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I THINK Scandinavian paganism, to us here, is more interesting
than any other. It is, for one thing, the latest. It continued in
these regions of Europe till the eleventh century: eight hundred
years ago. the Norwegians were still worshippers of Odin. It is
interesting also as the creed of our fathers, the men whose blood
still runs in our veins, whom doubtless we still resemble in so many
ways. . . .

‘¢ Neither is there no use in Anowing something about this old
paganism of our fathers. Unconsciously, and combined with higher
things, it is in s yet, that old faith withal. To know it consciously
brings us into closer and clearer relations with the past,— with our
own possessions in the past. . . .” — THOMAS CARLYLE. .

- *






PREFACE.

IN writing these stories of the Norse gods, many books have
been consulted, and especially the following : Anderson’s Norse
Mythology, the translation of Rydberg’s Teutonic Mythology
and of the Younger Edda by the same author, Grimm’s
Teutonic Mythology, translated by Stallybrass, and Thorpe’s
translation of Seemund’s Edda.

My aim has been to write a story simple enough for children,
but not so simple as to be uninteresting to older persons. My
own interest in Norse mythology was aroused many years ago
by two books, “ Heroes of Asgard” by A. and E. Keary and
“Wonderful Stories of Northern Lands” by Julia Goddard.
The excuse for this book is, that, in many respects, it is unlike
any that have been written on the same subject. And this is
partly owing to the fact that Rydberg’s researches have made
it possible, for the first time, for one to form a definite concep-
tion of the cosmography of the mythology, and also because
he clears away many inconsistencies*that have long clung to it.

I have written the story of the gods as it has formed itself
in my mind after much reading and thinking. In some cases
the words of the poems of Semund’s Edda have been used,
especially in the last chapter, The Twilight of the Gods. 1

have taken the liberty of putting a part of the “Vala’s Proph-
v



vi PREFACE.

ecy ” and of other prophecies into the mouth of Odin, because
he is represented in the Eddas as knowing all that is to come
in the future. In the story of Baldur, I have followed Rydberg
rather than the author of the Younger Edda. Rydberg claims
that the latter has departed from the old mythology in many
instances, and especially in his version of the Baldur myth.
In order to make a dramatic whole out of the separate stories,
it has been necessary to supply connecting links and to give
special prominence to certain characters. Loki is the central
figure ; and Thiassi, as portrayed by Rydberg, plays an impor-
tant part. Whatever is coarse or unpoetic in the old stories
has been left out, and much has been added from my own
imagination. For instance, there is no foundation for the
chapter, Odin seeks Wisdom from Mimir, except in the lines
quoted from Odin’s Rune-song.

I wish to express my sincere thanks to those who have kindly
answered my questions, or helped me by their criticisms.
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THE NINE WORLDS.
STORIES FROM NORSE MYTHOLOGY.

———00 @ 00—
»

o INTRODUCTORY CHAPTER.

HunDREDS of years ago our ancestors who lived in
Europe believed in many gods. The stories of their
gods were not written in sacred books, for in those
early days the people had no written language.! But
they had good memories, and for generations the
fathers had told their children of the gods. The
same stories were handed down until Christianity took
the place of the old religion.

Even after this, the belief in the gods lingered long
in out-of-the-way places ; and, at last, in Iceland, some
of the stories about them were collected and written
down. The books in which they are written are called
+Eddas. There are two of them, — The Elder, or
Szmund’s Edda, which consists of poems, and The
Younger, or Snorre Sturleson’s Edda, which is prose.

1 They had a few characters, called runes, that were supposed to
possess magic properties.
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Probably these stories collected in Iceland are not
just like those told hundreds of years before in Europe,
‘because things handed down by word of mouth are
sure to change a little with each generation. Still, they
give us, in the main, a true idea of the gods our warlike
forefathers believed in. The stories that follow in this
book are for the most part based upon the Eddas.

Our ancestors knew but little of the world, and what
they saw made them think that it was flat, —a great
flat region encircled by a river, called the Ocean.
They believed. that there were nine worlds instead of
one, arranged in some such way as this:!—

(NORTH) (SOUTH)

REGION OF TORTURE SURT'S DEEP
BELOW NIFLHEL FIERY DALES BELOW
URD'S REALM

Highest of all was Asgard, the home of the Asir,
or gods, ruled over by Odin, or Wodan. .

Next below came Midgard, the world of men, with
the river, Ocean, around it. Beyond the Ocean, on the
same plane, was Jotunheim, the upper giant-world.

1 In the plan of the nine worlds Rydberg has been followed.
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Far below these, stretched the under-world, vast
compared with the regions above it, and containing four
of the nine worlds. In the north was Niflheim, the

(1)
(a)
3)
4)
(5)
(6)
(7)
(8)

NORTH

8OUTH

Spring Hvergelmir, in Niflhel or Niflheim, under Yggdrasil's northern root.
Well of Wisdom in Mimir's Realm, under Yggdrasil's middle root.

Urd'’s Well in her Realm, under Yggdrasil's southern root.

Home of the Vanir.

Home of the Elves in Mimir's Realm.

Castle where Baldur dwelt with the Asmégir.

Northern End of Bifr8st, guarded by Heimdall.

Southern End of Bifrést, near Urd's Well.

lower giant-world, cold, dark, and misty. In the south
Urd and her two sisters ruled over the kingdoms of

the dead. Between these two regions lay Mimir’s land,

where, besides the wise old giant, there dwelt many

mighty beings, among whom were Night (the ancient
mother), bright Day, and Delling, the elf of the dawn.
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Even the Sun and Moon had resting-places there ; and
in some parts there were elves and dwarfs. West of
Mimir's land was the home of the Vanir, a noble race
akin to the Asir. Some of the Vanir lived in Asgard.

There were regions lower still, — the land of sub-
terranean fire (“ Surt’s deep fiery dales”), below Urd’s
realm, and the world of torture under Niflheim.

Two things, a bridge and a tree, united all these
worlds. )

Bifrost,! the trembling bridge, threw its mighty arch
over Asgard, while its northern end rested upon the
mountains of Niflheim, and its southern end reached
to the land of Urd. It was very useful to the gods,
who crossed it daily on their way to the judgment hall
in Urd’s realm. But it had to be carefully watched
lest hostile giants should, by its help, find their way to
Asgard. Heimdall, a pure and wise Van, guarded its
northern end. His ears were so good that he could
hear the grass pushing up through the ground, and
the wool growing on the backs of the sheep; and he
needed less sleep than a bird.

The tree which connected the nine worlds was called
Yggdrasil.2 Its three main roots were watered by three
fountains in the under-world, and the rootlets went

1 Rydberg maintains that the Milky Way, and not the rainbow, is the
original of Bifrost.
2 Yggdrasil was an ash-tree.
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down. to Surt’s deep dales and to the world of tor-
ture. The branches of this wonderful tree reached
to the most remote regions, and its sap carried life
everywhere. Serpents gnawed its roots; stags, squir-
rels, and birds lived among its branches; and on its
topmost bough, far above Asgard, the cock Vidofnir
glittered. It was indeed a “tree of life.”

They had a strange story of the creation, these
northern people,—a story that is interesting because
it is so very old.

In the beginning there were two worlds, —a world of
freezing mists in the north, and a world of raging fire
in the south. Between these two regions was a yawn-
ing abyss, — Ginungagap, dark and empty.

In Niflheim, the cold world, a mighty spring sent
down twelve rivers, and some of the rivers flowed into
the abyss, filling the part that was next Niflheim with
layers of frozen vapor. The flames raged so fiercely in
Muspelheim, the world of fire, that they blew over into
Ginungagap, taking many sparks with them. At last
the sparks met the frozen vapor, and a huge giant was
formed. His name was Ymir.

The following lines are from a translation of one of
the old poems: —

There was in times of old

where Ymir dwelt
#* nor sand nor sea
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nor gelid waves;

earth existed not,

nor heaven above,

‘twas a chaotic chasm
before Bur's sons

raised up heaven’s vault,
they who the noble
mid-earth shaped.!

Not long after the creation of Ymir, a cow, Aud-
humla, was formed ; and the giant Ymir fed upon her
milk. The cow licked the masses of frozen vapor, for
they were salt. And as she was licking, the first
evening, a man’s hair appeared; and the second day
his head, and the third day the whole man could be
seen. His name was Bur. He was very large and
fair and had great strength. He had a son called
Bor.

From under the arm of the huge giant Ymir there
grew two children, a boy and a girl. They were giants,
but still they were good, and from them descended
many wonderful beings. Mimir, the boy, grew to be
the wisest person in all the nine worlds. Unfortunately
he lost his life in a great war. Odin cut off his head
and preserved it; and it kept on giving good advice,
as though it were Mimir himself. The great goddess
Night was Mimir’s daughter. The girl who came from

1 From the Vélusp4 in Thorpe’s translation of Szemund’s Edda.



INTRODUCTORY CHAPTER. 7

under Ymir's arm was called Bestla. She was the
mother of Odin.
While a race of good and wise giants descended from

Mimir and Bestla, a race of evil giants and monsters
came from a six-headed son of Ymir's. This monster
grew from Ymir's feet. His descendants were so
powerful that in the end they were to conquer Odin
and cause the destruction of the world. The ruin of
the gods, however, was to be brought about in part
by their own shortcomings: they were not strong and
noble enough to resist the evil forces arrayed against
them.

Odin and his two brothers slew the giant Ymir,
dragged his body into the middle of the abyss, and
from it formed the world.

From Ymir’s flesh

the earth was formed,

and from his bones the hills,
the heaven from the skull

of that ice-cold giant,

and from his blood the sea.l

The “melancholy clouds” were formed from Ymir's
brains. Some of the sparks that flew over into Ginun-
gagap were placed in the heavens, and men called them
stars.

1 From The Lay of Vafthrlidnir in Thorpe’s translation of Seemund’s
Edda. ’
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One day Odin and his brothers! were walking near
the sea, when they came upon two trees, an ash and an
elm. From these trees they created the first human
beings, —a man and a woman. An old poem says : —

They found on earth,
nearly powerless,

Ask and Embla,

void of destiny.

Spirit they possessed not,
sense they had not,
blood nor motive powers,
nor goodly color.

Spirit gave Odin,

sense gave Heenir,

blood gave Lodur

and goodly color.?

The elves and dwarfs swarmed in Ymir's body after
- he was killed : they were not created by the gods.

In Europe there are still ancient customs and old
sayings that go back to the time when men believed in
Thor and Odin. In some parts of Germany, until
recently, the peasants left a clump of grain standing
for Odin’s horse when they gathered the harvest.
Even here in America there is something to remind us
of the old gods. Tuesday is named for Tyr, the god

1 Rydberg maintains that Heenir and Lodur are identical with Vili and
Ve, Odin’s brothers.
2 From the Véluspa in Thorpe’s translation of Seemund’s Edda,
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who gave his right hand to save his people from the
dangerous wolf. Wednesday is Odin’s, or Wodan’s,
day. He placed wisdom above everything else, being
willing to give even his eye for one drink from Mimir’s
well.  Thursday belongs to Thor, the fierce thunder-
god; and Friday to Frigga, Frey, or Freyia, —we are
not sure which.

How did people come to believe in all these gods?
No one will ever know just how the belief began and
how it grew, but it is possible to learn something
about it. )

We who live now have had so many things found out
for us, that we cannot imagine how the world seemed to
people who knew very little, and who had to find out
everything for themselves or make their own guesses
about things. In the early ages men lived in a world
of mystery; the sun, the moon, the sea, the wind, —
everything was strange and wonderful. Life was a
struggle. " In the north it was hard to provide for the
needs of the long, cold winter. Man had not learned
how to control the forces of nature, and he was contin-
ually warring against them. The mountains shut him
in; the forests were dark and awful; the snow and
the ice and the desolate wastes set themselves against
him to thwart his best endeavors. Was it strange that
these hostile forces seemed like cold, heartless giants
opposed to all that was joyous and gentle and human?
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Thus began the belief in frost giants and mountain
giants.

But there were kindly powers, and chief among these
was the sun, —man’s best friend. He gave man light
and heat. Through his influence the rivers burst their
bonds, the grass grew green, and the crops ripened.
While the sun reigned, life ‘was happy. But in the
north, at a certain time of the year, the sun lost his
power ; and in the extreme north, he sank out of sight
and left the world in darkness. As men saw him dis-
appearing, what anxiety must have filled their hearts!
How could they be sure that this mysterious being, upon
whom their very lives depended, would ever return?
How eagerly they must have watched for him; and
when the first faint flush appeared, what rejoicing!
No wonder they hailed the returning sun as a god, —
the god who gave light and joy.

The character of Odin is said to have come from men’s
feeling about the sun. Some books say that Odin gave
one of his eyes for the drink from Mimir’s well, and that
the sun represents Odin’s single eye. We can easily
see that the story of Iduna has something to do with
the going and coming again of the summer.

But Baldur is the god who represents most fully the
feeling that men had for the sun in the far north.
Baldur was the pure and shining god. And as the sun
sank out of sight, and left the world in darkness, so he
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died, and went to the under-world, causing untold griet
in Asgard and Midgard.

The thunder was pictured as a strong, fierce god, with
fiery hair and beard, who rode in his iron chariot and
flung his mighty hammer at the rocks and mountains, —
Thor, the foe of the giants.

All the gods cannot be easily traced back to some-
thing in nature ; indeed, most of them lost their original
character, as the years rolled on, and becam®e very
human in their attributes. And we must not think of
them as representing to their worshippers simply some
object in nature: Men and women lived hard lives
in those rude times, and thought much about life, and
death, and the unknown future. What they believed
and hoped was expressed in the character of their gods,
and in the pictures they made for themselves of the
unseen worlds. As we read their poems and stories, we
feel how they were trying to get at the secret of life,
that great open secret that no one has wholly guessed,
~ even with the “Light [that] has come into the world”
since those days.

It was a fighting age. The hero looked forward to
death on the battle-field as the greatest of blessings.
He believed that so dying the Valkyries would come and
take him to Odin’s palace of Valhalla, where the fight-
ing and the feasting would go on for ages. But with
all their love of war, these people did not believe that
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force was to be victorious, or that evil was to triumph
over good. The strong gods were to have their day,
but were to be defeated at Ragnarck ; then Baldur was
to come — the ruler of a new and better world. Good-
ness and purity were to conquer in the end.

All this has passed away, and those warlike people
have left little to remind us that they once lived here.
Yet one heritage we have,—not a few pyramids of
stone, but nine worlds built of that airy stuff that
outlasts solid granite, and peopled with beings strange
and wonderful. Surely, h® who loves the past will care
sometimes to wander amid the shadows of those ancient
worlds.
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ODIN SEEKS WISDOM FROM MIMIR.

IT was night in Asgard, the home of the gods. A
soft light fell upon the sleeping city, showing its vine-
clad hills and glittering palaces, and touching even the
deep, still valleys that lay between. For the trembling
bridge, Bifrost, spanned the city like a rainbow of silver,
meeting the horizon at the north and south. Toward
the south, as far as the eye could reach, rose mountains,
with castles upon their tops and sides; while, toward
the north, stretched the level and grassy plains of Ida.

From a structure upon the highest place of the city,
a shaft shot up, slender and glittering, as a tall spire
rises from some great cathedral. It rose high above all
the castles and towers, so high as almost to touch the
-arch of the celestial bridge. This slender shaft was
Odin’s High Seat. From its top could be seen not
only Asgard, but also a large part of the worlds below.

Here the Allfather sat alone, buried in thought.
Alone except for two wolves that lay sleeping at his
feet, and two ravens! perched upon his shoulders, weary
after their journey through the nine worlds.

1 Odin’s ravens were, Hugin (thought) and Munin (memory); each

day they flew over the nine worlds, bringing back tidings to Odin.
13
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After sitting a long while in meditation, Odin looked
down upon the stately homes of his children, and upon
the fields that stretched away, beyond the high walls
and the dark, rushing river that surrounded the city of-
the gods. Then his eyes tried in vain to pierce the
dense blackness that shrouded a land far below him
toward the north. He gazed long and earnestly, and at
last rose up and descended quickly to the palace just
below his High Seat. The vast halls resounded as he
strode through them.

He hastened to a building near by, and soon appeared
again, leading a gray horse. This horse was well fitted
to bear the father of the gods; for he had a powerful
frame and eight legs. As he stood waiting for Odin to
mount, he trembled with eagerness, and flames poured
from his nostrils. In an instant Odin was on his back,
and the wonderful horse was carrying him toward the
north with the speed of the wind.

The high wall and the dark river surrounding the city
were no obstacle to Sleipnir. He leaped easily over
them, and kept on his swift way across the fields on the
other side, which stretched green and level to the dis-
tant horizon. Here and there were groves in whose
quiet depths a less rapid traveller might have heard the
trickling of fountains. And occasionally a lake reflected
on its dark surface the silvery.arch of Bifrost.

At last they reached the point where the celestial
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bridge touched the outer edge of Asgard. The eights
footed horse rushed unhesitatingly upon the bridge,
although it trembled beneath his weight, sending up
fitful lames. Like a comet among the stars, Sleipnir
sped on, bearing Odin over the black depths.

At length a faint light reached them from the north,
and soon Odin saw a horseman, clad in a white garment,
coming towards him. The horse had a mane of gold,
which, shining full upon the rider, revealed his pure,
pale face. Approaching, he said, “ Welcome, Father
Odin. I have been watching for you ever since I heard
Sleipnir’s eight hoofs strike the bridge. Doubtless
some deep purpose brings you across Bifrost at night ?”

“Yes, Heimdall, you have judged rightly,” said Odin;
“a great matter urges me on; and many days must
I journey ere I return home. I must go through the
dark land of our enemies, the frost giants of the lower
world, and then far beyond, to regions that few have
visited. Fortunate are the gods that Heimdall guards
for them the trembling bridge. Were it not for your
keen ears that hear the grass growing, and the wool
thickening on the backs of the sheep, our enemies
might, ere this, have crossed the abyss, and have
stormed Asgard.”

As he spoke, they both looked down upon the land
beneath them, dark, except for the light that streamed
from Heimdall's far-shining castle at the bridge-head.
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And they could see the glistening tops of ice mountains
rising above the mists.

As Odin looked he said, “Our enemies are strong,
and I fear the treacherous Loki, who is ever going
between Asgard and the giant-world. We have need
of all yBur watchfulness, Heimdall, and of all the
strength of Thor, the dread foe of the giants, to keep
our enemies at bay. What great wisdom do I need to
proteét the realm of Asgard, and the world of men!”

They kept on their way toward Heimdall’s castle,
which was on a high mountain near the bridge-head.
The castle was apparently made of the same material
as the bridge, and, as it rose toward the sky, might have
been taken for a structure of cloud bathed in moon-
light. But in truth it shone with a soft fire of its own;
for radiance streamed from it in all directions, lighting
up, as we have seen, a part of the cold, foggy land of
the giants. The approach to the bridge was in this
way made so clearly visible that it would have been
impossible for any one to get near without Heimdall’s
knowledge, even had his hearing been less keen.
Then, too, the castle was strongly fortified, surrounded
by a high wall, and a moat, the waters of which, like

those of the Asgard river, were covered with a mist

that flashed into flames when disturbed by an enemy of
the gods.
“Come in, Odin,” said Heimdall, as they reached the
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castle ; “your journey has been long, and a hard road
lies before you.”

They entered a large hall whose walls were made of .
something that resembled white marble or alabaster.
All the decorations were of silver. Vines bearing
clusters of silver grapes ran along the walls, and
curious horns and lamps hung from the arches above.
Tall youths, clad, like Heimdall, all in white, brought
in tankards of foaming mead.! :

The two gods drank the mead, and talked earnestly
together, until at last Odin rose, saying, “One favor I
ask of you, Heimdall: keep Sleipnir for me urtil my
return. There are few to whom I would intrust him,
but he will be safe with you. I wish to journey,
unknown, through the world of cold and darkness, and
the horse would betray me.”

Heimdall “accompanied Odin a short distance down
the steep mountain, and then returned to his post, to
guard the bridge of the gods.

. As Odin went down into Niflheim,? a chilly fog closed
about him, shutting out the light from Heimdall’s
castle, and making it hard for him to keep to the path.
As he got lower, the cold became intense, and his foot
slipped on the icy road which broadened into a river of
ice. There were sounds of creaking and crashing, and

1 Honey and water, fermented and flavored.
2 The giant-world in the northern part of the great under-world.
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in the distance could be heard the moaning of waves as
they broke upon the desolate shore. As he made his
way he could just distinguish through the mist and
darkness the enormous mountains of ice surrounding
him. Some of these seeming ice mountains were really
frost giants whose huge heads would slowly turn to
follow him. Once an iceberg in the sea went to pieces
with the noise of distant thunder, and he could long
hear the booming and crashing, Sometimes a deluge
of icy water would rush upon him from a cascade that
he had not perceived ; and then he would hear the slow,
heavy laughter of the giants, sounding like the roar of
hoarse winds. At one point in his journey he came
upon a field of ice; and as the fog lifted, he could see
that it stretched on all sides, level and white, covered
with snow. Here the sounds of creaking and crashing
ceased, and he no longer heard the laughter of the
giants: the silence was absolute. He stood alone
under the stars.

After a long journey through the ice region, Odin,
reached a countr}; where dark, savage mountains took
the place of icebergs, and here and there on their
peaks loomed up the strongholds of the mountain
giants. As he kept on his way, he could sometimes
distinguish the giants themselves, looking like huge,
moving masses of rock. This land was as dreary as
the land of ice; for although there was no fog, and a




ODIN SEEKS WISDOM FROM MIMIR. (e}

faint twilight glimmered, it was'very desolate. Not
a green thing was to be seen; nothing but grim
mountains and dark abysses, at the bottom of which
rushed rivers, finding their way from the spring
Hvergelmir to the cold northern sea. The mountains,
at times, gave place to level wastes of great extent,
where bowlders lay heaped one upon another, with deep,
still pools lurking among them. Often heavy clouds
rolled across the sky, enveloping the mountains.

After journeying long, Odin stood upon a high place
from which he could look down upon a morass stretch-
ing as far as the eye could reach. In the dim light he
could just distinguish a narrow footpath of solid ground
leading across it. When partly over, one of the giants
saw him; and soon a troop of the monsters came
stumbling after him. Finding it impossible to reach
him, they filled the air with their hoarse shouts and
brandished their great clubs. Upon this a fearful wind
arose, threatening to blow Odin from the narrow path.
Clouds shaped like dragons blew gusts at him from
their open mouths ; and when he got safely over, howls
of disappointed rage resounded long in the air behind.

He came next to a river, whose dark, swift current
bore with it sharp stones and bits of iron, and no
bridge spanned the deadly stream. But Odin crossed
it safely on some driftwood.

Higher mountains than any he had yet seen now
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loomed up toward the south ; and one, higher than the
others, down whose sides rushed twelve rivers. On the
top of this mountain was the ice-cold spring Hvergel-
mir. One of the three roots of the great World Tree,
Yggdrasil, was bathed by the waters of this spring;
and the rivers that flowed from it went in all directions,
some flowing through the cold, foggy land of the giants
to the northern ocean, while others flowed toward the
south, through the vast realms where Mimir! and Urd?
guarded their wells under the other two roots of the
World Tree.

As Odin neared the mountain, his way led through a
gloomy cave, where he could hear the baying of a dog
and the creaking of an iron gate. This gate, he knew,
barred the descent to the world of torture below Nifl-
heim, —a world far more dark and dreadful than that
through which he had just passed. Once out of the
cave, the road led over the mountain. On the highest
peak stood a solitary watchman, the trusty guardian of
the spring and the dread foe of the giants.

As Odin came near, he greeted him: “Did the mon-
sters try to harm you, Odin? The hateful crew would
be glad enough to crush the father of the gods and get
possession of Asgard. And your Loki is too much

1 The giant who grew from under Ymir’s arm.
2 Urd and her two sisters were norns, or fates, representing the past,

present, and future.
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with them. I often see him there. He thinks himself
well hidden by the darkness. But my eyes are trained
to see in the dark.” '

“Yes, Egil,” replied Odin; “your eyes and Heim-
dall's ears are the best defence we have against our
foes. I came through safely, as you see. Their attacks
would have been more fierce had they known me. As
for Loki, I am well aware how dangerous he has be-
come. But I may not yet turn him out of Asgard, for
I am bound by an oath made when we both were
young, — when I thought him innocent. But I must
hasten, Egil; a great purpose urges me on.”

As Odin went down the southern slope of the moun-
tain, a pleasant prospect greeted his eyes, wearied with
the gloomy sights upon which they had been looking
for so many days. The country was still mountainous,
but it was not black and sterile. Rich metals seamed
the rocks, and here and there were the mouths of
caves where sparkled crystals and gems. When Odin
stopped and listened, he could hear the picks and ham-
mers of the dwarfs. Twilight still hung over the scene,
but at intervals lights streamed across the sky, their
rich colors playing upon the mountains.

Odin had now to cross a broad river, and then he
could see in the distance a castle of fantastic shape,
which was ornamented in an unusual manner. Stone
dragons grinned from its corners, their large jewelled
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eyes gleaming like fire as the lights flashed upon them.
About the slender columns twined golden snakes and
lizards of copper; and metal vines ran thickly along
the walls, bearing gems for flowers. A fire shone from
one part of the building, and it was evident that work
of some kind was going on.

This strange castle was the home of Sindri and his
brothers, — dwarfs, and famous artists, who had made
wonderful weapons and ornaments for the gods. None
approached them in skill except the sons of Ivaldi.
The latter were partly of giant blood, and were said to
be magicians as well as artists. Between them and the
dwarfs there was some rivalry, but, as yet, no hard
feeling. Odin passed near the castle, but did not
enter.

As he went on, the mountains lost all their savage
wildness, and rose in gentle outlines against the sky.
They were clothed with forests and vineyards. Down
their slopes rushed brooks, changing into cascades of
mist. Peaceful valleys stretched between the moun-
tains ; while high above all were clouds, glowing with
the colors of an eternal sunset. For this was a land
where dark night and glaring midday never came.

The mountains gradually softened into hills, and
these, at last, were lost in broad stretches of level
fields covered with golden grain or tall, waving grass.
The rivers glided along, deep and peaceful. Flowers
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bloomed everywhere, their bright colors reflected in the
still waters of little ponds. Herds of deer came timidly
up to Odin, and birds sang to him as he passed. Only
the gentlest breeze stirred the leaves, and all sounds
were low and sweet.

Along the southern horizon there now appeared a
bank of white clouds, piled high, one upon another.
But as Odin neared them, they changed to mountains
of marble, evidently enclosing some sacred spot. Like
pure white sentinels they stood, bathed with rich
colors.

There seemed to be no entrance through this marble
wall; but when Odin reached it, he knocked with his
staff, and a door was opened. A man of grave and
reverend aspect greeted him, and led the way through a -
spacious cave sparkling with crystals that reflected the
light of his torch. At the further end of the cave was
a door, larger than the one by which Odin had entered,
opening into a circular valley.

The sides of the valley were formed by the marble
mountains. But they did not look like mountains on
the inside; for they had been carved into beautiful
shapes, and delicate vines ran over them, veiling the
whiteness of the marble.

From the centre of the valley grew the root of the
enormous World Tree; and the waters of the deep well
of wisdom bathed the root of the tree. At the further
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end of the valley rose a stately palace. Here and there
were groups of trees, and rare plants bloomed on all
sides. Near a pool a large turtle, his back covered
with the incrustations of ages, basked lazily in the
light. Harmless serpents with brilliant eyes twined
about the trunks of trees. Dragons slept with folded
wings, while many ancient and uncouth monsters
rested amid the groves, or sunned themselves in the
niches of the marble walls. Gay-colored birds flitted in
and out among the branches, and peacocks walked
proudly about, spreading their tails. The scene was
made more fair by the light that fell upon it. It was
not sunlight, and one could not tell whence it came;
but it flooded the peaceful valley with the softest
radiance.

Odin stood for a few moments looking at the scene
before him, and then walked slowly toward the centre
of the valley. Under the root of the World Tree sat a
man of giant stature, apparently absorbed in watching
the waters of the well. Long silver locks floated over
his shoulders, and a white beard fell upon his breast.
There was no look of old age in his face, although, as
he raised his head, the wisdom of the centuries gleamed
from his deep blue eyes, and his whole aspect ex-
pressed perfect peace. His hand rested upon the
edge of the well, which was thickly overlaid with gold.
Near him stood an immense chest, curiously carved,
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and containing treasures from bygone ages. A large
horn of silver lay upon the chest, bearing Heimdall’s
name in runic characters of gold.

As Odin came near, Mimir rose, saying, ‘“Welcome,
Odin! . You come from the north, I see. This time
you have chosen the hard road, and on foot too!”

“Yes, Mimir,” answered Odin; “I chose that road
because I wished to explore the land of my enemies,
and I have come to you for counsel and help.”

“Gladly will I help you, as you know,”’ said Mimir.

“I know your readiness,” replied Odin, “but this
time I ask what no one has ever asked of you. My
realm is beset with dangers. Loki grows in wickedness.
He has taken for his wife the witch! of the Iron-wood,
and their children threaten to prove our most for-
midable foes. And the frost giants and the mountain
giants, as you know, are only too ready to attack us
whenever there is a chance of success. I need great
wisdom rightly to govern and protect Asgard, and
Midgard, the world of men.”

Both were silent for a moment, and then Odin said,
looking earnestly at Mimir, “In order that I may gain
this wisdom, I ask for one drink from your deep well.”

After a long silence, Mimir said slowly, “You have
asked a great thing, Odin! Are you prepared to pay
the price for it?”

1 The principle of evil, the feminine counterpart of Loki.
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“Yes,” replied Odin, eagerly; “all the gold of
Asgard, our best swords, our jewelled shields! Even
Sleipnir will I give you for one draught of the precious
water!”

“These things will not buy what you desire,” said
Mimir; “ wisdom can be gained only by suffering and
sacrifice.  'Would you give one of your eyes for
wisdom ?”

A cloud came over the bold face of Odin, and he
pondered long. Finally he said slowly, “I will give
one of my eyes, and I will suffer whatever else is
necessary, if I may thereby gain the wisdom I need.”

No one ever knew all that Odin suffered and learned
in that mysterious valley. Some say that he really
gave one of his eyes in return for the drink from
Mimir's well. But as nothing is said of that in the old
song called “Odin’s Rune-song,” and as the fact of his
being one-eyed is not mentioned in some of the oldest
poems, it seems doubtful whether that sacrifice was
required of him. Odin says in his Rune-song : —

I know that I hung
on a wind-rocked tree,
nine whole nights,
with a spear wounded
and to Odin offered,
myself to myself;
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on that tree,
of which no one knows
froth what root it springs.

Bread no one gave me,
nor a horn of drink;
downward I peered,

to runes applied myself,
wailing learnt them,
then fell down thence.

Potent songs nine

from the famed son, I learned,
of Bolthorn, Bestla’s sire,

and a draught obtained

of the precious mead

drawn from Odhrerir.

Then I began to bear fruit,
and to know many things,
to grow and well thrive:
word by word

I sought out words,

fact by fact

I sought out facts.!

1 From Odin’s Rune-song in Thorpe’s translation of Seemund’s Edda.



THE BINDING OF THE WOLF.

OpIN returned to Asgard after a long absence, and
all noticed that he looked more grave and majestic than
ever. He spoke to no one but Frigga,! his wife, of the
wonderful things he had seen and heard. Frigga never
revealed what was told her in confidence.

" Loki was away when Odin returned, and the latter at
once took steps to place the children of the treacherous
god and the witch of the Iron-wood where they could
do no harm.

The children were worthy of their parents. One was
a wolf, Fenrir, not yet fully grown; him Odin had
brought to Asgard and given in charge of Tyr,? one of
the strongest and bravest of the Asir. Another was
a dangerous serpent; and he was put into the river,
Ocean, that surrounded Midgard, the world of men. As
soon as he touched the bottom of the sea he began to
grow, and grew so fast that before long he reached
entirely around Midgard, and his tail, finding no other
place, grew down his throat. He was called the Midgard
serpent from that time forth. But more dreadful in ap-

1 Frigg is the usual form.
% Son of Odin — one-armed god of war.
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pearance than either of these monsters was the third.
She had the form of a woman, but the hard heart of her
mother, the witch of the Iron-wood ; and half her body
was of a deathly white color, so that no one could bear
to look upon her. Odin sent her to Urd, guardian of
the.fountain under the third root of the World Tree,
and ruler of all the realms of the dead. She made this
dreadful being queen of the world of torture under
Niflheim.

Loki’s last two children were well disposed of, for the
present, at least; but the wolf, Fenrir, kept growing
stronger and fiercer each day; and Tyr, powerful as he
was, found it no easy matter to control him. After
consulting together, the gods decided to bind him with
an iron chain.

There was a smithy in Asgard, with the best facilities
for making all kinds of metal things, such as chains,
swords, shields, and axes. And in this smithy the gods
forged a chain larger and stronger than any that had
ever been seen in Asgard. They took it to Fenrir and
asked him to amuse them by showing his strehgth.

Fenrir was very proud of his strength; and as soon
as he saw the chain, he knew he could easily break it.
So he let them bind him, standing quietly as they did
so. When they had finished, he stretched his limbs,
and the chain instantly broke in several places. The
gods pretended to consider it a good joke, and praised
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the wolf for his strength, saying they would try the
game again some day.

They now realized that to make a chain strong
enough to bind the wolf was likely to prove no easy
task. This time the most skilful workers in metal
were secured, and they did their best to make the second
chain the strongest that could possibly be forged.
When it was finished, all declared. that nothing like it
had ever been seen in all the nine worlds.

They went to Fenrir as before. But when he saw
them bringing a chain so heavy that it took several
gods merely to drag it along the ground, his suspicions
were aroused. He refused to be bound. But they
appealed to his pride till his strength swelled within
him; and, eager to show his power, he let them wind
the chain around till his whole body was covered with
iron links. Then he rolled on the ground, and stretched
his huge limbs, and the bonds burst as though made of
some brittle metal. The gods dissembled their feelings
as best they could, and praised the ‘strength and cour-
age of the wolf more than ever.

Odin, with his great wisdom, realized how important
it was that Fenrir should be bound. Finding that
Asgard could not produce a chain strong enough for
that purpose, he sent Skirnir to the home of the dark
elves to get one. For great as were the gods, the elves
and giants knew more about some things than they did.
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And indeed, the dark elves must have been very wise
and skilful to have made the chain which they gave
Skirnir. How they managed to get the materials of
which it was composed is a mystery; for it was made
of six things seldom seen in Asgard or Midgard, —
namely, the footfalls of a cat, the beard of a woman, the
roots of a mountain, the sinews of a bear, the breath of
a fish, and the spittle of birds. One ctould believe
almost anything of a chain made of such things. It is
no wonder that it was as soft and smooth as a silken
string, and that its strength was greater than that of
any chain made since the nine worlds were formed.

Skirnir did his errand very quickly, considering the
long distance he had to go; and happy were the gods
when he returned with the delicate, silken string.
They felt sure of success now ; for things made by the
dark elves always possessed wonderful propérties.

In order to disarm the suspicions of Fenrir, the gods
planned an excursion to a rocky island, pretending that
the sole object of the trip was amusement. The
amusement was to consist mainly in trials of strength.
Fenrir went with them. Had he discovered any chain,
he would have suspected foul play; but there was noth-
ing of the kind to be seen.

As soon as they reached the island, the sports began.
They ran races, leaped over barriers, shot with bows,
wrestled, and, in short, did all those things that test
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men’s strength and skill. After the trials were ended
and the victors had been crowned, they sat on the grass
near Fenrir, talking and jesting.

One of the gods then drew from his bosom the magic
chain, and handing it to his neighbor, said, “They say
this cord is stronger than it looks. See if you can
break it.” The one to whom it was given tried in vain;
and then with a jest he passed it to the god next him,
and so it went the rounds.

When all had tried and failed, Skirnir said, as though
struck by a sudden thought, “ Let Fenrir try. He has
strength in breaking chains, if he can do nothing
else.”

So one of the gods held up the cord, saying, “ Would
you like to try your strength on this little string, Fen-
rir? Perhaps you will scorn to be bound by so slight a
thing ; but it is too strong for our hands to break.”

The wolf refused the trial, for he suspected treach-
ery. Then they taunted him, saying that only a coward
would refuse to be bound by such a cobweb. Their
taunts stirred Fenrir’s pride; and he finally agreed to
let them bind the chain about him, if one of their num-
ber would put his right hand into his jaws while it was
being done, as a pledge of their good faith.

Upon this the gods looked at one another in dismay.
But after an instant’s pause, Tyr, well knowing what
the result would be, stepped up to the wolf, and thrust
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his right hand into his jaws, saying, with a laugh, “ You
see it is only a joke, Fenrir!”

The wolf let them bind him; and when the magic
cord was tightly around, the gods moved away, all but
Tyr, for they knew the struggle would be terrible.

The monster now stretched his limbs; and finding
that the more he struggled the tighter grew the string,
he bit Tyr's hand off at the wrist and then rolled on
the ground, rending the air with his howls of rage and
despair. When he had worn himself out with his des-
perate struggles, the gods secured him and took him
back to Asgard.

Odin had him carried to a dark cave, on a rocky
island, in the regions of torture below Niflheim.! He
was chained to a rock that was sunk far into the earth,
and his jaws were kept open by a sword that was thrust
into them so that the hilt stood in the lower jaw and
the point in the roof of his mouth. From his jaws
flowed a poisonous river. There he would remain
chained until Ragnarodk, the Twilight of the Gods,
should come.

Brave Tyr, by his sacrifice, had saved Asgard from
a dangerous foe.

1 Rydberg describes the regions of torture in his Teutonic Mythology.



THE JUDGMENT HALL OF THE DEAD.

Eacu day Odin and the other gods rode over
Bifrost, going towards the south, and went down to
the lower world. Near the southern end of the celes-
tial bridge was the well that watered the third root of
Yggdrasil. An old book says that the waters of this
well were so “holy that everything that is put in the
well becomes as white as the membrane between the
egg and the eggshell.” The roots of Yggdrasil were
continually sprinkled with its waters, and were as white
as silver in consequence. Two swans of purest white,
the parents of all the swans that ever have been, glided
over its surface ; and its edge, like that of Mimir’s well,
was thickly overlaid with gold.

Urd, the great norn who was queen of the world of
the dead, dwelt near the well with her two sisters.
Multitudes of messengers and attendants stood ready
to do her bidding ; for her realms were vast, her power
extending even to the dark region under Niflheim. All
beings who died in Midgard came first to the great
judgment hall near her well. And it was to meet them
there, and with Urd to pass judgment upon them, that
the gods crossed each day the trembling bridge and

3
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came to the lower world. Thor, the thunder-god,
could not pass over the bridge, because his heavy iron
chariot would have injured it; so he was obliged to
ford three rivers on his way.

The great judgment hall was a solemn place, and the
decisions pronounced there, whether gentle or severe,
were always just. Mortals who had been very wicked
were sent to the world of torture. Those who had
died on the field of battle were claimed by Odin, the
Allfather, or by Freyia, a Van-goddess who lived in
Asgard with the Asir. Odin sent his maidens, the
Valkyries, to choose the heroes on the battle-field, and
to conduct them to Asgard. They went to his great
palace of Valhalla; and there they feasted and fought
each day, that they might be ready to do battle with
the powers of evil when Ragnarok, the Twilight of the
Gods, should come.! Freyia united again lovers who
had been faithful unto death. Mortals whose lives had
been peaceful and pure went to a home prepared for
“them by Urd, in a land where the fields stretched green
and beautiful, and where it was always summer.

1 Frey’s sister, a Van-goddess. Half of the slain in battle belonged
to her.



BALDUR AND LOKL

NoNE of the gods stood so high in the judgment
hall of the dead as Baldur. While he was not famed
as a fighter, or noted for his strength, his pure heart
and righteous life made his judgment so clear that his
decisions were absolutely just, and once spoken were
never questioned. )

But besides being a perfect judge, Baldur had other
qualities that made every one love him, even the strong
and fierce. He was so full of kindness and sympathy
that wherever he went the sun shone more brightly, and
joy filled all hearts. From the first his life had been
blameless, and his one aim had been to make others
happy. The loveliness of his character was expressed
in his face and in his form; he was the most beautiful
of all the gods: indeed, they often called him Baldur
the Beautiful; and in Midgard, men named the whitest
flower they could find, Baldur’s brow.

But dearly loved as he was, Baldur had one deadly
enemy, — the false, vindictive Loki. Loki secretly hated
all the gods, but none so much as Baldur. His fierce
jealousy was stirred because Baldur held such a high
place in+Asgard. He hated him as the darkness hates

" :
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the light, and as evil ab]:iors good; and all his plots and
schemes tended to one' end, —the destruction of this
hated being. He had: long hoped to bring about in
some way the downfall of Odin and the ruin of Asgard;
but first he would kill Baldur, for well he knew that
nothing would cause such universal grief as his death.



BALDUR’S DREAMS.

BALDUR, the beloved of the gods, had grown sad.
His palace, the “ Hall-of-broad-shining-splendor,”! no
longer gave him pleasure, and Nanna, his wife, could
not comfort him. His voice was not heard in the
council hall of the gods. Finally, after suffering long
in silence, he confided to Odin and Frigga the cause of
his sorrow. Every night, for a long while, he had been
tormented by dreams which told him that the day of his
death was not far distant, that he must leave the home
he loved so well, to dwell in the under-world, apart
from all his brethren. This thought made him so sad
that the most joyous sights and sounds could not drive
away his melancholy.

Odin at once called a council of all the gods and god-
desses, and after conferring together, they sent some of
their number to consult wise giants and other beings
who knew more of the future than they themselves
knew. All said that Baldur must die.

Then it was determined that from every living crea-
ture, and from all plants and metals, the oath not to
harm Baldur should be exacted. Frigga received their

1 Breidablik.
38
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oaths; and for days Asgard was thronged with the
multitude of beings who came to take the solemn oath;
until, finally, all had sworn.

But even this did not satisfy Odin. He resolved to
go to the lower world and there seek information about
the fate of his son. Sleipnir was saddled; and the All-
father took the same road that he had travelled when
he visited the realms of Mimir in search of wisdom.
Again he crossed the celestial bridge, going towards
the north, and passed again the shining castle of Heim-
dall, the sleepless watchman. But this time Sleipnir
bore him swiftly through the dark ice region and the
gloomy land of the mountain giants.

As he was going toward the south, a dog met him,
having come evidently from the cave near Mount
Hvergelmir. The breast of the dog was bloody, and so
were his throat and his lower jaw. He barked furiously
at Odin, and howled long after he had passed; but the
Allfather rode on, not heeding him.

In the eastern part of Mimir's realm, near the home
of Delling, the elf of the dawn, Odin came to a dense
forest ! that he could not remember having seen before.

1The forest and castle have been introduced into the Baldur myth on
Rydberg’s authority. Mimir saved some pure mortals at the time of an
impending catastrophe, and placed them in this castle. Baldur came, after
his death, and ruled over them. After the destruction of the world, at
Ragnarik, Baldur was to rule, and these mortals, who had long served him,
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Yet the locality was familiar to him, and he knew that a
little farther to the east was the grave of the Vala,! whom
he wished to consult. After penetrating for a long dis-
tance into the silent depths of the wood, he came to
a wall, higher even than the one around Asgard. But
Sleipnir was not daunted by this obstacle; and in an
instant Odin found. himself in a large garden from the
midst of which rose a castle of singular beauty. The
doors stood hospitably open : evidently no enemies were
anticipated in this charmed spot, protected by forest
and wall. The Allfather dismounted and entered.
Tall men and fair women walked about the castle,
or talked together in small groups; and there were
preparations as for some honored guest whose coming
was expected. At the upper end of the hall was a
throne of gold, and near it benches, strewn with rings

were to re-people the earth, These lines from the lay of VafthrQdnir in
Semund’s Edda refer to the subject: —

“What mortals will live,
when the great Fimbul-winter
shall from men have passed?”
VafthrQdnir.
“Lif and Lifthrasir;
but they will be concealed
in Hoddmimir’s holt.
The morning dews
they will have for food.
From them shall men be born.”

1 A prophetess.
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and ornaments; while on the table the mead stood
ready ; but it was covered with a shield.

As Odin entered, a graceful youth came forward, say-
ing reverently, “Are you the good king, and the wise,
that Mimir has long promised us? You see that every-
thing is in readiness, and your subjects await you with
impatience.” . :

And Odin answered, “I am indeed the king of a fair
realm, but not your king. What is the name of him
who is to rule over you?”

And the youth replied, “Mimir has not told us his
name; but we know he is to come erelong ; and he
will be so noble and so pure that we shall all love him
and serve him gladly.”

Odin sighed, thinking of Baldur. After talking a
little with the inhabitants of the castle, the Allfather
left them, and made his way out of the forest.

Upon reaching the grave of the Vala, Odin chanted
a magic song, compelling her to rise and answer him.
She rose, and with a deathlike voice, said, “ What man
is this, to me unknown, who has for me increased an
irksome course? I have with snow been decked, by
rain beaten, and with dew moistened ; long have I been
dead.”

Odin did not give his real name, but said, “ Vegtam
is my name; I am Valtam’s son. Tell me what I wish
to know of the realms of death; from earth I call on
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you. For whom are those benches strewn o’er with
rings, and those costly couches o’erlaid with gold?”

And the Vala answered, ‘“ Mead stands for Baldur
brewed ; over the bright potion a shield is laid; but
the Asir race are in despair. By compulsion I have
spoken ; I will now be silent.”

But Odin spoke again, “ Be not silent, Vala; I will
question you until I know all. I must yet know who
will Baldur’s slayer be ; who will kill the son of Odin?”

The Vala said, “Hodur?! will thither his glorious
brother send ; he will the slayer of Baldur be; he will
kill the son of Odin. By compulsion I have spoken; I
will now be silent.”

But Odin kept on questioning the Vala, until finally
he asked something that revealed his true character;
and she said, “Not Vegtam are you, as I before be-
lieved ; you are Odin, lord of men! Homeward ride,
Odin, and exult! Nevermore shall man thus visit me,
until Ragnarok, the Twilight of the Gods, have come.”

As she said this, the Vala sank back into the earth.
And Odin rode again to Asgard, little comforted by
what he had learned in the lower world.

1 Said to be blind. He may have represented winter, the slayer of

summer.



THE MISTLETOE.

It seemed as though death could not come near Bal-
dur now ; for all beings had sworn that they would not
hurt him. The purest of the gods was surely saved.
One day he chanced to be hit by an arrow; and, had
another been in his place, the wound would have been
fatal. But when the arrow touched him, it was blunted,
and he was not hurt. Seeing this, some of the gods
begged him to stand as a mark, while they amused
themselves by hurling things at him; stones, spears,
arrows and swords, — nothing could harm him.

Loki passed by as the Asir were enjoying this game,
and fierce jealousy filled his heart when he saw Baldur
so calm in a position that would have meant death to
any other being. Taking the form of a decrepit old
woman, Loki went to the mansion of Frigga, and asked
alms. Frigga gave the seeming beggar something, and
then asked what the gods were doing as she crossed the
plains of Ida. The woman replied that they were throwing
stones and weapons at Baldur, who stood there, unhurt.

“Ah!” exclaimed the queen, “they cannot harm
him now, whatever his dreams may be, for I have ex-
acted an oath from all things!”
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“What !” said the woman, in a weak, shaky voice.
«“ Have a// things sworn not to harm him?”

“Yes,” replied Frigga; “all things.” Then she added
carelessly, “ There was one little shrub, the mistletoe,
that grows on the eastern side of Valhalla, too weak to
do any harm. I did not exact an oath from that.”

Had Frigga been watching the old woman narrowly,
she would have seen a look of triumph come into her
face as she heard these words. But the queen of the
gods scarcely noticed her, so absorbed was she in think-
ing of her dear son. And the beggar crept quietly out
of the palace, and disappeared behind a clump of bushes.

In a few moments Loki was talking gayly with the
gods on the plains of Ida, and congratulating Baldur on
his ability to stand unhurt amid a shower of weapons.

After dark, when all Asgard was asleep, a form might
have been seen creeping stealthily towards the eastern
side of Valhalla. It was Loki. When he found the
slender mistletoe, he pulled it up by the roots and hid
it in his bosom. From that time it never left him;
and he was continually planning to get some skilful
maker of weapons to form from it an arrow fatal to
Baldur.



LOKI MAKES TROUBLE BETWEEN THE
ARTISTS! AND THE GODS.

Loxk1 once cut off the beautiful hair of Sif, Thor's
wife. And when Thor found out that Loki was the
culprit, he threatened to crush every bone in his body
if he did not repair the mischief he had done. Loki
promised to do this, for he feared Thor. He went
at once to the sons of Ivaldi for help. They were
famous artists, these sons of Ivaldi. Many were the
weapons and ornaments they had made for the gods.
They quickly spun some golden hair for Sif. This
wonderful hair grew to her head, becoming like her
own hair, except that it was gold.

But besides this they sent a spear to Odin, and a
ship to Frey. The spear was sure to hit the mark
each time; and the ship, called Skidbladnir, could be
folded up like a napkin and put into the pocket when
not in use: it would always have fair winds.

It has been told how Odin, on his journey to Mimir’s
well, passed near the singular hall of the dwarf Sindir
and his brothers. One day when Loki was near there,
it occurred to him that it would be an easy matter to

1 The artists, the productive forces of vegetation.
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stir up jealousy between the two sets of artists. Per-
haps, too, he could, at the same time, make trouble
between them and the gods.

One of Sindri’s brothers was outside the castle as
Loki came near; and the latter at once began to talk
with him about the making of beautiful and curious
objects. Loki described the wonderful gifts the sons
of Ivaldi had sent the gods by him, and then said, “I
will wager my head that you cannot make, you and
your brothers, three treasures as good as those I have
just described!”

The dwarf was angry at this disparagement of their
skill, and hurried into the hall to tell Sindri of Loki's
wager. Loki went in after him, and repeated what he
had sdid, adding, that if they would make the gifts, the
gods themselves should be the judges, and pronounce
upon the merits of the rival artists.

They went to the smithy, which was in another part
of the castle. The heat from the great furnace was so
intense that even Loki, who loved fire, could hardly bear
it. Sindri took down a pigskin that was hanging on
the wall, and putting it into the furnace, told his
brother Brok to blow the bellows, and not stop blowing
until he took the pigskin out.

Loki stepped behind some iron-work, and instantly
a fly appeared upon the hand of Brok as he was blowing
the bellows, and stung him badly. But he bore the
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pain, and did not stop blowing. Very soon Sindri drew
from the furnace a boar with golden bristles.

Next, Sindri put some gold into the furnace, giving
his brother the same directions. This time the fly
settled upon Brok’s neck, and stung him so that he
lifted his shoulders, but still kept on blowing. The
result was a ring.

The next time, Sindri put iron into the furnace;
and as Brok was blowing, the fly buzzed angrily, and
settling between his eyes, stung him so severely on
the eyelid that the blood ran down into his eye, and he
could not see. He stopped blowing for an instant and
brushed the fly away. A hammer came out this time;
but the handle was a little too short.

The three treasures were now finished, and Loki left
the dwarfs, naming a day for them to meet him in
Asgard. He set out at once for the home of the sons
of Ivaldi. One of these artists, Thiassi, who was as
large as a giant, and who was said to have great skill
as a magician, went with him to Asgard. The treasures
made by the last-named artists were already in the pos-
session of the god.

It was a fair morning in the beautiful city when the
judgment was to be pronounced. Gladsheim glittered
in the sun. Upon its marble walls were pictured the
wonders of the nine worlds, and the mighty deeds of
gods and heroes in the earliest times. Mimir's myste-
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rious valley, Urd’s pure fountain, Mount Hvergelmir
with its ice-cold spring,—all could be seen on those
vast walls. And there, too, were Surt’s fiery dales
below the realms of Urd, the dark, misty regions of
Niflheim, and even the world of torture with its stag-
nant sea. In other pictures lived again the strange
beings and huge, uncouth monsters of the ancient
world.

The great hall of Gladsheim was to be the scene of
the judgment. There was Odin’s throne. Over it
rose the arch of Bifrost, so like the real bridge that
it sent forth fitful flames. Back of the throne was a
golden tree, representing Yggdrasil, the World Tree.
The trembling leaves flashed in the sunlight that
streamed in through the eastern openings. Sif, with
her golden hair, sat near a table in the centre of the
hall. And upon the table lay Odin’s spear and Frey’s
ship, made by the sons of Ivaldi.

The hour had come, and all eyes were turned toward
the wide door, as Loki entered, accompanied by the
enormous Thiassi. Loki’s eyes sparkled with malicious
pleasure ; and, after making his reverence to Odin, he
began talking gayly with the other gods. Thiassi came
in awkwardly, as though unused to scenes of such
grandeur and beauty. He saluted Odin and the greater
gods, and then seated himself near Sif, who tried in
vain to make him talk with her.
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In a few moments, two diminutive figures appeared
at the great entrance, and with them a large boar whose
golden bristles dazzled the eyes. One of the dwarfs
led the boar, while the other carried a small hammer.
They paid their respects to Odin and the other gods in
a peculiar, jerky manner, and then stood looking about
with eager, inquisitive faces.

Odin rose, and said, in a deep voice, “ We are here to
decide upon the comparative skill of two sets of artists.
They are both very skilful, and we are indebted to both
for many rare and valuable gifts. It will be a difficult
task to judge rightly, and we regret that Loki has made
a judgment necessary. But he has promised to forfeit
his head to Sindri and his brothers should the decision
be in their favor.”

He paused a moment, and all looked at Loki’s head
on which the stiff, red hair gleamed like fire; a smile
lurked about his treacherous ntouth, and his eyes
twinkled.

Odin went on. “Let Thiassi state the peculiar
properties and special merits of his work and that of his
brothers ; and then Sindri shall follow him, and speak
of his gifts.”

Thiassi rose up, a sullen, defiant look in his face;
evidently he was forced to play a part ill-suited to him.
Pointing to Sif, he said, “ There is Thor’s wife; you
can all see her golden hair; it needs no praise.” Tak-
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ing up the spear that lay on the table, he went on,
“ This is a good spear ; it never misses the mark.”

He next took from the table what seemed to be a
white napkin ; but as he held it, it bloomed and spread,
until a ship appeared that grew larger and larger while
he talked. ¢ This ship is like no other,” he said; “it
can be made small enough to be carried in the pocket,
or large enough to hold many men ; it always has a fair
wind.”

Thiassi did not raise his eyes as he talked, but ut-
tered every sentence as though it cost him an effort,
making long pauses between. When he had finished
speaking, he put the ship— which again looked like a
napkin — upon the table, and with a sigh of relief sat
down.

Sindri then came forward, his small, bright eyes peer-
ing everywhere, and his face eager and excited. His
brother stood by hi$ side, watching him intently, and
imitating all his gestures. Sindri pointed to the boar,
saying : “This boar is worthy of higher praise than I
can give him. You see how his golden bristles flash in
the sunlight; but in the darkest night their brightness
is the same. On this boar Frey can ride through Nifl-
heim itself and still have day; and so swift is he, that
Sleipnir with his eight legs cannot outrun him. He
can fly through the air, or skim over the sea, as his rider
wills.” As he said this, Sindri looked keenly at
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Thiassi, as though searching in his face for a look of
conscious defeat.

He next drew from his bosom a ring,! and as he held
it up in the sunlight, all could see the stones of many
colors ‘that sparkled in the setting of yellow gold.
After gazing upon it for a moment as though fascinated
by the beautiful object, Sindri spoke: “ Were this
ring merely what it seems, it would need no words of
mine ; but it has a most marvellous property. Every
ninth night, eight rings of equal size and beauty drop
from it. There is not another treasure like it in all the
nine worlds!” And Sindri put the ring down slowly,
as though loath to part with it. ;

He then took the hammer from his brother. As he
raised it, that it might be seen by all, it grew larger and
larger, until the strength of both dwarfs was needed
merely to hold it upright on the floor. With a look of
triumph, Sindri cried: “This mighty hammer, called
Miollnir, will be more useful to Thor when he meets the
frost giants than his wife’s golden hair! It will strike
whatever it is aimed at, without fail, let the thing be
large or small; and it will always return to the hand
that flings it. Besides, it can be easily carried ; for it
can be made so small as to go into the pocket.” He
glanced at Loki as he added, “ To be sure, the handle
is a little too short.”

1 The ring Draupnir, said to represent fertility.
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As Sindri finished speaking, he and his brother
looked around exultingly. Thiassi’s face was expres-
sionless, except for a haughty curl of the li;;.

After a short pause, Odin rose, saying, “Let Sif
come here, and let all the treasures be brought. We
will examine them carefully and then pronounce our
judgment.” ,

While the gods were examining and consulting, the
dwarfs watched them intently, their quick glance going
from one to another. But Thiassi sat motionless, his
head buried in his hands, apparently half asleep.

After a long consultation, silence was commanded.
As Odin rose, every eye was fastened upon him. It
has been a hard task,” he began, “to decide between
such wonderful and useful gifts; but the decision must
be given. We consider that the gifts made by the
dwarfs, Sindri and his brothers, surpass in some re-
spects those made by the sons of Ivaldi” Then turn-
ing to Loki, he added, “Loki, you have forfeited your
head ; defend yourself as best you can!”

As Odin pronounced the judgment, a look of disap-
pointment came into Thiassi’s countenance, followed by
an expression of fierce hatred, and bitter words escaped
through his closed teeth. But the faces of the two
dwarfs beamed with triumph and delight.

Sindri instantly sprang towards Loki, crying : “ Your
head belongs to me, you crafty god! Never again shall



LOKI MAKES TROUBLE. 53

you turn yourself into a fly to spoil the work of Sindri!
Your red hair will make bristles for my next boar!”
He tried to seize Loki, while he drew from beneath his
mantle a large knife.

But the nimble god slipped from his grasp, and was
instantly out of the hall and speeding like the wind
over the plains of Ida.

Sindri called for help. And Thor, laughing mightily
at the frantic rage of the dwarf, took up his hammer,
and cried in a voice of thunder, ‘“ Come back, you cow-
ard, or I'll try my hammer on you! Remember, it
always hits!” The sound of Thor’s voice produced a
quick effect upon the runaway. He stopped, and came
slowly back to the palace.

“Try your wits, now your heels have failed you,”
said Thor.

As the dwarf again approached Loki, prepared to cut
off his head, the latter cried, “ The head is yours, but
not the neck!” Sindri stopped, and looked question-
ingly at the gods.

But they all said, “ Loki is right! Not the neck!”

“I am cheated,” yelled the angry dwarf. And
quickly seizing his brother’s awl, he sprang toward
Loki, and in an instant had sewed his lips together
with a stout thread. Thereupon he and his brother
left the hall. Thiassi was nowhere to be seen. He
had disappeared while Sindri and Loki were disputing.
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Well had Loki succeeded in stirring up jealousy and
hatred where all had been peace and good-will. Thiassi
had left the great palace, full of rage against the gods,
and with plans for revenge already seething in his
brain ; while Sindri and his brother were equally angry
at the loss of their wager and at the mirth of the gods
at their expense. Besides, the bitterest jealousy was
now aroused between the two sets of artists. '




HOW THIASSI CAPTURED LOKIL

Obpin, Loki, and another god set out upon a jour-
ney. The road lay through thickets, where they could
scarcely make their way, and up steep hills; so that
fatigue and hunger at last compelled them to stop.
They threw themselves down on the edge of a field
where some oxen and cows were grazing. Loki, whose
appetite was always keen, suggested that one of the
oxen would make a good meal. In a few moments the
creature was captured and killed. While Loki was pre-
paring the meat for boiling, the other gods brought
boughs and small trees to make the fire. Then they
retired into the shade.

Loki watched the fire with delight. The red flames
sent their forked tongues up around the huge iron
kettle; the steam rose in clouds, and the water hissed
as the pot boiled over. He laughed gleefully, and
cried, “ Burn, fire, hot and high, and cook us a dinner
fit for gods!” And he threw on more wood.

Soon it was time for the meat to be done. So Loki
found a forked stick and fished out a piece, which he
examined and tasted. To his astonishment, it was as
raw as when first put in. He stared at the pot, and at
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the fire, with a look of bewilderment. Then he piled
on wood till the fire roared.

In a little while he again tried the meat, but with
no better success: it was still raw. The fooler of
others, the knave among the gods, was at his wits’
end. He gazed at the kettle, exclaiming, “ The evil
powers are at work! The frost giants have got into
the fire!”

Just then he heard a mocking laugh, which seemed to
come from above. And looking up, he saw an enor-
mous eagle that returned his gaze with a steady stare
“that nearly put him out of countenance; for the eagle’s
eyes shone like stars.

Finally the bird spoke: “Well, friend Loki, why
doesn’t your meat cook? You seem to lack skill, or
else bad luck attends you. Give me my share of the
feast, and the meat will be done soon enough.”

Loki was already out of patience, and the words of
the eagle made him angry. ‘Stop your jeering,” he
cried, “or you shall feel the might of an Asa!”

But the mocking laugh sounded again; and the eagle
said, ““ Keep your threats, Loki, for those whom you can
reach. You are ‘little pot, soon hot,’ unlike your big
kettle there.”

The god was now thoroughly enraged ; but knowing
himself to be helpless, he controlled his anger, and said
mildly, “Suppose we stop our jesting and get the meat
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cooked. Take your portion, if it will help matters. The
meat is bewitched.”

Upon this, the eagle swooped down, and seizing a leg
and two shoulders of the ox, — which might certainly
be called the lion’s share, — was about to fly off with
them, when Loki, seeing what he had done, quickly
seized a long pole that was lying near, and struck him
a hard blow. But, alas for Loki! The pole stuck fast
to the eagle’s back, and the other end would not leave
Loki’s hands. The bird sailed up into the air, carrying
with him the astonished god. He soon lowered his
flight, so that Loki was dragged over trees and sharp
rocks till he howled with pain.

After a while the eagle, tired from carrying so heavy
a burden, stopped on the crest of a hill and looked
around at his captive. The latter was nearly dead with
fright and pain; but he got his breath in a moment,
and began to beg for mercy.

The bird listened to him, and laughed his mocking
laugh again, as he said, “Don’t you know me yet,
Loki? Do you forget your friends so soon?”

Loki stared for a moment, and then cried, “You are
Thiassi!”

“Of course I am Thiassi,” replied the bird. “I did
not think you could be so easily deceived. But I have
no desire to harm you. It is the other gods I wish to
reach, — those who pronounced in favor of the dwarfs.
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Dearly shall they pay for the insult done to us! . They
shall yet feel the edge of the fatal sword!” and the
eagle’s eyes flashed.

“How can I serve you?” said Loki. “Do not count
me an enemy, I beg of you.”

“I know you of old, Loki,” replied Thiassi; “and I
know that mischief delights you whether the victim be
friend or foe. The game I am going to play will be
after your own heart. Iduna,! as you may remember, is
a kinswoman of mine. I saw her the day the judgment
was pronounced, — the first time in years. I fancy she
must at times weary of the charming monotony of
Asgard, and long for a peep at her giant kin. I intend
to gratify her unspoken wish. In so doing I shall
cause some discomfort to my enemies, the fair gods.
Their brows will soon be wrinkled and their forms bent,
if the charming Iduna, with her golden apples, leaves
them.” '

At the picture of the happy gods careworn and
wrinkled, Loki laughed aloud, forgetting his recent
pain. “ Thiassi, your plan is excellent, and I will help
you carry it out!” he cried. ‘Butin return promise
to do one thing for me. It will hurt your foes more
than the loss of Iduna.”

“Speak ;" said Thiassi; “I will do anything for re-
venge.”

1 Idun or Idunn, usual form; the goddess of early spring.




HOW THIASSI CAPTURED LOKI 59

“To injure the gods most deeply,” said Loki, “one
must hurt Baldur. He is their idol. They worship
him, as though he were a higher kind of being — even
Odin does. I do not share this enthusiasm, as you may
imagine. As far as I can remember, I have never found
any one in all the nine worlds to admire; and I hate
their meek Baldur as much as they love him. Some
time ago their favorite had bad dreams, and had them
so repeatedly that Father Odin and Mother Frigga,
becoming alarmed for their darling, called a council of
the gods, consulted wise giants, and finally made all
living creatures, and even the plants and metals, swear
not to harm Baldur. .

“Not satisfied with this, Odin visited the lower world
and consulted a Vala, long since dead, concerning his
son’s fate. I overheard him telling Frigga about his
journey. He rode on Sleipnir. When he was near the
cave that leads to the world: of torture,a dog met him,
and barked furiously,—a bad sign, I believe. I lost
what came next. But at last he reached the grave of
the Vala, who, I assure you, was not pleased to be dis-
turbed after her long sleep under the dew and the snow.
She told Odin that a place was being made ready for
his son in the lower world.. I did not hear all, but I
am convinced that Odin got little comfort from his
journey.

“This meek Baldur now parades his superiority by
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standing up as a mark for the Asir. He thinks him-
self safe now. But I happen to possess a little secret
of great importance. Mother Frigga, in her innocence,
confided it to me, taking me for a beggar-woman. When
she made all creatures swear not to harm Baldur, there
was one she neglected because it was so weak, so
powerless to harm any one. It was the little shrub
mistletoe that grew on the eastern side of Valhalla.
Of course, I at once secured the plant, and here it is.”
And Loki drew from his bosom the withered mistletoe.

“Now for my plot, friend Thiassi! From this weak
plant, you, with your wonderful skill, can make an arrow
that will kill the fair-faced Baldur, the darling of the gods.”

Thiassi pondered a moment, and then said, “I would
not do so much to please you. You are in my power,
and I can compel you to help me whether you will or
not. But I like your plot. Give me the mistletoe.
The arrow I make shall be deadly ; for it shall be pois-
oned by hate. I have already made a fatal sword whose
edge the Asir shall feel some day. Mimir, the wise,
took it from me while I slept. I know not where it is.
But it will surely fulfil the end for which it was made.”

Before they parted, it was arranged that Loki should
entice Iduna outside the walls of Asgard, so that Thiassi
could carry her off to Jotunheim. And Thiassi, as he
flew towards the north, bore with him the withered mis-
tletoe from which he was to make the fatal arrow.




THIASSI CARRIES OFF IDUNA.

IDUNA was sitting in her garden one afternoon, when
Loki wandered in, and threw himself down on a low
seat. All the gods came often to see Iduna. It wasa
charming spot, this garden, with its fountains and bow-
ers, and Iduna was a lovely goddess. But the gods had
another reason for coming, —they came to get Iduna’s
apples.

These apples were the most delicious fruit. They
were golden in color, just -touched with red; and one
seemed to be eating whatever he liked best in the world
when he tasted them. But there was something still
more wonderful about them. Whoever ate them, if old,
grew young, and if tired, felt as fresh as though just
awaking from sleep. Because of these virtues, the
Asir prized them above all their treasures.

As Loki sat there, Thor, the strong god of thunder,
came for refreshment after fighting with the giants in
Jotunheim. Baldur the Beautiful came; for even he
needed to taste the wondrous fruit. In a moment Tyr
walked up, strong and cheerful in spite of the loss of
his right hand. Later, came Frigga and some of the
other goddesses. And all talked pleasantly together as
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they strolled about among the trees, or rested in the
shady bowers.

Loki chuckled as he thought to himself, “ How will
mighty Thor feel when his hand is too weak to fling
the hammer at the giants? and how will Frigga look,
when she can no longer stand erect, queen of the gods,
but must totter about, a bent old woman? Oh, it will
be rare sport!”

The gods came and went, and the shadows length-
ened, but still Loki lingered. When at last he was
alone with Iduna, he said carelessly, “ Let me see one
of your apples a moment; I wish to examine it.”
After looking at it critically, he smelt of it and tasted
“it. Then he said, in a decided tone, “Yes, it is as I
thought ; those apples are much finer!”

Iduna looked at him with an expression of bewilder-
ment.

He continued: “The gold is brighter, and the red
a more beautiful shade; and the flavor is beyond that
of anything I have ever tasted. I would never have
believed there were apples better than yours in all the
nine worlds, had I not seen and tasted them myself.”

As Loki talked, amazement and anxiety were pic-
tured on Iduna’s face, and when he finished, she burst
out: “Why, Loki! what do you mean? There cannot
be apples better than mine! All the gods say so, —
even Odin himself ; and he has been everywhere.”
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“So the gods say, but how can they prove it?” said
Loki, smiling. “I have seen finer ones and have eaten
them. They grow just beyond the wall and river of
Asgard, in a grove. No one would ever think of look-
ing there for apples. I found them by chance, the
other day, when searching for something I had lost.”

“O Loki!” cried Iduna, with tears in her eyes, “I
cannot bear to think there are apples better than mine.
I wonder if they are also apples of youth?”

“As to that I cannot say,” replied the god; “I only
know that I was quite exhausted when I came upon
them, and the first taste made me feel as fresh as a
lark. So I presume they surpass your apples in their
youth-giving and refreshing qualities as well as in other
things. However,” he added, seeing Iduna’s look of
distress, “you need not be alarmed. I know how sad
a thing it would be for you to lose your position as sole
possessor of the wanderful fruit. And so, out of con-
sideration for you, I have spoken to no one of my
discovery. You, charming Iduna, who have always
been so gracious and so generous in dispensing your
treasure, you alone must have the new golden apples!”

“How kind you are, Loki! ” said Iduna, the tears
still in her eyes; “ won’t you get me some of them, so
that I can see for myself how much better they are?
It seems as though I could not wait!”

“Let me think,” said Loki, meditatively; “I must
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start for Midgard to-night. How can I manage it?”
Then in a moment, he added: ‘I should not have time
to get the apples and come back here with them; but
this is what we can do. You go with me. I shall have
time to see you safely into Asgard again; and once
inside the walls, you will not mind coming home alone.
Or, if you prefer, you need not go outside at all. I will
get the apples while you wait ‘inside. You can decide
which you would rather do when we get there.”

The unsuspecting Iduna prepared to go with Loki.
She threw over her shoulders a light green mantle, her
flower-embroidered robe showing gayly below it. Then
she said, “I wonder whether I had better hide my
apples, or take them with me.”

“Oh, take them,” Loki replied, “and then you won'’t
be worrying about them.”

They started off, Iduna half frightened and half
pleased at the prospect of so long artrip ; for she rarely
left her own home, and had not been beyond the walls
for years.

“I wonder what Bragi will say if he comes back and
does not find me,” she murmured. “I hope I shall
get home before dark!” And she was almost ready to
turn back. But Loki was very gay, and his jests and
stories soon made her forget her fears.

After along walk— and gods walk much faster than
mortals — they reached the walls of the city.
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“ Now,” said Loki, “which will you do? stay here or
go with me? It makes no difference, unless you would
like to see the apples growing; and possibly you may
not fancy being left by yourself in such a lonely spot.”

“I am a little afraid to stay here alone,” said Iduna,
“and I should like to see the apples growing. I think
I will go with you. There can’t be any harm in my
going if it is so near.”

Loki helped her over the high wall. And, strange to
say, there was a curious boat just where they got down
on the other side. Had Iduna been in the least sus-
picious she might have wondered at its being there.
She did not stop to wonder, but stepped in with Loki.
The boat went over the rushing river with its dangerous
mists as easily as a swan crosses a smooth lake. For,
in truth, it was no common boat, but one made by
Thiassi for this very occasion.

As they stepped on shore, Loki pointed to a grove of
trees, saying, “ The apples are in there.”

They went toward the grove, and soon the long rays
of the afternoon sun were shut out by the trees and the
thick undergrowth.

Iduna was tired, and said in a weary tone, “Is it
much further, Loki ?”

“No, only a little way,” he replied; “but if you are
tired, here is a nice mossy seat in this little opening.
You can rest a few moments, while I go and get some
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water from the spring that bubbles out from the other
side of the large rock yonder.”

Iduna sat down, holding her basket of golden apples
in her lap, and leaning her beautiful head against a
tree. Looking up through the: opening, she could see
the white clouds sailing lazily in the deep blue sky.
In a few moments her eyes closed, and she was fast_
asleep.

She was suddenly awakened by a whirring sound, and
when she looked up, the blue sky had vanished, and
a dark thunder cloud was coming rapidly towards the
opening,

“Loki! Loki! come back!” she cried.

There was no reply, and the cloud came swiftly down.
As it touched the tree-tops, a few feathers fell into
Iduna’s lap; and as she gazed in fear and wonder, it
took the form of a large eagle with shining eyes. Iduna
screamed with terror, and sank back helpless upon the
mossy seat. As the eagle seized her, a small arrow
dropped upon the ground near where she had been
sitting.

Iduna was borne rapidly away toward Jotunheim.
When the eagle was so far up that he looked no larger
than a swallow, a form appeared from behind the large
rock, and Loki, a look of malicious triumph in his face,
picked up the mistletoe arrow.
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WHEN Bragi,! Iduna’s husband, came home that
night, his wife was not at the gate to meet him with her
happy face and her golden hair. He searched for her
in the garden and in the palace; he inquired of the
people about the place, of her maidens, and finally of all
the gods and goddesses. But no one had seen Iduna
since they left her, as well and as happy as ever, in the
afternoon. Thor did remember that when he left the
garden, Loki sat on a low seat, half asleep.

“Thor,” said Bragi, “if there is mischief, Loki is at
the bottom of it! Let us find him!”

They went to Loki's home, and found him sitting by
a large fire. He seemed surprised to see them, and
opened his eyes wide when they told him that Iduna
had disappeared.

“That is very strange!” said he; “I was the last
one to leave the garden, and everything was all right
then. I have seen nothing that looked suspicious near
Asgard. Then, after a short pause, he added, “I did
notice a large eagle as I walked home; but I do not
think he came very near.”

1 The god of poetry; the best of skalds.
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Loki seemed so innocent that they could not suspect
him of knowing anything more of Iduna's whereabouts
than they did.

That night and the day following, and every day, the
search for Iduna was kept up; but no trace of her
could be found. Great sorrow was felt throughout the
city of the gods. With her, the warm summer that
never left that happy home, departed, giving place to
dreary November. Cold winds blew from the north,
chilling the delicate flowers. A look of decay came
over the hills and fields; and yellow leaves fell from
the trees, leaving them bare and brown. Vines that
had always borne fruit and flowers during every month
of the year, rattled their lifeless stems against the tot-
tering walls. A cold breath touched the ponds and
streams, covering them with a thin coating of ice.
And the birds left for the first time the summer-land
of the gods and flew toward the south. The sun itself
shone with a pale, sickly light, scarcely warming the
blood even at noon. And the nights grew long and
dark.

But if nature mourned for Iduna, the gods felt her
loss still more. As long as she gave them her golden
apples, weariness and old age could not touch them.
Each one enjoyed the fullest life. After Iduna’s going,
Odin, the wise Allfather, grew older: his beard became
as white as the beard of Mimir, and there was a look
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of sadness on his kingly features. Stately Frigga, the
mother of the gods, became wrinkled and gray. Even
Thor, the mighty thunder-god, showed signs of age,
although his spirit was unbroken. Matters were fast
becoming so desperate that Odin decided to call a
council to consider what could be done to remedy
the evil.

The gods and goddesses assembled, —those whose
homes were far away as well as those who lived in
Asgard. All came except Heimdall, who could not
leave his post as guardian of the bridge Bifrost.
Niord came from his wind-blown palace by the sea,
‘“on a strand outside of which the swans sing,” in the
western part of the lower world. Frey came from
- Alfheim, the land of the light elves; and Vidar the
Silent left his lonely vine-grown home, deep in the
mountains, at the call of Odin. All came, and all
showed the signs of weakness and of age.
. One alone was absent when the Asir were assem-

bled. Loki was not there. And it had been remarked
that he seemed little affected by Iduna’s absence. His
hair gleamed red and fiery, unmixed with gray; and his
restless eyes had lost none of their brightness.

All were silent until Odin arose, feeble, yet majestic,
his countenance lighted by the wisdom for which he
had paid so dear. My children,” he said, “ Iduna has
gone, and the world is growing old. The gods grow
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feeble. Winter winds already howl around Gladsheim.
The shadow of death is upon us. Who will bring back
Iduna?” )

As he finished speaking, a god rose from his seat.
He was one that was not often among them; for he
lived far from Gladsheim, near the high wall of Asgard.

“May I speak, father Odin ?” he asked.

Odin bowed his head. And he went on: “I heard in
my lonely home that Iduna had gone; but it did not.
occur to me until recently that certain strange things
I had seen could have anything to do with her dis-
appearance. What I have to say may unravel the
mystery.

“ One afternoon, rather late, I climbed the high wall
which is near my castle, and looked down upon the
dark Asgard river. Suddenly my attention was at-
tracted by a peculiar whirring sound, such as is made
by a bird in rapid flight. Looking up, I saw an enor-
mous eagle carrying something in his talons. I could .
not tell what. I watched him until he became a mere
speck and at last vanished on the northern horizon.
On looking down, I saw another strange sight,—a
singular boat that crossed the dangerous river as easily
as though it had been a common stream. Night was
coming on, but I could distinguish Loki as he leaped
from the boat, concealed it amid some bushes, and then
quickly climbed the wall and went towards the centre of
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Asgard. I do not see Loki here, and that makes it
seem still more probable that he had something to
do with Iduna’s disappearance.”

As the god sat down, Thor sprang up, the old fire
flashing in his eyes. “Odin,” he cried, “shall not
Bragi and I seek Loki? He shall pay dearly for it, if
he is the cause of all this!”

Odin gave his permission, and they left the hall.
They soon came back bringing Loki, who put on an
air of careless gayety, ill-suited to the occasion. Odin
calmly repeated what the god had said, and Loki, find-
ing it useless to deny that he had crossed the river
with Iduna, told the whole story: how he was captured
by Thiassi on the day when he suddenly disappeared
while travelling with Odin and the other god, and how
to save himself he had betrayed Iduna into Thiassi’s
hands.

Thor advanced towards the guilty god with his
hammer raised, and then Loki, thoroughly frightened,
begged for mercy, saying he would surely find a way
to bring back Iduna, if they would only give him
time.

“Loki,” said Odin, sternly, “we will give yoy time.
But if at the end of one month you do not bring her
back, you shall be put to death with terrible tortures.”

Loki asked for a moment’s silence, that he might
think of some way in which he could outwit Thiassi.
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This was not an easy thing to do, because the latter
was a great magician. He buried his face in his hands,
but in an instant looked up, saying: “I have a plan,
but a disguise is needful. If Freyia will lend me her
falcon plumage, I will match Thiassi with his eagle
feathers.” And he laughed gleefully at the thought of
outwitting the great artist. Then he continued: “I
know some runes by which I can change Iduna into
a nut, so that I can easily bring her back. Let me
go; I long to fool the giant who trailed me over the
rocks and trees.” :

The gods looked coldly on Loki; for they saw that
his chief desire was not to rescue Iduna.

A little later a falcon might have been seen flying
towards the desolate mountains of Jétunheim.
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THE home where Thiassi now lived was in J6tun-
heim, a land inhabited by giants. This region was sepa-
rated from Midgard by the great river, Ocean, and lay
between Asgard and the lower world. After the gods
pronounced in favor of the dwarfs, Thiassi came here
and shut himself up in a grim stone castle, where he
spent most of his time making weapons to be used
against his foes. His dwelling was near the sea, and
rose like a jagged mountain amid the gray rocks of the
coast. A few stunted trees and bushes clung to
crevices in the rocks, and in the valleys were scanty
patches of coarse grass. A dull twilight reigned
always, and over all hung a leaden sky.

Loki’s flight was very rapid, and it did not take him
long to reach Jétunheim, although it was so far from
Asgard. As he neared the coast, he made large circles,
flying far out to sea. ~There he saw Thiassi fishing—
a most fortunate thing; for had he been at home, it
would have been hard for Loki to reach Iduna without
his knowledge.

Next he circled around the castle, coming nearer each
time, and examining it carefully on every side. As he

73
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passed by one of the rude openings that served as
windows, a gleam like sunshine shot out into the gray
twilight. Loki alighted on the edge and looked in.
There, on a rough couch, lay Iduna, sleeping. There
were tears on her cheeks, and the basket of golden
apples was clasped firmly to her breast. Her long
yellow hair filled the bare room with radiance, and
the light streamed out through the opening, making a
little sunshine in that land of gloom. In her sleep she
sobbed, and Loki caught the word “Asgard.”

Losing no time, he flew into the room, and taking
his proper shape, gently awakened her. She stared
vacantly for a. moment, and then fear and reproach
pictured themselves upon her face. “False Loki,” she
cried, “why are you here? Through you I am a
prisoner far from Asgard!”

“Do not waste time in reproaches, fair Iduna,” said
Loki; “I alone can save you; and I will, if you do as
I bid you.” Seeing the look of distrust still on Iduna’s
face, he added: “You may trust me; for if I do not
carry you safely back to Asgard, I am to be put to
death with dreadful tortures. All the gods are growing
old, and Asgard is desolate. You may thank me, after
all; they will think more of you than ever when you
go back with your precious fruit.”

So Iduna’s fears were quieted ; and as there was no
other hope of escape, she decided to trust herself to Loki.
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“Now,” said he, “grasp your basket firmly, while I
say some runes that will make you as small as a nut.
In that way, I can carry you safely home.” Iduna did
as Loki bade her, although she trembled as she felt her-
self growing smaller and smaller. Loki again put on
his falcon plumage, and in an instant was flying towards
the south. He felt quite sure that Thiagsi had not
seen him.

He flew more swiftly than the hawk that seeks his
prey, or than the eagle that returns to her young.
From time to time he turned his head to see if Thiassi,
in his eagle plumage, were following him. He had
gone so far that the huge castle could hardly be seen
on the horizon, when above it appeared a small black
speck. It was Thiassi.

The race now began in earnest. Both flew steadily
for hours, high up among the leaden clouds of the cheer-
less sky. Loki put forth his godlike strength, and
Thiassi his giant force. At last the glittering towers
of Asgard gleamed against the southern sky. Would
Loki reach it in time?

In the city of the gods all was expectancy from the
time Loki set forth. Wily and skilful they knew him
to be, but Thiassi was fierce and powerful. The result
was doubtful. The gods gathered near the wall of
"Asgard that looked toward Jotunheim. Odin, only, sat
apart, far'up in his High Seat. In the dim distance he
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could see the mountains and castles of Jétunheim.
Cold winds blew, and Asgard looked cheerless in the
waning light of the afternoon. Beautiful as ever rose
the stately homes of the gods; but the plains of Ida
lay brown and bare, except for a few scattered snow-
flakes. No summer sounds were in the air; for the
birds had flown, and even the song of the cricket was
hushed.

Odin kept his eyes fixed upon the distant mountains,
that he might catch the first glimpse of the returning
Loki. He knew, better than any one else, the vast im-
portance of Loki’s errand ; and his face, grown old, and
lined with care, expressed the great anxiety he felt.
His ravens had not come back from their daily journey,
but the two wolves lay at his feet, watching his coun-
tenance with eager eyes: near him stood Hermod, the
messenger god.

Suddenly a gleam shot across the stern face of the
Allfather, and a light like the fire of battle shone in his
eyes. ‘“Go, Hermod!” he cried; “tell the Asir, Loki
comes! But stay,” he added: and then in a moment,
“say Thiassi, clad in his eagle plumage, pursues him!
The gods will soon see them from the wall of Asgard.”

Hermod hastened to tell the gods, and more eagerly
than ever did they scan the northern horizon for the
wished-for sight.

‘Hermod went back to Odin, but soon rejoined the
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gods, saying : “ The Allfather gave Loki important in-
structions before he left Asgard. He bade him lower
his flight as he neared the city, for the mists of the
rushing river cannot harm him; but should Thiassi fly
low enough, they will burst into flames, since he is now
an enemy to the Asir.”

In a moment two specks could be seen in the north.
Then what suspense was felt by the gods! Every eye
was fixed upon the swiftly advancing birds. The Asir
showed signs of weakness, as they stood there, and
looked older by years than when Iduna left them.
The chill wind whistled through their garments; but
they did not feel it. Nor did they see the sun as he
sank wearily behind the dark clouds in the west, as
though he too had grown old. One thought alone filled
all their minds, — “ Could Loki hold out? Would he
reach Asgard before the powerful Thiassi, who seemed
to be gaining upon him ?” :

Nearer and nearer comes Loki. His flight is very
swift ; and although the eagle is gaining upon him, the
distance is short. Will he remember to lower his flight?
Yes; he suddenly swoops down as he nears the dark
river. The gods stand breathless, with outstretched
arms. Thiassi, too, lowers his flight, forgetting the
dangerous mists. At last Loki is over the river and
over the wall, and now he falls exhausted to the ground.
But the gods heed him not, so intently are they watch-
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ing Thiassi. As the eagle flies over the river, the
mists burst into fierce flames, burning his wings. But
he can neither stop nor turn back, his headway is so
great. His scorched wings bear him over the wall,
and he falls dead in their midst.

As the gods turn to look at Loki, they behold him in
his natural form, and near him stands Iduna, radiant
with joy, holding out with her old gracious smile her
basket of golden apples. The sun, as though suddenly
grown young, sends a parting stream of radiance from
the west; the clouds are turned to gold; Gladsheim
glitters in the distance. Youth and summer have come
back to the home of the gods.



THOR AND THRYM.

THor and Loki went to Jotunheim, in search of ad-
ventures. On the way home, night overtook them,
and they lay down and slept on the edge of a forest.
When Thor awoke, he felt for his hammer, and it was
gone. His wrath was terrible. His fiery eyes and
beard darted forth lightnings, and he struck his fore-
head as though he would awaken from a dream.

«Loki! Loki!” he cried, “awake! Hear what I
tell you! No one on earth or in heaven knows this!
The Asir's hammer is stolen !”

Loki’'s face showed surprise and bewilderment.
“Stolen!” he replied; “your hammer? That cannot
be!”

Then they looked all about them in the grass; but
no hammer could be found.

“Thor,” said Loki, “if I had Freyia’'s feather gar-
ment, I might find out where the hammer is. Do
you think she would lend it to me?”

“The hammer must be found,” said Thor; “if not,
the giants of Jotunheim may prevail against us.
Freyia will not refuse to help me.”

Very early in the morning they entered the city and
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went to Freyia’s palace. Many warriors feasted there
each day, — mortals who had died on the field of battle,
and lovers who had been faithful unto death. As they
entered the wide hall, Freyia rose to greet them. And
seeing that Thor’s brow was dark, she said, “ What ails
you, Asa-Thor? Some trouble is surely in your heart!”

And Thor answered, “The hammer, Miodllnir, is
stolen ; it is in the hands of our enemies!”

“Miollnir stolen!” cried Freyia. “How can that
be? Who could take the hammer from mighty Thor?”

«I slept,” said Thor, “and when I awoke, the ham-
mer was gone. I can tell you no more.”

Freyia knew well what this meant. She pondered a
moment, and then said, “ How can I help you, Thor?”

“Will you lend me your feather garment?” said
Thor. “With the help of that, the hammer may be
found.”

“T would give it to you if it were made of gold, and
trust it to you if it were of silver,” replied Freyia.

Thor and Loki left Freyia's palace, taking with them
the feather garment. When they had gone a little way,
they stopped, and Loki put on the plumage and flew
towards Jotunheim. He flew so swiftly that the plu-
mage rattled.

When he reached the icy land, he saw Thrym, the
Thursar’s lord, sitting on a mound, plaiting gold bands
for his greyhounds, and smoothing his horses’ manes.
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He knew Loki in spite of his disguise, and said, “ How
are the Asir getting on? And the elves? Why have
you come alone to Jotunheim?”

“The Asir are in a bad plight ; and so are the elves,”
Loki replied. “Where have you hidden Thor’s ham-
mer?” '

Thrym laughed aloud, and said, “I have hidden
Thor’s hammer eight miles beneath the earth; and no
man shall get it again unless he brings me Freyia for
my wife.”

When Loki heard this, he too laughed; for he was
not sorry that Thor had lost his hammer.

He flew back to Asgard in the rattling plumage.

When he came near to Thor’s palace, the latter saw
him, and called out, “ Have you had success as well as
labor? Tell me your story from the air. The man
who sits down leaves out too much. And he who lies
down speaks falsely.”

Loki answered from the air: “ I have had labor and
success. Thrym, the Thursar’s lord, has your hammer.
And no man can get it again unless he bring him Freyia
for his wife.” Then Loki flew to the ground and took
off the feather garment; and he and Thor went to
Freyia’s palace.

When Freyia saw them, she welcomed them. Glad
was she to get her falcon plumage again. But Thor’s
brow was dark, and he said, “Put on your’ bridal
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garments, Freyia; for we two must drive to Jotun-
heim.”

Freyia did not understand him. So he told her that
unless she became the wife of the giant Thrym, Mioll-
nir would never be returned.

“ Make ready, therefore, and come with me!” said
Thor; “or the giants will storm Asgard, and without
the hammer, who can defend it against them ?”

Freyia grew very angry as Thor talked. She was a
mighty goddess, tall and powerful. And as her anger
raged, the hall where they were trembled, and the great
Brisinga! necklace shivered into pieces. “Never will I
drive with you to J6tunheim!”
will I be the bride of Thrym!”

Thor and Loki left the palace, and sought Odin, the
wise Allfather. As soon as Odin heard what had hap-
pened, he called a council of all the gods and goddesses;

cried Freyia. “Never

for the safety of Asgard depended upon their getting
back Thor’s hammer.

The council met. When many had spoken to no pur-
pose, Heimdall arose. He had the wisdom of the Vanir.

“T think I know how we may get back the hammer