
War split us up!  
 

For the third day in a row she woke up miserable and alone. She felt like it was time to dig out her 

Rune set. 

Are you still alive? If you are, how is it going? 

Yes I’m still alive. It’s really hot here. I packed too many cloaks. 

I told you it would be would be warmer there. You never listen to me you always think your right. 

I know! You’re right as usual .How are the sheep? 

They’re all good. How was the journey over here?  Did anyone get sea sick? 

The journey was good but Olaf was sick over board. No matter how many journeys we go on he 

never gets any better. Are the kids keeping up with their school work? 

Yes, Lunas doing well in housekeeping and Bjorn is starting to become a very good warrior. 

Tell the boy he’s doing well but he’s never going to be as good as his dear old father. 

Is the war base ok?  

It’s as ok as it will ever get (it’s not great) Food is terrible and the base is filled with rats. Lots of the 

men are getting all sorts of horrible disease from those filthy creatures which is making them leave 

the battle ground so were losing men.  

If you get a disease then all of those extra cloaks will come in handy. 

Is the house still tidy how I like it?  

Yes of course it is, or you would probably have a go at me. 

I’m not that protective over the house.  

Really? Just before you left there was a tooth pick in the wrong place and you then shouted at me to 

move it about 10cm back to where it belongs.  

All of a sudden there was a knock at the door. She opened it. There were two burly looking men 

stood on the doorstep. Freya ran to the back room to the scabbard to retrieve her sword. She 

reached in for it, it was contained in oily sheep wool.  She dashed back to where the two men were 

standing so she could defend her and her children. It was a fight to the death. . . Arrows rained 

down, axes flew across the room. 

Freya did not know what these people wanted from her. Screams of her children filled her ears. She 

was contemplating sacrificing herself to save her children . . . As she was stood still thinking of what 

to do she got shot in the stomach by an arrow. All of a sudden the ear piercing scream of the 

children in floods or tears filled the room. Freya was dead. Her children were sat there helplessly not 

knowing what to do. They were in shock they did not know if what they had just witnessed was true, 

they wanted to believe it was just a bad dream but sadly it was not, it was real life. . 
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