Hi, thanks for joining me.
I hope you enjoyed my first memoir. It was a blast to tell, and if it has opened
your eyes to what is actually out there, then I’ve accomplished my goal.
I realize there may be some confusion about certain terms. I didn’t want to take
away from the pace of the story to explain every little detail, so I’ve packed those into
this journal. Read on to find out more about the creatures I encountered, the truth about
magic, Norse cosmology, and my long dead mentor, Egill Skalagrimson.
Cheers,

Jack
P.S. Major spoilers ahead; don’t continue unless you’ve read Blood Witch Rising. You’ve
been warned!

All sketches by serotonin-art, check her out on redbubble.com
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Creatures Big and Small
(I prefer small)

Troll-kin
About the size of an average
seven-year-old, on their own these aren't too
threatening. The ones I encountered had
mottled grey, slightly bluish skin.
They reproduce by fission, essentially
dividing in half, making exact duplicates. The
hordes I encountered were probably from
one or two individuals who were magically
forced to reproduce much too quickly. This
would account for the deformities I observed.
Like trolls, they cannot abide sunlight and
live solitary lives. Fungal symbiotes were
used by the svart to control these and make
them act contrary to their nature.
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Draugr (pl. Draugar)

Reanimated corpses with no will of their own. Nothing remains of the spirit, it is
simply a bone puppet (or meat suit) under the control of its creator. They can be given
simple commands like “guard this door,” or “attack all living things,” but aren’t capable of
individual thoughts or any form of problem solving.
Traditionally the purview of necromancers, when the bansidhe learned to rip
souls from its victims, it could maintain a link to the bodies and use them as pawns. The
oldest ones, little more than skeletons with shreds of desiccated flesh attached to them,
were slow and clumsy. They were incredibly durable and had to be taken apart limb by
limb before they stopped being a threat. The fresher ones were faster and stronger, but
were also more susceptible to damage and could be destroyed with less effort. I don’t
know if the toughness of the old ones is related to age and the fact that the reanimating
force has been at work for longer, or if they were made differently.
Unlike a necromancer, the bansidhe wasn’t restricted to the original form, either.
It was able to form a composite creature, the bone giant, from the limbs of her original
army. It’s tough to say how much concentration that took. In the end, that might have
worked in our favor.
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Bansidhe (/banSHē/)
I can’t speak of the bansidhe without saying
something of the sidhe (/SHē/). I’ve been
training with Aislin lately, and she’s shed
some light on the subject. The sidhe were de
facto rulers of Alfheim, and believed to be
subservient to the vanir, who were known to
visit that realm. In fact, the sidhe were likely
from Vanaheim. They were physically
imposing, often head and shoulders above
the tallest alfar. Most had been taught the
secrets of seiðr (vanir magic), and a few even
passed that down to their servants. They
weren’t powerful enough to challenge the
vanir or aesir, but none of the Alfheim natives could compete with them.
The creature we faced was a perverted form of the sidhe. Until the Loremaster
can commune with her ancestors, there’s no way of knowing how that happened. Ber
and Angela’s tale that the spirit of the earth cursed her into a twisted shadow of her
former self will have to do for now. If that were true, though, why wasn’t mother earth
more active now?
The doomed sidhe became bansidhe and could no longer suffer the light of the
sun, nor travel far from the site of her malediction. Being trapped between two worlds,
here and the spirit realm, actually worked to her advantage. Having to defeat her in
both places almost simultaneously was almost our undoing and probably caused all the
failed attempts before us.
The bansidhe’s wail is her most fearsome weapon and is a corrupted form of a
loremaster’s ability to accept a freely given soul. With it, she can rip a person’s soul
from their bodies and force it into the spirit realm, where she will absorb it. She gains a
toy to torment and plunder for
its knowledge, and also a
new vessel for her legion of
draugar. Apparently, the fae
(which includes the alfar)
cannot resist this. Other
mortals can fight it for a
minute or two at the most.
Using her wail takes all of her
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concentration and leaves her vulnerable for the duration.
Her ability to create and control draugar is impressive, but not without
drawbacks. When she launched the initial wave, she had to stay back while she
directed them. The smaller second wave came with her when she left the shelter of the
forest. When she became entangled with Joshua and I, both groups suffered and lost
some of their cohesion and tenacity. She also could not create the bone giant while
fighting us and had to wait for a break in the action.
Physically, she was strong, and her touch condensed years of arctic cold into a
touch. Frostbite was almost instant and paralysis not far behind.
The psychic powers she displayed when she messed with my mind were scary
as hell. If Fen hadn’t somehow broken through, I could not have gotten out of it on my
own. Even then, I was too physically weak to fight back and was only saved by Joshua’s
intervention. Say all you want about being mentally tough and that you wouldn’t fall for
those tricks, the simple truth is, while you’re fighting that, your body is turning into a
popsicle. End of story. It’s a good thing that she could only use that while in contact with
me. That power used from a distance would be unstoppable.

Bugtaur
When the Loremaster replayed the memories
of my first encounter with the svart, we discovered
that goblin and dwarven bodies were being used to
breed fist-sized insect-like creatures. Unfortunately
for us, that was only the larva. We assume the svart
used dark magic (what else could it be?) to
accelerate the growth of the critters and meld them
to the captured dwarves. That could not have been
a pleasant process. An autopsy of the bugtaurs
days after the battle showed remnants of legs, like
vestigial limbs, within the barrel of the creature.
Likewise, organs that have no business being in
regular folk were growing in the dwarves’
abdomens.
Investigation showed that the crystals that had
been driven through the dwarves’ foreheads and
into their brains didn’t have the same composition
as the nexus. That had been my guess, mostly
because they glowed with the same color. Smarter minds than mine have suggested
that they were brought from Svartalfheim and allowed the creatures to be controlled
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through the madrach. One thing is certain, there was nothing left of the dwarves in
those beasts.
These things were tough, their carapaced legs and main body impervious to
gunfire and axes. The maw was vulnerable to bullets, but not enough to kill them.
Danica emptied most of a magazine into one, at point blank range, and only made it
shudder and devote more time to protecting itself. The dwarven torsos showed several
gunshot wounds, but that had no effect on the battle. I suspect those wounds occurred
in the initial barrage of gunfire. Once our side realized who those torsos had belonged
to, they were very reluctant to shoot at them.
I didn’t see it happen, but the only way they took them out was to hack off all the
legs from one side to immobilize them. The dwarves discovered a weak point at the joint
of those massive forelimbs. It was an expensive discovery. They could then penetrate
the chitin between the segments and finish them off.
Had all five attacked us at once, I don’t think I would have written any books. The
svart could have made a bowl of popcorn and watched us get annihilated.

Svart
The svart are hundreds of generations removed from a common ancestry with
the alfar. They dwell underground on a toxic world where they never see the light of day.
They’ve had to adapt to their new environment while competing with that world’s
denizens, silicate creatures like the madrach. Given all that, you’d think they would have
evolved differently. Granted, my sample size of one is extremely small, but other than
the teeth and the glowing symbiote that
replaced (ate?) his eyes, he could have
passed for an alfar.
This one was obviously a fire
mage, sometimes called elementalists.
He was my first. All Nadia would ever tell
me of elementalists was that they could
control their respective element if they
were in contact with it. She never gave
me lists of their powers or told me of any
limitations, and now she won’t talk to me
at all.
More disturbing than his control
over fire was his use of other abilities. As
far as I know, there’s no cross training for
elementalists. You get one element to
work with. That’s it. The power to phase
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out of harm’s way was given to him by his symbiote, the madrach. His premonitions,
though, which allowed him to know exactly when he was in danger, is something that
would normally be associated with an aether mage. He shouldn’t have been able to do
that. Or cause bugs to grow well past their intended size. Or bind two creatures into a
new one. Or use my blood to open a gateway between worlds.
And now I’ll never get to ask him . . .
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Magic
Bear with me, here. I can speak with authority about blood magic and have a
passing familiarity with aether mages (that’s what Nadia is). I can now also add fire
mage to that list. The rest is theory and was glossed over by Nadia.
Magic is rare and can only be performed by those that have an innate ability.
You’re born with it, or you’re out of luck. All magic needs three things. A power source,
an item to focus it, and a highly developed will to make it all happen like you visualise it.
Using magic has limits based on the caster and how much power they channel.
Overuse causes fatigue and might not get you much more bang for your buck, as the
output effect doesn’t scale linearly with the power you put in. Experience will mitigate
that to some extent, but will never get rid of it.

Power Source
Blood magic requires live, viable blood to power the magic. In all cases, the
blood must come from the caster, thus limiting its use. If used outside of the body, it will
power magic up to the point where it dries. Use of anticoagulants may extend this
somewhat, but at the cost of reducing the spell’s power. This is why stored blood (with
additives of saline, glucose, adenine and anticoagulants) is marginally effective. Blood
that has been frozen is almost useless.
Drawing sigils in blood is how a blood mage creates a focus item. It is important
to note that they can only affect external objects, and cannot enhance or alter
themselves.
A blood witch, on the other hand, can transform their body into the focus item
through branding or tattooing, ensuring a fresh supply of blood through the designs.
They can also prefabricate their sigils, imbuing them with part of the energy and intent
that will be required for the magic. That speeds up spell casting, only needing the
application of fresh blood and the final effort of will to trigger it.
Elemental magic draws upon the elements (earth, water, fire, air, aether). The
more violent the element, the more power it generates for the caster. For example, the
energy that a fire mage could pull from an erupting volcano would be orders of
magnitude greater than that of a burning house. I’m sure I don’t need to explain the four
mundane elements, but aether might need a few extra details.
Aether is all around us, suffusing everything. The problem is that there isn’t any
great concentration of it. You’ll never see big displays of power or flashy effects from an
aether mage, there simply isn’t enough energy around for them to use like that. Instead,
their powers are subtle and much more varied than other elementalists. Premonitions,
communications, and deception (the mind tricks I constantly complain about) are their
forte.
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Spirit magic, the rarest of them all, draws on the soul to power spells. I know
little about it other than souls regenerate slowly, and a caster can use other souls to
power the magic if they are freely given.

Focus Items
These can be almost anything physical that the caster uses to channel the
power. Wands, staves, amulets, rings, and symbols are traditional examples of these.
The item has to have special meaning to the mage and must be properly attuned to him
or her. This process can take several weeks. That means a mage can’t just pick up
someone else’s talisman and start using it. Blood mages and witches are unique in that
they don’t use one focus item for all magic like other spell casters, instead using a
separate sigil for each unique spell.

The Act Of Will
This third component of all magic requires more training than the others. The
caster must absolutely believe the mind construct will work and must build that faith
through countless repetition. I speak from experience here when I say I have literally
tried a new spell hundreds of times, and still couldn’t get it to work. It’s easier if you
have a teacher you trust (which I don’t), or have source material that you can work from.
Egill’s journal is the only reason I can do what I do. Most of my spells have been direct
copies of his designs, the few exceptions coming from my father’s book. I’ve been able
to modify some, but so far, I haven’t created anything new. That’s not to say I haven’t
tried, and will certainly keep trying.

My Sigils
I apologize if I’ve been using the terms sigil and rune interchangeably in my
writing. Sometimes, when I learn something a certain way, especially when it involves
my magic, it’s hard to change it after the fact. A rune generally means a letter from the
Norse alphabet, the elder futhark. Combinations of runes and symbols become a sigil
and represent a specific spell. So, what I always refer to as my heart rune should
technically be called my heart sigil. Except that I’ve always called it a rune, and I’m not
about to change now. Try these if you want, but unless you’ve got the right blood
running through you, they won’t be much help.
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Aegishjalmur
This was originally tattooed on my left palm when I was
young. I don’t remember the event at all. Nadia later
re-worked it, and then I branded over it to make it permanent.
Historically used as a symbol of protection by Viking warriors,
it actually has two meanings. The Helm of Awe, and The
Helm of Terror. I’ve always used it to generate magical
shields, and only recently unlocked its other use. I must say, using it to cause fear in
others was a game changer, but it comes with risks. While using it that way, I can’t
project a shield. Events of the past few weeks have shown me that shields are very
important.

Heart Rune
This one took a long time to perfect. The interior
design and the double rings came from Egill. That
grants strength, endurance, and speed. The circles
contain the energy and direct it within. The runes I
added inside the circles promote health, healing,
and vitality. Notice on the Aegishjalmur how the
design flows out from the center, and the heart rune
is all enclosed? That’s how you can tell just by
looking at a sigil whether the intent is to project
energy outward or inward. I had to work on all the
separate elements individually until I could
consistently get them to work. Combining them was
like starting over with a brand new spell, and that took forever to get right. The big test
was getting it tattooed on, and when that worked, branding over it. The brand alone took
over a month to design and perfect. I have sheets and
sheets of wasted leather to prove it.

Wolf Brand
This is my link to Fen, acquired during the ritual Nadia
performed to encourage a familiar to bond with me.
Aether magic enticed the spirits, but blood magic sealed
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the deal. It was similar to the ancient practice of signing a contract in blood. The
interesting thing is that I didn’t make that brand. The one I brought was a simple spiral
the size of a compact disk, but the magic of the ritual changed it into what you see here.
I’ve always wondered if Fen has a brand of my face on him somewhere. That, I would
like to see.

Eldr
This is my primary offensive sigil. I can use it to create intense heat,
flames, moderate explosions (think grenade), and smoke.

Piercing
I can apply this to a blade, and it will cut through most things. For about
ten minutes, then it disintegrates. Putting it on a disk affixed to the blade
isn’t as effective, but it doesn’t destroy the weapon, which is a big bonus.

Camo
It’s not invisibility, but it does let me blend in. The only drawback is
that you constantly have to concentrate on the effect. That makes it
hard to do anything complex at the same time.

Finding
This one is from my dad’s journal. It’s a complex design, and you
can see why I needed a large surface to draw it on when all I had
was a finger to do it with.
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Norse Cosmology
For the uninitiated, talk of various realms and this gigantic world tree that
connects them all can be quite confusing. It doesn't help that sources contradict each
other, or were written by people with no firsthand knowledge.
Here, I'll share a little of what I've learned over the years. Just enough to help
you understand what you’ve read in Blood Witch Rising.
In Norse mythology, the universe
has nine realms that support life.
They are all connected by the
star-spanning Yggdrasil, known as
the World Tree because its roots
and branches touch all the other
worlds. In times long past,
denizens of the nine realms could
travel along secret pathways
through Yggdrasil to reach other
worlds. These pathways were
known as the Ways.
Life in each of the nine realms was quite diverse. As on earth, though, some
species became dominant. Here are the realms that concern us:

● Asgard – Home of the aesir, a warlike race that revelled in conquering others.
Notable members of that group would have been Odin, Thor, and Loki. Valhalla,
the resting place of Viking warriors, could be found within its gates. Besides
Yggdrasil, the aesir could use the rainbow bridge,
Bifrost, to travel to other realms.
● Alfheim – It is said to be a world with vast forests, lush
vales, and crystal clear rivers and streams. A veritable
natural paradise. Home of the alfar, I should note that
they were but one of the many species to evolve in that
realm. Collectively, they are known as the fae. I cannot
ignore the intersection between this realm and its
denizens with Irish legends. The Celts also spoke of
elves, fae, sidhe, and the all powerful Tuatha Dé
Danann. I suspect they are all one and the same, and
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that the Tuatha were the Vanir, meddling with the native tribes of western Europe.
Midgard – That's us, the earth. Right smack dab in the
middle of Yggdrasil.
Nidavellir – Birthplace of the dwarves, amongst others. A
mineral rich world deep in the roots of the world tree. It
has few endearing qualities on the surface. The dwarves
were sought out for their superb craftsmanship and were
responsible for the creation of many legendary items. This
was made possible by wondrous ores not found anywhere
else, ores that could impart mystical properties to their
masterpieces.
Svartalfheim – Blighted world too close to a dying star
where the svartalfar (svart for short) are imprisoned. The surface is toxic and vast
pockets of radiation exist beneath the ground.
Vanaheim – Realm of the vanir, the lords and ladies of seiðr (magic). The vanir
were the only ones capable of enforcing a truce on the aesir.
Helheim – Only included here because the short form, Hel, is my favorite curse.
It is the realm of the dishonorable dead. In the sagas, it is ruled by the goddess
Hel, Loki’s daughter. Helheim resides within Niflheim.

Even though I never mention them in the book, I should include the others just to
complete the list.
● Niflheim – Realm of ice and mist where Helheim is located. It is the oldest of the
worlds and the wellspring of creation. If you go there,
watch out for dragons.
● Muspelheim – It is a burning hot place, filled with
lava, flames, sparks, and soot. The land is home to
fire giants and demons. The aesir find no friends
here.
● Jotunheim – Home of the jötnar (giants), sworn
enemies of the aesir. Everything in this world is
bigger. I don’t plan on visiting anytime soon.
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Astral Plane
This one is a little tricky to describe. Fen isn’t normally forthcoming when it
comes to his home. I know that the Astral Plane supposedly touches all other worlds
and that at one time travel between them was possible. Does that sound like anything
else I’ve described? To me, I get the feeling that what I’m calling the Astral is actually a
new name for something very ancient, something that’s been around forever. Yggdrasil,
the World Tree that touches all other worlds.
Because it is the home to spirits, at one time I had thought it was a kind of
purgatory. Now, I’m not so sure of that anymore. Fen has never mentioned any
creatures native to his home. They are all spirits who can assume a physical form, but
only on the Astral Plane. They cannot leave.
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Egill Skallagrimsson
There’s quite a bit of information
on the web about Egill, and most of
it is in sync with what his journal
contains. The story of him stealing
a horse when he was three (yeah,
you read that right) and riding it to
his grandfather’s feast to demand
ale seems a little far-fetched and
isn’t mentioned in his journal.
Arrogance and entitlement,
however, are a fairly common
theme. Everything points to a boy
who was brilliant, able to intimidate
much older folk from a young age with his sometimes acerbic poetry, and with his
daunting martial skills.
He describes his first use of blood magic at the age of seven. During a ballgame
with older village boys, he is baited and humiliated. In a fit of rage (the first of many in
his long life), he kills the instigator with an axe. He then flees and carves the
aegishjalmur into his forehead, invoking it with his power. Seven men die that night, all
by his hand.
He boasts that by the time he was twelve, none of the men could stand against
him in battle. And that was without the use of blood magic.
He leaves Iceland the next year, not to
return for many years. His travels take him to
Norway, the British Isles, and along the
northern coast of Europe. At times raiding,
fighting in wars, or causing mischief, his life is
never dull. Egill wasn’t afraid to use his
powers openly, and in fact, doing so
increased his legend. In addition to the
designs I’ve already described, he details
sigils to calm the ocean and ensure the
fertility of his flocks. A surprising amount of
them deal with keeping foxes away.
After fleeing from the sorceress queen
of Norway, he devotes an entire chapter to
methods of protecting yourself against magic.
I haven’t mastered any of those, but they are high on my to do list!

16

