin wisp of smoke curled from
the chimney into the air. Not a sound came from the green forest, which stretched backward
as far as the eye could see into the blue distance. Vinland was being left to the
Skrellings, the moose, the beaver, and the bear.



Farewell to Vinland!



A towhee bunting trilled a matin song from the edge of the great abysmal forest, as the
ships went gliding past; a song sparrow sent cascades of sweet melody into the clear air;
a squirrel chattered and scolded at the staunch adventurers from his perch on a pine-tree,
as the square sails slapped in the increasing wind.



Farewell to Vinland!



The waves now danced and played with a thousand white-caps around the ships of the
Norsemen, as they left the river, and, propelled by strong arms and oaken oars, forged
ahead into the open bay. As Eric looked sadly and sorrowfully behind him, a great blue
heron rose from the marshes at the head of the beautiful stream, and, flying upward with
grace and precision, seemed to beckon good-by to the venturesome mariners, with his great
flapping wings. The roar of the surf now came to the ears of the lad, as he wistfully
gazed astern at the fast disappearing shore, and the lapping waves seemed to speak in
accents of sadness and regret, "Farewell to Vinland!"






How Thor Lost His Hammer



The  next morning dawned cold and blustery, with a chill wind blowing, so the boys were
informed by Thorwald that they would not go out horseback riding, or to practice with the
javelin; but would spend their time in playing upon the harp and learning about the gods
and their life at Thrudvangar, "The Plains of Strength."



Lothair had spent the night with them, and, in the morning, told them that he had a story
to tell them. They all went into the long room, and, after some huge logs had been heaped
upon the fireplace, the boys lay down before it, while Lothair and Thorwald stretched
themselves out in long chairs.



"Boys, as I have told you before," said Lothair, "Bilskirnir, the Palace of the great god
Thor, King of all the gods, is built in his Kingdom of Thrudvangar, the realm that lies
beyond the thunder clouds. It is the largest
palace that has ever been roofed over for it has five hundred and forty halls beneath its
silver dome, and it is so bright and so dazzling that when people on the earth catch a
glimpse of it through the clouds, they blink their eyes and say that they have seen
lightning. Thor spends most of his time there. When he is not away from home, fighting
giants or attending assembly meetings, he is wandering around in the five hundred and
forty halls, or sitting in a tremendous hall in the center of Bilskirnir. Around the walls
he has benches placed for his followers; gleaming weapons hang there; great fires blaze
upon the hearth of gold; while in the center, beneath a high, crystal dome, Thor, the
Splendid One, has a high throne of glittering magnificence.



"Now, boys, Thor had a great hammer of which he was very proud. He called it The Crusher
(Mjolnir) because nothing could withstand a blow from it when delivered by his arm. When
he slept, it always lay near him, within easy reach of his hand. Some dwarfs had made this
great weapon for him and he was very proud of it, I can assure you. When he struck a blow,
all the heavens pealed with
a clap of thunder, and way down below the people would gaze upward and would say: 'Thor
has made a mighty blow with his hammer. Thor must again be angry.'



"One night Thor was sleeping in his palace, surrounded by his retainers, who had gone to
rest on cushioned benches. Among his followers was one Loki—known as the Sly One—who was
visiting him, and who sprawled at full length upon some cushions near the fire, glowing
brightly in the great golden hearth. Thor had a red beard, and it was tossed up in the air
as he leaned back in his high seat. His bushy brows had a frown upon them, for a bad dream
was troubling his usually tranquil mind. Thor, in fact, had dreamed that his hammer had
been stolen by Thrym, the Giant King who lived not far away in the heavens, and who was
very jealous of Thor and his power.



"The god of all gods awoke with a start and sat up. He looked about him. He was safe in
his own hall, and his retainers slept peacefully around him. He could hear their gentle
snoring, as they dreamed away upon the cushioned benches. It seemed to be impossible that
anything could have happened, yet he
felt that something ill had befallen him, and, to make sure, he put out his hand and
reached for his hammer, that weapon before which nothing could stand. Instantly Thor's red
face grew ashen pale, for The Crusher had gone!



"The Strong One uttered such a wild yell that it was heard far down below upon the earth,
and the Vikings thought that a thunder storm was brewing. Thor's beard quivered with
righteous anger, and he leaned over to where Loki, the Sly One, was sleeping, and clutched
him by the arm.



"'Awake, Loki!' said he, 'a terrible calamity has overtaken me. My good hammer, my trusty
sledge hammer+ has been stolen what shall I do? I will now be powerless in warfare, and no
longer can my peals of thunder ring out to warn the people on earth that I am alive and am
god of all gods!'



"The Sly One jumped up, rubbed his eyes, and looked at Thor's troubled face. Loki was
clever, so, after thinking the matter over for some time, he said:



"'I think that Thrym has stolen your hammer. But you must not go to him, for, like your
red beard, you are of a fiery nature, and
you would kill him ere you have learned whether he has your hammer or not. Therefore, let
me visit Thrym. I will disguise myself in the feather-dress of Freyja, the lovely one. I
will get news to you of your hammer. If possible, I will steal it myself.'



"Thor's face grew more calm and tranquil.



"'I will reward you greatly if you recover my hammer, Loki!' said he. 'I cannot be happy
without it.'



"'Wait for me, Thor, god of all gods,' Loki replied. 'I will be sure to bring you good
news.'



"The Sly One immediately went outside and harnessed up two goats to a silver chariot. 'I
will go to the goddess Freyja's palace,' said he. 'I will borrow her dress of feathers,
and, thus disguised, I will go to the land of the giants, and will find out whether or not
Thor's hammer is there.'



"Loki soon arrived at Freyja's immense palace and, when he asked her for her dress, she
gladly gave it to him. It was made of the white and brown plumage of falcons and fitted
Loki's body like a glove.



"The Sly One then spread his wings and
flew out of the window, on and on and on, until he arrived at Jotunheim, where the giants
all lived. There Thrym had his home. Thrym was very, very large, and he was also very old.
He had a long beard which glittered like frost and shone like molten silver. His hands and
face were covered with short, glistening hairs. He was crafty and cruel, and, when Loki
alighted before him, he apparently was expecting him, for he looked up with a wicked
smile, and said:



"'Welcome, Sly One. Welcome, O Loki! How fares Thor, god of all gods? How fare the elves?
How fares the beautiful Freyja? Why do you come alone to Jotunheim?'



"Loki looked sternly and fearlessly at him.



"Ill fares the Mighty One. Ill fares the beautiful Freyja. Ill fare the elves,' said he.
'Thor has lost his hammer and I think that you have it. Have you not stolen Thor's hammer?
And where have you concealed it?'



"Thrym grinned, even laughed derisively.



"'Yes, I have Thor's hammer,' said he. 'I have concealed it eight lengths beneath the
ground. I intend to keep it until Freyja, the
Beautiful One, becomes my bride. No man can have it unless Freyja becomes mine.'



"Loki burst out laughing. 'Think of it! Freyja the bride of such a horrible, old giant?
Freyja—sweet, lovely Freyja—to become the wife of a wicked ugly monster!' His very soul
revolted at such a thought, and he laughed long and loudly, while Thrym grinned, turned
his back on him, and began to talk to his many white horses, with long manes and still
longer tails, which he had all about him.



"Loki said again:



"'Is this the only answer that you give?



Remember that Thor is god of all gods, and that his vengeance is swift and sure. Demand
not too much of Thor.'



"Thrym glowered savagely at him.



"'What do I care for Thor,' said he; ' I have his hammer. What can he do without it?'



"Loki saw that it was useless to talk with him further, so he spread his shining wings,
leaped into the air, and flew back over the world to Thrudvangar, where Thor was eagerly
waiting for him."



"And, now, boys, we will all have some
luncheon," said Thorwald, at this point in the narrative, "and, when it is all over,
Lothair will tell you how Thor regained his mighty hammer."



The boys jumped up, right merrily, and soon they were all feasting around the long, oaken
table.





