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For my son Jay, who loves all things 
Viking and historic, from weapons 
and armor to battles!  

Know that anything is possible if you 
just believe in yourself and your 
dreams!  

Love, 

Mom! 

To the members of the Harrow, thank 
you for your support and believing in 
my crazy idea. This will be amazing! 

 

Hail the Harrow! 



Chapter One 
 

 
Odin sat upon his mighty throne and looked 
around the hall of Valhalla, at the other gods and 
goddess he had called together to dine. With 
dread filling him, he frowned and announced, “I 
have had a vision of the future.” They all, 
stopped eating and set down their golden 
chalices of mead.  

Frigg looked at her husband and frowned. 
“Tell us, husband, what have you seen?”  

“I have seen our deaths. I have seen the end of 
mankind. I have seen the darkness sweep over 
the worlds as we know them.” Odin looked 
around the table and only one god smiled.  

Loki grinned widely. “You have seen 
Ragnarök, have you not, old man?”  

Odin, frowned at him, “That I have, Loki.” 
“So, you have seen the release and freedom of 

my daughter?”  Loki barely held back his mirth, 
because of the gods, only he himself would 
survive unscathed.  

For Loki knew that it would mean the death 
of Odin himself, and the freedom of his own 
daughter Hela, who had long ago been banished 
to Helheim for her crimes against mankind and 
the gods themselves.  
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Odin inclined his white head, “I have, but I 
have also seen how to prevent her release and 
the end times.”  

“Tell us Father, how do we stop this?” Thor 
picked up his chalice of honey mead and took a 
long pull. “We have the Golden army of Valhalla 
to fight for us, are they not enough?”  

Odin looked around the long table and met 
his son’s eyes. “We have an army to prolong it. 
However,” His eyes shifted to Loki, “the only 
way to truly kill a snake is to cut off its head.” 
Throwing out his hand, he shot Loki with a blast 
of magick knocking him out of his chair and 
incapacitating him. Suddenly, one of Odin’s 
most trusted guards appeared, grabbed Loki 
and, throwing him over his shoulder 
disappeared.  

“Was that completely necessary, my dear?” 
Frigg asked her husband.  

“Yes, my darling.” Odin assured her. “Loki will 
ruin my plans.” 

“Don’t keep us wondering Father,” Thor 
grumbled in his thunderous voice causing the 
skies in Midgard to rumble with his annoyance. 
“You speak of our end, our demise, and have us 
waiting on bated breath for how to prevent it.”  

Odin smiled at his impatient son, “Calm 
yourself, Thor.” Odin shook his head. “Our 
survival, rests on the shoulders of the Harrow.”  

“The Harrow?” Mumbles raced around the 
table, until Frigg finally frowned at her husband, 
“And just who, pray tell, is this Harrow?”  
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“The disloyal, the warriors we have rejected 

from Valhalla.” Odin informed them seriously. 
“Frigg, you, Freya and your Valkyries shall 
collect the ones deemed too disloyal to enter 
these hallowed walls and you shall offer them a 
chance at redemption. A chance to enter 
Valhalla, but, they must be the first line of 
defense against Hela and her group of 
miscreants.”  

“And what am I supposed to do with them?” 
Frigg scowled at her husband.  

“You will take them into your hall in Folkvang. 
train them in the art of magick, and offer them 
a chance to redeem their place within my golden 
army.” Odin informed her. “You shall build a 
great keep, to house them afterward. Then you 
shall assign some of your most trusted Valkyrie 
to watch over them and add to their numbers.”  

“And tell me, who shall lead them?” Frigg 
smiled sweetly at her husband.  

Odin looked around the table, his gaze 
landing on Thor, “Saoirse.”  

Thor threw down his golden chalice and 
pushed his chair back. “That is absurd! Anyone, 
but her!”  

“Sit down, Thor.” His wife, Sif, spoke softly, 
but powerfully. “I think, Saoirse is the perfect 
choice.” She looked at the All-Father. “You have 
chosen wisely, Father.” She looked over at Frigg, 
“I would like to volunteer to help her and the 
warriors train to fight, and use their magick.” 

“Your help will be most welcome, Sif.” Frigg 
told her seriously. “We shall begin at once. 
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Saoirse shall not be easily convinced to trust any 
of us.”  

“Can you blame her?” Balder snorted, “After 
what was done to her?”  

“Yes, it was a seriously bad plan.” Heimdall 
shook his head and flashed a golden smile. “We 
should never have listened to Loki. For gods, we 
are all in need of wisdom.”  

“I agree Heimdall, that poor dear has suffered 
enough, has she not?” Frigg looked at her 
husband.  

“She is the only one capable of leading them.” 
Odin sighed, “Without her, the Harrow will not 
be able to exist. We will not have to grant her the 
Seidr, she already possesses it purely.”  

“And who, exactly, will be the one to go to her 
and present your offer?” Tyr frowned, “There is 
not one of us who wishes to be gutted from that 
gift.”  

Odin laughed, “That is why I have chosen to 
have her brought here. She cannot hope to 
defend against all of us, and we will use the one 
thing against her that will guarantee she will 
comply.”  

Frigg, Freya, and Sif, all gasped. “Odin no, you 
would not!”  

“It is already done.” Odin frowned as several 
members of his golden army appeared in the 
hall, bloodied and wounded, but holding golden 
glowing chains around their prisoner. His dark 
golden hair lay plastered to his head as he lay at 
Odin’s feet.  
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“And what if she chooses to join with our 

enemies?” Thor snarled at Odin, “Have you 
thought of that, Father?”  

“She will have no choice.” Odin gave them a 
serious look, “Prepare yourselves. She is 
coming.” The walls of Valhalla shook, as a 
scream of rage pierced the realm of Asgard.  

 
All the gods and goddess formed a wall, each 

dressed for battle in golden armor, and shields. 
Each prepared for a battle to the end.  

Lightening flashed brightly. nearly blinding 
them all, as thunder crashed in a deafening roar. 
When the blonde warrior appeared in the center 
of the hall, her glowing sword pierced the 
marble floor. Slowly, she rose from where she 
knelt, as she pulled her dragon sword from the 
stone as if cutting through soft butter. The blue 
sapphire eyes of the eerie sword flashed with 
power. As she stood and turned, she swung her 
long golden locks over her shoulder. Her 
emerald green gaze flashed with rage and power. 
“Wo ist er?” She snarled at the gods in her native 
language.  

“He is right here. We have not harmed him 
yet,” Odin answered her questions and assured 
her softly.  

“Gib ihn mir jetzt zurück!” Saoirse thundered, 
demanding they give him back to her, and 
pointed her sword at them, “Ich werde euch alle 
töten!” She would kill them all, if they hurt her 
son in any way.  
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Odin frowned and waved his hand, “Speak in 
a civil tongue woman.”  

“Do nicht tell me vat to do alt man!” Saoirse 
snarled at him. “Give me my son!”  

“Not yet,” Odin told her seriously and flashed 
to the boy’s side. Grabbing the boy’s hair, he 
lifted his head and showed her the golden Torc 
around the boy’s neck. Then used his powers to 
remove the boy’s shirt. He waved his hand over 
the boy’s bare back and a brand of two ravens 
appeared.   

“Nein!” Saoirse screamed in outrage shaking 
the walls of the hall. “I will kill you for this! Ye’ve 
nicht right!”  

“There you are very wrong, Saoirse!” Odin 
pushed to his feet and stepped over the boy as 
he walked toward the woman even as she raised 
her sword threatening him. “If you kill anyone 
of us, it will damn your son to be a shade. Is that 
what you want?”  

She paled at those words, to become a shade 
was the worst kind of condemnation, an eternity 
of thirst and hunger, to never know rest and 
peace. “Ye vould nicht dare!”  

“Oh, but I would, if that meant it would gain 
your compliance.” Odin snarled at her.   

“But his blut…” She cut off her own words. 
“Tell me vat you want of me.” They knew she 
would do anything in the nine realms to protect 
and save her son.  

“You will lead the Harrow. And you will help 
to build it, but you can never tell them who you 
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really are. Do you understand?” Odin frowned at 
her. “And you can never tell your son why you 
do this.”  

“Then I have but ein condition. Ye vill allow 
me to keep my son mit me, and away from his 
vater.” Saoirse snarled at them, “Ye muss all 
swear an oath to never tell him about WyBjörn.” 
She looked at the group and frowned. “Or, I vill 
break my oath of service to ye and kill ye all.”  

“You have our word.” Odin agreed readily, for 
his visions never lied and this woman was the 
only one who could lead the Harrow and abate 
Ragnarök.  

“I vant it from each of ye!” She demanded, 
looking from each god to goddess as they stood 
there.  

Freya stepped forward, “You have my oath.”  
Frigg stepped up next, “As you have my oath 

as well.” Next came Sif, who felt bad for what had 
been done to this woman, because of their kind. 
When all the gods except Thor had stepped 
forward and given their oaths, Sif glared at him. 
“You owe her this much, husband.” She spoke 
heatedly.  

“After what she did?” Thor counter hotly.  
“Thor!” Sif growled at him.  
“Fine!” He stepped forward, “I give my oath to 

you, but I do so grudgingly!”  
“So long as I have it, I kenn ye kann nicht 

break it without dire consequences.” Saoirse 
looked around the hall. “Vere is Loki? I have 
nicht been given his oath.”  
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“Loki is indisposed and does not know about 
any of this, for we thought it best if we keep this 
from him.” Odin frowned at her.  

She snorted, “I kenn how good all of ye are at 
keepin’ secrets!” She shook her blonde head, 
“Now give me mein son!”  

“He is yours to take, after I have explained 
everything, and we have come to some 
agreements.” Odin frowned at her. “Then you 
may take him and leave.”  

“Fine, but speak quickly for I grow impatient, 
und dis had better nicht have anything to do 
with either of dem! For I shall not suffer those 
Narren again.” Saoirse snarled indignantly.  

“I promise you, Magni and his son will know 
nothing of any of this.” Odin promised her.  

“Dass ist gute, because I vould hate to have to 
gut him again.” Saoirse smiled evilly.  

“I should have killed you the last time!” Thor 
growled deeply.  

“Ye could try,” Saoirse smiled serenely at the 
God of Thunder and Lightning. She yawned and 
covered her mouth as if he bored her to no end.   

“Please do not bait him.” Sif placed a hand on 
her husband’s chest, “I promise to try to keep 
them all away from you.”  

“Ye do dat, Lady Sif, because dis time I vill kill 
dem all and nicht care that it vill destroy the 
vorld.” Saoirse promised them.  

“You will stay in Folkvang…” Odin started but 
she cut him off.  
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“Nicht acceptable, I will stay on Midgard, in 

mein city of Sliasthorp, und come und go from 
Folkvang as needed.” She slashed a hand at him. 
“Folkvang is too close to those Narren!”  

“Acceptable, but you must stay available to 
help select the warriors for the Harrow.” Odin 
told her seriously.  

“Agreed,” She frowned. “I vill help select 
them, und I shall vatch their progress, but I vill 
cull any I feel are nicht strong enough or vorthy 
to fight by my side.”  

“Agreed,” Odin inclined his head. “You are to 
keep Hela from breaking out of Helheim and 
beginning Ragnarök. You shall use the Harrow 
to stop these attempts of hers and her minions 
from creating the havoc needed to begin it.”  

“How long do we have ‘afore die queen bitch 
starts her attempts?” Saoirse asked with a sneer  
as she had no love lost for Hela, nor anyone who 
served her.  

“One human year,” Odin frowned. “However, 
you will start gathering warriors immediately 
and build your army.”  

“Und just how am I to convince these varriors 
to fight nicht just for me, but for the likes of ye?” 
She frowned at Odin. 

“You will offer them a chance at redemption.” 
He waved his hand around at the hallowed hall 
of gold. “You will offer them a chance to enter 
Valhalla.”  

“Redemption ist a fool’s errand.” Saoirse 
shook her blonde head.  
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“That is to be their choice, not ours.” Odin 
snapped at her. “It is what my vision has foretold 
and so it shall be!”  

 
Nearly three hours later, Saoirse leaned over 

WyBjörn’s bed as he began to stir. “My little war-
bear, tell me how you feel.” She spoke to him in 
their native tongue of ancient German.  

“Mutter,” he croaked, “I had die strangest of 
dreams.”  

“Ja?” She smiled down at him. Saoirse would 
ensure that no one else would ever harm her son 
again, not his father, not his step-father, and 
certainly not the gods! She would kill to protect 
her child. “Tell me all ‘bout it.”  

WyBjörn told her of how he battled mighty 
soldiers dressed in golden armor, and how they 
over-powered him. Then told him they were 
taking him to Valhalla. “But I vas nicht ready to 
die, Mutter. I did nicht vant to die and leave ye 
all alone.” He looked up at her with icy blue eyes 
filled with love and the fierceness of a great 
warrior.  So much like his father, but she would 
raise him to have an actual heart, to know the 
one thing neither she nor his father had ever 
known, love!



Chapter Two  
 

 
 
 
 

Six months later….  
 

Saoirse walked through the group of men who 
were fighting. Taking her staff, she quickly 
tripped one of the men, then smiled at one of 
her favorite warriors, Herrick.  

“Let me see vat you have learned, Herrick.” 
She threw her staff aside and pulled her sword. 
Quickly, they faced off and began a series of pars 
and thrusts, as they fought for sport, but not to 
maim. “Verra gute, but how ist yer magick 
skills?”  

Herrick frowned, “I do nicht care much for 
the magick, meine Gräfin.” He addressed her as 
my lady, which was befitting of her station. 
Though he had only known her for a short time, 
the lady Saoirse had won his loyalty over and 
over again. She fought by their sides, and never 
expected them to risk their lives without risking 
her own. Though he did not care much for the 
idea of shieldmaidens fighting with them, he 
had long since given not only Saoirse, but also 
Ravyn, and Astrid along with the others their 
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due. Saoirse chose only the strongest and the 
best for the Harrow.  

“Ye muss practice it Herrick, for ye vill need it 
from time to time durin’ our travels and battles,” 
She spoke to him honestly. “The creatures ve 
battle have nearly as much magick as ve have.”  
 “Ja, meine Gräfin, I understand. I vill practice 
harder. I swear it,” Herrick promised her.  
 “Good, because the Seer has foretold of a 
battle comin’ soon, and it is in a magickal realm. 
The Harrow vill be pivotal in stoppin’ Ragnarök 
from occurrin’ there.” She informed him.  
 “Return to Sliasthorp when you have finished 
working with Isana on your magickal skills,” 
Saoirse instructed him. “Isana, ye will make sure 
Herrick practices until he can use his magick 
vell, do I make myself clear?”  
 “Ja, meine Gräfin.” Isana inclined her 
beautiful blonde head.  
 “Now, I must return to Sliasthorp. I’ve much 
to do mit King Godfred comin’ in a few days.” 
Saoirse shifted from Folkvang to her chambers 
in the great hall in Sliasthorp.  
 She had barely stepped out of her chambers 
when WyBjörn came running up to her. 
“Mutter! I have been lookin’ every vere for ye!”  
 “Slow down, WyBjörn!” She cupped his 
cheek, and smiled at him. At eleven summers, he 
stood nearly as tall as she did, and she knew he 
would grow tall and powerful once he finished 
growing into a man. But no matter how tall or 
strong he became, WyBjörn would always be her 
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baby, and she would protect him with her life. As 
he moved, she spied the golden Torc latched 
around his neck. How she despised the gods for 
making them slaves!  

She had been foolish to think that she could 
ever truly escape the yolk of slavery. Even now, 
being the Gräfin Saoirse Jäger of Sliasthorp, the 
second most powerful city in the Dane empire, 
she was still a slave to the gods.





Chapter Three 
 
 

 
 

 

Saoirse sat on her throne at the head table, and 
felt the tingle of the calling from one of the 
goddesses. Now was not the time for her to leave 
her city and be gone! King Godfred was there, 
and she knew from the way the man assessed the 
city and his surroundings, he was considering 
trying to usurp her and take over her beloved 
city.  

The man was a fool if he believed he could do 
such a thing. For nearly three years, men had 
tried one after another to remove her from 
power and every time she was forced to destroy 
them and their armies. She cared not that others 
whispered that she was a Hexe, or sorceress, of 
some kind. They had no idea of who or what she 
truly was. Hell, even she and the gods had no real 
clue the full extent of her powers. They dared 
not push her too far, for the last time she and 
Thor had battled, she had nearly killed him.  

Lost in thought, she slowly ran the tip of her 
finger around the rim of her favorite jewel- 
encrusted chalice. It took her a moment to 
realize that King Godfred was speaking to her.  
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“I apologize. vat ist it that ye said?” Saoirse 
looked at him and smiled softly, serenely.  

“I said dat ye have done quite an outstandin’ 
feat of managin’ dis city und growin’ it, for a 
woman.” He waved his hand around to indicate 
the great hall. “Yer city truly prospers.”  

“Ja, mein varriors enjoy our raidin’ and 
explorin’.” She smiled brightly. “They are a 
superior group of Krieger.”  

“Dis I vill agree mit, but ye Saoirse, ye should 
nicht be goin’ off to raid und var mit dem. Ye 
should have long ago been declared a queen. A 
woman of yer beauty und courage should nicht 
be just a simple Gräfin.” He smiled what she was 
sure he thought was a charming smile. “Ye 
should consider marryin’ a king und think ‘bout 
givin’ him strong sons, much like yer son 
WyBjörn.” 

Saoirse picked up her drinking horn and gave 
a bored smile, “Und just who, pray tell, should I 
marry?”  

“Why me, of course! Kann ye tink of a better 
man to protect ye and yer city? Ye could move 
to Hedeby und live as a queen,” he boasted.  

Saoirse felt the anger in her rise, just as she 
would have grabbed her dagger from her waist 
and slit the man’s throat, a staying hand touched 
her arm. ‘He means no harm meine Gräfin. He is but 
a simple arrogant human male.’ Came the voice of 
Isana in her mind. ‘He is nicht worth killing.’  

Removing her hand from her dagger, she 
smiled sweetly at the king, “I could nicht leave 
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my people in such a vay, and meine Krieger 
vould nicht like the confined spaces of Hedeby, 
I am afraid.” She took a drink of her mead and 
looked at the king. “As much as yer proposal ist 
honorable, I vill have decline. I am happy mit 
mein station as Gräfin, Mein Könnig.”  

Reluctantly, she pushed back from the table. 
“If ye vill but excuse me und my guard, I have an 
urgent matter to attend to.”  

“Absolutely, meine Gräfin.” King Godfred 
stood and bowed to her with dignity.  

Saoirse rose and swept past him, knowing that 
Isana and Anniram would follow her closely. 
“Summon Herrick, die Seher, und Ivar. Ve are 
bein’ summoned.”  

Pacing her chambers, she waited impatiently 
for the group to arrive. When at last Herrick, the 
Seer and Ivar pushed through the curtain, she 
frowned. “Tell me, vat do ye see?” She 
immediately demanded of the Seer.  

The Seer closed her eyes and breathed in 
deeply, “A battle, a furious battle. ‘Tis Ragnarök.” 
She spoke as if from a distance.  

“Und here in Sliasthorp?” Saoirse demanded 
harshly.  

“Another battle, but one easily won. King 
Godfred’s forces are easily turned back.” The 
Seer smiled softly, “He ist a Nassen to tink he can 
take yer city, meine Gräfin. For all here are loyal 
to ye.”  

“So, it begins. I vill need yer help Seer, as ve 
have talked ‘bout.” Saoirse walked over, and took 
her hands and held them tightly, then kissed her 
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on the cheek, “Nicht one, and I mean nicht one, 
can discover any of this.”  

Saoirse released the Seer’s hands and Saoirse’s 
own clothing quickly shifted to that of a 
shieldmaiden, from her elegant dress and furs.  

The Seer’s short dark hair grew long and 
blonde to match Saoirse's and her clothing 
shifted to the robes of the Gräfin. “Nicht one, vill 
ever be the viser outside of this room, nicht even 
yer son.”  

“I leave ye to protect mein heart, und mein 
city. Kann ye do dis my friend?” Saoirse asked 
with true worry in her veins.  

“I swear it to ye in blood, meine Gräfin.” The 
Seer quickly pulled her dagger and drew it 
across her palm. It bled only for a mere second 
then healed. “I shall protect all dat ist yers, until 
yer return. May the gods protect ye.”  

Saoirse gave a harsh bitter laugh, “I do nicht 
need their protection, for I have the Harrow!”  

 
Saoirse, Herrick, Ivar, and Anniram slipped 

out the back of her chamber and moved silently 
through the night. They slipped into the Seer’s 
smaller hut, and quickly shifted to Folkvang 
outside of Frigg’s great hall.  

Striding through the massive doors, Saoirse 
snarled at the goddess, “Ye summoned me at a 
most inconvenient time, Goddess!”  

Frigg gasped and turned toward Saoirse, “This 
was not how I thought it would begin, but I need 
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your help Saoirse. One of our granddaughters is 
in true peril.”  

“Und I should care vhy?” Saoirse snapped at 
the goddess.  

“Because if she should die, her husband will 
die and Ragnarök will happen!” Frigg exclaimed.  

“Tell me vat ve muss do, to stop dis.” Saoirse 
hated to help the gods in any way. She despised 
them for all that they had done to her and her 
son. They were the reason she had lived a 
human life of hell.  

“You must go to the land of Faery and help the 
MacKinnons. Their Chieftain has fallen in love 
with a very powerful Fae, and only he can stop 
her from destroying the walls that keep the 
worlds separated. If those walls should fall, there 
will be no holding Ragnarök back. Hela will then 
be free to rain terror down upon the world.”  

“So vat does dat have to do mit yer 
granddaughter?” Saoirse frowned in boredom. 

“She is married to one of the MacKinnon 
lairds, and it will take his magick, along with that 
of his kin, to stop this Fae and set things to right. 
You must protect her and see them on their 
journey through the dark lands.” Frigg 
explained. “We must hurry, for Odin grows 
impatient.”  

Before Saoirse could reply, Frigg swept them 
from the great hall in Folkvang to a hillside 
where a violet moon hung in the sky slightly 
obscured by clouds. Four men in plaids with 
long dark hair, along with two beautiful women 
stood facing off with not only the Fae Queen 
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Aoibheal and her guards, but also the goddess 
Morgan and Odin. All arguing.  

Frigg and several of her Valkyrie, along with 
Saoirse and her small band of Harrow, appeared 
between them.    

“Stop!” Frigg demanded. “We must not argue! 
I have a solution.” She glared at her husband, 
“You commanded the Harrow to stop Ragnarök 
from occurring., and we shall see to it.” She 
looked at the Morgan then the Fae Queen and 
snarled, “The Harrow shall guard the grandsons 
of The Morrigan and our granddaughter who by 
right of her mother is a Valkyrie. And they shall 
help them through the dark lands.”   

Aoibheal frowned at the group, “They do not 
look strong enough to defeat the Unseelie.”  

Saoirse smiled sinisterly and approached her. 
“Ve are the darkness, the desolate, the damned. 
Ve are all dat stand between humanity, de gods 
und Ragnarök.”  

All three warriors shouted in unison, “All fear 
the Harrow!”  

Saoirse let her powers shine in her eyes and 
saw the slight fear in the Queen’s own gaze, as 
Aoibheal realized that this woman was as 
powerful as she, if not more so. “Trust me, ve are 
more dan strong enough.” Saoirse manifested 
her dragon sword with its glowing sapphire eyes.  

Aoibheal sighed, “Fine, but should ye be 
captured by Mabh, I varn ye it vill be a fate vorse 
den death.”  
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“Ve do not fear death.” Herrick laughed 

harshly. “Death fears us!”  
Saoirse turned to the Scotsmen, “Tell us yer 

plans.”  
Ian MacKinnon stepped forward and held out 

his arm in a warrior’s greeting to the woman. 
“Laird Ian MacKinnon, my lady, and we 
welcome yer help.” 

 
 

 
 
 
Watch for the next exciting Harrow 

adventure coming in 2018. See where the Gods 
will send these brave warriors and their leader. 
What battles they must fight to protect the world 
from Hela’s horde and prevent Rangrök from 
starting.  

 
 
For more on this amazing group look for 

them on Facebook @the Harrow Vikings.  
Or you follow along with them and their 

adventures by subscribing to the author’s 
website at www.Treasaklöth.com 

 

http://www.treasaklöth.com/
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