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Dedicated to Snorri and all of the scribes.
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great translators who have walked this path before me.
	 The natural progression led me to the Icelandic 
Sagas, and then to the Legendary Sagas, and then onto 
more obscure books. The books written by Jacob Grimm 
were instrumental bridges between mythology and fairy-
tale. In a similar vein, Georges Dumezil was masterful in 
his comparisons between different mythologies.
	 By now you might think that I am an English 
literature scholar or someone educated in history and/or 
anthropology. Nothing could be further from the truth. In 
fact, I am a computer science graduate and have spent my 
entire career in IT. The knowledge I have amassed on the 
subject matter is in great part forged by my love of Norse 
myths and sagas as well as my love for reading. As big as 
my book library was, it has doubled since my work on the 
Illuminated Edda began.
	 A big thanks also goes out to Google. In my quest 
to track down old and rare texts (to add to my collection), 
I found many treasures as a result of Googles digitization 
efforts.
	 My obsession with Norse myths has not dimin-
ished my admiration and interest in other ancient systems 
of belief. Meso-American is a close second, followed by 
Celtic and Baltic.
	 The Eddas have been so inspirational that for 
many years I imagined creating my own translation. My 
deep respect for those works is in part the reason why it 
took so long to do my own take on these timeless classics. 
The Illuminated Edda is my personal homage to these 
works. I do hope that I have done them justice.

Edda Structure and 
Sources

	 “Edda” means grandmother and appears in the 
Rigsthula when Heimdall creates the echelons of man-
kind. No one truly knows the reasons for the name which 
accompanies the Prose and Poetic Eddas. It may have been 

Love of the Eddas
	 My love for stories rooted in ancient social con-
sciousness started at a very young age. I remember vivid-
ly, endlessly asking my grandmother to read me from the 
fairy-tale book which she brought with her from Lithuania 
when she came to Canada. Castles, devils, dragons, and 
heroes lived within those pages. It contained dozens of 
stories that would replay themselves in my mind after sto-
ry-time was over and the lights were turned off. My imag-
ination would take over and I would build make-believe 
worlds around those stories.
	 This intense fascination is no doubt what turned 
me into an avid reader and led me to role-playing at a very 
early age. The love affair with mythology started in grade 5 
when I cracked open Deities and Demigods, a Dungeons 
and Dragons source book on mythology. All of the pre-
sented pantheons of gods and mythic beasts were intrigu-
ing, but I kept on going back to the Norse chapter. There 
was some visceral and primal attraction I couldn’t resist. 
That compelling force could not be put into words.
	 My gateway book into the authentic myths was 
“The Children of Odin” by Padraic Colum. It was a very 
accessible book and it presented the major stories in a 
very entertaining manner. I read and re-read the book 
many times, and over the years, I have gifted that book to 
many friends, leading me to go out to buy another copy for 
myself. I’ve lost count of how many of these have passed 
through my hands.
	 My desire for more was answered by the Prose 
Edda by Snorri Sturluson. I still have my first copy of this 
book, and it’s a completely worn out from the many times it 
has been read. The cover is stained and damaged, the spine 
is cracked in so many places that it’ll stay at whatever page 
I need, but the book refuses to give up on me. It has served 
me well for over a quarter of a century.
	 Naturally, after the Prose Edda, I acquired the 
Poetic Eddas... and I say Eddas in the plural sense because 
I’m a collector of the many translations. The Illuminated 
Edda you hold in your hands was inspired by the many 

I n t r o d u c t i o n
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and Zoega, but I also referenced grammatical books by 
Byock. I double-checked my translation work by drawing 
on previous English translations by greats like: Bray, Bel-
lows, Dronke, Larrington, Faulkes, Crawford and Hol-
lander.
	 Mythologies are messy, inconsistent and some-
times contradictory. I put every effort into cleaning up the 
text, adding consistency and resolving inconsistencies. 
I wanted the Illuminated Edda to present the mythology 
in a comprehensive and cohesive universe. In order to do 
so, I added several chapters that help bring context to the 
stories found in the Eddas. By introducing my own sagas 
I hope to create the mortar between the stones which are 
the timeless sagas which have been passed down for hun-
dreds of years. This also gave me an opportunity to explore 
the many interesting characters that are only mentioned in 
passing, but as a reader you may want to know more about 
them.
	 Timelines are a problem that sometimes cannot 
be fixed in this format. You will find mentions of Helheim 
and Draupnir before their actual stories occur in the Illu-
minated Edda. That is because the translated chapters cov-
er so much ground, that when they are inserted, they can 
act as a spoiler for future chapters. I inserted those at the 
most opportune moments in the chronology, but it cannot 
always be perfect.
	 My hope is to present the gods and giants as real 
characters with depth, motivations and ambitions. The 
Norse pantheon is very special because it involves a lot of 
interracial and inter-tribal unions. This paves the way for a 
society which is not polarized for the most part. The good 
versus evil is replaced with common values and accepted 
societal norms. I worked hard to overcome modern day 
tropes and memes, avoiding fantasy/fiction clichés and 
staying out of the paradigms established by Christiani-
ty. All of this effort is done in hopes of transporting the 
reader a thousand years into the past, so that they could 
explore a world which shaped the future.
	 The biggest challenge we faced was editing my 
chapters in a way that kept the same tone as the translat-
ed chapters. I wanted to be as accurate as possible in the 
translations, so over-editing those chapters would have 
killed the authenticity. Instead we went to work on my 
chapters, adapting my language and presentation to better 
merge with the stories from the Eddas.
	 One of the key modifications was to character 
dialogue. The first draft of the manuscript had very 

modern exchanges. Once I merged the original 
translations with my chapters, I saw the dis-

chosen because grandparents would be the elders with the 
most knowledge. During the Viking period, most knowl-
edge was passed down using oral tradition. So it would 
make sense that the written works would capture the 
knowledge that grandparents possessed.
	 Let us not forget that the Eddas were compiled 
in the thirteenth century, well after the Viking Age. After 
the fall of the Icelandic commonwealth, in 1281, there was 
a vested interest in documenting and preserving Iceland’s 
heritage and roots. The older of the two Eddas is the Po-
etic Edda, and that is why many sources refer to it as the 
Elder Edda.
	 The Prose Edda was written by Snorri Sturlu-
son, a Christian and Icelandic politician. His Edda is made 
up of three manuscripts: Gylfaginning, Skaldskaparmal, 
and Hattatal. In many places it quotes the Poetic Edda and 
for a long time the source of those quotes was a mystery. 
That is because the Poetic Edda had been “missing” until 
it was rediscovered by Brynjolfur Sveinsson in the seven-
teenth century.
	 No one truly knows who wrote the Poetic Edda. 
Many historians speculate it could have been Snorri, while 
other scholars state the times and styles indicate many 
different authors. The Poetic Edda is a conglomeration 
of several manuscripts. The main manuscripts are GKS 
2365 4º (Codex Regius also known as the Konungsbok), 
AM 748 I 4to, and the Hauksbok.
	 These manuscripts are damaged and in some 
places incomplete. Some of the stories overlap and some-
times there are inconsistencies between the various ver-
sions of the same poem. The stories contained within 
these manuscripts have been retold in many publications 
over the last few centuries. The myriad of translations and 
publications with varying degrees of inclusions has mud-
dled the definition of what works are included into a work 
you can call the “Poetic Edda”.
	 I have erred on the side of giving the reader more 
rather than less. This is why you will find a super-set of 
manuscripts included in the Illuminated Edda. I have in-
corporated sections from the Saga of Heidrek the Wise, 
Heimskingla, Nibelungenlied, Gesta Danorum as well as 
various works by Tacitus and Grimm.
	 My goal was to present the Eddas in an accurate, 
faithful, complete, and easy to read fashion. That is why my 
translation work was only a stepping stone to a final mod-
ern English prose manuscript that attempts to present 
the stories in an entertaining manner. For the translation 
work, I used two dictionaries-Cleasby-Vigfusson 
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will find two distinct characters named Mimir, and you will 
find more than a single instance for names such as Nari, 
Skadi, and Vali. There is one exception which I outline in 
the next section (Ottar-Od).
	 A lot of my style can be attributed to the in-
fluence I received from reading Wagner’s Der Ring des 
Nibelungen, Davidson’s Myths and Symbols in Pagan 
Europe, Gwyn Jones’ The History of the Vikings, and 
Colum’s The Frenzied Prince. The historical accuracy 
was honed by Jonathan Elements’ The Vikings, Snorri’s 
Heimskringla, and Saxo’s Gesta Danorum.
	 The reader will also find a healthy dose of Jotun 
worship throughout the book. Seeing as how Vikings were 
extremely polytheistic, venerating gods, Vaettir, wights 
and spirits, it stands to reason that Jotuns would be ven-
erated as well. My conclusion is that the winners write the 
history books, and the cult of the Aesir won the historical 
battles.
	 Prejudice is very evident within the pages of the 
Gesta Danorum. The Danes had obvious disdain for their 
northern neighbours. Since my goal was to present a neu-
tral view of the world, I gave the “losers” equal time in the 
spotlight. Just because they lost historically, it does not 
make them irrelevant during the Viking age.

Inconsistencies and 
Omissions

	 The Norse myths are filled with inconsistencies, 
contradictions and omissions. That comes as no surprise 
given that the Viking Age unfolded over 500 years and 
spanned most of northern Europe. Working to present 
a seamless, consistent mythology, I had the arduous task 
of deciding which lore became cannon and which lore I 
needed to disregard. One of the most challenging aspects 
of presenting a seamless mythology was bridging the gaps 
between disparate tales. I filled those with my own sagas 
about the gods, giants and heroes. Perhaps the most inter-
esting bridges were those constructed between different 
mythologies.
	 In this section of the introduction, I will address 
the major points of contention and the reasons why I chose 
the path I did. 

parity in style and content. I went back and modified the 
dialogue in my chapters so that they would be more struc-
tured and informative. Banter was minimized and lore was 
maximized. You will find more questions and answers and 
in styles which reflect magical numbers such as three and 
nine.
	 For those readers who wish to stick to the “of-
ficial” stories from the Eddas, I have taken the liberty to 
mark those chapters as pure translations (see Presentation 
below). I have segmented the stories in a way that keeps 
my created work clearly separate from Norse myth canon.
	 Collectively, my works and the pure unaltered 
myths and sagas make up the canon for my Fate of the 
Norns universe. This Viking line of books, games, art and 
jewelry draw from the Illuminated Edda in its entirety.

Elaborations and Style
	 In this section I’d like to address some of the 
cosmic, magical and spiritual elements of the mythology 
which require explanation. If my goal is to work towards 
creating a living, breathing world with rules governing 
“physics” of magic, souls and the afterlife, then I needed 
to give them some foundation and context.
	 I will preface this section by saying that the first 
dozen chapters lay down the foundation for everything 
that is to come. They may feel distant from a Njal’s Saga 
or a Voluspa, but they are important in removing the in-
evitable questions which would arise if I would have just 
jumped into the later periods.
	 Valkyries are portrayed as human, sometimes 
as divine. Their origins and nature seem complex, broad 
and sometimes inconsistent. Within the Illuminated Edda 
I present what would make sense as an “origins of the 
species” and how they evolve to take on various traits and 
characteristics found within the Eddas and Sagas.
	 One of the most popular movements in academ-
ic mythology is drawing parallels between different char-
acters, and going so far as equating those persons. I’m not 
speaking of the comparative mythology which Dumezil 
explored in Gods of the Ancient Northmen, but rather I 
will state up front that I am not a fan of such conjecture 
and that equating Freya and Frigga as the same character 
poses more problems than it solves. For this reason, you 
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Volsung Saga was written in Iceland in the 13th century 
and the Nibelungenlied was written in Germany during 
the 16th century. In the Illuminated Edda, the main plot 
points and names are driven by the Icelandic Volsung Saga 
rather than the Nibelungenlied. Sigurd dies in bed rath-
er than out in the woods. You may find some of Wagner’s 
Der Ring des Nibelungen sprinkled within because he had 
a good vibe throughout his opera.
	 Baldur’s conquest in order to obtain Nanna 
comes from the Gesta Danorum. I found this characteri-
zation of the “gentle white-god” so inspiring and such a 
breath of fresh air that I had to incorporate it into the per-
sonality of Baldur, Hod and Nanna.
	 Similarly, Odin’s Exile comes from the same 
book of the Gesta Danorum. My jaw dropped the first time 
I read the chapter. I think I must have gone back to re-read 
it a few more times to make sure my eyes were not trying to 
fool me. As you can already surmise, this story appears in 
the Illuminated Edda.
.

Other Mythologies
	 Mythology is reflective of culture and culture is 
not always neatly contained within borders. For this rea-
son, Norse myth did not exist in a void. The stories about 
the gods, giants, dragons, and heroes changed depending 
on where and when they were told and eventually com-
mitted to parchment. Take for example The Volsung Saga 
written in Iceland and the Nibelungenlied written in Ger-
many. Both tell a very similar tale, there is no doubt that it 
is the same story, but each describes the events in a differ-
ent way. Dietrich of Bern is another great example. So we 
can easily see how Norse myths were not only dissimilar by 
region and time, but must have been influenced by neigh-
bouring beliefs.
	 Vikings were well traveled and as a result they 
were open-minded about other ideas, gods and other so-
cietal structures. For this reason, in order to better frame 
the Norse myths, I have taken the time to dip into Finnish, 
Celtic, Welsh, and Baltic mythology as well. I present them 
in a chronology that would make sense, starting with the 
most ancient being that of the Celts. I have no doubt that 
anyone skipping this introduction and jumping to chapter 
1 will find themselves confused at reading Celtic mytholo-

	 There are many discussions about the differenc-
es and similarities between the Dvergar and the Svartalfar. 
Many sources reason they are one and the same, citing 
Snorri in the Prose Edda. In addition, Dvergar and Alfar 
are given names, but nowhere in the myths do you get a 
name for a Svartalfar. However, the counter argument is 
leveled that Svartalfheim and Nidavellir are stated as dif-
ferent realms, and that the races have differing names. Ja-
cob Grimm complicated the discussion by defining light, 
shadow, and dark elves as three different distinct races. We 
had to make a call when it came to the Fate of the Norns 
lore, and the choice I made was that there were two types 
of Alfar, the Lios and the Svart, as well as another race 
named the Dvergar. The reason is simple, having the fol-
lowing breakdown allows for the most optimal exploration 
of mythological archetypes.
	 Ottar and Od are construed as the same charac-
ter by Viktor Rydberg in his 19th century works. He bases 
his theory on the linguistic etymology based on time and 
place. I’m not a linguist so I cannot give a weighty opinion 
on the matter, but I can deliver an opinion based on value 
of storytelling. Freya had very few close friends who fit the 
confidant archetype. She had so few that creating a profile 
on them is nigh impossible. By combining their attributes, 
we can create a working profile. I chose to equate the two 
characters because their roles were similar enough to war-
rant a strong narrative. Remember, my goal is to weave the 
mythology into a compelling and engaging narrative for 
you, the reader.
	 Iduna is a very unique character. No one else, 
god nor Jotun, has an archetype which is comparable. Her 
past is extrapolated from not only the Prose and Poetic Ed-
das, but also reinforced by Hrafnagaldr Odins. This work 
is thought to be rather late, perhaps from the 17th century. 
Regardless, it gives an interesting angle for Iduna’s past 
which I embrace within the Illuminated Edda.
	 When we get to the lineage of the heroic and 
legendary kings of Midgard, there are many inconsisten-
cies between the Edda, the Heimskringla, and the Historia 
Norwegiae. In most cases, when it comes to the first kings, 
the Heimskringla becomes my primary source. The places 
where I allow the Edda to trump the Heimskingla are when 
the character is divine and the Heimskingla makes them 
too “mortal”.
	 The Volsungs and Nibelung story is recounted 
differently in the Volsung Saga versus the story told in 
the Nibelungenlied. That is not a surprise, because the 
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very few authentic texts exist in Latvian, Estonian or Lith-
uanian, the latter being the last holdouts against Chris-
tianity. Most texts that reference Baltic mythology were 
written in neighboring countries. The rigorous work of 
Lithuanian academics like Beresnevicius and Velius bring 
much of it to light with their extensive investigations, but 
none of those works have been translated. Luckily I’m flu-
ent in Lithuanian and can dig through their works without 
difficulty. Getting my hands on their books was the bigger 
challenge. The stories and characters are truly fascinating 
and I hope you enjoy them as the Illuminated Edda scratch-
es the surface of these enjoyable myths.
	 The Inuit/Skraeling myths were added because 
the Vikings were such incredible explorers. In the sagas 
of Erik the Red we read about outposts and trade with the 
Inuit. The traditions and beliefs of the far north would have 
been acquired when the Vikings and Inuit traded goods. 
Their etiquette and views on violent nature spirits are 
reflected by other northern Europeans such as the Sami 
tribes. These extremes influenced how the Vikings saw the 
giants- violent and temperamental representations of their 
hostile environments.
	 Looking at the Viking world holistically allows 
for a better appreciation of the stories they passed down.

	 Grammar
	 I recognize that some translation work is not 
grammatically consistent. In some places I retain the Old 
Norse trailing “r” while in others it is omitted. Most in-
stances of “ð” are changed to the English “d” while in 
some rare instances it is converted to “th” (such as the 
word Seith in Seið magic). Accents are curiously absent in 
all words. The reason for this is the legacy work done in 
previous Fate of the Norns books. As with most subjects, 
you come to learn them slowly and then realize your past 
mistakes. For the sake of lore consistency, the legacy work 
is respected. Once we complete the works for the four ages 
of Ragnarok, we will reboot the Fate of the Norns franchise 
with a more consistent use of the translations.

gy in a book named the Illuminated Edda.
	 Where there were interesting cross-over oppor-
tunities, I took them and presented them in my own sagas 
involving this rich expanded tapestry of belief.
	 The Celtic myths are researched in sources like 
the Lebor Gabala which have been translated into contem-
porary English. As a result, I do not make a claim of accu-
racy at the same level as the content from the Eddas, which 
I translated from Old Icelandic. I tried my best to relay the 
information as accurately as possible. I also stripped out 
the biblical references so as to keep the feel of the book in 
a pre-Christian period.
	 The Vanir gods are an amalgamation of the 
Vanir gods in Norse myth, along with the gods presented 
in Tacitus’ Germania. Historically speaking they are the 
gods that preceded the Aesir gods so they are presented as 
appearing before the Aesir creation myth. Since the Celts 
are the oldest mythology covered in the Illuminated Edda, 
I present the Germanic-Vanir gods as appearing after the 
great invasions.
	 Everything is sparked by the very beginning, and 
then all of creation and all of the mythologies are birthed 
from the meeting of Muspelheim and Niflheim. So while 
the Norse myths are presented later in the book, the or-
igins of the known universe are attributed to the Edda vi-
sion of how it all began. It’s helpful that other mythologies 
adhere to the cosmic tree idea as well as the great ocean 
that granted life.
	 Welsh sources like the Mabinogion are present-
ed apart from Celtic myth. Both share similar roots, but 
the Mabinogion’s themes and stories stand apart from 
works like the Lebor Gabala.
	 The Finnish myths are drawn from the Kalev-
ala. Unfortunately, Finnish mythology does not have any 
ancient manuscripts from which to draw inspiration. The 
Kalevala was written in the late nineteenth century, and 
the author, Elias Lonnrot, performed dutiful research, 
interviewing many people who were in charge of passing 
down the folk-tales using oral tradition. This brings us 
some reassurance that the myths and folk-tales presented 
have a certain stamp of authenticity. Interestingly one of 
the central figures, the god Vainamoinen was first men-
tioned in a list of Tavastian gods by Mikael Agricola in 
1551.
	 The Baltic myths are considered a black box of 
mystery when it comes to English readership. Surprisingly 
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Format
	 This is the second printing of the Illuminated 
Edda, containing additional edits as well as a new cover. 
The Illuminated Edda has been produced in three formats: 
the Pocket Edition, the Traveller’s Edition as well as the 
Regular Edition. The Regular Edition is a full sized hard-
cover book, featuring full-colour artwork. The Traveller’s 
Edition is a softcover compressed edition, while the Pock-
et Edition is further compressed and conatins black and 
white artwork.

Presentation

Lore and Terminology
	 I’d like to discuss up front, certain topics which 
may offend some readers. Because the official chapters are 
literal translations, you will find antiquated themes such as 
slavery. Other topics such as incest, infanticide/patricide, 
and rape also make an appearance in the old manuscripts. 
As with everything else, I made the translation choosing 
words as best I can. In my personal chapters I try to avoid 
glamourizing these negative topics, but for cohesion and 
uniformity they may appear. The reader has been fore-
warned.
	 The Illuminated Edda is meant to be accessible. 
It is written in a style intended to welcome someone’s first 
foray into Northern European mythology. At the same 
time the painstaking accuracy of the translations is meant 
to appeal to those who wish to have the academic viewport 
to the Eddas. That being said, there may be a few terms 
which may or may not have enough context and/or expla-
nation.
	 Hnefatafl is a board-game similar to chess. One 
player’s pieces are at the center of the board and their goal 
is to get the king to safety, while the other player seeks to 
capture the king with their own pieces that start on the 
edge of the board.
	 A “faining” is a burnt/buried/drowned offering 
to some deity or spirit. A “blot” is a blood sacrifice of an 
animal or a human.
	 A weregild is a blood debt. When someone of 
high rank murdered another, instead of facing a similar 
fate, they could offer to buy their way out of a punishment 
by offering the friends and family of the victim a weregild. 
Usually this came in the form of a monetary payment of ac-
ceptable worth. The victim’s friends and family would have 
the last word on if it was acceptable. If it was, the event 
would be forgotten and any animosity would be subdued 
by the new-found wealth.
	 This books deals with many more unique char-
acters and locales than in a typical story book. To help 
keep track of everything presented, there is a glossary at 
the back of the book which mentions the main characters, 
places, and legendary magical items.

The chapters which are direct translations will be marked 
with the following style:

The other chapters are hybrids of the Gylfaginning or 
Skaldskaparmal adjusted for overall consistency, or those 
chapters are wholly my own. They will have the following 
style:
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nachta and Mide became the five principalities of 
Eriu. Each kingdom had their own king, who swore 
oaths to Slaine, the high-king. It is this king who de-
vised weapons which could kill immortals.
 They enjoyed prosperity for many gener-
ations. Slaine was the first High king, who was re-
placed by Rudraige Mac Dela, who in turn was suc-
ceeded by both Gann and Genann. The next ruler 
was Sengann, his successor was known as Fiacha 
Cennfinnan and he was followed by Rinnal. The last 
two kings were Fodbgen and Eochaid mac Eirc.
 Due to their hard work and success, they 
were very reluctant to allow any outsiders onto 
Eriu’s shores.
   ###
 When the children of Nemed abandoned 
Eriu, a woman named Danu was separated from her 
people. She was Nemed’s daughter and she consid-
ered herself the rightful heir of their lineage, legacy, 
and kingdoms. She and her children became power-
ful warriors, poets and druids, and through a com-
bination of ancestry and magic, they stopped aging. 
She and her children were collectively known as the 
Tuatha De Danann. They traveled distant lands wish-
ing to one-day return to Eriu in order to claim their 
ancient homeland. Before they could, Danu wished 
to raise an army. She had heard of the Fir Bolg and 
they of her, they openly denied her birthright.

 The children of Nemed fled to foreign 
kingdoms where they found themselves in a similar 
predicament. They were taken as slaves once more, 
and for several generations they remained in a life 
of servitude. The work was hard and thankless, and 
this made the next generation stronger than the last. 
They named themselves the Fir Bolg, meaning ‘men 
of the bag’. Their job entailed filling sacks with fer-
tile soil and bringing it to mountain tops so their 
overlords could have fertile fields near their resplen-
dent homes.
 They embraced their struggle and made 
it a personal challenge to overcome their current 
station. They passed down their ancestry through 
a personal oral tradition, never forgetting their his-
tory nor their roots. They eventually resolved to re-
turn to their ancestral lands in Eriu. Constructing 
seaworthy vessels using the same leathers and skins 
they had used as bags, they journeyed across the sea, 
searching for Eriu’s shores.
 When the Fir Bolg arrived, the land had 
greatly changed in two-hundred years. The blight 
had nearly dissipated and the Fomorians had re-
turned to their homes beneath the waves. Without 
opposition, they quickly spread across the island. 

The eldest Fir Bolg partitioned the island into 
five provinces, so that each would have their 

own kingdom. Ulaid, Lagin, Mumu, Con-

Lebor Gabala II
The Children of Nemed
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The Loom of Destiny
 Having everything your heart desires, 
possessing infinite longevity, receiving continu-
ous adoration and wielding absolute power has a 
certain effect upon the mind. The idle soul gains a 
thirst for change, chaos and darker things. Many 
may not understand why the Norns would not 
stand against the Alsvartr, but they knew better 
than to question it. When it concerns the Norns, 
what is, should never be questioned.
 Gimle occupied a central role in the world 
of Muspelheim and now that entry was barred, 
the children of Muspel would have to wait until 
the Norns would return to their lands. Mogthra-
sir was less interested by the threshold between 
Gimle and Muspelheim than she was with the 
new realm Andlang. It was situated upon the 
clouds of Gimle and only the Lios Alfar could 
travel there.
 During her meetings with the Alfar, 
Mogthrasir learned many of their secrets. She 
was eager to know how they manipulated reality, 
so when she finally understood, she set her sis-
ters into motion.
 “Sisters,” Mogthrasir addressed her so-
rority “we will work together to create a loom... 
a loom which will weave a tapestry filled with 
imagery... imagery of things to come... Images 
of a future we alone will weave. With the lore I 
have gleaned from the Alfar, I will spin a thread 
which will ensure that what we weave will come 
to pass.”

 Muspelheim was always a diverse realm 
with many types of species who called it home. 
Among them were Skui, Karsts and Nanus 
Drakes. The Skui were a faerie folk with fiery 
wings and magical powers. They preferred the 
forests of Muspelheim. The Karsts were beings 
of pure lava who were frightfully territorial. They 
enjoyed staking out claims in the rivers of mol-
ten stone. The Nanus Drakes were the small red 
dragons who made their homes in the moun-
tains. There were more species, but none could 
compare to the Muspeli Jotuns who were the 
apex.
 Mogthrasir was the first Norn. She was 
the one who created Gimle and taught the Mus-
peli Jotuns the ritual on how they could one day 
ascend and become Norn. The Norn were always 
held in high regard among the denizens of Mus-
pelheim. Veneration of one’s ancestors became 
custom and the tradition was woven into the so-
cial fabric of the realm.
 As a Norn, life was good. Gimle offered all 
of the comforts that came with the high status of 
being a Norn. With their age, came wisdom, and 
because of their wisdom, the other races would 
come to them for advice. Each visit would bring 
offerings and gifts, so the Norns never lacked in 
anything. With extended age and limitless com-
fort, a certain state of mind came to afflict the 
Norn. Some could call it being aloof, while oth-

ers could characterize it as madness.
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	 The world as we know it today, is a land of trees and 
rivers, men and villages, seasons and stories. It is our realm, the 
realm of mankind. It is quite similar to the ancient Viking world 
known as Midgard, but it is different. Ask a scholar and they will 
tell you that Midgard was flat and it hung upon a branch belong-
ing to the cosmic tree known as Yggdrasil. Midgard wasn’t the 
only world upon this ash. It hung in the middle of the tree, while 
other realms were above, and others below.
	 There was a time long ago, before the creation of Mid-
gard and the growth of Yggdrasil, when the cosmos was empty. 
This yawning void was known as Ginnungagap. It stretched to 
eternity in all directions. No one truly knows when or how the 
primordial realms of fire and ice came into being- their origins 
are lost in time. The land of fire, a tremendous source of heat 
and light was called Muspelheim. The mountains were volca-
nic, the forests were crystalline, and the rivers flowed with mol-
ten rock. The land of ice, shrouded in darkness and toxic vapors 
was known as Niflheim. It was a dark and desolate realm, filled 
with silence, shadow and dust.
Each realm had native denizens.
	 Muspelheim was home to large fiery beings known 
as Muspeli Jotuns. They looked very much like us, but they 
were giants, their hair was pure fire, their skin touched by 
gold and their hearts radiated warmth and nobility. Their king 
was known as Glamr and his wife was the beautiful Eimyrja. 
They were fair, kind, and benevolent rulers; all of the sons and 
daughters of Muspelheim rejoiced.
	 Niflheim’s denizens were a more diverse assortment 
of beasts and monstrosities. Collectively they were known as 
the Alsvartr. No two looked the same, and if you were to lay 
eyes on one, it is said you would lose your mind in horror and 
all-consuming terror. The nightmarish beasts took all forms of 
grotesque shape. Some burrowed, others slithered while oth-
ers crawled like vermin. Living in perpetual cold and darkness, 
most slumbered within the ice.
	 Both realms sailed through Ginnungagap and even-
tually, by complete chance, or maybe fate, they crossed paths. 
As they neared, the ice from Niflheim started to turn to water 

Th e  I l l u m i n a t e d  E d d a
The Primeval Age

and eventually to steam. Curious Muspeli Jotuns crossed over 
to explore this foreign and alien realm. As the ice melted, Nifl-
heim’s abominations began to stir. Writhing tentacles, gnash-
ing mandibles and hate-filled eyes greeted the fiery explorers. 
Darkness wished to extinguish the light, and so an inevitable 
war broke out. These events began the Primeval Age.
	 The war was brutal, protracted, and agonizing. Glamr 
turned to seek ancient wisdom from the Norns who lived in an 
autonomous Muspeli kingdom known as Gimle. The Norns 
were wise and aloof beings who spent most of their time study-
ing and discussing complex subjects.
	 Mogthrasir the eternal wise-woman revealed to Glamr 
that imprisonment of these foul creatures would be their only 
salvation... but it would come at the greatest cost: the exile of 
the Muspeli Jotun race. Glamr and Eimyrja desired to save their 
kingdom and populace, whatever the cost. So Glamr spread the 
word to his army. Every regiment was to take a ship, capture an 
Alsvartr and sail into the depths of Ginnungagap.
	 If you were to put down this book and look into the 
night sky, the stars you see are Glamr’s Scorching Legion who 
hold the nightmares at bay.
	 For a long time Muspelheim was without king. As the 
children of fire grew up in the aftermath of the great exodus, 
their hearts were forever different than the ones that beat in 
the breasts of their ancestors. Nobility and benevolence were 
now tainted by longing, pain and a desire for revenge. Some say 
this was the parting gift of the Alsvartr upon the unsuspecting 
younger generation of Muspeli Jotuns. Over time one Muspeli 
Jotun proved to be most resilient to the corrupting memories of 
the Primeval Age. His name was Surt and he would become the 
successor to Glamr.
	 Many believed the Alsvartr threat over but one crafty 
survivor named Nidhogg, a titanic wyrm, burrowed into the 
bowels of Niflheim escaping notice. He survived the exile and 
imprisonment of his vile brethren. He hid within the depths 
of the poison laden rime. There he slumbered, recuperating 
strength and patiently awaited the next age.
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The Crucible of Life
fell upon the source at the roots of Idavigdir. This current was 
emerging from the Crucible of Life and it was growing the tree 
and shaping all of its magnificent properties.
	 They brought some of the essence back to Gimle 
for further study and examination. They discovered that the 
current was made up of many transcendent and mysterious 
lifeforms. These beings were sentient and spiritual in nature 
and their personalities and appearance were shaped by their 
environment. Those that grew in the light were the Lios Alfar, 
beautiful and honest in nature. Their honesty could be harsh to 
some. They looked humanoid, but each Alfar would be unique-
ly touched by some element such as ice, fire or earth. Those 
that grew in the shadow were malevolent and hideous and were 
aptly named Svart Alfar. They too were mostly humanoid in 
appearance, but each touched by some bestial quality such as 
wolf traits, fish traits or insect traits. It seemed as though the 

darkness left behind by the Alsvartr had infected these new 
beings.

	 When the Norns released the Alfar upon 
Gimle, after some exploration, the Alfar quick-

ly turned on each another. Light upon shadow 
and dark upon the shining. Despite being of 
the same species they had some innate pre-
disposed hatred for one another. Curious, the 
Norns backed away, allowing the two factions 

to battle one another. Unlike a traditional bat-
tle where the only casualties are the soldiers, the 

battlefield itself was sundered and irrevo-
cably ravaged by their conflict.
	 In the wake of the battle, after the 
dust had cleared, another new realm hung 
above Gimle. The Svart Alfar had battled 

the Lios Alfar upon Gimle, and their destructive forces created 
a new realm which the Norns named “Andlang”. Mogthrasir and 
her sorority were amazed. Never before had they seen creation 
arise from destruction. Gimle was also irrevocably changed, 
forever closed to those who had not witnessed the conflict. The 
sons and daughters of Muspelheim were now magically barred 
from entering Gimle, but the Norns who had witnessed the 
conflict could travel to and from the realm without impedance.
	 Mogthrasir was intensely fascinated with this out-
come. She and her sisters worked tirelessly to understand and 
control this gift from the Alfar, this Void given magic. The even-
tual result was a Loom of Destiny which would spin the Tapes-
try of Fate... but that comes later in our story.

	 Many things changed following the war, but the 
most noticeable was the ocean of water and steam which was 
coalescing between the realms. The blazing sparks shot out of 
Muspelheim and landed on the ice sheets of Niflheim. As they 
burned into the rime, steam arose and began to swirl in a vortex 
between the realms. The mixture created by Muspelheim and 
Niflheim had the perfect ingredients to birth new life. This is 
the reason the children of fire named it the Crucible of Life.
	 From that steam, water formed, and from within it 
a bright green sapling began to grow. It was magnificent and 
beautiful, and the sons and daughters of Muspelheim were cap-
tivated. Eventually it grew into a majestic cosmic tree which 
loomed over both realms.
	 Half of the cosmic tree faced Muspelheim and that 
portion was illuminated by the radiance of the fire realm. Lights 
of yellow, auburn and crimson danced throughout the branches 
and the leaves. It appeared with the colours of a deciduous 
forest at the autumn zenith when all the leaves have 
exploded into a wondrous cacophony of colours. 
The other side faced Niflheim, so it remained in 
darkness, its surface covered by snow and ice. 
Everything was painted in shades between 
black and navy blue.
	 Everything about the cosmic tree 
was new and intriguing. Unlike a child born 
of two parents, none of the traits found in Mus-
pelheim and Niflheim could be found upon the 
tree- it was truly unique. The sons and 
daughters of Muspelheim were awestruck 
and named the cosmic tree “Idavigdir”.
	 Glamr’s children explored the 
bough, branches, and roots. Some were 
unable to resist the tears of joy and wonder at the new-found 
beauty upon the tree. It was growing quickly and soon dwarfed 
both Niflheim and Muspelheim. Surt followed the ancient ways 
and traditions of his ancestors. When faced with unanswerable 
questions, the requisite audience with the Norns was called.
	 Mogthrasir and her Norns did not have answers for 
Surt. Mogthrasir led her sorority on an expedition upon Idav-
igdir and they spent a long time exploring the new lands. While 
on their journey, the Norns felt as though they were being 
watched. They were not alone and the presence was definite-
ly not that of a native of Muspelheim. The special sight which 
the Norns possessed allowed them to discover a living pres-
ence upon the tree, something the young Muspeli Jotuns had 
missed. It was a mystical and sentient current which swirled 
around every part of Idavigdir.

	 The Norns split up, trying to find the source of the 
current. Three Norns named Skuld, Verdandi, and Urd 

Surt
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Baghist

	 One of the young Muspeli Jotuns was known as 
Baghist. He was a maverick, always wanting to do things his 
way. If everyone turned left, he would turn right. If he was told 
not to do something, he would go out of his way to do it. He 
also had an explosive temperament. It took very little to stir up 
anger in Baghist’s heart. After the great war that ended the Pri-
meval Age, there was an unspoken rule that no one was to go 
into Niflheim. Should more Alsvartr exist deep within the rime, 
there weren’t enough Muspeli Jotuns to overcome any more 
monstrosities. Predictably Baghist made it a point to disagree.
	 Baghist never took the warning seriously and one day 
decided on exploring Niflheim alone. He crossed over from 
Muspelheim using the roots of Idavigdir since one root found 
its end in the fire realm, and another snaked its way into the 
ice realm. Baghist brought some weapons, gear and enough ra-
tions for a few days. Leaving, he anticipated the scorn 
he would receive upon his return, so he looked over 
his shoulder and shot his homeland a mischievous 
grin.
	 Niflheim was a very different place 
from Muspelheim. Baghist expected it to be 
cold and barren, but he was amazed at the 
massive glaciers of ice and the ashen dust un-
derfoot. Everything was still- no wind and no 
life. As he walked he compared it to his home. 
In Muspelheim everything moved. If it 
wasn’t the flowing rivers of molten rock, 
then you’d look up and be fixated on the 
ashen clouds billowing out of the volca-
nic mountain ranges. There was colour 
everywhere you looked, from the luminous and scintillating 
sand to the glass tree forest within which every colour could be 
found. The wind passing through the glass forest would pro-
duce a musical sound. He started to miss home.The monoto-
nous and static landscape took its toll on Baghist, and then he 
saw something different.
	 Before him a canyon of ice opened, and within it were 
the remains of an ancient battle. There were broken weapons 
and armour. The dried blood of his ancestors was caked upon 
the abandoned reliquaries. He missed home even more as he 
picked up a breastplate and traced his finger over the intricate 
and decorative metalwork. How many must have died, he won-
dered. In the ash were the undisturbed footprints of the victors. 
Monstrous clawed footprints, slithering bellies- they were mas-
sive.
	 The stillness was broken as Baghist heard a menacing 
hiss throughout the canyon. He spun but did not know which 
direction to face. There was movement behind the ice, again 
all around him. Then he could see an eye within the ice, it was 

The Waking of Nidhogg
large, malevolent and it narrowed as it spoke, “What brings you 
here little one?”
	 Baghist was shocked to be addressed in this way. Be-
ing a Muspeli Jotun, albeit young, he was still one of the largest 
creatures to dwell in Muspelheim. He drew out his weapons, an 
axe and a sword, and demanded, “Who are you? Reveal your-
self!”
	 “Oh, the little one has a fiery spirit I see...” whis-
pered the monster behind the ice. “Now, now, settle down, no 
need for those instruments. Are you alone little one?” the voice 
inquired with a mocking concern.
	 “Reveal yourself!” Baghist yelled at the eye behind 
the ice. He kept looking behind him as Nidhogg’s long body 
coiled around the canyon, the tail raking against the ice.
	 Nidhogg had his prey surrounded and toyed with it, 

much like a cat with a trapped mouse.
	 “I am hungry” the great serpent began, “I 

haven’t fed in a long time. Do you have any other 
friends that you could call? I think I’ll make you 
scream, and then more little delectable morsels 
will come to me.”
	 Baghist was horrified at the prospect but 
his anger, as always, got the better of him.

	 “I’ve never screamed for anyone and it 
won’t start with you. Tell me, what is your name 

and how many of you are there? How 
many Alsvartr will I kill today?” Baghist 
yelled, but as he heard his own words 
escape his mouth, he did not believe the 
weight of this threat.

	 Neither did Nidhogg.
	 “Oh, I’m all you can handle right now. My name won’t 
matter once you are in my belly, but I’m Nidhogg if that will 
make any difference in the remainder of your short life. Do you 
hear those sounds all around you? Are those my friends you 
hear, or is it just my massive body tightening the noose around 
you?” Nidhogg laughed. His laugh was a terrible sound, and it 
sent shivers down Baghist’s spine.
	 Baghist’s body moved by instinct, he leapt hundreds 
of feet into the air and his body burst into a fiery conflagra-
tion that forced the Alsvartr to close his eyes. Then in a blink, 
Baghist flew across the sky back towards his home. He heard a 
scream of anger from the beast behind him, and the sound of 
ice cracking and shattering. He dared not to look behind him 
and flew as fast as he could back to the safety of Muspelheim.



18

portant things to attend to.
	 Lastly Surt summoned Baghist. He was a strong war-
rior, physically fit and possessed unmatched martial prowess. 
His knowledge of the enemy was first-hand and that would out-
weigh any disruptions he would invariably bring to the council. 
Everyone knew of his temperament, but he was invaluable right 
now.
	 These were the founding members of the very first 
Fire Council. More would come with time, but at this very first 
one, on the Obsidian Mesa, the four sat and discussed the Als-
vartr threat. First Baghist recounted his encounter with the 
great wyrm, embellishing his dialogue in all of the right places 
in order to showcase his bravery and bravado. Laufey rolled her 
eyes during those parts, and the men laughed at her reaction to 
Baghist’s tall tale.
	 “It’s been hours since Baghist has returned how 

come Nidhogg hasn’t barged into our homeland?” asked 
Laufey.

	 “He would have caught Baghist if he could, 
unless he wanted the message delivered?” Surt 

mused.
	 “Baghist was wise, he never revealed how 
many of us there are. My take is that Nidhogg 
is either scared to venture into Muspelheim, or 

he wants to coax us into a confrontation in Nifl-
heim. Either way we have time if we refuse to play 

his game.” Farbauti concluded.
	 Everyone in attendance nodded.
	 “Baghist, we all know it won’t do 
any good for any of us to tell you it is too 
dangerous for you to return to Niflheim” 

Surt began. “We all know you will do it, so I think we will all 
benefit greatly if you keep an eye on Nidhogg when you visit 
that icy wasteland.”
	 Baghist beamed.

Laufey

The First Fire Council
	 Baghist returned with very dire news. He immediate-
ly sought Surt and told him of the encounter. Surt was visibly 
shaken by the ill tidings. The leader of the Muspeli Jotuns had 
no immediate answers or reassurances for Baghist. They were 
too few in number to put up a threat to even a single Alsvartr. 
In addition, the new generation of Muspeli Jotuns were young 
and inexperienced. Surt being the oldest and wisest knew they 
would need to work together to address this new threat to their 
existence. He summoned the oldest and most talented among 
his peers.
	 The first Muspeli Jotun he visited was Farbauti. He 
was a Muspeli Jotun with a keen mind and a talent for tactics, 
which he proved when he played Hnefatafl. Farbauti had never 
lost at this board-game, no matter who he played. Farbauti’s 
play style was one where he was ready to make whatever sacri-
fice was necessary in order to win. It reminded Surt of his great 
and noble ancestor, Glamr. He was willing to sacrifice 
so many, including himself, so that his kingdom 
could live on.
	 The second Muspeli Jotun he visited 
was Laufey. She was as wise as the Norns and 
had a heart of gold. She was incredibly loyal 
to her friends and would go out of her way to 
aid them when needed. She was also well read 
and understood many things that were beyond 
Surt’s comprehension. Above all, she was the 
most competent of magicians. She could 
cast spells that would dazzle and impress 
even the most jaded.
	 Mogthrasir and her Norns were 
invited, but they declined the invitation. 
This wasn’t a surprise to the Muspeli Jotuns. Ever since their 
kingdom of Gimle was sealed off, contact with the Norns had 
been sparse. When they had a moment to converse, the Norns 
would often end the conversation by saying they had more im-
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	 The Muspeli Jotuns were also expanding their blood-
lines. Farbauti was the most handsome and Laufey was the 
most beautiful. They wed and had three young children: Hel-
blindi, Loki and Byleist. The Primeval War had decimated their 
people, so everyone shared in Laufey and Farbauti’s joy. With 
great gladness, Surt would watch the children when the parents 
needed minding for their toddlers. Surt would take them up to 
the tallest mountain peak, known as Surt’s eye, and he would 
show them their family’s dominions. From atop this peak, Surt 
would be able to watch Niflheim for signs of Nidhogg.
	 In order to keep busy, Baghist continued to explore 
Niflheim and he kept watch on Nidhogg’s whereabouts. He was 
very careful to avoid Nidhogg. Another unfortunate meeting 

could result in a very quick and unpleasant death. During 
one of Baghist’s explorations, he spied Nidhogg de-

scending into a deep icy chasm carved out by Ni-
flheim’s melting ice. He followed at a distance 

and found himself in Hvergelmir.
	 Baghist choked on the fumes and had to sti-
fle his cough- it could kill lesser men. His eyes 
were watering from the corrosive mist which 
permeated this land. Despite all this, Baghist 

persisted and descended into the depths. He 
was floored by what he saw- thousands of coil-

ing vipers surrounded Nidhogg as he 
slithered up to what appeared to be the 
mother of these serpentine terrors. They 
embraced in a vile and unholy manner, 
which sent a chill through Baghist’s 

heart.
	 He hurried back in order to deliver the grim news. 
“There is an army of vipers!” Baghist exclaimed to the assem-
bled Fire Council who had gathered at the Obsidian Mesa. The 
children watched from a distance. The news was worse than be-
fore.
	 “If Nidhogg hesitated on attacking us, chances are 
that Goin’s offspring won’t have the same reservations. In fact 
our hot, bright realm will be much less of a deterrent against the 
denizens of Hvergelmir.” analyzed Farbauti.
	 “I think this threat falls upon our shoulders, and this 
time we need to deal with it. Mogthrasir and her Norns have 
forsaken Muspelheim, it comes down to the four of us.” added 
Laufey gripping Farbauti’s hand.
	 “Cowards!” exclaimed Baghist. “They are cowards, 
hiding up in Gimle!”
	 There was no way that the Muspeli children would 
grow up quickly enough, or that there would be enough of 

	 Muspeli Jotuns may appear to be immortals when 
they are compared to humans, because Muspeli Jotuns can live 
for thousands of years, but just like humans, they could die. Old 
age, war and pestilence can claim a son or daughter of Muspel. 
When someone in Muspelheim died, their essence was brought 
up into Gimle. A special cremation ceremony would ensure 
that their essence would find higher purpose in the realm of 
the Norns. With the portal between these worlds now closed, to 
all except the Norns, souls began to linger within Muspelheim. 
The Norns were so preoccupied with the Alfar that they did not 
address this new development.
	 Nidhogg, on the other hand, sniffed the air and these 
souls smelled absolutely delicious. Inhaling deeply, he drew 
them across the Crucible of Life and into Niflheim. Some 
of them were caught in the Crucible, but most were 
drawn into the dark and lifeless realm. Nidhogg 
was newly awakened and he was hungry. The 
souls became a feast for the great beast. He de-
voured them as quickly as he could draw them 
forth. Once his appetite was sated, he turned 
his attentions elsewhere.
	 The Alsvartr was growing lonely. 
Nidhogg’s interaction with Baghist rekindled 
the beast’s desire to seek out others of his kind. 
Niflheim was changing. The heat and 
light were transforming the landscape, 
and Nidhogg burrowed deeper in order to 
find comfort. There he found his mate, a 
serpent named Goin.
	 It was hard to miss the new realm forming below Ni-
flheim and Muspelheim. The thawing ice of Niflheim was caus-
ing waterfalls to pour into a maze of subterranean caverns. The 
poisonous gases that were emitted from the rime hung low, and 
descended into this damp, dark and toxic realm. No one was 
drawn to explore this place, not even Baghist. They named it 
Hvergelmir and left it well alone.
	 Nidhogg was copulating with his consort Goin. They 
made a den for themselves in the depths of Hvergelmir. To-
gether they raised an army of serpents unbeknownst to the fire 
giants. Nidhogg wanted this kept a secret, because he was plan-
ning a surprise attack for when his brood would come to be of 
fighting age. Muspelheim would be overrun by his serpentine 
children and Nidhogg would rejoice.
	 Until that time he played a game of misdirection with 
the denizens of Muspelheim. He remained visible in Niflheim 
so he could keep his growing brood in Hvergelmir a well-kept 
secret. During that time, Goin ensured they grew strong and 
violent.

The Dark Tide

Farbauti
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nevolent spirits who look after the living!” Laufey declared.
	 Every Muspeli Jotun’s shadow came to life as a spir-
it of perfect symbiosis. The Jotun would be protected by the 
guardian spirit and this Fylgia would teach and encourage the 
Jotun to achieve ever-greater heights of heroism.
	 And then there came the inevitable war. Goin’s brood 
slithered into Muspelheim and a great war was waged. Dragons 
clashed with Fire Giants. Serpents faced the Valkyries. Wyrms 
were turned back by the Vaettir and Fylgia spirits. A year passed 
and more serpents came. A decade later even more slithered 
out of Hvergelmir, and the waves shook the tree known as Idav-
igdir. The branches began to break under the weight of the ser-
pents. Goin chewed its roots as Nidhogg sat back in Niflheim 
and watched the destruction in ecstasy.
	 The Muspeli Jotuns had won the initial battles, but 
they were losing the war. Loki, Helblindi and Byleist had be-
come young adults and joined their parents upon the battle-
field. Helblindi was the bravest of them all. He knew no fear and 
beamed with pride, dedicating each kill to his family and home-
land. Byleist had many of his father’s attributes and his resolve 

was unshakable. He stood at the back of the battlefield and 
studied the enemy’s movements. He refused to sleep, 

insisting that he would discover the enemy’s weak-
ness. Loki was different from his brethren. He 

wasn’t a warrior nor did he possess a mind for 
military tactics. Instead he was a dreamer, and 
artist, a young man who wished to forge the 
weapons and armour for his mother’s army.
	 The tide turned once more when Loki, Hel-

blindi and Byleist joined the war effort. While 
looking for the enemy’s vulnerability, Byleist 

discovered Nidhogg’s master plan. The 
assault by Goin’s brood was a distrac-
tion; the lethal blow was to be dealt by 
Goin herself. She was chewing Idavig-
dir’s roots so that the cosmic tree would 

fall down and crush Muspelheim. He knew his father would be 
proud, so he shared his observations with Farbauti. His father 
was proud, and together they hatched a plan. They produced a 
plan based on their knowledge of everyone’s personalities and 
character traits.
	 “Helblindi, we need you to challenge Nidhogg to a 
holmgang-a one-on-one duel where the winner will decide the 
fate of the war.” Farbauti said, knowing full well that his son 
would take up such a challenge without question. Anyone else 
would protest to such an outrageous request.
	 “I fear that I may fail you father, but I will walk into 
Nidhogg’s gaping maw if it means victory for our side.” pro-
fessed Helblindi.
	 “You will win because Loki will forge you the greatest 
sword ever made. Your brother will create the sword which will 
kill the Alsvartr with but a single stroke.” Farbauti lied.
	 “Brother, speak to no one of this plan. I believe that 

the next generation of Muspeli Jotuns to fend off such a threat. 
The other denizens of Muspelheim could help, but their might 
was a fraction of what a Muspeli Jotun was capable of. If they did 
not find a creative solution, everyone’s fate would be sealed.
	 “We could lure them into a trap” explained Farbau-
ti. He launched into an elaborate plan where dozens of events 
would need to align perfectly. The rest of the Fire Council 
listened, but they struggled to comprehend the plan. Farbau-
ti threw up his hands in frustration when he saw their blank 
stares.
	 “It’s alright, my love” reassured Laufey, “I, also, have 
a plan.”
	 Laufey had been studying the mystical currents that 
flowed around Idavigdir. From its magical essence she had dis-
covered a way to shape the Lios Alfar into more evolved forms. 
The Alfar were malleable when they were exposed to the cosmic 
tides, and she could teach them to change their essence into 
beings of power and resilience.
	 “I think we have allies in the Lios Alfar. I have been lis-
tening to their language and I can converse with them.” Laufey 
explained. “They are a lot like the molten stone that rises 
up out of the bowels of Muspelheim. Depending on 
how quickly the lava cools, it will create different 
wonders around us. Like basalt and granite, I 
think I can shape the Lios Alfar into warriors 
and guardians.”
	 They discussed the possibilities 
and all agreed that Laufey’s idea should be 
explored. They adjourned their meeting and 
followed Laufey to the edge of the world, where 
Muspelheim met the Crucible of Life. Floating 
within the mists, Laufey began to chant. 
The Alfar heard her call and swirled 
around her.
	 There before the Fire Council’s 
eyes, Laufey transformed some Lios Alfar 
into Vaettir. “Rise up my Vaettir. I beseech you to be the guard-
ians of the land!” Laufey declared.
	 The earth shook, as mighty spirits fused with the land 
beneath them. A rumble echoed as the vegetation and moun-
tains arose on legs of solid stone. Rough facial features thrust 
out of the landscape as it became a living weapon ready to de-
fend the homeland.
	 She took others and transformed them into Valkyries. 
“Rise up my Valkyries, warriors of war and death!” Laufey de-
clared.
	 A maelstrom of light swirled and united to form the 
shapes of humanoid women. Their long hair flowed around 
them and their facial expressions were stern and warlike. They 
cried out in unison, an anthem of war, and suddenly they were 
armed with spears and armoured with golden mail.

	 Then Laufey reached deep into the maelstrom and 
created the Disir. “Rise up my Fylgia. You will be our be-

Byleist
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would accept the other side’s unconditional surrender.
	 When Byleist returned, Helblindi with Laevateinn 
in hand, marched into Niflheim. When the battle began, Surt 
took Helblindi’s post at the frontier. The mighty Fire Jotun 
king squinted to get a better view of what was unfolding in Ni-
flheim. He was shocked to see Helblindi and Nidhogg facing 
off in a duel. The king cursed under his breath.
	 Laevateinn’s light was unmistakable and it swirled 
about as Helblindi parried Nidhogg’s attacks. The light was 
enough to blind the great serpent, giving enough opportunity 
for the young Muspeli Jotun to avoid the lethal blows. Despite 
the advantage, the young warrior was on his heels and every 
crashing attack sent Helblindi backwards. The magnitude of 
the attack was so ferocious that Helblindi was busy blocking, 
he did not have any opening to strike the Alsvartr.
	 As the holmgang neared the Crucible of Life, Laufey 
stood beside Surt, she grabbed onto his arm as panic gripped 
her. Then disaster struck, Helblindi lost his balance when his 
feet stepped onto the melting ice of Niflheim’s frontier and he 
fell. Laevateinn slid out of his hands and Nidhogg took the op-

portunity to open his malevolent eyes. He sneered, victory 
at hand. He swiped at Helblindi and the young Mus-

peli Jotun jumped back, and the blow only grazed 
his face, leaving a bloodied scar from forehead 

to chin.
	 Laufey screamed. Surt looked upon her 
and his heart ached. He loved Laufey, but al-
ways from afar. He never wanted to meddle in 
Farbauti and Laufey’s vows. None the less the 

love for her was profound and it pained him to 
see her gripped in terror. He jumped into the 

Crucible of Life and snatched Helblin-
di and tossed him backwards. Helblindi 
had to dodge and retreat once more as 
Goin and her brood were crawling out 
of Hvergelmir. Surt and Helblindi were 

surrounded.
	 Surt seized Laevateinn and held it aloft, in shone 
with the brightness of a hundred suns. Loki cringed as the 
sky lit up, knowing full well the consequences of his creation. 
Laufey yelled out to her son, but she could not be heard above 
the din. Surt looked into her eyes and yelled “For Glamr! For 
the Scorching Legion! For their sacrifice!” and he plunged the 
sword into Idavigdir.
	 The world tree erupted in an inferno that consumed 
the worlds and their denizens. The flames seared the serpents 
and boiled the Crucible of Life. Nidhogg fled as his army was 
reduced to ash along with the Cosmic Tree. Surt and Baghist 
remained standing upon a charred remnant of Idavigdir’s root, 
as ash floated down upon the survivors. Swaths of Niflheim 
were melted and the ash blanketed the landscape. Much if its 
ice turned to water and flowed into what would be known 
as the Infinite Ocean. Muspelheim was unscathed, if 

Helblindi

Goin’s agents may be listening” Byleist lied as his father had 
instructed.
	 Then Byleist and Farbauti went to see Loki. “Loki, 
your talent in the forge has been a huge disappointment. Your 
mother wants you to quit, but I still believe in you son. Make 
your brother a sword of light with no equal and you will prove 
your mother wrong,” Farbauti challenged.
	 “I do not want to be a disappointment to mother, nor 
a failure to you. I will pour my being into this sword. I will make 
you proud!” Loki beamed.
	 “Brother, speak to no one of this plan. I believe that 
Goin’s agents may be listening” Byleist lied as his father had 
instructed.
	  Then Byleist and Farbauti went to see Surt. “Surt, I 
have assigned Helblindi to a reconnaissance mission. He will 
go and discover what Goin is up to. I need you to take his post 
as watchman at the frontier.” Farbauti told his kinsman.
	 “I have been watching Nidhogg from atop Surt’s 
Eye, so you can count on me to stand at the edge of our realm 
and watch that monster’s movements while young Helblindi is 
away.” Surt replied without hesitation.
	 “My king, speak to no one of this plan. I be-
lieve that Goin’s agents may be listening” Byleist 
lied as his father had instructed.
	 Then Byleist and Farbauti went to see 
Laufey. “My love, I have assigned Helblindi to 
a reconnaissance mission. I have sent him to 
spy upon Goin. I need you to take his post as 
watchman at the frontier.” Farbauti asked his 
wife.
	 “I will take Helblindi’s post, but I do 
not like this plan. It is a dangerous task 
that you have assigned our young son. I 
fear for his safety. I also am not the best 
choice for a watchman; perhaps you 
should ask Surt instead.” Laufey replied.
	 “Perhaps I will, even if he comes, you should come 
relieve him at a later hour.” answered Farbauti.
	 “Mother, speak to no one of this plan. I believe that 
Goin’s agents may be listening” Byleist lied as his father had 
instructed.
	 The plan came together as Farbauti and Byleist had 
intended. Loki created the greatest of swords and he called it 
“Laevateinn”. Driven by the desire to please his parents, this 
weapon far surpassed anything Loki had ever forged. Lae-
vateinn was a large two-handed sword and it shone brighter 
than anything Muspelheim could offer.
	 He presented the sword to his father, and Farbauti 
in turn gave it to Helblindi. Under a banner of peace, a meet-
ing was arranged between Byleist and Nidhogg. The proposal 
was delivered with unwavering certainty, that despite his sus-
picions, Nidhogg could not see any doubt upon Byleist’s face. 
The Alsvartr agreed to the terms- the winner of the holmgang 
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anything, the holy fires of Laevateinn made everything more 
beautiful. The Crucible of Life had been covered by a stormy 
ocean... distant islands were the last burnt vestiges of Idavigdir.
	 A great sadness came over the victors as they realized 
that Idavigdir was no more. The unique tree, the wondrous 
worlds which hung upon its branches had been turned to dust. 
Fortunately, the Lios Alfar had taken refuge in Gimle. The 
Norns, despite being absent for much of the conflict, had man-
aged to safeguard Idavigdir’s legacy.
	 The celebrations were muted and the heaviest bur-
den was carried in Surt’s heart. He held himself responsible for 
the deeds he had committed. He found solace in the arms of a 
young Muspeli Jotun named Sinmara. He bade her to take Lae-
vateinn and hide it so that such a travesty would never repeat 
itself.
	 This was the story of the first Cosmic Tree, its history 
and its legacy. The denizens of Muspelheim, Hvergelmir, and 
Niflheim would never forget and would forever be shaped by 
these events.
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ensure that what we weave will come to pass.”
	 Mogthrasir sat beneath the clouds and spun the 
thread which the Lios Alfar provided. Her sisters, Vigglod, 
Skuld, Hval, Verdandi, Kyrmir and Urd worked on building the 
loom.
	 When the loom was complete the sisters began to 
weave the fate for the children of Muspelheim. They chose 
Surt, Sinmara and Laufey as their first trial. They wove their 
likeness into the Tapestry of Fate and then assigned them three 
defining events. The first called for Surt to beckon Sinmara, he 
would ask her for Laevateinn and she would refuse. The second 
prophesied that Surt would threaten to withhold his love and 
Sinmara would capitulate and bring him the sword. The third 
destiny involved Surt professing his love for Laufey. She would 
then leave Farbauti in order to form a union with Surt.
	 Once their fortunes were woven into the tapestry, the 
Norns stood and watched to see if it would come to pass.
	 Surt awoke one morning desiring his sword. He 
called for Sinmara and she came to his hall. “Sinmara, I wish 
to have Laevateinn once more,” Surt asked. Sinmara shook her 
head. “But you asked me to hide it and keep it from you,” Sin-
mara protested.
	 The Norns were pleased.
	 Then Surt spoke, “I wish to hold it once more. I ask 
you to fetch the world slayer for me.” But Sinmara refused once 
more. “You had deep regrets about using it the first time. You 
asked me to protect you from sorrow by hiding the blade. I must 
keep it hidden in order to protect your heart.” Sinmara replied 
tenderly. Surt thought for a moment and replied, “Sinmara, you 
are right. I will not ask you again for the sword. If the realm is 
once more in need, it will be young Loki who comes to ask for 
it.”
	 The Norns looked at one another in surprise. In fact 
their prophesy had only partially come true. The threats and 
surrender had failed to materialize. The Norns continued to 
watch.
	 Later that day Surt went to visit Laufey. They sat and 
dined together, discussing their families, their ancestors and 
the darkness that they had defeated. Throughout the conver-
sation Surt fought the compulsion to profess his love for the 
beautiful Muspeli Jotun. He loved and desired her, but knew 
that she was very happy with Farbauti. This was not a happiness 
he was ready to destroy. Enough destruction had been caused 
by his actions; there was no need to inflict any more upon his 
kinsmen. Remaining resolute, he thanked Laufey for her hospi-
tality and left.
	 The third prophesy failed to materialize. The Norns 
looked at one another and then went to inspect the loom. 

The Loom of Destiny
	 Muspelheim had always been a diverse realm with 
many species who called it home. Among them were Skui, 
Karsts and Nanus Drakes. The Skui were a faerie folk with fiery 
wings and magical powers. They preferred the forests of Mus-
pelheim. The Karsts were beings of pure lava who were fright-
fully territorial. They enjoyed staking out claims in the rivers 
of molten stone. The Nanus Drakes were the small red dragons 
who made their homes in the mountains. There were more spe-
cies, but none could compare to the Muspeli Jotuns who were 
the apex.
	 Mogthrasir was the first Norn. She was the one who 
created Gimle and taught the Muspeli Jotuns the ritual on how 
they could one day ascend and become Norn. The Norn were 
held in high regard among the denizens of Muspelheim. Ven-
eration of one’s ancestors became custom and the tradition was 
woven into the social fabric of the realm.
	 As a Norn, life was good. Gimle offered all of the 
comforts that came with the high status of being a Norn. With 
their age, came wisdom, and because of their wisdom, the other 
races would come to them for advice. Each visit would bring 
offerings and gifts, and so the Norns never lacked for anything. 
With extended age and limitless comfort, a certain state of 
mind came to afflict the Norn. Some would call it being aloof, 
while others would characterize it as madness.
	 Having everything your heart desires, possessing 
infinite longevity, receiving continuous adoration and wield-
ing absolute power could have a certain effect upon the mind. 
The idle soul gains a thirst for change, chaos and darker things. 
Many may not understand why the Norns would not stand 
against the Alsvartr, but they knew better than to question it. 
When it concerns the Norns, what is, should never be ques-
tioned.
	 Gimle occupied a central role in the world of Mus-
pelheim and now that entry was barred. The children of Mus-
pel would have to wait until the Norns returned to their lands. 
Mogthrasir was less interested by the threshold between Gimle 
and Muspelheim than she was with the new realm Andlang. It 
was situated upon the clouds of Gimle and only the Lios Alfar 
could travel there.
	 During her meetings with the Alfar, Mogthrasir 
learned many of their secrets. She was eager to know how they 
manipulated reality, so when she finally understood, she set her 
sisters into motion.
	 “Sisters,” Mogthrasir addressed her sorority “we 
will work together to create a loom... a loom that will weave a 
tapestry filled with imagery... imagery of things to come... with 

mages of a future we alone will weave. With the wisdom I 
have gleaned from the Alfar, I will spin a thread which will 
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Mogthrasir did not follow. It was clear to her that it was not the 
loom which was at fault, but rather the thread was incomplete. 
It was made from the essence of the Lios Alfar, so only the noble 
events came true. The Norns required the essence of the Svart 
Alfar if they were to ensure that the darker events would come 
true as well. The Norns would have to pay a visit to Niflheim.
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prosperity, Partholon’s people became adventurous. They be-
gan to explore other parts of the island. Partholon was at the 
head of many of these expeditions.
	 Partholon’s frequent excursions left his wife very 
lonely. Her name was Delgnat and she had her beloved hound 
as a companion, but it wasn’t enough. Delgnat had eyes for 
her servant Topa. One afternoon the two could not resist one 
another and they fell into one another’s arms after partaking 
of Partholon’s special ale. Upon Partholon’s return, he discov-
ered the infidelity and flew into a rage. He dragged Topa to the 
beach and slit his throat. It did not quell Partholon’s rage, so he 
returned to the homestead and took Delgnat’s beloved hound 
to the beach and killed it as well. The blood ran into the sea, 
and it descended into the depths below.
	 Beneath Eriu lived a race of sea-giants known as the 
Fomorians. They were masters of the waters and a fierce and 
warlike people. Because of their gradual exposure to the nox-
ious fumes, they resisted the plague that infected the land. In 
fact, the blight wove itself into the very being of these ancient 
people. Just as the other races, the Fomorian civilization had 
been reset by the great cataclysm, but upon Eriu they thrived 
while others died.
	 The Fomorian king was known as Ciocal Gricenchos. 
When he sensed the blood in the water, he knew immediately 
that intruders had come upon Eriu’s shores. He assembled his 
army and they rose up from the depths. The surprise gave Cio-
cal the advantage, but Partholon’s military knowledge allowed 
him to drive the Fomorian’s back into the sea. It was a pyrrhic 
victory because Paratholon and his people became sick from 
being exposed to the blight which the Fomorian’s carried with 
them. Within a week Paratholon and his kin were all dead.
	 It would be some time before the island of Eriu would 
see a third wave of explorers. Thirty years later, a powerful lead-
er named Nemed came ashore. It was a terrifying journey and 
he had lost most of his fleet. The fleet numbered thirty-four 
ships, each with a crew of thirty men and women. From the 
whole fleet, only Nemed’s ship managed to land ashore.
	 During their trip, they noticed a tower of pure 
gold which protruded out of the water and stretched up into 
the clouds. In their haste to gain the treasures that surely lay 
within, the ships became careless and shattered upon the sub-
merged rocks. Most fell overboard and drowned, but Nemed 
and his family survived. Nemed’s wife Macha and his four sons 
Starn, Larbonel, Annind, and Fergus worked tirelessly to pull 
any survivors out of the water and into their boat.
	 Avoiding a similar fate, they left the tower behind 

	 Long ago, before Surt’s fiery bane was inflicted 
upon all of the words upon Idavigdir, there was a woman who 
was named Cesair. She lived in one of the worlds which hung 
off Idavigdir’s branches. Cesair was born to parents who had 
been warned of the great flood. She assembled her kinsmen 
and they built ships to safeguard against the watery grave that 
had been prophesied. Aboard their vessels, they traveled west 
until the fire lit the sky and the world was torn asunder. Caught 
in the violent waves, they became lost at sea.
	 The young ocean roiled and the pubescent turbu-
lence scattered Idavigdir’s burnt husks. Some were small, and 
those were dragged down into the depths. The larger branches 
drifted and helped keep the survivors of the great conflagra-
tion floating. There was an island known as Eriu and for a long 
time, it smoldered from Laevateinn’s flames. The smoke was 
toxic and dangerous upon Eriu, much like on other islands cre-
ated by the cataclysm.
	 Cesair and her kinsmen found Eriu and they circled 
it looking for a place that had not been despoiled by the smoke. 
They found a safe beach upon the northern shore and that is 
where the fifty women and three men made their new home.
	 The men were married and they started families. 
Cesair married the man named Fintan Mac Bochra, Bairrfhind 
wed Bith and Alba married Ladra. All three couples became 
the rulers of the land. They had several children, but life was 
hard. Eriu’s land was corrupted, and soon two of the three 
chieftains, Bith and Ladra fell ill and died. Soon after, the 
women and children were touched by a plague that infested 
Eriu. Fintain was the last survivor, and he buried the rest of 
his kinsmen. Wishing to live, Fintain used magic to transform 
himself into a fish. He swam to the depths and lived beneath 
the waves for hundreds of years. He hoped that with time, the 
blight would pass.
	 During that time, upon another island formed by a 
brunt fragment of Idavigdir, lived a young man named Partho-
lon. He was exiled from his home after he was accused and 
found guilty of committing patricide. He was a jealous man, 
but his ambitions were greater than his shortcomings. For this 
very reason, he had many devout followers who overlooked his 
faults. When he left his homeland, they came with him. 
	 After some time at sea, they ended up on Eriu’s 
shores. The worst of the smoke and fumes had dissipated. 
They setup a colony upon the island, and Partholon taught his 

people how to master the land. He instructed them in the 
ways of cattle husbandry, ploughing the fields, cooking, 

constructing dwellings, and trade. With success and 

Eriu and the Fomorians
Lebor Gabala I
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abroad. They sent a ship with a crew that was instruct-
ed to recruit any allies they could find... mercenaries, 
strangers and criminals if it came to that.
	 When they returned, they returned with a fleet filled 
with warriors, druids, war dogs and venomous boars. They 
sailed straight to King Conand’s glass tower and laid siege. 
Druids faced sorcerers and no one obtained the upper hand. 
The warriors squared off on the battlefield and with the aid 
of Nemed’s children, they were victorious. When they loosed 
their war dogs and venomous boars, the last defenders fled or 
surrendered, all except King Conand. Fergus, brave son of 
Nemed, challenged the king to a duel in order to make peace 
between their peoples. King Conand agreed and Fergus won.
	 The fight was far from over. King Morc wanted 
revenge. He marshaled his troops and gave the children of 
Nemed no quarter. The fight was pitched, and the beaches 
were stained red with blood. The waves carried the blood out 
to sea, and what returned was a monstrosity from the depths. 
This nameless and featureless menace appeared as a wave and 

when it crashed upon Nemed’s descendants, it killed 
them all save thirty men and women.

	 The battle was over. The children of 
Nemed retreated and tried to eke out a life upon 
Eriu, but the threat of Fomorian attack and the 
blight forced them to leave the cursed island 
for good. It would be two-hundred years be-
fore anyone else would come to challenge the 

Fomorians.

them and sailed on until they reached the shores of Eriu. 
There they made camp and the following day they set out to 
explore the land. The blight had weakened, but was still pres-
ent. Macha used her magic to keep her people safe. When an 
illness gripped her children, she used spells to take the illness 
away from them and put them upon herself. Her courage and 
compassion were greatly admired by her kin, but those spells 
also proved to be her undoing. Twelve days after their arrival 
upon Eriu, she was buried in a cairn they named Ard Mhacha. 
Nemed’s people returned often in order to leave offerings, as 
was the custom of their people when a great person had passed 
away.
	 Nemed and his people were industrious and pos-
sessed many talents. Chief among them was magic which had 
been derived from the great cataclysm. They used their magic 
to bring the clouds to the ground, and with them they created 
four great lakes. This would grant them access to clean water, 
free from the blight. Then they worked tirelessly to eradicate 
the blight from their new homeland by clearing the infected 
forests and creating a dozen farms.
	 Once more the Fomorians detected the 
activities upon the island. This time they rallied 
several of their kings and their armies to attack 
in unison. The Fomorian kings, Gann and 
Sengann attacked at Ros Fraechain but they 
were overcome by Nemed’s army and subse-
quently captured. Nemed put them to work as 
slaves, and using their might, he carved out a 
kingdom for his people. His first order was the 
creation of two great forts, Rath Chim-
baith in Semne and Rath Chindeich in 
Ui Niallain. These would dissuade the re-
maining Fomorians from mounting any 
new offensives.
	 The Fomorian attacks never subsided. Each attack 
would embolden the enslaved Fomorians, and they would 
mount a rebellion against their overlords. Nemed managed to 
subdue three uprisings, but after the third, he was infected by 
the blight and he joined his wife in the next world.
	 News of Nemed’s passing reached the Fomorian 
kings and they took this opportunity to overthrow their over-
lords. King Morc and Conand were successful and Nemed’s 
descendants became slaves to the Fomorian kingdoms. King 
Conand was quick to inflict further, painful revenge upon 
Nemed’s children. He imposed a tax upon them: every Sam-
hain, when summer would end and winter would come, they 
would have to turn over two thirds of their food, and two thirds 
of their children.
	 This was a heavy price, and the children of Nemed 
wished to escape this dismal future. The thought of their chil-
dren being eaten, or the Fomorians doing even worse deeds 
upon the innocent was too much to bear. After clandestine 
meetings among their elders, they decided to seek help from 

Partholon
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Tuatha De Danann. They traveled distant lands wishing to 
one-day return to Eriu in order to claim their ancient home-
land. Before they could, Danu wished to raise an army. She had 
heard of the Fir Bolg and they had heard of her. They openly 
denied her birthright.
	 The Tuatha De Danann had made a name for them-
selves and they were sought out by leaders who wished to pos-
sess their might. Danu and her offspring involved themselves 
in great battles involving notable kingdoms, often granting 
victory to the side they joined. As payment they accepted sol-
diers and ships. With every victory, they came closer to achiev-
ing their ultimate goal.
	 The names of the Tuatha De Danann became as leg-

endary as their exploits. Danu was the holy matriarch. Dag-
da was Danu’s son and he was the benevolent care-

taker of the Tuatha De Danann. He was a talented 
and powerful blacksmith who made sure that the 

army was well prepared for the fight to come. 
Nuada was a young warrior who showed great 
promise. Dagda and Danu knew he would lead 
them to victory when they returned to Eriu. 
They even discussed making him the high-

king of Eriu. Bres was another champion of the 
Tuatha De Danann. He was unnaturally hand-

some, but at the same time, he had a very 
dour and harsh personality. Bres was one 
of the few Tuatha De Danann who had 
Fomorian blood, due to his ancestors 
mixing with the natives of Eriu.

	 One day their army and naval fleets were ready to 
face the Fir Bolg. Before heading to Eriu, they stopped in the 
legendary cities of Falias, Gorias, Murias and Findias. There 
they trained and honed their magical prowess as to defeat their 
mighty and well organized foe. While training, Dagda forged a 
cauldron he named Muirias. It would feed their army and never 
become empty. The stone, Lia Fail was acquired in Falias, and 
it would validate the true high king of Eriu by crying out when 
the worthy heir would step upon it. Upon Gorias they procured 
a magical spear that could pierce through every kind of armour 
and shield. During their travels through these cities, Nuada 
procured a sword of light known as Findias.
	 When the Tuatha De Danann landed upon the 
shores of Eriu, they chose the beaches of Connachta. There 
they lit their ships on fire so that retreat would not be an op-
tion. The billowing black plumes of smoke obscured the sun 
for three days and it attracted the attention of the Fir Bolg who 
had gathered atop mount Conmaicne.  Eochaid mac Eirc was 

	 The children of Nemed fled to foreign kingdoms 
where they found themselves in a similar predicament. They 
were taken as slaves once more, and for several generations 
they remained in a life of servitude. The work was hard and 
thankless, and this made the next generation stronger than 
the last. They named themselves the Fir Bolg, meaning ‘men 
of the bag’. Their job entailed filling sacks with fertile soil and 
bringing it to mountain tops so their overlords could have fer-
tile fields near their resplendent homes.
	 They embraced their struggle and made it a person-
al challenge to overcome their current station. They passed 
down their ancestry through a personal oral tradition, never 
forgetting their history or their roots. They eventually resolved 
to return to their ancestral lands in Eriu. Constructing sea-
worthy vessels using the same leathers and skins that 
they had used as bags, they journeyed across the 
sea, searching for Eriu’s shores.
	 When the Fir Bolg arrived, the land 
had greatly changed in two-hundred years. 
The blight had nearly dissipated and the Fo-
morians had returned to their homes beneath 
the waves. Without opposition, they quickly 
spread across the island. The eldest Fir Bolg 
partitioned the island into five provinces, so 
that each would have their own kingdom. 
Ulaid, Lagin, Mumu, Connachta and 
Mide became the five principalities of 
Eriu. Each kingdom had their own king, 
who swore oaths to Slaine, the high-king. 
It was this king who devised the weapons that could kill immor-
tals.
	 They enjoyed prosperity for many generations. 
Slaine was the first High king, who was replaced by Rudraige 
Mac Dela, who in turn was succeeded by both Gann and 
Genann. The next ruler was Sengann, his successor was known 
as Fiacha Cennfinnan and he was followed by Rinnal. The last 
two kings were Fodbgen and Eochaid mac Eirc.
	 Due to their hard work and success, they were very 
reluctant to allow any outsiders onto Eriu’s shores.

###
	 When the children of Nemed abandoned Eriu, a 
woman named Danu was separated from her people. She was 
Nemed’s daughter and she considered herself the rightful heir 
of their lineage, legacy, and kingdoms. She and her children 

became powerful warriors, poets and druids, and through a 
combination of ancestry and magic, they stopped aging. 

She and her children were collectively known as the 

Nemed

The Children of Nemed
Lebor Gabala II
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with the Fomorians and they looked to Nuada for lead-
ership.
	 The Tuatha De Danann did not seek glory and ti-
tle. Instead they would bestow it upon those who deserved it. 
During this time of turbulence and uncertainty, a very talented 
man named Lugh came to see Nuada in Tara. He introduced 
himself as Lugh the Long Arm, son of Cian, son of Diancecht 
and Ethne, daughter of Balor and foster son of Tailltiu. Al-
though Nuada’s court was filled with great men and women 
who could claim supremacy in any one discipline, Lugh pos-
sessed great aptitude in all disciplines, rivaling everyone in 
Tara.
	 The best carpenter in Tara was named Goibniu, but 
Lugh was close in skill. The best warrior in Tara was Ogma, but 
Lugh was almost as competent. The best healer in Tara was Di-
ancecht’s son Miach, and Lugh was almost as good. The most 
fabled of blacksmiths in Tara was named Credne, but Lugh was 
almost his peer in skill. Brigid was the best in poetry and law, 
and Lugh skills in both domains rivaled her own.

	 Nuada agreed to welcome Lugh if he could win a 
game of fidchell- a board-game similar to hnefa-

tafl. Lugh easily beat the best player in Nuada’s 
court. After this they spoke, and Lugh was ea-

ger to help the Tuatha De Danann against the 
Fomorians. Nuada allowed Lugh to organize 
the armies as he best saw fit. Then on Samain 
festival, Nuada and Lugh consulted the Morri-
gan. The goddesses told them that they were 

not ready and that they would need to be better 
prepared if they wished to face the Fomorians.

	 The seven years were drawing to 
a close and the Tuatha De Danann need-
ed more time. Dagda went to visit the 
Fomorians in order to open a window of 
opportunity. He dressed in outrageous 

clothes so they could laugh at his expense. Mockery was one of 
the vices that they could not restrain. After some ribbing and 
ridicule, the Fomorian hosts begged him to stay for a feast.
	 Knowing Dagda’s love for porridge, they cooked a 
large vat of gruel for their guest, insisting he must eat it all. He 
agreed that he would not insult his guests by not finishing his 
portion. They added whole carcasses of goats, sheep and cat-
tle to the porridge in order to make it excessively filling. Then 
they dug a trough in the ground and summoned their guest to 
his meal. He stayed as long as it took to eat everything they 
served him. His clothes were stretched to their limits when he 
was done, and he could barely walk. As he departed, the Fo-
morian court mocked him. Throughout it all he smiled, know-
ing that his deeds gave his kinsmen the time they needed for 
preparations.
	 It then came the time for the second battle of Moy-
tura. The armies of the Tuatha De Danann and the Fomo-
rians met upon the plains of Eriu. The Tuatha De Da-

the high-king of the Fir Bolg, and upon receiving the news, he 
sent his champion Sreng to negotiate with the invaders. The 
Tuatha De Danann sent Bres to negotiate, and he delivered the 
terms of war: either hand over half of Eriu, or there would be 
war between both peoples.
	 The Fir Bolg had achieved too much to simply give it 
away, so they chose war. The Tuatha De Danann initially fought 
the Fir Bolg at Balgatan Pass, but combat raged far and wide as 
each side sought to gain advantage upon the battlefield. On 
the fourth day, Sreng and Nuada found one another within the 
melee. The battle was fierce and Sreng managed to cut Nuada’s 
arm off. Despite this victory, it was clear that the Fir Bolg had 
been routed by the Tuatha De Danann. They had managed to 
fell Eochaid mac Eirc, high-king of the Fir Bolg.
	 Once more Bres was sent to negotiate. The Fir Bolg 
were made to choose whether to leave Eriu for good, retreat 
to one of the provinces, or continue to do battle. After some 
posturing, the Fir Bolg accepted to retreat to Connachta and 
ceded the rest of the island to the Tuatha De Danann. This was 
known as the first battle of Moytura.
	 Tuatha De Danann law stated the king 
must be whole, so Nuada would need to step 
aside as king. In his place, Bres was chosen to 
be high-king. Bres was married to Tailltiu, the 
widow of Eochaid mac Eirc. In order to restore 
some of Nuada’s loss, Diancecht forged him a 
silver arm. Once it was attached, it moved on 
its own volition.
	 It was with great serendipity that the 
Fomorians returned when Eriu was ruled by a 
high king with Fomorian blood. They 
did not take kindly to the invasion by the 
Tuatha De Danann. They had a new pow-
erful king named Balor who was as strong 
as he was shrewd. Balor worked to win-
over the high-king. As time passed the Tuatha De Danann were 
dismayed to see Bres treating the Fomorians better than the 
people who raised him. The way things were progressing, the 
Tuatha De Danann were becoming slaves to the Fomorians.
	 Bres was confronted by the ruling Tuatha De Da-
nann and was asked to step down. He refused, but it appeared 
that he had little choice in the matter. Instead he negotiated 
for seven more years of rule, after which he would abdicate his 
throne. Bres planned to use that time to raise an army of Fomo-
rians that would be able subjugate the Tuatha De Danann.
	 During that time Nuada’s flesh began to fester with 
disease. His body was rejecting the silver arm. Nuada sum-
moned Miach, who was a talented healer. He was Diancecht’s 
son, and he surpassed his father in the healing and restorative 
arts. Using his skills and magic, he regrew Nuada’s arm. With 
his body restored, he became the high-king in exile. Nuada 
founded the city of Tara and within its walls and palisades he 
held his court. The Tuatha De Danann sensed the coming war 

Conand
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nann wished to protect Lugh, so they placed him under heavy 
guard and insisted that the Fomorians send forth their best 
warriors. This way the champions from each side could fight, 
and Lugh could ensure that they would be healed and re-out-
fitted for the next day’s challengers. The Fomorians foolishly 
accepted. While their warriors were falling and their equip-
ment was being damaged, the Tuatha De Danann’s champions 
re-emerged fully healed with all of their gear fully repaired.
	 Lugh had ensured that when one of the Tuatha De 
Danann’s champions returned, Goibniu the smith, Luchta 
the carpenter and Credne the metalworker would repair all of 
the damaged equipment. Then Diancecht and his sons would 
mend the champion’s wounds. If he had died, they would raise 
him up using the miraculous waters from their healing well.
	 The Fomorians started to suspect that they were in 
a losing agreement. They sent their spy Ruadan to ascertain 
the strategy employed by the Tuatha De Danann. Goibniu de-
tected the spy and ran him through with a spear, but Ruadan 
made it back to the Fomorian camp before dying. He told them 
of Lugh’s strategy and Balor immediately changed their plan. 
They would attack full force and Balor would use his magical 
eye to destroy the Tuatha De Danann.
	 When Balor was young, he witnessed a poisonous 
brew being created by several arch-druids. Before he could 
close both eyes, the brew permeated one of Balor’s eyes and 
paralyzed his eyelid. He could not open his eye without help, 
but when he did, the poisonous charms within could fell en-
tire armies. While his armies attacked, he demanded that his 
thanes use poles to keep open his eyelid.
	 Across the battlefield, Lugh witnessed the scene un-
folding. He knew what his grandfather’s eye was capable of, so 
his escaped his entourage, mounted his chariot and charged 
into the battle. Nuada was fighting before Balor, and the eye 
opened slightly under the efforts of four men with poles. The 
magic began to escape and it instantly slew Nuada. If it were to 
open any more, the armies before Balor would all perish. With 
no time to lose, Lugh gripped his sling and hurled a stone into 
Balor’s eye. It struck with such force that his grandfather’s 
skull was shattered.
	 With their king defeated, the Fomorians fell back 
into the sea. The Tuatha De Danann were victorious and they 
enjoyed peace for many generations. This was the tale of how 
the Tuatha De Danann became the undisputed lords of Eriu.

Nuada

Balor
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wondrous things. The lower portions of the egg created land. 
Beautiful islands sprung up around Ilmatar. The upper por-
tions of the egg rose up into the sky as black billowing smoke. 
There they formed the clouds, the sun and the moon and they 
danced and played around Ukko.
	 Ilmatar was still with child. The unborn child’s name 
was Vainamoinen. He wasn’t ready to come out, so his mother 
passed the time by observing in wonder, the new creations all 
around her. She extended her hands and with them she shaped 
the shores of the islands. Whilst tracing with her finger, Il-
matar created the valleys and rivers. With her feat she stirred 
up the ocean floor. Many creatures rose up from the depths. 

The fish swam after her and into the bays. From there 
she stood and rose up the cliffs.

	 Within the womb, Vainamoinen was grow-
ing older. He was mysteriously aware of his sur-

roundings, magically sensing the new entities 
brought forth by his mother. For thirty sum-
mers and thirty winters he sensed the world 
around him. Now a grown man, Vainamoinen 

spoke:
	 “I beseech the sun and moon; I ask the 

Great Bear to open the gates. Release me 
from this narrow dwelling, I wish to ad-
mire the sky above and the sea below.”
	 Vainamoinen waited, but those 
whom he called to did not come to his 

aid. He took matters into his own hands. He pressed his fin-
gers against flesh. He braced his toes against bone and he 
pushed his head out and tumbled into the waves. He washed 
up upon the shore and looked at the desolate landscape. He 
looked up and admired the sun, the moon, the Great Bear and 
the stars. Vainamoinen the bard was born.

	 When Surt sundered Idavigdir with Laevateinn’s 
fiery edge, the Infinite Ocean was created. Above the roil-
ing ocean was a gray sky, filled with ash and smoke. The ash 
coalesced and a mighty being was formed from the wind and 
lightning, and his name was Ukko. He lived in the swirling 
dust above the sea, and he watched the life that clung to the 
smoldering bits of the cosmic tree. He looked down from his 
billowy perch as loneliness began to grow within his soul. He 
wanted a companion, so he looked into the sea.
	 There he spied a young fair maiden, and like Ukko, 
she was formed by the storm. His home was the sky and her 
home was the sea. He asked her for her name by sending down 
the wind. She replied that her name was Ilmatar. She too 
was lonely and the two of them spent time talking 
and watching one another. Ukko sent down the 
rain and thunder and Ilmatar reciprocated with 
waves and mist. This is how they played with 
one another.
	 Then one day Ilmatar was with 
child. She swam the vast ocean expanse, from 
the far north to the distant south. From east 
to west she swam looking for someone to help 
her deliver her child. She called out to 
Ukko, but he had no way of joining her 
in the waters below. His life and his fate 
were in the billowing clouds above. For 
seven-hundred years she swam, and the 
child grew in her belly.
	 And then one day Ilmatar saw a bird overhead. It was 
a scaup, with a bright red head and golden-black feathers. It 
circled as it looked for a place to land. The scaup was getting 
tired, and it lamented because it could not find a suitable place 
for a nest. It looked up at the sky, but Ukko did not offer a solu-
tion. The scaup then looked to Ilmatar, and the mother of the 
sea raised her knee out of the sea and offered it to the weary 
bird.
	 The scaup accepted Ilmatar’s knee and there it made 
its nest. Soon afterwards the bird laid seven eggs, six were 
golden and the seventh was made out of iron. The scaup sat 
upon its nest, incubating the eggs. As the scaup warmed the 
eggs, Ilmatar’s knee grew warm as well. Then, one fateful day 
the eggs began to hatch. One egg hatched, then another, and 
soon a third. Ilmatar’s knee grew hot, and she jerked it reflex-
ively beneath the waves.

	 The other eggs fell into the swirling waters and were 
cracked open by the waves. From the eggs came many 

Ilmatar
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tree. He did not have the necessary skills to fell such a mighty 
tree, so he called out to the sea:
	 “Ilmatar, mother of the sea, I call you. I beseech you 
to summon your denizens of the sea so that they could cut 
down this tree.”
A geyser of mist erupted from the waters and a tiny man 
emerged. He was no bigger than a man’s thumb. The man was 
adorned in metal clothing. His hat, shirt and breeches were 
spun with copper thread and his axe blade was no bigger than 
the size of a fingernail. Vainamoinen could not help but bite 
his tongue to keep from laughing out loud. Was this the mighty 
lumberjack his mother had sent him for this colossal task?
	 “I think there was a mistake” Vainamoinen began, “I 
was asking for a champion to come and fell this mighty tree. 

Instead my call was answered by something as useful as a 
corpse.”

	 “Do not underestimate me” the little man 
said. “I come from the water-folk and I am here 

to cut down your tree” he added in a squeaky 
voice.
	 As he finished saying that, the little man 
began to grow. He grew as tall as the tree, and 
his axe grew with him. Vainamoinen looked 

up in astonishment. The little man was now a 
giant, and so was his axe. The giant took 
out his whetstone and sharpened his axe. 
Then in three mighty swings he felled the 
arboreal titan. It splintered into pieces. 
The base fell to the east, the top fell to 

north-west, the foliage fell to the south and the boughs fell to 
the north.
	 He who would get the fragments would gain eternal 
power. The one who seized the bough received eternal happi-
ness. Eternal magic would belong to the one who possessed 
the top of the tree. Anyone who held a leafy twig would be 
blessed with enduring love. These fragments flew through the 
air and landed in the turbulent waters. These miracles were 
carried out like ships to distant shores.
 	 Far off, in the distant shores of the north, there was 
a woman washing her linens in the sea. She saw one of those 
fragments carried towards her, so she waded into the water to 
get a closer look. It looked as though it was a branch from the 
top of a tree. She took it home for closer inspection. When she 
realized its true nature, she crafted witch’s arrows and other 
enchanted weapons from the branch.

	 Vainamoinen dug his toes into the wet sand. He 
stretched his body towards the sky and observed the barren 
landscape before him. For many years he remained on the is-
land. It was an island with no other inhabitants and devoid of 
living animals and trees. Vainamoinen knew that something 
was missing in order to make this land beautiful. With wisdom 
that defied his experience, he called upon Sampsa Pellervoin-
en. Vainamoinen’s voice was captivating as he song the magical 
song of summoning.
	 Sampsa Pellervoinen was a tiny boy who answered 
Vainamoinen’s call. He wore a sack tied over his shoulders 
and it contained many seeds. He walked the barren lands and 
sowed his seeds. He walked over mountain ranges and through 
swamps, all the while spreading his seeds and acorns. For 
hills he reserved the pine tree. Goat willows he planted in 
new soils. The rowan tree was only planted in holy 
ground. While walking along the sides of rivers 
and streams he planted the mighty oaks. Every-
thing sprouted quickly after his passing. Birch 
trees rose on the marshes, and alders upon 
the new soils. Junipers thrived upon the bare 
lands and many plants bore their fruit.
	 Vainamoinen followed and observed 
the wondrous vegetation that grew in Sampsa 
Pellervoinen’s wake. He picked the ber-
ries and his wanderings took him to the 
coast. The landscape was shrouded in 
mist but he could hear splashing at the 
water’s edge. There he saw five maidens 
of the sea. They were mowing the fresh hay with their scythes. 
They collected it and bundled it into stacks. Then a mighty 
beast rose out of the sea. It lit a fire and thrust the hay into the 
hungry flames. Vainamoinen watched it burn as the beast and 
the maidens returned to the sea.
	 Once the fire died down, Vainamoinen sifted through 
the ashes. There he saw a lovely leaf, and attached to it was a 
magnificent acorn. He planted it, and from it sprouted a pair 
of verdant stalks. They grew quickly and from them extended 
mighty boughs. They reached high into the sky and then the 
foliage erupted over every branch, obscuring the sun and the 
moon. The tree had grown so massive that Vainamoinen could 
not see the sky or the stars.

	 The wise bard pondered what this tree meant to the 
world beneath it. Clearly the inhabitants would miss the 

sun and moon, so Vainamoinen decided to cut the 
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Then the bard’s voice exclaimed, “I ask the sisters of 
the earth to bless this field. I ask the wise old woman of 
the earth to push up the plants which I have sown. This field 
will be fertile as long the seeds are planted with love and the 
sisters of the earth give them permission to grow. Rise from 
your slumber! Spread your roots! Ukko! God of the sky! Send 
your clouds over this field so it may be watered with your hon-
ey.”
	 In response the powers beneath the earth and the 
powers above helped Vainamoinen’s plan come to fruition. 
The rains came down and the stalks sprang out of the fertile 
earth. All of the bard’s efforts came to fruition as the barley 
grew as verdantly as the other plants of the realm.
	 Finally there came the spring cuckoo bird. It settled 
upon the tree that Vainamoinen spared. It looked upon the 
great work that the bard had accomplished. Then Vainamoin-
en spoke to the bird, “I have left this tree so you can rest your 
wings upon it. So you can marvel at the field before you. Look 
and rejoice. Let everyone hear your song. Call out in the morn-
ings and call out in the evenings. Call out in the mid-day too. 
Call out so that the weather may be fair, that my forests stay 
pleasant, that the people remain prosperous and that our bel-
lies are full of barley.”

	 With the felling of the mighty tree, the sun resumed 
shining its radiance upon the world and the nights were illu-
minated by the moon’s glow. The forests came alive and the 
birds resumed their songs. Vainamoinen could hear the happy 
chirps of the cuckoo bird. Everything flourished, except for 
the barley.
	 This puzzled the great bard. He collected specimens 
of the plant in order to better study its nature. He tucked away 
some seeds in his marten-skin. He walked by the well of Kaleva 
which was bordering Osmo’s field when he heard a bird chirp-
ing. It called out to Vainamoinen, “Osmo’s barley will not rise, 
Kaleva’s oats will not grow unless the field is prepared and the 
clearing is first burned with fire.”
	 Vainamoinen followed the instructions. He cleared 
the field, but he left a tree so that the cuckoo could roost. Then 
when he was piling the wood for the pyre, an eagle flew by. It 
screeched and asked the bard, “Why is it that you clear the field 
but leave that tree standing?”
	 “It is so you and your kin can find a place to rest. It is 
a place where you can build your nests.” Vainamoinen replied. 
The eagle was so impressed that it decided to help the bard. 
The eagle summoned magical fire and he helped fan the flames 
with his wings. After the ash covered the field, Vainamoinen 
went out and planted the seeds he had kept in his marten-skin. 
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blew it, all manner of beasts were created; from small goats to 
large aurochs. They began to wander the land. Nerthus had the 
most peaceful eyes, and her heart was filled with love and cre-
ativity. Njord helped Nerthus build a home and together they 
stayed as siblings since no other acorns fell from Galligarm. 
Eventually their love changed and Nerthus gave birth to twins. 
The boy they named Frey, and the girl was named Freya.
	 The twins were beautiful and they made their parents 
very proud. They grew to be wise and beautiful and their talents 
were unsurpassed. The children were raised by both parents. 
Some of the time they would spend in the sea learning from their 
father, and other times they spent upon the sacred island, learn-
ing from their mother. Frey had an affinity for grass, shrubs and 
trees, and anything he cared for became lush and verdant. His 
benevolence instilled health in other living things. Freya on the 

other hand had a fascination with death. She was drawn to 
anything that withered and died due to her brother’s 

negligence. She also loved everything beautiful.
	 The twins had a voracious appetite for 

knowledge and a curiosity for the unknown. 
This is why they were drawn by the wonder of 
Galligarm. When they came of age, Frey and 
Freya made their homes upon Galligarm’s 
branches. The boughs where Frey lived began 

to grow anew and the cosmic tree’s branches 
doubled in size. Upon those branches 
new acorns appeared, and when they ma-
tured, they dropped off the tree much as 
they had for Njord and Nerthus.
	 The twins had been tasked to 

watch the acorns. Two acorns hung precariously and both Frey 
and Freya were eager to see which would fall first. Both acorns 
fell simultaneously and when they hit the ground identical twin 
boys stood up. They had delicate features, much like those 
found upon a fair maiden. When they moved they were lithe and 
graceful, but when they spoke, they had deep masculine voices.
	 “I am Alcis” said the boy on the left.
	 “I am Alcis” said the boy on the right.
	 Frey and Freya looked at one another quizzically. 
Did they really have the same name? “What shall we call you?” 
asked Freya.
	 “Alcis” the boys said in unison.
	 Frey shrugged his shoulders and asked, “Would you 
like to come visit our parents?” The twins looked at one an-
other and smiled. “Let’s go play,” said one of the twins. “Yes! 
Let’s!” said the other. They both ran off to the north. Frey and 
Freya did not know what to make of these two. Frey wished to 

	 The great ocean roiled as distant lands began to 
evolve from the primal fragments of Idavigdir. Primordial gods 
and goddesses had been shaping the nascent worlds which had 
been thrown far from the Crucible of Life. It was at this time 
that a new cosmic tree began to grow and the sons and daugh-
ters of Muspelheim watched in wonder. It was white and it was 
dressed in red-gold leaves. They named it Galligarm. It grew 
out of an island that had been created from a fragment of Idavig-
dir. It grew quickly and high into the sky.
	 Unlike Idavigdir, Galligarm did not have worlds hang-
ing off its branches. As far as the sons and daughters of Muspel 
knew, the Lios Alfar were still in Gimle with the Norns. They 
had not seen the Svart Alfar since the great conflagration. Nid-
hogg and Goin had retreated into Niflheim and had not been 
spotted in many centuries. Loki, Byleist and Helblindi had 
grown into young men. They were the heads of their own 
principalities in Muspelheim. Up until the growth of 
Galligarm, things had returned to a quiet and happy 
life for everyone in the fiery realm.
	 The Muspeli Jotuns had been watch-
ing Galligarm with bated breath. Surt assem-
bled the Fire Council and they discussed what 
they should do about this new development. 
They were all very apprehensive about involv-
ing themselves in the lives of the survivors, 
knowing that the destruction of Idavigdir 
and the blood of its denizens was on their 
hands. In the end they resolved to watch 
from afar, remaining within the bounds 
of Muspelheim. They agreed that they 
would break this resolution only if Nidhogg reappeared.
	 Upon Galligarm wondrous acorns began to grow. 
When the first fell into the waters below, a giant man emerged. 
His name was Njord and he made his home in the waters below 
the great tree. He swam the vast ocean, and like the Muspeli 
Jotuns, he could see the Alfar in all of creation. He saw the Lios 
Alfar in the east, and when he swam westward, he saw the Svart 
Alfar. Njord blew his conch and gathered them together. It did 
not take long for them to begin their dance of violence.
	 The Alfar dance created magnificent water creatures, 
from small fish to gigantic whales. He loved his home but he 
grew lonely. He looked up at the boughs of Galligarm waiting 
for the next acorn to drop into the waters below.
	 And then that fateful day came when Njord heard an-
other acorn drop onto the ground below. He swam to shore and 

saw a woman lying there. She awoke and introduced herself as 
Nerthus. Her only possession was a horn, and when she 

Galligarm

Njord
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What is your name?”
	 The man looked around and did not see anyone. “My 
name is Loddfafnir” the man answered to no one in particular.
	 The voice asked, “Where did you come from?”
	 Loddfafnir spied a face in a wave far out to sea. “I 
came into this land from the tree Galligarm. While fighting the 
currents of this mighty river, I have been brought here through 
many interesting lands. Who are you?”
	 “My name is Njord” the face in the wave answered. 
Then Njord rose out of the sea. “Did my children not welcome 
you into our world?” he inquired.
	 “I saw no one” Loddfafnir answered, “no one chron-
icled my arrival upon these shores”. Then he took a stick and 
began to write words upon the shore in a strange runic script.”
	 “What is it that you’re doing? Did Galligarm bring 
more gods to our lands?” asked Njord.
	 “I saw no one else, but more acorns hang upon the 
tree. I will chronicle the arrival of our people and I will immor-
talize their deeds in song.” Loddfafnir promised.
	 With Frey and Freya nowhere to be found, Njord 

and Loddfafnir agreed to go and welcome any and all new 
gods. First they went to Nerthus’ hall and begged 

her to come with them. Then all three of them 
went to the base of the mighty white cosmic 

tree. There they found Gulveig. The golden 
eyed goddess, Njord, Nerthus and Loddfafnir 
spoke at length. As they spoke, Loddfafnir 
recorded the interaction by inscribing runes 
into the tree. The longer they spoke the more 

they envied each other’s powers. Nerthus was 
never one to hold malice or jealousy in her heart, 

so she was especially troubled when she 
began to grapple with these emotions.
	 “What is happening to us? Why 
do we bicker like children?” Nerthus 
asked those assembled.

	 A voice from behind them answered, “The gold-
en-eyed goddess instills a great desire in others- a desire to 
seek wealth and things that sparkle. Envy and jealousy has in-
fected your thoughts. The longer you spend near the goddess 
of avarice, the more you will desire what others possess.”
	 All of the assembled gods turned to face the old mis-
shapen man who spoke. Then he spoke again is an old and 
wise voice, “I greet you fellow children of Galligarm. My name 
is Lytir. I knew that I would come to you, and I know that we 
will be together for a long time to come...” Then he turned to 
Gulveig “but not you child” he said in a sad voice. “You will 
leave us for a while, and then when we need you most, you will 
return.” He smiled.
	 “A prophet...” Gulveig stated in a cold and level 
voice.
	 “...I am” Lytir replied.
	 Njord beamed with joy, happy to have a prophet 

learn more about them, so he asked Freya to keep watch over 
the acorns. Freya remained to watch over the other maturing 
acorns while Frey followed the boys.
	 In the north the Alcis twins played. They used their 
imagination, and when they did, great beasts rose up out of the 
tundra. Deer, elk, foxes and rabbits appeared all over the land-
scape. They romped and frolicked with the twins. Like Njord 
and Nerthus, the Alcis twins were gods. They could awaken 
and shape the Alfar. The Alcis raised stone shrines to com-
memorate their creations, but they never stayed in one place. 
They rode their reindeer wherever their eyes took them, all the 
while shaping the land to the north to fit their imaginary play. 
Frey was absolutely fascinated with their abilities and he forgot 
about Freya who had been left behind to watch over the acorns. 
Instead of returning to Galligarm, Frey decided to seek out the 
Alfar homelands.
	 Meanwhile, Freya tried to guess which acorn would 
drop. None of them looked like they were ripening. Without 
Frey watching over them, they didn’t have the same bright and 
healthy hue. In fact, the next acorn that dropped was a very 
mottled brown. When it hit the ground a woman arose. 
She had ashen skin, raven black hair and golden 
eyes. Freya welcomed her but it took a while for 
the woman to respond. The woman was taking 
everything in, and her eyes studied everything 
around her, lingering on beautiful things. Fi-
nally, her eyes rested on beautiful Freya.
	 After a long silence she said, “My 
name is Gulveig, and I am pleased to meet 
you. Oh my, what a beautiful bone necklace you 
have,” Gulveig said tracing her fingers over it.
	 Freya began to respond “Thank 
you, I made...” but Gulveig interrupted 
her, “May I have it?” the golden eyed god-
dess asked.
	 Freya was unsure of how to re-
spond. Not wishing to offend, she took off the necklace and 
gifted it to Gulveig. After conversing for hours, the two women 
found that they had many things in common. Both loved shiny 
jewelry and Freya had to fight off the urge to ask for her neck-
lace back. Nerthus’ daughter inexplicably compelled to forget 
her watch over the acorns decided to make beautiful jewelry. 
Freya ran off quickly, making sure Gulveig would not follow 
her. She had no desire to share anything that she was planning 
to craft.
	 Gulveig was sad to see that Freya had abandoned her, 
but she remained behind to look upon the beauty of Galligarm.
	 When everyone had abandoned their watch, another 
acorn dropped into a river. The current was strong and vio-
lent. The man who emerged from the acorn was carried past 
the mountains, through lush valleys and into a swampy delta. 
When he crawled out of the mud, he was very confused.
	 Then a voice from the sea cried out to him, “Hello! 

Nerthus
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fusion.
	 “I see the future, but sometimes the times are all 
jumbled up. I think we are early.” Lytir said while stroking his 
beard. And so they waited, Njord pacing back and forth on the 
river. Then they heard a crack from up above, then a whistling 
sound and then they saw an acorn drop upon the throne. In-
stead of a vacant throne, now upon it sat a man. He looked very 
healthy, muscled and he wore bright bronze armour.
	 Lytir bowed, and then prodded Njord to do the same. 
Njord dispensed with the pleasantries and launched into the 
speech he had been working on while pacing the river.
	 “My name is Njord and this is Lytir. We are your 
kinsmen because we all come from the red-gold leafed tree 
above. My clansmen have been taken prisoner by a mysterious 
maiden of the sea. I am told that you are the only one that could 
help them. Please come with us.” Njord finished in one breath.
	 The man looked annoyed and perplexed.
	 Lytir bowed once more and explained, “Pardon our 
chieftain; he is concerned for his wife and child. What is your 
name good sir?”

	 The man stood and his motions were smooth and 
powerful, much like that of a mountain lion. “My 

name is Almattki. My word is my bond, as should 
every man’s word be. I will be the slayer of liars 

and oath breakers, because they are the shears 
that cut the bonds of brotherhood. Are you 
lying to me? Know that I can sense the false-
hoods in your words.” He spoke in a powerful 
and booming voice that reverberated through 

the valley.
	 “My friend may have used inaccurate 

words” Lytir said with a small bow.
	 “Wait, what?!” Njord said in a 
sudden fury, breaking his usually calm 
facade.
	 Lytir bowed to Njord in apology. 

“Well, prisoners may not be the right term. They may have 
been prisoners initially, but I would call them guests now.”
	 Njord’s eyes went wide with surprise. “And how long 
were you planning on keeping this from me?” demanded the 
sea god.
	 Almattki interrupted the repartee, “I sensed dis-
ingenuous words, but Njord I detect that your soul is noble. 
For this reason, we have peace between us. Take me to this hall 
and I will help in every which way I can. For this, you have my 
word.”
	 The three returned to the gates of the hall with 
haste, but Njord was much less frantic now. This time Almattki 
banged on the doors.
	 “Who comes uninvited to my gates?” asked a wom-
an’s voice.
	 “My name is Almattki. I come here with Njord and 
Lytir. Their kin are inside your hall.”

among them.
	 “How many more will join us?” Nerthus asked.
	 “Many more, but we will need to find them. Another 
will seek us, and then we will be whole.” Lytir explained.
	 “Well then, let us go!” Freya said coming out of the 
forest’s edge. She was carrying a sack that looked like it was 
heavy with treasures. Gulveig eyed the sack, and Freya eyed 
Gulveig. Like the Alcis twins, Gulveig took her leave. Every-
one knew with certainty that their paths would cross once 
more.
	 “We will have to return for my crops,” said Frey 
looking back. He had witnessed several seasons of planting 
and harvest as they awaited the coming of the Vanir.
	 Their travels took them along a sandy beach. The ex-
pedition was hot and tiring, so they took a break and decided to 
swim. Everyone enjoyed the water except for Lytir. He watched 
pensively from shore. The children of Galligarm bonded and 
enjoyed the world they had been brought into. They laughed 
and splashed, and then suddenly Nerthus yelled out in panic.
	 “My legs are caught!” she screamed. Something was 
pulling her under the water.
	 “Me too!” yelled Freya.
	 “As am I!” added Loddfafnir.
	 Only Njord was spared from the at-
tack. He dove under the waves and saw that the 
legs of his companions had been snared by a 
net. He dove down to see who was behind the 
attack, and he saw a dark shape of a woman. 
Her hair was red kelp, pearl white eyes and her 
skin was a deep dark blue. She had a smile on 
her face as she dragged Njord’s companions into 
the depths.
	 “Wait! Stop!” commanded 
Njord. If she was one of his creations, she 
would have no choice but to obey. Instead 
her smile broadened as she redoubled 
her efforts to swim with her quarry into the bowels of the great 
ocean. Her speed was incredible, not even Njord could match 
her. He followed her until he found her underwater hall. She 
had barred the door, so Njord could not gain entry. Fearing 
for the safety of his comrades, he banged on the door, but his 
answer was silence.
	 Frantic, he swam to the beach and he begged Lytir 
for answers. Lytir closed his eyes and took a deep breath, ask-
ing Njord to do the same. “Your friends are prisoners of an-
other child of Galligarm. Her door will remain barred to any 
living or non-living thing, god or goddess. She will only unbar 
the entry to the one who is almighty. There is no time to lose, 
follow me” Lytir commanded.
	 Njord and Lytir followed a river inland. They passed 
through a misty landscape where the rocks were dressed in 

moss and lichen. Then they came upon a stone throne, and 
upon that throne sat no one. Njord looked at Lytir in con-

Frey
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	 “Answer me this Almattki, for only the worthy may 
enter my hall- how may two men become brothers when they 
not share the same mother?” the woman asked.
	 Njord looked to Lytir, but Lytir was stumped. With-
out hesitation Almattki answered, “They may take their sa-
cred blades and cut their flesh. Then they mix their blood and 
swear oaths to one another. They will make an oath that they 
will not lie to one another, an oath that they will not abandon 
their brother upon the battlefield. An oath that should one of 
them fall, the other will look after their family. An oath that they 
will never accept drink if the other is not offered drink from the 

host. From that day onward the two will be equals. From that 
day forward the two will fight as one. From that day forward the 
two will be one family.”
	 They heard noises on the other side the door, as the 
doors were being unbarred. As the door swung open, the wom-
an spoke, “My name is Ran, mistress of the deep. Welcome to 
my hall of champions. May the worthy come as my guests and 
feast before my hearth.”
	 Almattki entered first and offered Ran his armour 
as a gift. Njord entered second and Ran and Lytir exchanged a 
knowing look.

Almattki Gulveig
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	 Frey could not believe what the Alcis twins had ac-
complished by singing to these strange Alfar. The wonders they 
created seemed as only tip of the iceberg to Njord’s son. The 
longer Frey studied their creations, the more he was in awe at 
the fine details and oddities bestowed upon their creations. 
Chasing the twins around the world, Frey found himself at the 
edge of the Crucible of Life. He stood in amazement and won-
der at the swirling vortex. Beyond it was nothingness, a gaping 
void that the Muspeli Jotuns had called Ginnungagap. Thoughts 
of watching acorns had evaporated from his conscious mind.
	 Without a thought for his own safety, he floated down 
into the whirlpool. To his unique perception, this was a door to 
endless possibilities, and he wanted to see the other side. He 
longed to feel the infinite. The brilliance would have eradicated 
another being, but Frey was destined to meet the Alfar. He took 
the plunge and his being was transported beyond the known 
worlds.
	 Frey’s trip was not lost on Laufey. She 
watched intently, unbelieving at what her eyes 
were seeing. She tried to get close, but the tides 
within wracked her body. This man was special. 
She waited to see what would come of this. She 
did not have to wait long. Emerging from the 
vortex Frey brought forth someone else. He 
was very bland in appearance. He had a very 
forgettable face, nothing about him seemed 
special. Curious, she intercepted the pair as they 
were returning to the great ocean.
	 “Do not be afraid, my name is 
Laufey,” the daughter of Muspelheim 
said with a disarming posture. She knew 
that her fiery appearance may be very 
startling to the denizens of Galligarm. To her surprise, neither 
showed any signs of surprise or alarm.
	 “What is there to be afraid of? My name is Frey and I 
am a child of Galligarm. I’ve seen much wonder in my short life, 
you do not frighten us.” Frey answered.
	 When Laufey looked towards the other man, Frey 
jumped as he realized he hadn’t introduced his traveling com-
panion... as if he had forgotten he was even there. “Oh and this 
is Fornjot. Let me tell you, looks can be very deceiving. He is an 
incredible being, the first of his kind.”
	 Laufey raised an eyebrow. “Is he Alfar?”
	 “He is...” confirmed Frey.
	 “I have also used my magic to compel the Alfar to 
change form. I saw that when they battle, they can create king-

doms and magnificent realms. Their swords act as the nee-
dles and their blood is the thread. Their bones are the 

Fornjot and the Alfar

Fornjot

iron and their skin is the leather. I used the void we call Gin-
nungagap to make them assume new forms,” Laufey explained 
as she described the Disir, Valkyries and Vaettir.
	 “Oh” was Frey’s response. “Well I didn’t do any of 
that. I was their guest. I spoke with them. I dined with them. I 
told them of the wonders that surround Galligarm. I told them 
of Galligarm’s gifts. They loved my stories. They tried to be-
come my stories. Without war. Without magic. Do you see 
Fornjot here?” Frey pointed at the Alfar, “...he has become 
what I have described. Maybe not exactly what I was imagining, 
but close enough. He did this on his own!” Frey explained with 
a big smile, like a parent proud of their child’s first steps.
	 “Fornjot? That is your name? Did you call yourself 
that name?” Laufey asked.
	 “It is the name that Frey gave me. My name is incom-
prehensible in your language. You have twenty-four runes and 

sounds to use for your names, but in our realm, in our soci-
ety we go beyond Othala, we go beyond your last rune 

and last sound,” Fornjot explained.
	 “How many more runes and sounds are 

there?” Laufey asked.
	 “We have many more sacred runes and sol-
emn sounds. Perhaps the next eight you could 
come to learn with time and training. My true 
name uses those so for now, it is best we use 

the name that Frey gave me,” Fornjot said with a 
blank expression on his face.

	 “I invoked one of their sanctified 
words and they understood how to as-
sume our likeness,” Frey explained.
	 Laufey was genuinely intrigued. 
She never thought she would meet some-

one who understood the Alfar as well as she did, but clearly 
Frey was much more talented and wise. She looked at Fornjot 
and asked, “Fornjot, can you change again? Now that you see 
this world and its wonders, could you look more like Frey or 
me?”
	 Fornjot thought about it. He was half listening until 
now because he had been studying the sea around them, the air 
above and the distant fires of Muspelheim behind Laufey. “I can 
try.” was his answer.
	 He strained, but nothing happened. Then he opened 
his mouth and his breath escaped his body. His breath co-
alesced into Kari, the primal wind. He strained some more, 
and his sweat escaped his body. His sweat coalesced into Aegir, 
the primal sea. He was getting angry with himself at not being 
able to change form, and he screamed as his body shook. A fire 
erupted beside him, as a manifestation of his anger. The flames 
coalesced into Logi, the primal fire. When he was cooling 
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	 Nerthus added her welcome, “I welcome you into 
our fold. I am Nerthus and these silent men are named Njord 
and Almattki. Here, before you stand most of the children of 
Galligarm, our son Frey and our sister Gulveig are away.”
	 Aegir acknowledged his new fellowship, he thanked 
them for their warm welcome and hospitality and they cele-
brated for many days. Several other acorns dropped from Gal-
ligarm’s boughs, but the major gods and goddesses were those 
who assembled in Ran’s hall on that fateful day.
	 Ran and Aegir grew to love one another and they 
were married. Soon afterwards Ran gave birth to nine daugh-
ters: Bara mistress of waves, Blodughadda the mistress of fish, 
Bylgia mistress of whales, Dufa mistress of the salt water, He-
fring mistress of whirlpools, Himinglaeva mistress of ships, 
Hronn mistress of sea storms, Kolga mistress of icy waters, and 
Unn mistress of the drowned.
	 Ran and Freya also became close friends. They both 
shared a morbid fascination with death and their dark sense of 
humour made the council meetings bearable.
	 Njord was the unofficial ruler of these people, but 

many looked to Aegir for advice. Aegir was wise and fair, 
but Njord was also known to be benevolent and tal-

ented. Collectively other denizens looked up to 
this fellowship because they were the gods and 

wardens of the land. They began to be referred 
to as the curators of the land, the “Vanir”.

###
	 Gulveig left her kin with a wounded heart. 
She did not understand why she had such a 

negative effect on those around her, but it was 
clear she was not welcome. Gulveig built a rudi-

mentary skiff and sailed west. She sailed 
away from the light and into the darken-
ing sea. It grew windy and cold and the 
surroundings matched her mood.
	 Gulveig stopped rowing and lis-

tened. There was something in the air, more than just the wind. 
She heard voices whispering all around her. She narrowed her 
eyes and looked intently at the waters around her. Dark smoky 
shapes swam just beneath the water’s surface. More and more 
appeared and they began to circle Gulveig’s small craft. The 
dark spirits began to fight amongst one another and the craft 
began to creak and shake from their disputes. The young Vanir 
goddess started to worry and clenched the sides of the skiff un-
til her knuckles turned white. “Why do I have this effect on ev-
eryone?” she lamented to herself, “Why do I carry this curse?”
	 Then a big bump caused a breach in the hull and 
water began to pour into the small vessel. Tears of fear filled 
Gulveig’s eyes as she realized she did not know how to swim. 
In moments her craft was reduced to floating tinder, and none 
of the pieces were large enough to help her float. She screamed 
as she began to sink and then her scream was stifled as water 
filled her mouth and all she saw was darkness.
	 Gulveig died.

down, ice manifested into Jokul, the primal ice.
	 Laufey whistled in appreciation and Frey clapped his 
hands with joy. “These Alfar are truly magnificent and full of 
surprises,” Frey said with a smile that refused to go away.
	 Frey told Aegir, “Go find my kin under the tree 
Galligarm. They are beings of water; you will be at home with 
them.”
	 Laufey told Logi, “Go to Muspelheim on the edge of 
the Crucible of Life. My kinsmen are fire beings; you will be at 
home with them.”
	 Jokul was drawn to the darkness and cold of Niflheim 
and headed west. Everyone watched, hoping someone would 
intervene, but no one did.
	 Fornjot told his son Kari, “Come with me. Starting 
with you, we will raise a family and have a lineage that will over-
come my forgettable face. We will birth kings of nations.
	 Aegir swam through the vast ocean and had no trou-
ble finding Ran’s hall where the children of Galligarm were 
celebrating. He presented himself at the doorway and those 
attending the feast welcomed him.
	 Lytir was first to speak, “I recognize your na-
ture, you are Lios Alfar. I saw your kin dance around 
my acorn before I was born. They granted me the 
power of sight beyond the veil, and now I will 
bestow a gift upon you in return.” Lytir closed 
his eyes then spoke, “You will have a great and 
noble future. Aegir, the gods will love you and 
your deeds will be remembered throughout 
time. I welcome such a champion to our fold. 
My name is Lytir.”
	 Ran was impressed by Lytir’s assess-
ment. She found Aegir very handsome 
and she blushed when she spoke, “You 
are forever welcome in my hall. My name 
is Ran. Eat, drink and sing with us.” She 
tapped the bench beside her.
	  Loddfafnir clasped the giant’s wet hand in his own 
and smiled. “I will chronicle your great deeds and if you have 
the interest, we can speak of the runes. They call me Loddfaf-
nir” he said.
	 Freya was a little more skeptical, wishing to see Ae-
gir prove himself before bestowing accolades. Sure Lytir could 
see the future, but how much could he see? Could he see into 
the man’s heart? After all he was not a child of Galligarm. She 
simply said, “I welcome you. You may call me Freya.”
	 Thus far, Almattki was most impressed by Ran’s pow-
ers. Now the fellowship had three water gods, he thought this 
should prove interesting. He was a man of few words; he simply 
nodded his head as a greeting.
	 Njord was not as impressed as the others. Jealousy 
coursed through his being as he realized that another man had 
dominion over the oceans and that Ran found him more ap-
pealing. Instead of greeting the newcomer, Njord turned his 
back on the room and refilled his drinking-horn.

Kari
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	 Laufey was not the only one who took notice of young 
Frey in the Crucible of Life. The great beast Nidhogg was also 
watching. He overheard their conversation and the possibilities 
intrigued him. Perhaps it was the Alfar who would be his army. 
After all, those who stayed near Niflheim became touched by 
the taint. If these Svart Alfar could be persuaded, Nidhogg 
would find out.
	 Laufey brought Frey to Muspelheim. There she in-
troduced him to the Fire Council. She told them that he came 
from Galligarm, described his Vanir kin and then she went into 
great detail about Frey’s discoveries with the Alfar. “...they live 
in world apart until they choose to assume a form of this world, 
at which point they are expelled from their world and into ours.”
	 “With Frey’s help, we can use the Lios Alfar as an 
army of light against the Hvergelmir hoards. In this way we can 
kill Goin and her dark spawn once and for all,” Baghist 
suggested.
	 “Baghist, you’re assuming too much 
about Frey and the Lios Alfar. What if they don’t 
want to fight for us? Just look at Fornjot’s chil-
dren, they have their own minds and ideas. 
What have we done to earn their loyalty?” Loki 
questioned.
	 “Just look at Logi, he is brave, smart 
and noble. He comes to live among us because 
he sees that we share those qualities,” Helblindi 
rationalized.
	 “I have watched the Alfar, and I 
believe the Lios share many of our values. 
The Svart Alfar are the opposite and the 
Lios Alfar fight them with determination 
and resolve. We have allies in the Lios... I am sure of it!” Byleist 
insisted.
	 “My son is right. But the picture is even direr. If Nid-
hogg has the same affinity for the Svart Alfar as Frey has for the 
Lios, our advantage could very well be nullified.” Farbauti add-
ed.
	 “Then we must ensure that the Svart Alfar are not 
discovered by Nidhogg. Frey, could you make sure evil doesn’t 
find more evil?” asked Surt. “This is incredibly important!” he 
stressed.
	 “I will do my best, but I do not know who this Nid-
hogg is...” Frey replied. The young Vanir did not understand 
the threat that Nidhogg posed. The Fire Council eagerly ex-
plained the immense threat that was the World Devourer. Frey 
listened attentively and finally understood that Galligarm and 

his people were not safe so long as the dragon lived.
	 “You can count on me and you will have my best ef-

Norf i and the Battle

Albruna

forts. I will do everything and anything to keep Nidhogg from 
the Alfar,” Frey promised.
	 The council was interrupted when Frey cried out in 
surprise and happiness. He had seen another acorn drop into 
Muspelheim. For a moment he was conflicted. Frey had shirked 
his duties for a long time, and he wondered if his twin sister was 
still there watching the acorns. The Fire Council was confused 
and Frey explained how his kin were appearing in the world.
	 “The boughs of the great tree Galligarm must span 
out over your world as well,” Frey explained “Another of my kin 
has fallen into those clouds.” Frey pointed. His finger led to 
Gimle, the world of the Norns.
	 Surt shook his head, “It is of no use, the entrance 
into Gimle is barred to everyone save the Norns. You will have 
to wait for your kinsman at the bottom of the cloud stairwell.” 

They called an end to this session of the Fire Council and 
adjourned so they could escort Frey to Gimle’s gates. 

Frey was amazed at the interesting landscape 
around him. His feet stepped on white sand; the 

distant black mountains were a stark contrast. 
At the base of the mountains there were forests 
made of multi-coloured glass, and the billow-
ing ashen clouds kept the sky in perpetual 
motion. Rivers of flowing molten-rock kept the 

temperature stifling hot and Frey had to contin-
uously use his sleeve to wipe the sweat from his 

brow.
	 It did not take long before a 
stranger was seen walking down the 
stairs. She looked at those assembled, 
“Sorry, but I seem to be lost.”

	 Frey smiled and welcomed her saying “Don’t worry, 
you are with friends now. I am Frey, and like you, my mother 
was child of Galligarm. I present to you the Muspeli Jotuns…”
	 “…Surt, Baghist, Laufey, Farbauti, Loki, Byleist and 
Helblindi. I know.” The strange woman completed the sen-
tence for Frey. Njord’s son looked at everyone to see if they 
understood how the stranger had known. They all looked as 
baffled as Frey.
	 “My name is Albruna and I seem to have fallen on top 
of a loom belonging to those Norns.” The strange woman point-
ed up the stairs dismissively. “I think that I may have damaged 
it.” She absentmindedly picked strands of glowing string from 
her clothes. “I seem to know everyone by face and name now. It 
is rather peculiar when I can see both your present-selves and 
your past-selves at the same time. Helblindi you were an ador-
able baby... this is very confusing. Suffice it to say; those ladies 
up there were quite angry with me. They didn’t even want my 
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	 The dark skinned man answered, “I am Norfi. I am a 
Svart Alfar and wanted to bathe in the hate emanating from her 
mouth.” he said pointing to Moin. “So I crossed over into your 
world as the giant you see before you.”
	 “Will you serve me?” asked Nidhogg eagerly, venom 
dripping from his tooth-filled maw.
	 “Will you nourish us in what we desire?” Norfi asked 
in return.
	 “What do you desire?” demanded Grabak. How 
could this little insolent fool demand something from the great 
wyrm council he thought?
	 “We desire power. We desire inflicting fear. We 
desire powerful emotions of revenge and lust.” replied Norfi 
without flinching.
	 “You will get to inflict them as well as receive them.” 
promised Nidhogg.
	 “Then you have my services the services of my kin.” 
Norfi assured the great wyrm council.
	 Norfi led the serpentine legion up to Niflheim and 
then eastward towards the icy shores. There, swimming be-

low the water’s surface were agitated currents formed by 
thousands of Svart Alfar. Nidhogg stepped upon the 

lignite shores and his eyes twinkled as his spir-
it soared. Now this was an army that could fell 

Galligarm and bring its populace to heel. All 
of the assembled great wyrms salivated at the 
prospect of such a mighty army. The spirits 
quivered with anticipation and their hearts 
were filled with greed. They must have them... 

all of them.
	 This immense greed fulfilled the prophesy 

witnessed by Lytir: Where there will be 
greed, the goddess of avarice will rise 
once more. She will be reborn at the site 
of any profound and intense covetous de-
sires.

	 As it was destined, out of the waters arose a young 
goddess with golden eyes. The emotions of desire lifted her 
into the air. Gulveig was reborn!
	 Everyone at the shore’s edge was surprised by her 
sudden appearance, and their desires grew even more raven-
ous. Norfi was the only one who felt differently. He desired 
much, but his greatest desire was to win Gulveig’s heart. While 
Nidhogg and his co-conspirators raised an army of darkness, 
Norfi spent his time courting Gulveig.

###
	 The Vanir happiness ended without warning. Dark-
ness came and settled upon the shining leaves of Galligarm, ex-
tinguishing the light. The Svart Alfar attacked the tree, casting 
a shadow upon the ocean and its lands below. The populace 
was in a panic, and Frey was summoned to have an audience 
with the king of the Muspeli Jotuns.
	 “You assured me that this would not happen.” 

help in cleaning up the mess I made. They were very resolute 
in my leaving straight away.” Albruna concluded.
	 “I’m afraid we must return to our people” Frey be-
gan, “I have shirked my duties long enough and I’m sure my 
sister is angry with my disappearance. Albruna, you will meet 
many more wondrous Vanir including my noble father Njord. 
He rules our people.” Frey looked upon the Muspeli Jotuns. “I 
am sure he will want peace and prosperity with our new neigh-
bours. I will see to it that we visit you soon.”
	 With that, Albruna and Frey left Muspelheim and 
returned to the base of Galligarm. There Albruna was intro-
duced to her kin and the Vanir were happy for a time.

###
	 Nidhogg had retreated for several centuries, recu-
perating from the trauma inflicted by Laevateinn. Goin com-
forted him and other great serpents came to their call. Goin’s 
sister Moin was at their side, as was Grafvollud. He was known 
as the Gnawing Wolf, and was father of four monstrous ser-
pents: Grabak, Grafvollud, Ofnir and Svafnir. Nidhogg had his 
own high council, if that is what dragons did. They plotted on 
how to enslave the children of Galligarm and Muspelheim. 
They would be the key to the return of the Alsvartr.
	 Grafvollud was a shadow wyrm and de-
spite his immense size, he had great talents in 
stealth and subterfuge. He was the one who 
witnessed the Svart Alfar and brought news of 
Frey’s accomplishments to Nidhogg’s atten-
tion. The World Devourer instructed Moin, 
the Regent of Deceit, to procure him a Svart 
Alfar.
	 Moin had no aversion to light or to 
fire, so she went to the Crucible of Life 
without apprehension. She tried to enter 
the vortex, but the primeval whirlpool 
wracked her body and soul so terribly 
that she returned to Hvergelmir in pain 
and empty handed.
	 “Do not fail me!” was all Nidhogg said in response 
to her excuses. His anger made the underground caverns of 
Hvergelmir tremble. Finding herself without options, Moin 
returned to the edge of the primordial cyclone. She fished for 
the Alfar and failed. She beckoned the Alfar and she failed once 
more. She was returning to Hvergelmir, which lay beneath the 
great ocean, and she screamed in frustration, anger and hate. 
When she did, she swallowed something resembling her dark 
feelings. When she entered the serpentine hall, she pushed the 
dark speck out of her maw with her forked tongue.
	 All of the assembled great wyrms narrowed their 
eyes and inspected the black humanoid before them. He was 
remarkably unremarkable. He stood tall, perhaps thrice the 
height of a Vanir god.
	 Looking at her sister, Goin demanded “Who or what 
is that?”

Alcis Twins



48

stood together at the center of the battlefield. Together they 
beckoned the ocean and its denizens to their aid. The sea was 
angry and the waves grew in fury and size. They sang in one 
voice and the waves crashed onto the ice coast of Niflheim. 
When the waters touched the accursed shores they froze, and 
froze everyone within them. The souls of the dead would be 
held in the rime, an awful fate, but not as terrible as being the 

dinner guests of the great Alsvartr.
	 The great tree Galligarm shook and beside it was a 

giant dressed in copper. Every surviving warrior 
looked up in surprise. The copper armoured gi-

ant took up his great axe and felled the tree in 
several quick strikes. Galligarm shattered and 
its pieces flew in all directions. Some fell into 
Niflheim, other parts into Muspelheim, but 
the majority fell into the Infinite Ocean.

	 As Galligarm’s trunk fell into the surf, a 
colossal tidal wave formed and everything in its 

path was drowned. Nidhogg chortled in 
glee and exhumed his foul breath, send-
ing a chill over the great ocean. Every-
thing and everyone was embalmed in this 
rime... spirits of the dead, fleeing war-

riors and writhing serpents.
	 The great ocean stood still, the violence and turbu-
lence was frozen in time. A large glacier had formed above the 
Crucible of Life; survivors crawled away, licking their wounds, 
planning their revenge for another time.
	 Far off, in the distant shores of the north, there was 
a pregnant woman washing her linens in the sea. Her golden 

eyes caught sight of one of those fragments carried to-
wards her, so she waded into the water to get a clos-

er look. Her husband came out to the shore and 
looked on; making sure that his wife would not 

fall into the waters. To Gulveig it looked as 
though it was a branch from the top of Gal-
ligarm’s bough. She took it home for closer 
inspection and Norfi admired her find. When 
they realized its true nature, they made pow-

erful artifacts from this holy wood.

Surt began.
	 “I underestimated their ability...” Frey began but 
Surt cut him off saying, “You have no idea what you’ve un-
leashed by your inability to follow through on your word.”
	 “I don’t answer to you; my allegiance is to my kin, the 
Vanir.” Frey rebuffed the Muspeli king.
	 “You do not know the gravity of what you face.” Surt 
stood up from his throne, anger tinging his voice. “With-
out our aid, Nidhogg will crush your people under 
his tail. He will poison your crops and devour your 
children. He will not grant you quarter, instead 
you will become his slaves for eternity.” Surt 
proclaimed.
	 That is when Njord and Aegir came 
into the hall to stand beside Frey. “...and then 
what do we do?” Njord asked the Fire Coun-
cil.
	 Aegir shook his head, “We fight!” he 
answered his kinsman. “The Lios Alfar 
are ready to stand with the Vanir and the 
Muspeli Jotuns,” Aegir declared.
	 “The children of Muspelheim 
stand with the children of Galligarm,” 
Surt declared.
	 Those words and those actions forged the army of 
light. They met upon the turbulent waves of the great ocean. 
The gods of water standing shoulder to shoulder with the fire 
giants. On the ice shores of Niflheim slithered the serpentine 
army of darkness. They were led by the great wyrms Going 
and Moin as well as Grafvitnir and his offspring. At the rear 
of the dark host was Nidhogg himself. The Alsvartr let 
out a blood-curdling shriek and his army slithered 
forward under the shadow of Galligarm. The Lios 
Alfar illuminated the watery battlefield where the 
armies clashed.
	 Frey and Freya faced Goin, her tail 
slapping them around. Their magic did little 
to slow her attacks. She barreled through them 
and into Njord and Ran. Njord and Baghist 
faced Moin, their attacks grazing her armoured 
skin. She tossed them aside and attacked Almat-
tki. The rest were entwined by the ser-
pentine host, unable to keep formation. 
Nidhogg laughed in the distance.
	 Now the Vanir understood the 
might of the Alsvartr. The power of one 
Alsvartr was too much. Add the Hvergelmir host and the battle 
was being lost. Those who died upon the great ocean were be-
ing drawn to Niflheim, drawn in by Nidhogg’s breath. The ter-
rible realization struck their minds in unison- their kin would 
not be able to escape Nidhogg in death... they were his feast of 

torment.
	 Aegir called out to Ran and Njord and the three 

Aegir

Ran
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His name was Hrimgrimnir and there was no good in his heart. 
He only wanted to inflict pain and suffering on others. Aurgel-
mir sent him out to subdue any subjects who would not bow 

down before the might of the Rime Jotuns.
	 From the rime emerged many more Rime 

Jotuns. Their souls were that of the rime, cold 
and tinged with Nidhogg’s malice. They were 
many, and Aurgelmir welcomed his brood with 
open arms. Aurgelmir made sure that all other 
races would be thralls, and their lives would 
be dedicated in servitude of their overlords. 

Because of this, the Rime Jotuns lived in splen-
dour.

	 The Rime Jotuns held a cele-
bration when Thrudgelmir and Grisla 
had their first child which they named 
Bolthorn. He was a wicked boy and he 
was as cunning as his father. Bolthorn 

helped expand the Rime Jotun kingdom beyond the great gla-
cier. He built ships and they raided the isles that were in the 
great ocean. Each raid returned with new slaves who would be 
forced to serve the kingdom.
	 The Rime Jotuns treated Muspelheim with respect. 
Ymir saw the blazing giant standing at the threshold, wielding 

Laevateinn. Surt commanded awe and fear when he held 
the World Destroyer aloft. When the ice broke apart 

and released the snared Muspeli Jotuns, Ymir had 
them board a ship and sent them back to Mus-

pelheim. The Muspeli Jotuns were not a force 
he was willing to challenge at the moment. 
With time, perhaps they could be made into 
their subordinates, Ymir mused. Keeping the 
Muspeli Jotuns as hostages was not a comfort-

ing proposition; they did make his realm hot 
and humid.

	 The Crucible of Life was also 
breaking through the rime. A new sap-
ling began to grow; it was a nascent Ash 
tree. The vortex was not complete, from 
it emerged a giant cow named Audhum-

la. She stood upon the glacier and licked it for sustenance. 
She produced very sweet milk and so Aurgelmir claimed her 
for himself. He would suckle her teats for hours, feeling more 
powerful after the great feast. Audhumla enjoyed licking the 
rime. For her tongue it was salty and flavourful. There was one 

	 The ice which had formed between Muspelheim and 
Niflheim remained for a long time. The surviving Sons of Mus-
pel returned to their realms and fired up the smithies so that 
weapons of great power could be forged for their in-
evitable fight against Nidhogg and his brood. The 
heat from the forges melted the ice and the rime 
dripped into the Crucible of Life. It ran into the 
netherworld realm known as Hvergelmir. From 
there the mighty rivers began to flow: Svol, 
Gunnthra, Fjorm, Fimbulthul, Slidr, Hrid, 
Sylg, Ylg, Vid, Leiptr, and Gjoll. The last river 
flowed back into Niflheim, and there, along its 
shores, is where the Hel-gates would be built.
	 Surt stood once more upon 
borders of Muspelheim. The forges sang 
as the hammers hit the anvils. His flame 
sword was drawn out of its sheath; black 
smoke billowing to the sky. He watched 
westward, towards the dark realm of Niflheim, for signs of the 
Alsvartr.
	 The heat melted away the layers of poisonous rime 
until the form of man came forth. He was a giant man, a Jotun, 
and his name was Ymir. He was the first of his kind and was 
created within the glacier that spanned the gap between both 
realms. He rose out of the icy womb he called the Elivagar. 
At the beginning he was weak, and rested within the 
Elivagar. With every passing moment his tremen-
dous strength grew.
	 While resting in the Elivagar, Ymir 
birthed several children. Thrudgelmir emerged 
from one armpit and Grisla from the other. 
Thrudgelmir was tall and had an air of superi-
ority. He was the prince and he knew it. While 
his father was gaining strength, Thrudgelmir 
explored the vast glacier and claimed it as the 
dominion of the frost giants. Grisla was 
beautiful and Thrudgelmir took her as a 
wife. Together they enacted their father’s 
will and subjugated the lesser beings that 
emerged from the rime. Ymir’s children 
called their father Aurgelmir. It was their affectionate title for 
their progenitor.
	 While Aurgelmir rested in the Elivagar, his feet 

would sprawl into Niflheim. One fateful day, from his toes he 
spawned a monstrosity- a terrifying giant with six-heads. 

Buri

Audhumla and the Ash

Aurgelmir

Kalevala II
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you must hide him, imprison him, and we must all forget his 
name.”
	 Bolthorn knew that this was not something that he 
could argue about. He bowed his head in resignation and per-
formed the necessary steps to ensure that his son would be 
forgotten. He ordered his wife and daughter to forget Oglad-
nir’s name and then he took his son and imprisoned him in an 
enchanted white hall they called the station. It was a place that 
devoured sound, so any scream for aid would be in vain.

	 Beacause Bolthorn was so busy erasing his son’s ex-
istence; he completely missed the budding romance 

between Bor and his daughter Bestla. Bestla was 
very taken with Bor, despite his lowly status. She 

often requested that he be her manservant for 
the day and the pair spent many hours talking 
as equals. He was incredibly intelligent and 
she was equally wise. She did not understand 
why her kin had to subjugate such talented 

people.
	 The day she told her parents that she 

wished to wed Bor, the mood in the king-
dom became a veritable tempest. Such 
an arrangement was unheard of, so her 
parents did all they could to dissuade 
her from such folly, but her wise mind 

and sharp tongue overturned each and every one of their ar-
guments. When they resorted to force to keep her from going 
through with the ceremony, she and Bor escaped the kingdom.
	 Away from her family, they declared their vows to 
one another and then they went on to have three sons togeth-
er. The eldest was named Odin, the next was named Vili and 
the youngest was named Ve. They grew up in exile, so the sons 

were never indoctrinated as slaves.
	 Little did they realize that Aurgelmir was 

taking their actions very seriously. He deployed 
his attack dog Hrimgrimnir with the instruc-
tions to do whatsoever he wished in order to 
punish Bestla.

spot she was terribly fond of, and after many enjoyable meals, 
Audhumla’s tongue uncovered a man. His name was Buri, and 
he was small in comparison to the Rime Jotuns. Regardless of 
his size, he was splendid in every way. He had a kind heart, a 
peaceful face and a powerful physique.
	 He crawled out of the hole and explored his sur-
roundings. It was inevitable that he would cross paths with 
a Rime Jotun, and when he did, it was with Thrudgelmir. He 
was naive and was surprised when he was placed in shackles 
and enslaved. Buri proved to be a very valuable slave. He was 
smart and strong, with endurance unmatched, even by 
his overlords. They were impressed by this speci-
men, so much so that Thrudgelmir spent his days 
watching Audhumla, to see if more of his kind 
would be uncovered.
	 What Buri did next surprised every-
one. Just as Ymir had begotten Thrudgelmir, 
Grisla and Hrimgrimnir; Buri also begat a son 
whom he named Bor. This new lineage would 
be known as the Aesir. Bor was even stronger 
than his father and twice as handsome. 
Bolthorn was assigned to watch Buri. 
Bolthorn was to watch and see if the Ae-
sir would beget someone of even greater 
stature. Ymir was worried that the Aesir 
could rival the strength of his Rime Jotuns.
	 Fortunately for Buri and Bor, Bolthorn’s attention 
was diverted. His eyes would be distracted every time Him-
inglaeva walked by. She was a Rime Jotun who had emerged 
from the glacier. Soon the two were wed and had a son named 
Ogladnir and a daughter named Bestla.
	 When Ogladnir was young, he had a great aptitude 
for magic. His talents far exceeded anyone else in the 
Rime Jotun kingdom. While Bolthorn was proud, 
this talent would become the family’s great 
source of shame. While still a toddler, Oglad-
nir’s first spell created a magical fire which 
scorched and thinned his great grandfather’s 
skin. So much so, that Aurgelmir bruised and 
bled easily. Ymir needed to return to Elivagar 
in order to rest and regenerate. The great pro-
genitor was paranoid that his great-grandson 
would cause his death, so he summoned 
Bolthorn.
	 “My great grandson, your child 
is dangerous. Even at such a tender young 
age he wields the power and knowledge 
required to kill the Rime Jotun race.” Aurgelmir stated.
	 “Grandfather, I understand your concern, but I am 
sure we can teach him how to control his power...” Bolthorn 
began, but Aurgelmir cut him off saying, “No! He is too dan-
gerous. No one can match his skill in these magical arts. Imag-
ine if Buri or Bor were to meet him and learn from him... no, 
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Sisters, we must rule them all.”
	 Laima shook her head, “I will go along with the ma-
jority, but take  note that I have deep reservations about the es-
sence of the Svart Alfar being woven into the Tapestry of Fate. 
Mark my words, if this ends badly, I will be the first to break 
away from our sorority.”
	 Three other Norns nodded in agreement with Lai-
ma, but when Mogthrasir’s gaze rested upon them, Verdandi, 
Skuld and Urd quickly stopped bobbing their heads.
	 “Noted...” was all that Mogthrasir said in response to 
Laima’s threat.
	 Soon after, a delegation of Norns left Gimle and de-
parted on ships towards Ymir’s kingdom. The Rime Jotun king 
welcomed them as honoured guests when he learned that they 

were the true powers in Muspelheim. Behind the smiles 
and glowing praise, both parties schemed on how to 

subjugate the other. The Norns stayed as guests 
for several seasons, intending to learn more 

about Yggdrasil and its various denizens. They 
discussed many things, and both sides wished 
to gain concessions from the other.
	 Ymir feared the fires of Muspelheim and 
he sought the assurances of the Norns that 

they would never bear the flames into his king-
dom. This was something the Norns could easily 

promise, for their techniques of control 
would be delivered using the loom.
	 In return for the truce, the Norns 
asked Ymir to provide them an audience 
with the Svart Alfar. “These Svart Alfar 

have grown up in the shadows and we believe that they reside 
in the far western reaches of your kingdom, where it borders 
Niflheim.”
	 Ymir considered the request and asked in turn, 
“Why do you seek the Svart Alfar? They are so insignificant 
that I forget that they reside in my kingdom. From the children 
of Muspelheim I have heard that you have your own Alfar... the 
Lios.” Ymir was no fool. If the mighty Norns sought the Svart 
Alfar, it was with great reason, and he intended to find out their 
purpose.
	 “We seek to reunite them with their kin.” Mogthra-
sir replied. “They have been apart too long. Their kind needs 
to mend the fracture, so they could live in peace, side by side,” 
she lied.
	 “I see” Ymir played along, “that is a noble intent, so 
I will help you. In return I would like to meet the Lios Alfar.” 
If they would have both Alfar in their kingdom, so would he. 

	 As the Ash tree grew, the denizens of the worlds sur-
rounding it named it Yggdrasil. The Crucible of Life nurtured 
it and bestowed a warden upon it. The guardian emerged from 
the vortex as a giant eagle. Its name was Himinnorn and it had 
perched upon its beak a hawk named Vedrfolnir. They watched 
over the young tree and made sure that no one harmed it.
	 Under their watchful eye the Alfar danced anew upon 
Yggdrasil’s branches. As in the past, their dance turned to war 
and their wars created new realms in the boughs of the cos-
mic tree. These lands were ripe for settlement and the Vanir 
claimed one which they named Vanagard. It was a suitable 
world, filled with clear blue waters and verdant islands. It was 
what the children of Galligarm needed in order to rebuild their 
spirits as well as their kingdom.
	 Far to the east, there were celebratory reconcili-
ations as survivors of the last war against the Alsvartr 
returned on the Rime Jotun ships. They brought 
news of Ymir and his kin. Families were reunit-
ed and Laufey and Farbauti were glad to have 
their children home safe and sound. Uncharac-
teristicly the Norns emerged from Gimle and 
listened intently when the youths recounted 
their stories. The Norns had many questions 
about Ymir and his Rime Jotuns.
	 Mogthrasir called her Norns back to 
Gimle. She had a plan, and this plan in-
volved the king of the Rime Jotuns. “We 
will visit Ymir so that we can secure the 
Svart Alfar. There were no opportunities 
for negotiation with Nidhogg; however 
Ymir seems to possess reason. With reason, we can exact what 
we need, and once we have it, our loom will be complete,” the 
matriarch of the Norns explained.
	 The Norn named Laima expressed her concern, 
“Sisters, I feel as though we are going down a new path... a 
path filled with good opportunities, but also filled with dark 
temptations. We have lived in our sanctum peacefully. When 
we have been approached by the children of Muspelheim, we 
have given wise council. Now that we have built this loom, we 
begin to meddle in the lives of others. What have we to gain by 
gathering the Svart Alfar? Will it not...”
	 Mogthrasir cut her sister off, “Everything has 
changed and we have even more subjects to counsel. With the 
advent of Yggdrasil and the Rime Jotuns, we have a duty to en-
sure that all are subordinate to the Norn... that all gods and 
giants seek our wisdom in important matters. We must use 

the tool we have developed to bring order to the chaos. 

 Ymir and the Norns
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	 “What of the Alfar? The loom has no power over 
them, and they could change the weave within the Tapestry of 
Fate. Those that emerge from the Crucible of Life we cannot 
control.” said Vigglod.
	 “Urd, you and Kyrmir will build a well over the Cru-
cible of Life. Using this well as a gate, we will be able to control 
who emerges from the whirlpool and when they do we alone 
will know,” instructed Mogthrasir. “Kyrmir, bring the Aesir to 
build Urd’s well. In this way they will be the defenders of our 
deeds.”

Mogthrasir knew that without the loom, the Alfar would be 
useless to the king, so the Norns accepted the terms. Days lat-
er some of the Lios Alfar came to live in Ymir’s kingdom and 
some of the Svart Alfar went to Gimle.
	 Back in Gimle, the Norns spun their thread using the 
essence of both Lios and Svart Alfar. The thread shimmered 
and pulsed as if alive. When the loom began to weave, they 
wove Ymir into the Tapestry of Fate. They wove that he would 
dominate all lesser races and that in-turn the Norns would 
dominate him. With the proper ingredients, destiny was in 
place.
	 The Rime Jotuns began to venerate the Norns and 
they sent many gifts to Gimle. As Ymir’s kingdom grew, so did 
the status of the Norns. The Rime Jotun king was enjoying the 
good life and his rule became sloppy and inefficient. Ymir’s 
attempts to subdue the Vanir failed miserably. As a result, 
the Norns realized that they would need to intervene directly. 
There was only so much detail that they could weave into the 
Tapestry of Fate.
	 “This is what I suggest...” Mogthrasir began, “I 
will assign an ambassador to each dominant kingdom. Our 
ambassador will learn the weaknesses of their leaders 
and culture and we will exploit them for our gain. 
By understanding our subjects, we will be able 
to better control them. Sisters, find those deni-
zens who are most concerned about fate... the 
people who care about their kin... weave them 
into the tapestry and place them upon the 
throne... they will be the ones who will bend to 
our desires... they will be the the ones who will 
help us to mold the reality into our vision of how 
the cosmos should be.”
	 “Whom will you assign for the 
Rime Jotuns?” inquired Hval.
	 “I will personally deal with Ymir 
and his kin” replied Mogthrasir, “He will 
be the first since he is growing a mighty kingdom. I will ensure 
that his power and kingdom are woven with our strings.”
	 “What of the Vanir and the fledgling Aesir?” asked 
Kyrmir.
	 “Hval, you will deal with Njord and the Vanir...” then 
Mogthrasir looked at Kyrmir, “you will be the one who guides 
the Aesir.”
	 Kyrmir’s face soured at the prospect. There were 
only a handful of Aesir, and they were renegades who would be 
the most likely to die at the hands of Hrimgrimnir.
	 Mogthrasir reassured her, “Remember, you have the 
expertise to weave their destiny. They wield incredible power, 
so they may be our most valuable asset.”
	 And then Mogthrasir turned to her Norns and ad-
dressed them all collectively, “All of the ambassadors are to 
return to Gimle regularly, so that we can discuss how we will 
weave the fate of all peoples.”

Ve
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see if the Norns would agree to his new terms. Before he could 
discuss them, he instructed his kinsmen to climb onto Yggdra-
sil and create two realms for the Alfar. Svartalfheim would be 
created for the Svart Alfar and Alfgard for the Lios Alfar. Apart, 
the Alfar would have no reason to fight and in turn they would 
not be able to mold reality. If the Norns were looking out for 
the Alfar’s best interest, they would agree to send their Alfar to 
these new realms. If they refused, it would confirm his suspi-
cions that the Norns were using the Alfar to further their plans 
of dominion. If anyone was going to dominate, it would be the 
Rime Jotuns over the Norns.
	 “What is on your mind Ymir?” asked Mogthrasir.
	 “My dearest Mogthrasir, I have great news. My giants 
have built two kingdoms for the Alfar. As you already know, the 

Lios hate the Svart and the Svart hate the Lios. I know that 
your intentions towards the Alfar are noble, and so I 

think that you will agree with my plan. I propose 
that we send the Alfar to their respective homes, 

in this way they could live in peace. They will 
have no need to fight if you send all of your Al-
far to their new kingdoms which hang upon 
Yggdrasil.” Ymir proposed with a wry smile.
	 The Rime Jotun king was vindicated when 

a sour expression crossed Mogthrasir’s fea-
tures.

	 “I assure you that the Alfar are at 
peace in our lands. There is no need for 
them to...” the Norn said when Ymir cut 
her off.
	 “Don’t take me for a fool Norn! 

You and I both know that nothing can reconcile the two tribes. 
You keep them at war for your own ends. I suspect that it won’t 
be long until I figure it out and when I do, we will develop the 
same tools which you use. Then you will feel the might and fury 
of the Rime Jotuns when we turn the tables on you and your 
kind.” Ymir bellowed.
	 Mogthrasir took a deep breath and calmed the fury in 
her breast. In a calm and icy tone, she delivered her last words 
to the Rime Jotun king, “Ymir, by your own words, you have 
ordained your own death. You could have lived happily as sec-
ond among immortals, instead you chose to doom all of your 
people. We have the loom which weaves the Tapestry of Fate... 
I fear that your thread is about to run out!”
	 After uttering the curse, the Norn matriarch spun on 
her heel and left the Rime Jotun hall forever.
	 Ymir would not be outdone. He summoned the Al-
far and began to work on his own loom.

	 Meanwhile in Ymir’s court, the Rime Jotun king dis-
covered the secret behind the Alfar. One fateful day, he invited 
both the Lios and Svart Alfar into his hall. He wished to better 
understand what the Norns were after.
	 Delling was the chieftain of the Lios Alfar and he was 
fair and shone as bright as the sun. His people were pale, with 
golden hair and fine features. Some embodied natural charac-
teristics such as wind and snow. His demeanour was aloof and 
he spoke his mind without consideration. 
	 Nar was the chieftain of the Svart Alfar. His body was 
bloated and stank of death. His hair was dark and mottled. His 
face snarled like that of an enraged beast. His subjects were 
also dark and disturbing. Most Svart Alfar displayed bestial 
characteristics, resembling those of wolves and boars. He ap-
peared to study his adversaries through his beady little eyes, 
speaking sweet words which dispelled suspicion.
	 The feast was civil for a short while, and 
then Delling and Nar began to argue. Their ver-
bal exchange quickly escalated to violence and 
the hall was gripped in pandemonium. Ymir 
smiled and looked at the bloodshed... he found 
it grossly entertaining. Then joy transformed 
into awe when the walls of his hall began to 
undulate and change before his very eyes. All 
around the battle, reality changed. The walls of 
the hall transformed from ice to bone and 
mountains erupted from gaping chasms 
which appeared on the floor. The ground 
shook and the wind howled as his hall was 
transformed into a valley of life and death. 
Grass had appeared upon the ice, and flowers bloomed next to 
mounds of flesh and bone. Every Rime Jotun in attendance was 
stunned at what they had just witnessed.
	 Ymir retired to rest within the Elivagar. There he re-
flected upon the day’s strange events. The Norns had the Lios 
Alfar, but they were missing the Svart Alfar. They had come to 
him in the hope of securing the Svart Alfar. Ymir had witnessed 
firsthand what both Alfar could create. From their strife arose 
a new creation. What if he could control this creation? What if 
the Norns had a means to control the creation?
	 Ymir slammed his fist down in anger. He had been 
tricked. And then he recalled his hesitation when his people 
began to venerate the Norns. He knew something was amiss, 
but at the time, he couldnnot place his finger upon it. The 
Norns had figured out how to use the strife of the Alfar in a way 
that would control him and his people. Ymir would have none 
of it!
	 In order to confirm his suspicions, he would have to 

Svartalfheim and Alfgard
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task. “Ymir is an immortal...” Vili replied. “He cannot be 
killed...” Ve lamented.
	 “I can show you how to do it. I weave your fate. I can 
reveal how you will take revenge on all of the Rime Jotuns for 
how they have treated the sons of Buri. I can do this because I 
am Norn.” Kyrmir stated.
	 The brothers took the bait. “What must we do? What 
will we do?” asked Odin. Among the three brothers, Odin was 
the eldest. He was also the most superstitious. He had a hun-
ger for knowledge and it fit well with what the Norns expected 
from the future leader of the Aesir gods.
	 “You will seek out the forgotten son. The Rime Jotun 
with no name. He is Bolthorn’s son and your mother’s broth-
er. He knows the nine spells that will make Ymir susceptible 
to your spears. You will learn the charms, cast them upon the 
Rime Jotun king, and then slay him.” Kyrmir explained the 

destiny.
	Odin was unsure of her powers, but her delivery 

inspired the brothers to courage. If the Norn’s 
prophesy were true, the brothers would seek her 

out whenever they needed her... or when the 
Norns needed the bothers.
	 They traveled through the Rime Jotun 
kingdom in disguise. They dressed as wan-
derers and appeared as vagrants so as to not 

arouse suspicion. They asked those whom 
they came across about the Rime Jotun with-

out a name. Eventually they managed to 
find the station. As they approached all 
sounds became faint and muffled. Every-
thing felt uncomfortably still and silent. 
The white walls of the tower stood in con-

trast to the black curtain billowing out of the window at the top 
of the structure.
	 The only entry would be through the window, and it 
was very high up. They were incredible gods, so they did not 
lose hope. They faced three trials. It was their fate to succeed, 
so they climbed the sheer wall despite the difficulties facing 
them. Once they reached the window, they were ambushed by 
a folded shadow. It was a shape-shifting shadow monster from 
Svartalfheim. It had taken the shape of a curtain in order to 
ambush any intruders. The gods overcame the guard and came 
face to face with the unnamed Rime Jotun. Since voices had 
been silenced in this prison, the prisoner had to scribe the 
charms upon the walls. By reading the walls, the gods learned 
the charms which were needed to slay Ymir.
	 Now it was time to kill the primordial ice giant. 

	 From a distance, Kyrmir watched the Aesir. She was 
the Norn assigned to them and hoped that they were worth the 
time and effort. Kyrmir sensed a darkness approaching. Ymir 
had dispatched Hrimgrimnir to hunt down Bestla and Bor. 
He was a terror in both mind and soul. So much so that even 
monsters fled when they heard that the six-headed giant was 
coming.
	  Hrimgrimnir had the same evil grin on his many fac-
es. The thoughts and fantasies of what he was going to do to 
the couple once he found them was absolutely delicious in his 
perverted mind. With every step in his hunt, the depravity in 
his imagination only grew. So when he found them, what he 
did to them was beyond words. After Hrimgrimnir got started, 
Bor and Bestla wished that death would come. It did, but only 
several days later.
	 When their children found them, Bor and Bestla 
were barely recognizable. Odin, Vili and Ve were furious 
and heart-broken. It was clear that their parents had 
been robbed of all dignity in their final moment. 
What was unclear to the brothers was who the 
perpetrator was. This is when Kyrmir ap-
proached them.
	 “Odin, Vili, Ve... I share your sor-
row at what has happened to your parents. 
My name is Kyrmir and I am a Norn. I am here 
to shepherd you through your darkest hours. 
I know who did this to your parents, and I will 
help you exact your revenge.” The Norn 
delivered her speech as instructed by 
Mogthrasir.
	 “Tell me Norn, who is respon-
sible for Bor and Bestla’s desecration and 
murder?” demanded Odin.
	 “His name is Hrimgrimnir, a six-headed giant whom 
Ymir begat in the Elivagar.” replied Kyrmir.
	 “Then he will die at our hands!” declared Vili.
	 “Know that he is a monstrous beast who follows his 
evil nature. Know that someone else is responsible for sending 
him like a hunting hound after your parents,” explained the 
Norn.
	 “Then name the one who is responsible and we will 
end them.” promised Ve.
	 “It is Ymir. His kinsmen call him Aurgelmir. He is 
the king of the Rime Jotun. He did not agree with your mother 
wedding an Aesir, so he sentenced both to death at Hrimgrim-
nir’s hands,” Kyrmir revealed to the brothers.

	 The hearts of the brothers sank at the impossible 

The Torrent of Blood

Bergelmir



61

	 Only two Jotuns survived the flood- Thrudgelmir 
and Grisla. They fled to Yggdrasil and made a home for them-
selves in a land they called Jotunheim. There they had a son 
whom they named Bergelmir. From him the Rime Jotuns would 
rise once more.

The brothers shed their disguises and allowed themselves to 
be captured. When they were brought forth before the Rime 
Jotun King, he said to them, “Finally, the Aesir children have 
found their rightful place at the foot of my throne. You will 
serve me as your parents did, or I will send you to Hrimgrimnir 
for punishment. Remember what he did to your parents. Serve 
me well and I will spare you from that fate.”
	 The brothers seethed in anger as they clutched their 
spears. “Ymir, today the sons of Buri have their vengeance. To-
day our spears tear your flesh.”
	 Ymir laughed. Their puny spears were no match for 
his thick icy skin. “Am I supposed to fear the fleas? Enough 
games, swear fealty to your king!” he demanded.
	 It was at that moment that Vili, Ve and Odin recited 
the charms they had learned at the station.
	 The first was recited by Vili, “I invoke the nine spires 
of Muspelheim to burst into flame so that they illuminate the 
firmament.”
	 The second was recited by Ve, “I call upon the maid-
ens of death. May the Valkyries come and serenade you with 
their funeral anthem.”
	 The third was recited by Odin, “I call the 
Eldr river to flow onto the rime. May it burn its way 
to the Elivagar.”
	 Ymir raised his eyebrows at the vows. 
These were not the vows he had commanded 
from them.
	 Then Vili spoke again, “May your 
blood boil and churn, eager to taste the tips of 
our spears.”
	 Then Ve spoke again, “I call upon the 
whetstones of Gimle to sharpen our spear 
points so they may tear your flesh.”
	 Then Odin spoke again, “I call 
upon the flames of Laevateinn. May its 
holy fires melt your hide.”
	 Ymir howled in anger as he realized what was go-
ing on. The charms were thinning his rime coated skin and 
watched as the three brothers pounced upon him.
	 Plunging his spear into Ymir’s body, Vili pronounced 
his last charm, “Your vile veins will pour forth a tidal wave that 
will drown your kin.”
	 Plunging his spear into Ymir’s body, Ve pronounced 
his last charm, “Your kingdom will fall and be swallowed by the 
great sea.”
	 Plunging his spear into Ymir’s body, Odin pro-
nounced his last charm, “The Aesir will be victorious and we 
will see you draw your last breath.”
	 From Ymir’s wounds poured out his life and blood. 
The crimson torrent was boiling due to the spoken charms and 
it was all consuming. It poured over Ymir’s kinsmen and across 
his whole kingdom. The Rime Jotuns drowned in the blood of 
their progenitor.

Odin
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the precious ore from the depths in order to sate their emo-
tional appetite.
	 Motsognir was the first one to meet the gods. He 
thanked them for their benevolence and promised that for re-
payment, his people would build them magnificent homes in 
Asgard. He was true to his word, and the gods were astounded 
at the talent the Dvergar possessed when it came to crafting 
and forging. When the Dvergar asked to live among the gods, 
the gods were horrified at the prospect and they refused, com-
manding the Dvergar to return to the depths.
	 When the sparks of Muspelheim flew into the skies 
above, the worlds within the great ocean received the light of 
day. When the sparks flew away from the ocean, the denizens 
of Yggdrasil had night. The Aesir gods desired to focus the 
light upon their realms, so they took Ymir’s skull and placed 
it up in the firmament above Asgard. They assigned four Dver-

gar to hold up the skull, and they named them: Austri, 
Vestri, Nordri, Sudri. The brains became the clouds 

and the skull captured the sparks emitted by Mus-
pelheim and they shed light and warmth upon 

Asgard and Midgard.
	 Midgard’s surface remained empty and the 
gods still wished to populate the land. Walk-
ing upon Midgard’s shores they took some 
driftwood. The pair of logs had none of Ymir’s 

taint, so they tried again. Odin bestowed the 
logs with the breath of life. Vili bestowed the 

logs with face, speech, hearing and sight. 
Ve bestowed the logs with consciousness 
and movement. The gods named the man 
Ask and the woman Embla. Then they al-
lowed Ask and Embla to populate Mid-

gard with their offspring.
	 With these wondrous creations the Aesir attracted 
the attentions of some powerful beings that lived upon Yggdra-
sil and the great ocean. Of them was a king named Fjorgyn. He 
came to visit the Aesir gods in Asgard and with him he brought 
his daughter Frigga. Frigga was a natural leader, possessing a 
keen mind, sound judgment and great empathy. He offered her 
as a bride to the sons of Bor. The Aesir allowed her to choose 
whom she wished, so she spent some time with each of the 
brothers, getting to know them.
	 After experiencing the courtship of each god, she 
chose the eldest to be her husband. Frigga and Odin were wed 
in a newly built hall they called Idavoll. There the Dvergar had 
constructed twelve thrones for the future high-council of the 
Aesir. Three additional central thrones were constructed 

	 The grandchildren of Buri stood upon Ymir’s corpse. 
Ymir and the Rime Jotuns had terrorized and subjugated most 
of the denizens who lived in the great sea. With Ymir defeated, 
the Aesir looked at how to fill that void. They were three sons, 
and would have to find suitable wives if they were going to cre-
ate a new and powerful dynasty.
	 In order to attract the very best to their clan, Odin, 
Vili and Ve would have to prove themselves as benevolent 
creators and rulers. From the chaos, they would have to cre-
ate their own kingdom. The sons of Bor looked upon Ymir’s 
corpse and saw the potential therein.
	 Odin, Vili and Ve took Ymir’s corpse and created a 
vast continent at the epicenter of the great ocean. His remain-
ing blood was used to create lakes and rivers. His bones and 
teeth became the rocks and mountains of this new land. They 
called this land Midgard.
	 Above Midgard they raised up a large moun-
tain, upon which they built their city. This city the 
brothers called Asgard. They also created a bridge 
that would lead to Asgard, it was made out of the 
rainbow and they called it Bifrost.
	  Beneath the surface of Midgard, the 
gods detected movement. When they went to 
investigate, they were shocked at what they 
found. Deep within Ymir’s corpse, maggots 
had made their home. They lived deep in the 
ground and feasted upon the rock and earth. 
The gods wished to populate Midgard’s 
surface, so they drew upon Ginnungagap 
and used Void magic. Ginnungagap was 
the emptiness around the worlds, and the 
Void magic was the energy which sought 
to fill the emptiness with ‘existence’. The gods had an innate 
talent to understand how Void magic worked. Vili, Odin, and 
Ve changed the maggots into beings capable of thought and 
imagination.
	 “We should create a people who resemble us.” sug-
gested Odin.
	 “Yes a people who will match the beauty and wonder 
of Midgard.” added Vili.
	 “A people who will work for us and venerate us” con-
cluded Ve.
	 When they applied their magic, they could not over-
turn the darkness that had infested the maggots after they had 
feasted upon the Rime Jotun King’s corpse. The creations 
resulted in the creation of the Dvergar. These dwarves were 
short and stunted folk. They were ugly and they shunned the 
light. They preferred to remain underground and they mined 

The Rise of the Aesir
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	 Odin departed to look for his fourth recruit. To keep 
the Aesir plans secret, the All Father traveled using the name 
Fjolnir. He was looking for someone who could act as a trusted 
messenger for the gods. Fjolnir came across a woman named 
Gna. He had difficulty catching her because she had a magical 
horse named Hofvarpnir which allowed her to ride across land, 
water and sky. She spoke clearly and moved with celerity and 
purpose. She would make a wonderful messenger for the gods.
	 The high council declared: “Gna, you will be the 
messenger of the gods. You will ensure that the Aesir are al-
ways informed of the latest news, wherever they may be. You 
will be the goddess of emissaries and messengers.”
	 Odin departed to look for his fifth recruit. To keep 
the Aesir plans secret, the All Father traveled using the name 
Oski. He was looking for someone who could act as a prophet 
for the gods. Oski came across a giant named Mimir. Oski had 
to overcome his animosity for the Jotuns before approaching 
Mimir. He then asked Mimir if he could glimpse at the Tapestry 
of Fate woven by the Norns. Mimir said yes, and Oski offered 
him a position with the Aesir.

	 The high council declared: “Mimir, you will be the 
prophet of the gods. Your visions will guide the Aesir 

to victory. You will be the god of seers and proph-
ets.”

	 Odin departed to look for his sixth recruit. 
To keep the Aesir plans secret, the All Father 
traveled using the name Omi. He was looking 
for someone who could protect the gods from 
harm. Omi came across an aged woman named 

Hlin. She had managed to keep several villages 
from curses, disease and famine. Through her 

wards and benevolence, Hlin had already 
established her own devoted followers, so 
it was easy for Omi to invite her to join the 
Aesir.
	 The high council declared: 

“Hlin, you will be the ward of the gods. Your protective spells 
and enchantments will keep sickness and curses at bay. You 
will be the goddess of healers and wardens.”
	 Odin departed to look for his seventh recruit. To 
keep the Aesir plans secret, the All Father traveled using the 
name Biflindi. He was looking for someone who possessed 
passion and verve, someone who could motivate the gods to 
reach even greater heights. Biflindi came across a man named 
Hoenir. He was a practitioner of Void magic much like Bor’s 
sons. He had created the wild and magnificent animals that 
roamed Midgard. Biflindi knew that this was the god who 
would have the inspiration that the Aesir required.
	 The high council declared: “Hoenir, you will be the 
spark of the gods. Your imagination, creativity and zeal will in-
spire others to greatness. You will be the god of craftsmen and 
artisans.”
	 Odin departed to look for his eighth recruit. To keep 
the Aesir plans secret, the All Father traveled using the name 

for Odin, Vili and Ve. Frigga and Odin settled into their home-
stead which they called Fensalir.
	 Unlike the Vanir who kept their membership closed 
to anyone but family, the Aesir saw the wisdom of a member-
ship which included the best and brightest Yggdrasil had to 
offer.
	 Many more great gods and goddesses were recruit-
ed into the Aesir clan. Some came seeking glory, while others 
were sought out and invited to join. Odin was the high-god 
and they all called him All Father. Wearing his dark blue wide 
brimmed hat and cloak, Odin traveled the realms using pseud-
onyms while looking for truly exceptional folk.
	 Odin departed to look for his first recruit. To keep 
the Aesir plans secret, the All Father traveled using the name 
Herran. He was looking for someone who would help him 
discover the most loyal recruits. Odin came across a woman 
named Vor. Vor was someone who could see into the hearts 
of gods, giants and men. She was a powerful being who could 
sense secrets which lived in the heart. The All Father wanted 
to avoid treachery from within, so he ensured that Vor vetted 
everyone who came to Asgard.
	 The high council declared: “Vor, you will 
look into the hearts of gods, giants and mankind. 
You will ensure that those who join us do not 
harbour any ill will towards the Aesir. You will 
be the goddess of secrets and discovery.”
	 Odin departed to look for his sec-
ond recruit. To keep the Aesir plans secret, 
the All Father traveled using the name Nikar. 
He was looking for someone who could as-
sist Frigga with her day-to-day management 
of Asgard. Odin came across a woman 
named Fulla. She appeared to Nikar as a 
vibrant young woman, bristling with en-
ergy. Her abilities to anticipate what was 
needed made her a perfect candidate to 
be his wife’s assistant.
	 The high council declared: “Fulla, you will be Frig-
ga’s handmaiden. You will ensure that Asgard runs smoothly 
and efficiently. You will be the goddess of those who help great 
leaders.”
	 Odin departed to look for his third recruit. To keep 
the Aesir plans secret, the All Father traveled using the name 
Nikud. He was looking for someone who could guard Asgard 
against invasions. Nikud came across a man named Heimdall. 
He was born from nine women and his skills made him the per-
fect guardian. He could hear grass grow and could see for hun-
dreds of leagues, even in darkness. He needed little sleep and 
his hearing was unsurpassed. This would make him the ideal 
candidate to guard the Bifrost Bridge.
	 The high council declared: “Heimdall, you will 

be the sentinel of the gods. You will ensure that Asgard is 
warned if any hostile armies approach. You will be the 

god of watchmen and guards.”

Motsognir
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	 The high council declared: “Tyr, we look forward to 
your training. You will make us into fierce and disciplined war-
riors. You will be the god of the sky and of war.”
	 Odin departed to look for his twelfth recruit. To 
keep the Aesir plans secret, the All Father traveled using the 
name Fimbultyr. When a wedding took place, the gods would 
be invoked to bind the union vows. He knew that the Aesir 
needed someone to oversee wedding vows. Fimbultyr came 
across a woman named Lofn. She had been sought out in Mid-
gard when royalty wished to wed. When the union was fruitful, 
many fainings or offerings were made in her name. Those sac-
rifices filled her hall with riches. Fimbultyr wished to possess 
her and her wealth.
	 The high council declared: “Lefn, you will perform 
the unions for the gods. Your blessings will be upon all those 
who proclaim their vows whilst invoking your sacred name. 
You will be the goddess of marriage and vows.”
	 Odin departed to look for his thirteenth recruit. To 
keep the Aesir plans secret, the All Father traveled using the 
name Fjorgynn. The Aesir would be an aggressive clan of war-

riors. War would lead to wounds and they would need a 
healer. Fjorgynn came across a woman named Eir. 

She had mended the wounds of those who had 
fought in the last war against the Alsvartr and 

the serpentine host. She had a very good rep-
utation was known as a great healer among 
gods and Jotuns. She had very childlike fea-
tures, full of innocence. Fjorgynn negotiated 
with her to make sure she would join the Aesir 

exclusively, because she insisted on healing all 
those who needed her aid. He managed to se-

cure her as a member of the high-coun-
cil.
	 The high council declared: “Eir, 
we welcome you among our ranks. Your 
unparalleled healing powers will be in-

valuable to the Aesir when we march to war. You will be the 
goddess of healing and vitality.”
	 Odin departed to look for his fourteenth and fif-
teenth recruits. To keep the Aesir plans secret, the All Father 
traveled using the name Bolverk. The Aesir would do what-
ever it took to win. For this reason, he needed goddesses of 
death and carnage. Bolverk came across a pair of sisters named 
Thorgerd and Irpa. They were ruthless spirits who would aid 
those who made the proper blood sacrifice. Bolverk performed 
an appropriate blot in order to gain audience with them. They 
could curse their foes and spread terror among the ranks. This 
is what Bolverk needed if the Aesir would be victorious. Prom-
ised blood, Thorgerd and Irpa agreed to join the Aesir.
	 The high council declared: “Thorgerd and Irpa, we 
fear and respect your power. Your magical terror will drive our 
foes to retreat and your curses will shroud their futures in 
darkness and despair. You will be the goddesses of hor-
ror and war.”

Svidar. He was looking for someone who led armies to great 
victories. Svidar came across a man named Lodur. He was a 
leader of men who had never lost in battle. Lodur was a great 
strategist that many kings had courted. He refused their offers 
and thought his talents unfit for the unworthy mortals and 
their petty quarrels. He was the general whom Svidar recruited 
to the Aesir.
	 The high council declared: “Lodur, you will lead the 
gods when they strike out to battle. Your cunning, keen mind 
and tactics will bring the Aesir to victory. You will be the god of 
Jarls, warlords and chieftains.”
	 Odin departed to look for his ninth recruit. To 
keep the Aesir plans secret, the All Father traveled using the 
name Svidrir. He was looking for someone to guide the gods 
in diplomacy, negotiation and etiquette. Svidrir came across 
a woman named Snotra. She was a broker of peace between 
kingdoms. She knew how to approach leaders. Snotra knew 
how to deescalate tensions. She was also a talented negotia-
tor. Her magical shoes allowed her to avoid fatigue while she 
trekked between kingdoms. The Aesir would need someone 
like her when war was not an option. Svidrir approached 
her and invited her to join his kinsmen.
	 The high council declared: “Snotra, your 
calm temperament and diplomacy will ensure 
peace for the Aesir. You will obtain what war-
riors will be unable to exact from our foes. You 
will be the goddess of merchants, negotiators 
and diplomats.”
	 Odin departed to look for his tenth 
recruit. To keep the Aesir plans secret, the All 
Father traveled using the name Vidrir. The Van-
ir were attracting followers because they 
had gods of fertility. In order to compete, 
he knew that a fertility goddess needed to 
be recruited. Vidrir came across a giant 
woman named Gefjun. She was a virgin 
who channeled her fertility into others and upon farmer fields. 
Many revered her and she already had a sizable and fervent base 
of worshipers. Supporting Gefjun’s efforts would mean that 
her followers would also come over to the Aesir.
	 The high council declared: “Gefjun, your powers 
that make wives fertile and lands verdant will be a great asset 
to the Aesir. You will be the goddess of fertility, farmers and 
wives.”
	 Odin departed to look for his eleventh recruit. To 
keep the Aesir plans secret, the All Father traveled using the 
name Ialg. They needed a war god and a master of the sky. Ialg 
came across a giant warrior named Tyr. He had a stallion that 
flew across the skies and this man’s mastery with the sword was 
second to none. The traits which impressed Ialg the most were 
Tyr’s bravery and sense of duty. He was the perfect soldier and 
the one who could shape the Aesir into fearsome adversaries 
upon the battlefield. This is why Ialg wished to have Tyr among 
his chosen.

Frigga
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the goddess of oaths and promises.”
	 Odin departed to look for his twentieth recruit. To 
keep the Aesir plans secret, the All Father traveled using the 
name Farmagnud. The Aesir tribunal was strong, but he want-
ed to make it even stronger. Farmagnud came across a woman 
named Syn. She could sense the innocence within a being. She 
would ensure that those who were unjustly accused would find 
vindication. At times, the Aesir could possibly be the aggres-
sors against the innocent, so it would be best to keep her on 
their side. He told her about Var position and Syn wished to 
work with her, so she eagerly joined the tribunal.
	 The high council declared: “Syn, you will identify 
the innocent and point out the guilty. You will be known as the 
goddess of innocence and truth.”
	 A great bard named Bragi spent many late nights in 
Asgard drinking with the gods. He prepared great feasts and 
brewed tasty mead and powerful ale. He never asked to join, 
nor was he offered a formal invitation by the Aesir gods. But 
the gods had such a great time with Bragi that they started to 
treat him like family. Many goddesses enjoyed helping him pre-

pare the delicacies he would serve at the feasts. They also 
picked up after him and did his work when Bragi had 

had too much to drink. The high council saw fit 
that he become the chronicler of the gods. He 

would be the one who would immortalize their 
rise to power through song and poetry.
	 The high council declared: “We cannot 
imagine an Asgard without your presence and 
fellowship. Bragi you will be known as the god 

of skalds and mead.”
	 Twelve gods and goddesses were elevat-

ed as ‘high-gods’, and they served on 
the high-council. Relating the names is 
pointless, because the members changed 
over time.
	 Odin had traveled the worlds so 

often, that among the Aesir he became known as The Wander-
er. He spent most of his time walking the worlds of Yggdrasil 
and acquiring important lore. Mankind was further improved 
because Hoenir granted them vitality and Lodur provided 
them with personality.
	 With the other gods and giants recovering from 
Ymir’s death and Nidhogg’s last assault, the Aesir made a name 
for themselves by creating Midgard and mankind. They solidi-
fied their dominance by answering the call of those in need and 
in turn they were venerated as benevolent gods. All eyes were 
on these new upstarts and their future plans for Yggdrasil.
	 The Norn Kyrmir was present while the Aesir tribe 
grew. Hval was watching the Vanir gods and the Norn known 
as Vigglod was assigned to watch over the fledgling Dvergar 
kingdom. In this way, the Norns worked the gods and Dvergar 
into the Tapestry of Fate.

	 Odin departed to look for his sixteenth recruit. To 
keep the Aesir plans secret, the All Father traveled using the 
name Sigdir. The Aesir began to raid and with every victory 
on and off the battlefield their war chest grew. Sigdir came 
across a woman named Saga. She was an expert when it came 
to wealth. She could help them manage their riches. She might 
also teach them how to use their gold to gain power and influ-
ence throughout the realms.
	 The high council declared: “Saga, you will be our 
treasurer. You will count our wealth and you will show us how 
to invest it so as to secure glory for our tribe. You will be the 
goddess of wealth and influence.”
	 Odin departed to look for his seventeenth recruit. To 
keep the Aesir plans secret, the All Father traveled using the 
name Vegtam. The All Father realized that he was often away 
from Asgard. While away he needed a right hand to manage 
the gods. Vegtam came across a man named Mithotyn. He was 
a natural leader who knew how to read people. Mithotyn was 
in agreement that he would be second-in-command and would 
rule when Odin was away. His vision aligned in many ways with 
the All Father, but he did have his own ideas as well.
	 The high council declared: “Mithotyn, you 
will be the All Father’s right-hand. When he is 
away, you will rule the Aesir. You will be the god 
of kings.”
	 Odin departed to look for his eigh-
teenth recruit. To keep the Aesir plans secret, 
the All Father traveled using the name Tveggi. 
The Aesir spent time attacking other gods and 
giants, leaving the realm of Midgard unprotect-
ed. They required someone to be the shepherd 
of mankind. Tveggi came across a man 
named Hod. In fact, this man was already 
on his way to Asgard. He had heard about 
the creation of mankind and its denizens 
and he wanted to learn more about these 
people. He desired to watch them grow into their own and so 
he accepted Tveggi’s invitation.
	 The high council declared: “Hod, you will become 
the steward of mankind. Your role will be to ensure that Mid-
gard prospers under your vigilant eyes. You will be known as 
the god of mankind and their leaders.”
	 Odin departed to look for his nineteenth recruit. To 
keep the Aesir plans secret, the All Father traveled using the 
name Ennibratt. A strong clan of gods would be measured by 
their ability to keep their oaths. Ennibratt came across a woman 
named Var. She had the uncanny power to detect oath-break-
ers. In order to punish them she had a subtle yet painful ap-
proach which would ensure that they would not go astray in the 
future. Ennibratt explained that she would be the first of a team 
of judges and legislators who would enact the laws for the gods. 

This was an important role so Var accepted.
	 The high council declared: “Var, you will raise the 

ethical standard among the Aesir. You will be known as 

Vor
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dominance over all of the worlds. They will be the strongest 
and wisest in their dominions. They will make the Norfi clan 
legendary.
	 Norfi was unsure of what Nott had in mind. No one 
did, nor did they see it coming. Her plans had been developing 
since the dawn of time and they would change Yggdrasil forev-
er.
	 Where she walked, darkness fell and it first fell in 
Svartalfheim. The realm became eerily beautiful and frightful. 
Plants and animals that came alive in darkness were woven into 
the realm. Terrors lurked around every corner and lived within 
every shadow, so that one may be glad when Nott had passed. 
Distances in the realm were difficult to comprehend for those 
who were not natives of the umbra. Light was chaotic and un-

predictable and anything caught in the penumbra would 
be impossible to touch.

	 Darkness longed for light, so Nott did the 
unthinkable and went to visit Alfgard. She took 

her steed Hrimfaxi who would ensure that the 
Lios Alfar could not catch her. When she en-
tered the realm, she was disappointed with 
what she saw.
	 “Delling” she shouted. “Delling, come 

here and greet your guest!” Lios Alfar scram-
bled in surprise when they witnessed the dark-

ness invade their land.
	 The brilliance of a thousand suns 
rose into the air. Delling in his luminous 
glory came to greet his visitor. “Who 
are you? How dare you come into the 

realm of light?” he demanded.
	 Nott had to squint to look upon the prince of the Lios 
Alfar. “You call this a home fit for your people?” Nott said ac-
cusingly, “Just look at this place. The Jotuns had no idea what 
they were doing when they made our homes. At least now mine 
is in order... but yours....” she shook her head in disgust.
	 The Lios Alfar regrouped and drew their weapons, 
but Delling raised his hand and commanded them to remain 
peaceful. “What would you have me do? This is what we have 
upon the branches of the great ash.”
	 “Look into my kingdom and see how my subjects rel-
ish the night in Svartalfheim. I expect you to offer your people 
a real home. I expect your soldiers with high morale when our 
armies meet once more upon the battlefield.”
	 Delling felt a mix of fear and excitement from Nott’s 
alluring presence. “You should stay a while, perhaps we can 
discuss this further.” suggested Delling. His subjects were 

	 Norfi was a Svart Alfar who rose to notoriety through 
his progeny. The Svart Alfar watched as the Lios Alfar learned 
to adopt the shape of the denizens who lived upon Yggdrasil. 
Norvi watched Fornjot and his children and he desired to ex-
perience life outside the Crucible of Life. He emerged far in 
the west, where the darkness of Niflheim met the great ocean. 
He wandered through the rime, and looked upon the figures 
trapped within. Gods, serpents and giants were frozen in a 
moment of beautiful violence. As he walked his body took the 
form of a dark and venerable Jotun.
	 Norfi wandered through Svartalfheim and felt that it 
did not truly feel like home. The Jotuns had tried to carve out a 
homeland for the Svart Alfar, but they did not understand what 
made their essence sing with joy.
	 Then Norfi looked into Niflheim, the stillness of 
the night was beautiful to behold and the creatures 
that hid in the darkness stirred his imagination. He 
wished to capture that moment and hold it for 
eternity, to take that serene terror and trans-
plant it to Svartalfheim. Norfi closed his eyes 
and imagined a young woman who would rule 
over the kingdom of shadows and the denizens 
of darkness. When he opened his eyes, he 
looked down upon Nott.
	 His daughter was beautiful. Nott’s skin 
danced with shadows and her black hair 
drank the light around her. Her lips were 
malevolent and her touch was icy cold. 
She would be the harbinger of darkness 
that his kind desired. She would mold the 
realm into a home.
	 Nott was born with the wisdom of the ages. She had 
been around for a long time before taking physical form. Dark-
ness was Ginnungagap and the Void was darkness. Nott had 
been a witness to Glamr and the Alsvartr. She had watched as 
Galligarm grew and she had looked on when it had fallen into 
the great ocean.
	 “Daughter,” Norfi greeted his progeny “welcome to 
our realm Svartalfheim. We will make it our home and our chil-
dren will rule supreme.”
	 “Father,” Nott replied “I will make this realm our 
home, and I will bring the night wherever I go... but know 
this- our dominion will not end at the borders of the Svart Alfar 
realm...”
	 Norfi raised his bushy eyebrows in surprise and an-

ticipation.
	 “I will give birth to children who will complete our 

Nott and Her Children
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together. Discussions gave way to more intimate moments so 
that when Nott finally left, she was with child. During her stay 
with Naglfari, she showed him how to use various parts of a 
corpse in his ritual magic.
	  When Nott was ready to give birth she travelled to 
Nidavellir. It was the realm beneath the earth. Nidavellir was 
the kingdom of the Dvergar and she visited Mogthrasir’s hall 

within Ymir’s bowels. The son that was born to her re-
ceived the name of Aud. He was lithe yet powerful. 

Nott left him to be fostered by the Dvergar and he 
quickly gained great skill in the blacksmithing 

craft.
	 Then when he came of age, Nott came to 
visit him once more. “Aud, I want you to know 
your father’s name. It is Naglfari and he lives 
in Jotunheim. He is a powerful necromancer 

who has a deep hatred for the sons of Bor. I am 
proud of you Aud, because you have grown up 

to be a very talented blacksmith. You and 
your father must reunite. Together you 
will forge a ship that will strike immense 
fear into the hearts of the Aesir. Go and 
find your father, and together you will 

find great use for the toenails of the dead.”
	 When Aud had received sufficient training from the 
dwarven kingdom, he left to find his father. While visiting her 
son, Nott also visited a Dvergar prince named Annar. He was a 
handsome price by dwarven standards. The two became lovers 
and Nott became pregnant once more. All of the Svart Alfar’s 
plans were unfolding as she had liked. Given the talents of her 
previous children, the Dvergar were eager to see what the abil-
ities of her next child would be.

	 When Nott was ready to give birth she traveled to 
Asgard. There, in the golden city of the gods she 

gave birth to a small baby girl whom she named 
Jord. The child grew up very quickly and it be-

came very apparent that she had an affinity for 
earth and stone. The Aesir were pleased with 
her and by the All Father’s decree she was 
allowed to remain. In fact, Odin had heard of 
Nott’s accomplishments and he was eager to 

see the outcome of Jord.
	 When she came of age, both the Aesir and 

the Dvergar helped her build a hall in 
Asgard. Due to her love for the earth, 
her hall was made of precious stones and 
was carved into the mountain side. Odin 
spent a lot of time with the young wom-

an and eventually they conceived a child. Their first son they 
named Thor. He was short and stout like his mother and had 
the unshakable courage of the All Father. His eyes were fierce 
and his strength doubled each day. When he became a young 
man, he had the power to control storms. Odin was so im-

scratching their heads with confusion, perplexed at the cordial 
civility between Delling and Nott.
	 Nott did remain as a guest and the two spent time 
together. Discussions gave way to more intimate moments so 
that when Nott finally left, she was with child. Her presence in 
Alfgard also changed the dynamic between the Alfar for gener-
ations to come, and her days of shaking up Yggdrasil were just 
beginning.
	 When Nott was ready to give birth she trav-
eled to Midgard. There atop a high mountain, she 
gave birth to a beautiful and radiant boy whom 
she named Dag. Just as his mother brought the 
night, his appearance ushered in the day. Ev-
ery animal and plant upon Midgard rejoiced at 
his presence. Birds became his heralds, sing-
ing ahead of his arrival. Farmers were glad as 
their crops prospered under his illumination.
	 Nott loved her son, and Dag loved his 
mother, but their natures drove them to 
live apart. So when Dag came of age, he 
traveled the realms, starting in the east 
and ending his journey in the west. His 
mother followed at a distance, and she fol-
lowed his footsteps.
	 When Nott began her travels over Jotunheim, she at-
tracted the attention of a man named Naglfari. He had seen her 
son pass and Naglfari was intrigued by this mysterious woman. 
He gathered gifts and he prepared a feast in her honour. She 
did not refuse his hospitality and they feasted into the night.
	 Naglfari showered his guest with platitudes “Nott, I 
am deeply impressed with you. Your rule in Svartalfheim has 
made the denizens of Yggdrasil take note of your people. They 
speak in hushed tones, but they are respectful and fear-
ful of the Svart Alfar. Then your courtship of Delling 
is the subject of many discussions among kings. 
They are awestruck by your ability to make peace 
between a people who only knew war. Lastly 
your son has brought great joy throughout the 
realms which hang upon Yggdrasil. You are a 
woman of many talents.” He hoped to secure 
Nott as a wife.
	 Nott returned the compliments “Na-
glfari, you are a hospitable host. Your impressive 
gifts and bountiful feast humble me. You 
come from a people who were almost 
driven to extinction by the sons of Bor. 
Yet, the Rime Jotuns have recovered from 
their near-annihilation. Under Bergel-
mir’s rule, you have prospered and you have conquered and 
claimed Jotunheim as your new homeland. Among your people 
you are well known as a master of magic, possessing a deep un-
derstanding of the dead, a necromancer of renown.”
	 Nott did remain as a guest and the two spent time 
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pressed with his son Thor that he and Jord had another child. 
This son they named Meili. Meili was of similar build to Thor, 
but his features and demeanor were softer. He had an affinity 
for a farmer’s life and the crops he planted and cared for grew 
verdant and bountiful. His talents with crops ensured that the 
Aesir gods would never go hungry.
	 Nott was pleased with her children and grandchil-
dren. She smiled and thought to herself, “The seeds of chaos 
have been planted and the age of the Svart Alfar begins”. Hur-
rying atop Hrimfaxi she rode hard and fast in order to catch up 
to Dag. When the light wanes, everyone knows that night is 
coming. 
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sons as well as his cauldron, Vidfinn capitulated. Saeg was his 
prized possession because it was the greatest item he and his 
sons had ever crafted. Any magic around it would be amplified 
by this remarkable artifact. This artifact also made spirits and 
souls more active when the cauldron’s light shone upon them.
	 Then the All Father told Mani, “You will be the 
moon of the night. You will follow your brother Sol, and when 
his light leaves the land, you will ensure that the land receives 
Saeg’s light. Your horses will never tire and your chariot will 
never fail you.”
	 This is how the All Father ensured that the gods, the 
Lios Alfar and mankind were bathed in the light of the sun and 
moon. Not everyone was happy with this arrangement. Deep 
in Jotunheim’s darkest forests lived a witch named Angrboda. 
In Jarnvid she raised vicious wolves named Iron Wood Wolves. 

They possessed mighty powers and there were two 
wolves that could fly through the sky.

	 “If we cannot have Sol and Mani in our 
skies then no one will!” Angrboda said omi-
nously, “Skoll! Hati! Fly into the heavens and 
devour Sol and Mani!”
	 Sol and Mani could outrun the wolves, 
but with every passing day the wolves inched 

closer to the sun and moon. It was only a mat-
ter of time until the pair would be devoured by 

the wolves. It is said that the Norns had 
prophesied that once the pair were no 
more, Ragnarok, the twilight of the gods 
would begin.
	 This was not the news the Aesir 

wished to hear, so they focused on happier thoughts. Many of 
the gods and goddesses married and had children. This was im-
portant because the gods were aging. They were aging faster 
than the Muspeli Jotuns and the Vanir. The next generation of 
children would ensure the supremacy of the Aesir gods.
	 Frigga had forgiven Odin for his marital indiscre-
tions with Jord. Together they had a handsome son whom they 
named Baldur. He had pearl white skin and was kind and con-
siderate. He also had a peaceful and humble soul, which set 
him apart from the other Aesir gods who preferred warfare and 
glory.
	 Frigga and Odin had another son right afterwards 
and they named him Hermod. He was a resourceful young boy. 
He had a good head on his shoulders and a sharp analytical 
mind. From a very young age they knew that they would not 
have to worry about Hermod taking care of himself.
	 The Aesir gods were aggressive and warlike- every-

	 Odin was very pleased with his children, but he was 
terribly annoyed at the chaotic nature of day and night. They 
could not predict when the day would come and even less still 
when night would arrive. In order to fix this, the All Father de-
creed that the Aesir would define the cycles of light and dark-
ness.
	 Odin invited a man named Mundilfaeri and his chil-
dren to Asgard. Mundilfaeri was a man who had displeased the 
All Father, and in return for the god sparing his life, Mundilfa-
eri owed him a debt. Odin was calling in the man’s debt.
	 “Mundilfaeri, you have two beautiful children. I am 
pleased to see Sol and Mani all grown up,” the All Father stat-
ed.
	  Mundilfaeri became nervous, sensing his children 
would play a part in his debt. He nervously replied, “Hail All 
Father, your words are too kind. How can I serve you? 
How can I, Mundilfaeri, repay my debt to you?”
	 “You my dear Mundilfaeri cannot do 
anything for me,” Odin said and then turned to 
the children, “You will give me your children. 
I will use them as I have used Austri, Vestri, 
Nordri and Sudri.” Then he dismissed the 
father and took the children to the edges of 
Muspelheim.
	 “Sol, you will be the light of the 
world.” Odin said as he captured a spark 
which flew out of the Muspeli Jotun 
world. “You will draw this bright spark 
across the sky. I will place the spark in 
this chariot which you will drive across 
the firmament. The names of your horses are Arvak and Als-
vinn. You will f ly over Asgard and give us eternal light. Your 
path will take you over Vanagard, Midgard and Alfgard, and 
your passing will provide those kingdoms with day, but also 
with night. The other realms are of no consequence and you 
will avoid them. The light of your spark will be the bane of both 
Dvergar and the trolls. They will turn to stone if you shine 
upon them.”
	 Then Odin took Mani to Nidavellir, the realm of the 
dwarves. He summoned a Dvergar named Vidfinn and said, 
“Where are your sons Bil and Hiuki? I need them to fetch the 
glowing magical cauldron you call Saeg.”
	 Just like Mundilfaeri, Vidfinn had wronged the high-
god. When someone angered the All Father, he would not kill 
them, but rather he would demand that a favour be granted at 
some future date. This allowed the high-god to call in favours 

whenever needed. So when Odin came and asked for his 
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one knew them by their fierce reputation. They asserted their 
dominance by attacking gods belonging to other pantheons. 
Glory and power would be achieved through conquest. Many 
pantheons fell as a result of the relentless Aesir assaults. The 
raids filled the Aesir coffers and Saga was kept busy counting 
the treasures. Sometimes the gods returned with trophies. Af-
ter obliterating rival gods to the far north, they returned with 
two captives. They were goddesses who were willing to join the 
conquerors instead of fighting to the death.
	 Sif was tall, slender and had incredible long golden 
hair. Sigyn was shorter, had a fiery attitude and shoulder length 
red hair which she wore braided.
	 Sif was the goddess of the harvest and she had eyes 
for Thor, but it was Meili who asked for her hand in marriage. 
She delayed her answer, hoping that Thor would ask her, but he 
did not. She accepted Meili’s proposal and they wed. Sigyn was 
her maid of honour. Their friendship remained strong even 
after the wedding. Meili was deeply in love with his new wife. 
He adored her hair and could listen to her voice all day long. 
Her words sounded like the chirping of a nightingale and Meili 
always smiled.
	 Soon Sif was with child, and they gave birth to a boy 
named Ull. Their son was his own man from a very early age. 
He was very athletic and was always wandering off to explore. 
In the winter, not even a blizzard could dampen his wanderlust. 
Eventually he took up the bow and while still a child, he became 
the best archer among the Aesir.
	 Not all of the gods remained in Asgard. Odin often 
wandered the worlds and Hod was particularly drawn to Mid-
gard. He was fascinated with mankind and their adventures. 
Despite being a god, he held them in incredibly high esteem- 
equals or maybe even higher than the gods. Humanity’s lifes-
pan was a fraction of an Aesir god’s, yet they managed to ac-
complish so much in the time allotted to them.
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father’s court worked hard to provide her with a sufficient 
amount of food. Seamstresses also worked hard to keep up 
with Neringa’s unnatural growth. Karvaitis tried to keep his 
daughter’s condition a secret, but word reached out to every 
part of his kingdom.
	 After the awe wore off, people were worried and 
fearful of such an heir to the kingdom. They did their best to 
protest Neringa’s presence, accusing her of being an evil witch 
or a bad omen for the kingdom. The protests grew until King 
Karvaitis could no longer ignore them. He addressed his peo-
ple, and told them to not to be fearful. He told them Neringa 
was a gift from the goddess Laima and Neringa would only 
prove to be a blessing upon the kingdom.
	 Soon the king was proven right. He built her a mag-

nificent hall upon the shores of the Baltic. Neringa 
would spend her days playing out in the surf. Every 

now and then she would see ships in distress, and 
so she went out to help them. She would make 

sure that anyone going to or from her father’s 
kingdom would have safe travels through the 
realm of the angry storm god Bangputys.
	 She was an exceptional girl. One day she 

ran faster than the sun. In the morning, Aus-
raine the goddess of dawn watched Neringa 

and Saule begin their race. She ran faster 
than the goddess Saule could cross the 
sky. That night Vakarine, the goddess 
of dusk watched Neringa arrive before 
Saule, so she proposed that Neringa race 

the god Menulis. Neringa and Menulis raced all night and she 
beat the moon god as well.
	 The spirits of the night were known as Laumes. They 
had an evil streak and were upset at how easily Neringa had 
beaten the sun goddess and the moon god. They visited the 
castle which belonged to Bangputys. They told him all about 
Neringa and her amazing feats.
	 When Neringa came of age, many princes came to 
see her father, asking for her hand in marriage. King Karvai-
tis knew his daughter, and knew that she was fiercely inde-
pendent, so he allowed her to choose whom she would mar-
ry. When all of the princes had assembled in her hall, she was 
humbled by how many desired her for a wife. Neringa received 
them with a banquet which honoured their presence. She de-
cided that since she had been born from fortune, her future 
husband would be decided by fortune. Neringa told the young 

	 Laima the Norn was very upset with the outcome 
with the Rime Jotuns. Fate and destiny should bring good for-
tune; instead her sorority had the blood of an entire race upon 
their hands. She refused to be a part of a sorority which used 
Svart Alfar Essence in weaving fate. In her view, fate should be 
benevolent.
	 The Norn of good fortune built her own alabaster 
loom. Using her design, it dispensed only happiness, love, and 
empathy. It was incapable of weaving anger, sorrow and jealou-
sy. She also shed her mantle of Norn, unable to reconcile her 
purpose with that of her former sorority. Instead she became 
the goddess of good fortune.
	 Laima blessed those she met, and word of her be-
nevolence spread throughout the land. Those who were hit 
upon by hard times would invoke her name when they 
needed aid. Whenever she could, Laima would in-
tercede for those who needed good fortune.
	 Laima fell in love with the nature 
around the Baltic Sea. There she claimed an is-
land dressed with a dark pine forest and upon 
it she built a shrine. The Alcis twins, gods of 
reindeer and nature came to visit. They left 
her beautiful gifts with which she decorated 
her hall.
	 One of her intercessions led to 
the birth of one of the most pivotal demi-
gods among the Baltic tribes. Upon the 
shores of the amber kingdoms lived a 
king named Karvaitis. His kingdom was 
known as Curonia and was situated on the south-eastern banks 
of the Baltic Sea. He had a vast kingdom, wealth and a beautiful 
wife, yet he was somber. He and the queen tried many times to 
have a child, but they could not conceive.
	 On a stormy day Karvaitis pushed his small sail boat 
out to sea and braved the violent waves of the Baltic in order 
to reach Laima’s shrine. On that day the storm god Bangpu-
tys was angry. There Karvaitis left her a sizeable offering of 
gold and amber and he beseeched her to bless his family with a 
child. Upon returning to his lands, he was pleasantly surprised 
to find his wife pregnant. The birds sang and the kingdom was 
overjoyed. Soon a beautiful daughter was born and they named 
her Neringa.

	 Neringa was an unusual baby. She grew visibly each 
day and after a few weeks she was a giant, towering over 

her parents. She had a voracious appetite and her 
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	 The waves came crashing into the Curoni-
an beaches. They swallowed all of the homes upon the 
coast. Seeing how a demi-god came to her aid, she knew that 
calling upon the high gods would waste precious time. Instead 
Neringa performed her own miracle, and became beloved by 
the people for all time.
	 She gathered the sands and she carried them out to 
sea. There she created a great dune which withstood the anger 
of the storm god. This great dune would be named the Curoni-
an spit and would forever shelter the kingdom from Bangputys.

princes that she would marry the one who could knock a cairn 
of rocks down by throwing a single rock.
	 The young men who partook in the bountiful feast 
Neringa had prepared for them felt revitalized. Each threw 
their rocks at the cairn hoping to knock it down. None of them 
had succeeded and they were discussing who would be next 
when a huge wet rock flew out of the sea, over their heads and 
shattered the cairn. Everyone looked astonished and gaped at 
the sea and looked upon the winning suitor- it was Bangputys!
	 The storm god rose up out of the ocean to claim 
his bride. He was terrifying to behold, having one face which 
whipped up the sea, another which brought the wind and rain. 
The violence of his wind, waves and downpour scattered all of 
the guests who were in attendance. Neringa yelled out in sur-
prise and anger.
	 “You were not an invited guest! Be gone storm god, 
your place is out at sea.” demanded Neringa.
	 “If you do not hold up your end of the bargain, I will 
drown your beloved Curonia. You will surrender or your peo-
ple will turn you over to me.” Bangputys bragged.
	 During the first week the rain was re-
lentless. It hammered Curonia and its citizens 
remained indoors. Neringa appealed to Anda-
jus, the god or creation and war, asking him to 
scatter the clouds.
	 “Andajus, high-god of creation, 
Neringa calls upon you! The Curonians call 
for your aid! You created the worlds and you 
watch over the warriors who invoke your name, 
come and scatter these clouds!” But her 
request remained unanswered.
	 Then Neringa called out to 
Perkunas, the god of thunder and storms, 
asking him to abate the deluge...
	 “Perkunas, god of thunder and storms, Neringa calls 
upon you!  The Curonians call for your aid! Your dominion 
over the rain brings bounty to the fields of Curonia, but now 
they flood our crops. Abate this inundation!” But her request 
remained unanswered.
	 Finally, she called out to Aitvaras, the dragon god of 
wealth and sky, asking him to light the firmament with his fiery 
breath.
	 “Aitvaras, demi-god of treasures and the sky, Nerin-
ga offers you a chest of silver and amber. Come and claim your 
gift this night! When you come, light your way with your fiery 
tempest!” The clouds were scattered before the flying drag-
on’s fiery breath. He came for his treasure that night, and with 
his passing, the storm was dissipated.
	 Bangputys was furious that his first threat had been 
dismissed by Aitvaras. He manifested his second face and 
boomed, “Neringa, you have snubbed me as your husband! I 
will bring the waves and they will submerge your kingdom be-
neath the Baltic Sea!”

Neringa



80



81

souls, many different species, but none registered as a frost 
giant. There were giant wolves, trolls, ettins, mushroom folk, 
faeries and snakes- all with an affinity for darkness and cold.
	 Defeated, Odin returned up Yggdrasil’s root and 
came upon a giant tending a well. The giant had Rime Jotun 
features but did not appear to be a child of Ymir.
	 “Hail keeper of the well. What is your name and 
where do you come from?” asked the Aesir god.
	 “My name is Mimir and I know who you are All Fa-
ther. I lived in Jotunheim for a time, but now I tend my well 
upon the root of the world tree.” replied the giant.
	 “Where are the Rime Jotuns? I walked throughout 
Jotunheim and could not find any trace left behind by Ymir’s 
children.” Odin questioned the giant.
	 “You lack wisdom Odin. The Rime Jotuns are there, 
but they appear to you as mountains and trees. They are 
learned in the magic of the cosmic tree; they know how to use 
the runes. Chieftain of the gods, it appears that you do not.” 
Mimir explained.
	 “What must I do to obtain the wisdom required to 
understand the magic of the runes?” the god asked of the gi-
ant, annoyance clear in his voice. Odin always sought wisdom 
and knowledge. Discovering that others had information he 
lacked annoyed the Aesir to no end.
	 “I will bestow you a drink from my well of wisdom 
if you pay the price. Then with this knowledge you will finally 
understand runic magic.” Mimir promised.
	 “What is the cost?” barked Odin.
	 “You must leave your right eye as an offering for my 
services. Just place it in the waters of the well.” Mimir said with 
a smile.
	 “My eye?!” shouted the god in obvious indignation. 
“Do you know who I am?” he demanded that the giant ac-
knowledge his superiority.
	 Mimir looked unshaken by the god’s anger; instead 
he shook his head and said, “Not everything can be obtained 
through violence. Sometimes power comes to those who sur-
render to the greater truth. If you would drink from my well 
without paying the cost, you would not receive the magic of its 
water.”
	 The All Father considered the merit of the giant’s 
words. With a grunt he reached up and plucked his eye out. 
His face contorted in a mixture of both pain and anger, Odin 
looked at Mimir with his one good eye and dropped the bloody 
sphere into the waters. “Give me the drink you now owe me,” 
the All Father said in a flat tone, refusing to let pain enter his 
voice.

	 Odin was very concerned about the Rime Jotun sur-
vivors when he received news that they had carved out a new 
realm for themselves under one of Yggdrasil’s roots. The Rime 
Jotuns had chosen this place because it was far from Asgard, 
close to the cold and darkness of Niflheim and perhaps most 
importantly Nidhogg would prove to be an effective deterrent. 
Odin had brought his Aesir council up to speed on the history 
of Ymir and his progeny, but none expressed the concern that 
Odin, Vili and Ve felt.
	 The sons of Bor were on a mission to find the Rime 
Jotuns. It was time to end them once and for all. Vili went to 
the uppermost boughs of Yggdrasil in search of Jotunheim. 
Ve looked for Jotunheim in Midgard’s surroundings and Odin 
went to look for the Rime Jotun realm upon the roots of Ygg-
drasil.
	 On his journey, Odin came face to face with the 
horror that lurked in Hvergelmir. He had received bits of lore 
concerning the wars between the Muspeli Jotuns and the lone 
Alsvartr. He took the news seriously, but when he witnessed 
the dread of Hvergelmir, the All Father’s trepidation escalated. 
This was a part of Yggdrasil he knew little about, and the dan-
ger associated to learning more was plainly evident.
	 What perturbed Odin most of all was the incessant 
wailing of souls as he approached Niflheim. Those who died 
were drawn to Niflheim by the great dragon’s breath. Nidhogg 
feasted on the eternal essence that mankind gave up when they 
died. It was an unpleasant fate and it was clear that the soul de-
vourer grew stronger with each meal.
	 Finally, Odin found his way to Jotunheim. It was a 
dark and frigid world. All was shrouded in snow and shadow. 
It was a large world, and everything was giant sized. A tree in 
Asgard or Midgard may reach one hundred feet into the air, 
but in Jotunheim the trees were a mile tall. Perhaps the most 
peculiar thing to Odin was that the vegetation and wild life in 
Jotunheim was perfectly attuned to grow and thrive in the pre-
ternatural darkness and cold.
	 It was clear that this was the new homeland of Ymir’s 
children, no other world would have been as suitable, but the 
All Father could find no trace of the Rime Jotuns. No matter 
how far he travelled, the landscape was devoid of villages or set-
tlements. He was clearly being fooled by Bergelmir’s people, 
although he knew not how they managed to hide from his sight. 
Odin was well versed in Seith magic. It was an art mostly prac-
ticed by women because the arcane effects would be subtle and 
underhanded. Most men found it beneath them to use such an 
indirect form of harm. This is the magic that would reveal the 
world of souls to the All Father, yet the world seemed alive with 
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his skin. He hung for a seventh night, his head pounding with 
unending pain. He heard the distant sounds of Dvergar ham-
mers smashing into anvils down in the bowels of Nidavellir. He 
hung for an eight night and everywhere he looked he saw night-
mares. Veritable terrors were streaming out of Svartalfheim 
and infesting the dreams of gods, giants and men. He hung 
there for a ninth night, and he had gone numb, he no longer felt 
his own body. Death was coming for Odin; he saw himself de-
scending into Niflheim. And then he saw them... the runes! He 
screamed and but only weak croak escaped his parched lips. He 
reached down with all of his remaining might... and he seized 
them!
	 The rope snapped, and Odin fell painfully on his 
head. Looking up with tired eyes he caught sight of a squir-
rel. It must have chewed Odin’s Noose. Through hazy eyes he 
tried to grab it, but it laughed at him and scampered off into the 
darkness.
	 Returning on unsteady legs, Odin found his way to 
Asgard. He knew how to use the runes to cast various charms. 
He also knew how to scribe them onto wood with his own 
blood, creating a powerful divination tool. He had also learned 
how to etch them into swords and armour so as to bolster their 
might in combat.
	 The Aesir rushed to his aid when they saw him enter-
ing the golden city. They nursed him back to health, but before 
he had fully recovered he insisted on convening the council. 
He had to share the news with his kin.
	 “Careful old man, you’ll break if you get up too 
quickly” Ve chided his brother. Odin smirked, his old self re-
turning.
	 “What happened to your eye?” demanded his wife 
Frigga.
	 “That useless thing, the one I didn’t need?” Odin 
said with a wink, not sure if he could wink without an eyeball, 
“Now I can see clearer than ever before.”
	 The Aesir were glad to have Odin back, even if he 
was not whole. “Heimdall!” Odin called. The guardian pushed 
through the crowd, “Yes All Father?” he answered.
	 “I have a gift for you. Reach into my traveling bag, 
there you’ll find a horn called Gjallarhorn. Think of it as a gift 
from our enemies. When you see them, I want you to blow it in 
order to give us the warning,” Odin explained.
	 Then he stood with the help of Vili and Ve and in-
structed the twelve high-gods to come with him. “I will take 
you to a well that was created by the Norn named Urd. There 
we will hold counsel. Follow me across Bifrost.”
	 They took their horses because the route was long. 
They crossed many rivers and Odin was the first to play a prac-
tical joke on his son Thor. “Son, you are too big and heavy. 
You have your mother’s stone bones. I don’t want you to break 
these bridges.”
	 His son gaped at him. “What would you have me do 
father?” Thor asked.

	 “You have paid the price, so you shall have a drink 
from my well” stated Mimir as he took his horn, known as Gjal-
larhorn, and submerged it into the holy water. He raised the 
filled horn to Odin’s lips and instructed him to drink. Odin 
could not overcome his anger. He grabbed the horn from Mim-
ir’s hands and emptied it in one long drink.
	 The world around Odin began to waver much like on 
a night when one has had a good deal of mead. Visions filled his 
mind. The horn in his hands began to sound. It was a terrifying 
sound. This was the sound that was the harbinger of war. Odin 
knew that he must keep this horn. Gjallarhorn would be use-
ful when his people would go to war. He tucked Mimir’s horn 
away as the visions intensified. There was a well... carved in 
alabaster. From there life emerged, and the vapours guided all 
of creation. Then he viewed the runes. He would have to hum-
ble himself... to sacrifice himself to the cosmic tree. The runes 
only came to those who listened with patience and humility.
	 When the visions ended, Odin thanked Mimir for his 
gift. The All Father assured the giant that he would return to 
consult him in matters requiring great insight and wisdom. Re-
gardless of Mimir’s paternal roots, he would be an invaluable 
tool.
	 It was time to convene the Aesir high-council, but 
before he did he had one other task. He had been away from 
Asgard a while, but this could not wait. He took a consecrat-
ed spear and a rope he called Odin’s Noose. With them he 
traveled to the highest boughs of Yggdrasil. The great eagle’s 
glance measured the All Father. Odin caressed the world tree’s 
bark and resigned himself to its fate.
	 The Aesir god tied one end of the rope around 
the sturdy branch and the other end around his ankles. He 
dropped himself off the branch so that he hung upside down, 
the blood rushing to his head. He hung there swaying in the 
wind, surrendering to Yggdrasil. He listened to the rustling of 
the leaves, the creaking of the wood and the distant clamour of 
the realms which hung upon the branches.
	 Seizing his spear, Odin pierced his side. Blood 
poured out of the wound and the god gritted his teeth to keep 
from crying out. He continued to hang throughout the night, 
his life-force slowly draining out of him. He heard voices, per-
haps his fellow Aesir coming to comfort him, but he was unsure 
if they were real or not. He hung there for a second night, and 
his fingers went limp and the spear fell. He heard the sound 
of the Vanir gods plotting to overthrow Asgard. He hung for a 
third night, hoping that the runes would come to him. He saw 
the bright lights of Alfgard, as the elves built their city of silver 
and light. He hung for a fourth night, listening intently. His 
creation, mankind was expanding their reach beyond the In-
finite Ocean. He hung for a fifth night, his mouth was dry and 
his stomach empty. A cold came over him as he witnessed the 
Rime Jotuns marching out of Jotunheim. He hung for a sixth 

night, and his wound burned with an infection. A sweat and 
a heat overtook Odin as Muspelheim’s fires reflected on 
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	 “I think you will have to wade through the rivers. I 
see no other way.” Odin said flashing a smile to the other high-
gods who chuckled at the jest.
	 This is why Thor came to the high council all wet 
and haggard. This went on for years, and the other high-gods 
laughed every time. At this first council at Urd’s Well, Odin 
showed the other gods how he would use the runes to reveal 
the Rime Jotuns in Jotunheim. In this arena, Vili, Ve and Odin 
stirred up strong emotions in the other gods, so that their an-
ger was stoked to the same intensity as the emotions held in the 
hearts of Bor’s sons.



84

people. Because he possessed supernatural blood, his rule 
ushered in an age of plenty. Abundant crops, happiness, peace 
and prosperity were the cornerstones of his rule. Collectively, 
this lineage soon became known as the Yngling dynasty.
	 The All-Father watched Frey’s achievements and 
perceived them as a grave threat. Mankind was created by and 
for the Aesir. He had no desire to have Midgard polluted by the 
doctrines prescribed by another pantheon of gods. He had to 
undo what Frey had done, and in order to do so, he had to trav-
el incognito. He assumed a fictional persona and took other 
names when he visited Midgard. Odin made sure that his blood 
would be mixed into that of the Yngling as he courted their de-
scendants.
	 The All Father was not content on sharing a leg-
endary lineage... he wished to create his own. Odin seduced 
a woman named Fala and they had a son whom they named 
Sigi. The All Father underestimated the time and investment 
required to ensure that his son was successful. He believed that 
Sigi’s demi-god blood would be sufficient to create a lasting 
dynasty, so Odin moved on, returning occasionally to check on 
his son’s progress.
	 When Sigi was a young man he left Fala’s homestead 
and went traveling. He ended up working in King Skadi’s 
court. Since Sigi had no way to assert and  prove his lineage, 
he was relegated to menial tasks. He worked among the slaves 
and was paired with a thrall named Bredi. They were sent out 
to hunt game and when Bredi was more successful than Sigi, 
the demi-god murdered him in jealous anger and indignation. 
When word of this foul deed reached King Skadi, Sigi was 
forced to flee as an outlaw. It was fortunate then, for Sigi, that 
Odin came around at this moment and they both escaped the 
king’s wrath.
	 These events proved that possessing godly blood was 
not an assurance of success. The All Father realized that he 
would have to be a present in his son’s life in order to train and 
guide him. They fled to Hunaland and together they forged 
a fleet of warriors who began raiding distant lands. Under 
Odin’s tutelage they became very successful and Sigi was able 
to become king of Hunaland through bribes and political in-
trigue. The current rulers of the land were disparate Jarls who 
could never work together. The strongest Jarl was named Johan 
and he had a daughter named Laurin whom he married off to 
Sigi in order to raise the status of his petty kingdom.
	 Sigi and Laurin had a son whom they named Rerir. 
He was a very strong and independent boy who began hunting 

	 The Norns Skald, Verdandi and Urd followed Lai-
ma’s exodus from the Norn sorority in Gimle. They did not 
agree with her entirely, but they wanted to be less heavy-hand-
ed when dolling out ill fortune... especially since they were 
mandated to oversee the lowly denizens of Midgard. They were 
fragile. They had a short lifespan in relation to the immortal 
races of giants and gods. Their world was always in turmoil 
as they warred with one another for the few bountiful lands in 
Midgard. They also faced constant incursions from the deni-
zens beyond the great ocean, which they called Outer-Mid-
gard.
	 These three renegade Norns visited every birth in 
Midgard and wove the babies into the Tapestry of Fate. They 
had resistance from Mogthrasir, but forgiveness was a strong 
virtue among the Norns. They always put their own kind be-
fore anyone else. Besides, the Norns had plans to bring Laima, 
Skuld, Verdandi and Urd back to the sorority.
	 Hod watched Midgard as well as the people who 
left its confines and traveled to Outer-Midgard. They were 
Vikings, master of the seas. Their long-ships allowed them 
to travel quickly across the vast expanses of the great ocean. 
Just as the Aesir gods raided the immortal realms of the other 
pantheons, the Northmen of Midgard went viking. When raids 
were impossible, they found a middle-ground and traded with 
the foreigners.
	 Mankind proved to be talented and resourceful. 
While they had only a few short decades of life, they made the 
most of it. They lived life to its fullest. The sons and daughters 
of Ask and Embla knew how to laugh, cry, love, sing songs, and 
learn from their mistakes. This was in big part to Hoenir and 
Lodur instilling passion and logic into mankind. Their bril-
liance attracted the attention of various gods and giants. Ge-
fjun, Odin, Frey and Loki were the divinities who were most 
fascinated by the people of Midgard. Hod would invite young 
Baldur to come and watch from afar.
	 Frey fell in love with a human woman who lived in 
Midgard. Her name was Gerda and she was an outstanding 
woman- smart, beautiful and possessed of a keen sense of hu-
mour. When Frey went to court her, he did not want to scare 
Gerda by presenting himself as a Vanir god, so instead, he ap-
proached her under the guise of a mortal man named Yngvi. 
They wed and created their home in Uppsala. This town was 
erected as the seat of power for Frey’s kingdom of Svealand. 

When they had their first born son, they named him Fjol-
nir. Frey trained him to be a just and fair ruler of his 
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	 Odin had more children with mortal wom-
en. He had learned from his mistakes with the Volsungs 
which he did not repeat with his half-mortal son Skjold. He 
spent time with Skjold in southern Midgard, teaching his son 
how to rule the kingdom of Jutland.
	 The Aesir Gefjun was also forging her own dynasty 
in Midgard... a dynasty of a different sort. The goddess went to 
meet a prominent and wealthy king named Gylfi. He ruled the 
kingdom of Svealand which was between the western lands and 
the Baltic Sea. His kingdom was at the epicenter of the trade 
routes between east and west. While trade was good, farming 
was poor in this arid land. Gefjun offered to fix his problems in 
exchange for land within his vast kingdom. She was interested 
in the lands which were narrowest between the seas. The king 
accepted the terms and Gefjun made his lands fertile and full of 
bounty.
	 Then she traveled to Nidavellir, the kingdom of the 
Dvergar, and there she commissioned the creation of a great 
plough. While they worked on the massive device, she trav-

eled to Jotunheim. There she seduced a Jotun named 
Kalf and he offered her a precious jewel of immea-

surable worth if she would become his wife. She 
accepted and they had four mighty children: 
Fullang, Thjorr, Hardverk and Valdi. She told 
her husband she was taking their children to 
show them the world, but instead as soon as 
they were back in Midgard, she transformed 

her children into mighty oxen. She tethered 
them to the Dvergar made plough and she be-

gan to work her land. The oxen-pulled 
plough was so mighty it ripped the land-
scape apart. She created rivers, islands 
and lakes with this powerful tool.
	 Her new kingdom was called 

Zealand and she unified it to Juland when she married Odin’s 
son King Skjold. Gefjun affectionately called her husband 
Scyld and it is from that name that the legendary Scylding 
dynasty arose. This new kingdom overshadowed king Gylfi’s 
Svealand which was now cut off from Zealand by a massive trib-
utary which connected the great sea to the Baltic.
	 King Gylfi was amazed at what Gefjun had accom-
plished. To him her exploits were beyond comprehension. 
It was clear that the Aesir possessed mighty powers, beyond 
what mortals from Midgard could achieve. It is why one day 
he decided to travel to Asgard. He posed many questions and 
learned about those who had created mankind.

###
	 Following King Gylfi’s visit, more humans went to 
the realms of the immortals. Among them were several in-
quisitive individuals who redefined the boundaries of power 
between men and gods.
	 The first great magician was named Vilmeid. He 
came to Asgard as Saga’s guest. Vilmeid was a very re-

at an early age. Sigi was surprised to see how quickly his son 
surpassed him in skill and wisdom. Rerir formed his own raid-
ing war-band and was often abroad seeking fame and fortune.
	 Jarl Johan was always plotting on ways to usurp King 
Sigi’s rule. One day, while Rerir was away he sent assassins af-
ter both the King and his son. The assassins sent after King 
Sigi succeeded, but the assassins sent after Rerir were killed 
by the king’s son and his capable entourage. Jarl Johan pro-
claimed that his family would rule Hunaland, and he made sure 
the whole kingdom knew who was in charge. This proclama-
tion did little to dampen Rerir’s thirst for vengeance. When he 
struck, he granted the Jarl’s family no quarter. He killed them 
all in a horrific and public blood-bath, ensuring that all others 
in Hunaland fell in line.
	 King Rerir was now in control and he required a 
queen in order to produce an heir. He married someone he 
trusted, a shield maiden who had been on raids and who had 
saved his life on numerous occasions. Her name was Hergunn 
and their love was deep and eternal, yet a dark cloud hung over 
their union. No matter how hard they tried, they could 
not conceive an heir. They knew where their blood-
line originated, so they turned to Odin and Frig-
ga for help.
	 Odin and Frigga did not hold do-
minion and power over fertility and the only 
Aesir goddess who could help was away on 
an adventure. Gefjun had left for Midgard 
and was nowhere to be found. The Vanir gods 
wielded unparalleled might when it came to 
child bearing, but the Aesir would nev-
er turn to them. Instead, they knew of a 
Jotun named Hrimnir. He had a daugh-
ter who could enchant fruit with a spell 
that would bolster fertility. So Hrimnir’s 
daughter Hljod was hired to deliver a solution to Rerir and 
Hergunn. Hljod shape changed into a raven and flew to Rerir’s 
court and delivered them the enchanted apple that would solve 
their dilemma.
	 Rerir was grateful and soon Hergunn was with child. 
Unfortunately, Rerir would never see his son. During the preg-
nancy the king went out to pacify the petty kingdoms within 
Hunaland. He then fell ill and died. Hergunn was left to rule 
the kingdom with an increasingly rebellious jarl. Things grew 
more desperate when, after six years of being with child, she 
could not give birth. Knowing that it would kill her, the queen 
asked that the child be cut from her stomach. Her handmaidens 
did as requested and a young boy emerged. The he kissed his 
mother and she named him Volsung before she died.
	 Volsung would become the epic hero that would 
bring Odin’s lineage into legend. The lineage would be 
named the Volsungs and many great children would be born 
to Volsung and Hljod, the giantess who made her husband’s 
conception possible.

Fjolnir
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replied confidently.
	 Then Saga asked another question, “What do the gi-
ants call gold?”
	 “They refer to it as Sif’s hair for nothing in their 
realm shines like her hair.” Vilmeid answered. Then he asked 
“What do the Dvergar call gold?”
	 “They refer to it as Ymir’s bones,” Saga said, but 
Vilmeid had traded with the dwarves and knew that they used 
another name.
	 “I am sorry, but they call it Aurgelmir’s bones. They 
use his ancient name, the one his kin used, because they make 
their home in his flesh,” Vilmeid said with great satisfaction. 
Saga smiled although she was defeated. She had a growing re-
spect for mankind and their wiles. As agreed, she revealed the 
secret of how the runes come to those who surrender to the 
cosmic tree and listen to its wind.
	 Vilmeid shared his knowledge with mankind and that 
is how humans learned rune magic. Vilmeid would forever be 
known as the progenitor of sorcerers.

	 The second great magician was named Svarthofdi. 
She saw what Vilmeid had done so she tried to do the 

same. She went to Vanagard and sought an audi-
ence with the goddess Freya. The Vanir were so 

eager to befriend mankind; they received her 
with open arms.
	 Freya was a great practitioner of Seith 
spells, a magic which tapped into the world of 
spirits. This interested Svarthofdi to no end. 

They sat beneath a tree and Freya asked, “Why 
have you come to Vanagard seeking my compa-

ny?”
	 Svarthofdi was intimidated by 
Freya’s beauty and it took her a while to 
answer. “I come to learn from you. I wish 
to know how to put lost souls to rest. I 

wish to control the spirits beyond the veil, and learn the knowl-
edge that they possess. Please teach me your Seith spells and 
charms.”
	 Freya was taken aback by the direct nature of this 
mortal woman. Most mortals would never be so forward and 
direct with a goddess. “Why should I teach you such magic? 
This is a magic which is destined for gods and goddesses. 
Communing with spirits is a dangerous game. What could a 
mortal want with such dangerous power?”
	 Keeping her eyes on the grass in front of her, 
Svarthofdi replied, “I wish to commune with my ancestors. I 
wish to learn of my lineage. I suspect there were many great 
heroes among my ancestors.”
	 Freya smiled and stroked Svarthofdi’s black hair, 
“Goddesses would be better suited for such a task. Perhaps 
you can offer me a faining and then I might possibly bestow the 
answers you seek.” the goddess cooed.
	 Svarthofdi knew that she would need to shock the 

sourceful man and the richest in all of Midgard. His true 
riches were not quantified by the gold in his many vaults; 

instead the greatest treasure he possessed was his keen mind 
and his sharp intuition. He was man who worshiped Saga be-
cause he knew that her blessing would mean more riches. He 
gave her regular fainings and through his offerings he gained 
her attention.
	 Vilmeid, a guest of Saga’s home in Sokkvabekk, 
sipped his mead while enjoying the violent surf below. They 
sat upon a balcony which overlooked the large lake Amsvartnir 
and in the distance they could see the island of Lyngvi. Odin 
joined them this time and the three spoke.
	 “You say that the Aesir have the most riches, but how 
do you know that the Rime Jotuns have not surpassed your 
wealth? They were a mighty people who came from the mighty 
Ymir.” Vilmeid inquired.
	 “I keep an eye on them” Odin joked, tapping his eye-
patch, “even when they try to hide as mountains.”
	 “How do you see them in their natural form?” 
Vilmeid asked.
	 “The All Father has learned the power of the 
runes. When he scribes the runic symbols in the 
air, all manner of concealment is laid bare before 
him.” Saga bragged. She was going to say more 
but Odin tapped her foot with his own.
	 This was not lost on Vilmeid. How 
many times had his partners tried to deceive 
him? If he could learn how the gods obtained 
the runes, perhaps he can do the same. “All 
Father, where do you keep this magic? How did 
you acquire it?”
	 “It is best to know your place. 
You do not question the gods about sub-
jects that they do not wish to discuss with 
you. You are a smart man, so know when 
not to question.” With those words Odin excused himself from 
the repartee.
	 Vilmeid was truly intrigued and resolved to learn the 
magic at whatever cost. “My beloved goddess Saga, you can see 
it in my eyes, I want to know what Odin knows. I challenge you 
to a contest of wits. If you fail, you tell me how the All Father 
procured the runes, and if I fail, then you get all of my gold and 
silver.”
	 Saga considered this unorthodox exchange and 
accepted, “We will spar on topics we both hold dear to our 
hearts”.
	 “Agreed,” Vilmeid replied and then he asked his first 
question, “What do gods call gold?”
	 “Freya’s tears” answered Saga, “because a Vanir 
goddess weeps tears of gold when she is saddened”. Then it 
was her turn to ask, “Vilmeid, what do warriors call gold?”

	 “They call it, serpent’s lair because that is the great-
est vault with the most fearsome guardian.” Vilmeid 
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goddess, if she was to obtain what she sought. “I have 
heard that a great dragon named Nidhogg devours our 

dead. I also heard that he delights in the souls of the gods as 
well.” She paused to see Freya’s reaction.
	 There was silence. When Svarthofdi turned her head 
to look upon the Vanir goddess, she saw that her face was full 
of surprise. When Freya realized that the mortal woman had 
stunned her, she composed herself and nodded for Svarthofdi 
to continue.
	 “Well I suppose that mankind is a close ally to the 
gods and that both of our people share Nidhogg as a common 
enemy. Perhaps we can starve out the primordial wyrm if we 
kept the souls of our dead close by using Seith magic. What say 
you?”
	 Freya considered the request. The time that she and 
her kin had fought Nidhogg was etched in her psyche. He was 
a foe the gods could not confront alone. Alliances with the 
Jotuns and the Dvergar had not yet been established, and hu-
mans proved to be a resourceful race. “For such a noble cause, 
Svarthofdi, you will stay with me and I will teach you Seith mag-
ic.”
	 Svarthofdi shared her knowledge with mankind and 
that is how humans learned Seith magic. Svarthofdi would for-
ever be known as the progenitor of seithkonas.
	 The third great magician was named Vidolf. When 
she was young she would sit countless hours around the family 
hearth listening to stories woven by traveling bards. She was 
especially fascinated by the tales involving the Norns. There 
was something about touching the unseen and the unknown 
that spoke to her soul. When Vidolf was older, at times, in her 
dreams she would see certain scenes that would later play out 
in real life. She had some a hidden talent to foresee the future.
	 She looked for those to whom she could explain her 
inexplicable experiences, but no one could answer her to her 
satisfaction. She left fainings for the gods, yet none of them an-
swered her. Her answer came when she had a daughter of her 
own. When she gave birth she witnessed three women visiting 
her newborn baby. She looked to her family, and none of them 
could see the strange women in her vision.
	 The women realized that she saw them, and they 
spoke to her, “Greetings Vidolf, don’t be afraid. You’re the 
only one who can see us, and that is a rare and strange gift 
some of your kind possess. Our names are Skuld, Verdandi and 
Urd... we are Norns.”
	 “Norns.” the exhausted new mother muttered. Her 
family were too busy fussing over the newborn infant to listen 
to her.
	 “Shhh, you need to rest. We have come to bestow a 
destiny upon your child. That is what the Norns do. At birth we 
come to weave the new life into the Tapestry of Fate. Do you 
know what that is?” asked Skuld.

	 “I see it in my dreams,” replied Vidolf.
	 “Yes, you can. You are very special. Would you like 

to glimpse at the tapestry while you are waking?” asked Ver-
dandi.
	 “I... I don’t know...” replied Vidolf. Then she ex-
claimed “Yes! Yes, I would!” and her sister spun, startled she 
demanded, “What has gotten into you Vidolf?? Keep your wits 
about you! You’re a mother now!” and then Vidolf’s sister 
placed a cool towel on Vidolf’s forehead.
	 The Norns smiled. They looked at one another and 
spoke in unison, “She will do.” That is how the Norns recruit-
ed certain women from Midgard to carry out the important 
messages that humanity needed.
	 Vidolf shared her knowledge with mankind and that 
is how humans learned prophesy using void magic. Vidolf 
would forever be known as the progenitor of voelvas.
	 The fourth was named Sigvat and he went to visit 
the All Father in Asgard. Odin was rightfully suspicious so he 
summoned Thor. These humans were more resourceful than 
he had anticipated; he would not underestimate them again. 
Sigvat had actually wanted Thor, but Odin was necessary for 
what he wished to witness. Sigvat spent his time insulting Thor 
while praising his father. This kept Sigvat safe. For every blow 
Thor wished to deliver, Odin, amused stayed his son’s hand.
	 “Thor, the Thunderer? I suppose it’s because you 
pass such thunderous farts? And your father is the illustrious 
Odin? That is hard to believe seeing this child god before me.” 
Sigvat prodded Thor. Odin chortled in unabashed amusement, 
ale coming up through his nose.
	 “Have you no shame? Show some respect for the 
gods who created you, even if I look younger than you!” 
boomed Thor furiously, his spittle going all over the place.
	 “Whoa, whoa,” chided Sigvat, as he feigned getting 
sprayed by Thor’s spit. He just needed to push Thor over the 
boiling point.
	 “I will demolish you!” Thor howled.
	 “Thor, there will be no bloodshed in my hall. He is a 
guest and a mere mortal. There is no valour in fighting him.” 
Odin warned his son.
	 “Odin you are most wise. Everyone knows the cus-
tom of gods and men: a peaceful traveler who has been admit-
ted as a guest will never be harmed. I come without weapons,” 
Sigvat displayed his open palms, your child should hold his 
temper,” Sigvat advised.
	 “You will be fine until he reaches the boiling point... 
and he is getting close.” warned the All Father. “My young son 
can reach such fury that he will have the strength of a dozen 
gods and his skin will be impervious to harm. We call this 
Modr.”
	 That is exactly what Sigvat wanted. He wanted to wit-
ness how Thor achieved this altered state of mind that changed 
his body and soul as well. “My apologies wise Odin, that is not 
my intent,” Sigvat lied. Odin had been drinking heavily and his 
senses were dulled. “I think your son is constipated, that’s why 
he’s getting so angry,” he remarked casually.
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	 And then there was a crack, and the floor shattered 
underfoot. Thor had stomped his feet and the force sent a 
shockwave throughout the hall. He screamed, and his young 
man’s voice was replaced by bestial fury. Thor gnawed on 
his spear and looked at Sigvat with wild eyes. Then the spear 
snapped and the thunder god lunged at Sigvat.
	 Odin would never permit his reputation to suffer if 
an unarmed guest was killed in his hall. He traced a rune sym-
bol into the air and the air knocked Thor backwards, granting 
Sigvat a moment to escape. Sigvat had witnessed what he want-
ed. Upon returning to Midgard, Sigvat practiced and perfected 
going into rage.
	 Sigvat shared his knowledge with mankind and 
that is how humans learned Modr. Sigvat would forev-
er be known as the progenitor of berserkirs.
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	 At a young age they were given jobs around the 
homestead: lay fences, fertilize the land, fatten the swine, herd 
the goats and grub the peat. The daughters were called:
	 Drudge, Daggle-Tail, Slatern, Serving Maid,
	 Cinder Wench, Stout Leg, Shorty, Stumpy,
	 Dumpy, Spindleshanks and Sputerer.
	 And so the class of Thralls was born.
	 Since he had left the home of Ai and Edda, Rig went 
down the road to another house. This house had a latch on the 
door and it was more of a hall than a hovel. When he stepped 
into the home, the couple that was inside did not stop working. 
The man was carving a loom-beam while sitting upon a chest. 
He had neatly trimmed hair and beard and his clothing fit him 
well. The woman was equally well dressed with a cap on her 
head, kerchief around her neck and brooches on her shoul-
ders. She was using a distaff for clock-making. Their names 

were Afi and Amma and Rig game them good counsel.
	 Like good hosts, Afi and Amma brought 

out their best food for their distinguished guest. 
Amma laid out wooden dishes and simple drink-
ing horns. She brought out fresh vegetables 
and hot chicken. While they ate, Rig imparted 
his wisdom.
	 Once the meal was over, Rig lay in bed 

between Afi and Amma. He stayed for three 
nights and then departed. He wandered down 

the road towards the couple he would vis-
it. After nine months Amma gave birth to 
a son whom they named Karl.
	 He grew into a smart and strong 
man. He tamed oxen, ploughed the 

fields, built houses and barns. His parents brought home a girl 
with keys to a house. She was wearing a goatskin kirtle and she 
married Karl soon afterwards. On that special day she wore a 
veil and the young couple exchanged rings. Within their new 
home they spread embroidered sheets upon their bed.
	 Karl and his wife had children and the sons were 
called:
	 High Man, Yeoman, Master, Goodman,
	 Husbandman, Farmer, Franklin, Crofter,
	 Bound-Beard, Steep-Beard, Broad,
	 Swain and Smith.
	 They also had several daughters whom they named:
	 Woman, Gentlewoman, Wife, Bride,
	 Lady, Haughty, Maiden, Hussif and Dame.
	 Rig walked along the path until he came to a large 

	 Heimdall traveled to the realm of Midgard. There he 
wandered under the guise of a man named Rig. He was knowl-
edgeable and wise. Rig went along the seashore and traveled by 
road until he came across a homestead. He stepped through a 
door which was built in the mortice and within the home there 
was a fire upon the ground. A gray haired couple sporting an 
ancient headdress sat beside the hearth. Their names were Ai 
and Edda. Rig sat down with them at their hearth, he made sure 
to sit between them on the bench and then Rig gave them good 
counsel.
	 Good hospitality was expected when a distinguished 
guest entered your house. Edda got up to fetch the best that 
they could offer. She brought out whole grain bread, thick and 
heavy, stuffed with husks. She also served a broth which was 
what remained after they had boiled a calf a few days’ prior the 
Rig’s arrival. While they ate, Rig gave them more sage advice.
	 When it came time to sleep, Rig lay down be-
tween them in the narrow bed. He was with them 
for three nights and then he went on his way. 
Nine months passed, and Edda had a baby. 
The baby’s skin was sun-touched and when 
they sprinkled him with water, they called him 
Thrall.
	 As Thrall grew older his hands be-
came calloused and he developed knotted 
knuckles. He had a crooked back, sun burnt 
face and thick fingers. He also limped 
when he walked. Despite his looks, 
Thrall was handy around the homestead. 
When he would haul bundles of brush-
wood, everyone could see his undeniable 
strength.
	 One day a woman came to the homestead and her 
name was Thrall-girl. She had mud on the soles of her feet, the 
was sunburned and she did not have a comely appearance. Ai 
and Edda wanted the two to marry because based on Rig’s ad-
vice, they were suitable for one another. Thrall and Thrall-girl 
sat upon the bench to rest and when did they did, they would 
whisper to one another. Eventually they shared a bed together.
	 The children of Thrall and Thrall-girl were many and 
the parents were happy. Their parents sprinkled them with wa-
ter and called the sons:
	 Hay-Giver, Howler, Bastard, Sluggard, Bent-Back, 

Paunch,
	 Stumpy, Stinker, Stable boy, Swarthy,

	Longshanks and Lout.

Rigsthula

The List of Rig

Heimdall
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You should visit Dan and Danp, they have a great hall 
and more riches than you. They have great treasures, 
ships and weapons- they also know how to kill.”
	 Eventually the student surpassed the master, beating 
him in tricks and wisdom, and Kon earned the title of Rig.

hall. The south doors were large and he used the bronze rings 
to pull them open. The floor of the grand hall was covered in 
hay and a couple sat by the fire gazing into each others eyes. 
Their names were Fadir and Modir and they held each others 
hands. When they went to work, Fadir worked on fletching. 
He strung up his elm bow and put shafts upon his arrows. Mo-
dir was admiring her fine linens and clothing, smoothing the 
sleeved and straightening her head-dress. She had an amber 
pendant around her neck. Their skin was pale and they were 
handsome and beautiful.
	 Rig sat between them and gave them sage advice. 
While he did, Modir went and spread a beautiful tablecloth 
upon the table and laid out many types of breads. White loaves, 
sweet loaves as well as wheat flour ones. She laid our dishes 
chased in silver and upon the plates she served pork meat and 
roasted birds. The ornate goblets were filled with wine and 
they ate and conversed.
	 When they went to bed, Rig lay between them in a 
wide and comfortable bed. He stayed with them three nights. 
On the fourth day he left their home and nine months later 
Modir bore a child. When they sprinkled him with water they 
named him Jarl.
	 Jarl grew up in the household, raising hounds, going 
swimming and learning to fight. He learned to how to use the 
linden shield, elm bow, Frankish spears and hurl javelins. He 
also learned how to ride horses. When Jarl came of marrying 
age, Rig returned and taught him the runes. Rig also presented 
Jarl with lands and settlements.
	 Not long after, Rig returned once more. He brought 
Jarl to war. Jarl used the skills he had learned and felled many 
men. He reddened the fields with their blood and claimed the 
lands he conquered. After a few battles Jarl had eighteen set-
tlements and it was time to reward his warriors. He gave them 
horses, gold and to the most trusted within his war-band, he 
bestowed arm rings.
	 Eventually Jarl met a girl named Erna. Jarl’s messen-
gers brought her back to Jarl’s hall where they were married. 
They lived happily and enjoyed their life, having several chil-
dren. Their boys were called: Boy, Bairn, Issue, Child, Heir, 
Youth, Squire, Offspring, Lad, Scion, Kund and Kon.
	 These boys learned to play Hnefatafl, they swam, 
tamed horses, bound shields, smoothed arrows, and forged 
spears. The youngest who was called Kon learned rune-magic. 
He learned about life-runes and longevity-runes. He knew how 
to use them to help his people, blunt swords belonging to the 
enemy and quiet the ocean storms. The runes allowed him to 
learn the speech belonging to birds, the power to quench fires, 
purify waters, reduce pain, and the ability to grant himself the 
strength of twice four men.
	 Kon would now ride through the woods and loose his 
magic in order to bind the birds. One day a crow was sitting 
on the branch witnessing Jarl’s magic, he asked, “Why are you 
killing the birds? You should spend your energy killing men. 

Hoenir

Lodur
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once humble town became a sprawling city. The Dvergar from 
Nidavellir, The Vanir from Vanagard, and the ogres, native 
to Jotunheim were the first to accept the invitation. Utgard 
spread throughout the Icetooth valley, its policy was to accept 
all visitors with open arms.
	 Soon other Rime Jotuns saw Utgardaloki’s wisdom 
and abandoned their fear and paranoia. When they did, they 
too became successful. Baugi was among them. Despite Jotun-
heim’s dark and cold nature, native vegetation existed. Every-

thing in Jotunheim was colossal in size, including the 
trees. Coniferous forests were abundant and Baugi 

learned how to adapt plants from other realms 
into the Jotunheim environment. He and his 

brother Suttung became renowned alchemists 
as their farmstead began supplying all sorts of 
wondrous bounty. Because of their plentiful 
fields, many came to help grow crops and the 
humble farmstead became a kingdom unto its 

own right.
	 Alvaldi was another great lord of 
Jotunheim. He amassed great wealth and 
his kingdom of Alvardvellir flourished. 
He had three sons whom were named 
as princes, with equal rights to Alvaldi’s 

inheritance. They were Thiassi, Idi and Gangr. He taught his 
sons the secrets to his success. The first was, ‘Choose wise and 
strong men to work for you.’ The second was, ‘Reward those 
who perform well in your service.’ The third was, ‘Repay any-

one who bestows a gift upon you.’ In this way Alvaldi 
had amassed many strong allies.

	 Among these allies was an architect of 
legend named Gordstorrvegg. Along with his 
stallion Svadilfari, both were legendary for the 
works they had done. The Vanir had commis-
sioned them to create wondrously beautiful 
halls. Laufey commissioned them for her 

tower of sorcery. When asked he would always 
praise another Rime Jotun named Buseyra. She 

was the first great blacksmith of Jotun-
heim. Many learned from her and so her 
named lived on for eternity.
	 Another famous Jotun was 
Hengikjopt who specialized in manufac-

turing mills. His mills were not common. Instead of grinding 
out flour, they were magical and ground out various wondrous 
things such as fruit, weapons and mead. He worked continu-
ously on improvements to finally create a mill that could 

	 Bergelmir was lonely and on the run. He had to es-
cape the sons of Bor and he had to hide to recover his strength. 
The crimson tidal-wave had drowned his brethren and it was 
up to him to re-establish his people. He climbed Yggdrasil un-
til he was sufficiently far away from the Aesir. There he found 
himself in a land that was barren and cold, a good fit for his 
Rime Jotun nature. Among the giant mountains and forests, he 
harkened back to his progenitor’s powers and he begat other 
Rime Jotuns from his own body.
	 Then with a wife he had begotten, they pro-
duced the next generation of champions who would 
carry the Rime Jotun race. These children mar-
ried one another, and those who did not, found 
spouses native to the land they had come to 
call Jotunheim. One of the native species was 
the ogres, giant hairless brutes who thrived in 
the cold desolate world. Their children were 
ettins, a half-breed race which was prone to 
mutations- sometimes they extra heads or arms.
	 In this way the Rime Jotuns re-
built their people. Bergelmir remained as 
high king of Jotunheim, but some of his 
progeny were talented enough to carve 
out their own smaller kingdoms within 
the icy realm.
	 The most notorious individual in Jotunheim was An-
grboda. After she had sent Skoll and Hati to chase after the sun 
and moon, everyone learned her name. The Aesir sent assas-
sins after her, but none could succeed in catching her 
within the dominion of Jarnvid. The Iron Wood, as 
it is more commonly known, was her home. There 
she ruled a coven of witches and their brood, 
the infamous Iron Wolves. These wolves were 
colossal and their fangs could pierce through 
magical armour. The forest magically shielded 
its denizens from scrying and divination mag-
ic. As a result, her kingdom was the most secre-
tive of all.
	 The first town to become a city 
was Utgard. It was managed by a very 
shrewd Rime Jotun named Utgardaloki. 
He was the first to throw caution to the 
wind. Everyone else kept cowering and 
hiding from the Aesir; he took a different approach. He invest-
ed in the market and he invited foreign merchants to come to 
do business in Utgard. In this way this small town became a 
trading hub and with the increased business and traffic, this 

The Jotuns Regroup
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him about the safety of his daughter Menglod. It was then that 
his open kingdom turned in upon itself, with paranoia guiding 
every edict. Ettinvidr became a dangerous place and mount 
Lyfja became a fortress. Menglod was a voelva who had steered 
the kingdom away from tragedies countless times, so her fa-
ther could not risk losing her.
	 Jotunheim was also going through a period of intel-

lectualism. Vafthrudnir led the way, becoming the first of 
many philosophers. He had tremendous talents with 

magic, but the one which intrigued him the most 
was the magic associated with Ginnungagap. 

He wished to understand what made Yggdrasil 
special and how all of creation was meant to fit 
together.
	 Many answered Vafthrudnir’s call, indlud-

ing his son Im. The second was Mimir the wise. 
He sought to have the greatest wisdom of all, 

but he was keen to share it with others. 
That is why he erected a well which con-
tained a special drought that he brewed 
each day. To those who drank it, it would 
bestow illumination for a time, but for it 

to work, it required a blood sacrifice.
	 The third to heed Vafthrudnir’s call was a young gi-
antess named Hyndla. She was a traveler who chronicled the 
lives of the greatest gods and giants. When she would return 
to Jotunheim, she would share her discoveries with the other 
intellectuals.
	 The fourth to heed Vafthrudnir’s call was a bitter gi-
ant named Asvid. He had learned the ways of rune magic and 
had tattooed his body with the mystic symbols. He was unhap-

py about how Aurgelmir was being treated by the Aesir, 
so the discussions and exchange of ideas were always 

drawn towards their destruction. It is said that he 
was the catalyst for the ship of the apocalypse- 

Naglfar. Others said that this was the work of 
the Norns. After all, Mogthrasir had taken a 
personal interest in guiding the Rime Jotuns 
with her prophesies and omens.

	 The giants and giantesses Buseyra, Leikin, 
Thrivaldi, Starkad, Gjalp, Keila, Kiallandi, 

Lutr, Leidi, Hengiankiapta, Hyrrokkin 
and Svivor were all talented blacksmiths 
who lent their talents to the creation of 
Naglfar. It was to be a ship that could hold 
thousands of Jotuns, on a scale of which 
no one had ever imagined. It would have 

the power of flight so Asgard could be breached regardless of 
the defenses the gods could erect. It would have to be built in 
secret since the building of such a colossal ship would take 
centuries. If news of its existence reached the ears of the Aesir, 
no doubt they would seek to destroy it before completion.
	 There were other prominent Jotuns who had come 

grind out whatever the user desired. He hadn’t perfected his 
methods, but he was getting closer to his goal. Things had 
improved when a young blacksmith named Mjol joined his ef-
forts. She was a visionary with incredible talents. With the pair 
working together, many expected wondrous results.
	 No one took Utgardaloki’s methods to heart more 
than Brimir. He had no aspirations to build a kingdom, only 
to build the most legendary of all feasting halls. He built 
his hall on the mesa known as Okolnir which was on 
Jotunheim’s frontier. There the realm bordered 
Nidavellir and he opened his doors to the Dver-
gar and all who traveled to and from Jotun-
heim. He took pride in creating mead of the 
highest quality; he was renowned throughout 
the nine worlds. It was Odin who visited often 
and one day he asked if he could borrow Brim-
ir’s sword Herkir. He agreed to never discover 
how the All Father used it to direct the 
sun and moon.
	 Odin abused other Rime Jo-
tuns worse than he had Brimir. Two such 
giants were Hoddrofnir and Heiddraup-
nir. Both were very powerful magicians and had been directly 
begotten by Bergelmir. Hoddrofnir had a large magical horn 
protruding from his forehead. Heiddraupnir had an abnormal-
ly large head containing many spells. The high-king of Jotun-
heim had sent them to discover what the Aesir were up to. He 
did not want to be blind-sighted by his ancient enemy. Odin 
was wise to their scheme and invited them to be guests in his 
home. When they arrived, the All Father promptly killed them 
and stole their magic. Odin received the wisdom runes from 
Heiddraupnir’s skull and Hoddrofnir’s horn.
	 Bergelmir saw what the Aesir had done 
when they created mankind and he was envious. 
The king of the Jotuns decided to create his own 
people. Bergelmir using Aurgelmir’s corpse, 
cast his Void spells and created trolls. He did 
not have the finesse that the Aesir had, so his 
creations were horrific, violent and dim wit-
ted. On the other hand, they were also hearty, 
strong and warlike. Being created from Aurgel-
mir’s corpse made them susceptible to 
sun-light. Much like the Dvergar, they 
would turn to stone when hit by Sol’s 
rays.
	 The ettins also had a guardian 
who welcomed them into his kingdom. 
The king was known as Fjolsvinn and his kingdom was known 
as the Ettinvidr. It was a wooded kingdom that had many native 
denizens. From the Angungri mushroom folk to the Ice Skui 
faerie fold who fluttered about. It was atop the mountain at the 

heart of this wood, that Fjolsvinn erected his golden hall. 
One day Mogthrasir came to him in a dream and warned 

Vafthrudnir
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into their own, carving out petty kingdoms within Jotunheim. 
They swore allegiance to Bergelmir, but they secretly wanted to 
become high-kings of Jotunheim. Among them was Hrungnir. 
He was a boastful lord who craved attention. In his reasoning, 
the greater his fame would become, the greater his chances to 
succeed Bergelmir.
	 Another aspiring Jotun was named Thrym. He was 
a warlord and a raider. By his logic the successor of Bergelmir 
would have to be one who would be unafraid to challenge the 
gods. In his mind, Bergelmir was too fearful, too traumatized 
by the great crimson flood. They would need a leader with de-
termination and guile. He planned to show everyone his worth.
	 Not everyone in Jotunheim harboured grudges 
against the Aesir. Hymir was a Jotun who enjoyed a good time, 
but also his solitude. That is why his lands where at Sky’s End, 
the farthest reaches of Jotunheim. When he heard of the as-
cending Aesir, he sent his son Tyr to join them.
	 Not all of the notable denizens of Jotunheim were 
Rime Jotuns. Fornjot had begotten a son named Jokul. The 
Alfar named Jokul was in giant form and he was the personi-
fication of winter. Because of this he had many giants, ettins 
and ogres wishing to be his brides. He was a magnificent 
specimen and would produce mighty children, wor-
thy inheritors of Jotunheim.
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to a son whom they named Visbur. However, Drifa was not hap-
py. She left them the next winter, and set sail for Svalbard. This 
island was beyond any maps and was so far north that spring 
never came. It was the home she always wanted. She did not 
seek a husband, and instead she poured her energy into find-
ing a portal to Jotunheim.
	 Frustrated Drifa put out the call for druids, fard-
rengirs, blacksmiths... anyone who could help her establish 

a gate to the darkest and coldest of realms. If she was 
to conquer Midgard, she wanted Jotunheim’s icy 

power to flow into the realm of mankind. After 
the fardrengir scouted out her island archipel-
ago, after the druids found the places where 
Jotunheim was closest to Midgard, she set the 
blacksmiths to creating a well that would bind 
both worlds. At last, the cold she had always 

craved was pouring into the worlds she was 
destined to conquer.

	 Through the well emerged many 
beasts from Jotunheim. Using her mag-
ic Drifa tamed them into her trusted 
thanes. As her power grew, word of her 
exploits reached the southern kings of 

Midgard. They were both worried and intrigued. Several sent 
messengers with wedding proposals. She sent their heads back 
as a reply. Her toughness attracted bold warriors who came to 
pledge the sword to her cause and glory- those she accepted 
with open arms. They were worthy of a night of fun in the bed-
chamber.
	 Snaer lived three hundred years and he witnessed the 

success of his children. Fornjot’s initial prophesy would be 
one that rang true to everyone who crossed paths with 

his progeny.

	 The Alfar had been perched in the branches of Ygg-
drasil, and they watched all of the conflicts between the gods 
and giants. They also watched as the Aesir gods begot humans 
and Dvergar using the Void, which was the essence of the Alfar. 
It did not take long for the Alfar to learn how to take the form 
of men and dwarves. With time they even learned how to as-
sume the form of gods and Jotuns. They could walk undetected 
among all the races of Yggdrasil.
	 Fornjot had begotten children who impact-
ed the people and places around them. Aegir had 
become a talented rival for the head of the Vanir 
gods. Logi had traveled to Muspelheim and later 
to Jotunheim and became a counselor to Utgar-
daloki. Lastly, but definitely not least, was the 
progeny Kari who would live in Midgard. Kari 
was the embodiment of the air, and just like the 
wind, he blustered his way into many people’s 
lives. Those people were prominent kings and 
queens and it was not long before he was 
the head of an army, and through such tal-
ents, earned for himself a petty-kingdom 
of his own.
	 Kari’s descendants would min-
gle with the great houses of Midgard, such as that of the Yn-
gling dynasty. He named his son Frosti because he personified 
winter. Frosti was drawn to Jotunheim, but Kari kept his son 
focused on Midgard. Frosti conquered his own lands in the 
eastern reaches of Midgard, a kingdom he named Finn. At the 
height of his rule he had two children, a daughter named Sk-
jalf and a son named Snaer. Both of them had magical powers 
imbued through their Alfar heritage, which allowed the sib-
lings to excel among mortals.
	 Snaer had a large family, one son named 
Thorri, and three daughters named Fon, Drifa 
and Mjoll. Each of them retained powers over 
the winter. The children wished to live in the 
northlands because of their mastery over the 
winter elements, but Snaer wished that they 
rule in all of Midgard, not just the lands of Fin-
nmark in the northern reaches. Their names 
were well known throughout the royal ruling 
clans. Many came to Snaer and asked for 
a daughter’s hand in marriage.
	 When king Vanlandi of 
Svealand came to ask for Drifa as a bride, 
Snaer accepted knowing that he came 

from the prestigious Yngling blood-line. Drifa reluctantly 
went south to the Baltic basin, and there she gave brith 
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clear and present danger. The chill she felt in her bones was 
very real; it was not just an aspect of her fear. Her legs respond-
ed awkwardly, her feet allowed her to walk further into Nifl-
heim, but they refused to allow her to flee.
	 Nidhogg began to salivate as he anticipated the taste 
of the young beautiful goddess before him. And then a shriek 
was heard from above, a shrill war cry as Valkyries descend-
ed into the dark realm. They sang their songs and white swan 
feathers began to swirl around Freya, like large snowflakes 
during a winter storm, obscuring the great serpent that was 
encircling her. The light emitted by the swan feathers blinded 
Nidhogg long enough for the Valkyries to grab hold of Freya 
and they carried her to safety.
	 When they landed it was in the gemstone spire in 
Muspelheim, home of Laufey. She greeted the goddess and 

Freya thanked Laufey for the rescue. The strong wom-
en spoke for the first time, and they found that 

they had much in common. Their desire to see a 
Nidhogg-free cosmos was the strongest union 
between them. Laufey’s eyes soaked in the 
goddess’s beauty as she listened to her wise 
counsel. It was no mystery why many powerful 
divine beings were attracted to her. Likewise, 

Freya sat across from a legend. She had heard 
many wondrous tales involving Laufey’s talents 

in the magical arts. Laufey was stately and 
Freya felt young next to the Muspeli Jo-
tun.
	 Then Freya asked, “Who are 
these women whom you sent to rescue 

me? They flew like eagles, were fearless like berserkirs, and 
they were untouched by Niflheim’s prison.”
	 “They are the Valkyries, beings of primordial spirit. 
I coaxed them out of the Crucible of Life and they have proved 
to be valuable allies. They are death-maidens, drawn out by the 
souls of the fallen. They hold sway over the spirit world, but 
they hunger for emotion... emotions possessed by the living,” 
explained the Muspeli Jotun.
	 “Why do they seek emotions? Do they wish to feel? 
Living beings have as much heartache as pleasure. I wished that 
I did not feel the fear that Nidhogg instilled within my heart. It 
still lingers in my being, and I know not when I will conquer it. 
It would seem irrational for them to burden themselves with 
feelings when they are beyond it,” Freya mused.
	 “Strong emotions are what make mankind so in-
triguing. It is why we watch them with admiration. That is what 
propels them to achieve so much with such a short lifespan. My 
Valkyries understand their unique and beautiful nature. They 

	 Freya watched helplessly as mankind’s greatest he-
roes died and generations’ ground out by the specter of death. 
She admired their spirit and how some had achieved so much 
in the little time that had been given to them. She wished that 
she could extend their lives somehow, so she could spare them 
from the cruel fate which awaited them. Her mood was gloomy 
and so she reflected upon their mortality.
	 Nidhogg’s hunger and taste for the souls of the dead 
was insatiable. As great men died, he drew their souls into 
Niflheim. There they were trapped by the dark nature of the 
realm, unable to muster the strength required to escape. They 
forged a new life as souls trapped in Niflheim. Nidhogg was 
their keeper, and their torment was long if he chose to spare 
them from his feast. Great men managed to carve out domin-
ions within Niflheim’s borders, seeking to evade the great 
world-devouring wyrm. It was an existence of cat-and-
mouse, hiding long enough to create something 
from the darkness, dust and ice... to create some-
thing of meaning, something that would com-
fort a damned existence.
	 The Vanir’s time would come as 
well, and Freya knew that gods would suffer 
the same fate as mortal men. Perhaps Freya 
could find salvation for mankind, a hope that 
whatever solution she found, she could then 
use to help her brothers and sisters. If 
anyone could defy the great Nidhogg, 
Njord’s gifted children would lead the 
way.
	 Freya was not shy with her 
investigations. She approached Niflheim’s dark borders and 
found herself terrified like never before. Fear gripped every 
fiber of her being as she forced her feet to march forward.
	 “Have you come to witness the great feast, “said a 
sinister voice from the darkness. “I find your fear most beauti-
ful Freya, and delicious.”
	 “You have been pushed back into the darkness be-
fore; we will do it every time you show your ugly head. The 
Vanir will do not fear you Nidhogg.” Freya replied working 
hard to keep the terror from her voice.
	 “You invoke my name little one, and so I come to 
your call.” said the voice and Nidhogg’s face appeared out of 
the darkness. He smiled malevolently and his tail coiled around 
behind the goddess, cutting off any chance of escape.
	 Freya cursed under her breath, remembering that 
she was warned not to invoke the beast’s name. She was told 

that Nidhogg could hear his own name upon the wind, no 
matter how far away the speaker would be. Freya was in 
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berserkir would gain benefits upon the battlefield for losing 
control, so would a practitioner dealing in self-possession. 
What she had discovered became known as Seith magic.
	 This was the magic which allowed Freya to create a 
home for those spirits brought to her by the Valkyries. She had 
bribed the Valkyries to perform this service by bestowing upon 
them magical cloaks woven with swan feathers. “With these 
magical cloaks you will be able to shape change into swans. 
This guise will allow you to live among the mortals and share in 
their experiences.”
	 Freya hoped that it would satisfy the Valkyries’ need 
to feel emotions, therefore keeping mortals safe from being 
subsumed by the Valkyries. It worked to a point, but for some, 
nothing could replace the feeling of hijacking a mortal’s life.
	 It was a Valkyrie named Herfjotur who would hold 
the mantle of leadership when it came to harvesting the mortal 
souls and bringing them to Folkvangar. She rode a black des-
trier and her ashen armour was gilded with roses. She warned 
Freya, “Goddess, the primordial serpent has discovered our 
plans. My sisters and I intercept the souls worth saving, but 

once we bring them to Folkvangar, the breath of evil calls 
to them. We must find a way to negate the Soul De-

vourer’s call.”
	 “I know what we must do,” Freya began as 

she brushed a strand of golden hair out of her 
face, “I will have to transform the souls into a 
new and elevated state. This will change their 
nature, hiding them from the eater of worlds 
and perhaps they will live once more as cham-

pions of Vanagard.”

covet their mortal lives. Valkyries yearn to feel any emotion, 
even anger and sorrow. Sometimes these death maidens seek 
to subsume a human life as their own. When they do, the re-
lationship can be complicated. Sometimes the Valkyrie exist 
in union with the host, sometimes they dominate the human’s 
mind…” Laufey revealed to her guest and paused as she chose 
her next words, “The exit is as dramatic as the entrance, the 
host must die for the Valkyrie to return to her normal form, but 
it isn’t long before they hunger once more for the opportunity 
to feel once more, and thus the cycle continues.”
	 “Their beautiful appearances belie their ghastly as-
pirations, but I share their fascination with souls and the mor-
bid.” Freya confessed.
	 And then Freya thanked Laufey for her hospitali-
ty, she left Muspelheim and headed back to Vanagard. Many 
thoughts ran through her head. She took the longer, more sce-
nic route home so that she could be alone with her thoughts. 
Freya had hoped to look upon the Crucible of Life and was 
shocked to find that it had been walled off. The Norns had 
covered it and the only access to it was through a well that was 
made from alabaster.
	 “Why would they deny us, the lords and 
ladies of the Great Ash, access to such a marvel? 
To starve us of its splendour and beauty, why?” 
she lamented to herself. And then it struck her 
like a bolt of lightning... Nidhogg could be 
starved! She could use the Valkyries to har-
vest the souls before they reached Niflheim. 
Where would she place those rescued souls? 
“Vanagard!” she exclaimed out loud. Quick-
ening her pace, she returned to her homeland. 
There she leveled the land and created 
field upon an immense island. She asked 
her twin brother to help make the field 
beautiful. She wanted to make the home 
for mortal souls a pleasant place of peace 
and serenity. She wanted to make it up to the newly deceased 
for how their ancestors had been treated by Nidhogg.
	 “Of course I will make it beautiful! It will be a sight 
that matches your beauty.” Frey replied, and with a simple 
gesture, the pasture was filled with a superabundance of 
wild-flowers. Many were shades of black and Freya knew that it 
was homage to her obsession with the dead.
	 “Thank you brother.” Freya said kissing him on the 
lips, which was customary among the Vanir. “Now I will weave 
their home in the spirit world.”
	 Freya had spent an enormous time studying souls 
as they departed their physical vessel. She wove magic which 
could interact with those spirits. It could beckon and compel 
them. In her efforts she had even invited those spirits into her 
own body, so she could see if that would spare them from Nid-
hogg’s call. When she did, they forced her to relinquish some 
control, but in return they bolstered her magic. Much like a 
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ded in agreement.
	 “What do you propose?” asked Njord looking at 
Surt.
	 “We must unite and fight.” answered the fire giant.
	 “That is foolishness!” bellowed Bergelmir. “We 
may be united around this table, but our people will not fight 
shoulder to shoulder. Nidhogg will sense this weakness, he will 
exploit it. We cannot win.”
	 There was a long pause around the room as each 
leader played out the scenario in their head. Odin spoke in a 
soft tone, “There is another way.”
	 The others turned to him and waited for him to ex-
plain. “We managed to seal the Crucible of Life beneath the 
barrier so that no one can cross. Only Urd’s well remains open 
as the portal to the origins of life.” Odin began.
	 Surt opened his mouth and his anger grew when he 
remembered what the Norns and Aesir had done. “Pretentious 
fools! Denying such a great asset and wonder to the worlds, 

keeping it for yourselves. The Aesir grab power and 
wealth wherever they see it!” the Muspeli Jotun 

raged.
	 “Surt you asked everyone to be quiet and 

put aside their grudges. Now it is your turn to 
remain silent.” Mimir said as he emerged from 
the shadows. You have assembled in order to 
discuss how you will deal with the menace you 

are share. Listen to Odin, he has wisdom.”
	 Surt sat back down, fuming. He kept quiet 

knowing that he had succumbed just as 
the others had.
	 Odin resumed. “As I said, we 
sealed the Crucible of Life. Allow us to do 
it once more with Hvergelmir. We know 

how to do it.” His claim was true because the Norns had shown 
the Aesir how to accomplish this task.
	 “We will seal it together,” demanded Bergelmir.
	 “Yes, we are agreed. In this way we will each have a 
key to the realm,” added Njord.
	 “But we must design the seal to so that it only opens 
when all four keys are used simultaneously,” Surt said wisely. 
“Now we must lure Nidhogg out of Niflheim and into Hvergel-
mir.”
	 All eyes turned to Mimir, who looked surprised that 
he had become the focus of attention. He blushed and coughed 
nervously. “Ummm...” he stammered, “...his concubines and 
children dwell in Hvergelmir. Await his return and cast the 
seal.”
	 The four leaders looked at one another as they tried 

	 The gods and Jotuns united, it was time to deal with 
the menace that was Nidhogg. There would not be any peace 
or security with the spectre of the world devouring dragon 
looming over them. Surt called a congress at Mimir’s well, in-
viting the principle gods and Jotuns. Odin came for the Aesir, 
Bergelmir for the Rime Jotuns, Njord for the Vanir and Surt 
represented the Muspeli Jotuns. The sacred site was a place 
where great leaders sought wisdom from Mimir and his well. It 
would be a very suitable place for the meeting.
	 “I have called all of you here to discuss the threat of 
Nidhogg. I know that there is animosity and distrust between 
your people, but I think we all agree that those feuds are sec-
ondary to a menace that can destroy the world tree and every-
one upon it.” Surt began.
	 Odin and Bergelmir exchanged accusatory glares, 
and there was some visible tension in Njord’s face.
	 “I have a sour and bitter taste in my mouth, sitting 
beside the murderer of our common ancestor, the illustrious 
Aurgelmir,” Bergelmir spat.
	 “I cannot see how that can outweigh the 
potential genocide of the Rime Jotuns when Nid-
hogg swallows Jotunheim whole,” Surt coun-
tered.
	 Njord was next to voice his concern 
“Bergelmir speaks as if he was innocent, yet 
his empire sent Skoll and Hati to destroy Sol 
and Mani. He looks to destabilize the worlds 
by expanding the darkness and cold across Yg-
gdrasil.”
	 “I cannot condone their ac-
tions,” began Surt, “but the Rime Jotuns 
are offended that the light of Sol and 
Mani do not reach them. The Aesir be-
gan this conflict.”
	 Then Odin stood up and pointed at the Fire Lord, 
“Don’t think to slander us Surt. We are the target of every-
one’s envy and jealousy. Look at how the Vanir seek to gain 
love and respect from mankind. We created Midgard and the 
denizens who live within. We will not tolerate the Vanir seek-
ing to usurp our middle-earth.”
	 “I do not wish to diminish what the Aesir have ac-
complished,” Surt kept his frustration in check and continued, 
“but know that the Vanir, much like my people,” Surt paused 
remembering, “have faced the mighty Nidhogg upon the bat-
tlefield. We can attest to his menace and the threat of Hvergel-
mir makes your squabbles seem small and petty.”

	 Njord nodded. Odin and Bergelmir weighed his 
words and considered their options. Then they too nod-
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his accusations, “I have heard that they despise Muspelheim’s 
heat. It melts their realm and illuminates their nights. Surt if 
I were you, I would keep a close eye on the frost giants. I fear 
they are making a move against you.”
	 “He lies! The All Father lies!” bellowed Thrym. 
Bergelmir allowed the outburst. “The Aesir are the real threat. 
They have stolen our sun and Jotunheim is claimed by darkness 
and cold. It is not our desire to live like this, but the victorious 
have claimed the best lands. Within the darkness we too have 
seen change. Varmland, my kingdom, is beset by a vile curse. 
We break the ice in our lakes and rivers in order to lay the dead 
to rest in the ever-flowing waters below. Days pass and they 
come back to life... not alive... but as something that is between 
life and death. They claw at the ice until they can escape, and 
then they harangue the living with their wailing and violence.”
	 “Beneath the ice and in deep water you say?” pon-
dered Odin, “I suspect that Njord is behind this. After all, he is 
the god of the seas.”
	 “Odin, what wicked words you speak at our sacred 
assembly,” protested Frey, but Njord put a hand on his shoul-
der. This meeting was between the leaders of the high-realms; 
civility must be respected. They had to set the example for ev-
eryone else, even if one of the high-gods was stirring up trou-

ble.
	Odin finished his suspicions, “Njord governs all that 

lies within a body of water. By your custom, you 
place your dead within the sea god’s realm. If 

not Njord, then Aegir or Ran must be behind 
your troubles.”
	 “We are not to blame,” said Njord, “for 
we too have had blight. Vanagard’s southern 
islands suffer from drought. The soil is dead 

and has turned to barren sand. All of the vege-
tation has died and the denizens of the land have 

had to migrate north. The islands may 
seem unoccupied now, but sailors who 
pass by speak of snakes and wyrms that 
have now taken hold of Biarmaland. It 
has become a dangerous place.”

	 Odin shook his head and smiled, “Could you not see 
the influence of the Muspeli Jotuns? They boil your southern 
seas; the toxic heat of Muspelheim ravages your farm lands. It 
is abundantly clear that the fire giants look to destroy Vana-
gard. You should stand your ground and demand reparations 
for their vandalism of your kingdom.”
	 Loki stood up trying to put on a façade of anger. 
He slammed his fist onto the table and then he smiled and 
laughed. The fire Jotun tried to feign his anger once more, 
but then doubled over laughing, “Of course it was us!” he ex-
plained with pride. “Those water gods, who knows what they 
are up to. Everyone knows that fire detests water, right Odin?” 
he asked with a wink. Surt cleared his throat and scowled at 
his protégé.

to find a flaw in that logic, but it was so simple and effective 
that they were surprised that they had not thought of it them-
selves.
	 “I will seek out the dwarves of Nidavellir and will 
commission them to make the four keys for the seal. They will 
forge and enchant the keys, so that only our keys could open 
or close the seal.” added Mimir helpfully. He never liked being 
the center of attention.
	 When the time came, and Nidhogg was visiting his 
extended family in Hvergelmir, the four kingdoms sent their 
greatest magicians. Laufey came from Muspelheim, Odin from 
Asgard, Freya from Vanagard and Angrboda from Jotunheim. 
Each held a key that Mimir had delivered to them. They stood 
shoulder to shoulder and sent their incantations towards the 
watery caverns of Hvergelmir. The caves were sealed and the 
four keys hummed, the runes glowed upon their surface. Void 
magic was powerful but it took a toll on those who had cast it. 
As a result, the celebrations were muted as a great victory was 
achieved by the gods and giants versus Nidhogg.
	 As expected, Nidhogg was furious when he realized 
that he could no longer leave Hvergelmir. He thrashed and 
roared in anger. This fury was felt throughout the realms, man-
ifesting as earthquakes and hurricanes. The denizens of Ygg-
drasil braced themselves and they weathered the storm.
	 Nidhogg was not ready to give up. He be-
gan to gnaw upon the roots of the cosmic tree. His 
toxic breath was poisoning Yggdrasil. The roots 
began to rot as the disease spread up the trunk 
of the tree. The leaders of the worlds came 
together once more. This time each leader 
brought a protégé. Surt brought young Loki, 
Njord brought Frey, Odin brought Thor and 
Bergelmir brought Thrym. Introductions were 
made. Bergelmir’s protégé was the new face in 
the crowd. Thrym was a successful lord in 
Jotunheim, one with considerable power 
and means.
	 “Our actions have had unin-
tended consequences. In his defeat, the 
great world devouring serpent has found a new way to wound 
us. He poisons the tree of life. Yggdrasil rots from the inside 
out. It will not be long before the rot spreads into all of the 
worlds which hang upon the cosmic tree.” Surt explained. 
Then he elaborated, “Our lands have felt the touch of his evil. 
The western lands have darkened. His pestilence devours the 
light and warmth of Muspelheim. Everything west of the Eldr 
River has been claimed by his shadow. The woods are dark and 
my people have renamed them Mirkvid. Within this dark forest 
a sickness has claimed its inhabitants and other foul creatures 
emerge from the ground.”
	 “My guess is that the Rime Jotuns are behind this,” 
said Odin helpfully, but the hall erupted with Thrym’s objec-
tions. After Thrym was restrained by Bergelmir, Odin resumed 
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Yggdrasil?” Loki asked.
	 Frey brightened “I have a gift... a talent when it 
comes to imbuing life with vitality. Before your king does any-
thing rash, let me try my powers upon the cosmic tree.” Frey 
said hopefully.
	 “Would you do this by yourself?” Loki gasped. “...

are, are you serious?”
	 “The Alsvartr always find a way... even 

united we cannot defeat a single one...” Surt con-
tinued to lament to himself.
	 “Loki, let us go to Urd’s well. Let us go try 
this!” Frey said eagerly.
	  Loki and Frey began to leave when Loki 
looked back, “Are the old ones coming?” he 

asked.
	 “Leave your uncle and my father here. Let 

them talk,” replied Frey helpfully. The 
young god and the young Jotun departed 
together. Frey required special herbs and 
oils for his ritual and Loki helped him 
procure them from various alchemists 

and druids. When words failed, Loki always found other ways- 
usually involving his dexterous hands and powers of misdirec-
tion.
	 When they finally arrived upon Urd’s well they found 
the Norns there. Verdandi, Skuld, and Urd waited, as if expect-
ing them. “Ah the Jotun of destiny and the god of burning love 
have arrived.”
	 Loki and Frey looked at one another, confused ex-
pressions on both faces.

	 “Don’t mind us,” said Urd
	 “We were just leaving,” added Skuld.

	 “Just do what you were going to do,” fin-
ished Verdandi.
	 The three Norns retreated a safe distance 
away and watched the pair. “This is all you” 
Loki said to Frey, “do what you need to do.”
	 Frey took out his concoction, a white paste 
made from the ingredients that Loki had col-

lected for him. He caked the paste upon Yg-
gdrasil’s bark, and within minutes the 
wood began to look healthier. All of the 
onlookers gasped in amazement. Frey 
was incredible. His talents in nourish-
ing life were second to none, and even 

the Alsvartr could not compete with his power.
	 They returned to Mimir’s well and reported the good 
news.
	 “Your deeds are incredible,” Surt said to Frey in a 
voice drenched in gratitude. “You have an amazing son,” he 
said to Njord.
	 “He and his sister are the pride of the Vanir. They 
could accomplish much, but the jealous Aesir seek to expel 

	 “Come!” commanded Bergelmir, “Come Thrym, it 
seems as if Odin and Loki make a mockery of the high-council. 
I will not waste any more time here. You had better watch your-
selves!” he threatened all those assembled, and then they left.
	 “What about Asgard?” asked Surt of Odin.
	 “Your realms are between Hvergelmir and Asgard, 
so I think that you have come here to discuss a problem 
that does not concern the Aesir. We are ascending 
in our power so we will continue to attend these 
councils. Let me be clear, and so I say to all of 
you…” the All Father said looking each god 
and giant in assembly squarely in the eyes, “all 
of you are fortunate to have us here. I do not 
want to hear any more slander of our gods or 
goddesses.”
	 A murmur of disapproval spread 
throughout the assembly, but Odin 
pressed on, “We have been granted a 
bright future by the Norns. We have 
claimed the well of Urd as our place of 
council, so we will not permit any tres-
passers. We created Midgard and mankind, so we will no lon-
ger tolerate any incursions by the Vanir. I believe I speak with-
out ambiguity so that you know who you are dealing with.”
	 The king of the Aesir studied everyone in atten-
dance. Njord was bubbling with fury. Frey looked as if he was 
impressed with Odin’s brashness. Surt was clearly angry; the 
fiery heat emanating from his being was ample proof of this. 
When he looked to Loki, he saw amusement. Loki winked and 
shrugged saying, “I guess we are done.”
	 The All father and his young protégé left the 
assembly. Odin had accomplished what he had set 
out to do. Without Nidhogg as the threat, he knew 
that they would turn upon the Aesir. His peo-
ple had grabbed much glory, power and riches 
without anyone really mounting a formidable 
opposition. The Aesir could thrive so long as 
their enemies were divided. All he needed to 
do was to break up the unity; the task was com-
plete. Only one thing perplexed the All Father, it 
was the young Muspeli Jotun named Loki. 
Why did he enjoy this so much? Was he a 
potential ally, or a great foe in disguise?
	
	 After the Aesir left the assembly, 
everyone sat in silence. After a long pause, Njord spoke “What 
now?”
	 “Burn the cosmic tree once more...” Surt said to 
himself absentmindedly. Loki looked at him in astonishment. 
He saw the fire king’s weary eyes. The more venerable gods 
were exhausted from the struggle against the unbeatable Als-

vartr. Loki concluded that it was time for the next generation 
to take over. “Can we fight the corruption? Can we heal 
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them from Midgard,” Njord said angrily.
	 “I sense that war is coming” Loki said with a smirk.
	 “I don’t know what’s coming, but I know that Frey 
has freed me from wielding Laevateinn and for that I am grate-
ful,” Surt said solemnly as he clasped Frey’s relatively small 
hand in his giant one. “Frey, you will tend to Yggdrasil every 
day. Nidhogg will not rest in his prison. He will look to spread 
his evil when good men drop their guard. For this reason, I 
need you to swear that you will protect the nine worlds from his 
influence,” the Muspeli Jotun King asked.
	 “I swear it,” replied Frey. All of the allies parted ways 
in a much improved mood, however Loki wasn’t done. He was 
curious about the healing paste so he returned to Urd’s well. 
There he played with it, sticking it on the well, on his face 
and spitting into it. The last thing he did before leaving was 
to sculpt a small squirrel statue out of the paste. He looked 
at his creation, shrugged and tossed it down the well. Maybe 
next time he would sculpt something better, Loki mused 
to himself.
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for Hraesvelgr since his wings could actually produce the gusts 
of wind felt throughout Yggdrasil. Not wanting to be outdone, 
Himinnorn flapped his wings so hard that the Asgardian lake 
Amsvartnir made such great waves that the island of Lyngvi 
was submerged and Saga’s hall was drenched. Asgard had been 
caught in a thick fog for days. Clothes remained wet and the 
mood of the gods had been dampened. Even Sif’s golden hair 
turned into unmanageable curls.
	 The celestial squirrel was born with an incomprehen-
sible hatred towards trolls. These were creatures that inhab-
ited Jotunheim, bred like rabbits, and spread throughout the 
realms of Yggdrasil. Whenever possible, Ratatosk schemed of 
ways to bring ruin and damnation to the species. He cast an 
illusion of trolls in a Dvergar village, causing a riot. After this 
he made a series of pranks that sent angry mobs after troll vil-
lages. Ratatosk’s sarcastic slander was then dubbed “trolling”.

	 One day Ratatosk spied Thor venturing eastward to-
wards Jotunheim. He asked him what he was up to.

	 “I hunt for Naglfar, little one. Step aside or 
risk being crushed by my furious tempest when I 

find it,” warned Thor.
	 “How long have you been looking for it?” 
Ratatosk asked while hopping from branch to 
branch.
	 “For five winters already, ever since I heard 

about its creation and prophesy.” Thor replied 
without slowing his pace. He didn’t have time for 

trivial pleasantries with this chattering 
forest dweller.
	 “Oh!” Ratatosk sounded in-
trigued and wondered how he could an-
tagonize the thunder god. “What is the 

prophecy which surrounds it?” asked the celestial squirrel 
while plucking an acorn from a tree.
	 “The Asiniur (Aesir goddesses) told me of a prophe-
cy where the Jotuns will built a ship as big as their biggest city. 
This ship will be magical and will have the ability to fly through 
the air. It was said that should it reach the gates of Asgard, our 
city would be reduced to ashes.” Thor said somberly.
	 “What MMFMwillCMPFFitMMMMbeCHMPma-
deMIOMoutMIOMof?” Ratatosk asked with a mouth full of 
acorns.
	 “What???” demanded Thor.
	 The squirrel put down the acorns. “What will it be 
made out of?” Ratatosk asked Thor once more, ignoring the 
god’s obvious agitation.
	 “The ship will be constructed using the toenails of 

	 Loki had thrown a small statuette that he had sculpt-
ed down Urd’s well. It was moulded in the shape of a squirrel. 
He had also spit into the white clay in order to soften it and 
make it more malleable. When it splashed down into the swirl-
ing vortex known as the Crucible of Life, something very pe-
culiar happened- the squirrel awakened! It ran up the well and 
onto Yggdrasil. It chattered in agitation since it was brimming 
with exuberance.
	 Some could speculate that Loki’s spittle imbued the 
little rodent with its love for pranks. Others would claim that 
the squirrel known as Ratatosk was an amalgamation of Alfar 
after being dropped in the well. There was also the fact that 
Frey’s regenerative clay was at the squirrel’s core. Whatever 
the theories, Ratatosk would have a role to play in the cosmol-
ogy of Yggdrasil.
	 Ratatosk was an intriguing specimen. He was im-
mortal, and had the ability to travel throughout the worlds 
without impedance. He could even visit the sealed 
Hvergelmir without interference. He was also a 
trickster and loved to play pranks. One of his 
favourite games was to visit the eagle named 
Himinnorn who made his nest at the apex of 
Yggdrasil. He was very much the opposite of 
Ratatosk. He was very formal, serious and 
aloof. Ratatosk would generate great pleasure 
by joking with Himinnorn. Ratatosk also loved 
to make fun of the hawk that was perched on 
Himinnorn’s beak.
	 “I see that Vedrfolnir is back 
on your beak. Is she here to court you or 
clean your beak from rotting carrion?” 
Ratatosk would jest. The celestial squir-
rel could go to the limit because no other creature could match 
him for speed and agility. If harm was directed at Ratatosk, he 
would dance away from it effortlessly.
	 Ratatosk would also enjoy visiting Nidhogg. He was 
angry because his imprisonment and the subsequent thwarting 
of his plans for revenge. The squirrel would also carry messag-
es between the eagle and the dragon and he would purposely 
distort the messages in order to stew antagonism between the 
two of them.
	 There was a day that the Aesir gods would not soon 
forget, when one of Ratatosk’s pranks almost flooded Asgard. 
Ratatosk had returned to Himinnorn and told him that Nid-
hogg had called him a ‘failed bird’... one that could not sum-
mon up any more wind. He called him that and a donkey’s fart. 

Ratatosk told Himinnorn that Nidhogg had respect only 
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cookout somewhere close by.”
	 “Shut up! That is my flesh that boils,” thundered 
Thor.
	 “Oh I was going to say that it needs some sage for 
added flavour.” Ratatosk added helpfully. Thor was growing 
impatient with his traveling companion.
	 And then there was the third trial, the hall of knowl-
edge. Mushrooms blocked the way, and they were not ordinary 
giant mushrooms. They were the Angungri, a sentient life na-
tive to Jotunheim. Their customs were very different and this 
particular etiquette required a visitor wishing to pass through 
the lands to answer questions in order to prove their worth.
	 The biggest Angungri turned to Thor and asked, 
“You wish to pass through our halls? Are you ready to prove 
your worth? Will you answer our questions of Jotunheim 
lore?”
	 Thor was in over his head and he knew it. “I have no 
idea how I can answer his questions, how will I get past this 
trial?” he whispered to Ratatosk.
	 “I will whisper the answers in your ear. Everything 
will be fine, just step forward and act confident. I’ll make sure 
we get through.” Ratatosk whispered back in Thor’s ear.

	 Thor stepped forward, puffing out his chest and 
said, “Ask your questions, I will answer all of them 

to your satisfaction!”
	 The largest Angungri asked, “What is the 

wisest being among the natives of Jotunheim?”
	 Thor blinked his eyes several times as he 
waited for the answer. Ratatosk whispered 
in his ear and then the thunder god spoke, 
“That’s easy, it would be Lodin.”

	 The Angungri blinked and looked at one 
another, not knowing if this was a joke 
on the part of the Aesir god. “No Lodin 
is perhaps the greatest fool. He is but 
a simple farmer and swine herder. His 
appearance is abhorrent as are his man-

ners and it is said that he sleeps among his livestock.” They 
all laughed at Thor’s expense. Then they revealed the answer, 
“Vafthrudnir is the wisest of all. He understands all magics and 
knows the secrets of Yggdrasil. He has studied Nidhogg and 
the Muspeli Jotuns; no one can best him in wisdom. His son 
Im walks in his father’s footsteps and will be a great Jotun one 
day.”
	 Thor growled at Ratatosk but the squirrel said, 
“Shhhh, look they were amused. That’s a good thing. They are 
going to ask you a second question.”
	 The largest Angungri asked, “What is the greatest 
city in all of Jotunheim, and who is the giant that rules it?”
	  Thor blinked his eyes several times as he waited for 
the answer. Ratatosk whispered in his ear and then the thunder 
god spoke, “That’s easy, it would be Jarnvid and the ruler is 
Ymir.”

dead men.” Thor spat “That is why all corpses need to be pre-
pared by pruning the toenails of the dead.”
	 “Revolting!” Ratatosk exclaimed, more for the 
Thunder God’s benefit than anything else. “I hear that Os-
krud’s troll clan have a pile of toenails. They are in the Kven-
land region, you should go and destroy them... just know that 
this region is filled with unexpected danger and lacks of food.
	 “I have my goats Tanngrisnir and Tanngnjostr. As 
long as I do not break their bones nor cut their skins, their 
flesh will regenerate overnight. I will have sufficient suste-
nance wherever I go. Now quit asking me mundane questions 
and lead me to Oskrud’s camp!” Thor demanded.
	 “Well...” Ratatosk paused to get Thor’s blood boil-
ing even more, “they are expecting you to come by the sky rid-
ing your chariot. Also across the plains they have traps setup 
against your goats. If you really wish to reach them by surprise, 
and avoid all of their traps, you must go by way of Gautrek’s 
Caves. It will be harder but well worth it... I promise you.” Ra-
tatosk advised.
	 Thor gritted his teeth, for he knew what awaited him. 
Gautrek’s Cave was a notoriously dangerous dungeon where 
natural calamities were a regular occurrence, however Ratato-
sk was right in that it would take him underground and 
would allow him to exit directly behind the camp.
	 Together they rode into Gautrek’s Cave 
and they faced their first obstacle- a cyclone 
snow storm with no way around it. Thor grum-
bled as he urged his goats forward and into the 
maelstrom. Emerging from the other side, the 
thunder god looked more like a mini-Rime Jo-
tun than an Aesir god. His hair and beard were 
caked in frost, his teeth were chattering and his 
skin had turned blue from extreme expo-
sure. Ratatosk awaited Thor on the other 
side of the storm, smiling at Thor’s dis-
comfort.
	 “H-h-h-how did you get past 
the storm?” Thor demanded, shivering visibly.
	 “I’m small, quick and wise, that’s how! Now come 
on, we have to get past the boiling springs!” Ratatosk said with 
obvious glee.
	 Together they ventured deeper into the caves and the 
air became thick and hot. Thor was on the verge of passing out 
and started to slap his own face to keep awake. Ratatosk helped 
out by biting him on his behind.
	 “YOWCH! What in the nine-worlds are you do-
ing!?” screamed Thor in pain and surprise.
	 “You were about to pass out. I’m helping you!” re-
plied the mischievous squirrel.
	 Then Thor had to wade through the waters and his 
skin cooked in the bubbling water. Ratatosk rode upon the 
thunder god’s helm, above the scalding water, adding com-
mentary. “Mmmm, something smells good. I think there’s a 
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	 “You are either truly entertaining, or the biggest 
fool. We know not, but either way we will let you continue on 
your way because of our combination of joy and pity.” the larg-
est Angungri said.
	 “I told you it would work!” beamed Ratatosk. Thor 
grumbled but could not fault the squirrel for the favourable 
results. They passed through the cave and onto the other side. 
When they emerged, Thor destroyed the camp belonging to 
Oskrud the chieftain. Thor burned up the toe-nails and the 
two companions parted ways.
	 Ratatosk made sure to cross paths with Thor many 
more times, since the mirth provided by the thunder god was 
just too delicious for this mischievous squirrel.

	 Mushroom laughter filled the air and they were deep-
ly amused with the Aesir god’s wit. “Ymir is dead and Jarnvid 
is a forest ruled by a witch named Angrboda. It is there that the 
iron wolves make their home. You are funny Thor, but the real 
answer is Utgard. It is the greatest city in all of Jotunheim and 
it is Utgardaloki who rules there. Since you are so amusing we 
will permit you one more chance.”
	 “I will make you into a glove if you lead me astray 
again.” Thor threatened Ratatosk. His eyes were bloodshot 
from his rage.
	 Ratatosk stood up on his hind legs and saluted. “Yes 
sir!” he chirped, puffing out his little furry chest.
	 The largest of the Angungri asked, “After Bergelmir, 
who are the ruling lords and ladies of Jotunheim?”
	  Thor blinked his eyes several times as he waited for 
the answer. Ratatosk whispered in his ear and then the thunder 
god spoke, “That’s easy, it’s Odin, Thor, Frigga and Saga…
wait, what? Grrrr!”
	 Thor growled but the Angungri laughed in unison. 
They were genuinely amused by the silly answers Thor 
was providing. The largest Angungri shook his 
head in disbelief and said, “In fact the Jotuns who 
hold sway over Jotunheim are many. They have 
sprawling empires and have rebuilt since the 
crimson flood of Aurgelmir’s blood. Alvaldi 
is one of the great lords of Jotunheim. He 
is very rich and his children are Thiassi the 
shape changer, Idi the sorcerer and Gangr the 
fool. Angrboda is one of the great ladies of Jo-
tunheim. She is one of the most powerful 
seithkonas in all the realms. She manag-
es a coven of witches and a tribe of iron 
wolves. No one dares to second guess 
her judgements in Jarnvid, the iron for-
est. Baugi is another lord of Jotunheim. He has found ways to 
farm in the desolate landscape. His crops are magical and this 
brings him tremendous wealth and prestige. A kingdom has 
arisen around his farmstead that is now a prestigious keep. He 
and his brother Suttung are alchemists who have reinvented 
and innovated brewing as a mystical trade. Thrym is the war-
lord of the fastest growing kingdom in Jotunheim. His armies 
have raided and pillaged and he lacks for nothing. Some say 
that the only thing Thrym is missing is a beautiful bride, but to 
this day, none have been worthy of his proposal. Utgardaloki 
is perhaps the greatest lord as he is the keeper of Utgard, the 
largest and greatest city in all of Jotunheim. All roads lead to 
Utgard and the largest market in all of Jotunheim is within its 
hallowed walls.”
	 Thor’s head was spinning, there was no way he would 
be retaining any of this new information. He was surprised that 
anyone would spend the time to remember all these trivial Jo-

tuns. After all, in the thunder god’s eyes, the Jotuns were 
inferior to the Aesir and always would be.

Oskrud
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kin. So far away, yet their thoughts and voices traveled along 
these fissures. He strummed the fissures once more, and they 
resonated with pure malice. Everyone plugged into Void mag-
ic could hear it. Oh the glorious dark anthem of the Alsvartr. 
Now it could not be stopped.
	 The great world devouring wyrm was right. The next 
time the gods or giants tried to use Void magic their minds 
were flooded with the unholy chants of the exiled Alsvartr. 
How terrifying and how maddening it was to feel their chorus. 
Those who remained attuned to Ginnungagap, those who tried 
to channel its Void magic lost their sanity. Slowly at first, but 
the grip was unrelenting. Those who lost their minds began to 
speak in the language of the Alsvartr. It was clear that the dark 
consciousness possessed those who continued to cast Void 

spells and enchantments.
	 Another great council was called. The 

high-gods and the high-Jotuns came to a very 
quick conclusion: they would have to aban-

don Ginnungagap. They would cease the use 
of Void magic, lest an Alsvartr subsume one 
of them. If the Alsvartr could return upon 
this magic, then this magic would need to be 

banned. The consensus was unanimous and 
swift. Many felt they had lost a wondrous tool, a 

tool that could create wonders, but now 
it could only create nightmares. In this 
way the Age of creation came to an end. 
The gods never created more life, and 
the giants never created more realms.

	 Those assembled at the council speculated that the 
Norns used Void magic for their Tapestry of Fate, but none of 
the Norns were present to either confirm or deny this asser-
tion. Odin for some inexplicable reason defended them with 
fervour, and he commanded the council to stop discussing the 
Norns and the Void. “Nothing that is good will come of this!” 
the All Father warned those in attendance.
	 The only ones who continued to use the Void mag-
ic were the fools in Midgard. Mankind was a headstrong and 
stubborn folk. The orlogs and voelvas that lived in Midgard did 
not answer to the higher powers. They continued their reckless 
pursuits, and in the process, many went mad.

	 Nidhogg was aghast when he saw Frey’s work. Yg-
gdrasil’s roots were healing before his very eyes! His breath 
would pollute the roots and then within a day the roots would 
return to health. How was this even possible? None could 
stand against the might of an Alsvartr. Who was this Vanir god 
who could reverse the pestilence single-handedly?
	 No one could console the great dragon. He slith-
ered into a dark crevasse so he could be left alone. Solitude 
helped him think, and he needed a way to thwart those who 
had imprisoned him in Hvergelmir. Not only was he bound to 
the realm, but his consorts and children were also incarcerat-
ed. Nidhogg had found some consolation, it turned out that 
some of the brood had slithered out of Hvergelmir before the 
seal, so perhaps they were finding success in the other realms. 
They were mighty and a single wyrm could overpower 
an army in Midgard.
	 During his self-imposed exile Nidhogg 
still received one visitor- Ratatosk. Despite the 
gloom, that celestial squirrel gave him hope. 
He had no idea how the rodent managed to slip 
past the seal without the requisite four keys, 
but he intended to find out. He played along 
with Ratatosk, slowly gathering the informa-
tion he needed. And then one day the pieces 
started to fall together- Ratatosk used the 
void to create his own realities. The celes-
tial squirrel traveled through the magic. 
This gave Nidhogg a plan.
	 The gods and giants used the 
Void magic in order to create new realities. The Aesir had cre-
ated Midgard and mankind, and they were showing no signs 
of restraint. If only Nidhogg could move through the magic as 
Ratatosk did. He could slip out!
	 As Nidhogg tried to subvert the magic to his will, he 
discovered another reality which he could exploit. His brethren 
had been damned into the great void Ginnungagap- the same 
source of power that Void magic utilized. Perhaps he could 
bring back his brethren. Perhaps they could surf the magic in 
the same way as the rodent. If only a single other Alsvartr could 
return, Yggdrasil, its realms and its many denizens would be 
enslaved for eternity.
	 Looking for doors within Ginnungagap, Nidhogg 
found a fissure instead. A fissure allowing the movement of 
thought and sound across the great expanse. Nidhogg smiled 
malevolently. Oh this would be delicious! He scratched at the 
fissure and it twanged like the string of a lyre. Voices and whis-
pers could be heard. The language was recognizable; it was his 
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Ivaldi

	 From their inception, the Dvergar were often over-
looked by the other higher powers. The Giants and gods did 
not invite them to the various joint assemblies and the Norns 
appeared to ignore them. Their vulnerability to light kept them 
from leaving their mark on the world of men and the world of 
the gods. As a result, these diminutive beings pursued their 
talents deep within Ymir’s corpse, in their realm of Nidavellir.
	 The Dvergar were born with an artisan’s eye. They 
created beautiful jewelry, weapons and armour. They excavat-
ed impressive underground halls, full of statues and decorative 
motifs. Whatever their imaginations visualised, their hands 
delivered. The hierarchy of the Dvergar was different from the 
other divine races. They had kings and a high-king, but rath-
er than having a high-king determined by blood, they elected 
their high-king based on their talents. Every generation, the 
high-king would be elected from a batch of candidates. The 
populace would vote for who they believed to be the 
greatest artisan. The better someone’s skill in cre-
ation of wondrous and precious artifacts, the 
more suitable they were to lead the kingdom 
for the next generation. For this reason, the 
Dvergar tried to out-do one another when it 
came to artistry and engineering. 
	 The first high-king was Motsognir, 
and he instituted this succession to ensure that 
his people would continue to outperform the 
previous generation of artisans. Sever-
al families gained fame when more than 
one member of the family was elected to 
be high-king of the dwarves. This creat-
ed rivalries between prominent houses.
	 It did not take long for the gods and giants to take 
notice of their craftsmanship. The Dvergar had complex min-
ing operations which dug gold and other precious metals out 
of the earth. At first they commissioned great works from the 
Dvergar, but soon afterwards they realized that the Dvergar 
could simply be attacked and robbed. Overpowered, the Dver-
gar began to transform their people into a militant society.
	 This was a dark period for the Dvergar and they 
turned to the Norns for help and mediation. They had no de-
sire to spend time preparing for war when they could be creat-
ing artifacts of unearthly beauty. The Norn known as Vigglod 
answered their call. She advised the ruling families that their 
fate and salvation rested in servitude of the gods. They alone 
had the power to elevate the Dvergar from obscurity. They 
would have to provide the gods with gifts in order to win their 

attention. This was not what the Dvergar had expected, yet 
they followed the Norn’s direction.

 Rebellion of The Dvergar
	 Their obscurity and debt remained high as the gods, 
giants and Norns seemed to prosper. They were told to stay 
the course, but the gap in power and influence was now vast. 
This is when current high-king Oakenshield, called an urgent 
council with his kings. Dvergar assemblies were much more 
rowdy and personal when compared to those hosted by gods or 
giants. Ale and beer usually flowed very freely along with the 
much stronger Dvergar sumbel. They discussed for this was 
not the way it was supposed to be. Vigglod’s reassurance that 
their tapestry of Fate would eventually reward the dwarves for 
their service was not coming to fruition.
	 “Brothers! The Norns have lied to us for genera-
tions. My time as high-king comes to a close and I do not wish 
my legacy be the darkest in our people’s history. I suspect that 
the Norns have played us for fools,” Oakenshield began, and a 
grumble of agreement went through the hall, “The Norns are 

the highest power and they work through the gods. The 
gods are strong and we are their slave labour.”

	 Motsognir was the first high-king of Ni-
davellir and he was present. He punctuated his 

first statement with a loud belch “...that wench 
Vigglod has never given any of the high-kings 
wise counsel. She’s not here to make us feel 
important. Do you know why she’s really here? 

It’s to keep us in line. To keep us producing for 
the gods and giants... and you know what they 

are?” The former high-king took a long 
look at all those assembled before him, 
“They are the swine who do the bidding 
of these high and mighty Norns.” Mot-
sognir was old and cared little about what 

others thought, so he was brash and blunt.
	 “I hear you! I toast your wise words!” replied Oak-
enshield as he took a big swig of ale. “...but what are we to 
do? The Norns have woven our bleak fate into their tapestry. 
I would shred it if I could get my hands on it ... then I’d piss all 
over it!”
	 Dvalin, the second high-king of Nidavellir chimed in 
“...that Tapestry of Fate is no more of a construct than what 
we forge in our halls. Brothers, I have thought about it long 
and hard and I conclude that the Tapestry of Fate is no more 
magical than a magical golden necklace that I would forge with 
my own two hands. I say we defy it!”
	 Oakenshield challenged Dvalin’s reasoning, “They 
weave their tapestry as we forge our magical swords... but ev-
ery great artifact we forge goes on to influence the lives of their 
owners. Why should their predictions be any less fruitful?”
	 “Our relics don’t create a fate that others cannot es-
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cape... not normally,” Dvalin said with a wink. The Dvergar had been 
known to imbue some weapons with curses which would force an out-
come once the weapon was drawn.
	 “You mean to tell us that the destiny they peddle is mutable? 
That we can be the masters of our own fate? Badger balls!” exclaimed 
another king named Gloi. “The gods don’t dare defy the Norns, and you 
say we should? You’ve drunk too much sumbel dear Dvalin!”
	 “No, no, no, Dvalin has a point, besides what do you miserable 
lot have to lose?” Motsognir asked those assembled. Most of the kings 
finished their tankards of drink and poured refills as they mulled over 
Dvalin’s proposal. Motsognir smiled at his companions and added, “Be-
sides, what better way for the upper classes to keep the peasants foolish 
if not by teaching them to drink!”
	 A roar of laughter erupted throughout the hall.
	 “Alright, this is what we do,” began Oakenshield, “I will pacify 
Vigglod into believing that we’re still in her pocket. Dvalin, you will pass 
the message along to all of the prominent houses, we no longer play by 
their rules. Gloi, I want to sabotage the gods. Make sure that they appear 
as poor servants for the Norns. Lastly, Motsognir I want you to find a way 
to gain access to the Tapestry of Fate. We need to find it and ruin it. Use 
whomever you can to the job. Maybe the Alfar will be the right partners 
in our crime.”
	 Oakenshield studied his kings. They all nodded in agreement 
to the proposed plan. The high-king smiled and declared; “Now my 
brothers... we drink!”
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strong, confident and handsome. Od led a very successful war-
band of mercenaries, extremely talented and whose services 
came at a steep price. She would travel with him and lend aid to 
his war-band when they departed on very important missions. 
They spent every spare moment together and eventually got 
married. They had two children, both girls, named Hnossa and 
Gersemi. Od came from a long line of heroes, so despite the 
marriage and children, he did not give up his war-band and as-
sociated contracts.
	 Freya was saddened by his decision and she spent 
many hours weeping. The goddess loved him so much that her 
heart was torn. When he was away she cried for his safety and 
for his swift return. She cried so much that her tears began to 
take on the value he held in her heart- her tears became red-
gold.
	 As the years went on, he grew older, and suffered 
several grievous wounds. Yet he refused to give up his reckless 

ways. Freya was desperate not to lose him. There was only 
one sorceress that she knew that could do something 

to preserve her husband’s life, Laufey.
	 “Mistress of magics, giantess of flame, 

progenitor of Valkyries, I call upon you for aid. 
My husband is but a mortal man, but he shares 
my heart with our two beautiful daughters. 
I cannot imagine an existence without him, 
is there anything you could do to prolong his 

life? Is there anything you could do to have him 
give up his adventurous life? I would be indebted 

to you forever.” Freya pleaded.
	 “Goddess of the dead, almighty 
seithkona, mistress of passion, I welcome 
you into Muspelheim.” Laufey greeted 
her. “I’m afraid that I would never do any-

thing to erase courage and passion from a man’s heart, howev-
er I could help you in other ways. I have studied your Folkvan-
gar and Ran’s hall Drekkjahalla. You and Ran simply house the 
souls of the dead. What if you were to imbue them with a new 
physical form and give them a new body... an immortal body?” 
Laufey asked.
	 Freya truly looked puzzled. “I don’t think I under-
stand, what are you asking? How can I help you achieve this? 
I would do anything for Od. I cannot imagine my life without 
him.”
	 “Then you must help me create a hall for the slain in 
Muspelheim. There I will work out how to take the soul and 
bequeath it upon it a new form that will no longer age. I believe 
I know what to do as the final step, but you must show me the 
first. How do you create the consecrated home for the souls?” 

	 Freya’s Folkvangar was filling up with great champi-
ons. The Vanir gods and the Muspeli Jotuns were immensely 
impressed with her achievement. It had kept best and brightest 
souls belonging to mankind from becoming a feast for Nid-
hogg. Even with his imprisonment he somehow still managed 
to reach into Niflheim to feast upon the dead.
	 Freya’s work could potentially be extended to im-
mortals when they died of old age, but that hadn’t been put to 
the test yet. Ran, Vanir goddess of the deep was concerned for 
herself and her husband.
	 “Freya, will you be able to discover a way to keep us 
from becoming Nidhogg’s dinner? I fear for our kin. We have 
long lives, but what awaits us at the end frightens us all.” Ran 
asked.
	 “I would love to; believe me I would, but managing 
the ever-growing Folkvangar is a full time job. It consumes me; 
I cannot find a moment to go out on an adventure. Go and find 
Gulveig, perhaps she can help.” Freya explained.
	 Ran thought for a moment, and then her 
eyes widened as she had an idea, “Now what if I 
were to take half the dead off your hands? I have 
always enjoyed the company of the great sail-
ors who venture into my domains. I would like 
to bring them into my hall, but most cannot 
make the trip alive. What if I commanded 
Valkyries who claimed the dead heroes of the 
sea? What if they brought them into my hall... 
then you would have less to manage. Perhaps 
then you could find the time to discover 
a cure for our death and go on adven-
tures.”
	 Freya clapped her hands in 
delight. “I would never consider such an 
offer from a stranger, but Ran, I trust you implicitly. We must 
do this. We would cast the appropriate charms on your hall and 
then we could go and recruit the Valkyries you would need.”
	 Motivated, the two goddesses accomplished the task 
in short order. Soon enough, great numbers of drowned he-
roes were finding their way to Ran’s hall where they feasted and 
spoke of their extensive travels and naval exploits. Ran was a 
gracious hostess and she created a hospitable environment for 
the souls which came into her care.
	 Freya found time to travel, and she had fallen in love 
with Midgard. Every spare moment she spent in her chariot, 
being pulled by wild-cats, roaming the landscape and taking 
in the sights and sounds created by mankind. During her jour-

neys she met a man with whom she fell in love. His name 
was Od and he was a warrior and a heartbreaker. He was 
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the wrong hands, this could be a danger to all of creation,” cau-
tioned Laufey.
	 Laufey called to her Valkyries. She enlisted the ones 
who had been with her since the first war against Nidhogg. 
Those were the ones she trusted without doubt.
	 “Thrima, Geiravor and Skalmold go out and find 
worthy warriors who will become the first adopted sons and 
daughters of Muspel,” Laufey commanded as Freya and Gud-
mund looked on.
	 Then Laufey led the others to Yggdrasil’s base and 
took some bark shavings which she would need for her work. 
The Void had been corrupted, but she hoped to salvage some 
of that magic that had seeped into the great ash. Laufey’s theo-
ry was that Frey’s purification of Yggdrasil kept that magic in a 
purer state. What other impurities remained would be burned 
off in the whole fires of Glassisvellir.
	 When they returned, the Valkyries were already 
waiting for them. They had carried the souls of three great 
warriors back the shores of Glassisvellir. “Let us begin” 
Laufey declared. She plunged the white bark into to lake, but 
to her dismay it refused to burn. “We will need more powerful 
flame... we must call on Surt and Laevateinn. Surely his sword 
of Armageddon will light Yggdrasil’s skin.

	 When Surt arrived he had brought Laevateinn. It 
took him a while because he had had to retrieve it 

from its hiding place, and he clearly despised 
wielding it. Laufey held the alabaster bark while 

Surt pressed Laevateinn’s edge against it. 
Black smoke arose, and a sinister whispering 
could be heard as the Alsvartr taint burned 
from the bark. Seith aberrations, angry spirits 

filled with malice, swirled around those assem-
bled. Finally, Laufey extracted the Void magic 

from the black smoke and flame, and the 
guided it at the lake. “Immerse the souls 
into Glassisvellir now!” she command-
ed her Valkyries. The magic, souls and 
consecrated lake merged and from the 

depths arose three brand new Sons of Muspel. They appeared 
as men, similar to their previous lives, but heat and light ra-
diated from their new bodies. Their hair was coated in flames 
and their voices were deep and powerful. They surveyed their 
surroundings as Laufey, Surt, Freya and Gudmund looked on 
in awe.
	 The three Sons of Muspel spoke in unison, “We have 
lived, we have died, and now we live anew. We come to serve 
and protect.”
	 “It is a success!” Laufey exclaimed with jubilation, 
a huge smile adorning her beautiful face. Freya clapped and 
cheered as Surt smiled, his hand resting on Laufey’s shoulder. 
With his mouth wide open, Gudmund had a look of shock on 
his face, as if he still did not believe what he was seeing.
	 “When it is Od’s time, you will receive him as a 

Laufey spoke with a reassuring voice. She knew that Freya 
considered the happiness of the souls as her top prerogative. 
“I promise to treat them well,” she added.
	 “Then we have a deal.” Freya announced with a re-
newed happiness. She traveled with Laufey to Muspelheim and 
Laufey showed her a great lake of fire. “This is Glassisvellir, 
the most ancient lake of fire in our realm. We perform many 
sacred rituals upon its shores as Muspeli customs dictate. This 
will be the place where our Valkyries will bring the souls of fall-
en heroes.”
	 Freya bit her lip, unsure about this arrangement. 
“This does not look hospitable for mankind...” she began, but 
Laufey cut her off.
	 “I assure you that the souls will not suffer, in fact they 
will feel no pain at all. I need them here if I am to give them 
form.” Laufey explained.
	 Freya’s worries were eased somewhat, but she was 
still apprehensive. She showed Laufey the hallowing ritual and 
they worked together to make Glassisvellir the home for souls.
	 It was then that a giant bronze skinned man came 
out of hall that stood upon the shores of Glassisvellir. “WISE 
WOMEN, I GREET YOU. WHAT TRANSPIRES HERE?” he 
asked. He had horse’s mane upon his neck and back. His voice 
thundered like no other, and it took the two women by 
surprise.
	 “My dear Gudmund, there is no cause 
for alarm. Freya and I are preparing the sacred 
lake for the souls of mankind. My fire Valkyries 
will bring the souls here and we will bathe them 
in the holy flames of Glassisvellir.” Laufey ex-
plained.
	 “AND FOR WHAT PURPOSE?” 
Gudmund began, “I AM THE KEEPER OF 
GLASSISVELLIR, I MUST UNDER-
STAND WHAT YOU WISH TO DO 
TO OUR SACRED LAKE.” His voice 
echoed over the vast expanse.
	 “My apologies Gudmund, I 
know that you take your role as warden very seriously. It was 
my oversight. My excitement for this task got the better of me.” 
Laufey said sweetly and then she explained what she and the 
goddess were doing.
	 “FASCINATING!” the giant bellowed and his 
voice carried across the lake. “IF YOU DON’T MIND, I 
WILL WATCH TO ENSURE GLASSISVELLIR IS NOT 
HARMED.”
	 “You are the warden of our ancestral lake, of course 
you can stay and watch,” Laufey said with a big smile.
	 The women completed the joint work and the lake 
was prepared for the souls. “Freya, I thank you for teaching 
me the ritual. Glassisvellir is now ready for the souls of fallen 
heroes. Speak to no one of what you are about to see. I suspect 
many would love to learn how to create an immortal army. In 
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Son of Muspel, right?” asked Freya making sure the deal held.
	 “Absolutely, you have my word,” promised Laufey. 
The two hugged in mutual reassurance.
	 Muspelheim exploded in full celebrations and 
Laufey and Freya were the focus of the event. “Surt, I bestow 
the Sons of Muspel to you. It is your blade that will give them 
a new life and purpose, and your efforts to keep Yggdrasil safe 
will require more guardians,” Laufey whispered into his ear. 
“Consider it a gift from me to you. You deserve it.”
	 “I am glad to see that Laevateinn has a new purpose, 
a purpose that grants life instead of death. Thank you Laufey,” 
Surt replied. “But where is Gudmund? I have not seen him 
since the miracle at Glassisvellir.”
	 “I do not know, but he should come and share in the 
celebrations.” Laufey concluded. Both Muspeli Jotuns went to 
Gudmund’s hall. When they arrived no one was there to greet 
them, and so they went inside. They found Gudmund sleeping 
soundly.
	 “Wake up! You must come and join the celebra-
tions. After they are done, you will have a lot more work cu-
rating Glassisvellir,” announced Laufey. But Gudmund did not 
awaken. Surt shoved the sleeping warden, but again he did not 
wake.
	 Laufey cast a spell of detection and her face paled- 
there was a spell upon him, a charm of slumber. She cast her 
own magic and dispelled the enchantment. When Gudmund 
woke up, Surt asked, “Gudmund, what do you remember? Do 
you remember the transformation of Glassisvellir? Do you re-
call the birth of the Sons of Muspel?”
	 “HGGHGNN... WHAT? WHY ARE YOU HERE? 
WHAT ARE YOU TALKING ABOUT?” demanded Gud-
mund groggily as he rubbed the sleep from his eyes. “WHAT 
SON OF MUSPEL?” he asked once more since both Muspeli 
Jotuns were at a loss for words. They just stared at him with 
very concerned expressions.
	 “WHAT? HOW LONG HAVE I BEEN ASLEEP? 
THE LAST I RECALL I HAD A GUEST IN MY HOME... A 
WANDERER...” Gudmund explained.
	 “What was his name?” Surt asked.
	 “What was he wearing?” asked Laufey.
	 Gudmund thought for a moment and said, “I THINK 
HE CALLED HIMSELF BOLVERK. HE WORE A DARK 
BLUE HAT AND MATCHING TRAVEL CLOAK... WHY?”
	 Surt and Laufey looked at one another and whis-
pered in unison “...Odin.”

Laufey
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benches would be adorned with mail coats, ensuring that every 
Einherjar would be ready for war when the time came.
	 Odin chose a central place for Valhalla, next to the 
mystic grove that was called Glasir. The trees that grew there 
had brilliant red-gold leaves and the sanctum attracted vari-
ous mystic animals. The grove was the most sacred atop the 
mountain and would be well suited for the hall of the slain. The 
Dvergar worked on this wondrous hall for years because the 
specifications were huge. There would be five-hundred and 
forty doors and each door was designed so that eight-hundred 
men could walk out shoulder to shoulder from each one. Even 
the Dvergar who were experienced artisans found the specifi-
cations tremendous. 
	 At the same time Odin worked the magical enchant-
ments that were needed to hallow the place and make it a suit-

able home for his Einherjar. During this time the gates 
had been approached by both the Vanir gods and the 

Muspeli Jotuns and Heimdall had turned them 
away as instructed. As predicted, spies tried to 

infiltrate Asgard and many were caught and 
sent home in shame. Odin and the Aesir were 
feeling the pressure from their rivals. The oth-
er gods and giants were strongly opposed to 

Valhalla’s creation.
	 Odin was concerned, and so visited the 

Norns at Urd’s well and asked them how this 
prophesy would unfold. He found only 
one of the Norns present, it was Skuld. 
She had two strange women sitting on 
either side of her.
	 “Hail mighty Skuld. How is it 

that you are the only Norn here, where are your sisters? Who 
are these women who sit with you? I come here to beseech you 
for your insight and vision about future events concerning Val-
halla,” Odin said in greeting.
	 “Hail Odin, I was expecting you. These are my 
Valkyrie sisters, Rota and Gunn. I know why you have come 
and we are here to secure your first souls,” Skuld explained.
	 “Kyrmir’s prophesy told us that the hall would be 
completed but the pressure is mounting. While my attentions 
are on the project at hand, the Vanir have intentionally stepped 
up their proselytizing in Midgard. Kyrmir said that I would 
get the aid of a Muspeli Jotun, yet they are all furious that we 
stole their magical recipe for immortal champions,” Odin 
vented while wringing his hands. “I do not have a legendary 
fire source like Laevateinn, I am still struggling to find a way 
to extract the purified Void from Yggdrasil’s bark. Without a 

	 A man who looked like Gudmund left Muspelheim. 
As he crossed over the fire realm’s threshold, two wolves ran to 
his sides.
	 “Freki, Geri, my trusted companions, it is good to be 
back. It was stifling hot in the Muspeli Jotun homeland, but I 
learned what I needed to learn,” the wanderer said to his com-
panions as he patted their heads. “Your brothers Huginn and 
Muninn were right. The secrets they kept would be invaluable 
to our cause and our success.”
	 Then Gudmund’s form evaporated and revealed the 
form a one-eyed man dressed in dark blue robes. He had a 
wide brimmed hat and a salt-and-pepper coloured beard. The 
All Father had tricked Freya and Laufey into revealing their 
secrets. Now the Aesir would have the same, nay, a superior 
immortal army.
	 Odin returned over the Bifrost Bridge. There 
Heimdall stood guard and they greeted one anoth-
er. Heimdall smiled with a wide grin that revealed 
his golden teeth, “All Father, I trust that every-
thing went well?”
	 “Oh, better than anyone could have 
expected. Make sure that you only allow the 
Aesir to enter into Asgard unless I tell you 
otherwise. We have much to achieve, and our 
enemies will try to send spies.” Odin warned.
	 “I can hear the grass grow, I can smell 
the scent of our enemies and I could see 
better than a bird of prey. Count on me to 
keep Asgard safe,” pledged the guardian 
of Bifrost.
	 The All Father knew Void mag-
ic, but the gods and giants had agreed on refrain from invoking 
such corrupted enchantments. Laufey used the same approach 
that Frey had used on Yggdrasil to cleanse the void.In addition, 
Freya and Laufey had used Seith magic, which tapped into the 
spirit world. It was underhanded and indirect and men frowned 
upon this type of magic, but the All Father had learned it. He 
was a rare seithkarl who knew that Seith’s benefits outweighed 
the stigma. Odin had also learned rune magic, which would be 
very useful in the months to come.
	 First he needed a hall for the dead. For this task he 
relied on the Dvergar. The Norns had kept them subservient 
and they had proven to be useful thralls. They would build him 
a great hall which he would call Valhalla. It would house his 
army and be a garrison for the immortals he would call the Ein-

herjar. Valhalla would have bundles of spears for columns and 
rafters and the roof would be thatched with shields. The 
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partially purified Void source, the Einherjar will never be real-
ized. I cannot allow potential enemies to challenge our military 
might.”
	 Skuld reassured him, “You can rest easy, know that 
the Norns are with you. The Dvergar will complete the largest 
hall in all of creation, you will ordain it with the correct en-
chantments and we,” she gestured to the ladies on either side, 
“will get you the souls you need. Mogthrasir will be visiting 
Farbauti and rest assured that the Muspeli Jotun you require 
will be the most suitable.” Skuld said with a wink. “Now go and 
inscribe your runes, the ascension of the Aesir is about to be-
gin.”
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Mogthrasir promise you?” Laufey asked accusingly.
	 “N-Nothing!” her husband stammered.
	 “I know you well dear husband, and the Norn said 
something to make this an appealing proposition. She knows 
you. Mogthrasir knows what to say to you.” Laufey hissed.
	 “Enough! I have guided our family through count-
less successes. I do not need to defend my honour nor my mo-
tives. I do this for Loki’s greatness, for the great stamp that he 
will leave upon the world!” Farbauti barked.
	 “I knew it! She appealed to your ego. Now you can 
live vicariously through whatever adventures they have in store 
for him. Farbauti, even though the Aesir gods are immortals, 
they age. They age quicker than we do. Loki is young and in-
nocent and he will remain that way for a long time. Odin is get-
ting older, and with his age comes shrewdness. Our son will be 

oblivious when the Aesir use and abuse him. I cannot agree 
to this!” Laufey said with an air of determination.

	 Then Farbauti whispered so low that 
Laufey had to strain her ears to hear, “What if 

I told you that I already brought Loki to the 
gates of Asgard, what would you then say 
dearest Laufey?”
	 The temperature in the room erupted. 
Stone walls cracked and cloth smouldered. 

“You did what?!” Laufey yelled.
	 “I sent him on his way, a great destiny 

awaits him.” Farbauti confessed.
	 Laufey was without words. Her 
heart was pierced twice that day... once 
for her son, for whom she was genuinely 
frightened... and the second for her hus-

band’s betrayal.
###

	 Heimdall looked at Loki suspiciously as he walked 
him through the gates. “Well Muspeli Jotun, I was under or-
ders by the All Father himself to escort you to his hall. Know 
that I will be watching you. Whatever you fire giants are up to, 
it will not get past me,” Heimdall promised.
	 “I do not know what is going on.” Loki began as he 
walked and stared in wonder at the golden city of the gods. 
“Your guess is as good as mine. I’m sure my father and your su-
perior worked something out...” his voice trailed as he looked 
up in wonder seeing Sol and Mani overhead. In Asgard they 
were so close that he could see their features. Muspelheim, like 
Jotunheim never caught sight of the sun and moon. For Mus-
pelheim it was no big loss for the realm already had ample light 
and heat.
	 “Ah, my partner in crime has arrived!” exclaimed a 

	 Young Loki was supposed to be Surt’s protégé, but 
his childish and juvenile behaviour discredited him every time 
the Muspeli Jotun king gave him an opportunity. Finally, Surt 
had had enough and he went to visit Loki’s parents. Laufey and 
Farbauti were not surprised by Surt’s assessment and they of-
fered that their son Byleist become Surt’s new protégé. He was 
the most like his father, having a cool temperament and a keen 
analytical mind. Surt agreed and the fostering arrangement 
changed.
	 Loki was understandably upset by the change, and he 
voiced his displeasure to his father. Farbauti calmed his agitat-
ed son by promising to give him another key role in Muspel-
heim. What it would be he did not yet know. It was then that 
Farbauti received an unexpected visit from Mogthrasir. The 
whole meeting felt like a dream. As fortune would have it, she 
had come to discuss Loki.
	 They spoke at length about Loki’s strengths 
and weaknesses. Mogthrasir explained that Loki 
had a role to play in the rise and fall of empires. 
That he would have children that would reshape 
entire realms. That he would learn Nidhogg’s 
secrets and that he was the Jotun of Destiny. All 
of this would come to pass if his father sent him 
to foster with the Aesir gods.
	 Farbauti awoke the next morning and 
he cloistered himself so he could think. He was 
a gifted strategist and he played out each 
event in his head, exploring every possi-
ble outcome. He ran these scenarios over 
and over, trying to find faults that would 
give him reason to doubt the Norns. What 
Mogthrasir was asking was to send Laufey’s son over to the 
enemy. He did not think that his wife would ever accept that, 
especially if anything went wrong for their boy.
	 Then with an anxious heart Farbauti met with her. 
Just by reading his facial expressions, Laufey knew that he had 
heavy news. They sat beside one another and Farbauti cupped 
Laufey’s hands in his own and began to explain what the Norns 
had ordained for their son.
	 “No! I refuse to believe it,” Laufey cried when she 
heard the plan. She pulled her hands out of his and stood with 
her back to him. “...the Aesir are power hungry and will sacri-
fice the good if it achieves their means. Our son was not raised 
like that. We have all heard of the All Father’s exploits...” she 
said, disdain dripped from her words, “he will use our son, 
and when he is no longer of any use to him, he will be discard-

ed. This is not a fostering agreement, it is a sale!” And 
then she spun around to face her husband. “What did 
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blade. A well could never be used as a weapon and it could be 
placed into the heart of Valhalla. There we can burn Yggdra-
sil’s bark and extract the Ginnungagap for all of our Einher-
jar.”
	 Odin was smiling once more “...a mighty army!”
	 So it was done, and Skuld and her Valkyrie sisters 
returned with the first souls. The All Father touched them 
with necromantic charms and their bodies grew anew out of 
the Void and enveloped the souls. They stood tall and mighty. 
Their faces were filled with a hunger for war. The three new 
Einherjar grabbed spears from the rafters and started to fight. 
Not only did they have their incredible skills from the previous 
life, but they were bolstered by powerful bodies that could not 
tire. They fought to the death, but death could not claim them. 
Once more they arose and they fought once more, and again, 
and again. They forged a fellowship and they turned to Loki 
and Odin and demanded a feast, with boar and ale.
	 “We will fight. We will hone our skills to better serve 
you upon the battlefield. But we hunger. We hunger for war, 
ale and meat!” they declared.
	 “There is no rest for the wicked!” Loki stated to 

Odin with a wink.

voice that brought Loki back from the clouds. Standing before 
him was a middle-aged man with a salt-and-pepper beard. He 
was sporting an eye-patch and was sweaty from the work he was 
doing. Loki raised his eyebrows in surprise. “It’s just a figure 
of speech my dear Loki,” Odin said as he came over and ruffled 
his hair. Then the All Father told Heimdall to return to his post. 
There would be more spies he told him.
	 “I... I don’t know why I’m here. My father mentioned 
that I was to come here and foster under your tutelage,” Loki 
began but Odin cut him off.
	 “My dear boy, I think I will learn as much from you as 
you will from me. I may look older than you, but I assure you 
that I have lived many less winters than you. Our people are 
distrustful of one another, and the preparations for war have 
begun. Under the wise eye of the Norns, your father and I have 
agreed that your fostering arrangement will ensure peace be-
tween our people. That is a good thing,” Odin explained.
	 Loki smiled, and then began a fostering agreement 
that would turn into friendship. Both Odin and Loki had mis-
chievous streaks and both were excessively smart, too smart for 
their peers. Loki accepted Valhalla as his own project and the 
two worked side by side to see it come to life.
	 By the time the Hall of the Slain was com-
plete, Odin and Loki were carrying on as if they 
had known each other all of their lives. Many Ae-
sir gods and goddesses found it hard to accept, 
but with time they came to realize that Loki 
was now an Aesir god, and would forever be.
	 “We approach the hardest and most 
crucial step in the creation process. We must 
now liberate as much purified Void magic as we 
can. Surt used his legendary sword, but I have no 
such sword. Can you get me that sword?” 
Odin asked.
	 “Impossible!” declared Loki 
without pause “You see Surt has a certain 
fixation when it comes to Laevateinn. He 
destroyed a cosmic tree and all of its worlds and inhabitants us-
ing the Armageddon Blade.... but do you know who forged the 
blade?” Loki asked with a wink.
	  Odin was speechless as the puzzle came together in 
his head. “Are you serious?!” the All Father said in glee. “You 
did? Loki, you are incredible!”
	 Loki blushed and looked at his feet. He was never all 
too comfortable with praise. Then Loki’s smile dissipated as 
a memory struck him. “I cannot forge another Laevateinn. I 
swore to Surt and I swore on my own reputation and life that I 
would never recreate the Armageddon Blade.”
	 Odin put a hand on his friend’s shoulder, “I under-
stand. I would never ask you to break a vow nor an oath to your 
kin.” The All Father’s smile disappeared as well.
	 Loki looked up once more and smiled a devilish grin, 
“...but I could create a well with the same fiery intensity of the 
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he captured King Adils’ wife. I spoke with him, he knows. We 
have agreed that you will return to King Adils.”
	 “Wha- what of Hrolf?” screamed Yrsa, overwhelmed 
with emotions.
	 “He will stay with your father. He is next in line for 
King Helge’s throne,” said Alof in a soothing voice. “It is for 
the best.  King Adils will not accept the son of his enemy. You 
must go for it is improper for you to remain in Leidre.”
	 Queen Yrsa was returned to her husband and a peace 
accord was struck between King Adils and King Helge. This 
peace allowed Adils to focus his attention to the hostile lands to 
the north. He went to war with his neighbour King Ole of Up-
pland. There were many skirmishes between Svealand and Up-
pland. Finally, the kings decided to put everything on the line. 
One battle would decide the future of both kingdoms. They 
would settle the score upon the winter ice of Lake Vanern. 
King Adils rode in on his horse named Slongve and King Ole 

rode in with his horse named Hrafn. Both were fine steeds 
and it was understood that the victor would gain their 

opponent’s horse.
	 The battle was pitched as thousands of sol-

diers fought to the death upon the lake. The 
gods looked upon the battle, weighing the 
value of each king. Odin looked on from the 
north and Frey looked from the south. Nei-

ther king had pledged themselves to the Ae-
sir nor the Vanir, yet both invoked the higher 

powers to grant them victory. Odin was ready 
to claim King Ole and Frey was ready 
to claim King Adils, and both gods in-
structed their Valkyries to grab both 
souls should they both fall in battle. Odin 
chose a Valkyrie named Rangrid because 

she was powerful. Frey borrowed Thrima, a swift Valkyrie in 
Surt’s service.
	 The Valkyries flew high above the battlefield and 
watched with anticipation as the end was nearing. After much 
back and forth, King Adils struck down King Ole and claimed 
the victory. Frey was the first to dispatch his Valkyrie and Thri-
ma beat Rangrid to the soul belonging to the fallen king. This 
infuriated Odin because he felt that he had a claim. He swore 
that revenge would be his.
	 King Adils was the ruler of both Svealand and Up-
pland, and many other kings took notice. To keep the peace, 
Adils sent gifts to his neighbours. He would not be ready for 
another war until he had consolidated power and control 
over both territories. When he heard that his enemies 

	 King Adils of Svealand was a successful raider. He 
would send spies to see when neighbouring kingdoms were 
weak and then he would plunder them. The king attacked Sax-
ony when King Geirthjof was away. The spoils of war included 
slaves, cattle and a remarkable woman named Yrsa. She was 
smart and carried herself with nobility. King Adils decided to 
make her his wife.
	 For many years King Adils ruled Svealand with his 
queen Yrsa by his side. He was a collector of fine horses and a 
prized horse could be worth a dozen high-quality swords. He 
was also a king who ruled his land in harmony with the Vaet-
tir spirits. He was a superstitious king and made sure that he 
offered the correct fainings and blots to the Vaettir and Disir 
spirits.
	 This story of King Adils begins when the king of 
Leidre, King Helge, attacked Svealand. The forces belonging 
to King Helge were so overwhelming in number and power 
that King Adils had no options but to flee. He fled in such 
haste that he left behind his wife, council and thanes. 
King Helge took Yrsa as his own wife along with 
the kingdom.
	 Yrsa was once more a captured bride 
and this time she provided her husband with 
a son. They named him Hrolf and would later 
be known as Hrolf Kraki the famous Scylding. 
Happiness in King Helge’s kingdom would 
be short lived. One day, when Hrolf was three 
years old, a woman visited the kingdom bearing 
gifts. Her name was Alof and she had had 
a history with King Helge. When the 
queen began questioning what history 
they had together, the woman insisted on 
speaking with Queen Yrsa privately.
	 “I am your mother. When you were very young, King 
Geirthjof stole you away from our kingdom. You grew up with-
out knowing your parents or your true lineage.” Alof explained 
with a pained look in her face.
	 “That is wonderful news!” Queen Yrsa exclaimed, 
“But why are you so sad? We are reunited.”
	 “There is much more to this and it pains me to tell 
you. Your father and I separated and...” Alof took a deep 
breath, “...your husband, King Helge was my husband and 
your father.”
	 Queen Yrsa was speechless. Her face grew pale and 
she looked at her baby Hrolf and became light headed. Alof 
helped her sit and she consoled her daughter. “You had no way 
of knowing, and your father did not know who you were when 

King Adils and the Scyldings
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were stirring, he decided to bribe the king of Halogaland. 
With such a large northern kingdom as an ally, should his ene-
mies strike, they would be caught between two powerful allied 
kingdoms. He sent one of his finest stallions to King Godgest 
of Halogaland as a gift.
	 When King Godgest mounted it, a wanderer in the 
crowd traced a rune in the air. The steed went crazy, bucking 
the king off its back. He died in the fall, and King Adils was 
blamed. Odin was pleased that he had thwarted Frey’s cham-
pion. War came swiftly and King Adils was overwhelmed. He 
rode his finest horse to a grove where he planned to beseech 
the Disir spirits for aid. When entered the grove, once more 
the wanderer appeared. Using his staff, he traced a rune in the 
air and the same fate befell the king.
	 This time Odin dispatched a Valkyrie named Regin-
leif to secure the soul for Valhalla. She was quicker than 
Randgrid, but this time she was met by opposition. When she 
descended down to the grove, Thrima was already lifting the 
soul upon the back of her destrier mount, ready to brint it to 
Muspelheim.
	 “Not this time!” shouted Reginleif “I will be taking 
King Adils to Valhalla. You stole the soul of King Ole before 
my sister could get it. This time it is my turn!”
	 “Are you willing to fight me for the soul?” Thrima 
asked without turning around.
	 Her answer was the sound of a sword being drawn 
from a scabbard. Reginleif flew down and screamed her war 
cry. Thrima spun around with a spear in hand and barely man-
aged to block the blow. It sent her flying backwards and she 
crashed painfully down to the grove. She gritted her teeth and 
stood declaring, “If that’s how you want to decide the outcome, 
so be it!”
	 The spear in Thrima’s hands filled with magical en-
ergy, bursting into flames. Reginleif’s eyes narrowed as she 
braced herself for the attack. Instead of lunging forward, Surt’s 
Valkyrie threw the spear at the ground at Reginleif’s feet. 
The ground exploded as dirt, stone and a powerful explosion 
rocked the grove. Reginleif summoned her wings and fanned 
the air around her to settle the dust. When the dust settled, to 
her dismay Thrima and the soul were gone.

Svava
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	 The Norns refrained from intervening in the conflict 
and Hval and Kyrmir were strangely absent. Many would later 
speculate that the Norns had fermented the conflict for their 
own gains.
	 The plan was that Loki and Odin would strike first 
so the Vanir would be oblivious to the rest of the assault. They 
took their steeds as far as could into Vanagard, then they trav-
eled the rest of the way on foot and under the cover of night. 
Finally, they arrived at Albruna’s hall, and there was a welcom-
ing light beckoning the duo. Odin listened at the door, and he 
heard humming coming from within. Loki peered through a 
crack in the wall and saw that the servants were preparing the 
hall for the morning. The pair busted through the door and the 
All Father was quick to cast a freeze charm tracing the Isaice 
rune in the air before him. The servants became statues and 

Loki darted past them with his flame blade drawn.
	 They slid into Albruna’s chamber as quietly 

as possible, but she was already awake and her 
eyes were white as she sought an urgent vision. 
Loki ran to her and placed his blade over her 
throat whispering, “Farewell.”
	 Then he realized that they were not alone 
in the room. Almattki emerged from the shad-

ows and struck Loki’s dagger before he could 
slit her throat. “There is no honour in mur-

der,” he said through angrily clenched 
teeth. “Now you will both pay with your 
lives. Albruna knew you were coming, 
we just did not know when. I would wait 
an eternity if it meant killing such foul 

assassins.”
	 “You speak too much,” Odin said as he leveled his 
spear at Almattki’s chest, but with another powerful stroke he 
had disarmed the All Father.
	 “Your youth and arrogance blind you to the fate 
which is about to befall you.” the Vanir god warned as he raised 
his sword for a killing blow.
	 Before he could strike Odin, Loki taunted him. 
“Over here you fool!”  Loki set the bed on fire with his Mus-
peli nature. Albruna cried out in pain as the inferno began to 
consume her.  Almattki’s blow missed its mark and instead of 
a killing blow, he but wounded Odin’s arm. The Vanir god 
jumped through the fire and dragged Albruna out, wrapping 
his cloak about her and snuffing out the flames. “Take them 
alive,” Albruna croaked as she fought hard to stay conscious.
	 “If that fate favours us, so be it,” Almattki grumbled. 
He punched Loki in the face knocking the Muspeli Jotun out. 
Then he turned to face the All Father. “Surrender or I will be 

	 The Aesir gods had created mankind, but they had 
little control over this very spontaneous, creative and head-
strong species. Many other divinities had also taken interest in 
the fledgling race. Frey began the Yngling dynasty in Midgard 
when he made sweet, sweet love to a beautiful maiden named 
Gerda. Far to the west, the Muspeli Jotuns, as well as the Rime 
Jotuns had started a following in Islandia. It was known as 
the land of ice and fire because of the elemental powers that 
were worshiped there. Odin began his own dynasty with the 
Volsungs and over time many of the bloodlines mixed.
	 In the eyes of the Aesir, the temple to Frey in Up-
psala was a blight upon the land. They respected his talents, 
but they feared his expanding influence. Odin called a meeting 
in Asgard’s holy hall of Idavoll. They invited all of the Aesir to 
participate in this meeting because they needed everyone’s 
buy-in for what the high-gods were going to propose.
	 The All Father began the meeting with 
the one statement that was to set the tone for the 
whole assembly, “We are going to war.”
	 A murmur that went through the 
crowd, but no one was surprised by the state-
ment.
	 Odin continued after a pause, “The 
Vanir have crossed the line,” he said thumping 
his fist upon the arm of this throne. “We have 
created the most interesting realms and 
the most fascinating folk, and the Vanir 
want to claim those achievements... I say 
NO!” he roared.
	 A cheer rose up and there was 
thunderous applause throughout Idavoll. “Down with the Van-
ir!” and “Victory for the Aesir!” were shouted towards the All 
Father.
	 “We will strike them in their heart, Uppsala. This 
will draw them out of Vanagard where their oceans give them 
ample protection. We will not attack at a disadvantage. We will 
not face the triad of sea gods in their dominion. Instead, we will 
strike every one of their temples in Midgard.”  Odin cried out 
and everyone cheered.
	 “Ran’s temple in Gnipalund!” the All Father shouted 
and another cheer answered his call.
	 “The high-temple in Zealand dedicated to Nerthus. 
We will reclaim the kingdom in honour of Gefjun!” Odin cried 
out and the Aesir roared in fury.
	 “Loki and I will personally strike Albruna, this will 
eliminate the one who can foresee their downfall. Now ride 

forth and conquer!” Odin commanded and the Aesir pre-
pared for the coming war.

The Aesir-Vanir War
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	 As the Aesir army descended upon the sacred city 
the fighting took place in the streets as small bands engaged 
one another. The Aesir had the might and the sheer numbers, 
but Nerthus worked hard to turn the tide. She created walls 
around the city and by erecting the fortifications; she trapped 
many of the invaders.
	 “Grab your bows and slaughter those I have impris-
oned within my walls of stone!” she called out to the warriors 
who were defending Uppsala.
	 Ve commanded his troops to retreat when he saw 
how Nerthus was dividing and making his soldiers impotent. 
They could not scale the walls, but the defenders stood upon 
them raining arrows down below.
	 Syn walked confidently through the streets, analyz-
ing the chaos. She utilized her divine spells to sunder the walls 
she came upon, liberating the invaders so their numbers could 
crush the defenders.
	 Once Ve had his soldiers regrouped outside the city, 
they struck Uppsala where they could inflict the highest casu-
alties. The buildings of the sacred city were doomed, and Ve 

was assured that the same fate would await all Vanir sym-
pathizers.

	 Eir hung back and healed the wounded. 
She raised her arms up to the sky and called 

upon the power of the woods. She channeled 
Verwandlung magic and sent it as a gust of re-
generative wind. Those caught in the bluster 
found that their wounds closed and their vital-
ity returned. The Aesir forces were ready for 

another assault upon the shrine.
	 The city was destroyed, and Frey com-

manded everyone to go the center of 
Uppsala. “Father, use your powers to 
create a bog around the survivors,” Frey 
shouted, “this way the attackers will be 
stuck in the mud. Nerthus, rise up a pali-

sade to shelter us from view. We can avoid their arrows if we are 
surrounded by walls of stone. I will face Syn so that she cannot 
smash our walls.”
	 Ve smiled, “It is done, they are defeated. If they do 
not surrender, we will lay siege upon the survivors. Syn, begin 
smashing their walls.”
	 At that moment the ground thundered as a chariot 
drawn by several Vanagard boars closed in on the Aesir. Frey 
was at the reigns, a fierce look upon his face. As Frey drove 
past Syn, he grabbed her and pulled her into his chariot. She 
screamed in surprise, but just as quickly as Frey had arrived, he 
was gone. And the Aesir could not counter. Frey had brought 
Syn back as a prisoner to the fort which had become their final 
stand.
	 “Well played.” Ve muttered under his breath as the 
victory turned into a stalemate. Negotiations would need to 
begin. “Gna, get upon your magical steed and inform the 

forced to make it painful,” the Vanir said.
	 Odin reached out with his Seith magic, trying to 
summon lost souls to aid him. Lost souls were those who nev-
er made it to Niflheim, and were not claimed by the Valkyries. 
Their fate made them angry, a powerful weapon for a Seith 
practitioner. To the Aesir’s dismay, spirits did not heed his call.  
Almattki smiled.
	 “This hall is hallowed. Albruna did not want any dis-
tractions from the next world to influence her visions. Now I 
break you!” Almattki said as he smashed his powerful fists into 
Odin’s face. One punch may have been sufficient, but the Van-
ir god landed a few extra blows for good measure. The Vanir 
champion was victorious and the Aesir sneak attack was off to a 
poor start. The duo was tied up and strung up from the rafters. 
An unpleasant interrogation would be coming.
	 Ran watched the seas for any reinforcements. She 
was left to guard the realm. The Vanir did not expect the Aesir 
to challenge them upon the open seas of Vanagard.
	 The gods used special “Slaine” weapons. These 
weapons were forged in a way that they could permanently kill 
another divine being. Without such weapons the outcome 
would be much less final. Not all of the gods and god-
desses had equipped themselves with these; some 
felt that a temporary punishment upon the ene-
my would be much more suitable.

###
	 Elsewhere, in the realm of mankind, 
two other Aesir sneak-attacks were unfolding. 
The first was upon Uppsala. It would be well 
defended and many devout mortals would die 
for the cause. The Aesir war-band consisted of 
Eir, Lodur, Gna, Syn, Bragi, and was led 
by Ve. They had an army of a thousand 
mortal men at their backs.
	 Frey was in Uppsala because 
Albruna had forewarned him of the Aesir 
sneak-attack. Her visions did not specify when it would hap-
pen, so Frey thought it best to protect his greatest temple. He 
was expecting a sizable Aesir force, so he had asked Njord and 
Nerthus to help. They had several thousand mortals managing 
Uppsala, but only a small contingent were warriors.
	 Lodur formulated a plan that would maximize the 
Vanir casualties. “When they see our armies upon the hori-
zon, the civilians will f lee to the shelter of the halls and tem-
ples. There we will seal them in and light the structures on fire. 
Their refuge will become a fiery prison and will act as the fu-
neral pyres for our foes.”
	 The Aesir followed Lodur’s suggested course of at-
tack and it worked as intended. What they did not count on was 
that the the Vanir gods would have such great numbers. When 
the halls were lit, Njord called upon the river to swell and break 
its banks. The flood saved many, but many more perished in 
the inferno. A black plume of smoke rose in the air.

Var
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and Aegir’s daughters prepared themselves beneath the water. 
Their bows were dry and tucked into the support structure of 
the bridge.
	 “I see no one...” Vili said, paranoia seizing him.
	 “But these are wagons belonging to Nerthus. Look 
at the cows, look at the statues and offerings,”Fulla said as she 
petted one of the cows attached to a wagon.
	 “It would be good to slaughter her godi, but if all we 
have are her holy wagons, I say we destroy them and make haste 
to the next site...” Vor whispered through clenched teeth “...
no one will even know who did the deed.”
	 Then they heard a splash under the bridge. Everyone 
tensed as Aegir’s daughters grabbed the bows and began light-
ing them.
	 “AMBUSH!” yelled Hoenir, pointing beneath the 
bridge. Only he and Gefjun could see the Vanir goddesses be-
neath the bridge. Before he could say anymore, a huge wave 
rose up and slammed into him.
	 Hronn got into position after animating the river and 
fired her flaming arrow. It hit its mark, but the inexperience of 

the young goddesses began to show. The explosion they 
had hoped for never happened. The wagons started 

to burn and ever so slowly they were consumed by 
the flame.

	 After the initial shock of an amphibious 
ambush wore off, the Aesir gods and goddess-
es regrouped and mounted their counter at-
tack. The Vanir animated the river and it rose 
up to defend Aegir’s daughters.

	 Vili noticed their inexperience and pan-
ic and seized upon it, jumping into the water. 

There was no way that they would escape 
to fight another day. His battle-axe cut 
into Himinglaeva and she cried out in 
pain. Her scream reinvigorated her sis-
ters as they slammed Vili with a barrage 

of waves, his bones could be heard breaking.
	 Fulla jumped to Vili’s defense and worked hard 
against the violent surf as she dragged Vili onto the beach. He 
was badly battered and bruised, but he was in better shape than 
Himinglaeva who had been bleeding from a fatal wound.
	 “Sisters,” Himinglaeva said in between laboured 
breaths, “love the waves, care for the ships which they carry... 
kiss mother and father for me...” and then she released her last 
breath. Her body was claimed by the ocean she loved and had 
helped curate. She was the first unfortunate casualty of the Ae-
sir-Vanir war.
	 A terrifying howl sent chills down the spine of the 
Aesir attackers. Then realization hit them that Aegir’s daugh-
ters were no longer running, but were now on the offensive. 
As waves slammed into the children of Asgard, they lost their 
footing upon the ground. Water was everywhere as a riptide 
pulled them under.

other armies of our situation. We need Odin or Mithotyn so we 
can negotiate terms for Syn’s exchange.”
	 “I will return shortly” Gna replied as she mounted 
Hofvarpnir and took to the air.

###
	 Gnipalund was the next target for the Aesir gods. Vili 
led a war-band consisting of Gefjun, Fulla, Snotra, Var, Vor, 
and Hoenir. They would reclaim Zealand for Gefjun. The god-
dess had taken offense that the cult of Nerthus had invaded her 
lands.
	 The Vanir did not think that this would be a location 
that the Aesir would strike, so they send Aegir’s daughters to 
watch the islands. In reality Ran sent them there for their own 
safety. It was more likely Vanagard would be attacked. Aegir 
thought more strategically- the Aesir would expect Nerthus 
and her powers over the earth, they would not expect his 
daughters who had great powers over the sea.
	 But the daughters had a plan of their own. They took 
the responsibility seriously, and they had devised a trap for the 
Aesir should they come. Blodughadda suggested that they lay a 
decoy of wagons decorated as if they had belonged to the 
godi devoted to Nerthus. Dufa and Bara agreed, but 
added their own spin to the plans.
	 “I agree Blodughadda, if they see the 
ceremonial wagons, they will be sure Nerthus 
is present. Then we will lay down a thick fog 
and pull the attackers into the water when they 
cross the Ravning Bridge...” added Dufa.
	 “Oh and if they suspect an attack 
upon the water, we can catch them by surprise 
by loading the wagons with flammable mead. 
When they approach, we will fire flaming 
arrows at the wagons, blowing everything 
up!” Bara said with a big grin.
	 “I love it!” Blodughadda re-
plied and the nine sisters went to work on 
the trap. The ceremonial wagons were all filled with flammable 
alcohol and were awaiting the invaders. They were immediate-
ly frightened when they saw the size of the Aesir host.
	 Vor sensed a trap, “Slow down! Nerthus’ ceremonial 
wagons are upon the Ravning Bridge and they appear to be un-
guarded. She is here, I’m sure of it!”
	 The Aesir held back a contingent of their attack force 
as a reserve. They circled around to the beach, where Nerthus 
would have less of an advantage. Then Fulla, Snotra, Var and 
Vor were sent to investigate the wagons. Vili took the lead, 
refusing to send his people into a trap if he wasn’t willing to 
be the first one in. He commanded Gefjun and Hoenir to hold 
back. Gefjun knew the land, and she would be the most suit-
able to spot any changes Nerthus may have done when setting 
her trap. As a result, Gefjun was looking inland while Hoenir 

watched the war-band sneak up on the wagons.
	 As Vili and his companions stepped onto the bridge 

Mithotyn
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Gnipalund was mentioned a few times.
	 Odin smiled. Loki had gotten under their skin with 
his direct approach so he gave it a try as well, “I hope the Vanir 
that are in Gnipalund have Slaine weapons, because we do.”
	 “My daughters!” a woman’s voice was clear and loud 
enough to hear. The panic was evident as their captors ran out 
of the chamber.
	 “Well that worked.” Loki said in a jovial voice.
	 “Well done!” Odin agreed, “Now we need to get out 
of here so that we can help our war-bands. I think we’re in some 
underground cave under a cursed waterfall. If you could give 
us some light, I will be able to target our chains with my rune 
charms.”
	 “I suppose your Seith magic would be useless here... 
I don’t suppose anyone is coming for us? Will there be rein-
forcements?” Loki asked hopefully. “Or can we cheat and tap 
the Void?”
	 “Not while Nidhogg holds Ginnungagap…” Odin 
said wistfully.

###
	 No one was coming to help and Vili’s lungs were 

aching for air. In a moment of panic and weakness, 
he succumbed to the darkness and touched Gin-

nungagap. A pleasant feeling washed over him, 
then a moment later, a foul taint appeared. The 
whispers began in his head as he used the Void 
magic to mend his broken limbs.
	 Vili wound the Void around his body like 
a cloak, his eyes could see in the dark and his 

neck developed gills. He grinned, at home in a 
dominion that was ready to rob him of his life.

	 The voices in his head intensi-
fied.
		  “Vili you seek us.”
		  “You surely want to 
witness our majesty.”

		  “The darkness is no longer frightful; we 
will make it even more welcoming.”
		  “Free our brethren... break the seals...”
		  “Bring us back, speak for us, and let us use 
your voice.”
		  “Your body will be mine”
	 The last voice was so unnerving that Vili panicked 
and sought to silence the voices in his head. He swam down 
into the depths, hoping to outrun the Alsvartr.

###
	 The Aesir expected a counter attack upon Asgard, 
but they did not expect it to come within hours. Heimdall blew 
his horn to warn of the attack. The young gods had stayed be-
hind to protect the golden city, and it was Mithotyn who was 
in command. He had commanded that everyone stay back and 
protect the Bifrost choke point. Many Aesir could sunder 
a sizable army if they tried to cross the rainbow bridge. 

	 Vili was helpless as his companions fought for their 
lives. He fought for air but his limbs were broken and useless. 
Without them he sank deeper beneath the violent waves. Not 
wishing to die, he struggled with the temptation to reach for 
the Void. It may save him, but at what cost?
	 Gefjun fought Bylgia and Bara as the pair grabbed 
her and brought her down into the depths. Fulla was engaged 
with Blodughadda and Dufa, clearly overpowered by two rag-
ing Vanir goddesses. Snotra was being assaulted by Bylgia and 
Hefring and was getting pummelled from both sides. Var ex-
changed blows with Hronn and Var’s experience clearly gave 
her the edge. Vor was being pummeled by Kolga until the 
Aesir goddess saw an opening; she took it and plunged her 
daggers into Kolga’s arms. Hoenir and Unn were locked in a 
violent dance, Unn refusing to let go because if she did Hoenir 
would draw his weapons. He was clearly the stronger warrior.
	 This chaos continued until Gna showed up upon her 
steed. Her flying horse slammed into the water and dispersed 
the waves. With her aid, the Aesir won their victory on this day. 
The Vanir goddesses retrieved their fallen sisters and retreated 
to fight another day.
	 The Aesir looked for Vili, but his body 
could not be found.

###
	 The Valkyries were ready for the 
souls of the departed Aesir and Vanir, but 
none rose from their bodies. Something was 
terribly wrong. The Void was reclaiming 
them. They were a primeval life and back into 
the primordial state they returned. There was 
nothing that the death maidens could do...

###
	 Odin and Loki awoke in dark-
ness. They could hear running water and 
the sound of chains. Strung up by their 
arms, they hung. Water poured over 
them.
	 “All father, I know you can use magic to escape, but 
you won’t be doing that bound and blind.” a voice said from the 
darkness. Then it spoke again from another direction, “Loki, 
god of fire, you will have a hard time setting anything alight 
when you are continuously drenched.” Then after a moment 
and from a new direction the voice spoke a third time, “You 
will tell us what you know... we want your plans... you’d best 
comply for you have no hope for escape.”
	 Loki had not learned all of Odin’s tricks and skills 
of deception, so he answered truthfully, “You shouldn’t be 
wasting your time here. We are ambushing Uppsala and Gni-
palund. You should be there helping your kin... Yowch!” he 
screamed suddenly as the All Father kicked him. It turned out 
that they were hanging side by side.
	 “Haha, at least one of you has some sense.” And then 
the voice went silent and they heard other panicked voices. 
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###
	 Odin and Loki hung in the dark.
	 “Soooooo.....” Loki said.
	 “Yeah...” Odin answered.

###
	 Ve and his war-band maintained their siege. They 
clearly had the upper hand, even though one of their own had 
been taken as a prisoner. But that changed when they looked 
behind them.
	 Ran was there and she was angry. Her daughters had 
returned to Vanagard with Himinglaeva’s body. She left them 
to guard the realm and went to aid her kin. She did not think 
that the Aesir would have resorted to using Slaine weapons. 
Now that they had, all bets were off.
	 Looking behind them, the Aesir found themselves 
surrounded. A river had encircled them as Ran diverted the 
mountain streams into a watery prison. The waters were agi-
tated, daring the Aesir to retreat.
	 “I will have recompense!” Ran demanded “I will 

soak my hands with Aesir blood before this day is through!” 
she threatened. No one doubted her resolve and that 

worried Ve and his allies. Now after trying to lay a 
siege, they came under siege.

	 Frey was angry as well. He watched as Up-
psala burned to the ground. He had only man-
aged save a small portion of the city with their 
garrison. Now that Ran had come, he knew 
that the tides would turn. She a powerful god-

dess and now she was furious. He watched as 
she beckoned thousands of gallons of water up-

hill and it merged with her newly formed 
moat around the Aesir. From the moat 
rose humanoid shapes as the moat be-
came her army.
	 Ran was too angry to wait for the 

Aesir to surrender; she instead led the charge with her army of 
the deep. “For Vanagard! For Himinglaeva! For Justice!”
	 Frey heard her rallying war-cry and he answered with 
one of his own. “Chaaarge!” The Vanir jumped over the stone 
wall leaving Syn tied up and gagged.
	 Lodur analyzed the situation and it did not look well. 
The remaining mortal armies were not equipped to deal with 
animated water warriors and the gods would have to defend 
from two fronts. “Break up! Regroup in the Fjord!” 
      Some escaped, but many were caught between the hammer 
and the anvil. Syn was not there to work her defensive magic. 
Frey faced Ve in a one-on-one duel, both fighting to a stand-
still. After the initial exchange of blows Frey began to sing, and 
a spare sword flew out of his scabbard as if wielded by an invis-
ible hand. It danced behind Ve and started to slash his back. 
“Foul magic!” cursed the Aesir leader, dropping to his knees, 
terribly wounded.
	 Eir ran to his side and cast her healing spells upon his 

But when Frigga shared a vision of what was going on in the 
other parts of Yggdrasil, Thor boarded his chariot and rushed 
out to attack the Vanir.
	 “I will not sit back as my kin fight for their lives!” 
Thor thundered. This left Hoenir, Hlin, Lofn, Saga, and the 
other young gods and goddesses to hold the choke-point. Ull 
was keenly watching his uncle, and before his parents could 
object, he jumped into Thor’s chariot.
	 The Vanir attack-force consisted of the Alcis Twins 
and Aegir. Only three gods, but at their backs were thousands 
of reindeer. These paragons of the Alcis twins were ready to 
fight and their antlers were no laughing matter. The reindeer 
bodies had been instilled by the might of the twins.
	 Aegir broke off and attacked Asgard from behind. 
The great lake Amsvartnir was a large part of Asgard and the 
Vanir god could appear in any body of water he wished. The 
lake would be his army, and what a massive army it was.
	 Thor smashed thought the herd as he sped away with 
Ull in tow. They raced to Uppsala where a goddess was in need 
of rescue.
	 The Alcis Twins regrouped their herd and it 
smashed against Asgard’s gates, sundering them. 
Heimdall and his kin held the line, cutting down 
the army of antlers. When some of the defend-
ers were wounded by the great beasts, they 
switched out and another Aesir took their 
place. The choke point held back the attackers, 
but barely.
	 Aegir faced Saga on the island of 
Lyngvi. It was at the center of Amsvartnir and 
Aegir was confident. “Saga, you stand at 
the maelstrom of my power. Do you really 
think you will stop me? Look at how my 
waves smash your halls... in the same way, 
they with crush you!”
	 Saga was drenched from the mist and spray. She 
wiped the water from her eyes, standing defiant. “Sea god, 
hear me! You have come into MY dominion! You have threat-
ened MY kin! It is I who will crush YOU!” Then she raised 
her arms and chanted, “Rise army of Asgard! Arise my golden 
guardians!”
	 From beneath the surf and from beneath the ground 
upon the shore, Aegir witnessed her guardians arise. Golden 
effigies, animated statues of pure gold, bedecked in runes rose 
up in her defense. The runes flashed and glowed as the sentries 
cast their rune spells and charms upon Aegir and his roaring 
waves. The Vanir god of the seas was forced to retreat as the 
spells calmed his violence, but not before inflicting the maxi-
mum damage upon the glorious halls of Asgard.
	 Eventually the Alcis Twins broke through, but were 
turned back when Saga, her golden sentries and the Einherjar 

joined the fight. Before leaving the twins swore to have their 
revenge upon the golden city atop the mountain.

Blodughadda
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	 “...and what are the two of you doing in the Caverns 
of Echoes?” Ratatosk asked with a playful hint in his tone. If he 
was put off by the scene of two divinities strung up, he did not 
show it.
	 “Loki, is this a friend of yours? Any chance that he 
could help us out of this predicament?” the All Father asked.
	 Both pals carried on. “We were touring Vanagard, 
taking in the sights when we found out that we weren’t wel-

come,” Loki quipped.
	 “Oh that can happen in these here parts 

you know? There’s a war going on, you should 
really be careful of whose cave you enter,” Rata-

tosk replied with a strong dose of sarcasm.
	 “Are you done? The Vanir will be back 
soon,” Odin grumbled.
	 “Can I be of some help?” Ratatosk joked.
	 “I believe you can ol’ pal,” Loki resumed 

the banter, “I’d much rather be scampering 
through Yggdrasil’s branches with you than have 

a bath in all of Vanagard’s rivers.”
	 To Odin’s chagrin, this went on 
for a little longer, but in the end, the mis-
chievous squirrel bit through the chains 
that bound them. They managed to es-

cape just as the Vanir were returning.
	 Odin and Loki had survived something extraordi-
nary. They worked well as a team and would find themselves 
relying on one another many more times. In the end the two 
decided to forge a bond, a blood brother bond.
	 “We were of two different families and two distinct 
souls, but today we pledge to be united as brothers...” both of 
them declared as they drew blood by cutting the palms of their 
hands. “We will fight as one, defend each other and never re-
ceive hospitality if the other is not welcome. We will lower our 
shields to one another and raise them up in unison against our 

foes. Should one of us fall, the other will treat his fallen 
comrade’s family as his own. This I pledge to you.”

	 This is how the first and only blood bond 
was forged between a Muspeli Jotun and an Ae-

sir god.
###

	 The Vanir regrouped in Vanagard. They 
recounted their battles and they all questioned 
Njord’s leadership. Njord had said that the war 

was going to be symbolic. That the Aesir gods 
would restrain themselves in case they would 

once more need to band together to face 
Nidhogg. His theories were wrong, and 
now Ran’s daughter was dead. They all 
wanted blood, and it was clear that Njord 
had failed to organize a victory.

	 “Aegir will you lead us?” Ran asked, glaring at 
Njord. “Njord is soft and we require strength!”

many gaping wounds. Before she could finish Frey began his 
attack on her. Lodur jumped to her defence, parrying the Van-
ir god’s blows. He worked hard because Frey’s magical sword 
continued to attack independently, dancing through the air as 
if wielded by an expert swordsman.
	 During this time, Vor snuck around to the Vanir 
flank and surprised Njord. He was trying to get the survivors 
to safety when she struck him from behind. He spun in sur-
prise and pain with two daggers protruding from his back. 
“How could you be so callous? I am trying to save the 
innocent.” he said, his eyes wide with surprise. He 
lunged at her, but she easily stepped aside. She 
was a very dexterous shield maiden.
	 “It is a pitiful attack from a pathet-
ic fool. This is war, a war you will lose Vanir 
scum!” Vor threatened. She heard a tremen-
dous rush of water and turned to face Ran who 
was raising a tidal wave towards her. The impact 
was so violent that everyone heard Vor’s bones 
breaking despite the din of the battle, and 
she was thrown hundreds of feet back-
wards.
	 “Dodge that!” Ran stated as 
her wave smashed through the Aesir 
foot-soldiers. These mortals died on impact, but Vor was an 
immortal who would recover given enough time.
	 With two downed allies and another one captured, 
things looked grim for the Aesir gods. Then the miraculous 
happened- the sky grew dark and turbulent, a gale-force wind 
picked up... lightning flashed across the sky and thunder 
boomed overhead. Thor had arrived!
	 Ull jumped from the chariot and tended to the 
wounded as Thor called lightning down upon his foes. Wield-
ing two axes he steered his flying chariot towards Ran, the 
biggest threat upon the battlefield. The clash was deafening as 
lightning and thunder met violent tidal waves. Both Aesir 
and Vanir began to clear off the battlefield as the two 
powers collided. The innumerable collateral dam-
age was irrevocably destroying the landscape.
	 They battled for hours, Thor gripped 
Modr and Ran furious over her loss. Thor’s 
Modr held fast as Ran’s anger ebbed away 
as she saw her comrades in arms. They were 
wounded and exhausted and it was time for a 
tactical retreat. Uppsala was lost. Her daughter 
was lost. It was time to regroup in Vanagard.

###
	 Odin and Loki continued to 
hang in the dark, until the monotony of 
the waterfall was broken by the sound 
of scurrying paws, some chittering and 
some chattering. “Ratatosk!” Loki exclaimed, “What a coin-
cidence of fate that we meet here!”

Lofn
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	 “I think Njord has done a great job everything con-
sidering. The Aesir had the surprise advantage, next time we 
will get the jump on them,” Nerthus defended her husband.
	 “I think the type of war we face will be bloody and 
grueling. Aegir has the right attitude. He leveled as much of 
Asgard’s infrastructure as he could before making a strategic 
retreat. We need someone who will think of this as a war of at-
trition. Neither side has the overwhelming might that will end 
this war. There will be many more painful battles ahead.” Al-
mattki warned.
	 Everyone looked at Frey and Freya and waited for 
them to come to their father’s defense, but they reflected upon 
the words that had been spoken before speaking.
	 “I think we give Aegir a chance.” Frey said and Freya 
added, “He lost a daughter today, I think it will fuel his passion 
for victory.”

###
	 The Aesir were rebuilding Asgard after Aegir’s vast 
devastation. Many halls had been smashed to splinters and the 
ground was muddy with Amsvartnir’s waters. They worked, but 
at the back of their minds they were all very concerned about 
Vili’s status. Was he dead? Was he injured somewhere and un-
able to return? Thor and Sif had volunteered to go looking for 
him while the others defended and repaired Asgard. The Vanir 
were coming, of that they were certain.
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	 “I have often wondered how she was doing and how 
her life had turned out. I will gladly accept the mission,” Freya 
replied.
	 With no need for more words, the goddess departed 
in search of Gulveig. The Vanir had received occasional whis-
pers that she was still around, lurking at the outskirts of the 
known worlds. For her trip she strapped her chariot to her be-
loved wildcats that could fly through the skies. She travelled for 
years looking for Gulveig. In Freya’s search, she visited Jotun-
heim, Muspelheim, Midgard, Utgard, Alfgard and finally her 
investigations led her to the realm of nightmares- Svartalfheim.
	 There she found a golden hall on the edges of the 
realm. It towered high into the night sky, so high that the top 
could not be seen. It was also built deep into the bedrock of 
Svartalfheim, descending deep into Yggdrasil. The exterior 
was decorated with frightful creatures all made in silver. The 
gates were ornate and the interior was lavish.
	 “Even Asgard does not have this level of decadence,” 
Freya thought to herself. She was amazed that the citadel had 
neither guards nor defense.
	 She was greeted by a very tall man, almost a giant, 
“Greetings, who are you and why are you here?” He had co-
pious body hair and for some reason he reminded Freya of a 
changeling; one who could turn into a wolf.
	 “I am Freya, Vanir goddess and I seek my long lost 
sister Gulveig. Who might you be?” Freya replied.
	 “I am Norfi and I don’t believe that my wife would 
like to see you very much. We have done well without the Vanir 
as you can see,” Norfi explained as he swept his hand in a gran-
diose gesture indicating the hall around him.
	 “Visitors!” squealed a young girl running out from 
behind a lavish tapestry depicting Galligarm. She was pale 
skinned, had golden eyes and white hair.
	 “Nipa! Go see your mother and ask her if she’d like to 
speak with Freya,” Norfi instructed his daughter.
	 “It has been a long time,” said a woman’s voice which 
reverberated throughout the spire, “I assume this is no social 
call?”
	 “G-Gulveig?” Freya said hesitantly, no longer sure if 
this was going to end peacefully. “I come on behalf of Aegir, 
but I tell you truly, had I not been consumed with Folkvangar 
and now the war, I would have found you sooner. It would have 
been for pleasantries, but now I seek you out of dire need.”
	 Gulveig stepped out of the darkness. Her haunting 
beauty had only intensified with age. She was no longer a girl, 
instead a confident and powerful woman stood before Freya.
	 The sight of her brought tears into Freya’s eyes as 

	 The war raged on for years. Each side taking turns 
holding the advantage. What was clear was that the gods were 
waning in influence the longer this war dragged on. This is not 
what the Norns had intended, so they intervened once more. 
Hval spoke with the Vanir and told them that they must end 
this war. Kyrmir went to see the Aesir and told them that if they 
compromised, they would be stronger for it. Without a settle-
ment, the power of influence would shift to the Jotuns and the 
Dvergar.
	 Both sides had lost friends, had their worshippers 
devastated, and their temples destroyed. The bad-blood and 
animosity was increasing with every battle. An end to this con-
flict did not appear to be imminent.
	 Worst of all, the souls of divine beings were being 
reclaimed by Ginnungagap. Anyone who could be traced back 
to the Rime which Audhumla had licked were fated to a state of 
oblivion after their demise. Despite this knowledge, the gods 
continued to use Slaine weapons.

###
	 Odin had been fuelling his spells into his new Ein-
herjar at a break-neck pace. His Valkyries had grown in num-
ber and he continued to actively recruit them. He promised 
them a taste of humanity in exchange for their servitude.
	 “I will bestow upon you a portion of my own being in 
exchange for your service. You will be able to feel, taste food, 
become sleepy and have the ability to dream. In return I expect 
your unflinching servitude and absolute loyalty,” was Odin’s 
contract offer.
	 Many Valkyries accepted because he offered them 
what they always wanted, but this took a toll on the All Father. 
He began to feel less, and his appetite for food disappeared. 
He would still enjoy some mead or rare wine, but many earthly 
desires were numbed by the ritual.

###
	 Aegir approached Freya with a very special request. 
He wished to end the war, but it would come at a cost that the 
Vanir had not wished to pay. “Freya, our most cherished god-
dess, I have something to ask of you. We need to end this war, 
and I’m afraid we have no other alternative.”	 Freya was in-
trigued, “What do you ask of me Aegir?”
	 “Do you remember Gulveig?” he began, “We need 
to find her. I believe that she is the only one who has the power 
to bring the Aesir to their knees. We are too few to effect any 
change, but her power does not require an army. She can do it 
alone. The Vanir banished her with a heavy heart, but we knew 
that if she stayed she would have torn our people apart. That is 

the exact reason we need her now. She can single-handed-
ly win the war for us.”

Gulveig in Asgard
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I seek asylum among the Aesir. The Vanir have mistreated me 
and I am prepared to join your cause. I will reveal all that I know 
so that you can crush them under your boot.”
	 Heimdall felt like this was a gift from the Tapestry 
of Fate. He led her in and showed her to Odin’s hall. As they 

walked Gulveig looked at their reconstruction efforts. 
Asgard was a mess. The walls were breached in many 

locations and smoke rose from several locations 
within the city. She refrained from talking so 

that she could continue casting her charms.
	 When she met with Odin, he was also open 
to suggestion. She was a powerful Seithkona 
who knew how to bend the minds of others. 
Once she confided her cover story to the All 

Father, he was eager to have her join the cause.
	 “Of course we will need to vet your loyal-

ty. I have heard about your past with the 
Vanir, but to ensure it is not a ruse, you 
will live among us and we will observe 
you. Then and only then we will act upon 
the information you have provided. I do 

not plan to wade into a Vanir trap.” Odin said, and it showed 
that he was a formidable adversary for Gulveig’s spells.
	 “My pleasure.” Gulveig cooed. She was given a hall 
atop the holy mountain and she mingled with the Aesir. She 
wandered the streets playing her lyre winning over her new 
neighbours. They came out to listen and with her voice and her 
music, she lifted their spirits. During such a very dark time, 
her presence was a welcome addition. She took this opportuni-
ty to infect their minds with avarice and paranoia. The ‘curse’ 
that Freya had referred to was no longer uncontrolled, with age 

and wisdom it became more of a finely honed talent.
	Within a week Var had no idea what was going on. 

Her tribunal was overflowing with claims of in-
justice between the Aesir. The gods accused 

each other of theft, adultery, conspiracies and 
treachery. She would have been able to cope if 
Gulveig had not gotten to her as well. Now Var 
was sure that everyone was out to get her. She 
sealed the doors of her tribunal and refused to 

hear any more grievances.
	 Fights broke out within the city and Odin 

left Asgard in order to clear his head. He 
knew something was amiss, yet Gulveig’s 
aura muddled his senses. He travelled 
back to the great ash, to Urd’s well, and 
not far from it was Hor’s hall. There he 

rested and recuperated. With every passing day he regained 
more of himself until he came to the realization that Gulveig 
was bringing the Aesir to their knees, and none of them could 
even grasp what was happening to them. Going back to talk 
sense into his allies was not going to work, he needed to kill 
the seithkona.

she recalled a young girl being excommunicated, “I’m, I’m 
sorry she stammered.”
	 “For what?” Gulveig asked as she walked over to her 
husband and child. She moved like a cat on the prowl.
	 “You could have died. What we did... chasing you 
away when you were so young. I cannot imagine what you 
went through. I mean you could have died.” Freya’s 
words came out in a stream.
	 “I did.” Gulveig said locking eyes with 
Freya.
	 Freya froze at those words. Freya 
understood them as symbolic words, and did 
not realize that Gulveig meant them literally. 
“Again, I’m so sorry. We’re all so sorry. But 
look at how well you did for yourself... I mean, 
wow!”
	 “What does Aegir want?” the 
golden eyed goddess asked.
	 Freya was taken aback by the 
directness of the question. “… He would 
like you to cripple the Aesir gods. Do to 
them what you had done to us so many years ago... but this 
time, finish the job.” Freya had returned to her usual self, exu-
berant and ardent.
	 “Why should I?” Gulveig asked as she dismissed her 
husband and daughter from the room.
	 Freya was distracted, her eyes rested on many won-
derful, shiny and beautiful treasures in the room. Freya had 
been in Gulveig’s presence for only a few minutes, but already 
the curse was taking hold. She wondered how Norfi and Nipa 
avoided the relentless and overpowering desire to covet. “Be-
cause I will vouch for you and demand that there is a place 
for you among the Vanir. We will find a way to abolish 
your curse.”
	 “I am doing just fine with the ‘curse’. 
I have a family, I have riches and I have my own 
dominion,” Gulveig said and then paused as 
she considered why she would do it. “I will 
do it to become queen of the Aesir. I will rule 
Asgard. So long as the Vanir don’t interfere, 
we will be at peace.”
	 Freya did not see this coming at all. 
She blinked as the processed the demand. 
It wasn’t much of a deal at this point, since 
Gulveig could just do this without Vanir 
approval. Freya supposed the peace was 
what Gulveig sought as a guarantee. 
Since the Vanir wished for peace, she agreed, “Deal!”
	 It did not take long for Gulveig to arrive at the gates 
of Asgard. She kissed her family and reminded them that what-
ever happened, she would return one day. Gulveig was casting 
her charms as she ascended Bifrost. By the time she reached 
Heimdall, she already had him in her pocket. “I am Gulveig and 
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	 “There is gold in my hall, take it all,” he told Heim-
dall, wishing to get rid of him. It worked. Then Odin cried 
out to Gulveig, “Come here witch! I have another present for 

you!”
	 ‘Lo and behold, she appeared, ready to sacrifice 

more gods to make her point. Odin did not wait 
and he launched the next spear and it struck her 

in the throat. “Sing a song for us now” Odin 
muttered under his breath. Astonishingly, she 
still lived. Her mouth gaped, but no sounds 
emerged. “Loki, come help me tie up Gul-
veig.” Loki looked uncertain. “Loki, I promise 

you, we will get all of her riches,” and then the 
trickster god complied.

	 They dragged her out of Asgard 
and at one point Odin stopped walking 
when he looked upon a tragic sight. He 
saw the bloodied corpse of his son Meili, 
his lifeless eyes stared back at his father. 

Time slowed down and the world washed away as the All Fa-
ther’s heart broke. Meili had been torn to pieces by his own 
kin. Gulveig would pay dearly for this!
	 They brought her to Hor’s hall, where the Svart Al-
far awaited them with a cruel smile on his face. “Put her upon 
my pyre,” Hor indicated with his crooked finger. They gladly 
did as instructed and then Hor lit it. Gulveig gurgled out her 
protest and she invoked whatever spells she could without the 
need of words or hand gestures, and she did not burn.
	 “We need magic fire,” Hor explained.
	 “She will give up her riches,” Odin explained as he 
addressed Loki.

	 Without hesitation the Muspeli Jotun produced the 
required flame. Gulveig smouldered, yet she did not 

burn.
	 “Get me Yggdrasil’s bark,” Hor command-

ed.
	 The All Father spun on his heel and fetched 
the required item. Hor added it to the magi-
cal flame and finally Gulveig was incinerated. 
Odin felt better, but Loki was still feverish with 

greed.
	 “Hor and Odin, go rest, I will watch to en-

sure she burns,” Loki said helpfully. He 
was wringing his hands with anticipation. 
Odin and Hor agreed and went to rest 
while Loki stayed vigilant. The corpse 
burned down to ashes, but Gulveig’s 

heart did not burn. It was black, either by its nature or by the 
flames, but it did not deter Loki. He snatched it up and ate it.
	 “At last I get her wealth and legacy.” Loki whispered 
to himself. And from that day forward, Loki was a changed 
man.

	 Hor traveled the nine worlds but sensing an urgent 
matter at home, he returned to find Odin in a weakened state. 
Hor was a powerful Svart Alfar galdr who knew more runes 
than any Jotun or god, for he knew the runes beyond Wun-
jo. Odin needed him in order to beat Gulveig. She 
had him matched in the galdr arts and he needed 
an edge.
	 When he returned he saw that 
Asgard was in flames. Everything that they 
had rebuilt since the last Vanir assault was re-
duced to ashes. Yelling and screaming could 
be heard from miles away as the Aesir were 
tearing themselves apart. It would be too dan-
gerous to approach so Odin thought it would be 
best to throw a spear. He was a master 
thrower and his delivery rarely missed 
the intended mark.
	 Odin ran half way up Bifrost. 
“Gulveig! I am free of your sorcery and 
deception. I will feed your corpse to Nidhogg!” He yelled as 
he launched his spear and it sailed several hundred feet until it 
pierced Gulveig’s shoulder.
	 She screamed in surprise and pain. “I cannot play 
my lyre, but my voice will bring about your doom! Your peo-
ple wanted riches? They wanted gold? Now they will choke on 
their greed,” she replied and she redoubled her efforts. The 
Aesir gods were oblivious to the confrontation. Fulla and Sno-
tra were yelling at each other standing upon Bifrost. Gulveig 
pointed her finger at them and commanded, “The one who 
wins will inherit the other’s gold!”
	 To Odin’s shock, the two normally demure goddess-
es fought ferociously, drawing their Slaine weapons. 
Within moments Fulla stood above Snotra’s dead 
body. Odin screamed in anguish.
	 Odin fell back. Now the charade was 
over, he did not have long before the Aesir were 
broken. He needed to save his wife and chil-
dren, if no one else... and Loki. He returned 
to Hor and told him what had happened. 
Hor’s primal shape showed when he reflected 
upon Gulveig. Scales appeared over his skin 
and his eyes turned cat-like. Then he spoke and 
his shape returned, “I will trace a special 
rune upon the next spear you throw. If it 
does not kill her, you bring her here. Do 
not leave without her.”
	 Odin returned to Bifrost to 
find Loki and Heimdall at each other’s throats, literally. They 
were trying to strangle one another. Odin broke up the fight 
and tossed Loki backwards. Then he commanded Heimdall to 
return to his post.

	 “You come here to rob me as well All Father?” Heim-
dall accused, poking his finger into Odin’s chest.
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instilled passion in their hearts. The second one would proba-
bly be Mimir. He is our brilliant strategist who has helped en-
sure victories over your Vanir forces.” Odin offered.
	 “Mimir of the well?” Aegir asked.
	 “No, no, he’s a Jotun and not part of the Aesir,” Odin 
clarified.
	 “They seem like great additions for Vanagard and in 
return I will grant you Frey, Freya and Njord,” he said without 
looking at his brethren. He knew that a few would have ques-
tioning glares.
	 Odin smiled, “Then it is agreed! Let us seal this pact 
with a ceremonial merging of our spittle.” The All Father ges-
tured that Loki bring forth the cauldron.

	 The Aesir and the Vanir took turns spitting into the 
cauldron. When the last was done, the deal was sealed. 

To everyone’s surprise the cauldron began to move, 
and from it arose a magical being that had been 

birthed from the truce. Everyone was shocked 
and amazed, not knowing what to say.
	 The being spoke first, “I am Kvasir, spir-
it of peace. Your good will has given me birth 
and life. I will live to sing your praises.”

	 The gasp of awe was broken when Loki 
spoke, “What a freak! Hey Kvasir, go live with 

the Vanir. He’ll be our gift for Njord.”
	 A disapproving murmur went 
through the crowd, but Aegir was quick 
to keep the celebrations from taking on 
a sinister undertone, “Loki, we accept 

your offer. This miracle will be warmly accepted into Vana-
gard.”
	 This is how the war between the Aesir and the Vanir 
came to a close. More animosity and anger followed, but none 
of it would lead to war. As weeks turned into months the Aesir 
were very pleased with Frey and Freya, but the Vanir were hav-
ing a very different experience with Hoenir and Mimir. Both 
proved to be disappointing, so much so that Aegir took action. 
He demanded another set of hostages, and when the Aesir re-
fused, he decapitated the Aesir prisoners and sent their heads 
to Odin.
	 The All Father was nonplussed about the whole af-
fair. He stuffed their heads with magical herbs, carved runes on 
their faces and used them as oracles when he needed to speak 
to the dead.
	 Lastly The All Father took Frey and Thor with him 
to Midgard. They returned to the ashes of Uppsala and rebuilt 
it. They raised three glorious temples, the largest in all of Mid-
gard in their own honour. This was a symbol to Mankind that 

	 The Vanir watched at a distance in horror. Gulveig, 
alone, accomplished in a few short days what they had been 
trying to do for years. “...and you want her to rejoin us?” Aegir 
asked Freya without looking away from the carnage.
	 “It was a thought...” she trailed off. Their emotions 
were bordering on sympathy for their enemies. This once 
proud clan was reduced to utter humiliation. What would 
Gulveig do with them? The Vanir sat back to watch. They were 
unaware that Odin was scrambling to pick up the pieces of his 
once glorious people.
	 Within a few days a delegation of Aesir came to the 
Vanagard threshold. All of the high-gods were there, weapons 
sheathed. “We come to make peace,” Odin said without his 
signature arrogance.
	 Aegir rose up from the sea and created a 
water bridge for them as he welcomed them into 
Vanagard. They all met in Aegir’s hall, and he 
treated his guests with dignity and respect. 
“Our people have fought for too long. We are 
both weakened...” Aegir began but Odin cut 
him off.
	 “Gulveig was a truly terrible weap-
on. Whatever the treatise we agree upon, let 
us agree that such a strategy will never again 
be employed by either side. We killed 
her, but if we find more like her, I would 
hope neither of us would use such means 
again.” Odin elaborated.
	 “You, you killed her?” Freya 
said with a tone of shock and sadness. Njord put a hand on her 
shoulder.
	 “It’s for the best child...” her father consoled her.
	 “So our people never fight one another, I propose 
that we exchange hostages. You send your two best to Asgard 
and we’ll send you our two best in exchange,” Odin proposed.
	 “It is a sound plan,” Aegir said and he looked among 
the Vanir.
	 “I would request your twins, Frey and Freya,” Odin 
suggested. “We have watched them and we’re impressed with 
their skills.”
	 Aegir considered the request. He was thinking about 
adding Njord to the offer. He had grown accustomed to leading 
the Vanir and did not want the old rivalry to resurface. Also it 
would be best to keep the children with their father. “And who 
would you send us?” the sea king asked.
	 “I think that our wise administrator Hoenir who has 

managed Asgard, would be a great addition to Vanagard. 
He is also one of the creators of humanity; after all, he 
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Frey had returned and that he was now with the Aesir gods. Just 
as the heavens found peace, so did mankind. Those who fought 
for the Vanir made peace with those who fought for the Aesir.
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Loki proposed.
	 The gods liked the idea and so Odin returned to see 
Gordstorrvegg. He said they would agree under these condi-
tions, the Jotun accepted their terms.
	 “So if I cannot complete the wall after three seasons I 
forfeit all claims?” Gordstorrvegg asked.
	 “Yes, and you cannot gain the aid of anyone else in 
your work.” Odin added.
	 “I can abide by all of your limitations except one; I 
must have my horse Svadilfari. He helps me on all of my proj-
ects and without him and I cannot make the wall impregnable 
to giants.” the Jotun countered.
	 “Agreed, we accept your terms.” Odin said, sealing 
the pact.
	 The first season saw many great wonders rise out of 

the ashes. The wall was first and foremost because it 
was important for their security. The first building 

which the Aesir rebuilt was Idavoll, the hall where 
the high-gods would hold council. Until it was 

re-built they were traveling to Urd’s well. At 
the well they resolved to spy upon their pos-
sible enemies. Never again did they want to be 
ambushed by an unknown foe. In a clandestine 

manner, they built a tower called Valaskjalf 
which was used to look out into the worlds which 

hung upon Yggdrasil.
	 In the highest room of the silver 
roofed tower, Odin placed a throne that 
Hor had built for him. It was carved out 
of a strange black stone and upon its arm 

rests there were many esoteric runes painted in blood. It would 
allow the All Father to see deep into different realms so that he 
could learn their secrets. But every time he used it, there would 
be some unintended consequence. That is why Odin did not 
allow anyone else to sit upon it.
	 The Norns loaned the Aesir and Vanir the gold that 
would be required for the reconstruction. This was gold that 
they had inherited from Ymir centuries ago. The Aesir took a 
big loan at a steep interest. The payback would be exorbitant, 
but the Aesir planned to resume their dominance and continue 
raiding. They were confident that with Frey and Freya, the age 
of the Aesir was upon them. The spending was intense as bri-
gades of Dvergar came to the city for work and coin.
	 Himinbjorg was the next structure to be built. It was 
built directly into the work that Gordstorrvegg was doing. A 
hall for the guardian of Bifrost would become the gate-house 
for Asgard. Heimdall made his residence at this simple yet for-

	 The Rime Jotuns rose in power and prominence 
during the Aesir-Vanir war. They prospered under a period 
of enlightenment which saw the evolution of the arts, mag-
ic, crafting and military within Jotunheim. They established 
trade with Nidavellir and with it came an exchange of skills and 
knowledge.
	 One who benefited tremendously was a Rime Jotun 
named Gordstorrvegg. He was known as the architect. He had 
built wondrous structures in Jotunheim and his reputation 
spread throughout the realms. Gordstorrvegg’s reputation 
allowed him to negotiate very lucrative contracts and soon he 
was living a lavish lifestyle.
	 One sunny day Gordstorrvegg traveled to Asgard, 
because he had heard about their massive reconstruction ef-
forts. He knew that they were desperate and that his fame 
and renown would allow him to ask a steep price for 
his labour. When he ascended Bifrost, he found 
Heimdall eyeing him suspiciously. Heimdall was 
surprised at the size of the horse which accom-
panied the giant.
	 “What do you want Jotun? What 
manner of giant steed accompanies you 
here?” the guardian of Bifrost asked.
	 “My name is Gordstorrvegg and this 
is my assistant Svadilfari. I come to see if the 
Aesir would be in need of my services,” 
the Jotun explained.
	 Asgard was in need of help, 
there was much to rebuild. Most pressing 
was an impregnable wall around the holy 
city. Odin came to see the Jotun and asked, “Gordstorrvegg 
your great reputation precedes you. I would like you to build 
a great wall around our fair city, a wall so tall that it could not 
be breached by your kin. What price would you ask for such a 
marvel?”
	 Gordstorrvegg had his answer ready, “I would have 
Freya as my bride and the sun and the moon as her dowry.”
	 Odin frowned. This was a very unreasonable request, 
but he still convened an assembly of high-gods in order to dis-
cuss the offer. Everyone was on the same page and they were 
ready to rebuke the architect, but Loki came up with a clause 
for the contract.
	 “What if we accept... no wait, hear me out... but we 
stipulate that he only has three seasons to complete the work 
and that he cannot get aid from anyone else. This way he will 
build a big section of the wall, but he will be unable to finish on 

time. We will benefit from the free labour without having 
to submit to his ludicrous request. What do you think?” 

Loki
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dablik. Something about this realm was different. It felt as if it 
was not part of Asgard. It was hard to explain. The entrance 
into Briedablik was from Asgard proper, but when one en-
tered, the world around them felt very different. The first thing 
his kin noticed was that they had a hard time getting mad or 
rowdy. If they thought of fighting, the thought would vanish in 
an instant. For the warlike Aesir, this was incredibly unsettling. 
For this reason, Baldur received very few visitors in Briedablik.
	 By the end of the first season the gods were astound-
ed at Gordstorrvegg’s progress. They had underestimated 
Svadilfari’s contribution. The great horse could pull stones 
out of the ground which were larger than a Jotun. It could also 
pull the stones into place as well as pile them atop one another. 
Gordstorrvegg and Svadilfari were keeping a very solid pace 
and it was likely that the wall would be completed on time. This 
worried the Aesir greatly for they did not wish to lose Freya or 
the heavenly bodies.
	 One day when the gods went to check on Urd’s well, 
they found a stag trying to climb out. They saved it and named 

it Eikthirnir. When they brought it to Asgard, it made its 
home on Valhalla’s roof since it loved the taste of the 

leaves of the Laerad. The roof was a great way to 
get to the delicious foliage. The Einherjar ad-

opted the beast as their beloved mascot.
	 The Einherjar were getting to be quite 
numerous in Valhalla. They required a large 
amount of food and drink. To remedy their 
voracious appetite, Odin hired a Dvergar 

cook named Andhrimnir. The chef brought a 
magical boar and a magical goat to the hall of the 

slain. Saehrimnir was the mystical boar 
whose flesh regenerated as it was cut off 
the beast. After every meal was cooked 
in a cauldron named Eldhrimnir the boar 
would be back to full vitality, ready to 

provide more meat. Heidrun was a goat which provided the 
mead for the Einherjar. From its teats she filled a massive caul-
dron called Hyrrhrimnir from which the drink was dispensed.
	 By the end of the second season more than half of the 
wall was complete. Svadilfari’s contributions were more than 
if several Jotuns had been helping Gordstorrvegg. The Aesir 
regretted letting the horse help, but there was not much they 
could do. Thor was gone for most of the reconstruction be-
cause he was off searching for Vili. Because of this, the Aesir 
could not count on his strength in case the deal went sour and 
things turned violent.
	 Three days remained until summer and the gods 
were discussing the impacts of the payment. It was abundantly 
clear that Gordstorrvegg and Svadilfari were going to finish 
the great wall within a day. It looked spectacular but at the 
same time the Aesir were going to have to pay the heavy price 
that they had agreed upon.
	 “Losing Freya is not an option,” Odin said “we 

tified estate.
	 Glitnir was a great hall built especially for unfor-
tunate Var, whose hall had been destroyed by the throngs of 
cursed Aesir when Gulveig lived among them. It would accom-
modate the assemblies for both trials and the enactment of new 
laws.
	 Thor had received such great praise for his bold ac-
tions throughout the war that a large section of Asgard was 
reserved for his estate. The victory was bitter-sweet for him 
because he had lost his brother Meili. Sif was now a widow and 
Ull was an orphan. As Aesir custom dictated, Thor would mar-
ry Sif and would adopt Ull. Sif agreed to marry him and Lofn 
presided over the ceremonies. Sif moved into the grand estate 
with her son. It was not long before the cries of newborn girl 
could be heard. They named her Thrud and Thor named the 
estate after his first child- Thrudvangar. Within it, he built a 
hall which he named Bilskirnir. It was absolutely massive, con-
taining six-hundred and forty rooms.
	 Loki’s hall was named Brenna and it was rather un-
usual. Loki wanted to keep warm and keep his affairs pri-
vate, so he asked the Dvergar to build a burrow into 
the mountain-top. His hall was an underground 
marvel which rested beneath Asgard.
	 Noatun was a watery domain erected 
for Njord. It was placed on the banks of Lake 
Amsvartnir. The sea god saw renewed purpose 
since he was the only one in Asgard with this 
unique talent, but the Aesir did not seem as 
impressed with him as with his children. As a 
result, they crammed the Dvergar forges into 
Noatun telling Njord it was a temporary 
arrangement while Asgard was being re-
built.
	 Folkvangar was moved from Va-
nagard to Asgard. It was no easy feat, and 
the Vanir were none-too-pleased. Now that Freya’s dominion 
was under the Aesir banner, Odin could claim half the dead. 
Half to the Aesir and the other half would be split between Ran 
and Surt. It was imperative to turn her souls into Einherjar; 
however, she was not keen on the idea. She had seen the toll 
which it took upon the All Father and she did not want to relin-
quish her life force.
	 When Frey asked about his own hall, the All Father 
told him that he had a special home for him. “Frey, we will work 
to install you as the king of the Alfar. We need them working 
for the Aesir. They have unique talents which I’m sure you can 
turn into valuable tools for our ascent. I will make sure we all 
work together to install you as their undisputed ruler.” Odin 
explained.
	 Odin had so many things on his mind that he forgot 
making himself a dwelling. Thankfully Frigga managed it, and 
when it was complete she called the hall Gladsheim. Their Son 
Baldur also established his own domain which he called Brie-
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cannot allow the Jotuns to gain Folkvangar, and besides she is 
one of the Aesir now.” The All Father corrected himself mak-
ing sure not to sound like someone who had been using her 
talents.
	 “I cannot imagine our world without the beauty of 
the sun and moon overhead.” Baldur lamented.
	 “Loki, you promised us that using your words for 
the agreement we could avoid payment. But look, we are three 
days away from payment and only the wall entrance-way re-
mains to be built. You better find a solution or we will hold you 
responsible,” Mithotyn threatened.
	 Loki shrugged and walked out of the hall muttering, 
“Fine, fine, I’ll save the day again!” He exited the hall and he 
shape-changed into a magnificent mare. She was the same size 
as Svadilfari. Loki had learned the shape-change ability from 
Hor. The Svart Alfar was particularly adept at it and when Odin 
and Loki asked him to teach them, he tried. Tried as he may, 
Odin could only change details of his appearance, however 
Loki was a natural. He could change species and size.
	 In the form of a mare, Loki caught the attention of 
Gordstorrvegg’s stallion. He ran after the mare and the Jotun 
ran after her bellowing many Jotun curse words and profani-
ties. Thor heard this and made haste to return to Asgard think-
ing that his beloved city was under attack. When he realized 
what was going on, he remained at the gates with Heimdall 
watching the ensuing comedy.
 	 Gordstorrvegg could not keep up and Svadilfari and 
the mare spent the night together. The Jotun returned to the 
gates and started to accuse the Aesir of cheating him out of his 
rightfully earned reward. “We had a bargain! You had given 
me your word and now you resort to trickery in order to avoid 
payment!”
	 “Run from here Jotun, for I Thor, god of Thunder, 
grow angry and impatient.” Odin’s son said in a threatening 
tone. When Gordstorrvegg refused to give in, Thor killed him. 
This is how Asgard received an impregnable wall without hav-
ing to pay an outlandish price.
	 Later Loki returned with an eight-legged foal as his 
son. He had named him Sleipnir. No one really wanted to ques-
tion how that came to be.
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the Jotuns call it Fair-Green, the Alfar call it the Growing, and 
powers above call it Loam.”
	 “And what do they call the sky which was forged from 
the primordial Ymir which hangs above every world?” inquired 
Thor
	 “Sky it is called among men, Time-teller among the 
gods, the Vanir call it the Weaver of Wind, to the Jotuns it is the 
Overworld, the Alfar call it Fair Roof and the Dvergar call it the 
Dripping Hall.”
	 “Now what do the denizens of the various realms 
which hang upon Yggdrasil call the moon which is visible to 

mankind?” inquired Thor
	 “What mankind calls the Moon, the gods call the Ball, 

in denizens of Helheim call it the Whirling Wheel, 
the Jotuns call it Hastener, the Dvergar call it 

Shimmerer and the Alfar call it Year-Counter.” 
replied Alviss
	 “Now what do the denizens call the sun 
which is visible to mankind?” Thor asked.
	 “Actually mankind calls it Sunshine, your 

gods call it the Sun, the Dvergar call it Dvalin’s 
playmate, the Jotuns called it Ever-Glowing, the 

Alfar call it Fair-Wheel, and your children 
have come to call it All-Shine.” corrected 
Alviss
	 Thor was taken aback by this 
creature’s knowledge. He proceeded to 

ask more questions in order to stall for time. “What are the 
clouds called the ones which bring rain to each world?”
	 Alviss had his answer ready, “Mankind calls them 
clouds, but the gods refer to them as Promised-Shower, the 
Vanir gods call them Wind-Floaters, the Jotuns refer to them 
as Rain-Omens, the Alfar call them Storm-Might and the Hid-
den Helm is what the denizens of Helheim refer to them.”
	 Thor continued “You are correct, but what of the 
wind which blows in every world?”
	 Alviss rolled his eyes at the easy question “Mankind 
calls it Wind, the gods call it the Waverer, the Wise Powers call 
it Whinnier, Jotuns refer to it as the Howler, the Alfar call it the 
Roaring Rider and the denizens in Helheim call it the Swoop-
ing-Storm.”
	 Thor sensed the boredom creeping into Alviss’ 
voice so he tried a trick question in order to keep him engaged 
“Ahhh but how about the silence, the deafening silence when 
the wind is absent?” asked Thor.

	 A Dvergar named Alviss came upon Thor at his 
homestead. He looked hungrily past Thor and his gaze rested 
upon Thrud, Thor’s lovely daughter.
	 “Decorate the benches! I will be returning home 
with my new bride. Many won’t believe what they see, and I 
assure you that she and I will have little rest,” the Dvergar said 
with a wink.
	 “Who are you little man?” Thor inquired “Why are 
you so pale, did you spend the night with a corpse? You appear 
hideous and disfigured, not someone who would be able to 
find a bride.”
	 “Alviss is my name,” the Dvergar puffed out his 
chest “I live beneath the earth and the caves are my 
home. I have come to visit the Thunderer, the lord 
of the goat drawn wagons. I have come to claim 
my bride, to claim her with the promises which 
have been made to me.”
	 “I shall break your promises be-
cause I am the bride’s father and I was not 
home when she was promised to you. I alone 
have the right to make such a promise,” Thor 
said a voice which made the ground tremble be-
neath Alviss’ feet.
	 “How could you decide upon 
the groom for such a beautiful lady? Only 
a scoundrel would, and you aren’t a man 
of renown, who would even gift you such 
arm rings?” asked Alviss.
	 “I am the Winged Thunder and I am well known. My 
father is Sidgrana the long beard. You will not gain my consent 
for this woman or for such a marriage,” bellowed Thor angrily.
	 “I would love to earn your consent for a bridal agree-
ment. Tell me what I must say or do to earn this snow-white 
woman’s hand,” Alviss said with eager anticipation.
	 Thor could not believe this Dvergar’s persistence. 
His name translated to “All Wise” so he decided to test the 
Dvergar’s knowledge.
	 “If you tell me about all of the worlds, and answer my 
questions, you will be able to earn my consent,” Thor said.
	 Alviss didn’t flinch.
	 Thor began his questioning, “So tell me All Wise, 
since you claim to know everything about everyone, what do 
people call the earth on which they tread?”

	 Alviss smiled and answered confidently “Men call it 
earth, the Aesir call it Field, the Vanir call it the Way, 
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pressed him with more questions. “And what about 
the night, Norfi’s daughter, what is she called in the vari-
ous worlds?” Thor asked.
	 Alviss saw that perhaps this was a question which 
Thor did not know the answer to, so he used his answer to once 
more impress his soon to be father-in-law, “Mankind calls her 
Night, the gods call her the Darkness, the High Powers call 
her Hood, the Jotuns refer to her as Unlight, the Alfar call her 
Sleep-Joy and the Dvergar call her Mistress-of-Dreams,” Al-
viss smiled.
	 Thor nodded sagely and continued, “And what of the 
crop, what each realms sows so that it may be later reaped?”
	 Alviss was looking nervously to the sky, how long 
had it been? The sun would be coming up soon. Thor may have 
been wiser than he. “Mankind calls it barley, it is Hops among 
the gods, the Vanir call it Ground-Growth, Jotuns describe it 
as Food-Stuff, to Alfar it is Sap-Staff and for the denizens of 
Helheim it is Sunken-Head,” Alviss spoke quickly.
	 Thor also looked at the pink tinged horizon and 
asked, “What about ale? Can you tell me the various names?”
	 Alviss’ shoulders sank as he resigned himself to his 
fate “Ale among mankind, Beer among the gods, Growing 
Draught for the Vanir, Law-Maker among the Jotuns, Mead in 
Helheim and the sons of Suttung call it Drink,” Alviss whis-
pered. He had been bested by the thunder god.
	 Thor stood up and proclaimed victoriously “In one 
head I have never seen so much knowledge. With pride I de-
clare that I have tricked you. The sun rises over the horizon and 
upon your body.”
	 Thor looked triumphantly at the stone statue before 
him.

	 “Mankind calls it Calm,” Alviss began “the gods call 
it Resting-Sea, the Vanir gods call it the Lull, Jotuns refer to it 
as Swelterer, to the Alfar it is Day-Soother and to the Dvergar 
it is known as the Day’s Refuge.”
	 Thor expanded the questioning “You speak of the 
sea, so tell me All Wise, what is the sea called by the various 
denizens of Yggdrasil?”
	 Alviss was swelling with pride. Thor was unable to 
trick him so he answered confidently “Mankind calls it the 
Sea, the gods refer to it as the Wide-Ocean, the Vanir call it the 
Rolling-Wave, the Jotuns call it the Eel-Home, the Alfar refer 
to it as the Water-Column, and my people, the Dvergar refer to 
it as the Deep.”
	 “Interesting...” encouraged Thor thoughtfully “and 
how about fire? Tell me what the denizens of the worlds call 
fire?”
	 “As you say, it is called Fire among mankind,” ex-
plained Alviss “and the gods call it Flame, the Vanir call it the 
Leaping-Wave, the Jotuns refer to it as the Ravener, the den-
izens of Helheim refer to it was Racer and the Dvergar call it 
Burning Bane.”
	 Thor nodded satisfied. Alviss was about to turn the 
conversation back to Thor’s daughter when Thor asked him 
another question, “What do the denizens who live in the dif-
ferent realms call the forest?”
	 Alviss’ eyes widened, unbelieving that Thor would 
have more questions. Instead of protesting, Alviss thought it 
would be better to show off more of his immeasurable wisdom 
“Mankind calls it woods, the Aesir gods call it Beard of the 
Plains, Jotuns refer to it as Life-Feeder, the Alfar call it Fair-
Limbed and the Vanir gods call it the Wand.”
	 Thor didn’t allow for any opportunity where Al-
viss could once more inquire about his daughter. Instead he 

Thrud Thor



152



153

until they finish what they set out to do, or until the curse is 
lifted.”
	 Then Odin asked, “Are the souls always this aggres-
sive?”
	 “No,” Hlokk replied, “they are more aggressive in 
the period leading up to Yule. It is a time when the land of the 
living and the land of the dead are closest. It is a time when they 
have greater effect upon mortals.”
	 They observed the Haugbui as it skulked about its 
burial site. It waited for the living to come close so that it could 
ask a hero to avenge the Haugbui’s murder. Most mortals 
that came close were terrified by the Haugbui, and instead of 
talking, they drew their weapons and fought. In these match-
ups the dead always won because they could not be killed 
again.

	 “Sometimes we have to fight our sisters,” Geirolul 
began, “because those who work for Surt or Ran will 

battle us for the very best souls.”
	 “I know” Odin said to her, “You will con-

tinue to fight them and you will never relent. I 
want Valhalla filled with the best Einherjar, so 
when the final battle comes, we will overcome 
our foes.”
	 Then Hild spoke, “All Father, our greatest 

threat is from the Wight Sovereigns.”
	 Odin arched his eyebrow. “What are 

those?” he asked.
	 “Some Lost Souls have been lost 
so long that they transcend their state. 
They make the most out of their eternal 
predicament by becoming lords and la-

dies of dead. Those Lost Souls have discovered how to lever-
age their new found might and magic... it rivals our own pow-
er. They forge their own kingdoms beyond the veil and they 
sustain their power through cannibalism. Much like Nidhogg, 
they devour souls in order to sustain their own power. When 
we fight them, it is a fight to the death.”
	 “They sound like terrifying foes” Odin contemplat-
ed. “Tell me more...”
	 “Unlike Haugbui, they can travel where they wish. 
Much like the Alfar, they make their homes in stone monoliths. 
They are most active before the Yule-night; we lose many great 
souls to their hunger,” Hild explained.
	 Odin promised them, “Then I know how to help. Ev-
ery Yule season, we will ride together. We will harvest the best 
souls and we will slay any Wight Sovereigns who stand in our 
way. We will claim their souls as the sweetest treasure. We 
will bring rest to the agitated Haugbui and we will reap 

	 The gods and the giants were at a loss as to where the 
souls of their kin went when they died. The Valkyries did not 
see any souls, but felt the life force escaping their bodies. Their 
theory was that they were returning to the Crucible of Life.
	 Odin was the most curious of gods and he refused 
to believe that the gods and giants had no souls. The gods and 
giants had a shared heritage as they both emerged from the 
Rime, but humanity, the Dvergar and the Muspeli Jotuns were 
different.
	 The All Father left Asgard for a while and traveled the 
worlds with the Valkyries. His traveling companions were Gei-
rolul, Goll, Hild, and Hlokk. They were swan maidens that had 
accepted Odin’s terms of service. They showed Odin how they 
observed humanity and how they chose the best of champions. 
Odin watched as they reaped the souls of heroes and brought 
them to Valhalla.
	 “What are your challenges?” Odin asked, 
wanting to see how he could help make their lives 
easier. He was interested in finding a way to in-
crease their yield over those of the Valkyries 
that were in the service of Surt and Ran.
	 Goll spoke right away, “Follow me, I 
will show you a Lost Soul.”
	 Odin replied, “No need. I know what 
a Lost Soul is. When I weave Seith spells, I rely 
on them. They are souls who have unfinished 
business in the land of the living. Either 
they have failed to avenge a family mem-
ber’s murder, or their lover still lives and 
they wish to wait for them. Either way, 
they refuse you and your sisters, and their 
sheer willpower holds off the call of the world eating serpent.”
	 “They resist us and they are usually filled with vio-
lence and vitriol. Seithkonas use them to power their spells and 
that is why Seith magic is violent and hateful. I do not know 
how they resist Nidhogg’s breath, but mortals are wondrous 
beings,” Goll concluded.
	 Then Hlokk spoke up, “Follow me, I will show you a 
Haugbui.”
	 Odin and the other Valkyries followed until Hlokk 
led them to a barrow. It was a large and littered around it were 
the corpses of those who dared approach. Within the barrow 
they sensed movement and evil.
	 Hlokk explained, “Some Lost Souls have incred-
ible willpower and determination. Others have been cursed 
by someone who has wished them ill. Either way, those Lost 
Souls return to their bodies and roam land of the living. They 
are bound to the area where they were buried, and will not rest 
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the lost souls which haunt their communities. They will hear us 
coming. They will fear us knowing what awaits them. Mankind 
will learn that during this season, after sunset, they will be saf-
est indoors and behind barred and hallowed doors.”
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tom.”
	 The gods were suspicious, but they had no proof with 
which to accuse the Dvergar brothers. Cleared of any crimes, 
they resumed their bloodsmithing experiments. The Dvergar 
brothers invited a Jotun named Gilling as well as his wife Kula. 
The next experiment they wanted to try was the blood of a 
weeping widow, gripped in the throes of grief.
	 They invited Gilling to go fishing with them in an un-
derground lake. In the center of the lake there was a violent 
whirlpool because the lake poured into an underground river. 
They rowed out to that spot and capsized the boat intention-
ally. Gilling, not prepared was dragged down and drowned, 
while the brothers managed to right the boat and they returned 
to shore. There they told Kula what had happened to her hus-
band.
	 “Kula I have some terrible news, we had a tragedy 
befall us out in the lake. Our boat capsized in rough waters and 
your husband drowned. We managed to return. My brother is 
outside securing the boat. Perhaps it would ease your pain to 
go out to the docks and see where your husband died.” Fjalar 
suggested.
	 Kula agreed and as she walked outside, a mill-stone 
fell on her head, killing her instantly. It was dropped by Galar 
who had climbed on top of the roof and was awaiting her. They 
brought her body inside so they could conduct their trials.
	 Gilling’s son Suttung was suspicious of the Dvergar 
after hearing that his parents were visiting the brothers after 
Kvasir had so recently disappeared from their hall. He watched 
from afar and witnessed the murders first hand.
	 He returned to Jotunheim and fetched his family. He 
returned with his brother Baugi and his daughter Gunnlod. 
The three of them were armed and ready for conflict. They 
walked into the Dvergar hall and demanded that the brothers 
would come fishing with them. Seeing little choice in the mat-
ter, Fjalar and Galar acquiesced. They knew that the children 
were suspicious and they wished to appease their concerns by 
playing along.
	 He took them to Jotunheim to a small atoll sur-
rounded by a vast sea. Suttung knew that this atoll would be 
submerged at high tide, so when he dropped off the Dvergar 
brothers, he rowed out a short distance and watched as they 
panicked.
	 “Help us! The tide is coming in!” Fjalar shouted as 
the icy cold water touched his feet.
	 “We cannot swim in Jotunheim’s frigid waters!” 
Galar pleaded.
	 “We know what you did to our parents. Now you will 
suffer a slow and agonizing death!” Suttung promised.

	 Many were very intrigued by Kvasir. He had arisen 
from the spittle cauldron which ended the Aesir-Vanir war and 
which had given birth to this unique being. Kvasir had made 
his home in Vanagard, and he enjoyed his life among the Van-
ir, however he did have a strong desire to travel. He was very 
knowledgeable and many prominent lords and ladies invited 
him to visit their court. They loved to hear him speak about 
esoteric lore and occult history.
	 One day he had received an invitation to visit two 
brothers in Nidavellir. Their names were Fjalar and Galar and 
they were known the push the bounds of the blacksmith trade. 
They experimented with various ores as well as creature reli-
quaries. They made reliquaries by taking the heart of a dragon 
and melding it into a magical axe. They discovered that the axe 
would become sentient with the consciousness of the felled 
creature. The weapon would seek out a wielder that shared its 
values and ambitions and together they would achieve great 
deeds that would become legend and eventually myth.
	 When they invited Kvasir, it was in the attempt to try 
a new type of blacksmithing- they called it bloodsmithing. Kva-
sir assumed that he was a guest of honour and that he would be 
enlightening his hosts by answering their questions about the 
world. That assumption would prove to be his undoing. Fjalar 
and Galar had laid several traps for Kvasir. They did not fully 
understand his true nature, so they had to think several ways 
of killing their guest. Preparedness was their motto. It was a 
good motto when you plan on killing your guests. A reputation 
could be very badly damaged should news of your ‘hospitality’ 
become common knowledge.
	 After they killed him, the whole family worked to-
gether to drain his blood using their rituals. His blood was 
separated into two vats and a kettle.  The kettle is named Odre-
rir, and the vats Son and Bodn. Using Odrerir, they boiled 
honey and mixed it with his blood. They tried to use it in their 
blacksmithing with mixed results. The greatest creation was 
the blood-mead itself. When they drank from it, their tongues 
were forever evolved.
	 Fjalar and Galar became very eloquent and their po-
ems were mesmerizing. To their amazement, when they sang 
they altered the world around them. They had discovered a new 
form of magic which they called Spell Songs. Fjalar and Galar 
became the very first skalds.
	 Kvasir’s company was in great demand, so it wasn’t 
long before the gods came looking for him. When they ques-
tioned Fjalar and Galar, they said, “He was so wise that there 
were no questions he could not answer, but when we continued 

to question him about the origins of Nidavellir, he choked 
on his own wisdom. We cremated him as is your cus-

The Mead of Poetry
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far-away lands,” Odin said as he sat back and examined Baugi’s 
face. The Jotun was clearly uncomfortable so Odin pressed 
him, “Surely you have a great tale about how you became the 
Skald.”
	 “My brother and I acquired special mead when our 
parents were killed. It was a weregild paid by two evil Dvergar,” 
Baugi said as he looked down at his hands. “We knew it was 
special, so we accepted it. We only appreciated the magnitude 
of the mead after we had a taste. It was truly incredible.”
	 “Then I will work your fields, tend you cattle and do 
all of the work your nine thralls did for you. I will do this un-
til the end of the harvest...” Odin said pausing. He waited for 
Baugi to meet his gaze, “I will do this for a single sip of this 
magical mead.”
	 “Bolverk, if it was up to me, I would agree to your 
terms, but my brother is the keeper of the magical drought,” 
Baugi explained. “The best I can do is to promise to go with 
you and request that you get paid for your honest work.”
	 “That suits me fine,” Odin said and got to work. 
With his magical whetstone he sharpened his tools and com-

pleted the harvest in quick order. Then he sheared the 
sheep and culled the cattle. By the time winter came, 

all of the work had been done by the strange wan-
derer. Baugi was both pleased and thankful. It 

was time to pay Bolverk so they set out for Sut-
tung’s hall.
	 Baugi explained the arrangement, but 
Suttung denied the request. Suttung refused 
any compromise, refusing to part with even 

a single drop. Bolverk tricked him with crafty 
queries until Suttung blurted out the answer to 

where the mead was hidden and where 
Hnitbjorg was situated.
	 “Baugi, we had a deal. If we can-
not get Suttung’s blessing, you will help 
me get it from Hnitbjorg.” Odin de-

manded. But Baugi was clearly unsettled with this plan. “I will 
get my magical auger called Rati and you will bore the entry 
hole into Hnitbjorg.”
	 “I-I don’t know...” Baugi protested, but Odin con-
vinced him that he should keep his word and avoid being la-
beled an oath-breaker. “If you don’t help me get it, I will spread 
the word that Baugi the skald is no more than a two-bit thief.”
	 Cowed into compliance, Baugi went along with the 
plan. They arrived at Hnitbjorg’s wall and Odin gave Rati to 
the Jotun, “Use your strength and create a hole for me.”
	 Baugi drilled into the stone wall and after a short 
time he said, “Bolverk, the hole you wanted is complete.”
	 Odin blew into the hole and the dust came back into 
his face. “Baugi, don’t try to deceive me. Your hole did not 
pierce through to the other side. Do it again.”
	 Baugi drilled a second hole for a longer length of 
time and then claimed he had gone through to the other 

	 “We are so sorry! We will pay you a wereguild, a 
blood debt, for your loss!” Fjalar pleaded.
	 “What will you give us to soothe our anger and 
grief?” Baugi asked.
	 Fjalar and Galar looked at one another in a panic. 
“We will give you the Mead of Poetry,” Galar said with desper-
ation, his knees now well below the icy surf.
	 “What is this Mead of Poetry?” Gunnlod asked.
	 “It is a magical drought. You need only drink a drop 
and your will become a skald. Your voice will be magical and 
you will be able to weave Spell Songs.” Fjalar explained his 
waist was growing numb from the frigid waves.
	 “I believe that we have a deal,” Suttung said as he 
rowed the boat back towards the Dvergar brothers. The broth-
ers brought them to where they hid the mead and they handed 
it over to the grieving Jotun family.
	 Suttung brought the Mead of Poetry home and hid 
it in a hall named Hnitbjorg. “Gunnlod, you will watch over 
the mead,” Suttung commanded. They drank from it and be-
came famous poets in Jotunheim. News of their skills spread 
throughout the realms, eventually reaching the All Father.
	 Odin set out to learn more about these 
highly skilled skalds. On his way to Jotunheim, he 
ran into nine thralls who were mowing the hay 
with their scythes. These thralls belonged to 
Baugi.
	 “You toil with dull blades, let me 
sharpen them for you,” Odin offered.
	 They assented, so Odin using his 
hone, made the scythes razor sharp. The thralls 
were amazed at how quickly the hay fell before 
their swipes.
	 “Can we have your hone?” they 
asked. “Can we buy it from you?” they 
bargained.
	 “You may have it,” Odin said 
and threw the hone up into the air. The thralls rushed to grab 
the marvelous object, and in their hurry, they killed each other. 
The blades cut into the necks of their peers and all of them bled 
to death in the field.
	 Odin picked up his hone and went into the farmstead 
down the road. Baugi welcomed the wanderer and over a meal 
he bemoaned that that his thralls had died.
	 “My name is Bolverk and I am grateful for your hos-
pitality,” Odin lied.
	 “My name is Baugi and I welcome you into my home. 
I wish I was better company right now, but I am saddened that 
my thralls are gone. Their death is very mysterious and suspi-
cious since they killed one another while in the field,” Baugi 
confided. “Now I have no hopes of having my fields shorn in 
time for the harvest.”
	 “I can do the work of your thralls if you tell me how 
you became so eloquent. I have heard of your poetic talents in 
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side. Once more Odin blew into the hole and this time the dust 
went into the other side. To Baugi’s amazement, Bolverk trans-
formed into a snake and crawled into the hole.
	 The Jotun stabbed at the snake with Rati, but he 
failed to land a blow. Odin had already slithered into Hnitb-
jorg. There he found Gunnlodd. He transformed back into his 
usual appearance and approached the bored maiden. She was 
lonely and was glad to have company of such a charming wan-
derer.
	 Odin spent three nights in her company. The first 
night he drank all of the mead inside Odrerir. The second night 
he drank the contents of Bodn and the third night he drank all 
of the mead in Son. With a full belly it was time to return to 
Asgard. Odin took on the shape of an eagle and flew out of 
the hall. Baugi had gone to alert Suttung, so when Suttung saw 
an eagle departing Hnitbjorg, he gave chase. Suttung shape-
changed into a giant eagle and flew after Odin. In his flight 
Odin relieved himself in Suttung’s face and some of the drops 
that landed in Midgard blessed mankind with Spell Songs. The 
insulting gesture rattled Suttung and he gave up the chase.
	 Odin landed in Asgard and asked the Aesir to 
bring forth two vats and a cauldron. He then regur-
gitated the Mead of Poetry back into those vessels. 
Now the Aesir could get their fill of this magi-
cal mead. The all Father chose certain worthy 
mortals to be his godi. Those were the men 
and women who were blessed with the magical 
drought and they were called skalds.

Galar
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	 “I do not seek to rule you; I have many duties keeping 
Yggdrasil healthy. I gave Surt my word that I would tirelessly 
fight Nidhogg’s corruption. I will come to learn your customs 
and I will give council when asked, but I will not interfere with 
your way of life,” Frey said disarmingly.
	 Dainn considered the proposition and stood to clasp 
Frey’s hand. “We will build you a hall in the Bright Dales of 
Alfgard. Once you live among us you will come to better un-
derstand our ways,” The Lios Alfar did build the hall, and it was 
named Frosve.
	 Initially, Frey spent most of his time in Asgard, but 
as time went on, he found himself spending more and more 
time in Frosve. Alfgard had a charm which the god found ir-
resistible. Every time he was in Asgard, he was invited to sit at 
the high-council in Idavoll. Every time he came to the Bright 
Dales, he was invited to the Lios council. The time he spent 
healing Yggdrasil had diminished without his taking notice. 

This was not lost on Nidhogg, he planned to take advantage 
of this opening.

	 Odin wanted Frey to create a Lios Alfar 
army that could be called upon in times of need. 

The Aesir were flexing their muscle once more 
and he wanted an army that could act as a re-
serve for the Aesir host. Frey returned to Alf-
gard with this task in mind. When he spoke to 
the Lios council, they dismissed the request, 

but once the meeting had ended, each lord 
came to see Frey in confidence and privacy.

	 “I warn you against such ac-
tion,” Billingr cautioned the god, “We 
are a proud people and you will divide us 
without even having such intent. Remem-
ber that Nott, a Svart Alfar came to us in 

order to forge a peace between our people. Pride is the Lios 
disease... so much so that the chaos of the dark beat the order 
of the light. My personal concern is Midgard, so you will not 
entangle me in this machination, but I fear that my kin will suc-
cumb to their nature. You will get visits from my peers, so be 
ready for their pitches.”
	 As predicted, Dainn was next to pay Frey a visit. “You 
should consider my people.” he began, “They are the wisest in 
the realm. Dainnsvik is my kingdom. It is filled with the finest 
guilds dedicated magic and the arts. They will complement the 
Aesir nicely.” Dainn said Frey.
	 The next to come was Delling, who had a similar 
pitch using different words. “My people are the first in all of 
Alfgard. They were the first bloodline and they were the fierc-

	 The All Father took Frey to Alfgard and introduced 
him to the prominent Alfar. The elvish high lords were Dainn, 
Delling and Billingr. They were the brightest and the most no-
ble among the Lios Alfar.
	 “I present to you lord Frey,” Odin said as the as-
sembly of the Lios Alfar began. “He has joined the ranks of 
my Aesir and as you already know, he has many skills and tal-
ents. Most notable among them is his ability to see and under-
stand your people. The gods do not see you as he does, so for 
this reason, Frey will be the bridge between the Alfar and the 
gods.”
	 Odin had big plans for Frey, but this was his excuse 
to entangle the Vanir hostage into Lios Alfar affairs. “I must 
take my leave son of Njord,” the All Father said holding him 
by the shoulders, “I leave you in the capable hands of the Lios 
council.”
	 Frey looked about the gallery and studied the lords 
of Alfgard.
	 “I am known as Dainn,” said the first Lios 
lord. “I am a galdr among my people for I know 
the runes and their powers. My counterpart 
amongst the Svartalfar is Hor who knows the 
runes as well as I do.”
	 “You can call me Delling,” said the 
second Lios lord. “I was once married to Nott 
and we had a child named Dag. He is in the 
heavens above and watches over Asgard, Alf-
gard, Vanagard and Midgard.”
	 “I am Billingr,” said the third 
Lios lord. “Although I come to Alfgard 
for council, I make my home in Midgard. 
There I am a progenitor of dynasty of 
high-lords and ladies. I seek to counter 
the shadow which the Svart Alfar project over the land.”
	 Frey bowed and addressed them, “You define your-
selves by rating yourselves against the Svart Alfar. The wars are 
over so you must learn to create your own achievements.” Frey 
advised. “Where are your wives? Where are your children? 
You must learn to lead. You must cultivate your imagination. 
The Aesir created mankind, but your people can do so much 
more.”
	 “For all that you have done for our ancestors, and 
everything you do for Yggdrasil, we welcome you to the Lios 
council. But do not think for a moment that you can replace us, 
or that the Lios will accept you as their ruler. We have watched 
the Aesir influence grow across the worlds and we see the All 

Father’s intentions.” Delling cautioned the god.

Frey’s great Betrayal
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est. They stood in the vanguard when the armies of light and 
darkness clashed. Come to visit my kingdom of Dellingsvik. 
My people will fill your ranks. You won’t need Dainn’s folk,” 
Delling explained.
	 It did not take long before Dellingsvik and Dainnsvik 
went to war. Both wished to prove themselves as the superior 
choice for Frey’s Lios army. In their desire to impress the god, 
both lords of the realm became subservient to Frey, and in this 
way, Frey became the king of the Lios Alfar.

###
	 “Odin how could you?” chided his wife Frigga.
	 “What?” Odin said with a smirk, “I installed an Aesir 
at the head of the Lios Alfar and now the warriors I will receive 
will be the best Alfgard has to offer. I think this worked out bril-
liantly if I may say so!”

###
	 As king Frey had little time for other activities. Keep-
ing the realm from tearing itself apart was a full-time job, and 
Nidhogg took advantage. Yggdrasil began to rot once more, 
quicker this time, and the damage was irreversible. When Surt 
received news of the situation, he was consumed with rage. 
Frey had broken his oath and it would have repercussions on 
all living things.

Nar

Logi

Jokul
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ing shorter than her peers, but she was smarter than other chil-
dren. When she came of age, she wished to meet her father, 
and Aradhel brought her to Ivaldi’s court.
	 Ivaldi could not believe his good fortune. He never 
thought that their union would bear fruit. He offered to fos-
ter Iduna and Aradhel allowed their daughter to decide. When 
Iduna accepted the offer, the fabric of Nidavellir would be for-
ever changed.
	 By no small coincidence, Vigglod the Norn made her 
return to Nidavellir. She may have failed to guide the Dvergar, 
but she was back for another very special person.
	 Ivaldi built his daughter a spacious hall on the edge 
of his kingdom. Above the hall was a rocky break where natural 
light flooded into the underground kingdom. When the light 
shone through the titanic chasm, it illuminated a desolate, yet 
beautiful desert. Dvergar shunned this place calling it Sandba-

ni, the sands of death. Any being that derived its nature 
from Ymir’s corpse turned to stone beneath the light 

of the sun.
	 The Dvergar were content to live en-

tombed in stone, but Iduna’s dual nature had 
her out discovering the unexplored regions of 
Nidavellir. She was also getting tired of meat 
and bread and sought to grow a garden. At 
first nothing grew, and Ivaldi offered to buy 

her some nutrient rich soil from Vanagard. She 
declined, her stubborn Dvergar nature winning 

out. She was determined to grow food in 
the gravel and sand.
	 Vigglod watched at a distance 
with little surprise when she saw a gar-
den growing next to Iduna’s hall. The girl 

was just getting started. Learning how to craft fine jewelry in 
the dwarven forges, she created small devices that moved on 
their own accord- music boxes, moving pictures and animat-
ed effigies. Then in a moment of enlightenment, she spliced 
her devices into the crops she was growing... the results were a 
marvel to behold.
	 News of her achievements spread quickly and soon 
her hall was overrun with curious Dvergar. Many asked to be-
come her apprentices, and she became the youngest mentor 
in the realm. Each of her trees, shrubs and plants had special 
properties, derived from both their organic and mechanical 
nature. There were shrubs that produced berries that filled 
one’s belly for a week. There was grass that never lost its co-
lour, even in winter. Thorns and brambles grew in pre-deter-
mined shapes and patterns. There was even a tree whose fruit 

	 A Lios Alfar maiden by the name of Aradhel was vis-
iting Nidavellir. When word of her arrival spread throughout 
the realm, Dvergar kings were clamouring to invite the distin-
guished guest. Very few Dvergar had ever seen an Alfar, and 
this was an opportunity to speak and dine with one.
	 Aradhel accepted Ivaldi’s hospitality and he pulled 
out all the stops. She had been a guest with several other Dver-
gar lords and ladies and he wished to eclipse their hospitali-
ty with his own. He had sent spies into the courts of the rival 
kings and received information about Aradhel’s likes and dis-
likes. She was fond of beautiful art and refined wine. Ivaldi be-
decked his hall in wondrous tapestries and statues and bought 
casks of the finest wine Vanagard had to offer.
	 When Aradhel arrived, she was greeted with mu-
sic and ceremony. Upon greeting her, he gave her a necklace 
which was the pride of his kingdom. The gold was intricate-
ly worked and it was gilded with platinum accents. The 
jewels were so large that a faintest light made them 
glow as bright as torches. In the feasting hall, a 
banquet was laid out with succulent meats and 
fresh pastries. She was received like a beloved 
queen.
	 “You humble me with this recep-
tion. I have never been treated with such 
dignity and honour. This visit will forever be 
etched in my heart,” Aradhel said with wide-
eyed wonder. She was innocent but she enjoyed 
learning the customs of the other races. 
“How could I repay such warm hospitali-
ty?”
	 Ivaldi was at a crossroads. He 
could push his luck and defeat the oth-
er kings at a potential cost to losing it all, or he could play it 
safe. Ivaldi was a gambler, “Star of Alfgard, your beauty and 
presence are already a bountiful gift upon my people, but if you 
must know... our customs for repayment are of the physical na-
ture....” he studied her face. Aradhel was open to new experi-
ences and nodded for him to go on. “...so my dear, if we were 
to spend the night together, then you would show us proper 
repayment for our hospitality.”
	 Aradhel shrugged and smiled, her bubbly personali-
ty unwavering. “I must admit, I am as curious as you.” she said. 
After a passionate night, Aradhel returned to Alfgard. She was 
unsure if she could handle many more banquets in her honour.
	 Months later a baby girl was born, half Alfar and half 

Dvergar. She was the first of her kind. Aradhel named her 
Iduna. She did not grow in stature as other Alfar, remain-

Iduna’s Family and the Tree
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slowed the aging process.
	 The last invention was the one which Vigglod had 
awaited. She picked some of the fruit and whisked them out of 
Nidavellir.

###
	 Among the divine races, the Aesir gods aged rela-
tively quickly. Those that emerged from Ymir’s corpse had a 
lifespan of about three-hundred years. Those who emerged 
from the Rime could live about a thousand years. The children 
of Galligarm lived longer and the primal races had a lifespan 
without measure. Of course anyone could fall prey to lethal vi-
olence or disease.
	 Unlike mankind who knew life was temporal and 
their legacy would be carried on by their children, the Aesir 
gods wished to live eternally. When Vigglod and Kyrmir ar-
rived in Idavoll with some fruit, everything changed. The gods 
could not believe their fortune. All they needed to do was en-
tice Iduna to join the Aesir gods.
	 Odin learned everything he could about Iduna and 
her parents. He had one opportunity to secure her before the 
other gods and giants. Just as Ivaldi had courted Aradhel, Odin 
worked his magic on Iduna.
	 While the All Father tried to seduce the Dvergar-Al-
far maiden, she only had eyes for Bragi. She ignored Odin’s 
advances and continued to question the Aesir about their ‘ram-
bunctious party-animal with the sublime voice’.
	 The alcohol had gone to Iduna’s head. “What is his 
name again? Bragi?” she asked once more, “He fills out those 
breeches really well!” The twinkle in Bragi’s eyes brought her 
to him and his voice kept her from leaving.
	 In the end Bragi married Iduna and she became a 
full-fledged Aesir goddess. She grew an orchard with many 
important and unique trees, but none more important than the 
one which dispensed the apples of youth.

Skjalf
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the spear. “Remember that in nine nights, Iduna must bring 
her apples of youth.” the eagle reminded Loki before it flew 
up into the dark sky. Loki rejoined his companions and urged 
them to forget their expedition and to return to Asgard. He did 
not tell them of the bargain he had struck with the eagle.
	 When they returned, Loki counted the days. Upon 
the designated day he went to see Iduna, saying, “Iduna, you 
must come with me. I have found some magical apples growing 
in this forest east of Asgard. I think they would be of great in-
terest to you. Bring some of your own apples so we could com-
pare to see if they are the same.”
	 Iduna was intrigued that maybe someone else had 
forged the same types of trees that she had. She took her Eski, 
a wooden box carved from the Great Ash, and filled it with her 
apples. When they arrived at the designated spot, a Jotun ap-
peared from behind a tree and greeted them.

	 “My name is Thiassi, are you Iduna?” the Jotun 
asked.

	 “Yes I am.” Iduna replied, and then sud-
denly the Jotun changed shape and turned into a 

giant eagle. He snatched up Iduna and carried 
her deep into Jotunheim.
	 Without her apples, the Aesir began to age 
once more. They grew grey and frail and the 

high-gods called a council in order to find Idu-
na. Heimdall mentioned that he had seen Loki 

leave Asgard with Iduna a few days be-
fore. They questioned the trickster-god 
and threatened him with torture and 
death if he did not reveal what he had 
done with her. Loki promised to retrieve 

her and the gods made him swear an oath.
	 Loki could shape change, but none of his forms could 
fly faster than Thiassi’s giant eagle form. The trickster-god 
asked Freya if he could borrow her magical cloak. It was a cloak 
that allowed her to change into the shape of a falcon. In this 
form she could out-fly any bird, even Thiassi.
	 “Loki, for Iduna I will lend you my cloak, but when 
she is returned to Asgard, you will give it back to me,” Freya 
said.
	 Loki took the cloak and flew to Thiassi’s hall in Thry-
mheim. He waited in the branches until he saw the Jotun go 
fishing. He pushed his skiff out onto the lake and rowed out 
into the deeper waters, leaving Iduna home alone. Loki flew 
into the hall and changed back to Muspeli Jotun form.
	 “Iduna, I have come to rescue you!” Loki said 
breathless, nervously looking over his shoulder at the doors.

	 One day Loki, Odin and Hoenir were hiking though 
the desolate landscape of Jotunheim. It was cold, dark and 
desolate. They were getting cold and hungry when they came 
across a herd of giant oxen. They decided to stop and rest, so 
Hoenir slew one of the oxen while the others made an earthen 
oven. Odin brought some wood and Loki provided the flame. 
They placed the ox in the earthen oven and waited.
	 After a while Odin asked, “I do not smell the meat 
cooking, do you?” They opened up the oven to check on their 
meal. The meat was raw and uncooked. Loki redoubled the 
wood and flame and they covered it so that the meat could 
cook.
	 After a while Hoenir asked, “I don’t smell our meal, 
are you sure the fires are burning?” They opened up the earth-
en oven and the flame was as bright as ever, but the meat re-
mained raw. Now they began to suspect witchcraft.
	 “This is highly unnatural, something or 
someone wishes us to stay hungry and cold,” Loki 
surmised. Just then they heard the flapping of 
wings high above. Within the branches of a 
mighty oak perched a giant eagle. “I suspect 
you are responsible for the uncooked meat?” 
Loki asked the eagle.
	 “Yes I am” the eagle stated boldly. 
“If I could have a share of your meat, I will 
make sure that it cooks.”
	 The Aesir looked at one anoth-
er and agreed. In a flash the eagle was 
upon the oven devouring the raw meat. 
“Hey! We had a deal!” Loki yelled as he 
grabbed his spear and jabbed it into the 
eagle’s rump. The eagle shrieked in pain and lifted off into the 
air. The barb on the spear was caught in the eagle and in the 
moment, Loki forgot to let go of the spear’s shaft.
	 The eagle flew off with the trickster god in tow. High 
up through the skies they flew, the arctic wind freezing the 
Muspeli Jotun. Loki begged the eagle for a truce, but the eagle 
ignored Loki’s pleas and flew higher and higher.
	 “I beg you, please put me down. I will be in your 
debt,” Loki beseeched the eagle.
	 “I will put you down on the ground under one con-
dition, in nine-nights; you must bring Iduna out of Asgard and 
into the forest which stands beside the road to Jotunheim. She 
must bring some of her magical apples with her.” the eagle bar-
gained.
	 “Anything!” Loki wailed, “Yes! I will do it!”

	 The eagle floated to the ground and Loki let go of 

Thiassi
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	 “Thank goodness you came! Did you know that 
Thiassi wanted me to grow an orchardthat would bear my 
Apples of Youth? How will we ever escape?” Iduna asked.
	 “I will turn back into a falcon and I will turn you 
into a hazelnut. This way I will f ly quicker than Thiassi. If 
you are a no bigger than a nut, my speed and agility will 
remain quicker than that of a giant eagle,” Loki explained, 
ignoring the question which would implicate him in the 
crime.
	 Loki transformed Iduna into a nut and then 
shapeshifted using Freya’s magical cloak. He took the nut 
in his talons and they flew as quickly as they could. Thiassi 
saw them fly out from his hall and cursed in anger. The Jo-
tun transformed into a giant eagle and gave chase. His fury 
was manifesting as a storm in his wake.
	 The Aesir saw Loki coming, and they hatched a 
plan to kill Thiassi. As Loki flew over the ramparts, they 
lit bright hot fires along the wall. Thiassi was flying too 
quickly and was too enraged to alter his course. As a result, 
Thiassi’s feathers were immolated and he fell into Asgard. 
Vulnerable, he was easily killed by the Aesir in attendance.
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	 “Skadi is a smart, brave and resourceful Jotun. I 
think she would be a fine addition to the Aesir,” Freya suggest-
ed.
	 “Who will be her husband?” asked Baldur.
	 “I think we’ll let her choose from our eligible bache-
lors, but with a twist.” Loki suggested.
	 Odin laughed, knowing where Loki was going with 
this. “Then it is agreed. We will welcome her into Asgard and 
we will grant her the weregild she seeks.”
	 By the time that Ull returned with the acceptance of 
her terms, Skadi had already lined up the hostages for return. 
“You are an impressive hunter. You managed to capture many 
very talented Aesir.” Ull complimented her.
	 “Thank you and you are a very skilled tracker.” Skadi 

returned the compliment. “I had covered my tracks with di-
versions, yet you stayed on course without taking the 

bait.”
	 They marched up the Bifrost Bridge with 

the freed hostages in tow. “Skadi, we thank you 
for honouring the bargain and we welcome you 
into Asgard.” Heimdall said as Skadi walked 
up to the gates.
	 She was led into Idavoll where the gods 

were assembled. Many were anxious to see the 
skilled Jotun maiden who had managed to trap 

so many of their peers.
	 “Hail All Father!” Skadi greeted 
her host.
	 “Hail Skadi, mighty huntress of 
the wood.” Odin returned the greeting. 

“In order to make things right, I will honour your father by tak-
ing his brilliant eyes and casting them into the heavens above. 
Every night he will watch down upon the worlds and beam with 
pride when he looks upon his heroic daughter.” Then Odin 
took his eyes and threw them up into the heavens. The night 
sky received two more bright stars.
	 Skadi was choked up at the gesture and words. Tears 
welled up in her eyes. Then Loki said, “Time to drain the sor-
row from your heart!” and dropped his breeches. Everyone 
gasped. Then Loki tied a rope around his manhood and then 
summoned Bylgiag, the one-legged billy-goat which lived 
among the stars. He tied the other end of the rope to Bylgiag’s 
chin hair. They strained and pulled in opposite directions, 
both bleating with pain. Skadi could not resist, at first her lips 
cracked a smile and then she was laughing heartily. The court 
erupted in cheers and laughter at Loki’s antics. Pleased with 
himself, Loki untied the rope and jumped into Skadi’s lap say-

	 Sadness and mourning gripped Thrymheim. Thias-
si’s family was grief-stricken at the loss of their patriarch. His 
brothers Idi and Gang were inconsolable. In the sea of lam-
entation, one Jotun Maiden was captured by rage rather than 
bereavement. Her name was Skadi and she felt that her father 
needed to be avenged. She strapped on her sword, strung her 
bow, grabbed her spear and left for Asgard. She was an incredi-
bly capable huntress and she was not intimidated by the mighty 
Aesir.
	 Attacking the front gates would have been suicidal, 
so she waited out in the wilderness for any of the Aesir that 
would leave the city. One by one she snared them with traps 
and took them as prisoners. Worried by the abductions, Odin 
summed Ull to the high council. Son of Sif and Meili, Ull was a 
master woodsman and hunter.
	 It was the dead of winter so Ull took his skis 
with him. He tracked the footsteps of his kin and 
found that they had been ambushed by traps and 
by someone who was also on skis. The depth of 
the ski tracks suggested a Jotun. He followed 
those tracks to a cave at the base of Mount 
Asfell. There he found his Aesir kin tied up 
as prisoners. Before he could release them, an 
arrow whistled past his face.
	 Turning Ull demanded, “Who shoots 
at me? Who dares capture the noble Ae-
sir?”
	 He saw a tall Jotun maiden 
dressed for war. She had a slight smirk on 
her face as if her first shot was not meant 
to strike, but rather get the young god’s attention. Then she 
spoke in a tone laden with anger, “Noble? Was it noble to trick 
my father into your city? Was it noble to burn his feathers and 
stab him with your spears? I have come to make things right. 
Take my message to Odin. Skadi is here, and I will take all of 
your gods and goddesses unless the All Father agrees to my 
weregild.”
	 Ull had clearly met his match in this ranger. “What 
are your demands?” he asked.
	 “I have three demands. The first is that the Aesir 
must honour my father with a grand gesture. The second is 
that the Aesir must remove the sorrow from my heart by coax-
ing out my laughter. The third is that they offer me a husband 
from their ilk, and he must be handsome.” Skadi insisted.
	 Ull returned to Asgard and relayed Skadi’s message. 
The All Father and high-council met and discussed the were-

gild.
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ing both spent a passionate night in Thrymheim. Upon her re-
turn to Asgard, she was with child. Months later she gave birth 
to a half Rime Jotun and Aesir god whom they named Saeming.
	 Seaming was a restless child, always on the move. 
He was wise, strong and charismatic. When he came of age 
he traveled to Midgard and established a life in Svealand. But 
his Rime Jotun nature drew him to the far north. He formed 
a mercenary band that raided the Baltic, but one winter they 
sailed to Halogaland. There they usurped the local chieftains 
and Seaming pronounced himself king on the land.
	 He had many successful northern conquests, ex-
panding his kingdom into Troms and Finnmark. His legacy 
was spoken in legend by skalds throughout Midgard.

ing, “I see the renewed cheer in your eyes Skadi.”
	 Skadi hugged the trickster-god and addressed the 
crowd. “I will now choose my husband. All eligible bachelors 
come to stand before me. I will choose the most handsome.” 
As she said this she winked at Baldur.
	 “Oh my wait my dear,” Loki said sliding off her lap, 
“we will make this interesting. You will choose your husband 
to be by his feet.”
	 “Wait, what?” Skadi said, startled by the idea.
	 “Oh yes, his feet!” Loki repeated as he drew a curtain 
across the hall. Men lined up on the other side of the curtain. 
They removed their boots so their bare feet would be visible to 
the visiting maiden. “Now you must choose your husband by 
the beauty of his feet.” Loki explained.
	 Skadi bit her lip, “You tricked me Loki!” She in-
spected the feet before her, looking for fair and beautiful feet 
which would most likely belong to Baldur. When she chose, 
Loki pulled back the curtain and her match was Njord. Both 
looked at each other in surprise, but they resolved to make it 
work.
	 Njord loved the sea and he invited Skadi to live 
with him in Noatun. She was fond of the Thrymheim 
Mountains, but she agreed to live along the banks 
of Amsvartnir. There they spent nine nights to-
gether, but Skadi was unhappy.
	 “I cannot sleep by the shore. The 
sound of the waves is unnerving and the inces-
sant cawing of the gulls is making me lose my 
mind.” Skadi complained. “Njord, come live 
with me in Thrymheim, I think you will love liv-
ing in my ancestral mountain home.”
	 Njord, wishing to save his new 
marriage agreed. They packed their 
things and they journeyed to the moun-
tain kingdom. There they lived together 
for nine nights, but Njord was unhappy.
	 “I cannot close my eyes, because I fear to sleep. Ev-
ery night I am serenaded by the wild wolves of Jotunheim. This 
land of yours is cold and dark. I miss the beaches of Noatun and 
the soothing sounds of the sea birds.” Njord lamented.
	 They agreed to annul their marriage because they 
could not agree on where they would live. Njord returned to 
Noatun and Skadi returned to Thrymheim. Odin did not want 
to lose Skadi as an Aesir recruit. She would be too powerful to 
have as an enemy; besides, the All Father was smitten with her 
beauty.
	 Odin traveled to Thrymheim and talked her into re-
turning to Asgard. He promised her a hall of her own and that 
she could have any man she desired- he even offered himself.
	 “All Father, you are already married, but I will spend 
the night with you. When we return I will see if the Aesir can 
provide a suitable husband,” Skadi resolved.
	 Odin was glad to have Skadi back but before return-

Seaming



170

She brought in her friend Hyrrokkin. Hyrrokkin was a mas-
ter at manipulation and she could infiltrate the Aesir and gain 
their trust. By doing so, Hyrrokkin was able to lead Thor on 
many false trails. In order to keep up the ruse, Hyrrokkin went 
so far as to create fake portions of a ship for Thor to find and 
destroy. In this way Thor would always be able to tell Odin that 

he was making progress.
	 Thrivaldi was a powerful necromancer. He 

was a hardened practitioner of Seith magic and he 
also possessed the death runes. It was by his de-

sign that Naglfar was constructed using corps-
es. There were a lot of latent magic in parts of a 
corpse, and he knew how to leverage it for the 
Ship of Doom.

	 Starkad was recruited into the Architects 
of Naglfar because of his immense riches. He 

was the merchant’s guild lord for Utgard. He 
had his hands in many investments and 
had more wealth than he could spend on 
a lavish lifestyle. He was a great believer 
of the Jotun right of supremacy that had 
started with Aurgelmir. He financed the 

construction of Naglfar and handled any of the extra expenses 
the architects required.
	 Gjalp was a sneaky rogue. She was the one who had 
planned many of the false leads that had been created to throw 
Thor off of the real building sites. She would create convincing 

replicas for Thor to destroy. She also personally recruited 
the poor thralls who would be placed around the rep-

licas. Most of them would be killed by the thun-
der-god when he entered his holy rage.

	 Keila worked on the magical dragon head 
of the ship. It would be enchanted to scare 
away any land Vaettir who would try to oppose 
the coming of Naglfar. She took special pride 
in crafting the head from a great wyrm she 

slew by herself. It was a spawn of Goin who had 
slithered into Jotunheim centuries ago. It had 

grown powerful but not as powerful as 
Keila.
	 Kiallandi was working on the 
magical rudder. This was no ordinary 
rudder, because the ship was like no 

other. Naglfar was meant to fly through the sky as if it were on 
water. The plans were to see if Naglfar could also be construct-
ed to move underwater as well. Buseyra and Kiallandi worked 
together to make this unique feature a reality.

	 Events did not always work out in the Aesir gods’ fa-
vour. For one, Naglfari and Aud had been working diligently 
on the ship known as Naglfar. They were not alone in their de-
sire to see the ship completed. Many other Rime Jotuns joined 
the cause and together they forged a secret society. It was clear 
that the seers would reveal their plans to the Aesir, and the 
gods would never allow such a weapon to be created. 
If Naglfar was to be completed, they would have to 
go to great lengths to keep it hidden from prying 
eyes.
	 While Naglfari and Aud may have 
started the project, it was far too large for the 
pair to take on alone. The first person to join 
the secret society was a Rime Jotun named 
Leikin. He was a visionary who saw this ship 
as the greatest weapon ever invented. He saw 
it as being greater than the largest city in Jotun-
heim and armed with powerful magical 
enchantments. Once built, it would be 
indestructible. Naglfar would also need 
the best and brightest on the job.
	 Buseyra was the next to join 
the secrecy-sworn architects of Naglfar. She was a passionate 
believer in the cause, ready to drop everything in her life in or-
der to bring the ship of the apocalypse into reality. Buseyra was 
a great researcher. Whenever the architects were up against a 
wall, unable to find a solution to some great innovation, Busey-
ra would be called in. Her inquisitive mind found the solu-
tions required. She would leave no stone unturned 
and would visit every expert in the domain that was 
being investigated.
	 Naglfar would need a captain, some-
one to steer the ship. The most renowned nav-
igator in Jotunheim was a lord named Hrym. 
Not only was he a natural talent upon open wa-
ters, he was also a master ship builder. Leikin 
brought him into the project early on to ensure 
that the ship could be sailed by any captain. 
Knowing that many of them would die 
in the process of creating the ship, it was 
important that others could step into the 
roles vacated by the recently murdered.
	 Leikin’s paranoia was not with-
out merit. When Odin received wind of this project, he sent his 
most tenacious and ferocious warrior to find and destroy the 

Naglfar architects, he sent Thor. Leikin would need some-
one who could create a false trail for the thunder-god. 

Naglfar
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On the day that Naglfar would be ready, it would rise up from 
the ground, lifting Utgard up into the skies. The buildings 
and populace of the great city would become the crew of the 
ship. They would make up the army that would eventually bring 
about the twilight of the gods. For now, no one in Utgard knew 
about the catacombs that Hengiankiapta had excavated, let 
alone that it was the place where Naglfar was being built.
	 Svivor was the one in charge of building Naglfar’s 
immense hull. This would require countless toe-nails and be-
came the most time consuming part of the creation process. 
Whenever Svivor was without building materials, she would 
go to Midgard in order to ferment wars between kings. Wars 
always produced corpses, which in turn produced her beloved 
toe-nails.
	 Every good project needs muscle to defend the work-
ers. Svarang and his band of mercenaries were up to the task. 
They were renowned for their bravery and skill, and they were 
the only ones ready to face Thor.
	 The Architects of Naglfar required so many toe-nails 
that the gods went to work, blocking their harvesting efforts. 
The gods instructed their godi to ensure that they bury the 
dead with toenails properly sheared.

	 Lutr was a fence and someone who knew how to nav-
igate black markets. He knew how to locate risky merchandise 
on the cheap, then how to find a buyer who would pay top coin 
for that merchandise. Due to this talent, Lutr was put in charge 
of procuring the toe-nails of the dead. Toe-nails were going to 
power Naglfar, and such a big ship required a lot of toe-nails.
	 Leidi worked with Lutr, but instead of gathering 
nails, she gathered undertakers. She recruited grave robbers 
who would desecrate the dead for the good of Naglfar. This was 
no easy task in a world where the afterlife was sacred. Every-
one knew that if you desecrated a tomb, when your time came, 
your evil deeds would count against you. Leidi had a way of 
finding those who simply didn’t care. Some had done so many 
shameful deeds that they knew that the Valkyries would not be 
coming to visit when they died. Leidi was very successful and 
she created a massive network which kept a steady stream of 
toenails appearing on the black market in most realms upon 
Yggdrasil.
	 Hengiankiapta was in charge of managing the cata-
combs beneath Utgard. Many of the components for Naglfar 
were built elsewhere, but the largest; the hull was being built 
beneath the great Jotun city. Hengiankiapta had a master plan. 
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way out to Jotunheim?” the Thunderer bellowed across the 
room.
	 Loki spun around, his mouth open in surprise. 
“Thor!” he remembered to smile “I-I was waiting for you!” he 
lied.
	 “You were? Have you seen a man named Aurvandil?” 
Thor asked, not noticing the deceit.
	 Loki paused long enough for a man to stand and ap-
proach from a corner table. “Aurvandil!” Thor said merrily.
	 “Aurvandil!” Loki mimicked in kind.
	 The fardrengir looked from Thor to Loki and his eyes 
narrowed. Thor said nothing so Aurvandil continued, “Come 
sit at my table. I have news for you.” They joined him and Bri-
mir personally brought a round of drinks for the travellers. “I 
followed up on my wife’s visions and I have investigated. After 
poking around for you, I have some interesting and relevant 
places and names.”
	 Thor and Loki sat patiently as Aurvandil explained. 
“First and foremost the one spearheading Naglfar is a Rime 
Jotun by the name of Leikin. He will be almost impossible to 
get to because he is shielded by many in his architect’s coun-
cil. You will have to peel away many layers of the onion before 
Naglfar is destroyed. Know that the money comes from Stark-
ad. Buseyra is the brain behind Naglfar. She will do everything 

she must to make Naglfar the mightiest of weapons ever 
known to both gods and giants. Lutr and Leidi work 

together to find recruits who will produce the toe-
nails of the dead.”

	 At this statement Thor and Loki made ex-
pressions of disgust.
	 Aurvandil pressed on. “They seek the toe-
nails in Midgard because this realm is full of 
humans that have short lives. I suspect we will 

need to go to the largest market in Skiringssal. 
Hengiankiapta is involved, but I am unsure how. 

I have a few other names we will need to 
track down, Thrivaldi, Starkad, Gjalp, 
Keila and Kiallandi. Give me more time 
and I will help you find them.”
	 He saw Thor’s expression and 

Aurvandil sought to reduce the tension. “I see that you are 
frustrated at how much you have missed while investigating 
Naglfar, but do not be hard on yourself. I had a voelva to help 
me, and rest assured I will remain at your side until this ship is 
reduced to dust.”
	 Thor’s rage had been building as he listened to Aur-
vandil’s findings. Then the Thunderer kicked back his chair 

	 Knowing that the Jotuns were building Naglfar, Thor 
presumed that the Jotuns would be building it in a shipyard that 
would be along the coastline. He travelled in his flying chari-
ot, drawn by his goats Tanngrisnir and Tanngnjostr. Within 
his chariot he carried an arsenal of weapons- axes, swords and 
spears. Thor’s most powerful weapon was his ability to call 
lightning down from the sky. He was prepared to fight and he 
was ready to unravel the Jotun plans for Naglfar.
	 His father Odin had stressed the importance of this 
task. Thor was young, but was chosen none-the-less because 
his bravery and loyalty were indisputable.
	 The search started slowly, and he had very few leads. 
Not many of those he questioned knew what Naglfar was, and 
the few that did would rather die than divulge its location. Slow-
ly but surely the pieces of the puzzle began to come together. 
The first solid lead he received in Brimir’s feasting hall. The 
feasting hall was a gathering place for the traveling merchants 
who went between Nidavellir and Jotunheim. Anyone building 
anything important would need the help of the Dvergar, Thor 
surmised.
	 During one of these fateful visits to the Okolnir 
mesa, Thor met a man named Aurvandil. He was a fardrengir 
and was as well travelled as they came. He was with his wife. 
Aurvandil was handsome but was bizarrely married to a hid-
eous voelva named Groa. Thor could not understand the 
attraction.
	 Once Aurvandil understood Thor’s 
quest, he understood that the thunder god was 
in over his head. Thor was brave and loyal, but 
lacked the shrewdness and wisdom required 
to uncover the plot. The fardrengir saw the 
threat that Naglfar posed and agreed that 
it needed to be destroyed. Aurvandil’s wife 
wanted to help as well, and she peered across 
the veil. “I see many parts of a ship being built in 
a land of cold and darkness. I see a group 
of Rime Jotuns committed to the cause. 
They will stop at nothing to complete 
their goal. I see someone by the name of 
Leidi, she seeks labourers.” she said in a 
hollow voice. Thor shifted in his seat uncomfortably. This type 
of magic always made him feel awkward.
	 “I will find out more about Leidi,” Aurvandil offered. 
“I can meet you back here in a month’s time.” Thor agreed to 
do the same.
	 A month passed by and Thor came back to visit Brim-

ir’s feasting hall. To his surprise, Loki was there carousing 
and having a merry time. “Loki! What brings you all the 

Thor in Jotunheim
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cenaries were deployed to stop Thor and Aurvandil. They had 
demolished a port town that had housed the construction of 
special oars when they were pelted by huge boulders from the 
mountaintop. They had run from them before, but this time 
they made their stand and were victorious- it was a good day.
	 The hunt went on for many years with some success-
es and some failures. Aurvandil never let Thor down and Thor 
rarely despaired.

###
	 Many years later, two young boys showed up at 
Asgard’s gates. Both were muscle bound and in peak physical 
shape. Heimdall, detecting their Jotun nature barred their pas-
sage and demanded, “What do two young Jotun ruffians want 
at the gates of Asgard?”
	 “We seek our father. We do not know him, because 
he abandoned our mother, but we know that his name is Thor.” 
said one of the two young Jotuns.
	 Heimdall’s eyebrows rose up so far that they met 
his hairline. “What now? What are your names?” If the claim 
was true, it would be poor form to turn away those with Aesir 
blood.
	 “My name is Magni and this is my brother Modi, our 
mother is Jarnsaxa. Thor is our father and we wish to meet 
him.” The one with rippling muscles explained.
	 “I’m sure you do.” Heimdall said, picturing Sif’s re-
action to all of this. “I’m afraid he is away, but I will bring you 
to see the All Father. He will decide your fate.”
	 Heimdall escorted the youths to Odin and left them 
in his care. Odin assessed the young men and was astounded 
at their physical prowess. They were incredible specimens of 
strength and constitution, beyond the best that the Aesir had 
to offer. He knew that these young men would be a source of 
conflict between his son and Sif, but they were worth it. He 
invited them to stay and eventually they became full-fledged 
Aesir gods.

and stood up, declaring, “I will smash them all right now!”
	 Both men looked at him with astonishment. Then 
they looked around the hall and saw that everyone was looking 
at them. Well this was awkward.
	 “Loki? Is that you?” a woman’s voice said from the 
crowd. And then it was even more awkward when Angrboda 
and a female companion walked up to the table.
	 Loki quickly stood up quickly and faced the women 
turning his back to the men. He made an expression to indicate 
to the women that they should ‘play along’ with him. “Loki? 
I think you are mistaken. Do I even know you? I don’t think 
we’ve ever met!” Loki said quickly. Being romantically entan-
gled with anyone from Jotunheim would reflect poorly upon 
him considering his present companions.
	 “Yes... aren’t you Utgardaloki?” Angrboda correct-
ed herself; her eyes became mischievous.
	 “Oh no, you have the wrong Loki. You see I’m the 
Muspeli Jotun named Loki and these are my companions, Thor 
the thunder god and Aurvandil the... the bold!” Loki trailed 
off then came up with a general title that ended up sticking for 
years to come.
	 “My, what a mighty warrior you have for a compan-
ion,” Angrboda’s friend flirted, “My name is Jarnsaxa and I will 
bet that you know how to show a girl a good time!” Jarnsaxa 
moved over to Thor and entwined her arm with his. “Angrbo-
da, come and look at these muscles!”
	 Loki breathed a sigh of relief; the ladies had done a 
good job of distancing themselves from him. Thor was blush-
ing furiously and this just encouraged the ladies further. That 
night, unlike Aurvandil who returned to his wife, Thor spent 
the night in the arms of Jarnsaxa. Loki and Angrboda ran off 
together as well.
	 The following morning, Thor began his rampage 
throughout Jotunheim. The thunder-god managed to murder 
some the decoys before finding some of the authentic Archi-
tects of Naglfar. It was at that point that Svarang and his mer-
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	 The ferryman resumed his taunting, “It is none of 
your concern if I am or am not a fugitive. It is my right to con-
ceal my identity from the likes of you, unless you are the one 
who is preordained to end my life.”
	 Thor had had enough. He would mock the ferryman 
in kind. “It would be a shame to wet my pants in order to get 
to you. But mark my words; I will get you for your slanderous 
words once I get across.”
	 The ferryman spread his arms overly-wide in a mock 
welcoming gesture. “I’ll stand and wait for you. I assure you 
that that I will be your toughest adversary since Hrungnir.”

	 Thor laughed confidently. “Ah so you know who I am 
and what I have done. I fought this mighty giant with 

a head made of stone. Despite his great talents, 
I felled him. Harbard, what have you done that 

was so remarkable?”
	 The ferryman’s eyes narrowed, “I was with 
Fjolvar for five years on an island called Al-
gron. We were raiding, defeating mighty war-
riors and proving our mettle and we had our 

pick when it came to the women.”
	 Thor snorted, “And how were those la-

dies?”
	 The ferryman laughed. “We had 
all kinds of girls, some put up a fight 
while others were docile. Some were loy-
al, while others were wise in the ways of 

magic. Some of the women could forge ropes from sand as well 
as shape the earth. But none could match my ability, and with 
my shrewdness I slept with seven sisters. I won over their bod-
ies and hearts. What other accomplishments have you had?” 
the ferryman inquired.
	 Thor shook his head in disbelief. The arrogance of 
this ferryman was unbelievable! Thor had to put him in his 
place. Thor bellowed, “I killed the mighty Thiassi, Alvaldi’s 
son.  I took his eyes and threw them into the sky as an ever-
lasting sign of my achievement. Everyone will witness my great 
achievement. Can you match that?”
	 The ferryman replied without pause, “I cast many 
charms and love spells upon witches whom I stole away from 
other men. The wise Jotun named Hlebard had a legendary 
reputation until the day he granted me his magic wand. On that 
day I enchanted him and turned him into my thrall.”
	 Thor’s face soured. “You repaid a man with evil after 
he granted you a valuable gift!” Thor spat.

	 Thor was returning from the east. It was late morn-
ing as Thor reached the shores of the great fjord and saw a fer-
ryman on the other side. In the hopes of getting a ride across, 
Thor called out: “Who is it that who stands on the other side of 
this fjord?”
	 The ferryman yelled back, “Who is the cur who calls 
across the water?”
	 Thor replied, “Ferry me across the water and I’ll pro-
vide you with breakfast. I carry a basket on my back and you’ll 
be pleased with what I have. I ate before leaving, a full meal of 
herring and oatmeal, I’m full.”
	 The ferryman was amused, “You boast of your 
morning’s achievement... that you ate your break-
fast. You clearly lack foresight. You come from 
a broken household and your mother must be 
dead.”
	 Thor was taken aback, “My moth-
er is dead? Why would make such an awful 
claim?”
	 The ferryman looked Thor over from 
head to toe, “From the looks of your beggar’s 
outfit, I’d wager you don’t even own three decent 
farms. You’re not even wearing breech-
es!” pointed the ferryman.
	 It was becoming evident that 
the ferryman was joking. Not wanting to 
engage, Thor ignored his comments and 
pressed him, “Steer your oaken ship over to me. I’ll guide you 
to the shore. By the way, who owns the ship you have tied to 
your bank?”
	 The ferryman yelled back, “His name is Hildolf, a 
wise warrior. He lives in Rathseyjarsound. He asked me to run 
the ferry, but to also make sure not to give passage to high-
waymen nor horse thieves. Only good men can earn passage, 
or those whom I personally know. If you wish to cross, tell me 
your name.”
	 Thor was clearly getting annoyed. All of these ques-
tions were getting under his skin. He puffed out his chest and 
replied loudly, “I’d tell you my name even if I were an outlaw, 
for I have nothing to hide. I am Odin’s son, brother to Meili and 
father of Magni. I am a champion of the gods, none other than 
Thor in the flesh. May I now ask your name?”
	 The ferryman wasn’t impressed. He casually replied, 

“I am known as Harbard, and I rarely conceal my identity.”
	 Thor took the bait, “Why would you hide your name? 

Are you a fugitive?”

Harbardsljoth

Harbard’s Song
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	 Thor was grinning from ear-to-ear. “Oh if 
I’d been there, I would have gladly helped out!” Thor 
contributed.
	 The ferryman turned away, and lamented, “I could 
have called you, that is, if you knew what do with a woman.” 
Harbard smiled secretly.
	 Astonishment and embarrassment consumed the 
Thunderer. Thor stammered, “I’m experienced with women, 
I’m no child!”
	 Turning, the ferryman asked, “So tell me, what you 
have done with women?”
	 “I battled the berserk women at Hlesey. They were 
terrible! They had turned against their village.” Thor ex-
claimed.
	 “Oh that’s just awful Thor. It is truly shameful. Why 
would you fight a woman?” the ferryman quipped.
	 Thor was suddenly on the defensive. “But they were 
ulfhednar! Shape changing and raging she-wolves! When I 
landed my ship upon the beach, they set upon us. They rout-

ed Thialfi and they attacked with enchanted weapons. 
They were ferocious. Don’t judge me!” Thor 

yelled.
	 “I have come here to defend the fjord. I will 
raise the battle-cry and redden the spear if I 
must,” replied the ferryman in an icy tone.
	 “Threats! You have come here in order to 
bar my passage!” the Thunderer bellowed.

	 “If I am wrong in my judgement, I will com-
pensate you with a golden arm ring.” continued 

the ferryman.
	 “What manner of arrogant fool 
are you?” demanded Thor. “I have never 
witnessed such insolence!” he conclud-
ed.

	 “I learned these methods from the ancient men who 
dwell in the woods.” replied the ferryman with a somber tone 
and ashen face.
	 “Don’t try to cover up the undead and barrows by 
calling them ancient men of the woods.” Thor grimaced.
	 “That’s the way I am,” the ferryman shrugged.
	 “Your choice of words will bring doom upon you. If I 
get across this river and strike you with my hammer, I will make 
you howl.” threatened Thor.
	 “You threaten the wrong man. Know that your wife 
Sif is with a lover. That’s the man who should be the target of 
your ire,” conceded the ferryman.
	 “You will say just about anything Harbard, anything 
to insult and mock me. I say you’re a liar!” accused Thor.
	 The ferryman shrugged once more. “You are wast-
ing your time here Thor. I’ve slowed you on your journey... 
you’d best be off. You will need to travel by day and by night.”
	 Thor let out a cry of frustration which echoed up 
and down the fjord. “Harbard, you are a wicked man 

	 The ferryman looked nonplussed. “An oak tree 
thrives while another is plucked out of the ground. The mighty 
must lookout for themselves. So what else have you done 
Thor?”
	 “I fought in the eastern lands against mighty Jotuns. 
Their numbers are bolstered by wicked witches who roam the 
mountains. If the Jotuns would be left to their devices, man-
kind would be extinct. Ferryman, your deeds do not match 
mine own. Have you done any noble deeds?”
	 The ferryman was visibly enjoying this flyting. He 
replied with a clear tone of condescension, “While in Vallandi, 
I sowed the seeds of discord, I incited the rulers and made sure 
there was war. It is well known that Odin owns the great nobles 
who fall in battle and to Thor go the peasants.” The last word 
was punctuated with a mocking grin.
	 “It is clear that if Harbard had his way, he would en-
sure an unequal distribution of warriors who go to the Aesir,” 
Thor spat back, his words filled with resentment.
	 The ferryman continued the insults. “You have 
strength but lack courage. Overcome by fear and cow-
ardice you hid in a Jotun’s glove. You weren’t the 
braggart who stands before me. Instead you were 
as meek as a mouse, fearful that Fjalar might 
hear you.”
	 A growl escaped Thor’s lips. “Har-
bard, you cretin! If I could get across, I would 
send you straight to Niflheim!” bellowed 
Thor.
	 “Thor, why do you threaten me? We 
have no animosity between us. I want 
to hear more about your so-called great 
deeds,” the ferryman taunted in reply.
	 Wanting to silence Harbard’s 
insolence, Thor continued to list his leg-
endary exploits. “When I was in the east, I defended the great 
river; I was ambushed by Svarang’s sons. They pelted me with 
huge boulders from atop a mountain, but soon they discovered 
my power and wrath, and they begged me for peace. Harbard, 
what can you say about deeds that could rival my own?”
	 The Thunderer looked at the ferryman, and the fer-
ryman’s expression was that of amazement. Thor wasn’t sure 
if this was sarcastic or genuine, so he awaited Harbard’s next 
boast. The ferryman did not disappoint, “I was also in the east. 
I was seducing someone”, the ferryman said with a wink. “I 
had this blonde beauty tied-up with linen ropes. I pleasured 
her when we met in secret. Oh what pleasures we had...” the 
ferryman trailed off wistfully.
	 Thor was genuinely intrigued. His eyebrows were 
raised to his hairline and he asked, “How much pleasure did 
she bestow upon you?”
	 “Oh she was amazing and she couldn’t get enough. 
Thor, you should have been there to help tame this fiery wom-
an.” the ferryman added suggestively.
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who has wasted my precious time.”
	 The ferryman was amused once more. “I nev-
er knew that a simple herdsman could delay the mighty god 
Thor.” he chuckled.
	 Beaten, Thor slammed his fist against a boulder in 
frustration. Trying to contain his rage, he muttered under his 
breath, “I advise you to come across in your boat. Let’s stop 
this pointless flyting, I won’t harm you. As Magni’s father, I 
give you my valued word.”
	 The ferryman made a waving gesture with his hands 
as if he was shooing a fly off his meal, “Be gone Thor. Find 
another way. You won’t be crossing on my boat.”
	 Dejected, Thor’s shoulders slumped. All of his zeal 
drained away at the prospect of finding the long way around. It 
wouldn’t be an easy route.
	 “At least point me in the direction of the shortest 
route.” Thor pleaded.
	 “That would be a very small thing to refuse, since it’ll 
be a long journey. Go back up to the large tree trunk, and then 
go over to the large boulder. Keep to the left until you reach 
Verland. There you will meet your mother Fjorgyn. She will 
lead you to the road that goes to Odin’s kingdom.” the ferry-
man explained.
	 “How quickly can I get there?” asked Thor.
	 “With great effort and difficulty you’ll eventually get 
there. Perhaps before the sun rises on the morrow.” concluded 
the ferryman.
	 With a grunt Thor turned around and started to walk 
away, his squire in tow. “I end this foolish conversation,” he 
muttered half to himself and half to his traveling companion. 
Then in a louder voice he exclaimed, “When we meet again 
ferryman, I will reward you in kind for your insults and hospi-
tality.”
	 The ferryman had some last words for Thor: “Go 
forth into the land of monsters. May they feast upon your body 
and soul!”



180



181



182

	 With the dire omen of Naglfar, Thor spent a lot of 
time in the east. He sought to find the building site of Naglfar 
in the lands of Jotunheim and that kept him away from Asgard 
for great lengths of time. He had many adventures and his bas-
tard children Magni and Modi were ample proof of his esca-
pades. Sif missed her husband, but she was also deeply injured 
by his infidelities. In order to pass the time, she spent time with 
many colourful characters. The one she was most drawn to was 
Loki. He knew how to make her laugh, and when they spent 
time together, time would fly by.
	 She didn’t want to admit it, but she found the mis-
chievous twinkle in Loki’s eyes irresistible. Even though she 
was a married woman, she couldn’t help flirting with the trick-
ster god. After a long day of playing pranks on their fellow Ae-
sir, they fell into each other’s arms and spent the night togeth-
er.
	 Loki stretched and yawned as the morning 
light came through the window.
	 “Well that was satisfying.” he said 
rubbing the sleep out of his eyes.
	 He looked over and saw a panicked 
look upon Sif’s face.
	 “What’s wrong?” Loki asked, “Do 
you think Thor will be mad?” he added with a 
chuckle.
	 “He is going to kill us both!” 
Sif said, obvious terror in her voice.
	 “Oh he has quite a catch for 
a wife.” Loki said seductively as he 
brushed her golden hair off her face. 
“I’m sure he will find a way to forgive 
you.” Loki trailed, imagining the consequences. “Besides, I’ve 
heard Thor mention enough times of how much he loves your 
hair. One sight of your golden mane and he will forget any in-
discretion.”
	 “He does love my hair,” whispered Sif, tension leav-
ing her voice. She turned to face Loki and asked, “And how 
about you? Do you love my golden hair?” she asked with a 
smile.
	 How beautiful she looked with the sun reflecting off 
her delicate features. Knowing that he could never possess her 
fully, he lied, “No, you’d be more beautiful without it.”
	 She looked mortified as she began to picture herself 
without her precious hair. She was so disturbed at the thought 
that she rose, dressed and left the room before Loki could say 
another word.

	 Odin and Frey were walking past when they saw Sif 
leave Loki’s home with rustled hair and wrinkled clothes. 

When their eyes met, she looked down in guilt and shame. 
They came to the doorway and looked inside. Loki smiled at 
them and shrugged with a smile and mock guilty look.
	 Odin chastised the Trickster God. “Loki you should 
know better than this. This is a prank where you have crossed 
the line. It can only lead to strife between gods and I fear this 
will be serious enough to convene the high council. You are 
lucky you are my blood brother, so I will keep quiet about your 
indiscretion.”
	 Frey was not so forgiving. “Loki, if this comes before 
the council I will side with Thor. I will ensure that your were-
gild is steep and that you will suffer more than the heartache 
that you will bring the Thunderer.”
	 “Gentlemen,” Loki said in a soothing voice, “is there 
nothing I can do in order to win your favour?”

	 Odin chuckled and departed. Frey glared at Loki, 
“You do not possess, nor will you ever possess 

enough wealth to win my favour.” the Vanir god 
said angrily and departed as well.

	 That night, while Sif slept alone in her bed, 
Loki snuck in with a pair of shears. It was the 
type of shears that one would use to get the 
wool from a sheep. Without waking her, he 

carefully cut off all of her hair from her head 
and stuffed it in his pouch.

	 When Thor came home from his 
expedition, he was surprised that his wife 
wasn’t waiting for him by the door. He 
called out to her, and he heard her meek 
voice reply, “I am here husband.” He 
turned to find her with a shawl over her 

head and her cheeks flushed red.
	 “Sif! What is the matter? Why do you hide from me? 
Why do you greet me with a blushing face and a scarf around 
your head?” demanded Thor.
	 “I fear that you will not love me if you see me as I am. 
I hide from you because I am ashamed.” she whispered looking 
at the ground.
	 Her husband rebuked her. “Reveal yourself, do not 
wallow in shame!”
	 When she removed her headscarf, it was Thor’s 
face that became flushed. “What happened to your hair?” he 
yelled, “Who did this to you?” he demanded.
	 “...Loki,” Sif said wincing.
	 Thor spun on his heel and stormed off to find the 
trickster god. He found Loki climbing a tree in Iduna’s or-
chard.
	 Thor shook the tree and yelled “......” but not a 

 Sif’s Golden Hair

Durin



183

pocket. It will also brave the worst of Aegir’s tempers upon the 
open waters.”
	 Loki was truly impressed. “Well I come into your 
hall with a commission. I need your talents to weave a beautiful 
wig of golden hair... more beautiful than Sif’s golden locks.”
	 Several misshapen Dvergar came to surround Loki, 
their shrewd eyes piercing into him. “What price will you 
pay?” asked the sons of Ivaldi in unison.
	 “I will pay for the wig, the ship and the spear,” Loki 
began, “and your payment will be three great halls in Asgard. 
You dream of living among the gods, I will have you installed in 
homes suitable for gods.”
	 They all giggled with glee, and wrung their hands in 
anticipation. They took a bar of gold and began fashioning the 
hair. They scraped, pounded and moulded the gold into ring-
lets that looked like hair. The wig was so wondrous that it grew 
hair just like it would on a regular head.
	 They presented their wondrous items to Loki saying, 
“We will come to Asgard with you, and we will claim our won-
drous halls.”

	 Loki shook his head, “You must come in nine years. I 
will build you halls that are greater than those of Thor 

and Odin, but it will take time. Come to Asgard in 
nine years and claim your reward.”

	 Ivaldi shook his long, dirty, cracked finger-
nail at Loki, “Do not lie to us Trickster God.” 
In the end they accepted, with their long life 
span nine years was a short time. After all 
great halls could not be built overnight.

	 Loki returned to Asgard bearing gifts. He 
gave Thor the golden wig which Thor in-turn 

presented to his wife. She was overjoyed 
and the couple rejoiced in Sif’s new 
and improved beauty. He gave Gung-
nir to Odin, because his blood-brother 
deserved a quality gift. He considered 

keeping the magical boat for himself, but upon seeing Frey 
in the crowd that came to greet his return, he bestowed Skid-
bladnir to Frey. The gift softened Frey’s heart and he found 
forgiveness for the trickster god.
	 There was a feast and much merriment as the gods 
celebrated Loki’s wondrous gifts. Of course they were all 
oblivious to the promised cost.

sound came out. He was so angry that he couldn’t find the 
words. This amused Loki greatly.
	 “How was your reunion with Sif?” Loki asked play-
fully.
	 “I will break every bone in your body!” Thor vented.
	 “Why would you do a thing like that?” Loki asked 
innocently.
	 Thor bellowed, “Loki! I swear by my ancestors that 
you will never see another sunset unless you restore my wife’s 
hair!”
	 Loki’s eyebrows almost touched his hairline in sur-
prise. So Sif managed to hide their affair from the Thunderer, 
perhaps there was more to Sif than simple beauty Loki mused.
	 “Relax big guy, I’ll have the Dvergar forge hair more 
beautiful than before, and you can give it to Sif as a gift and say 
that you made it. Don’t even mention me. You go ahead and 
take all the credit. Tell her you beat me up and then that you 
laboured over a hot forge in order to restore her hair. I’ll back 
you up, and you’ll look like the hero!” Loki suggested know-
ing that Thor felt guilty about neglecting his wife.
	 Thor mulled it over. Killing Loki would not 
restore his wife’s hair. He also knew that he had no 
rapport with the Dvergar, in fact he hated being 
around them. Loki did have a good relation-
ship with them, and under threat of death Loki 
would make sure that they would do a good 
job. He had a feeling that Loki was playing 
him, but the outcome sounded like he would 
gain everything and Loki would do all of the 
work. With a grunt he agreed.
	 Loki smiled inwardly at how easy it was 
to get the better of Thor.
	 He traveled down into the cav-
erns of Nidavellir, taking paths he knew 
well. Loki was no stranger to the Dvergar, 
he visited them often. Being made to feel 
like an outsider among the Aesir, he felt strangely at home with 
creatures that were short, ugly and misshapen, but were also 
smart and well learned.
	 He visited the house of Ivaldi. Ivaldi’s sons were re-
nowned blacksmiths with a reputation that spread far and wide. 
When he entered their forge, he witnessed them completing 
two masterful works, a boat and a spear.
	 “That looks remarkable, what do you call it?” Loki 
said pointing to the spear.
	 “We call it Gungnir,” replied Ivaldi’s sons, “it was 
forged with Yggdrasil’s flesh and with hard metals drawn from 
the depths. When thrown, it will always strike true, and it will 
guide the wielder to the worthiest foe.”
	 Loki thought of Odin. Then he asked, “And what is 
this remarkable looking boat?”
	 “We call it Skidbladnir,” replied Ivaldi’s sons, “It is 
a full sized longboat, but you can fold it up and fit it into your 

Dvalin



184



185

alive. If gnats could curse, then Loki released a litany of pro-
fanities.
	 Then Eitri shaped some gold and placed it into the 
furnace. “Brokk work the bellows until I return.” Eitri in-
structed his brother. Again Loki returned, landing on Brokk’s 
neck. Brokk winced when the gnat bit him, but he did not stop 
working the bellows. Then Eitri returned and pulled a golden 
ring out of the forge. It looked like a regular arm ring, but Loki 
knew that it had potent powers.
	 Then Eitri placed iron within the forge and asked 
his brother to work the bellows. This was Loki’s last chance 
to sabotage the work, so he landed in between Brokk’s eyes. 
Brokk began to sweat as the gnat positioned itself over his 
eyelid. Brokk extended his lower lip and tried to blow the gnat 
away, but it did not work. Then the Dvergar tried to wrinkle his 
brow in order to shake it off, but that also failed to dislodge the 
persistent gnat. When it finally stung Brokk in the eye, he let 
out a scream and dropped the bellows. Clutching his eye with 
one hand, he swatted violently with the other. “Go away!” he 
growled.
	 That is when Eitri returned and yelled, “Brokk what 
have you done? Do you realize that the work is imperfect 
now?” He reached into the forge with his tongs and pulled out 
a hammer. Its shaft was abnormally short in proportion to the 
head. “Gahhh!”
	 “I’m sorry Eitri.” Brokk apologized, “A gnat kept 
attacking me and it bit my eyelid!” He removed his hand and 
showed the bleeding scar to his brother.
	 “No matter, it is done. Take these treasures and 
bring them to Asgard.” Eitri instructed.
	 Brokk collected the treasures and brought them as 
gifts to the Aesir. The high-council assembled so that the Aesir 
could judge the quality of the items fairly. Someone’s head was 
going to roll at the end of the assessment. Of course Odin had 
his thumb on the scale for his blood-brother.
	 Odin was the first to receive his gift, which was the 
golden ring Draupnir. “All Father, every ninth night, this mag-
ical ring Draupnir will create eight copies of itself. You will be 
a rich man with this powerful relic.”
	 Odin was very impressed, but he subdued his excite-
ment, “As magnificent an item as Gungnir.”
	 Frey was the second to receive his gift and it was the 
golden boar Gullinbursti. “Frey, we gift you Gullinbursti. It is 
a boar that could run on air and over water as easily as it does 
on the ground. It is quicker than any horse found in Midgard 
and its golden bristles will illuminate your path. Even the mag-
ical darkness of Myrkvid will be dispelled by its radiance.”

 Brokk and Loki’s Wager
	 “Loki, your gifts are marvelous!” Odin commended 
his blood-brother, “You have bestowed upon me your first-
born son Sleipnir and now such a marvelous spear. Your Dver-
gar are without equal.”
	 “Yes Loki, I must agree with Odin, you and your 
dwarves are beloved by everyone here.” Frey added.
	 “The Dvergar who work for me are the sons of Ival-
di and they are the very best that Nidavellir can offer!” Loki 
boasted loud enough for everyone to hear.
	 Before he could continue a gruff voice interrupted 
the Muspeli Jotun. “Loki, do not spread lies! The sons of Ival-
di are not the best blacksmiths of Nidavellir, my brother and I 
are the greatest!” A diminutive Dvergar stepped into the hall 
and bowed dramatically. “My name is Brokk and my brother is 
named Eitri. We are the greatest blacksmiths in all of the nine 
worlds.”
	 “Those are lofty claims,” Loki countered, “Yet words 
cannot match what the Aesir hold in hand. Are you willing to 
wager that you can make better relics of power... say one-thou-
sand gold rings?”
	 “Not only will I wager the rings, but I will wager my 
head against yours that we will make more magnificent arti-
facts. If we fail to produce more wondrous items, you can have 
my head, but if we surpass the quality that Ivaldi’s sons have on 
display here today, well then...” Brokk trailed off.
	 Loki looked around the hall; everyone was looking 
expectantly at the pair of gamblers. The trickster-god finished 
the sentence “...then you may have my head.” Loki smiled, 
“Then we have a deal.”
	 “Oh yes we do!” Brokk said with a malevolent smile. 
Laughing he left the hall.
	 Loki was nervous and after a time he left the hall and 
went to spy on the brothers. Upon arriving in Nidavellir he 
spied Brokk and Eitri already hard at work. Eitri laid pigskin in 
the fire and asked his brother to blow the bellows.
	 The trickster-god turned into a stinging gnat and 
landed upon Brokk’s hand. Brokk did not stop blowing the 
bellows, sweat pouring down his face. As the fire roared, Loki 
bit Brokk’s hand. He cried out in pain, but kept the pumping 
the bellows.
	 “What happened?” Eitri asked.
	 “A gnat bit my hand.” Brokk explained.
	 “Don’t stop blowing the bellows... not even for an 
instant,” Eitri cautioned his brother, “for we cannot afford the 
items to be less than perfect.”
	 Eitri reached into the forge with his thongs and 
pulled out a golden boar. Its bristles were golden and it was 
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then added, “But only my head. My neck belongs to me un-
der the terms of our wager. If you take any part of my neck, 
then the Aesir gods will exact their revenge upon you and your 
brother.”
	 Brokk’s face grew pale and he sputtered in indigna-

tion, “All Father, is what he says true?”
	 Odin nodded sagely.

	 Brokk stamped his feet in anger. When he 
saw Loki smiling, the dwarf cried out in hatred 
and frustration. Then a thought hit him and he 
looked down at the increasingly worried Loki. 
As Brokk began to smile, Loki began to frown. 
“I own his head, so I can do whatever I want to 

it, right?” the Dvergar asked.
	 “Yes.” ruled the All Father.

	 Then I will sew his lips shut so 
that he can no longer antagonize anyone 
with his venomous words. Loki began 
to protest, but the high-council ruled in 
Brokk’s favour. Counting his blessings 

at keeping his head, Loki submitted to Brokk’s needle and 
thread.
	 After it was done, Brokk stepped back to inspect his 
handiwork. “Now you will be unable to spread your lies. On 
this day, Brokk and Eitri have prevailed.”
	 And on this day, Loki was quiet for the first time.

	 Frey whistled appreciatively, “This is the most mag-
nificent treasure that I have ever received!” Then he realized 
the implications of his words and bit this tongue.
	 And then came Thor’s turn and Brokk presented him 
with Mjolnir. When everyone saw the ill proportions of the 
weapon, a sigh of relief went through the crowd, think-
ing that Loki was spared. However, Brokk was not 
done presenting this marvel. “Thor, I present 
you Mjolnir. It is the mightiest weapon we have 
ever forged. It will sunder anything it strikes 
and when it is thrown it will never miss its 
mark.” Brokk explained. Then looking Loki 
in the eyes he continued, “After you throw it, 
it will magically return to your hand. The ham-
mer will never break because under the heavens 
there is nothing harder than Mjolnir. It 
becomes small when not in use and can 
be kept under your shirt.”
	 Thor gripped the hammer and 
felt its weight. He scowled at the propor-
tions.
	 “Thunderer, we had a small mishap when it was cre-
ated, but I bring you a magical belt and magical glove which 
will make Mjolnir balanced. Wearing the magical belt, Meging-
jord, and the iron glove, Jarngreipr, the war hammer will feel 
perfect.” Brokk demonstrated.
	 The thunder-god put on the belt and glove and then 
picked up Mjolnir. A twinkle appeared in his eyes and a big grin 
spread across his face. “This is incredible.” Thor muttered to 
himself, and then he proclaimed, “This is the most wondrous 
weapon of all!”
	 “Then I have won the wager!” Brokk exclaimed. 
Odin opened his mouth to speak, but there was nothing he 
could say after all Frey and Thor had given the victory to Eitri 
and Brokk.
	 Loki looked horrified and pleaded, “I will give 
you something else... anything else. Let us renego-
tiate this wager.” But Brokk did not want to hear 
of it and was already drawing his saw.
	 “Then you’ll have to catch me!” Loki 
shrieked and he ran out of Asgard as quickly 
as his magical boots would carry him.
	 Odin shook his head in dismay.
	 “We had a wager! The Aesir owe 
me his head! Thor, get me my rightful spoils!” 
Brokk commanded.
	 Thor, the ever-honourable, 
chased after Loki. He caught him and 
brought him back to Idavoll. When he 
brought him back, Odin exchanged 
words with the trickster-god.

	 Then Loki turned and addressed Brokk, “Alright, 
you can have my head.” He knelt before the dwarf and 
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dressed and that she accompany him to Jotunheim to be hand-
ed over to Thrym.
	 “How dare you presume that I would go with you to 
Jotunheim,” she bellowed in defiance. “Do you presume me a 
harlot to agree to such an unsavory arrangement?” As her rage 
mounted, the hall shook and her necklace broke. Even Thor 
was taken aback by this display of unfiltered outrage. Thor re-
treated from the hall, knowing full well that his plan would be 
unacceptable to the goddess.
	 Loki on the other hand convened a council of the 
gods to brainstorm a solution to this most troubling of predic-
aments. Before he knew it, poor Loki was paired up with Thor 
in various schemes and machinations which would result in the 
return of Mjolnir. Heimdall, a great tactician and strategist, 
similar in talents to the Vanir, proposed a radical idea: dressing 
Thor in a bridal gown and disguising Loki to be the bride’s-
maid.
	 Everyone agreed to the merits of Heimdall’s plans, 
but Thor protested, “I will be called a craven wretch for dress-
ing in women’s garb; I refuse to be subjected to such humilia-
tion!”
	 Loki was quick to rebuke Thor, “Silence! Swallow 
your pride, if you fail to recover your hammer, the Jotuns will 
soon drive the gods from Asgard.”
	 The thunder god acquiesced in silence as Freya’s 
clothing was adjusted to fit Thor’s wide frame. He was dressed 
in a wedding gown that went down to his knees. He was loaned 
Brisgamen, the most famous of Freya’s possessions so as to 
counteract any suspicions from the Jotuns. His neck was lad-
en with gold chains, so much so, that you could hear the jingle 
of the jewelry. And to Thor’s dismay, they also placed a floral 
head dress on his head.
	 In contrast, Loki enjoyed the ruse. He cracked jokes 
while he was dressed as the blushing bride’s-maid. They were 
to take Freya’s chariot to Jotunheim, but Thor’s protests could 
not be subdued. He would not relent on his demand to ride 
into Jotunheim on his own chariot pulled by his goats.
	 As they traveled to Jotunheim, Thor spurred on his 
goats, Tanngrisnir and Tanngnjostr to such speed that they left 
a trail of fire behind them. In their wake, earthquakes shook 
the mountain vales.
	 Thrym heard the increasing din and assumed that his 
bride was on her way. He barked orders to his slaves, “Spread 
hay upon the benches and be on your best behaviour, Freya, 
daughter of Njord from Noatun is coming.”

	 One morning Thor awoke to find his hammer miss-
ing. Who would dare steal the legendary Mjolnir? Thor rubbed 
the sleep out of his eyes and wrung out his beard and hair, then 
stormed over to see Loki. “Is this one of your tricks Loki?” 
Thor bellowed, hardly amused. Loki shrugged and denied any 
involvement in the heist. “I would have loved to be involved in 
such a prank, but sadly it was not I, however, I will help you 
recover it.” They went to see Freya in her hall. Loki asked to 
borrow her feather cloak so as to be able to fly over the lands 
and find it. Loki did not want to use Hlidskjalf knowing that it 
always had unintended consequences.
	 “Even if it were made from precious silver or gold 
I would still share my cloak in order to reunite Mjolnir with 
Thor. I fear for the realms and the Jotun ambitions while Thor 
is without a weapon,” she replied.
	 Loki took the cloak and flew about the realms, try-
ing to figure out who would have the audacity to steal such a 
high profile artifact. Without the gloves or girdle, the hammer 
would be useless as a weapon, so it must be in the hands of 
someone who wishes to use it as a bargaining chip.
	 Loki flew east into Jotunheim. There sitting upon 
a mound he found Thrym adjusting the golden chains on the 
necks of his hounds. Spying Loki flying above him, Thrym 
shouted “What news from the gods? What news from the Al-
far?”
	 Loki refused to follow Thrym as the Jotun went into 
the stables to comb the manes of his horses, instead remaining 
hovering in the air at a safe distance. Thrym persisted, “Loki, 
why have you come alone into Jotunheim?”
	 Loki replied “I only bring ill news from Asgard and 
Alfgard, have you stolen Mjolnir?”
	 A smile spread across Thrym’s face, “I have buried 
the hammer eight röstum below ground. If you wish to regain 
the hammer, bring me Freya.”
	 Loki returned to Asgard, pondering the dilemma on 
his way home. Thor was pacing on the wall of Asgard and at 
first sight of Loki began to scream at him impatiently, “Do you 
have any news of Mjolnir? Tell me the news while you are still in 
the air for a man forgets when he sits and laying down will turn 
him into a liar.”
	 “Thrym, the lord of ogres, has your hammer! You 
will not see it until he is given Freya as a wife,” replied Loki
	 Thor eager to reclaim the hammer stormed over to 

Folkvangar and demanded audience with Freya. As she ar-
rived, Thor wasted no time in demanding that she get 

Thrymskvida
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	 While Thrym was calming his nerves, his 
sister walked into the hall. Her eyes looked over the 
bride from head to toe. “Freya, where is your dowry?” she 
questioned. “Give me your red gold rings and you will have my 
blessing for this union with my brother.”
	 Before Thor or Loki could respond, in a desire to 
break the tension, Thrym called to his servant to bring forth 
Mjolnir, “With this sacred hammer we will sanctify the bride in 
the eyes of Var, the goddess of marriage.”
	 Thor could barely contain his excitement. As soon as 
the hammer was set before him, he grasped it and fueled by 
rage, he began the bloodbath. He smote Thrym, and then his 
family. The sister received the most violent of dowries.
	 And this is how Thor recovered his hammer.

	 “I have cows and oxen, jewelry and treasures aplen-
ty, all I am missing is Freya,” Thrym lamented as he spied the 
chariot on the horizon. He was so happy to see Freya that he 
forgot to question the gods about the chariot. They sat down to 
feast and Thor’s hunger was unchecked. He devoured a whole 
ox, eight salmon, many sweets and three casks of mead.
	 Thrym was astounded and questioned what could be 
at the root of such an insatiable hunger. Shrewd Loki obliged 
him with an explanation “My lord, Freya has not eaten in eight 
nights in her eagerness to come to Jotunheim.” Thrym was sat-
isfied with the answer and leaned in, lifted the veil in order to 
kiss his bride. He was instantly fear-struck and jumped back 
the length of the hall and demanded, “Why are Freya’s eyes so 
fierce and fiery?”
	 Cunning Loki wasted no time in providing an expla-
nation. “Freya did not sleep for eight nights, so eager was she 
to come to Jotunheim”

Thor in DisguiseThrym
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His firelight shimmered off the ice and reflected on the snow 
so as to create a vault of dancing lights.
	 Normally Loki would hunt auroch and deer, but to-
day he was feeling good about himself. Giving Heimdall a hard 
time always raised Loki’s spirits. He wanted to hunt for more 
difficult prey. As if in answer to his wishes, fate granted him his 
desire. Standing majestically two-hundred feet away was a lone 
iron wood wolf. It was as tall as an ogre, and it was covered in 
grey fur that was as hard as iron. Loki knew that these animals 
were incredibly intelligent and cunning. A single one would be 
a good match for any god or Jotun.
	 The wolf spotted Loki and ran for the thick brush. 
Because his ego was overinflated after besting Heimdall, Lo-
ki’s sense of caution had abandoned him. He snatched up an 
arrow, knocked it and barrelled after the wolf. Within the thick 

brush his weapon would be useless, the wolf knew this, 
but Loki’s thoughts were elsewhere.

	 The branches tore into his face as he sped 
after the wolf. Loki struggled to keep the arrow 

nocked while keeping the wolf’s tail in sight. 
Then he stopped, seeing that it was the wolf’s 
maw, not his tail, that faced him. Loki tried 
to raise the bow, but it caught on the under-
brush. A growl emanated from the wolf, it 

sounded all around the young fire god. Sur-
rounding him was a pack of iron wood 
wolves. They looked hungry and dan-
gerous.
	 “It is good to finally meet you 
face to face Loki.” The alpha wolf 

growled. “You have been poaching our food fire god. Now 
you’re our prey mighty trickster.” The largest wolf finished.
	 They began to approach. Loki dropped the bow as he 
cursed himself for being so careless. “I’ll turn a few of you into 
rugs before I fill your bellies!” he snarled. Accepting his invi-
tation, the wolves jumped on him. Loki felt warm as he created 
a fiery inferno around himself... chaos surrounded him as he 
was knocked down... everything went black.
	 When he woke he felt pain all over. It hurt to breathe 
and when he moved it hurt even more.
	 “Shhhh settle down, stop moving. You were mauled 
pretty badly.” said a kind voice in the darkness. He wasn’t sure 
if his eyes were open or closed. He reached for the flame within 
his soul and his skin began to glow, it was dark, and a subterra-
nean room came into view. A giant woman sat by his side. She 
wasn’t classically beautiful, but she possessed a wild beauty 
which was amplified by her caring eyes.
	 “I’m Angrboda, and you’re in my home. I intervened 

	 Loki would visit Jotunheim often, spending a lot of 
time in his favourite haunts: casting the dice in Utgard’s gam-
bling dens, skiing down the Spine of the world, and hunting 
in Jarnvid. The fact that he was a fire giant allowed him special 
considerations among the dwellers of Jotunheim. Heimdall 
grew suspicious of young Loki, as he watched him head east 
so often. One day he decided to confront Loki about his treks.   
“Loki, where is it that you go when you head eastward?”
	 “Just heading out for a little fun,” replied the trick-
ster.
	 “You wouldn’t be venturing into Jotunheim would 
you? After all, Odin gave permission only to Thor for such ex-
cursions. The Rime Jotuns are dangerous and are our sworn 
enemies.”
	 “Would I lie to you?” asked Loki with an obviously 
mischievous smile.
	 “You evade my questions, which is enough 
to raise my suspicions. I smell the foul odour of Jo-
tuns upon you when you enter Asgard. Do not lie 
to me! Know that nothing escapes me,” Heim-
dall stated as a matter of fact.
	 “Then you should watch me until 
your eyes dry out. Odin is my blood brother so 
keep that in mind bridge watcher,” Loki coun-
tered without looking back.
	 “If I find out that you are lying 
to me, then I will ensure that you are pun-
ished,” Heimdall warned in a booming 
voice.
	 Loki was far away by then, “May-
be I will stuff you back into your nine wombs,” he muttered, 
knowing full well that Heimdall could hear him whisper at five 
hundred feet. Loki glanced back in time to see Heimdall’s face 
contorting into a scowl.
	 Heimdall resolved that the trickster-god would need 
to be watched carefully.
	 Loki’s magical boots allowed him to run over snow 
and water as if it were grass. It also kept exhaustion at bay. 
As a fire god, he could produce fire at will, granting himself 
heat and light. Later that day he entered Jarnvid. Armed with 
a hunting bow, he decided to go hunting. He would picture 
Heimdall’s face on whatever he killed. The thought put a smile 
on his face. As he entered the fabled woods, he was filled with 
awe. No matter how many times he visited these woods, the 
amazement never diminished.
	 The trees were verdant and massive, rising hundreds 

of feet into the sky. Everything had a coating of ice, as if the 
freezing rain had worked laboriously the night before. 

Love in Jarnvid

Loki
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vid, after the usual grilling by Heimdall. He spent more time 
with Angrboda and friendship turned into something more. 
The spark of passion ignited between the two of them. Loki 
spent as much time as he could with her, but his jaunts into 
Jotunheim were arousing Heimdall’s distrust and Tyr’s suspi-
cions. Both were determined to uncover the young fire god’s 
secrets. This meant that Loki had to go to greater lengths to 
cover up his affairs. He was sure that the Aesir would condemn 
his relations with a Jarnvid witch.
	 In his desperation to keep his secrets, he thought of 
his mother. Loki was very apprehensive about seeing his bio-
logical parents. After all, Laufey and Farbauti had given him to 
the Aesir as a young boy. He was well aware that his mother was 
a great sorceress, with powers most likely capable of shroud-
ing him from his nemesis Heimdall. He almost visited them, 
almost.
	 Instead he decided to visit his blood brother Odin. 
As they sat drinking mead and reminiscing about old times, 
Loki inquired subtly, “How is your lovely wife? Has she emp-
tied your coffers buying new dresses, gems and rings?”

	 “She buys so many new ones that she doesn’t know 
where to put the old ones,” Odin mumbled with a 

mead filled mouth. 
	 Loki topped off the All Father’s drinking 

horn and lied, “I was drinking with Fulla and 
she was telling me how worn her linens were. 
Perhaps I should bring some of Frigga’s lin-
ens to her. One woman’s loss is another wom-
an’s gain.”

	 Odin was getting tipsy and got up on shaky 
legs. “Come with me Loki, I’ll give you an arm-

ful right now,” the All Father slurred. 
Loki helped himself to more than just 
Frigga’s dresses when his blood brother 
went back to refill his horn.
	 Dressing up and disguising him-

self as Frigga, Loki began sneaking past Heimdall’s watchful 
gaze. Loki only knew how to shape change into various animals 
so he went to great lengths to make his disguise believable, 
even wearing her perfumes so as to trick Heimdall’s keen nose.
	 One of the times Loki arrived for his visit, he had for-
gotten to remove his disguise. Loki only realized after seeing 
Angrboda’s shocked face.
	 “Who is this Aesir swine that dares to come into my 
dominion?! I will send you to Nidhogg!” Angrboda was ready 
to cast a spell on Frigga, but Loki’s bedroom talk startled her 
enough that she held off on using her paralysis spell.
	 “Whoa, whoa, that is no way to greet your lover! You 
could spank me if you’d like!” Loki yelped with his hands up.
	 They had a good laugh about this, and Angrboda 
taught Loki the ability to shape change into humanoid forms, 
removing the need for him to put on disguises. This also im-
proved their bedroom play.

just in time to save your life,” she said.
	 “...” Loki tried to speak.
	 “Shhhh, get some rest. Try not to reopen those 
wounds,” was the last thing Loki heard before losing con-
sciousness once more.
	 He spent the next couple of days under Angrboda’s 
care. During that time, he learned that she was one of the fabled 
Iron Wood Witches. These circles of witches were the wardens 
of the wood, and the Iron Wood Wolves were the apex preda-
tors. Everything in these woods was governed by a set of primal 
rules and understandings between the various species and fac-
tions. It was something that Loki had a hard time comprehend-
ing. After a while, Loki realized that he had fully recovered, but 
thoughts of returning to Asgard hadn’t crossed his mind. He 
was enjoying Angrboda’s company, and she understood him 
when he spoke of his life as an outsider in Asgard. She had had 
a similar childhood when she was expelled from Thrym’s court 
for giving the king a prophecy that he didn’t want to hear. No 
matter how much she insisted on his knowing of his impending 
death, he refused to listen. Loki eventually returned to Asgard, 
but he promised to visit often.
	 Loki had forgotten about Heimdall, but 
Heimdall hadn’t forgotten about him, and was 
waiting for Loki’s return. As Loki stepped upon 
the Bifrost Bridge, Heimdall stepped up to bar 
his way.
	 “You have been away a long time 
Loki. I was thinking that you had joined the 
Jotuns,” Heimdall began chiding the trick-
ster-god.
	 Loki was not in the mood for con-
frontation, and stepped forward saying, 
“Thinking doesn’t befit you Heimdall. 
I’m not in the mood for your foolish ban-
ter; you are better off keeping your gold 
hidden from me.”
	 Reflexively Heimdall closed his mouth, hiding his 
golden teeth. “This time you stink of wolf and sorcery, what 
lies will you spin when asked of your whereabouts?”
	 “I don’t answer to you”, Loki spat back, angry that 
his good mood was being spoiled by the watchman of the 
bridge.
	 “I’ll let you pass, but I have asked Tyr to watch you 
within Asgard’s walls. If you’re planning treachery, I’ll hang 
you from your entrails.”
	 “Lovely”, replied Loki, “Just as I prepare myself for 
dinner. I’ll make sure to toast to your health!” Loki finished as 
he entered the shining city of the gods.
	 This place was wondrous, beauty could be found in 
every corner of this great city, but today it seemed grey and 
meaningless to Loki. Thoughts of Angrboda consumed the 
young fire god. He tried to return to life as usual, but his 
thoughts kept going back to Jarnvid. Soon he was back in Jarn-

Angrboda
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	 During this visit, Loki sensed Angrboda’s mood, it 
was different. After some prodding, she revealed that she was 
with child.
	 “Mine?” Loki asked.
	 That got him a slap across the face, “Of course you 
fool!” He received a second slap for smiling.
	 Back in Asgard he made it a point to visit his son 
more often. Sleipnir had grown and it was clear Loki had been 
a poor parent. His values were clearly being shaped by Odin, 
and Loki didn’t agree with everything the All Father did. Un-
fortunately, Sleipnir viewed mankind as pawns to be used by 
the higher powers; this wasn’t a value Loki would have wanted 
instilled in his son. Odin’s eight-legged steed had just returned 
from carrying a valiant warrior into an ambush, ending his life 
prematurely and intentionally. Part of some greater scheme 
Odin had devised, something Loki wasn’t keen on understand-
ing.
	 Loki made it his priority to visit Angrboda more of-
ten before the baby came, but Heimdall’s suspicions deepened 
as Loki’s travel patterns changed. Loki couldn’t pass up the 
opportunity to poke fun at Heimdall as he disguised himself as 
other Aesir gods.
	 Nearing the birth, Loki stayed with Angrboda. 
Her coven of witches was present as mid-wives. As his child 
crowned Loki stepped outside in order to steady his nerves. “I 
vow to be there for my child,” he promised to himself as well as 
to the Norns who had come to weave the child into the tapestry 
of fate. They had come to ordain the child’s future, but Loki 
gaped at the four who were in attendance. Mogthrasir only 
came when a child of great destiny would be born.
	 Noticing Loki’s surprise, she put a hand on his 
shoulder and looking into the hall she whispered, “This one 
will play a great role in the realm of mankind and especially 
during the twilight of the gods.”
	 Loki looked within the hall and saw a serpent being 
birthed by his lover. It slithered out of its mother and into the 
basket held by the midwives. It raised its head above the rim 
and looked at its father. Sensing him tense, she squeezed his 
shoulder saying, “You did well. You are the Jotun of Destiny; 
you must sire two more children so that the prophecy is com-
plete. Your children will wield great power and they will influ-
ence the actions of the gods and giants.”
	 Angrboda looked Loki in the eyes and said, “Jor-
mungand, we will name him Jormungand,” to which Loki nod-
ded his consent.
	 The Norns congregated around Jormungand and 
wove him into the Tapestry of Fate.
	 Two years later Angrboda’s litter grew by two more 
children, a wolf they called Fenrir and a half skeleton and half 
giant girl whom they named Hel. After the birth of Sleipnir, 
Loki was not at all put-off by the appearance of his new chil-

dren. The gods, should they ever find out would be horri-
fied- of this Loki was sure.
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	 “Ah yes, your Muspeli-Jotun lineage has served you 
well, but not well enough to get away from me. You see, just 
like the walls which surround my court, this cage is magical,” 
he said triumphantly. “Now if you wish to leave, you will need 
to swear an oath…”
	 “…what king of oath?” Loki asked suspiciously.
	 The chieftain was happy to answer. “Thor has 
maimed and killed many of my kinsmen, both men and women. 
I think it’s time to deal with him…” Loki smiled at the pros-
pect of seeing Mjolnir crushing this Jotun’s head “…without 
his hammer in hand.” Geirrod finished, wiping the smile from 

Loki’s face.
	 “Without his hammer?! Are you mad? 

Thor goes nowhere without Mjolnir!” Loki pro-
tested.
	 “Loki, I’ve heard that you are resourceful, 
find a way. Now if you want to be released, 
swear to me that you will trick Thor into com-
ing to my court without Mjolnir.” Geirrod 

pressed.
	 Loki bowed his little falcon head and swore 

the oath. While flying back to Asgard 
Loki’s mind was racing. How would he 
get Thor to come to Jotunheim without 
Mjolnir? He kept devising intricate plans 
but then they fell apart. And then the 

thought struck him- let Thor be Thor. He flew right into Bil-
skirnir in order to execute his plan.
	 “Thor! I have been a prisoner in Geirrod’s hall for 
three months. While I was there I overheard him planning a 
trap for you in his court. He knows that you bring Mjolnir and 
he forced the Dvergar to create a trap for it. When you throw it, 
a magical cage will capture it and it will be unable to return. He 
has gauntlets and a belt that will allow him to steal it from you. 
I managed to escape, but he will find out. You must go there 
quickly before they change their plan!” Loki related in one big 
torrent.
	 “Trap my Mjolnir? Never! I have beaten Jotuns be-
fore I had my magical hammer. I can do so again! I’ll leave it 
here at home, this way Geirrod won’t be able to use it against 
me!” Thor explained. He beamed with pride. 
	 Loki nodded. “Go, go!”
	 Thor was off without a second thought. That is what 
Loki was counting on. To Loki’s dismay Thor turned to him 
and said, “C’mon Loki, you’re coming with me.” That was 

	 Wherever Thor went, he always travelled with Mjol-
nir. It was such a great weapon that the sight of it sent the Jo-
tuns fleeing. This is the story of the time that Thor left Asgard 
without his magical hammer Mjolnir.
	 One day Loki was flying over the forests of Jotun-
heim. He really enjoyed wearing Freya’s magical cloak that al-
lowed him to transform into a falcon. In falcon form, Loki was 
swift, so much so that even Ull could not strike him with an 
arrow… but this was only true if he was alert. Today his mind 
was wandering and he thought about his children. He flew into 
a Jotun’s court without realizing it.
	 The chieftain named Geirrod noticed the ex-
quisite falcon and instructed his thanes to capture 
it. When Loki saw them streaming out of the hall, 
he flew up to the top of the wall which encircled 
the court. He saw them struggle to get up and 
that gave him tremendous joy. Instead of fly-
ing away he stayed watching and laughing to 
himself. He intended to wait for them to get 
closer to him before taking flight.
	 He had stayed there so long that he 
hadn’t felt his feet stick to the ice atop the 
wall. So when the Jotun lunged for him, 
Loki failed to fly away. Captured, he was 
brought before the chieftain. Geirrod 
looked into his eyes and saw that this was 
no ordinary falcon.
	 “You are a special little falcon aren’t you?” Geirrod 
asked, hoping to elicit a response. Loki remained silent, so the 
chieftain continued, “You must be someone special who can 
change shape. Tell me your name, or better yet, reveal your-
self.”
	 Loki kept quiet.
	 The chieftain roared in sudden rage, “You don’t 
want to play along? Fine! Let’s see how you feel after living in a 
prison for a few weeks!”
	 Locked in a cage, deprived of food, Loki was starved 
for three months. Eventually his strength was leaving him, so 
he spoke up.
 “Alright Geirrod, you win.”
	 “Ahhh my little prisoner has finally broken.” Geirrod 
said with delight, clapping his hands together. “So tell me little 
falcon, who are you?”

	 “I am Loki, the Aesir fire-god,” The trickster-god 
said dejectedly. Geirrod laughed heartily.

Thorsdrapa
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	 Loki poured on the false charm, “Oh you 
honour us with such great hospitality.” To that Thor 
snorted a laugh. Once they were inside, Geirrod closed the 
door. In the middle of the room there was a single chair, one 
draped with fine cloth.
	 “I believe the throne is for you,” Loki bowed in jest 
and gestured for Thor to sit. Thor sat. All of a sudden the chair 
started to rise. It rose quickly, and it would have squashed Thor 
against the ceiling if it were not for the Thunderer’s quick 
reflexes. He drew his staff and pushed it against the rafters, 
halting the ascent. Then he pushed hard and brought the seat 
crashing down. They heard a horrid crack and then a pair of 
screams.
	 Loki pulled the covers off the chair and saw two Jo-
tun women crushed to death under the throne. “I see that the 
chairs have turned.” he muttered.
	 “Isn’t the saying the tables have turned?” asked 
Thor.
	 “Yes, yes it is,” Loki answered rolling his eyes.

	 The door opened and Geirrod was standing at 
the door grinning. “Gjalp and Greip well do…

what happened?! You killed my daughters!” he 
howled. He spun on his heel and ran into the 
main hall. Loki and Thor chased him.
	 When they ran into the hall, the Aesir had 
to duck as hot coals were flung their way. 
Geirrod was using tongs, picking up hot coals 

out of a brazer and lobbing them at the pair. He 
kept hidden behind a massive pillar.

	 Thor readied Gridgandr. The 
next coal that flew at the Thunderer he 
batted back at the Jotun. It flew through 
the pillar and through Geirrod’s heart, 
and through the wall of the hall.

	 Loki whistled appreciably. “Grid’s staff? More like 
Grid’s bat!”
	

something Loki did not plan for. With no real choice in the 
matter, he ran to catch up to him.
	 They travelled deep into Jotunheim. When the pair 
stopped for the night, they visited Grid. She was a Jotun who 
was friends with Angrboda. Over the night’s meal, Thor told 
her what Loki said.
	 Grid shook her head saying, “Lies. Geirrod has no 
such device. They are ready for you to come without Mjolnir 
that is the trap they set. For Loki’s sake, I will help you.” 
      Grid rummaged through her trunks and pulled out three 
items. She turned and presented them to Thor. “Here I will 
lend you my gauntlets of strength, girdle of power and my mag-
ical staff Gridgandr. With these you will take Geirrod and his 
men by surprise.” 
	 Loki knew he needed to do all he could to help Thor 
succeed. “Keep them well hidden until you get there, I am sure 
his thanes will be acting as spies along the road.”
	 The next morning, Thor thanked her for her gifts 
and for her hospitality. They were back on the road once more. 
When the duo reached the great river Vimur, they saw 
that the bridge had been destroyed. “It is an obvi-
ous ploy to assess your strength and readiness.” 
Loki observed.
	 The Thunderer hid the staff by his 
side and waded into the water. Loki tucked 
himself behind Thor, hiding from any of the 
spies who might have been watching. Sud-
denly the waters were rising, almost to Thor’s 
shoulders.
	 “Stop rising Vimur, you are 
getting me mad. The higher you rise the 
angrier I will become,” the Thunderer 
threatened. Then he spied a Jotun maid-
en upstream. She was straddling the river 
and causing it to rise. “This outlet must be stemmed!” Thor 
said as he plunged his hand into the river bed. He snatched up 
a good sized stone and threw it at her opening. A direct hit! 
The river’s water level returned to normal and allowed the 
Aesir to cross. Thor grabbed hold of a rowan bush and pulled 
himself out of the water.
	 “Ah our guests have arrived!” Geirrod welcomed the 
two wet travellers.
	 “A trap?” Thor whispered to Loki.
	 “Most definitely,” Loki whispered back, “but let’s 
play along. We’ll surprise them at the most opportune mo-
ment.” Then Loki spoke up and said in a loud voice, “I have 
brought Thor to visit you. We come as unarmed guests.”
	 “Shouldn’t they be mad that you escaped?” Thor 
whispered to his companion.
	 “I’m sure it’s part of the trap,” Loki said to save his 
plan.
	 “You must be weary, come rest here.” Geirrod ges-
tured for the pair to enter the goat shed.

Thor
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son’s hall. Frigga warned Heimdall, telling him to keep watch. 
She did not like Hel’s parents and she knew that Hel could 
be as troublesome as her brothers Fenrir and Jormungand. 
Whether conscious of it or not, Frigga’s gossip regarding hell 
Hel did not help with the integration of Loki’s children into 
life in Asgard. Loki’s children would often see Frigga and Sif 
whispering to one another while glaring disapprovingly at the 
trio.
	 Not all of the children of Asgard were kind. Hel had 
difficulties with many of the other children who kept her ex-
cluded from their games. Some were outright hostile, making 
fun of her appearance and teasing her about her “beastly” 
brothers. Loki’s daughter was not one to take teasing well. She 
made sure she gave back as well as she received. This made 

Loki proud, because he wanted children who would stand on 
their own.

	 In fact, the culture in Asgard encouraged 
flytings. It was perceived as a way to hone an 

Aesir’s wit and tongue. If you could lay low the 
honour and reputation of your foe before steel 
was drawn, then you would have won honor 
nearly as worthy as battle.
	 Sif’s children were particularly merciless 

in their teasing. There was a lot of tension in 
the home between Magni, Modi, Thrud and 

Ull. The four would bully each other, but 
when they could vent their frustrations 
on Loki’s children, they would. Hel and 
Jormungand were open targets while 
Fenrir was not around. Jormungand was 

the eldest and largest, but Fenrir, despite being the youngest, 
was the most ferocious and protective. The great wolf made 
sure to stand up for his brethren. Baldur would also intervene, 
but his apprehensive nature and restrained tongue were not a 
huge deterrent. Much like his realm, he tried to keep the peace 
and Baldur’s efforts were not lost on Hel.
	 Many times Baldur would take Loki’s children to 
Briedablik, where the violence was stifled. There they would 
find solace when the teasing and bullying was too much to 
bear. Fenrir would grow restless in Baldur’s hall and would al-
ways be the first out the door. With all his pent up frustration 
and energy, he would unleash it upon Asgard. Jormungand 
found peace in Lake Amsvartnir, but even when he stirred a lit-
tle, cataclysmic flooding should strike Saga’s hall and riptides 
would disrupt Noatun.
	 Over time Hel and Baldur began to share a very 
genuine affection for one another. Hel spent less and less 

	 Loki kept his children a secret for as long as he could, 
but one day Odin discovered them while sitting atop Hlidsk-
jalf. He was looking out into the worlds beyond Asgard’s 
boarders when he spied Loki in Jotunheim. The All Father 
saw Loki’s woman and her children. Seeing that Loki was his 
blood-brother, he invited Loki to bring his children to Asgard. 
After all, Sleipnir had proved to be very talented for he was fast-
est among all horses and Odin wished to assess what the others 
had to offer.
	 The day Loki brought his children to Asgard, the Ae-
sir came out in droves and lined the streets. They looked on, 
gawking at the three monstrous children. Odin made it a point 
to walk next to Loki as a show of welcome and support, but not 
everyone felt at ease. Hel had just become a young woman, yet 
her half skeletal appearance, giant size and eloquent wisdom 
set her apart from girls of her age. Fenrir was the larg-
est wolf the gods had ever witnessed and with a maw 
large enough to swallow several gods at once, he 
appeared genuinely menacing. Lastly, came the 
colossal serpent known as Jormungand. It was 
absolutely enormous and the Aesir could not 
imagine where such a monstrosity would live.
	 The Aesir hid their anxiety well when 
it became clear that Loki’s children would have 
homes in Asgard. While Loki was within the 
city, they would be welcome to visit him; 
however it was clear that their mother 
would never be welcome in Asgard. Loki 
was not pleased with the arrangement, 
but the trickster-god would take what he 
could get.
	 As Hel spent time bonding with her father in Asgard, 
she made some new friends who were older. She was larger, 
wiser and more eloquent than the young Aesir, so she pre-
ferred the company of the young men and women of Asgard. 
Her favourite time was playing Hnefatafl with Baldur. They 
came from very different worlds, but they had so much in com-
mon. Both children were generous, with big hearts and they 
put the feelings of others first. Hel and Baldur also had their 
differences. Hel was confident, talkative and assertive, while 
Baldur was more of a quiet introvert. Even though Baldur was 
older he preferred her company to others his own age. They 
could talk about everything and nothing for hours on end.
	 Frigga was growing concerned about the amount of 
the time her son Baldur was spending with Hel. One night she 
saw Hel standing over her son’s bed watching him sleep. Frig-
ga just about lost her mind as she chased the harlot out of her 

Jormungand

Loki’s Brats in Asgard



202

ing, no intimidating growl; he just leapt among the children 
and proceeded to maul and maim. Skin was torn, organs were 
punctured and limbs were dismembered. If Hel and Baldur had 
not stepped to calm Fenrir, the melee may have ended with sev-

eral fatalities.
	 This was one of the events that defined Baldur as a 

peacemaker. The Aesir children cried foul and 
demanded retribution. Baldur explained that 

if the adults got wind of what had occurred 
punishments would be plentiful for everyone 
involved. Right and wrong were trumped by 
personal loss, and this was what the day’s les-
son was all about.

	 Since that fateful day, the young Aesir 
walked and talked with caution when Fenrir was 

around. Odin and his fellow ruling coun-
cil noticed the change in atmosphere and 
demeanor, and they resolved that one day 
things would need to change.

###
	 Jormungand was the largest of Loki’s three children 
and he was the gentle giant. Everyone feared him greatly be-
cause of his immense girth. When Jormungand spent time 
in Asgard, the damage left in his wake was explicitly obvious. 
The ruling council would have to summon the Dvergar in or-
der to fix everything the great serpent broke; Loki would then 
be handed the bill. In Jotunheim he had room to move, but in 
Asgard he could barely budge without breaking something or 
someone. It was not that Jormungand was malicious as much as 
he was clumsy.
	 Sometimes his size was his humour. The children 
loved to see their parents jump a foot in the air when they 
were suddenly and unexpectedly confronted by Jormungand. 
One afternoon the children saw Odin enter Valaskjalf. He was 

climbing the stairs of the tower when the kids summoned 
Loki’s eldest son to the scene. By the time Odin 

had reached the top and he was ready to sit upon 
Hlidskjalf, he came face to face with the giant 

serpent’s maw. He just about wet himself, not 
expecting Jormungand to reach the top of the 
tower. The kids had a laugh at the All Father’s 
expense.
	 The great serpent was Loki’s eldest, his 

pride and joy. Custom stated that the father’s 
power and wealth would one day be inherited by 

the massive serpent... and this is where 
apprehension seized Loki’s heart. He 
loved Jormungand, but Jormungand 
wasn’t the brightest or bravest of his chil-
dren, in fact, he was far from it. He was 

funny and his friends stuck around for his jokes, but Jormun-
gand would never be the successful heir of Loki’s legacy.

###

time with her father and more time with Baldur. Loki encour-
aged their innocent love but Frigga was suspicious about what 
the future held for these two youths- anything beyond the norm 
today could lead to substantial meaning on the morrow.
	 There was a branch of Yggdrassil which hung high 
above Asgard. It was a place where you could watch 
the flight of Sol and Mani without ever losing sight 
of the pair. It had become a favourite meeting 
place for Hel and Baldur. You’d have to hold 
your breath and tread lightly, lest you fall a 
league down into Asgard’s main square.
	 One day, sitting on the branch, 
Baldur asked, “My mother has been hounding 
me about us hanging around so much. She re-
ally despises your mother... I mean I don’t know 
why, she doesn’t even know her. She 
keeps telling me that you’re too young for 
me, but girls my age aren’t half as wise as 
you are. I like you. Would you come and 
live in Briedablik with me?”
	 One side of Hel’s face blushed as she realized that 
Baldur was hinting at marriage. She nodded and snuggled up 
next to him. They held each other and shared the moment in 
silence.

###
	 Fenrir was growing up quickly. He was already thrice 
the height and girth of Odin’s wolves. Fenrir’s energy and exu-
berance were too much for Freki and Geri whom Odin entrust-
ed with his urgent dispatches to faraway lands. He was wearing 
down Asgard’s inhabitants. He was testing his strength and 
speed daily. If he wasn’t chewing up boots in Heimdall’s home, 
he was digging up Idun’s gardens. Each and every disaster 
caused by Fenrir meant that Loki would get an ear full.
	 In order to keep Fenrir out of trouble, Loki brought 
him along when he went on errands throughout the 
realms. This broadened Fenrir’s world view and al-
lowed him to befriend the wolves of Jarnvid. Con-
sidering Fenrir’s large size, the mighty Iron 
Wolf named Garm was still impossibly larger. 
Despite his size advantage he showed Fenrir 
due respect. Deep down, on a spiritual level, 
the Jarnvid wolves knew that one day Fenrir’s 
might would be unmatched.
	 On one occasion, Loki had left Fen-
rir behind in Asgard. While digging around 
in Idun’s garden, hunting badgers, he 
heard the frenzied cries of his siblings. 
He darted towards the sound and found 
Jormungand flailing in a river, trapped 
in a net tethered to a rock. Aesir youths 
were throwing rocks at him while Hel and Baldur yelled, de-

manding that the other juveniles cease their cruelty.
	 Something snapped within Fenrir, he gave no warn-

Hel
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	 Odin was getting increasingly worried about the de-
cision he had made to invite the children of Loki to Asgard. So 
much so that he went to see Kyrmir, but she refused to answer 
his questions directly. Her answers raised more questions than 
they answered. He was dissatisfied and increasingly paranoid 
knowing that the Norns had shunned any discussions concern-
ing Angrboda’s children.
	 For this reason, he went to see the unnamed Voelva. 
A Voelva who had a name before Odin’s visit, but after his visit 
her name was forgotten by all.
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	 Now the names in Dvalin’s lineage, the people of Lo-
far who left the stone halls and traveled through wet-lands and 
eventually came to Joruvalla. They were:
	 Draupnir, Dolgthrasir, Har, Haugspori, Hlevang,
	 Gloi, Skirfir, Virfir, Skafith, Ai, Alf, Yngvi, Eikinsk-
jaldi,
	 Fjalar, Frosti, Fith and Ginnar.
	 The names of these Dvergar will be famous through-
out all time,” the Voelva paused after listing the Dvergar.
	 She spoke once more, “Then three powerful and pas-
sionate Aesir gods came to the lands of Ash and Embla. They 
found them weak and without destiny. They had no breath, 
nor spirit. They clearly lacked vitality and comeliness. Odin 
bestowed breath, Hoenir granted vitality and Lodur provided 
them with personality.”
	 Odin stroked his beard and a smile creased his lips.
	 The voelva continued without looking at his face, 
“I see a great ash tree called Yggdrasil. Its bark speckled with 
white clay. Dew drops fall from it upon the valleys below. It 
stands verdant and evergreen above Urd’s well. The wise maid-
ens live by a well under the tree- Urd, Verdandi and Skuld. 
They define the lives, laws, fates of both children and men.”
	 Odin reached over and placed a hand on hers, urging 
her to continue.
	 She obliged, “I remember the first great war of the 
world, when Gulveig was impaled with spears and burned in 
Har’s hall. They burned her and killed her three times, yet 
each time she was reborn... and yet she still lives. They called 
her “Bright One” when she entered the homes. A voelva with 
prophesies, she charmed them with Seith. She was the pride of 
wicked women. The sacrosanct gods convened on their majes-
tic thrones. They debated whether to endure and yield to her, 
or whether they should pay tribute. Odin launched his spear 
at the oncoming host, and thus began the first Great War. 
Asgard’s wall broke under the Vanir war magic and they stood 
their ground.”
	 The All Father sighed as he remembered those that 
had fallen.
	 “And then came the war with the Jotnar and the sac-
rosanct gods convened on their majestic thrones. Who had 
filled the air with treason and yielded Od’s wife to the Jotuns? 
Thor, upon hearing such things, was consumed with Modr and 
struck out alone in fury. There were broken promises, oaths 
and vows- the false speech that the gods uttered. I know that 
Heimdall’s ear is hidden beneath the bright branches of Ygg-

	 The voelva’s eyes became clouded and she spoke: 
“Listen to my words, high born and low born children of 
Heimdall. All Father, you have summoned me to speak upon 
the ancient histories of gods and men.”
	 Then the world around them melted away and Odin 
could see the words spoken by the Voelva. Vivid imagery 
danced around them, painted on the surrounding air by spirits.
	 The Voelva’s voice was haunting, “I recall the Jotuns, 
and from an age long ago... they fostered me. I remember the 
nine worlds, the nine wood homes, the glorious World Tree 
that sprang from the earthen crucible. In the earliest of times, 
Ymir the great Jotun progenitor lived in a world with no sand, 
no sea, no cooling waves, no sky, no grass, just the endless void 
of Ginnungagap. The first sons of Bur brought up the earth, 
which shaped the vault of the firmament, the sun shone upon 
the sacred stones of their halls and the lands grew green with 
life. The sun, companion of the moon, flung her right hand 
around the cusp of heaven. She shone from the south and 
traveled west. The sun did not have a home, nor the stars their 
place, nor the moon his mighty powers. And then the gods 
went and sat upon their marvelous thrones. There they named 
night and her children- morning, mid-day, afternoon and eve-
ning. Now all could tell time. The gods had their meeting place 
on Idavoll. There they raised altars and high temples; they cre-
ated their forges and crafted precious things. In this place they 
fashioned thongs and tools. They engaged in games and were 
joyous. They lacked no gold until three mighty and powerful 
maidens came from Jotunheim. After the gods had killed Ymir, 
they returned to their thrones and discussed what should be 
done with the corpse. They decided that out of Ymir’s blood 
and rotting limbs they would create the race of Dvergar.”
	 “Tell me what you know of the Dvergar” Odin com-
manded
	 “The first Dvergar was Motsognir and the second 
was Durin. Motsognir led these short men into a kingdom be-
neath the earth. Durin named them as:
	 Nyi, Nithi, Northri, Suthri, Austri, Vestri,
	 Althjof, Dvalin, Bivor, Bavor, Bombur, Nori,
	 An, Anar, Ai and Mjothvitnir. Veig, Gandalf,
	 Vindalf, Thrain, Thekk, Thorin, Thror, Vit, Lit,
	 Nar, Nyrath, Regin, Rathsvith are their real names.
	 Fili, Kili, Fundin, Nali, Hepti, Vili, Hannar, Sviur, 	
	 Frar,

	 Hornbori, Fraeg, Loni, Aurvang, Jari, and Oaken-
shield.

Prophesy of the Seeress
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and swords. It is known as Slidr, the river of fear. To 
the north stands the moonless realm known as Nidavel-
lir. Within it is Sindri’s golden hall. Beyond I see the mesa 
known as Okolnir, and upon it sits Brimir’s mead hall. Still fur-
ther I see a hall, hidden from the sun. Upon Nastrond it stands, 
its walls woven from the spines of serpents, venom drips from 
the vent holes and this dreaded hall’s gates face north. Upon 
the shores, wading in the wild waters are treacherous men, 
murderers and letches. Here Nidhogg devours the souls of the 
dead, much like a ravenous wolf tearing apart a man’s flesh. Do 
you really want to know more All Father?”
	 Her vision was extraordinary. With a deep breath 
and some trepidation, Odin asked her to speak of the Twilight 
of the Gods.
	 Her face tilted towards the sky, her clouded eyes 
swirling in turmoil, she gave the All Father what he had asked 
for.
  “An old crone sits within Jarnvid, and she fosters Fenrir’s 
brood. One will rise to be known as the hunter of the moon.”
	 Then everything grew dark around the voelva and 

the All Father. An image of a ferocious wolf appeared in the 
mist above them. Her voice began to echo from all around.

      “He will feed upon the impending death. The home of 
the gods he will be reddened with blood and gore. The 
sun will no longer shine as summer turns to Fimbul-
winter. And as darkness falls, Eggther, the old crone’s 
herdsman will sit atop a mound and play a cheerful tune 

upon his harp. The crowing of Fjalar, a bright red rooster 
will be heard rousing the Jotuns. Likewise, Gollinkambi’s 

call will alert the warriors within Valhalla. Yet an-
other rooster, a sooty-red cock will sound in Hel’s 
hall. Before the cave known as Gnipahellir, Hel’s 
hound Garm will let loose a mighty howl. The fet-
ters will burst and mighty Fenrir will run free. I 

have learned much now and I see more- I behold the twilight 
of the gods!” This last statement reverberated around Odin. 
The voelva rose before the All Father, her feet lifting from the 
ground, she whispered in a sinister voice:
	 “Brother will kill brother,
	 families will be sundered by incest,
	 four ages afoot,
	 an Axe Age, a Sword Age,
	 where shields are cloven,
	 a Wind Age, a Wolf Age,
	 where the world falls.
	 No one shall be spared...”
	 Odin’s breath caught in his throat, but the voelva 
pressed on, unwilling and unable to stop the flow of destiny 
escaping from her lips.
	 “Mimir’s children will play as the tree of fate is kin-
dled. Heimdall will raise Gjallarhorn aloft and will blow loud-
ly. You will consult with Mimir’s head. The ancient wood 
will groan as the Jotun of destiny gets loose. Yggdrasil 

drasil. There is a watery deluge from the resting place of the All 
Father’s eye. Have you learned enough?” the Voelva asked.
	 Odin gestured for her to go on. She was getting to 
the parts which he needed to hear.
	 The Voelva shifted uncomfortably in her seat and 
spoke, “I sat alone when you, the most Terrible One of the Ae-
sir, came to see me. You looked into my eyes and I asked, ‘What 
do you seek from me Odin? Why do you test me?’ I know that 
you hid your eye in Mimir’s well and that Mimir drinks from 
those waters every morning. Do you want to know more All 
Father?”
	 “I do.” Odin said leaning in.
	 “I cannot see everything,” she replied. Odin needed 
her to see more. He handed her rings and rods of divination so 
that her powers would be more pronounced. They had served 
Odin well, but they would serve this Voelva much better. Odin 
was unable to see the future with these tools, but perhaps she 
could... she must!
	 “Odin then bestowed upon me rings and 
rods of divination. I saw more widely into all 
of the worlds,” the Voelva said, speak-
ing of the present. What would come 
would be the future.
	 Odin studied her with his 
one good eye.
	 “I saw Valkyries ride from 
afar, riding to the city of the gods. 
Skuld and Skogul in the vanguard, 
and following were Gunn, Hild, Gon-
dul and Geirskogul. These 
Valkyries of yours are always 
ready to ride to Midgard. They 
are the harbingers of death, a 
title you share Hangatyr,” she 
intoned ominously.
	 Now it was Odin’s turn to shift uncomfortably in his 
seat. He disliked being referred to as the ‘hanged god’.
	 “I saw Baldur, the bloodied god, your child, his 
fate sealed. I witnessed his bane, the mistletoe tree, standing 
tall and fair. The mistletoe spear was thrown by Hod. But the 
avenger was soon born thereafter. He was Baldur’s brother, an 
adult after being only one night old. He hadn’t yet washed his 
hands or combed his hair when he placed Baldur’s killer upon 
his funeral pyre. Frigga wept uncontrollably in Fensalir. What 
else do you wish to know?” the Voelva asked.
	 “Tell me of things to come,” Odin commanded.
	 The voelva obliged, “I look into the cauldron-grove, 
and see a prisoner bound. He is none other than the evil-doer 
Loki. Beside him in his wife Sigyn and she wails at her hus-
band’s predicament.”
	 “Tell me where they are, what do you see?” Odin de-
manded
	 “From the east there flows a poisoned river of knives 

Sindri
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new settlement around your beloved Valhalla. Hoenir will use 
his power over prophecy to lead your sons to a prosperous new 
age. I see a hall thatched in gold, brighter than the sun, and it 
stands in Gimle. There noble warriors will live out their lives in 
joy and happiness.”
	 Suddenly the voelva’s face contorted with fear. She 
stumbled and almost fell. Odin caught her before she hit the 
ground. In a voice filled with unmistakable terror she whis-
pered into this hear, “There comes a shadow across the land. 
A dark dragon, a gleaming serpent, Nidhogg arises from Ni-
dafjoll, in its claws... corpses!”

will shudder but will remain standing. And how will the 
gods fare? How will the Alfar fare? All of Jotunheim will 

be seething. The Aesir will hold council. Behind their stone 
doors, the wise ones of the mountain, the Dvergar will groan. 
Hrym will have his shield before him and will lead the armies 
from the east. The mighty Jormungand will writhe in rage, cre-
ating massive waves. The pale beaked eagle will rend corpses 
as Naglfar breaks free of its moorings. The ship will journey to-
wards Asgard steered by Loki. The sons of Muspel will march 
alongside the ravenous wolf. Byleist’s brother will accompany 
them. Surt will ride from the south, he is the destroyer of the 
world tree, and his fiery sword shines as brightly as the sun. 
Before him the mountains will be sundered, trolls will stagger, 
warriors will walk Hel’s road, and Surt will split the sky asun-
der.”
	 Her pupil-less eyes shifted to look at the All Father 
below her. She pointed a finger at him and intoned, “Frigga 
will then be seized with her second sorrow. You, the All Father 
will advance against Fenrir, and Beli’s bright slayer, Frey, will 
advance upon Surt. Frigga’s beloved will fall.”
	 For years Odin had been seeking insight into his 
death, and now that it has been revealed he found himself sud-
denly plunged in despair. As if sensing the All Father’s tribu-
lation, the voelva’s voice softened somewhat as she continued, 
“Then will your son Vidar come for revenge. He will battle the 
deadly beast and he will plunge his sword into Fenrir, avenging 
your death.”
	 Odin had a hard time focusing. Hearing how one 
will die is painful to both man and god alike. Her prophecy 
smashed unapologetically against the All Father’s psyche like 
unrelenting waves during a winter storm.
    “Then comes Jord’s famous boy, your son Thor, as he 
rails against the Midgard serpent. He will kill Jormungand 
in a blessed rage, but humankind will abandon hope when 
Fjorgyn’s child will fall after taking only nine steps- felled by 
the serpent’s poison. The sun will turn black, the land will sink 
into the sea and the will stars begin to fall from the sky. Flames 
will rise in a cataclysmic conflagration as the world and sky are 
consumed.”
	 Odin was startled from his revelry as he realized that 
she had stopped speaking. She was down upon the ground 
once more, her eyes still clouded over, but the turbulence had 
gone. The mists surrounding them were no longer dark, but 
rather bathed in an ivory light. She smiled and concluded in 
a soft voice, “I see a second earth rising from the waters. It is 
green and verdant. I see a waterfall, and an eagle soaring high 
above. It is hunting fish filled waters up in the mountains. The 
surviving Aesir will find one another upon Idavoll. They will 
reminisce about the mighty Jormungand and the All Father’s 
ancient runes. Wandering the field, they will find the gold-
en Hnefatafl boards which they played with in bygone days. 

Fields will be bountiful without being sowed. Evil will be 
banished from the land. Hod and Baldur will erect a 
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Aesir without explaining more than he wanted to. These deeds 
would have to be done by him alone, be damned the conse-
quences.
	 Odin summoned Hel to his home. When she arrived 
he spoke with her, “I get the sense that you and Baldur are get-
ting along handsomely.”
	 “Yes all Father,” she said excitedly, “in fact he asked 
for my hand in marriage. I know my father will accept, and I’ll 
finally be an Aesir. I will live among you.” she said with a big 
smile touching the Jotun side of her young face.
	 “Yes, you would live here if you married.” Odin said 
half to her and half to himself. “Why not live elsewhere? Go to 
Jotunheim?”
	 Hel was taken aback with the question, “You don’t 
want me to live in Asgard? You’d want Baldur to move to Jo-

tunheim?”
	 “No, no that would not work. How about a 

home in Midgard? No, that wouldn’t work,” Odin 
was mumbling to himself and Hel was getting 
very confused.
	 “Why did you summon me All Father?” 
she asked, uncertainty creeping into her voice.
	 Odin walked over and hugged her tightly in 

his arms, “To tell you that you are very special. 
Your father is very proud of you. I am amazed at 

what you will do.”
	 Hel’s eyes widened as she felt 
a sharp stabbing pain in her back and it 
continued into her heart. Odin clutched 
Gungnir as tightly as he held Hel. She 

looked up at him with a tearing eye, and he returned her gaze, 
her sorrow reflected with his own.
	 “W- ...why?” she asked with her dying breath.
	 “Because of what you will become if I let you stay. It 
pains me to do this, because you are my kin. The blood-brother 
bond with your father makes you my daughter as well.” Odin 
explained has her struggles weakened.
	 “...tell... tell Baldur that I will love him forever.” she 
managed between laboured breaths.
	 Odin nodded, unable to speak. Unable to believe the 
great lengths to which he was willing to go to in order to win. 
His bond with Loki would be destroyed by this action. It was 
even unclear how his kin would respond to his actions. Baldur 
would never forgive him.
	   She tried to speak and her face was one filled with 
determination, and then she died.
	 “Rota! Come here and slay any spiritual remains of 

	 “Woman! You show me grief and pain, but I must 
know more. Tell me of Hel, how does she have a road, a rooster 
and a hall?” Odin begged.
	 The voelva was shaken, but she complied in the hope 
that the All Father would leave her in peace after she had re-
vealed Hel’s fortunes. “Hel is destined to rule the world in 
which she lives. She will become the undisputed ruler of the 
land and none will have the power to oppose her.”
	 “Asgard,” Odin muttered under his breath. “She will 
not rule Asgard!” he said in loud voice.
	 “What do you mean to do All Father?” the voelva 
asked uneasily.
	 “What needs to be done,” he replied as he gripped 
Gungnir in both hands. “Today my spear will taste blood not 
once, but twice. You know too much, so it is I who will silence 
you forever!” Saying these words, he plunged the 
magical spear through the voelva’s heart. Speak-
ing to the corpse he muttered, “You will not give 
counsel to any of my foes.”
	 He brought her corpse to Hor’s hall. 
Hor had helped with Gulveig’s disposal and 
Odin needed his talents once more. “Hor, you 
must help me dispose of this woman. I could 
not allow my foes to speak with her. I saw to it 
that no one spoke to her while she lived. Now 
I need you to ensure that no one could 
speak to her while she is dead. You must 
help me purge her name from history. I 
do not want our conversation recorded in 
the Tapestry of Fate or elsewhere.”
	 “I can do this for you. I am an Alfar so I can manip-
ulate the Tapestry of Fate. I only ask one thing; I wish to keep 
her blood for my own use.” Hor countered.
	 “What will you do with this blood?” Odin asked.
	 “That is my concern, but I assure you that her name 
and your conversation will never be uttered after I have com-
pleted the rituals.” Hor explained in order to belay Odin’s con-
cerns.
	 “Then we have an agreement,” the All Father said ex-
tending his hand. Hor shook it and Odin returned to Asgard. 
Hor remained with the voelva’s corpse. He drained her blood 
into a relic he named the Barrow Bowl. He had his own plans 
for this powerful artifact.
	 Now upon returning to Asgard, Odin called an as-
sembly of the high-council. He wished to discuss his plans 
with them, but by the time they convened, he had changed his 

mind. There was no way he could disclose the fate of the 
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was on the same page. She made sure that there was no op-
position to the proposed plan before they invited Loki to join. 
Hel and Fenrir would need to be out of the picture when the 
meeting occurred.
	 They invited Fenrir upon the island of Lyngvi for 
some games. Frigga, Tyr, Ull and Freya were there.
	 “Fenrir, let’s play a game,” Tyr said. He was already 
on good terms with the wolf because he was the only god who 
was unafraid to feed Fenrir when Loki was not around. A hun-
gry wolf would do much more damage to Asgard than one with 
a full belly.
	 “Alright,” Fenrir replied enthusiastically, wagging 
his tail.
	 “You are exceptionally strong; let’s see if you can 
break this tether that I made.” Ull said to the wolf. “I call it 
Leyding and I use it to bind the prey that I hunt in the dales.”
	 He tied one end of the tether to Fenrir’s neck and the 
other end to a magical stone that was at the center of the island. 
Gjoll, the stone was the size of a mountain. From it was a chain 
named Gelgja. Fenrir did not even need to strain against this 

bond, it snapped simply when the wolf walked off the is-
land.

	 “Wonderful!” Frigga cheered as the others 
clapped. Fenrir came back smiling and beaming 

with pride.
	 “You broke Ull’s tether, but now you must 
break mine,” said Frigga. “It’s called Dromi 
and I use it to bind my husband when he 
doesn’t behave.” Everyone roared with laugh-

ter.
	 She looped it around Fenrir’s neck and 

the other end to Gelgja. Fenrir strained 
against the tether and it wouldn’t break. 
The gods held their breaths hopefully. 
His claws dug into Lyngvi so deep they 
hit bedrock, his neck muscles flexed and 

finally Dromi broke.
	 “That was close,” Fenrir said. It finally dawned on 
him that if he could not break his binding, he would be at the 
mercy of the gods as to when he would be released.
	 “That was great!” praised Freya while she patted 
him on the head, “But I have something you surely can’t break. 
This is Gleipnir, but I’m not sure it will be very strong, look, 
it’s a fabric ribbon.” She held it up so Fenrir could get a bet-
ter look. These series of tests were planned by the gods. They 
wanted to build up Fenrir’s confidence so that they could slip 
on something made by the Dvergar.
	 Fenrir’s eyes narrowed as he sniffed it. “I smell 
Dvergar upon this ribbon. Are you trying to fool me Freya?” It 
took all of her will for the goddess to mask her fear. The Aesir 
high-council had sent her brother’s messenger to Nidavellir. 
Skirnir was tasked with the creation of the strongest teth-
er ever known. The Dvergar told him that they would 

this child!” Odin commanded, his voice echoing through Va-
laskjalf. It was Frigga who entered the room. Her face was fro-
zen in shock as she witnessed the scene before her. “What have 
you done?!” she demanded.
	 “It had to be done Frigga! She was destined to rule 
the kingdom in which she lived! She and Baldur were engaged! 
We cannot leave Loki’s children in Asgard! This gave me no 
pleasure, know that! It had to be done!” he yelled back at her, 
matching her hysteria.
	 Then Frigga regained her composure. She knew 
deep down that her husband was a man who looked after 
his people. “Husband, you will need to call a meeting of the 
high-council. We cannot continue this without their involve-
ment. If we must expel the others, you will need their support.”
	 “I will assemble them, but for now I need ROTA!” he 
bellowed once more.
	 The Valkyrie stormed into the room, she looked 
Odin in the eye and nodded. In a moment she was a spectre 
of her former self, now she was a shade, walking in the spirit 
world. She gripped her spear and walked towards Hel’s corpse.
	 Hel shrieked, but her voice could only be heard 
in the spirit world. She saw Rota the Valkyrie appear 
and she turned to run.
	 “There is no use in running child; I’m 
here to take you to a Wight Sovereign.” Rota 
said with rigid determination.
	 Hel retained the determined expres-
sion that she had worn when dying. “Only if 
you catch me!” she blurted as she ran out of 
the hall and towards the wall of Asgard. Rota 
gave chase, but Hel proved to be hard to catch. 
Rota summoned her Valkyrie destrier and 
mounted, looking to end this quickly.
	 When Hel reached the thresh-
old of Asgard, she felt a downdraft of 
wind tugging at her. “Nidhogg…” she 
whispered to herself. Asgard was guarded against his breath, 
Frey had seen to that, but beyond the city limits, the World De-
vourer reigned supreme. 
     “Three...two...” she started counting down, waiting for a 
reason not to do it. She saw Rota approach and Hel finished 
her count “one...” and she jumped.
	 Upon the currents Hel was drawn towards Hvergel-
mir at breakneck speed. Rota tried to follow, but within min-
utes Hel lost sight of the Valkyrie. She was careening past 
Midgard, then past Nidavellir, and finally she crashed down in 
Niflheim.

###
	 At the Asgard high-council one of the seats was va-
cant. “Loki will be summoned to the next meeting,” Odin ex-
plained, “We have a few matters to discuss before he arrives. 
Matters concerning his children.”
	 Frigga took over the reins to ensure that everyone 
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the problems the rest of us have seen since your children came 
to Asgard. You daughter has seen them as well... and she has 
left Asgard forever, so now we offer the same option to Fenrir 
and Jormungand.”
	 Loki turned to Odin, “What have you done with my 
Hel?!”
	 “Calm yourself Loki. If you go along with the will of 
the council, we will allow you to remain in Asgard. Remember 
we are your only home right now.” Frigga explained.
	 “Why won’t Odin speak?” Loki demanded, his fist 
shaking with fury. “Why does his wife speak for him?”
	 Frey stood to make sure that Frigga had adequate 
backing. Everyone knew that Odin was in no shape to speak 
to his blood brother about such heart-wrenching matters. 
“We have come to the unanimous conclusion that things must 
change. Your daughter is gone, but we have been kind enough 
to tether Fenrir upon the island of Lyngvi. You will be able to 
visit him whenever you’d like. He may remain in Asgard so 
long as he is bound and don’t bother asking, he will not be re-
leased... even if you choose to leave.”

	 “You are cowards! You did this without me know-
ing!” Loki spat as he jabbed an accusatory finger at 

all those assembled. “What makes you think I’ll 
stay?” The trickster-god stood.

	 “You will stay because of what we offer 
you and Jormungand.” Frigga said as she 
stood to match Loki’s defiance. “If you ac-
cept the terms, no one else will be harmed. 
We will banish Jormungand to the seas which 

surround Midgard. He will have ample space 
there. This is a compromise that we offer you. To 

make amends, we will offer you a beauti-
ful Asgardian wife to replace the horrible 
Angrboda.”
	 Loki looked about the room. He 
looked for anyone who was ready to back 

him, but he found everyone united behind Frigga. If he left, 
who knows what would happen to Fenrir. Jormungand would 
probably be imprisoned as well. Angrboda would blame him 
for what happened with their children. If he stayed, Jormun-
gand would have a home, he would be given a wife and he would 
be able to live near his son. But what of Hel? Loki walked up 
to Odin and waited for the All Father to match his gaze. “What 
happened to my daughter?”
	 Odin spoke for the first time, “Brother, do not ask. 
We will never discuss her again,” then Odin stood and left the 
assembly.
	 Tears of frustration and anger were welling up in Lo-
ki’s eyes. It was clear that it would be easier to gain revenge 
living among his enemies than living outside Asgard’s fortified 
walls. “I choose to stay.”
	 Loki’s shoulders slumped in defeat. He and Sigyn 
were wed. She was a very good woman, but Loki’s heart did 

require him to gather some rather esoteric and impossible 
ingredients: the sound of a cat’s footfall, a woman’s beard, a 
mountain’s roots, bear’s sinews, the breath of a fish, and finally 
a bird’s spittle.
	 Skirnir was Frey’s assistant for good reason. He was 
remarkably gifted and tenacious. He collected everything that 
the Dvergar had required of him, and returned to Asgard with 
Gleipnir. Now all that was needed was Freya’s convincing. 
“Fenrir, they may have helped, but look at it, it looks harm-
less.”
	 Fenrir was getting increasingly suspicious of this 
game. “Alright, I will allow it under one condition. One of you 
has to put their hand in my mouth. If it’s a fun game, you have 
nothing to lose, but if you seek to ensnare me, well it will cost 
someone their hand.”
	 The Aesir looked at one another with worry, but 
it did not take long for Tyr to step up. He knew the fate that 
awaited him, and he also knew what the fate of his kin would be 
if they failed to ensnare Fenrir. “I will do it,” he said and put his 
hand into Fenrir’s maw.
	 Tyr and Fenrir looked at Freya, awaiting the col-
lar. She placed it around Fenrir’s neck and secured 
the other end to Gelgja. Everyone except Tyr stood 
back. Tyr would have if Fenrir’s fangs had not 
been crushing down on his wrist, not enough 
to bite through, but enough to hold steadfast 
to his guarantee. Fenrir strained, dug his 
paws in, flexed his neck muscles, backed up 
and jumped... everything he tried failed him. 
He was securely bound. He turned to the Aesir 
and mumbled through clenched fangs, “Althrith, 
youth winth thith thime. Releasth meth.”
	 Everyone shook their heads 
and Tyr bowed his head in resignation. 
Fenrir’s eyes went from surprised to an-
gry and he bit down hard. Tyr clenched 
his teeth to keep from crying out and retreated quickly before 
Fenrir could eat him.
	 “Liars! All of you! My kin will save me! My father will 
save me!” Fenrir growled. The Aesir gods and goddesses left 
Lyngvi for Idavoll so that they could give their report.

###
	 Loki and Jormungand walked into Idavoll. “It seems 
that I am late,” Loki began, “I was looking for my son and 
daughter and they are nowhere to be found. The rest of you are 
gathered, that’s good. Tyr what happened to your hand?!”
	 “Take a seat.” Frigga commanded as she pointed to 
his seat in the high-council. “We have asked you to come be-
cause we need to address the problem of your children.”
	 Loki sat, but only on the edge of his seat, he refused 
to allow this to turn into a long drawn out debate. “I alone de-

cide what’s best for my children!”
	 “So you knew this was coming did you Loki? You see 
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not accept the union. Jormungand was herded off to the seas 
of Midgard. He was given to the Aesir god Hod who was the 
warden of Midgard. Hod was not pleased with the arrangement 
since he had no say in the matter. On this day the winds shifted 
from the west to the east.

###
	 “Baldur, I’m sorry that you are heartbroken,” Frigga 
said putting her arm around her son’s shoulders. He had been 
weeping non-stop since he had heard the news that Hel had left 
Asgard, never to return.
	 “Why?” he asked between sobs. “I hate you and 
I hate everyone who had a hand in this!” Each of his words 
stabbed his mother in the heart.
	 “It had to happen. You are of a marrying age; let us 
find a suitable Asgardian bride for you. You don’t even know 
how many girls are pining over you,” His mother offered.

	 “Nidhogg will devour the worlds before I marry an 
Aesir. My clan is a disgrace; I want nothing to do with you!” he 
shouted before storming out of the room. He gathered his ad-
venturing gear in his hall and left Briedablik with no intention 
of returning. He passed by to say goodbye to his friend Fenrir. 
“I’m sorry they did this to you.”
	 Then he set out to see Jormungand. Perhaps he 
would know what happened to his sister. He was resolute to be 
with Hel again one day.

###
	 Angrboda received news of her husband and chil-
dren. Her heart hardened as she tried to understand what 
would possess Loki to such an evil arrangement. It would be a 
long time before those wounds would begin to heal.
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of skeletons. The left side of her body resembled those who 
had congregated, but they looked at her curiously, as if not 
sure what to think when it came to her half human appearance.
	 “What?” She whispered, hoping that they would 
answer. Instead they suddenly looked panicked, scattered and 
fled to hide behind icy mounds. Her shoulders sank. Despite 
the fear which gripped her, their company had been strangely 
welcoming. Now that they had darted into the darkness, she 
was alone once more. She wallowed in despair, feeling unwor-
thy and unloved. She recalled Odin’s expression as his spear 
pierced her heart, and a tear rolled down her cheek.
	 Her contemplation was cut short when a hulking fig-
ure materialized from the darkness. “Over here!” it bellowed 
over its shoulder. Emerging from the darkness she saw a giant. 
It was a Jotun and he had a large bone club in its hand.
	 “What do you see?” shouted another voice out of the 
darkness.
	 The giant replied, “Someone who looks out of place, 
someone who is discovering her nightmare.” The last part was 
meant for Hel as well.
	 “Who are you? What do you want?” Hel asked ap-
prehensively.
	 “I am Gilling, a warlord of Niflheim. I have evaded 
the Evil One’s breath and have put together a war-band of like-
minded survivors.”
	 “You mean…” Hel was about to ask for a clarifica-
tion of the ‘evil one’, but Gilling cut her off saying, “Silence, 
do not speak his name here. Don’t be foolish, you do not want 
to draw him to you. If it wasn’t for the ice and dust of Niflheim, 
we would be in his prison of Hvergelmir. Count your fortunes 
that he does not draw you into oblivion.”
	 More Jotuns came out of the darkness; among them 
was a woman with compassionate eyes. She offered her hand to 
Hel in order to help her stand. She was surprised by callouses 
that she had on her palms. “Do not name him child, lest you be-
come his next meal,” she cautioned Hel. “What is your name? 
I am called Leidi, and I was a famed architect of Naglfar.”
	 “Leidi I am pleased to meet you under these terrible 
circumstances. I am Hel, daughter of Angrboda. I do not un-
derstand. How is a fate in Niflheim any better?” Hel asked.
	 “Death is but a door. When our lives end we walk 
through the door and begin another cycle. This is our fate… 
here.” Gilling gestured to the wasteland around him. “We have 
built a town using what we have found. We dwell in ice caves 
and we use bones as tools. Well the bones that do not walk.”
	 “What were those?” Hel asked
	 “To be honest, we are not sure. We’ve been 

	 “Why do things fall?” Hel wondered. No one could 
dispute that Nidhogg’s presence was felt by all. Living deep 
beneath the known realms, his call affected both the living 
and the dead. Rivers flowed downstream, rocks toppled into 
ravines, and an arrow always fell towards the ground, so matter 
how high the bow may have flung it towards the clouds. The 
same was Hel’s fate, having fallen into the lowest realm before 
Hvergelmir. 
	 Niflheim was dark and inhospitable. Ice dressed the 
jagged landscape making it difficult to navigate. In the spaces 
where the ice had retreated, primordial dust and ash chronicled 
her footsteps. It was when she discovered other footsteps that 
Hel remembered that danger lurked in the darkness. Her fa-
ther had told her the ancient tales of war, of Glamr’s Scorching 
Legion facing off against the Alsvartr, and the heavy losses that 
they had sustained.
	 Loki’s daughter used a trick that her father had 
taught her. She tapped into her Muspeli Jotun ancestry and 
manifested a fire upon her fingertip. She wasn’t very good, her 
father could bathe himself in flames, but even the small light 
she could muster was helpful.
	 A smile materialized upon Hel’s lips. Perhaps in this 
desolation she would find something that belonged to her an-
cestors. She quickened her pace, seeking valleys where holy 
fires may have routed the malevolent ice.
	 Angrboda’s daughter had walked for hours, or was it 
days? The landscape was still, nothing moved, making it im-
possible to assess the passage of time. Then suddenly, from 
the corner of Hel’s eye, she swore that something or someone 
had moved! She spun around to face it, but there was nothing 
there. She heard the sound of something scurrying upon the 
ice. Again she turned to face whatever it was, but nothing ap-
peared out of the darkness.
	 Half of her face wore a mark of worry. She ran as fast 
as her little legs could carry her. In her panicked sprint she ca-
reened off a cliff. She tumbled and slid, she lost control and 
reflexively her skeletal hand’s nails dug into the ice as she tried 
to slow her descent. Once more she crashed into the ground 
painfully. ‘I’m dead. I’m a spirit, so why does it hurt so much?’ 
she thought to herself. She curled up in a fetal position, feeling 
defeated and alone.
	 She heard the scurrying sound once more. It was get-
ting louder. She closed her eye tight, wishing that whatever it 
was, it would just leave her alone. Fate was not kind, because 
she heard even more of those sounds, and they came from ev-
ery direction. Brushing her tangled hair out of her eyes, she 
took a peek. To her amazement, surrounding her was a horde 
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ments later came back up empty handed. The war-band stood 
upon the shore dripping wet and welcomed the fortunate soul 
that they had saved. Then they sang a song of sorrow to com-
memorate the passing of their brother in arms.
	 Hel felt gaping holes in her heart, the places she had 
set aside for Baldur, Fenrir, Jormungand, her father and moth-
er. She was dead and they were alive, but it felt like they had left 
her. Her solace lay in knowing that perhaps one day they could 
be reunited in this forsaken realm.
	 The period of mourning was short lived. Above them, 
upon the hill at their backs, they heard a battle-cry. Gilling and 
his entourage turned and drew their bone weapons, ready to 
face their foes. Rushing over the hill was a war-band thirsting 
for conflict. They looked militaristic and formidable. Despite 
their diminutive size, perhaps only a quarter the height of a Jo-
tun, the attackers had the numbers. Dozens poured over the 
hill and overwhelmed Gilling’s war-band.
	 “Hel, take this spear,” Leidi said giving her a long 
sharpened bone “…and fight! Those who fall here today will 
feed the Evil One.”
	 Hel fought bravely, her companions who survived 
spoke highly of her bravery and determination. Unfortunately, 
Gilling and Leidi were killed along with most of the war-band. 
Hel and several others survived, and were subsequently taken 
as slaves.
	 Hel was defiant and angry, demanding to see the 
leader. To her surprise a young woman turned to her and said, 
“I’m in charge here.” She looked young and vibrant for some-
one who had been damned to Niflheim. “I’m Snotra, leader 
of the Fallen Asgardians. What do you want monster? I don’t 
know why you were spared; you will make a poor pleasure slave 
with those looks.”
	 “Snotra…” Hel muttered to herself.
	 “Do I know you?” demanded the fiery leader of the 
fallen Aesir.
	 “My father has spoken of you. I heard that you fell in 
the Aesir-Vanir war, but he described you as being softer and 
more reserved than the war-maiden that stands before me.” 
Hel observed.
	 “Well places like this change a gal. There’s no way 
a soft spoken and mild mannered girl could survive Niflheim, 
let alone the Evil One. Take my word for it, learn this lesson or 
die.” Snotra advised.
	 The next while was agonizing. Time was hard to 
track in this world, so no one can say how long Hel remained 
a prisoner of Snotra’s war-band. They were aggressive raiders. 
Niflheim had little to offer, so they plundered those who were 
weaker, all the while avoiding Nidhogg’s feasts. They believed 
that for every soul they killed, Nidhogg would be sated, and 
would not hunt them as sustenance. All the while, Hel was their 
thrall. She would do their bidding, be the butt of their jokes 
and during some rest stops, she’d become someone’s pleasure.
	 Hel’s enslavement came to an end on the day they 

here a long time, and if I was to hazard a guess, I would call 
them the beasts of this realm. In small numbers they scatter be-
fore us, but in larger numbers…” Gilling trailed off, captured 
by a painful memory. Leidi put her hand on his shoulder. The 
giantess whispered, “We should keep moving. Hel, you are 
welcome to join us. Your mother was a divisive figure in Jotun-
heim, but no one could doubt her talents.”
	 “Will they come here when they die? I mean our 
family and friends?” Hel asked keeping pace with the band of 
giants.
	 “Perhaps,” Leidi said scratching her chin in contem-
plation, “some will be captured by the Valkyries and brought 
through a different door and others will be damned as Lost 
Souls. Many more will be drawn into Niflheim by the Evil One. 
Einherjar, Sons of Muspel, and those who were birthed from 
the Rime return to Ginnungagap, but their children come 
here. For those who arrive in Niflheim, most will eventually 
feed the belly of the Evil Beast. Those of us who will cling to 
this realm, well, we make the most of it.”
	 They wandered through the still and silent land-
scape. Hel was amazed at how they recognized paths and land-
marks. There was a valley of mysterious fog which they actively 
avoided. Then they walked along what looked like a cliff wall 
that went up into the darkness, seemingly without end. Then 
they came across a lake, here Hel could taste the fear that hung 
in the air. They stopped for a while, and watched in silence. Hel 
was sure that the lake was frozen because it was so incredibly 
still.
	 Then without warning, a man fell out of the darkness 
above and down into the lake he splashed.
	 “Grab him!” Gilling exclaimed and his thanes rushed 
forth into the water. Leidi remained by Hel’s side. She placed 
her hand on her human shoulder in order to keep her from 
rushing forth.
	 “What are they doing?” Hel asked, truly perplexed 
by what was happening.
	 “It is said that treacherous men, murderers and adul-
terers fall into this lake. It is a place where Nidhogg is most ac-
tive, awaiting his next snack. In Gilling’s eyes no one deserves 
this fate, not even malicious men. When we come by these 
parts, we always try to save at least one soul,” Leidi explained.
	 Loki’s daughter watched transfixed as the chaos of 
the water danced with the writhing bodies of desperate men. 
They managed to grab a hold of his tunic; another grabbed his 
legs as they dragged him towards shore. Suddenly everyone 
screamed in terror as the water began to circle in a whirlpool.
	 “His maw opens…” Leidi said in a voice that may 
have come from a long dead corpse. Hel gripped Leidi’s hand 
which still rested upon her shoulder.
	 “We should help.” Hel suggested, but Leidi’s grip 
only tightened upon her shoulder. Then they heard a blood 

curdling scream as one of Gilling’s men went under the tur-
bulent waters. His friends plunged in after him, but mo-
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came across the remains of an ancient battle. The war-band had 
climbed atop a mesa that they had never explored. It was devoid 
of any ice and upon the plateau they saw plated armour and 
metal weapons littered about. They rushed forth, excitement 
in their eyes. No one had seen anything like this in Niflheim. 
The best that anyone possessed were bone forged weapons and 
armour.
	 The unfortunate souls who touched the equipment 
were instantly bathed in flames. They screamed in agony and 
then the flames slowly subsided. The cacophony of screams 
was not lost on the wildlife and a wild screech could be heard in 
the distance. Then many more answered the call. The war-band 
panicked, but Snotra called them into line, “Silence you fools! 
The skeletal beasts will fall to our might, now get…” but her 
voice trailed off as she witnessed what the others had seen. The 
ground below the mesa seemed to be writhing as hundreds; 
nay thousands of skeletal beasts were converging on the Fallen 
Aesir.
	 During the next few moments Hel’s thoughts became 
confused as pandemonium erupted upon the plateau. Snotra 
was yelling order to her troops. They were trying to create a 
shield wall, but the skeletal beasts were impossibly fast. They 
crested the ridge and began to engulf the warriors. Hel kept 
retreating in a daze until she bumped up against something. 
She spun around anxiously and saw that is wasn’t a beast, but 
the remains of some ancient warrior.
	 The giant armour and weapon were touching her, yet 
she did not burn. Instead her vision blurred and sounds roared 
in her ears as a vision gripped her- it was that of the Scorching 
Legion. They were huge, but their foe was titanic. A dark and 
malevolent serpent rose up before her. Beside her were her 
brave ancestors, resolve painted upon their faces. Nidhogg’s 
image crushed her, instilling a terror she had never felt before. 
She remembered Snotra’s words and gripped the weapon be-
side her. It was huge, but felt comforting and well balanced in 
her hands. Hel felt a warmth run though her and timid thoughts 
were chased away by burning confidence.
	 Loki’s daughter planted her feet and swung the 
sword. Flames burst forth, burning everything within a hun-
dred feet of where she stood. She smiled. Suddenly Nidhogg 
vanished and so did her ancestors, replaced by the reality 
around her. Snotra and her legion were burning, immolated by 
green fire. The skeletal beasts were reduced to ash by her sim-
ple swing. Hel swung again and again. Several hundred foes 
were laid low with each swing. Angrboda’s daughter ended the 
battle as survivors, both soul and beast, begged for her mercy. 
	 Hel stood triumphant.

###
	 Thrym fell into Niflheim. The Rime Jotun splashed 
down into the ice cold lake. He sputtered in the water sur-
prised by his sudden predicament. Thor had killed him by 
crushing his skull with Mjolnir, so this was the last experience 
he was expecting. Then hands were upon him and he was being 

hauled out of the lake.
	 “Quickly!” said a woman’s voice. “Get him ashore!”
	 Once he was upon solid ground, Thrym looked at his 
rescuers. They were a mix of small souls, giant souls and skel-
etal beasts. “Whom do I thank for pulling me out of the lake?” 
he asked.
	 “I am Snotra, leader of this band of gods, Jotuns and 
other interesting creatures, however it is not I who deserves 
your thanks, but my mistress Hel.” The woman explained.
	 “Who is that? I will thank her, where is she?” Thrym 
asked while he observed the motley crew before him. “Where 
am I?”
	 Snotra explained, “You are in Niflheim. My war-
band and I spend our days ensuring the dead do not feed the 
Evil One. It is by Hel’s decree that we work tirelessly to starve 
him. We collect the souls before they land in his troughs. She 
is wise, benevolent and almighty. You’d best visit her and show 
her your gratitude.”
	 “I will, but where will I find her?” the Rime Jotun 
asked.
	 “Hel has carved out her kingdom in Niflheim- it is 
called Helheim. She sits behind Nagrind, the wall of corpse in 
Eliudnir, her black hall. Do not offend her or you will taste her 
dagger Sultr.” Snotra cautioned.
	 “She appears to be mighty, for the dead come into 
her kingdom. How large is her army? It must double every year 
as mankind dies to war and famine. No one will oppose her!” 
Thrym mused.
	 “Hel does not want souls in Niflheim. She has her 
own order of Godi who are called the Angels of Death. They 
walk the worlds and work to ensure that the Valkyries carry 
the dead away from this place. They ensure that men lead their 
lives with courage and valour, and when they die, the Angels of 
Death prepare the dead for their voyage. Hel knows she can-
not keep the Evil One from feasting, but the more souls there 
are in Niflheim, the stronger the Evil One becomes. She also 
fears the day when she will be forced to bar the gates known as 
Gnipahellir. When she bars the gates of Niflheim, the dead will 
not rest. They will rise from the dead and torment the living.” 
Snotra said, looking deeply into the Rime Jotun’s eyes. She 
wanted him to understand the consequences of his arrival.
	 Thrym promised, “I will prostrate myself before your 
mistress, and I will help in whatever way I can in order to en-
sure that the day never comes.”
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through the wildfires which surround Gymir’s kingdom. He 
landed in the court where savage dogs began growling and 
baying. They were tethered to the maiden’s home. Beside the 
home sat a herdsman, whom Skirnir questioned, “Herdsman, 
you sit on this mound and watch those who come and go. How 
would I circumvent Gymir’s hounds in order to gain access to 
the maiden within?”
	 The herdsman replied with a knowing smirk, “Death 
is coming. Your life is forfeit. You will never get a chance to 
speak to Gymir’s daughter Gerd.”
	 Unmoved, Skirnir confidently replied “I will take 

my chances. My life will be defined by my actions and 
achievements, not by the challenges and dangers I 

avoided.”
	 Within the house Gerd heard the com-

motion outside. Turning to her serving maid 
she inquired, “What is all of that commotion 
outside? It shakes the earth and disrupts the 
peace within my father’s court.”

	 Her hand-maiden replied “There is a man 
outside who has dismounted from his horse. 

Despite the hounds, his horse is grazing 
upon the pastures outside.”
	 Intrigued, Gerd straightened her 
dress and commanded, “Invite him into 
my hall and offer him our famous mead. 

But...” her voice trailed off knowing that her brother would 
challenge any man found within her homestead. The last few 
did not escape alive. “I fear that the man outside will be my 
brother’s slayer.” she concluded uneasily.
	 Before she could change her mind, her serving maid 
had invited Skirnir in.
	 Stammering Gerd demanded, “Who are you? Are 
you one of the Aesir or Vanir gods? Or perhaps you are an Al-
far? Why have you come alone, braving wildfire just to seek out 
our company?”
	 Skirnir looked her in the eyes and replied, “I am nor 
Alfar, nor Aesir, nor Vanir. I have come through the wild fire in 
order to seek you out. I have brought eleven golden apples as a 
gift. They are from my master Frey, who wishes to receive your 
pledge and your love.”
	 A disgusted look crossed Gerd’s face as she shot 
back, “I refuse your gift. No man can buy me for eleven gold-
en apples. Tell Frey that he won’t receive my pledge or my 
love!”

	 One day Frey sat upon Odin’s throne Hlidskjalf. 
From there he could see across all of the worlds. He looked 
into Jotunheim and a beautiful maiden came into view. She 
was leaving her father’s hall and walking home. From that first 
sight, Frey fell in love with this girl.
	 Njord noticed that something was amiss with his son. 
He summoned Frey’s servant Skirnir. Njord’s wife Skadi asked 
Skirnir to go check on his master, “Skirnir, make haste and go 
check up on our son, your lord. Ask him why he is angry and 
who may have offended him?”
	 Skirnir was well aware of his lord’s current mood. 
This made him very uneasy about Njord and Skadi’s 
request. “I expect that he will be angry if I should 
question him about the source of his turmoil.” 
replied Skirnir. None the less, he relented and 
went to speak with his lord and master.
	 “Frey, war-chief of the gods, please 
tell me what ails you. Why do you sit alone in 
your hall day after day?” inquired Skirnir.
	 From atop his throne Frey lamented 
“Why do you wish to know what ails my heart? 
The Alfar radiance shines and alters the 
outcome of the day, but unfortunately not 
according to my desires.”
	 Skirnir was genuinely con-
cerned for his friend and master, “What 
could trouble you so that you do not confide in our friendship. 
We grew up together and you know very well that you can trust 
me with any of your quandaries.”
	 Frey sighed, acknowledging the strength of their 
bond, “I spied a beautiful maiden in Gymir’s court. From her 
outstretched arms shone a light like no other. The sea and the 
air glow with radiance when caught in her brilliance. She is like 
no one else that I have ever known, but the gods and the Alfar 
would frown upon our possible union.”
	 Hating to see Frey in such a dilemma, Skirnir sprang 
into action. “Frey lend me your steed so that it could help me 
get through darkness and flame. Grant me also your sword that 
can fight by itself against the Jotun race. It is dark and I will 
ride over the dew filled mountains in order to solve your dilem-
ma. I will race to your maiden in Jotunheim quicker than any 
Jotun who wishes to stop me.”
	 Frey granted Skirnir both horse and blade, and a 
moment later Skirnir was off like the wind. With the help of 
Frey’s magical horse, Skirnir rode over the mountains and 
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Through your wickedness you have brought upon yourself the 
curse of the gods. Hear me trolls! Hear me Rime Jotuns! Hear 
me sons of Suttung! Hear me Aesir gods! I deny you all plea-
sure. I deny you man’s love. I deny you marriage. Hrimgrimnir, 
the terror, will drag you beneath the corpse-gates and he will 
pin you down. Vile thralls will pour goat’s piss into your gaping 
mouth. In Hvergelmir you will receive no finer drink, not even 
if you beg, not even if you plead.”
	 At this point Gerd’s expression was that of absolute 
panic. Skirnir needed to push only a little further in order to 
seal the deal. Etching runic symbols in the air, he accosted her 
verbally, “Ogre! I will carve three runes which will seal you 
fate, a rune of lust, a rune of madness and a rune of unbearable 
suffering. I can undo this curse as easily as I have pronounced 
it... do you give me a reason?”
	 Gerd was tripping over herself as she looked to reas-
sure Skirnir that he would receive all that he sought. “Please be 
welcome in my hall, and receive this mead as an apology for my 
terrible manners. It took me a while to understand my fate, that 

I would love one of the Vanir gods.”
	 He did not want to stay longer than he had to. His 

quest was complete. Skirnir posed Gerd one last 
question: “Before I go, I want to know when you 

will visit my lord Frey.”
	 Defeated and resigned to her fate, Gerd re-
plied, “Nine nights from now I will meet him 
in the wood called Barri. There we will meet 
for a promised night of pleasure.”

	 Victorious, Skirnir rode back to Frey’s 
hall. Waiting at the doors was his anxious lord, 

eagerly awaiting news. Before Skirnir 
could dismount Frey pressed, “Before 
your feet touch the ground, you must 
tell me, what happened in Jotunheim. 
Did you achieve the goal we wished to 

achieve?”
	 Skirnir replied with a broad smile, “There is a wind-
less grove named Barri. In nine nights Gerd will meet you and 
will give you love’s pleasure.”
	 Frey was overjoyed. In conflicted voices he muttered 
to himself, “A single night is long. Two nights are even longer. 
How will I survive three nights? A month won’t feel as long as 
half of a single night when I eagerly await my marriage night.”

	 Unshaken, Skirnir pressed her further, “If you will 
not take Iduna’s apples, I will gift you Draupnir. It is the 

golden circlet which was left upon the funeral pyre belonging 
to Odin’s son. Every nine nights, eight gold rings drop from 
the original ring.”
	 Gerd’s expression soured. “I have no need for such a 
ring. My father’s immense wealth is at my disposal!” she coun-
tered.
	 Skirnir’s unbreakable facade was starting to crack 
and his patience was growing thin. He drew Frey’s blade and 
in a stern voice he threatened, “Do you see this sharp rune in-
laid sword? I will strike the head off your shoulders if you will 
continue to refuse me.”
	 Gerd grinned as she shook the confidence and swag-
ger out of Skirnir’s advances. She rebuffed him once more, “I 
will not be subject to any man’s threats. If my father finds you 
here, he will call your bluff and you will have to fight.”
	 Skirnir was flustered because he had failed to win 
Gerd through riches, vitality and violence. He could not go 
home defeated. As a last ditch effort Skirnir appealed to her 
superstition, by threatening her with a vile curse.
	 “Do you see this sharp rune inlaid sword? 
Your old father will be struck down by this blade. 
I will be his slayer. I will beat you with a paddle 
until you are tamed- until you succumb to my 
wishes. I will send you to a place where no one 
will be able to find you. For eternity you will sit 
atop an eagle’s nest. You will stare at the world 
and you will plead for Hel’s embrace. Food will 
spoil in your mouth and the unease you feel will 
be akin to those of the men who must face 
the dreaded Jormungand. And when you 
eventually emerge, you will be laughed 
at and mocked. Everyone will know your 
shame and you will be as notorious as the 
watchman of the gods. Until that day, you will gape through 
the bars of your prison. You will suffer emotionally. You will 
be consumed by unbearable desire. You will howl in madness 
and your tears will not ease your grief. Sit down before you fall, 
for ‘tis just the beginning of your suffering. Remaining in Jo-
tunheim won’t save you. Within the Jotun court your friends 
will plot against you. Each day evil deeds will replace joy. Your 
sorrow will know your tears as an enduring companion. You 
will live out your days alone or with a three-headed ettin. May 
your soul be imprisoned. May your dreams and aspirations be 
crushed as wheat is at the harvest.”
	 Gerd’s expression was no longer that of one who was 
victorious, instead it was turning into one of conspicuous fear. 
But Skirnir was just getting started. Emboldened by her reac-
tion, he doubled down on her fear of being cursed.
	 “I have a magic wand which I have obtained from 

a special tree. You will feel Odin’s wrath. You will suf-
fer Thor’s fury. Even Frey will turn away from you. 
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sorority has weighed your request and we have decided to 
grant it to you on one condition- we alone are to choose who 
we will accept into Gimle. You will not challenge nor question 
our choices. If you break this one rule, the path to the heavens 
will be cut. Do we have an understanding?”
	 Odin was pleased, but he had questions, “How will 
you choose and on what criteria?”
	 “We will choose the best among you. Make sure that 
those who die have led exemplary lives and are a good fit for 
our sorority. Know that once they become Norn, they are no 
longer Aesir. Much like how the Einherjar are no longer mortal 
humans. In the same way that they care about Asgard’s affairs, 
those we choose will only be preoccupied with the matters in 
Gimle. Do we have an understanding?”
	 “Yes,” Odin said, perhaps too quickly. He growled at 
his ineptitude when it came to Kyrmir. Most gods and giants he 
could play like a lyre, but the Norns were different. They had a 
way to unravel the All Father.
	 By the time he escorted her out of Valhalla, his kin 
were staring up at the skies. He looked up to see what the com-
motion was about and he gaped at the sight. Above Valhalla, in 
the skies of Asgard he saw the floating and glorious realm of 
Gimle. He had thought that Asgard was the most extravagant 
city upon Yggdrasil, but he had been wrong. The Norns had 
arrived.

	 News of Niflheim’s new mistress reached Asgard car-
ried on the wings of Muninn. Odin was sitting upon his throne 
in Valhalla sipping his wine when the raven flew through the 
rafters and perched upon his shoulder. He listened intently as 
Muninn cawed.
	 “I see. The prophecy has indeed come true, and she 
has become the undisputed ruler of Niflheim.” The All Father 
muttered under his breath. It was abundantly clear that he had 
done the right thing by ensuring her departure from the city 
of the gods. This news also carried problems. Any Aesir who 
died would be at her mercy, he could not fault her if she held a 
grudge against him and his people.
	 Loki’s life had turned around somewhat. Sigyn had 
given birth to two sons whom they named Vali and Narfi. From 
a distance, Loki seemed happy, but Odin was avoiding his 
blood brother intentionally. The All Father was not ready to 
face the trickster-god after what he had done to him.
	 Instead Odin summoned Kyrmir the Norn. She did 
not come immediately and this angered him.
     “Why do you avoid my summons? Ever since Angrboda’s 
children have come to Asgard the Norns have been shy.”
	 “We are not shy, just busy,” the Norn replied dryly. 
She knew something that she was not sharing and it irritated 
Odin to no end. The all Father was not one to wear his emo-
tions on his sleeve, so he continued the charade.
	 “I fear for my kin, especially my wife and children. 
If they are killed, Hel will claim them and they will be subject-
ed to the rage she harbours against me. The Valkyries cannot 
claim the souls of the Aesir gods, so I must seek another solu-
tion.” Odin explained. He stood to emphasize the importance 
and urgency.
	 “What do you have in mind?” Kyrmir asked.
	 Odin explained his idea. “While I sat upon Hlidsk-
jalf, I witnessed the dead of Muspelheim. I saw that the Norns 
have chosen some to join your ranks. I want the same for the 
Aesir. I know you cannot commit to an answer now, so go and 
seek council from your sisters and then return to me with a re-
ply. It is only a matter of time before Loki has his revenge upon 
me.”
	 Kyrmir simply nodded and smiled and Odin smiled 
back. Odin hated how much he had come to rely on the Norns. 
The Aesir were immensely talented, but their accelerated 
ascent was thanks to the Norns pulling strings with the oth-
er realms. In return he knew that his fate was in their hands, 
hands which were attached to very tight lips. That is why the All 
Father had been seeking the aid of the Voelva. These women 

saw the future as easily as gods could remember the past.
	 Weeks later Kyrmir returned with news, “The Norn 
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	 “What is your name?” Baldur said stepping out of 
the underbrush.
	 The startled maiden jumped and spun to face Baldur. 
As he approached she sank deeper into the water, unsure of 
his intentions. “My name is Nanna,” she replied, adding “King 
Gevar is my father, so you’d best think twice before trying any-
thing.”
	 “My name is Baldur, I am a god who comes from 
Asgard,” Baldur said and paused to let it sink in. He waited for 
her smile and adoration, but instead she shrunk back and fur-
ther away from him.
	 “Why do you fear me? I mean you no harm. In fact, 
my intentions are quite the opposite,” he said with a wink and a 
grin. “I will go and see your father and we will be wedded.” he 
said with an air of entitlement.

###
	 Hod was successful in his efforts to create 

tributaries between Jotunheim and Midgard. He 
had borrowed Gefjun’s plow in order to create 
deep rivers between the worlds. Now Jormun-
gand could return to his mother, leaving Mid-
gard in peace.
	 When Hod returned to King Gevar’s court, 

he found Nanna weeping with her father’s arms 
around her shoulders.

	 “What happened?” he asked 
with genuine concern.
	 “An Aesir god came into my 
court and asked for Nanna’s hand in mar-
riage,” The king explained. “I should be 

honoured by such a union, but my daughter rejects the propos-
al.”
	 “An Aesir god? What is his name?” Hod asked, ready 
to put this matter to rest.
	 “Baldur.” Nanna said between sobs.
	 “That’s my bro-…” Hod caught himself before re-
vealing his true nature. Then he coughed to cover his slipup 
and continued, “Baldur? Then I am sure that the high-gods 
Odin and Frigga will also back his proposal.” he added bitterly.
	 “Why don’t you want to marry him?” King Gevar 
asked his daughter.
	 “Because of how he treated me. I can saw that in his 
eyes… I was just a plaything. He looks down upon a mortal 
woman,” she explained.
	 “But he would exchange wedding vows my dear,” her 
father countered.
	 “Wedding vows are cherished by equals. He is a god 

	 Hod had a passion and love for the people and that is 
why Odin, Vili, Ve, Lodur and Hoenir chose him to be the war-
den of Midgard. He was strong, skilled and enthusiastic and 
this allowed him to defend the lands against the encroachment 
of monsters and other beats that sought to harm mankind.
	 In order to better understand his protectorate, he 
assumed a humble human life. He hid his divinity and came to 
King Gevar’s court offering his services. The king accepted 
and was soon impressed with the young warrior. Hod excelled 
in a variety of physical activities such as archery, swimming and 
boxing. The clandestine god also bested his peers at the arts, 
playing the lyre and reciting poetry. King Gevar and Queen 
Nep watched the young one’s progress with fascination. He 
proved to be the greatest warrior in the king’s court and was 
nominated as the king’s champion.
	 It felt good. Whenever he returned to Asgard 
he always felt as though his parents were indiffer-
ent to his presence. Odin and Frigga fawned 
over his younger brother Baldur, ensuring that 
he had everything he needed. They were ready 
to move mountains if it would put a smile on 
Baldur’s face.
	 Hod had voiced his opposition to 
Jormungand being sent to Midgard. It was just 
another example of Baldur getting his way and 
Hod being left to handle the repercus-
sions of Baldur’s demands. In this case 
Jormungand’s exile was not Baldur’s de-
mand, but these were the decisions their 
parents made in order to get Baldur out 
of his bind with Hel and Loki. Hod, once again would have to 
bear the brunt of it.
	 It upset him greatly because the arrangement made 
his work that much more difficult. Now he had to find a way to 
get the world serpent into Jotunheim so that his people would 
remain safe. Hod used to love involving Baldur when there was 
work to do in Midgard, but due to his increasing resentment 
towards his younger brother, the invites were retracted.

###
	 Baldur wished to forget his love for Hel. His heart 
ached every day and he wished it would end. Not waiting for an 
invitation from his older brother, Baldur left Asgard and trav-
elled to Midgard. He was hoping that this trek would help him 
forget Hel and what his father had done to drive her away. On 
this particular expedition he unwittingly wandered into King 
Gevar’s kingdom. There he spied a lone maiden bathing in a 

lake. When Baldur’s eyes fell upon this mortal woman, 
just the sight of her mended his heart.

Baldur Demands Nanna
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line.
	 Hod did not return to King Gevar’s court, instead he 
went searching for Miming the Glaistig. Glaistigs are fawns, 
half human and half goat. Miming was a strange and wondrous 
creature, a legend among his people. He was known to possess 
a Slaine sword and a bracelet which led its owner to riches. Hod 
planned to keep the sword for himself, but to gift the bracelet 
to his future father-in-law.
	 Miming’s domain was well hidden. It is said that no 
path led to his lands, and that navigating the winding wilder-
ness was a deadly proposition. No mortal could survive the 
journey, but Hod was a god. Even as a god, he would need 
help. He went to visit the Alcis Twins. They crossed paths of-
ten because the Alcis Twins lived in the far northern reaches of 
Midgard.
	 “I seek Miming, so I wish to receive your counsel.” 
Hod asked the twins.
	 “Miming’s domain is unreachable by foot, even for a 
god,” one of them replied.
	 “We will lend you a sleigh pulled by our sacred rein-

deer,” the other added.
	“I thank you.” Hod said, bowing to Vanir gods who 

treated him better than his own Aesir family. 
With the sleigh, he travelled over snowy valleys, 

haunted woods and through terrible storms. 
Eventually he reached the frozen domain of 
Miming the Glaistig. Remembering Loki’s 
instructions, he set the lure.
	 Loki had told him, “Glaistig were made by 

the Lios Alfar, they are drawn to penumbra, 
but are also frightened by umbra. They will nev-

er part with their treasures because the 
Lios pride rules their hearts. You will 
need to set a trap. Pitch your tent within 
the shadow of their cave, but ensure that 
your tent does not cast a shadow upon 

their cave.”
	 Hod set up his tent as Loki instructed and he hid 
within. He held his spear tightly, ready to spring. A whole day 
passed, and then a night, but no Glaistig appeared. Hod re-
fused to let himself fall asleep. He fought the urge as another 
day and night came and went. His eyes were dry, his stomach 
was empty and the cold had pierced his bones.
	 His mind went back to Asgard, and he reflected on 
how so much had changed. Many members of his family were 
consumed with pleasing themselves without a thought of the 
consequences upon others. It was as if Gulveig’s curse had 
never left the Aesir. The Norns pushed the Aesir as well, and 
his father was ready to do anything to please them. He was ob-
sessed with omens and portents. The visions drove Odin’s de-
cisions, many of which led the Aesir on campaigns that brought 
them great riches, but also increased the discontent in for-
eign lands. An animosity was growing, and he did not 

and I am a mortal woman, he could break them without a sec-
ond thought. He won’t respect me, I know it!” Nanna insisted.
	 “I will let you choose who you marry,” her father said 
in a reassuring voice. “Your happiness depends on true love.”
	 “Then I choose to walk away from his proposal. My 
heart belongs to another.” Nanna said looking up at Hod.
	 Hod was surprised, but the king was not. In fact, he 
smiled, but it faded quickly.
	 “A god will not walk away if his heart is set. This 
will mean a war with the gods. Mortal weapons cannot pierce 
a god’s skin, you will need divine weapons.” King Gevar ex-
plained.
	 The king was right. If it came down to a fight, Hod 
would need Slaine weapons. Because Hod sought to assimilate 
with humanity, he had forsaken godly weapons and armour. If 
Odin and Frigga were backing Baldur, which was very likely, 
Hod would not be able to secure them. “I will go and talk with 
him. If that fails, we will have to prepare for war.” Hod conclud-
ed.
	 Hod returned to Asgard, and as expected Heimdall 
barred his entry telling him that he was doing so under 
Odin’s orders.
	 “Then go and get him!” Hod shot back, 
his rage increasing.
	 “He can be quite the ass,” said a voice 
from behind him. Hod spun and was greeted 
with Loki’s smiling face. “Words won’t do 
any good; you’ll need to go see Miming the 
Glaistig.” Loki suggested. When he saw Odin, 
Frigga and Baldur approaching the gate, Loki 
made himself scarce.
	 “Father, why do you bar the en-
trance to my own home? And to your own 
son?” Hod asked, and glared at Baldur 
when he spoke these last words.
	 “Baldur has his sights on a 
bride. You should be happy for him.” Frigga began, but Hod 
cut her off.
	 “Did it ever occur to him to simply ask? He is 
spoiled! You have given him everything and now he expects 
mankind to go along with his whims. I won’t have it. Mankind 
is under my protection and if you cannot respect that, then this 
will end badly for someone.” Hod declared.
	 Odin looked at him, assessing the seriousness of his 
statement. “Son, Baldur has gone through a lot, you will step 
aside this time. I won’t ask again.” Odin threatened.
	 “You treat my half-brother Thor poorly, why should 
I be any different,” Hod said, and then turned to Baldur. “She 
has her heart set on another. Reconsider.”
	 “I will not,” Baldur said, “I will have her.”
	 Hod left the trio standing upon Bifrost. His broth-
er was not backing down, and he was going to defend Nanna’s 
rights, even if it meant laying his life and family status on the 
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to love him. He kept his vows to her and he treated her well. 
They made a life for themselves in Briedablik. Nanna and 
Baldur had a child and they named him Forseti. He would grow 
up to be a noble demi-god with a penchant for justice.
	 When Forseti came of age he moved into Glitnir, the 
hall of justice. There he and the goddess Var settled disputes 
and made laws.

know how it would end. He was glad to live among mankind. 
Their beauty gave him peace of mind.
	 Suddenly Hod was jarred out of his revelry- a shad-
ow crossed the tent. The outline looked like a Glaistig! Hod 
jumped out of the tent and drove the spear shaft into its leg. 
Standing over the crippled creature Hod demanded the trea-
sure, “Miming I presume? I am Hod. I have come here for your 
sword and bracelet. I knew that you would not part with them 
willingly, but I am in dire need of them, so I apologize for my 
methods. If you give them to me, I will spare your life.”
	 “Foul Aesir!” he shrieked, “What 
choice do I have? Should I choose to forego my 
breath for these treasures? I will not. You can 
have them, but know this son of Odin, I curse 
you! May darkness fall upon you for what you 
have done to me!”
	 Hod chastised himself for revealing 
his own true name. He was a fool. A curse is 
much more potent when invoked using the vic-
tim’s true name. When he received the 
treasures, Hod considered killing Mim-
ing, but it would not lift the curse and 
would only make matters worse. Hod did 
not want to be branded an oath-breaker.
	 Hod returned to King Gevar’s court only to find 
Baldur already at the gates. “Stop!” commanded Hod, “Let us 
spare the mortals in our armies. I challenge you to a holmgang. 
The winner gets Nanna, the loser walks away if they still live.”
	 Baldur smiled and replied eagerly, “I accept! That 
boulder over there…” Baldur said pointing, “…we will 
fight upon it. The loser will be the first to fall from 
it.”
	 Hod and Baldur clashed atop the 
boulder in the raging river as their armies 
looked on. Both landed blows drawing blood, 
but the lethal blows were parried by both men. 
Those looking on could not help but suspect 
that Hod was a god all along. His supernatural 
strength and speed was beyond that of any mor-
tal man. Nanna’s expression changed 
from surprise to disappointment. She 
couldn’t believe that she had been caught 
between two gods. Hod saw her face and 
paused. 
	 Baldur took that opportunity to strike, his blade 
slashed across Hod’s face, blinding him in both eyes. Hod 
managed to miraculously parry the next two blows, but he lost 
his footing and fell into the white waters of the roiling river. 
Despite the loss of his eyes, what wounded him the most was 
Nanna’s expression of disappointment. He accepted his fate 
and let the river carry him downstream.

###
	 Baldur and Nanna were wed and with time, she grew 
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	 There was a period of sustained peace in the realm of 
Midgard. This period was known as Frodi’s Peace, named after 
the legendary king Frodi. The tale of how this came about is an 
interesting one.
	 It began when King Frodi visited King Fjolnir of 
Svealand. There he purchased two female slaves named Menja 
and Fenja. They were both exceptionally tall and strong. He 
brought them back to Lejre, his seat of power in his kingdom 
of Zealand.
	 The two wise giant women, Fenja and Menja, were 
brought into the king’s hall. They were to be work-slaves for 
King Frodi, Fridleif’s son. They were shown the magical mill-
stone known as Grotti. This giant millstone was found by a man 
named Hengikjopt and the town of Lejre was built around it 
since the mill could not be moved. However, it was much too 
large for mere humans to operate, so the king tried beasts of 
burden, but to no avail. For it to function, Grotti required 
supernatural talent. One thing was clear; this magi-
cal grindstone could grind out any wish or desire. 
This is why he searched far and wide for very 
specific slaves who could work this mythical 
contraption.
	 “You will toil day and night, grind-
ing out my desires,” demanded king Frodi.
	 They were put in the mill-box which 
was the enclosure surrounding Grotti.
	 Through the enclosure wall the king 
threatened the women, “If I ever hear 
Grotti grow silent, I will make sure your 
life is drenched in misery!”
	 King Frodi demanded that the 
women grind out prosperity and peace 
for this kingdom and those around it. He also wanted it to pro-
vide him with endless gold. At his order the mill began to creak 
and groan.
	 “Let’s set up the mill, let’s lift up the stones!” The 
women sang and turned the stone as Frodi’s household went 
to sleep. Fenja and Menja worked tirelessly.
	 They sang as they worked.
		  “We are grinding out wealth for king Frodi 
on this miracle mill. 
		  We are grinding out a blessed kingdom.
		  We will grind out a mountain of money. 

		  May he sit upon his wealth. 
		  May he sleep upon a down quilt. 

		  May he awake in good spirits. 
		  And then he will say the grinding was well 	
		  done.
		  In this kingdom no one harms another. 
		  In this kingdom no one performs evil 		
		  deeds.  
		  In this kingdom no one will plot a murder. 
		  In this kingdom no one will strike another 
with a sword, even if he finds his brother’s killer.”
	 Most days the king ignored them, but on the rare 
times when he spoke to them it was to remind them to sleep as 
little as possible.
	 “You may sleep while I sing this song. When I am 
done, I expect you to return to work!” demanded the king.
	 One day they spoke back.
	 “King Frodi you haven’t been entirely wise,” Menja 

said.
	“You chose us on looks and strength,” added Fenja.

	 “You never asked about our lineage and 
ancestry.” Menja stated solemnly.

	 “Hrungnir was strong, as was his father. 
Thiassi was even mightier. The Jotuns known 
as Idi and Aurnir were brothers, and we are 
descended from them.” explained Fenja.
	 “Grotti would not have emerged from the 

Grey Mountains, or the stone from the earth, 
nor would the Jotun girls be grinding if they had 

known their fate.” Menja rationalized.
	 “For nine winters we were play-
mates. Beneath the Grey Mountains we 
were raised to be strong, to be the doers 
of great deeds. It was with our hands that 

the stone was removed from the earth.” Fenja reminisced.
	 “We rolled the boulder over the mountainside and 
the earth below was gripped in tremors. We brought the stone 
to the realm of men so that they could use it.” Menja explained.
	 “Then this pair of wise Jotun women went to Svealand 
and joined the armies. We challenged berserkirs, we smashed 
their shields, and despite their armour, we killed men with our 
blows,” Fenja elaborated.
	 “We overthrew one jarl and then supported another. 
We aided Guthorm the Good without delay, fighting relent-
lessly and boisterously even when Knui faltered and fell,” con-
tributed Menja.
	 “This went on for a few seasons, and by the end 
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through the magic of the Grotti mill, his armies were 
bolstered in size allowing him to defeat King Frodi and 
capture Zealand. King Frodi surrendered and was subse-
quently placed under house arrest in Lejre.
	 But what of the mill? What else did Grotti produce?
	 One night, a sea-king known as Mysing landed upon 
Zealand’s shores. He and his men crept into Lejre under a 
moonless night and killed King Frodi. Mysing took Grotti as 
well as Fenja and Menja. When they were back out at sea, he 
demanded that Fenja and Menja grind salt for him. After many 
continuous nights the sisters asked him if he had enough. He 
shook his head and demanded more.
	 Fenja and Menja weren’t happy about their renewed 
enslavement. They once more worked themselves up into a 
rage and the mill created a whirlpool. This whirlpool sucked 
Mysing, his fleet, the sisters and the mill into the dark depths 
of the sea. It is said that this is the reason why the sea is salty.
	 And this is how the story of Grotti ends.

we were victorious. The legends are etched by sharp spears 
and painted by the blood of our enemies.” Fenja proclaimed 
proudly.
	 “And we were brought to this king’s hall. We were 
kept as slaves and were shown no mercy. Our feet were raw and 
worn to the bone. Our bodies were cold as we churned Grot-
ti. King Frodi’s hospitality was greatly lacking.” complained 
Menja.
	 “King Frodi’s demands are eternal, our hands should 
give endlessly. I am done, my hands shall rest and the stone will 
be still.” declared Fenja.
	 “My hands have gripped the hard shafts, reddened 
by work. Frodi! Wake up Frodi if you wish to hear the songs of 
our ancient tales!” shouted Menja.
	 Frodi slept on.
	 Fenja looked at Menja and shook her head. They had 
both stopped producing peace and prosperity for the slumber-
ing King Frodi. In little time, the kingdoms fell back into vio-
lence and jealousy. The sisters restarted the mill, but instead of 
peace and prosperity, they began grinding out an army which 
would liberate them.
	 Fenja and Menja stood and looked over the enclo-
sure. They saw that alarm fires had been set.
	 “I see fires have been lit in the eastern tower. It is 
a beacon, a warning. War is coming! The army will be 
here soon and this settlement will be burned to the 
ground. You won’t hold onto the throne of Lejre, 
not the red-gold rings, or this legendary mill-
stone.” Fenja warned the slumbering king.
	 Menja looked at Fenja and roused 
her with inspiring words, “We’re not yet fro-
zen, grab the handle and let us churn out the 
impending violence and bloodbath!”
	 They continued to grind, and the 
army they created was made even larger.
	 “I see the death of many men 
dear sister. We must grind harder. I see 
the iron moorings breaking from the 
ground. Let us grind more!” yelled Fenja 
as she smiled at her sister.
	 “Let us grind on! I see that Yrsa’s son will take ven-
geance upon Frodi for usurping Halfdan. He will be called his 
mother’s son and her brother.”
	 The army they created was fueled by their rage. Their 
uncontrolled might snapped the mill shafts and the mill box 
collapsed and the grindstone broke in half.
	 Fenja and Menja breathed heavily, looked at one an-
other and spoke the words together... “Frodi, we have ground 
and now we must stop. We have worked the millstone until our 
job was done.”
	 And this is when Frodi awoke to an army at his door-
step, and Frodi’s Peace was no more than a dream of the past.
	 Yrsa’s son was known as King Hrolf Kraki and 
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birth to your son Vali. He will not comb his hair or wash his 
hands until the deed is done. You have forced me to speak once 
more, but I will tell you no more.”
	 Odin was intrigued, “You will speak! I must know 
more; I must understand everything. Who are the maidens 
who will weep for my beloved Baldur? Who will cast their veils 
towards the sky?”
	 The Voelva was beginning to understand the im-
plications; the spell was beginning to wear off. “You are not 
Vegtam, you are the old one, the All Father!” she hissed with 
vitriol.
	 The jig was up, Odin knew that no more answers 
would be forthcoming, “You are no wise woman, nor a voelva, 
but a mother of three Jotuns!”
	 She smiled a victorious smile, “Ride home Odin, sa-
vor this victory. You shall seek once more... when Loki breaks 
free of your prison, and the destroyers come with Ragnarok in 
tow,” and with that, she sunk back into her tomb.

	 Baldur had been having bad dreams for several 
nights. They were very disturbing and felt very real. The gods 
met to discuss the meaning, and then the goddesses convened 
to discuss the same. Without clear answers, Odin decided to 
take matters into his own hands. He saddled his horse Sleipnir 
and rode into Helheim. At the threshold, at the cave known as 
Gnipahellir he saw Garm, Hel’s hound. The hound was huge, 
its fur matted in blood. It barked and growled at Odin as the 
All Father rode into Helheim. He rode with purpose along the 
cobbled stones of the underworld. The stones rattled under 
Sleipnir’s hooves. He rode tirelessly until he reached Hel’s 
hall.
	 He dismounted outside the east gate. Odin knew 
that in this place was the burial place of a wise voelva. There 
he chanted the proper spells in order to raise her corpse out of 
the ground. When she arose, she looked at the All Father with 
curious suspicion.
	 “Who are you stranger, and why do you bring me 
back to this dreadful place? I was buried in these snows, beaten 
by the cold rain, and washed in dew... I have been long dead,” 
she croaked.
	 Odin’s voice boomed with authority, “I am Vegtam, 
son of Valtam. Tell me news from Hel and I will tell you news 
from the world of the living. For whom are these benches pre-
pared with straw? Why is the floor bedecked in gold?” Odin 
demanded while pointing to the prepared feast beyond Hel’s 
gates.
	 “The mead has been brewed for Baldur, your son. A 
customary shield has been placed over the brew so that none 
other may partake. I know that the gods await this veiled news 
which they should not know... but you have forced me to reveal 
it. I will say no more!” answered the voelva in a threatening 
tone.
	 But Odin chided her, “You will speak! I must know 
more; I must understand everything. You must tell me how my 
beloved son Baldur will die? Who is responsible for this repre-
hensible deed?”
	 She sneered, “Hod bears this mantle and title. With a 
spear he will kill your son Baldur. You have forced me to speak 
once more, but I will tell you no more.”
	 But the All Father was relentless, “You will speak! 
I must know more; I must understand everything. Who will 
avenge my son’s death? Who will put Hod on the funeral pyre?
	 The voelva sighed with resignation, unable to resist 
the compelling enchantment. “In Vestrolum, Rind will give 
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Hedin’s army on land.
	 King Hedin had had time with Hild and managed to 
win her affection. He did not wish that blood should be spilled; 
instead he would have liked King Hogni as his father-in-law. 
An allied army had joined his army, so he hoped that the over-
whelming force would force King Hogni into negotiations. He 
sent Hild to speak to her father.
	 “Tell your father than I seek peace.” King Hedin un-
clasped a thick gold neck-ring and gave it to Hild saying, “Give 
him this necklace as amends for attacking his lands.”
	 Hild scowled, because she valued strength. The man 
that she had fallen for was showing weakness and that was a 
disappointment. Yet she did not know in her heart which side 
she’d like to see victorious. Conflicted, she went to see her fa-
ther.

	 “Here father, Hedin gives you this as atonement for 
attacking your kingdom.” She handed the ring to 

King Hogni. “He is a strong man with a strong 
army. He can crush you and your men.” Hild 

threatened. She wanted a husband that could 
strike fear into the hearts of her enemies.
	 King Hogni arched an eyebrow, “A fight 
is what he wants? Well then a battle is what 
he will get!” The king roared and the armies 

charged. The clash was thunderous and steel 
cut into flesh as the battle began. Both kings 

fought their way to the center and came 
face to face.
	 King Hedin yelled above the 
din, “I am disappointed that you chose 
to fight. I would have hoped to make 

amends so that we could find peace.”
	 King Hogni’s eyes widened in surprise, “You should 
have said this sooner. I wield a mighty magical sword forged 
by the Dvergar. Now that I have drawn Dainsleif, blood will be 
spilled. I will cleave all those who oppose me!”
	 As they clashed King Hedin replied, “You can boast 
about your sword, but not your victory! If it serves you well, 
then good upon you.”
	 The battle raged all day and then into the night. War-
riors waded through a mountain of corpses to get at one anoth-
er. Their weapons swung half-heartedly as the men were filled 
with exhaustion. The kings ordered a retreat with the survivors 
so that they could decide what to do on the morrow.
	 While both armies were resting and planning, Hild 

	 There was a Juttish king by the name of Hogni. He 
had two prized possessions, first and foremost a daughter 
named Hild, and secondly a magical sword named Dainsleif. 
Both brought him joy and fuelled his success. While he had 
conquered many lands by force, he had gained even more lands 
by using negotiation.
	 While he was away in one such meeting, a foreign 
invader from the north attacked his kingdom. They were led 
by King Hedin Hiarrandason, who was also looking for a wife. 
They sacked and raided his hall, taking Hild as spoils. Hild 
would make a splendid wife and Hedin had planned to win her 
over with time.
	 When King Hogni returned to find his kingdom 
sacked, he was furious. He assembled his army and sailed 
north after King Hedin. There would be blood spilled for such 
arrogance. King Hogni’s fleet did not waste any time 
and sailed north until they reached Rogaland. They 
knew that Hedin’s kingdom was upriver, but they 
stopped at its mouth in order to learn more.
	 King Hogni spoke with the locals. 
“Have you seen King Hedin’s fleet?”
	 A simple fisherman came out to talk 
to the king. “Yes we did, it passed by our farm-
stead a day ago.”
	 “How large was it?” The king asked.
	 “It was roughly the size of your fleet. 
He has a mighty army,” the peasant said 
shifting nervously. He knew that it was 
unwise to anger a king who was already 
upset.
	 “Where did they go?” King 
Hogni asked, getting impatient.
	 “They sailed westward; I did not see any of their 
ships go upriver.” The fisherman explained.
	 King Hogni pondered his opponent’s move. The 
king from the north did not want battle in his own lands. In-
stead he sailed westward, probably to seek additional aid from 
an ally. King Hogni thanked the peasant and told his crew to set 
sail for the Orkney Islands. He knew that King Hedin had allies 
there.
	 Soon they saw the coast of the Orkneys and circling 
the island they spotted the fleet. It had moored on the western 

shore. King Hogni had men who were better at fighting on 
land than at sea, so he ordered his ships beached in the 

north. They would walk the coast and engage King 
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walked among the dead. She drew out her own sword, a black 
sword forged by the Dvergar. She raised it aloft and chanted 
dark magic rituals upon those who had fallen. For the night the 
corpses and their weapons turned to stone. Her sword ensured 
that all would awaken when the sun’s rays shone upon them, 
alive once more, ready to do battle all over again.
	 Because the corpses were stone, no one could bury 
their dead, and retreat without respecting the fallen would only 
doom those who were left. Both kings had no choice but to stay 
and fight, day after day, with an army that could never truly die.
	 This is known as the battle of Hiadining and it would 
rage until Ragnarok.
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his mother, dressed in gold, came out to offer them ale.
	 “Valiant men, kinsmen of Jotuns,” Tyr’s mother be-
gan, “I invite you to sit behind the cauldrons. My husband has 
been in a foul mood and he is likely to abuse any guests he finds 
by his hearth. He is capricious and protective of his mead.”
	 They sat and talked, recounting stories of Tyr’s 
youth. After a few hours, their revelry was cut short. The hall 
shook, icicles broke off as a hunched and cold Hymir stood in 
the doorway. He had returned from the hunt, his beard covered 
in frost.
	 “Welcome home!” his wife said, “Get in better spir-
its, for your son has come for a visit. You have been eagerly 
awaiting his return. He is accompanied by Veor, an adversary 
of Hrod’s. This would make him an allied-warrior to you and 
your cause.”

	 Jealousy struck Hymir’s heart. He would not be out-
done as Hrod’s nemesis.

	 “See? They sit away from your beloved 
hearth. In fact, they sit under the hall’s cross-

beam, behind the pillar in order to avoid your 
wrath.” Tyr’s mother implied.
	 Hymir glared at the crossbeam and it shat-
tered. His eyes locked into Thor’s. Hymir’s 

anger boiled and eight of the nine cauldrons 
shattered spilling their contents upon the floor. 

Only one cauldron remained undam-
aged, it was the largest and most majes-
tic of them all. He recognized the Jotun 
slayer and was beside himself knowing 
that he would need to be a host to such 

a foul guest. But Hymir was not one to reign in his hospitali-
ty, whomever the visitor. Hymir ordered his servants to cook 
3 bulls for the feast this evening. It was a way for the Jotun to 
show the gods that his hospitality would be greater than any 
appetite they could bring forth. To Hymir’s dismay, Thor ate 
two bulls by himself and went off to bed.
	 That night Hymir thought of his friend Hrungnir. He 
thought of how he could best Thor. How he could send him 
back to Asgard draped with a cloak of shame. He thought late 
into the night.
	 The next morning Hymir and Thor discussed going 
fishing. It would be a good way to determine who would be the 
greater fisherman. Thor asked Hymir for bait and the giant 
replied, “Go into my fields and collect some ox excrement 
as bait.”

	 The Aesir gods returned to Asgard after great deeds 
and accomplishment. They wished to celebrate and cast the 
reddened runes to see who should gain the honor of hosting 
their celebration. Odin divined that the best celebrations 
would be in Aegir’s hall. He wanted to be received with all the 
grandeur that befitted his war-gods, the Aesir. He sent Thor so 
that proper arrangements could be made.
	 With purpose, Thor strode into Aegir’s great hall 
that was atop a mountain. There he found Aegir, cheerful as 
ever, deep in revelry. Fornjot’s son had a child-like innocence 
on his face which Thor wanted to remove. He strode up to Ae-
gir and demanded, “You shall prepare a great feast in the hon-
our of the Aesir!”
	 Thor’s social skills rightfully rubbed Aegir the wrong 
way. He wished to rid himself of Thor as quickly as possible and 
keep him preoccupied elsewhere. 
     He agreed on one condition, “Thor, husband 
of Sif, you must fetch me a cauldron that is large 
enough for me to brew ale for all of the assem-
bled gods.”
	 Knowing that the banquet’s suc-
cess rested on his shoulders, Thor took up 
the quest. He returned to Asgard and began 
asking the Aesir for a large cauldron. No one 
had one of such immense size and Thor was 
running out of options. Tyr approached 
his troubled friend whom he affectionate-
ly called Hlorridi. In secret, Tyr confided 
that he knew someone that had one.
	 “My father Hymir, a wise and 
brave man, lives to the east of the Elivagar. His great hall is at 
Sky’s End. He has a cauldron that will suit your needs; it is a 
cauldron that is five miles deep.” Tyr whispered.
	 “Do you think that we could borrow it?” inquired 
Thor.
	 With a wink Tyr replied, “If we use trickery we may 
just be able to get it.”
	 They left immediately, taking Thor’s goat drawn 
chariot. They traveled hard and fast towards the Elivagar. Then 
they proceeded cautiously until they reached Hymir’s king-
dom at Sky’s End.
	 Thor and Tyr descended into Hymir’s court and Egil 
the attendant came out to secure the goat. Tyr gestured that 
Thor should follow and they entered Hymir’s hall. Tyr found 
his nine-hundred headed ettin grandmother by the hearth and 
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	 Twice Tyr tried to move it. Both times the cauldron, 
known as the Ale-Boat, did not budge. Thor, father of Modi, 
seized the vessel and hauled it up. The floor beneath his feet 
splintered as he wretched it above his head. The mooring 
chains jingled as he carried it out of the hall.
	 They had traveled a good distance when a din 
arose from behind them. They saw Hymir leading a mob of 
multi-headed ettins. Thor put down the cauldron with a deaf-
ening thud and swung Mjolnir hitting every pursuing giant.
	 After another long stretch of travels, one of the goats 
that pulled Thor’s chariot was struck ill with a lame leg. It was 
undoubtedly inflicted by a curse uttered by Loki... but this is 
another tale altogether. Now we wrap up this tale of how Thor 
brought back the greatest of ale cauldrons to Aegir’s hall, and 
how the Aesir spent the winter drinking and celebrating.

	 But Thor had grander aspirations. In the field, he 
spied a black ox, and grabbing it by the horns, he tore off 

its head. “This would be suitable bait for the father of Magni,” 
Thor thought to himself. When he returned to the docks, Hy-
mir was shocked and furious. “What have you done? You are a 
disaster! I should have gone for bait and left you on the boat!” 
Hymir exclaimed.
	 The damage was done and they both rowed out to the 
shallow waters. Thor wanted to row out to the deep parts of the 
sea, where a great catch could be had, but Hymir was content 
to stay in the shallow waters. In fact, Hymir caught two whales 
on a single hook and he turned to Thor beaming with pride. 
Thor ignored him and cast his line far away from the boat, into 
much deeper waters. Using the ox head as bait, he lured in a big 
prey indeed- the legendary serpent that surrounds Midgard, 
Jormungand!
	 Thor pulled mightily until Jormungand was above 
the boat and he then he struck Fenrir’s brother atop his head 
with Mjolnir. The great wyrm shrieked and the scream rever-
berated from the ocean’s floor. It caused tremors that 
could be felt upon the shore. The line snapped and 
the wyrm darted back down into the depths.
	 Hymir was discouraged, because he 
hadn’t been able to get the better of the thun-
der god. They rowed back to shore and Hymir 
tried to setup a situation in which Thor would 
fail. “You need to do half of the work. Either 
you bring the whales to the hall, or you beach 
the boat. What will you do?” Hymir asked 
knowing that both tasks would require great 
strength.
	 Thor chose to do both. He 
grabbed the long-ship by the prow and 
lifted it over his head, water laden and 
filled with cargo. Even the whales were 
carried along by Thor as he performed this spectacular feat of 
strength.
	 This infuriated Hymir even further. He mocked 
Thor’s strength and dared him to break his prized drinking 
goblet. Thor seized it and tried smashing it against a stone, 
but the stone shattered. Undaunted, Thor threw it with such 
might that it went through the wall. When the servants brought 
it back inside it was undamaged and whole. This perplexed the 
thunder god. But Hymir’s lovely wife whispered in Thor’s ear, 
“Smash it against my husband’s head. It is harder than any gob-
let.” she explained.
	 So, Thor took up the goblet once more, drew himself 
up and summoned the might of the gods as he launched it at 
Hymir’s head. It shattered upon impact and Hymir bore not 
a scratch. Hymir’s shoulders slumped in defeat. “Without my 
beloved goblet, I will never proclaim that the ale is ready,” Hy-

mir lamented. “If you can take the cauldron out of my hall, 
it is yours.” Hymir concluded.

Tyr
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faces and their legs began to shake. “We must have broken a 
bone during the meal, and for that we are terribly sorry. We 
will make amends, we will make things right. We don’t have 
much, but you are welcome to anything and everything that we 
have!” Egil pleaded.
	 Their remorse calmed the fury which had been brew-
ing in Thor’s heart. “I will take your children as my squires and 
attendants. They will make up for having damaged Tanngnjos-
tr. I cannot use my chariot anymore with one injured goat. I will 
leave them here in your care.” Egil and his wife were heartbro-
ken, but accepted the god’s terms.

	 Later that morning the four struck out for Jotun-
heim. After crossing the great waters of the Ifing 

River they wandered into the Risivid, a giant 
forest decorated by frozen beauty. All the while 

Thialfi carried Thor’s gear and the Thunder-
er assigned Roskva to helping Loki with his 
travel pack. When it was getting dark, Thor 
instructed Thialfi, “You are a fast runner. We 

will wait here; you go and scout for a suitable 
place for us to make camp.”

	 Thialfi did as instructed and 
found a deep cave which he reported to 
his liege. They went inside and it suited 
them for the night. A few hours later, a 
great earthquake woke them up from 

their slumber. They stood and Thor instructed, “Run deeper 
into the cave and hide in the side chamber. I will guard at the 
entrance with Mjolnir.”
	 They did as Thor commanded but the groaning and 
shuddering ground continued until dawn. The foursome was 
exhausted because none of them could sleep. In the morning, 
they explored the area around the cave and found a monstrous-
ly huge Jotun sleeping. His snores were the source of the 
earthquake. Thor climbed atop the Jotun’s forehead and was 
about to strike, but in that instant, the giant awoke and stood 
up. At his full height, the gods were but the size of his thumb. 
Thor was amazed and reconsidered attacking the Rime Jotun.
	 The Jotun yawned, stretched and looked down at the 
travellers. “You four, what are you doing down there? I recog-
nize you Thor. The Thunder-god does not need introduction. 
My name is Skrymir and I have misplaced my glove… have you 
seen it?” the Jotun said in a loud booming voice.
	 Loki looked at Thor and the Thunderer looked back 
at the Trickster-god as they realized that the cave that they had 

	 Loki and Thor were heading east towards Jotunheim 
when a storm barred their path. They decided to seek shelter at 
a peasant’s home. In exchange for a bed, Thor offered his goats 
for stew. The host agreed and invited them inside. “My name 
is Egil and I live here with my wife and children. We don’t have 
much but we will take you in. With your goat stew in our bellies 
everyone will sleep well.” He said with a smile.
	 Thor took a moment to slaughter the goats that drew 
his chariot, and then he brought in the corpses of Tanngrisnir 
and Tanngnjostr.
	 The peasant was astounded by the sight, “Why 
would you slaughter your goats? How will you travel in 
the morning?”
	 “Don’t worry about them; they are 
magical goats that belong to a god.” Loki re-
plied. Then he went to help Thor cook the 
stew. Thor was careful when removing the 
skin. He put the goat-skins aside in a reverent 
manner. After the meat was cooked, Loki and 
Thor invited the family to the table.
	 “Enjoy the meal,” Thor said, “but I 
ask you to keep their bones intact and 
place them into the skin which sits beside 
your hearth.”
	 “This is delicious!” said the 
boy.
	 “This is my son Thialfi, he is smart and full of life,” 
Egil said, then he looked at his daughter, “and this is my 
daughter Roskva, equally smart and resourceful.”
	 They spoke into the evening and Thialfi was the last 
at the table. He could not get enough of this stew; he had nev-
er tasted anything so delicious. Thialfi broke the bones in his 
bowl and sucked out the marrow, before he placed them upon 
the skin.
	 The next morning, Thor was the first to awaken. He 
took the bones and wrapped them in the skins, and then he 
blessed them with Mjolnir. Magically the skins rose up and two 
live goats stood bleating in the main room. This awakened the 
rest of the household, who looked in astonishment as Tanng-
njostr and Tanngrisnir had returned to life. Tanngnjostr had 
a bad limp; upon closer inspection Thor saw that his leg was 
broken. “Who did this?! Who broke the bones after I clearly 

commanded you not to?!!” he bellowed in fury.
	 The peasant and his family cowered at the sight of an 

angry Thunder-god. The blood drained from their 

Gylfaginning

The Aesir Visit Utgard

Thialfi



237

mir.” Then Thor plotted with the others- there must 
be a way to kill this Jotun. Thialfi suggested Thor strike 
Skrymir’s temple, “It’s the softest part of his skull.”
	 The suggestion made sense, so Thor waited until 
Skrymir was once more asleep before climbing atop the snor-
ing giant. He wound up this time, throwing his own weight be-
hind the blow.
	 “Yowch!” the Jotun yelled as he awoke, throwing 
Thor to the ground. “What was that? Did a bird drop a branch 
atop my head?” Skrymir asked.
	 “It is dawn,” Thor answered uneasily as he changed 
the subject, “it is time for us to continue our trek.”
	 “We are close to the great city of Utgard. Is that 
where you’re going?” Skrymir asked.
	 “Yes,” Thor answered without giving any indica-
tion of their intentions. Loki thought it best to let Thor do the 
talking. This was not a Rime Jotun to be trifled with.
	 “Well I’ve heard you speak about my size, but let me 
warn you, the Jotuns within Utgard are even bigger than I. Do 

not give them trouble, they would not think twice be-
fore squishing you beneath their heels. Do not talk 

ill of their kin or their city, their bruised pride can 
turn violent. If, despite my warnings, you de-
cide to continue, know that you will be alone. 
I will be leaving you now. My travels take me 
north to the Haglkorn Mountains.” Skrymir 
said as he bid them farewell.

	 Thor, Loki, Thialfi, and Roskva travelled 
until midday and the majesty of Utgard came 

into view. It was a city made of stone and 
it had a palisade which was three times as 
tall as their Jotun companion. Everything 
was imposing and overwhelming. When 
they approached the gates, Thor was un-

able to lift the portcullis, so they simply slipped between the 
bars. They were as small as mice in this grand city of Jotun-
heim.
	 They found the doors to the great-hall ajar, so Thor 
and his companions let themselves in. There were many Jotuns 
in attendance, and all were of tremendous size. Loki recog-
nized a few famous faces as they approached the throne. Utgar-
daloki was sitting at the most distinguished seat in the great-
hall, receiving his guests one by one.
	 The four companions waited an inordinate amount 
of time before Utgardaloki acknowledged their presence say-
ing, “News travels slowly in Jotunheim, yet I am aware of your 
visit. Thor you look smaller and weaker than how the stories 
describe you. I hope all of you have some exceptional talents, 
because unless you have extraordinary skills, you will be shown 
the door.”
	 Loki was at the back of the group, hiding behind the 
others. He was failing miserably because he kept trying to 
catch of glimpse of what was exuding such a delicious 

slept in was in fact a giant glove. 
     “I believe we slept inside of it.” Loki offered to show Skrymir 
where it was.
	 “Oh yes that is my glove! I thank you for finding 
it. As a thank you, let me offer you some of my provisions for 
breakfast,” the Jotun proposed and Thor accepted. The Jo-
tun’s backpack had many delicacies and there was enough for 
everyone. After the meal, Skrymir asked, “Where are you go-
ing?”
	 “East,” Thor said without elaborating.
	 “Ah then we go in the same direction. Let us be trav-
elling companions while our road remains the same. I will carry 
all of your provisions; it will make travel a lot easier.” Skrymir 
offered.
	 “Sounds like a good arrangement,” Loki replied. 
They handed Skrymir their provisions and the trek was much 
quicker. They had to hustle to keep up with the Jotun’s long 
strides. At the end of the day, the Jotun suggested that they 
make camp under a giant oak. It was so tall that when they 
looked up they could not see the canopy. Skrymir was 
exhausted and did not wait for an answer, he went 
to lie down and fell asleep. The same rumbling as 
the night before tormented the four travellers 
once again.
	 They were hungry, and decided 
to help themselves to the food in Skrymir’s 
backpack. Try as they might, they could not 
undo the knot that the giant had fastened. The 
harder they pulled, the tighter the knot became. 
Thor became angry and drew out Mjol-
nir. He climbed atop Skrymir’s forehead 
and struck him with all his might.
	 “W-w-what?” Skrymir sput-
tered as he awoke. “Did a leaf fall on my 
forehead?”
	 Thor was flummoxed. He had never seen a Jotun 
shrug off Mjolnir’s blow so easily. He stepped back in awe.
	 “Have you eaten my little friends? Go and eat, I am 
too tired to join you tonight,” Skrymir said untying the back-
pack for them.
	 The four companions sat and ate and discussed the 
power and resilience of their Jotun travel-companion. With full 
bellies, they lay down to sleep, but just as the night before, they 
found it impossible given Skrymir’s snoring. Once more Thor 
climbed atop Skrymir’s forehead, and this time, summoning 
the might of his girdle and gauntlets he struck the Jotun on the 
head. Thor felt the hammer dig into Skrymir’s flesh, but his 
skull did not crack.
	 “What now? Did a pinecone fall on my head?” Skry-
mir asked.
	 Thor felt fear in his belly as this Jotun seemed imper-
vious to his attacks. He retreated quickly and said, “You must 
have had a bad dream. It’s still night, go back to sleep Skry-
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manded. The butler brought out a massive drinking horn, 
large even by Jotun standards. “I challenge you to drain it in 
one draught. Most can drain it in two. Almost everyone can do 
it in three.” Utgardaloki explained.
	 Thor put the horn to his lips. It was a narrow horn, 
but it was very long. In fact, the companions could not see the 
other end. Thor began to drink from it, and he drank as much 
as he could before taking a breath. He looked down in aston-
ishment, it seemed as though the liquid had hardly gone down.
	 “Perhaps you will finish it in two draughts,” Utgar-
daloki taunted.
	 The Thunder-god drank again and he did it for 
as long as his breath allowed. Once he stopped, he inspect-
ed the contents of the horn. The level of his drink had gone 
down even less than the first time. Thor let out a shout has he 
psyched himself up for the third go.
	 “I think you will be able to finish it by the third try.” 
Utgardaloki said in a mocking tone.
	 Thor took a deep breath and drank once more. He 
kept drinking until his chest begged for air. He was waiting for 
his lips to become dry, but the horn stayed full. He quit with 

a disgusted scowl. He looked within and even though he 
drained more on this attempt than the previous ones, 

he still failed at emptying the Forfeit-Horn.
	 “It is clear that the tales about the Thun-

derer have been exaggerated. Perhaps you will 
fare better in a different competition.” Utgar-
daloki suggested. Thor nodded, still amazed 
at the difficulty of the last challenge.
	 “I think something easier is in order. It may 

not seem like much to them, but my friends like 
to lift my cat. You are so much smaller, so per-

haps this is a test of strength which would 
better suited your diminutive size. So, I 
challenge you to lift my cat above your 
head.” Utgardaloki offered as he placed 
the grey can on the floor.

	 Thor walked over to the cat and tried to lift it by 
pushing up on its belly. The cat arched its back and Thor could 
no longer touch its belly. The Thunderer cursed and all the as-
sembled Jotuns laughed.
	 “Just as I suspected, you are too small, even for my 
small cat.” Utgardaloki explained to the Thunder-god.
	 This had Thor roiling in rage. “Get me someone to 
fight! I am mad and will beat anyone you put before me!”
	 “I think anyone here would feel it is beneath them 
to fight such a small and unworthy opponent, perhaps my wet-
nurse Elli would be a suitable challenger. Go and fetch Elli!” 
the king of Utgard commanded.
	 An old crone walked into the hall. She was much 
smaller than the Jotuns, but still larger than Thor. They grap-
pled and wrestled and the god quickly realized he would need 
to use his full strength against this adversary. Despite her ap-

aroma. Suddenly he realized everyone’s eyes were on 
him, so he blurted out, “I bet no one here can eat as much 

or as quickly as I. Who dares challenge me to an eating con-
test?”
	 “The Muspeli Jotun has issued a challenge so I will 
nominate Logi as our champion in this contest!” Utgardalo-
ki declared. Logi came down from the benches and started to 
shrink to Loki’s height, but Loki, being a Jotun increased his 
own size- both were the size of large ogres. A trencher filled 
with meat was laid out in front of them, and each started at their 
own end and ate towards the middle.
	 When the signal was given, both started devouring 
the food in front of them. By the time they hit the center, both 
were at the midpoint, making it appear to be a tie. On closer 
inspection, Loki’s side of the trencher had bones, but Logi had 
devoured the bones with the meat, so Logi was declared the 
winner.
	 Next Utgardaloki asked Thialfi, “What is your tal-
ent? What can you do better than the others assembled before 
me?”
	 “I am fast, so I challenge anyone to beat me at a race 
around Utgard,” Thialfi boasted.
	 “Excellent!” proclaimed Utgardaloki, “I 
will nominate Hugi to run against you. You will 
run three races to determine who is faster.” 
     Both contestants lined up at the front gates 
of the city and they had to run around the pal-
isade and back to the gate. When the signal 
was given, Hugi and Thialfi took off from the 
starting line. Thor was very optimistic be-
cause he had seen how fast the boy could run, 
in fact faster than any of the Aesir gods.
	 Within moments Hugi was so 
far ahead that Thialfi had lost sight of 
him. By the time Thialfi had reached the 
finish line, Hugi had finished the race… 
twice!
	 “Running in a circle, Hugi clearly won, but we will 
all see how Thialfi does in a straight line. Both of you will need 
to run to the Icetooth Mountains and back. The first one back 
into Utgard will win.” Utgardaloki explained.
	 They raced again, and Hugi had reached the moun-
tains while Thialfi was still an arrowshot behind him. By the 
time Thialfi was half way back, Hugi was already celebrating at 
the finish line. With two wins, Hugi was declared the winner of 
the race.
	 Then Utgardaloki turned to Thor, “There have been 
many great tales about your talents and accomplishments, but 
looking at the flea on my floor, I am doubtful. Perhaps the sto-
ries are exaggerated. Will you prove them wrong?”
	 “I can drink more than anyone you put up against 

me!” Thor bragged.
	 “Bring out the Forfeit-Horn,” Utgardaloki com-
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were racing against the speed of my thoughts. Thialfi, 
you are undoubtedly the fastest hero I have ever had the 
pleasure of meeting.” 
	 Then he turned to Thor, Utgardaloki looked him in 
the eye, but at the same time glanced at Mjolnir nervously as 
he spoke, “Thor, I want you to know that the Forfeit-Horn’s 
other end was submerged in the sea. The amount you drank 
was truly remarkable. When you return to the shore, you will 
see that you have lowered the water line with your powerful 
droughts. Now onto my cat… or what you thought was my cat; 
it was Loki’s son Jormungand that I cloaked with an illusion. 
I was afraid Loki would see through the spell, but it held long 
enough for us to to see how truly mighty you are. You managed 
to lift the largest creature known to both gods and giants. We 
were all in shock, but we tried not to show it. Lastly, Elli is the 
Jotun of Withering. She is the living personification of age. 
Most crumple to the ground when attacked by her withering 
touch, but not you Thor, the best she could do was to drop you 
to one knee. That was when we knew we were facing a real and 
imminent threat.”
	 Loki was smiling. Utgardaloki did not have to re-

veal his tricks, but instead he had chosen to give them an 
honourable outcome from their confrontations. It 

was getting very clear that Thor was being seized 
by Modr, his holy rage, so Utgardaloki spoke 

quickly, “Had I known how great you were, I 
would not have risked bringing you into my 
great-hall. I have divulged my secrets now that 
you’ve left Utgard, because in your anger I 
did not want my beloved city harmed. If I have 

my way you will never find the city again, for I 
have cloaked it from your eyes. Farewell, may our 

paths never cross again!” Utgardaloki 
said as he vanished from sight.
	 Thor was ready to fling Mjolnir 
at the city gates when they saw that the 
city had vanished along with its king. The 

challenges posed by Utgardaloki, and the skill of the compan-
ions would become a legend that the skalds would sing for gen-
erations to come.

pearance, she was a worthy. The harder he pushed the more 
she resisted. For a moment, he thought he had her unbalanced, 
but a moment later he was down on one knee, Elli towering 
over him.
	 “That’s enough Elli, don’t hurt Thor too much. Rise 
Thunder-god. It seems that you have been unable to prove your 
worth to us, so I will ask you to leave the great-hall. You are 
welcome to stay the night in Utgard.” Utgardaloki said as he 
dismissed them.
	 The four companions left defeated. They could not 
believe the level of talent that dwelled within Utgard. Asgard 
would be in great peril if these Jotuns attacked.
	 The next morning, they awoke refreshed from their 
stay at an inn. They were more optimistic about their day as 
they descended to the common room for breakfast. There they 
were met by the king of Utgard.
	 “Good morning! I hope you all slept well? I have in-
structed the innkeeper to set a suitable table for our honoured 
guests. Please eat well before you depart from my city. I will 
walk with you for a while since I am heading westward today.” 
Utgardaloki said.
	 They exchanged pleasantries while they ate. 
Thor admitted that he had been embarrassed by the 
challenges from the night before, and that they 
still weighed upon him. When they departed, 
Utgardaloki had a confession to share with the 
foursome:
	 “I prepared a celebratory breakfast 
in your honour this morning. To you it may 
appear that you were defeated last night, but 
I must admit that we stacked the games against 
you. It was I whom you met in the forest. I used 
my illusion spells to take on the likeness 
of Skrymir. I used trick wire to fasten my 
backpack in order to assess your apti-
tude. When you struck my head the first 
time, you nearly killed me. The other 
times I hid beneath the mountain and projected more illusions. 
Instead of striking my head, you struck the mountains. When 
you return, and you pass by that place, you will find vast piles 
of rubble where the mountains used to be.”
	 Thor was getting very angry at hearing these tricks. 
His hand went to his hammer. Loki put his hand on Thor’s, 
to stay his vengeance, and the Trickster-god nodded to Utgar-
daloki so that he could continue. He wished to hear more of 
this trickery and deceit. He was starting to admire this noble, 
yet sneaky king.
	 Utgardaloki continued, “Loki, know that you had no 
chance against Logi, for he is the living personification of fire. 
He burned everything in the trencher, while you ate like a reg-
ular giant, nay a spectacular giant. Logi and I were impressed 
by your voracious appetite.” Next Utgardaloki turned to Thi-
alfi saying, “Hugi was an illusion I created with my mind. You 
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between two scorching flames, in order to torture the truth out 
of the sorcerer.
	 Now Geirrod had a son, and had named him after 
his brother Agnar. The son Agnar brought Grimnir water, and 
told him that his father was wrong to torture an innocent man.
	 The torture went on for eight nights. Every night the 
flames would be brought closer to Grimnir.
	 Odin, refusing to break his guise began to speak, 
“Fire, you scorch me! Recoil from me you wicked flames! 
My clothes burn away from the intense heat, but my resolve 
doesn’t break. I have been bound between these flames for 
eight nights. No one has shown me any sense of hospitality ex-
cept little Agnar. With this spirit, I foresee Agnar as the sole 
ruler of Gotaland.”

	 Grimnir turned towards little Agnar and prophesied, 
speaking in third person, “Hail Agnar! The blessing 

comes from the gods. So long as you live, I assure 
you that your repayment for simple drink will 

never be matched. I spy a holy land which lies 
near the lands of gods and Alfar. Thrudvangar 
is Thor’s home until the Twilight of the Gods. 
Ydalir is the hall which belongs to the god Ull. 
The gods granted Frey a home in Alfgard long 

ago. There is another place where gods congre-
gate beneath a silver roof. It is known as Valask-

jalf and was built for the All Father. Sok-
kvabekk is the fourth great hall of Asgard 
and crashing waves strike its base. The 
hall belongs to Saga. She and Odin drink 
from golden cups daily. The fifth is Glad-

sheim and it shines in bright gold,” Odin paused and grimaced 
in pain as his clothes began to smoulder. Then he continued.
	 “Valhalla is yet another spacious hall. From there 
Odin chooses the dead warriors whom he deems most worthy. 
Valhalla is very distinct and is easily recognizable for the roof is 
held up by spears, the roof is thatched with shields, and armour 
mail pads the benches. A wolf hangs upon Valhalla’s western 
door and an eagle is perched above. The legendary hall has 
six-hundred and forty doors. Through each door eight-hun-
dred Einherjar will march out should-to-shoulder to bear wit-
ness and fight. Andhrimnir the cook of cooks boils the boar 
Saehrimnir in the cauldron Eldhrimnir. The secret of what the 
Einherjar eat is well kept, the most sumptuous of boars. The 
war god Odin feeds his wolves Geri and Freki, but Odin 
subsists on wine alone,” Odin took a sip of the drink 

	 This is a story about King Hrauthung and his two 
sons. Agnar was ten years old and Geirrod was eight. One day 
the sons rowed their boat out over the water, but a strong wind 
blew them out to sea. Their boat smashed up against the rocks, 
and they found their way to a farmstead. There they were tak-
en in by a farmer and his wife. The wife fostered Agnar, and 
Geirrod was fostered by her husband. In the spring, both were 
given a boat and accompanied down to the beach. Before they 
shoved off, the farmer whispered something into Geirrod’s 
ear.
	 The journey home was uneventful and they headed 
into their father’s pier. When they bumped up against the dock 
Geirrod took the oars, jumped out and pushed the boat back 
out to sea. Agnar protested, but Geirrod yelled, “Go wherever 
the trolls take you!”
	 The boat was caught by a swift current 
and was dragged back out into open waters. All 
the while Geirrod returned to his father’s court, 
only to learn that he had passed. With no older 
sibling to take the crown, Geirrod was coro-
nated. With time, he became a famous leader.
	 But the story isn’t as simple as it may 
seem. The farmers were the god Odin and his 
wife Frigga. They kept up to date on how their 
foster children were doing. One day, sitting upon 
Hlidskjalf, the all-seeing throne, Odin 
turned to his wife and said, “Look upon 
your foster son. He lives in a cave, siring 
children with his troll-wife. My foster son 
Geirrod is the king of the land.”
	 But Frigga rebuffed her husband, “Look at your 
foster son, he lets his guests starve and avoids showing proper 
hospitality. Greed has corrupted his heart.”
	 Odin was incensed at Frigga’s characterization and 
he made a wager with her. He would prove that his foster son 
was a good and decent man. Ahead of Odin’s visit, Frigga sent 
her chambermaid Fulla to Geirrod’s court. She warned Geir-
rod that a powerful sorcerer had entered into his kingdom. He 
was so terrible that even the fiercest hounds would avoid him.
	 If truth be told, Frigga was wrong about Geirrod’s 
hospitality, however, Fulla’s warning put Geirrod on edge. 
He ordered the arrest of any man who would scare off hunting 
hounds. It wasn’t long before Odin was captured, wearing his 
blue cloak, he introduced himself as Grimnir. He refused to di-
vulge any more. Geirrod was furious, and had Grimnir bound 
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	 Not, 
	 Nonn and Hronn, Slith and Hrith, Sylg and Ylg, Vil 	
	 and Van, 
	 Vond and Strond, Gjoll and Leiptr, 
	 f low in the land of men, but hence flow to Helheim.
	 Kormt and Ormt and the two Kerlaugar. 
	 All of these rivers Thor must wade into when he goes 
to the council of the gods at the base of Yggdrasill. Know that 
the bridge of the Aesir burns all with flames and the sacred wa-

ters boil. Know the horses which belong to the Aesir: 
	 Glad and Gillir, Gler and Skeidbrimir, Sil-

frintopt and Sinir, 
	 Gils and Falhofnir, Gulltopp and Letfeti. 

	 The gods ride them as they travel to coun-
cil at the base of Yggdrasil.”
	 The boy was captivated; hanging on Odin’s 
every word.

	 “The great cosmic tree Yggdrasil has three 
large roots. Under the first is Hel’s dominion. 

Under the second is the land of the Jo-
tuns. The realm of mankind, Midgard is 
under the third. Ratatosk is a mischie-
vous squirrel that runs up and down 
Yggdrasil’s length. Ratatosk carries 
messages from the eagle above, to the 

dragon Nidhogg below. Upon the highest boughs of the Laerad 
tree, four hearts feast on its leaves. Their names are Dain and 
Dvalin, Duneyr and Durathror.” The All Father’s tone became 
grave. “No mind can fathom the innumerable number of ser-
pents who slither below Yggdrasil. Goin and Moin are Grafvit-
nir’s sons. Grabak and Grafvollud, Ofnir and Svafnir I think for 
ever will gnaw upon the roots of the great ash. No one knows, 
but Yggdrasil is dying. Deer gnaw at it from above, the sides 

decay, and Nidhogg rends it from below.”
	 Odin saw sadness cross Agnar’s face, but 

his father Geirrod sat unmoved. One had a great 
destiny; the other’s fate was quickly running out. 

In order to drive the point home Odin changed 
tracks.
	 “Hrist and Mist are Odin’s personal Valky-
ries. 

	 Skeggiold, Skogul, Hild, Thrud, Hlokk, 
Herfiotur, 

	 Goll, Geirolul, Randgrid, Radgrid and 
Reginleif bring ale to the Einherjar.”
	 Geirrod looked at his prisoner 
and his son and scowled, but Odin con-
tinued unperturbed.
	 “Svalin is his name; he is the 

shield which stands before the sun, before the shining lord. 
Mountains and seas would be vaporized if Svalin wavered. 
Skoll is a wolf who chases the shining lord towards the ward-
ing woods. Hati is the other wolf, the famed destroyer wolf’s 

offered to him by little Agnar. He gazed deeply into Ag-
nar’s eyes, but Agnar stood unflinching as the All Father 

continued.
	 Agnar went to refill the pitcher and Odin went on, 
“Thiassi lived in a hall named Thrymheim, but now Skadi, 
beloved of the gods, lives in her father’s hall. Baldur’s hall is 
known as Briedablik. It is a place where violence cannot enter. 
Heimdall inhabits the great hall of Himinbjorg. Within it he 
enjoys his mead but he is also the ever-watchful guardian of the 
gods. Freya’s hall is Folkvangar and there she chooses 
half of the dead. Odin chooses the other half. Glit-
nir is yet another great and legendary hall, with 
its gold pillars and silver roof. It is the home of 
the law speakers, and within this hall they set-
tle disputes. To Njord, the hall of Noatun be-
longs. It is the faultless ruler of men who sits 
atop the hall’s high timbered walls. Thor’s hall 
Bilskirnir has six-hundred and forty rooms, of 
all thatched halls, Thor’s is the largest. Vidar’s 
home is not a hall, but rather a wood-
home with tall grasses called Vidi. He 
rides there on horseback and prepares 
to avenge his father. Odin roars loud-
ly, clamped in mighty Fenrir’s jaws, the 
wolf’s ferocity is too much for the Einher-
jar to overcome. Valgrind are the holy gates that stand upon 
hallowed fields. The gate is ancient and few know how to open 
it.”
	 Agnar offered Odin more drink, but Odin shook 
his head, wanting to preserve his thoughts and memories, 
“Huginn and Muninn are my ravens. Every day I send them to 
fly over the worlds, but I fear that Huginn may not return, but I 
worry even more about Muninn.”
	 Agnar set the tray down, but remained to listen 
to more.
	 “There is a goat named Heidrun who 
lives atop Valhalla. He grazes upon Laerad’s 
branches. From her udders, she ensures the 
vat of mead is ever-full. Eikthyrnir is the hart’s 
name who also stands upon Valhalla and nib-
bles on Laerad’s foliage. From Eikthyrnir’s 
antlers condensation drips into Hvergelmir 
below. It is the realm from which all rivers run: 
	 Sith and Vith, Soekin and Eikin, Svol 
and Gunnthro, 
	 Fjorm and Fimbulthul, Rin and 
Rinnandi, Gipul and Gopul, 
	 Gomul and Geirvimul, they 
flow around the treasure hoard of the 
gods. 
	 Thyn and Vin, Tholl and Holl, Grath and Gunn-

thorin, Vina is high one,
	 Vegsvinn the other, the third, Thjothnuma, Nyt and 	
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Svidur and Svidrir I was called while in Sokkmimir’s 
hospitality, when I duped the old Jotun’s son. Under that 
title I slew Midvitnir’s son in combat.”
	 Geirrod’s eyes widened as the truth, like the blazing 
rays of the sun, cut through the fog of his mind. His mouth 
moved but no sounds escaped. Odin’s fury was almost tangible 
as he declared, “Drunk are you, Geirrod! You drank too much. 
You have lost my support. You have lost the support of my Ein-
herjar. You have lost the All Father’s favour! I have shared a lot 

of wisdom, but you do not listen. Your friends have be-
trayed you. I see your sword stained with my friend’s 

blood. Now your body will taste steel and I will 
have your corpse. Your life is forfeit. The Disir 

have turned away, see me in my glory!”
	 In an instant, the flames were snuffed out 
and the shackles turned to dust.
	 “Odin is my name and I have been called 

Terrible-One!”
	 King Geirrod rose suddenly and the un-

sheathed sword which lay across his lap 
fell to the floor, hilt first. As he stood, he 
stumbled and fell onto the sword, pierc-
ing his heart. He died instantly and in-
gloriously. Young Agnar turned to where 
Odin was standing, but he was gone.

	 Agnar became king, and he ruled for a long time.

son. Hati chases the bright bride of the firmament. The earth 
was fashioned from Ymir’s flesh and from his blood the sea was 
poured. The mountains were forged from his bones. Likewise, 
trees were derived from his hair. From his skull, the sky was 
installed, and clouds were formed from his brains. With Ymir’s 
eyelashes, the glorious gods made Midgard for mankind.”
	 Geirrod interjected, “The world is mine old man! 
Your words ring hollow sorcerer, you will burn!”
	 Odin could not believe that his words were falling on 
deaf ears; even little Arnar understood the gravity of the 
situation. Odin sighed, “To the one who quenches 
the flames, may he have Ull’s protection and the 
blessing of the gods. For those who douse the 
flames, the gods will grant them the world.”
	 Arnar interjected, “Are the Dvergar 
also benevolent?”
	 Odin replied, “Long ago, Ivaldi’s 
sons crafted Skidbladnir, the best of long-
ships, for Njord’s son Frey. Know that Yggdra-
sil is the most wondrous of all trees. Skid-
bladnir is the most awesome of ships. 
Odin is the mightiest Aesir god. Sleipnir 
is the most splendid of steeds. Bifrost is 
the most wondrous of bridges. Bragi is 
the best poet of all the realms. Habrok is 
the most magnificent of hawks. Garm is the most ferocious of 
hounds.”
	 Odin’s body relaxed in the heat of the flames, the 
fire no longer searing his flesh. He stood tall and stood proud. 
Arnar whispered in awe “...and the greatest of the gods...” he 
trailed.
	 The All Father spoke in a triumphant tone as Geir-
rod’s dull wit was working hard to catch up. 
    “I have revealed my face to the sons of the gods. The as-
sistance from a higher power is coming, rising from 
Aegir’s benches and leaving Aegir’s feast. 
	 I have been called Grim, Gangleri, 
Herjan, Hjalmberi, Thekk, 
	 Thrithi, Thuth, Uth, Helblindi, Har, 
Sath, Svipdal, Sanngetal, 
	 Herteit, Hnikar, Bileyg, Baleyg, 
Bolverk, Fjolnir, Grimm, Grimnir, 
	 Glapsvith, Fjolsvith, Sithhott, Siths-
kegg, Sigfather, Hnikuth, 
	 All Father, Valfather, Atrith and 
Farmatyr. 
	 By one name I have not been 
known when I traveled among mankind. 
They called me Grimnir in Geirrod’s hall. 
They called me Jalk in Asmund’s hall. I was known as Kjalar 
when I drew the sled. They called me Thror at the Althing. I 
went by the name Vidur in battle and among the gods I was 
known as Oski, Omi, Jafnhar, Biflindi, Gondlir and Harbarth. 
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ple purse of gold. Such a wondrous necklace will fetch a great 
price.” Dvalinn replied.
	 “I wonder who would bid for such a fine treasure. I 
suspect many goddesses and Jotun maidens will desire to pos-
sess Brisgamen,” Berling said with the intent to drive Freya 
mad with desire.
	 “I must have it,” Freya pleaded. “Please do not sell it 
to another, tell me your price, I will pay it.”

	 Dvalinn stroked his beard and his eyes narrowed. 
His grin revealed uneven teeth as he laid out their 

terms. “You will only get Brisgamen if you spend 
one night in each of our beds. If you give us 

each a night of pleasure, the most beautiful of 
all necklaces will be yours,” The other Dvergar 
were eagerly nodding in agreement.
	 Freya bit her lip as she weighed the cost. 
“May I hold the necklace?” she asked.

	 They let her touch it, but their clawed 
hands never let go of the treasure.
	 The goddesses’ hand trembled. 
She was unsure if it was induced by the 
cost or the prize. In a soft tone, she whis-
pered, “I agree to your price.”

###
	 Back upon Hlidskjalf, Odin sat watching for four 
nights. His anger mounted at the shame Freya had brought 
upon the Aesir. If the All Father had his way, none of his kin 
would debase the Aesir title by carousing with the lowly Dver-

gar. In his mounting fury and shame, he hatched a plan. Us-
ing Mithotyn, he ensured that Loki found out about 

Brisgamen. Mythotyn would be his buffer so he 
could have deniable credibility. He knew his 

blood brother well and was counting on Loki 
stealing the necklace. Odin would find satis-
faction in knowing that Freya would be hurt. 
Her prize would be gone and she would re-
main with the memory of the price she paid.

	 Learning about Brisgamen from Mitho-
tyn, Loki shape-changed into a fly and flew into 

Freya’s hall. He found her asleep wear-
ing. She was wearing the resplendent 
necklace. He managed to undo the clasp 
but realized that the weight of her neck 
denied him the prize. He had to sting her 

lightly to get her to shift in her sleep and then he freed Bris-
gamen.
	 Odin was pleased that Loki had stolen Bris-

	 Freya crawled out of Odin’s bed one morning and 
looked out at Asgard. The city had been fun at first, but being 
within the walls felt stifling. ‘Is this all there is?’ the goddess 
asked herself. Freya received most of her enjoyment from her 
brothers and sisters in arms. Her eyes went over to Odin, still 
sleeping in bed. She picked up Frigga’s gown and wondered 
what the goddess thought of her husband’s promiscuity. Then 
her eyes fell on another gown crumpled behind the war-chest. 
That one clearly did not belong to Frigga. ‘All Father 
indeed.’ Frigga mused as he turned under the bear 
skins. Odin awoke, but kept his eyes closed.
	 “Glapsvidr,” She whispered in his ear 
and she stroked his beard. It was her pet name 
for Odin; it meant ‘seducer’. “You receive so 
many rings from Draupnir, will you give me 
one today? I wish to buy something nice… 
perhaps some perfumes or some woad dye for 
my new shawl.”
	 “Let me sleep woman,” Odin 
said grumpily. Something had both Odin 
and Frigga in a foul mood. Freya hoped 
it wasn’t contagious, so she hopped out 
of bed and wrapped up in a thick blanket 
she climbed the stairs up to Hlidskjalf. The gods and goddess-
es had been warned not to trifle with the magical throne, for in 
addition to great visions, it always carried a curse.
	 From the throne, she looked over the worlds look-
ing for something interesting. Her eyes peered into Nidavellir 
and she saw four Dvergar forging the most beautiful of neck-
laces. She had never seen anything so bewitchingly 
breathtaking. Quickly she dressed and flew to the 
Dvergar using her falcon cloak.
	 “I am astonished by what you have 
created,” Freya said in greeting, “this necklace 
is surely fit to adorn the neck of a goddess such 
as myself.”
	 The four Dvergar were named Dva-
linn, Alfrik, Berling and Grer. They looked at 
the goddess and their eyes were filled with de-
sire.
	 “A pretty necklace for a pretty 
goddess?” Alfrik observed.
	 “Indeed a rare beauty …one 
that even the Jotuns covet.” Grer added.
	 “I have gold coin,” Freya said, revealing a full purse. 
“How much?” she asked with obvious anticipation.
	 “Oh Brisgamen is worth so much more than a sim-

How Freya Received Brisgamen
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message of Brisgamen was in his voice, but he spoke another 
man’s words.” Loki said implying he knew that Odin had set 
these events into motion.
	 “Loki sometimes I do not give you enough credit, 
I…” the All Father trailed off, looking at the falcon in the raf-
ters. He shifted uncomfortably in his throne and continued, 
“…and sometimes the Aesir forget their station. If the Aesir are 
to rule Yggdrasil, we must exude power and authority. Giving 
into the demands of lesser vermin only undermines our credi-
bility with the other realms.”
	 Loki was clearly lost. He scratched his head, wonder-
ing how these words applied to him. He missed the fact that 
Odin was lecturing Freya.
	 On this day, like many others, Odin had his way; how-
ever it came at a cost. He had fed the resentment in both the 
Trickster-god and Freya, and had stoked anger and discontent 
between Heimdall and Loki. A storm was brewing in the gold-
en city.

gamen, but an unforeseen complication had developed. Freya 
came to see the All Father with Heimdall in tow.
	 “Odin! Loki has stolen something very dear to me. 
It is a new necklace that I bought in the markets of Nidavellir. 
I want justice!” she demanded angrily. Heimdall stood behind 
her, a stern look upon his face.
	 “How do you know that it was Loki’s doing?” Odin 
asked, hoping to end the drama.
	 “Heimdall can smell the freshly pressed gold. The 
guardian of Bifrost can hear the clinking of the chains against 
the choker. He saw the radiant shimmer as Loki left Asgard. 
We are certain it is your blood-brother that took the necklace.” 
Freya stated in a way that ended any further speculation.
	 Odin stroked his beard. He was not immune to the 
curse of Hlidskjalf. He had sat upon the throne for four nights, 
and now he had manipulated four of his kinsmen to partake in 
his revenge. Freya, Heimdall, Loki and Mithotyn would sense 
immense betrayal if they learned of the deception and intrigue 
woven by their king.
	 “Heimdall, I command you to capture Loki. Retrieve 
the necklace without harming our Trickster-god. I am sure it 
was just a prank. Do not speak with him; I alone will judge his 
actions. Capture him and bring him to me.” 
	 The warden of Asgard bowed and departed on his 
quest. Freya remained to study Glapsvidr’s face. Odin had a 
hand in this, she was sure, but he was not going to reveal his 
part.
	 The Guardian of Bifrost rode after the Trickster-god. 
Looking back, Loki realized that he would not be able to out-
run Heimdall on foot, so he dove into the river. He swam deep 
and changed his shape into that of a seal. Heimdall had antic-
ipated this and was prepared. He had been watching Loki for 
a very long time knowing that the day would come when he 
would have to capture the trickster. For this reason, he had the 
Dvergar forge him an arm ring that would allow him to shape 
change into any animal. As the Warden of Asgard leapt off his 
horse he shape-changed into a seal and dove into river. Seal 
chased seal and the two fought violently.
	 After fighting for hours, Loki was finally worn out 
and Heimdall’s incredible stamina carried him to victory. Loki 
was returned to Asgard in chains and the Guardian of Bifrost 
returned Brisgamen to Freya. She thanked Heimdall and 
quickly closed the doors to her hall. She was eager to spy on 
Odin and Loki’s conversation. She shape changed into a falcon 
and flew to Idavoll.
	 “Your blood oath means nothing!” Loki spat glaring 
at the All Father.
	 “I have a duty to maintain law and order among my 
people. You stole what was not yours, so I ordered Heimdall 
to make things right,” Odin said defensively. “Now that they 
are right, I hope that you learned your lesson. I will honour my 

oath and trust that you do not need further punishment.”
	 “You forget that I know you all too well. Mithotyn’s 
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	 Freya brought him a drink and then as he reached for 
it she poured it over his head. As he stood she invoked Thor. In 
an instant Thor came through the door, Mjolnir raised, ready 
to strike. Hrungnir backed up a step, looking at the Modr 
building within the Thunderer.
	 “Don’t lay a finger on Freya!” Thor cautioned, “I 
will crush your skull Jotun!” the Thunder-god threatened.
	 “You cannot touch me,” Hrungnir countered, “I am 
an invited guest beneath your roof.”
	 “Who would invite you?!” Thor demanded.
	 “Your father Odin, so you see, you cannot lay a fin-

ger upon me,” Hrungnir replied coyly.
	 “Fine!” Thor said, putting Mjolnir down 

upon the table beside him. The Thunderer was 
served some ale and he drank heartily before 

finishing. “I can wait until you leave my father’s 
hospitality. Then I will break every bone in 
your body!”
	 “That would not be very honourable, to 
attack an unarmed foe. They will call you 

‘Thor the murderer’. If you are so powerful, I 
challenge you to a Holmgang at Griotunagard. 

It is upon the frontier between both our 
realms.” Hrungnir taunted.
	 Thor was excited, he had never 
been challenged to a Holmgang before, 
“Sure, in three nights we meet upon Gri-

otunagard.”
	 The Jotun warrior finished his drink and left. He 
rode back to Jotunheim and began to prepare for the duel. 
Word spread of this spectacle, and many Jotuns came to con-
gratulate Hrungnir for his bravery. He was the best and bravest 
of the Jotuns, so they all wanted him to succeed. It is said that 
Hrungnir had a heart made of stone. It was spiky and had three 
points, one for bravery, one for brutality, and the last for maj-
esty.
	 Hrungnir was confident. He had a shield that had 
been forged by several master blacksmiths. It would resist 
Mjolnir’s blow. Hrungnir also owned a giant whetstone that he 
could throw at great distances. All those that he struck with 
this improvised weapon had been instantly killed. Hrungnir 
wanted to guarantee victory, so he and his kin worked on build-
ing a clay golem that was nine leagues in height. To give it life, 
they instilled into it the heart of a mare. Hrungnir chose his 
most fearsome and wild mare for the sacrifice. They named the 

	 On a dark and rainy day, Odin rode Sleipnir into 
Jotunheim. He was following Thor, curious to what drew his 
son to the realm of the Rime Jotuns. As he ventured past the 
river Iving, the rain turned into snow. Visibility was becoming 
a problem, so the All Father sought refuge.
	 Odin found himself at a Rime Jotun’s hall. The gi-
ant hailed him, “Rider! Who is it that hides behind the gold-
en helm? What manner of steed do you ride? It seems like an 
impressive breed... one that can ride through the air and over 
water.” The Jotun was like no other that Odin had ever seen. 
His skin was stone-like and his voice sounded like gravel on 
broken glass.
	 “I am Odin, leader of the Aesir gods and I 
ride Sleipnir, the finest and fastest horse in all of 
the nine worlds. I would wager that it is faster 
than any horse bred in Jotunheim,” the All Fa-
ther said proudly.
	 “It is a fine horse no doubt, but my 
stallions are the best steeds of all. Fancy a 
race? Your Sleipnir against my Gullfaxi.” chal-
lenged Hrungnir
	 “What is your name? I will wager my 
head that you will lose!” Odin taunted.
	 “You anger me with your ob-
noxious words. You will know Hrung-
nir’s fury when I beat you and take your 
head!” the giant replied. He mounted 
Gullfaxi and chased after Sleipnir. They rode hard, but for all 
their efforts, they could not catch Loki’s son.
	 Odin rode into Asgard. Hrungnir was so furious at 
losing; he did not realize where he was until he came to a stop 
next to the All Father. “Hrungnir, you rode well, but Sleipnir 
and I got the better of you. I invite you into Bragi’s hall for a 
drink.”
	 The Jotun agreed, and sampled everything Bragi had 
to offer. When the drink had control of his mind, his tongue 
began to wag. “...Valhalla? Is that your most fabulous hall? I 
will drag your hall into my kingdom and we’ll make it an out-
house.” Several gods buried their faces in their drink to avoid 
starting an argument.
	 The lack of rebuke led Hrungnir to continue his dia-
tribe, “What a bunch of women. You lot won’t even stand up to 
me, and you call yourselves gods and brave warriors. I will kill 

every last one of you and take Sif and Freya and add them 
to my harem.”

Thor Fights Hrungnir
Skaldskaparmal

Magni
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must look at your wound. From all your adventures 
hunting Naglfar, this is your most grievous.” Odin 
scowled at Thor’s companion. When they arrived back in 
Thrudvangar, Aurvandil suggested, “I know a woman that 
could help you. Her name is Groa and I will summon her.”
	 When Groa arrived, she began her magical chants 
and the whetstone began to loosen. Then Thor said, “I feel it 
loosening. You are an amazing woman. Let me give you a night 
of pleasure as my thanks for removing the whetstone from my 
skull.”
	 But the enchantress refused him saying, “I cannot 
accept. Aurvandil is my husband; I do all of this for his glory.”
	 “His glory? Is it his glory you seek? Did he not tell 
you in his boundless humility? I have immortalized him in the 
heavens, enshrining his name in legend.” Thor explained. 
“We were returning from Jotunheim when we had to cross the 
Elivagar. Crossing I carried your husband in a basket so that 
he could not be harmed by the intense cold, but his toe was 
sticking out. That toe froze, and when we returned to Asgard 

I snapped it off and threw it into the heavens. It is now a 
star in the night sky.”

	 Groa was so pleased that she forgot the rest 
of the chant and Thor remained lamed with the 

whetstone in his skull. That is why you always 
hand a whetstone; you never throw it.

golem Mokkurkalfi.
	 Thor was accompanied by Thialfi his squire. Thialfi 
was a great help to Thor, running important errands, obtain-
ing information of where his liege should strike, and managing 
the homestead when Sif was away. For this duel, Thialfi rode 
ahead, saying, “Take your time to get there, I will scout Grio-
tunagard and I’ll make sure that they haven’t set a trap for you.”
	 Thor nodded in agreement. He trusted his squire 
with his life. Thialfi reached Griotunagard and found Hrung-
nir standing beside Mokkurkalfi. “Hail Hrungnir, I am Thialfi. 
I have come to ensure that the fight is fair and honourable. I see 
that you are unprepared for my liege.”
	 “What do you mean unprepared?” roared Hrungnir 
in anger.
	 “I see, I guess you didn’t know. My liege knows 
about your shield, so he plans to attack you from below. He will 
strike from beneath the ground you see.” Thialfi lied.
	 Hrungnir grunted. He was upset with himself for 
not thinking about that possibility. He unslung his shield and 
placed it upon the ground, standing on it he replied, 
“You see? I’m ready for any eventuality!”
	 Thialfi nodded and winked, mock-
ing Hrungnir’s intelligence. Then a very loud 
thunderclap was heard overhead, and Hrun-
gnir realized he had been played. Everyone 
looked up and saw Thor descending from the 
storm clouds, lightning flashing at his back. 
Mokkurkalfi was terrified and wet itself. The 
Jotun was quick to recover and he launched 
the whetstone at the Thunderer. In response, 
Thor launched Mjolnir at Hrungnir and 
the two weapons collided in mid-air. The 
whetstone was shattered and a big chunk 
broke off and hit Thor in the head. It was 
lodged into his skull. Mjolnir continued 
its flight and struck its target. Hrungnir’s skull exploded from 
the impact and he was instantly killed. Thor fell out of the sky, 
unable to stay conscious.
	 As Hrungnir fell, he landed atop the Thunder-god, 
his leg crushing Thor’s neck. Thialfi attacked Mokkurkalfi and 
the golem gave up with little resistance. Thialfi reduced the 
clay golem to rubbish and then he turned to help Thor. Despite 
all his efforts, he could not move Hrungnir’s leg. Other Aesir 
tried, all without success. Finally, Magni, Thor’s three-year old 
son came and lifted the leg from his father’s neck.
	 Thor rose and was deeply impressed with his young 
son, “Magni, for that brave feat of strength, I will give you Gull-
faxi. He is a fine steed and you have earned him today,” Thor 
said to his son.
	 “That is a mistake,” Odin said, “such a fine steed 
is wasted upon a three-year old. You should give it to your fa-
ther.” Odin was, of course, referring to himself.
	 Cutting Odin off, Aurvandil said, “Come Thor, we 

Hrungnir
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posed to you. I am so glad you accepted my wedding proposal. 
Now we will go to my kingdom beneath the sea and there we 
will live a happy life.” The young man said.
	 Egle considered the offer. He was very handsome 
and eloquent, but she would miss her family terribly. Before 
she could make up her mind, the island sank beneath the waves 
and they were transported to a kingdom of water snakes. Egle 
was terrified at first, but her husband to be provided her with 

everything her heart desired. She had the finest gowns, the 
most delicious food and the most impressive castle.

	 With time Zilvine won Egle’s heart and 
the two were married. They had four children 

together, three sons named Azuolas, Uosis and 
Berzas; and they also had one daughter whom 
they named Drebule. Life under the waves was 
a paradise and the children grew up in bliss.
	 Once day Azuolas asked Egle, “Mother, 

who are our grandparents? Tell us about your 
parents. Are they still alive? Can we go visit 

them?”
	 This rekindled a great sadness in 
Egle’s heart and she asked Zilvine if she 
could return with the children so they 
could meet her side of the family. He 

thought about it and smiled saying, “Sure, but first I’ll need 
you to finish that tapestry that I had asked you about.”
	 “It is large and magical, I don’t know if I can do it.” 
Egle replied.
	 “Take as long as you need.” her husband told her.
	 She worked hard every day, but didn’t make much 
progress. The thread was humid from the nature of the un-
dersea kingdom, making the loom unusable. Frustrated, she 
sought out a wise-woman of the realm.
	 “Tell me wise-elder, how can I complete this tapes-
try. My thread sticks in the loom and I cannot complete my 
work.” Egle lamented.
	 “Take this wood and build a fire. Run the thread over 
this magical fire and you will be able to complete your work.” 
the old woman replied.
	 Egle did as the wise woman suggested and the magi-
cal tapestry was completed. She asked her husband once more 
if he would allow her to visit her family.
	 “Soon, I need another task completed before you 
go. I have these iron shoes and I cannot wear them until 
the soles are filed down,” he replied. “Can you file 

	 In the lands east of the Baltic there lived an old king 
and queen. They had twelve sons and three daughters. Their 
youngest daughter was named Egle. One day all three girls 
went to the lake to bathe. They left their clothes on the grassy 
shore and splashed around to beat the summer heat. 
	 When they were done, they returned to dress but 
Egle found a surprise in her shirt. There slithering out of it 
was a serpent. As the girls tried to shoo it away, it rose up and 
spoke to them. “I will leave your shirt if you promise to marry 
me.”
	 Egle and her sisters were amazed; they 
had never heard a snake speak before. “Go away, 
return to whence you came,” Egle commanded. 
The other girls were waving their hands men-
acingly, trying to drive away the snake.
	 “I will leave your shirt if you prom-
ise to marry me,” repeated the serpent as it 
coiled around her shirt.
	 “Why would I marry a snake? Leave 
us alone!” demanded Egle.
	 “I will leave your shirt if you 
promise to marry me,” repeated the ser-
pent a third time.
	 Exasperated, Elge agreed, if 
only to get the snake to leave them alone. “Sure, I will, just 
go!”
	 “I will go, but I will return for you in three days,” the 
serpent promised. It slithered into the tall grass, allowing the 
girls to dress. They ran home and told their parents. No one 
believed their tale, thinking that the girls had fabricated the 
story to get some attention.
	 Nine days later, everyone’s disbelief was shattered. 
From the west came a knot work of snakes. The hoard over-
ran the kingdom, crawling into every home and invading ev-
ery room in the royal castle. They refused to leave without 
Egle. The king’s men tried to fight them, but they were over-
whelmed. Once they located the youngest daughter, lifted her 
upon a throne and carried her west.
	 Many of the king’s guard rode after Egle, but they 
could do nothing but watch as she was carried out into the sea. 
They brought her to an island in the Baltic where a young man 
awaited her arrival.
	 “Who are you?” Egle asked, relieved to see another 
person.
	 “My name is Zilvine and I am the serpent that pro-
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	 The second night, Egle’s siblings armed themselves 
in secret and lured Uosis to the beach saying, “Call out to your 
father. Summon him to the beach.” Uosis suspected foul play 
and declined to place his father in a trap.
	 They figured that it would be easier to manipulate 
the youngest child, so they brought Drebule with them to the 
beach saying, “Call out to your father. Summon him to the 
beach.”
	 Drebule started to cry. “I miss him so much,” she 
whimpered. Then she recited the words that her father had 
taught them:
	 “Zilvine, Zilvine, Zilvine, 
	 Send us white frothing waves if you live, 
	 But send us crimson tinged waves if you have died.”
	 The water began to roil and white crested waves 

crashed upon the beach. From the surf Zilvine emerged. 
Egle’s family attacked, striking many vicious blows 

and they killed him. Egle’s sisters took Drebule 
away from the beach so that she would not wit-

ness her father’s death.
	 On the ninth night Egle remembered that 
she must return to her husband, so she said 
her goodbyes and headed to the beach with 
her children. When they waded into the wa-

ters, Egle recited the words:
	 “Zilvine, Zilvine, Zilvine, 

	 Send us white frothing waves if 
you live, 
	 But send us crimson tinged 
waves if you have died.”
	 Then the water began to roil and 

crimson crested waves crashed upon the beach. Egle’s eyes 
welled up with tears. She cried out to sea, “Zilvine!”
	 As the waves crashed around her she heard her hus-
band’s voice, “My love, your family tricked Drebule into sum-
moning me to the beach. When I arrived, they attacked and 
killed me.”
	 Egle was furious. She called down a curse upon her 
family. She turned her daughter into a quaking aspen, saying, 
“You will be weak and feeble, swayed by whatever wind blows 
your way.” Egle turned Azuolas into an oak, Uosio into an ash 
and Berzas into a birch. Egle turned into a spruce. 
	 Egle’s curse extended to her family and their sub-
jects. This is how an entire kingdom disappeared overnight 
and by morning a magical forest had appeared. Anyone who 
travelled through Egle’s Wood always felt an inexplicable sor-
row in their hearts.

them using this stone grinder?”
	 “I’ll try,” Egle replied. Try as she might, the stone 

grinder could not grind into the iron. Again, she returned to 
the wise-woman.
	 “You can grind day and night, but that stone mill will 
not file the iron. Take those shoes to the dwarven cobbler, he 
will have the right tools for the job.” the old crone suggested.
	 Egle did as the wise-woman said and to her surprise 
the cobbler returned the shoes- filed as requested. “Here my 
husband, I have done as you asked. Can you please let the chil-
dren and I visit my family?” Egle asked.
	 “I have one more request for you. If you do it, I will 
raise the island so that you could return for your visit. I need 
you to bake your special meat pie. If you don’t I will go hungry 
in your absence.” Zilvine said with a frown.
	 Egle agreed. She baked and baked, but the 
pie would not rise and the crust would not flake. 
Her kitchen was bare and many of her ingredi-
ents had gone missing. Egle decided to ask the 
wise-woman for aid.
	 “You are missing the yeast. I have 
some for you, take it and complete your meat 
pies.” replied the old crone.
	 She returned with the proper in-
gredients and baked the pie to her husband’s 
satisfaction. He smiled at her and took her hands 
in his saying, “Please do not leave me for 
more than nine nights. Promise me that 
you will return before the tenth sunrise.”
	 “I promise!” Egle said kissing 
her husband. The island rose-up to the 
surface and the snakes carried the family to the coast.
	 Zilvine explained, “When you call me to get you, 
please use this specific phrase. I will know it is you and the 
children if I hear you say: 
	 Zilvine, Zilvine, Zilvine, 
	 Send us white frothing waves if you live, 
	 But send us crimson tinged waves if you have died.
	 Do not speak this to anyone, this way I will be sure 
that only my beloved family calls to me.” 
	 Egle and the children promised to do so and then 
they left for the castle. They were reunited with the family and 
celebrations were called throughout the kingdom. Everyone 
was happy that the princess had returned. Egle spoke of her 
life under the sea and how Zilvine loved and cared for them.
	 The family was upset that she had to return. They be-
lieved that Zilvine was evil and wished to keep Egle all to him-
self, so they hatched a plan to kill him. They would get Egle’s 
children to lure him to the beach so that they could kill him.
	 The first night, Egle’s siblings armed themselves in 
secret and lured Azuolas to the beach saying, “Call out to your 

father. Summon him to the beach.” Azuolas suspected foul 
play and declined to place his father in a trap.

Egle
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would pardon you.” Arawn offered.
	 “How will I recognize him? How will I meet him?” 
asked Pwyll.
	 “Havgan and I have set a time and place for a duel. 
We will meet a year from tonight at the Ford. It is there that 
you will see him and kill him. You will do it under my name, 
for I will cast a spell and we will switch bodies. I will also send 
you with a most beautiful woman who will be your companion.” 
Arawn replied.
	 “A year? That is a very long time to appear as Arawn, 
king of Annwvyn. Who will govern my lands?” Pwyll asked.
	 “We will switch roles. I will appear in your likeness 

and will govern Dyved in your stead. I will take great 
care of your Cantevs. We will meet back here after 

the duel.” Arawn clarified. “There is one other 
thing… you will strike him dead with one stroke. 

Do not strike him a second time, even if he 
asks. It is a trick.”
	 “It is agreed!” Pwyll said in response. That 
is when Arawn cast his enchantments and both 
exchanged bodies. The world looked different 

to Pwyll, as if he had crossed over into another 
world.

	 Pwyll rode to Annwvyn and was 
greeted with squires who took his hunt-
ing clothes and bow. The palace was mag-
nificent and many servants ensured that 
every need was met. He sat for dinner 

and the queen joined him, dressed in an exquisite yellow gown. 
She was the most beautiful woman he had ever seen and her 
wits were as sharp as her looks. She was the embodiment of 
nobility and Pwyll was amazed. They dined on the most sump-
tuous foods and they slept in the most comfortable bed. He 
honoured Arawn and did not defile his wife. Living in comfort, 
the year passed quickly.
	 It was time to go to the Ford, the duel was upon them. 
Pwyll under the guise of Arawn, the queen and their army rode 
to the Ford. There they met Havgan and his army. A neutral 
noble raised his voice so both armies could hear.
     “Today Havgan and Arawn will fight in a duel. No one else is 
to fight or interfere with their battle. The winner will claim the 
loser’s kingdom as well as the armies that defend it.”
	 The battle began and Havgan was slow and Pwyll 
landed the first blow. It was a mighty blow that cracked Hav-
gan’s shield, pierced through his armour and dealt a lethal 

	 Pwyll was the lord of the seven Cantevs of Dyved. 
He was a very honourable man, always true to his word. The 
prince’s seat of power within his kingdom was at Narberth. 
It was his chief palace and it was purposely built adjacent to 
plentiful hunting grounds, for it was Pwyll’s favourite pastime. 
When he rode deep into the woods he would get to Glyn Cuch, 
which was his preferred spot for game.
	 On one fateful evening, Dyved departed Narberth for 
a hunt. Accompanied by his companions and hunting hounds, 
Dyved rode his horse to Llwyn Diarwyd. There they made 
camp for the remainder of the night, and at daybreak they set 
out once more. Approaching Glyn Cuch, his hounds ran ahead 
as they picked up a scent. His companions also chased 
after their own hounds and Pwyll was left alone in a 
glade.
	 Pwyll heard his hounds, then the 
barks and growls of other dogs chimed in. He 
followed the sound to a clearing where a great 
stag was being chased by another’s hounds. 
He did not recognize those dogs; they were 
snow white and had red tipped ears. Within 
moments those hounds caught and dragged the 
stag to the ground.
	 Those hounds glowed and it 
unsettled the prince and he chased them 
away, setting his own dogs upon the kill. 
The hounds ran to their master, a rider 
entering the clearing riding a pale grey 
stallion. He wore grey woollen hunting clothes and a horn 
hung from a strap that was slung across his shoulders. His grey 
appearance almost looked spectral in nature.
	 “Prince, I know who you are, but I refuse to greet 
you,” the strange man said.
	 “Are you of higher stature than the Prince of Dyved?” 
Pwyll said arching an eyebrow. “Is that why you will forego a 
proper greeting?”
	 “No,” the man said simply, “it is because of your dis-
courtesy. Only a man with foul manners would chase away the 
hounds of the hunter who made the kill.”
	 “I agree with you and I apologize. It was in poor 
form,” replied Pwyll. “May I know your name stranger? How 
could I make amends?”

	 “I am Arawn, a King within the greater kingdom 
Annwvyn. Havgan, a neighbouring king, initiates war 

against me. If you would rid me of this aggressor, I 

Arawn
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returned to their original bodies. King Arawn of An-
nwvyn returned to find a happy and united kingdom. He 
was most pleased to return to the arms of his wife.
	 Likewise, Prince Pwyll returned to the seven Cantevs 
of Dyved. He was curious to see the state of his kingdom, so 
he summoned his nobles for an assembly and asked, “Tell me, 
how was my rule in the last year?”
	 The nobles burst into smiles and they spoke of his 
generosity and his fair judgement. They loved his new style 
of governance and they hoped it would continue. Pwyll swore 
that it would, and he related the news that the kingdom of An-
nwvyn would be a close ally to Dyved. In the coming weeks and 
months many great gifts were exchanged by the two leaders.

blow. As Havgan lay bleeding to death, he winced and said, 
“You have beat me, now put me out of my misery. Strike me a 
fatal blow so that I may die without any lingering pain.”
	 Pwyll remembered Arawn’s counsel and replied, “I 
will not strike you a second time. The battle is done and your 
lands are now mine.” Then Pwyll rode through Havgan’s king-
dom with Havgan’s army by his side. The two kingdoms were 
united and Annwvyn, as a whole, belonged to Arawn.
	 Keeping his word, Pwyll returned to Glyn Cuch. 
Waiting for him was Arawn and he greeted Pwyll with a big 
smile, “I am so happy to see you alive and well. You have done 
me and my kingdom a great service. May you reap the rewards 
due to you. In the past year, I have taken great care of your be-
loved Dyved, and I think you will like what you see.”
	 Arawn dispelled his enchantments and the two men 
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in another world. No matter how fast I rode, she outpaced 
my mount without riding any faster,” the attendant explained 
upon returning.
	 The prince and his entourage were flummoxed. 
What manner of sorcery kept them from reaching the woman? 
Pwyll was getting frustrated at his failure, so decided to stay so-
ber on the third night. ‘Time to get it done,’ he said to himself, 
and brought spurs for his horse.
	 On the third night, when the mysterious woman 
appeared, Pwyll was ready. He rode after her and his experi-
ences were no different than those of his henchmen. Unlike his 
henchmen, he called out to her, desperation clear in his voice, 
“Stop fair maiden, I wish to speak with you!”
	 Her horse stopped, she turned and replied, “I will 
stop and speak with you.”
	 “What is your name? Where do you come from and 
what do you look for?” Pwyll asked at a distance.
	 “My name is Rhiannon, daughter of Heveydd Hen. I 
come on my own errand, I come to see you!” the woman said, 
taking the prince by surprise. She removed the golden veil and 
Pwyll’s jaw dropped as her beauty overwhelmed him.
	 “W-why do you seek m-me?” he managed to stutter.
	 “My father wishes me to marry and he has chosen a 
suitor, however, I am in love with another. I am in love with you 
lord of Dyved,” she replied with a warm smile.
	 “I will gladly take you as my wife, but what must I 
do?” the prince asked.
	 “After a year has passed, you must come to my fa-
ther’s court to ask for my hand in marriage. Bring your soldiers 
with you. Do not be late, or I will be pledged to the other suit-
or!” Rhiannon pleaded.
	 The prince replied, “I will do as you command.” 
Then he returned to his men and spent a year preparing for 
his engagement. It was the longest and slowest year of his life. 
Finally, the day came and he and his army rode to the court of 
Heveydd Hen.
	 Rhiannon and her father welcomed Pwyll and his 
men. Heveydd Hen explained that this was the feast where 
many suitors would come for his daughter’s hand. He also con-
fided that he had his own personal favourite. 
	 They sat at the banquet, Rhiannon on one side of the 
prince, and her father on the other.  Pwyll charmed Rhiannon’s 
father with tales of bravery, nobility, honour and kindness. 
Heveydd Hen became very impressed with the prince and 
spoke, “You are a fine man lord Pwyll. I do not think there is a 

	 Many years passed and Pwyll was still a bachelor. His 
kingdom had rowdy parties that went all night long. The nobles 
would organize week long feasts in Pwyll’s honour. This was 
one of those celebrations and Narberth was filled with cheer.
	 After the meal, the prince walked out beyond the 
gardens, enjoying the night air. One of his attendants came up 
beside and said, “Lord, do you see that mound in the distance? 
People say that it is a sacred and magical place. It is one of the 
Sidhe, a gateway to the worlds of the Aos Si. They say that 
those who sit upon it at night will receive visions or meet with 
terrible violence.”
	 Pwyll had a belly full of ale and was feeling brave, 
“Come men, we will go and sit upon the mound and see what 
the night brings us!”
	 The prince and his entourage went and sat atop the 
grassy knoll. They sat in silence and looked out in the dark-
ness. Suddenly they gasped as a vision appeared. A fair maiden 
was riding atop a white horse, her golden raiment flowing be-
hind her. She rode slowly, and the whole vision illuminated the 
darkness.
	 “Does anyone know this fair lady?” the prince asked 
without taking his eyes from her. A murmur of ‘no’ rippled 
through those assembled upon the mound.
	 “Someone, run after her and get me her name!” Pwy-
ll said, unable to walk straight from all the ale that had gone to 
his head. An attendant, who had restrained himself with drink 
this evening, ran after her, but could not catch her.
	 The next night, Pwyll and his entourage returned to 
the sacred mound, this time bringing horses with them. They 
were the best horses in all of Dyved, so that they would be able 
to catch up to the maiden in the woods. They waited and as the 
night wore on and drank to pass the time. It was before morn-
ing when the rider appeared riding through the woods. Once 
more a scintillating aura surrounded her.
	 Pwyll had drunk too much to stand, so he ordered 
the soberest man to ride out after her. “Catch her and learn 
her name. Ask her if she will come to meet me.” Pwyll ordered. 
His attendant jumped into the saddle and rode after the golden 
maiden. Trying not to spook her, he kept a casual pace. The 
distance between them was growing, despite her mount’s slow 
canter. The maiden’s trot did not match her speed; she was 
moving more quickly than the pace of her mount. Pwyll’s at-
tendant urged his horse to go faster, but as he urged his mount 

on, the distance between them grew greater still.
	 “My lord, I tried to catch her, but it is as if she was 
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He was a beggar, dressed in rags. He wrung his dirty 
hands with uneasiness as he approached the table of hon-
our.
	 “My lord, I congratulate you on your most lavish en-
gagement party,” the stranger said to Gwawl.
	 “Be welcome, stay and have a drink! Lift your drink-
ing horn in my bride’s honour!” Gwawl exclaimed.
	 The stranger did, and then asked, “My lord, on such 
a great occasion, I would ask you to grant me one favour.”
	 Gwawl was immediately suspicious of the stranger. 
Memories of the year before returned to mind. “Depends…” 
he said, “…depends on what you ask for.”
	 The stranger produced a burlap sack and said, “I am 
hungry, would you bless me with some of your feast. I have a 
large family; all I ask if that you fill the bag with food… all the 
way to the brim.”
	 Gwawl considered it and nodded, “You have my 
word. I will personally ensure that your family will take part in 
our sumptuous feast.” He came around the table and began to 

fill the stranger’s bag. He put in legs of lamb, boar ribs, 
roasted turnip, freshly baked breads… as much as 

he put in, the bag remained half empty. Gwawl’s 
brow furrowed and he redoubled his efforts, 
dropping armfuls of food into the sack. He 
looked upon it once more, it was only half full. 
Scratching his head, he leaned into the bag to 
sift through its contents. Then suddenly, he 

felt a push and he fell into the bag!
	 The stranger tied the magical bag shut with 

the groom inside. Rhiannon was already 
at the doors motioning for Pwyll’s men to 
enter. Gwawl’s drunken soldiers were too 
slow to draw their weapons. The soldiers 
of Dyved had stormed the hall and had all 

their enemies at spear point. Then the stranger removed his 
cloak and revealed himself as Pwyll. Gasps of astonishment ran 
through the crowd.
	 “Let me out said a muffled voice from the bag.”
	 “Not before we figure out what’s inside.” Pwyll said 
with a wink and mischievous smile. The he invited his men to 
hit or kick the bag, and then they had to guess what manner of 
animal was within. There were many funny guesses and the hall 
roared with laughter.
	 “Please don’t kill me,” said Gwawl from within the 
bag. “I will grant you anything you wish.”
	 That is when Rhiannon walked to the bag and stated 
her demands, “You will be released if you forfeit your wedding 
proposal and leave here never to return. You must also swear to 
forsake any thoughts of revenge.”
	 Gwawl agreed to the terms and left Heveydd Hen’s 
court defeated. The celebrations continued for another night, 
and then the following morning Pwyll took his bride back 
to Dyved. 

more honourable man in all the kingdoms of man. I would be 
very honoured if you were to become my son-in-law.”
	 This made Pwyll terribly joyful and he began to 
celebrate with his men. Drinks were passed around the hall 
and merriment filled the air. Then a stranger approached the 
prince and asked, “On such a happy day, I would like to ask my 
lord for a favour,” said the auburn-haired young-man who wore 
silks and fine jewelry.
	 Pwyll was manic and his head was full of drink, so he 
answered, “I am in the very best of spirits! As lord of the great 
kingdom of Dyved, I will grant you any favour, just name it.”
	 The stranger answered, “My name is Gwawl and I 
have come to ask for lady Rhiannon’s hand in marriage. The 
favour that I would ask of you would be to renounce your offer 
of marriage.”
	 A grumble went through Pwyll’s men, and the prince 
was surprised by the trick. He was an honourable man, and 
could not bring himself to break his word. He looked to Rhi-
annon, her father, his men and finally Gwawl saying, “You have 
tricked me young man. Never have I reneged on my 
word, and as much as it pains me, I must withdraw 
myself as a suitor.”
	 A roar of dismay and anger ran 
through the crowd. Rhiannon looked mor-
tified by the turn of events and grabbed her 
father’s arm crying out, “You cannot let this 
happen! I do not love Gwawl! My heart be-
longs to the most honourable prince Pwyll!”
	 Heveydd Hen was clearly shaken by 
the turn of events, but nodded to Pwyll 
and addressed the young man, “Gwawl, 
son of Clud, you were once my favourite, 
but this prince has proven his honour 
among men. It is without equal, however, 
with Prince Pwyll removed from our pool of suitors, my daugh-
ter will marry you.” And then he paused watching Gwawl’s 
smile and added, “In one year’s time. You will prepare the 
wedding to take place at this time next year.”
	 Gwawl was clearly unhappy, but he agreed to the 
terms. 
	 Rhiannon took Pwyll by the hand and led him to the 
cellars beneath the keep. “I have a plan,” she whispered into 
his ear as she handed him a burlap bag. They spoke at length, 
devising a scheme that could pave the way for their eventual 
wedding.
	 By the end, both were smiling. “I will see you soon.” 
Pwyll said and then he left.
	 A year went by and Gwawl was eager to see his bride-
to-be. He rode into Heveydd Hen’s court with his entourage. 
The king and his daughter received the groom with pomp 
and fanfare. Heveydd Hen and Rhiannon sat on either side of 
Gwawl. They raised their drinks many times and the mood was 
festive. No one noticed when a stranger wandered into the hall. 

Rhiannon
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next to her. We can claim that in a moment of madness, she ate 
her newborn.”
	 At first the other handmaidens looked traumatized, 
but they all agreed to the plan in order to spare their own lives. 
They hit one another to leave bruising which they would blame 
upon the queen.
	 When Rhiannon awoke, she asked to see her child. 
All of her handmaidens cowered in fear saying, “Please do not 
hit us again. Do you not remember? You killed and ate your 
child!”
	 The queen looked at her crimson stained hands, then 

at her bloodied nightgown, and finally at the bones in the 
bed and she shrieked. The king and his nobles came 

running and the handmaidens told their story. 
Rhiannon was in so much shock that she was un-

able to speak. The king was hysterical when his 
wife did not refute the story.
	 The nobles took Pwyll into another room 
to discuss the fallout. “My king your wife must 
be banished from the realm,” said one. “Per-

haps even put to death for such a travesty,” sug-
gested another.

	 “No!” shouted the king in a 
commanding voice that precluded any 
further suggestions. “I cannot believe 
my wife would commit such monstrous 
deeds. She does not contest the actions, 

but neither does she admit them. Her shock speaks of her in-
nocence. If she performed the ghastly actions described by her 
handmaidens, it was in a moment of madness which she cannot 
recall. I will prescribe punishment and actions for atonement, 
but Rhiannon will remain in Dyved and she will remain as the 
queen.”
	 Pwyll thought long and hard about his wife’s pun-
ishment. Then he prescribed the path of atonement saying, 
“Rhiannon, you are to be a prisoner of the palace. You will sit 
at the gates and welcome  them into our court. If they are un-
familiar with your heinous deeds, you will tell the tale. If they 
have heavy packs and bags, you will carry them into the palace. 
You will do this for seven years.”

###
	 In a far-off land called Gwenth Is Coed, there lived 
a lord named Teirnyon Twryv Vliant. His most prized posses-
sions were his horses. He had the finest horses in the land, and 
many would pay handsomely for these fine mounts. His most 

	 Pwyll and Rhiannon held another wedding in Dyved. 
All the lords and ladies of the seven Cantevs were in atten-
dance. The groom and bride were very generous with their 
guests, bestowing magnificent presents. Everyone in the king-
dom was happy for the next three years.
	 Murmurs and gossip began to spread upon the third 
year. Everyone was awaiting an heir to the throne, but none 
was announced. The couple could not conceive an heir and the 
nobles grew concerned. They called a meeting with King Pwyll 
in Preseleu, a hunting lodge meant for rest and relaxation.
	 “My king,” said one of the nobles, “you and lady Rhi-
annon have not yet produced an heir to the throne. We 
are worried that she is barren.”
	 Pwyll frowned and glared at him, but 
others chimed in.
	 “Might I propose that you take an-
other wife,” said another.
	 Then another spoke, “A kingdom 
without an heir is in danger. As the council to 
the king, we must press you on the matter.”
	 The king sighed, realizing that they 
meant no disrespect for the queen, but rath-
er had the wellbeing of the kingdom in 
mind. “Alright, I will look for another 
wife, if within a year she is not with child. 
I will do my best to ensure we have a child 
soon.”
	 Knowing that the king was a man of his word, the 
nobles accepted the king’s proposal. The concerns were dis-
pelled when a few months later Rhiannon was with child. Once 
more happiness spread throughout the kingdom.
	 In Narberth, the child was born. The delivery was 
taxing and Rhiannon felt fatigued, so six handmaidens were 
summoned to look after their son. Rhiannon slept while they 
looked after the newborn. One by one they fell asleep until the 
baby was left unattended.
	 Early morning came about and the handmaidens 
awoke. They were distraught to find the child missing. “We 
will be flogged!” said one of them. “Are you daft? They will 
put us to death!” said another. They were in a panic looking for 
the child, but he was nowhere to be found. 
	 Eventually the eldest handmaiden called them to-
gether to hear out her plan. “In the kennels, a bitch has given 

birth to puppies. I suggest we slaughter one, rub its blood 
onto Rhiannon’s mouth and hands and lay the bones 
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have to carry our saddlebags. I am Teirnyon and this is 
my son Gwri. We are here with news that will uplift the 
whole kingdom!” said the lord of Gwenth Is Coed.
	 She led them into the main hall and they were greet-
ed by the king. They related the story of how Gwri had come to 
them and how they had raised the boy as their own. The king 
and queen were elated and Rhiannon held her son tightly, tears 

of joy running down her cheeks. As custom prescribed, 
the mother’s first words to her child would instill the 

name, “Pryderi!” she said.
	 “It is a strong name!” King Pwyll echoed. 

“Now how will I repay you fine folks for raising 
our child into a fine young man? My thanks are 
insufficient for the joy you have brought us.”
	 “The thanks must go to my wife. She is the 
one who raised him and loved him more than 

anything in life. It is she who deserves your 
thanks, for she sits home with a broken heart.” 

Teirnyon explained.
	 “I will always remember my time 
with you, and as prince, I will ensure that 
you and mother will never lack. I promise 
to visit often, and my fine horse will be 

my daily reminder of your fostering and love.” Pryderi, prince 
of Dyved said to Teirnyon.
	 Both families lived in happiness and eventually Pry-
deri succeeded his father to the throne. By that time the king-
dom was vast, spanning Annwvyn, the seven Cantevs of Dyved, 
the three Cantevs of Ystrad Tywi, and the four Cantevs of Car-
digan. Eventually King Pryderi married a fine wife named Kic-
va who was a descendant of a very noble lineage. She was the 

daughter of Gwynn Gohoyw, who was the son of Gloyw 
Wallt Lydan, who in turn was the son of Prince 

Casnar.
	 The kingdom of Dyved would be remem-

bered for centuries to come.

prized mare had a foal the previous year, but it went missing. 
This year his wife had an omen that the curse would return 
once more, so Teirnyon brought the mare into his hall to en-
sure that the birth would pass uneventfully.
	 As his mare gave birth a terrible bestial sound was 
heard outside. Then a large clawed hand reached in to grab 
the young colt, but Teirnyon was quick with his sword, and he 
chopped the monstrous arm off at the elbow. There was 
a howl of pain and Teirnyon rushed out to kill the 
beast before it could flee. He chased it throught 
the farmstead under a moonless night when he 
realized that the doors to his hall had been left 
open and unattended.
	 Teirnyon returned to the hall to find 
a young baby wrapped in silks. He asked his 
wife if she knew how the baby arrived, but she 
shrugged saying, “I do not know, but I think he 
is a blessing. I think we should take this child as 
our own. I can tell from the silks that he 
must be of noble birth.”
	 Teirnyon agreed and they 
named the boy Gwri Wallt Euryn. Their 
son grew quickly. At the age of one, he 
was as big as a three-year-old, and by the time he was three, he 
was behaving like a six-year-old. Upon Gwri’s seventh birth-
day, Teirnyon’s wife suggested, “We should bequeath the stal-
lion to Gwri upon his birthday, it was born the night we found 
him, and I believe it would make a very appropriate gift to our 
blessed son.” Teirnyon agreed that Gwri would receive the 
stallion once it was broken in.
	 News of Rhiannon’s punishment reached Teirnyon’s 
farmstead. He empathized with the family and reflected 
upon their loss. He had met King Pwyll in the past 
and knew that he was a good man. Then a reali-
zation came over him- Gwri had an uncanny re-
semblance to King Pwyll. The more he looked 
at his son, the more he felt he was looking at a 
younger Pwyll. He confided this to his wife.
	 She replied, “If you are certain then 
we must return Gwri to his rightful parents. 
It will bring three blessings; the first will end 
Rhiannon’s punishment. The second will 
bring joy to King Pwyll. The third will see 
us blessed when our son becomes the heir 
to the throne of Dyved.”
	 Gwri, Teirnyon and two retain-
ers rode to Dyved. Upon reaching Nar-
berth they met lady Rhiannon at the gates. She spoke to them 
while reaching for their saddlebags, “I am Queen Rhiannon of 
Dyved. I will take your bags to the palace as atonement for slay-
ing and eating my firstborn. Seven years are almost upon me 
and the punishment is almost done.”
	 “It saddens me that we arrive so late, but you will not 
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	 Ingolfur did not need any more convincing; he 
brought all his belongings, his family, sheep and thanes. Along 
the way they stopped in Hibernia to buy slaves. Ingolfur and his 
brother Hjorleif knew that there would be a lot of work building 
homes, digging wells, cutting trees, and keeping farm animals.
	 They followed Gardarr’s directions and sailed to this 
fabled island. When they caught sight of the landmass, Ingolfur 
threw his high-seat pillars into the waters. Wherever the Jotuns 
took his symbols of social rank is where he would establish his 
homestead. They were carried west until they made landfall.
	 There Ingolfur established his new home and called 
it Vik. When he carved new high-seat pillars to stand on either 
side of his throne, they contained the imagery of Muspeli and 
Rime Jotuns. He specifically gave thanks to Surt for the rich 
farming land which lay south of the Fire Mountains. In the is-
land known as Islandia, the Jotuns found themselves adored by 
mankind.

The Land of Ice and Fire
	 Islandia was not always known as the land of ice and 
fire. It was a remote sanctuary that attracted the outlaws who 
were fleeing central Midgard. Islandia had no monarchy, and it 
attracted those who had fallen foul in the eyes of the kings and 
queens. A man named Ingolfur Arnarson was one such man.
	 Harald Halfdansson was the scion of the legendary 
King Halfdan the Black. Harald had been waging war upon the 
petty kingdoms of Noveig with great success. Ingolfur was ral-
lying the jarls and kings against Harald Tangle-Hair, as he was 
known during his conquests. Harald saw the skill that Ingolfur 
possessed in uniting men and wished to have Ingolfur killed. 
After the first wave of assassination attempts, Ingolfur fled 
Norveig and sailed west. Gardarr Svavarsson had told him of a 
far-off island, which no one had heard of.
	 “Islandia is a large mountainous island, far beyond 
Hibernia. First, you will head to the Faroe Islands, and then you 
will sail past them for the same distance that you have already 
travelled. Follow the constellations I have etched into your long 
ship.” Gardarr explained.
	 “Why did you return?” Ingolfur asked.
	 “I had to claim an inheritance. I will return one day, 
for it is an enchanted island. Fog shrouds the grassy cliffs… 
steam rises from hot lakes and waterfalls are tended by the 
Vaettir. The waves break violently against the shore, be care-
ful where you choose to make landfall. The gods have no sway 
there- ice and fire rule the land.”
	 Ingolfur was not sure what to make of that last state-
ment. “The Jotuns?” he asked.
	 “Yes, the jotuns have carved stairways into the stone 
cliffs. Winters are brutal and damp. Make an appropriate of-
fering to the Rime Jotuns. Mountains spit fire and blow ash up 
into the sky. Pay proper tribute to the Muspeli Jotuns. It is only 
by their grace that you will be able to tame the land. Let them 
guide you to your settlement.” Gardarr suggested.
	 “Fire? How do mountains spew fire?” Ingolfur de-
manded, obviously distraught with the concept.
	 “Know that Muspelheim touches Midgard, upon 
the island will be your proof. I would venture to guess that the 
Cornerstone of the World can be found within this dominion.” 
Gardarr surmised.
	 “Cornerstone of the World?” Ingolfur may have been 
a talented orator, but he was not as well travelled. None the less, 
he was fascinated with esoteric lore.
	 Gardarr explained, “It is said that the Cornerstone 
of the World is where Yggdrasil’s branch holds up the realm 
of Midgard. It is a place of wonder, and I assure you that you 
will be alone within the forests. No quieter place have I ever 
known.” 
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him?”
	 She traced her finger over his chest, “You should 
cripple his army and his lineage. Demand sixty of his best war-
riors and sixty of his finest noblewomen. You will decimate his 
forces and handicap his children.”
	 Samson roared with laughter and lust, “What has 
come over you woman?!” He loved this change in her. They 
had three children together: Erminrek, Thetmar and Aki. 
Lands and titles were granted to Erminrek and Aki, but not to 
Thetmar. Samson was disappointed in him and forced Thetmar 
to join his army as a front- line warrior; the king felt as though 
that would toughen his weakling son.
	 The Earl of Bern received Samson’s messengers and 

heard their lord’s demands. “What a pompous fool!” 
Elsung exclaimed. “I will not allow my daughters 

and ladies to become his concubines. My best 
warriors will send the message! Butcher all of 

Samson’s heralds except for one. Cut off his 
hand and send him back to Samson!” The earl 
commanded.
	 When Samson received the reply, he 

became furious. He mustered his army and 
marched to Bern where Earl Elsung awaited 

them with his own forces. There was a 
pitched battle and Thetmar fought well. 
Elsung wounded Samson, but the invader 
king ended the battle by decapitating the 
earl. Impressed with his son, he granted 

Thetmar the earl’s lands and his eldest daughter- Odila. 
	 Odin sent his raven Muninn to deliver a message to 
Olrun. “You have failed me. Samson attacked Midgard and his 
best children rule faraway lands. You will get one more chance 
with Odila!” Olrun did as was commanded. Samson found his 
wife dead in a pool of blood; she had slit her wrists. It is in death 
that the Valkyrie returns to her native form, ready and willing 
to subsume another mortal.
	 Olrun visited her son’s wife and commandeered 
her life, becoming Thetmar’s wife from that day forward. The 
Valkyrie remembered the All Father’s command. She and 
Thetmar had two sons: Thether and Thidrek, as well as one 
daughter named Isolde. The lineage of heroes was created, and 
Muninn visited her once more cawing; “Now you must manip-
ulate Samson and Thetmar into leaving Midgard. Do not fail 
me!” Odin’s message was clear.
	 Olrun could not bring herself to manipulate Samson 
and her husband Thetmar into leaving Midgard. She was proud 
of both men and she knew that they would achieve greatness in 
the northlands. It would reflect poorly on their legacy if they 

	 Valkyries were desired by those who collected the 
souls of great men and women. Ran, Surt, Freya and Odin had 
halls dedicated to fallen heroes. Each of them sought to recruit 
the choosers of the slain into service. Competition was fierce 
for the allegiance of these death maidens and because of this, 
the Valkyries could name their price.
	 These maidens had incredible power, but in their 
native form they were unable to feel emotion and physical 
sensation. Fortunately, they had discovered a way to subsume 
the life of a mortal, and in this way, they could experience, 
laughter, sorrow and love. Most mortals who were embodied 
by a Valkyrie lost control of their destiny. This type of intense 
possession was violently numbing and blinding. In other cases, 
Valkyries blended their own personalities with that of 
the host. This was a more symbiotic relationship. 
Other Valkyries would only partially share their 
host. This resulted in a strange behaviour of 
multiple personalities.
	 This is a tale of three Valkyries; 
Hladgud the White Swan, Hervor the 
Strange, and Olrun the Twice Born. 
	 Odin watched as a foreign king from 
the south attacked his beloved Midgard. This 
king had no allegiance to the gods, nor 
did he care to know them. His name was 
Samson and his conquests were unop-
posed. The king’s wife was a beautiful 
noblewoman named Hlidisvid. Samson 
had wooed her and she had eloped with him, bringing much 
shame to her kindred’s house. When her father and his broth-
ers came to enact their revenge, Samson slew all of them.
	 The All Father approached Olrun and asked, “Ol-
run, you wish to feel the pleasure of life, so I bid you to visit 
Samson’s wife, Hlidisvid. You will subsume her and you will 
turn his eyes away from Midgard. You will also bear his chil-
dren, and from his lineage I will reap many heroes.” He had 
chosen Olrun for her oratory and charm.
	 Olrun did as she was asked and dissuaded her hus-
band from attacking the northern kingdoms. “Samson, you are 
a wolf among the sheep. I know that you seek to attack Earl 
Elsung of Bern, but I counsel you to stay your sword. Instead, 
you should demand tribute. Your army is greater than his and 
he has little to gain by going to war with you. He knows and 
respects your power, as do your subjects, as do I…” she said 
with a wink.
	 Samson pulled her against him. “Hlidisvid, you sur-

prise me. I knew of your beauty, but these propositions 
show me a new side of you. Tell me, what should I ask of 

The Three Valkyries

Olrun
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	 The All Father was perplexed, but accepted her 
promise. He nodded and left her upon the bank of the Baltic 
Sea. The curious matter was that of her complicit obedience 
despite her allegiance to Ran. What Odin had missed was that 
the person spoke to was Omi. She was amazed by the All Fa-
ther’s sudden presence and interest in her. Omi’s personality 
was strong enough to present itself on occasion when Hervor 
was sleeping. Once Hervor awoke, Omi was pushed back into 
the recesses and chasms of Hervor’s mind, and the Valkyrie 
had no recollection of her discussion with Odin.
	 Hervor swam to King Vilkinus’ ship and seduced 
him. She gave him a night he would never forget, along with 
a son named Finni. To everyone’s amazement, Finni grew big 
and tall, twice the height of a man. Only his mother understood 
that the ability had come from the ogresses’ bloodline.
	 The Valkyrie raised her son to worship Ran by day, 
but at night she would wake up to teach him about Odin. When 
word got out, she was dubbed Hervor the Strange.

	 After a few years the All Father returned to see Her-
vor’s progress and was dismayed at what he found. 

Finni had adoration for Ran and Vanir gods while 
harbouring a strange fear of Odin and the Aesir 

gods. When Hervor finally understood what 
happened, she fled, never to return to King 
Vilkinus’ court.

###
	 Odin was furious with Hervor. They had an 

arrangement, but she had double-crossed him. 
If he found her, there would be repercussions 

for her and Olrun.
	 According to prophecy, the All 
Father had one last chance to claim the 
bloodline as his own. For this task, he 
chose a Valkyrie named Hladgud. She 

had been loyal to him in the past and she had the skills to en-
sure that Vilkinus’ progeny would devote themselves to the 
Aesir.
	 Odin approached Hladgud and asked the Valkyrie, 
“Hladgud, you wish to feel the pleasure of life, so I bid you to 
grant Vilkinus a son. You must steer his children towards the 
Aesir. In return, I will bestow upon you a magical swan-feather 
cloak. With it you will be able to move among mankind when 
you wish to find a life worth taking. Now go!”
	 Hladgud climbed atop her destrier and flew out of 
Valhalla with great haste. She knew the All Father counted on 
her, and she was not one to let him down. She subsumed the 
life of a noblewoman in Vilkinus’ court. Her name was Ingrid; 
she was young and beautiful. Together they had a son whom 
they named Nordian. She decided to stay to ensure that her son 
would eclipse his brother Finni.
	 When Nordian came of age, Hladgud spoke with 
Vilkinus. “Your son Finni is motherless. She fled after see-
ing his abnormal size.” she lied.

retreated from the kingdom of Bern. Instead of capitulating to 
the All Father’s demands, she removed his influence upon the 
family. She bade them to build a temple to Ran, promising that 
she would give their fleets fortunes in war. Then she fled, nev-
er to be seen again. This is how Olrun would be known as the 
Valkyrie Twice Born.

 ###
	 At this time, the lands of Svealand and Gotaland were 
part of the kingdom known as Vilkinaland. It was ruled by a 
king named Vilkinus who heralded from the Baltic Tribes of 
the east. At its height, the Vilkinaland Empire encompassed 
the western lands of Jutland to eastern lands of Novogorod.
	 Vilkinaland’s growth could be greatly attributed to 
the king’s successful intimidation and extortion. King Vilki-
nus went to war with the great King Hertnid of Kiev. Vilkinus 
routed Hertnid at their first meeting, but allowed him to keep 
Kiev so long as he received an annual tribute. In this way Vilki-
nus became the most legendary king of his time.
	 Ran approached Hervor and asked the Valkyrie, 
“Hervor, you wish to feel the pleasure of life, so I bid 
you to seduce King Vilkinus. You will bear his chil-
dren and devote their souls in my glory.”
	 Hervor did as she was asked, but first 
and foremost she needed a mortal form. She 
chose that of comely ogress who lived upon 
the shores of the Baltic. Her name was Omi 
and she had Jotun blood. Hervor was one of 
Ran’s Valkyries; as such she could swim in the 
water by taking on the form of a mermaid.
	 Odin did not want Ran to suc-
ceed. After viewing the world from Hlids-
jalf, he saw King Vilkinus’ successes and 
Ran watching from a distance. He was 
sure that he could offer Hervor a deal that 
she would not be able to refuse, so he mounted Sleipnir and 
rode hard for the Baltic coast. Upon reaching her, he caught 
the Valkyrie before she met with the king. She was sleeping 
alone along the shore.
	 “Hold on Hervor! The All Father commands you. I 
know you work for Ran, but listen my offer,” Odin hailed. 
	 She was dumbstruck at seeing the god upon his 
steed. “Me? Oh who... Odin before me? What did I do to de-
serve such a visit?” Hervor said while rubbing the sleep from 
her eyes.
	 Odin arched an eyebrow, not quite sure of what to 
make of the Valkyrie’s response, but he pressed on. “I will of-
fer you a place in Valhalla. I will offer you a choice of Einherjar 
as a husband. I will loan you my beloved spear, Gungnir for 
when you go into battle. All I ask is that you wed King Vilkinus 
and that his progeny are mine and mine alone.”
	 “I will grant you anything you desire All Father. You 
humble me with your gifts. Y-your will be done by your lowly 
servant.” The Valkyrie replied.

Hervor
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	 A cloud grew over Vilkinus as he recalled his wild ro-
mance with the mermaid and her subsequent exodus.
	 Hladgud continued unabashed, “Nordian is talented 
and has a mother who is present and loves him. He adores you 
and wishes to become great like you. Succession should go to 
him, not that motherless giant Finni.”
	 Vilkinus grew old and he heeded Hladgud’s coun-
sel. Upon his passing, the kingdom went to Nordian. Sensing 
weakness, Vilkinus’ long time enemy King Hertnid of Kiev 
struck Vilkinaland. Nordian was an untested king and he fal-
tered when he faced his adversaries upon the battlefield. After 
a few battles, the tables turned, Nordian had retreated to Zea-
land and Hertnid exacted an annual tribute from the boy king.
	 In his tiny kingdom Nordian found happiness. He 
found a wife and had two children, two sons named Osantrix 
and Valdimar. Neither son amounted to much. Osantrix was 
killed by a foreign king named Atli, and Valdimar’s lineage 
ended with his children facing Thidrek of Bern.
	 In the end, it was Finni who had sired the children 
who would go onto greatness. He made his home in Lapland 
and the dynasty prospered from there. In his rage, Odin ban-
ished Hladgud from Valhalla. He was furious without reason, 
threatening her as she left. 
     “I know very well that a Valkyrie cannot be killed, but I can 
enchant you with a magical sleep. If you cross my path again, I 
will ensure that the mortal body you are in becomes your final 
prison!”
	 Hladgud fled, and changed her form into that of a 
White swan. For many decades, she hid among other swans in 
ponds, fearing the All Father’s wrath. That is how she became 
known as Hladgud the White Swan.

Hladgud
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He did not see his ambushers hiding behind the wind-dried 
wood.
	 The prince of the Alfar sat on a boar-skin rug and 
counted his rings. He thought of his fair Hervor and dreamed 
that she had returned to him. He sat waiting for her and even-
tually fell asleep.
	 He was awakened by the sharp pain caused by the 
tightening of his bonds and fetters. He looked at his captors 
and demanded answers. Instead he was hauled back to Nidud’s 
court in Niarar. Jarl Nidud demanded “Wayland, how did you 
procure my gold in Ulfdalir?” He was insinuating that Wayalnd 
had stolen it from the king’s lands.
	 “The gold was not on Grani’s road. Our lands are far 
from Sigurd’s dominion which stretches from the hills all the 

way down to the Rhine. Know that our fortunes have dwin-
dled since our wives left us. They were women of re-

nown. Hladgud and Hervor were King Hlodver’s 
daughters and Olrun, the daughter of Kiar of 

Valland was famous.” Wayland replied with a 
growl.
	 Then the queen swept into the room and 
stood beside her husband. In a low voice she 
spoke, “The one you brought from the forest 

isn’t very friendly.”
	 It was then that Wayland noticed his craft-

ed wares. The king’s daughter Bodvild 
wore the missing ring and the king had 
Wayland’s sword strapped to his belt.
	 “When he looks upon his sword 
he bares his teeth like a feral beast and 

he has recognized the ring upon Bodvild’s finger. Look at his 
eyes; they resemble that of a serpent! I say we cut off his feet 
and imprison him in Saevarstad!” the queen hissed.
	 Wayland was seized and his sinews were cut behind 
his knees. He was imprisoned in a tower upon an island called 
Saevarstad. There he remained, crafting treasures for Jarl 
Nidud. No one dared approach the island, save the king.
	 Wayland lamented to himself about his misfortune. 
“My precious sword hangs from Nidud’s belt. The sword 
whose edge I honed, the sword I balanced for my hands, the 
sword into which I poured my soul. When Nidud comes to Sae-
varstad, he never wears it. Sadly, I will never lay eyes upon it 
again,” Wayland muttered under his breath while he worked 
the forge. “Bodvild wears the ring I made for my beloved. I will 
never be compensated for these thefts.”
	 Time passed and Wayland worked tirelessly. He sat 

	 Jarl Nidud was a prominent king in Svealand. He had 
two sons and a daughter named Bodvild.
	 King Finni of Lapland had three sons, Slagfid, Egil 
and Wayland. The sons were avid skiers and excellent hunters. 
The sons constructed their homes in Ulfdalir. One morning 
they came upon three swan maidens by the lake. These were 
Valkyries named Hervor the Strange, Hladgud the White 
Swan, and Olrun the Wise. Hervor and Hladgud were the 
daughters of King Hlodver. Olrun was the daughter of Kiar of 
Valland.
	 They lived together seven winters, then the women 
flew off to battle and never came back. The husbands of Hlad-
gud and Olrun went to search for them, but Wayland remained 
to wait for Hervor’s return.
	 The three girls glided over the treetops of 
Myrkvid. They flew to the lakeshore and they landed 
on the beach in order to rest. There they spun their 
precious linen. The three brothers came out to 
greet them. Olrun wrapped her arms about 
Egil. Hladgud gave Slagfid a warm greeting 
while Hervor wound her arms around Way-
land’s white neck.
	 This joyous union lasted for seven 
winters, but on the eighth their revelry was 
broken. On the ninth, the sisters left the broth-
ers. A shadow had hung over them ever 
growing. The Valkyries knew that they 
must go and fulfill their destiny.
	 One day when Egil and Slagfid 
returned from the hunt, they found that 
their hall was lacking the usual warmth. They searched and 
could not locate the joyous smiles of their wives. Egil decided 
to go search for Olrun and Slagfid went south hoping to find 
Hladgud. Wayland on the other hand decided to remain in Ulf-
dalir. He poured his grief into his creations- red-gold rings of 
the finest quality. He strung up his creations so he could count 
the days until his love returned.
	 Word of Wayland reached Nidud, the jarl of Niarar. 
He sent his men under the cover of the night to Ulfdalir. They 
dismounted outside at the hall’s gable-wall. They approached 
the hall and counted seven-hundred rings. In order to count 
them they had to unstring them. Before Wayland’s return they 
had strung them all back, all except for one.

	 Eventually Wayland returned from the hunt, along 
the long road which wound through Myrkvid. He prepared 

the flesh of his catch over a fire using dry fir kindling. 

Waylandarkvida

Wayland’s Lament

Egil
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	 “I’m awake. Ever since my sons have 
gone missing I cannot sleep. I worry about their fate, 
yet you smile. Wayland, prince of the Alfar, tell me what 
has become of my cubs?” Nidud demanded angrily.
	 “First you must swear many oaths.” Wayland replied, 
“You must swear upon your ship, then upon your shield, then 
upon your horse, and then swear by your sword’s edge that you 
will not harm my lady, nor be the slayer of my lover.”

	 Nidud swore as he was instructed.
	 “Know that my new lover is well known to you. In 

fact, we conceived a child within your hall in Sae-
varstad.” Wayland explained.

	 The jarl’s face paled as he thought of his 
daughter.
	 Satisfied, Wayland revealed his revenge. 
“Go to the smithy, the one you built for me. 
There under the ashes you will find the re-

mains of your beloved cubs. I cut the heads off 
your son’s shoulders and encased them with sil-

ver. You have these gifts that I bestowed 
upon you. And the precious baubles 
which I gave your wife, well they are the 
eyes which belong to your sons. And the 
brooch I gave your daughter was made 

with the teeth I extracted from your beloved cubs.”
	 Nidud fell to his knees as despair gripped his heart.
	 Wayland continued his revelations “Know that my 
new lover is Bodvild, and know that she is with child.”
	 The jarl released a blood curdling scream which 
echoed throughout his hall. “Wayland you have brought ruin 
to my family and my home. No matter the torture I inflicted 
upon you, it does not compare to the pain you have inflicted 
upon me.”
	 Wayland smiled with satisfaction as he spread his 

wings and soared high above them.
	 Nidud stood. “Fortune smiles upon you. 

You are lucky that none of my archers could reach 
you!” the Jarl yelled as he shook his fist.

	 Laughing, Wayland flew off.
	 Jarl Nidud summoned his thrall Thak-
krad. “Thakkrad, summon my daughter and 
have her join me after she dresses in her best 

clothes. I must speak with her.” the king de-
manded.

	 It didn’t take long for Bodvild to 
arrive. Nidud took his daughter’s hands 
and looked into her eyes and asked with 
a pleading expression, “Is it true, what 
Wayland said, that you and he lay togeth-

er in Saevarstad?” he was hoping she would deny it.
	 “It is true father, everything Wayland has said. We 
lay together in Saevarstad. I couldn’t fight him father, he got 
the better of us.”
	 This was how Wayland lost his feet but got 
the better of Jarl Nidud.

in front of his forge, creating treasures for Jarl Nidud as well 
as a pair of wings for himself. The wings were forged in secret. 
The jarl’s sons would come to Saevarstad in order to collect the 
latest creations. They came upon a chest created by Wayland. 
It was locked so they demanded the keys so that they could 
look inside. When Wayland opened it, the chest was filled with 
red-gold and beautiful jewelry. The greed struck their hearts.
	 “Come tomorrow and come alone,” Wayland in-
structed. “I will have special treasures just for you. Tell no 
one that you will come, not your sister, not your par-
ents.”
	 Early the next day the boys were eager 
to collect their treasure. They sailed to Saevars-
tad and demanded the keys. They told no one 
since their hearts were consumed with greed. 
When they peered inside, Wayland lopped off 
their heads with a newly fashioned sword. He 
hid their bodies within the ashes of his forge, 
and their skulls were encased in silver to be pre-
sented to Jarl Nidud. He took the eyes 
and turned them into precious baubles 
for Nidud’s wife, and from the teeth he 
made beautiful brooches to adorn Bod-
vild’s cloak.
	 “I present you with gifts that are close to your heart.” 
Wayland stated in a humble tone while handing the remains of 
their sons. Jarl Nidud tilted his head questioningly, but accept-
ed the valuable gifts none the less.
	 Bodvild was moved by the gift and decided to vis-
it Wayland on Saevarstad. “I am ashamed,” she began as she 
confided in Wayland, “I have broken the red-gold ring you 
made.”
	 “I will repair the ring for you, and to the eyes of your 
parents, it will look as good as or even better than it once was 
when it adorned your hand.” replied Wayland. She 
smiled.
	 He plied her with ale, planning his ul-
timate revenge. She passed out on the bench. 
Having exacted his reprisal, he muttered to 
himself, “I have avenged my sorrow, but these 
wicked injuries cannot be matched.”
	 “It would have been easier if I had 
been able to make use of my webbed feet, but 
this will do!” Wayland exclaimed as he launched 
himself into the air, his wings carrying 
him towards Nidud’s hall. He left behind 
a weeping Bodvild, lamenting her fate 
and her father’s impending wrath.
	 Jarl Nidud’s wife watched as 
Wayland flew towards her hall. She went inside to rouse her 
husband from his slumber. Wayland landed on the parapets 
and looked down at the king and queen.
	 “Wake up Nidud, lord of the Niarar!” Wayland de-
manded from his perch.

Slagfid

Wayland
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	 “We exhausted our horses while crossing the moun-
tains and then we had to cross the mighty river Saemorn before 
ultimately reaching King Svafnir’s court. I ran into difficulties 
and unfortunately, wasn’t successful in obtaining Sigrlinn as 
your bride.”
	 The king was resolute. He ordered Atli to re-provi-
sion his men and this time the king himself would be joining 
them for the journey. This time they were prepared for the tall 
mountains and the mighty river. When they reached the peaks 
facing the kingdom of Svavaland, they were greeted by scenes 
of violence and carnage. The kingdom was in flames and vis-

ibility was reduced by the dust clouds which had been 
kicked up by military horses.

	 They rode down the mountainside with 
caution and camped by the river. Atli crossed the 

river in order to scout ahead. He came upon a 
large hall with a giant bird perched upon its 
rooftop. The bird was sleeping, and Atli took 
the opportunity to kill it with his throwing- 
spear. Upon entering the hall, he came face 

to face with Sigrlinn and Alof. Alof explained 
that her father had turned himself into a giant 

bird and was keeping them safe with his 
magic. The kingdom was under attack by 
King Hrodmar who had killed King Svaf-
nir after being turned away when he pre-
sented himself as Sigrlinn’s suitor. Now, 

unable to find Sigrlinn, he was raiding and burning Svavaland 
in his anger and frustration.
	 Having found what he was looking for, Atli returned 
to the king with Sigrlinn and Alof. Upon returning to Glasi-
lund, king Hjorvard married Sigrlinn and Atli married Alof. 
The kingdom was content and at peace.
	 King Hjorvard and his fourth wife Sigrlinn had a tall 
and handsome son. He was a man of few words and no name 
given unto him suited his great deeds and exploits. One day 
the son was sitting upon a burial mound when he saw nine 
Valkyries ride by. One of them stood apart from the others and 
addressed him.
	 “Helgi, you are the chosen one. It will be a while be-
fore you hold the golden rings and rule the lands of Rodulsvoll. 
You are quiet, but when on the battlefield, you will shriek like 
an eagle. You will exemplify courage and resolve.” she de-
clared.
	 “Beautiful maiden, you have named me Helgi,” he 

	 Hjorvard was the name of a famous king and he had 
three wives. One was called Alfhild and their son was named 
Hedin. The second wife was called Saerid and their son was 
named Humlung. The third wife was called Sinriod and their 
son was named Hymling.
	 King Hjorvard had vowed to marry only the most 
beautiful of women. News had reached him of a maiden of in-
comparable beauty. Her name was Sigrlinn and she was the 
daughter of King Svafnir.
	 King Hjorvard had an earl named Idmund. One day 
the king summoned Atli, Idmund’s son, to his hall. He asked 
Atli to go and ask for Sigrlinn’s hand in marriage on his 
behalf. Atli was glad to do so and spent the winter 
in King Svafnir’s court. Atli was introduced to a 
man named Franmar. Franmar was the foster 
father of Sigrlinn and he had a daughter named 
Alof. Atli’s requests for Sigrlinn’s hand were 
rebuffed and Franmar made it clear that King 
Hjorvard should look elsewhere.
	 On his route home Atli stopped to 
rest within a grove. Atli’s men were discuss-
ing King Hjorvard’s wives, saying that they were 
the most beautiful in the realm. In the 
branches there was a bird and it listened 
to what they were saying. It flew down to 
the lowest branches and spoke to Atli and 
his men, “Have you seen Svafnir’s daugh-
ter Sigrlinn? Is she not the most beautiful woman in the world? 
She is definitely more beautiful than King Hjorvard’s wives, 
although they must be the most beautiful in Glasilund.”
	 Atli was taken aback by the talking bird, but replied, 
“I am Atli, son of Idmund. Will you tell me more?”
	 The bird spoke once more, “I will if King Hjorvard 
makes a sacrifice. He must grant me my request and I will do 
my share in this bargain.”
	 “Agreed, but don’t choose Hjorvard, nor his sons, 
nor his wives, for he will surely reject such an offer. Surely we 
can come to an amicable bargain?” Atli replied.
	 “I wish to have a temple with many sanctuaries and 
gold-horned cattle from the prince’s farm. If that price is paid, 
I will ensure that Sigrlinn comes into the arms of the king of 
her own free will,” the bird agreed.
	 The bargain was made and Atli returned to Glasi-

lund. King Hjorvard was eager for news and Atli summa-
rized his trip.

Helgi Hjorvardsson
Helgakvida Hjorvardssonar

Svava
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	 Hrimgerd threw up her arms in feigned out-
rage, “Deluded are you Atli. I think that you dreamt all of 
this. It was my mother that chased your ships upriver, but I 
am the one who drowns them. I drowned Hlodvard’s sons be-
neath the waves. You neigh like a horse Atli, like one that is 
being gelded. I show you my arse, because that is where you 
keep your heart, although I concede that you have a voice of a 
stallion,” she chided as she revealed her naked butt.
	 “If you want me to be a stallion, I’ll tell you how I’d 
do it. I’d beach this ship and jump you and I’d batter and bruise 
every part of you. Then you’d lower your arse Hrimgerd!” Atli 
yelled.
	 Hrimgerd continued to mock Atli, “So then, come 
ashore Atli if you believe in your own words. Let’s meet at 
Varins Bay. Warrior, I’d break every bone in your body if you 
came within arm’s reach.”
	 “I won’t come ashore until the other men relieve me 
of my watch over the king. Knowing your kind, I wouldn’t be 
surprised if you came and ambushed us under the ships.” Atli 

replied.
	 Hrimgerd was emboldened as she saw her 

taunts get the better of Atli. “Wake up your King 
Helgi, and have him come and compensate me 
for striking down my father. Spend a night with 
me and I’ll call the blood-debt repaid.”
	 Helgi awoke and joined Atli at the prow of 
the ship.

	 “Only beasts would be willing to spend a 
night with your kind,” rebuffed Helgi, “Only 

the monstrous fire-dwelling trolls who 
live on Tholley would be suitable for 
you.”
	 “I know that Helgi would rather 
have Svava who has been protecting your 

fleet during the night. She is stronger than me on the sea, but 
where I stand is where the waters end. She is the only one who 
prevents me from sinking your fleet,” growled Hrimgerd.
	 “Hear me Hrimgerd,” Helgi commanded. “If I am 
going to compensate you for your father, you must answer me 
this: Was it just one woman who has been protecting my fleet, 
or were there more?”
	 Helgi had Hrimgerd’s attention. She would do any-
thing to get compensation for Hati’s death. “There were twen-
ty-seven of them, but one of them rode at the vanguard. She 
was a pale maiden and she wore a helmet. When the mares 
shook their manes, dew fell as rain in the valleys. It fell as hard 
as hail in the high woods. It was a good fortune for you and 
your men, but to me and my kind it was terrifying.” she replied 
honestly.
	 Atli looked triumphant. “Look to the east Hrimg-
erd,” Atli said pointing to the morning sun that was rising 
over the mountains. “Helgi’s magical runes have taken 
your life. We are now safe upon land and sea.”

replied, “What gift will you bestow upon me since you are my 
name-giver? Consider it well, because I will not accept it un-
less I can have you as well.”
	 She smiled and told him, “Within Sigarsholm there 
are forty-six magical swords. I know of one that is better than 
the rest, it is inlaid with gold and has no equal. It was forged 
with a ring in the hilt, courage in its blade, and terror at its 
point. If the right man wields it, a crimson snake appears upon 
the blade, running all along its edge. Upon the hilt is another 
snake, one that bites its own tail.”
	 The Valkyrie’s name was Svava and her father was 
King Eylimi. She was an awe-inspiring Valkyrie that could ride 
through the air and over the sea. She was Helgi’s name-giver 
and upon the battlefield she was his protector.
	 One day Helgi went to see his father.
	 “Hjorvard, although you are famous, you aren’t 
a wise king or a good leader. You have set ablaze the halls of 
other kings who have meant you no harm. But King Hrodmar 
plans to distribute golden arm rings to our enemies. He isn’t 
worried about defeat when he has all of your foes as his 
allies.”
	 King Hjorvard gave his son an army 
so that he could go avenge his maternal grand-
father’s murder. In preparation, Helgi went 
to seek out the magical sword Svava had told 
him about and retrieved it. Then he and Atli 
set out to kill King Hrodmar and in the pro-
cess, they performed many heroic deeds. One 
of those deeds was killing Hati, a cliff dwelling 
troll. When Helgi and Atli moored their 
ships off the coast of Hatafjord, they were 
met by Hati’s daughter- a frightful troll-
witch named Hrimgerd.
	 “You are very bold to have 
shields hang outside of your ships. I doubt much can scare you. 
Who is the king that leads this army?” Hrimgerd demanded.
	 “Helgi is his name and this is a man whom you cannot 
harm. Our ships have iron plating so that troll witches cannot 
sink them by hurling boulders.” Atli replied confidently.
	 “And what is your name?” asked Hrimgerd. “Are you 
a mighty warrior? You must hold the trust of the king to be the 
one who greets me from the lead ship’s prow.”
	 “I am Atli and I will destroy you and your kind. My 
place is in the vanguard where I can slay night-riding hags such 
as you. What is your name you foul witch? Name your father. 
You should be buried underground, feeding the fir trees with 
your breasts.”
	 “Hati was my father and I am called Hrimgerd,” she 
shrieked “Hati was mighty; he stole many maidens from their 
homes before your foul king cut him down.”
	 “We saw you lurking by the mouth of the fjord. You 
were ready to send us to Ran’s underwater hall had we not 
chased you away with a volley of spears,” replied Atli.

Helgi
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	 “What are you saying?” asked Hedin, “Are you tell-
ing me that I deserve your good will and gifts? I would rather 
you redden your blade on my corpse than give into the fate that 
grants your enemies victory.”
	 It had become clear to the brothers that the fate de-
livered by the troll-witch was a doom neither could escape. Alf, 
son of Hrodmar had staked out the dueling ground with hazel 

poles. In this space Helgi and Svava would have their des-
tinies woven by the troll-witch’s curse.

	 “At dusk, she rode on a wolf, the one that 
offered you company... She knew that Sigrlinn’s 

son would meet his end at Sigarsvellir.” Helgi 
whispered in his brother’s ear.
	 And as was foretold, three days later there 
was a fight, and Helgi received a fatal blow. He 
was dying, bleeding out. Helgi sent Sigar to 

fetch Svava, to tell her that if she wished to find 
the prince alive, she needed to come quickly.

	 When Sigar dismounted he was 
quick to relay the message, “Helgi has 
sent me to speak with you. Your helmed 
lord is dying. If you wish to see Helgi be-
fore he draws his last breath, come with 

me.”
	 Svava’s eyes welled up with tears. “What happened 
to my beloved Helgi? You bring a great pain to my heart. Did 
the sea play a cruel trick, or was it by sword? The man who was 
behind this deed will feel the full onslaught of my wrath!” she 
yelled. The ground shook as sorrow turned to anger.
	 As they rode back together, Sigar told her about the 
duel, “He fell in the morning, at Frekastein. In the Holmgang 

Alf achieved victory, he was the most powerful prince beneath 
the sun. But this is not how it should end.”

	 Svava easily outpaced Sigar and reached 
Helgi as fast as her mare could run. She leapt 

off her horse and cradled her dying love in her 
arms. She wept uncontrollably.
	 “Svava, you must temper your feelings. 
These are the last moments that we will be 
together. I bleed heavily from a deep wound 

inches from my heart.” Helgi managed to speak 
despite the pain. “I beg you Svava, do not weep. 

Please listen to my last wishes. You must 
find love with my brother Hedin, marry 
him and live in happiness.”
	 Svava shook her head violently 
and choked back her sobs. “Back in Mu-

narheim... when you chose me... when you gave me the rings... 
I vowed that even if you were gone, I would never hold another 
man in my arms.” she said defiantly.
	 After Helgi drew his last breath, Hedin approached 
Svava and said, “Kiss me Svava. I will not return to see Rogheim 
or Rodulsfjall until I have avenged Helgi. He was truly the best 
prince under the sun.”

	 Helgi smiled at Atli and clasped his shoulder in mer-
riment. “Atli has kept you talking until morning. You look 

ridiculous as a harbour ornament, standing still and dressed 
in stone.” concluded Helgi.
	 Hrimgerd had been turned to stone by the rays of the 
sun and once more Helgi and Atli had been victorious.
	 After many more great deeds of valour and cun-
ning, Helgi went to see King Eylimi. He asked for 
his daughter’s hand in marriage. Svava and Helgi 
exchanged vows and their love for one another 
deepened. When Helgi went raiding, Svava re-
mained behind in order to care for her father.
	 Back in Glasilund, on the Yule 
night, Hedin was returning to his father’s hall 
when he was set upon by a troll-witch. She 
emerged out of the darkened woods riding a 
giant wolf and the reins she held were venomous 
serpents. She offered him her company, 
but he rebuked her offer vehemently.
	 Slighted, she declared a curse 
upon him, “You will pay a heavy price 
for refusing me. On this night, when you 
drink to your pledge, you will doom your fate.”
	 That same evening, in King Hjorvard’s hall, the time 
came for pledge-making. On the Yule night the oath-ritual is 
called the Bragarfull. The men led the sacred boar outside, and 
each in turn held the drinking horn with the other hand on the 
boar. They made their pledges, and when it came time for He-
din to make his pledge, his tongue moved of its own volition 
and he heard these words escape his mouth:
	 “I swear on all that is sacred, on the gods and on my 
family’s lineage that Svava, daughter of Eylini, wife of 
Helgi, will be mine.”
	 Hedin was as astonished as the other 
onlookers. This troubled him so greatly that 
with haste, he went to the lands to the south, to 
see his brother Helgi.
	 Helgi greeted his brother warmly, 
“Welcome Hedin. What news do you bring 
from the north? What is so urgent that you 
travel such a great distance alone?”
	 Hedin replied in a somber 
tone, “I have committed a terrible crime 
against you brother. When I pledged 
upon the sacred boar, I swore that your 
royal born wife would be mine.” He 
bowed his head in shame, unable to meet his brother’s eyes.
	 Helgi grabbed his brother’s shoulders and shook 
him gently until he looked up. “Don’t blame yourself. What is 
sworn over the drink-pledge must come true. A karl has chal-
lenged me to a Holmgang in three nights’ time. I will go there, 

but I do have my doubts about returning alive. If I do not 
return, it may turn out well given your pledge.” Helgi 

said in a gentle tone.

Hrimgerd
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prised. His father looked more ordinary than any man could. 
His appearance had an almost supernatural aura of forgetful-
ness.
	 “No, you may not; the matter is private and my own. 
Where can I find him?” Svava asked.
	 “If you can see him, he can be found hunting in the 
Roaring Dales,” Kari said, adding, “he will be invisible to you 
as well.”
	 “Not if I’m hunting him.” Svava said as she subsumed 
one of Kari’s thralls outside the hall. As the thrall, she picked 
up several bags of flour and hoisted them upon her destrier. 
She marched back into Kari’s hall and unhooked a stuffed elk’s 
head which was hanging as a decoration above Kari’s hearth.
	 As the thrall she ventured out into the Roaring 
Dales. It acquired its name from the white water rapids that 
cut through them. Svava took the sacks of flour and scattered 
their contents about the field. Then she hooked the elk’s head 
beside a large tree and waited. Slumber claimed her and when 
she woke, she saw a man’s footsteps in the flour. Svava cursed 
out loud for missing Fornjot.
	 She returned to the hall and took more flour and this 
time she took a boar’s stuffed head. She repeated her trap, do-
ing her best to stay awake. Her eyes were burning when she 
heard someone coming. She looked about and saw no one. 
Then Svava looked down and saw the footprints and when her 
eyes rose, she saw the man she sought. “Fornjot, I have come a 
long way looking for you.”
	 “You are Kari’s thrall, why not wait for my return to 
his hall?” the man asked.
	 Svava worked hard to keep her gaze upon him. He 
looked so unremarkable that her eyes wished to stray, to look 
upon something more interesting. She painfully dug her nails 
into the palms of her hands in order to stay focused.
	 “I am Svava the Valkyrie and I borrow this thane’s 
form in order to find you. I have a very special request, and I 
know you have no reason to help men.” Sava said, explaining 
the whole tragic tale of lost love. She also explained what she 
needed from Fornjot.
	 Fornjot seriously considered the request. Because of 
his condition, he could never find love, so he could not resist 
her reasons. “I will help you,” he said after a long pause.
	 Svava was overjoyed. She helped him mount her des-
trier and they flew up to Gimle. There at the gates the Norns 
turned her away, “You cannot enter unless you are invited by 
one of us, or you accompany someone who is.”
	 The Valkyrie’s face turned red as rage gripped her. 
She was about to speak her mind when from the corner 

	 Svava was not going to let Helgi slip away from her. 
She grabbed a fistful of Hedin’s tunic and demanded, “How 
did this come to be? Who killed my beloved Helgi?”
	 “It was Alf, son of Hrodmar, but do not lay the blame 
upon him. He was an unwilling participant in the troll-witch’s 
curse.” Hedin replied, trying to hug her, but she shook off his 
advances.
	 The Valkyrie took a step back and continued her 
questions, “Who is this troll-witch you speak of?”
	 Hedin knew that Svava would be inconsolable, so he 
sat down and answered, “Her steed was a giant wolf and the 
reins she held were those of venomous serpents.”
	 “You speak of Hyrrokkin the Rime Jotun! Of this 
I am certain. No other has a wolf for a mount and vipers for 
rein!” The Valkyrie exclaimed as she rubbed her chin consid-
ering her options.
	 “You will kill her? She has the backing of the Jotuns 
and I believe she has also gained the favour of the gods. She is 
untouchable!” Hedin exclaimed in bewilderment.
	 “Then I will go over the head of the gods and the gi-
ants…” Svava mumbled more to herself than to the man before 
her.
	 “The Norns? Have you gone mad?” Hedin yelled.
	 “Perhaps, but they will allot a different fate for Hel-
gi!” Svava proclaimed with a mad look in her eye.
	 “How will you get there…?” Hedin began to ask and 
then saw Svava fall on her own sword, her heart pierced by the 
blade.
	 “In my true form of course.” Svava replied, but He-
din could not hear her, let alone see her. She was ready to claim 
Helgi’s soul, but to her horror, he was nowhere to be found. 
Who had taken him? Where did he go? No matter, she would 
find him and she would get her revenge.
	 In spirit form she summoned her destrier, mounting 
it she whispered in its ear, “We visit Kari.” The ghostly mare 
sped off faster than any mortal horse. “I am invisible to mor-
tals, now I need the one who will be invisible to immortals.”
	 When they arrived, Svava floated into Kari’s hall. 
Only Kari, a kindred spirit from the Crucible of Life could see 
her. He looked about the hall to see who had died and he was 
surprised to see a Valkyrie arrive in the night. Seeing only liv-
ing thralls, he dismissed them, waited for the last one to leave 
and asked “To what do I owe this mysterious visit?”
	 “I am sorry to trouble you on this night, but I am Sva-
va and I seek your father.” She said with determination in her 
voice.
	 “Fornjot? May I ask why?” Kari said somewhat sur-
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of her eye she spied a man arriving. She turned to see a man 
wrapped in a dark cloak, wearing a wide brimmed hat, astride 
an eight-legged horse. “Odin…” she spoke under her breath.
	 “Yes, it is I. Are you in need of something?” he asked 
with a charming smile. The twinkle in his eye meant that he was 
ready to listen.
	 “I require an audience with the Norns. A moment to 
discuss their Tapestry of Fate,” Svava explained. “But they bar 
the gates. Apparently, I have to be accompanied by someone 
who has been summoned.”
	 “Cheer up!” Odin said stroking his salt and pepper 
beard. “This is your lucky day; I am on my way to meet with 
Kyrmir.”
	 Astonished at her fortune, Svava asked, “You would 
bring me with you?”
	 “Well I would if you were one of my Valkyries. Swear 
fealty to me and I will be able to bring you with me.” Odin said 
with a wry grin. “You would harvest Einherjar for me from this 
day forward.”
	 Svava thought about it and she concluded that Hel-
gi was worth it. He needed to return to the land of the living. 
Their life together was cut short. “I swear allegiance to you 
All Father. From this day forth I will be in your service.” Svava 
swore.
	 Odin chuckled, “Then we shall travel together to see 
the Norns.” He had glanced at Fornjot once, but his eyes had 
wandered away. The All Father had forgotten Fornjot’s pres-
ence, and it appeared as thought the Norns forgot him as soon 
as they saw him. He was admitted into Gimle along with Odin 
and Svava.
	 While Odin and Svava distracted the Norns, For-
jot went to the Tapestry of Fate. He was able to find Helgi’s 
thread, and he rewove him into a new life. Svava knew that it 
had worked, because the Norns never raised any alarms, how-
ever she could not confirm, because she never saw Fornjot 
leave Gimle. All she could do is assume a new life and await 
the return of her true love. Svava would return as Sigrun the 
Valkyrie.
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	 Helgi eventually got away and ended up killing king 
Hunding and earned the moniker Hundingbani. He raided 
Brunvagar where he slaughtered cattle and ate the raw meat.
	 There was a famous king who went by the name of 
Hogni. His daughter was Sigrun, a Valkyrie. She was Svava 
reborn into a new life. She was a collector of the slain. Sigrun 
would choose valiant dead heroes off of the battlefield and 
would fly with them upon her horse to their next life. While 
flying over Brunvagar, she spied Helgi’s ships.
	 Sigrun the Valkyrie called down to them, “Who com-
mands these long-ships which moor in the fjord?”
	 “My name is Hamal,” Helgi lied, “and I command 
these long-ships”
	 Sigrun asked “Where do you come from? What are 
you waiting for? Where are you going?”
	 “We come from Hlesey and we await favourable 
winds. When we get them, we will set our course eastward,” 
replied Helgi
	 “From the blood upon your mail it is clear to me that 
you come from a battle. Tell me, where have you stirred up war? 
Where have you left the corpses of your enemies as a banquet 
for my sister’s ravens? Why do you eat raw meat while you’re 
dressed for battle?” Sigrun asked.
	 “You have many questions,” Helgi noted, “if you 
must know, we Ylfings fought berserkirs west of here. My ea-
gles fed upon the entrails hanging from my spear-point. To fin-
ish the story, the wind abandoned us within the fjord and so we 
were forced to eat raw meat upon our ships.”
	 “You describe the battle,” Sigrun began, “but I know 
that it was Helgi who claimed the title of Hundingbani after the 
death of King Hunding. You were the one who avenged your 
kinsmen. It was upon your blades that he spilled his blood.” 
The shrewd and wise Valkyrie could see through the lies.
	 “How did you know wise Valkyrie?” asked Helgi. 
“How did you know that we avenged our family on that fateful 
day? I thought to deceive you by taking on the name of another 
warrior.” Helgi confessed.
	 “I wasn’t far away from the battle which happened on 
that fateful day. I do not blame you for being shrewd and con-
cealing your identity,” explained the Valkyrie. “I watched you 
once before, when you sailed upon your long-ships, soaked by 
the sea spray and the blood of your enemies. You cannot hide 
your identity from Hogni’s daughter,” she said with a wink.
	 There was a powerful king named Granmar who rules 
from his seat of power in Svarinshaug. His sons were Hod-

	 King Sigmund, son of Volsung, married Borghild 
of Bralund. Sigmund and his clan were the descendants of the 
Volsung and Ylfing royal bloodlines. They called their son 
Helgi after Helgi Hjorvardsson. Hjorvard was the name of a 
famous king whose son was the beloved Helgi. King Sigmund 
sent Helgi to be fostered by a local earl named Hagal.
	 Hunding was a powerful king with vast lands and 
many vassals. The kingdom of Hundland was named after him. 
He was a great warrior and had many sons who loved to raid. 
There was animosity and rancor between King Hunding and 
King Sigmund, many died throughout their many wars.
	 Helgi went to king Hunding’s court in order to spy 
on the king’s son, Heming. To ensure that he wasn’t suspect-
ed, he disguised himself as Hamal, another of King Hunding’s 
sons. After killing some guards, Helgi sought out a shepherd 
boy.
	 “Run and tell your lord Heming that several of his 
armoured warriors lie dead outside the hall. Tell him that he’s 
had a grey wolf within his court, someone who appeared in 
Hamal’s skins,” Helgi said to the shepherd boy.
	 This taunt gave Helgi immense pleasure. He re-
turned to Hagal where he sought refuge. King Hunding threw 
his drinking horn across the hall when he received the mes-
sage. Grey-Wolf was a well-known moniker for Ylfings.  King 
Hunding’s face reddened as he muttered, “Helgi Sigmunds-
son,” under his breath. Helgi was the only one who would be 
so bold as to advertise his evil deed. King Hunding was aware 
of the fostering agreement and sent several war-bands to see 
Earl Hagal. The king didn’t want any arguments from Hagal 
and sent several war-bands as to quash any resistance. Seeing 
no means of escape, Helgi disguised himself in servant-wom-
an’s clothes and went to grind at the mill. The soldiers looked 
for the Ylfing boy, but their search turned up no-one matching 
his description. They proceeded to enter Earl Hagal’s hall and 
caught sight of a conspicuous servant woman working the mill.
	 “Look at Hagal’s servant, she has fierce and piercing 
eyes,” Blindr, one of Hunding’s men, noted “That isn’t some 
mere maiden, just look at the stones, they crack, and the wood-
en shaft creaks under her strength.” Turning to Hagal, Blin-
dr opined, “You miss-use this slave girl. You would be better 
served by her if she had a sword in her hands.”
	 Earl Hagal, wishing to cover up for Helgi’s over-ex-

uberance replied, “Oh don’t be overly surprised by her zeal, 
after all she is a Valkyrie whom Helgi captured and impris-

oned here. As an Ylfing she has a lot of fight in her.”

Helgi Hunding’s Bane
Helgi Hundingsbani II
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	 “Rather than wasting time exchanging in-
sults,” Helgi said to Sinfjotli, “your time would be better 
spent readying the troops for battle. My eagles grow hungry. 
Sinfjotli, I must admit, I am weary of Granmar’s sons. They 
have proven their battle-worth at Moinsheim... they will not 
back down if they are challenged.”
	 Gudmund rode home with news of the invasion and 
in this way Granmar’s sons met Helgi’s army upon the battle-
field. Many kings came to join in battle; Hogni, Sigrun’s fa-
ther and his sons, Bragi and Dag. All of Granmar’s sons were 
killed except for Dag. It fell upon him to negotiate the truce 
and terms of surrender with the victorious Volsungs.
	 Sigrun wandered among the dead and dying until she 
came upon Hodbrodd. Before he died, she spoke these words, 
“Sigrun from Sefafell will never be yours. Instead you’ve be-
come a feast for the wolves.”
	 She then returned to Helgi and he greeted her af-
fectionately. Breaking the embrace, he looked deeply into her 
eyes and confessed, “Brace yourself, for I have some bad news 

to share... the Norns have been cruel with the fate they 
dealt us today. On this day Bragi and Hogni fell at 

Frekastein, and...” he paused, “...I was their kill-
er.”

	 Sigrun did not break his gaze, but her lip 
quivered.
	 “I also killed Starkad and Styrklief as well 
as the sons of Hrollaug when we battled at 
Hlebjargir. I decapitated one of them, but his 

body kept flailing and fighting.” Helgi said in a 
compassionate voice.

	 Her eyes were filled with pain.
	 “Do not begrudge yourself 
about these deaths, for you were destined 
to cause this clash of kings. It was by the 
Norn’s decree that these men now lie as 

corpses.” Helgi felt horrible for making her feel this way.
	 Sigrun broke down and wept. Helgi held her tightly 
and kissed her hair with great affection.
	 “Do not doubt that I wish they could still be alive to-
day while I hold you in my arms, but we must accept this fate. 
You were our battle-goddess and those men were destined to 
die today.”
	 Sorrow was replaced with joy as Helgi and Sigrun 
married. They had many sons and enjoyed their life together. 
Helgi’s kingdom grew and the family was prosperous, howev-
er Helgi did not live long enough to witness the birth of his 
grandchildren.
	 For many years Dag was bitter and sought revenge. 
Odin was impressed with Helgi’s deeds and wanted him to 
become one of his Einherjar in Valhalla. The All Father also 
wanted to punish Sigrun for her disobedience. So one day 
he met Dag under the guise of a venerable traveller. He 
loaned the spear known as Gungnir to Dag, promising 

brodd, Gudmund, and Starkad. Hodbrodd had been attend-
ing a council of kings when he was betrothed to King Hogni’s 
daughter Sigrun. When news of this reached her, she took 
flight with her Valkyrie sisters and went to find Helgi.
	 She found Helgi at Logafell. He had just fought with 
the sons of Hunding. He had killed Alf and Eyjolf and had de-
feated Hjorvard and Hervard. He was exhausted after the fight 
and Sigrun found him resting at Arastein.
	 Sigrun told Helgi of her betrothal and reminded him 
of the Poem of the Volsungs.
	 There was a special love and bond between Sigrun 
and Helgi. She had had a love for Helgi even before she had 
seen him in Arastein. When they met, they embraced as long 
lost lovers. The passion consumed them immediately.
	 “I have been betrothed to Hodbrodd, but I desire 
another prince,” Sigrun hugged Helgi tightly, “I fear reprisal 
because I stand in opposition to my father’s plans,” she ex-
plained. She asked him for protection because of the backlash 
she expected from her kinsmen.
	 “Do not worry about King Hogni’s wrath, or 
the spite of your kinsmen. My love, you will be under 
my protection, I promise to scatter any fear or dis-
tress which may take root in your heart.” Helgi 
reassured her.
	 True to his word, Helgi assembled 
a huge fleet and sailed to Frekastein. On the 
way they were besieged by a terrible storm. 
Lightning flashed across the violent clouds. 
Above them Helgi spied Valkyries, Sigrun was 
protecting his fleet. The storm abated and they 
made landfall.
	 They were met by Granmar’s 
sons. King Granmar was a powerful lead-
er and he provided his sons with ample 
soldiers. Gudmund rode his giant horse 
down to the fjord in order to assess Helgi’s readiness.
	 “I SEE SHIPS READY FOR WAR; YOUR GOLD-
EN BANNER IS RAISED. YOU CLEARLY DO NOT SEEK 
OUR SHORES FOR PEACEFUL COMMERCE, SO I DE-
MAND TO SPEAK YOUR LEADER.” Gudmund announced.
	 Sinfjolti rose to speak on behalf of Helgi’s army, “I 
think your prince, Hodbrodd will recognize our king Helgi 
here,” Sinfjolti pointed to Helgi a few steps behind him, “He 
fights among his men, he has never retreated from any oppo-
nent and he will take your lands and the Fjorsung inheritance.”
	 Gudmund replied in kind, “HELGI HAS EXALT-
ED HIMSELF SPILLING THE BLOOD OF MY NOBLE 
BROTHERS. IT IS TIME FOR REVENGE, MEET US AT 
FREKASTEIN AND WE WILL SETTLE THIS!”
	 “Know your place Gudmund, you are a better goat 
herder than a warrior. Go and pick up a hazel switch instead of 
that sword.” Sinfjolti rebuffed Gudmund.
	 Helgi felt compelled to step in.

Odin
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ing.
	 In Midgard a burial mound was prepared for Helgi. 
His remains were placed inside along with personal effects 
which would serve him well in the afterlife.
	 Helgi was now in Valhalla. Odin chose him as one 
of his favored Einherjar, an eternal warrior that would com-
mand other warriors in Odin’s service. As such, he was sent 
on important errands for the All Father. Leading his war-band, 
which included the great warrior Hunding, he commanded 
them to prepare to ride, “Hundung, you will prepare the baths, 
everyone else, kindle the fires, prepare the horses and tether 
the dogs- today we ride!”
	 Back in Midgard, the kingdom reflected Sigrun’s 
mood. Everything was quiet and somber. Then one evening, 
Sigrun’s maid was passing Helgi’s barrow, and she saw Helgi 
riding with his war-band.
	 “Are these visions or illusions before my eyes? Do 
I really see dead men riding? Has Ragnarok come? Where 
did you come from and why have you been allowed to return 

home?” Sigrun’s maid muttered half to herself and half to the 
warriors before her.

	 Helgi turned towards her and answered, 
“We are not illusions, nor is it the twilight of the 

gods. Even though we ride in Midgard, we are 
not permitted to come home.”
	 The maid ran back to Sigrun as quickly as 
her feet could carry her. She burst in on her 
mistress and shouted, “Sigrun of Sefafell, go 

outside at once if you wish to see your beloved 
Helgi! He is at his barrow and requires your aid. 

He has injuries that need your attention.”
	 A moment later Sigrun was in the 
barrow and Helgi stood before her. The 
estranged couple shared a long quiet mo-
ment before Sigrun broke the silence.

	 “Helgi that look upon your face is as ravenous as the 
look of Odin’s ravens when they are drawn to the slaughter of 
the battlefield. Before I liberate you from your armour, I want 
to taste your lips my undead king,” she said with a seductive 
smile as their lips pressed in hungry reunion. After the pas-
sionate kiss she held him at arm’s length and looked him over 
head to toe.
	 “Your hair is caked with frost, you are drenched in 
blood, your hands are cold as death, and how... how can I heal 
you?” she asked.
	 Helgi replied, “You are the one who ensured that my 
hands would be soaked in the blood of your kin. I look upon 
your golden form and I see you weeping bitter tears. Before 
you go to sleep, those tears roll down your sun-touched face 
and they fall, reddened, upon my chest. They are cold, yet they 
burn into my soul, burdening it with sorrow.”
	 Helgi looked around him in the barrow and spied a 
cask of mead. Breaking it open he offered her the first swig say-

that it would exact the revenge he desired.
	 That fateful day came when Dag met Helgi at Fjotur-

lund, they battled and Dag’s victory was delivered with the 
killing blow delivered by Gungnir. Dag wasted no time and 
rode up into the mountains in order to deliver the news to his 
sister Sigrun.
	 “Sigrun, I deliver news that will weigh down your 
heart. I regret that what I will tell you will bring forth your 
sorrowful tears. Today I killed your husband because he stood 
upon the necks of our kinsmen. Go to Fjoturlund, there you 
will find his body pierced by this spear.” said Dag holding Gun-
gnir aloft.
	 Sigrun’s face was a storm. She channeled her sorrow 
into unfettered malice and proclaimed a curse upon her broth-
er; “By the bright waters of Leift and the wet stone of Unn, 
may all of the oaths you swore to Helgi turn back upon you! 
May your long-ship sail astray even when you have benevolent 
winds at your back! May your horse refuse you flight from your 
enemies! May the sword in your hands become dull and use-
less! May the weapons of your enemies find your head! May 
you become a desperate outlaw exiled from civiliza-
tion, a man without wealth or friends, content in 
sustaining yourself on the corpses of your kins-
men!”
	 The blood had drained from Dag’s 
face as the realization struck him- a curse from 
a Valkyrie could not be avoided. He began to 
grovel and negotiate with her.
	 “You are rightfully angry my sister, 
but you have lost your wits to be proclaiming 
such a damnable curse upon your own 
brother. Know that it was Odin’s do-
ing! He was the one that orchestrated 
all of this bloodshed! Believe me, the 
All Father used his magic to turn sibling 
against sibling!” Dag pleaded. He ruffled through his pack-
sack and his trembling hands drew out red-gold rings. Offer-
ing them to her he implored, “I offer you these treasures as well 
as the lands of Vandilsve and Vigdalir. Take this weregild as a 
payment for your loss, half of our kingdom will be yours and 
your childrens’!”
	 Sigrun’s fury unwavering, she silenced Dag by rais-
ing her hand. “I will never find happiness, whether at home or 
in other lands, at night or during waking hours. The only way 
my heart will find peace and contentment is by seeing Helgi 
seated majestically upon his mighty mount once more. My 
beloved Helgi, seated upon Vigblaer, struck fear in the hearts 
of his foes and their kinsmen. They would turn tail and run 
like goats being chased by the wolf. This is how Helgi won my 
heart. This is how he stood out among his men, like a majestic 
stag towering above other animals. He was like a mighty ash 

surrounded by thorn bushes. None can ever compare with 
my Helgi!” Sigrun finished in a voice filled with long-
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	 For the next few nights Sigrun returned to 
the barrow, hoping that Helgi would return. Sigrun and 
her maid would sit below an old ash tree that grew next to 
the barrow. After many nights Sigrun confided in her serving 
maid, “If he was allowed to return, he would have come by now. 
We sit and wait as my household sleeps and Helgi’s eagles 
roost in the branches of the ash. I feel like hope of his return is 
fading, perhaps my place is in the barrow.”
	 The serving maid’s eyes darted nervously and she 
thought she saw shapes moving in the darkness, “Don’t be 
foolish my lady, the dead are more dangerous at night than in 
the day.” she cautioned.
	 Sigrun died of a broken heart and was once again re-
born as another noble-woman known as Kara. She would find 
Helgi once more, but under a different name- Helgi, the sor-
row of Hadding.

ing, “Although we have lost each other, do not mourn my pass-
ing. Look upon the wound of Gungnir etched into my breast, 
your living presence has begun healing my undead body.”
	 Sigrun would stay as long as needed in order to heal 
Helgi. She made a makeshift bed with furs and skins and they 
lay down together.
	 “Helgi, kin of the Ylfings, let the world wash away 
and let us lie in each other’s arms as we did when you were 
alive,” she whispered in his ear as he stroked her hair.
	 There they spent the night in each other’s arms. Sig-
run was awakened when Helgi rose to dress.
	 “I will cherish forever the fact that my alabaster lady 
dared to sleep in my undead arms. But it is time for me to don 
my blood-streaked armour, mount my pale horse and head 
back across Bifrost to return to Valhalla. I must be back before 
Odin awakens his Einherjar.”
	 Helgi assembled his war-band and they rode off into 
the darkness.

Dag
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flew the fire banners from the eaves of every great-hall.
	 King Hogni was a friend and ally to King Granmar, 
and his kingdom merged the faiths of the Vanir and the Mus-
peli Jotuns. When the Valkyrie known as Svava subsumed Sig-
run she adopted sympathy for the world views of that kingdom. 
For that, Odin had to punish her. The All Father never allowed 
his Valkyries to sympathize with the enemy. The punishment 
would be to take away her beloved Helgi.
	 King Hogni’s son was distrustful of the Aesir, and for 
that reason, Odin needed a disguise before approaching Dag. 
Dag had taken Gungnir thinking that it was an enchanted spear 
given by a wanderer who wished to see Helgi killed. Their mo-
tives aligned, so Dag never questioned the serendipity of that 
transaction.
	 No one anticipated Odin’s plan to kill his own follow-

er, so when Helgi died, there were no Valkyries were 
present to steal the All Father’s bounty. Now he 

could use Helgi the Einherjar in the mid-game, 
and Sigrun would be punished. So much so that 

she died of a broken heart.
###

	 King Hadding ruled Jutland. He was the 
son of Gram, a great warrior-king. He was 

devoted to the Rime Jotuns and somewhat to 
a lesser degree the Muspeli Jotuns. Like his 

father, he was incredibly talented and 
possessed a fleet unmatched by any oth-
er kingdom upon the Baltic. With those 
assets, he harried other kingdoms, raid-
ing them throughout the summer months 

and enjoying the spoils of war in the wintertime.
	 Odin had many devoted kings who had been crushed 
under king Hadding’s heel. Those kings were entangled in 
war, or they were paying tribute to King Hadding. Odin’s 
machinations were failing, so he decided to summon Helgi.
	 “My most prized Einherjar!” Odin said addressing 
Helgi, “Take your war-band to King Hadding’s doorstep and 
show him my true power!”
	 “I will bring three of my fiercest brethren and we 
will be the spear-point that thrusts through King Hadding’s 
heart.” Helgi replied.
	 They plunged from the heavens and collided with 
Midgard. The ominous dust cloud could be seen for miles. 
			   ###
	 The Valkyrie that had been known as Svava and Sig-
run was now called Kara, the Blazing Valkyrie. What Odin had 
done to Helgi was unforgivable, so in order to gain her revenge 

	 Odin loved to play the Game of Battles. It was the 
name that Ran, Surt, Freya and Odin had given to their soul 
collection efforts. Odin and Surt had the strongest rivalry be-
cause of the impending clash destined between the Einherjar 
and the Sons of Muspel. The Game of Battles had three as-
pects, the early-game, the mid-game and the late-game. 
	 The late-game would be played out by their armies 
upon the field of Vigridr. Surt strongly disapproved of how the 
Aesir gods, and Frey in particular, treated Yggdrasil. In Surt’s 
opinion, their actions were reckless, and in the pursuit of their 
own glory, Nidhogg and Yggdrasil were overlooked. If things 
continued as they had, the final battle was inevitable. The 
Voelvas had already seen glimpses of Vigridr, the field where 
the bodies were piled so high, they blotted out the sun.
	 The early-game was about recruiting new follow-
ers and devotees. These disciples worked to promote 
their patrons throughout the realms. Capturing 
the mind and heart of a king usually meant that 
their kingdom would back the principles and 
philosophies of the higher power. The King-
dom of Gotland was devoted to Ran and the 
Vanir. Their shields were painted with Ran’s 
colours and the bows of their long ships were 
decorated with monsters from the deep.
	 The mid-game was all about the bat-
tles between their followers. Ran, Surt, 
Freya and Odin had agreed upon strict 
rules; No direct involvement was per-
mitted, but they could lend weapons and 
blessings to their followers. When a bat-
tle was done, honour and fame were bequeathed upon the deity 
who shepherded the winning army. Odin was the one who was 
very proficient in the mid-game. He was willing to besmirch 
his own name, sometimes granting the victory to the enemies 
of his own followers, if it meant that he could reap the souls for 
Valhalla. This would strengthen his late-game.
	 When a hero died, the process of becoming immor-
tal wiped most memories away. This allowed Valkyries to com-
pete for a soul, disregarding the soul’s wishes. It was entirely 
possible that a follower of Ran could be harvested by a Valkyrie 
sent by Freya. After the transformation in Folkvangar, the soul 
would be devoted to Freya. This was the grand joke among the 
Valkyries. The actions by the Valkyries would override any 
mortal ambitions.
	 When Gudmund came to foster under King Gran-
mar, his ambition was to sway the kingdom towards the Muspe-

li Jotuns. He was a very successful warrior and his talents 
gave him sway with his foster father. Thus, the kingdom 

The Song of Kara
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	 A strange giant woman emerged the shadows. No 
one recognized her. She had white hair and cerulean skin. 
Weapons were drawn but she put out her hands to show them 
that she came in peace. “You face Odin’s Einherjar and I have 
come to defeat them.”
	 “Are you an emissary of Utgardaloki?” the king 
asked with a hopeful smile.
	 Kara ignored the question, because she did not want 
to spread falsehoods. “You must come with me. They sense 
your presence. We will lead them out of your kingdom before 
too many innocents lose their lives,” the strange woman ex-
plained, “Quickly!” He was moving too slowly, so she grabbed 
his sleeve and dragged him out of the hall. Everyone was aghast 
and a murmur ran through the crowd. Before anyone could say 
a thing, the king was astride a horse with Kara at the reigns.
	 The king gave his council their orders, “Look after 
the kingdom Ulvild. Liser you will look after my fleet. I will 
return when we are victorious!” The crowd let out a cheer as 
the pair darted off into the distance. “What manner of horse is 
this? It is twice as fast as my stallion and it can run over rivers 

and lakes without getting wet.”
	Kara ignored the question, instead saying, “We will 

lead them to the north, to Skane. The Einherjar 
have changed direction, I can feel the cold wind 

blowing at our backs. We must get the proper 
weapons before we confront them.”
	 They rode hard until they came to a deep 
cave named Gren. They entered to find a 
Dvergar working the forge. “Falr, I bring you 

King Hadding of Jutland. Craft us three spears 
that can bring doom to demi-gods. Impress the 

king and he will reward you handsome-
ly.” The drought she had imbued earlier 
worked its magic upon the blacksmith, 
and his eyes shone with glee.
	 “It will be done!” He worked for 

three days and at the end of each day a spear was forged. Each 
day Kara emerged from Gren only to feel the wind grow cold-
er and more violent. As the third night neared, they thanked 
Falr and mounted Brennafaxi. Just then four fearsome warriors 
crested the ridge.
	 Turning to the king, Kara implored, “Do not throw 
the spears at Helgi. You must aim at his companions. We will 
ride so that the Einherjar cannot reach us.” She handed King 
Hadding the spears and began to sing:
		  “Helgi my love,
		  I have known you,
		  Through three lifetimes.”
	 The King threw his first spear and he hit his mark, 
sending the Einherjar back to Valhalla. Then Kara sang anoth-
er verse.
		  “Helgi my love,
		  We have known passion,

she joined the ranks of the Blazing Valkyries. These Valkyries 
were in the service of Muspelheim and Surt was their lord.
	 One day Surt and Laufey came to Kara with news, 
“Kara, you have been asking about Helgi the Einherjar. I have 
received news that he is in Midgard terrorizing King Hadding 
of Jutland. He is a staunch opponent of the Aesir kings. I will 
send my Sons of Muspel with you. Defend the king and see 
your love. Perhaps there is hope for him?” Surt said.
	 Her heart was racing; Kara was stunned to hear 
about Helgi. Ever since he had been recruited into Valhalla, 
she had been unable to see him. “I will do this without the Sons 
of Muspel. The Celestial Agreement keeps higher powers from 
Midgard. Just because Odin broke it does not mean you should 
debase yourself to his level. I can handle this; I know the All 
Father’s tricks.”
	 “You are noble, I am glad we have you as one of our 
Valkyries,” Laufey said offering Kara a drinking horn. “Drink 
this. It is the Mead of the Darkening. You will be unlike any 
Valkyrie before you. You will be able to change shape and ap-
pear as anyone you wish. Your gaze will grant you what you 
desire. Your voice will fulfill another’s desire.”
	 She drank as Surt dismissed the nine Sons 
of Muspel who had come. “Laufey and I will watch 
your progress. We bless your efforts to save 
Helgi and King Hadding,” said the Fire Giant 
King.
	 “Brennafaxi come!” Kara com-
manded and the fiery destrier materialized 
before her. They rode as though Nidhogg was 
at their heels.

###
	 “Who are these men who in-
vade my kingdom?” King Hadding de-
manded. “They burn our fields, kill the 
innocent and flee before we rally an army 
to meet them head on. Tell me!” he yelled 
at his advisors.
	 Many bowed their heads, not knowing what to say.
	 The king continued his tirade, “Are they troll? But 
they strike by day! Are they haugbui? But they are unbound 
and move about my kingdom! Hearsay is all I get. Those who 
have faced them are all dead, no credible witnesses step for-
ward!” He slammed his fist upon the table, and the pieces 
upon the map fell to the floor.
	 “They are not men, nor are they beasts,” said an advi-
sor named Baldri. “Those who saw them at a distance speak of 
a cold which follows them. Those who track them say that they 
never stop to rest, nor do they stop for fire and food. Our large 
armies cannot catch them, yet with each day they come closer 
to your throne.”
	 “Utgardaloki, I implore you to reveal the evil that 
walks within our lands!” the king intoned while turning his 
head up towards the sky.

Kara
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		  And we’ve known tenderness.”
	 The King threw his second spear and he hit his mark, 
sending the Einherjar back to Valhalla. Then Kara sang anoth-
er verse.
		  “Helgi my love,
		  We have known sorrow,
		  And we’ve known heartbreak.”
	 The King threw his third spear and he hit his mark, 
sending the Einherjar back to Valhalla. Then Kara sang anoth-
er verse.
		  “I will not forget,
		  I will not let go,
		  I will conquer all,
		  So I could be with you.”
	 The rage in Helgi’s eyes abated as he recognized his 
Sigrun. “My love?” he asked, dropping his axes.
	 “It is I, but I am now Kara…” she said as she shed the 
illusion. The king gaped as the blazing Valkyrie standing be-
tween him and the Einherjar. “…I harvest dead heroes for Surt. 
As an Einherjar, you are the sworn enemy of those I create.”
	 Helgi ran up and embraced her with a passion which 
had built between lifetimes. Kara sent King Hadding back to 
Jutland upon her destrier. Until it returned to her, she would 
share every precious moment with Helgi, the sorrow of Had-
ding.
	 “Where do we go from here?” asked Helgi. “No one 
has ever left Valhalla. If I were to be the first, I am sure Odin 
would make an example out of me to ensure no one else thinks 
of betraying him. Wherever I go he will see me when he sits 
upon Hlidskjalf. I will not be welcome in Muspelheim, for I em-
body the enemy.”
	 “Then we run together.” Kara said hopefully. 
“Laufey can give you a drought that will allow you to pass into 
obscurity.” She stopped suddenly realizing that this was not 
what Helgi was about. He was a great man, made for great 
deeds. He was not one to cower in the shadows; nor was she. 
“Then I will talk to the Sons of Muspel about accepting you as 
a renegade. If that doesn’t work, we will find a way, even if it 
means defeating the All Father. I cannot lose you again.”
	 The pair held each other until Brennafaxi returned. 
Odin would pay. Kara was not the first Valkyrie to be targeted 
by the all Father. She resolved to rally her sisters, knowing full 
well that the fury of the Death Maiden sorority would be a force 
like no other. The day of reckoning would come for the All Fa-
ther.
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and she attempted the same ruse a third time. Sinfjotli tried 
to pass the drink to his father, but this time King Sigmund re-
plied, “Son, just let your moustache strain it.”
	 With the room looking on expectantly, Sinfjotli 
downed the contents of the drinking horn and died immediate-
ly.
	 Sigmund carried Sinfjotli in his arms for a long way. 
Eventually he came to a narrow fjord. In the waters there was 
a small ship with a man onboard. He offered to take Sigmund 
over the fjord, but when Sigmund laid Sinfjotli’s body in the 
boat, there wasn’t any room for the king. The ferryman said 
that the king should walk along the fjord, and when he did, the 
ferryman, the boat and his son’s body disappeared.
	 Sigmund lived with Borghild in Denmark for a long 
time. After the incident involving his son Sinfjotli, he left her 
and went south to the lands of the Franks. He established a 
kingdom there and married Hjordis, daughter of King Eylimi. 
They had a son and they named him Sigurd. They were very 
successful, but the good fortunes did not last forever. Sigmund 
was killed in battle by the sons of Hunding and then the widow 
Queen Hjordis was forced to marry Alf, son of King Hjalprek. 
The young Sigurd was fostered in that court as well.
	 Sigmund and all of his sons were exceptional in 
strength, size and courage. Their accomplishments were leg-
endary. Sigurd grew up to be the most remarkable of all. His 
name would become synonymous with the greatest of deeds 
and most the most notable of war-kings.

	 Sigmund, son of Volsung was king of the Franks. He 
had three sons: Sinfjotli, Helgi and Hammund. Sinfjotli was 
the eldest and Hammund was the youngest. Sigmund’s wife 
was Borghild and Helgi and Hammund were her sons. Sinfjotli 
was her step-son. Borghild also had a brother. Their troubles 
began when her brother and Sinfjotli fell for the same woman. 
The love triangle escalated until tempers flared and Sinfjot-
li killed Borghild’s brother. When Sinfjotli returned home, 
Borghild wished to have him exiled. Instead Sigmund offered 
Borghild a generous weregild for her brother’s death. She did 
not like this arrangement, but was forced to accept it.
	 At the funeral for Borghild’s brother, the queen was 
serving ale. She filled Sinfjotli’s drinking horn with poison 
and offered it to him. Sinfjotli was no fool and saw through the 
ruse. He went to his father and declared, “Father, this drink is 
cloudy!”
	 Sigmund, without any thought took the horn from 
his son and finished it in one long chug. The poison couldn’t 
harm Sigmund because he was a descendant from the gods. In-
gested or by contact with the skin, he was immune to poison-
ing. His sons had a lesser version of this immunity and could 
only resist contact poison. Ingested poison would be lethal to 
Sigmund’s sons.
	 Borghild cursed her luck, but she was not ready 
to give up. She refilled the drinking horn and presented the 
poisoned concoction to Sinfjotli once more. Sinfjotli knew 
he could count on his father once more, and things ended the 
same way as the first. Borghild was a woman of perseverance 

Fra Dautha Sinfjotli
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	 Groa looked up to the sky and said, “The fourth 
charm will affect your enemies who may lie along your path, 
waiting to ambush you. May their spirits find peace and may 

their minds turn to reconciliation.”
	 Svipdag was feeling more at peace.

	 “The fifth song will ensure that you remain 
free. If you are to be bound in fetters, may they 

snap free of your limbs.” Groa said and then 
took up a glorious anthem. Her voice sur-
rounded Svipdag like a cloak, and his skin be-
gan to tingle.
	 Groa looked at her son and said, “The sixth 

spell will ensure safe journey when you cross 
the sea. Your vessel will always be in still waters 

while the wind will be at your back.”
	 Svipdag smiled as all of his ap-
prehensions began to wash away.
	 “The seventh charm will protect 
you when you scale the white peaks. The 

cold will not burn your skin and nor will your joints freeze 
when winter’s chill attacks you,” promised Svipdag’s mother 
as she recited magical words.
	 “The eighth magical song will give you shelter 
during the night, when the undead wander in the mists. Should 
a Christian woman rise from the grave, she will be unable to 

bar your path.” Groa explained after casting the ward 
upon her son.

	 “The ninth and final enchantment that I 
will cast upon you will help when you are facing 

the giant named Fjolsvinn. May your words be 
eloquent and may your demeanor be charis-
matic. May you be granted what you seek.” 
Groa concluded.

	 Svipdag thanked his mother. Before he left 
she has some final words, “Go in confidence 

and face the perils of your quest head-
on. Remember the words I chanted while 
standing upon my earthen barrow. With 
your mother’s words in your heart, noth-
ing will stand in the way of your desires. 

May you have endless good fortune, and a long and fruitful 
life.”

	 “Wake up Groa, wake up mother!” urged Svipdag as 
he stood next to his deceased mother’s barrow. “I summon you 
to the gates of Hel. When you were alive, you promised that I 
could come to you in times of need.”
	 A specter materialized above the barrow, 
and the ghostly image of Groa materialized in front 
of her son Svipdag.
	 In a ghostly and distant voice, like 
and echo in a deep canyon, Groa asked, “What 
troubles my only son?  I haven’t walked among 
the living in many years. What malice drives 
you to awaken your mother after she has 
turned to dust?”
	 “The woman who married your hus-
band is a malicious woman. She forces 
me into a quest that I am setup to fail. 
She orders me to go and see Menglod,” 
explained Svipdag.
	 “The road is long and tiresome, 
but anything worth fighting for will make eventual love much 
stronger,” his mother counseled, “The Norns have already de-
creed your fate. Skuld knows what is to happen.”
	 “I will go upon this quest, but I fear that I will fail. 
Mother, please cast some spells and wards upon me,” pleaded 
Svipdag.
	 “The first chant which I will sing for you, is 
a chant Rind sang for Rani. This charm will banish 
your fear, so you keep your wits about you,” in-
structed Groa as her voice took up the magical 
song. Svipdag’s fear left him, and his mind was 
sharp as the sword’s freshly sharpened edge.
	 When the song was finished, Groa 
said, “The second magical song will invoke 
the Norns... so they can guide you upon your 
journey. May Urd’s charms keep you safe on all 
sides.”
	 With that her voice began to 
sing in a long forgotten language. Svip-
dag felt his destiny seize him.
	 “The third spell will protect 
you when you set sail. May the violent rivers Horn and Rud re-
turn back to Hel’s dominion instead of barring your way,” in-

toned Groa. Rain clouds formed overhead and a violent wind 
billowed Svipdag’s cloak, and then all became still once 

more.

Groa

Groagaldr (Svipdagsmal I)
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	 Svipdag looked at the gate appreciatively. In a voice 
laden with awe he wondered, “Tell me Fjolsvinn, what is this 
impressive gate called? Who made such an impregnable barri-
er?”
	 “It is called Thrymgjoll and it was forged by the three 
sons of Solblindi. Anyone trying to bypass it would be trapped 
by its chains.” Fjolsvinn said with a satisfied smile as he crossed 
his arms in a very obnoxious manner.
	 Svipdag was looking for a way in; perhaps he could 
trick Fjolsvinn into revealing the best route to Menglod. He 
asked once more, “And what of this wall? I have never seen 

such a dangerous wall in all of my winters.”
	 Fjolsvinn beamed with pride replying, “I 

call it Gaststropnir and I made it using Leirbrim-
ir’s limbs. I have reinforced it in such a way that 

it will stand until the twilight of mankind.”
	 Svipdag heard a growl come from behind 
him. He was taken by surprise because he had 
seen a hound sleeping at Fjolsvinn’s feet, and 

it was still there. Fjolsvinn laughed a hearty 
laugh as Svipdag wheeled around to confront 

a second hound. It was bearing its teeth 
and growling menacingly. “Where did 
you get these ferocious dogs?” asked 
Svipdag in an uneasy tone.
	 “This one is Gifr and the one 

sleeping at my feet is Geri,” explained Fjolsvinn, “they will re-
main on guard so long as it is their charge.”
	 Svipdag raised his hands in a peaceful gesture trying 
to pacify the hound. “Tell me Fjolsvinn I suppose an intruder 
would have to wait for them to fall asleep in order to try to get 
by.”
	 Fjolsvinn beamed with a very satisfied smile, as if he 
had just won a match of Hnefatafl. He replied in a sage voice, “I 
have trained my hounds so that no intruder will get past. They 
are trained to sleep in different shifts, so one of them is always 
awake. Anyone trying to slip by will find themselves in a very 
dangerous situation.”
	 “Perhaps an intruder could try to distract them with 
some meat?” Svipdag asked, hoping that Fjolsvinn would re-
veal the secret.
	 “I made sure that my hounds only eat the meat from 
the rooster named Vidofnir. That’s the only meat that they will 
eat, but Vidofnir meat is hard to come by because he roosts 
under the boughs of the tree which stretches into every world.” 

	 After receiving the blessings of his mother Groa, 
Svipdag took on his quest with confidence. His step-mother 
had set him up with an impossible quest, but with his deceased 
mother’s aid, he arrived at Menglod’s hall without much dif-
ficulty. Surrounding Menglod’s hall was a massive stone wall 
that was enveloped in magical fire.
	 Svipdag rode up to the gate and was taken aback by 
the creature before him. The hero demanded, “What kind of 
beast stands before me and guards the flaming gate?”
	 The man resembling a shambling beast replied with 
his own questions, “Who are you looking for? Why has your 
quest brought you to our hall?” The ogre didn’t wait for 
an answer barking, “You won’t find hospitality here. 
It is best you return from whence you came!”
	 Svipdag was taken aback by his rude-
ness. Shrugging it off, he kept his calm facade 
and asked, “What monster would deny a trav-
eler the right of hospitality?”
	 “Because you have been cordial, I 
allow you to leave with your life,” growled the 
giant barring passage through the gate, “I am 
Fjolsvinn the Wise but I am not known 
for my hospitality. Now be gone from my 
gates varg!” Fjolsvinn barked.
	 Svipdag took a few steps to the 
side so that he could get a better look into 
the courtyard behind Fjolsvinn.  Fjolsvinn rounded angrily, 
looking behind him to see what Svipdag was looking at.
	 Svipdag smiled and lamented more to himself than to 
the guardian of the gate. “Oh how I would give anything to be 
able to lay eyes on her beauty. She even makes the gates glow 
with her radiance. How I yearn to visit her in your court.”
	 Fjolsvinn was incredulous, “You are bold, tell me 
your name and the names of your ancestors,” he said.
	 “My name is Vindkald, much like the ‘cold wind’. My 
father was named Varkald meaning ‘cold spring’ and his father 
was Fjolkald which meant ‘fierce cold’,” replied Svipdag. And 
then he asked, “Tell me Fjolsvinn, who rules from the hall be-
yond these gates?”
	 “Her name is Menglod and she is Svafthorin’s grand-
daughter. She rules over all of the land, and all property and 
wealth are hers and hers alone,” Fjolsvinn explained before re-

alizing that he had probably said too much. It was Fjolsvinn’s 
one weakness; he loved to flaunt his knowledge so that he 

could feel better about himself.

Fjolsvinnsmal (Svipdagsmal II)
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flames?” Svipdag said looking past the gates.
	 Turning and looking behind him Fjolsvinn re-
plied, “It is called Lyr and it balances precariously upon the 
tip of a sword. The wealth within its halls has brought many 
warriors, but none have been granted access.”
	 “Who are the sons of the Aesir responsible for its 
creation?” inquired Svipdag as he felt less and less hopeful of a 
fruitful quest. Perhaps if he visited the builders of this hall, he 
could discover an easier entry.
	 “Uni, Iri, Iari, Bari, Var, Vegrasil, Dori, Ori and Del-
ling were the ones responsible for the creation of the marvel 
behind me.” Fjolsvinn beamed with pride.
	 Time had passed and the morning mist had lifted. 
Looking beyond the gates and past the hall, Svipdag saw wom-
en assembled upon a mountaintop. “I see a most beautiful 
sight, a radiant woman sitting atop that peak. What is the name 
of that mountain?” Svipdag inquired.
	 “It is called Lyfjaberg and it is a beacon to barren 
women. Any woman who takes up the journey to the peak will 

be fertile once more,” said Fjolsvinn.
	 Svipdag narrowed his eyes and looked at 

those assembled at the peak. “And who are all 
those women who sit at Menglod’s feet?” he 

asked.
	 Fjolsvinn named them all “Hlif, Hlifthrasa, 
Thiodvarta, Bjort, Blid, Blidur, Frid, Eir, and 
Aurboda are their names.”
	 All of those women looked important and 

powerful. Perhaps if he could speak to one of 
them, they would allow him to enter. “If someone 

were to venerate these women and leave 
them a suitable sacrifice, would they ex-
tend their benevolence and protection 
upon that person?” Svipdag asked.
	 “If the proper sacrifice is made at 

their hallowed altars, then these women will shield that person 
from peril and grant them their desires.” Fjolsvinn explained.
	 Svipdag was getting the answers he sought; perhaps 
they could even help him complete his quest. “Would they be 
able to deliver any man into Menglod’s embrace?” asked Svip-
dag.
	 Fjolsvinn shook his head. “No man, save one will be 
granted Menglod’s brilliant embrace, for her destiny lies with 
a hero named Svipdag and no other.”
	 Svipdag could not believe what he had just heard. He 
had to replay the words back in his head several times before 
a huge smile crossed his face and he exclaimed triumphant-
ly, “Stand aside and swing open the gates, because Svipdag 
stands before you! Go and fetch Menglod so she can be united 
with her destiny.”
	 Fjolsvinn thought a moment; this hero was different 
from those who came before him. He summoned Menglod 
and declared, “This man has come to be our guest. 

Fjolsvinn explained.
	 Fjolsvinn was very candid and forthcoming with the 
answer, because he knew that the visitor’s entry would not get 
any easier.
	 “What is this tree that you speak of? Where would 
I find the forest that spills into every realm?” demanded Svip-
dag.
	 Fjolsvinn replied, “The forest is called Mima’s Wood 
and it is enchanted so that neither fire nor iron can destroy it.” 
The guardian was careful not to reveal the location of the en-
chanted wood.
	 In order to find the rooster, Svipdag would need to 
know more, and so he asked. “What grows upon this tree? 
What is the nature of this forest that you speak of?”
	 “In the realm of men, the World Tree will be con-
cealed by Mima’s Wood. When you approach the suffering 
woman, the fruit of the wood will be wrapped in fire.” Fjolsvinn 
said cryptically.
	 Svipdag shook his head; these answers were not 
bringing him any closer to his goal. He decided to be 
more specific, “You spoke of this rooster named 
Vidofnir, what more can you tell me about him?”
	 “Vildofnir lives in a bough called 
Vedurglasir, and with him is the suffering 
woman known as Sinmara...”
	 Frustrated and confused, Svipdag 
cut off Fjolsvinn mid-answer, “You mentioned 
this suffering woman, what does she have to do 
with Vidofnir?”
	 Fjolsvinn gave him the answer he 
sought, “She is the keeper of Laevateinn, 
the only weapon capable of slicing into 
Vidofnir’s flesh. It was forged by Loki 
and Sinmara keeps it in Segjarn’s Caul-
dron sealed behind nine locks.”
	 This answer sank Svipdag’s hopes. How could he get 
the weapon so that he could get the meat to entice the hounds 
that guarded the gate? This seemed like an impossible quest. 
“In all honesty, if I were to attempt to get this weapon, what are 
my chances at surviving such a perilous journey?”
	 “Your only chance to get a hold of that legendary 
weapon would involve obtaining the permission and blessing 
from Sinmara, the suffering woman.” Fjolsvinn explained.
	 “What gifts could I bring to her in order to win her 
favour?” Svipdag inquired.
	 Fjolsvinn smiled and replied, “Vidofnir collects shiny 
weapons which he weaves together into a personal nest. If you 
bring a weapon such as a gleaming scythe from Vidofnir’s bed-
ding, you will be in Sinmara’s good graces.”
	 Svipdag couldn’t believe what he was hearing. The 
complexity of this quest was truly baffling. His quarry was just 
behind Fjolsvinn, but it never felt so far away. “Tell me Fjols-
vinn, what is the name of the hall which is surrounded by the 

Svipdag
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Look at how the hounds lick his hand, and how the gates have 
opened of their own accord. My lady, I think the day has come 
where your destiny will be fulfilled.”
	 Menglod had come down from the mountaintop and 
she locked her eyes upon the traveler. In a threatening voice 
she warned, “If you are lying about your identity then I will 
make sure that the ravens feast upon your eyes as you swing 
from the gallows. If you are indeed my groom, you will be able 
to tell me from where you’ve come and what your kinsmen call 
you.”
	 He took her hands in his own and solemnly swore, 
“They call me Svipdag, my father is known as Solbjard and I 
have come from the wind-cold ways. No one can defy Urd’s de-
cree, even if it was invoked with malice by my step-mother.”
	 Menglod’s face beamed with joy. The prophecy had 
finally come to pass and her future husband had come. “Wel-
come! My dreams have come true, and I give you my kiss and 
my heart. This outcome will gladden all who believe in true 
love. I sat atop Lyfjaberg waiting for you, longing for the day 
you’d come. Now my heart sings with joy knowing that you 
have come to my home. Come let us fulfill our desires and we 
will live out the rest of our lives in each other’s arms.”
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man under the sun and rise to prominence as a prince. You will 
be generous with gifts and you will be brave in battle. People 
will listen to your wisdom and bask in your charisma.”
	 Sigurd blushed modestly and queried his uncle fur-
ther, “Tell me without platitudes, what will be my first adven-
ture after I leave your hall?”
	 Gripir stroked his chin and arched an eyebrow. Be-
fore Sigurd had come here, Gripir already knew that he would 
come to learn about his destiny. Some of these actions would 
be obvious and even those without the magical power of fore-
sight could predict them.
	 Gripir indulged his nephew, “First you will address 
Eylimi’s sorrow and you will go and avenge your father. You 
will lay low the sons of Hundung and you will achieve victory.”
	 “Tell me shining king, what will be my greatest deed? 
What will I be known for beneath the heavens?” Sigurd asked 
eagerly.
	 “You alone will to Gnitaheith and you will kill the 
shining serpent, the one whose heart is filled with greed. You 
will be the slayer of Regin and Fafnir.” Gripir replied truthfully.
	 Sigurd’s eyes sparkled as he imagined fighting a 
mighty dragon. The thought of treasure put a smile on his face. 
“Kindly tell me what kind of wealth awaits me in the realm of 
men. Surely this treasure will be vast?”
	 “You will find Fafnir’s lair and gather up all of his 
fabulous treasure,” Gripir chuckled at Sigurd’s exuberance 
and explained, “You will load the treasure into Grani’s packs 
and you will return to a hero’s welcome in king Gjuki’s hall.”
	 Sigurd, not thinking that Gjuki’s hall could hold any 
drama or adventure, he asked his next question. “After I leave 
King Gjuki’s court, what will happen then?”
	 Gripir was glad he could omit some details from Sig-
urd’s future, “After you receive news of Helgi’s death, you will 
ride to a mountain top. There you will find a beautiful princess 
asleep wearing a shining mail coat. You will take your magical 
sword, Fafnir Slayer, and cleave off her mail in order to wake 
her from magical slumber.”
	 “When she awakens,” Sigurd was perplexed, 

	 Gripir was the son of Eylimi and brother to Hjordis. 
He ruled over vast territories and was wise with the magical 
power of foresight. Sigurd was riding alone and came into 
Gripir’s court. There he met with a man named Geitir who rec-
ognized Sigurd, but did not show it.
	 “I wish to know whose court this is and know how the 
warriors address the king?” Sigurd asked.
	 Geitir was quick to reply, “He is called Gripir, lead-
er of men, he who rules this secure kingdom and the warriors 
within this court.”
	 “Tell me, is your prince home or abroad?” inquired 
Sigurd.
	 “In his hall,” replied Geitir.
	 Sigurd was pleased to hear this. “Would he grant me 
an audience? Tell him I am a man who seeks knowledge,” Sig-
urd said.
	 “Yes, but the king will ask me who has come, who 
should I tell him is the stranger at his doorstep?” Geitir in-
quired.
	 Sigurd answered proudly, “I am Sigurd, son of Sig-
mund and Hjordis”
	 Geitir went into the hall in order to relay the news to 
his prince. “An impressive man has come seeking at audience 
with you; he says he has questions for you.”
	 The lord of the hall went outside to greet his guest. 
He also recognized the visitor and welcomed him enthusiasti-
cally, “Welcome to my home Sigurd, I was hoping my nephew 
would have visited sooner. Geitir, please go and look after Gra-
ni.”
	 Gripir was wise and knew much, even the name of 
Sigurd’s horse.
	 They spoke at length for they hadn’t spoken in a long 
time. Sigurd was a young man now, with much of his life ahead 
of him. Eventually Sigurd found an opening in the conversa-
tion where he could ask his uncle the questions for which he 
come.
	 “Uncle, tell me if you know what does life have in 
store for me?”
	 Gripir indulged him, “You will become the greatest 

Gripir’s Prophesy
Gripisspa

The next dozen chapters deal with the Volsung cy-
cle. The stories are retold from several perspectives. 
Some events and characters may seem out of place at 
first but they will make sense as a whole. 
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	 After a pause, Gripir continued describing what he 
saw in Sigurd’s future. “You will meet a beautiful woman who 
lives in Heimir’s court. Her name is Brynhild and she is the 
daughter of Budli, the benevolent king. This fierce woman is 
under Heimir’s foster care.”
	 “What does this arrangement have to do with my fu-
ture? You must tell me how this will impact my future.” Sigurd 
demanded. He was getting tired of his uncle’s evasiveness.

	 Gripir surprised Sigurd when he grabbed him by the 
shoulders and shook him to make sure his nephew 

would listen to his next words... “That beautiful 
woman will rob you of all happiness. Heimir’s 

foster child will rob you of sleep, justice and 
your wits!”
	 Sigurd was stunned. His mouth moved 
with more questions but no sound came out. 
He was not sure what to ask next. “...Tell me 

Gripir, what can I do to avoid such a calamity? 
Will this woman be my bride?”

	 “Both of you will swear your 
oaths to one another,” Gripir began, 
“but you will be unable to keep them. 
You will be a guest of king Gjuki, and af-
ter that night, you will forget everything. 

You will not recall the woman which was fostered by Heimir.”
	 Sigurd was genuinely confused. “But Gripir, how 
will this happen to me?”
	 The young man’s mind was racing. “Will I be so weak 
and feeble-minded?”
	 Sigurd began to pace about the room frantically. 
“Will I be the one that destroys the love between us?”

	 Sigurd’s eyes were pleading for answers.
	Gripir was afraid this would happen. He brought 

a chair and asked his nephew to sit. He brought 
him some ale and sat across from Sigurd. In a 

calm voice, he began to explain, “Others will 
trick you into sabotaging the union. You will 
be snared by the Queen Grimhild. She will or-
chestrate events so that you ask for her daugh-
ter’s hand in marriage instead.”

	 Sigurd pondered the facts. “Uncle, if I 
married Gudrun that would mean that I will be 

the brother-in-law of Gunnar. He is a 
great man, and it would seem that this 
would be a very good arrangement... that 
is if there wasn’t any malice involved.”
	 Gripir could see that they were 

spiraling down into a long and dangerous explanation. “Sig-
urd, your mother-in-law Grimhild will use you to her family’s 
benefit. She will use you to rescue Brynhild, and to woo her 
for her son Gunnar. Don’t you see why knowing too much is 
heartbreaking?”
	 “Uncle, clearly I can see that great pain awaits me. 

“what will she say to her saviour? What will I gain from 
this exchange?”

	 “She will see you as a great and worthy man. She will 
teach you the runes, the ability to speak any language, skill and 
power to heal wounds. I think you have learned enough Sigurd, 
it is best that we end these questions,” Gripir concluded trying 
to avoid the misfortunes which would befall Sigurd.
	 “That’s great news, I will have acquired great wis-
dom and I’m sure more adventures will follow. Please tell 
me what happens after I leave the mountaintop.” Sig-
urd implored his uncle.
	 Gripir closed his eyes and sighed. Re-
luctantly he said, “You will go and visit Heimir 
and you will be an honoured guest of the king. 
It is done; you shouldn’t ask me anymore 
questions.”
	 “You see more, uncle! I know it! 
You have me on the edge of my seat with every 
word you utter about my fate. You see misery in 
my future, do you not? That is why you 
are reluctant to say more. I implore you, 
tell me what happens,” pleaded Sigurd.
	 Gripir looked around the hall 
for a way out. Any excuse to end this 
line of questioning by his nephew. He knew that what would 
come next would burden young Sigurd’s heart forever. “Sig-
urd, I have recounted your immediate future, the events of 
your youth. What happens later in your life is shrouded from 
my eyes. I am not a great seer and there are limits to my skill.” 
Gripir said evasively.
	 “Nonsense!” Sigurd blurted out, “I know of no one 
else who has the power of foresight. You are the best at 
viewing the future; please don’t conceal it from me. 
Even if it is terrible news, I still want to know.”
	 “I assure you Sigurd, your name and 
deeds will never be mocked. As long as human-
ity persists, your name will be synonymous 
with greatness!” Gripir promised.
	 “I feel uneasy letting our conver-
sation end here,” Sigurd explained “We both 
know that whatever is fated will happen to me 
whether I know of it or not. I would be honoured 
if you would let me know what the Norns 
have planned for my future... no matter if 
it is good or evil.”
	 Sigurd’s uncle trembled with 
frustration. “Now Sigurd, I will reveal 
the whole truth to you since you force me to do it. First and 
foremost, you must understand that your appointed death is 
coming. That final day is inescapable,” Gripir said in defeat.
	 “Uncle I do not wish to anger you,” began Sigurd, “I 

only want to get sound advice. I must know what the Norns 
have in store for me- surely you understand.”

Sigurd

Brynhild
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words. She will bring strife between you and Gunnar. 
She will turn King Gjuki’s son against you.” Gripir ex-
plained in a flat tone.
	 “Will her words be true, about how I betray Gunnar? 
Or will she create lies in order to drive a wedge between us? 
You must tell me,” implored Sigurd.
	 Gripir put a comforting hand on his nephew’s shoul-
der and said, “She will weave lies because of her anger towards 
you. She will want you to feel her heartbreak, even though you 

were not at fault. She will believe that the arrangement 
was made out of malice.”

	 Sigurd was beginning to regret all of his 
questions, but he had to know the details now. 
“Will Gunnar, Guthorm and Hogni be fooled 
by her lies? Will their blades spill my blood 
over this feud?” Sigurd’s voice was but a whis-
per.

	 Gripir knew that he had to tell Sigurd 
everything; otherwise his nephew would be 

consumed in doubt and inner turmoil. 
“Grimhild’s scheming will bring much 
pain and suffering. When you are mur-
dered, the pain will infect Gudrun’s heart 
and she will never find happiness. She 

will be unable to love again.” Gripir lifted Sigurd’s chin so he 
could look into his uncle’s eyes. Gripir smiled, “But Sigurd, 
lord of the battlefield, take comfort in one thing- there will be 
no nobler man than you.”
	 Sigurd smiled as serenity filled his heart. His fate 
could not be changed. He embraced his uncle and in parting 
he thanked him, “We part ways in friendship. I know that what 

I have asked today was not easy on you. I know that in your 
heart, you wish you could have given me a happier des-

tiny. Now that I know by true destiny, I find solace 
in your final judgment of my life.”

How will I handle the injustice of having to court the woman I 
love to be the wife of another man?” implored Sigurd.
	 Gripir wanted to ease the pain he saw in his nephew’s 
eyes. “You will swear many oaths with both Gunnar and his 
brother Hogni. You and Gunnar will magically trade appear-
ances.”
	 “But what would that possibly gain us?” Sigurd in-
terjected. “Why would we have to switch appearances? What 
kind of evil would necessitate this? You must explain this to me 
Gripir!” the young nephew shouted.
	 “You will have Gunnar’s appearance and 
mannerisms, but you will retain your own intel-
lect and charm,” explained Gripir, “Under this 
disguise, you will betroth yourself to this fierce 
woman and you won’t think twice about doing 
it. Both of you will spend three nights togeth-
er.”
	 Sigurd leapt out of his chair and 
threw up his hands in frustration. “This is the 
worst possible fate I can imagine!” the 
young man shouted, not caring who 
would hear. “I will be reviled by every-
one for doing such an underhanded and 
dastardly deed. How could I entrap the 
woman I love using such deceit?” Sigurd demanded.
	 “Know that your virtue and honour will remain in-
tact. You will remain chaste with her while you spend time 
together. Those who will know you will know that you are a 
decent man,” reassured Gripir.
	 “How will Gunnar accept a bride after his wife-to-be 
has spent three nights in my company? You must explain this 
to me!” Sigurd was frantic.
	 “Once you return, you will exchange appear-
ances once more. Then a wedding celebration will 
be held for both of you. When you make your 
marriage vows, you will have your own minds 
and appearances.” Gripir clarified.
	 Sigurd was full of questions. He 
wanted to know all of the details. “Will Gun-
nar and I remain on good terms after such an 
arrangement? Who will find happiness with 
this settlement, Gunnar or I?”
	 “Both you and Gunnar will re-
member your oaths to one another. You 
will remain silent and content with your 
wife Gudrun. Brynhild is the only one 
who will learn the truth and that is when 
she will plan her revenge upon you.” Sigurd’s uncle explained.
	 “How will we appease Brynhild’s wrath? What kind 
of weregild will she accept? The only thing I will have given 
her are by broken oaths and my deceit.” Gripir’s nephew con-
fessed.
	 “Her revenge won’t be dulled by any actions or 

Andvari
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	 Sigurd visited Hjalprek’s farm and chose himself a 
horse which he named Grani. At the same time a Dvergar by 
the name of Regin was visiting the farm. He was the talented 
son of Hreidmar. He was clever, fierce and knowledgeable in 
the magical arts. Even by Dvergar standards, he was a master 
craftsman. Regin offered to foster Sigurd and over time a last-
ing bond grew between them.
	 Regin shared stories about his family and their home 
near Andvari’s Falls. It was a waterfall filled with fish and a no-
table Dvergar named Andvari had lived there a long time. He 
had the ability to shape-change into a pike and in that form he 
would never go hungry.
	 There were many tales from long ago...
	 Regin’s brother Otr would often visit those falls. 
When he did, he would shape-change into an otter so that he 
could catch the fish with Andvari. Well, one fateful day, Odin, 
Loki and Hoenir were passing through. They saw an otter sit-
ting on a rock eating a salmon. They decided that an otter skin 
would make for a good travel bag, so Loki struck Otr with a 
stone and killed him.
	 The gods skinned the otter, not knowing this was 
the Dvergar named Otr, and they made a fine travel bag. They 
were in the area, so they stopped by Hreidmar’s court for the 
night. During the feast, the Aesir gods showed off their newest 
possession and were shocked by the reaction. House Hreidmar 
was suddenly gripped in shock and anger.
	 There would be war unless the Aesir gods paid a 
weregild. The gods did not want a war so they asked Hreidmar 
to name his price. He demanded that his son’s skin would be 
filled with gold and the outside should be buried with so much 
treasure that no part of the skin would be visible.
	 The gods left and began to scheme on how they 
would procure such a vast treasure hoard. Loki had a plan. He 
asked the goddess Ran if he could borrow her net. With that 
net Loki returned to Andvari’s Falls. There he cast the net and 
waited until he snared the pike. It didn’t take long before And-
vari was caught in the net, and then Loki demanded, “What 
kind of fish would allow itself to be captured so easily? Now 
that I have caught you, I have a proposition for you. Give me a 
hoard of gold and I will let you keep your head.”
	 Andvari replied, “My name is Andvari, son of Oin, 
and the Norns have cast a curse on me, requiring me to be in 
the water.”
	 Loki wanted to test Andvari’s story, so he asked, “If 
you want to go free and live among your Dvergar kind, answer 

me this- what is a just reward for someone who speaks ill of his 
brethren or tells lies to his kinsmen?”
	 “The punishment is severe, for after death they must 
wade through the waters of Vadgelmir. For each lie he tells an-
other, or for each slanderous word, the sentence is prolonged,” 
answered Andvari.
	 Loki knew that he could trust the words Andvari 
spoke, so he tricked the Dvergar into revealing where he had 
stashed his treasure trove. After pillaging all the gold, Loki de-
manded the ring. Andvari didn’t want to part with it, but Loki 
took it by force.
	 This made Andvari furious, his face turned red as he 
blurted out a curse upon the treasure hoard, “The gold that 
was owned by Gust will cause the death of two brothers. It will 
cause strife between 8 lords and my treasure will bring doom 
to those who hold it.”
	 Loki didn’t mind the curse, since he wouldn’t be 
holding onto the treasure. He returned gingerly to Asgard and 
the Aesir prepared for the trip to Hreidmar’s court. Upon see-
ing the ring, Odin took it for himself, saying, “We have what 
we need to cover Otr’s skin.”
	 They returned to see Hreidmar and they filled the 
skin with gold. They then covered the skin in treasure and pre-
sented the weregild to Hreidmar. The king inspected it with 
care and noticed a whisker poking through the treasure. He 
demanded that the whisker be covered and he pointed to the 
ring upon Odin’s hand. Reluctantly Odin placed Andvari’s 
ring so that it hid the whisker from sight.
	 Satisfied, Loki declared, “The weregild has been 
paid for your son’s death.”
	 Hreidmar nodded his acceptance.
	 “You have received adequate payment for my head,” 
Loki explained, “but I warn you that nothing good will come of 
this treasure, it was cursed and will bring death upon you.”
	 Hreidmar gaped in astonishment. Angry, he rebuffed 
the gods for their trickery, “You did not bring us presents and 
gifts. What you paid was a blood price, but had I known the 
true nature of this treasure, I would have demanded blood in-
stead.”
	 “Hreidmar, I fear that this treasure’s curse won’t 
abate with the blood of your kinsmen. There are 8 princes who 
are yet to be born, who will suffer the spite which inhabits this 
cursed treasure hoard.” Loki cautioned.
	 “Your words are lies!” Hreidmar declared, “All 
I see before me is a glorious pile of red-gold which will 

Reginsmal
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I go hunting dragons.”
	 With those words he departed Andvari’s Falls and 
headed for King Hjalprek’s court. Regin came along to ensure 
that the boy he fostered would return to perform the deed. 
King Hjalprek granted Sigurd a ship and crew so that he may 
avenge his grandfather.
	 Along the way they were beset by a terrible storm. 
They headed towards the coastline to get to calmer waters when 
they saw a man standing upon a cliff. The man yelled down in 
an impossibly clear voice, “Who is down there wrestling with 
Aegir’s daughters? The wind will tear you asunder!”
	 Regin stood upon the prow and projected his voice 
magically back unto the man on the cliff, “Our fleet belongs to 
Sigurd who commands these ships. The waves are taller than 
our masts; we are taking on tremendous amounts of water. 
Who are you?”
	 The stranger descended upon the rocks below and 
replied, “They called me Hnikar back when young Volsung fed 
the ravens upon the battlefield. Now I go by the name of Feng, 
or you can call me Fjolnir. I request passage upon your ships!”
	 They sailed into the shallow waters and took the man 
aboard. When they did, the storm magically abated.
	 Sigurd addressed the man, “Tell me Hnikar, since 
you seem to have great power over magic and omens, if one was 
to be heading towards a battle, what kinds of portents should 
one look for?”
	 “Men who are going into battle should keep their 
eyes open for helpful omens. Always look for a dark raven as 
a companion and messenger. Secondly, if you run across a 
pair of warriors eager for glory then you know conflict draws 
near. Thirdly, if you see wolves running beneath ash branches, 
luck will be with warriors who catch sight of them first. No one 
heading into battle should fight facing a setting sun. Cunning 
warriors are those who never lose sight or composure. Also, 
if you stumble when marching to battle, know that evil spirits 
look to do you harm. Oh, and never head to the battle on an 
empty stomach, you never know how long the battle will last or 
where you will end up late in the day.”
	 When Sigurd met the sons of Hundung later that day, 
they had a great battle against Lyngvi and his brothers. Sigurd 
killed them all while Regin waited patiently. When the final 
blow has delivered, Regin wasted no time rousing Sigurd to the 
next quest.
	 “Now that you have carved the Blood Eagle upon the 
backs of Sigmund’s killers, you have proven your worth and 
your ability for great deeds.”
	 Sigurd went home to Hjalprek for a short rest and 
then Regin brought Sigurd to Fafnir’s hoard.

last my whole life. Your threats don’t scare me, be gone 
foul gods!”

	 After the gods had left, the family began to look over 
the vast treasure within their hall. It was so plentiful that it 
covered Otr’s corpse completely. Hreidmar’s sons Fafnir and 
Regin began to demand their share of Otr’s weregild, but the 
father refused, and that night Fafnir committed patricide while 
Hreidmar slept in his bed. When Fafnir began stabbing his fa-
ther, Hreidmar cried out, “Lyngheid and Lofnheid, help me, 
I’m being attacked!”
	 Looking on Lyngheid answered “We cannot do 
much father, when it is our brother’s deed which needs to be 
avenged.”
	 Hreidmar’s last words were to his daughters, “You 
cruel women! If you do not give birth to a son, make sure your 
daughter marries a warrior king so that their child may avenge 
me!”
	 With that, Hreidmar drew his last breath. Fafnir 
claimed the treasure hoard for himself. When Regin demanded 
his share Fafnir vehemently refused. Regin sought his sisters 
for advice, they replied, “You should ask Fafnir nicely for your 
inheritance. If you make demands with a sword in your hand, 
you are unlikely to win our brother over.”
	 But trying his sisters’ suggestion angered Fafnir 
even more, and he turned himself into a mighty dragon and 
chased Regin out of his homestead. Regin, fearing for his life, 
fled back to his home.

###
	 One day Regin brought Sigurd home from the horse 
market. The fostering arrangement would begin. After tying 
off Grani in the stables, Regin showed Sigurd around.
	 “I have the privilege of fostering Sigmund’s bravest 
son. I am honoured to have such a courageous and decisive 
warrior be my guest. I expect that you will one day repay me for 
the lessons I will give you. For now, I will nurture and train you. 
You will grow up to be the greatest king among men. Everyone 
will speak of your heroic deeds and courageous accomplish-
ments.” Regin spoke these words half to himself and half to his 
new found foster son.
	 Sigurd stayed with Regin from that day on. One day 
Regin told Sigurd about his estranged brother Fafnir. Regin 
told Sigurd that Fafnir was still alive and living in Gnitaheith. 
He was beneath a mountain peak which everyone avoided out 
of fear.
	 Regin crafted a spectacular and mighty sword which 
he named Gram. Its blade if dipped into running water and 
held still, could cut a tuft of wool floating downstream. Regin 
handed the blade to Sigurd and asked him to strike the anvil. 
Sigurd did and the anvil was sliced in half! Regin promised that 
the blade would be Sigurd’s, if only he could kill Fafnir.
	 Sigurd shook his head, “The sons of Hundung would 

laugh at me if I chose to hunt for treasure instead of taking 
my revenge for Eylimi. I must avenge my people before 
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	 Fafnir’s eyes narrowed. He expected more wisdom 
from someone descended from the Volsungs.
	 “You are mistaken Sigurd, I do not mock you. I tell 
you the truth, the treasure you seek, my wealth that shimmers 
and glows will only bring you ruin.” Fafnir promised.
	 Sigurd didn’t like where the conversation was head-
ing. He defied Fafnir’s premonition by stating, “Every man 
can control his wealth and his fame, but the day of his death he 
cannot. We will all march towards Hel one day.”
	 Fafnir warned Sigurd, “When a man is doomed, that 
day could come at any time. You can meet your death by sailing 

too close to the rocks or rowing against the wind. It will 
all fall into place just as the Norns have decried.”

	 Despite the tone of the conversation, 
Sigurd was intrigued by Fafnir’s knowledge, 

wisdom and stoic attitude in the face of death. 
Sigurd wished to know more.
     “Tell me Fafnir, since you seem very wise, 
which Norn delivers a benevolent fate, and 

which Norn rips infants from their grieving 
mothers?”

	 “The Norns belong to different 
tribes,” Fafnir explained, “some are re-
cruited from the ranks of the Aesir and 
Alfar, while others are brought forth from 
Dvalin’s daughters.”

	 Sigurd was astonished and started to feel some re-
morse for slaying such a wise Dvergar. Before Fafnir died, 
Sigurd wished to learn more... “Fafnir, you are truly wise and 
knowing. It is said that Surt and the Aesir will fight upon an 
island, tell me about this event.”
	 “Oskopnir is the name of the island where the gods 
will wage war against the Sons of Muspel. Bifrost Bridge will 
break under their weight, but that won’t slow down their hors-
es.” Fafnir prophesied and then he paused to catch his breath, 
which was becoming increasingly harder to draw. “The leg-
end about my mountain-top lair kept visitors at bay. It scared 
off anyone with any thoughts of stealing my treasure.” Fafnir 
lamented.
	 “A legend does not afford any protection against val-
iant and fierce warriors who seek out great challenges. When 
a warrior gains enough experience, he learns that no one 
warrior is truly the bravest.” Sigurd offered up the consoling 
words for his valiant foe.
	 Fafnir’s breaths were laboured. He shifted in order 

	 Sigurd and Regin climbed up to Gnitaheith in search 
of Fafnir the dragon. They found tracks where Fafnir regularly 
travelled between his lair and the water’s edge. Sigurd hatched 
a plan and dug a hole and hid within it. The next time Fafnir 
slithered off of his treasure and down towards the water, he 
passed over Sigurd’s hiding space. Sigurd waited until Fafnir’s 
vulnerable belly was above him and he thrust his sword into 
Fafnir’s side. The dragon howled in surprise and bellowed, 
“Aggghhh you have pierced my heart. Who dares redden their 
sword with my blood? Who are you? I demand to know who 
your ancestors are!”
	 Sigurd was wise and new that Fafnir was look-
ing for some names to curse. After all, a dying man’s 
words carried significant weight when damning 
someone or their family.
	 “Just call me ‘Beast Slayer’ because I 
am a motherless son. I have no parents at all, in 
fact, I raised myself from infancy,” Sigurd lied.
	 “If that’s true, then how were you 
born? Don’t take me for a fool and I will do 
likewise. I give you my word that won’t curse 
you nor damn your lineage.” Fafnir 
promised.
	 “Since I have dealt you a mor-
tal blow, I will tell you my name, however 
I doubt you will have heard of me or my 
lineage. My name is Sigurd and my father was Sigmund of the 
Volsung clan.” Sigurd confessed.
	 Fafnir was impressed and continued his questions, 
“Bright warrior, you had a fierce warrior for a father. Why 
would you risk your life in order to come to rob me of my own? 
Who asked you to murder me?”
	 “Those who are cowardly in their youth grow to be 
old and fearful. It was my courage that drove me here and my 
steady hands and sharp sword that delivered the death blow.” 
Sigurd boasted.
	 “I know that if you had been among your friends, 
you would have come here to kill me for the glory,” Fafnir said 
questioningly, “but I sense that you are a prisoner or a pawn of 
something or someone bigger than you.”
	 Sigurd could see the wisdom of this Dvergar, but Faf-
nir held Sigurd in contempt.
	 “Why do you mock me?” Sigurd asked “I’m not hap-

py to be away from my kin, but I am also not a prisoner or a 
pawn.”
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soothe the pain. When Sigurd’s finger, tinged with 
Fafnir’s blood touched his tongue, he could suddenly un-
derstand the language of birds. Instead of tweets, he heard 
actual words exchanged by wagtails sitting on branches above 
him.
	 The first one said, “There sat the champion by the 
fire, his armour was reddened with Fafnir’s blood. This gener-
ous warrior seemed wise, especially if he were to eat the drag-
on’s heart.”
	 The second wagtail said, “There I saw Regin the 
Dvergar. He sat there and plotted how he would betray the 
generous warrior. Regin was crafting his plan so that striking 
down Sigurd would look like revenge for his brother.”
	 The third wagtail joined in, “Sigurd should decapi-
tate Regin, and send him straight to Hel. Then Sigurd could 
keep all of the treasure for himself.”
	 A fourth wagtail chimed in, “Sisters, I think we could 
only call this young warrior wise if he heeds your advice. I see 
the young wolf can understand us, his ears are perked up. Per-

haps he will set the table for a second raven’s feast?”
	 A fifth wagtail gives her opinion, “He 

would be quite the fool to kill one brother and 
let the other live. A wise warrior wouldn’t leave 
himself in a situation where he could be made 
into an outlaw.”
	 A sixth wagtail spoke up, “Can he not see 
Regin plotting? He was set up by one brother 

to kill the other so that Sigurd’s death could be 
viewed as revenge.”

	 The seventh and last one spoke 
directly to Sigurd, “Let Regin stand a 
head shorter and you can collect all of the 
inheritance for yourself!”
	 Sigurd snapped out of his revelry 

and concluded, “It would be the wrong fate if I were to die here 
today. The Norns have willed it that the brothers will see Hel 
together on this fateful day.”
	 He drew out Gram and cut Regin’s head off. Then 
he drank the blood of both brothers and finished eating Faf-
nir’s heart. As he was finishing up, the wagtails spoke up once 
more.
	 “Sigurd finish up here, gather your treasure and ride 
forth. We know a girl; the fairest in the land and you should 
go and win her as a bride. You will have easy passage until you 
reach king Gjuki’s court. Everything will fall into place when 
you get there. The king has raised a noble daughter and she 
will be loving and kind. But know this; there will also be a hall 
high atop a mountain called Hindarfell. The hall is surrounded 
by a wall of fire and it shimmers like sunshine upon a turbulent 
river. Within the hall lies a Valkyrie in deep slumber. Odin, the 
All Father pricked her with an enchanted thorn in order to 
put her into an enchanted sleep. He was angry with her, 
because she granted victory to the wrong army. After 

to speak. “When I sat guarding my father’s inheritance, my 
noxious and poisonous breath was a great deterrent.”
	 “I felt your deathly breath in the air as I approached. 
You had the hardened heart of a warrior, but know that men 
who seek the mantle of legend have hearts that feed their fero-
cious actions.” Sigurd explained.
	 Fafnir repeated his warning once more, “Sigurd, 
I will advise you once more, get up onto your horse and ride 
from here. This vast and enchanted treasure will spell your 
doom!”
	 “You have stated your prophecy, and now I will 
state mine,” said Sigurd. “I will ride into your lair beneath the 
mountain top, and I will gather up all of your treasure. You will 
remain here until Hel claims you.”
	 An ominous growl went through the length of the 
dragon. With his final breath he gave Sigurd is third and final 
warning, “Regin betrayed me and he will betray you... he will 
earn the title of killing us both... I must depart this world... I 
go, knowing that I was bested by the strongest warrior in all of 
the land.”
	 Then Fafnir took is last breath and died.
	 Sigurd was wiping the blood off of 
Gram when Regin arrived.
	 “Hail Sigurd!” Regin proclaimed in 
joy as he surveyed the scene, “It is incredible, 
you have beaten the terror that is Fafnir the 
dragon. Indeed, you are the bravest of all war-
riors.”
	 “It truly is impossible to tell who is 
bravest when you compare great war-
riors. The man who doesn’t need to red-
den his blade is just as brave and maybe 
more so.” Sigurd said solemnly as he 
looked at Fafnir’s corpse.
	 “Rejoice Sigurd, for you have defeated my brother. 
Let us not forget that I had my part in that as well.” Regin said 
eyeing the sword known as Gram. “Now wipe clean that magic 
sword while I take a closer look at your vanquished foe,” the 
Dvergar said as he drew out his own blade.
	 “Fafnir’s death came about because of your desires 
Regin. You questioned my courage and urged me to come to 
these frosty mountains. It is because of your words that your 
brother lies dead outside his lair.”
	 Regin drew Ridil out of its sheath, and with this 
gleaming sword he cut his brother’s heart out of the dragon’s 
corpse. The victorious Dvergar smiled and drank the blood 
that poured out from it. He offered the heart to Sigurd, who 
took it and roasted it over a fire. It was customary for the win-
ner to eat the heart of a worthy foe, since it is said that won-
drous powers would be granted by this ancient ritual.
	 When Sigurd believed the heart to be cooked, he 
reached to remove it from the spit. In the process, he burned 
himself and stuck the burned finger in his mouth in order to 
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she rode away from Vingskornir, Odin laid this charm upon 
her, so that only the champion chosen by the Norns will be able 
to wake her. Young and benevolent warrior, you will be the 
one that will see the Valkyrie’s face that is hidden beneath her 
helm.”
	 Sigurd rode Grani up into Fafnir’s underground lair. 
There he found walls and doors made out of solid iron. The 
walls and beams were driven deep into the earth so that looters 
could not dig their way into the dragon’s sanctum. In the trea-
sure room, he filled two chests with gold. He took the helmet 
of terror which scared everyone away from the mountain-top. 
Sigurd also took a magical golden suit of armour and an en-
chanted sword named Hrotti. He loaded Grani with as many 
treasures he could haul and then they left Gnitaheith, never to 
return.
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sel and revealed the enemy’s plan. She helped them devise a 
plan that led to an overwhelming victory for King Agnar. King 
Hjalmgunnar’s army was crushed and his lands were assimilat-
ed by the victorious king. At the planned celebration, Agnar 
and Brynhild were to be wed.
	 Odin slammed his fist upon Hlidskjalf and muttered 
to himself, “You stupid, stupid, throne! You allow me to see 
what I wish, and then you coax me in, but then you always curse 
my plans… I am not done. I will have the final laugh.”
	 When King Agnar went on his seasonal hunting trip, 
Odin used Huginn and Muninn to lure him away from his men 
and hunting dogs. Alone, he was easy prey for Geri and Freki, 
Odin’s two wolves. When news of the tragedy reached Bryn-
hild, she screamed at the sky, “I gave you a whole generation 
of Einherjar you old, daft, fool! Now you kill my husband in 
such cowardice that his soul will be claimed by Hel! Damn you! 
Damn Valhalla!”
	 The Valkyrie spent three days in mourning. Brynhild 
fidgeted with the ring upon her finger, a gift given to her by her 
late husband. When she finally shrugged off her grief, she vis-
ited a voelva asking, “What fate have the Norns decided? Will 
I be reunited with Agnar or will I find happiness elsewhere?”
	 The Voelva replied, “The Norns do not have any 
threads tied to you. You are a child of the Crucible, as such you 
cannot be woven into the Tapestry of Fate. I do, however, see 
a mortal man in your future. You will be highly impressed with 
this man and you give him the ring upon your finger.”
	 The Valkyrie was shocked at the pronouncement. It 
gave her hope that there was a purpose in continuing the life 
she knew as Brynhild.
	 Brynhild walked the markets, looking to buy a suit-
able burial shroud for her dead husband. Distraught, she did 
not see the strange man who followed her. Nor did she feel his 
presence when he pricked her with a magical thorn. The thorn 
known as Valthognir induced a sudden magical sleep upon 
Brynhild. Death meant very little to Valkyries, since they re-
sumed their spirit bodies and could subsume another mortal 
at any time. Sleep would keep a Valkyrie imprisoned, and that 
was the most terrifying punishment Odin could devise. To en-
sure it remained eternal, he placed a corselet around her that 
would keep her from waking. It was known as Sviurr and it was 
forged by the Dvergar.
	 Odin took her limp body to a mountain named 
Hindarfjall and placed her upon a bed. He surrounded the hall 
with a magical fire while muttering an incantation, “Brynhild, 
you wanted nobility? You wanted a worthy husband? None will 
be able to pass these flames, save a man who has greater no-
bility than King Agnar.”

	 Brynhild was an exceptionally gifted Valkyrie. She 
had lived many lives and had a broad world view of politics and 
society at large. She had lived as a princess, a thrall, a shield 
maiden, and a queen. She had travelled the realms of gods, 
giants and dwarves, learning from those she met. This made 
her exceptionally valuable to the All Father. She knew her own 
worth when she came to work for the Aesir. 
	 Odin also knew that Brynhild had an enormous ego 
and willpower to match. He did not hold it against her, because 
she was the best of the best. In fact, he had given up much of his 
own essence to win her allegiance. Therefore, he used her for 
the most difficult missions in Midgard. Unlike other Valkyries 
who did not question Odin’s missions, Brynhild was very vocal 
about her views on what he asked of her. Sometimes this led 
to confrontations, but many times it led to shared moments of 
passion and lust.
	 She was equally impressed with the All Father. He 
was wise and he used his knowledge with great success. He had 
managed to elevate the Aesir above all others, and he contin-
ued to use his position of power to maintain superiority. The 
Valkyrie had no desire to work for a lesser patron.
	 Odin sat upon Hlidskjalf and Brynhild stood beside 
him, as they looked upon Midgard. There were two kings that 
were of interest to Odin, King Hjalmgunnar and King Agnar. 
Both kings were rivals and ruled the largest kingdoms in Mid-
gard. King Agnar was the noblest of the pair, because King 
Hjalmgunnar had claimed most of his lands by treachery and 
deceit. The winner would determine the social fabric of Mid-
gard for an entire generation.
	 The All Father wished to claim Agnar as an Einherjar, 
and instructed Brynhild to help Hjalmgunnar win the war. She 
challenged Odin saying, “You may gain King Agnar as a valued 
recruit in Valhalla, but King Hjalmgunnar’s toxic rule will en-
sure that there won’t be any worthwhile Einherjar arising from 
the largest kingdom in Midgard.”
	 Odin nodded and explained, “I will get the last great 
Einherjar in a generation, and the pool will be polluted for the 
others.” He was referring to Ran, Surt and Freya.
	 Brynhild shook her head but mounted her destrier 
and rode down to King Hjalmgunnar’s court. There she gave 
him the battle plans he required to vanquish his rival. Then the 
Valkyrie rode to King Agnar’s court to weaken his kingdom’s 
defenses. She slew many of his spies and she infiltrated his 
court posing as a legendary shield maiden.
	 During Brynhild’s stay, she saw what his men ad-
mired in their leader. Over time, she fell in love with King Ag-
nar, as he likewise did with her. When that happened, Brynhild 
changed Odin’s game plan. She met with King Agnar’s coun-
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was Agnar, but many called him Audabrodir. Hjalmgunnar was 
old but he was a great warrior, while Agnar was someone no 
one would trust. Odin wanted Hjalmgunnar to win, but I gave 
my allegiance to Agnar, and by my sword Hjalmgunnar became 
a feast for ravens. Odin was furious with me, and he pricked 
me with an enchanted thorn. Before I fell into slumber, I heard 
him utter a curse upon me: May I never find happiness and may 
my spirit be tamed by marriage. Mere moments before I fell 
asleep, I uttered my own vow which was: that may I marry one 
who knows no fear.” Brynhild said as she gazed approvingly 
into Sigurd’s eyes.
	 Sigurd was impressed that Brynhild had managed a 

counter-vow to Odin’s curse. She was definitely some-
one well versed in rune magic. “Brynhild, will you 

teach me the runes?” he asked.
	 She nodded and refilled his horn.
	 “To the battle-lord, mead I give you, a suit-
able drink with equal parts strength and glory. 
It is filled with spells and favoured symbols, 
good charms and runes of healing,” she said 

in a voice that resembled a magical chant.
	 Sigurd took a sip and listened to her intent-

ly.
	 “You will need to learn victo-
ry-runes if you wish to win upon the bat-
tlefield. You must carve them upon your 
sword-hilt, pommel and handle. Then 

you must invoke the war god’s name- Tyr! Tyr!” she intoned in 
a voice that echoed throughout the bedchamber.
	 “If you wish to win another’s wife, you will need to 
learn the mead-rune. You must carve the Naudhneed-rune 
upon a drinking horn. Inscribe that rune on the back of your 
hand, and etch it into your nail... if you do, you will beguile her 
and you will also win her trust.” Brynhild explained.
	 “If you want to ensure that your mead is pure and 
contains no malice, then you must sign your cup. Throw some 
leek into the liquid, this will reveal if your drought has been 
poisoned,” the Valkyrie cautioned.
	 Brynhild sensed that Sigurd knew many of the sym-
bols already, so she focused her teachings on the rituals them-
selves. “If you wish to assist a woman during childbirth, then 
you must use helping-runes. You must carve the runes in the 
flesh of their palms and then you must invoke the Disir for 
help.”
	 “If you wish to have safe journey over water, 

	 Sigurd rode up to Hindarfell and then south towards 
the kingdom of Francia. Atop a great mountain he saw bright 
lights. It looked as though the peak was bathed in flames, and 
the lights reflected off of the night sky. Intrigued, he climbed 
to the summit. There he found a hall with a banner fluttering 
above it. Around the hall was a wall of magical fire. Entering 
the hall, he found a man dressed in armour, lying flat upon a 
raised bed. When he took the helmet off, he was shocked to 
find that this slumbering warrior was in fact a woman.
	 Using his magical sword Gram, he sliced through the 
mail corset she wore about her waist. As soon as it fell free, her 
eyes fluttered open and she turned to Sigurd, her eyes taking a 
moment to focus.
	 “Who has awakened me from my en-
chanted sleep?” the Valkyrie asked.
	 Sigurd replied with pride, “I am Sig-
urd, son of Sigmund, grandson of Volsung.”
	 She nodded with apparent recogni-
tion. As the Valkyrie sat up, the sliced cloth-
ing parted to reveal her pale naked flesh. She 
quickly grabbed a linen sheet to cover her body 
and demanded, “What manner of weapon could 
slice through this cursed corset?”
	 Sigurd lifted the sword, “Gram, 
my magic sword.”
	 Satisfied she explained her pre-
dicament to her saviour. “I have slept for 
a long time. Odin cast the sleep-rune upon me, and I could not 
stop the enchantment from seizing my being,” the Valkyrie 
lamented.
	 Sigurd sat down beside her and asked her for her 
name. She got up and walked over to the mead casks. Busting 
one open, she filled two drinking horns and handed one to Sig-
urd.
	 “I am Brynhild, and I toast my champion,” she said 
as she lifted her horn. “Hail the bright new day! Hail the cham-
pion of the dawn! Hail to Nott and her kin! Look upon us and 
grant us victory! Hail the gods! Hail the goddesses! Hail Mid-
gard! Bestow upon us eloquence and wisdom as well as hands 
which perform benevolent deeds!”
	 Both of them raised their drinking horns and they 
drank to the toast. Then Sigurd asked, “Why were you placed 
into an enchanted sleep?”
	 “It is a long story, and it began long ago. There were 
two kings at war, one was called Hjalmgunnar and the other 
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cause the forked path is before you... will you speak or remain 
silent. Either way, your fate is pre-ordained.”
	 “I will not run from this place for I am not a coward. 
I embrace your advice and teachings. I will face my destiny no 
matter when my doom has been foretold.” Sigurd replied with 
confidence.
	 Brynhild nodded sagely and said, “Treat your kin 
with kindness and respect. Do not avenge them when they will 
be wronged, even if the desire for vengeance seizes your heart. 
Remember that it will not bring any benefit to the dead. I will 
also advise you to never swear an oath unless you are sure that 
you will be able to fulfill it. A terrible fate awaits those who be-
come oath-breakers.”
	 Sigurd smiled and nodded, encouraging her to con-
tinue her tutelage.
	 “A third piece of advice is that a wise man never ar-
gues with a fool in public. The wise man will be dragged down 
to the fool’s level and reputation. If, however, you are mocked, 
do not stay silent. You will be perceived as a coward or the au-

dience will believe the slander. You should strive to retain 
a strong and honourable reputation. If you overhear 

that someone has been trying to stain your reputa-
tion, ride out on the morrow and repay him with 

a swift death for his lies.” Brynhild counselled 
sagely.
	 Sigurd continued to concentrate intently. 
Sigurd realized that listening to Brynhild was 
akin to receiving advice from a goddess.

	 “If you are traveling upon a road and night-
fall is upon you, it is better to keep traveling 

rather than accept hospitality from a 
witch. A night will be very long for the 
one who decides to be a guest in a Seit-
hkona’s house,” Brynhild counseled, “A 
warrior upon the open road should be 

wary of strange women sitting beside the path. Oftentimes, 
if they stop to engage in banter, they may leave with a dulled 
sword and weakened wits.”
	 Sigurd chuckled to himself. That last piece of advice 
would save him from his curiosity, which often got the better of 
him.
	 Brynhild imparted the fifth lesson, “If you meet a 
beautiful woman in passing, don’t obsess over her, chances are 
you will never meet her again.” Sigurd’s expression changed. 
It was Brynhild’s turn to chuckle; Sigurd blushed.
	 She pressed on, hoping that he would not dwell on 
the fifth lesson. “It’s inevitable, you will get drunk. But when 
you do, avoid getting into fights- the drink will have run away 
with your good judgement.” He looked doubtful, after all, he 
had been a heavy drinker most of his life. She reinforced the 
words of caution, “Often a night of merriment has caused 
many regrets. In some cases, it may have caused someone to 
die. Drunkenness has brought about many curses and sor-

you must utilize the sea-runes. You must carve them on 
both the prow and the rudder, and do not forget to etch the 

rune with fire upon the oars. No matter how violent the waves, 
if you have performed the engravings correctly, then you will 
have safe passage for your long-ship.” Brynhild taught.
	 Sigurd sensed that he would be here for a while lon-
ger, so he removed his mail coat and settled in for the full lec-
ture.
	 “If you wish to mend battle-inflicted wounds, then 
you must know the flesh-runes. You must select branches that 
bend towards the morning sun, and then carve the runes on 
both the wood and the bark,” she explained.
	 “If you wish to avoid the hateful curses driven by jeal-
ous hearts, you will need the speech-runes. Wind them, weave 
them and bind them together at the Althing. If you do this, 
you will refrain from inviting evil upon yourself,” she said and 
then paused, so as to let everything sink in. She studied Sig-
urd’s face for signs of confusion. Finding none, she resumed 
her tutelage. “If you wish to be wise, then you will seize the 
mind-runes. Know that Hropt learned them, cut them and 
sorted them out from Heiddraupnir’s skull and from 
Hoddrofnir’s horn.”
	 “Do you mean Odin?” Sigurd asked.
	 “Yes Hropt is one of his many 
names.” Brynhild answered. “In fact he used 
Brimir’s sword and helmet when he stood 
upon the cliff. With the blade he inscribed 
the runes upon Mimir’s head and then the 
oracle spoke to Odin: ‘Carve the runes upon 
the shields which lead the sun and moon,’ Mim-
ir’s head counseled the All Father, and it 
also told him to carve them on Arvark’s 
ear, Alsvid’s head, on the wheel that 
stands, under Hrungnir’s chariot, on 
Sleipnir’s teeth and under the chariot’s 
bands. These runes were also carved into the bear’s paw, on 
Bragi’s tongue, on the wolf’s claw, on the eagle’s beak, on 
bloody wings, at the end of the bridge, on hands which come 
bearing gifts and on the path which helpful men travel. These 
same runes will be found on both glass and gold, on warrior 
arm rings, on wine and on thrones, on Gungnir’s tip and upon 
Grani, on the beak of an owl and on the nails of a Norn.”
	 Brynhild took a moment to wet her mouth. She drank 
the mead and looked into Sigurd’s eyes. Brynhild sensed his 
questions before he opened his mouth. She clarified how the 
runes were brought to the other realms. “All of these runes 
were shaved off and were mixed with the sacred mead. Then 
that mead was brought to faraway lands. The mead travelled to 
the lands of the Aesir, Vanir, Alfar and even Midgard,” Bryn-
hild said and then she gave Sigurd wise council. “If you can 
master them without peril, use the runes of knowledge, runes 

of aid and the runes of mead. They will serve you well until 
Ragnarok. Brave Warrior, now you must choose, be-

Brynhild
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rows; I advise you to temper your drunkenness.”
	 Reflecting back on mornings after nights of un-
checked revelry, Sigurd nodded in agreement.
	 Satisfied, Brynhild pressed on, “If you start a fight 
with wise men, you’d best settle it quickly, because men with 
wisdom will become more lethal with the passage of time.”
	 “What about evil men and unscrupulous deeds?” in-
quired Sigurd.
	 “Avoid evil men and evil deeds. Stay true to your 
word and refrain from spinning lies. By the same token remain 
noble around the wives of other men. Do not seduce a married 
woman, no good will come of it,” lectured Brynhild.
	 Seeing that Sigurd’s character would not be an issue 
with her eighth lesson, Brynhild moved onto her ninth... “Re-
spect the dead. If you come across a corpse, no matter if death 
was by illness, drowning or battle, wash the bodies and prepare 
them for proper burial. Even if they were an enemy, you should 
wish them well in their next life.”
	 “I learned this as a child, what is your next lesson?” 
Sigurd asked eagerly.
	 “My tenth lesson is about trust. If you killed a man’s 
father, do not trust oaths uttered by that man. A man who 
has lost their brethren will find little solace in your weregild. 
Revenge will burn brightly in their heart,” advised Brynhild. 
“Disputes and battles are not quickly forgotten. Grief and sor-
row are guests who linger. Keep your wits and weapons close 
when an enemy is looking for revenge.”
	 Sigurd was looking rather somber, and what Brynhild 
said next did not light his heart, “My eleventh and last piece of 
advice is that you should be wary of your enemies, for you know 
not from where they will strike. I see your future and it is filled 
with quarrels. My dear prince, old age is not part of your fate.”
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	 The dark cloud that surrounded Brynhild began to 
take hold of her husband. “Gunnar, if you wish to keep me by 
your side, you will have to prove yourself better than Sigurd. 
Kill him and prove to me that you are the most worthy of all 
warriors.”
	 Gunnar’s heart was turning black. It would not take 
much more to push him over the edge. “Gunnar, do not nur-
ture the young wolf. One day you will regret the kindness you 
showed him. Know that he is an oath-breaker. Know that he 
and I lay together in that ring of fire.” Brynhild lied.
	 Gunnar’s mind was made up and he spent days sit-
ting and brooding. He was plotting dastardly deeds, but oc-

casionally his conscience would speak up. “Murdering 
my blood-brother will bring me shame. My father’s 

court will lose a mighty and great leader.” Then 
the darker thoughts would answer, “Think of all 

of the treasure that you will inherit. You will 
also keep the admiration of a great woman and 
the greatest of wives.”
	 In order to overcome his doubts, he sought 

out his brother Hogni. Gunnar explained ev-
erything that had been weighing heavily upon 

his shoulders and finished with “...my 
wife Brynhild is the greatest wife that 
anyone could hope for. King Budli’s 
daughter means everything to me. I 
would rather lose everything if it meant 

that I could keep her.”
	 Hogni pondered everything Gunnar has confided. 
“Brother,” Hogni began, “what you propose is a very dishon-
ourable deed. Killing a blood-brother would bring tremendous 
shame, however killing Sigurd would mean that his remarkable 
wealth would come to us. With that treasure hoard we would 
never need to worry about our wealth. We have to remember 
that since Sigurd came to our father’s court, we have lived a 
happy and prosperous life. What you propose is risky. I know 
of no one who is mightier than Sigurd, but the wealth we will 
have... his is the greatest wealth of all.”
	 The brothers grew silent and weighed the pros and 
cons. Then Hogni spoke of what was troubling to him, “Gun-
nar, I feel that all of these wicked thoughts that consume us are 
because of Brynhild’s jealousy.”
	 “Brother, Brynhild told me that he is an oath-break-
er. They slept together before she became my wife. By doing 
so, he has broken our blood-bond.” Gunnar countered.
	 Hogni nodded, “Then let us get our broth-
er Gutthorm to do the deed. He has not sworn a 

	 Sigurd had already built up his status to legendary by 
the time he came to King Gjuki’s court. He was the slayer of 
Fafnir the dragon and his reputation preceded him wherever he 
went.  He was welcomed warmly by the king and his sons Gun-
nar and Hogni. The three youths became blood brothers after 
reciting the sacred oaths. They offered their sister Gudrun to 
be his wife. They were wed and they were happy. There was 
much rejoicing and happiness in King Gjuki’s court.
	 Gunnar, wanting to secure himself a wife, departed 
on his quest. Sigurd came with him and showed him the sa-
cred mountain-top where Brynhild was sleeping under Odin’s 
charm. He crossed the flames when Gunnar could not, and he 
took Gunnar’s form in order to trick the Valkyrie into 
believing it was Gunnar who had crossed the wall 
of fire. Even though Sigurd was the worthy one, 
the fates had conspired to ensure that the two 
would not be wed.
	 Sigurd spent several nights with 
Brynhild in the sacred hall atop the moun-
tain, but never did he kiss her or hold her. He 
laid his sword between them when they slept. 
Sigurd was careful to keep his sworn oath to his 
blood-brother Gunnar.
	 Brynhild was a maiden who had 
never carried shame or deceit in her pure 
heart. She never suspected the cruel fate 
that the Norns had woven for her and her 
lover. So when the day came that she finally learned the truth 
of the deception, her heart became black with jealousy and she 
had a burning desire for vengeance.
	 “Sigurd was my true love, the love that I deserved 
and was destined to marry. Instead Gudrun holds him in her 
arms and I am relegated to be Gunnar’s wife. The Norns have 
been cruel to us,” she lamented in her conflicted heart.
	 Every night she would watch from a distance as Sig-
urd and Gudrun would go to their beds in bliss. Her words 
took on an icy tone as daggers repeatedly stabbed her aching 
heart, “I am without a worthy husband and I wallow in anguish 
and misery. I find happiness when I surround myself in wicked 
thoughts.”
	 Brynhild’s envy began to poison Gunnar’s thoughts. 
“Gunnar, you are losing your inheritance. Sigurd is truly the 
greater man. Look and see how he has become favoured in 
your father’s eyes.”
	 At first Gunnar ignored her, but her goading persist-
ed. “Gunnar, I cannot remain married to a failure. I will leave 
you and return to my people if you cannot find greatness.”
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has happened... You see, when I was young, I had no worries. 
I lived in my brother’s homestead and I was wealthy and care-
free. I want you to know that I never wanted a husband. The 
three of you came to the mountain... it would have been better 
had you not come. I had promised myself to a man who rode 
upon Grani’s back. The man who had Fafnir’s treasure. A man 
who was brave, bold and noble. A man you could not emulate.”
	 Gunnar fought back his anger, wanting to hear what 
his wife had to say. He knew that something else was coming; 
something important, so he stayed silent.
	 Brynhild was no longer in the room. Her thoughts 
had taken her to another place and time. She continued with-
out acknowledging his boiling emotions, “My brother Atli 
wanted me to find a husband. He said that I would not receive 
my father’s share of the inheritance if I remained a maiden. I 
would forfeit all lands, halls, gold and possessions. I was con-
flicted, because deep in my heart I wished to be a warrior. One 
who leaves corpses for the ravens and one who is also famous. I 
wished to make my own fortunes in life.”
	 She paused for a while, and Gunnar waited impa-

tiently for her to go on. It was a side of his wife he had never 
seen before. Her voice was full of sadness and regret.

	 Brynhild explained, “When Sigurd came 
with Andvarinaut and Fafnir’s treasures, I was 

consumed with greed... as were you and your 
brothers. But deep down in my heart, the 
strongest love is the love I had for Sigurd. My 
brother Atli will attest to this when he comes 
here to retrieve my corpse.”

	 Gunnar was speechless. What did she 
mean? He had no intention of killing her, even if 

she loved another man.
	 Brynhild spoke softly, “I should 
have never married. I do not wish to live 
on with you. I would rather join Sigurd in 
the next life. You can expect Atli to come 

when he hears that I have taken my own life.”
	 Gunnar swept down beside his wife and embraced 
her tenderly. Even if she didn’t love him, he loved her more 
than any woman he had ever known. He could not bear the 
thought of losing her. Seeing that his reassurances were insuf-
ficient, he ran about his court, summoning his most trusted 
thanes and bidding them to cheer her up.
	 All of Gunnar’s efforts were fruitless. Brynhild could 
not be dissuaded from taking her own life.
	 Desperate, he rode to Hogni’s court and sought the 
help of his brother.
	 “Brother, I come to you in need. Assemble your most 
trusted entourage and come to my hall. You must help dis-
suade Brynhild from taking her life. The consequences for the 
Nibelung are dire if she dies.” Gunnar implored.
	 But Hogni was not sympathetic to his brother’s 
plight, “Let no one dissuade her out of her long journey to 
Hel’s hall! May this vile Valkyrie never be reborn! May she 

blood-brother oath with Sigurd. If he kills Sigurd, 
the shame upon our family will be lessened.”

	 And they had agreed, that is how the vile deed came to 
be. Gutthorm snuck into Sigurd and Gudrun’s bedroom with 
murder in mind. He poised his blade above Sigurd’s sleeping 
form and plunged the blade into Sigurd’s unsuspecting heart. 
The mighty warrior wasn’t instantly slain and to Gutthorm’s 
surprise, he sat up and drew Gram. Gutthorm turned to flee, 
but Sigurd flung Gram and it cleaved Gutthorm in two.
	 Gudrun was awakened by the commotion. By this 
point the bed was drenched in Sigurd’s blood and she screamed 
in dismay.
	 “My dearest Gudrun, do not weep for me. You must 
be brave and strong, because your other brothers still live. Save 
our son Sigmund. Get him out of your father’s court without 
alerting my enemies who still live.” Sigurd said between la-
boured breaths.
	 Gudrun clung to her dying husband and his blood 
stained them both. She tried to wring the blood out of her 
hands while listening to Sigurd’s final words.
	 “Save Sigmund from your brother’s shameful 
deeds. They have been cursed for breaking their 
oaths. Even if they have seven sons a piece, none 
of them will be half the man our son will become. 
Know that it was Brynhild. She orchestrated all 
of this. Her love for me was not of this world 
and I want you to know that I have been true to 
both you and your brother Gunnar. I never lay 
with Brynhild; I never broke my vows to you or 
your brother. Let no one say otherwise...” and 
with those words, Sigurd drew his last breath.
	 That moment was the most sor-
rowful of Gudrun’s life. She had lost her 
love and her joy. She threw her head back 
and screamed. In the distance, swans 
shrieked and took flight. Brynhild heard 
this in the distance and smiled.
	 Gunnar rose from bed and looked at his wife illumi-
nated by the moonlight. “What are you laughing at? Why are 
you so hateful that you rejoice at such an evil deed? I look upon 
your pale features and to my eyes; you appear to me as a corpse. 
Have you been worth all of this? I hope so...” he growled.
	 She continued to smile as the smell of death hung in 
the air.
	 “Soon you will feel what we feel when I strike down 
your brother Atli,” Gunnar said angrily, “When you need to 
bandage his bloodied body.”
	 Without making eye contact with her husband, 
Brynhild replied coldly, “No one fears you, husband. You have 
killed your last and my brother will laugh at your threats. He 
will outlive you because he is the mightier warrior.”

	 Gunnar smashed the table beside him in anger. He 
opened his mouth to speak, but Brynhild cut him off say-

ing “You can only blame yourself for everything that 
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squirm to get out of your predicament. You will beg 
Atli for his sister’s hand in marriage, but he will withhold 
that from you. Oddrun will still take you into her bed in se-
cret but unlike me, she will love you.”
	 Brynhild’s eyes narrowed as she looked into her hus-
band’s eyes. Her voice was filled with violent foretelling, “Atli 
will find out, and when he does, you will be introduced to a pit 
of vipers. The circle of violence will redden the history of our 
two families. Gudrun will seek revenge. My brother Atli’s life 
will be the weregild he will have to pay.”
	 The Valkyrie’s eyes shifted to Gudrun, “My dear, no 
one gave you wise counsel. Your heart is not that of a Valkyrie. 
Best that you had taken your own life and been reunited with 
Sigurd. Instead you will be caught up in many bloodier affairs.” 
Brynhild hissed between laboured breaths.
	 “I can feel my life leaving me,” Brynhild managed, 
“but I must finish your prophecy Gudrun. You will be carried 
by waves to foreign lands and there you will wed King Jonakr. 
You will have sons with the king, and your radiant daughter will 

be raised in his court. Beware Gudrun, your daughter will be 
married to king Jörmunrekkr but his son will enter the 

picture. Your beautiful daughter will die and she 
will be Sigurd’s last descendant.”

	 Gudrun stood stiff and refused to believe 
her ears.
	 Then the Valkyrie fell to her knees. As 
pale as a ghost, she managed to stammer out 
her last dying wish, “I ask one last thing of my 

countrymen... pile on your tents, shields and 
precious cloths. Bring forth your foreign trea-

sures. Build a large pyre, one suitable of 
everyone who has died with Sigurd the 
Volsung. Lay me down beside him and 
lay my servants beside me. Adorn their 
bodies with jewels that befit their sta-

tion. Beside Sigurd’s head lay down his hawks.Only then will 
the pyre be right.” Her breaths were long and laboured, but 
she pressed on, “Upon the pyre, lay Sigurd’s sword between 
us, just as it was when we lay together upon the mountaintop.”
	 Gunnar’s eyes welled up with tears. Sigurd was good 
man, he had kept his vows. The truth laid bare made his deeds 
that much heinous.
	 Brynhild’s eyes were closing but she whispered in a 
ragged voice, “If we are to accompany Sigurd to the shining 
doors, his retinue must be fit for a legend! Five of his serving 
girls will accompany us, eight of my servants coming from 
good family. I will vouch for them, because my father gave them 
to me at a tender age. I would have said more but now my voice 
fails me, my wound pains me, my words hold only truth, now I 
must depart...”
	 Her life leaving her, the Valkyrie collapsed.

never bring ruin to another house. Let the prophecy play out 
as it was foretold.”
	 Gunnar found no compassion in Hogni’s hall. Gun-
nar returned to his court to find Brynhild killing her handmaid-
ens and assembling her valuables. She was preparing her own 
funeral pyre and she meant to take everything into her next life.
	 Brynhild saw her husband coming and she grew an-
gry. She had put on a mail shirt and grasped her sword. Look-
ing him in the eyes she ran the sword through her chest, inflict-
ing a mortal wound.
	 He sank down beside her, his eyes filled with mixed 
emotions- loss, grief and fear.
	 Brynhild surprised everyone when she shook him 
off and stood up on shaky legs. Then, wielding her sword, she 
spoke to those assembled, “Those who want the gold, those 
who want riches, come to me,” She waved her sword menac-
ingly.
	 “I will give you riches!” Brynhild said angrily as she 
swung her sword at the pile gold jewelry. She staggered as her 
strength was leaving her. “I will give the women beautiful lin-
ens and embroidered tapestries!” she spat up blood and 
it ran down her chin.
	 Everyone was stunned and the room 
was silent. A murmur started to run through the 
crowd and shouts were heard:
	 “Enough have died!”
	 “We want to live!”
	 “A fate of a servant is better than 
death!”
	 Brynhild’s face soured. “You misun-
derstand me. I give you choice. I ask who among 
you want to join me in the next world?” 
she asked the crowd. “I promise you the 
treasures you see, but no more. Fenja 
and Menja’s riches will not find us when 
we’ve departed.”
	 The Valkyrie’s face was ivory white. She stumbled 
again as her life force poured from the wound in her chest. 
Gunnar stood to steady her but she rebuked him forcefully; 
“Sit back down Gunnar! I will tell everyone here what my death 
will bring. The vessel which is your kingdom is no longer in 
calm waters. When I die, a violent storm will strike.”
	 Then Brynhild turned to the grieving widow, 
“Gudrun, you will be remarried sooner than you think. You 
and your future husband will often think of Sigurd.”
	 Gudrun scowled at the Valkyrie, but nonplussed, 
Brynhild pressed on, “You will give birth to Sigurd’s daugh-
ter.... a girl with the radiance of the sun. You will call her Svan-
hild.”
	 Then Brynhild spun around to face Gudrun’s broth-
ers. “You two will ignore poor Gudrun’s protests and marry 
her to the powerful man who will hold your fate in his hands. 
My brother Atli will take her as a wife, but Gudrun will be 
the source of many more deaths. Gunnar and Hogni, you will 
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She ran to confront her husband. “Gunnar, did you give Sigurd 
the ring?”
	 “What ring?” Gunnar said, oblivious to the token of 
affection that the Valkyrie had given Sigurd.
	 “The ring I gave you!” she screamed in anger, un-
believing that Gunnar would forget the treasure that she had 
bequeathed to her saviour atop mount Hindarfjall.
	 “When did you give me a ring? What ring? Brynhild, 
why are you hysterical? Why do you look at me with such fierce 
eyes?” Gunnar asked, realizing something was terribly wrong.
	 The rage left Brynhild and she sank to her knees. 
She was stunned by the realization that she had been fooled. 
She had been fooled into marrying a lesser man, while another 
woman had married the man she had been destined to meet. 
‘I am Brynhild, the greatest of the Valkyries’ she thought to 
herself, ‘I worked for the most powerful gods and was meant 

to wed the most magnificent of men.’ The fury was 
returning, and she stood up once more, pushing 

away from Gunnar’s comforting hug. She would 
have her revenge. Everyone would feel her ven-
geance.
	 Brynhild concocted a lie to turn her hus-
band against Sigurd. “Husband, I have to 
confess that Sigurd and I lay together atop 

Hindarfjall.”
	 “What?!” he roared. “How could he betray 

me?!”
	 Gunnar’s indignation confirmed 
all of her suspicions. “We shared a bed 
and I am with child. When I give birth to 
Aslaug, know that our daughter belongs 

to Sigurd.”
	 Her husband drew his sword with shaking hands, 
rage ripping through his body. His eyes darted about the room, 
and then he struck the table and cleaved it in half. “I will kill 
him!” Gunnar threatened, and then his shoulders slumped. “I 
cannot. He and I are blood brothers and I would damn myself 
to Hel and bring disgrace upon house Nibelung for such a hei-
nous deed.”
	 “Then use your brother Gutthorm to be your agent 
of vengeance.” Brynhild suggested. She wanted to see every-
one suffer in agony for the deceit and humiliation that she was 
feeling.
	 They sat and talked until sunrise, plotting a plan that 
would bring Sigurd’s life to a prompt and sudden end. The 
next day Gunnar spoke in secret to his brother, revealing Sig-
urd’s improprieties. His younger brother agreed to exact the 

	 Brynhild and Gudrun went to bathe in the royal lake 
next to the great hall. There they splashed around with care-
free joy. The women bonded because both had married great 
men. Gudrun had married the legendary Sigurd, Volsung 
champion and dragon slayer. Brynhild had married the most 
noble of men, the champion who had rescued her from Odin’s 
curse… or so she believed.
	 When Sigurd came to the Nibelung court, Queen 
Grimhild had spiked his drink with a potion of forgetfulness. 
The queen wanted her son Gunnar to marry Brynhild, and she 
also wanted her daughter Gudrun to marry Sigurd. Both mar-
riages would bring power and renown to house Nibelung.
	 Because of the potion, Sigurd forgot about the events 
that happened atop the great mountain Hindarfjall. Sigurd had 
forgotten that he had exchanged appearances with Gunnar. He 
forgot that he had awakened Brynhild the Valkyrie. Sigurd did 
not remember the nights they spent together when she 
taught him the runes. He had placed his sword be-
tween them in order to make sure that Gunnar’s 
future wife would remain chaste and true. Sig-
urd had worn the ring that Brynhild had given 
him, but in his forgetfulness, he had given it as 
a present to his wife Gudrun.
	 Brynhild was also fooled into believ-
ing that Gunnar was her valiant saviour. That 
the man she married was even greater than 
King Agnar.
	 Both women boasted about 
their great husbands as they bathed. 
They competed to see which one was the 
greater man.
	 “My husband Sigurd slew the great dragon Fafnir.” 
Gudrun boasted.
	 “My husband Gunnar proved that he was the most 
noble of men when he crossed Odin’s ring of fire,” Brynhild 
replied in kind.
	 “But my husband obtained the legendary treasure 
that had been assembled by the gods.” Gudrun said beaming 
with pride.
	 “My husband won the…” Brynhild trailed off. For the 
first time, Brynhild saw the ring that Gudrun wore, “Where 
did you get that ring?” she demanded. “Did your brother give 
it to you?”
	 She looked down at the ring and smiled saying, “No, 
Sigurd gave it to me. He does not recall where he had obtained 

it, but he said he knew that it meant a lot to him.”
	 Brynhild got out of the lake and was quick to dress. 
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revenge upon the Volsung champion. He was a mighty warrior, 
so the murder would have to happen while Sigurd was sleep-
ing.
	 That very night, Gutthorm snuck into the Volsung’s 
bedroom, where Sigurd and Gudrun slept. He stood above the 
bed, holding his sword with both hands, the point directed at 
Sigurd’s chest. The sword was shaking and the young Nibelung 
tried to steady his nerves. A moment later the sword was thrust 
down, and it pierced Sigurd’s chest, missing his heart.
	 Sigurd sat up, blood flowing from the gaping wound. 
He did not scream, instead he instinctively reached from Gram, 
his magical sword. Gutthorm stepped back in shock, and then 
he ran for the door. Sigurd spotted his assassin in the darkness 
and threw the blade with unerring accuracy. It struck Gut-
thorm with such force that it cut him in half and lodged itself in 
the doorway.
	 Sigurd lay back down next to his wife. Surprisingly, 
the violent exchange had not roused her. As he closed his eyes 
and drew his last breaths he thought about his fate. Murder was 
the worst way to die, because it denied the warrior a chance to 
die fighting with a weapon in hand. Valkyries would be unable 
and unwilling to take his soul to Valhalla. As his final breath left 
his body, Sigurd remembered the prophecy and it have him a 
sense of tranquility.
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	 The discussions and accusations went on late into 
the night. Much alcohol was consumed and everyone retired 
for the night. Only Gunnar remained in the hall. His guilt 
weighed heavily upon his heart. He had sworn a blood-brother 
oath with Sigurd, and he had broken it in the worst way imagin-
able.
	 Brynhild awoke to find that her husband had not re-
tired for the night. She sought him out and found him drinking 
alone in the hall. He turned to her when she spoke, “Accept me 
as your wife, or dismiss me from your life, it matters little. The 
deed is done and we are left to face the consequences.” She 
began to weep. Gunnar was bewildered by the change in his 
wife. One moment she was rejoicing at the outcome, and now 

she shared his anguish at what they had done.
	 “I had a dream,” she said, wiping the tears from 

her eyes, “a nightmare where you ride, in mis-
ery, chained and led by your enemies. The Ni-

belungs are finished. Every last one of you is 
an oath-breaker. Then I awoke, cold, in bed all 
alone.”
	 They stood in silence, and both shivered as 
the cold night air cut through them like a knife. 

Both were weighing the guilt that they would 
carry to their grave. Then Brynhild spoke once 

more, “My lies blinded you to the oath 
you swore to Sigurd. He aspired to great-
ness, and the cowardly murder robbed 
him of a hero’s welcome in Valhalla.”
	 Gunnar stood, stunned by the 

revelation.
	 “He was a great and noble man, the hero that crossed 
the ring of fire in order to awaken me,” Brynhild conveyed with 
a morbid expression. “Sigurd was a man of his word. He kept 
the promise that he made to you... he and I remained chaste; he 
laid his sword between us for those three nights that we spent 
together.”

	 “What has Sigurd done to warrant your desire to 
take his life?” asked Hogni.
	 “I thought that Sigurd was someone I could trust. He 
gave me his oath that he and Brynhild had remained chaste be-
hind the wall of flame, but he broke that most sacred of oaths.” 
Gunnar growled under his breath.
	 Hogni interjected, “No, it is your wife Brynhild who 
has led you astray with lies. She is jealous of Gudrun and her 
happy marriage with Sigurd. She is angry about the deception 
that led to your own marriage.”
	 Gutthorm was fed wolf and snake meat so that his 
appetite for killing would be increased. He was emboldened 
through magic so that he would have the courage to slay Sig-
urd.
	 Sigurd lay dead in his bed and a raven could 
be heard calling from an overhead branch, “Your 
oaths will be your ruin and King Atli will redden 
his blades with your blood!”
	 Gudrun saw her father’s court in tur-
moil as riders were riding off with news. She 
approached her brothers and asked “Who is 
responsible for planning Sigurd’s death? Why 
do you not mourn him?”
	 “My dear sister Gudrun, do you see 
Sigurd’s grey stallion mourning?” Hog-
ni began and then swallowed as the next 
part came out in a hoarse whisper, “Your 
brothers are guilty of your husband’s 
murder.”
	 At that moment Brynhild come upon them and had 
heard the confession by her brother-in-law. “If truth be told, 
if Sigurd would have lived, he would have inherited King Gju-
ki’s kingdom, even if your father had sired five sons. All five of 
them would not amount to the man you killed. You have chosen 
wisely, this way, with Sigurd dead, you keep your father’s king-
dom for yourselves.”
	 There was a silence that gripped everyone in atten-
dance. Gudrun’s heart was shattered and her brothers were 
consumed with guilt.
	 Brynhild threw her head back and laughed. It was a 
hearty and honest laugh. Her joy reverberated throughout the 
hall. She turned to the brothers, “Now that you have killed Sig-
urd, you will enjoy all of your father’s lands and his vassals.”

	 “You are monsters!” Gudrun wailed, “May Hel claim 
Gunnar, mark my words, there will be vengeance!”
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us see him as he is.” Gullrond said while removing the shroud. 
She placed a cushion next to Sigurd, turned to Gudrun and 
said in a compassionate voice, “Look at your beloved. Put your 
lips upon his and say your goodbyes.”
	 Gudrun looked upon her dead husband for the first 
time since his demise. She saw his blood caked hair and the 
grievous wound in his chest. His eyes were always full of life, 
but now they were glassy and vacant.
	 Gudrun knelt upon the cushion and cradled his head 
in her arms. Her hair dropped around her face and concealed 
the torrent of tears that began to pour down her cheeks un-
abated. She wept and she cried in anguish, her wails echoing 
through the hall. A distant reply came from the geese who 

heard her lamentations.
	 Gullrond knelt next to Gudrun and said, “My dearest 

sister, I feel your pain and I know how much Sigurd 
meant to you. Your love was like no other under 

the sun or the moon. You were always happiest 
when Sigurd was by your side.”
	 Gudrun looked up and faced her sister and 
brothers with red eyes and unkempt hair, “My 
Sigurd was one of a kind, a giant among men. 

He stood above other men, like a stalk of leek 
in a grassy field. He was nobler than royalty, like 

the crown jewel among the other lesser 
jewels strung together upon a golden 
band. Sigurd was so great that he lifted 
me up, and I felt more important and 
deeply loved. I felt higher than Odin’s 

women, but now that he has left me, I feel as small and vulnera-
ble as a solitary leaf among the willows. I miss being by his side, 
having a best friend that I can talk to.”
	 Then Gudrun’s expression soured and her eyes 
narrowed as she addressed her brothers, Gunnar particularly, 
“The cause of my misery is my own blood, my own family, my 
brothers. You are the ones who destroyed my happiness!”
	 “Gunnar you are in charge but you are also an 
oath-breaker. Your kingdom, your people, your power will all 
turn to dust. You will never be rich in gold or happiness...” 
Gudrun trailed off as she recalled the happier times. “There 
was a happier time, when our court was filled with laughter and 
joy. It all came to an end with you and Sigurd saddled up to go 
and rescue the miserable creature called Brynhild!” Gudrun 
said whilst glaring at Brynhild.
	 The Valkyrie was not the fierce one they had known. 

	 Gudrun cradled Sigurd’s lifeless body. She did not 
weep for him, but that did not mean that she was indifferent to 
his death. In fact, she was on the verge of collapsing from her 
heartbreak. Many came to share words of comfort and many 
discussed why she shed no tears. Some were overheard specu-
lating that she had eaten some of Fafnir’s heart and could hear 
what the birds prophesied.
	 Unlike other widows who put on a great spectacle of 
grief, Gudrun did not throw her hands skyward, nor did she 
wail and cry. She had prepared herself for death long ago. Her 
sorrow and turmoil remained contained in her heart.
	 Warriors from her late husband’s war-band came 
to speak of his great deeds. The wives of those warriors also 
spoke of sadness in their own lives. After their speeches, all 
of them looked over to see if Gudrun had been moved 
to tears, but her heart continued to contain the an-
guish within.
	 It was Gjaflaug’s turn to speak. She 
was king Gjuki’s sister and she had suffered 
much loss throughout her life. She had lost 
five husbands, three daughters, three sisters 
and eight brothers. “...I feel as though I am 
alone,” Gjaflaug concluded. Still, Gudrun’s 
face remained resolute, her eyes dry, but filled 
with sadness.
	 Then Herbord, queen of Hu-
naland spoke, “I have had my share of 
loss as well. My parents and four of my 
brothers died in a storm at sea. They were 
dragged down by Aegir’s arms. Then I lost seven sons and my 
husband in wars with the kingdoms south of here. Grief-strick-
en, I had to dig their graves, bury their bodies and organize 
their funerals. No one helped me; no one came to console me. 
I endured all of this over the course of six months. To add to 
that, I was taken as a war prisoner, made a slave and I had to 
dress my lord’s wife every morning. He treated me horribly. 
She beat me out of jealousy. She was the cruellest woman I have 
ever known.”
	 Everyone was moved by Herbrod’s tale of woe, but 
still Gudrun’s eyes remained dry.
	 King Gjuki’s daughter Gullrond stepped forward. 
She had had enough; she knew that the grieving widow need-
ed to face her emotions. “Foster mother, you are wise, but 

you don’t know how to address a young widow. Sigurd 
shouldn’t be covered with a death shroud right now, let 

Fafnir
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all of his riches. He had just returned with the most 
fabled of treasures- Fafnir’s Hoard. Our greed possessed 
us so much that it drove us to evil deeds. Just the thought of 
the treasure now fills me with avarice.”
	 Brynhild was stricken with the curse of Fafnir’s Trea-
sure once more. She felt faint and leaned back against the wall 
so she wouldn’t fall down. Her gaze fell upon Sigurd’s corpse 
and a fire was rekindled in her eyes. She muttered several un-
holy curses under her breath and left the hall.

Instead she looked guilty and whispered, “Curse me as well. 
May I lose my husband and may I never have children. I am the 
cause of all of your grief.”
	 Gullrond interjected, “Silence! You are the sickness 
upon this family,” Brynhild opened her mouth to answer but 
Gullrond cut her off once more, “Do not speak! Your words 
have already cursed the Nibelungs. We all harbour resentment 
towards you. You have been the ruin of seven kings and you are 
the betrayer of all women!”
	 Brynhild was eager to explain herself, “Atli is the root 
of all of this evil. He was born of King Budli and he is my broth-
er. It began long ago when he and I looked upon Sigurd and 
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magical sleep that could only be broken by a man who did not 
know fear. The shields blazed with magical flame, barring en-
try to the unworthy. Only one man would be able to cross that 
magical fire, and that was Sigurd after he had looted Fafnir’s 
treasure. Then, that fateful day, Sigurd came to Skatalund rid-
ing upon Grani. He had come from my father’s court, where 
he had no equals. We stayed together for eight nights and we 
remained chaste, like brother and sister.” Brynhild explained.
	 The large mysterious woman sat upon the rock she 
had stepped out of when she barred Brynhild’s journey.
	 “Then I was accused of infidelity by Sigurd’s wife. 
Her family tricked me into marrying a lesser man, and that is 
the real reason for their woes. Life is full of sorrow, but now I 
will find Sigurd and we will be happy! Step aside and let me be 
on my way!” demanded Brynhild.

	 In King Gjuki’s court, two large funeral pyres were 
built. One for Sigurd and the other for Brynhild. They lit Sig-
urd’s first, followed by Brynhild’s pyre. Her funeral pyre was 
piled high atop a wagon. Both burned brilliantly and there 
were many people in attendance.
	 Brynhild was suddenly awakened, her wagon was 
being drawn to Hel’s palace in Niflheim. The wagon stopped 
suddenly when the horses were halted by a giant woman.
	 The giant woman’s voice boomed, “What are you do-
ing travelling through my lands? Who gave you permission to 
cross my mountains and visit another woman’s husband? Your 
time would be better suited weaving the tapestry.”
	 Brynhild stood atop her chariot and faced the dark 
hulking menace without flinching.
	 The giant woman arched an eyebrow and asked, 
“Woman! What keeps your spirit restless? You come here 
from the southern lands because of your guilt, because you 
have washed your hands in another man’s blood!”
	 “I won’t be scolded by the lady who lives beneath the 
earth. I’ve been Viking all of my life and my bloodline and an-
cestry is more noble than yours!” Brynhild yelled back.
	 “I see Budli’s daughter before me, a woman damned 
and cursed. Gjuki’s court and his family have been sundered 
by your actions. You think yourself clever, but you are prideful 
and blind to your foolishness,” scolded the giantess.
	 Brynhild was struck by those words as if someone had 
slapped her across the face. She ground her teeth and yelled 
back, “You are quick to judge. Still your tongue a moment and 
listen. I come here upon this wagon not because of pride, but 
because of my own grief. King Gjuki’s sons are the ones whose 
actions have turned me into a loveless and oath-breaking wife.”
	 The giantess craned her neck to the side and looked 
at Brynhild with an arched eyebrow.
	 The Valkyrie continued to explain, “Our one-eyed 
courageous king placed our swan feather cloaks under the 
great tree. I was young, only twelve years of age when I gave 
my promise to the young prince. They called me Hlymdale be-
cause I loved war. I preferred the sword over a husband. Odin 
wanted Hjalmgunnar to win, but I gave my allegiance to Auda’s 
brother, and by my sword Hjalmgunnar became a feast for ra-
vens. Odin was furious.”
	 The giantess shifted her pose to a much less confron-
tational one.

	 “Upon mount Skatalund, the All Father imprisoned 
me behind red and white shields. Odin put me into a 
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	 After Sigurd’s death, Gunnar and Hogni took pos-
session of Fafnir’s treasure. After that moment, the Nibelungs 
no longer knew peace. After Brynhild’s suicide, King Atli 
hounded King Gjuki’s kingdom. He blamed them for his sis-
ter’s sorrow and death. Gunnar and Hogni paid a weregild by 
offering their sister Gudrun as a bride. The widow refused, still 
heartbroken over the loss of her husband Sigurd. Queen Grim-
hild used her ancient recipe for the potion of forgetfulness and 
gave it to her unsuspecting daughter. The magic took hold, and 
Gudrun was married to King Atli. She gave birth to Svanhild, a 
daughter that she had conceived with Sigurd, and then she and 
Atli had two more children. Their sons were named Erp and 
Eitil.
	 Gunnar and Hogni had put most of the treasure in a 
cave called Skridnir, but not before Gudrun had taken Andvari-
naut for herself. The ring called to her, and she kept it as greed 
filled her heart. King Atli had heard of the Volsung treasure 
that had passed to the Nibelungs, and he desired it for himself. 
He invited Gunnar and Hogni to his court with false promises. 
King Atli was filled with greed and his thoughts were wicked. 
Gudrun saw the treachery and sent a warning to her brothers, 
begging them not to come. She even sent her precious ring 
Andvarinaut with a wolf hair tied to it as an evil omen.
	 Her brothers ignored the warning and came to King 
Atli’s court in search of promised wives. Gunnar asked for 
Oddrun’s hand in marriage, but King Atli forbade his sister to 
marry. Instead he was married to Glaumvor and Hogni married 
Kostbera. They had three children, Solar, Snaevar and Giuki. 
The king tried to extract the location of Fafnir’s Treasure, but 
the brothers refused. Eventually the king lost patience and or-
dered the death of Hogni and Gunnar. Gudrun asked her niec-
es and nephews to plead for the lives of her brothers, but King 
Atli would not hear of it. He ordered that Hogni’s heart be cut 
out, and that Gunnar be put in a pit filled with vipers. Gunnar 
being a skald played his harp in order to put the serpents to 
sleep, but when he got tired and stopped playing, the vipers 
awoke, bit, and killed him.

Tale of the Nibelungs
Drap Niblunga



327

	 “Then my mother learned of my sorrow, and wished 
me to return. She asked my brothers what they would offer me 
as a weregild for their transgression. Gunnar and Hogni both 
offered me gold. They loaded up the wagons and went to meet 
me in Half’s high-hall. My mother, brothers and the Hunnish 
warriors, King Atli had come to our hall seeking a weregild for 
Brynhild. I did not know at the time, but they had offered me 
up as a bride to the Hunnish king. Many champions looked to 
talk me into the nuptials, Valdar the Dane with Iarizleif. Then 
there was Eymond the third with Iarizskar, the most renowned 
of the Langobards. They were dark, with long moustaches, 
foreigners from a faraway land. Each of them wanted to pick 
out a gift for me. They spoke comforting words and offered me 
pledges, but I refused all of their offers.”
	 “Sorrow can only be healed with time.” King Thjo-
drek commented.
	 Gudrun’s voice took on an edge of anger, “My moth-
er Grimhild brewed her special concoction which she had 
used upon Sigurd. She offered it to me without my knowing. 
I should have suspected the drought of forgetfulness when I 
saw all of the runes upon the drinking horn. I should have been 
wiser upon tasting the ingredients: heather-fish, uncut barley 
from Haddings’ land, the entrails of wild animals, herbs of the 
forest, burnt acorns, dew of the hearth, sacrificial remains and 
boiled pigs liver. All of this was designed to make me forget, to 
dull my sorrow. When I began to sense the magic, I protested. 
But my brothers promised me gold, Hlodver’s hall and pre-
cious linens if I accepted King Atli as my new husband. They 
mentioned how the Hunnish maidservants would attend to all 
of my needs. They spoke of how I would increase the glorious 
lineage of King Budli, by giving his son more sons. I cried out 
in heartbreak, but they reassured me that having more sons 
would dull the pain of losing both Sigurd and Sigmund.”
	 Gudrun stood, brushing King Thjodrek’s arm off of 
her shoulders. She ground her teeth in anger as she recalled 
the bullying that she received from her family. “I told my moth-
er that I could not bear more children with the thought of Hel 
and her ravens claiming my husband and child. She reassured 
me that my darkest memories would soon be wiped away. She 
got angry with me, threatened me that I would grow old and 
alone if I did not accept King Atli as my husband. I yelled back, 
I screamed. I told her that I would not betray a noble memo-
ry for the unholy union she was pushing upon me. I had not 
forgotten Brynhild’s prophesy; only more evil would come 
if I married her brother. But all of my protests melted 

	 King Thjodrek was with King Atli. He had nearly lost 
all his men in battle. Queen Gudrun and King Thjodrek sat and 
spoke of their past sorrows.
	 “I was born into a noble home. I was a radiant and 
happy girl. I loved my parents and my brothers greatly, but re-
sentment grew within my heart when I was married off against 
my will to Sigurd. My opinions changed when I got to know my 
husband. He was a great man who stood out among his peers- 
like a stalk of leek in the grass, a noble stag among lesser wood-
land creatures, or a shimmering gold coin among lesser silver 
coins. Then it was my brothers who grew resentful and jealous 
of my husband. They could not be happy in their own lives until 
they had put him to death.” Gudrun lamented.
	 King Thjodrek listened intently.
	 “I was heartbroken. Even Sigurd’s horse Gram was 
distraught at his master’s demise. He ran from the stables 
weeping and I found him in the meadow. His head was bowed 
and he refused to return to the stables where the horses be-
longing to the murderers were stabled. I thought about it for a 
long time before I confronted my brother Gunnar. Gunnar was 
so ashamed that he could not meet my gaze. Hogni explained 
how they had used Gutthorm to perform the murder. They ex-
plained that because of the blood-brother bond with Sigurd, 
they would keep their hands clean if their younger brother 
performed the deed. I was speechless, their evil stunned me. 
I cursed my brothers, wishing that the ravens would tear out 
their hearts in some distant land, far from their homes.”
	 Gudrun felt King Thjodrek’s arm about her shoul-
ders as he held her in a comforting embrace.
	 “I ran away from them,” she continued, “away from 
my family. I took Sigurd’s body with me into the forest. I could 
not trust my own kin and it angered me. I could not find tears as 
other widows do. We spent the night in the forest, and I prayed 
that the wolves would come and put me out of my misery. I 
brought Sigurd’s body to Half’s high-hall. Thora’ King Ha-
kon’s daughter consoled me. She wove a funeral shroud for my 
dead husband. Upon it she embroidered Jutland swans, men 
at arms, red shields, and my husband’s royal retinue. My hus-
band’s ships, his conquests were detailed in that shroud. How 
he fought Sigar and Siggeir in southern Fion.”
	 “I suppose you eventually returned with your hus-
band’s body to your father’s court?” King Thjodrek asked. 
Gudrun nodded. “Was he cremated?” he asked, and she nod-
ded once more. A shadow fell over her face as she recalled more 
of the story.

Gudrunarkvida II

Gudrun Marries Again
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	 King Thjodrek thought of his friend and ally King 
Atli. “Was there more to the dream?” he asked.
	 “Yes...” Gudrun recalled, “He told me how he saw 
young saplings ripped out of the ground before they could 
grow tall. How they were reddened with blood. How they were 
placed on a plate in front of him. My husband also asked me 
about the significance of hawks. Why he dreamt that his hawks 
were killed within an evil hall, and how their bodies were mixed 
with honey and added to the plate in front of him.”
	 “And what did you tell him?” King Thjodrek in-
quired.
	 “I told him that his men will sacrifice and decapitate 
white beasts. That they will cook them and eat them with their 
king,” Gudrun lied.
	 King Thjodrek was feeling uneasy, but Gudrun fin-
ished her tale, “Atli lay in bed and could not sleep after that. He 
was deeply disturbed, that I recall very clearly.”
	 Gudrun smiled.

away when my mother’s drink took hold of my mind.” 
Gudrun explained.

	 King Thjodrek shook his head with disgust, but he 
kept quiet, waiting patiently for Gudrun to finish her tragic 
tale.
	 After a deep breath, Gudrun continued, “My moth-
er ensured that the forgetfulness would take hold before I was 
presented to my suitor. King Atli came to me promising lands, 
armies, and the kingdoms of Vinbjorg and Valbjorg. I chose 
him for the happiness he offered. My husband to be did not 
waste time. All men were mounted and the women were given 
wagons. Seven days we rode over cold lands. Then another sev-
en days we sailed over rough seas. Lastly we traveled another 
week over dusty and dry land. When we arrived, we entered 
King Atli’s citadel. I spent my first night within its walls. I was 
awakened when my new husband sat upright from a nightmare. 
He asked me to interpret what he had dreamt. ‘I had a dream 
about you Gudrun’ he told me. ‘You ran me through with an 
iron sword’ he recalled. I told him that dreaming of iron repre-
sented fire. That it symbolized the anger of a woman and that 
it could also mean pride and delusions. I comforted him, even 
though deep down it pained me to do it.”
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	 She backed away lamenting, “I am alone here, none 
of my kin can vouch for me.”
	 The king turned to one of his servants and barked, 
“Summon Saxi at once! Have him prepare the boiling caul-
dron!”
	 Then Atli turned to his wife and said threateningly, 
“You want to swear upon the sacred white stone? Well now 
you’ll get the chance!”
	 Seven hundred men were summoned for the trial. 
They would bear witness to Gudrun taking the sacred white 
stone out of the boiling cauldron.
	 “I will not call upon Gunnar, or Hogni in my time of 
need. I no longer have siblings who can fight for my honour. I 
will prove to all of you that I tell the truth. My hands will not be 
burned by the scalding water!” Gudrun proclaimed to those in 
attendance.
	 Then she plunged her hands into the boiling caul-
dron and took out the sacred white stone. Her hands were un-
burnt and she raised them for all to see.
	 Atli’s face beamed with happiness. He summoned 
Herika and forced her hands into the cauldron. She screamed 
in pain as she removed her red burnt hands from the scalding 
hot water. The king ordered her to be buried alive in a nearby 
bog, a clear message to anyone who would dare insult his wife. 
On that day, Gudrun was cleared of all accusations.

	 Herika was the name of Atli’s serving maid. She was 
also his mistress. She came to see the king with news. She told 
him that she had seen Gudrun and Thjodrek together.  Thjo-
drek was an exiled king from Verona. This troubled the king 
but he did not confront his wife, instead he kept his doubts and 
insecurities to himself.
	 Gudrun had seen the change in her husband’s de-
meanor and decided to confront him about it asking, “Hus-
band, what is the matter? You look troubled and lately I have 
not seen your smile.”
	 Atli took his wife by the shoulders and looked deeply 
into her eyes asking, “Herika told me some disturbing news 
and it has been troubling me for days. She said that she saw 
you and Thjodrek share a bed while I was away.” He looked for 
signs of denial in his wife’s eyes.
	 Gudrun looked shocked.
     “I tell you that she is lying. I swear by the sacred white stone 
that Thjodrek and I never had any indecent relations in your 
absence. The only thing she may have seen was the two of us 
embracing when we shared a moment talking about our past. 
Sorrow has a way of opening people up to innocent tender-
ness.”
	 Atli did not look convinced. His anger boiled as he 
confessed how he had taken out his rage upon hearing the 
news, “Thjodrek came to my court with thirty men, I killed 
them all upon hearing the news.” He advanced on his wife 
menacingly.

Gudrun`s Test
Gudrunarkvida III
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his other daughter Brynhild with his helm. He said he knew 
that she would become Odin’s chosen. He said she would be 
the woman everyone would aspire to marry unless the Norns 
decreed otherwise. Brynhild had everything. She had riches 
and suitors. She had lands and the grace of the gods above her. 
She even had the slayer of Fafnir the dragon. Then fate wasn’t 
so kind. When she was with the Nibelung she was tricked and 
her fortunes turned sour. But fear not, my sister took her ven-
geance upon the Volsung and the Nibelung. In the end the 
poor girl killed herself so that she could be reunited with Sig-
urd.”
	 Borgny listened intently.
	 “Brynhild had left poor Gunnar without a wife and 
with a grieving heart. I came to love the man... in a way that 
my sister should have. He also fell for me, and the Nibelungs 

offered my brother no small compensation for my hand 
in marriage. A tremendous amount of gold was of-

fered and there was even talk of Fafnir’s treasure. 
My brother would not consent to my wedding 

with any of King Gjuki’s sons, but our passion 
for one another was too strong. Unable to re-
sist, we met and lay together. Many witnesses 
placed us together and reported it to my broth-

er, but he believed my denials every time. After 
enough witnesses came forward he sent spies 

to catch us in the act. When Gunnar and 
I met in the dark wood, they caught us. 
Gunnar and I offered them bribes, but 
they preferred riding back and telling my 
brother about our forbidden love. They 

hid the details from Gudrun, but she should have been told. 
The next time my brother met with Gunnar and Hogni, there 
was a terrible commotion in the court. Their relationship with 
my brother got worse over time. He never gave up on his love 
for me despite the possible repercussions. I was sent away to 
Geirmund, where my brother wished that I would stay. I kept 
receiving news of Gunnar, how he played the harp singing 
songs about our love. Songs wishing that I would come back 
to him. By the time I came back to Atli’s court it was too late. 
The snake mother had sunk her fangs into Gunnar’s heart. Atli 
had seen to it. This sums up the troubles of my life, and that is 
why I vowed to the gods that I would live out my life doing good 
deeds.”

	 One day a woman named Oddrun rode out towards 
Mornaland. She was traveling there because she had heard 
that no one was able to help King Heidrek’s daughter with her 
pregnancy. Apparently Borgny was having terrible pains and 
it was uncertain if she would survive the delivery. Oddrun was 
King Atli’s sister and she saddled her black steed for the long 
journey. She traveled far across smooth plains and craggy hills.
	 When Oddrun arrived, she wasted no time. Borgny’s 
handmaidens escorted her to their mistress’s chamber and 
then Oddrun demanded, “Which prince has brought about 
this shame? Describe your pains to me.”
	 “He is named Vilmund,” began Borgny, “he is a war-
rior who hid me from my father for five winters.” While Borgny 
told her story, Oddrun examined her. Oddrun then sat by her 
side and began to sing many different spell songs that would 
ease the pregnancy. The magic worked wonders and 
Borgny gave birth to a boy and a girl.
	 Borgny was overjoyed and thankful for 
Oddrun’s assistance. Borgny called upon the 
blessings of Freya and Frigga for her saviour. 
She couldn’t believe that Oddrun would travel 
such a distance to help her in her time of need.
	 Oddrun cut her off saying, “I did not 
come here because you were especially worthy 
of my help. I came here because I have made a 
vow to the gods that I help any woman 
who shares my noble rank.”
	 Borgny could not believe her 
ears, “Why would you insult me like that, 
Oddrun?” she asked. “We were like sis-
ters even though we had different parents.” Borgny added.
	 “I’ll never forget the words you spoke behind my 
back when you saw me prepare a drink for Gunnar. You ma-
ligned my virtue and insulted my honour and judgement. I have 
not forgotten. Now look at your very own predicament with 
Vilmund, the gods have cursed you because of your malicious 
tongue.”
	 Borgny was silent. She had no idea that Oddrun had 
found out about her gossip.
	 “You didn’t know everything about Gunnar and me 
when you slandered us.” Oddrun began. “Let me tell you. I 
was raised as a noblewoman in my father’s court. King Budli 

made sure that his children shared in his prosperity. Upon 
his deathbed he prophesied that I would be wealthy and 

that I would marry Queen Grimhild’s son. He gifted 

Oddrun
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something were to happen to me, the Nibelung treasures will 
be claimed by the wolves- the old gray guardians. If I do not 
return, the black skinned bears will savagely attack everything 
and everyone.”
	 The royal troupe left through the gates upon their 
steeds. Hogni’s son saw them off, bidding them wisdom and 
success.
	 The riders drove their horses through green pas-
tures and through darkened Myrkvid. The thundering hooves 
echoed through the borderlands of the Huns. Eventually they 
came upon King Atli’s kingdom. They knew that they had 
arrived when they saw the massive watch-towers and citadel 
come into view. Bikki’s warriors were watching them closely. 
They were ready for war if Gunnar and his men came to fight.

	 Gudrun saw her brothers enter her husband’s hall 
and she raced after them. They had entered a room 

decked out in riches- pennants, weapons, shields 
and targes- a scene designed to mask the planned 

malice to come.
	 “Gunnar!” Gudrun said half-out-of-
breath, “Why have you come? Did you not 
get my message? You are walking into a trap. 
Do you actually think you will outsmart King 

Atli?”
	 He hugged her reassuringly.

	 She pushed away, refusing to 
be silent, “Gunnar you should have 
come here with your army. Armed and 
armoured men at your back would have 
reddened the battlefield for the Norns. 

Perhaps then they would spare you from my husband’s viper 
pit.”
	 Gunnar looked into her eyes with an expression of 
resolute confidence, “It’s too late to talk about this. My brave 
men are far away from the Rhine and its auburn peaks.”
	 Gunnar and Hogni were welcomed with feigned 
friendliness. King Atli was after the Nibelung treasure which 
had been passed down from the Volsungs. He was prepared 
to try the friendly approach first, even offering wives to the 
visiting kings. Months turned into years and King Atli was no 
closer to the treasure. He had run out of patience and sent his 
men to apprehend Gunnar and Hogni.
	 Hogni did not surrender easily, managing to kill 
seven of King Atli’s men and burning an eighth by push-
ing him into a fire. Hogni alerted Gunnar and they 

	 King Atli the Hun sent a messenger to King Gunnar’s 
court. His name was Knefrod and he was well-traveled. He was 
welcomed into Gunnar’s hall and was offered sweet beer. Gun-
nar’s warriors drank, but they kept silent, fearful of the Huns 
and their renowned hostility. Then Knefrod called out to the 
king in the hall, “We have ridden a long way, through Myrkvid 
and with horses gnashing at their bits. Atli has sent me here 
with an important message. He wants to invite King Gunnar 
and King Hogni to his court. May both kingdoms place their 
helmets upon the hearth and drink good mead around the fire. 
There my king will bestow many gifts upon you- your choice 
of shields, ash spears, golden helmets, silver gilded saddles, 
embroidered tunics, decorated lances and the finest coursers. 
He will also grant you the lands of Gnitaheith, the final resting 
place of Fafnir the dragon. My great king will also bestow 
to you farmlands along the Dnieper River. What say 
you?”
	 Gunnar turned and asked for Hogni’s 
opinion, “What do you think of Knefrod’s of-
fer? How does this even compare to our im-
mense wealth? After all, we own the treasures 
from Gnitaheith.”
	 Hogni stroked his beard consider-
ing the offer. “We have seven halls filled with 
swords, all of which are finer than most swords. 
I know that I could not get a better steed 
than the one I own. My weapon is the 
sharpest, my bows are the finest and my 
corselets are golden. Our shields and 
helmets are fit for an emperor, probably 
better than anything the Huns may offer.” Hogni replied to his 
brother.
	 Gunnar dropped his voice to a whisper, “What do 
you think Gudrun meant when she sent the ring tied with a 
wolf’s hair? I think she was warning us to stay away. I think 
danger awaits us if we go.”
	 Gunnar also sought the advice of his kinsmen. They 
all reassured him that he was the strongest and wealthiest and 
he had nothing to fear. So, filled with confidence he stood be-
fore the emissaries and proclaimed: “Everyone Rise! Fjornir, 
send the golden goblets around the hall, pass them from hand 
to hand, we accept your invitation.”
	 A cheer went through the hall. Knefrod and his band 
smiled and drank from the goblets.
	 Then Gunnar proclaimed an ominous warning, “If 
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were rejoicing, but a cloud hung over the king’s head. Queen 
Gudrun presented her husband with a cup as a token of peace 
between them, “My husband welcome home. I am pleased at 
your return. You are weary after the hard day. Rejoice, eat, 
drink!”
	 Everyone’s festive mood lifted Atli’s spirits. They 
drank heavily and partook in the feast laid out by Gudrun. The 

night wore on as food filled men’s bellies and beer filled 
their minds. King Atli could barely keep his eyes open 

and that is when Gudrun whispered into her hus-
band’s ear, “Do you wonder where your sons 

are? Our little boys Erp and Eitil? They will 
never sit upon your knees, and they will never 
groom their horses. You will never see them 
grow up as valiant warriors. Do you want to 
know what you ate tonight? Do you know what 

meat was mixed with honey and offered to you 
and your men?”

	 She drew herself up tall, looked 
her husband right in the eyes and shout-
ed so everyone could hear, “I have fed 
you and your men our sons, Erp and Eit-
il!”

	 Impotent outrage rippled through the crowd, sub-
dued by excessive alcohol. Most tried to stand up and failed. 
Those who stood up could barely wield their weapons in their 
heavily inebriated state. Some of Atli’s men wept, unlike the 
widow who would not shed a tear. She was the black bear who 
would avenge the Nibelungs.
	 Queen Gudrun told the servants to help themselves 

to gold and riches and she set about pouring flammable al-
cohol over everyone and everything. King Atli kept 

mumbling unintelligible words, clearly helpless 
to defend himself against Gudrun’s wrath. She 

took her dagger and stabbed her husband; 
his blood reddened the pillows beneath him. 
Then she walked to the doorway of the keep, 
turned around for one last look, and threw a 
firebrand into the room. As she walked out, 

the keep lit up the night air, and screams could 
be heard throughout the valley.

fought back to back until they were overwhelmed.
	 When they were brought before King Atli, he offered 

to set them free in exchange for Fafnir’s treasure. In an effort 
to intimidate them, the king had his cowardly attendant’s heart 
cut out of his chest and brought before the brothers on a plat-
ter.
	 “See what I have done to Hialli the coward? See how 
his heart beats twice as fast on the platter than when it was 
in his chest. I will do the same to Hogni the brave. 
Gunnar, imagine how his heart will beat before 
your eyes. You do not want that do you? Tell me 
where the treasure is!” demanded King Atli.
	 They stood silent, refusing to be 
bullied by the king. When they cut Hog-
ni’s heart out, he did not protest, instead he 
laughed. Then they laid the still-beating heart 
at his brother’s feet. Gunnar looked down and 
said, “I see a brave heart before me that doesn’t 
quiver with fear. Much like he was in life, 
my brother’s heart doesn’t cower unlike 
the men in your court!”
	 Atli growled and stood up, fu-
rious that he was no closer to the fabled 
hoard.
	 “Now that I am the sole Nibelung king, know that 
you have never been further away from Fafnir’s treasure. I 
make you this promise: you will never get to behold those mar-
velous riches,” Gunnar taunted. “I had a doubt about the curse 
this treasure possessed, about the blood spilled by men in or-
der to acquire it. Now that I stand alone, my brother killed, I 
now see clearly the fate that the Aesir-gods bestowed upon 
the Nibelungs. Thanks to our deeds, the treasure will 
adorn the bottom of a river rather than the hands of 
Hunnish Kings.”
	 Pointing at Gunnar, King Atli com-
manded, “Seize him, bind him and place him in 
the chariot!” Then the king grabbed his sword 
and jumped upon his steed. The Hunnish war-
riors closed in, weapons drawn.
	 Gudrun screamed out in anguish. 
“Husband, if you go through with his, then you 
will deserve the curse that will fall upon 
your head. You and Gunnar swore sacred 
oaths to one another, you swore invoking 
Sol, you swore upon the Odin’s sacred 
peak and upon Ull’s blessed ring,” she 
pleaded, but her words fell on deaf ears.
	 They drove Gunnar to the pit of vipers and placed him 
within. He asked for a harp and they obliged the dying man’s 
wish. Little did they know that Gunnar was an accomplished 
skald. With his spell songs he was able to put the snakes to 

sleep.
	 King Atli rode home after Gunnar’s murder. His men 
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be the flooded cavern known as Skridnir. The brothers swore 
that they would not reveal the location of the fabled hoard, even 
if under the threat of death. Some say that the Norns have de-
creed that it would remain there, undisturbed, until Ragnarok. 
When the brothers returned, they spoke to no one about its 
final resting place, not even their wives.
	 At the same time King Atli was losing patience with 
the Nibelung brothers. If pleasant coaxing would not have 
them reveal the location, then violence would have to.
	 Gudrun was privy to her husband’s scheming so she 

decided to send her brothers a warning. She tied a wolf 
hair to Andvarinaut and sent it with a trusted and 

confidential messenger. When the brothers re-
ceived it, they suspected the meaning, but were 
unsure.
	 King Atli sent messengers to the Nibelung 
homesteads, inviting them to a feast in his 
Hunnish home. Kostbera and Glaumvor were 

good hostesses and received the messengers 
with honour. There they feasted with Gunnar 

and Hogni. At the end of the evening, the 
Nibelung brothers said they would come, 
and they retired for the night.
	 Kostbera couldn’t sleep. She 
suspected that something was amiss. She 

cast the runes for an omen, because she knew how to interpret 
them, but that night they were unreadable. Perturbed, Kost-
bera went to sleep next to her husband.
	 The next morning Kostbera found Glaumvor reading 
the runes she had cast the night before- Glaumvor had a look of 
worry upon her face.
	 “They are jumbled, this isn’t good. You are a prac-
ticed Voelva, so your casting should not go awry. This can only 
be a portent of evil,” said Glaumvor.
	 “All women think the worst,” said Hogni upon enter-
ing the room. He had caught the last bit of their conversation. 

	 King Atli had been obsessed with obtaining Fafnir’s 
treasure since he had learned about it from his sister Brynhild. 
He had offered Gunnar and Hogni many precious things in 
order to draw out the fabled treasure hoard, but the riches re-
mained elusive. He would not sully his noble family with offers 
of marriage. Gunnar had shown interest in his sister Oddrun, 
but that would be a price too steep to pay. Instead he offered 
King Gjuki’s sons, brides who were unrelated to his house. 
They were rich noblewomen, but with no ties to King Budli’s 
family.
	 Gunnar was offered Glaumvor and Hogni 
married Kostbera. Initially the wives were agents 
of King Atli, but with time they fell in love with 
their husbands and were loyal to Gunnar and 
Hogni. Glaumvor and Kostbera revealed King 
Atli’s fixation on obtaining Fafnir’s treasure, 
and the brothers revealed how the treasure 
had left a trail of blood wherever it went.
	 “When we had learned that Sigurd 
had liberated Fafnir’s treasure from Gnita-
heith, we did everything in our power 
to obtain it. We were warned that the 
treasure was cursed by Andvari after the 
gods stole his precious valuables, but we 
ignored the advice. We knew that Hreid-
mar’s children had committed patricide over who would own 
the treasure, but again, we ignored the advice. In our family we 
lost Brynhild and Sigurd as a result of the treasure, and now we 
face the avarice that has consumed Atli,” Gunnar explained to 
their wives.
	 “You should be rid of it.” Glaumvor advised the 
bothers.
	 They took their advice and set off to Groenland, 

however after finding a suitable hiding place in Islandia, they 
sunk the treasure in a cavernous lake atop a mountain. 

The final resting place of Fafnir’s treasure would then 
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Everyone felt it in their bones.
	 When they arrived at King Atli’s docks, they 
were greeted with an entourage. They escorted the Nibelung 
brothers into King Atli’s hall. Gudrun saw them arriving and 
ran to them with warning.
	 “Gunnar!” Gudrun said half-out-of-breath, “Why 
have you come? Did not get my message? You are walking into 
a trap. Do you actually think you will outsmart King Atli?”
	 He hugged her reassuringly.
	 She pushed away, refusing to be silent, “Gunnar you 
should have come here with your army. Armed and armoured 
men at your back would have reddened the battlefield for the 
Norns. Perhaps then they would spare you from my husband’s 
viper pit.”
	 Gunnar looked into her eyes with an expression of 
resolute confidence, “It’s too late to talk about this. My brave 
men are far away from the Rhine and its auburn peaks.”
	 She left the hall at her husband’s urging. King Atli 
told his men to escort her to her room and that they should 

keep her from leaving until he returned. When Gudrun 
heard her brothers’ screams, she sprung to action. 

She drew her sword out of its scabbard and in her 
trained hands, it spilled blood. Her hands didn’t 

tremble when she dropped several armed men. 
She did not even hesitate when she lopped the 
legs out from under Atli’s brother.
	 Despite Gudrun’s efforts, it was too late, 
Hogni had had his heart removed, and Gunnar 

had been tossed into the viper pit. She cleaned 
up the mess in her chamber and prepared for her 

husband’s return. The loathing she felt 
for Atli was terrifying.
	 She summoned her children, Erp 
and Eitil. Revenge would be hers.

“Don’t worry; we won’t go looking for trouble. I’m not afraid, 
if anything he will shower us with more gifts,” he added.
	 “Don’t be a fool Hogni,” Kostbera said. “I had a ter-
rible dream last night. I dreamt that your clothes were on fire. 
High flames were consuming our home. There was a bear, a 
white bear that smashed our windows and doors. It had us in its 
maw and we were helpless!” she warned.
	 “A white bear?” asked Gunnar, “That must mean 
that a storm is coming, nothing more.”
	 “No husband, listen to Kostbera,” Glaumvor warned, 
“I had a nightmare as well. An eagle flew over our home and 
sprinkled us with blood. I beg you, don’t go.”
	 “Atli is well intentioned, I’m sure your dream means 
something else altogether.” Hogni said dismissively.
	 “Oh, yeah? Then tell me what the gallows meant? 
What about the gnawing serpents? Ragnarok? I dreamt of all 
of those things as well.” Kostbera said stubbornly.
	 The husbands remained silent. They looked at one 
another, not knowing what to think about their wives.
	 Kostbera continued, “It was a horrible dream, I 
thought a bloody sword had been pulled out of your 
shirt. It pains me to dream of these things about a 
man I love. I thought I saw a spear pierce through 
you, wolves howling all around us.”
	 Glaumvor quickly contributed more 
of her own dream as well, “I saw a river flow-
ing through here, where we stand right now. 
It roared and crashed over the benches, break-
ing your legs,” she said pointing to Gunnar, 
“and your legs,” she said pointing to Hogni.”
	 Kostbera’s face was pale and 
she mumbled under her breath, “Hel 
came last night. Her minions were invit-
ing you to their benches. I think even the 
Disir are powerless to save you.”
	 “It’s too late! We agreed to go and we can’t escape 
fate,” growled Gunnar.
	 “We’ll bring our thanes and retainers,” added Hog-
ni.
	 The morning was getting late, so Gunnar and Hog-
ni assembled their men. They brought ten retainers. Hogni 
brought his sons Snaevar and Solar. Kostbera insisted that her 
brother go as well. He was a cheerful warrior named Orkning. 
The wives escorted their husbands until the docks.
	 Gunnar held Glaumvor and whispered in her ear, “I 
don’t know if this feast will turn out as we planned, but should 
a guest be harmed, it is a crime which will stain Atli’s reputa-
tion.”
	 Kostbera held Hogni tight and wished him well, “Sail 
safely and may your errand end in victory. Stay brave and let no 
one oppose you.”
	 The husbands held their wives for a long time upon 
the docks. An ominous uncertainty hung thick this morning. 
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sons, and they donned the long mail coats and helmets. They 
mounted their horses, but their faces had a look of trepidation.
	 “I hope things will end well for us, but I fear that we 
will return as corpses. Make sure you have funeral ale ready 
for our return mother. Make sure there is enough to toast our 
half-sister as well.” Hamdir spoke in a voice filled with appre-
hension.
	 As she watched her sons ride off, Gudrun sat and 
tears welled up in her eyes. “I have had three homes, three mar-
riages and three heartbreaks,” she muttered to herself. “Sig-
urd was the light of my life until my brothers put him to death. 
They did not take my heartbreak into consideration when they 
handed me over to Atli. This led me to such despair that I cut 
off the heads of my own flesh and blood. The Norns have given 
me a horrible fate, and wanting to escape it, I threw myself into 
the sea. Instead of drowning me, the waves carried me to yet 
another home where tragedy has befallen my kin. For a third 
time, I married, and I gave Jonaker wonderful children, and 
my radiant daughter Svanhild came to live with us. She embod-
ied all of my goodness and I loved her most of all. That is what 
makes her death so much more tragic.”
	 Gudrun broke down and cried uncontrollably. No 
one was there to hear her, but she hoped that at least her words 
would be heard by the evil Norns.
	 Her face in her hands she sobbed, “The nightmares 
that live with me...waking up next to Sigurd as his life poured 
out of his body... my brother Gunnar killed in a viper pit... my 
brother Hogni’s heart being cut out while he lived... I cannot 
forget any of it! I have no one with whom to share my pain. Sig-
urd, mount Grani and come free me from this hopelessness. 
Leave Hel’s embrace and come comfort my broken heart. My 
loving husband, do you recall the pact we made- that we would 
never be apart? If you cannot join me, then I will join you. I 
will have my servants build a large funeral pyre and they will 
stoke the flames until they reach the sky. Let fire consume all 
my pain. May we be reunited in Hel’s hall. When they hear my 
stories, no one will dare say that they had a hard and painful 
life.”

	 After the revenge upon Atli, Gudrun was in despair. 
She was glad at the outcome, but the price had been too high. 
She could no longer live with herself. She went to the high 
cliffs above a fjord and took the plunge, hoping to die. Instead 
she lived, floated through the water, and the fates delivered her 
to her rescuer- King Jonaker. They married and they had two 
sons, Sorli and Hamdir.
	 Svanhild, Gudrun’s daughter with Sigurd, came to 
King Jonaker’s court when she had heard that her mother was 
alive and a queen once more. When Svanhild came of age, she 
was promised to a powerful king named Jormunrekk. Bikki 
was one of the king’s advisors and he advised that the king’s 
son Randver marry her instead. News of this reached King Jor-
munrekk and several deaths ensued.
	 When news reached Gudrun that her daughter had 
been trampled by horses by a jealous Jormunrekk, she roused 
her sons from their apathy by saying, “Why are you sleeping? 
You heard the news as clearly as I did, so why are you not filled 
with rage? Why do you speak happily among yourselves in-
stead of seeking revenge against Jormunrekk? Your sister was 
so young and of noble blood, yet Jormunrekk had her trampled 
like some commoner on a road.”
	 She wagged her finger accusingly. Gudrun’s sons 
looked at one another in astonishment, caught off-guard by 
their mother’s chastisement.
	 “What spirit dwells within you?” Gudrun yelled, 
“Surely not the same as my brothers Hogni and Gunnar, who 
would have immediately left to seek vengeance. Nor do you 
have the same temperament as the Hunnish kings, who would 
never let such a deed go unanswered.”
	 Hamdir rolled his eyes and answered his mother, 
“You didn’t have high praise for your brother Hogni when they 
attacked your husband Sigurd and drenched you and the bed 
in his blood. Sure, you did avenge your brothers, but at what 
cost? You murdered your Hunnish sons! If we had them as 
half-brothers, we would be able to face Jormunrekk.”
	 Gudrun crossed her arms and looked at her children 
with clear disgust.
	 Hamdir’s shoulders slumped as the shame got the 
better of him. With a sigh he said, “Fine! Bring us the armour 
that belonged to your Hunnish sons. We’ll go and avenge our 
sister.”
	 Gudrun turned away from her sons and smiled, mak-

ing sure they did not see her manipulation. She went to 
fetch their armor. The armour was the right size for her 
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the hall’s rafters high above. A wind appeared out of nowhere 
and whipped her hair around angrily. “You do not command 
me! If you get anything it is solely by my grace! Do not anger 
me Valkyrie, I can damn you here as easily as Odin put you to 
sleep!”
	 Brynhild’s temper simmered as she weighed her op-
tions. She had no leverage over Hel, and the mistress of the 
damned held all the cards. Her face softened and she knelt on 
one knee, bowing her head. “Accept my apologies mistress. 
My sorrow drives my tongue. Know that I have no quarrel with 
you.”
	 Hel pointed a bone finger at Brynhild and intoned, “I 
will release Sigurd when you bring me Odin’s head!”
	 Brynhild gasped, “You ask the impossible, a Valkyrie 
cannot beat the King of the Aesir. I would be mad to embark on 
such a foolish errand.” The Valkyrie shook her head in dismay. 
“Remember the pain you felt with Baldur, I cannot ease your 
suffering, but you can ease mine.”
	 Suddenly Hel smiled, and she returned to her initial 
size. She sat and beckoned the Valkyrie to join her at the table. 
“We can help one another. Speak to my father; there is a way 
we can both be reunited with the men we love.”
	 They spoke for a while longer, and bonded over their 
mutual hatred for Odin.

	 Brynhild finally came upon the gates of Nagrind, a 
wall of corpses piled so high that she could not see the top. She 
entered the courtyard and stood at Eliudnir, a hall belonging to 
Hel, the queen of the dead. She knew that this would not be an 
easy task for her, Hel was notoriously fickle. The Valkyrie took 
a deep breath and pushed her way into the somber hall.
	 Hel sat upon her throne, eating dinner from her bowl 
known as Hungr. The queen looked up suddenly, and glared at 
the intruder. “Why are you here Valkyrie?”
	 “I think you know, because I met a mysterious giant-
ess on my way here.” said Brynhild. She gripped her spear in 
both hands and stood defiantly, daring Hel to turn her away.
	 “Sigurd.” Hel said contemptuously, “You’ve come 
for Sigurd. You know I loved someone long ago. I was banished 
here and I watched as he took another woman as a wife.”
	 “So you know how I feel. Sigurd married Gudrun 
instead of me. We were tricked by her mother Grimhild who 
fed him the potion of forgetfulness.” The Valkyrie shouted as 
emotions stirred in her heart.
	 Hel continued to explain her past love. “Both our 
stories are alike. You see, the All Father did not want me near 
his son Baldur, so he killed me and damned me to Niflheim. I 
was…”
	 “I haven’t come here to listen to your stories!” Bryn-
hild said interrupting Hel’s words, “I have come here for Sig-
urd, I won’t leave here without him.”
	 Hel stood, and the room darkened as she pulled her-
self up to full height. She magically grew until her head reached 
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	 Loki’s mouth soured. He wheeled on Odin and 
his words pierced the All Father sharper than Gungnir’s tip, 
“Odin, have you forgotten that we are blood brothers? You 
gave me your word long ago when we mixed our blood- your 
oath was that you would never accept a drink unless it was of-
fered to both of us.”
	 Odin balked and instructed his son, “Rise Vidar 
and let Fenrir’s father sit at my table. I do not wish to anger 
my blood-brother further.” He knew Loki had come with an 
arsenal of accusations for those assembled and he did not want 
to give Loki more ammunition for his inevitable diatribe.
	 Vidar stood and gave up his seat, handing Loki a full 

drink. Loki raised his cup in an obvious mocking toast to 
all those assembled, “Hail to the gods and goddess-

es assembled in Aegir’s great hall... except for the 
one god who sits at the end of the bench.” Loki 

motioned towards Bragi.
	 Not wishing to offend the All Father Bragi 
said, “Loki, I will give you a horse and sword 
and even a ring so that you hold your tongue. 

Do not slander those assembled here, do not 
test their patience.” Bragi said in a conciliatory 

tone.
	 But Loki derided Bragi even fur-
ther, “What horses and arm-rings? Are 
you joking? You don’t have any battle 
trophies Bragi. Out of all of the assem-
bled Aesir and Alfar, you are the greatest 

of cowards.”
	 Bragi turned red in the face and blustered, “I will not 
offend our gracious host within his hall by drawing steel. If we 
were outside, I would repay you for your lies, and I’d be hold-
ing your severed and bloodied head in my hands.”
	 But Loki countered, “Look! The bench-ornament 
speaks! You wouldn’t be so bold outside. Come and let’s settle 
it now. A real warrior doesn’t mull this over as you do.”
	 Iduna stepped in between Loki and Bragi “Stop this 
madness; I will not let the kinship of the Aesir be torn apart. 
Children and adopted children should not resort to violence. 
Bragi I implore you to stop blaming Loki,” she interjected.
	 Loki raised his eyebrows with a look of gratified sur-
prise. Then his eyes narrowed, “Silence Iduna. Out of all of 
the assembled goddesses, you are the most promiscuous. It 
did not take you long to wrap your arms around your brother’s 
killer. You are the last one I want speaking on my behalf.”

	 After receiving the great cauldron, Aegir invited the 
Aesir to the feast. To mark the occasion, he illuminated the hall 
with shining gold rather than firelight. Many Aesir and Alfar 
came to the celebration. Odin and his wife Frigga were the 
honoured guests. Also present was Sif, Thor’s wife. She came 
alone since her husband was off journeying in the east. Bra-
gi and his wife Iduna came as well. Despite losing his hand to 
Fenrir, Tyr was in attendance. Njord and his wife Skadi, Frey 
and Freya, and Odin’s son Vidar were also welcomed to the 
festivities. The servants of Frey, Byggvir and Beyla accompa-
nied their lords and ladies. Aegir had two servants, Eldir and 
Fimafeng. The ale served itself and all of the assembled guests 
praised Aegir’s hospitality.  Loki could not control his 
rage so he slew Fimafeng. He was chased away from 
the hall, but returned once more.
	 When Loki approached Aegir’s hall, 
Eldir stopped him.
	 Loki did not hide the disdain from 
his voice. “Tell me Eldir, before you approach 
me, who are assembled in Aegir’s hall and 
what do they speak of over their ale?”
	 Eldir responded with caution, “The 
Aesir and the Alfar sit within the hall. 
They discuss their battle plans while they 
compare their weapons. No one wishes to 
see you Loki.”
	 Loki replied dismissively, “I 
will enter Aegir’s hall and you will not 
stop me. I will sow quarrel and strife amongst them. The mead 
they drink will turn into malice by the morning.”
	 Eldir warned Loki, “You know Loki, if you wish to 
insult the gods, they will wipe that grin off your face.”
	 Loki started, “You know Eldir, you talk too much.” 
And he pushed past Eldir. “If we were to enter into a contest of 
insults, I would destroy you and show no mercy.”
	 Then Loki pushed open the doors to Aegir’s great 
hall and entered swelling with confidence, “I am thirsty,” Loki 
began, “I have come a long way and I graciously ask the Aesir 
here assembled for one swill of this magnificent mead.”
	 The hall fell silent.
	 “Has everyone lost their voice? Speak you prideful 
gods! Accept me onto your midst, or send me away!”

	 Bragi interrupted Loki’s prattling, “You will never 
be welcome amongst the Aesir! We have already assem-

bled everyone who is deserving of this feast.”
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	 “Freya, sit back down!” Loki commanded, 
“I know all about your lewd lifestyle. You have bedded 
every Aesir and Alfar in this hall.”
	 Freya was quick to defend herself “You speak only 
lies Loki. Your tongue will be your undoing. The gods are 
angry and the goddesses even more so. If you had any friends 
before, you are now alone.”
	 “Are you placing a curse on me? You filthy witch! 
The gods know all about your incestuous relationship with 
your brother. Your reputation is as free as the wind.” Loki 
chastised.
	 Njord could not let his daughter suffer these accusa-
tions without support. He stood by her side and scolded Loki, 
“It matters little if a woman has a husband, a lover or one of 
each. The worst part of this evening is the perverted god who 
stands before us. As a man, you have borne children!”
	 Loki waved his hand dismissively and shook his head. 
“Your words carry as much weight as your status. After all, you 
were the worthless hostage that the Vanir sent eastwards. Still 
your tongue, we all know that Hymir’s daughters have urinated 

in your mouth.”
	 “It wasn’t all bad when I was sent to the Ae-

sir as a hostage. I fathered a son, whom no one 
hates, and he is now the warden of the Aesir.” 
Njord explained.
	 “Still your tongue,” Loki declared, “I 
wanted to hold mine, but everyone must know 
that Frey’s mother was your sister. But given 

your family’s history, that shouldn’t come as a 
surprise to anyone.”

	 Njord’s face reddened and he 
looked around the hall. No one spoke, 
and Loki looked for his next target. Be-
fore he could choose, Tyr stood up.
	 “Njord should be proud. In our 

court, Frey is the best of the bold-riders. His words never of-
fend a maiden or married woman. He is noble and has liberated 
the oppressed from their chains,” concluded Tyr. He gazed de-
fiantly at the trickster god.
	 “Tyr, you should shut your mouth in shame like the 
others. You have no idea how to settle disputes between men. 
Fairness eludes you and the hand you are missing due to my 
son’s maw is proof of this.” Loki shot back, looking to unbal-
ance Tyr’s mood.
	 Tyr smiled back, not letting Loki’s taunt get the 
better of him. “I lost a hand, but you lost your son!” Tyr pro-
claimed with a victorious grin. “We both suffered, but he is 
forever bound awaiting Ragnarok.”
	 Loki had experienced tremendous pain, but he re-
fused to let it hamper the task at hand. Swallowing his grief, he 
intoned confidently “You are a poor fool Tyr. Did you know 
that your wife begat my child? You haven’t had compensa-
tion and you never will.”

	 Iduna drew herself up and ignored the accusation. “I 
won’t respond to Loki’s hurtful words and I’ll restore decorum 
within Aegir’s hall. I will calm Bragi down. He has obviously 
been affected by too much ale.”
	 Gefjun agreed with Iduna, seeking to cease the hos-
tilities. “Why would fellow Aesir seek to wound each other 
with hurtful words? We all know that it’s in Loki’s nature to 
prank his brethren, and despite this we still love him.”
	 “Be silent Gefjun. Just as with Iduna, I don’t need 
your pity. Your values were compromised when you received 
the jewels, then you seduced another man for his lands.”
	 Odin could not contain himself any longer. “You’re 
mad Loki and you’ve lost your mind! Don’t get Gefjun angry, 
she knows fate and destiny as well as I do.”
	 “Odin you’d best keep your mouth closed,” retort-
ed Loki, “you are unfair to mankind upon the battlefield. You 
grant victory to those who clearly don’t deserve it, and doom 
those who deserve a favourable outcome.”
	 “You speak as though you are without fault,” began 
Odin, “I may have doomed those who should have be victori-
ous upon the battlefield, but if I am not mistaken, when 
you were but eight winters of age, you lived under-
ground suckling on the bovine woman’s milk... 
and siring monstrous children. That is true per-
version.”
	 Loki cut off Odin with a rebuke of 
his own, “Odin you are the one who spoils life. 
On Samsey, dressed as a witch, you practiced 
womanly magic. You cast evil spells while liv-
ing among mankind.”
	 “Enough!” shouted Frigga. 
“You shouldn’t air your old dark secrets 
among the gods. What you two did in 
your youth should remain there.”
	 There were some things that 
Frigga wished would be buried forever. Loki anticipated her 
fears and played on them like a skald upon his harp.
	 “A daughter of Fjorgyn shouldn’t speak. You have al-
ways been lustful and it didn’t take long for you to bed both Vili 
and Ve when your husband was away.”
	 A storm crossed Frigga’s face. She was certain that 
Loki had no shame or idea of the trouble he was causing.
	 “If I had a son like Baldur by my side here in Aegir’s 
hall, in the presence of my family the Aesir, I swear you would 
not leave this hall alive.”
	 Loki was nonplussed, “You must desire even more of 
my tongue wagging dearest Frigga. After all, I am the one who 
saw to it that Baldur would never return home again.”
	 There was a collective gasp that went throughout the 
hall. After a brief moment of silence, Freya spoke up.
	 “Loki, you have lost your wits, why would you dredge 
up your hateful deeds?! Frigga knows everyone’s fate, even 
though she keeps it to herself.”

Loki
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	 This disturbed Loki, as his children were once more 
invoked. His tone changed as he said defensively, “Even if the 
gods were to bind me to a rock with one of my children’s en-
trails, my legend will remain eternal. I was the first and fore-
most when it came time for the gods to face the mighty Thias-
si!”
	 Skadi replied without emotion, “Your deeds may 
have been great on the day the gods faced Thiassi, but know 
that you will find no sanctuary nor ally in my kingdoms and 
meadows.”
	 Loki’s voice had lost most of its edge, but the poison 
was still there, “Skadi, your words were much more gentle and 
fair when you had invited me into your bed. Ooops! With this 
heated exchange, some secrets are bound to slip out.”
	 Sif turned her back to the salacious exchange be-
tween Skadi and Loki. She filled a crystal goblet with mead and 
offered it to Loki saying, “Be welcome Loki. Take and drink 
this ancient mead.” In a placating tone she added, “You must 
admit, that from among all of the Aesir, I am the only one with-

out fault.”
	 Her heart was pounding. She hoped that the sweet 

words and friendly gesture would stop Loki’s 
tongue.

	 He took the goblet, and looking knowing-
ly into Sif’s eyes he drank it thirstily. Without 
breaking his glance, he wiped his mouth with 
his sleeve, pausing long enough to see the 
worry cross Sif’s fair face. He grinned as a 

wolf would when having cornered the sheep.
	 “You would be the only one,” he began, 

and paused for dramatic effect, “if you 
were strong enough to resist seduction. 
But there was that one time, that one man 
besides Thor shared your bed...”
	 Sif’s face was ashen as the blow 

hit her and the room. Everyone, with the exception of Odin, 
was at the edge of their seat.
	 “...and that was the mischievous Loki,” he said with a 
bow.
	 The room erupted in murmurs and gasps. And then 
a loud explosion could be heard from outside the hall, like a 
violent thunderclap.
	 Beyla rose from her seat next to Frey, pointed her 
finger accusingly at Loki and declared, “I hear the mountains 
shake! Thor is coming! He brings misery and woe to the spin-
ner of mischief and strife.”
	 Loki stared Byggvir’s wife down. “Beyla, shut up! 
You revel in malice. Just look at you, covered in manure you are 
nothing more than a lowly dairy-maid.” Loki spat as he turned 
to face the door.
	 The door swung open and Thor, the Thunderer, 
strode in. His cloak whipped up by the storm at his back. Fiery 
eyes stared Loki down.

	 Tyr reached for his sword hilt, but Frey stayed his 
hand. They exchanged a knowing glance, knowing that 

they had each other’s back.
	 “Every day I pass your wolf-son, in a prison sur-
rounded by water. There he will stay until his last breath. Un-
less you cease flapping your tongue Loki, you will suffer the 
same fate.” Frey promised.
	 Loki hated when his children were invoked, it was his 
sore spot, so he redoubled his efforts to keep up his mask of 
mockery.
      “Frey, you woman. Instead of Gymir paying a dowry for his 
daughter, you had to pay it. The price? Your precious magical 
sword. Oh. How you will wail in despair when the Sons of Mus-
pel ride through Myrkvid. How will you fight?” Loki shook his 
head laughing.
	 The shining servant known as Byggvir stepped in to 
defend his lord. “If I had such a prestigious lineage as Frey, or 
such a blessed dwelling-place, I would break your limbs and 
then take your bones and grind them into a fine powder,” he 
intoned in a voice that resonated all around the hall.”
	 Loki drew himself up to his full height so 
that he could look down upon Byggvir, “What is 
this little animal I see wagging its tail? What are 
you barking at? You will always be Frey’s ser-
vant, fulfilling his every desire, no matter how 
dreary or repetitive.” Loki mocked.
	 Byggvir stepped forward beaming 
with unwavering pride, “I am Byggvir, and the 
gods know and appreciate my labour and atten-
tiveness. I know that my work is well done when 
I can see them relaxing and drinking to-
gether,” he declared.
	 “You’d best hold your tongue 
Byggvir,” warned Loki, “You do a piss-
poor job at serving your masters and 
when battle comes, I am sure you can be found cowering un-
derneath a bale of hay.”
	 During this time Heimdall had been watching those 
most inebriated reach for Loki’s bait. He shook his head and 
cautioned, “Loki you are drunk, and you have lost your wits so 
it is best you stop running off your mouth. Those of you who 
engage in this pointless prattling, it’s clear that the ale now has 
control of your wits.”
	 Loki’s eyes narrowed as he spun around to face the 
Warden of Bifrost. Loki sneered at Heimdall, vitriol filling ev-
ery word, “Why are you even here Heimdall? You have been 
relegated to the most tedious existence- you must stand and 
watch until the end times, and be the guard-dog for the gods.”
	 Skadi banged her fist against a table, her back rigid, 
and her eyes clouding over with a vision. “Your gleeful words 
will come to an end. Your playtime is almost over. Loki, the 

gods will imprison you upon rock’s edge, and they will 
bind you with your child’s entrails.”

Odin
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	 Loki smiled, unperturbed by the series of 
threats. “Oh I intend to live for a good deal longer my 
dear Thor. Even though you threaten me with your hammer, 
I see the man who went hungry when he couldn’t open Skry-
mir’s clasps.” Loki said with a chuckle.
	 Thor grabbed a fistful of Loki’s tunic and dragged 
him up so that they were face to face and their noses touched.
     “Mjolnir will silence you. Today I will send you beyond the 
corpse-gates so you can see Hel!” Thor promised.
	 Loki knew how far he could push Thor, and this was 
the limit. “I unburdened my conscience among the Aesir. I 
spoke my mind among the children of the Aesir. Now because 
I know you will follow through on your threats, I will take my 
leave. Aegir you brewed some fine mead for the feast, but 
this is the last one you will ever prepare. Look at one other; 
look upon your prized trophies amassed within this hall... the 
flames will consume them... the flames will consume you!” 
Loki promised ominously as he strode out of Aegir’s hall for-
ever.

	 “My mighty hammer will silence your perverse 
tongue!” Thor announced. Thor raised his hammer menacing-
ly. “I will knock your head clean off your shoulders and stand 
atop your vile corpse!” the Thunderer screamed.
	 Loki held up his hands in peaceful mockery and 
asked, “Thor, son of the earth, why are you so angry?” Loki’s 
hands clenched into fists, “You won’t be so bold when my son 
Fenrir devours your father.” Loki threatened.
	 Thor didn’t blink. “Did I not order you to curb 
your words Loki?” Thor demanded, “I will silence you and 
then throw you so far to the east that no one will ever find you 
again!”
	 Loki twirled in a circle addressing the entire hall, 
“Thor you really shouldn’t speak of your experiences in the 
east. In Jotunheim you cowered inside a Jotun’s glove, a shad-
ow of the confident Thor who stands before us.”
	 Thor walked up to Loki, so that he could feel the hot 
breath upon his face. Menacingly Thor growled, “I hold in my 
hand Hrungnir’s killer. With it I will shatter every bone in your 
body.”
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	 “Hod, take this spear.” Loki said while placing the 
mistletoe into his hands.
	 “But I cannot see!” Hod protested.
	 Loki pushed the spear back into Hod’s hands and 
insisted, “I will guide your hands, come with me.” They stood 
in the middle of the hall, and Loki helped direct Hod’s mighty 
throw. It hit Baldur with such force that it knocked him back-
wards, and the spear lodged itself deep into his chest. It was a 
lethal wound.
	 The hall gasped in shock and sadness as Baldur fell to 
the floor, fighting for breath. Odin and Frigga ran to their son 
and held him as he died in their arms. When the Aesir looked 
to seize the assailants, they were nowhere to be found. Hod and 
Loki had run off during the chaos.
	 Asgard was in mourning, and everyone shared in 
Frigga’s grief. The All Father whispered in his son’s ear as he 
laid him upon the bed of kindling. He slipped Draupnir upon 
his son’s arm.
	 The Aesir took the time to build a mighty ship for 
Baldur’s funeral. A Dvergar named Lit had come to Asgard and 
he offered his talent and services in helping build the mighty 
ship. It was called Hringhorni and it was so massive that the 
gods could not push it out into Amsvartnir. The all Father knew 
a great shipwright in Jotunheim, so he sent word that they were 
in need of her help. When Hyrrokkin arrived, she was riding a 
giant wolf and the reins were living vipers.
	 Odin commanded four Einherjar to guard the wolf 
while Hyrrokkin moved the ship into the waters. The wolf did 
not take kindly to the guards and growled at them. They had to 
knock the wolf off its feet to ensure that it did not threaten the 
safety of those in attendance.
	 Meanwhile Hyrrokkin’s talents were on full display 
as she launched the ship into the waters singlehandedly. It slid 
so easily and so quickly that when it slid over the wooden roll-
ers, the wood caught fire, and when Hringhorni hit the water, 
it created a tidal wave that threatened all those in attendance.
	 “You mean to kill us!” Thor yelled as he raised Mjol-
nir over his head. He would have killed Hyrrokkin had the gods 
not interceded. Thor was furious, when he saw Lit; he kicked 
the dwarf onto the flaming ship.
	 “Baldur!” Nanna cried out as she flung herself onto 
the burning ship. She was heartbroken and did not wish to live. 
She was ready to travel into the next world with her husband.
	 Odin summoned his Valkyries. “Claim my son’s es-
sence in Asgard’s name. Do not let him fall to Niflheim!” Odin 
commanded. But the Valkyries were powerless as Hel claimed 
Baldur’s soul. The two were reunited once more in her under-
world kingdom.

	 When Baldur had dreamt of his own death, the Aesir 
were troubled. His parents were ready to turn the world up-
side-down to keep him safe and well. Odin had sought out a 
Voelva who had confirmed his fears. When he told this to his 
wife Frigga, she went out into the world to ask all manner of life 
not to harm her beloved son.
	 Frigga had received promises that fire, water, iron, 
all metals, stones, earth, trees, diseases, animals that walked 
upon the land, the birds, poison and snakes would not harm 
Baldur. When she returned, she told her family the good news.
	 “I have received sworn promises from all manner of 
things that my precious Baldur will not be harmed.” Frigga re-
lated.
	 “That is great news.” Nanna clapped her hands.
	 “We should test out their commitments,” Odin said, 
refusing to leave things to chance. He took his son to the as-
sembly of gods and goddesses and he asked them to throw 
things at his son Baldur. “Frigga has ensured that Baldur will 
be safe from all harm,” the All Father said as he threw a rock at 
his son. It bounced off harmlessly and both Odin and Baldur 
laughed.
	 This emboldened the other gods and they tried their 
best to harm Baldur, but everything they threw at him bounced 
off harmlessly. Hod wished to harm Baldur, but his blindness 
kept him from participating.
	 At the back of the hall Loki watched in fascination, 
“You have stripped me of my children, now it’s my turn dear 
brother.” Loki whispered to himself, referring to Odin. The 
Trickster-god changed his appearance to that of a goddess, 
and went to Fensalir to visit Frigga.
	 “Frigga, how did you manage to protect Baldur from 
all harm?” Loki asked Frigga.
	 “I travelled the realms asking all manner of danger-
ous things to pledge not to harm my beloved Baldur.” She re-
plied.
	 “You asked everything?” Loki asked, “Are you sure 
you didn’t miss anything?”
	 “Well there is this young tree that grows west of Val-
halla. It seemed so young and harmless that I did not ask it to 
make a vow.” She explained.
	 “What is it called?” Loki asked, trying to keep the 
excitement and anticipation from his voice.
	 “Mistletoe,” Frigga revealed.
	 Loki wasted no time. He excused himself and left 
Fensalir as fast as he could. He took the young tree and fash-
ioned it into a spear. While working on the weapon, sharpen-

ing its point, he thought of the perfect candidate to do the 
deed- the Blind-god. Hod was both strong and willing.

Baldur’s Death
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mod stayed the night. In the morning Hermod begged Hel to 
release his brother.
	 “He is loved here, but we will see how beloved he tru-
ly is.” Hel challenged Hermod. “If all things living and unliving 
will weep for Baldur, then I will open the gates of Helheim.”
	 Before leaving Baldur gave Draupnir to Hermod, and 
Nanna gave him a linen cloak as proof of their existence. Her-
mod rode with purpose and returned to Asgard. He relayed 
what he had seen and he gave the items to Odin and Frigga.
	 “Let the Aesir go out into the world and ask all things 
to weep for Baldur!” Odin declared. The gods wandered Ygg-
drasil, and they asked all beings to weep for Baldur. One day 
the gods came upon a giant woman living in a cave. Her name 
was Thokk. They asked her to weep for Baldur, and this was her 
reply:
	 “I will weep only dry tears for Baldur. He was a big 
disappointment while he lived, and after his death nothing has 
changed. Let Hel keep him.”

	 Frigga lamented, “Who among you will ride to Hel 
and demand the return of our son?”
	 “I will!” said Hermod. “I will ride to Hel and demand 
that she return my brother.”
	 “Take Sleipnir and make haste my son.” Odin said.
	 Hermod rode for nine nights until he came to the 
bridge known as Gjoll. At the bridge his way was barred by a 
giant woman named Modgud, “What is your name and what is 
your lineage?” She asked.
	 “I am Hermod, son of Odin, grandson of Bor, 
great-grandson of Buri.” He answered.
	 “You tread heavily upon Gjoll. It shudders under 
your passing. Just the other day, five battalions of dead men 
rode across this very bridge. It shook just as much. Why are 
you here? You do not have the stench of a dead man.” Modgud 
challenged.
	 “I seek your mistress Hel. I have come to ask for 
Baldur’s soul.” Hermod said with conviction.
	 She allowed him to proceed and Sleipnir helped Her-
mod avoid the dangers and traps of Niflheim. He finally reached 
Helheim and dismounted after Sleipnir had jumped the corpse 
wall. He entered the forbidden hall and found Baldur sitting at 
the seat of honour. He was reunited with Hel, but Nanna was 
present as well. The feeling in the room was awkward, so Her-

Hermod
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He disguised himself and assumed the persona a legendary 
hero. He boasted that he would defeat all of Rutheria’s enemies 
by challenging their leader’s to one-on-one duels. After many 
successful holmgangs, the king presented this legendary hero 
to his daughter for marriage. She gazed upon him and recog-
nized the ravenous look in Odin’s eye. Disgusted, she shoved 
him so hard that he chipped a tooth when he fell.
	 Odin had suffered enough at the hands of a mortal 
woman. He reached into his pocket and pulled out a piece of 
bark with runes inscribed upon it. He touched her with it, 
breaking her mind. She was delirious and could not summon 
any words. When she tried to speak, only mumbles would es-
cape her lips.
	 Satisfied with the punishment, he left once more. 
This time he did not wait a year. He disguised himself as a wom-
an a returned the next day. He presented himself as an herbal-
ist and healer named Vecha. The queen accepted ‘her’ services 
and Odin was allowed to attend to Rind’s condition.
	 “Vecha, help her,” the Queen implored.
	 “I have a remedy, but it is so bitter that I’m afraid 
Rind will reject it. I must tie your daughter with rope, so as to 
ensure that she cooperates and takes the remedy.” Vecha said 
to Rind’s parents while looking into her eyes.
	 Rind recognized the gaze. She panicked and tried to 
speak, but all she could do was writhe around and mumble.
	 “Take her wrists and ankles and tie her to the bed. 
We must immobilize her so that Vecha can treat the ailment,” 
the king commanded. The king and queen were unsettled by 
their daughter’s deteriorating condition. “We will leave you 
Vecha, administer the medicine and please cure our daughter.”
	 Alone and Rind immobilized, Odin seized the mo-
ment to unleash his lust upon the girl. She would grant him the 
child he needed for revenge.
	 After the vile deed was done, he lifted the curse and 
left the kingdom. Nine months later a child was born. As the 
Norns had foretold, he was named Vali and his life’s purpose 
would be to kill Hod.
	 Rind and her parents were astounded at the child’s 
growth. Almost overnight he was a full grown man and he left 
the kingdom in search of his prey.
			   ###
	 Word of Odin’s deeds had reached Asgard and Mi-
thotyn called a meeting of the High-Council without the All Fa-
ther present. It was highly irregular and everyone was uneasy 
with the proceedings.

	 The All Father travelled to Finnmark and met a 
Voelva named Rostiof. The enemies at his back had grown, 
in addition to Loki, now he would suffer reprisal from Hod. 
He had to know what the future held, what his enemies were 
up to and how he could foil their revenge. The fabled Voelva 
spoke, “Odin you have many enemies, but you will not be able 
to lay them low. Your violence will be dealt through others, not 
through you. You will sire some of those who will take your 
wrath to your enemies.”
	 The All Father was satisfied with the approach, so 
long as he could strike his enemies before they struck him. 
“Who will be their mother?”
	 “There will be more than one,” the Voelva explained, 
“The first will be a woman named Rind. Her child will fight 
Hod. The second is a woman named Skadi. Her children will 
deal with Loki. The third you will sire with a woman named 
Grid. That child will fight Fenrir.”
	 Odin sat upon Hlidskjalf and looked onto Midgard, 
searching for the maiden named Rind. He saw her in a distant 
kingdom; the daughter of a Rutherian king. Odin disguised 
himself and went to offer his services to the king. He was ac-
cepted into the army and he proved his worth, rising through 
the ranks. In command of armies, he crushed the enemies of 
Rutheria and was rewarded for his success.
	 “You are my champion, tell me what you wish, and 
you will have it.” The king said to Odin.
	 “I wish to have Rind.” Odin said and the king chuck-
led at the notion. He encouraged Odin’s advances, and when 
the All Father leaned in for a kiss, Rind slapped his face. No 
matter his words, the princess was uninterested in the old man. 
He was old enough to be her grand-father so the thought of a 
romance sickened her. Dejected, the All Father left the king-
dom.
	 A year later he returned under a different guise. Call-
ing himself Roftar, he presented himself as a blacksmith. He 
had shaved his beard in an attempt to look younger. Odin was 
commissioned by the king to create beautiful jewelry for the 
women in his court. The All Father created many baubles and 
trinkets, but the most magnificent he gave to Rind. She took 
them uneasily, sensing his predatory desires behind every gift. 
Every time he tried to steal a kiss, she rebuffed his advances 
with a slap or a kick.

	 Once more a year passed and Odin returned to 
Rutheria. He hoped that the passage of time would re-

move her unease about the apparent age difference. 

Gesta Danorum

Odin is Exiled
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	 “The warden is right, we must avoid a trial 
and agree upon an immediate resolution,” Suggested 
Tyr. “Do we all agree upon banishment?”
	 There was a silence in the hall, and then one by one 
the gods nodded in agreement. Only Frigga, Thor and Her-
mod remained still.
	 “Banishment it is.” Mithotyn declared.
	 “And who will lead us?” Frigga asked.
	 Mithotyn had been second in command for far too 
long. This was his moment. “I will,” Mithotyn answered.
	 Arguments ensued, but in the end, Mithotyn re-
ceived the blessing to be the new king of the Aesir. His first 
decree was to ensure that Heimdall kept the All Father out of 
the golden city. His second decree was much more disturbing- 
he ordered messengers to spread the word that Odin was now 
an outlaw. As an outlaw, he could be killed, and the Aesir would 
not come to his aid, nor would they seek revenge.

	 “The All Father has brought great shame upon the 
Aesir gods. We cannot allow that to stand.” Mithotyn began.
	 “What do you propose? A trial? Banishment? Mur-
der?” Frey asked nervously.
	 “My husband is grieving!” Frigga shrieked as she 
looked upon the council in bewilderment.
	 “I sympathize with you Frigga, but such an action 
cannot go unanswered. The realms look upon the Aesir as the 
moral example.” Saga said while putting a reassuring hand 
upon Frigga’s shoulder.
	 “Odin always acted in Asgard’s best interest, but I 
must agree with Saga, stern consequences must be enforced,” 
Tyr said in a commanding voice.
	 “You harm a hair upon my father, and you will answer 
to me!” bellowed Thor. He glared menacingly at all those as-
sembled.
	 “A trial?” Njord asked.
	 “It will tear the Aesir apart,” Noted Heimdall. “Thor 
and Frigga will lobby against any punishment and the oth-
ers will be shamed into doing what’s detrimental for Asgard. 
Might I remind you, Loki and Hod are out there, and Naglfar 
approaches completion.”

Vali Modi
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	 “Huginn, fly to Gimle, and tell the Norns to come 
and see me. I need their counsel.” Gangleri commanded.
	 “Muninn, fly high above me and warn me if dan-
ger approaches. Geri and Freki, follow me at a distance, my 
enemies will look for a wanderer with two wolves. I must find 
shelter, for the night is coming, and it will be long and without 
hospitality.”
	 Odin first travelled to the kingdom of Vanagard. 
The realm of the Vanir was overseen by Aegir, the water-god. 
When asked, Gangleri claimed to be a hungry and tired travel-
ler looking for a friendly hearth.
	 He came to Ran’s hall seeking shelter, “My name is 
Gangleri and I am a weary and hungry traveller. I come seeking 
shelter for the night. Murderers and killers ride the cold winds 

at my back. I seek the warmth of your company and the hos-
pitality of your hall.”

	 An answer came from behind barred doors, 
“Go away Skollvaldr, for I know who you are. 

Your Valkyries stole dead heroes who were to 
be guests in my hall. At the end of the Great 
War, you received the best the Vanir had to of-
fer, but you gave our people poor hostages in 
return. You are not welcome here; now go out 

into the night!”
	 Gangleri was upon the road once more. 

This time he rode to Nidavellir. Ivaldi 
ruled the realm of the Dvergar. As he 
rode through the underground city of 
the dwarves, many eyed him suspicious-
ly.

	 He came to Brokk’s hall seeking shelter, “My name is 
Gangleri and I am a weary and hungry traveller. I come seeking 
shelter for the night. Murderers and killers ride the cold winds 
at my back. I seek the warmth of your company and the hospi-
tality of your hall.”
	 An answer came from behind barred doors, “Go 
away Skollvaldr, for I know who you are. You denied me Lo-
ki’s head even after we crafted the most wondrous of treasures. 
You have treated us with utter contempt. You promised Alvis 
that he could have Thrud as a bride, but your son denied him. 
You are not welcome here, now go into the night!”
	 Gangleri was upon the road once more. This time he 
rode to Alfgard. Frey was the king of the Lios Alfar and ruled 
the kingdom of the elves. When Gangleri rode through their 
bright realm, his shadow was long and dark.
	 He came to Delling’s hall seeking shelter, “My name 
is Gangleri and I am a weary and hungry traveller. I come 

	 A raven cawed in the night. It circled above a dark 
forest and then suddenly it swooped down and landed upon a 
wanderer’s shoulder. It whispered in his ear and his expression 
soured. 
	 Odin was now an outlaw. His dark blue cloak billowed 
in the night as he looked up at the shimmering lights of Bifrost. 
Then he turned and walked away, knowing that his actions had 
damned him. All of Odin’s efforts and sacrifices were undone 
by one shameful deed. His brethren had disavowed him, but he 
still had his faithful companions.
	 Huginn and Muninn were Odin’s ravens, and they 
would be his eyes. The All Father would see his enemies com-
ing long before they saw him. He had acquired the ravens long 
ago when he had visited Vanagard for the very first time. Odin 
had brought a gift of gold for Njord and his people, when 
asked for what he wished to have in return; he chose 
the pair of ravens that had been watching him. The 
All Father had tried to slip into Vanagard unseen, 
which had worked for the most part, but a pair 
of special ravens had followed his every move-
ment.
	 When it would be time to fight, the 
All Father had Geri and Freki. Those wolves 
would fight for him to the very end. Odin had 
acquired them in Jarnvid, the forest of the Iron 
Wolves of Jotunheim. He had followed 
Loki, curious to see who he was visiting, 
when Managarm’s litter of puppies drew 
his attention. The alpha wolf was away, so 
Odin helped himself to the finest pair in 
the litter. They had grown strong and loyal, and had the uncan-
ny ability to hunt spirits.
	 The All Father had long travels ahead, and he was 
thankful that Sleipnir was by his side. His mount always re-
minded him of his blood-brother. He was thankful to have Lo-
ki’s son as a mount. Sleipnir the eight-legged horse could car-
ry Odin over water and through the sky. The legendary mount 
could even ride beyond the veil, into the worlds beyond life and 
death.
	 On the road, he assumed the identity of Gangleri, 
the wanderer. He used his magic to cast an illusion over his 
magical spear. Gungnir appeared as the wanderer’s innocent 
walking staff. He cast the same illusion over Sleipnir, hiding 
his extra legs. For money he had Draupnir. This magical gold-
en arm ring could duplicate eight copies of itself every ninth 
night. One golden ring per day was more than enough for a lav-
ish lifestyle, but he had to remain out of sight and out of mind.

Freki
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	 An answer came from behind barred doors, “Go 
away Skollvaldr, for I know who you are. You stole the Mead of 
Poetry from Suttung. Your son killed so many of my kin, Hrun-
gnir, Thrym, Thiassi, Geirrod and so many more. You are not 
welcome here, now go into the night!”
	 Gangleri was upon the road once more. This time he 
rode to Svartalfheim. Norfi was one of the ruling lords on the 
Black Council. This had become the darkest night of Odin’s 
life, and this shadowy realm embodied his visceral solitude.
	 He came to Nott’s hall seeking shelter, “My name is 
Gangleri and I am a weary and hungry traveller. I come seeking 
shelter for the night. Murderers and killers ride the cold winds 
at my back. I seek the warmth of your company and the hospi-
tality of your hall.”
	 An answer came from behind barred doors, “Go away 
Skollvaldr, for I know who you are. When Asgard burned, you 
failed to protect your people. Under your watch, my grandson 
Meili was killed. You are not welcome here, now go into the 
night!”
	 Gangleri turned away and rode Sleipnir into the 
night. He was once the highest of the gods, ruler of the mighti-
est kingdom upon Yggdrasil. Now he was laid low, like a plague 
carrier, turned away at every door. ‘Skollvaldr’ they called 
him… Lord of Treachery. As the long night wore on, he shiv-
ered and clutched the navy blue cloak tightly.
	 As dawn came, so did Huginn on the first rays of the 
sun. He perched on Gangleri’s shoulder and whispered, “The 
Norns instruct you to see Vafthrudnir the wise. It is time that 
you learn about the Twilight of the Gods!”

seeking shelter for the night. Murderers and killers ride the 
cold winds at my back. I seek the warmth of your company and 
the hospitality of your hall.”
	 An answer came from behind barred doors, “Go 
away Skollvaldr, for I know who you are. You abducted by son 
Dag and imprisoned him beyond the clouds. You robbed us of 
our dignity when you placed an outsider as our king. You are 
not welcome here, now go into the night!”
	 Gangleri was upon the road once more. This time he 
rode to Muspelheim. Surt was the king of the Muspeli Jotuns. 
Gengleri choked on the heat and toxic fumes, as Surt’s watch-
ful eye followed his every move.
	 He came to Laufey’s hall seeking shelter, “My name 
is Gangleri and I am a weary and hungry traveller. I come seek-
ing shelter for the night. Murderers and killers ride the cold 
winds at my back. I seek the warmth of your company and the 
hospitality of your hall.”
	 An answer came from behind barred doors, “Go 
away Skollvaldr, for I know who you are. I cannot forgive you 
for corrupting my son. Loki was made an outlaw by your kin, 
and now you suffer the same fate. You exiled, damned and im-
prisoned my grandchildren. You are not welcome here, now go 
into the night!”
	 Gangleri was upon the road once more. This time he 
rode to Jotunheim. Bergelmir was the king of the Rime Jotuns. 
Gangleri decided to tread carefully, for he had many enemies in 
this realm. Many times, he had to flee from his pursuers.
	 He came to Hymir’s hall seeking shelter, “My name is 
Gangleri and I am a weary and hungry traveller. I come seeking 
shelter for the night. Murderers and killers ride the cold winds 
at my back. I seek the warmth of your company and the hospi-
tality of your hall.”

GeriSleipnir
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speak. She understood and nodded. Then she brought her 
mouth close to Odin. By comparison he was as tall as the space 
between her chin to her nose. She blew a bubble of air around 
him and smiled.
	 “My thanks to you, kind giantess of the sea. I am 
Gangleri and it appears that I am your uninvited guest. May I 
ask your name?” Odin said.
	 “I am Nerrivik, spirit-mother of the north seas. I cre-
ated all the fish, whales and crabs which inhabit my dominion. 
Are you a man from the south?” she asked.
	 “Yes I come from Midgard. And you?”
	 “Once, long ago, I was what your people call a Sk-
raeling. An inhabitant of the far north. My people live beyond 
Midgard’s northern reaches,” she explained.
	 Odin wrung the water out of his beard and thought 
a while. “How did a Skraeling become the spirit-mother of the 
sea?”
	 She smiled and gladly recounted her story. “When I 
was a young girl, my name was Sedna. Everyone thought I was 
very beautiful, mostly because of my hair. It was long, black, 
smooth, and shiny. I took great pride in it, and I spent hours 
braiding it. It was so enjoyable. Many would come from far 
away to see my hair and that brought me tremendous joy.”
	 Nerrivik sighed as she remembered her youth. Then 
she continued, “One day I was fishing in an ice hole when a 
bird spoke to me. It was a sea-bird called a fulmar, and it asked 
me to marry it. I laughed, it was the funniest thing I had ever 
heard! I told the bird that I’d only marry a man; never would I 
marry a bird. Well to my surprise, it turned into a man, and a 
handsome one at that. He was dressed in fine seal-skin pants, a 
colourfully dyed tunic and a sun-visor made from walrus tusk.”
	 The spirit-mother smiled to herself wistfully. Odin 
waited patiently until she resumed her story. “Ah yes, my par-
ents were not happy about the arrangement, but I fell in love 
with that man. I left with him, ignoring my parents’ objections. 
He took me to the end of the sea and there on a rocky island 
he brought me into his home. Life was good. Every day he 
brought home fresh seal, and I had a healthy penchant for blub-
ber. I decorated the home while he sang. We carved ivory and 
we made love.”
	 Nerrivik’s pleasant expression faded as new memo-
ries returned. A cloud fell over her face as she continued her 
story. “One day, his sun-visor fell off, and when I looked into 
his eyes, I saw bird’s eyes. They were horrible, and they re-
vealed his true nature. Every day when he went out to fish, I 
stood upon the shore and yelled for my parents to come. I des-
perately wanted to leave. Luckily, they had been looking for me 
ever since I eloped. They heard my calls for help and came to 

	 Sleipnir galloped frantically as Sons of the Muspel 
closed in from all sides. They were hunting the All Father 
and with superior numbers, they cornered him in the north-
ern-most reaches of Midgard. Odin glided across the waters 
towards Svalbard in the hopes that Queen Drifa would grant 
him safe passage to Jotunheim. It was unlikely that the Sons of 
Muspel would maintain their tenacity in the cold and darkness 
of the Rime Jotun realm.
	 “Queen Drifa!” Odin called from the shore line. 
Sleipnir had stopped at the water’s edge. “I seek the Queen 
of this realm!” he called out to the labourers on the beach. He 
looked over his shoulder and the lights of the fiery army came 
at him from the south, east and west. They too could ride over 
the waters, but their pace slowed as they entered the icy do-
main of Svalbard.
	 “The exiled king comes to my door.” Drifa pro-
claimed. “What does he expect from me?” she asked no one in 
particular.
	 “Grant me passage, and I will reward you with a gold-
en arm ring.” Odin negotiated.
	 “I wouldn’t grant you quarter for even one-hundred 
such rings. I am an Alfar queen, daughter of Snaer and my lin-
eage traces back to Fornjot the Great. I have no need for petty 
trinkets,” she said while gesturing to the woods behind her. “I 
have been expecting you. Fool! You have come into our trap, 
fire from behind and ice before you!”
	 At those words, ogres, ettins and trolls emerged from 
the woods. Odin was outmatched and his options were running 
out. He whispered into Sleipnir’s ear and his steed carried him 
over deep arctic waters. “Then you win!” he declared as he 
pitched himself from his saddle and plunged into the freezing 
waters.
	 Sleipnir bolted but the armies ignored the horse 
and retained their focus on the former king of the Aesir. They 
sailed out to the spot where he had fallen, and looked into the 
depths. The bottom was hundreds of feet below the surface, 
and they saw no traces of the All Father. The Sons of Muspel 
refused to swim and the armies from Jotunheim were equally 
averse to the idea.
	 They waited for a day, looking for Odin to surface.
	 Meanwhile, Odin had taken a deep breath and was 
swimming down into the dark and frigid depths. He hid among 
the tangled kelp, waiting to see if any of his pursuers would 
take the plunge. Suddenly the kelp moved, and a giant face ap-
peared in the depths.
	 “Who are you?” she asked as she studied his fea-

tures. “I have never seen someone like you before.”
	 Odin gestured that he could not breathe, let alone 
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depths, my fingers became the fish and crabs. My hands be-
came the whales and my blood became the krill. I was the 
mother to all of these creatures and I became Nerrivik, goddess 
of the sea. My curse is my hair.” She gestured to what Odin 
thought was kelp.	 “Without hands, I cannot brush it and keep 
it beautiful.”
	 “I can brush it for you.” Odin offered. She agreed 
and he groomed her. She explained how some Angakkuq, the 
shaman Inuit, dive into the depths and help groom her head.
	 For his good deed, Nerrivik swam Odin to Finnmark 
and placed him upon the beach.

get me in their umiak. Quickly we paddled away from the island 
at the end of the sea.”
	 The spirit-mother’s eyes focused upon Odin as she 
spoke the next part of the story. “My husband was looking for 
me, and he reverted to his fulmar form when he could not find 
me on the island. He took to the clouds looking for me, and 
saw the three of us in the umiak. He was furious and he beat 
his wings, summoning a storm. The winds whipped up waves 
that threatened to capsize our umiak. All of us were frightened 
for our lives. My parents blamed be for the calamity and re-
fused to die over my stupidity. They threw me overboard in the 
hopes that the fulmar would spare them. Fighting for my life I 
grabbed onto the edge of the umiak as my body plunged into 
the icy waves. My father tried to pull my fingers free, but I was 
too desperate and strong.”
	 Nerrivik’s brow furrowed as she remembered what 
happened next. “My father took out his hunting knife and be-
gan to cut off my fingers. Even without my fingers, I clutched 
the edge of the umiak as best I could. My mother told him to cut 
off my hands, and he did. That is when I submerged beneath 
the violence of the icy sea. They paddled to safety and did not 
regret sacrificing their own daughter.”
	 Odin did not know what to say.
	 The spirit-mother continued, “As I sank into the 
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of finding a home and no one took him in.
	 They were surprised when they finally discovered 
that Odin had travelled to Niflheim. It appeared that he was out 
of options and had sought an audience with Hel. They rode to 
the corpsewall and dismounted.
	 “Hel has as much right as we to kill him, so we’ll wait 
out here. If she chooses to kill him, then our work is done. If he 
escapes, or she lets him live, then he’s ours!” Kara summed up.
	 Hervor looked around. They stood in a village that 
had been destroyed long ago. Burnt out husks were all that re-
mained of the buildings. Most likely, the town existed in the 
chaos before Hel brought law and order. A time when roving 
clans of the dead fought each other for the scarce resources 
found in this icy realm. It was a cemetery of hopes and dreams, 
quite appropriate she thought to herself. 
	 Hladgud sat upon a large skull and cleaned her nails 
with her dagger. Periodically she would look up to Hel’s spire, 
awaiting any movement or news. Her white swan-feather cloak 
billowed in a strange wind. A storm was brewing and Niflheim 
was preparing for the violence. Hladgud peered into the dark-
ness. She saw movement in the distance, but nothing would 
dare approach five Valkyries who were ready to kill.
	 Olrun rummaged through her packs and pulled 
out her mead. She sniffed it and sipped it awaiting the All Fa-
ther’s approach. The drink was rare mead brewed by Iduna, 
not something that you drank quickly. It was something you 
savoured and anticipated, much like their wait. There was so 
much vengeance in her heart and she could hear every beat.
	 Brynhild was getting impatient. She was not one to 
wait. She paced back and forth in front of the gates. Her knuck-
les were white from the intense grip she had upon her spear. 
“What is taking so long?” she demanded.
	 Kara pulled out her harp and played a sorrowful mel-
ody, something that set the mood. It had lyrics about death and 
the grief that followed. For Valkyries death was a renewal, so 
the association was foreign and fascinating. “Brynhild, why do 
you wish the All Father dead?”
	 Brynhild sang her reply to Kara’s melody:
		  “Odin was a fool,
		  He did to listen to me,
		  His choice was great tyranny,
		  My choice was a land ruled by the free.
		  Odin should have helped the just and hon-
ourable rise to power.”
	 Someone was looking down from the spire. They 
ignored the figure and continued to sing. Kara asked Hervor, 
“Why do you wish the All Father dead?”
	 Hervor sang her reply to Kara’s melody:

	 Brynhild spoke with Loki and she relayed Hel’s 
message. As they had planned and plotted, Baldur was deliv-
ered into Hel’s embrace. The bargain had been fulfilled and 
the Valkyrie returned to claim Sigurd. Before they parted, the 
mistress of Helheim suggested, “Take Sigurd with you and 
seek out a Valkyrie named Kara. She has already walked the 
path you are on. She saved a man she deeply loved, an Einher-
jar named Helgi. You two have much in common and she may 
have an idea of what can be done about Sigurd’s condition. Be-
sides being a guest in Helheim, he can’t do much in his current 
state.”
	 “I will,” Brynhild promised.
	 “What do the Norns have planned for Gudrun?” Sig-
urd asked Hel. He was afraid to look Brynhild in the eyes, so he 
kept staring at Hel.
	 Brynhild surprised him by adding, “She has not 
crossed beyond the veil, yet her bravery, honour and loyalty are 
that of a Valkyrie. She is a great woman, deserving of a kind 
fate. I hope that the Norns have decreed that our paths will 
cross once more.”
	 Hel looked at Sigurd and then to Brynhild and re-
plied, “The Norns have been cruel to her, but the most pow-
erful swords are forged in the hottest flames. Rest assured 
that this astounding woman will not go silently into the night. 
She has much more to accomplish before she is greeted by the 
Valkyries.”
	 Sigurd smiled, his love for Brynhild was as fervent as 
his love for Gudrun.
	 Brynhild added, “When she finally finds peace, I as-
sure you that my sisters will come to greet and honour her. A 
legion of Valkyries will celebrate her arrival.”
	 Hel smiled as well, “My blessings upon you,” she 
said, as the pair left Helheim behind them.
	 Brynhild and Kara met in Islandia, atop the 
Grimsvotn Valcano, “Have you heard the news?” Kara asked.
	 “No, what news?” Brynhild inquired.
	 “Odin raped a mortal woman, and the Aesir have 
banished him. The Norns favour us, he is now an outlaw!” 
Kara said with a big smile.
	 Brynhild’s eyes welled up with tears of joy. “Then the 
hunt begins!”
	 The Valkyries mounted their destriers and began the 
hunt. News had spread and soon Hervor, Hladgud and Olrun 
joined Kara and Brynhild in their hunt for the All Father. As 
they followed his trail, they found many who had turned him 
away. The litany of grievances against him was long and egre-

gious and this kept the Valkyries fervent in their hunt. It 
seemed that Odin had visited all the realms in the hopes 
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at the ground, she walked towards the four Valkyries already 
lined up against the All Father. When she joined them, she spat 
at the ground and then looked up at her foe.
	 Odin walked forward and his walking stick revert-
ed to Gungnir. The bones crushed beneath every step as he 
stopped exactly ninety-nine paces away from the Valkyries. His 
wolves emerged from the shadows and came to his sides. The 
caws of Huginn and Munnin were heard overhead.
	 A wind that Niflheim had never known blew all 
around them. The realm felt the mounting tension. No one 
spoke. Everyone knew why they had come. The grievances 
were old and weathered.
	 Freki and Geri growled and their ears flattened 
aggressively. They bore their fangs, daring the Valkyries to 
strike.
	 The Death Maidens were ready to die, to shed their 
mortal shells. Brynhild’s jaw tightened and then she cried out 
a war cry, and launched her spear at Odin. It flew towards his 
heart. Odin threw Gungnir, the spear that never missed its 
mark. Gungnir collided with Brynhild’s spear, shattering it. 
Gungnir’s path was altered and it lodged itself in the ground.
	 Kara launched her spear at Odin and Huginn 
swooped down and caught it in mid-air. She cursed and drew 
her fiery axes. She charged and Geri jumped at her. The wolf 
tore off one of her arms while her axe opened a deep gash upon 
its side.
	 Olrun feigned throwing her spear and Muninn dove 
to catch it. A moment later she launched it and it found its 
mark, lodging itself in the All Father’s shoulder and driving 
him back.

	 Hervor charged to finish Odin, but Freki was in 
between. He jumped and she deflected his massive 

body with her shield. She ignored the wolf and ran 
for the downed Aesir god. It was a mistake, she 

underestimated the wolf’s dexterity, it pivoted 
and lunged again and his jaws found the nape 
of her neck.
	 Hladgud screamed as her sister’s neck 
was snapped. She charged at Freki and the 

swan-feather cloak shone like the moon. It 
pierced the darkness and blinded the wolf. Both 

swords were plunged into the wolf’s 
side, dealing the mortal blows.
	 Munnin grabbed Gungnir and 
carried it back to Odin. Kara threw her 
remaining axe with her one good arm. It 

hit the raven and cleaved it in half. Then she heard the growling 
behind her and knew that she was defenseless against Geri. His 
bloody maw snarled and he pounced, destroying her shell and 
returning her to her natural form.
	 Geri was not ready when Brynhild jumped on his 
back. She locked her arms around his massive neck and 
squeezed with her supernatural might. She looked at 
Odin and fed her hatred into her grip, and then came 

		  “Odin cared only for his kin,
		  He ignored the suffering plight of others,
		  The Aesir advanced their power grab,
		  Regardless of whom they trampled.
		  Odin should have been a more generous 	
		  neighbour.”
	 Kara smiled, because she had heard about Hervor 
the Strange. It did not surprise her when Hervor spoke as an-
other person altogether. Kara turned to Hladgud and asked, 
“Why do you wish the All Father dead?”
	 Hladgud sang her reply to Kara’s melody:
		  “Odin was consumed with his destiny,
		  He did what the Norns prescribed,
		  Those women have not lived in many mil	
		  lennia,
		  They do not know what mortal life entails.
		  Odin should have led with his heart, not 
the whims of his gods.”
	 Kara played her harp in a silence for a while as they 
all thought about the heroes they had claimed from the many 
battlefields. Kara turned to Olrun and asked, “Why do you 
wish the All Father dead?”
		  “Odin craved to fill Valhalla,
		  This meant men had to sell their safety,
		  They deserve to live with caution,
		  And celebrate their old age with friends 	
		  and family.
		  Odin should make amends by teaching 	
		  mankind instead of using them.”
	 Kara played her harp and the Valkyries reflected 
upon the words they sang. Kara’s turn to sing would come, 
but just then the black iron gates swung open and a 
man emerged. His silhouette was framed by the 
flames of Hel hearth. He stood alone, before his 
accusers.
	 Kara stopped playing and the deaf-
ening silence fell upon the land. She slowly 
re-slung her harp and took her spear, never 
taking her eyes off the All Father.
	 Brynhild locked eyes with the man 
in blue. She backed up to stand next to her sis-
ters. Her hands tightened upon the spear, 
splintering the wood with her building 
fury.
	 Hladgud put away her dagger 
slowly and climbed down from the skull 
with the grace of a cat. She pulled back her swan cloak to reveal 
her twin swords, Gridr and Ofridr. Peace and War had tasted 
god blood before.
	 Olrun looked at the man emerging from the shadows 
and smile crossed her lips. Her eyes narrowed as she drained 
the rest of the mead in one long drought. She wiped her mouth 
and took up her spear, stepping up next to her sisters.
	 Hervor hoisted her shield and drew her axe. Looking 
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her as they offered Odin their hands. He took them and stood, 
Huginn returning to his shoulder.
	 Only Hervor saw Kara as she stood at the edge of the 
plateau. They were in her natural spirit form. Kara reached 
for her harp and realized it would be useless without a body. 
The mortal woman’s emotions were fading quickly. Her spirit 
form would be unfeeling. She resumed her sorrowful melody; 
closing her eyes she let the final emotions course through her 
voice.
		  “The shadows of Niflheim danced in our 	
		  hearts,
		  And the wicked one walked the long road,
		  Every step was a struggle, 
		  One foot in front of the other,
		  He dredged up the past and considered the 
		  future,
		  And doing so he found immeasurable 		
		  courage,
		  His words spoken to his strength, 
		  And her reply defined her heart,
		  Together they chased away the darkness,
		  And they gave the world hope.”

the snap as Geri fell lifeless to the ground.
	 Huginn attacked Brynhild, keeping her ducking and 
running, looking for a weapon. She cursed under her breath, 
who knew a raven could be so tenacious.
	 Odin pulled the spear out of his shoulder and winced 
as a bright light descended upon him. Above him was a Valky-
rie in all her majesty. Her shining cloak appeared as scintillat-
ing alabaster wings. Hladgud had Gridr and Ofridr and she 
raised her arms to deal the killing blow…
	 “Stay your hand!” Hel demanded from atop the 
corpse-wall. “Odin has changed his ways. Walking the humble 
and lonely road has touched his soul. He did not come here 
to ask for quarter, but he came here to ask for forgiveness. He 
handed me Gungnir and bade me to do what I willed. I am the 
Queen of the Damned, and I can see a tortured soul when I 
look into their eyes. I have seen Odin’s heart. He has always 
done what he could for himself and his family. He has always 
put their wellbeing first. But to truly own the All Father title, 
one has to care for all. He has seen this without my words; with-
out my prodding. He will go forth into the world and do only 
good. He will share his wisdom with others. That is a great gift 
to the denizens of Yggdrasil. There is no honour if you kill this 
once retched man. You will only rob those who could learn his 
wisdom. Do not kill him today. Watch him. Hold his feet to the 
firebrand. Ensure that the Odin does become the true All Fa-
ther!”
	 Hladgud lowered her blades and Brynhild joined 
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Alcohol is like a scavenging bird circling overhead, waiting to 
pluck good thoughts out of your mind. Even I have fallen prey 
to these birds when I shared drink at Gunnlod’s homestead. As 
I was extremely drunk in Fjalar’s hall and lost my wits. The best 
way to leave a feast is with clear mind.”
	 Loddfafnir began to speak, but realized that Odin 
had not finished. Not wanting to miss out on any advice, he bit 
his tongue and begged the All Father to finish his thoughts.
	 Odin frowned and continued, “A ruler must be silent, 
thoughtful and bold. But life should also contain happiness and 
generosity. Desiring longevity by avoiding the battlefield is not 
wise, since old age will be a wicked enemy.”
	 At this point Loddfafnir sat silent contemplating 
what he had heard. After some silence he looked up and asked, 
“What are the markings of fools?”
	 The All Father was amused and chuckled, “A fool will 
speak but will say nothing of substance or importance. And 
when a fool is filled with ale, he will divulge all he knows. A fool 
hasn’t traveled and has a limited view of the world. He may have 
intellect, but he lacks wisdom. Don’t avoid the drinking horn, 
but drink with restraint. Say what needs to be said, no more. 
And when you retire early, the wise will not hold it against you. 
Also know this; a fool will gorge himself on the feast without 
self-restraint. The wise will not require a double bench for their 
posterior. Animals will have more wisdom then the fool, know-
ing when to cease grazing. A fool will never know the capaci-
ty of their mouths. The imbecile will mock and laugh without 
measure, since he is oblivious of his own failings. Those who 
lack wisdom will wake at night and worry until dawn. When 
the morning comes, they are tired and none of their problems 
have been solved. An unwise man won’t know the difference 
between someone laughing with them and someone laughing 
at them. By the same token, the unwise man will not discern 
a true friend, instead surrounding himself with fair-weather 
friends who keep him company during the good times. Most 
assured that the day will come when he is in court without allies 
or testimony.”
	 That was a lot for Loddfafnir to absorb. He took a 
moment to refill their drinks.
	 But Odin continued without pause, “Those who are 
oblivious believe that they know everything. But the sobering 
moment comes when they are asked questions. The fool should 
remain silent, in order to conceal their lack of wit, but sadly 
they are fools, and will flap their tongues unchecked, display-
ing their ignorance for all to see.”

	 Odin sat with Loddfafnir before the warm hearth. 
They sat on simple wooden benches and drank ale from auroch 
drinking horns. They began a bragging contest to see whose 
folk were greater. After a little back and forth, it was clear that 
the Aesir and mankind were more successful than Loddfafnir’s 
people. Loddfafnir’s was curious to learn the ways of mankind 
and the Aesir gods. He wondered what wisdom their leader had 
imparted upon them. Odin beamed with pride and began to 
recount his wisdom, “Did you notice how I entered this hall?”
	 “When you enter an unfamiliar dwelling be on your 
guard and always look around, for you know not where you en-
emies lie in wait.”
	 Loddfafnir interjected, “But what of the host, how 
can he reassure his guest?”
	 “But when you are the host receiving a new guest, 
you mustn’t let them wallow in their travelling clothes, for they 
will be cold and weary from their journey. Instead you must 
welcome them with a warm fire, provide food and dry clothes. 
Then you ask your visitor for news from where he came, and 
you impart local news upon them.”
	 Then Loddfafnir asked Odin, “Who has more wis-
dom?”
	 Odin replied, “Any man can stay at home, but a man 
who wishes to wander must be rich with wisdom. He should 
avoid intelligent discourse if he is dull witted, for he will be 
mocked and the exchange will be a stain on his reputation.”
	 The All Father continued to elaborate, “A wise man 
will always be guarded and will choose his words wisely. In 
so doing he will rarely get into trouble. Wisdom is a valued 
friend.”
	 Loddfafnir returned to asking about the quest.
      “How does a wandering man gain wisdom?”
	 “By staying silent, listening and watching every-
thing. That is how the wanderer gains insight and stays safe.” 
Odin continued, “For a happy man is one who is confident and 
self-respecting, for he knows not what hides in the hearts of 
others. Similarly, a happy man will heed his conscience, woe to 
the man who heeds ill council.”
	 “What should a wanderer bring with him? What 
should he leave at home?” inquired Loddfafnir
	 “The best burden one could carry is a shrewd mind. 
Cunning can easily replace an empty coin purse. And the worst 
burden that one can bring is an overabundance of alcohol. 

Many see false virtue in the over consumption of ale, for the 
foul brew will drown out the voice of reason and clarity. 
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have a two-faced friend, who wishes you harm- put 
on a smile and compliment them; do not reveal your 
intentions. And when their treachery comes, repay them 
in kind. For those people whom you cannot trust, you must 
put on a brave mask when you face them, and return their mal-
ice with revenge.”
	 Loddfafnir hadn’t noticed that he had been pacing 
around the room while listening to Odin’s words. Odin was 
lost in thought, gazing absently into the hearth. The All Father 
continued, but in a more longing voice, “Young was I once, 
and I traveled alone. During these travels, I became sad and 
lonely. Then one day I met another traveler, a friend. Suddenly 
I felt rich. You see, happiness is found in the company of oth-
ers. To live a good life, be generous and don’t hold a grudge. 
Those who lead dark lives are greedy and paranoid.”
	 The message of kindness was resounding with 
Loddfafnir. “I see...” he trailed. Encouraging Odin to contin-
ue, he resumed his place across from the hearth.
	 Odin obliged, “One day on my travels I came across 
a pair of statues carved in the likeness of men. I took off my 

cloak and coat and clothed both naked forms. I gave 
them self-respect, for a man who lacks the basics 

will be unable to overcome his shame.” Odin 
turned to look Loddfafnir in the eyes, “Picture 

a fir tree standing upon a hill, without bark or 
needles, buffeted by the cold wind. Such is the 
fate of a man without love. And if we speak of 
friendship, anyone can have a friendship last 

five days, but unless it’s a true friendship, it will 
spoil and turn sour on the sixth day.”

	 “But what is the best way to en-
sure that a friendship lasts? Should one 
give great presents?” asked Loddfafnir
	 The All Father shook his head, 
“You shouldn’t give grandiose gifts of-

ten, and sometimes there is more weight in a small gesture. I 
have cemented friendships with a simple offering of soup and 
bread.”
	 Loddfafnir was impressed, “You are incredibly wise, 
and perhaps the wisest man I have ever spoken to.”
	 But Odin scoffed, “A small lake will have small beach-
es, and such are the minds of men. Though men are not equal 
in wisdom, most men are adequately wise. You should strive 
for a little wisdom, for that will make for a happy heart. The 
men with great wisdom are burdened with worry, and such is 
the weight of wise men. I caution you to refrain from too much 
insight, for the men who learn of their fate will walk in the 
shadow of despair. Trust me; you will be happy if you heed my 
warning. And lastly, know that a spark comes from a spark, and 
a kindled brand comes from kindled brand. The same it is for 
wisdom. Wisdom is passed from man to man through speech. 
Those who think to keep wisdom for themselves are fools.”
	 The Aesir were known for their great deeds, so 
Loddfafnir asked, “How does one beget success?”

	 Loddfafnir dug into Odin’s reasoning, “But what do 
you say about gossip?”
	 “A cleaver man knows how to ask questions and how 
to best answer them,” Odin replied “Without this discipline 
over your own mouth, one can easily get into trouble. Gossip is 
insidious and it will grasp both the wise and the fool. The lon-
ger you talk the deeper the hole that you dig for yourself. Don’t 
mock another, especially behind their back. Laughter isn’t a 
measure of your wit, but rather a measure of your foolishness.”
	 “Well said! These are great principles to live by,” 
said Loddfafnir. “What other wisdom can you impart?”
	 It seemed that Odin had much more to say, “Con-
flict is inevitable. Even for the wise and the kind, words can be 
exchanged in jest and in turn be misunderstood. Where there 
are guests there will be strife. So how does one avoid such un-
fortunate circumstances you may ask? Eat a meal before the 
feast, unless you are visiting a friend. The one who arrives as 
a hungry guest among strangers will appear rude and boorish. 
Remember a journey to a false friend’s house will feel like an 
eternity, even if it is close by. But a journey to a good friend’s 
house will be trouble free even if it’s a long journey. 
When traveling, you should always keep good 
pace. Do not overstay your welcome. If you stay 
too long you abuse someone’s hospitality.”
	 Odin showed no signs of slowing 
down on the subject, “Let me council every-
one to have their own homestead. No matter 
how large, a place that they can call “home”. 
Even a small thatched roof with two goats will 
be better than begging in the streets. In your 
homestead you are master, but out in the 
streets you rely on another’s kindness for 
your every meal.”
	 In fact, Odin’s voice began to 
rise in fervour and volume, “Wherever 
you go, have a weapon as a companion. You will never know 
when this companion will save your life.” At that point the All 
Father raised his drinking horn and wet his parched throat. 
Loddfafnir sat forward and awaited Odin’s words in eager si-
lence.
	 “When you visit another, always bring a gift. I have 
never known a host, even the most generous man, refuse a 
gift. And when given a gift, ensure that you can reciprocate 
the good gesture. It is better to give now, then to hoard your 
treasures for your children. You know not what the Norns 
have preordained, and your enemies may lay claim to your for-
tunes. And so, give to your friends since friends should provide 
for one another. With gifts of accoutrements and weapons a 
strong bond of friendship you will build. Be a good friend and 
reciprocate the gifts, whatever they may be... laughter with 
laughter, and fraud with falsehood. Remember to be a friend to 
your friend’s friend, but never to be friends with your friend’s 
enemy. Treat your friends well and your bond of friendship will 
grow. Visit them, speak plainly and bring them gifts. But if you 
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kill the head and underneath leather hide will a fist hide. A sea-
man is glad at nightfall; dinner awaits him, only a short distance 
to row. But the autumn nights are unpredictable, some fair and 
some foul. In five days you’ll feel both, in a month you’ll expe-
rience many more.”
	 “I... I don’t think I understand,” stammered Loddfaf-
nir. “Perhaps I am a fool,” he concluded, but Odin cut him off 
in a stern voice, “Be prepared!”
	 “They do not know, and they will never know, that 
they are being fooled by wealth. A rich man and a poor man, 
neither is to blame for their situation. Cattle die, kinsmen die. 
You will also die, but your legacy will live on. Well-earned 
fame will endure. Cattle die, kinsmen die. You will also die, 
but a reputation will persist. Conversely wealth won’t endure. 
I knew the Fitjung sons and their herds of cattle, but they lost 
their wealth, and now they are beggars. Wealth is fleeting, like 
the blink of an eye. It is a most unreliable companion. If an im-
becile should fall into wealth or a woman’s love, their mind will 
swell, but their wisdom will remain unchanged. Such a man will 
be seduced by delusions of grandeur.”

	 “Interesting...” pondered Loddfafnir, “...speak to 
me of destiny and good living.”

	 Odin obliged, “It is common knowledge 
that when you consult the runes, discovered 

by gods, painted by my blood, that you should 
keep this knowledge to yourself. Not every-
thing has been revealed. Do not praise the day 
until it is dusk. Do not praise your wife until 
her cremation. Do not praise a sword until 

the battle is done. Do not praise a maiden until 
she is married. Do not praise the ice until it is 

crossed. Do not praise the ale until you 
are drunk. Know how to use the right 
tool for the job and be smart about your 
work. Chop wood in a breeze, row out to 
sea in good weather, court maidens un-

der the cover of night as there are too many eyes in the day. 
When you need to travel quickly, use a ship. When you go into 
battle, bring a shield. Use a sword when you need to strike a 
blow, and seek out a maiden when you want a kiss. Life is beau-
tiful when you focus on the simple pleasures and on what you 
already have. Drink ale by the fire. Skate on the ice. Buy a lean 
horse or a rusty sword and restore them. Oh, and let your dog 
feed itself.” the All Father ended with a grin. “Good news al-
ways has a dark side, would you like to hear of it?” he added in 
a grave tone.
	 Loddfafnir nodded.
	 Odin continued his sermon, “Speaking of dark tid-
ings, there are omens and signs that you should be wary of. A 
snap of a bowstring could mean an ambush. A fire outside a 
hearth could be unfortunate for your homestead. A howling 
wolf and a cawing crow, bring death to your doorstep. A grunt-
ing pig warns you of the danger that you cannot see. A rootless 
tree may fall without warning. A sudden rising wave can threat-

	Odin arched an eyebrow and smiled, well pleased 
with Loddfafnir’s question, “If you plan to take another 

man’s life or property, make sure that you wake early, be-
fore your foe. A sleeping wolf will win little meat, and a slum-
bering warrior won’t win his battles. Rise early and get your 
work done, for those who sleep through dawn will lose pre-
cious time. For those who labour the morning, the work is half 
done. You should know how to dry logs and thatch a roof. You 
must also count how much wood you will need for the com-
ing winter. And when it comes time to go to court, you must 
be washed and fed as those are most important. Your attire 
doesn’t matter, and even less the quality of your steed. Don’t 
worry about what you cannot afford. A hungry bird of prey will 
snap and stretch in order to look menacing. People in court 
who have no one to speak well of them will do the same.”
	 “Interesting,” thought Loddfafnir. “How should a 
wise man conduct himself?”
	 “If you wish to convey wisdom, you should phrase 
intelligent questions and provide insightful answers. If you 
have a secret, tell it to only one person, never to two, because 
everyone knows once the third person knows. And know 
that wise men carry on humbly, because they know 
that there is always someone who is wiser than 
they are. Remember this, because you will suf-
fer the consequences of the words you speak to 
others. Unfortunately, I know this well. Many 
a time I arrived to a feast too early or on oth-
er occasions too late. The ale was not ready 
or it had all been drunk. I tell you that a hated 
man will find little hospitality. There have been 
certain friends who have invited me to a feast so 
long as I didn’t eat. And they would share 
a boar with me only if I gifted them a pair 
of boars.” Odin trailed off with a frown.
	 Thinking it wiser to change the 
subject, Loddfafnir changed the line of 
questioning, “What should good men aspire to?”
	 The All Father thought for a while, shrugged, swirled 
around his ale, took a gulp and said, “A good fire is a blessing 
for any man, as mankind yearns for the light and warmth of the 
sun. Health is important as is an unsullied conscience. No man 
is truly damned, even if on his death bed. Men find happiness 
in their children, and some in their families, some with riches 
and others with valour. But I say it is better to live than to die. 
While alive you may raise cattle. I saw a rich man’s hearth burn, 
while he lay dead outside. You realize that a lame man can ride 
a horse, a handless man can hear, and a deaf man can fight. It is 
better to be blind than be on a funeral pyre, for what can a dead 
man accomplish? Listen, this is important- it’s better to have 
a son late in life than no son at all. Even if he is born after you 
die. More often than not, it is the son who erects the memorial 

stone devoted to his late father.” Odin’s voice had become a 
whisper and Loddfafnir had a hard time hearing his next 

words, “...two swords will beat one, the tongue can 
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to keep it secret and not to tell another soul. And so I 
turned away from wise thoughts, guided by aspirations 
of lust. My goal was to win her love but I was deceived. 
When I returned to her hall, it was guarded by warriors. They 
carried torches held high and so my plans were thwarted. At 
sunrise I returned to find all the warriors and servants asleep. 
Instead of finding my lover, I found a guard dog tethered to 
her bed.” At this Odin spun around and slammed the door. He 
clutched his drinking horn until his knuckles turned white. 
Loddfafnir knew to keep silent. When Odin began to speak, 
irritation coloured his voice.
	 “Many timid maidens are cleverer than they appear. I 
learned a hard lesson when I tried to seduce a wise woman. She 
humiliated me and I never found my way into her bed.”
      With that Odin walked back over to the pitcher and re-
filled his drinking horn, sighed and resumed his place by the 
hearth. Loddfafnir threw more wood onto the fire in order to 
bring warmth back into the room and the conversation. When 
Odin looked at him, he returned a disarming smile and the All 
Father’s face softened.

	 Odin spoke again after a long silence, “A man should 
be happy and pleasant to his guests. He should be 

articulate and well informed. He should speak of 
good things. A man who has no mind of his own 

is known as a fool. That is the primary charac-
teristic of a man who lacks wit.”
	 With calm returning to the hall, Loddfafnir 
asked a bold question, “Are the deeds of wise 
men good or evil?”

	 The All Father gladly told him a parable, 
“Let me tell you a story of the time that I went by 

the name of Bolverk. I went to Suttung’s 
hall; there I sought the old Jotun’s daugh-
ter Gunnlod. I didn’t hold my tongue 
and spoke to my advantage, obtaining 
what I sought. Gunnlod, a maiden with a 

pure and troubled heart was a gracious host. From her golden 
throne I drank her precious mead and I repaid her poorly. I 
sat in the dominion of Jotuns, but I would risk my head for my 
quarry. I used the auger to make a hole through the wall and 
under the feet of giants. I used a clever disguise, and let me 
tell you, I rarely go unsatisfied.  Odrerir, the mead of poetry 
was mine. Thankfully I had seduced Gunnlod, without her 
help I would not have escaped. The next day the Jotuns came 
to Asgard asking for the man named Bolverk. They wanted to 
know if he had returned, or if Suttung had killed him. They ac-
cused me of being an oath-breaker, that I had deceived Suttung 
and that I left his daughter weeping. How could Bolverk the 
evil doer be trusted?”
	 Odin studied Loddfafnir’s face as Loddfafnir realized 
that there was more to the All Father than met the eye. Sudden-
ly the hall washed away like a fog to the rays of the sun. He 
was no longer in front of a hearth, but instead in front of 
a sacred well. Odin no longer sat on a wooden bench 

en your ship. An unattended boiling kettle. A spear thrown 
across a battlefield. A wave stirred up by Jormungand. The thin 
ice upon a lake. An agitated serpent. A woman’s words in bed. 
A broken sword in the morn. A playful bear. The spoiled child 
of a jarl. A calf suddenly struck with illness. A thrall filled with 
unexpected stubbornness. A voelva’s good tidings. A corpse at 
your feet. Do not trust easily. Do not trust your brother’s killer, 
even if you meet him in public. Enter not a half-burned hall. Do 
not trust a speedy steed, for only a single broken leg will ren-
der it useless. Do not count your crops right after sowing your 
field.  Do not trust a son who has not been tested. Both are 
unpredictable.” Odin stroked his beard in contemplation “And 
speaking of unpredictable, I should tell you about the dangers 
of love,” he added with a wink.
	 “None should trust the words of a girl, or that of a 
woman. Women’s hearts were shaped on a spinning wheel 
and their minds are fickle and fitful. The affection of a deceit-
ful woman is like driving a horse without spiked shoes over 
slippery ice. She will appear as a playful child. It will feel like 
steering a rudderless long-ship in a cross wind. It will be as re-
warding as a lone man on foot trying to catch a reindeer on 
a thawing mountainside.”
	 Loddfafnir sat back in astonishment, 
but Odin’s face remained a mask of composure, 
hiding his true thoughts, studying his compan-
ions’ expressions, “Is this dark humour All 
Father?” asked Loddfafnir.
	 Odin snorted “Now I will speak 
frankly because I see both sides. Men are de-
ceitful when speaking to women. When men 
shower women with flattery, their intentions are 
ignoble. Guided by impulse, even the 
wise mind will falter. This is the wrong 
approach. A man who desires a wom-
an’s heart needs to speak kindly, and 
offer considerate gifts. Appreciation and 
thoughtfulness will win the game of love.”
	 Loddfafnir sat with a troubled expression, swirling 
his ale within the horn.
	 Unmoved, Odin continued, “None should mock 
another’s love. Do not judge. Often the wise will succumb to 
beauty quicker than the fool. Love is powerful enough to turn 
the wise man into a fool. Only you know what stirs within your 
heart, especially when you are alone. There is no illness worse 
than a wife without love.” The All Father’s voice cracked with 
emotion.
	 At this point the All Father stood up, walked over to 
the door, slid it ajar and looked out into the night. “I hid in 
the reeds hoping that my love would overlook my faults. She 
completed my body and soul, but I was so hidden that I never 
earned her love. I found Billing’s daughter asleep on her bed. 
Her beauty captivated me to a point where all of my wealth and 
power faded to naught if I had to live without her. She told me 
to come back at dusk if I wished to bed her. And she warned me 
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take my advice. You will benefit if you take it. Fortune will 
bless you if you accept it. Do not even utter three words to a 
man less worthy than you. Often the better man will lose when 
arguing with a lesser man.
	 Loddfafnir, I advise you to listen well and take my 
advice. You will benefit if you take it. Fortune will bless you if 
you accept it. Be not a cobbler or a fletcher; instead craft these 
items for yourself. If there is a flaw in the shoes, or the shaft is 
bent, they will curse your name.
	 Loddfafnir, I advise you to listen well and take my 
advice. You will benefit if you take it. Fortune will bless you if 
you accept it. When you witness a crime, call out the criminal. 
Grant your enemies no quarter.
	 Loddfafnir, I advise you to listen well and take my ad-
vice. You will benefit if you take it. Fortune will bless you if you 
accept it. Never relish performing evil acts, instead try to do 
good.
	 Loddfafnir, I advise you to listen well and take my ad-
vice. You will benefit if you take it. Fortune will bless you if you 

accept it. Do not look up when you are in battle. The sons of 
men will turn mad with terror and their minds will be 

bewitched.
	 Loddfafnir, I advise you to listen well and 

take my advice. You will benefit if you take it. 
Fortune will bless you if you accept it. If you 
wish to earn and hold a good woman, you must 
keep the promises you make to her. One who 
receives will not grow tired.

	 Loddfafnir, I advise you to listen well and 
take my advice. You will benefit if you take it. 

Fortune will bless you if you accept it. 
You must be cautious, but not fearful. Be 
most wary of ale and of lust for another’s 
wife. Thirdly do not succumb to thievery.
	 Loddfafnir, I advise you to listen 

well and take my advice. You will benefit if you take it. Fortune 
will bless you if you accept it. Don’t ever mock a guest or a wan-
derer. You don’t know who your guest or who their kin may be. 
No one is perfect, and none are so bad to be deemed without 
worth.
	 Loddfafnir, I advise you to listen well and take my 
advice. You will benefit if you take it. Fortune will bless you if 
you accept it. Never laugh at an old man’s council. Often their 
words are wise with age. Good advice can come from withered 
lips, from those who hang the hides, tan the leather, and sort 
through the entrails. They may be too vulnerable for war, but 
they find their worth in other tasks.
	 Loddfafnir, I advise you to listen well and take my 
advice. You will benefit if you take it. Fortune will bless you if 
you accept it. Do not scorn the poor, nor drive them away from 
your hall. Treat the homeless wanderer well. Mighty must your 
arm be to remove the bar upon your door for every guest. Share 
your wealth or you will end up the target of someone’s curse.

but on a glorious throne. Loddfafnir was speechless.
	 Odin spoke, “It is time to speak from the wise man’s 

throne at Urd’s well. I saw and stayed silent. I saw and I con-
templated. I listened to men speak. I discovered the runes and 
used them at my hall, in my hall, and they said to me... Loddfaf-
nir, I advise you to listen well and take my advice. You will ben-
efit if you take it. Fortune will bless you if you accept it. Do not 
rise at night unless you are on guard duty or if you must relieve 
yourself.”
	 “Loddfafnir, I advise you to listen well and take my 
advice. You will benefit if you take it. Fortune will bless you if 
you accept it. Do not sleep with a sorceress for your limbs will 
be entangled with hers. She will enchant you so that you are 
deaf to your friends and to their good advice. You will cease to 
hunger, you will neglect your friends and your dreams will be 
filled with nightmares.
	 Loddfafnir, I advise you to listen well and take my ad-
vice. You will benefit if you take it. Fortune will bless you if you 
accept it. Never seduce another man’s wife. It will lead to ruin.
	 Loddfafnir, I advise you to listen well and take my 
advice. You will benefit if you take it. Fortune will 
bless you if you accept it. If you depart on a long 
voyage, ensure that you bring sufficient provi-
sions.
	 Loddfafnir, I advise you to listen well 
and take my advice. You will benefit if you 
take it. Fortune will bless you if you accept it. 
Never tell an evil man about your misfortunes. 
The wicked man will never improve your lot, 
only make it worse. I saw a cruel woman wound a 
man with her words. Her tongue brought 
about his demise.
	 Loddfafnir, I advise you to lis-
ten well and take my advice. You will ben-
efit if you take it. Fortune will bless you if 
you accept it. If you have a good friend, make sure you foster 
the friendship. Go visit him often, for the path which no one 
treads grows over with weeds and vegetation.
	 Loddfafnir, I advise you to listen well and take my ad-
vice. You will benefit if you take it. Fortune will bless you if you 
accept it. Get an honest man to teach you magic. Make sure you 
learn the healing spell while your heart still beats.
	 Loddfafnir, I advise you to listen well and take my ad-
vice. You will benefit if you take it. Fortune will bless you if you 
accept it. Never be the first to break up a friendship. Your heart 
will despair if you have no one to confide in.
	 Loddfafnir, I advise you to listen well and take my ad-
vice. You will benefit if you take it. Fortune will bless you if you 
accept it. Don’t waste your time arguing with a fool. You will 
never make them see reason. Rather debate a wise man, for you 
will both learn something. With a wise friend, you can speak 

plainly and honestly. Hollow flattery and lies have no value. 
A true friend will tell you what you don’t want to hear.

	 Loddfafnir, I advise you to listen well and 
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neither jarl, nor the wife of a jarl knows. The first 
is called ‘help’ and it will aid you in disputes, sadness 
and various other troubles. I know a second that man-
kind needs when they wish to heal the afflicted and wounded. 
I know a third conjuration that when I am in great need and 
need to thwart my enemies will blunt their weapons and then 
neither blade nor staff will bite. I know a fourth that if I am ever 
put in chains, this chant will set me free. All manner of binding 
will spring from my hands and feet. I know a fifth, that if I see a 
spear thrusting towards an ally, I can redirect its course so long 
as it remains within my sight. I know a sixth, for if an enemy 
tries to strike me with a wooden weapon, I can have it return 
and strike him instead. I know a seventh, a song that can stifle 
the fires which threaten to burn an ally’s hall. I know an eighth 
that has many uses, for it can subdue anger between men and 
bring about quick settlement. I know a ninth. Should a sud-
den wind or wave threaten a ship, I can calm the storm and put 
it to sleep. I know a tenth, that should hedge-witches’ spirits 
be soaring through the sky, I can confuse their minds, making 

sure they cannot find their way back to their bodies. I know 
an eleventh, that if my old friends must go into battle, 

I will sing among them, and ensure their victory. 
They will be protected upon the battlefield and 

they will return safely from it. I know a twelfth, 
that should I see a hanged corpse, I can carve 
the necromantic runes onto the body and have 
it walk and talk with me. I know a thirteenth 
that I may sprinkle water on a thane so that 

they fare well in battle, and no sword may cut 
them down. I know a fourteenth, this charm 

would grant me perfect recollection 
should I need to recall an Aesir or an Al-
far. I know a fifteenth, the Dvergar Thjo-
thraerir went and sang it in front of Del-
ling’s gates. It gave the Aesir strength. It 

gave skill to the Alfar. It gave me wisdom. I know a sixteenth. 
If I wish to seduce a cunning woman, I can change her mind 
and turn her heart. I know a seventeenth, a charm to quell the 
resistance in a woman’s heart. Loddfafnir you will desire these 
charms and it would be good for you to learn them, but it will 
take time. Rest assured that you will find them invaluable.” 
Odin added with a wink. “I know an eighteenth, which I will 
never teach a girl or a woman unless they be my wife or sister. 
It is best if no one else knows it; it will remain for the woman 
in my arms.”
	 Odin then began to walk away. “I have said all there 
is to say Loddfafnir. May it be useful to the sons of men and a 
detriment to the Jotuns. Hail to whoever teaches this wisdom. 
Hail to him who understands. He who listens will benefit. 
Blessings will be upon those who have paid attention.”
	 And with that Odin, the throne, the well and every-
thing else turned to mist.

	 Loddfafnir, I advise you to listen well and take my 
advice. You will benefit if you take it. Fortune will bless you if 
you accept it. When you drink ale use the might of the earth, 
because thyme defeats the hangover. Use fire cups against 
sickness and oak bark for upset stomach. Angelica against 
witchcraft and the alder wood to negate family strife. One must 
invoke Mani against hate and use alum powder against bites 
and stings. Know that earth protects from the flood and that 
the runes should be used in order to prevent misfortune.”
	 The advice came as wisdom delivered by the Mead of 
Poetry from one skald to another. Loddfafnir was overwhelmed 
by the staggering amount of lore that permeated his mind. The 
All Father stood, walked over to Loddfafnir and embraced him. 
All Loddfafnir could do is whisper “You... you have incredible 
wisdom. Where did you learn all of this? How did you learn the 
runes All Father?”
	 Odin whispered back,
	 “I hung on a windy tree,
	 nine long nights,
	 wounded with a spear,
	 given to Odin,
	 myself to myself,
	 on that tree which no man knows,
	 from where its roots run.
	 No bread did they give me,
	 nor a drink from a horn.
	 At the end I peered down,
	 I took the runes,
	 screaming I took them,
	 and then I fell back from there.”
	 Odin pushed Loddfafnir back, 
looked him in the eyes and said,
	 “I learned nine mighty spells 
from the famous son of Bolthorn, father 
of Bestla. I also received a drink of the 
precious Mead of Poetry, poured out from Odrerir. My mind 
bloomed with insight, and I grew wise. My words inspired 
more words. My deeds inspired more deeds. You will find 
the runes, magical staves with powerful runes that the mighty 
speaker painted. Made by the high powers and carved by the 
All Father. I carved these for the gods, Dainn for the Alfar, 
Dvalin for the Dvergar, Asvith for the Jotuns. I carved some for 
myself. Do you know how to carve them? Do you know how to 
read them? Do you know how to paint them? Do you know how 
to test them? Do you know how to consult them? Do you know 
how to sacrifice your blood? Do you know how to cast them? 
Do you know how to offer them?”
	 Loddfafnir opened his mouth but could not answer. 
Odin took it as ‘no’ and began to lecture.
      “It is better to pray for little, than to make an exaggerated 
offering in expectation. The gift is always for the repayment. 
It is better that it remains unsent than that it is sent too soon. 
Thund carved before the world was birthed, where he rose 
from the well and returned home. I know spell songs that 
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now you pour all of your grief into my sentence!”
	 Loki’s wife Sigyn was in attendance along with both 
their sons- Nari and Vali. Vali Lokisson drew his sword and 
shouted, “I will not allow you to sacrifice my father for your 
own satisfaction! You may kill me, but I will taste someone’s 
blood before I die.”
	 “Then that is what we’ll grant your wicked family! 
Seize him!” Mithotyn commanded. 
      Then he instructed Ve to transform Vali into a ravenous 
wolf. He then forced Vali to attack his own brother Nari. Vali 
bit into Nari’s stomach and gutted him. Then the gods chased 
Nari from Asgard.
	 Sigyn was horrified and Loki could not believe what 
he had witnessed. “You have all gone mad! Mithotyn you are 
monster!” Sigyn screamed.
	 “Death will be too easy a punishment. For Baldur’s 
death, you will face the worst punishment imaginable.” Mitho-
tyn explained. “We will unseal Hvergelmir with the sole pur-
pose of imprisoning you there. Then we will reseal it, leaving 
you to become Nidhogg’s play-thing.” Mithotyn threw his head 
back and laughed.
	 Baldur was so beloved that the Aesir found at least 
one soul in each realm to bring the four seals together. When 
they were brought in one place, Hvergelmir’s thresholds were 
unbarred and the Aesir walked into the foul, damp and evil 
realm.
	 “Over here.” Skadi said. “There is a den of ven-
omous vipers atop this outcrop. Venom pours out from their 
mouths to the stone below. Quick!” No one wanted to be in 
Hvergelmir.
	 They tied Loki to a stone slab that lay beneath the 
dripping venom. Mithotyn used Nari’s guts as the binding. 
When the venom began to pour upon Loki’s head he screamed 
and yelled in agony. His thrashing was so intense that the bed-
rock trembled. Sigyn ran to his side, grabbing a slab of stone 
that had the shape of a bowl, she held it above Loki’s head. Her 
arms trembled as she fought to keep the venom from touching 
her husband.
	 “Sigyn, if you want to stay, we won’t object.” Mitho-
tyn said with a smile. “There will be one less potential traitor in 
Asgard.”
	 “I will never leave Loki’s side!” she screamed hyster-
ically.
	 Mithotyn nodded and led the Aesir out of Hvergel-
mir. It was a dangerous and unsettling place, and the gods did 
not want to stay there longer than they had to.
	 Even such a short stay was not lost on the serpentine 
hoards. Many poured across the porous borders into Niflheim 
and beyond.

	 Loki was still at large and Heimdall sat upon Hlidsk-
jalf looking for him. The Warden of Asgard refused to rest un-
til the Trickster-god was apprehended. Mithotyn stood beside 
him. “Heimdall, is this a good idea? Odin always warned us of 
unintended consequences to those who used this throne.” He 
had been the King of the Aesir for some time, but there was so 
much to learn. The All Father had made it look easy.
	 “You take that up with Frigga and Thor. I’m sure they 
would love to hear that.” Heimdall replied absentmindedly as 
his attention was focused on the search. “Aha!” he exclaimed, 
“I should have known. Franangr Waterfall in Nidavellir! He 
has transformed himself into a salmon. We ride!” 
     Heimdall wasted no time. He mounted Gulltop and rallied 
the Aesir hunters. Among them were Thor, Forseti and Skadi.
	 Soon Nidavellir rumbled under the galloping riders 
who had come for the hunt. They brought a very large fishing 
net to catch the salmon in the river. Heimdall held one end, 
while Skadi held the other. Each walked along opposite sides 
of the river, dragging the net between them. They skimmed the 
river until the waterfall but it came up empty. Loki had seen 
them coming; he swam between two rocks and the net passed 
above him.
	  “We need to weigh the net down,” Forseti suggest-
ed. The Aesir gods then attached weights to the bottom of the 
net, ensuring it ran along the bottom of the river. 
	 Loki saw the net approaching and he panicked. He 
would have to jump over it if he was going to get away. When 
he tried, Thor reached out and caught him.
	 “Are you sure that’s Loki? Cook the fish over a fire 
and we’ll see if he reveals himself,” suggested Skadi. They held 
him over a fire until Loki returned to his natural form. 
	 The Trickster-god rubbed his side and protested at 
the violent treatment, “What is the meaning of this? Why do 
you hunt me? Why do you burn me?”
	 Forseti answered, “You had a hand in killing my fa-
ther, and I will bring you to justice.”
	 “Me?!” Loki said incredulously. “What about Hod? 
He hated Baldur after their fight for Nanna.”
	 Skadi grabbed Loki by the throat saying, “Don’t 
worry about Hod, Odin already saw to his justice. Be glad that 
we found you before Vali did. He is a stone-cold killer on Hod’s 
trail and I suspect Vali will be after you once he’s killed your 
accomplice.”
	 They returned Loki to Asgard where Forseti presid-
ed over his case. “Loki I find you guilty of being an accomplice 
in Baldur’s death.”
	 “What a sham of a trial,” spat Loki. “You’re his son!” 

Then the Trickster-god looked around the room, “How 
is this fair trial? Everyone in this hall loved Baldur, and 
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disobeyed. Heimdall was following Odin and both chatted like 
old friends who had not seen each other in a long time.
	 Mithotyn called out to Odin and asked him to join 
him in the main hall. Thorgerd Holgabrudr and Irpa were al-
ready hidden behind the massive columns.
	 “Ah Mithotyn, I was coming to see you.” Odin said 
with a smile. “Will you excuse us?” the All Father said to 
Heimdall.
	 Odin and Mythotin came into the hall, and Mithotyn 
barred the door behind them. “I don’t want us to be disturbed 
as we discuss matters.”
	 Suddenly Odin’s pleasant face turned into one of 
fury. “You traitorous pig! How could you sell me out after all 
of the mentoring I gave you? You had the Aesir throne, why 
would you put out a price on my head? It was yours, yet you 
wanted my blood as well? What is this I hear about Loki, what 
have you done? Do you realize the evil that escaped while you 
played your little power trip game? You were a disaster, and I 
regret ever entrusting Asgard into your hands.”
	 Mithotyn’s face was blazing red as anger boiled. 
“Me? You dare accuse me? I am the king and I will remain the 
king! Today is the last day you draw breath old fool. I don’t 
know how you escaped your enemies before, but now I have 
the best assassins blood can buy! Thorgerd Holgabrudr and 
Irpa, come execute!”
	 Odin reached for his spear, but it was not there. 
Thorgerd Holgabrudr stood on one side of Mithotyn and Irpa 
was on the other. Their Slaine weapons were drawn.

	 “Hello father,” said Thorgerd Holgabrudr as she 
jabbed a spear through Mithotyn’s spleen.

	 “We’ve missed you,” said Irpa, then she 
swung her hand axe and shattered his spine. 

They both addressed Odin.
	 Then they turned to Mithotyn, who had a 
look of horror and surprise upon his face. The 
spear was the only thing holding him up as he 

had lost control of both his hands and feet.
	 “The blood price has been paid.” The god-

desses said in unison.
	 Odin walked up to Mithotyn and 
whispered, “Did you really think you 
were a good King?” Then the All Father 
addressed his daughters, “Finish him.”

	 The mess was cleaned up and the Aesir were glad to 
have Odin back at the helm. Celebrations went on for days, and 
Odin outlined some of his policies regarding the denizens of 
Yggdrassil. Although bridges were being mended, the events 
of the past were propelling the events of the future. Only time 
would tell if Ragnarok could be averted.

	 Word of the All Father’s spiritual rebirth had spread 
throughout the heavens. The Aesir were ready for his return, 
but not everyone was pleased. Mithotyn had advertised Odin’s 
outlawry, the All Father was never meant to return. Odin 
would repay the Mythotin’s death sentence with one of his very 
own. Mythotin was frantic, and in his panic, he reached out to 
Thorgerd Holgabrud and Irpa. They were untamed goddesses 
of blood and violence. They had no interest in peace and tran-
quility. They fed on blood, chaos and war. They wore their long 
hair in braids and were dressed for war.
	 “Goddesses, I call upon you to offer a tribute. I will 
lay the price you ask upon your bloodied altar, just name it!” 
The Aesir king asked frantically. His time was running out.
	 The goddesses spoke in one haunting voice that 
came from nowhere and then everywhere all at once. “What do 
you seek Mythotin? We are not interested in joining the Aesir. 
The All Father asked us and we refused. Do not ask us, or we 
will refuse you as well.”
	 “I do not ask for your allegiance, only your sword…” 
Mithotyn said, pausing to choose his next words carefully. “I 
want you to kill Odin.”
	 Their expressions never changed. “What will you of-
fer as tribute for the deed?” they asked in unison.
	 “I will give you a thousand gold coins and a thousand 
gems.” Mithotyn offered.
	 “You do not understand. An offering to us must 
come in the form of blood. We require a blot.” Thorgerd Hol-
gabrudr and Irpa explained.
	 “I will slaughter one of Asgard’s finest hors-
es.” Mithotyn countered.
	 They shook their heads. “You do not 
understand. That or you are a fool. We only act 
when someone pays a price that is personally 
valuable,” intoned Thorgerd Holgabrudr and 
Irpa.
	 “Alright, you choose.” Mithotyn 
was getting frustrated. He was the king of the 
Aesir. These Jotun goddesses should be show-
ing him the proper respect. He had no 
other choice but to hire them because 
neither the Aesir nor Vanir gods would 
perform such a deed. Maybe Loki, but he 
was imprisoned.
	 “We accept your terms,” they said in unison. Mitho-
tyn dismissed them, feeling uneasy how their voices reverber-
ated unnaturally. The pair floated out of the room.

	 The day came when Odin wandered into Asgard. Mi-
thotyn had instructed Heimdall to escort him to Idavoll, 

but it appeared as though the Warden of Asgard had 
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across the skies of Midgard?” asked Vafthrudnir.
	 “The horse is named Skinfaxi and his mane shines as 
brightly as the sun. He pulls the sun over Midgard, and many 
below claim that he is the finest horse in all the lands.” Odin 
replied.
	 Vafthrudnir nodded.
	 “Tell me Gagnrath if you wish to display your wis-
dom. What is the name of the horse that pulls the moon west-
ward over the skies of the mighty gods?” asked Vafthrudnir.
	 “Every night, the horse named Hrimfaxi pulls the 
moon westward over the lands belonging to the gods. The 

froth from his maw drips down onto the ground below, 
becoming the morning dew.” replied Odin.

	 Vafthrudnir nodded.
	 “Tell me Gagnrath, if you wish to display 
your wisdom. What is the name of the river that 
flows between the lands of the Jotuns and the 
kingdom of the gods?” asked Vafthrudnir.
	 “Ifing is the name of the river you seek. It 

will never freeze and it will mark the boundary 
between the lands of gods and giants,” replied 

Odin.
	 Vafthrudnir nodded and his eyes 
narrowed. Now it was time to weed out 
the fools pretending to be wise- he had a 
question about prophecy.

	 “Tell me Gagnrath if you wish to display your wis-
dom. What is the name of the plain where Surt will lead the 
great army against the gods?” asked Vafthrudnir.
	 Odin paused for effect, then smiled and replied, 
“The legendary plain is known as Vigridr. It is one-hundred 
miles wide and will accommodate the armies in the final bat-
tle.”
	 Vafthrudnir sat up in surprise, not many had the 
knowledge of the future. “Indeed you are very wise stranger!” 
      It was time to raise the stakes Vafthrudnir surmised, “Come 
sit upon the dais next to me. I propose we wager our heads, let 
us see who is the wisest.”
	 Odin stood up and walked over and accepted the 
challenge. It was now Odin’s turn to ask the questions.
	 “Answer my first question wise Vafthrudnir, how 
were the earth and the sky created?” asked Odin.
	 Vafthrudnir held back a chuckle when he heard the 
easy question. He would impress Gagnarth by giving a more 
detailed answer, “The earth was formed out of Ymir’s flesh, 

	 Odin turned to his wife Frigga, “Advise me Frigga. 
I’d like to go visit Vafthrudnir and have a contest to see who is 
more learned.”
	 A look of worry crossed Frigga’s face, “Odin, you 
are the battle lord, the king of the gods, but Vafthrudnir is the 
lord of wisdom, king of knowledge, I fear that you will be out-
matched.” She knew that the bouts of wisdom would come at a 
steep price for the loser.
	 Odin’s voice resonated with passion, “I have traveled 
far, and have matched wits with the wisest and brightest. I must 
know where I stand with respect to Vafthrudnir. I wish to test 
his hospitality.”
	 Frigga knew that tone in her husband’s 
voice. It was clear that she wouldn’t be able to 
sway his mind. “Then travel safely and return 
to me alive. May your wits and words prevail 
against Vafthrudnir’s knowledge and argu-
ments.”
	 Without a second thought, Odin 
took his leave and sped to Vafthrudnir’s hall. 
Ignoring proper etiquette, he walked right 
in and confronted his quarry. “Hail 
Vafthrudnir, I greet you. I have come 
here from far in the hopes of meeting you 
in person. I must know how wise you are, 
if perhaps you are all-knowing.”
	 A large Jotun turned towards Odin, eyes tinged with 
knowledge and experience.  In a loud booming voice with 
angry undertones, Vafthrudnir demanded, “Who is this man 
who stands in my hall? Who am I speaking with? You won’t 
leave my hall unless you best me in a battle of wits?!”
	 Excellent, Odin thought to himself, everything was 
progressing as planned. “Gagnrath is my name and I have 
come to your hall to sample your hospitality. I have been on the 
road for a long time and I am thirsty.”
	 Vafthrudnir’s beard bristled as he smiled. “Then why 
do you stand there? Come and sit, and we will see who is wiser, 
the guest or this old host,” exclaimed Vafthrudnir.
	 Odin returned the smile. “When a poor man is the 
guest in a rich man’s home, he shouldn’t babble but rather, he 
should stay silent. He shouldn’t anger his gracious host.”
	 Vafthrudnir poured them each a horn of ale and so 
the game of wits began.

	 “Tell me Gagnrath if you wish to display your wis-
dom, what is the name of the horse that pulled the sun 

Vafthrudnismal

Odin Seeks Vafthrudnir

Vafthrudnir



379

far away, “I recall the birth of the mighty and noble 
Bergelmir at a time before the earth was formed. He was 
laid down and everyone paid homage.”
	 Odin now knew how old Vafthrudnir was. In order to 
try to trip up the wise Jotun, Odin switched to another topic al-
together. “Answer my ninth question wise Vafthrudnir, where 
did the wind come from? It cannot be seen, but it can be felt 
upon the seas.”
	 Vafthrudnir’s mouth betrayed a smile as he figured 
out Odin’s ploy, “There is a mighty Jotun in the shape of an 
eagle. His name is Hraesvelgr and he sits at the end of heav-
en. His wings are mighty and he causes all the winds upon the 
worlds.”
	 Odin began to realize that this was not going to be 
easy. It was time to get some more obscure knowledge that 
perhaps only the gods would know. “Answer my tenth question 
wise Vafthrudnir. How did Njord come to live among the Ae-
sir? He has hundreds of altars and temples, yet he was not born 
an Aesir god.”

	 “He made his home in Vanagard, but the wise Vanir 
powers traded him to the Aesir gods as a hostage. 

During Ragnarok he will go home to the Vanir,” 
answered Vafthrudnir with confidence.
	 Odin’s optimism shattered. Vafthrudnir 
was correct, but he also revealed news that 
implanted worry into the All Father’s heart- 
during the twilight of the gods, whose side 

would the Vanir join? He took a deep breath, 
tried to keep a straight face and continued the 

questioning while pondering the deep-
er implications of the news. “Answer 
my eleventh question wise Vafthrudnir. 
What matter of men reside in Odin’s 
hall? Each day they fight yet they do not 

die.”
	 “It is the Einherjar who fight in Valhalla. They drink 
together, they fight together and they rise together.” Vafthrud-
nir answered suppressing a yawn. All of these questions were 
easy for the very wise Vafthrudnir, for he knew all about the 
past, everything that was happening in the present, and the fu-
ture could not hide from his eyes.
	 Odin could feel the prospect of defeat closing in on 
him like a spectre chasing an invalid.  In desperation, he asked 
the most farfetched question that he could think of. “Answer 
my twelfth question wise Vafthrudnir. What are the secrets of 
the gods and the giants, wise one?”
	 Vafthrudnir saw this for the feeble attempt it was. It 
was a question with no real answer. It was time to put this wan-
derer in his place. “I can tell you every secret belonging to both 
the giants and the gods, for I have visited all of them. I have 
traveled through all the worlds, even the ninth world, and the 
dreaded realm of Niflheim, whom few dare to go.”
	 The question could not be answered in any 

the mountains from his bones, and the sky from the frost gi-
ant’s skull and the seas from his blood.”
	 Odin nodded sagely.
	 “Answer my second question wise Vafthrudnir, 
where did the sun and moon come from?” asked Odin.
	 “The father of both the sun and the moon is known 
as Mundilfaeri. His children help mankind keep time,” replied 
Vafthrudnir.
	 Odin noted that the answer was very simple. Perhaps 
Vafthrudnir knew no more about the sun and moon. He prod-
ded for more, “Answer my third question wise Vafthrudnir, 
what about the night and the day? Where did they come from 
and why does the moon wax and wane?”
	 Vafthrudnir was quick to answer, “Dag is the day and 
Nott is the night. Delling is Dag’s father and Norfi is Nott’s fa-
ther. The moon widens and narrows in order to help keep track 
of the seasons.”
	 Vafthrudnir will not be an easy adversary, Odin 
thought to himself, but he pushed the thought aside and con-
tinued the questioning. “Answer my fourth question 
wise Vafthrudnir, tell me about the winter and sum-
mer. Who created them?”
	 “Vindsval is the father of winter and 
Svasud is summer’s father.” Vafthrudnir an-
swered with a satisfied smile. So far the ques-
tions had been easy.
	 “Answer my fifth question wise 
Vafthrudnir, who was the first between the 
gods and Jotuns, which ancestor from the days 
of yore?”
	 Vafthrudnir answered with cer-
tainty, “Aurgelmir also known as Ymir, 
was the first and was the progenitor of 
the Rime Jotuns. Aurgelmir’s son was 
Thrudgelmir and his son was Bergelmir.”
	 Odin quickened the pace of his questions. “Answer 
my sixth question wise Vafthrudnir, how did Aurgelmir come 
to be?”
	 Vafthrudnir replied with pride, “He thawed from 
Elivagar’s frozen and poisoned embrace. He formed the proud 
lineage of the Jotuns, both fierce and frightful.”
	  “Answer my seventh question wise Vafthrudnir. 
How did Ymir have children if a spouse did not appear out of 
the rime?” Odin countered.
	 “It is known that his progeny was begat by his own 
body. Under his armpit grew a Jotun man and a Jotun maid-
en, and between his feet, a terrifying Jotun with six heads!” 
Vafthrudnir offered.
	  “Answer my eighth question wise Vafthrudnir, if you 
are the wisest. Tell me, what is your first memory?” asked Odin 
with genuine interest.
	 For the first time Vafthrudnir had to pause. He 
thought a while and answered in a voice that sounded very 
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	 Odin had a plan, “I have traveled far, experienced 
much, and I have challenged the wise and mighty. Which gods 
will rule after the flames of Ragnarok burn out?”
	 “When Surt’s flames die out, Vidar and Vali will in-
herit the earth. Modi and Magni will inherit Mjolnir after Thor 
meets his fate.” Vafthrudnir spoke loudly as he sensed a re-en-
ergized Odin before him.
	 The All Father stood up, if he was to lose his head 
now, the next answer would seal his fate. “I have traveled far, 
experienced much, I have challenged the wise and mighty. 
How will Odin lay down his life when his strand of fate runs 
out?”
	 Vafthrudnir stood up in front of Odin and bellowed, 
“A wolf will swallow the All Father, but his son Vidar will avenge 
him. He will sunder the jaws of the mighty beast!”
	 A smile Odin could not contain crossed his face and 
he whispered so that only Vafthrudnir could hear. “I have trav-
eled far, experienced much, I have challenged the wise and 
mighty. What did Odin whisper into Baldur’s ear upon the fu-
neral pyre?”
	 Vafthrudnir took a step back, his eyes going wide. 
This wasn’t the wanderer named Gagnrath that stood before 
him; it was none other than Odin, the All Father! “No one 
knows what you whispered into your son’s ear. With fated lips I 
have answered all of the questions that you asked. I told you all I 
know about the coming of the twilight of the gods. I have faced 
Odin himself- you are truly the wisest of us all.”

other way. Odin’s ruse had failed and the twelfth ques-
tion had been asked, but Odin would not give up so easily. 

“I have traveled far, experienced much, I have challenged the 
wise and mighty. Will any men or women survive after Fim-
bulwinter strangles Midgard?” Odin asked without giving 
Vafthrudnir a chance to speak. If he kept asking questions, 
Vafthrudnir would be unable to ask his own.
	 “Lif and Lifthrasir will survive by hiding in 
Hoddmimi’s forest. They will live off the magical dew and then 
a new race of mankind will blossom.” Vafthrudnir added.
	 ‘Incredible!’ thought Odin. Without leaving a mo-
ment for Vafthrudnir’s questions, Odin continued, “I have 
traveled far, experienced much, I have challenged the wise and 
mighty. How will there be a sun when the children of Fenrir 
have devoured it?”
	 Vafthrudnir continued to answer Odin’s questions, 
“Sol had a daughter and Fenrir’s kin will slaughter the radiance 
of the sky. Once the twilight of the gods has passed, she will 
follow in her mother’s footsteps.”
	 If Odin hadn’t already been sitting, his legs would 
have given out from under him. Was there anything Vafthrud-
nir didn’t know? But Odin was always at his best when his back 
was pressed up against a wall. “I have traveled far, experienced 
much, I have challenged the wise and mighty. Who are the 
maidens that glide over the seas and are all seeing?”
	 For the first time Vafthrudnir had to search his mind 
for the answer. The Norns were perhaps the most enigmatic 
immortal race, but as before, he had a reply, “Over the dwell-
ings the three descend, the maidens of Mogthrasir. They bring 
and dispatch fortune and they dwell among the Jotuns.”
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flames that emanated from his eyes.
	 Asgard was under attack. Heimdall blew Gjallarhorn 
and the Einherjar marched out of Valhalla’s five-hundred and 
forty doors. Each door allowed eight-hundred strong, standing 
shoulder to shoulder, to march out at once.
	 Jotunheim’s forces attacked, and they laid siege to 
the Golden City of the Aesir. They awaited Naglfar which had 
been delayed by Thor’s efforts. 
	 The second age of Ragnarok was known as the Sword 
Age. Midgard’s greatest heroes had found a way to forge a new 
sun. It rose into the sky, illuminating all worlds. For the first 
time in three years, denizens felt the morning dew upon their 
feet. Slowly the snow and ice began to recede.
	 In the Sword Age, a mortal woman left her mark 
on the world. Her name was Vargeisa the Fire Wolf. She had 
learned of Loki’s plight and made it her life’s ambition to free 
him. With the aid of Angrboda, she liberated the Trickster-god 

without removing the seals which barred Hvergelmir. It was 
a discovery and a feat that not even the most powerful 

immortals could discern.
	 Naglfar tore its moorings and rose from 

beneath the earth. Within its hull, it carried 
the city of Utgard and all its citizens. It flew 
through the sky, towards its purpose. At the 
helm was Loki, the Jotun of Destiny.
	 Three roosters warned the worlds of the 

coming of the third age of Ragnarok- the 
Wind Age. In Valhalla, the rooster Gollinkambi 

alerts the gods. In the forest of Glagvidr, 
Fjalar’s call rouses the Jotuns. Finally, 
Skrikja rouses the dead in Helheim. 
When Angrboda’s attendant Eggther 
heard Fjalar, he began to play his harp 

and sing with glee.
	 This is the age in which we live. The stories are not 
yet written, but a sword is about to shape this age. It is an In-
heritance that can raise the dead. An inheritance that is con-
tested by two important men, Od and Angantyr.
	 Asgard is in turmoil as Njord returns to the Van-
ir. His many grievances are not addressed and he washes his 
hands of the Aesir. 
	 In this third age, Nidhogg escaped the confines of 
Hvergelmir and begins his tyrannical reign of terror. Every 
single branch of Yggdrasil is touched by his malice and hatred. 
It is by his actions that Yggdrasil dies.
	 In this Wind Age, the Alfar have disappeared from 
the land, and it is said that they fight a War of Shadow. A young 
mortal man named Einar of the Storjunkari would be the her-

	 The winds had shifted and the world tree trembled. 
The words of men, gods, giants and dwarves would be forever 
changed. The beginning of the end had come, the first age of 
Ragnarok. It did not come as a thief in the night, instead it was 
belligerent making sure that no one could mistake its passing.
	 In the world of Midgard, the largest kingdom of 
Noveig was about to splinter. King Harald Fairhair was its rul-
er and he was old. He had great success and with because of 
that success he had many wives and mistresses. He had sired 
more children than he could remember, and unfortunately for 
the realm, he had not left any clear line of succession. Midgard 
was beset by Ragnarok as the king drew his last breath. His 
children immediately began to fight for his throne.
	 In the heavens, another sign brought Ragnarok to all 
the realms. Skoll and Hati had been chasing Sol and Mani for 
many centuries. Each year brought the celestial wolves closer 
to the sun and moon. On that day that Norveig descended into 
chaos, the sun and moon were devoured. The cosmic tree 
Yggdrasil fell into darkness.
	 This darkness ushered in the First Age 
of Ragnarok- the Axe Age. The Axe Age was 
defined by Fimbulwinter, a dark winter which 
would last for three years. Summer and the 
dawn would be forgotten. As the first snows 
fall, Hel’s hound Garm, who guards the cave 
of Gnipahellir will howl.
	 It is during this age that the legend-
ary Fafnir’s Treasure would be unearthed by 
brave heroes who would be willing to test 
its curse. Their greed would re-summon 
Gulveig to the world of men. She rose 
with a stretch and a smile as she surveyed 
the dark world around her.
	 The stars disappeared from the sky and the Muspe-
li Jotuns mourned and worried. It was unclear what had hap-
pened to their ancestors who had been keeping evil at bay.
	 Great calamities befell the worlds as earthquakes 
and floods ravaged the land. It is said that Nidhogg had found 
Loki, and the pain he endured was unbearable. His body was 
wracked with such pain and suffering that it shook the World 
Tree.
	 That roused the Trickster-god’s children. Hel closed 
her gates, and refused the dead. Those that died become the 
unliving, as profane Haugbui and Draugar. Jormungand show-
ered the realms with his poisonous breath killing millions of 
men, women and children. Finally rage consumed Fenrir, and 

he broke free and attacked Asgard. Those that survived 
spoke of his maw blotting out the sky, and the vicious 

Vargeisa

Ragnarok



383

	 As it was with the previous world trees, the world will 
be reborn. The cosmos continue and the survivors will emerge 
from the ashes and forge a new destiny. Gimle will survive 
Surt’s flames, and so will other interesting places. Brimir’s hall 
will remain standing at the crossroads. The survivors will find 
good drink and pleasant cheer. Idavoll will remain standing 
even though all of Asgard will have been reduced to rubble. 
Vidar and Vali will emerge and they will build a farmstead in 
the ruins. What they plant will grow in verdant abundance. It 
is also said that Modi and Magni will come to this farmstead 
along with Baldur and Hod. The sons of Thor will have saved 
Mjolnir and will sit around it talking about the world before the 
conflagration.
	 In Midgard, a grove called Hoddmimir’s Holt will re-
main unscathed. There a man named Lifthrasir and a woman 
named Lif will repopulate the new world.
	 The prophecies state that not all of the halls will be 
populated by good folk. There is another field called Nastrond 
which will also be spared, and there is a hall which will be con-
structed from the bodies of serpents. It is from this hall that 
Nidhogg will arise once more. The undying menace will con-
tinue his reign of terror.

ald that would bring the news to Midgard. The Alfar war threat-
ens to disrupt the prophecies of the Norns.
	 Ragnarok is said to have four ages, and the final age, 
the age of the wolf has not yet begun. Norn prophecy states 
that the final battle will take place upon the plain of Vigrid. 
There the gods and giants will clash in one final scene of blood 
and chaos. Surt will fight Frey, but Frey will only have a pair of 
antlers with which to fight the Muspeli Jotun. It is said that the 
Vanir god will die during this confrontation.
	 It is also said that Loki and Heimdall will fight, and 
they will kill one another. Hel will come to aid her father, and 
with her will be the armies of the dead. By her side will be the 
terrifying hound known as Garm. Tyr and Garm will fight and 
kill each other. Prophesy states that Thor will defeat Jormund-
gand. He will strike the Midgard Serpent dead, and then he will 
take nine steps and die. The great serpent’s poisonous breath 
will be the bane for the Thunder-god. Then Fenrir will swallow 
Odin, but the All Father’s sun Vidar will kill Fenrir by snapping 
his jaw. Vidar will step on Fenrir’s lower jaw and will lift the 
upper jaw until Fenrir’s skull breaks.
	 Then Surt’s fiery host will heed his call. When the 
Sons of Muspel will ride over Bifrost, it will break. Then they 
will engage the Einherjar upon the field of Vigrid. Knowing 
that Yggdrasil is lost, Surt will draw Laevateinn and raise it 
above his head. It will burn with the intensity of a thousand 
suns and he will split the sky. Then Surt will strike Yggdrasil 
and the worlds which hang upon it. Everything will burn and 
be reduced to ash.

Draugar
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was blessed with visions of the future. He guided his people to 
lands that provided for them. His direction had purpose and 
meaning, but even he was unsure where this road would ulti-
mately lead him. His recent visions had given Einar a pressing 
quest.
	 As they reached Norrland, their pace was so ag-
gressive that most of the tribe had become malnourished and 
exhausted, yet they pressed on. The king of Norrland, a man 
named Kjell received them. “You are strange foreigners in my 
lands, yet I am compelled to take pity on your perilous state. 
I beg you to stay here a week, please rest and feast upon the 
banquets I will set in your honour. Should you refuse my hospi-
tality, I am afraid you will not reach your destination alive.”
	 Einar instructed his people to stay the night and 
stock up on provisions, however at first light; he gave the edict 
that they must resume their trek. In the morning, the Stor-

junkari gave King Kjell some wood etchings that they 
had carved overnight as gratitude for his hospitality. 

The etchings depicted five scenes.
	 The first etching depicted a scene involv-

ing two worlds. One world was of darkness and 
ice and the other of fire and light. In between 
both worlds, a symbol was etched that looked 
vaguely serpentine.
	 The second etching depicted a scene in-

volving the same worlds, but between them a 
tree had grown, and at the roots of the 
tree was a dragon.
	 The third etching depicted an 
evolving scene. The tree was now sur-
rounded by many more worlds. The sun 

and moon had appeared on opposite ends of this etching.
	 The fourth etching depicted a darkened scene. There 
were no colours and the realms and the tree were revealed as 
silhouettes. The sun and the moon were no longer visible; in-
stead two wolves decorated the edges of the etching.
	 The fifth and final etching depicted the tree bent by 
winds. Surrounding the tree were black, white and grey hu-
manoids, which danced and battled. This was the etching that 
made King Kjell uneasy.
	 Einar and the Storjunkari left Norrland and entered 
Helsingland. This was their destination. It was a kingdom 
which was founded by Thorir Helsing as a refuge for 

	 The Wind Age was upon Midgard. It was the first 
night after the reforging of the new moon. Its light was cast 
upon the lands of Finnmark and illuminated the way for a tribe 
of nomads. These nomads were the Storjunkari tribe and they 
modeled their lives to mirror that of their sacred animal- the 
reindeer.
	 The tribe leader was a strange young man named 
Einar. The tribe had immortalized his life in the stone mon-
uments that littered the northern tundra. Einar’s destiny has 
been emblazoned brightly into the Tapestry of Fate. Violently 
born in the wilds of the north western reaches of Finnmark, 
Einar entered Midgard with glorious distinction. His mother 
was dying from battle wounds, leaving his father no choice but 
to cut Einar out of her uterus. Within days, Einar’s father fell ill 
to a mysterious affliction and joined his wife beyond the Veil. 
It is said the infant was then raised by the holy reindeer and 
protected until he was ten winters old.
	 A nomadic tribe that worshiped the Stor-
junkare, a local land Vaettir, found the sacred pack 
of reindeer that was watching over little Einar. 
Despite Einar’s nakedness, the cold could not 
touch him. They adopted him, knowing that 
the reindeer had bestowed upon them some-
one of great importance. The nomadic culture 
slowly seeped into Einar’s being, but much of 
his strange wild heritage remained. He grew 
into a strong leader of few words, and his 
brethren followed him without question.
	 As was the custom in his tribe, 
he took many wives, and the first of which 
was Berga. She had always had eyes for 
Einar, and her interest started from the moment he was adopt-
ed by the tribe. In the usual custom, they built a shrine called 
a Seita to the reindeer spirits and received blessings for their 
union. However, on the first day something very strange hap-
pened. It was, as if Einar’s seed imparted some magical en-
chantment upon his wife. Physically she remained as she was, 
but her mind was opened as if the night clouds parted to reveal 
the figurative full moon. Her soul was awakened as if it had 
been slumbering since her birth. She found that she could now 
see, commune with, and interact with the spirit world. This oc-
curred to all of Einar’s wives on the night of consummation.
	 Einar was not without magical powers of his own. He 

Ep i l o g u e
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those who wished to escape the bloody war between King Har-
ald Fairhair and King Bjorn Eriksson. Thorir was a noble king, 
but his children were another matter altogether. They had an 
unhealthy obsession with Seith magic which had led them 
down the dark path to Void magic. After Thorir’s passing, the 
Helsing high-council devolved to being ruled by Orlogs. These 
men and women had been using Void magic. Disregarding the 
risks, they drew the darkness of Ginnungagap. Recently, the 
entire population of Helsingland had vanished.
	 The reindeer tribe wandered the deserted streets 
of the towns along the way. They turned westward and then 
climbed up into the mountains. They finally reached a city 
made of stone. It was on the edge of Mirkvid. There Einar 
stretched his hands skyward and began to chant. His wives 
stood in a circle around him and they lent their voices. The 
lights became brighter, the shadows grew deeper and a wind 
picked-up. It blew all around them, and blurred the world, as if 
the wind could blow colours. Even the stones beneath their feet 
had their colours changed; the browns and greys were whipped 
up like a banner during a windstorm. 
	 Emerging from Mirkvid was a Lios Alfar. His hand 
clutched a bleeding wound and he limped towards Einar. “I am 
glad that you have come. Follow me! We must hurry, the others 
are waiting.”
	 Without words, Einar directed his people into 
Myrkvid.
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find the Alfar. I don’t even believe that the Norns know what 
has become of your people. Where have they gone? How have 
you come here?” Odin spoke.
	 “Do you know where we are?” Arawn asked as his 
eyes narrowed.
	 “Mirkvid,” Odin answered quickly, wishing to get his 
answers before Arawn decided to leave.
	 “Yes the dark forest. Have you ever noticed how 
every realm has a Mirkvid of its own? Did you know that they 
are all connected? We are in the Mirkvid of Midgard at the mo-
ment, but if I were to lead you down a certain path, we could 
arrive at the Mirkvid in Muspelheim…” Arawn was going to 
continue, but Odin finished his sentence.
	 “…and Alfgard has a Mirkvid and you have come 
from there. How do you navigate this malice filled forest? Even 
the gods curse when they must trek its haunted trails,” the All 
Father said. Then he paused, thinking of which of his many 
questions to ask next. “Arawn, tell me what is this war and why 
do you fight? How will it affect Yggdrasil and its denizens?”
	 Arawn looked at Odin’s hands. The All Father looked 
down and saw spiders crawling over them; they were emerging 
from his sleeves. He swatted at them, and irrational fear began 
to take hold. The King of the Aesir should have no fear of spi-
ders borne in Midgard. At this, Odin’s eyes widened and he 
whispered, “the nightmares!”
	 “Yes, you feel the War of Shadows in your dreams. 
It is not fought beyond the Veil but rather it is fought in the 
Otherworld. Gods, Jotuns, Dvergar and mankind touch and 
feel the Otherworld in their dreams.”
	 “Is this another realm?” Odin asked reflexively.
	 “No, it is a space closer to what you would find be-
yond the Crucible of Life. All divinities and all realities have 
laid anchor in the Otherworld, but it has its own native den-
izens. The Norns you know have been there. The Morrigan 
are natives of the Otherworld, and so are the Laumes who are 
revered by the Baltic Tribes. Right now, the War of Shadow has 
boiled over into your dreams, but as the war progresses, your 
worlds will visibly change. That is the invariable by-product of 
Alfar, strife… and your Norns know this.” Arawn said with a sly 
smile. “Why do you think that they ‘abandoned’ you? It was 
never about you All Father, rather it was about their precious 
destiny.”
	 Arawn nodded and turned to go, “I will truly enjoy 
tonight’s hunt.”
	 “Wait! What is Nidhogg’s game?” Odin asked des-
perate to get one more answer from a man he would most likely 
never see again.
	 “Nidhogg heads the Unseelie Court, and he has mar-

	 It was Yule time during the Wind Age. Odin led the 
Wild Hunt. Doors were closed and barred. No one stayed out 
past sunset. The dead and the lost souls were stirring. Odin 
had adopted hounds for this year’s Wild Hunt. They were Sol-
timm the Ravenous and Gradr the Hungry. The All Father’s 
new hounds were following a scent when they came across a 
pack of white hounds with red tipped ears. Another rider ap-
peared, he was dressed in grey and his features looked foreign.
	 “Who crosses paths with the All Father?” Odin 
demanded. Since the onset of the Wind Age, he had forgone 
his disguises. The Aesir were in the fight of their lives, and he 
had to show presence and leadership. Wandering off in secret 
would be detrimental for the survival of his kin.
	 “I am Arawn of the Seelie Court and these are my 
hounds, the Cwn Annwn. It would seem that both our people 
seek souls during this troubled time,” the stranger said with a 
scowl upon his face.
	 Odin looked astounded, “The Seelie Court? You 
must tell me where the Alfar have gone. Frey has looked be-
yond the Veil as have I, but no traces of the Alfar have we seen. 
It is as if Yggdrasil itself has swallowed up Alfgard and Svartalf-
heim. My Voelvas speak of a War of Shadow, but we know noth-
ing more. I beg you to tell me more. I will forego my quarry on 
this night if you give me answers.”
	 “I will indulge you for exclusive hunting rights to-
night. Do you know about the Selee and Unseelie courts?” 
Arawn asked.
	 “The Seelie court is composed of the Lios Alfar and 
the Unseelie Court is run by the Svart Alfar?” Odin said uncer-
tainly.
	 “Yes and no,” answered Arawn. “The Lios Alfar and 
the denizens of Alfgard make up the Seelie Court. There are 
more than just the Alfar in Alfgard. The same can be said about 
the Unseelie Court and the denizens of Svartalfheim. Do you 
know of the Aos Si?”
	 “No,” answered Odin truthfully.
	 “In your tongue the Aos Si are the Dokkalfar, the 
Shadow Elves. They are the result of a Lios Alfar breeding with 
a Svart Alfar. They are the catalysts that precipitated the War 
of Shadow.” Arawn explained. “When the Aesir imprisoned 
Loki, they lifted the seals for a short time. You believed that 
Nidhogg remained in Hvergelmir because you did not feel his 
might exerted upon Yggdrasil. Well let me tell you, he did es-
cape during that narrow window of opportunity, but instead 
of attacking the nine realms, he stole into Svartalfheim. His 
pestilence had an irrevocable effect upon Alfgard and Svartalf-

heim.”
	 “Neither the gods, nor the Jotuns have been able to 
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shalled the Svart Alfar to take control of the Dokkalfar. Facing 
the combined might of the Svartalfar and the Dokkalfar, the 
Lios Alfar will be wiped from your memories forever. The Seel-
ie Court will be ground to dust. But do not worry All Father, 
we have many champions who have come to our aid, Laima and 
Manannan mac Lir are among them.” Arawn said as he disap-
peared into Mirkvid.
	 Odin mulled over all that he had learned. Perhaps the 
Dvergar were right all this time- Fate and destiny are mutable. 
Perhaps Ragnarok will end in a very different way.
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banquet, he asked for the king’s daughter’s hand in marriage. 
King Ingjald weighed the request carefully and mulled over his 
response, knowing that the twelve sons were legendary Ber-
serkirs.
	 Suddenly a man stood up in protest. His name was 
Hjalmar the Great Hearted. He was known throughout the 
lands of Svealand as a generous warrior. He was a man that 
used wisdom before violence and a leader that rewarded his 
armies with generous treasure. He was also King Ingjald’s 
champion.
	 “My lord king, before you reply to these men, I would 

like you to recall my service to your kingdom. I have been 
loyal to your house. I have led your armies to count-

less victories and my men hold me in very high es-
teem. Likewise, I regard you like a father, and my 

love for your daughter cannot be ignored. She 
had my heart and I want her as my wife. Think 
upon my words before you answer these for-
eigners. Know that they come here with blood 
on their hands. They only know how to destroy, 
so consider my proposal.” Hjalmar the Great 

Hearted stated before everyone in the hall.
	 Everyone heard Hjorvard and his 
brothers’ growl.
	 King Ingjald was nervous. He 
did not want to make enemies with either 
of these men. He thought in silence and 

then spoke.
	 “You are both suitable husbands. Both of you come 
from great houses and so I cannot refuse either of you. What I 
will do is ask my daughter to choose, for she is as wise as she is 
beautiful.”
	 Then King Ingjald’s daughter rose to speak, “My 
father is fair and wise. Both of my suitors are men of renown, 
but I will choose the one I know best. I have grown up around 
Hjalmar the Great Hearted and I have witnessed all of his great 
deeds. Hjorvard the Berserkir I know only from reputation- a 
terrifying man who has cowed kings through his violence. So I 
will choose Hjalmar the Great Hearted as my husband to be.”
	 Hjorvard yelled in frustration and flipped a table in 
the hall. Hands went to sword hilts as tension between the men 
escalated quickly. The twelve brothers stood together, ready to 
follow Hjorvard’s lead. Hjalmar the Great Hearted also had his 
men at his back as the king begged for peace.
	 “Bah, you chose a coward and I will prove it! Hjal-

	 In the far eastern lands of Midgard, beyond the Baltic 
tribes, there was a kingdom called Gardariki. It was ruled by a 
king named Sigrlami and he had a beautiful daughter named 
Eyfura. He was an old king, and his wives had never given him 
any other children. The king’s most prized possession was a 
sword named Tyrfing. When this sword was held aloft it shone 
with the brightness of the sun. It was a magical blade that could 
kill anyone it struck, no matter how small the wound. It also 
carried a curse, for every time it was unsheathed, it had to taste 
blood. It could only be re-sheathed while warm blood coated 
its blade. Tyrfing’s legacy was well known, for it had granted 
victory to many great men. It had been passed down from 
one great man to other great men, each time forging 
a legacy for those owners. These legacies were 
immortalized in the songs of the wandering 
skalds.
	 One day a man named Arngrim 
came to Sigrlami’s court. He was young, wise 
and strong. He stayed a while in Gardariki. He 
earned the king’s respect and he gained prom-
inence and stature in Sigrlami’s court. Arngrim 
eventually became the leader of the army and he 
protected Gardariki from invaders.
	 The king elevated Arngrim to 
lord and offered him his daughter’s hand 
in marriage. The two were wed, and King 
Sigrlami bequeathed the sword Tyrfing 
to his son-in-law. After the king passed away, King Arngrim 
moved the kingdom’s seat of power to the northern lands of 
Bolm. There he and Eyfura had twelve sons. The oldest ones 
were named Angantyr, Hjorvard, Hervard, and Hrani. They 
grew up strong and fierce, following the path of the Berserkir. 
They won every battle and their fame grew. There were no 
kings that would oppose these twelve sons.
	 The Yule-night was upon them and it was time for the 
Bragarfull, an oath swearing ritual that would pave the way into 
the new year. Each in turn, the sons of King Arngrim took the 
sacred drinking horn and made their oaths. When it was Hjor-
vard’s turn, he swore an oath to marry King Ingjald’s daughter. 
She was renowned for her beauty throughout the eastern king-
doms and many great warriors wished to have her as a bride.
	 That spring the sons of King Arngrim set out to 
Svealand, the kingdom of King Ingjald. The Berserkirs ar-

rived in his court in Uppsala and they were invited in for a 
feast. During the feast, Hjorvard stood and addressed 

the king. In full view of everyone assembled at the 
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sive ships, each capable of carrying dozens of men. 
One of the ships had the banners that belonged to Od the 
Far-Traveled who the brothers called “Arrow-Od” because 
of his talents with the bow. He would be a powerful ally to Hjal-
mar.
	 As their boats approached, they saw many men upon 
the moored ships. The son of Arngrim began to gnaw their 
shields and they drew their weapons as Berserkir rage gripped 
them. They jumped off their ships and splashed into the water. 
Six brothers stormed Od’s ship while the other six attacked 
Hjalmar’s ship. The men aboard the ships were competent 
warriors so they put up a fight, but the Berserk brothers ran 
amok on the ships. The water in the bay turned crimson as the 
air filled with dead men’s screams. Twelve men lived and twelve 
men went ashore.

###
	 Hjalmar and Od had come to Samsey well before the 
twelve Berserkir brothers. They left their men on the ships and 
went on foot to explore the island in order to find a suitable 

space for the Holmgang. They were returning from the 
forest when they saw the carnage down in the bay. 

The Berserkirs were standing upon the beach 
with bloodied weapons, their heads bowed in 
fatigue. It is known that once Berserkir fury 
leaves a warrior, it leaves them in a weakened 
state.
	 An uncertainty ran through both men’s 

hearts. The scenes in front of them looked like 
a slaughter of sheep by a small pack of ravenous 

wolves. Hjalmar turned and spoke to Od, 
“I think that tonight we will be Odin’s 
guests in Valhalla.”
	 “I would think it best that we es-
cape to fight another day,” replied Od. 

“These men are the best warriors in Svealand... but their rage 
has left them, so we may stand a chance if we fight them now.”
	 “I have no desire to flee, today is where I face my des-
tiny, whatever it may be.” said Hjalmar.
	 Od declared, “I have no desire to see Odin on this 
night, so let us fight them and win!”
	 Both men were building up the courage in one an-
other. It wasn’t easy. The twelve brothers saw them and Angan-
tyr drew Tyrfing. The light from the blade was as bright as the 
sun.
	 Hjalmar turned to Od and asked, “I think we should 
split them up, one of us fights Angantyr, the other fights the 
other eleven warriors. Which do you choose?”
	 Od ran his hand over his magical mail shirt, “I will 
face Angantyr. His blows with Tyrfing will be deadly, but my 
magical armour should protect me against it.”
	 “You just want the glory!” Hjalmar accused his 
friend with a smile, “I promised the princess that I would 
fight the Holmgang, so I’ll be the one who faces 

mar, if you’re so great, then meet me on Samsey before the 
wedding. I challenge you to a holmgang so that your bride 
could see what a coward you truly are. If you fail to meet me on 
the island before your wedding day I will invoke the gods and 
the Norns to curse your name. May everyone who hears your 
name feel shame and loathing,” Hjorvard growled.
	 A gasp went out through the crowd. To Hjalmar the 
Great Hearted it was clear that Hjorvard wished to kill him be-
fore the wedding so that the king’s daughter would marry him 
instead.
	 “Nothing would please me more!” retorted Hjalmar 
the Great Hearted.

###
	 The date was set and the twelve brothers returned 
home. They told their father of what had happened and their 
father told them that they would be victorious.
	 King Arngrim said to his sons, “Since the day that 
each of you was born I have never feared for your safety. I know 
I have raised a pack of ferocious wolves that will never be de-
feated.”
	 Now it was Angantyr’s turn to marry, and 
he had fallen in love with jarl Bjarmar’s daughter. 
Svafa was overjoyed to marry Angantyr and 
they were soon wed.
	 On his wedding night, Angantyr had 
a bad dream. The next morning, he told his 
father-in-law of the nightmare.
	 “I dreamt that my brothers and I 
landed upon Samsey. A flock of birds opposed 
us and we slaughtered them. Then we 
went deeper into the island and a pair of 
eagles descended upon us. We drew our 
weapons and fought them, but they were 
ferocious. One of them raked and clawed 
my brothers while I struggled against the other. I don’t know 
what the outcome was because I awoke, but it’s clear that we 
were bloodied and the eagles got the better of us,” said Angan-
tyr.
	 Jarl Bjarmar replied, “Losing is not something to 
which you are accustomed. It is clear that this was an omen, a 
premonition of things to come.”
	 Days later the brothers were back at home, preparing 
for their departure to Samsey. They loaded up their long-ship 
with their weapons and armour, and their father came to see 
them off. He approached Angantyr and told him that he had 
heard about the nightmare.
	 “Son, the Norns have spoken to you in your dreams. 
Your omen is a fate that you and your brothers must meet head-
on, but before you go, I want you to have Tyrfing. Take this 
magical blade that has served me well over the years.” King 
Arngrim said handing the sheathed blade to his son.
	 When the brothers came into view of Samsey they 
saw two large vessels moored at Munarvarg. These were mas-

King Arngrim
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Tyrfing.”
	 With a shout, the friends went out to exchange blows 

with the twelve brothers. The Berserkirs shouted a battle-cry, 
but it was muted by their exhaustion. Od was quickly sur-
rounded by 11 warriors eager to send him to Valhalla, and the 
blades of Hjalmar and Angantyr clanged in a martial symphony.
	 Od took advantage of their sluggish motions and 
felled the eldest first. After Hjorvand fell to Od’s steel, Her-
vard was next. In this way Od dispatched his eleven assailants. 
The fight between Hjalmar and Angantyr was more protracted. 
Each struck blows upon the other. Eventually Hjalmar man-
aged to strike a killing blow and Angantyr was left to await the 
Valkyries.
	 “Friend, what’s wrong?” asked Od. “Your colour 
does not look healthy,” he observed when looking upon Hjal-
mar’s features. Then he saw the sixteen wounds that had been 
inflicted by Tyrfing. It was clear to both of them that Hjalmar 
would be called by the Valkyries very soon. Hjalmar sat clumsi-
ly as his vision darkened.
	 Halmar struggled to get his words out, “I owned five 
large farmsteads, but my lot in life is to die here on Samsey. 
I know that my kinsmen drink in my lord’s hall, awaiting my 
arrival. Instead of joining them in their revelry, I am damned 
to remain here, suffering Tyrfings curse. I came here so that 
I could return to my fair maiden, but sadly I will never see her 
lovely face again.”
	 “Od, take this golden ring from my arm,” said Hjal-
mar, “and give it to my beloved in Ingibjorg.”
	 Before dying, Hjalmar had a final vision which he 
whispered, “From the highest treetop I see a raven taking up 
flight. It flies east, with an eagle as its companion. They come 
to feast, to feast on my blood.”
	 Being a good and loyal friend, Od brought Hjalmar’s 
body back to Ingibjorg. Before leaving he buried Angantyr 
and his brothers in a mound. They were worthy warriors who 
deserved a hallowed resting place. He buried them with their 
armour and weapons, including Tyrfing.
	 Seeing Hjalmar’s body and struck with tremendous 
grief, his bride-to-be took her own life.
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a small ship.
	 She came across some raiders from the Baltic and 
she fell in league with them and they all went Viking. Everyone 
called her Hervard and soon she rose to be their leader. They 
respected her ferocity upon the battlefield and her noble up-
bringing gave her the leadership skills she needed.
	 One day she and her war-band landed on the shores 
of Samsay. She told her men that there was great treasure to 
be found upon the island, but they refused to disembark. They 
said that whispered tales spoke of ferocious mythical beasts 
that roamed the island. These beasts had a taste for human 
flesh and during the daylight hours; Samsay was more dan-
gerous than other places at night. Everyone knew things were 
worse at night, and their leader had arrived at Munarvag at sun-
set.
	 The ships dropped anchor and Hervor came ashore 
in a small skiff. As the sun passed behind the horizon she came 
upon a herder. The herder called out to her, “Who dares to 
land upon Samsay at the witching hour? Flee for your own safe-
ty stranger.”
	 Hervor snorted, “I will do no such thing. Tell me 
savage farmer, where are the cairns that mark the final resting 
place of Hjorvard?”
	 The herder narrowed his eyes and replied, “You 
truly do not know the danger you seek. Return to your Viking 
friends and abandon your search for this evil place. The fires 
from beyond will claim you if you pursue this reckless adven-
ture.”
	 “I will not be deterred by any fire- that of men or that 
of supernatural origin. Step aside if you will not help.” Hervor 
shot back.
	 “Only a fool would continue on to seek out the fires 
that burn within the barrows. The mounds will open and you 
will run!” warned the herder as he wandered off into the dark-
ness.
	 Hervor searched for the mystical fires and saw them 
upon a hill of barrows. As she approached, the landscape was 
shrouded in a mist. At last she had found her Berserkir ances-
tors.
	 She stood before the barrows and intoned, “Wake 
Angantyr. Hervor wakes you! Svava’s daughter is here to claim 
her inheritance. Hervard, Hjorvard, Hrani and Angantyr! 
From the roots of Yggdrasil I beckon you. Come in your mail 
shirts and with your weapons drawn. I seek the blade that 
was forged by the Dvergar, the blade that came into our 
family when in days of old Sigrlami held it aloft.”

	 Svava, Jarl Bjarmar’s daughter was with child. An-
gantyr would have an heir, but his life was cut short before 
his daughter was born. When the water was sprinkled upon 
her, the name Hervor was given. She was a very athletic girl, 
as strong as the boys. She preferred swords and bows to nee-
dle-work and embroidery. She was always up to mischief and 
when she became older, she began robbing the people who 
passed through the forest north of her kingdom.
	 Word of the robberies reached her grandfather’s 
ears. His subjects demanded that he take action to restore the 
safety of the roads within his kingdom. He sent his best men 
to capture the thief, and when they returned he wasn’t sur-
prised to see his mischievous grand-daughter. He put her un-
der house arrest for a while, hoping that it would tame her wild 
spirits.
	 Her confinement in the court only emboldened her 
bad behaviour. She treated the servants badly and tormented 
the thralls. Many were afraid to chastise her due to her rank 
and privilege, but one day a servant who had had enough of her 
bullying spoke out. 
	 “You are an awful noble-woman. Everyone’s afraid of 
you, but I’ll tell you why you are the way you are. The father you 
met wasn’t some glorious hero, he was a swine herder of the 
lowest rank,” the servant said using hurtful lies.
	 Hervor was scandalized. She had always been told 
that her father was a brave and renowned warrior. Hervor con-
fronted her grandfather about her father’s lineage.
	 “Grandfather, I have always been told that my father 
was a warrior of great distinction, but today someone told me 
that he was a swine herder. Is this true?”
	 Jarl Bjarmar set the record straight and told her about 
her father’s lineage and heroism upon Samsey. Upon hearing 
the legendary stories, especially the tales about Tyrfing, Her-
vor desired to visit her father’s burial mound.
	 “Grandfather, what a rich inheritance awaited the 
son of King Arngrim. Surely this inheritance awaits Angan-
tyr’s daughter. I will disguise myself to look like a son and will 
venture forth to claim the inheritance from my kinsmen.”
	 Then she visited her mother Svava.
	 “Mother, dress me up as you would a son. My soul 
is restless here. I am going to follow my lineage, and seek the 
inheritance of my kinsmen.”
	 Hervor cut her hair short and dressed as a warrior 
would, in mail and leathers. She insisted to those who saw her, 
that they call her “Hervard”. It was a suitable name for a man 
she reckoned. She insisted on going alone and she departed on 
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father.
	 “Fare thee well daughter. Keep our lineage and leg-
end alive. You truly are the embodiment of the strength and 
courage passed down from the sons of Arngrim,” Angantyr 
said as the each door closed up sealing up the flames and her 
father.
	 “Rest well father, now that I’ve met you, know that 
my heart sings with pride,” she whispered back.
	 When Hervor returned to shore, her ships were 
gone. Her men had seen the fiery exchange in the distance 
and fear rode their minds like a Berserkir on a horrified steed. 
She walked the beaches until she found a shepherd who had a 
ship. She secured passage back to the mainland and after some 
travels and adventures; her trek led her to King Gudmund of 
Glassisvellir. The king’s son Hofund welcomed Hervor who 
was traveling under the name of “Hervard”. Like all warriors 
of renown, “he” was welcomed with open arms into King Gud-
mund’s court. Hervor met the king and she was surprised. De-
spite his advanced age, he was incredibly athletic and of sound 
mind. Some said that he had lived one hundred years or more.

	 One afternoon in the great hall, the warriors were re-
laxing over games of hnefatafl. The king was having 

a bad day. He had lost several games in a row. He 
stood up and asked, “Would anyone here have 
any advice for an old king? I seem to be very 
bad at this game.”
	 The warrior named Hervard stood up from 
his own game and went over to give the king 

wise counsel. He had left Tyrfing unattended 
and in the presence of warrior with a keen eye 

for a good blade. This curious warrior 
went over and picked up the sword still 
sheathed in its scabbard. While admiring 
the craftsmanship, the warrior drew the 
blade part ways out of the scabbard and 

the hall suddenly turned as bright as a courtyard. It was as if 
giants had ripped off the roof.
	 Recognizing the sword’s enchantment, Hervor 
turned and snatched the unsheathed sword from the curious 
warrior. As always the compulsion of the curse took hold and 
Hervor decapitated the man with one swing. A cry of alarm 
went through those assembled as Hervor gathered her things 
and stormed out of the hall.
	 “We should chase her down and avenge our fellow 
man-at-arms,” said one man.
	 “Such a foul deed cannot go unpunished, who’s with 
me?” said another. But King Gudmund stood and silenced 
them with a simple wave of his arm.
	 “Listen to me, an act of revenge won’t be as noble as 
you think. This ‘Hervard’ is not a man, but a woman. Killing 
her will not bring any of you any renown. Besides, her sword 
is the legendary Tyrfing, so many of you will be in your graves 
before any revenge can be exacted,” counseled the king.

	 She waited expectantly, but the silence never wa-
vered.

	 Frustrated, she taunted her kinsmen, “What has 
become of these violent warriors? Have they turned to dust? 
Will none of Eyfura’s sons come to greet their niece? Hervard, 
Hjorvard, Hrani, Angantyr! Have the maggots devoured your 
tongues? Will you not bring forth Dvalin’s great creation?”
	 Then she got her answer. A ghostly growl of a voice 
answered, “Why does my daughter wake me?”
	 Hervor turned to the sound and she saw the barrow 
splitting open, her father bathed in unholy flames.
	 “Hervor, you are foolish to wake the dead. Have you 
come seek to doom and evil? I see that your mind is shroud-
ed in darkness as you seek the accursed blade. Know that our 
vanquishers took the treasure with them when they departed.” 
Angantyr warned.
	 His daughter was not easily deterred. “You lie!” she 
shot back. “May the gods grant you peaceful rest if you have 
been robbed of this treasure, but may you be cursed if you hold 
back this heirloom from your only child.”
	 A curse was not something Angantyr wished 
to receive from his strong spirited offspring. He 
gestured with his hands and the earth parted fur-
ther, revealing Tyrfing bathed in flame.
	 “Hel’s ward has been lifted and you 
may claim your prize. Know that it will come 
at a cost... seize it only if you wish to suffer the 
wrath of its fires.” Angantyr warned.
	 “Flames will not scare me away from 
my rightful inheritance. The creatures of Mus-
pelheim will shudder when they see me 
standing in the doorway,” she replied.
	 “Daughter, hear me out. Do 
not take this sword because it will be your 
doom. You will trust in its strength and 
will forget its evil nature. Not only will it bring ruin to you, but 
your children as well. I look into the future and I see your noble 
son Heidrek holding this sword. Is this what you want?!” her 
father bellowed into the night air.
	 Hervor’s eyes glistened in anticipation. “This pow-
erful heirloom I will have. No one will deny me Hjalmar’s bane. 
I ignore your warning, look at how the sword wishes me to take 
it.”
	 The flames around it were slowly dying down, as if 
the magical sword was beckoning to its new owner.
	 Angantyr saw that it was no use, his daughter would 
become the new owner of Tyrfing and the legend would live 
on. He gave her one last piece of advice. “You will take your 
inheritance from me, but beware its edges, even the slightest 
scratch will beckon death. Know that every time Tyrfing is un-
sheathed, it will take a life, make sure it isn’t yours.”

	 She grasped the scabbard with the sword within. Her 
arm shook from the excitement and she smiled at her 
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sword and killed his rival. Angantyr was furious when 
he was summoned to the scene of the crime. He grabbed 
his brother by the neck and dragged him out to the court-
yard, telling him, “Father sent you away because of your evil 
ways. I gave my younger brother a chance, in the hopes that 
you had changed under wise Gizur’s tutelage, but I see that 
my judgment was wrong. You are very much the scoundrel you 
were. Be gone and don’t return.”
	 Heidrek was humiliated and angry. He scaled the 
walls and wandered the ramparts, brooding and plotting his re-
venge. He heard voices below him. Finding a loose rock, about 
the size of a man’s head, he threw it into the darkness below.
	 He heard a scream and then several people yelling, 
it seems like he had hit his mark. He descended to get a better 
look, and to his dismay, he saw his brother lying on the ground. 
Blood was pouring out of the mortal wound in his head.
	 Heidrek immediately sought out his father. Hofund 
was furious. Their shared blood was only thing that kept Ho-
fund from killing his son Heidrek. Instead he took many mea-
sured breaths and declared that henceforth Heidrek would be 

considered an outlaw. He would have no home, no family 
and the laws of men would not apply. He could be 

hunted by any man who wished him dead with-
out any repercussion. Hervor thought that the 

judgment was harsh but also fair considering 
the crime. She did however ask her husband to 
give their son some wise counsel, fearing that 
he would not live long as an outlaw.
	 Her husband obliged and addressed his 

son, “First, never aid a man who has murdered 
his lord. Second, never vouch for a man who 

has killed a friend. Third, never let you 
wife travel alone upon the open roads. 
Fourth, never spend more time with your 
mistress than your own family. Fifth, nev-
er ride a steed fit for someone of higher 

rank. Sixth, never foster the son of a man who is more powerful 
than you. I speak, but I see that this falls on deaf ears. Now, be 
gone!”
	 Heidrek felt that this advice was laced with malice 
and he openly chose to ignore it. He spun on his heel and left 
the hall, planning to never return. His mother walked him to 
the gates and had some last words for her son.
	 “Dearest Heidrek, what you have done is unforgiv-
able, so always keep your home at your back. Walk forwards, 
never backwards. Here is a gold mark to help your journey,” 
Hervor said while pressing the coin into her son’s palm. “Take 
this sword as well. It is called Tyrfing and all great men know 
its name. It belonged to your grandfather, the great Berserkir 
Angantyr. The reputation of both is the best gift that I can give 
you.”

	 King Gudmund’s men-at-arms reconsidered their 
plans and refrained from taking revenge. Following these 
events Hervor joined another band of marauders and she went 
Viking once more. That life grew repetitive and unfulfilling 
and Hervor wanted more out of her life. She returned and 
settled down in Jarl Bjarmar’s court. She spent days with her 
mother doing needle-work.
	 Years later, back in King Gudmund’s court, Hofund 
could not get Hervor out of his dreams. She had left such an 
impression upon the boy that when it came time for him to take 
a wife, he asked his father for help in courting Hervor. Her 
reputation was illustrious with many great achievements that 
would make men proud- truly she would be a wife fit for a great 
man.
	 After some discussions between Jarl Bjarmar and 
King Gudmund, the wedding was arranged, and the two were 
married. They had two sons. Hervor insisted that the first 
born would be called Angantyr in honour of her father. The 
younger they named Heidrek. Both sons were handsome and 
strong. Angantyr had his father’s temperament. He was benev-
olent and kind. Heidrek took after his mother; he was full 
of mischief and violence. Each parent loved the child 
that resembled them most, Hofund loved Angan-
tyr more and Hervor loved Heidrek more.
	 Heidrek’s discipline was lacking so 
his father sent him to be fostered by a man 
named Gizur. He was a very wise man, and 
Hofund wanted Heidrek to learn wisdom be-
fore his foolishness would lead to ruin.
	 While Heidrek was away, his father 
organized a large feast. He invited all notable 
lords except for Gizur and the whole fam-
ily was present except for Heidrek. The 
exiled son stunned everyone when he en-
tered the hall uninvited. No one was glad 
to see him, but Angantyr offered him a 
seat next to him. Heidrek drank heavily into the night and be-
came belligerent.
	 When Angantyr left the hall to attend to some urgent 
matters, Heidrek took the opportunity to sow animosity be-
tween the men at his table. They were about to come to blows 
when Angantyr returned and he ordered the men to remain civ-
il. Angantyr was pulled away a second time, and Heidrek took 
the opportunity to rekindle the anger and one man bloodied 
another man’s nose. When Angantyr returned to find this cha-
otic scene, he was angry. He castigated the men at the table, 
forcing them to vow peace between them until sunrise. When 
Angantyr departed a third time, Heidrek whispered into the 
ear of the man with the bloody nose.
	 “Will you let this go without retaliation? I see how 
the other men laugh at you. If you’re a real warrior, you will 
show everyone who is the strongest.”
	 The man fell prey to Heidrek’s goading, drew his 
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of goods. The king dismissed that as an illusion, almost all of it 
was to be packaged up for a tribute to be paid to the other more 
powerful kings. Heidrek was incensed. How could a great and 
fair king such as Harald have to pay another king for his own 
lands? He pushed the king to wage a war, but King Harald 
explained that all previous attempts had failed, and that with 
every attempt, the price increased drastically.
	 “My lord, may I offer my services as commander of 
your host. I assure you victory and an end to these insulting 
tributes,” declared Heidrek.
	 The king agreed, but he only agreed with a condi-
tion, that should the military campaign fail, Heidrek would 
bear all responsibility for the attack.

	 “And if I win?” asked Heidrek.
	 “Then you will also reap the benefits of 

fame and fortune,” promised King Harald.
	 “That is fair.” Heidrek accepted.

	 The king assembled his armies and they 
decorated their standards with Heidrek’s 
dragon banner. As planned, Heidrek led his 
armies into the lands of the neighboring kings 
and began to pillage and plunder. When the 

neighboring kings raised their armies in retal-
iation, Heidrek led his army onto the battlefield 

without hesitation. The battlefield was lit 
up when Tyrfing was drawn and held aloft 
and his army’s morale lifted. Heidrek’s 
blade was like a scythe reaping the field, 
everyone died in a torrent of blood. He 

rode deep into the enemy camp and sated Tyrfing’s hunger 
with royal blood. Before leaving, he had all of the local lords 
swear fealty to King Harald. All tribute in the conquered lands 
would go to his liege.
	 Heidrek returned to King Harald’s court with im-
measurable new wealth and lands. He received a hero’s wel-
come and the king promised to grant him anything he desired. 
Heidrek chose some choice lands within King Harald’s empire 
and also asked for his daughter’s hand in marriage. Her name 
was Helga and the wedding was a gloriously joyous occasion.
	 The couple had a son, and in honour of his brother, 
Heidrek named him Angantyr.

	 Heidrek had been on his own for a little while when 
he met men transporting a prisoner. The escort was vigilant 
even though the man was in fetters. Heidrek was curious and 
asked, “What has this man done that you transport him in 
chains?”
	 They replied that this man had been caught betraying 
his lord and king. Heidrek asked if he could pay the weregild 
for the man’s freedom, and if he could, how much would it be. 
The guards conferred for a while and agreed to set him free for 
half a gold coin. Heidrek paid it and they set the prisoner free. 
The prisoner was shocked and declared, “Thank the gods for 
your generosity and kindness. I am indebted to you. Let me 
work in your service until I pay off my debt.”
	 Heidrek responded, “You have betrayed your 
previous lord, because of this, I must doubt your loy-
alty. Be gone from my sight and enjoy your new 
found freedom.”
	 Then Heidrek traveled some more 
on a road that conspicuously had more pris-
oners being transported. Again he asked what 
the man had done, and the escort told him 
that he had murdered his friend in jealousy. 
Again Heidrek offered to pay the ransom and 
the guards agreed to half a gold coin. When the 
man offered his services, Heidrek turned 
him away, telling him that he didn’t need 
friends like him.
	 Heidrek’s reactions were 
shaped by his father’s mood. His father’s 
advice was given to him in anger, and so the exiled prince could 
only bring himself to do the opposite of what his father had 
commanded.
	 The long road took Heidrek to a land called Reid-
gotaland. There ruled an old king named Harald. He had lived 
a long time, but he had no heir. He had vast lands but his au-
thority over them had lessened over the years. This meant that 
stronger kings now demanded tribute from King Harald in 
order for him to keep his lands. He had tried to oppose them 
with his armies, but he was bested every time. Now every year 
he had to deliver a sizeable tribute in order to keep the peace. 
Heidrek learned all of this during the winter he spent as a guest 
in King Harald’s court.
	 The day came when the king collected the tributes 

from his subjects. Heidrek was impressed by the amount 
the kingdom offered their lord; it was a sizable quantity 
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ian hound kept out unwanted visitors. It was a truly fearsome 
beast, with black fur which was caked in blood. Garm’s breath 
could kill mortal men, and no one could hide from its glowing 
red eyes.
	 Modgud rode to the southern Baltic lands and visited 
the barrow. She exhumed the draught and brought it to Od. 
She used her magic and ensorcelled Od’s eyes and mind. He 
saw a mortal woman, a shield-maiden atop her warhorse.
	 “I have come to congratulate you upon your many 

victories. Your fame draws many under your banner. I too 
have come to lend my sword arm,” Modgud said in 

greeting. “Is Lady Freya around?”
	 “No she is in Asgard, fighting for the 

glory of the gods. What is your name fair 
shield-maiden? I always have need for strong 
soldiers in this dark time.” Od replied.
	 “I am Grisla and I come bearing gifts my 
lord.” She replied, relieved that Freya was 

away. She presented Od with the mead of for-
getfulness. “I beg you to try it. I would like to 

know if it suits your tastes.”
	 As a powerful raider and war-
lord, Od had many enemies. He sum-
moned his trusted thane to take the first 
draught. He watched to see if his thane 

lived, because he would not be surprised if the drink had 
been poisoned. Seeing no ill effects, Od drank from it as well. 
Within minutes he forgot his past, his friends and his accom-
plishments. Modgud smiled as she rode back to Helheim. Hel 
would be pleased.

	 Before Vafthrudnir receded from the worlds of men 
and gods, he had revealed a secret that had been forgotten for 
many generations. It was the secret of a battle that had been 
raging without end; the Battle of Hiadining. Hild, wielding 
Dainsleif ensured that the dead received no rest. Using the 
sword, she would continue to raise the dead until Ragnarok. 
At that appointed time, she would grant Dainsleif to its rightful 
heir.
	 No one believed that an heir existed until Vafthrud-
nir revealed that Dansleif was in fact Tyrfing. King Heidrek 
knew what Tyrfing was capable of and had known of 
Hervor’s efforts to retrieve the magical blade. To 
save his son Angantyr from Tyrfing’s curse, King 
Heidrek the Wise changed its name to Dains-
leif. This was how the sword changed owners 
and Tyrfing passed into obscurity.
	 This was a sword with the power to 
raise the dead. It was a power that would tip the 
scales of Ragnarok. Two men staked a claim to 
the sword. Freya backed Od’s claim because he 
had defeated the owner of the sword long 
ago on the island of Samsey. Odin spon-
sored the efforts knowing that Tyrfing 
would help in the defense of Asgard. Hel 
backed Angantyr’s claim, since it was the 
heirloom of his ancestors. Hel wished to try the power of the 
sword on her dead ancestors who rested in their icy tombs in 
Niflheim. If they could be raised, the all-powerful Scorching 
Legion would rise once more.

###
	 Hel summoned Modgud and told her…
     “Travel to the ancient Nibelung kingdom. Visit the 
grave of Queen Grimhild and enter her barrow. 
There you will find the potion of forgetfulness. 
Take it and disguise yourself. You will need to 
trick Od into drinking it. Avoid Freya for her 
Seith magic will reveal your true identity.
	 “I will do this for the Scorching 
Legion!” Modgud replied and mounted her 
steed. Her horse was named Jarnhauss. The 
mare had died long ago upon a funeral pyre for 
a Rime Jotun king. Now it served her by 
terrifying those who thought to stand in 
her path. Jarnhauss’ appearance was ter-
rifying. She was in a heavy state of decay, 
with rotting flesh and visible bones.
	 Modgud rode into Midgard through Gniphellir. 
This cavern’s threshold was guarded by Garm. Hel’s guard-
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	 Still skeptical, Hyndla dismounted and joined Freya 
at the mouth of the cave. Both woman sat, and the giant woman 
listened as the goddess explained why she came.
	 “Angantyr and Od are competing for their paternal 
inheritance and I wish to help Od trace his lineage so that he 
may make a confident claim.”
	 Hyndla looked at the boar, “Freya, what has this man 
done for you that you come to beg me for information about his 
lineage?”
	 “Od has always been good to me. He rose up and 
dedicated an altar of sandstone in my honour. He frequently 
reddened it with ox blood and burnt offerings so that it turned 
to glass.” Freya explained.

	 Hyndla arched her eyebrow.
	 Freya pressed on, “I ask you to name the noblest fam-

ilies of Midgard. Who are the Skjoldungs? Who are 
the Skilfings? Who are the Authlings? Who are 

the Ylfings? Tell me who their champions are. 
Who are their heroes?”
	 Throughout the questions, Hyndla held 
Od’s gaze. When Freya finished, the giantess 
addressed Od.

	  “Od, let me tell you about your ancestors. 
You are the son of Innstein and your grandfather 

is Alf the Old. Alf was the son of Ulf. Ulf 
was the son of Saefari and Saefari was the 
son of Svan the Red.”
	 Anticipating Od’s question 
about his mother’s lineage, Hyndla relat-

ed her ancestry.
	 “Your father treated your mother well, showering 
her with red gold. She was high-born, a priestess named Hle-
dis. Her parents were Frodi and Friaut. She was born to a well 
renowned family. In the days of old, Ali was known as a mighty 
warrior. Halfdan before him had the same repute among the 
Skjoldungs. It was during an age when the most excellent war-
riors met upon the battlefield. His deeds are known in all the 
lands beneath the firmament. Ali had a strong ally named Ey-
mund and he was counted among the best warriors. Ali killed 
Sigtrygg in a great battle that is remembered to this day. He 
married a noble woman named Almveig and together they 
raised eighteen sons. From them came all of the great dynas-
ties... the Skilfings, the Authlings and the Ynglings. Within 
these clans you will find the greatest chieftains, the greatest 
warriors and the most noble of men in all of Midgard. Od, 
these are your kin... these are your ancestors.”

	 Freya was riding the golden boar Gullinbusti, who 
was in fact her husband Od who had been transformed. They 
were traveling towards Hyndla’s home when Freya declared, 
“Wake up woman, wake up my friend, Hyndla, my sister who 
lives in this cave. It is the dark of night, will you come with me 
to our second sanctuary, and will you ride with me to Valhal-
la?”
	 A dark silhouette appeared in the doorway.
	 Freya continued calling out to Hyndla, “I will speak 
with Odin. When he grants gold to those worthy of his gifts, I 
will make sure he thinks of you. He gave Hermod a stunning 
helmet and Sigmund received a sword. What do you think he 
will bequeath upon you dear sister?”
	 Hyndla stepped into the moonlight and eyed them 
suspiciously.
	 Hoping to disarm the woman, Freya said 
reassuringly, “The All Father will give you what 
you desire. To some he gives riches and victo-
ry, while to others he grants wisdom and elo-
quence. He gives sailors the wind they seek, 
he gives poetry to skalds and he will give brav-
ery to warriors. I am your friend that is why I 
will ask Thor to forgive you your heritage. He 
will overlook the fact that you are a Jotun.”
	 “Hmff...” Hyndla grunted as 
she crossed her arms weighing Freya’s 
sweet promises.
	 “Now, where is that prized wolf 
of yours? Will he race my boar along Bi-
frost?” Freya asked.
	 Hyndla replied, “I wouldn’t want your boar to feel 
bad when my wolf beats him to Asgard. Enough with your 
sweet promises Freya. I know that you flatter me so that you 
can gain something you need. I see your boar’s true form; do 
you take the son of Innstein to Valhalla?”
	 Freya laughed nervously. “Don’t forget that Dain 
and Nabbi, two excellent Dvergar blacksmiths, crafted my 
golden boar. I think that your wolf would be in for a surprise if 
they were to race.” Freya lied.
	 Hyndla crossed her arms and glared at the goddess. 
Freya knew that the giantess saw through her ruse.
	 “I assure you that Od does not follow me to Valhalla,” 
Freya confessed. “Hyndla, please do not fear the Einherjar, 

Thor nor the All Father. Let’s dismount and sit a while... I’d 
like to discuss great heroes who have descended from 

the gods.”
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jolf. All witches come from Vidolf, all warlocks 
come from Vilmeid and all sorcerers come from 
Svarthofdi. The Jotuns are the descendants of Ymir. Do 
you see the relations?” She paused, allowing Freya and Od 
to understand.
	 Freya looked at Od, then back at Hyndla and nodded 
for her to continue. “Both of you listen to me. In bygone days, 
nine women gave birth to a mighty man with divine powers. 
These women lived on the far edge of the earth. Their names 
were Gjalp, Greip, Eistla, Eyrgjafa, Ulfrun, Angreyja, Imth, Atla 
and Jarnsaxa. These mothers imbued him with the strength of the 
earth, the temperament of the sea and the courage of a boar.”
	 Then Hyndla looked over both shoulders and whis-
pered, “Byleist’s brother was Loki, and he had many monstrous 
children. He and Angrboda conceived the mighty Fenrir. First, 
Loki shape-changed into a mare and then conceived Sleipnir 
with Svadilfari. Loki was also known as Lopt, and his thoughts 
darkened after he consumed Gulveig’s burnt heart.”
	 As the giantess continued the story, everything dark-
ened around them.
     “As we speak, the oceans churn and the storms gather against 
the heavens. Darkness falls over the land and the clouds lash out 

with violent ice and snow. The twilight of the gods has arrived. 
While a man was born into greatness, a powerful and 

wealthy prince, tied to the greatest of houses... an-
other will come, far mightier and I dare not speak 

his name. Very few can see what is to come after 
the Wolf Age.”
	 Freya then implored Hyndla for a drought 
that would help her husband remember. “Please 
give me a magical potion that will help Od re-

member your words three days from now when he 
must face Angantyr for his inheritance.”

	 It was clear to Hyndla who Freya 
was trying to protect. The giant woman 
stood abruptly and admonished the god-
dess.
     “Be gone and leave me in peace! Depart 

into the night like a ewe with your ram. I’ve given you nothing of 
my own free will because I see your lustful devotion to Odin and 
the others.”
	 The darkness lifted as a storm came over Freya’s face. 
She drew herself up in rage and threatened, “Unless you give me 
what I came for, I will imprison you in a ring of fire just as the All 
Father did to that renegade Valkyrie. You will be the one who 
won’t be able to leave here like a ewe with her ram!”
	 The earth began to shake as Freya began the ritual. 
Flames began to rise out of the ground, encircling Hyndla’s 
home.
	 Hyndla staggered and relented, “Take your foul drink, 
just stop this curse!”
	 Victorious, Freya had parting words for Hyndla, 
“This potion won’t be a curse, but rather a blessing for my 
dearest Od. The gods will help, and my husband will be 
victorious!”

	 Od had a blank look upon his face which soured Hyn-
dla’s expression.
	 “Wipe that foolish expression off your face,” chided 
Hyndla. “Hildigunn was Almveig’s mother. She was daughter 
to Svava and the Sea King. Dag married Thora and they had 
many children who grew up to be strong warriors. Frathmar 
and Gyrth, both Frekars, Am, Josurmar and Alf the Old. Ketill 
was their friend and ally. He was Klypp’s heir. Ketill was your 
mother’s grandfather. Alf was the oldest, then Kari, and the 
youngest was Frodi. Nanna was Nokkvi’s daughter and her son 
was your father’s brother in-law. These are your ancient and 
great ancestors,” finished Hyndla.
	 Od’s expression had not changed.
	 “Don’t be daft!” the giantess admonished Od, “I 
knew your kin from days gone by. I knew Brodd and Horfi 
and there are many more great kin I could speak of. Skekkil’s 
daughter was Skurhild and she married a good man named Al-
moth- they had two sons, Isolf and Asolf. Do you want to know 
more?” Hyndla asked.
	 The man before the giantess stared at her intently.
	 Hyndla continued with a sigh, “Gunnar the Stead-
fast, Grim the Plow-Smith, Thorir Iron-Shield, Ulf the Howler, 
Bui and Brami are all related to you. Barri and Reifnir, Tind 
and Tyrfing, the Hadding twins, they are your kin. 
Ferocity runs in your blood. Ani and Omi are the 
sons of Arngrim and Eyfura. They were legend-
ary berserkirs who crossed the land and sea like 
wildfire. I knew Brodd and Horfi who were 
the brave companions of Hrolf the Old who in 
turn was a descendant of Jormunrekk. He was 
related to Sigurd’s kin, the same Sigurd who 
killed Fafnir the dragon. He was a Volsung, 
his mother was Hjordis who was descendant 
of Hrauthung and Eylimi who belonged 
to the Authling clan. Gunnar and Hogni 
were the sons of King Gjuki and brave 
Gudrun was their sister. Gutthorm was 
only a half-brother to them, sharing the 
same mother. Do you know of Harald Wartooth? He was born 
to Hrorek the Benevolent who was the son of Auth the Wise. 
She was Ivar’s daughter. Do you know Randver? His father was 
Rathbarth and those men were blessed by the gods. Do you un-
derstand me Od?”
	 Od gave her no outward signs of acknowledgment.
	 “Do not pose as a simpleton, your veins carry divine 
blood. After Baldur fell there were eleven gods whom you need 
recall. Vali was conceived for vengeance which he delivered 
upon his brother’s killer. Baldur’s father was Odin and that 
lineage can be traced back to Buri. Freya’s brother married 
Gymir and Aurboda’s daughter. Thiassi was their kinsman and 
Skadi was his daughter. Now do you see?” asked Hyndla.
	 Looking at Freya and Od, the giantess continued to 
give them the answers they sought. “Hjorvard had a son named 
Hvaedna. The son whom Hvaedna was proudest of was named 
Haki. The Jotun Hrimnir’s children were Heith and Hrossth-
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claim. Tyrfing is the sword of kings. My father was King Inn-
stein and his lineage traces back to the famous Svan the Red. 
My mother was Hledis, a high-godi, and her lineage starts with 
the Skilfings, the Authlings and the Ynglings. I have the more 
noble and divine lineage. My adversary cannot make the same 
boast of his ancestry.”
	 Hild studied Od at length and then she turned to An-
gantyr. “Angantyr, now you must speak you case,” she said.
	 “Gladly,” Angantyr replied. “Tyrfing was forged 
by the Dvergar, and my ancestor Arngrim took it when he 
defeated King Sigrlami. He passed it down to another great 
ancestor of mine who was named Angantyr. He fought in the 
battle that Od mentioned, but what Od failed to mention was 
that when Angantyr was defeated, Od buried the sword with 
him. So Tyrfing did remain in my family’s custody. Then my 
grandmother Hervor claimed it from Angantyr’s grave mound. 
She bequeathed it to my father King Heidrek the Wise, and 
in his judgement, he ensured that the sword would fade into 
obscurity. Since then it has been renamed Dainsleif, and you 
are the final owner of this legendary sword. I may not have the 
same level of divine intervention as Od, but the sponsor for my 
inheritance is none other than Hel.”
	 Hild considered Angantyr’s words carefully. “Then 
tell me, who is your sponsor Od, and what do you plan to do 
with the sword if you were to receive it?”
	 Od beamed as he said, “Freya and Odin sponsor my 
claim to Tyrfing. I will put it to a noble use. It will be sent to 
Asgard where it will raise the fallen defenders who guard the 
walls against the coming of Naglfar. Many will die when the 
Ship of the Apocalypse sails to the city of the gods. Tyrfing will 
ensure that every morning the defenders arise and fight once 
more against the onslaught of the Jotun armies.”
	 Hild waited to see if Od would elaborate further, but 
after an awkward silence, she turned to Angantyr. “Hel has 
sponsored your claim to the inheritance. Tell me, what will you 
do with Tyrfing?”
	 Angantyr and Hel had spoken at length about 
Tyrfing. “Our goal would be to save the universe from utter 
destruction. The greatest threat that would force Surt to un-
sheathe Laevateinn would be the re-emergence of the World 
Devourer. The gods and the Jotuns fight one another, so if 
Nidhogg presented himself, no one faction would be able to 
oppose him. Only the Scorching Legion would have the power 
to oppose him, but alas, they lie dead in the dust of Niflheim. 
Our goal would be to bring Tyrfing to Niflheim. We would at-
tempt to use its power to raise the ancient Muspeli from their 
eternal slumber. Such an outcome would alter all prophecies.
	 Hild stroked her lips and considered the offers be-
fore her.

	 Hild had lost count of how many times her husband 
and her father had waged war. She wandered the battlefield, 
walking through a cemetery of stone statues. She giggled to 
herself in manic fatigue. Hild had memorized every face and 
name she had damned. King Hedin and King Hogni were un-
der Dainsleif’s curse and would remain this way until the sword 
found its heir.
	 Angantyr rode through Egle’s Wood while travelling 
to the battle of Hiadining. When he arrived upon the battle-
field, he was gripped by sorrow. He made camp at the edge 
of the conflict to regain his composure. “Tomorrow I will see 
Hild and I’ll claim my rightful inheritance,” he said to his horse 
as he tied it to a tree.
	 This delay allowed Od to catch up to Angantyr. 
Freya’s husband came from the south and managed to avoid 
Egle’s Wood. He rode through the night and arrived in the 
morning. When Agantyr awoke, he was surprised to see the ar-
rival of his adversary. Both rushed to meet with Hild, but their 
progress was halted as the first rays of morning touched the 
petrified warriors. They returned to flesh and began to fight 
anew. Both men were forced back.
	 “Hail Angantyr!” Od called out to his rival. “I must 
say that your methods of keeping me from my rightful inheri-
tance were despicable.”
	 “Hail Od!” Angantyr replied. “What do you speak 
of? I have never interfered with your claim, although it is weak 
and I am sure that Hild will award Tyrfing to me.”
	 “You thought that your black magic would erase 
my memories of Samsey? You were wrong. My wife Freya has 
restored my faculties by visiting Hyndla. I defeated your an-
cestors and held Tyrfing in my hands. I am sure that Hild will 
award me the magical blade.” Od countered.
	 This repartee went on all day long and they stood 
on either side of the battlefield, yelling at one another. When 
evening came, Hild walked among the corpses with Tyrfing 
held aloft. She chanted her spells and encouraged both men 
to join her. Od and Angantyr rode to meet her at the heart of 
the battlefield graveyard. The new moon shone its pale light 
upon them as Hild addressed them. “You have both come for 
the sword once known as Tyrfing. I have held Dainsleif in my 
hands for far too long. I swore that at Ragnarok, a rightful heir 
would come to claim the sword. Now I must judge which of you 
is most deserving. Od you will speak your case first.”
	 Od smiled and began his pitch, “I am Od, husband 
of Freya. I am father to Hnossa and Gersemi. I have led many 
great warriors to battle throughout my very long life. Long ago 
I defended Hjalmar’s claim to King Ingjald’s daughter. We were 
challenged to a fight upon Samsey, where Angantyr’s ancestor 
also named Angantyr fought against us. He was a berserkir and 
he brandished Tyrfing when he faced us. We defeated him and 
I held Tyrfing in my very hands. My rival cannot make the same 
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new sword.
	 Sigmund gave his son the name of Helgi and grant-
ed him many kingdoms: Solfjoll, Snofjoll, Sigarsvellir, Hring-
stath, Hringstoth, Hatun and Himminvangar. Helgi’s actions 
and great deeds endeared him in the hearts of his friends. He 
was generous with his thanes as well as his war-band. They 
were rewarded with golden arm rings and with a fair share of 
the spoils earned from raids.
	 King Hunding was at war with the Volsungs and 
ravaged their lands with incessant raiding. When only fifteen 
winters old, Helgi slew King Hunding and earned the title of 
Hundingsbani (Hunding’s Bane). King Hunding’s descen-
dants demanded to be compensated for their heavy losses and 
the death of their king. Helgi refused their demands and in-
stead sent them a reply, a reply in the form of a storm of spears 
and swords.
	 Helgi met their chieftains at Logafell. He killed Alf 
and Eyjolf at Arastein. He defeated Hjorvard and Havard, 
burning the Hunding spear banner and their hall. Helgi denied 
them Frodi’s peace and littered the ground with their corpses. 
The prophecy came to pass; Odin’s hounds would not go hun-
gry.
	 A bright light shone above Logafell and lightning 
flashed across the sky. Wearing bloodied mail and with banners 

	 It was the time of year when you could hear the eagle 
shriek above the sacred waterfalls of Himinfell. It was during 
this time that Helgi, the strong willed, was born to Borghild in 
Bralund. When night drew her shroud over the hall, the Norns 
came to visit. They wove the thread of destiny for the newborn 
prince. They prophesied that he would be famous and well-
loved.
	 The Norns spun the threads so that they were thick 
and strong. There was a stark difference to the kingdom of 
Bralund that was fragmenting around them. They fastened 
the start of the thread in the Moon’s Hall, where the infant lay. 
Far to the east and far to the west they concealed the ends of 
their threads. The Norns foretold that Helgi would rule all of 
the lands in between. Neri’s sister, an ancient Norn, planted a 
thread far to the north. She decreed that it would hold forever.
	 One thing troubled Borghild and the kinsmen of the 
Ylfings- the two hungry ravens sitting in a tree. One raven said 
to the other, “I know something interesting. A new day has 
dawned. The son of Sigmund is but a day old, but he wears a 
mail-coat and his eyes are sharp as a warrior’s. He is wolf-kin; 
we will not go hungry.”

	 To the king’s men, he was already a noble prince. 
The years since his birth had been good. His father, King 

Sigmund, returned from battle and brought his son a 

App e n d i x

Helgi Hundingsbane
Helgi Hundingsbani I

The poems that are included in this appendix are usually part of the body of work known as the Poetic Edda, however they have 
been excluded from the main body of work for several reasons. They have been deemed to be redundant and/or contradictory to the 
overall plot of the Illuminated Edda. They are included to ensure that all bodies of work are represented in the Illuminated Edda.

I chose to keep Helgi Hundingsbani 2 instead of 1 because of the more compelling plot lines:
•	 Odin wants Helgi as an Einherjar and offers Gungnir to his enemies. This lines up with the All Father story arc which culmi-

nates in the faceoff with the five Valkyries.
•	 The tragic ending begs for more and teases at a rebirth in the form of Kara. This is a tale I have been eager to tell for a long time.

I chose to omit Hamdismal because of the many confusing bits that cannot be made right without a massive re-write.
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	 In the evening, after an intense day of fight-
ing, King Helgi’s ships moored at Unavagir. Prince Hod-
brodd’s men moored at Svarinshaug across the fjord. The 
prince’s men could count the opposing forces and it worried 
them.
	 King Gudmund was one of the prince’s allies. He was 
a powerful aide since his blood was mixed with divinity. In an 
impossibly loud and booming voice he asked, “WHO IS THE 
KING THAT LEADS YOUR ARMY?”
	 King Hogni’s men were taken aback by the magi-
cal voice, and after a moment they chose Helgi’s half-brother 
Sinfjolti as their spokesman. Sinfjolti had steady nerves and 
knowledge of how to deal with nobility. Decked out in gold 
trim armour, sporting his signature red shield, he replied, 
“This evening when you feed your pigs and beckon your 

hounds, tell your men that the Volsungs have come 
from the east and are eager to spill blood in Gnipa-

lund. In the middle of the battlefield Hodbrodd 
will meet our King Helgi, a brave warrior who 
feeds the bodies of his enemies to his eagles. 
He doesn’t spend his time kissing slave girls 
who work the grindstone.” Sinfjolti knew who 
Gudmund was and he knew of Gudmund’s Jo-

tun bloodlines. Sinfjolti displayed his knowl-
edge of giant-kin by alluding to the giant women 

who worked King Frodi’s millstone.
	 Gudmund recognized Sinfjolti, 
son of Sigmund Volsung, the werewolf 
who terrorized King Siggeir’s court. 
“YOU DON’T RESPECT YOUR 

ANCESTORS IF YOU SPEAK WITH SUCH A SOILED 
TONGUE AIMED AT NOBLE MEN. YOU HAVE EATEN 
THE FLESH OF DEAD MEN. YOU HAVE KILLED YOUR 
OWN BRETHREN. OFTEN HAVE YOU LAPPED BLOOD 
WITH A COLD SNOUT. LIVING WITH SHAME, HATED 
BY ALL. RETREAT TO YOUR BARROW!” Gudmund bel-
lowed.
	 Sinfjolti countered by implying that Gudmund would 
be a good bitch.
         “You remind me of the witch-women of Varinsey. You be-
have like a deceitful girl, spinning your lies. I think that I heard 
you say that you wouldn’t accept another man, but I’m sure that 
I can change your mind.” Sinfjolti said with a wink.
	 Gudmund stiffened hearing the verbal abuse.
	 Sinfjolti pressed on, further mocking Gudmund’s 
masculinity. “You’ve always been a failed creature, a witch, 
a fallen Valkyrie, horrible and unnatural. You sowed discord 
in the All-Father’s hall when you invited the Einherjar to have 
their way with you. You and I had nine-wolf cubs and I was 
the father....” Sinfjolti let the implication hang in the air in 
between the shores. The men at his back were amazed at his 
prowess when it came to a flyting.
	 After a silence Gudmund bellowed in 

streaming from their spears, the Valkyries descended upon the 
battlefield. King Helgi asked the maidens if they would carry 
his men up to the sacred hall. The land was shrouded under the 
cloak of night, only the Valkyrie song pierced the darkness.
	 To Helgi the lead Valkyrie introduced herself as 
Sigrun, King Hogni’s daughter. She spoke, “We have more 
pressing matters than that of filling up the drinking horns of 
your fallen companions. My father has promised me to Prince 
Hodbrodd, the fierce son of King Granmar. His reputation 
compared to yours is much like that of a kitten compared to a 
cat.”
	 Helgi stared deeply into Sigrun’s eyes, words were 
unnecessary.
	 Sigrun replied, “The prince comes in a few nights, 
you must face him in battle or you must defy my father and 
claim me as your own.”
	 “Do not fear for me, I will wage war to 
have you, this I promise before my death.” Helgi 
swore.
	 The all-powerful King Hogni re-
ceived this news and he wasted no time. He 
sent messengers by air and sea so that his 
army was made ready for war. He promised his 
men great rewards should they be victorious 
against Helgi’s army.
	 “Go to Brandey and prepare 
the ships to sail!” King Hogni yelled at 
his thanes. There the prince waited until 
reinforcements came from Hedinsey.
	 King Helgi’s own ships left the 
beaches of Stafnsnes, riding low, heavily laden with gold. Hel-
gi looked and counted his long-ships as they sailed past Or-
vasund. It was an impressive sight.
	 King Helgi turned to his thane Hjorleif and asked, 
“How does my army fare?”
	 “I count one-thousand four-hundred and forty trust-
ed men, although in Hatun there are twice as many. It will be a 
bloody battle.” Hjorleif replied.
	 When they entered Varinsfjord the opposing army 
came into sight, their ships gleaming in the morning sun. The 
captain roused the warriors and ordered that the prow-tents be 
dismantled. Every ship raised their war-banners. A thunderous 
beat could be heard as warriors banged their weapons upon 
their shields. The oars cut through the water matching the 
echoing beat which resounded throughout the valley.
	 Then the armies crashed into one another, the wake 
and the din rousing Aegir’s daughters beneath the sea. The 
Vanir sea gods were angry and that day many would drown.
	 Above the battlefield hovered Sigrun. The Valkyrie 
protected King Helgi’s men and their vessels. Ran’s hand was 
raised up as she attempted to catch Helgi’s dragon-prowed 
long-ship, but he slammed the rudder and escaped his watery 
grave.

Hnossa
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sheim that they have a great appetite for battle.”
	 Gudmund and his brothers transformed into horses 
and galloped quickly to Solheim. Over dew sprinkled dales and 
shrouded valleys they ran, the earth trembling in their wake. 
They cantered up to the gates belonging to Prince Hodbrodd. 
The prince came out of his hall wearing his helm, awaiting the 
impending war. “Hail brother! Why do the Nibelung look 
worried?” Prince Hodbrodd asked, but he already knew the 
answer.
	 “THE VOLSUNGS ARE COMING. AS WE SPEAK 
THEIR SPLENDID SHIPS SAIL TOWARDS SOLHEIM’S 
SHORES, SHIELDS DISPLAYED, ENGRAVED OARS 
GLISTENING IN THE SUN. FIFTEEN COMPANIES ARE 
LANDING ON THE SHORE AND ANOTHER SEVEN 
THOUSAND COME FROM SOGN. THE SHIPS WITH 
GOLD SAILS HAVE BEACHED AT GNIPALUND AND 
HAVE SETUP A VANGUARD. THAT IS THE MAIN FORCE 
AND HELGI WON’T WASTE ANY TIME IN ATTACK-
ING,” counselled Gudmund.

	 Prince Hodbrodd beckoned his messengers and 
barked out orders. “Sporvitnar, ride to Sparinsheid 

to ensure that our forces are warned. Melnir and 
Mylnir, ride to Myrkvid and summon our rein-
forcements. Summon our allies, Hogni and the 
sons of Hring, Atli and Yngvi as well as Alf the 
Old. Let us unite our full might against the 
Volsungs.”

	 The silence before the storm was broken 
by the rallying war cries and the crash of pale 

spears. At Frekastein, Helgi slayer of 
Hunding, led the charge. His bravery 
wiped out any thoughts of flight from 
the minds and hearts of his soldiers. 
Dust clouds billowed and the weapons 

flickered and shone as the sun reflected off the blades. It was 
an awesome sight to behold. As always, Sigrun was above the 
battlefield, extending her protection upon Helgi and his army. 
Sigrunn swooped down to congratulate Helgi upon his rout-
ing of the enemy.
	 “Hail Helgi, enjoy this victory that you have won to-
day. You have killed Prince Hodbrodd and have secured both 
his kingdom of Hringstadir, and his betrothal to the Valkyrie 
that captured your heart.” She handed him a pair of red-gold 
rings. “Take these red-gold rings and bind our union with a 
pledge.”
	 On that day the corpses were piled high. The wolves 
and the ravens were given a royal feast.

laughter. It was so loud that it roused everyone that 
slept upon both shores. “I REMEMBER WHEN SOME 

JOTUN WOMEN CASTRATED YOU AT GNIPALUND 
ON THORSNES. YOU COULDN’T HAVE POSSIBLY 
SIRED ANY Of FENRIR’S CHILDREN, BUT YOU MAY 
HAVE GIVEN BIRTH TO THEM. I KNOW YOU WELL; 
YOU ARE SIGGEIR’S STEP-SON. YOUR YOUTH WAS 
SPENT LYING UNDER HAYSTACKS WHILE GREATER 
MEN FORGED THEIR LEGACIES. THE BEST YOU CAN 
BOAST IS HOWLING OUT IN THE WOODS, PERFORM-
ING DASTARDLY DEEDS AND THE TIME YOU TORE 
YOUR BROTHER’S HEART OUT. YOU ARE INFAMOUS 
FOR YOUR ABHORRENT ACTS.” Gudmund said in a voice 
that carried out to everyone assembled on the banks of the 
fjord; everyone would know of his adversary’s reputation. 
Then Gudmund took a page from Sinfjolti’s playbook and 
challenged his masculinity, “YOU WERE GRANI’S BRIDE, A 
MARE READY TO PLEASE HER STALLION. EVERYONE 
REMEMBERS YOU WANDERING THE BRAVOLL PLAIN 
WITH A GOLDEN BIT IN YOUR MOUTH. I RODE 
YOU TO EXHAUSTION ON MANY ROADS; 
YOU RESEMBLED A WITHERED DONKEY 
WHEN I WAS DONE WITH YOU.”
	 Sinfjolti walked into the water to be 
closer to his accuser.
      “You have no shame! You are the milker 
of Gullnir’s goats! Look at you- you dress as 
Imd’s daughter in dirty and tattered clothes. 
What more can I say about your deviancy?” de-
manded Sinfjolti.
	 Gudmund walked over to his 
giant long-ship that was pulled ashore 
and stepped up onto the prow in order 
to get a better look at his foe across the 
water. To Helgi’s men it looked as though he was preparing to 
come across the fjord.
	 “YOU ASK US TO FEED OUR PIGS AND CALL 
OUR HOUNDS? I’D RATHER BUTCHER YOU WHERE 
YOU STAND AND LET THE RAVENS FEED UPON YOUR 
CORPSE. LET US CLASH AT FREKASTEIN!” Gudmund 
intoned as his men cheered, their morale restored.
	 Helgi was instantly drawn into the flyting at the men-
tion of Frekastein. He had had recurring dreams of falling to 
Alf at a holmgang in Frekastein. He was confused because he 
had bested Alf at Arastein. None the less, he strode into the 
water and took a step in front of Sinfjolti and declared, “The 
princes have an argument to resolve. It is better for both of you 
to meet upon the battlefield than to banter without end across 
the waters. Upon the battlefield you will ensure that my eagles 
are fed.”
	 He turned and counseled Sinfjolti, “I don’t like the 

look of Granmar’s sons. Although your flyting may de-
moralize the enemy, they have already proved at Moin-
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like the foot helps the other foot.”
	 “You are an unworthy fool, do not presume us to be 
equals!” declared Sorli. He had a lot of disdain for this bastard 
son who was his brother.
	 “Then I say to you, I will not waste my breath giving 
advice to a coward.” Erp retorted. He had good advice on how 
to deal with Jormunrekk, but it seemed that these young men 
were unwilling to listen.
	 The brothers did not take kindly to the insult, given 
by one of lesser status. They unsheathed their swords and end-
ed his life. They wiped his unworthy blood from their blades; 
after all being Nibelung meant they were descendants of gods.
	 The road ahead was dark and sinister. They found 
Randver hanging from the gallows, crows perched upon his 
shoulders. He swung even when the wind was still, an omen 
of evil things to come. Randver was the one accused of luring 
Svanhild away from Jormunrekk.
	 They approached a hall filled with cheer. It was un-
characteristic of its surroundings. Those gathered inside 
weren’t aware of the brothers’ arrival until a sentry sounded 
the horn. When the men outside saw the fully armoured broth-
ers approaching with weapons drawn, they ran to alert their 
lord.
	 “Lord Jormunrekk! Powerful men have come to 
avenge Svanhild!” they declared.
	 Jormunrekk laughed as he stroked his beard. He 
took the time to finish the ale in his goblet before rousing his 
men to the impending battle.
	 “I am surprised and happy to see Hamdir and Sorli 
come to my hall,” Jormunrekk announced, “I do look forward 
to putting the noose around their necks so they can join Rand-
ver upon the gallows.”
	 A woman named Hrodrglod stood by the door and 
watched as the brothers approached. Surely magic was at play. 
Why would two young men believe that they could take on 
an army within a fortified keep? “There are only two of them 
against a thousand men, how will they breech the fortress?” 
she cautioned Jormunrekk.
	 Within a blink of an eye, the brothers had crossed 
the courtyard and had breached the hall. Jormunrekk’s men 
had not the time to put down their drinking horns before their 
blood was spilled. The enchantment allowed Hamdir and Sorli 
to attack Jormunrekk while he was unprepared for their on-
slaught.
	 “You longed for our arrival Jormunrekk, 

	 There are certain actions that are so grievous, that 
even the Alfar are driven to weep. What happens under the 
darkness of night becomes visible in the morning- rekindled 
for all to see. It was long ago when King Gjuki’s daughter 
Gudrun sent her sons to avenge her daughter Svanhild. It was 
so notable, that even to this day, skalds sing of this tale.
	 “My sons!” yelled Gudrun as she looked upon her 
sons Sorli and Hamdir. “You are the last of the Nibelung 
bloodline. It falls to you to avenge your half-sister Svanhild. 
Jormunrekk had her trampled by horses, and such an insult will 
not go unpunished!”
	 Hamdir and Sorli were taken aback by their mother’s 
fury, and even more so when her sorrow and pain surfaced. She 
was the strongest women they knew, stronger than most men. 
That is why seeing her vulnerable and pained spurred them to 
action.
	 “I am as lonely as a pine tree in a forest beset by lum-
berjacks. My family is sundered as I watch the woodsman cut 
down the other trees.” Gudrun said with a pained look.
	 Gudrun’s sons knew of her past, she had spoken to 
them of her previous marriages and children. They could never 
quite comprehend how their mother could have sustained so 
much grief and despair.
	 “What did you say to your brothers when they killed 
Sigurd in his sleep? You were beside him and were bathed in 
his blood. How could you stand the sight of your brothers after 
they plotted against your beloved? You always speak so highly 
of Sigurd and that pain must endure. Then you must have expe-
rienced unspeakable grief when you dealt your revenge upon 
Atli. That is when you killed your own children Erp and Eitil, 
and then fed them to their own father. How could you live after 
that?” demanded Hamdir knowing that his mother had tried to 
take her own life after that.
	 Then Sorli spoke, “Enough, brother! Dredging up 
the past will not help us avenge Svanhild. Mother, what is it that 
you want us to do? You weep for everyone you have lost, but 
what you ask us to do will end in our own deaths. For you, we 
will do it.”
	 They mounted their horses, their fine Hunnish 
steeds and they rode over the misty mountains. Upon the road 
they met a young man who offered to help them. His name was 
Erp and he was their half-brother, son of Jonaker and another 
woman.
	 “How will you help us?” asked Hamdir.
	 Erp answered, “Like a hand helps a hand, and much 

Hamdir’s Tale
Hamdismal
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but now you stand unprepared for Svanhild’s revenge. 
We will feed the fire within the hearth with your limbs!” 

said Hamdir the strong-minded. Jormunrekk’s men attacked 
Hamdir and Sorli, but their weapons bounced off harmlessly. 
Hrodrglod muttered under her breath, “Magic!” 
	 The brothers cut off Jormunrekk’s arms and legs, 
but before they could cut off his head, he yelled to his thanes, 
“Stone them! Their enchantment protects them from iron, but 
not from stone!”
	 Jormunrekk was knowledgeable in magic and his 
head was still attached to his shoulders.
	 “We should have struck his head first, now he has re-
vealed our doom,” Sorli said to his brother. “Had we not killed 
Erp along the way, we would have had a third swordsman who 
could have decapitated Jormunrekk.”
	 “Evil spirits took hold of our minds brother. They 
swelled up our pride and we did not see the strength and wis-
dom of our half-brother.” Hamdir lamented as Jormunrekk’s 
men began to throw stones at them.
	 “Brother we still fought well today. We filled the hall 
with corpses for the eagle’s feast. Everyone who died today was 
destined by the Norns. We can die proud brother,” Sorli re-
plied, resigned to their fate.
	 On that day, as the Norns had foretold, Sorli and 
Hamdir met their end.
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Gl o s s a r y
Characters from Norse Myths

Aegir
[Vanir / Alfar] He is one of the rulers of the Vanir gods. Aegir 
is the husband of the goddess Ran and his father is Fornjot the 
ancient Alf. His siblings are powerful incarnations of the ele-
ments, Kari the primordial wind, and Logi the primordial fire. 
Aegir and Ran have nine daughters who embody the aspect of 
the sea. He has a wondrous feasting hall in which he organizes 
many festive gatherings. His Vanir rival is Njord who also pos-
sesses much influence over waters and the denizens who live 
within. One of his best friends is the Aesir god Bragi, whom he 
visits often. The greatest shrine in his honour can be found on 
the island of Hlesey in Jutland. Aegir is both shrewd and wise. 
Aegir can change shape at will. He has a jovial manner, prefer-
ring celebration over war. {Lokasenna, Grimnismal, Hymskvi-
da, Poetic Edda}
Albruna
[Vanir] She is a Vanir goddess with dominion over divination. 
She has many shrines in Jutland and many come to perform a 
faining in exchange for insight and wisdom. She can project her 
sight for hundreds of leagues, and to detect the unseen using 
more senses than that of a human. She can even see forwards 
and backwards in time. She appears as a stoic woman, adorned 
in pearl white garments.  {Germania}
Alcis Twins
[Vanir] These brothers represent liberty and prosperity. They 
preside over the elk herds and their brethren, the reindeer. 
Their shrines can be found between Jutland and Norrland. 
Those who wish to have great bounty, or throw off the shack-
les of an oppressor will turn to the Alcis twins. They appear 
as effeminate males who adorn themselves with elk skins and 
antlers. {Germania}
Almattki
[Vanir] is the Vanir god of honour and justice. Almattki doesn’t 
respond well to oath-breakers, so his name is invoked by those 
swearing oaths and pledging allegiance. His Godi are well 
known to be impartial and fair arbiters in disputes. He is a tall 
and imposing figure with an air of authority about him. He is 
rarely found without his battle gear. {Heimskringla & Land-
namabok}
Alsvid
[Beast] See Alsvinn. {Brynhildsmal}

Alsvinn
[Beast] Along with Arvak, Alsvid is a horse that draws the sun 
across the sky. {Grimnismal, Sigrdrifumal}
Alvaldi
[Rime Jotun] He is the father of Thiassi, Idi and Gang. He is 
one of the wealthiest jotuns with untold riches, sprawling lands 
and throngs of subjects. Many come to Alvaldi when they are 
down on their luck. They hope to curry his favour, in turn 
reversing their fortunes. He is selective in his benevolence, 
investing only in those who could extend his power and influ-
ence. He has his eyes on the throne of Jotunheim. His kingdom 
is called Alvadvellir. {Harbardsljod}
Alvis
[Dvergar] Alvis is one of the most brilliant among the Dvergar. 
He is not only book-smart, but has learned much through his 
many expeditions into the other realms which hang upon Ygg-
drasil. He is a hopeless romantic, but his attentions never blos-
som into true love. Those who seek wisdom approach Alvis. 
Alvis approached Thor and requested his daughter’s hand in 
marriage. They sparred verbally until sunrise, when poor Alvis 
turned to stone. {Alvismal}
Andhrimnir
[Dvergar] the cook of Valhalla who cooks the boar Saehrimnir 
in the cauldron Eldhrimnir.
Andvari
[Dvergar] Andvari is a master salesman and negotiator, not to 
mention, a hopeless hoarder. He looks for great deals in order 
to expand his personal riches. He uses his treasure to prop up 
his personal ego and vanity; it serves no other purpose. Unfor-
tunately, his hoard has become legendary and Loki and Odin 
came and robbed him while trying to fulfill a weregild. Andvari 
pronounced a curse on this treasure, a curse which lived up to 
its reputation. {Voluspa & Reginsmal}
Angantyr
[Hero] He and Od argue and fight over the inheritance that is 
owed to them. They are both seek the legendary sword Tyrfing. 
{Heidrek the Wise}
Angrboda
[Rime Jotun] Angrboda is Loki’s half-breed mistress. She is 
the undisputed ruler of Jarnvid and oversees the many witch-
es and wolves who dwell within. With Loki she had the 
legendary children known as Fenrir, Jormungand and 
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Austri
[Dvergar] He is the dvergar who holds up the eastern sky (skull 
of Ymir). He was imprisoned and condemned to that fate by the 
sons of Bor (Odin, Vili, Ve). He stands at Sky’s End in Jotun-
heim (Hymir’s Kingdom). {Gylfaginning}
Baghist
[Muspeli Jotun] Baghist is one of the few to survive the Als-
vartr war. Despite the high cost to the denizens of Muspel-
heim, his spirits remain high because he sees his people as 
growing stronger in the aftermath. He relishes conflict and his 
bravery borders on recklessness. His brethren blame him for 
Nidhogg’s awakening and subsequent ruin, but he pays them 
little mind. Brave adventurers and those who see themselves 
as mavericks become Godis of Baghist. To his allies he appears 
as a man ablaze, but his foes see him as a conflagration that 
consumes the entire firmament. {Les Dieux Indo-Européens}
Baldur
[Aesir] Son of Odin and Frigga, his wife is Nanna and his son is 
Forseti. He known as the invincible god because all things have 
promised not to hurt Baldur, with the exception of mistletoe. 
He had a dream that he was going to die, so Frigga went and 
asked all things not to harm her son, but she skipped mistle-
toe, thinking it so benign. For entertainment, the Aesir play 
games throwing weapons at Baldur because he indestructible. 
His home is in Briedablik where no hostilities are permitted. 
Baldur is the handsomest among the Aesir, with ivory white 
skin and blonde flowing hair. When light strikes him, he 
shines. {Prose & Poetic Eddas, Saxo}
Bara
[Vanir] She is one of Aegir’s nine daughters. Aegir sometimes 
calls her Drofn when she is misbehaving. She is a troublemak-
er, and her personality is bubbling in extremes. She embodies 
mischief and loves to send storms upon sailors who disrespect 
the sea. Her eyes twinkle, she has a wry smile and she is quick 
and nimble. Her lithe body flows through the water effortless-
ly. Her godi ensure safe passage for ships by insisting on the 
proper offerings for their mistress. {Prose Edda}
Baugi
[Rime Jotun] Baugi the son of Gilling, his brother is Suttung 
and his niece is Gunnlod. He is the keeper of the Mead of Po-
etry. Baugi is the most prosperous and ingenious farmer in all 
of Jotunheim. Despite the dark and cold, he manages to cre-
ate enough crop for not only his family, but a sizable clientele. 
Baugi’s labourers were tricked by Odin when he offered them 
a magical whetstone which would increase their productivi-
ty. Odin, under the guise of Bolverk, then tricked Baugi into 
helping him steal the Mead of Poetry from his brother Sut-
tung. Baugi appears as a giant with unrefined mannerisms. His 
godi deal with issues of fertility and farming and those in dire 
straights offer fainings to Baugi. {Skaldskaparmal}
Beli
[Rime Jotun] Beli is Gerd’s brother. He enjoys tests of strength 

Hel. She has a special relationship with magicians of 
renown. Many who seek to learn the arcane arts seek her 

out. {Hyndluljod}
Annar
[Dvergar] He is Nott’s husband and Jord’s father. {Gylfagin-
ning}
Aradhel
[Lios Alfar] She is the maiden who slept with Ivaldi and their 
offspring was Iduna.
Aranlad
[Jotun] Worked with Sindri on creating Dragvendil. 
Arvark
[Beast] A horse which draws the sun. Arvak is paired with Als-
vinn. {Gylfaginning}
Asvid
[Rime Jotun] Asvid is the best rune-caster among the Rime Jo-
tun. Many galdr come from all over Jotunheim to learn from 
Asvid. He is open with his teachings and only asks his pupils to 
hone their skills for the twilight of the gods. Asvid is a stern yet 
benevolent teacher. His hair is very long and hangs in a myriad 
of braids. Asvid’s body is covered in runic tattoos, many un-
recognizable to even learned galdr. His godi work to spread 
knowledge among the allies of the Jotun. {Havamal}
Atli
[hero] He is the king of the Huns. He was married to Gudrun 
and he had her brothers killed. His sisters are Oddrun and 
Brynhild. His father is King Budli who died when his children 
were young. {Poetic Edda}
Aud
[Alfar] Son of Nott and Naglfari. He is a very talented black-
smith who reunites with his estranged father. {Gylfaginning}
Audhumla
[Unknown] She is the primeval cow who begat life upon Ygg-
drasil. She fed the progenitor jotun Ymir and she licked Buri 
out of the primordial ice. {Gylfaginning}
Aurboda
[Rime Jotun] Wife of Gymir and mother of Gerd. She had no 
qualms with her daughter marrying Frey. {Skirnismal}
Aurgelmir
[Rime Jotun] Aurgelmir is his name among the Jotuns. The 
Gods refer to him as Ymir. He was forged by the rime created 
when primal wave Elivagar froze. Father of Thrudgelmir, he is 
the first of the Rime jotun kings. He is known to have started 
the royal bloodline which would rule Jotunheim for the next 
few generations. Thrudgelmir’s wife Grisla was begotten from 
under Ymir’s right armpit. {Vafthrudnismal}
Aurvandil
[Unknown] is known as “the bold” and is the husband of the 
witch Groa. He has gone on many adventures with Thor in Jo-
tunheim. He isn’t a god, but has the courage to match that of 
a god. He is very resourceful and has found ways of tracking 

down information which may lead to the secret building 
site of Naglfar- ship of terror. {Skaldskaparmal}
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Bor
[Aesir] He is Buri’s son and is husband to Bestla. They 
are the parents of Odin, Vili and Ve. Bor quickly realized that 
his lineage was considered second rate citizens of Yggdrasil, 
subjugated and enslaved by Ymir and his progeny. He hatched 
a plan to marry into the Jotun bloodline in order to possibly 
break the shackles of slavery to which his family had been sub-
jected. He broke a taboo when he married Bestla, as a result his 
godis focus on marriages which must occur in secret. {Poetic 
Edda, Voluspa}
Bragi
[Aesir] Bragi is the most charismatic and eloquent of the Aesir 
gods. He is well traveled and during his excursions he never 
passes up opportunities to learn about the local people, ge-
ography and history. Thus, Bragi’s poems and songs are both 
insightful and entertaining to even divine beings. His godis are 
well traveled skalds and work hard to chronicle the most inter-
esting people and events. {Poetic & Prose Eddas}
Brimir
[Rime Jotun] He owns the legendary feasting hall which is 
perched on the mesa of Okolnir on the border between Nidav-
ellir, Jotunheim and Hvergelmir. This hall and his hospitality 
are well known throughout the worlds which hang upon Ygg-
drasil. He is the patron of brewers and those who wish to put 
on great celebrations. Odin uses his sword when he directs the 
celestial bodies on their new paths. The sword is Herkir and it 
has the power of compulsion at those it points towards. {Volus-
pa, Sigrdrifumal}
Brokk
[Dvergar] He is Eitri’s brother and together they make up the 
greatest blacksmith duo upon Yggdrasil. When Loki obtained 
three wondrous items from the sons of Ivaldi, he bet Brokk 
that no one could surpass the quality of Gungnir, Skidblad-
nir and Sif’s golden wig. Brokk accepted the bet and he and 
his brother created Draupnir, Mjollnir and Gullinborsti, win-
ning the wager despite Loki attempting to cheat. They tried 
to collect on the bet (Loki’s head) but the Trickster-god fled. 
Brokk appears short, stocky and wiry; sporting black hair and 
a moustache. Godis of Brokk and Eitri work as blacksmiths and 
take apprentices who will in turn grow this noble trade. {Poetic 
Edda}
Brynhild
[Valkyrie] Bynhild is the daughter of king Budli and her broth-
er is Atli. She was placed under the foster care of King Heimir. 
For the price of her rebellion against Odin, allowing the wrong 
army to win, she was placed in a supernatural slumber. Only a 
warrior of true valour would be able to wake her. Sigurd woke 
her, but tricked her into believing he was Gunnar. She married 
Gunnar and discovered the ruse too late. She orchestrates Sig-
urd’s death and then throws herself on the funeral pyre to be 
with him in the next life. On the way to a meeting with Hel, 
she meets an ogress who challenges her claim to be with 
Sigurd. Brynhild appears as a tall and stately woman. 

and believes that he is the embodiment of physical prowess. 
Whenever possible he challenges others to wrestling compe-
titions. When Frey approached Gerd and wished to take her 
away, Beli opposed him and challenged him to a duel. Those 
who are about to enter a physical challenge pay homage to Beli. 
{Voluspa, For Skirnis}
Bergelmir
[Rime Jotun] Bergelmir is the son of Thrudgelmir and Grisla. 
He is the current king of Jotunheim. He comes from a long an 
royal lineage. He and his wife are the only survivors when Odin 
and his brothers slew Ymir and attempted to drown the entire 
Rime Jotun race in a flood of Ymir’s blood... and they almost 
succeeded. He has worked tirelessly to rebuild the Jotun race 
in the dark and cold realm of Jotunheim. He appears as a wise 
old ruler, with a calm demeanor. However, his eyes betray a 
fiery spirit that thirsts for revenge. His godis work with royal 
bloodlines to keep the lineage intact. {Gylfaginning, Vafthrud-
nismal, Thulur}
Bestla
[Rime Jotun] Bestla is the daughter of Bolthorn and Himing-
laeva. Bestla is Bor’s wife. Her children were Odin, Vili and Ve. 
She was the first of the Jotuns to marry one of the “inferior” 
Aesir gods. She received much scorn from her family for debas-
ing the Jotun bloodline. Her horrific treatment at the hands of 
her family is what drove Odin and his brothers to strike down 
Ymir and his progeny. Those who wish to take bold and risky 
actions in their lives will ask Bestla for blessing and guidance. 
{Poetic Edda}
Beyla
[Lios Alfar] Frey’s serving wench {Lokasenna}
Billing
[Dvergar] Odin wished to seduce his daughter but was thwart-
ed.
Billingr
[Lios Alfar] He is one of the Lios lords.
Blodughadda
[Vanir] She is one of the Aegir’s daughters. She appears green 
skinned and red haired, and embodies the vegetation that 
blooms beneath the waves. Wherever she goes, fish follow and 
her songs are mesmerizing to mortals and gods alike. {Poetic 
Edda}
Bolthorn
[Rime Jotun] His parents were Thrudgelmir and Grisla. 
Bolthorn is father to Bestla and a son Ogladnir whom he kept 
secret. His wife was Himinglaeva. The reason he kept his son 
hidden was that his son had discovered powerful magic that 
could sunder any Jotun. For this reason, he erased all traces 
of his name and kept him hidden away in a secret cell. He was 
greatly wounded by his daughter’s decision to marry an Aesir 
god and was the one who rallied the family against her. Odin 
tricked Bothorn’s son into revealing the nine spells and weap-
ons required to slay Ymir. {Havamal, Gylgaginning}
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is Snaer and her sisters are Fon and Mjoll and her brother is 
Thorri. Drifa’s powers encompass the natural violence of snow 
storms. She appears as a large boned woman with a serious de-
meanour and stateliness. She holds honour above all else, even 
if it would be a detriment to her. She rules over Svalbard and 
has attracted a sizable following of mortals and monsters. She 
drew the attentions of a Vanir-descendant king named Valendi 
with whom she had a son named Visbur. He left her, so she sent 
an ogre-orlog named Huld to make sure that Visbur is hag-rid-
den to death. Her godi have the power to invoke her howling 
winds. {Skaldskaparmal}
Dufa
[Vanir] She is one of Aegir’s nine daughters. In her liquid form 
she has the power to be in many places at once. She is a master 
spy, able to pass as the condensation on a cold drinking horn. 
Dufa is always on the move, a wanderlust drives her to explore. 
She has no godi due to her secretive nature. {Prose Edda}
Durin
[Dvergar] He was the second Dvergar to be created by the 
Aesir (after Motsognir). He and Dvalin forged the legendary 
Tyrfing. His features are the epitome of exaggerated dwarven 
traits- short, broad, ample belly, big nose, bushy beard and 
wild hair. {Voluspa, Hervararkvida}
Dvalin
[Dvergar] He and Durin forged the legendary Tyrfing. They 
were forced by Odin’s mortal grandson Svafrlami after he cap-
tured them. In revenge, they cursed the sword that it would 
slay someone every time it was unsheathed. Dvalin has a stern 
demeanor and is very well kept. He is serious in his dealings 
and wishes all transactions to be fair. Nothing angers him more 
than someone taking advantage of someone else. {Poetic Edda}
Eggther
[Rime Jotun] Eggther is the guardian for Angrboda. He has 
promised to play gleeful music when the twilight of the gods 
unfolds- reveling at their misfortune. He has an uncharacter-
istically dark complexion, wiry black hair, wild beard, mous-
tache and eyebrows. His pupils glow red. He wears brown 
robes which are almost always dirty. His fingernails are almost 
claw-like and he carries himself like a snake stalking its prey. In 
stark contrast, he has the most melodious voice. He has sworn 
to protect Angrboda with his life. {Voluspa}
Egil
[Hero] Is Thialfi’s and Roskva’s father {Skaldskaparmal}
Eikthirnir
[Aesir Beast] He is a stag who stands on the roof of Valhalla. 
Much like Heidrun, it feeds on the legendary Laerad tree. Its 
coat is silver and its horns are golden. From its horns flow the 
mystic waters that create most of the rivers upon Yggdrasil. 
{Gylfaginning}
Eimyrja
[Muspeli Jotun] wife of Glamr, last high Queen of the Muspeli 
Jotuns.

Her beauty is icy and her eyes are molten. {Poetic Edda}
Buri

[Aesir] Buri is the great progenitor of the Aesir race. Aud-
humla licked Buri out of the primeval ice from which sprung 
from the Crucible of Life. Yimir, the primeval jotun was quick 
to enslave Buri, thinking that size meant nobility, and Ymir was 
much larger than Buri. Buri sired a son named Bor who was to 
break the uneasy relationship between the jotuns and the gods. 
Buri appears as an alpha god, a perfect physical specimen, al-
beit with a kind and innocent face. {Voluspa & Poetic Edda}
Buseyra
[Rime Jotun] She is part of the secrecy-sworn architects of Na-
glfar. Buseyra appears as a rather bookish woman, more inter-
ested in naval engineering than her appearance. Her Godi are 
strictly devoted to the cause of launching Naglfar successfully. 
The rest of the building crew who were also hurt were:Leikin 
has his legs broken, Thrivaldi was lamed, Starkad was over-
thrown, and Gjalp was killed. Thor hit Keila’s pate, Kiallandi 
was broken, Lutr and Leidi were killed. Hengiankiapta was 
hobbled, Hyrrokkin was wounded and Thor also killed Svivor. 
{Skaldskaparmal}
Byggvir
[Lios Alfar] Frey’s servant. {Lokasenna}
Byleist
[Muspeli Jotun] Byleist is the son of Farbauti and Laufey, and 
brother to Loki and Helblindi. Byleist is has always been cun-
ning like his father. He speaks only when necessary and watch-
es and remembers everything. He is sometimes referred to as 
the steady flame, burning slowly but consistently, with surpris-
ing and very successful results. Among the Muspeli Jotun his 
appearance is the least telling, he has even less fiery traits than 
Loki. Those who require discipline, such as soldiers and elite 
mercenaries will pay homage to Byleist. {Voluspa}
Bylgiag
[Beast] He is a one-legged billy goat that lives among the stars 
above Asgard. Loki used him to make Skadi laugh.
Dag
[Alfar] Son of Nott and Delling. He has a horse named Skin-
faxi. {Gylfaginning}
Dain
[Lios Alfar] Dain is a blacksmith among the Lios Alfar. {Hynd-
lujoth, Grimnismal}
Dainn
[Lios Alfar] Among the Alfar his knowledge of the runes is un-
matched. He is as bright as the sun and as fair as platinum. His 
clothes are gossamer and his hair is always blown by the wind 
(even when it is absent). {Havamal}
Delling
[Lios Alfar] He is the third husband of Nott and their child is 
Dag. He is one of the Lios lords of Alfgard. {Havamal, Gylfag-
inning}

Drifa
[Alfar] Drifa is Fornjot’s descendant and her father 
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was away, they decided to chain him using deceit and 
trickery. Fenrir was eventually restrained upon Lyngvi, 
but not before he bit off Tyr’s hand. The Aesir gods then 
stuck a sword in his maw in order to punish and torment Fen-
rir. He is the patron of all wolves and his godi are devoted to the 
well being of the Jarnvid lupine pack. {Prose Edda, Voluspa}
Fjalar
[Dvergar] He is the brother of Galar. They are renegade black-
smiths who practice the banned arts of bloodsmithing. They 
killed Kvasir as well as Suttung’s parents in order to craft the 
Mead of Poetry. {Skaldskaparmal}
Fjalar
[Beast] Rooster that calls out at Ragnarok. It lives in the forest 
Glagvidr in Jotunheim. {Voluspa}
Fjolnir
[Vanir / Rime Jotun] Son of Frey and Gerda, Fjolnir became 
a mighty and successful king. He would be the first of the 
Yngling dynasty, a reign that would become Midgard’s lon-
gest family of rulers- including the legendary Harald Fairhair. 
His demise was epic: he partook in too much celebration and 
drowned in a jotun sized vat of mead. Historians attribute 
Fjolnir with the teachings of how to properly revere the gods, 
birthing the godi archetype. Since his involvement with man-
kind was so intimate, many turned to him for a wide spectrum 
of needs. {Heimskringla}
Fjolsvinn
[Rime Jotun / Ettin] Fjolsvinn is the patron Jotun of ettins. His 
kingdom is in the heart of the ettin lands and his godis foster 
the benevolent relationship between ettin and Fjolsvinn. He 
is also Menglod’s guardian and the master of two terrifying 
hounds. After a powerful omen from the Norns, Fjolsvinn hid 
Menglod safely away in his fiery golden hall on mount Lyfja. 
She is to remain there until her hero Svipdag comes for her. 
{Svipdagsmal}
Fjorgyn
[Unknown] Frigga’s father. He was very promiscuous and pos-
sibly a degenerate. {Lokasenna}
Fornjot
[Alfar] Fornjot is the progenitor of the elements. His children, 
Aegir, Kari and Logi embody the various types of weather el-
ements which exist upon the world tree. Fornjot’s appearance 
is that of a jotun without any visual genealogical disposition... 
he is disturbingly normal and unremarkable. Most who meet 
him forget they ever spoke with him. He and Kari moved to 
Midgard and settled Helsingland. From there Kari’s descen-
dants spread out and carved out their own kingdoms. Aegir 
went to Vanagard and Logi to Jotunheim. Fornjot can control 
all the elements: snow, wind, fire and earth, but his powers pale 
in comparison to that of his children and grandchildren, who 
specialize and dominate an element to an astounding degree. 
His godi venerate Fornjot for his contributions to the worlds 
upon Yggdrasil. {Skaldskaparmal, Orkneyinga}

Eir
[Aesir] She is a great healer and goddess of physicians. Despite 
being a grown woman, she has the features of a child. {Fjols-
vinnsmal}
Eitri
[Dvergar] He is Brokk’s brother and together they make up 
the greatest blacksmith duo upon Yggdrasil. Eitri has very lit-
tle interest in politics, economy or war- his sole purpose is to 
be the best blacksmith in the history of his people. He has even 
opposed Dvergar cultural fashion and shaved his head and face 
to have more comfort by the heat of his forge. Eitri’s forge is 
located on the banks of the Eldrmurra (Fire murmur), a mighty 
river of fire that flows from Muspelheim and into Nidavellir. 
{Prose Edda}
Elli
[Rime Jotun] Elli is more than just Jotun of aging and wither-
ing. She is also the wet-nurse of Utgardaloki. When the Aesir 
gods are invited to a series of challenges in Utgard, she wres-
tles Thor to a standstill. Her tremendous powers not only con-
trol aging, but her truly frightful might arises from her ability 
to wither any soul. Her godi focus on time and age, attending 
births, coming of age ceremonies as well as funerals. {Prose 
Edda}
Fafnir
[Dvergar] Fafnir is the son of Hreidmar and brother of Regin 
and Otr. For a Dvergar, he is incredibly talented in Seith magic. 
He seeks power and riches and isn’t afraid to use his powers in 
order to achieve this. His brother Otr is killed by the Aesir, and 
they pay his family a weregild that includes the finest treasure 
ever known- Andvari’s horde. After committing patricide, he 
shape-changes into a giant dragon to better protect his riches. 
He is rather lithe for a dvergar and has very pale skin. {Poetic 
Edda}
Farbauti
[Muspeli Jotun] Husband of Laufey and father to Loki, Hel-
blindi and Byleist. A Norn prophesy directed Farbauti deliver 
Loki to the Aesir, and he did, when Loki was but a child. Far-
bauti is the consummate strategist. Farbauti is the leader of the 
Muspeli war council. Strategists come to Farbauti for advice 
and blessing. His godis act as the intermediaries. {Prose Edda}
Fenja
[Rime Jotun] A king named Frodi purchases Fenja and Men-
ja so they could work his magical mill named Grotti. Instead 
of grinding out what Frodi desires, they grind out an army 
that defeats him and sail off with Mysing the sea king. Fenja is 
known for her efficiency, perseverance and dedication, and as 
such is invoked by housewives. {Grottasongr}
Fenrir
[Jotun] Also known as Hrodvitnir. Fenrir is the result of the 
union between Loki and Angrboda. He is a very powerful and 
energetic wolf who was raised in Jarnvid. He has grown mas-
sive and eventually went to rejoin his father in Asgard. The Ae-
sir gods became very fearful of Fenrir and one day when Loki 
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Frodi
[Hero] Frodi is part of the Skjoldung clan. Odin helped his 
son Skjold become jarl of Gotland. Skjold married the goddess 
Gefjun and their son was Fridleif and his grandson was Frodi. 
Frodi wished to keep the peace so his set two slavewomen to 
work a magical mill that could grind out whatever he wanted. 
{Grottasongr}
Frosti
[Alfar] Frosti is Fornjot’s descendant and Kari’s son. He has 
two children, a son Snaer and a daughter Skjalf. He has the 
power to alter the temperature over vast spaces and the ability 
to create ice-based architecture with simple thought- for this 
reason he is known as the “wintersmith”. Due to his being im-
pervious to cold, he tends to freeze everything around him. He 
appears as a short and stout giant with rosy cheeks.  {Orkney-
inga}
Fulla
[Aesir] She is the Aesir goddess of assistants. She tends to 
Frigga’s needs perfectly, and shares her secrets. Due to her 
daily proximity to Frigga, she also resides in Fensalir. She ap-
pears as a very vibrant goddess, with free flowing golden hair. 
Fulla is possessed by Gulveig and kills her friend Snotra. Those 
who with to keep good relations with their employers turn to 
Fulla for blessings. Her godis are usually counselors to jarls 
and karls. {Prose Edda}
Galar
[Dvergar] He is the brother of Fjalar. They are renegade black-
smiths who practice the banned arts of bloodsmithing. They 
killed Kvasir as well as Suttung’s parents to craft the Mead of 
Poetry. {Skaldskaparmal}
Gangr
[Rime Jotun] Brother of Thiassi and Idi. {Prose Edda}
Garm
[Jotun] Garm is Hel’s hound, the guardian of Niflheim. He 
guards the gate of Gnipahellir in Midgard. He is as ferocious 
as he is terrifying. Massive in size, his howl can be heard in all 
the realms. His eyes glow red, in contrast to his pitch black 
fur which is caked in blood. Garm’s breath is toxic to mortals, 
making access to Niflheim via Gniphellir most improbable. 
{Poetic & Prose Edda}
Gefjun
[Aesir] She is the Aesir goddess of unseeded pastures and 
virgins. She is favoured by those who await the seeding cycle. 
She was wooed by a Jotun named Kalf who gave her a precious 
jewel. With him she bore four children whom she transformed 
into oxen and attached then to a magical dvergar made plough. 
At the request of Jarl Gylfi, she created the waterways around 
Zealand, carved out the Island of Funen for Odin, as well as 
creating lake Maelaren in Svealand. {Prose Edda, Poetic Edda, 
Heimskringla, Yngling Saga}
Geiravor
[Valkyrie] She is a Valkyrie in Surt’s service. {Nafnathulur}

Fon
[Alfar] Fon is Fornjot’s descendant, sister to Thorri, Drifa 

and Mjoll and daughter of Snaer. She embodies the moun-
tains of snow and ice. She appears as a massive giant with 
grey skin, white hair and seductive eyes. She is slow moving 
and speaks in riddles. She loves company, but seldom does 
her company survive her. Those who make their homes in icy 
mountain ranges leave fainings to Fon, for they don’t wish to 
be caught in her embrace. Godis of Fon are an enigma. {Prose 
Edda, Flateyjarbok}
Forseti
[Aesir] Is the Aesir god of arbitration who is the son of Baldur 
and Nanna. His hall is called Glitnir and sports gold pillars and 
a silver roof. Whereas the Aesir goddess Var deals in domes-
tic disputes, Forseti handles political and business disputes. 
His godi are found at althings, settling disputes for those who 
come before them. {Grimnismal}
Freki
[Beasts] Born in Jarnvid to the most illustrious wolf pack led by 
Managarm. Despite their small size, Geri and Freki were the 
best hunters and trackers. Odin, while travelling in disguise, 
detected their talents as well as their ability to see and inter-
act with the spirit world. They are invaluable on the wild hunt. 
{Prose Edda & Poetic Edda}
Frey
[Vanir] Frey is also known an Yngvi. Is the son of Njord and his 
twin sister is Freya. He is perhaps the most talented among all 
Aesir and Vanir gods. He was married to mortal woman named 
Gerda as well as a giantess named Gerd. He has a golden boar 
named Gullinbursti and a longship which can be folded into 
the palm of his hand called Skidbladnir. He is known as the 
king of the Alfar and his bountiful magic is indispensable to the 
well being of Yggdrasil. When he breaks his promise to Surt, 
the Muspeli Jotun marks him for death. Frey has many children 
who have gone on to become notable kings in Midgard- this 
dynasty is known as the Yngling clan. {Prose Edda & Poetic 
Edda}
Freya
[Vanir] She is the daughter of Njord and her twin brother is 
Frey. Her husband is Od and their daughters are Hnossa and 
Gersemi. She is the goddess of heroes, beauty and riches. 
Her hall of Folkvangar claims half of the dead collected by the 
Valkyries. Freya has a magical falcon cloak and a chariot pulled 
by two giant wild cats. She also obtained the golden necklace 
Brisingamen by sleeping with the dvergar Dvalin, Alfrik, Ber-
ling and Grer. Loki steals the necklace, but Heimdall retrieves 
it for Freya. {Prose Edda, Poetic Edda, Gesta Danorum}
Frigga
[Aesir] She is the wife of Odin and mother to Baldur and Her 
home in Asgard is known as Fensalir. Her father is Fjorgyn. 
She is considered the highest among the Aesir goddesses. 

Other goddesses look to her for approval and permission.  
{Prose Edda & Poetic Edda}
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her honour. Her godi are travelers. {Gylfaginning}
Goin
[Beast] Is a powerful serpent who makes her home in 
Hvergelmir. She is the consort of Nidhogg and her offspring 
number in the millions. Her sister in Moin. {Poetic Edda}
Goll
[Valkyrie] A servant in Valhalla. {Voluspa, Grimnismal and 
Prose Edda}
Gollinkambi
[Beast] He is the rooster who rouses the gods for Ragnarok 
{Voluspa}
Gordstorrvegg
[Rime Jotun] He is a legendary Jotun who is said to possess 
Dvergar blood. His stallion is Svadilfari- a legendary work-
horse. After the Aesir-Vanir war, he traveled to the ravaged 
city of Asgard and offered to rebuild their wall, better than be-
fore. The Aesir agreed and his payment was to be the goddess 
Freya and the sun (Sol). He wished to bring back the sun to 
Jotunheim, and in the process, win himself a bride. The Aesir 
tricked him and his pledge was broken. {Prose Edda}
Grabak
[Beast] is a powerful serpent in Hvergelmir. His father is 
Grafvitnir. He is known as Grey-Back. {Prose Edda}
Grafvitnir
[Serpent] Brood of Nidhogg, father of Goin and Moin. {Grim-
nismal}
Grafvollud
[Serpent] Brood of Nidhogg {Grimnismal}
Grafvitnir
[Beast] is a powerful serpent in Hvergelmir. He is the father 
of Grabak, Grafvollud, Ofnir and Svafnir. He is known as the 
Gnawing Wolf. {Prose Edda}
Grafvollud
[Beast] is a powerful serpent in Hvergelmir. His father is 
Grafvitnir. He is known as the Destroyer of Fields. {Prose 
Edda}
Grani
[Beast] He is Sleipnir’s offspring. Grani is a fine stallion and is 
Sigurd’s mount. {Poetic Edda}
Greip
[Rime Jotun] Sister of Gjalp and daughter of Geirrod. Hyndla 
mentions this name when listing the nine mothers of Heim-
dall, yet no one else dares corroborate this story. {Thorsdra-
pa-Skaldskaparmal, Hyndlujoth}
Grid
[Rime Jotun] She reveals Loki’s treachery and arms Thor for 
his fight against Geirrod. She also has the son Vidar with Odin. 
{Thorsdrapa-Skaldskaparmal}
Grimhild
[Hero] The wife of King Gjuki and mother to Gunnar, Gut-
thorm, Hogni and Gudrun. She brews the potion of forgetful-
ness and first gives it to Sigurd and afterwards to Gudrun. 
{Poetic Edda}

Geirolul
[Valkyrie] She is a Valkyrie in Odin’s service. {Grimnismal}
Geirrod
[Hero] King favoured by Odin, enslaved Odin by accident. 
{Grimnismal}
Geirrod
[Rime Jotun] Jotun chieftain. He captures Loki and uses Loki 
as bait for Thor. Gjalp and Greip are his daughters. {Thorsdra-
pa-Skaldskaparmal}
Gerd
[Rime Jotun] She is the daughter of Aurboda and Gymir. Frey 
spies her from Hlidskjalf and falls in love. He sends his quire to 
fetch her but she doesn’t come easily. In the end they marry and 
she joins the Aesir clan. {Skirnismal}
Gerda
[Hero] The woman who began the prestigious Yngling dynasty. 
Her husband was Frey and their son was Fjolnir. {Heimskrin-
gla}
Geri
[Beast] See Freki. {Poetic and Prose Eddas}
Gersemi
[Vanir] Daughter of Freya and Od sister of Hnossa. 
{Skaldskaparmal}
Gilling
[Rime Jotun] He is the father to both Suttung and Baugi. Two 
Dvergar, Fjalar and Galar, kill him and his wife, Kula, as part of 
a bloodsmithing project. {Prose Edda}
Gjalp
[Rime Jotun] She was a sneaky rogue. She was the one who 
headed up many of the false leads created to throw Thor off 
the real building sites. A member of the Architects of Naglfar. 
{Skaldskaparmal}
Gjalp Geirrodsdottir
[Rime Jotun] Daughter of Geirrod and sister of Greip. She 
menstruates a river in an attempt to down Thor. Hyndla 
mentions this name when listing the nine mothers of Heim-
dall, yet no one else dares corroborate this story. {Thorsdra-
pa-Skaldskaparmal, Hyndlujoth}
Gjuki
[Hero] He was a famous Nibelung king who had four children: 
Gunnar, Hogni, Gutthorm, and Gudrun. Gjuki’s wife was 
Grimhild, who brewed the potions of forgetfulness. {Poetic 
Edda}
Glamr
[Muspeli Jotun] last of the High Kings of the Muspeli Kings. 
He was married to Eimyrja. He was the one who made the hard 
choice for the exile of his people.
Gna
[Aesir] Gna is the Aesir goddess of messengers. Her horse 
magical Hofvarpnir allows her to ride across land, water and 
sky as she runs errands for Frigga and the other Asyniur. She 
appears as a young woman who is full of life. She speaks and 
moves with celerity and purpose. Messengers leave fainings in 
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text as a poorly written introduction. {Skirnismal, Hyndluljod)
Habrok
[Beast] The best of hawks {Grimnismal}
Hati
[Rime Jotun] Father of Hrimgerd, kidnapper of brides. {Hel-
gakvida}
Hati
[Jotun Beast] He and Skoll are wolves who are said to be sired 
by Fenrir. They join Managarm’s wolf-pack in Jarnvid, but are 
soon sent off to the heavens. They are of tremendous size and 
have the ability to fly. The Jotun send them after the sun and 
moon, ordering them to devour the celestial bodies which have 
been hijacked by the Aesir gods. {Prose Edda & Poetic Edda}
Heiddraupnir
[Rime Jotun] Mentored by the first rune-casters, Heiddraupnir 
and his brother Hoddrofnir learned the runes of wisdom. Odin 
received the wisdom runes from Heiddraupnir’s skull and from 
Hoddrofnir’s horn. {Lay of Sigdrifa}
Heidrek
[Hero] He is the son of the renowned shield-maiden Hervor 
and Prince Hofund. His brother is Angantyr. He fostered in 
Gizur’s court, his father wishing to eradicate Heidrek’s bad 
attitude. {Heidrek the Wise}
Heidrun
[Beast] She is a mystical goat which lives on the roof of Valhalla 
and eats the leaves from the Laerad tree. From her udders, she 
provides ample mead for the Einhejar within Valhalla. {Grim-
nismal, Gylfaginning}
Heimdall
[Aesir] Is the guardian god of the Aesir and was born of nine 
mothers. He has keen senses that allow him to hear grass 
growing a mile away and this makes him the perfect guardian 
of Asgard’s Bifrost bridge. Next to the bridge is his hall named 
Himinbjorg. He carries Gjallarhorn wherever he goes, ready to 
sound it at the first signs of Ragnarok. His most distinguishing 
features are his golden teeth. Long ago he traveled to Midgard 
and established the social classes among mankind. Those with 
strict responsibilities and duties turn to Heimdall for guid-
ance. His godi are entrusted with very important community 
responsibilities. {Prose Edda & Poetic Edda}
Hel
[Jotun] She is the daughter of Loki and Angrboda and her 
siblings are Jormungand and Fenrir. Half her body is life, the 
other is death. She was cast into Niflheim by Odin. There she 
overcame the hostilities of the realm and became its supreme 
ruler. {Eddas & Sagas}
Helblindi
[Muspeli Jotun] Son of Farbauti and Laufey and brother to 
Loki and Byleist.  He is the jotun of war and protection. He is 
the bravest of all Muspli Jotuns, some may say that he is so fear-
less that it makes him reckless. He has his hall and seat of power 
at the end of the Eldr river, repelling the serpentine menace 
from Hvergelmir. Helblindi and Nidhogg have a long history 

Gripir
[Hero] was the son of Eylimi and brother to Hjordis. He is 

Sigurd’s uncle. {Gripir’s Prophesy, Poetic Edda}
Grisla
[Rime Jotun] is the woman who is born under Aurgelmir’s arm-
pit. Her husband is Thrudgelmir and they survive the crimson 
flood when Aurgelmir is killed. Their son is Bergelmir.
Gudmund
[Muspeli and Rime Jotun] His father is also named Gudmund, 
his brother is named Geruthus, his sister is Hleid. He is the 
lord of Glassisvellir. He appears as a very tall man with a lion 
or horse’s mane. Gudmund’s son was Hofund, who married 
Hervor, and their sons were Angantyr and Heidrekr. {Helgi 
Hundingbani I, Gesta Dnorum, Heidrek the Wise}
Gudrun
[Heroine] The greatest of the Nibelung. Her father was King 
Gjuki and her brothers were Gunnar, Hogni and Gutthorm. 
She had three husbands: Sigurd, Atli and Jonaker. With Sigurd 
she had two children, Svanhild and Sigmund. With Atli she had 
two sons, Erp and Eitil. With Jonaker she had two sons, Sorli 
and Hamdir. {Prose Edda}
Gulltop
[Beast] Heimdall’s horse {Gylfaginning}
Gulveig
[Vanir] Gulveig is the incarnation of avarice. When great av-
arice consumes mighty hearts, she is reborn. Wherever she 
goes, she ignites jealousy, paranoia, avarice and sloth. She was 
the secret weapon of the Vanir gods. She married Norfi and 
they had a daughter Nipa. Her godi covet wealth and seek to 
acquire as much as possible. {Prose Edda & Poetic Edda}
Gunnar
[Hero] He was the eldest of King Gjuki’s children. The Ni-
belungs had three sons of great renown, Gunnar, Hogni and 
Gutthorm, as well as one daughter named Gudrun. Gunnar 
married Brynhild after Sigurd forgot about her. After Bryn-
hild, Gunnar struck up a forbidden love affair with another 
of Alti’s sisters, Oddrun. Atli’s mother enchants Gunnar so 
he forgets his love for Oddrun and instead marries Glaumvor. 
{Poetic Edda}
Gunnlod
[Rime Jotun] She is Suttung’s daughter and Gilling’s grand-
daughter. Her father set her to guard the Mead of Poetry. 
{Prose Edda}
Gutthorm
[Hero] He is the son of King Gjuki and Queen Grimhild. 
Brother of Gunnar, Hogni and Gudrun, he is Sigurd’s killer, 
because Hogni and Gunnar are sword blood brothers with 
Sigurd. He belongs to the Nibelung dynasty. {Poetic Edda, Ni-
belungenlied, Volsung Saga}
Gymir
[Rime Jotun] Father of Gerd and master of the waves. Aegir is 

called “Gymir” in the intro to the Lokasenna but the intro 
contains other errors so that it invalidates the whole 
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concern, which dominates her thoughts. Her godis act 
as protectors of the those deserving their mistress’ atten-
tion. {Gylfaginning, Voluspa}
Hljod
[Rime Jotun] She is the daughter of Hrimnir and the wife of 
Volsung. Together they made the Volsung dynasty legendary. 
{Poetic Edda}
Hlokk
[Valkyrie] Hlokk is one of the Valkyries who manages Valhalla. 
She is renowned for acquiring so many great souls for Odin. 
She won’t back down from a fight if challenged for a soul by 
another Valkyrie or a Wight Sovereign. {Grimnismal}
Hnossa
[Vanir] Daughter of Freya and Od and sister to Gersemi. 
{Gylfaginning}
Hod/Hoder
[Aesir] He is the blind god and son of Odin. He lost his sight 
when he battled Baldur. It was an accident, but Hod blamed 
Baldur for the mishap. Since that time, he has been helping 
Asgard as best he can. His hand delivers the fatal blow that kills 
Baldur. Invalids turn to Hod for assistance and ask him to be-
seech Odin on their behalf. {Prose Edda}
Hoddrofnir
[Rime Jotun] see his brother Heiddraupnir. {Poetic Edda}
Hoenir
[Aesir] Is the Aesir god of passion. He is one of the gods who 
helped create mankind (along with Lodur). He is the one re-
sponsible for instilling passion into the hearts of men. Later 
he travels with Loki and Odin and is implicated in the death of 
Hreidmar’s son Otr. After the Aesir-Vanir war, he and Mimir 
are sent to the Vanir as peace hostages. {Voluspa, Reginsmal, 
Prose Edda}
Hogni
[Hero] He was middle-son of King Gjuki’s children. The Ni-
belungs had three sons of great renown, Gunnar, Hogni and 
Gutthorm, as well as one daughter named Gudrun. {Poetic 
Edda}
Hor
[Svart Alfar] A powerful rune caster and shape changer. He 
cures Odin of Gulveig’s curse. He teaches Odin and Loki how 
to alter their appearance. He also helps the world forget the 
voelva who spoke to Odin. {Havamal, Voluspa}
Hreidmar
[Dvergar] He is the head of a noble and well known Dvergar 
family, who has since slipped into infamy. His sons are Otr, Faf-
nir and Regin and his daughters are Lofnheid and Lyngheid. 
When the Aesir gods kill Otr, Hreidmar demands a weregild.  
The treasure that is brought to the family taps into their avarice 
and a bloodbath ensues, ending the prominent lineage. {Poetic 
Edda}
Hrimfaxi
[Beast] He is the horse that pulls the moon westward over 
the lands of gods, Lios Alfar and men. His spittle drops 

of animosity and violence. His facial scar was delivered by the 
great wyrm when they fought toe-to-teo in the Alfar Wars. 
{Prose Edda}
Hengiankiapta
[Rime Jotun] He was in charge of managing the catacombs be-
neath Utgard. {Skaldskaparmal}
Hengikjopt
[Rime Jotun] He gave King Frodi the magical mill Grotti. 
{Grottasongr}
Herfjotur
[Valkyrie] Herfjotur manages souls in Folkvangar. She is one 
of Freya’s chosen and {Grimnismal}
Hermod
[Aesir] He is son of Odin and brother of Baldur. He rode 
Sleipnir to Niflheim to ask Hel to release Baldur. Hermod is 
young, sporting short hair and no facial hair. He has freckles 
which add to his youthful appearance. He has a big heart, ready 
to brave any danger for those he cares for. When men face trag-
edy and the only way out is risking everything, they will call out 
to Hermod for bravery. Hermod has fewer godi than the other 
gods, but they make it up in bravery and empathy. {Gylfagin-
ning}
Hervor
[Valkyrie] She is one of the renegade Valkyries whom Odin is 
hunting. Her father is King Hlodver and her biological sister is 
Hladgud. Her Valkyrie sisters are Olrun and Hladgud and they 
married Wayland and his brothers. They hid in Mirkvid until 
Odin forced their hand and they returned to face him. {Volund-
darkvida}
Hild
[Valkyrie] She is Hogni’s daughter and is married to Hedin. 
She has the frightful power of reanimating the dead in order to 
keep them fighting. She wields the legendary sword Dainsleif. 
{Voluspa, Grimnismal, Nafnathulur-Skaldskaparmal}
Himinglaeva
[Rime Jotun] She is married to Bolthorn. They had a son 
named Ogladnir and a daughter named Bestla. {Gylfaginning}
Himinnorn
[Beast] He is the celestial eagle perched in the upper boughs 
of Yggdrasil. Himinnorn is a titanic sized bird of prey who 
watches what transpires in the worlds below. Between it’s eyes 
is a hawk called Vedrfolnir. Ratatosk brings him messages from 
Nidhogg, which are mostly insults. {Prose Edda}
Hladgud
[Valkyrie] She is one of the renegade Valkyries whom Odin is 
hunting. Her sisters are Olrun and Hervor and they married 
Wayland and his brothers. They hid in Mirkvid until Odin 
forced their hand and they returned to face him. {Volunddark-
vida}
Hlin
[Aesir] She is the Aesir goddess of protection, but many mor-
tals attribute her powers to good fortune. She appears as stern 
middle-aged woman with graying braided hair. Her eyes betray 
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Edda}
Huld
[Ogre] She is a powerful orlog who captures Odin’s romantic 
attention. Together they conceive two powerful demi-godess-
es: Thorgerd Holgabrud and Irpa. {Jomsvikings saga}
Hval
[Norn] She is the Norn that is assigned to the Vanir.
Hyndla
[Jotun] She is sought out by Freya in order to learn of Ottar’s 
ancestry. {Hyndlujoth}
Hymir
[Rime Jotun] Father of Tyr. He owns a huge cauldron which 
Aegir wishes to borrow for the feast. Hymir lives to the east of 
the Elivagar, almost at the end of the sky- Sky’s End. He and 
Thor go fishing and Thor snags Jormungand. Hymir is good 
friends with Hrungnir. {Hymiskvida}
Hyndla
[Rime Jotun] She is the jotun chronicler. She is a powerful 
skald, well versed in the oral tradition. Freya summons Hyndla 
in order to discover Od’s lineage. {Flateyjarbok}
Hyrrokkin
[Rime Jotun] Hyrrokkin is part of the secrecy-sworn architects 
of Naglfar (see Buseyra). Hyrrokkin decided to throw off any 
suspicion on her involvement with the construction of Nagl-
far by ingratiating herself to the Aesir. With her knowledge of 
shipbuilding she was able to help with the release of Baldur’s 
funeral pyre when it got stuck on shore. Hyrrokkin appears as a 
red headed Jotun with a muscle toned body and unusually large 
hands. Her face is almost always frowning. She rides a giant 
wolf with vipers for reins. {Gylfaginning}
Idi
[Rime Jotun] Brother of Thiassi and Gangr. {Prose Edda}
Iduna
[Dvergar / Alfar] She is a rare mix of dvergar and alfar. She is 
wife of Bragi, daughter of Ivaldi and an Alfar maiden Aradhel. 
Iduna is the keeper of the sacred orchard. She cares for the tree 
which bears apples which retard the aging process. She has 
the stature of a dvergar, with the graceful features of an alfar. 
Her heritage gives her insight over the nature of life as well as 
the reasoning of an engineer. She has an uncanny talent for 
crafting and splicing plants in order to create new plants with 
ground-breaking magical properties. {Prose Edda, Lokasen-
na, Hrafnagaldr Odins}
Im
[Rime Jotun] He is the son of Vafthrudnir. He is considered 
the first of the Orlog, the archetype that synthesized Vathrid-
nir’s discoveries about the flowing currents about Yggdrasil. 
He appears as a jotun who is uninterested in the world around 
him, because his consciousness as expanded to other planes 
of existence. When spoken to, he returns to the present and 
his eyes take on a wild vibe. His godi walk a fine line between 
devotion and discovery. {Vafthrudnismal}

to the ground and creates the dew. {Vafthrudnismal}
Hrimgerd

[Rime Jotun] Her father is Hati who is killed by Helgi. She 
gets into a flyting with Helgi and Atli and abuses them verbally. 
{Helgakvida}
Hrimgrimnir
[Rime Jotun] He is the “bogeyman” of Jotunheim. He is an-
cient, being begotten by Ymir’s feet. Terrifying in appearance, 
having 6 heads. He indulges in every vice. He is violent with-
out cause. Hrimgrimnir is the infamous monster Jotunheim. 
He has power of making the cold and darkness into a danger-
ous cocktail. The denizens of Jotunheim know that Hrimgrim-
nir must be appeased through violent blots. He is entertained 
by the struggle of others and usually laughs at their misfortune. 
Ogre, troll and ettin mothers tell their naughty children that 
if they don’t behave, Hrimgrimnir will come and snatch them 
away. Unlike most fairytales, and unfortunate to some deni-
zens of Jotunheim, Hrimgrimnir is real. Sociopaths, murder-
ers and the insane venerated Hrimgrimnir. His godi were best 
left alone. {Skirnismal}
Hrimnir
[Rime Jotun] He is the father of Hljod and the catalyst of the 
Volsung dynasty. Using his magic, he helped Volsung’s par-
ents conceive him, and he then sent his daughter Hljod to se-
duce and marry Volsung. {Poetic Edda}
Hrodvitnir
[Beast] see Fenrir.
Hronn
[Vanir] She is one of Aegir’s nine daughters. {Prose Edda}
Hrungnir
[Rime Jotun] Hrungnir is the Jotun of challenges, boasting 
and the holmgang. He challenges Odin to a horse race, from 
Jotunheim to Asgard, sure that his horse Gullfaxi could beat 
Sleipnir.  He lost, got drunk and rowdy, then challenged Thor 
to a holmgang. Hrungnir brings Mokkurkalfi, an animated ef-
figy to the fight, but he turns out to useless. At the conclusion 
of the fight, Hrungnir’s weapon, a whetstone, gets lodged in 
Thor’s head. Hrungnir is good friends with Tyr’s father Hymir. 
{Prose Edda}
Hrym
[Rime Jotun] He is the master navigator who is chosen to cap-
tain the mighty Naglfar, ship of the apocalypse. Some say Loki 
is better suited, but that is inconsequential since Loki is im-
prisoned in Hvergelmir. Longship navigators pay homage to 
Hrym. His godi are trained in longship creation and naviga-
tion. Hrym possesses a magical shield with spectacular prop-
erties when it is wielded in the vanguard. {Gylfaginning}
Hugi
[Rime Jotun] He is the jotun of consciousness and thought. 
When the gods visit Utgard for a series of challenges, Hugi 
takes on Thjalfi. {Prose Edda}

Huginn & Muninn
[Beast] They are Odin’s ravens. {Prose and Poetic 



417

spring into beasts of burden which pulled the plough 
that shaped the Baltic region of Midgard.
Kara
[Valkyrie] see Sigrun.
Kari
[Alfar] He is one of the elemental sons of Fornjot and his son 
is Snaer. Kari’s power is over the air and wind, allowing him 
to bend it to its will. He appears as a tall and lanky jotun with 
slanted features. When he moves or speaks, he tends to whip 
up the winds around him subconsciously. He moved to Mid-
gard to become a king in Kvenland. His godi are often hired 
to accompany ships because of their power over wind. {Flat-
eybok}
Keila
[Rime Jotun] She worked on the magical dragon head of Nagl-
far. Keila is a member of the Architects of Naglfar {Skaldskapar-
mal}
Kiallandi
[Rime Jotun] She worked on Naglfar’s magical rudder. She is a 
member of the Architects of Naglfar {Skaldskaparmal}
Kolga
[Vanir] She is one of Aegir’s nine daughters. {Prose Edda}
Kula
[Rime Jotun] She is the wife of Gilling. Her sons are Suttung 
and Baugi. She is killed by the dvergar brothers Fjalar and 
Galar. {Prose Edda}
Kvasir
[Unique] Kvasir was created out of the peace-spittle of the 
Vanir and Aesir gods. {Prose Edda}
Kyrmir
[Norn] She is the Norn assigned to the Aesir. She works her 
charm over Odin and convinces him into their prophesies.
Laufey
[Muspeli Jotun] She is the wife of Farbauti and mother of Loki, 
Byleist and Helblindi. {Prose Edda}
Leidi
[Rime Jotun] She worked with Lutr, but instead of gathering 
nails, she gathered undertakers. Leidi is a member of the Ar-
chitects of Naglfar {Skaldskaparmal}
Leikin
[Rime Jotun] He was the visionary behind the ship known as 
Naglfar. He defined its colossal scale and magical attributes. 
Leikin also managed the project until he was lamed by Thor. 
He worked tirelessly to ensure that decoys were built so that 
the chances of losing an authentic portion of the ship was min-
imized.
Lif
[Hero] they survive Ragnarok by hiding in Hoddmimi’s forest. 
{Poetic Edda}
Lifthrasir
[Hero] See Lif.
Loddfafnir
[Hero] He receives sage advice from Odin. {Havamal}

Irpa
[Aesir] see “Thorgerd Holgabrud and Irpa”.
Ivaldi
[Dvergar] Ivaldi became the ruler of Nidavellir after his sons 
forged the magical artifacts for the Aesir gods. His sons fash-
ioned Skidbladnir, Gungnir and Sif’s golden hair. His daughter 
is the legendary Iduna. {Prose Edda, Poetic Edda, Hrafnagaldr 
Odins}
Jafnhar
[Unknown] See “Jar & Jafnhar & Thridi” {Gylfaginning}
Jar & Jafnhar & Thridi
[Unknown] The three kings questioned by king Gylfi about the 
nature of the universe. Their named mean: High, Just-As-High 
and Third. {Gylfaginning}
Jarnhaus
[Beast] is Modgud’s mare.
Jarnsaxa
[Rime Jotun] Mistress of Thor and mother of Magni and Modi. 
Hyndla mentions the same name as one of the nine moth-
ers of Heimdall, yet no one else will corroborate this story. 
{Skaldskaparmal, Hyndlujoth}
Jokul
[Alfar] He is one of the elemental children of Fornjot. He 
appears as a jotun completely encased in a skin of ice. This 
appearance doesn’t hinder his movement in any way. To has 
power over all ice, especially the rime of Jotunheim. His godi 
devote themselves to the pursuit of the cold. {Orkneyinga saga}
Jord
[Dvergar/Svart Alfar] She is also known as Fjorgyn who lived 
in Verland. She is the daughter of Annar and Nott and half-sis-
ter to Aud and Dag. Jord is also the consort of Odin and mother 
to Thor and Meili. She has tremendous power over earth and 
stone and she can bend and shape it to her will. She appears as 
a short and stout woman, with a naturally irregular shape. Her 
voice sounds like gravel on broken glass. Denizens who live in 
the earth venerate her. Her godis are also imbued with power 
over stone. {Gylfaginning}
Jormungand
[Jotun] He is known as the Midgard serpent. Son of Loki and 
Angrboda, his siblings are Fenrir and Hel. He also has sever-
al half-brothers named Sleipnir, Narfi and Vali. Thor caught 
Jormungand on a hook, but the great serpent escaped. Jor-
mungand was banished to the great ocean which surrounds 
Midgard. He is so large that when he encircled the realm of 
mankind, it is said that he can bite his own tail. {Prose Edda, 
Poetic Edda}
Jormunrekk
[Hero] He is Svanhild’s husband. He orders her to be trampled 
to death by horses when he suspects her of adultery. {Hamdis-
mal}
Kalf
[Jotun] He is Gefjun’s husband. He gave her a precious jewel 
and they had four children together. Gefjun changed their off-
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fence and someone who well connected to Utgard’s black mar-
kets. He is a member of the Architects of Naglfar {Skaldskapar-
mal}
Lyngheid
[Dvergar] Along with Lyngheid, they are Hreidmar’s daugh-
ters. {Reginsmal}
Lytir
[Vanir god] He is the god of omens and prophesy. Lytir can see 
the future and many kings seek his blessing to improve their 
reign. Like most Vanir gods, he has a consecrated wagon which 
is drawn by cattle. The wagons are created by his Godi who 
travel from kingdom to kingdom, consulting jarls and kings. 
{Flateyjarbok}
Magni
[Aesir] Son of Thor and Jarnsaxa and Thor. He is the Aesir 
god of strength, having no equal when it comes down to raw 
physical power. When his father was pinned under the leg of a 
jotun, many tried to extricate Thor, but only Magni succeeded. 
{Thorsdrapa, Hardbardsljod, Prose Edda}
Managarm
[Jotun] The alpha wolf of Jarnvid. {Prose Edda}
Mani
[Hero] Son of Mundilfaeri and brother of Sol. {Gylfaginning}
Meili
[Aesir] He is the Aesir god of the earth and of crops. Meili is 
the son of Odin and Jord and his brother is Thor. He is equally 
short and stocky, but he his features are softer and kinder. Meili 
likes to wear clothing that befits someone enjoying sowing the 
earth full of seeds, he also sports dark brown hair and beard. 
He marries Sif and they have Ull as a son. His godi help the 
farmers who need assistance with their crop. {Harbardsljod}
Menglod
[Rime Jotun] She is a voelva of great significance in the ogre 
lands of Jotunheim. Her powers of foresight are always true. 
She has steered her people away from tragedy and towards 
prosperity. Fjolsvinn is privy to one of her omens, and knows 
that he must safeguard her for a hero named Svipdag. For if he 
allows another near, he will be an assassin ready to terminate 
her life. Menglod is attended by nine maidens and is holed up 
in an enchanted flaming castle. Her godi are blessed with lim-
ited Voelva powers and look out for their communities. {Fjols-
vinnsmal}
Menja
[Rime Jotun] See Fenja. She is enslaved by a king and put to 
work his magical mill. Menja is known for her dutifulness, 
strong will and lust for freedom, and as such is invoked by 
slaves. {Grottasongr}
Miming
[Glaistig] Miming was a strange and wondrous creature called 
a Glaistig- half man half goat. He was a legend among his peo-
ple. He was known to possess a Slaine sword and a bracelet 
which led its owner to riches. His domain is unreachable by 
mere mortals. Hod defeated him for the magic items needed to 

Lodin
[Rime Jotun] He is the jotun of beasts. Lodin lives on the 

island of Tholley and raises swine and cows. Instead of living 
in a hall, he lives among them, sleeping in the mud. He appears 
as boorish jotun, with an incredible amount of body hair. Lo-
din smells terrible and his manners are severely lacking. De-
spite his abhorrent appearance, he is a faithful defender of his 
homeland. Lodin rides one of his largest boars into battle when 
called upon to defend Jotunheim. Those who work in the field 
of animal husbandry pray to Lodin (albeit reluctantly). He has 
very few godi and they are usually avoided due to poor personal 
hygiene. {Helgakvida}
Lodur
[Aesir] Lodur is the Aesir god of analysis and strategy. He 
helps in the creation of makind, installing logic and pragma-
tism (along with Hoenir). Lodur appears as an athletic man 
with clean shaven face and short hair. His godi act as military 
advisers to prominent jarls and karls. {Voluspa}
Lofn
[Aesir] She is the goddess of marriage and permission. It is 
through her that the mortals of Midgard have marriage cus-
toms and ceremonies. She makes her home in a beautiful for-
est in the heart of Asgard. In Eigivetr the trees are blossoming 
and the flowers are always in bloom. Her godis are romantics 
and those in love pray that she grant permission to follow their 
hearts. She appears as a brunette with very kind features and 
demeanour. {Prose Edda}
Lofnheid
[Dvergar] Along with Lyngheid, they are Hreidmar’s daugh-
ters. {Reginsmal}
Logi
[Jotun] Logi is the pure embodiment of fire. His father is 
Fornjot and his siblings are all elemental aspects like himself. 
He challenged Loki to an eating contest in Utgard- and won. 
Eventually he followed his father and brother Kari into Mid-
gard. He made himself a home in Midgard and his descendants 
rule various portions of Halogaland. {Gylfaginning, Flateyjar-
bok, Thorsteins saga}
Loki
[Muspeli Jotun] Loki is the Jotun of Destiny who also goes by 
the secret name of Lopt. He is the son of Laufey and Farbau-
ti. His brothers are Helblindi and Byleist. His wife is Sigyn 
and their children are Nari and Vali. He had a mistress named 
Angrboda and they had three children: Hel, Jormungand and 
Fenrir. Loki also shape-changed into a mare and seduced the 
stallion named Svadilfari. Together they had Sleipnir. He is the 
blacksmith who forged the legendary world destroyer- Lae-
vateinn. {Prose Edda & Poetic Edda}
Lopt
[Muspeli Jotun] see Loki.
Lutr

[Rime Jotun] He well known in Utgard’s underbelly. Out-
side of the shady world, few know his name. Lutr is a 
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Mogthrasir
[Norn] Mogthrasir is an ancient and powerful Norn. She 
resides in Gimle along with the other Norns. Mogthrasir is a 
matriarch among the Norns having the ability to weave a tapes-
try which survives the ages. Her voelva are usualy non-human 
in nature. {Vafthrudnismal}
Moin
[Beast] A powerful serpent in Hvergelmir. Her sister is Moin, 
Nidhogg’s consort. She is known as the great deceiver. {Poetic 
Edda}
Mokkurkalfi
[Effigy] He is the clay golem which was built by Hrungnir. 
{Skaldskaparmal}
Motsognir
[Dvergar] He was the first of the Dvergar, created by the Aesir 
from Ymir’s blood and rotting limbs. {Voluspa}
Mundilfaeri
[Hero] Father of Sol and Mani. He proposed a wedding be-
tween Sol and Glen, one who had lived in the good graces 
of the Aesir. The gods took this as an insult and demanded a 
weregild of Mundilfaeri- his children would be thrown into the 
sky as to ensure that Dag and Nott follow a new path. This new 
path would ensure that only Asgard, Midgard, Alfgard and Va-
nagard received their presence. This did not sit well with the 
Jotuns, who set Skoll and Hati, two celestial wolves after Sol 
and Mani. {Gylfaginning}
Naglfari
[Rime Jotun] Husband of Nott, their child is Aud. He is a pow-
erful necromancer who known how to use corpses in his ritu-
als. When reunited with his son, they forge Naglfar. {Gylfag-
inning}
Nanna
[Hero] Wife of Baldur, mother of Forseti and daughter of Nep, 
she is the Aesir goddess of wives. She embodies the attributes, 
powers and discipline of successful wives. Brides leave offer-
ings to Nanna in exchange for the goddess’ blessing. Nanna’s 
godi are tasked with performing marriage rights. {Gylfagin-
ning & Gesta Danorum}
Nari
[Muspeli Jotun/Aesir] Son of Loki and Sigyn. His brother Vali 
is turned into a wolf by the Aesir and proceeds to maul, gut and 
kill Nari. {Prose Edda}
Nep
[Hero] Father of Nanna. He is a successful king in Midgard. 
{Gesta Danorum}
Neri
[Norn] She is one of the norns that spins destiny for Helgi 
Hundingsbani { Helgi Hundingsbani}
Nerthus
[Vanir] She is Njord’s wife. Their children are Frey and Freya. 
She is the powerful goddess of farming, peace and hospital-
ity. Her shrines and artifacts are so sacred that only her 
godi are permitted to touch and enter these sanctified 

fight Baldur. {Gesta Danorum}
Mimir
[Aesir] Mimir can look upon the Tapestry of Fate, granting his 
great insights. Mimir and Hoenir were the hostages exchanged 
with the Vanir in order to maintain the peace. The Vanir were 
displeased with the exchange of hostages and killed both, 
sending their heads back to Asgard. His head is now preserved 
as an oracle to be used by Odin. {Prose Edda, Voluspa}
Mimir
[Rime Jotun] On Yggdrasil’s root which leads to Jotunheim is 
the jotun Mimir’s home. Outside his home is his well of wis-
dom. All who with to drink must make a sacrifice. Odin left his 
eye as payment. Mimir was the original owner of Gjallarhorn 
before Heimdall obtained it. His power is wisdom and his godis 
seek it at all costs. His children rejoice and dance at the start of 
Ragnarok. {Prose Edda}
Mistorblindi
[Vanir] see Fornjot {Hymiskvida}
Mithotyn
[Aesir] Mithotyn is the Aesir god of change and leadership. He 
can see and control the flow of energy between worshippers 
and their patrons. When for a time, Odin was unseated as the 
head of the Aesir, Mithotyn was his replacement. He instituted 
several changes in the way the Aesir gods interact with their 
followers. His rule didn’t last and he was sent into exile upon 
Odin’s return. His godi look to revolutionize the way worship 
is conducted. {Gesta Danorum}
Mjol
[Rime Jotun] She is a descendant of Fornjot. She is known as 
the grinder, the embodiment of farmed bounty. The designs 
for Jarl Frodi’s mill named Grotti as well as Louhi’s magical 
sampo are credited to Mjol. Farmers and millers offer fainings 
to her in exchange for her blessings. Mjol’s godis bless fields 
and mills in her name.
Mjoll
[Alfar] She is Fornjot’s descendant, his father is Snaer, and 
her sisters are Drifa and Fon and her brother is Thorri. She is 
a powerful sorceress with an innate ability to alter and shape 
snow. She appears as a gaunt jotun woman with black tatoos 
and black sclera. She walks with a hunch and limp in order to 
lull her foes into a false sense of security- in an instant, she can 
fly through the air. She has carved out a fiefdom for herself up 
in the far reaches of Finnmark. Many worship her to gain safe 
passage through the snowy tundra. Her godi are highly sought 
after as guides. {Flateyjarbok}
Modgud
[Niflheim Jotun] She is the gatekeeper of Niflheim and servant 
of Hel. Her mare is named Jarnhauss. {Gylfaginning}
Modi
[Aesir] Modi is the son of Thor and Jarnsaxa. His brother is 
Magni. He is quick to anger and his rage is hard to subdue. 
Modi learned Modr from his father. {Hymiskvida, Prose Edda}
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Odin
[Aesir / Rime Jotun] His father was the god Bor, and his moth-
er was the Rime Jotun named Bestla. His two brothers are Vili 
and Ve. His wife is Frigga, but he has many lovers. When Odin 
travels under the cloak of secrecy, he chooses different names. 
He is a powerful practitioner of the magic arts, so he prefers 
robes and a wide brimmed hat to a helmet and weapons. He 
owns many homes and halls. Gladsheim is his throne room 
where he calls his council. Valhalla is where his army of the 
dead feast and train. Odin also owns a tower named Valaskjalf 
which sits atop Asgard’s highest mountaintop. Within is the 
throne Hlidskjalf, which allows one to see farther and better 
than any eagle. {Poetic Edda & Prose Edda}
Ofnir
[Beast] is a powerful serpent in Hvergelmir. His father is 
Grafvitnir. He is known as the Bewilderer. {Prose Edda, Grim-
nismal}
Olrun
[Valkyrie] She is one of the renegade Valkyries whom Odin is 
hunting. Her sisters are Hervor and Hladgud and they mar-
ried Wayland and his brothers. They hid in Mirkvid until Odin 
forced their hand and they returned to face him. {Volunddark-
vida}
Otr
[Dvergar] He is Hreidmar’s son, and brother to Fafnir and 
Regin. He has the awesome power to shape-change into any 
animal he wishes. His preferred form is that of an Otter. He is 
killed by the Aesir. {Poetic Edda}
Ran
[Vanir] She is Aegir’s wife and mistress of dead heroes who 
down. Her underwater hall is known as Drekkjahalla. There 
she receives the heroes who died out at sea. She commands a 
host of water Valkyries. Those who set out upon the sea seek 
the guidance of her Godi. The most sacred shrine devoted 
to her is in Rand’s temple in Gnipalund. {Poetic Edda, Prose 
Edda}
Randgrid
[Valkyrie] She is a Valkyrie in Odin’s service. {Grimnismal, 
Yngling Saga}
Ratatosk
[Beast] Ratatosk is the celestial squirrel which runs from Yg-
gdrasil’s top branches down to the roots. He loves to cause 
trouble and intentionally distorts messages between Nidhogg 
and Himinnorn. Ratatosk has a mysterious method or travel-
ling throughout the realms, in this way he slips into Hvergelmir 
despite the seals. {Prose and Poetic Eddas}
Regin
[Dvergar] Son of Hreidmar and brother to Fafnir and Otr. He 
is easily consumed with greed and will do anything to possess 
wealth and power. He hires Sigurd to kill his brother Fafnir. 
Eventually he meets his doom at the end of Sigurd’s sword. 
{Poetic Edda}

spaces. Cows are sacred and must be bred, raised and 
slaughtered using strict ritual. If anyone else should break 

this cardinal rule, they will be killed and sacrificed upon her 
altars. {Tacitus}
Nidhogg
[Alsvartr] A primordial being, predating known history. His 
brethren fought a costly war with the Muspeli Jotuns. In fear, 
the leaders of Yggdrasil imprisoned Nidhogg and his serpent 
brood in Hvergelmir. His consort is the wyrm named Goin. 
The seals prevent his escape, but the fact that Ratatosk can get 
in and out gives him hope. Ratatosk brings taunts and insults 
from the eagle named Himinnorn. He destroys the cosmic tree 
with his pestilence and gnaws on the souls damned to an exis-
tence in Niflheim. Hel has the power to deny him a portion of 
his meal. Being immortal, he bides his time, knowing the day 
of freedom will come. His godi are on a mission to release their 
great lord. They curse burials to ensure that the dead descend 
to Niflheim, their lord cannot go hungry. {Prose Edda & Poetic 
Edda}
Nipa
[Vanir/Svart Alfar] She is Norfi and Gulveig’s daughter.
Njord
[Vanir] Was the lord of the Vanir, but was replaced by Aegir. 
When he came to live among the Aesir, he built Noatun, a hall 
half submerged in water. During Raganrok, Njord returns to 
the Vanir. {Prose Edda & Poetic Edda}
Norfi / Norr
[Svart Alfar] Father of Nott which he created from his own es-
sence. He transformed from Svart Alfar to Jotun and helped 
the kingdom of Hvergelmir for a time. He later married 
Gulveig and they had a child named Nipa. {Vafthrudnismal, 
Gylfaginning}
Narfi
[Muspeli Jotun/Aesir] Brother of Vali and son of Loki and 
Sigyn. {Prose Edda}
Nott
[Svart Alfar] She is the mistress of the dark and the daughter of 
Norvi. She had three marriages. With Naglfari, she had a son 
named Aud. Then with Annar they had Jord. Another marriage 
was with Delling and their son was Dag. She has a horse named 
Hrimfaxi. {Vafthrudnismal}
Od / Odr / Ottar
[Hero] Husband to Freya and father of Hnossa and Gersemi. 
He is often away and Freya searches for him. He has laid claim 
to Dainsleif and challenges Angantyr for this inheritance. 
{Hyndluljod, Heimskringla}
Oddrun
[Hero] She is one of Atli’s sisters. She has a love affair with 
Gunnar but is caught and the relationship is ended. She makes 
a vow to the gods that she will perform benevolent deeds for 
those in need. {Oddrunargratr, Drap Niblunga, Sigurdarkvi-

da En Skama, Atlamal Hin Groenlenzku}
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Sigyn
[Aesir] She is Loki’s wife and the goddess of sacrifice 
and devotion. She gave Loki two children, Nari and Vali 
and when her husband was bound in Hvergelmir, she joined 
him. Her task was to hold a vessel above Loki’s head, so as to 
catch the dripping venom from above. When her actions are 
performed due to devotion, none can stop her. Her godis take 
up causes which they themselves are very passionate about. 
{Voluspa, Lokasenna, Gylfaginning, Skaldskaparmal}
Sindri
[Dvergar] See Eitri. {Prose Edda}
Sinmara
[Muspeli Jotun] She is Surt’s consort. Sinmara is the keeper of 
Laevateinn, the fire blade destined to burn the cosmos. {Svip-
dagsmal II}
Skadi
[Hero] He was the king who took in Odin’s demi-god son Sigi. 
Sigi murdered one of King Skadi’s thralls and was branded an 
outlaw. {Volsung Saga}
Skadi
[Rime Jotun] She is Thiassi’s daughter. She was once married 
to Njord, but her love of the mountains and dislike of the ocean 
drove them apart (Njord hated the mountains and longed for 
the ocean). She later married Odin and they had many chil-
dren, among them the famous Jarl Saeming of Norveig. Odin 
confides in her and tells her of what is to come at Ragnarok. 
She uses it to threaten Loki when he confronts the gods. {Po-
etic and Prose Edda}
Skalmold
[Valkyrie] She is a Valkyrie in Surt’s service. {Nafnathulur}
Skeggjold
[Valkyrie] She is a Valkyrie in Odin’s service.
Skinfaxi
[Beast] Skinfaxi is the horse that draws the second sun after the 
first is devoured. {Vafthrudnismal}
Skirnir
[Aesir] He is Frey’s messenger. He went to Nidavellir to secure 
Fenrir’s tether and he also went to Gerd to secure her hand in 
marriage. {Prose Edda}
Skjalf
[Alfar] She is Fornjot’s descendant, her father is Frosti, her 
brother is Snaer. She is the mistress of illusion. She can alter 
someone’s perception to a point of altering their reality. Those 
who encounter Skjalf, rightly question everything they saw, 
felt or did. She has been very good at staging her own death 
to remove an annoyance. Her appearance is altered with every 
meeting, but she does have a penchant for jewels. Her godi 
have learned how to alter perception in others. {Hemskringla, 
Flateyjarbok}
Skjold / Scyld
[Aesir] He is Odin’s son and Gejjun’s husband. {Yngling 
Saga}

Reginleif
[Valkyrie] She is a Valkyrie in Odin’s service. {Grimnismal, 
Yngling Saga}
Rerir
[Hero] He is Odin’s grandson, father of Volsung- the progeni-
tor of the Volsung dynasty. {Volsung Saga}
Rind
[Hero] She was a princess in the Rutherian kingdom. Odin act-
ed upon a prophesy and raped her. Their child was Vali and he 
would exact revenge upon Hod. {Gesta Danorum, Prose Edda}
Roskva
[Hero] She and brother Thjalfi became squires for Thor after 
her brother lamed the Thunderer’s goat. Egil was her father. 
{Prose Edda, Poetic Edda}
Saeming
[Aesir / Rime Jotun] He is the son of Skadi and Odin. Saeming 
moved to Midgard and ruled over the central kingdoms. {Yn-
gling Saga, Prose Edda}
Saga
[Aesir] She is the Aesir goddess of wealth. Saga is second to 
Frigga in authority. She acts as the treasurer for the gods. Her 
home Sokkvabekk is second in size only to Gladsheim. It is 
surrounded by turbulent water making it a secure place for the 
Aesir to store their accumulated wealth. Upon the balconies, 
she and Odin drink and count the riches which are stored with-
in. Those who seek wealth pray to Saga. Her godis are facili-
tators for those who wish to store their wealth securely. They 
also actively seek out new wealth, making her sect one of the 
most lucrative in all of Midgard. {Grimnismal and Prose Edda}
Sif
[Aesir] Wife of Meili, but after his death she wed Thor. With 
Meili they had a son whom they named Ull. With Thor, they 
had a daughter whom they named Thrud. She had the most 
beautiful golden hair until Loki cut it off as a prank. To make 
up for it, he had the dvergar craft a magical golden wig for Sif. 
She has powers governing prophesy as well as the bounty of the 
earth. When preparing to plant crops, many seek her godis to 
obtain wisdom and insight into the anticipated farming season. 
{Skaldskaparmal}
Sigi
[Hero] He is Odin’s son, father of Rerir and the progenitor of 
the Volsung dynasty (even though his grandson was the one 
after whom the dynasty is called). {Volsung Saga}
Sigmund
[Hero] Son of Sigurd and Gudrun and brother of Svanhild. 
{Poetic Edda}
Sigrdrifa
[Valkyrie] See Brynhild (Sigrdrifa is her Alternate name).
Sigrun / Svava / Kara
[Valkyrie] She is a Valkyrie in Surt’s service. She used to serve 
Odin, but his meddling in her romantic life drove her to oppose 
him with every fiber of her being. Her lover is Helgi the Ein-
herjar. {Poetic Edda}
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Surt
[Muspeli Jotun] He is one of the most famous Muspeli Jotun. 
Surt is the guardian of his land and his people. He is one of 
the few survivors after the war with the Alsvartr and he was in-
strumental in the binding of Nidhogg. His other responsibility 
is to burn a cosmic tree once it has succumbed to the gloom. 
As such, Surt has a seat which overlooks the Crucible of Life. 
{Prose Edda, Poetic Edda}
Suttung
[Rime Jotun] His parents are Gilling and Kula. His parents 
were killed by the dvergar known as Fjallar and Gallar. His 
daughter is Gunnlod and his brother is Baugi. {Havamal, Prose 
Edda}
Svadilfari
[Beast] He is the horse who belongs to the great architect 
known as Gordstorrvegg. Svadilfari did most of the work when 
it came to building Asgard’s impregnable walls. He was se-
duced by Loki in mare form, and sired Sleipnir. {Prose Edda, 
Hyndlujoth}
Svafnir
[Beast] He is a powerful serpent in Hvergelmir. Svafnir’s father 
is Grafvitnir. He is known as the Sleep-Bringer. {Grimnismal}
Svanhild
[Hero] She was the daughter of Sigurd and Gudrun. She had a 
brother named Sigmund as well as several half-brothers: Erp, 
Hamdir, and Sorli. She was torn apart by horses at the com-
mand of her angry husband Jormunrekk. {Poetic Edda}
Svarang
[Rime Jotun] Works to defend Naglfar. He runs a band of mer-
cenaries which get paid very well. {Harbardsljoth}
Svarthofdi
[Hero] He is the progenitor of all sorcerers {Gylfaginning}
Svasud
[Rime Jotun] Father of Sumr. {Gylfaginning}
Svava
[Valkyrie] See Sigrun. {Poetic Edda}
Svipdag
[Hero] He is Menglod’s saviour. His step-mother tasks him 
with returning with Menglod. To achieve this impossible task, 
Svipdag summons the spirit of his mother Groa. She grants 
him nine spells with which to bypass Menglod’s Jotun captor- 
Fjolsvinn. {Svipdagsmal}
Svivor
[Rime Jotun] Svivor was a talented craftswoman. She was part 
of the Naglfar construction crew. Svivor met her end at Thor’s 
hands. {Skaldskaparmal}
Syn
[Aesir] She is the Aesir goddess of defense and innocence. She 
shields the innocent and defends those who are in pursuit of 
just cause. Those who stand accused of a crime that they did 
not commit, often invoke her name. Forseti and Var invite her 
to tribunals due to her ability to hear only truthful words. Her 
godis defend the innocent. {Gylfaginning}

Skogul
[Valkyrie] She is a Valkyrie in Odin’s service. {Voluspa}

Skoll
[Beast] He and Hati are wolves who are said to have been sired 
by Fenrir. They joined Managarm’s wolf-pack in Jarnvid, but 
were soon loosed into the heavens. They are of tremendous 
size and can fly. The Jotun send them after the sun and moon, 
ordering them to devour the celestial bodies which have been 
hijacked by the Aesir gods. {Prose Edda & Poetic Edda}
Skrikja
[Beast] Rooster in Helheim which calls out the coming of 
Ragnarok. {Gylfaginning}
Skrymir
[Rime Jotun] This is an alias that Utgardaloki used when he 
met with Loki and Thor. {Prose Edda}
Skuld
[Norn] One of the 3 most famous Norns. She also moonlights 
as a Valkyrie and rides with Rota and Gunn. {Poetic Edda, 
Prose Edda}
Sleipnir
[Beast / Muspeli Jotun] He is the eight-legged horse of leg-
end. Sleipnir belongs to Odin and was born when Loki shape-
changed into a mare and seduced the stallion Svadilfari. He is 
fastest among all horses and has the ability to fly. {Prose Edda, 
Poetic Edda}
Snaer
[Alfar] He is Fornjot’s descendant, his father is Frosti, his 
sister Skjalf and his daughters: Drifa, Fon and Mjoll. His son 
Thorri. {Heimskringla, Orkneyinga}
Snotra
[Aesir] She is the Aesir goddess of politeness and wisdom. She 
appears as a stately older woman with modest dress. Her mag-
ical shoes ensure she never gets tired. She has a hall, but she 
hasn’t been home in a very long time. Instead she visits others, 
learning much about them. Her politeness and etiquette en-
sures no doors are ever closed to her. Snotra is killed by Ful-
la when Gulveig involves herself in the Aesir-Vanir war. One 
meeting with her can expect some sage advice, and heeding 
it can only improve one’s future. Her godi are wanderers who 
learn and in tern impart their wisdom {Gylfaginning}
Sol
[Human] Daughter of Mundilfaeri and sister of Mani. She is 
forced into the heavens by the aesir. Sol is known as the “shin-
ing goddess”. Her rays will incinerate everything, but Svalin is 
the shield (or holds a shield) that protects the worlds from her 
fiery blaze. {Gylfaginning, Grimnismal}
Solblindi
[Dvergar] His three sons created the wondrous gate which 
protected Menglod from her illegitimate suitors. The gate was 
called Thrymgjoll. {Fjolsvinnsmal}
Sumr

[Rime Jotun] He is the son of Svasund and is the embodi-
ment of summer. {Gylfaginning}
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Thrudgelmir. {Vafthrudnismal}
Thrym
[Rime Jotun] Thrym is the ruler of a rich kingdom within Jo-
tunheim. Within his kingdom live many ogres. He has a great 
hall, many servants, a herd of prized beasts of burden, as well 
as a kennel of cherished hunting dogs. He lacked a good bride, 
one that could match his stature. He stole Mjollnir in hopes of 
using it has a bargaining chip to obtain Freya as a wife. {Poetic 
Edda, Prose Edda}
Thjothraerir
[Dvergar] He is the skald who sang in front of Delling’s gates 
{Havamal}
Tyr
[Aesir / Rime Jotun] He is the Aesir god of duty, war and sky. 
His father is Hymir. Tyr was the brave god who gave up his hand 
when the gods imprisoned Fenrir. {Poetic Edda, Prose Edda}
Ull
[Aesir] He is the Aesir god of skiing, archery, hunting and 
trapping. His mother is Sif and his father was Meili. His home 
is in Ydalir, the forest that surrounds Asgard. He has no hall, 
preferring to live in the wild. He has long blond hair which he 
wears in braids. He sports a long blond moustache. Hunters 
revere him and pay homage when game is plentiful. His godi 
train to be strong archers and hunters. {Prose Edda, Grimnis-
mal}
Unn
[Vanir] She is one of Aegir’s nine daughters. {Prose Edda}
Utgardaloki / Skrymir
[Rime Jotun] He is the jotun who administers the great city of 
Utgard. He is a crafty and boastful illusionist. He invited the 
gods to come for a visit and ran them thought a series of chal-
lenges to see who would be better/faster/stronger. Utgardalo-
ki has power over the environment and can change weather and 
terrain. His godi specialize in granting blessings to those who 
travel through dangerous lands. {Gylfaginning & Gesta Dano-
rum}
Urd
[Norn] She is one of the most famous Norns. She presides over 
Midgard and weaves newborns into the Tapestry of Fate. {Po-
etic Edda, Prose Edda}
Vafthrudnir
[Rime Jotun] He is one of the wisest beings upon Yggdrasil. 
He studies the currents which flow around the cosmic tree and 
has unlocked the third eye. He sees beyond the spectrum of 
gods and giants, and has witnessed of the War of Shadow. He 
and Odin engage in a battle of wisdom and Vafthrudnir loses 
when Odin asks a question to which only Odin knows the an-
swer. {Poetic Edda}
Vali Lokisson
[Aesir / Muspeli Jotun] He is Loki and Sigyn’s son and is trans-
formed by the Aesir into a bloodthirsty wolf so that he can gut 
his brother Narfi. {Prose Edda}

Tanngrisnir
[Beast] One of Thor’s goats {Poetic Edda, Prose Edda}
Tanngnjostr
[Beast] Another of Thor’s goats {Poetic Edda, Prose Edda}
Thialfi
[Hero] Thor’s squire. His father is Egil who served in Hymir’s 
court. Thialfi’s sister is Roskva. Egil had to hand over his chil-
dren to Thor as the payment for the laming of Thor’s goat. {Po-
etic Edda, Prose Edda}
Thiassi
[Rime Jotun] Son of Alvaldi and father of Skadi. His brothers 
are Idi and Gangr. Lived in Thrymheim but now Skadi lives 
there. Thiassi tried to abduct Iduna by coercing Loki to do his 
bidding. He was one of the most powerful Rime Jotuns, with 
skills in magic and warfare. He was lured back to Asgard by 
Loki and subsequently killed. {Poetic Edda}
Thokk
[Unknown] The giantess who refuses to weep for Baldur. 
{Gylfaginning}
Thor
[Aesir / Rime Jotun] He is the Aesir god of thunder and rain. 
His parents are Odin and Jord and his brother is Meili. He 
marries Sif and together they have a daughter whom they name 
Thrud. With Jarnsaxa he has two sons, Magni and Modi. His 
domain in Asgard is called Thrudheim, and the greatest hall 
there is called Bilskirnir. It is said to contain five-hundred and 
fourty rooms. {Poetic & Prose Edda}
Thorgerd Holgabrud and Irpa
[Aesir/Jotun Goddesses] They are the twin goddesses of war, 
blood and sacrifice. They can alter the outcome of a battle if 
they are paid the proper tribute. The cost they demand is usu-
ally very high. They appear as wild and angry shield-maidens, 
sporting battle accouterments and long braids. They are sisters 
and are usually found together and venerated as a pair. They 
don’t support godis, preferring to work directly, or through 
fimafeng. {Jomsvikings saga, Njal’s saga, Skaldskaparmal}
Thorri
[Alfar] He is Fornjot’s descendant and his father is Snaer, and 
his sisters are Fon, Drifa and Mjoll. He is the personification of 
frozen snow. {Orkneyinga Saga}
Thridi
[Hero] See “Jar & Jafnhar & Thridi”. {Gylfaginning}
Thrima
[Valkyrie] She is a Valkyrie in Surt’s service. {Nafnathulur}
Thrivaldi
[Rime Jotun] He is a nine headed ettin, the spawn of a Jotun 
breeding with an Ogre. {Skaldskaparmal}
Thrud
[Aesir] Daughter of Thor and Sif. {Skaldskaparmal}
Thrudgelmir
[Rime Jotun] He is a descendant from a line of jotun kings. He 
is the son of Aurgelmir, and Bergelmir is Thrudgelmir’s son. 
Jarls and karls, and those is positions of power, pay homage to 
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er’s flesh is the only thing Fjolsvinn’s hounds will eat. {Svip-
dagsmal II}
Vidolf
[Hero] He is the progenitor of all witches. {Gylfaginning}
Vigglod
[Norn] She is the Norn assigned to head up the Dvergar proph-
esy. She failed miserably as they refused to buy into her omens. 
She does however guide Iduna to the Aesir.
Vili
[Aesir] Son of Bor and Bestla, brother to Odin and Ve. Togeth-
er they slew the primordial jotum Ymir. From his corpse they 
made many worlds and hung them upon Yggdrasil’s branches 
and roots. They also created mankind. In an effort to stay alive, 
he used the tainted Void magic of Ginnungagap. Now Vili is 
consumed by the madness of the Alsvartr. {Prose Edda, Poetic 
Edda}
Vilmeid
[Hero] He is the progenitor of all warlocks. {Gylfaginning}
Vindsval
[Rime Jotun] He is the son of Vasad and is the embodiment of 
winter. {Gylfaginning}
Volund
[Hero] see Wayland. {Volundarkvida}
Vor
[Aesir] She is the goddess of secrets and discovery. Those who 
wish to keep secrets turn to her for fortitude, and those who 
wish to uncover secrets ask for her aid. {Prose Edda}
Wayland / Volund
[Hero] He is brothers with Egil and Slagfid, and Wayland is 
a legendary blacksmith. The three brothers marry the three 
Valkyries named Hervor, Hladgud and Olrun. Wayland’s wife 
was Hervor. It is said that the Alfar helped Wayland create his 
magnificent items. {Waylandarkvida}
Ymir
[Rime Jotun] see Aurgelmir. {Poetic Edda, Prose Edda}

Vali Odinsson
[Aesir] Much like his half-brother Vidar, Vali is the Aesir 

god of vengeance. Odin learned about Vali’s birth in a proph-
esy. The All father raped Rind and sired Vali specifically with 
the purpose of avenging Baldur. Through magic, he grew to 
adulthood the same day he was born, then took up the sword 
and slew Hod without mercy. He appears starkly different than 
all other Aesir. He is bald, sporting no body hair at all, and his 
eyes are pupil-less and the colour of iron. After the kill he has 
lost purpose, but retains his excellent martial skills. It is un-
known if he supports an order of godi. {Poetic Edda & Prose 
Edda}
Var
[Aesir] She is the goddess of honesty and oaths. Var has the 
power to detect those who are oath-breakers and her justice is 
subtle but painful. She shares a hall with Forseti and her godis 
act as arbiters of domestic disputes. {Gylfaginning}
Vasad
[Rime Jotun] Father of Vindsval. {Gylfaginning}
Ve
[Aesir] Son of Bor and Bestla, brother to Odin and Vili. To-
gether they slew the primordial jotum Ymir. From his corpse, 
they made many worlds and hung them upon Yggdrasil’s 
branches and roots. They also created mankind. {Prose Edda, 
Poetic Edda}
Vedrfolnir
[Beast] He is the hawk that sits between the eyes of Himin-
norn. {Prose Edda}
Verdandi
[Norn] She is one of the three most famous Norns. Along with 
her sisters, they weave souls into the Tapestry of Fate. {Poetic 
Edda, Prose Edda}
Vidar
[Aesir] Much like his half-brother Vali, Vidar is the Aesir god 
of vengeance. Odin and Grid trained him specifically with the 
purpose of raining down justice by the sword. Due to his rigo-
nours training, his lands stand empty, only the grass grows tall. 
He is a solemn looking young man, with angular features and 
calculating cold eyes. He never smiles, and speaks only when 
there is something important to say. He prefers staying focused 
on the task at hand: crafting a boot with which to avenge his 
father. Prophesy states that after Odin is swallowed by Fenrir, 
Vidar will push his magical boot against Fenrir’s lower jaw and 
will snap the maw open. He demands the same attitude from 
his godis. {Voluspa, Prose Edda}
Vidfinn
[Dvergar] He is the father of Bil and Hiuki. They own a magical 
cauldron named Saeg which was used by Odin when he created 
the moon. {Gylfaginning}
Vidofnir
[Beast] He is the legendary regenerating rooster who lives 

in Mima’s Woods. He makes his home in a bough called 
Vedurglasir and Sinmara lives there as well. The roost-
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Sampsa Pellervoinen
[God of Vegetation] He is the genesis that makes all plants 
grow. He carries all the seeds of creation in his magical sash.
Ukko
[High-God of the Sky] He is the primal and high-god of his 
pantheon. Ukko is Vainamoinen’s father.
Vainamoinen
[Demi-god and Bard] He is the son of Ilmatar and Ukko. He 
curates the creation of the world. He asks various powers to 
come help plant trees and to cut down a massive tree that has 
blanketed everything in shadow.

Antero Vipunen
[Giant] The god-hero Vainamoinen has a spell with three 
words or luotes missing. To obtain them, he goes to wake up 
the sleeping Vipunen by pushing sharp stakes into his grave 
and through his mouth and stomach. Vainamoinen hits Vi-
punen in the stomach so hard that he gives up the luotes to get 
rid of the stomach ache.
Ilmatar
[Goddess of Creation] She is the daughter of the sky and moth-
er to Vainamoinen. She created the continents from the eggs 
that shattered into the sea around her.

Characters from Finnish Myths

Laime’s island temple. There they asked the goddess of good 
fortune to bless them with a child. Soon afterwards Neringa 
was born. But she grew into a beautiful giant, who towered 
over the land. Neringa worked tirelessly for her people, help-
ing them fish, saving ships in peril and locating lost children. 
Her size also caused problems, and not everyone wanted her 
around. An evil attacked her people and she raise dup the Cu-
ronian Spit in order to save them. {Lietuvos Pasakos}
Perkunas
[Thunder God] He is a high-god of the Baltic pantheon of gods 
and goddesses. He brings the rain and is revered by farmers. 
He is also the war god and is deeply territorial. He will wage 
war on any gods who seek to convert his followers.
Praamzius
[Time God] He has the power to reshape time and events. 
Heartbroken, the Valkyrie Svava seeks his aid in restoring 
Helgi.
Zilvine
[Serpent demi-god] He is the serpent who married Egle. They 
make a life together under the sea. He is tricked be her family 
and eventually killed.
Žverinia
[Goddess of Animals and Forests] She is the goddess of the for-
ests and she created all beasts that live within. She is also the 
goddess of the hunt, and prohibits the indiscriminate killings 
of her children. Only those who hunt for sustenance avoid 
her fury.

Ausrine
[Goddess of the Dawn] Personified as the North Star
Aitvaras
[God of the Sky] Aitvaras is a free spirit and will help those who 
are oppressed. Aitvaras oversees the skies and he was the one 
to create all birds.
Bangputys
[God of Sea Storms] He is a vengeful god who lives beneath 
the Baltic. Sailors who do not make the proper sacrifice are 
dragged down into his kingdom. When he alid eyes upon Ner-
inga, he wished to have her as a wife.
Egle
[Queen of Serpents] She is the princess who weds a serpent 
king. They live in an underwater kingdom and when they re-
turn to visit their family, her daughter betrays her. After she is 
betrayed, she turns an entire kingdom into a forest of sorrow.
Laime
[Luck Goddess] Also known as Laima, she is a rogue Norn who 
presides over the Baltic peoples. She blesses them with good 
fortune, working hard to keep the darkness at bay.
Laumes
[Witch Spirits] These are the great witches who rule over the 
world beyond the veil. They can see into both past and future 
and they shepherd the dead. Most encounters with Laumes oc-
cur at night, over sacred lakes and underground.
Neringa
[Giant] Neringa is a champion of the people. King Karvaitis 
and his wife could not conceive a child, so they rowed out to 

Characters from Baltic Myths
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Fomorians
The native race who dwelled beneath the sea and ruled Eriu. 
Their first leader was named Cíocal Gricenchos.
Goibniu
[Tuatha De Danann] He was the best smith among the Tuatha 
De Danann.
Luchta
[Tuatha De Danann] He was the best carpenter among the Tu-
atha De Danann.
Miach
[Tuatha De Danann] He was the best healer among the Tuatha 
De Danann.
Morc
[Fomorian] He was the mighty Fomorian king who drove out 
the children of Nemed.
Morrigan
[Goddesses] The Morrigan is/are a complex entity. The Mor-
rigan are one goddess and many at the same time.
Ogma
[Tuatha De Danann] He was the best warrior among the Tu-
atha De Danann.
Partholon
[Nemedian] The second explorer to find the island of Eriu (Hi-
bernia).

Balor
[Fomorian] Last king of the Fomorians.
Cesair
[Nemedian] The first explorer to find the island of Eriu (Hi-
bernia). She is an ancestor of Nemed’s noble lineage.
Ciocal Gricenchos
[Fomorian] The first Fomorian giant leader.
Conand
[Fomorian] The Fomorian king who enslaves the children of 
Nemed.
Credne
[Tuatha De Danann] He was the best metalworker of the Tu-
atha De Danann.
Diancecht
[Tuatha De Danann] Miach’s father and talented healer.
Eochaid mac Eirc
[Fir Bolg] He is the high-king of the Fir Bolg when the Tuatha 
De Danann invade.
Fintan Mac Bochra
[Nemedian] Cesair’s husband. He survives the blight of Eriu 
by going beneath the sea. ). He is an ancestor of Nemed’s noble 
lineage.
Fir Bolg
While the Fir Bolg ruled Eriu, they had many kings. Gann ruled 
North Mumu, Sengann ruled South Mumu, Genann ruled 
Connachta, Rudraige ruled Ulaid and Slanga ruled Lagin.

Characters from Celtic Myths

Characters from Welsh Myths
Arawn
[Aos Si] He is the king of Annwvyn. He comes from the Sid 
world, a faerie folk known as the Aos Si, who exist in the Alfar 
world. They are the shadow elves.
Gwawl
[Hero] He is the son of Clud, suitor of Rhiannon.

Heveydd Hen
[Aos Si] Rhiannon’s father.
Pwyll
[Hero] He is the prince of the seven Cantevs of Dyved.
Rhiannon
[Aos Si] She is the daughter of Heveydd Hen.
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of Baldur.
Frosve
Frey’s hall in the Bright dales of Alfgard.
Galligarm
The world tree that gave birth to the Vanir.
Gelgja
The chain attached to the stone Gjoll which binds Fenrir.
Gjoll
The stone to which Fenrir is bound.
Gjoll
The bridge that leads to Niflheim. It is guarded by Modgud.
Gladsheim
Houses the thrones of the Aesir gods. The field where the Ein-
herjar fight every day. It is a field {Grimnismal} and a building 
{Prose Edda}
Glasilund
The court of King Hjorvard.
Glassisvellir
The holy lake of fire found in Muspelheim. It has underground 
funnels to both Jotunheim and Midgard. It is ruled by Gud-
mund.
Glitnir
The hall of Forseti.
Gnipahellir
The gate into Niflheim and/or Helheim.
Gnitaheith
Fafnir’s lair.
Grjotunagard
Where Hrungnir and Thor fight.
Gymir’s Kingdom
This place is over dew filled mountains and surrounded in wild 
fire. Skyrnir penetrated the ring using Frey’s magical horse.
Haglkorn Mountains
To the north of Risivid are the ice mountains. They are known 
for terrible weather. They are in Jotunheim.
Himinbjorg
Heimdall’s hall.
Himinfell
The sacred waterfall. Sacred eagles roost in those cliffs. It is 
near the birthplace of Helgi Hundingsbani.
Hindarfell
The territory north of the kingdom of the Franks. Also north 
of the place where Brynhildr was ensorcelled.
Hlesey
A land of powerful and fierce warriors. Thor fought berserk 
women there.

Alfgard
The kingdom of the Lios Alfar (also Frey’s kingdom).
Alvadvellir
Home of king Alvaldi in Jotunheim.
Amsvartnir
The lake is Asgard, Lyngvi is the large island at its center.
Asgard
The holy city of the Aesir gods.
Barri
A grove between Vanagard and Jotunheim. It is there that Frey 
and Gerd meet for a passionate night.
Bilskirnir
Thor’s palace with an impressive 640 rooms.
Brenna
Loki’s hall beneath Asgard.
Briedablik
Baldur’s hall where no violence may occur.
Bright Dales
The illuminated valley in Alfgard where Frey has his hall.
Cavern of Echoes
The watery cavern in Vanagard where Odin and Loki were 
strung up as prisoners during the Aesir-Vanir war.
Cornerstone of the World
The sacred place where Yggdrasil holds up a realm. Each othe 
worlds has a Cornerstone.
Couldron-Grove
The place in Hvergelmir where Loki is imprisoned.
Drekkjahalla
Ran’s underwater hall.
Eigivetr
Lofn’s forest in Asgard.
Eldrmurra
River that flows from Muspelheim to Nidavellir.
Eliudnir
Hel’s hall.
Elivagar
A mystical frozen body of water. It is the birthplace of many 
rivers.
Ettinvidr
A dangerous forest in King Fjolsvinn’s kingdom.
Fensalir
Frigga’s dominion.
Folkvangar
Freya’s hall of the dead.
Franangr Waterfall
A waterfall in Nidavellir. It is where Loki hides after the death 

Locations, Halls and Rivers
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The location of the Fire Council in Muspelheim.
Oskopnir
The island which contains Vigrid.
Risivid
The giant frozen forest in the far west of Jotunheim.
Rodulsvoll
Helgi is destined to rules these lands
Saevarstad
The island where Wayland is imprisoned.
Sessrumnir
This is Freya’s hall.
Sigarsholm
A place that houses 46 magical swords.
Sky’s End
A legendary place where Hymir has established his kingdom. 
Hymir is Tyr’s father. It is literally the end of the world at the 
far edge of Jotunheim. Austri stands there holding up the sky.
Sokkvabekk
Surrounded by water and crashing waves, this is Saga’s home. 
She and Odin drink there.
Solheim
The place where Muspelheim and Midgard meet. It is the king-
dom of Gudmund, keeper of Glassisvellir.
Svavaland
The kingdom of King Svarnir, father of Sigrlinn.
Tholley
The island where fire-dwelling ogres live.
Thrudvangar
This is Thor’s home.
Thrymheim
Home of Thiassi and now Skadi lives there.
Urd’s Well
The capping stone atop the Crucible of Life. It is where the 
Aesir would hold their meetings while Asgard was young or 
during the Aesir-Vanir war.
Utgard
The greatest city in all Jotunheim. It is a trading hub and the 
structures are made up of impressive stone. Master architects 
have built the great halls and the impregnable walls. The walls 
are more symbolic since the gates are open to all.
Valaskjalf
This is Odin’s keep.
Valgrind
Gate of Asgard, but could be Valhalla, Folkvangar or Helheim/
Niflheim too.
Vedurglasir
The bough within Mima’s Wood where the rooster Vidofnir 
and the giantess live.
Verland
Jord is also known as Fjorgyn who lived in Verland. It is on the 
banks of the river that divides Asgard and Jotunheim.
Vestrolum
In this western hall Rind will give birth to Odin’s son Vali.

Hnitbjorg
The secret hiding place for the Mead of Poetry. It is guard-

ed by Gunnlod.
Hoddmimi’s Forest
Where Lif and Lithrasir will hide in order to survive Ragnarok.
Hor’s Hall
A Svart Alfar’s hall which is not too far from Urd’s well.
Icetooth Mountains
The biggest and central mountain range in Jotunheim. With-
in the main valley is the boat shaped Utgard, most prosperous 
city in all of Jotunheim.
Idavoll
The plain where the gods met and erected buildings in the ear-
ly age. Later a hall was raised it its name. It is also the place 
where the remaining/surviving Aesir will congregate after 
Ragnarok.
Ifing
The river between the lands of gods and giants. It will never 
freeze.
Jarnvid
Iron wood in Jotunheim. It is a dangerous place where witches 
and iron wolves dwell.
Joruvalla
The place where Dvalin’s lineage made their home. Out of the 
stones and across wet lands they travelled to reach this sandy 
place.
Laerad
The tree which overhangs Valhalla.
Lyfja
The mountain top fortress in the center of the wood known as 
Ettinvidr. This is the seat of power belonging to Fjolsvinn.
Lyngvi
The island prison for Fenrir. It is in the lake known as Amsvart-
nir. Noatun, Njord’s dominion is built there.
Mima’s Wood
Around every Cornerstone of the World in each realm, a wood 
grows called Mima’s Wood.
Mount Asfell
The mountain upon which Asgard was built.
Myrkvid
Nidhogg chewed upon Yggdrasil, creating a tumor. This dark 
forest extends into every realm upon the Cosmic Tree.
Nagrind
The wall of corpses which surrounds Hel’s hall.
Nastrond
The plain upon which the dreaded Hvergelmir citadel is situ-
ated.
Nidafjoll
Where Nidhogg escaped Surt’s Ragnarok conflagration.
Noatun
Njord’s dominion.

Obsidian Mesa



429

Vigridr
The plain/valley where the final battle of Ragnarok is to take 
place.
Ydalir
The forest which surrounds Asgard. Ull calls it home. No one 

has built anything in this sacred wood.
Yggdrasil
It is an ash tree of cosmic proportions. The world tree that 
holds up the many worlds of gods, elves, giants, dwarves and 
manking.

Hungr
Hel’s bowl from which she feasts.
Hyrrhrimnir
The cauldron that dispenses the mead in Valhalla.
Laevateinn
Surt’s fiery sword which was forged by Loki and is kept by Sin-
mara under lock and key.
Leyding
The first leash used to bind Fenrir.
Mjolnir
Thor’s hammer that returns after striking the enemy.
Naglfar
The Rime Jotun ship of the apocalypse. Made from the toenails 
of the dead.
Odrerir
The kettle Fjalar and Galar used to create the mead of poetry.
Rati
The magical auger belonging to Odin. He used it to bore a hole 
into Hnitbjorg.
Saehrimnir
The regenerating boar that is cooked in Valhalla.
Shining Gold
The gold that exudes illumination. It was used to illuminate 
Aegir’s hall.
Skidbladnir
Frey’s folding boat.
Son
One of the vats Fjalar and Galar used to create the mead of po-
etry.
Sultr
Hel’s dagger.
Svalin
The shield which stands before the sun. Mountains and seas 
would be vaporized if Svalin were removed.
Sviurr
The golden corslet which was placed upon Brynhild to keep 
her asleep.
Tyrfing
Angantyr’s magical sword.
Valthognir
The magical thorn which put Brynhild to sleep.

Ales Boat
Hymir’s great 5-mile cauldron that brews amazing ale. It is the 
shape of a boat, made entirely of iron and has chain stabilizing 
moorings.
Bodn
One of the vats Fjalar and Galar used to create the mead of po-
etry.
Dainsleif
The sword which Hild uses to fight forever.
Draupnir
Odin’s golden ring that creates multiple copies of itself. It was 
left on Baldur’s funeral pyre.
Dromi
The second fetter used to bind Fenrir.
Eldhrimnir
The cauldron that boils the boar Saehrimnir in Valhalla.
Gjallarhorn
Heimdall’s horn which was owned by Mimir.
Glagvidr
A forest in Jotunheim where Fjalar the rooster lives. It crows 
when Ragnarok comes.
Gleipnir
The final fetter that secures Fenrir until Ragnarok.
Gram
Sigurd’s magical sword.
Gridgandr
Grid’s staff which she lends to Thor along with the gauntlets of 
strength and girdle of power.
Grimsvotn Valcano
The fiery portal to Muspelheim from Islandia.
Grotti
Like the Sampo, a mill, it can churn out amazing stuff.
Gungnir
Odin’s spear that never misses its mark.
Herkir
Brimir’s sword. It will compel someone when the point is 
pointed towards them.
Hlidskjalf
The throne that allows Odin to look out over the worlds beyond 
Asgard.
Hringhorni
Baldur’s funeral ship.

Magical Artifacts
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Runic Game System
Have you ever wanted to play a game using the Elder Futhark rune 
set? The RGS-Prime rules set is designed for both collaborative 
and competitive storytelling. This game is designed for 2 to 8 
players.
If you own the Fate of the Norns Elder Futhark rune set, then you 
will have a Void rune as well as a bonus Valknutt rune. If you do 
not have them, ignore the rules outlined for both.

Game Setup
The game setup follows a few easy steps:

1) Everyone agrees on a shared setting for the upcoming story. 

Examples: 
- The icy shores of 10th century Norway
- A murder mystery that unfolds on the newly established 
trans-Siberian railway
- Dracula has awoken in 21st century Montreal

2) Secure a timer (watch, hourglass, etc...)

3) As equally as possible, deal the 24 Futhark runes out randomly 
to all players. Each player also gets a small piece of paper per rune 
they receive.

4) For each rune that has been dealt, three attributes will need 
to be created. Each player assigns a card (or small paper) to each 
rune they have. They then write down one attribute for the rune 
and then pass the rune and it’s associated card to the player on 
their left. All of the runes and  associated cards are passed around 
until every rune has had all three of its attributes filled out. The 
first two attributes are the same for all runes, however the third 
attribute depends on the colour of the rune.

St o r y  Te l l i n g  G a m e

Fehu
Action

: drin
king

PPT: 
longsh

ip

Victor
y: an

 item
 of 

great 
value 

has b
een 

recove
red

Sowsun
Action: exploring
PPT: chieftain
Vignette: the gods 
have sent an omen

TiwazAction: murdering

PPT: mead hall
Tragedy: a village 

burns to the ground
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Rune Attributes:
- Action: a verb that expresses action or the relation between two 
things.
- People/Places/Things (PPT): a noun that is a person, place, 
thing, state or quality.
- Victory (only for green runes): a positive statement that injects a 
story with a positive outcome.
- Vignette (only for blue runes): a short statement that is a neutral 
fact rather than being positive or negative. The statement should 
be worded in a way that drives the story towards a goal.
- Tragedy (only for red runes): a negative statement that injects 
the story with a tragic outcome.

5) Put all 24 Elder Futhark runes in a bag along with the Void 
rune and the Valknut rune. Randomly deal out 3 runes to each 
player. 

6) Put all of the papers together and add 2 blank papers so there 
are 26 in all. Secretly, so the other players cannot see, each player 
should then get the papers that correspond to their runes in hand. 
If they have the Valknut rune or the Void rune, they should take 
the blank papers.

Playing the Game
Everyone will take turns telling a story in a structured and collab-
orative manner. However once the story is completed, there will 
be a scoring round that will determine a winner.

The story tellers will play runes onto the table, creating a branch-
ing tree of narrative that can be evolved, backtracked and correct-
ed. The timer ensures that everyone gets a turn.

Game play follows the following sequence:

1) The player that won the last game, or the owner of the runes (if 
this is the first game being played) will become the active player.

2) The active player will take a rune from their hand and put it into 
play on the table. They may not play the Void rune nor the Valknut 
rune. They will then start the timer and start the story. The story 
must incorporate the victory, tragedy or vignette and may use the 
action and PPT.

The active player cannot be interrupted for the first two and a half 
minutes, and if no one interrupts them then their story telling 
time ends at five minutes.

3) Players are vying for the spotlight and may interrupt the active 
player if certain conditions are met. After two and a half minutes 
another player may interrupt the active player if they have a rune 
with an action or PPT attribute that was mentioned by the active 
player.

Example: The active player plays the Sowsun rune and 
mentions that the hero of the story going into a mead hall 
for a drink after they receive a pretty intense omen from the 
gods. Using the picture on the left, two of the runes listed al-
low players to interrupt the active player once the two-and-
a-half minutes are up (Tiwaz for “mead hall” and Fehu for 
“drinking”).

If there is more than one player that wishes to interrupt the active 
player, the one who is closest clockwise will get the first oppor-
tunity.

4) A successful interrupt allows another player to become the ac-
tive player. That player plays (binds) a rune adjacent to any target 
rune already on the table. The target rune must belong to another 
player. They then continue the story that was started by the player 
who played the target rune. This allows for an older part of the 
story to have a branching story line.

If five minutes elapses, then the person to the left of the active 
player (who has runes in hand) becomes the active player.

Playing the Void or Valknut rune changes the table in a very mean-
ingful way. The Void rune will be placed apart (not binding it to 
another rune) allowing everyone at the table the option to branch 
off to a different yet parallel story line. The Valknut rune is bound 
to a target rune on the table and it allows  the new active player to 

Void
Effect: start a brand 
new story that runs in 
parallel to the main story 
( do not bind rune, place 
apart )

Valknut
Effect: We all thought 
*this* happened, but 
let me tell you what 
*really* happened !
Score: Blocks score path
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retell the story that was presented when the target rune was played.

Both the Void and Valknut runes allow the active player full creative 
freedoms as no action, PPT or victory/vignette/tragedy are assigned 
to them. These runes also affect scoring (see below).

5) Play continues until everyone has played all of their runes. Once 
the story reaches its conclusion the table may look something like the 
following diagram on the left.

Scoring
RGS-Prime is collaborative, but it is also competitive. The scoring 
rules are there to bring out the very best in storytelling. If you weave a 
great tale, chances are more people will branch off of your story, grant-
ing you more points.

Look at the runes on the table and each player scores the following:

- If you were the last active player, you gain +1 points if your last rune 
played was red or green.

- Gain +1 points for every rune that branches from one of your runes 
(adjacent only). If you played a blue rune, lose 1 point.

- Find the longest rune path that originated from one of your runes. 
The Valknut rune ends all paths. Gain +1 points for each rune along 
that path.

- Gain +1 points if you have a rune adjacent to the Valknut rune.

Once all of the points have been scored, the player with the most points 
wins!

Alternative Setup
None of these rules are absolute. Feel free to tinker with the formula 
and find what works best for you and your fellow story tellers.

RGS-Prime can also utilize the rune meanings that have been outlined 
in our “Diviner” book. It is a book dedicated to the history, meanings 
and divinations using the Elder Futhark Runes (www.fateofthenorns.
com).During the game setup phase, when writing out the rune cards, 
you may choose to constrain the rune attributes to the meanings of 
each rune.

You may also opt to change the story time as well as the interrupt time 
limit based one everyone’s comfort level.

Have fun!

Start

End
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415, 416, 418, 419, 420, 422, 423, 427, 428, 429
Asvid  96, 408
Atli  5, 266, 272, 273, 274, 316, 317, 320, 323, 326, 

327, 328, 330, 332, 333, 334, 336, 337, 338, 
404, 405, 408, 409, 414, 416, 420

Aud  71, 163, 170, 408, 417, 419, 420
Audhumla  4, 52, 53, 138, 408, 410
Aurboda  295, 399, 408, 413
Aurgelmir  52, 53, 60, 86, 96, 104, 110, 170, 379, 408, 

414, 423, 424
Aurvandil  174, 175, 249, 408
Ausrine  425
Austri  63, 74, 204, 408, 428

B
Baghist  17, 18, 19, 21, 46, 48, 408
Baldur  4, 5, 9, 74, 84, 147, 148, 168, 169, 201, 202, 

205, 206, 208, 209, 211, 214, 222, 223, 224, 
229, 242, 340, 345, 348, 349, 362, 374, 380, 
383, 399, 408, 412, 415, 416, 419, 423, 424, 
427, 429

Balor  29, 30, 426
Bangputys  78, 79, 425
Bara  43, 132, 133, 408
Barri  218, 399, 427
Baugi  95, 110, 156, 157, 158, 408, 413, 417, 422
Beli  206, 408, 409
Bergelmir  60, 61, 71, 81, 95, 96, 97, 104, 105, 106, 

110, 356, 379, 409, 414, 423
Bestla  53, 60, 371, 409, 415, 420, 424
Beyla  344, 346, 409
Billing  369, 409
Billingr  160, 409
Bilskirnir  147, 198, 242, 423, 427
Blodughadda  43, 132, 133, 134, 409
Bodn  156, 158, 429
Bolthorn  52, 53, 60, 371, 409, 415
Bor  53, 60, 63, 64, 71, 81, 83, 95, 349, 408, 409, 410, 

420, 424
Bragi  66, 131, 163, 243, 248, 281, 312, 344, 345, 407, 

409, 416
Brenna  147, 427
Briedablik  147, 201, 202, 211, 224, 242, 408, 427
Bright Dales  160, 427

Brimir  96, 174, 205, 312, 383, 409, 429

I n d e x
Index

A
Aegir  42, 43, 48, 98, 105, 132, 134, 135, 136, 138, 139, 

144, 183, 233, 234, 243, 302, 322, 344, 345, 
347, 355, 403, 407, 408, 409, 410, 411, 414, 
416, 417, 420, 423, 429

Albruna  46, 47, 130, 131, 407
Alcis Twins  47, 134, 223, 407
Ales Boat  429
Alfgard  4, 59, 70, 71, 74, 82, 138, 160, 161, 162, 188, 

241, 355, 388, 410, 419, 427
Almattki  38, 39, 43, 48, 130, 131, 136, 407
Alsvid  312, 407
Alsvinn  74, 407, 408
Alvadvellir  407, 427
Alvaldi  95, 110, 176, 407, 423, 427
Alvis  150, 355, 407
Amsvartnir  86, 108, 134, 136, 147, 169, 201, 348, 

427, 428
Andhrimnir  147, 241, 407
Andvari  299, 301, 302, 336, 407, 411
Angantyr  5, 382, 390, 391, 392, 393, 394, 395, 396, 

397, 398, 399, 401, 407, 414, 420, 429
Angrboda  74, 95, 105, 110, 175, 192, 193, 194, 199, 

203, 210, 211, 213, 215, 220, 382, 399, 407, 
410, 411, 414, 417, 418

Annar  71, 408, 417, 420
Antero Vipunen  425
Aradhel  162, 163, 408, 416
Aranlad  408
Arawn  254, 255, 388, 389, 426
Arvark  312, 408
Asgard  4, 63, 64, 66, 71, 74, 75, 81, 82, 85, 88, 96, 

105, 106, 108, 120, 124, 130, 132, 133, 134, 
136, 138, 139, 140, 144, 146, 147, 148, 153, 
158, 160, 166, 167, 168, 169, 175, 182, 183, 
185, 186, 188, 192, 193, 194, 198, 201, 202, 
203, 204, 206, 208, 209, 210, 211, 220, 222, 
223, 233, 239, 241, 245, 246, 248, 249, 301, 
348, 349, 352, 353, 356, 369, 374, 376, 382, 
383, 397, 398, 401, 410, 411, 412, 413, 414, 
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Eliudnir  215, 340, 427
Elivagar  52, 53, 59, 60, 61, 233, 249, 379, 408, 416, 

427
Elli  238, 239, 411
Eochaid mac Eirc  28, 29, 426
Ettinvidr  96, 427, 428

F
Fafnir  5, 297, 302, 303, 306, 307, 308, 315, 316, 318, 

322, 323, 324, 326, 332, 333, 334, 336, 382, 
399, 411, 415, 420, 427

Farbauti  18, 19, 20, 21, 24, 46, 54, 121, 124, 193, 410, 
411, 414, 417, 418

Fenja  226, 227, 317, 411, 418
Fenrir  4, 194, 201, 202, 205, 206, 208, 209, 210, 211, 

214, 234, 242, 344, 347, 352, 380, 382, 383, 
399, 407, 411, 414, 416, 417, 418, 421, 422, 
423, 424, 427, 428, 429

Fensalir  64, 205, 348, 412, 427
Fintan Mac Bochra  26, 426
Fir Bolg  28, 29, 426
Fjalar  156, 157, 177, 204, 205, 366, 382, 411, 412, 

413, 417, 429
Fjolnir  64, 84, 85, 226, 243, 302, 411, 413
Fjolsvinn  5, 96, 292, 294, 295, 411, 418, 422, 424, 

427, 428
Fjorgyn  63, 179, 206, 345, 411, 412, 417, 428
Folkvangar  101, 116, 138, 147, 148, 188, 242, 286, 

412, 415, 427, 428
Fomorians  4, 26, 27, 28, 29, 30, 426
Fon  98, 170, 410, 412, 419, 422, 423
Fornjot  4, 42, 43, 46, 70, 97, 98, 233, 275, 278, 358, 

407, 410, 411, 412, 417, 418, 419, 421, 422, 423
Forseti  224, 374, 408, 412, 419, 422, 424, 427
Franangr Waterfall  374, 427
Freki  120, 202, 241, 309, 355, 363, 412, 413
Frey  4, 36, 37, 38, 42, 43, 46, 47, 48, 84, 101, 104, 105, 

106, 107, 108, 111, 117, 120, 127, 128, 130, 
131, 134, 135, 136, 144, 145, 146, 147, 160, 
161, 182, 183, 185, 186, 206, 209, 210, 217, 
218, 241, 243, 286, 344, 345, 346, 353, 355, 
383, 388, 408, 409, 410, 411, 412, 413, 419, 
421, 427, 429

Freya  4, 8, 9, 36, 37, 38, 39, 43, 48, 86, 88, 100, 101, 
105, 116, 117, 118, 120, 136, 138, 139, 144, 
146, 147, 166, 167, 168, 188, 189, 198, 209, 
210, 242, 245, 246, 248, 264, 286, 309, 332, 
344, 345, 397, 398, 399, 401, 412, 413, 415, 
416, 419, 420, 423, 427, 428

Frigga  8, 63, 64, 65, 74, 82, 85, 110, 134, 147, 161, 
193, 201, 202, 205, 206, 209, 210, 211, 222, 

Brokk  4, 185, 186, 355, 409, 411
Brynhild  5, 298, 299, 309, 311, 312, 313, 315, 316, 

317, 318, 320, 322, 323, 324, 326, 327, 332, 
336, 340, 362, 363, 364, 408, 409, 414, 421, 429

Buri  52, 53, 60, 61, 63, 349, 399, 408, 409, 410
Buseyra  95, 96, 170, 174, 410, 416
Byggvir  344, 346, 410
Byleist  19, 20, 21, 36, 46, 124, 206, 399, 410, 411, 414, 

417, 418
Bylgiag  168, 410

C
Cavern of Echoes  427
Cesair  26, 426
Ciocal Gricenchos  26, 426
Conand  27, 29, 426
Cornerstone of the World  261, 427, 428
Couldron-Grove  427
Credne  29, 30, 426

D
Dag  71, 72, 160, 281, 282, 283, 286, 356, 379, 399, 

410, 417, 419, 420
Dain  242, 398, 410
Dainn  160, 161, 371, 410
Dainsleif  230, 397, 401, 415, 420, 429
Delling  59, 70, 71, 160, 161, 295, 355, 371, 379, 410, 

420, 423
Diancecht  29, 30, 426
Draupnir  7, 185, 204, 218, 245, 348, 349, 355, 409, 

429
Drekkjahalla  116, 420, 427
Drifa  98, 358, 410, 412, 419, 422, 423
Dromi  209, 429
Dufa  43, 132, 133, 135, 410
Durin  182, 204, 410
Dvalin  114, 115, 150, 183, 204, 242, 306, 371, 394, 

397, 410, 412, 428

E
Eggther  205, 382, 410
Egil  233, 236, 268, 410, 421, 423, 424
Egle  5, 251, 252, 401, 425
Eigivetr  418, 427
Eikthirnir  147, 410
Eimyrja  14, 410, 413
Eir  65, 131, 134, 139, 295, 411
Eitri  185, 186, 409, 411, 421
Eldhrimnir  147, 241, 407, 429
Eldrmurra  411, 427
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413
Greip  199, 399, 413
Grid  199, 352, 413, 424, 429
Gridgandr  199, 429
Grimhild  298, 299, 318, 326, 327, 332, 340, 397, 413, 

414
Grimsvotn Valcano  362, 429
Gripir  5, 297, 298, 299, 414
Grisla  52, 53, 61, 397, 408, 409, 414
Grjotunagard  427
Grotti  4, 226, 227, 411, 415, 419, 429
Gudmund  117, 118, 120, 281, 282, 286, 394, 395, 

403, 404, 414, 427, 428
Gudrun  5, 298, 299, 315, 316, 317, 318, 319, 320, 

322, 326, 327, 328, 330, 332, 333, 334, 336, 
337, 338, 340, 362, 399, 405, 408, 413, 414, 
415, 421, 422

Gulltop  374, 414
Gulveig  4, 37, 38, 39, 43, 47, 48, 116, 138, 139, 140, 

144, 147, 204, 208, 223, 382, 399, 412, 414, 
415, 420, 422

Gungnir  183, 185, 208, 265, 281, 282, 283, 286, 312, 
344, 355, 363, 364, 402, 409, 417, 429

Gunnar  5, 298, 299, 315, 316, 317, 318, 320, 322, 326, 
327, 330, 332, 333, 334, 336, 337, 338, 399, 
409, 413, 414, 415, 420

Gunnlod  156, 157, 366, 369, 408, 414, 422, 428
Gutthorm  315, 316, 318, 319, 320, 327, 399, 413, 414, 

415
Gwawl  257, 258, 426
Gymir  217, 346, 399, 408, 413, 414, 427
Gymir’s Kingdom  427

H
Habrok  243, 414
Haglkorn Mountains  237, 427
Hati  74, 95, 104, 242, 243, 273, 382, 414, 416, 419, 

422
Heiddraupnir  96, 312, 414, 415
Heidrek  5, 7, 12, 332, 394, 395, 396, 397, 401, 407, 

414
Heidrun  147, 242, 410, 414
Heimdall  6, 64, 82, 92, 120, 124, 125, 133, 134, 139, 

140, 146, 148, 166, 168, 175, 188, 192, 193, 
194, 201, 202, 204, 205, 223, 242, 246, 346, 
353, 374, 376, 382, 383, 412, 413, 414, 417, 
419, 427, 429

Hel  4, 5, 52, 194, 201, 202, 205, 206, 208, 209, 210, 
211, 213, 214, 215, 218, 220, 222, 229, 242, 
292, 306, 307, 309, 316, 318, 320, 324, 327, 
337, 338, 340, 347, 348, 349, 362, 363, 364, 

223, 241, 245, 332, 344, 345, 348, 349, 353, 
374, 378, 379, 408, 411, 412, 413, 420, 421, 427

Frodi  226, 227, 398, 399, 402, 403, 411, 412, 415, 419
Frosti  95, 98, 204, 412, 421, 422
Frosve  160, 427
Fulla  64, 132, 133, 136, 140, 193, 241, 412, 422

G
Galar  156, 157, 158, 411, 412, 413, 417, 429
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The Viking tales of gods, giants and heroes 
come alive within the pages of the Illuminated 
Edda. Visit the majestic city of Asgard- home 
of the gods. Fight legendary dragons alongside 
Sigurd, renowned hero. Witness the creation of 
the world tree Yggdrasil along with the awe-
some worlds that hang upon its branches. Get 
entwined in Loki’s schemes as he saves the gods 
from disaster, and then witness as he makes 
matters worse.

The Illuminated Edda contains a brand-new 
translation of the Poetic and Prose Eddas by 
Andrew Valkauskas. This illustrated translation 
has been rewritten using contemporary prose 
making it a pleasure to read. Get the authentici-
ty and truthfulness of the stories without having 
to worry about the complexity of older academic 
translations. These faithful works have been 
painstakingly ordered into a chronology that 
offers a compelling overarching storyline. All 
the gaps in the narrative have been rounded out 
with the author’s own tales involving the heroes 
and villains of the Viking age.

“Andrew Valkauskas and his talented team of 
artists have produced a truly remarkable and ency-
clopedic mythological compendium. Filling in the 
gaps in the surviving record with Valkauskas’ own 
imaginative understanding of Viking Age mytholo-
gy and providing supple and powerful retellings of 
traditional myth, along with parallel myths from 
other European cultures, this book gives vivid life 
to a lost thought-world that yet still resonates with 
us today.”- Dr. Carolyne Larrington (Professor in 
Medieval English Literature, Oxford)

“The Illuminated Edda is one of the most beautiful 
books I have ever had the pleasure to read. Couple 
this welcoming, sink-into-the-book presentation 
with the clarity and accessibility of the author’s 
translation, and you’ve got the essential reference. 
This opens the door for the layperson to experience 
the root lore and enjoy the Eddas as saga. Bravo! 
Thank you!”- Ed Greenwood (author and game 
designer, creator of The Forgotten Realms)
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