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The Apples of Idun



Once upon a time Odin, Loke, and Hœner started on a
journey. They had often travelled together before on all
sorts of errands, for they had a great many things to look
after, and more than once they had fallen into trouble
through the prying, meddlesome, malicious spirit of Loke,
who was never so happy as when he was doing wrong. When the
gods went on a journey they travelled fast and hard, for
they were strong, active spirits who loved nothing so much
as hard work, hard blows, storm, peril, and struggle. There
were no roads through the country over which they made their
way, only high mountains to be climbed by rocky paths, deep
valleys into which the sun hardly looked during half the
year, and swift-rushing streams, cold as ice, and
treacherous to the surest foot and the strongest arm. Not a
bird flew through the air, not an animal sprang through the
trees. It was as still as a desert. The gods walked on and
on, getting more tired and hungry at every step. The sun was
sinking low over the steep, pine-crested mountains, and the
travellers had neither breakfasted nor dined. Even Odin was
beginning to feel the pangs of hunger, like the most
ordinary mortal, when suddenly, entering a little valley,
the famished gods came upon a herd of cattle. It was the
work of a minute to kill a great ox and to have the carcass
swinging in a huge pot over a roaring fire.



But never were gods so unlucky before! In spite of their
hunger the pot would not boil. They piled on the wood until
the great flames crackled and licked the pot with their
fiery tongues, but every time the cover was lifted there was
the meat just as raw as when it was put in. It is easy to
imagine that the travellers were not in very good humor. As
they were talking about it, and wondering how it could be, a
voice called out from the branches of the oak overhead, "If
you will give me my fill I'll make the pot boil."



The gods looked first at each other and then into the tree,
and there they discovered a great eagle. They were glad
enough to get their supper on almost any terms, so they 
told
the eagle he might have what he wanted if he would only get
the meat cooked. The bird was as good as his word, and in
less time than it takes to tell it supper was ready. Then
the eagle flew down and picked out both shoulders and both
legs. This was a pretty large share, it must be confessed,
and Loke, who was always angry when anybody got more than
he, no sooner saw what the eagle had taken than he seized a
great pole and began to beat the
rapacious bird unmercifully. Whereupon a very singular thing
happened, as singular things always used to happen when the
gods were concerned: the pole stuck fast in the huge talons
of the eagle at one end, and Loke stuck fast at the other
end. Struggle as he might, he could not get loose, and as
the great bird sailed 
away over the tops of the trees, Loke
went pounding along on the ground, striking against rocks
and branches until he was bruised half to death.



The eagle was not an ordinary bird by any means, as Loke
sown found when he begged for mercy. The giant Thjasse
happened to be flying abroad in his eagle plumage when the
hungry travellers came under the oak and tried to cook the
ox. It was into his hands that Loke had fallen, and he was
not to get away until he had promised to pay roundly for his
freedom.



If there was one thing which the gods prized above their
other treasures in Asgard, it was the beautiful fruit of
Idun, kept by the goddess in a golden casket and given to
the gods to keep them forever young and fair. Without these
Apples all their 
power could not have kept them from getting
old like the meanest of mortals. Without these Apples of
Idun Asgard itself would have lost its charm; for what would
heaven be without youth and beauty forever shining through
it?



Thjasse told Loke that he could not go unless he would
promise to bring him the Apples of Idun. Loke was wicked
enough for anything; but when it came to robbing the gods of
their immortality, even he hesitated. And while he hesitated
the eagle dashed hither and thither, flinging him against
the sides of the mountains and dragging him through the
great tough boughs of the oaks until his courage gave out
entirely, and he promised to steal the Apples out of Asgard
and give them to the giant.



Loke was bruised and sore enough when he got on his feet
again to hate the giant who handled him so roughly, with all
his heart, but he was not unwilling to keep his promise to
steal the Apples, if only for the sake of tormenting the
other gods. But how was it to be done? Idun guarded the
golden fruit of immortality with sleepless watchfulness. No
one ever touched it but herself, and a beautiful sight it
was to see her fair hands spread it forth for the morning
feasts in Asgard. The power which Loke possessed lay not so
much in his own strength, although he had a smooth way of
deceiving people, as in the goodness of others who had no
thought of his doing wrong because they never did wrong
themselves.



Not long after all this happened, 
Loke came carelessly up to
Idun as she was gathering her Apples to put them away in the
beautiful carven box which held them.



"Good morning, goddess," said he. "How fair and golden your
Apples are!"



"Yes," answered Idun; "the bloom of youth keeps them always
beautiful."



"I never saw anything like them," continued Loke slowly, as
if he were talking about a matter of no importance, "until
the other day."



Idun looked up at once with the greatest interest and
curiosity in her face. She was very proud of her Apples, and
she knew no earthly trees, however large and fair, bore the
immortal fruit.



"Where have you seen any Apples like them?" she asked.



"Oh, just outside the gates," said Loke indifferently. "If
you care to see them I'll take you there. It will keep you
but a moment. The tree is only a little way off."



Idun was anxious to go at once.



"Better take your Apples with you to compare them with the
others," said the wily god, as she prepared to go.



Idun gathered up the golden Apples and went out of Asgard,
carrying with her all that made it heaven. No sooner was she
beyond the gates than a mighty rushing sound was heard, like
the coming of a tempest, and before she could think or act,
the giant Thjasse, in his eagle plumage, was bearing her
swiftly away through the air to his desolate, icy home in
Thrymheim, where, after vainly trying to persuade her to let
him eat the Apples and be forever young
like the gods, he kept her a lonely prisoner.



Loke, after keeping his promise and delivering Idun into the
hands of the giant, strayed back into Asgard as if nothing
had happened. The next morning, when the gods assembled for
their feast, there was no Idun. Day after day went past, and
still the beautiful goddess did not come. Little by little
the light of youth and beauty faded from the home of the
gods, and they themselves became old and haggard. Their
strong, young faces were lined with care and furrowed by
age, their raven locks passed from gray to white, and their
flashing eyes became dim and hollow. Brage, the god of
poetry, could make no music while his beautiful wife was
gone he knew not whither.



Morning after morning the faded light broke on paler and
ever paler faces, until even in heaven the eternal light of
youth seemed to be going out forever.



Finally the gods could bear the loss of power and joy no
longer. They made rigorous inquiry. They tracked Loke on
that fair morning when he led Idun beyond the gates; they
seized him and brought him into solemn council, and when he
read in their haggard faces the deadly hate which flamed in
all their hearts against his treachery, his courage failed,
and he promised to bring Idun back to Asgard if the goddess
Freyja would lend him her falcon-guise. No sooner said than
done; and with eager gaze the gods watched him as he flew
away, becoming at last only a dark moving speck against the
sky.



After long and weary flight Loke came to Thrymheim, and was
glad enough to find Thjasse gone to sea and Idun alone in
his dreary house. He changed her instantly into a nut, and
taking her thus disguised in his talons, flew away as fast
as his falcon wings could carry him. And he had need of all
his speed, for Thjasse, coming suddenly home and finding
Idun and her precious fruit gone, guessed what had happened,
and, putting on his eagle plumage, flew forth in a mighty
rage, with vengeance in his heart. Like the rushing wings of
a tempest, his mighty pinions beat the air and bore him
swiftly onward. From mountain peak to mountain peak he
measured his wide course, almost grazing at times the
murmuring pine forests, and then sweeping high in mid-air
with nothing above but the arching sky, and nothing beneath
but the tossing sea.



At last he sees the falcon far ahead, and now his flight
becomes like the flash of the lightning for swiftness, and
like the rushing of clouds for uproar. The haggard faces of
the gods line the walls of Asgard and watch the race with
tremulous eagerness. Youth and immortality are staked upon
the winning of Loke. He is weary enough and frightened
enough too, as the eagle sweeps on close behind him; but he
makes desperate efforts to widen the distance between them.
Little by little the eagle gains on the falcon. The gods
grow white with fear; they rush off and prepare great fires
upon the walls. With fainting, drooping wing the falcon
passes over and 
drops exhausted by the wall. In an instant
the fires have been lighted, and the great flames roar to
heaven. The eagle sweeps across the fiery line a second
later, and falls, maimed and burned, to the ground, where a
dozen fierce hands smite the life out of him, and the great
giant Thjasse perishes among his foes.



Idun resumes her natural form as Brage rushes to meet her.
The gods crowd round her. She spreads the feast, the golden
Apples gleaming with unspeakable lustre in the eyes of the
gods. They eat; and once more their faces glow with the
beauty of immortal youth, their eyes flash with the radiance
of divine power, and, while Idun stands like a star for
beauty among the throng, the song of Brage is heard once
more; for poetry and immortality are wedded again.




The Death of Balder



There  was one shadow which always fell over Asgard.
Sometimes in the long years the gods almost forgot it, it
lay so far off, like a dim cloud in a clear sky; but Odin
saw it deepen and widen as he looked out into the universe,
and he knew that the last great battle would surely come,
when the gods themselves would be destroyed and a long
twilight would rest on all the worlds; and now the day was
close at hand. Misfortunes never come singly to men, and
they did not to the gods. Idun, the beautiful goddess of
youth, whose apples were the joy of all 
Asgard, made a
resting place for herself among the massive branches of
Ygdrasil, and there every evening came Brage, and sang so
sweetly that the birds stopped to listen, and even the
Norns, those implacable sisters at the foot of the tree,
were softened by the melody. But poetry cannot change the
purpose of fate, and one evening  no song was heard of Brage
or the birds, the leaves of the world-tree hung withered and
lifeless on the branches, and the fountain from which they
had daily been sprinkled was dry at last. Idun had fallen
into the dark valley of death, and when Brage, Heimdal, and
Loke went to question her about the future she could answer
them only with tears. Brage would not leave his beautiful
wife alone amid the dim shades that crowded the dreary
valley, and so 
youth and genius vanished out of Asgard
forever.



Balder was the most god-like of all the gods, because he was
the purest and the best. Wherever he went his coming was
like the coming of sunshine, and all the beauty of summer
was but the shining of his face. When men's hearts were
white like the light, and their lives clear as the day, it
was because Balder was looking down upon them with those
soft, clear eyes that were open windows to the soul of God.
He had always lived in such a glow of brightness that no
darkness had ever touched him; but one morning, after Idun
and Brage had gone, Balder's face was sad and troubled. He
walked slowly from room to room in his palace Breidablik,
stainless as the sky when April showers have swept 
across it
because no impure thing had ever crossed the threshold, and
his eyes were heavy with sorrow. In the night terrible
dreams had broken his sleep, and made it a long torture. The
air seemed to be full of awful changes for him, and for all
the gods. He knew in his soul that the shadow of the last
great day was sweeping on; as he looked out and saw the
worlds lying in light and beauty, the fields yellow with
waving grain, the deep fiords flashing back the sunbeams
from their clear depths, the verdure clothing the loftiest
mountains, and knew that over all this darkness and
desolation would come, with silence of reapers and birds,
with fading of leaf and flower, a great sorrow fell on his
heart.



Balder could bear the burden no longer. He went out, called
all the 
gods together, and told them the terrible dreams of
the night. Every face was heavy with care. The death of
Balder would be like the going out of the sun, and after a
long, sad council the gods resolved to protect him from harm
by pledging all things to stand between him and any hurt. So
Frigg, his mother, went forth and made everything promise,
on a solemn oath, not to injure her son. Fire, iron, all
kinds of metal, every sort of stone, trees, earth, diseases,
birds, beasts, snakes, as the anxious mother went to them,
solemnly pledged themselves that no harm should come near
Balder. Everything promised, and Frigg thought she had
driven away the cloud; but fate was stronger than her love,
and one little shrub had not sworn.



Odin was not satisfied even with these precautions, for
whichever way he looked the shadow of a great sorrow spread
over the worlds. He began to feel as if he were no longer
the greatest of the gods, and he could almost hear the rough
shouts of the frost-giants crowding the rainbow bridge on
their way into Asgard. When trouble comes to men it is hard
to bear, but to a god who had so many worlds to guide and
rule it was a new and terrible thing. Odin thought and
thought until he was weary, but no gleam of light could he
find anywhere; it was thick darkness everywhere.



At last he could bear the suspense no longer, and saddling
his horse he rode sadly out of Asgard to Niflheim, the home
of Hel, whose face was as the face of death itself. As 
he drew near the gates, a monstrous dog came out and barked
furiously, but Odin rode a little eastward of the shadowy
gates to the grave of a wonderful prophetess. It was a cold,
gloomy place, and the soul of the great god was pierced with
a feeling of hopeless sorrow as he dismounted from Sleipner,
and bending over the grave began to chant weird songs, and
weave magical charms over it. When he had spoken those
wonderful words which could waken the dead from their sleep,
there was an awful silence for a moment, and then a faint
ghost-like voice came from the grave.



"Who art thou?" it said. "Who breaketh the silence of death,
and calleth the sleeper out of her long slumbers? Ages ago I
was laid at rest here, snow and rain have fallen 
upon me
through myriad years; why dost thou disturb me?"



"I am Vegtam," answered Odin, "and I come to ask why the
couches of Hel are hung with gold and the benches strewn
with shining rings?"



"It is done for Balder," answered the awful voice; "ask me
no more."



Odin's heart sank when he heard these words; but he was
determined to know the worst.



"I will ask thee until I know all. Who shall strike the
fatal blow?"



"If I must, I must," moaned the prophetess. "Hoder shall
smite his brother Balder and send him down to the dark home
of Hel. The mead is already brewed for Balder, and the
despair draweth near."



Then Odin, looking into the 
future across the open grave,
saw all the days to come.



"Who is this," he said, seeing that which no mortal could
have seen,—"who is this that will not weep for Balder?"



Then the prophetess knew that it was none other than the
greatest of the gods who had called her up.



"Thou art not Vegtam," she exclaimed, "thou art Odin
himself, the king of men."



"And thou," answered Odin angrily, "art no prophetess, but
the mother of three giants."



"Ride home, then, and exult in what thou hast discovered,"
said the dead woman. "Never shall my slumbers be broken
again until Loke shall burst his chains and the great battle
come."



And Odin rode sadly homeward 
knowing that already Niflheim
was making itself beautiful against the coming of Balder.



The other gods meanwhile had become merry again; for had not
everything promised to protect their beloved Balder? They
even made sport of that which troubled them, for when they
found that nothing could hurt Balder, and that all things
glanced aside from his shining form, they persuaded him to
stand as a target for their weapons; hurling darts, spears,
swords, and battle-axes at him, all of which went singing
through the air and fell harmless at his feet. But Loke,
when he saw these sports, was jealous of Balder, and went
about thinking how he could destroy him.



It happened that as Frigg sat spinning in her house Fensal,
the 
soft wind blowing in at the windows and bringing the
merry shouts of the gods at play, an old woman entered and
approached her.



"Do you know," asked the newcomer, "what they are doing in
Asgard? They are throwing all manner of dangerous weapons at
Balder. He stands there like the sun for brightness, and
against his glory, spears and battle-axes fall powerless to
the ground. Nothing can harm him."



"No," answered Frigg joyfully; "nothing can bring him any
hurt, for I have made everything in heaven and earth swear
to protect him."



"What!" said the old woman, "has everything sworn to guard
Balder?"



"Yes," said Frigg, "everything has sworn except one little
shrub which is called Mistletoe, and grows 
on the eastern
side of Valhal. I did not take an oath from that because I
thought it too young and weak."



When the old woman heard this a strange light came into her
eyes; she walked off much faster than she had come in, and
no sooner had she passed beyond Frigg's sight than this same
feeble old woman grew suddenly erect, shook off her woman's
garments, and there stood Loke himself. In a moment he had
reached the slope east of Valhal, had plucked a twig of the
unsworn Mistletoe, and was back in the circle of the gods,
who were still at their favourite pastime with Balder. Hoder
was standing silent and alone outside the noisy throng, for
he was blind. Loke touched him.



"Why do you not throw something at Balder?"



"Because I cannot see where 
Balder  stands, and have nothing
to throw if I could," replied Hoder.



"If that is all," said Loke, "come with me. I will give you
something to throw, and direct your aim."



Hoder, thinking no evil, went with Loke and did as he was
told.



The little sprig of Mistletoe shot through the air, pierced
the heart of Balder, and in a moment the beautiful god lay
dead upon the field. A shadow rose out of the deep beyond
the worlds and spread itself over heaven and earth, for the
light of the universe had gone out.
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The little spring of Mistletoe pierced the heart of Balder


The gods could not speak for horror. They stood like statues
for a moment, and then a hopeless wail burst from their
lips. Tears fell like rain from eyes that had never wept
before, for Balder, the joy of Asgard, had gone to Niflheim
and left them 
desolate. But Odin was saddest of all, because
he knew the future, and he knew that peace and light had
fled from Asgard forever, and that the last day and the long
night were hurrying on.



Frigg could not give up her beautiful son, and when her
grief had spent itself a little, she asked who would go to
Hel and offer her a rich ransom if she would permit Balder
to return to Asgard.



"I will go," said Hermod; swift at the word of Odin Sleipner
was led forth, and in an instant Hermod was galloping
furiously away.



Then the gods began with sorrowful hearts to make ready for
Balder 's funeral. When the once beautiful form had been
arrayed in grave-clothes they carried it reverently down to
the deep sea, which lay, calm as a summer 
afternoon, waiting
for its precious burden. Close to the water's edge lay
Balder's Ringhorn, the greatest of all the ships that sailed
the seas, but when the gods tried to launch it they could
not move it an inch. The great vessel creaked and groaned,
but no one could push it down to the water. Odin walked
about it with a sad face, and the gentle ripple of the
little waves chasing each other over the rocks seemed a
mocking laugh to him.



"Send to Jotunheim for Hyrroken," he said at last; and a
messenger was soon flying for that mighty giantess.



In a little time, Hyrroken came riding swiftly on a wolf so
large and fierce that he made the gods think of Fenrer. When
the giantess had alighted, Odin ordered four Berserkers 
of
mighty strength to hold the wolf, but he struggled so
angrily that they had to throw him on the ground before they
could control him. Then Hyrroken went to the prow of the
ship and with one mighty effort sent it far into the sea,
the rollers underneath bursting into flame, and the whole
earth trembling with the shock. Thor was so angry at the
uproar that he would have killed the giantess on the spot if
he had not been held back by the other gods. The great ship
floated on the sea as she had often done before, when
Balder, full of life and beauty, set all her sails and was
borne joyfully across the tossing seas. Slowly and solemnly
the dead god was carried on board, and as Nanna, his
faithful wife, saw her husband borne for the last time from
the earth which he had made dear to her and 
beautiful to all
men, her heart broke with sorrow, and they laid her beside
Balder on the funeral pyre.



Since the world began no one had seen such a funeral. No
bells tolled, no long procession of mourners moved across
the hills, but all the worlds lay under a deep shadow, and
from every quarter came those who had loved or feared
Balder. There at the very water's edge stood Odin himself,
the ravens flying about his head, and on his majestic face a
gloom that no sun would ever lighten again; and there was
Frigg, the desolate mother, whose son had already gone so
far that he would never come back to her; there was Frey
standing sad and stern in his chariot; there was Freyja, the
goddess of love, from whose eyes fell a shining rain of
tears; there, too, was Heimdal on his horse Goldtop; 
and
around all these glorious ones from Asgard crowded the
children of Jotunheim, grim mountain-giants seamed with
scars from Thor's hammer, and frost-giants who saw in the
death of Balder the coming of that long winter in which they
should reign through all the worlds.



A deep hush fell on all created things, and every eye was
fixed on the great ship riding near the shore, and on the
funeral pyre rising from the deck crowned with the forms of
Balder and Nanna. Suddenly a gleam of light flashed over the
water; the pile had been kindled, and the flames, creeping
slowly at first, climbed faster and faster until they met
over the dead and rose skyward. A lurid light filled the
heavens and shone on the sea, and in the brightness of it
the gods looked pale and sad, and 
the circle of giants grew
darker and more portentous. Thor struck the fast burning
pyre with his consecrating hammer, and Odin cast into it the
wonderful ring Draupner. Higher and higher leaped the
flames, more and more desolate grew the scene; at last they
began to sink, the funeral pyre was consumed. Balder had
vanished forever, the summer was ended, and winter waited at
the doors.



Meanwhile Hermod was riding hard and fast on his gloomy
errand. Nine days and nights he rode through valleys so deep
and dark that he could not see his horse. Stillness and
blackness and solitude were his only companions until he
came to the golden bridge which crosses the river Gjol. The
good horse Sleipner, who had carried Odin on so many strange
journeys, had never travelled such a 
road before, and his
hoofs rang drearily as he stopped short at the bridge, for
in front of him stood its porter, the gigantic Modgud.



"Who are you?" she asked, fixing her piercing eyes on
Hermod. "What is your name and parentage? Yesterday five
bands of dead men rode across the bridge, and beneath them
all it did not shake as under your single tread. There is no
colour of death in your face. Why ride you hither, the
living among the dead?"



"I come," said Hermod, "to seek for Balder. Have you seen
him pass this way?"



"He has already crossed the bridge and taken his journey
northward to Hel."



Then Hermod rode slowly across the bridge that spans the
abyss 
between life and death, and found his way at last to
the barred gates of Hel's dreadful home. There he sprang to
the ground, tightened the girths, remounted, drove the spurs
deep into the horse, and Sleipner, with a mighty leap,
cleared the wall. Hermod rode straight to the gloomy palace,
dismounted, entered, and in a moment was face to face with
the terrible queen of the kingdom of the dead. Beside her,
on a beautiful throne, sat Balder, pale and wan, crowned
with a withered wreath of flowers, and close at hand was
Nanna, pallid as her husband, for whom she had died. And all
night long, while ghostly forms wandered restless and
sleepless through Helheim, Hermod talked with Balder and
Nanna. There is no record of what they said, but the talk
was sad enough, doubtless, 
and ran like a still stream among
the happy days in Asgard when Balder's smile was morning
over the earth and the sight of his face the summer of the
world.



When the morning came, faint and dim, through the dusky
palace, Hermod sought Hel, who received him as cold and
stern as fate.



"Your kingdom is full, O Hel!" he said, "and without Balder,
Asgard is empty. Send him back to us once more, for there is
sadness in every heart and tears are in every eye. Through
heaven and earth all things weep for him."



"If that is true," was the slow, icy answer, "if every
created thing weeps for Balder, he shall return to Asgard;
but if one eye is dry he remains henceforth in Helheim."



Then Hermod rode swiftly away, 
and the decree of Hel was
soon told in Asgard. Through all the worlds the gods sent
messengers to say that all who loved Balder should weep for
his return, and everywhere tears fell like rain. There was
weeping in Asgard, and in all the earth there was nothing
that did not weep. Men and women and little children,
missing the light that had once fallen into their hearts and
homes, sobbed with bitter grief; the birds of the air, who
had sung carols of joy at the gates of the morning since
time began, were full of sorrow; the beasts of the fields
crouched and moaned in their desolation; the great trees,
that had put on their robes of green at Balder's command,
sighed as the wind wailed through them; and the sweet
flowers, that waited for Balder's footstep and sprang up in
all the fields to greet 
him, hung their frail blossoms and
wept bitterly for the love and the warmth and the light that
had gone out. Throughout the whole earth there was nothing
but weeping, and the sound of it was like the wailing of
those storms in autumn that weep for the dead summer as its
withered leaves drop one by one from the trees.



The messengers of the gods went gladly back to Asgard, for
everything had wept for Balder; but as they journeyed they
came upon a giantess, called Thok, and her eyes were dry.



"Weep for Balder," they said.



"With dry eyes only will I weep for Balder," she answered.
"Dead or alive, he never gave me gladness. Let him stay in
Helheim."



When she had spoken these words 
a terrible laugh broke from
her lips, and the messengers looked at each other with
pallid faces, for they knew it was the voice of Loke.



Balder never came back to Asgard, and the shadows deepened
over all things, for the night of death was fast coming on.
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Thor Goes a Fishing



Midway between Niflheim and Muspelheim lay Midgard, the home
of men, its round disk everywhere encircled by the ocean,
which perpetually rushed upon it, gently in still summer
afternoons, but with a terrible uproar in winter. Ages ago,
when the Midgard-serpent had grown so vast that even the
gods were afraid of him, Odin cast him into the sea, and he
lay flat at the bottom of the ocean, grown to such monstrous
size that his scaly length encircled the whole world.
Holding the end of his tail in his mouth, he sometimes lay
motionless for weeks 
at a time, and looking across the water
no one would have dreamed that such a monster was asleep in
its depths. But when the Midgard-serpent was aroused his
wrath was terrible to behold. He lashed the ocean into great
sheets of foam, he piled the waves mountain high, he dashed
the spray into the very heavens, and woe to the galleys that
were sailing homeward.



It happened once that the gods were feasting with
Æger, the sea-god, and the ale gave out, and
Æger had no kettle in which to brew a new supply.



"Thor," said Æger, after he had thought a moment,
"will you get me a kettle?"



Thor was always ready for any hard or dangerous thing.



"Of course I will," was his quick 
reply, "only tell me where
to get one."



That, however, was no easy thing to do. Kettles big enough
to brew ale for Asgard were not to be picked up at a
moment's notice. Everybody wanted more ale, but nobody could
tell Thor where to find a kettle, until Tyr, the god of
courage, spoke up: "East of the rivers Elivagar lives my
father, Hymer, who has a kettle marvellously strong and one
mile deep."



This was large enough even for the gods.



"Do you think we can get it?" asked Thor, who always wanted
to succeed in his undertakings.



"If we cannot get it by force we can by stratagem," answered
Tyr, and they started off at once, Thor taking the disguise
of a young man.
The goats drew them swiftly to Egil, with whom Thor left
them while he and Tyr pushed on to finish the journey afoot.
It was rough and perilous travelling, but they reached
Hymer's hall without accident, and there Tyr found his
grandmother, a frightfully ugly giantess, and his mother, a
wonderfully beautiful woman, with fair hair, and a face so
radiant that the sun seemed to be always shining upon it.
The latter advised them to hide under the great kettles in
the hall, because when Hymer came home in bad temper he was
sometimes cruel to strangers.



Late in the evening Hymer came home from his fishing. A cold
wind swept through the hall as he entered, his eyes were
piercing as the stars on a winter's night, and his beard was
white with frost.



"I welcome you home," said Tyr's beautiful mother; "our son,
for whom we have been looking so long, has come home,
bringing with him the enemy of giants and the protector of
Asgard. See how they hide themselves behind that pillar
yonder."



She pointed to a pillar at the farther end of the hall.
Hymer turned and looked at it with his piercing, icy glance,
and in an instant it snapped into a thousand pieces; the
beam overhead broke, and eight kettles fell with a crash on
the stone floor. Only one out of the eight remained
unbroken, and from it Thor and Tyr came forth. Hymer was not
glad to see Thor standing there under his own roof, but he
could not turn him out, so he made the best of it and
ordered three oxen to be served for supper. Thor had
travelled a long distance and was 
very hungry, and ate two
of the oxen before he was satisfied.



"If you eat like that," said Hymer, "we will have to live on
fish to-morrow."



Early the next morning, before the sun was up, Thor heard
Hymer getting ready for a day of fishing. He dressed himself
quickly and went out to the giant. "Good morning, Hymer," he
said pleasantly. "I am fond of fishing; let me row out to
sea with you."



"Oho," answered the giant scornfully, not at all pleased
with the idea of having his powerful enemy in the boat with
him, "such a puny young fellow can be of no use to me, and
if I go as far out to sea as I generally do, and stay as
long, you will catch a cold that will be the death of you."



Thor was so angry at this insult that he wanted to let his
hammer ring on the giant's head, but he wisely kept his
temper.



"I will row as far from the land as you care to go," was his
answer, "and it is by no means certain that I shall be the
first to want to put in again. What do you bait with?"



"Find a bait for yourself," was the giant's surly reply.



Thor ran up to a herd of Hymer's cattle, seized the largest
bull, wrung off its head without any trouble, and put it in
the boat. Then they both pushed off and were soon rowing
seaward. Thor rowed aft, and the boat fairly shot through
the water. Hymer could pull a strong oar, but he had never
seen such a stroke as Thor's before. The boat fairly
trembled under the force of it. In a few moments 
they
reached Hymer's fishing-ground, and he called out to Thor to
stop.



"Oh, no, not yet," said Thor, bending steadily over his
oars; "we must go a good distance beyond this."



Thor pulled with such tremendous power that they were soon
far out to sea, and Hymer began to be frightened.



"If you don't stop," he called out, "we shall be over the
Midgard-serpent."



Thor paid no attention, but rowed on until they were far out
of sight of land and about where he thought the great snake
was coiled in the bottom of the sea; then he laid down the
oars as fresh and strong apparently as when he got into the
boat. It was the strangest fishing party the world ever saw,
and the most wonderful fishing. No sooner had Hymer's bait
touched 
water than it was seized by two whales. Thor smiled
quietly at the giant's luck, took out a fishing-line, made
with wonderful skill, and so strong that it could not be
broken, fastened the bull's head upon the hook and cast it
into the sea. The Midgard-serpent instantly seized it, and
in a second the hook was fast in its palate. Then came a
furious struggle between the strong god and the terrible
monster which was the dread of the whole earth.



Stung by the pain, the serpent writhed and pulled so hard
that Thor had to brace himself against the side of the boat.
When he found that the snake had taken his hook his wrath
rose, and his divine strength came upon him. He pulled the
line with such tremendous force that his feet went straight
through the bottom of 
the boat, and he stood on the bed of
the ocean while he drew the snake up to the side of the
boat. The monster, convulsed with pain, reared its terrible
head out of the water, its glittering eyes flashing, its
whole vast body writhing and churning the ocean into a
whirlpool of eddying foam. Thor's eyes blazed with wrath,
and he held the serpent in a grasp like a vise. The uproar
was like a terrible storm, and the boat, the fishers, and
the snake were hidden by columns of foam that rose in the
air. No one can tell what the end would have been if Hymer,
trembling with fright and seeing the boat about to sink, had
not sprung forward and cut the line just as Thor was raising
his hammer to crush the serpent's head. The snake sank at
once to the bottom of the sea, and Thor, turning upon the
giant, struck 
him such a blow under the ear that he fell
headlong into the water. The giant got back to the boat,
however, and they rowed to land, taking the two whales with
them.
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Hymer sprang forward and cut the line


When they reached shore Thor was still filled with rage at
the meddlesome giant, because he had lost him the serpent,
but he quietly picked up the boat and carried it home, Hymer
taking the whales. Once more under his own roof, the giant's
courage returned, and he challenged Thor to show his
strength by breaking his drinking-cup. Thor sat down and,
taking the cup, hurled it against a pillar. It flew through
the air, crashed against the stone, bounded back, and was
picked up as whole and perfect as when it came into Thor's
hands. He was puzzled, but Tyr's beautiful fair-haired
mother whispered 
to him, "Throw it at Hymer's forehead; it
is harder than any drinking-cup."



Thor drew in all his godlike strength and dashed the cup
with a terrific effort at Hymer. The forehead was unharmed,
but the cup was scattered in a thousand pieces over the
floor. Hymer had lost a great treasure by the experiment,
but he only said, "That drink was too hot. Perhaps you will
take the kettle off now," he added with a sneer.



Tyr immediately laid hands on the kettle, but he could not
move it an inch. Then Thor took the great pot in his hands
and drew it up with such a mighty effort that his feet went
through the stone floor of the hall, but he lifted it and,
placing it on his head like a mighty helmet, walked off, the
rings of the kettle clanging about his 
feet. The two gods
walked swiftly away from the hall where so many troubles and
labours had awaited them, and it was a long time before Thor
turned to look back. When he did, it was not a moment too
soon, for Hymer was close behind, with a multitude of
many-headed giants, in hot pursuit.



In one minute Thor had lifted the kettle off his head and
put it on the ground, in another he was swinging the hammer
among the giants, and in another, when the lightnings had
gone out and the thunder had died in awful echoes among the
hills, Tyr and Thor were alone on the field.



They went on to Egil, mounted the chariot and drove the
goats swiftly on to Æger's, where the gods were
impatiently waiting for 
the kettle. There was straightway a
mighty brewing of ale, Thor told the story of his adventures
in search of the kettle, and the feast went merrily on.




 [image: Heritage History Logo]


 Norse Stories from the Eddas

 by 

 H. W. Mabie
 


 Original Copyright 1901


 All rights reserved.  This book and all parts thereof may not be reproduced in any form without prior permission of the publisher.
 

 
www.heritage-history.com



How Thor Fought the Giant Hrungner



One bright summer morning, Thor, the God of Thunder, rode
out of Asgard far eastward, fighting giants as he went and
slaying them with his mighty hammer, Mjolner; but Odin, his
beautiful blue mantle shining with stars and his helmet of
gold glittering in the clear air, mounted his swift horse
Sleipner, and went to Jotunheim, the home of the greatest
giant of them all. As he swept along every one stopped to
look, for such a horse and such a rider were rarely seen on
earth. Sometimes the swift hoofs clattered 
along the rocky
roads across the open country, sometimes they struck quick
echoes out of the mountain sides in the deep dells,
sometimes they rang along the very summits of the hills; and
again, in an instant, horse and rider swept noiseless
through the air like a strange phantom in the clear mid-day.



When Odin reached Jotunheim he came upon Hrungner, the
strongest of the giants.



"Who are you, riding through air with golden helmet and
flowing mantle?" asked the giant. "You have a splendid
horse."



"None half so good in Jotunheim!" was Odin's answer.



Odin's boast made the giant angry. "None half so good?" he
repeated. "I'll show you a better myself."



Whereupon he sprang on Goldfax 
and off they both went like a
rushing wind. Neither gods nor men ever saw such a race
before as these ran over earth and through air, Sleipner
dashing with foaming flanks ahead and Goldfax close behind
with flaming eye and mane outspread. So eager was the chase
and so full of rage and desire the mind of Hrungner that
before he knew it he was carried within the gates of Asgard,
where the welcome of the gods, as they gathered round the
foaming chargers, almost made him forget that he was among
his enemies.



They led him into the great hall where the feasts were held,
and after their usual manner set out the great tankards
brimming with wine, and filled for him the hollow horns from
which Thor often drank deep and long. As they were set
before him 
the giant drained them one by one at a single
draught; and after a time, as horn after horn of sparkling
wine was poured down Hrungner's capacious throat, he forgot
his peril, and after the manner of drunken men began to
boast of his mighty deeds and of the terrible things he
meant to do against the gods.



"Oho," he shouted, "I'll pick up this little Valhal in one
hand and carry it off to Jotunheim; I'll pull this
high-walled Asgard down stone after stone, and knock the
heads of all these puny gods together until none are left
save Freyja and Sif, and they shall boil my pot and keep my
house for me." And so this drunken giant disturbed the peace
of heaven, and the gods were sorry enough that he had ever
ridden within their gates; but he was their guest, and the
rites 
of hospitality must be respected even with a drunken
braggart. So Freyja filled his horn again and again, until
he roared out in a drunken fury, "I'll drink every drop of
wine in Asgard before I leave."



This boast made the gods, already weary of his boasting,
indignant, and they called on Thor to rid them of the
braggart. The God of Thunder came striding into the hall
swinging his mighty hammer, with anger on his brow and in
his eye, to hear the gods insulted under the very roof of
Asgard.



"Why does this stupid giant sit here in Asgard drinking our
wine as if he were a god?" shouted Thor, glaring at Hrungner
as if he would smite him on the spot; but Hrungner, full of
drunken courage, glared back at Thor.



"I came here with Odin," he growled, "and the hospitality of
the gods will suffer more than I if a hand is laid on me."



"You may rue that hospitality before you are out of Asgard,"
was the angry reply of Thor.



Small honour to you if you slay me here unarmed and
solitary; if you want to prove your boasted valour meet me
face to face at Grjottungard. Foolish it was in me to leave
my shield and flint-stone at home; had I those weapons I
would challenge you to fight me here and now, but if you
kill me unarmed I proclaim you a coward in the face of all
Asgard."



"I will meet you, braggart, when and where you will," hotly
retorted Thor, whom no giant had ever before challenged to a
holmgang, or single combat. And Hrungner got 
himself safely
out of Asgard and journeyed as fast as he could to Jotunheim
to make ready for the fight.



When the news of these things spread there was nothing heard
of among the giants but Hrungner's journey and the holmgang 
he was to fight with Thor. Nobody thought or talked of
anything else, for if Hrungner, the most powerful of them
all, should be beaten, Thor would never cease to make war
upon them. Long and earnest was the talk among the giants,
for Thor's terrible hammer had often rung among the hills,
and they dreaded the flash of it through the air and the
crash of it as it fell smiting and crushing whatsoever
opposed it. To give Hrungner courage they built an immense
giant of clay at Grjottungard, 
but they could find no heart
big enough for such a huge body, and so they were obliged at
last to use a mare's heart, which fluttered and throbbed
terribly when Thor came; for it is the heart and not the
size of the body which makes one strong and great. The clay
giant, when finished, was so vast that the shadow of him was
like a cloud upon the landscape. When all was ready Hrungner
stood beside the false giant ready for the fight, and a
terrible foe he was, too; for his heart was as hard as rock,
his head was of stone, and so was the great broad shield he
held before him. And swung on his shoulder was the huge
flint-stone which he meant to hurl at Thor.



Thor meanwhile was on his way to Grjottungard with his
servant 
Thjalfe, and Thjalfe ran ahead, and when he saw
Hrungner, called out, "You stand unguarded, giant; you hold
your shield before you, and Thor has seen you, and will come
violently upon you from beneath the earth."



Then Hrungner threw his shield on the ground and stood upon
it, grasping the flint-stone in both hands.



In a moment the sky began to darken with rushing clouds,
broad flashes of lightning blazed across the heavens, and
deafening peals of thunder rolled crashing over the
terror-stricken earth. Striding from cloud to cloud,
swinging his terrible hammer in an awful uproar of lightning
and storm, Thor came rushing on in all his godlike might.
The heavens were on fire, the mountains 
shook on their
foundations, and the earth rocked to and fro as the god of
strength moved on to battle.



Poor Mokkerkalfe, the clay giant, was so frightened that the
perspiration poured in streams from his great body, and his
cowardly heart fluttered like an imprisoned bird. Then Thor,
swinging the flashing hammer with all his might, hurled it
at Hrungner, and on the very instant the giant flung the
flint-stone. The two rushed like meteors and met with a
tremendous crash in mid-air. The flint-stone broke in
pieces, one falling to the ground and making a mountain
where it lay, and the other striking Thor with such force
that he fell full-length on the ground; but the terrible
hammer struck Hrungner in the very centre of his forehead,
crushed his head 
into small pieces, and threw him with his
foot across Thor's neck. Thjalfe meanwhile had thrown
himself on Mokkerkalfe, and the clay giant, like a great
many other sharp giants, fell into pieces at the very first
blow; and so Thor was victor of the holmgang.



But how was Thor to get up? The dead giant's foot lay across
his neck, and, try as he might with all his strength, he
could not lift it off. Then Thjalfe came and tried in vain
to set Thor free; and when the gods heard of the trouble
Thor was in they all came, and one by one tried to lift
Hrungner's foot, and not one of them could do it; so
although Thor had killed the giant it looked as if the giant
had beaten him too. After a time Thor's little son Magne, or
strength, came that way. He 
was only three days old, but he
walked quickly up to his father, quietly lifted the immense
foot and threw it on the ground as if it were the easiest
thing in the world, saying as he did so, "It was a great
mishap that I came so late, father; for I believe I could
have slain this giant with my fist."



Thor rose up quickly and greeted his son as if he were
prouder of him than of the slaying of the giant, and
declared that he should have the giant's beautiful horse
Goldfax for a reward; but Odin would not listen to it, and
so Magne had to content himself with his father's praise and
the glory of his wonderful deed.



Even now Thor's troubles were not ended, for the piece of
flint-stone which struck his head so violently that it threw
him to the ground remained 
imbedded in it, and made the
strong god so much trouble that when he had reached
Thrudvang, or thunder-world, he sent for the sorceress Groa,
the wife of the wise Orvandel, that she might remove the
unwieldy stone. Groa came with all her wisdom and began
weaving magic spells about Thor, and singing strange
incantations to the most weird and mysterious airs in the
world, until the flint-stone became entirely loose. When he
felt the stone gradually loosened, and knew that Groa could
take it out in a moment, Thor was so glad that he tried to
think how he might reward her in some way for the good
service she had done him; and as even a god cannot give
anything greater than happiness, he bethought himself of
something which would make her very happy. So he 
began to
speak of Orvandel, who had long been absent from her, and
whom she greatly loved. He told her that he had entered
Jotunheim from the north, wading the deep rivers, and had
secreted Orvandel in a basket, and so borne him out of the
giant's country, and that as they journeyed along in the
bitter weather one of Orvandel's toes protruded from the
basket and was frozen, and he, Thor, broke it off and threw
it into the shining sky, where it had become the star called
"Orvandel's Toe"; and then he added that Orvandel would
shortly come to his home again.



When Groa heard this news of her husband she was filled with
such joy that all her magical songs and wonderful
incantations went straight out of her head and she could not
get them back again, and the stone remains in Thor's head to
this day. And this is the reason why no one must ever throw
a flint-stone across the floor, because when this happens
the stone in Thor's head moves, and the strong god is very
uncomfortable.



Gods and Men



A great many hundreds of years after the creation of the
world, there ruled in Sweden a wise king whose name was
Gylfe; and the wisdom of this king, like all wisdom, was in
part knowledge and in larger part goodness. He knew how to
give as well as how to receive. A wayfaring woman once found
shelter at his hands, and, in return told him many wonderful
stories; which so pleased the king that he gave her, as a
reward, as much land as four oxen could plough in a day and
a night.
Now this woman was of the race of the gods and her name was
Gefjun. She took four great oxen from 
Jotunheim,  who were
the offspring of a giant, and set them before the plough and
drove them forth into the Land which the king had set apart
for her. And the plough, being drawn by giants, cut so deep
into the soil, that it tore away a great piece of land, and
carried it into the sea to the west, and there left it.
Gefjun called this new country which she had taken from the
mainland, Seeland; and the place from which the land was
taken was filled by the sea and formed a lake which is now
called Logrinn.



This was but the beginning of King Gylfe's acquaintance with
the gods; for he was a seeker after wisdom and he who
searches for wisdom must go to the gods to find it. He saw
the wonderful things which the gods did and the marvellous
ways in which their will was done in Asgard, 
and upon the
earth, and he thought much upon their power and wondered
whence it came. He could not make up his mind whether these
gods, of whom he had heard and whose mighty works he saw,
were powerful by reason of the force in themselves, or
whether they were made strong by other and greater gods.
After thinking much about these things and finding that no
man could answer the questions which he was continually
asking himself, Gylfe assumed the form of a very old man and
made the long journey to Asgard, thinking to learn the
secrets of the gods without letting them know who he was.



The gods know all things, and they not only knew that the
old man who one day came to Asgard was Gylfe, but they knew
that he 
was to make the journey long before he had so much
as thought of it. They received him, however, as if they
thought he was what he appeared to be, and he learned as
much as he could understand; which is as much as a man ever
learns.



The gods have often visited men, but men have rarely visited
the gods, and the King's coming to Asgard was the beginning
of a new wisdom among men.



No sooner did he enter the home of the gods than he found
himself in a great hall, so high that he could hardly see
over it. And the roof of this hall was thatched with shields
of gold in place of shingles:




	Thinking thatchers


	Thatched the roof;


	The beams of the burg


	Beamed with gold.







When Gylfe came to the door of this great hall he saw a man
playing with swords with such wonderful quickness and skill
that he kept seven flashing in the air at one time. When
this player with swords asked his name, the king speaking as
an old man, answered that he was Ganglere, or the Walker,
that he had come a long distance and that he begged a
lodging for the night; and he asked, as if it were a very
unimportant matter, who owned the hall. The man, who was a
god in disguise, replied that it belonged to their king and
that he would take Ganglere to him.



"You may ask him his name yourself when you see him," he
added.



Then the man led the way into the hall and no sooner were
they 
within its walls than the doors were shut. There were
many rooms under the shining roof and every room seemed to
be full of people, some of whom were playing games, and some
were drinking out of great horns or cups, and some were
fighting with different kinds of weapons; and Gylfe did not
understand half of the things he saw. He was not at all
frightened by his ignorance, however, and he said to
himself:




	Gates all,


	Before in you go,


	You must examine well;


	For you cannot know


	Where enemies sit


	In the house before you.







When Gylfe had looked about him he saw three seats or
thrones and upon each of these a man sat 
high above the
throng which played and drank and fought.



"What are the names of these kings?" he asked. And the man
who led him into the hall answered that he who sat on the
lowest of the three thrones was the king and was called Har,
and that he who sat on the throne next above him was called
Jafnhar, and he who sat on the highest throne was called
Thride. Now these three gods were as many different forms of
Odin, and Gylfe was really seeing one god when he seemed to
be seeing three.



Then Har, or Odin, spoke in a deep and wonderful tone and
asked Gylfe who he was, and why he had come there, and bade
him welcome by inviting him to eat and drink as much and
often as he chose. But Gylfe was so bent upon learning the
secrets of the gods that he did not think of food or drink,
nor did he stop to answer Har's questions. He replied boldly
that he wanted to find a wise man if there were one. Then
Har answered him, as the gods often answer men, in words
which were so full of meaning that he did not understand
them until long afterwards:



"You shall not go from this place unharmed unless you go
wiser than you came."



It is dangerous to seek the gods, unless we profit by what
they tell us; for it is better to be ignorant than to
possess knowledge and not live by it.
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Gylfe stood boldly before Odin


Then Gylfe stood boldly before Odin,—a man standing in the
presence of God and seeking for knowledge,—and asked many
and deep questions about the gods and their ways and power;
and about the 
giants, and their homes; and about the making
of the world and the creation of man; and about the sun and
moon and stars; and about the seasons and the wind and fire.
And Odin answered his questions and told him the things
which men are eager to know, but cannot learn unless the
gods teach them.



When Odin had told Gylfe all that a man could understand of
these deep mysteries he refused to answer any more questions
and bade the questioner make the best use of what had been
told him, and when Odin had spoken these words Gylfe heard a
great noise and found himself standing alone in a great
plain, and the hall and Asgard had vanished utterly. Then,
filled with wonder by all he had heard and seen, he went
home to his own kingdom, and told of the 
marvellous things
which had befallen him on his journey to the home of the
gods; and what he said was remembered by those who heard the
wonderful stories and told again to their children and their
children's children to the latest generations.



Now Gylfe was not the only man who talked with the gods; for
Æger, who lived on the island called Hler's Isle and
was also a man of great wisdom, made the journey to Asgard
and the gods knew of his coming before he came and prepared
a great feast for him. When the feast began Odin had swords
brought into the hall and these swords were of such
brightness that they lighted the hall without the aid of
fire or lamps; and the hall was hung with glittering
shields. The gods sat on their thrones and ate and drank
with Æger, and 
Brage told him strange and wonderful
tales of the things which had befallen the gods.



And this is the way in which men came to know the stories
which are told in this book.



The Making of the Hammer



One day as Sif, Thor's beautiful wife, was sitting in the
palace Bilskirner in Thrudvang, or thunder-world, she fell
asleep, with her long hair falling about her shoulders like
a shower of gold. She made a very pretty picture as she sat
there in the sunlight; at least Loke thought so as he passed
by and saw her motionless, like the statue of a goddess in a
great temple, instead of a living goddess in her own palace.
Loke never saw anything beautiful without the wish that
somehow he might spoil it; and when he noticed that Sif was
asleep he thought it was a good time to carry off her golden
hair, and so 
rob her of that of which Thor was most proud.
As noiselessly as he could, and more like a thief than a god, he
stole into the palace, cut off the golden locks and carried
them away, without leaving one behind as a trace of his evil
deed. When Sif awoke and found her beautiful hair gone, she
went and hid herself, lest Thor coming home should miss the
beauty which had always been like a light to his eyes.



And presently Thor came; but no Sif was there to meet him,
making him forget with one proud look from her tender eyes
the dangers and labours of his life. She never failed to
greet him at the threshold before; and the strong god's heart,
which had never beat a second quicker at sight of the
greatest giant in the world, grew faint 
with fear that in
his absence some mishap had befallen her. He ran quickly
from room to room in the palace, and at last he came upon
Sif, hidden behind a pillar, her shorn head in her hands,
weeping bitterly. In a few broken words she told Thor what
had happened, and as she went on, Thor's wrath grew hotter
and hotter until he was terrible to behold. Lightnings
flashed out of his deep-set eyes, the palace trembled under
his angry strides, and it seemed as if his fury would burst
forth like some awful tempest uprooting and destroying
everything in its path.



"I know who did it," he shouted, when Sif had ended her
story. "It was that rascally Loke, and I'll break every bone
in his thievish body;" and without as much as saying 
good-by to his sobbing wife, he strode off like a thunder-cloud to
Asgard, and there, coming suddenly upon Loke, he seized him
by the neck and would have killed him on the spot had not
Loke confessed his deed and promised to restore the golden
hair.



"I'll get the swarthy elves to make a crown of golden hair
for Sif more beautiful than she used to wear," gasped Loke,
in the iron grasp of the angry Thor; and Thor, who cared
more for Sif's beauty than for Loke's punishment, let the
thief go, having bound him by solemn pledges to fulfil his
promise without delay.



Loke lost no time, but went far underground to the gloomy
smithy of the dwarfs, who were called Ivald's sons, and who
were wonderful workers in gold and brass.



"Make me a crown of golden hair," said Loke, "that will grow
like any other hair, and I will give you whatever you want
for your work."



The bargain was quickly made, and the busy little dwarfs
were soon at their task, and in a little time they had done
all that Loke asked, and more too; for in addition to the
shining hair they gave Loke the spear Gungner and the famous
ship Skidbladner.



With these treasures in his arms Loke came into Asgard and
began boasting of the wonderful things he had brought from
the smithy of Ivald's sons.



"Nobody like the sons of Ivald to work in metal!" he said.
"The other dwarfs are all stupid little knaves compared with
them."



Now it happened that the dwarf Brok was standing by and
heard Loke's boasting; his brother Sindre was so cunning a
workman that most of the dwarfs thought him by far the best
in the world. It made Brok angry, therefore, to hear the
sons of Ivald called the best workmen, and he spoke up and
said, "My brother Sindre can make more wonderful things of
gold and iron and brass than ever the sons of Ivald thought
of."



"Your brother Sindre," repeated Luke scornfully. "Who is
your brother Sindre?"



"The best workman in the world," answered Brok.



Loke laughed loud and long. "Go to your wonderful brother
Sindre," said he, "and tell him if he can make three such
precious 
things as the spear, the ship, and the golden hair,
he shall have my head for his trouble." And Loke laughed
longer and louder than before.



Brok was off to the underworld before the laugh died out of
his ears, determined to have Loke's head if magic and hard
work could do it. He went straight to Sindre and told him of
the wager he had laid with Loke, and in a little while
Sindre was hard at work in his smithy. It was a queer place
for such wonderful work as was done in it, for it was
nothing but a great cavern underground, with tools piled up
in little heaps around its sides, and thick darkness
everywhere when the furnace fire was not sending its glow
out into the blackness. If you had looked in now, you would
have seen a broad glare of light streaming out 
from the
furnace, for Brok was blowing the bellows with all his
might, and the coals were fairly blazing with heat. When all
was ready Sindre took a swine-skin, put it into the furnace,
and telling Brok to blow the bellows until his return, went
out of the smithy. Brok kept steadily at work, although a
gad-fly flew in, buzzed noisily about, and finally settling
on his hand, stung him so that he could hardly bear it.
After a while Sindre came back and took out of the furnace a
wonderful boar with bristles of pure gold.



Then Sindre took some gold, and placing it in the furnace
bade Brok blow as if his life depended on it, and went out a
second time. Brok had no sooner begun blowing than the
troublesome gad-fly came 
back, and fastening upon his neck
stung him so fiercely that he could hardly keep his hands
away from his neck; but Brok was a faithful dwarf, who meant
to do his work thoroughly if he died for it, and so he blew
away as if it were the easiest thing in the world, until
Sindre came back and took a shining ring from the fire. The
third time Sindre put iron into the fire, and bidding Brok
blow without ceasing, went out again. No sooner had he
gone than the gad-fly flew in, and settling between Brok's
eyes stung him so sharply that drops of blood ran down into
eyes, and he could not see what he was doing. He blew away as
bravely as he could for some time, but the pain was so keen,
and he was so blind, that at last he raised his hand quickly to
brush the fly 
away. That very instant Sindre returned.



"You have almost spoiled it," he said, as he took out of the
glowing furnace the wonderful hammer Mjolner. "See how short
you have made the handle! But you can't lengthen it now. So
carry the gifts to Asgard, and bring me Loke's head."



Brok started off with the golden boar, the shining ring, and
the terrible hammer.



When he came through the great gate of Asgard the gods were
very anxious to see the end of this strange contest, and
taking their seats on their shining thrones they appointed
Odin, Thor, and Frey to judge between Loke and Brok, as to
which had the most wonderful things. Then Loke brought out
the spear Gungner, which never misses its 
mark, and gave it
to Odin; and the golden hair he gave to Thor, who placed it
on Sif's head, and straightway it began to grow like any
other hair, and Sif was as beautiful as on the day when Loke
saw her in Thor's palace, and robbed her of her tresses; and
to Frey he gave the marvellous ship Skidbladner, which
always found a breeze to drive it wherever its master would
go, no matter how the sea was running, nor from what quarter
the wind was blowing, and which could be folded up and
carried in one's pocket. Then Loke laughed scornfully.



"Bring out the trinkets which that wonderful brother of
yours has made," he said.



Brok came forward, and stood before the wondering gods with
his treasures.



"This ring," said he, handing it to Odin, "will cast off,
every ninth night, eight other rings as pure and heavy as
itself. This boar," giving it to Frey, "will run more
swiftly in the air, and on the sea, by night or by day, than
the swiftest horse, and no night will be so dark, no world
so gloomy, that the shining of these bristles shall not make
it light as noon-day. And this hammer," placing Mjolner in
Thor's strong hands, "shall never fail, no matter how big
nor how hard that which it smites may be; no matter how far
it is thrown, it will always return to your hand; you may
make it so small that it can be hidden in your bosom, and
its only fault is the shortness of its handle."



Thor swung it round his head, and lightning flashed and
flamed through 
Asgard, deep peals of thunder rolled through
the sky, and mighty masses of cloud piled quickly up about
him. The gods gathered around, and passed the hammer from
one to the other, saying that it would be their greatest
protection against their enemies, the frost-giants, who were
always trying to force their way into Asgard, and they
declared that Brok had won the wager. Brok's swarthy little
face was as bright as his brother's furnace fire, so
delighted was he to have beaten the boastful Loke. But how
was he to get his wager, now he had won it? It was no easy
matter to take the head off a god's shoulders. Brok thought
a moment. "I will take Loke's head," he said finally,
thinking some of the other gods might help him.



"I will give you whatever you 
want in place of my head,"
growled Loke, angry that he was beaten, and having no idea
of paying his wager by losing his head.



"I will have your head or I will have nothing," answered the
plucky little dwarf, determined not to be cheated out of his
victory.



"Well, then, take it," shouted Loke; but by the time Brok
reached the place where he had been standing, Loke was far
away, for he wore shoes with which he could run through the
air or over the water. Then Brok asked Thor to find Loke and
bring him back, which Thor did promptly, for the gods always
saw to it that people kept their promises. When Loke was
brought back Brok wanted to cut his head off at once.



You may cut off my head, but you have no right to touch my
neck," 
said Loke, who was cunning, as well as wicked. That
was true, and of course the head could not be taken off 
without touching the neck, so Brok had to give it up.



But he determined to do something to make Loke feel that he
had won his wager, so he took an awl and a thong and sewed
his lips together so tightly that he could make no more
boastings.


