
 

Loki’s Truth-Game 

Lokasenna 

 

 

The word senna is cognate with OIce sannr ‘true’ (OE soþ),so the root idea of a senna 

‘bickering’ is probably to relate home truths which, though they are insulting, may not be 

denied. Loki’s role in his ‘truth-game’, Lokasenna, may be connected with his name: possibly 

‘finisher’ if we link the word loki to OIce lúka ‘to close, finish’. Whether or not this meaning 

is present among the many other etymologies which seem to empower the poem, Loki is 

synonymous with imminent Ragnarǫk, the end of the Norse gods’ world. In Lokasenna he 

sets about unravelling the mysteries upon which the divine powers depend. In literary-critical 

parlance, his approach is to ‘deconstruct’ the gods’ mysteries by moralizing them as flaws of 

character. To give some examples, Frigg makes love to her brothers-in-law, while Óðinn is 

away, but since her name means ‘love’, that may not be surprising in a goddess without 

whom no marriage could take place. The infidelities of other goddesses, Iðunn and Gefjun, 

turn out too to have a purpose, one to do with the sun, harvest and prosperity. If we think of 

the white mud in The Sibyl’s Prophecy, stanza 19, Heimdallr’s soiled backside becomes 

another way of describing the mud which the worshippers of the World Tree, which he 

personifies, smear on the bole of his trunk. Heimdallr holds up the universe and gives 

warning when it comes to an end. And Njǫrðr, for example, has imbibed the urine of 

giantesses, as he lay underneath them, but since he is the ocean, and ‘Hymir’s daughters’ are 

rivers, what does it matter? 

     It is our laughter which makes it all matter, however. That is so if Loki’s mocking 

moralizations succeed in reducing the Norse gods to the comic level of humans. When this 

happens, the heathen mysteries will vanish, as some gods here can see. What distinguishes 

this poem, then, from The Sibyl’s Prophecy is not so much the time of composition, which 

must be a generation later in the case of Loki’s Truth-Game, as the anger with which the gods 

in this poem are demolished one by one. The old world will end shortly in this poem, as it 

does in the other, but in Loki’s case the demolition proceeds not through Christian history or 

warfare or the toppling of heathen idols, but by means of heathen ideas. The case of Hjalti 

Skeggjason’s ditty on Freyja, which got him banished from Iceland in 997, seems similar. 

Hjalti’s bitch-image of Freyja, a homiletic touch if there ever was one, reduces her cult to 

mindless sex. Loki’s Truth-Game is not far from Hjalti’s way of looking at pagan cults, but its 

intellectual rigour is greater, for it works through sustained drama. It is possible to guess at 

this work as a poem made up in Iceland a generation after the Conversion of 999, thus in the 

1020s or 1030s. The sustained quality lets one speculate that the author was a priest who had 

grown up in the old religion. The poem looks like dramatic therapy for heathens who could 

not let go. 
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Loki crashes the party 

 

Ægir, er ǫðru nafni hét Gymir, hann hafði búit ásum ǫl, þá er hann hafði fengit ketil inn 

mikla, sem nú er sagt. Til þeirar veizlu kom Óðinn ok Frigg, kona hans. Þórr kom eigi, því at 

hann var í austrvegi. Sif var þar, kona Þórs, Bragi ok Iðunn, kona hans. Týr var þar. Hann var 

einhendr,  Fenrisúlfr sleit hǫnd af honum, þá er hann var bundinn. Þar var Njǫrðr ok kona 

hans Skaði, Freyr ok Freyja, Víðarr, son Óðins. Loki var þar ok þjónustumenn Freys, Byggvir 

ok Beyla. Margt var þar ása ok alfa. Ægir átti tvá þjónustumenn, Fimafengr ok Eldir. Þar var 

lýsigull haft fyrir elts ljós. Sjálft barsk þar ǫl. Þar var griðastaðr mikill. Menn lofuðu mjǫk, 

hversu góðir þjónustumenn Ægis váru. Loki mátti eigi heyra þat, ok drap hann Fimafeng. Þá 

skóku æsir skjǫldu sína ok œpðu at Loka ok eltu hann braut til skógar, en þeir fóru at drekka. 

Loki hvarf aptr ok hitti úti Eldi. Loki kvaddi hann:  

 

Ægir (‘Ocean Man’), or Gymir by another name, he had ale made for the gods when he took 

delivery of the great kettle, as has just been told. Óðinn came to the party with Frigg, his 

wife. Þórr didn’t come as he was in the east. Sif was there, Þórr’s wife, Bragi and his wife 

Iðunn. Týr was there. He had one hand, the Fenris-wolf bit it off for him when he was 

chained. Njǫrðr was there, his wife Skaði, Freyja, Freyr, and Víðarr, son of Óðinn. Loki was 

there along with Freyr’s servants Byggvir and Beyla. There were many gods and elves. 

Ocean Man had two servants, Nimble-Grip and Light-a-Fire. Shining gold was used there for 

lighting. The ale served itself. The place was a big sanctuary. There was a lot of praise for 

how good Ocean Man’s servants were. Loki couldn’t bear to hear it, and killed Nimble-Grip. 

The gods then shook their shields, chanted at Loki and drove him off to the woods, then 

proceeded with their drinking. Loki returned and met Light-a-Fire outside. Loki addressed 

him: 

 

 

1  ‘Segðu þat, Eldir,    svá at þú einugi 

feti gangir framar,  

hvat hér inni    hafa at ǫlmálum 

sigtíva synir.’  

 

‘Tell me, Light-a-Fire, before you take 

 one step further, 

What ale-talk they have inside this place, 

 those sons of triumphant gods.’ 

 

 

Eldir kvað:  

2 ‘Of vápn sín dœma    ok um vígrisni sína 

sigtíva synir;  

ása ok alfa    er hér inni eru, 

manngi er þér í orði vinr.’  



Light-a-Fire said: 

‘They discuss their weapons and prowess in arms, 

 those sons of triumphant gods; 

Of the gods or elves who are inside here 

 not one in his words is a friend to you.’ 

 

Loki kvað:  

3 ‘Inn skal ganga    Ægis hallir í 

á þat sumbl at sjá;  

oll ok áfu    fœri ek ása sonum, 

ok blend ek þeim svá meini mjǫð.’ 

 

Loki said: 

‘An entry must be made into Ocean Man’s halls 

 to take a look at that banquet. 

Contempt and strife I will bring to sons of gods, 

 and so blend their mead with malice.’ 

 

 

Eldir kvað:  

4 ‘Veiztu, ef þú inn gengr    Ægis hallir í 

á þat sumbl at sjá,  

hrópi ok rógi    ef þú eyss á holl regin, 

á þér munu þau þerra þat.’ 

Light-a-Fire said: 

‘You know, if you go indoors into Ocean Man’s halls 

 to take a look at that banquet, 

And drench the gracious powers with catcalls and slander, 

 they’ll towel themselves off on you.’ 

 

 

Loki kvað:  

5 ‘Veiztu þat, Eldir,    ef vit einir skulum 

sáryrðum sakask,  

auðigr verða    mun ek í andsvǫrum, 

ef þú mælir til margt.’ 

Loki said: 

‘You know, Light-a-Fire, if the two of us are to 

 strive at each other with wounding words, 

I’ll become a wealthy man in answers 

 if you you speak too much.’ 

 

Síðan gekk Loki inn í hǫllina. En er þeir sá, er fyrir váru, hverr inn var kominn, þǫgnuðu þeir 

allir.  

 

After that, Loki went into the hall. And when the people who were there saw who had come 

in, they all went quiet. 

 

Loki kvað:  

6 ‘Þyrstr ek kom    þessar hallar til, 



Loptr, um langan veg, 

ásu at biðja,    at mér einn gefi 

mæran drykk mjaðar. 

Loki said: 

‘Thirsty I have come to this hall here, 

 Lofty, down a long road, 

To ask the gods that one of them might give me 

 a glorious drink of mead.’ 

 

 

7 ‘Hví þegið ér svá,    þrungin goð, 

at þér mæla né meguð?  

Sessa ok staði    velið mér sumbli at 

eða heitið mik heðan.’ 

 

‘Why be so silent, buttoned-up gods, 

 so that no words can you say? 

You find me seating and a place in the banquet, 

 or order me out of here.’ 

 

 

Bragi kvað: 

8 ‘Sessa ok staði    velja þér sumbli at 

æsir aldregi,  

því at æsir vitu,    hveim þeir alda skulu 

gambansumbl of geta.’ 

Bragi said: 

‘Seating for you and a place in the banquet the gods 

will never find, 

For the gods know what people they must 

 make a potent party for.’ 

 

 

Loki kvað:  

9 ‘Mantu þat, Óðinn,    er vit í árdaga 

blendum blóði saman?  

Ǫlvi bergja    léztu eigi mundu, 

nema okkr væri báðum borit.’ 

Loki said: 

‘You remember, Óðinn, the old days, when the two of us 

 blended our blood together? 

You said you would taste no ale at all 

 unless it were served to us both.’ 

 

Óðinn kvað:  

10 ‘Rístu þá, Viðarr,    ok lát ulfs fǫður 

sitja sumbli at,  

síðr oss Loki    kveði lastastǫfum 

Ægis hǫllu í.’ 

Óðinn said: 



‘Rise up then Viðarr, and let the Wolf’s father 

 sit at the banquet right here, 

Lest Loki greet us with words of blame 

 indoors in Ocean Man’s halls.’ 

 

 

 

Loki toasts all the gods 

 

Þá stóð Viðarr upp ok skenkði Loka. En áðr hann drykki, kvaddi hann ásuna:  

 

Viðarr then got up and poured ale for Loki, but before he drank, he greeted the gods as 

follows: 

 

11 ‘Heilir æsir,    heilar ásynjur 

ok ǫll ginnheilǫg goð,   

nema sá einn áss    er innar sitr, 

Bragi, bekkjum á.’ 

 

‘Good fortune to gods, good fortune to goddesses 

 and to all the holy aboriginal deities, 

Save the one god who is sitting further in, 

 Bragi, on the benches.’ 

 

 

Bragi kvað:  

12 ‘Mar ok mæki    gef ek þér míns féar, 

ok bœtir þér svá baugi Bragi,  

síðr þú ásum    ǫfund of gjaldir. 

Grem þú eigi goð at þér.’ 

Bragi said: 

‘Stallion and sword from my own hoard I’ll give you, 

 and with a ring Bragi will compensate you too, 

Lest for your envy you make all the Æsir pay. 

 Don’t make the gods mad at you.’ 

 

 

Loki kvað:  

13  ‘Jós ok armbauga    mundu æ vera 

beggja vanr, Bragi;  

ása ok alfa,    er hér inni eru, 

þú ert við víg varastr 

ok skjarrastr við skot.’ 

Loki said: 

‘Steed and bracelets, both, are things which you 

will always be wanting, Bragi. 

Of gods and elves who are inside this place 

 you are wariest of war 

 and shiest of facing shots.’ 

 



Bragi kvað:  

14 ‘Veit ek, ef fyr útan værak,    svá sem fyr innan emk 

Ægis hǫll of kominn,  

hǫfuð þitt    bæra ek í hendi mér; 

lítt er þér þat fyr lygi.’ 

Bragi said: 

‘This I know, if I were outside, as sure as inside I have 

 entered Ocean Man’s hall, 

Your head I would carry in my hand, 

 a small price to pay for your lies.’ 

 

 

Loki kvað:  

15 ‘Snjallr ertu í sessi,    skalatu svá gøra, 

Bragi bekkskrautuðr;  

vega þú gakk,    ef þú vreiðr séir: 

hyggsk vætr hvatr fyrir.’ 

Loki said: 

‘Eloquent in your seat, that can’t be how you do it, 

 Bragi bench-ornament. 

Come and fight, if you feel angry: 

 a brave man thinks there’s nothing in his way.’ 

 

 

Iðunn kvað:  

16 ‘Bið ek [þik], Bragi,    barna sifjar duga 

ok allra óskmaga,  

at þú Loka    kveðira lastastǫfum 

Ægis hǫllu í.’ 

Iðunn said: 

‘Bragi, I ask [you] to make good the kinship that binds 

 all our children and adopted sons, 

That you don’t greet Loki with words of blame 

 indoors in Ocean Man’s hall.’ 

 

 

Loki kvað:  

17  ‘Þegi þú, Iðunn,    þik kveð ek allra kvenna 

vergjarnasta vera,  

síztu arma þína    lagðir ítrþvegna 

um þinn bróðurbana.’ 

Loki said: 

‘You be quiet, Iðunn! You of all women, I say, are 

 the one most eager for a man, 

Since the time you laid your arms, your brightly bathed arms, 

 around the man who killed your brother.’ 

 

 

Iðunn kvað:  

18 ‘Loka ek kveðka    lastastǫfum 



Ægis hǫllu í:  

Braga ek kyrri    bjórreifan; 

vilkat ek, at it reiðir vegizk.’ 

Iðunn said: 

‘I am not one to greet Loki with words of blame 

 in the hall of Ocean Man. 

I’ll pacify Bragi, who’s gone happy with beer. 

 I don’t want the two of you angry and fighting.’ 

 

 

Gefjun kvað:  

19 ‘Hví it æsir tveir    skuluð inni hér 

sáryrðum sakask?  

Lopzki þat veit,    at hann leikinn er 

ok hann fjǫrg ǫll fría?’ 

Gefjun said: 

‘Why must the two of you gods inside here 

 strive at each other with wounding words? 

Is it not known that Loki is given to games 

 and all earth-deities love him?’ 

 

 

Loki kvað:  

20 ‘Þegi þú, Gefjun,    þess mun ek nú geta, 

er þik glapði at geði,  

sveinn inn hvíti,    er þér sigli gaf 

ok þú lagðir lær yfir.’ 

Loki said: 

‘You be quiet, Gefjun! I’ll mention him now, 

 the one who fooled you in your love, 

The whiteboy who gave you a treasure, 

 and you laid your thigh over his.’ 

 

Óðinn kvað:  

21 ‘Œrr ertu, Loki,    ok ǫrviti, 

er þú fær þér Gefjun at gremi,  

því at aldar ǫrlǫg    hygg ek, at hon ǫll of viti 

jafngǫrla sem ek.’ 

Óðinn said: 

‘You’re crazy, Loki, and out of your wits, 

 to make Gefjun mad at you, 

For all the fate of the world I think she knows about 

 just as clearly as I do.’ 

 

 

Loki kvað:  

22  ‘Þegi þú, Óðinn,    þú kunnir aldregi 

deila víg með verum;  

oft þú gaft,    þeim er þú gefa skyldira, 

inum slævurum sigr.’ 



Loki said: 

‘You be quiet, Óðinn! You never knew how 

 to deal out the deaths among fighting men. 

Often you gave to the man you shouldn’t have, 

 victory to the more faint-hearted.’ 

 

 

Óðinn kvað:  

23  ‘Veiztu, ef ek gaf,    þeim er ek gefa né skylda, 

inum slævurum, sigr,  

átta vetr    vartu fyr jǫrð neðan, 

kýr mólkandi ok kona, 

ok hefr þú þar [bǫrn of] borit, 

ok hugða ek þat args aðal.’ 

Óðinn said: 

‘Know that if I did give to the man I shouldn’t have, 

 victory to the more faint-hearted, 

Eight winters you spent beneath the earth 

 milking cows, as a woman too, 

 and there you have borne children, 

 and I thought that was a queer thing to do.’ 

 

Loki kvað:  

24  ‘En þik síða kóðu    Sámseyu í, 

ok draptu á vétt sem vǫlur; 

vitka líki    fórtu verþjóð yfir, 

ok hugða ek þat args aðal.’ 

Loki said: 

‘And you, they said, practised witchcraft on Samsø, 

 and beat on a lid like the sibyls. 

Like a witch you went through a nation of men, 

and I thought that was a queer thing to do.’ 

 

 

Frigg kvað:  

25  ‘Ørlǫgum ykkrum    skylið aldregi 

segja seggjum frá,  

hvat it æsir tveir    drýgðuð í árdaga: 

firrisk æ forn rǫk firar.’ 

Frigg said: 

‘The fates you have lived with you should never 

 talk about to mankind, 

What you two gods got up to in the early days: 

 old mysteries, may men ever shun them.’ 

 

 

Loki kvað:  

26  ‘Þegi þú, Frigg,    þú ert Fjǫrgyns mær 

ok hefr æ vergjǫrn verit,  

er þá Véa ok Vilja    léztu þér, Viðris kvæn, 



báða i baðm of tekit.’ 

Loki said: 

‘You be quiet, Frigg! You are Fjǫrgynn’s daughter 

 and have always been eager for a man, 

Since you let Véi and Vili, O Wutherer’s queen, 

 both come into your bosom.’ 

 

 

Frigg kvað:  

27  ‘Veiztu, ef ek inni ættak    Ægis hǫllum i 

Baldri líkan bur,  

út þú né kvæmir    frá ása sonum, 

ok væri þá at þér reiðum vegit.’ 

Frigg said: 

‘Know this, if I had here indoors inside Ocean Man’s hall 

 a boy like Baldr was, 

You wouldn’t escape then from the sons of gods, 

 angry as you are, you’d be struck down!’ 

 

 

Loki kvað:  

28  ‘Enn vill þú, Frigg,    at ek fleiri telja 

mína meinstafi? 

ek því réð,    er þú ríða sérat 

síðan Baldr at sǫlum.’ 

Loki said: 

‘Do you want me, Frigg, to count up even more 

 of my malignancies? 

It was I who decided that you shall never now see 

 Baldr ride again to your hall.’ 

 

 

Freyja kvað:  

29  ‘Œrr ertu, Loki,    er þú yðra telr 

ljóta leiðstafi;  

ǫrlǫg Frigg,    hygg ek, at ǫll viti, 

þótt hon sjalfgi segi.’ 

Freyja said: 

‘You’re crazy, Loki, to count up the ugly hateful things 

 you did in all your forms. 

Frigg, I think, knows all men’s fates, 

 though herself she may not say so.’ 

 

 

Loki kvað:  

30  ‘Þegi þú, Freyja,    þik kann ek fullgǫrva, 

era þér vamma vant:  

ása ok alfa,    er hér inni eru, 

hverr hefir þinn hór verit.’ 

Loki said: 



‘You be quiet, Freyja! I know all about you, 

 in your case there’s no want of disgrace. 

Of the gods and elves who are inside here, 

 each one has gone whoring where you are.’ 

 

 

Freyja kvað:  

31  ‘Flá er þér tunga,    hygg ek, at þér fremr myni 

ógótt of gala;  

reiðir ro þér æsir    ok ásynjur, 

hryggr muntu heim fara.’ 

 

Freyja said: 

‘You have a lying tongue, which I think will sing 

no good for you either one day. 

Gods and goddesses, they are angry with you, 

 downcast you will go home.’ 

 

 

Loki kvað:  

32  ‘Þegi þú, Freyja,    þú ert fordæða 

ok meini blandin mjǫk,  

síz þik at brœðr þínum    stóðu blíð regin 

ok myndir þú þá, Freyja, frata.’ 

 

Loki said: 

‘You be quiet, Freyja! You’re a foul witch, 

 and much mixed up with malice, 

Since the giggling powers surprised you with your brother 

 and then, Freyja, you would have farted!’ 

 

 

Njǫrðr kvað:  

33  ‘Þat er válítit,    þótt sér varðir vers fái, 

hós eða hvárs;  

hitt er undr, er áss ragr    er hér inn of kominn 

ok hefir sá bǫrn of borit.’ 

 

Njǫrðr said: 

‘It’s hardly harmful if the ladies get a man, 

 a lover or two. 

The real wonder is that a queer has come in here, 

 a god who has borne babies!’ 

 

 

Loki kvað:  

34  ‘Þegi þú, Njǫrðr,    þú vart austr heðan 

gíls of sendr at goðum;  

Hymis meyjar    hǫfðu þik at hlandtrogi 

ok þér i munn migu.’ 



 

Loki said: 

‘You be quiet, Njǫrðr! East of here you were 

sent to the gods as a hostage. 

Hymir’s daughters had you as a piss-trough 

 and made water into your mouth.’ 

 

Njǫrðr kvað:  

35  ‘Sú erumk líkn,    er ek vark langt heðan 

gísl of sendr at goðum,  

þá ek mǫg gat,    þann er mangi fíár, 

ok þykkir sá ása jaðarr.’ 

 

Njǫrðr said: 

‘This is my balm, when far east of here I was 

 sent to the gods as a hostage: 

It was then I got the son who’s hated by no-one 

 and is thought to be the gods’ very bastion.’ 

 

 

Loki kvað:  

36  ‘Hættu nú, Njǫrðr,    haf þú á hófi þik, 

munka ek því leyna lengr:  

við systur þinni    gaztu slíkan mǫg, 

ok era þó [v]ánu verr.’ 

 

Loki said: 

‘Stop it now, Njǫrðr! keep yourself composed, 

 I won’t conceal it any longer: 

On your sister you got such a son, 

 and yet that’s no worse than expected.’ 

 

 

Týr kvað:  

37  ‘Freyr er beztr    allra ballriða 

ása gǫrðum í;  

mey hann né grœtir    né manns konu 

ok leysir ór hǫptum hvern.’ 

 

Týr said: 

‘Freyr is best of all bold riders 

 in the Æsir’s citadels. 

No girl he makes cry, nor man’s wife either, 

 and he frees each man from his chains.’ 

 

 

Loki kvað:  

38  ‘Þegi þú, Týr,    þú kunnir aldregi 

bera tilt með tveim;  

handar innar hœgri    mun ek hinnar geta, 



er þér sleit Fenrir frá.’ 

 

Loki said: 

‘You be quiet, Týr! You never knew how 

 to judge fairly between two factions. 

Your right hand I’ll mention, the one 

 that Fenrir tore from you.’ 

 

 

Týr kvað:  

39  ‘Handar em ek vanr,    en þú Hróðrsvitnis, 

bǫl er beggja þrá;  

úlfgi hefir ok vel,    er í ǫngum skal 

bíða ragnarǫkrs.’ 

Týr said: 

‘I lack a hand, and you the Lupine Glory, 

 a harm which causes longing for both of us. 

For the wolf it’s not too good either, who must in confines 

 wait for gods’ day to darken.’ 

 

‘Lupine Glory’ for Hróðrsvitnir (‘glorious sense-sharp’): a taboo euphemism for Fenrir. 

 

 

Loki kvað:  

40  ‘Þegi þú, Týr,    þat varð þinni konu, 

at hon átti mǫg við mér;  

ǫln né penning    hafðir þú þess aldregi 

vanréttis, vesall.’ 

 

Loki said: 

‘You be quiet, Týr! For your wife it came to pass 

 that she had a son by me. 

Not one ell of cloth or penny did you ever get, 

 sorry fool, for that loss of rights!’ 

 

 

Freyr kvað:  

41  ‘Ulfr sé ek liggja    árósi fyrir, 

unz rjúfask regin;  

því mundu næst,    nema þú nú þegir, 

bundinn, bǫlvasmiðr.’ 

 

Freyr said: 

‘A wolf I see there, lying in the estuary mouth 

 till the powers are torn in two. 

And you’ll be bound next to him if you don’t hold 

 your tongue now, craftsman of harm!’ 

 

 

Loki kvað:  



42  ‘Gulli keypta    léztu Gymis dóttur 

ok seldir þitt svá sverð;  

en er Múspells synir    ríða Myrkvið yfir, 

veizta þú þá, vesall, hvé þú vegr.’ 

 

Loki said: 

‘You had gold paid to buy Gymir’s daughter 

 and likewise sold your sword, 

But when Múspell’s sons ride across Mirkwood, 

 you won’t know then, fool, how you fight.’ 

 

Mirkwood: the primeval forest of central Europe. 

 

 

Byggvir kvað:  

43  ‘Veiztu, ef ek eðli ættak    sem Ingunar-freyr 

ok svá sælligt setr,  

mergi smæra    mǫlða ek þá meinkráku 

ok lemða alla í liðu.’ 

 

Barleyman said: 

‘You know, if I had estates like Ingunar-Freyr, 

 and such prosperous pasture-land, 

Finer than marrow I would grind this evil crow 

 and I’d lam him in every limb.’ 

 

 

Loki kvað:  

44  ‘Hvat er þat it litla    er ek þat lǫggra sék 

ok snapvíst snapir?  

At eyrum Freys    mundu æ vera 

ok und kvernum klaka.’ 

 

Loki said: 

‘What’s that little thing I can see wagging its tail 

 and snapping like a snuffling parasite? 

At Freyr’s ears you will ever be, 

 and chattering under the querns.’ 

 

 

Byggvir kvað:  

45  ‘Byggvir ek heiti,    en mik bráðan kveða 

goð ǫll ok gumar;  

því em ek hér hróðugr,    at drekka Hropts megir 

allir ǫl saman.’ 

 

Barleyman said: 

‘Barleyman’s my name, and they say I’m hot-tempered, 

 all the gods and men. 

I am famous here because the sons of Hroptr 



 are all drinking ale together.’ 

 

Hroptr: Óðinn, with the warriors of Valhǫll. 

 

 

Loki kvað:  

46  ‘Þegi þú, Byggvir,    þú kunnir aldregi 

deila með mǫnnum mat,  

ok þik í flets strái    finna né máttu, 

þá er vágu verar.’ 

 

Loki said: 

‘You be quiet, Barleyman! You never knew how 

 to deal out the food among men, 

and in the straw on the boards they couldn’t find you 

 when the chaps were busy fighting.’ 

 

 

Heimdallr kvað:  

47  ‘ǫlr ertu, Loki,    svá at þú er[t] ǫrviti, 

hví né lezkaðu, Loki?   

því at ofdrykkja    veldr alda hveim, 

er sína mælgi né manat.’ 

 

Heimdallr said: 

‘Drunk you are, Loki, so drunk that you’re witless, 

 why not restrain yourself, Loki? 

For overdrinking will get the better of anyone 

 who forgets his own prattle.’ 

 

Loki kvað:  

48  ‘Þegi þú, Heimdallr,    þér var í árdaga 

it ljóta líf of lagit;  

ǫrgu baki    þú munt æ vera 

ok vaka vǫrðr goða.’ 

Loki said: 

‘You be quiet, Heimdallr! that ugly life of yours 

 was ordained in the early days. 

With a filthy backside you will always be, 

 and sleepless stand watch for the gods.’ 

 

 

Skaði kvað:  

49  ‘Létt er þér, Loki;    munattu lengi svá 

leika lausum hala,  

því at þik á hjǫrvi    skulu ins hrímkalda magar 

gǫrnum binda goð.’ 

 

Skaði said: 

‘Light-hearted Loki! You won’t be for long, 



 making free with such a loose tail, 

Because on a sword, with the guts of your frost-cold son, 

 the gods are going to bind you!’ 

 

 

Loki kvað:  

50  ‘Veiztu, ef mik á hjǫrvi    skulu ins hrímkalda magar 

gǫrnum binda goð,  

fyrstr ok efstr    var ek at fjǫrlagi, 

þars vér á Þjaza þrifum.’ 

 

Loki said: 

‘Know that if on a sword, with the guts of my frost-cold son, 

 the gods are going to bind me, 

I was first at the death, and the last to leave it, 

 when we were thrusting at Þjazi.’ 

 

 

Skaði kvað:  

51  ‘Veiztu, ef fyrstr ok efstr    vartu at fjǫrlagi, 

þá er ér á Þjaza þrifuð,  

frá mínum véum    ok vǫngum skulu 

þér æ kǫld ráð koma.’ 

 

Skaði said: 

‘Know that if you were first at the death, and the last to leave it, 

 when you were thrusting at Þjazi, 

From my sanctuaries and slopes shall come 

 cold counsel for you for ever.’ 

 

 

Loki kvað:  

52  ‘Léttari í málum    vartu við Laufeyjar son, 

þá er þú létz mér á beð þinn boðit;  

getit verðr oss slíks,    ef vér gǫrva skulum 

telja vǫmmin vár.’ 

 

Loki said: 

‘Lighter-hearted when talking with Leaf-Isle’s son, 

 and you had me invited to bed with you! 

Such a thing must be mentioned by us if we are completely 

 to count our blemishes.’ 

 

 

 

Enter Þórr, exit Loki 

 

 

Þá gekk Sif fram ok byrlaði Loka í hrímkálki mjǫð ok mælti: ‘Then Sif came forward and 

poured mead into a frost-chalice for Loki, and said:’ 



 

53  ‘Heill ver þú nú, Loki,    ok tak við hrímkálki 

fullum forns mjaðar; 

heldr þú hana eina    látir með ása sonum 

vammalausa vera.’ 

 

‘Be welcome now, Loki, and take the frost-chalice 

 filled with ancient mead, 

The better you may allow that at least this woman is 

 unblemished among sons of gods.’ 

 

 

Hann tók við horni ok drakk af: ‘Loki took the horn and drained it off:’ 

 

54  ‘Ein þú værir,    ef þú svá værir, 

vǫr ok grǫm at veri;  

einn ek veit,    svá at ek vita þykkjumk, 

hór ok af Hlórriða, 

ok var þat sá inn lævísi Loki.’ 

 

‘You at least would be, if you really were like that, 

 wary or fierce with a man. 

One man I know, at least I think I do, 

 went whoring behind even Rumbler’s back, 

 and that was crafty old Loki!’ 

 

‘Rumbler (Hlórriði)’: Þórr, husband of Sif. 

 

 

Beyla kvað:  

55  ‘Fjǫll ǫll skjalfa;    hygg ek á fǫr vera 

heiman Hlórriða;  

hann ræðr ró,    þeim er rœgir hér 

goð ǫll ok guma.’ 

 

Cowgirl said: 

‘All the mountains are shaking, I think he’s on his way, 

 the Rumbler is coming from home. 

He’ll make a peace here on the one who’s slandering 

 all the gods and men.’ 

 

 

Loki kvað:  

56  ‘Þegi þú, Beyla,    þú ert Byggvis kvæn 

ok meini blandinn mjǫk,  

ókynjan meira    koma med ása sonum; 

ǫll ertu, deigja, dritin.’ 

 

Loki said: 

‘You be quiet, Cowgirl! You are Barleyman’s wife 



 and really mixed up with malice. 

A bigger freak never joined up with sons of gods! 

 Dairy-girl, you’re all dirty.’ 

 

 

Þá kom Þórr at ok kvað:  

57  ‘Þegi þú, rǫg vættr,    þér skal minn þrúðhamarr, 

Mjǫllnir, mál fyrnema;  

herða klett    drep ek þér halsi af, 

ok verðr þá þínu fjǫrvi of farit.’ 

 

Then Þórr arrived and said: 

‘Be quiet, little faggot! My mighty hammer, 

 Grinder, will take out your talk! 

That block on your shoulders I’m a-knock off its neck, 

 and then it’ll be done with your life!’ 

 

 

Loki kvað:  

58  ‘Jarðar [burr]    er hér nú inn kominn, 

hví þrasir þú svá, Þórr?  

En þá þorir þú ekki,    er þú skalt við ulfinn vega, 

ok svelgr hann allan Sigfǫður.’ 

 

Loki said: 

‘Look who’s come in now, it’s Country Boy, 

 why big it up, Þórr, in this way? 

But then you won’t dare to, when you’re up against the Wolf 

 and he’s gobbling up the Father of Victories!’ 

 

‘Country Boy’: literally ‘[son] of Earth’. ‘Father of Victories’: Óðinn. 

 

 

Þórr kvað:  

59  ‘Þegi þú, rǫg vættr,    þér skal minn þrúðhamarr, 

Mjǫllnir, mál fyrnema;  

upp ek þér verp    ok á austrvega, 

síðan þik manngi sér.’ 

 

Þórr said: 

‘Be quiet, little faggot! My mighty hammer, 

 Grinder, will take out your talk! 

Up I’m a-throw you, and into eastern parts 

 so nobody will see you again.’ 

 

 

Loki kvað:  

60  ‘Austrfǫrum þínum    skaltu aldregi 

segja seggjum frá,  

síz í hanska þumlungi    hnúkðir þú einheri, 



ok þóttiska þú þá Þórr vera.’ 

 

Loki said: 

‘Your journeys east you must never 

 talk about to mankind, 

Since the time, great soldier, you cowered in a glove-thumb, 

 and didn’t then think you were Þórr.’ 

 

 

Þórr kvað:  

61  ‘Þegi þú, rǫg vættr,    þér skal minn þrúðhamarr, 

Mjǫllnir, mál fyrnema;  

hendi inni hœgri    drep ek þik Hrungnis bana, 

svá at þér brotnar beina hvat.’ 

 

Þórr said: 

‘Be quiet, little faggot! My mighty hammer, 

 Grinder, will take out your talk! 

With my right hand I’ll hit you with Hrungnir’s Bane 

 so every bone in your body is broken!’ 

 

‘Hrungnir’s Bane’: Mjǫllnir (‘Grinder’); see Þjóðólfr’s Harvest-Long. 

 

 

Loki kvað:  

62  ‘Lifa ætla ek mér    langan aldr, 

þóttu hœtir hamri mér;  

skarpar álar    þóttu þér Skrýmis vera, 

ok máttira þú þá nesti ná, 

ok svalzt þú þá hungri heill.’ 

 

Loki said:  

‘To live my life long is what I intend, 

 though you threaten me with your hammer. 

Tough were the straps of Skrýmir, so they seemed to you, 

 and you couldn’t then get at your grub, 

 and near died of hunger, though well at the time.’ 

 

Skrýmir: the giant in whose glove Þórr and companions stay, and to whose provision bag the 

‘tough straps’ belong that Þórr fails to loosen. 

 

 

Þórr kvað:  

63  ‘Þegi þú, rǫg vættr,    þér skal minn þrúðhamarr, 

Mjǫllnir, mál fyrnema;  

Hrungnis bani    mun þér í hel koma 

fyr nágrindr neðan.’ 

 

Þórr said: 

‘Be quiet, little faggot! My mighty hammer, 



 Grinder, will take out your talk! 

Hrungnir’s Bane will bring you to Hel 

 right below the corpse-pens.’ 

 

 

Loki kvað:  

64  ‘Kvað ek fyr ásum,    kvað ek fyr ása sonum, 

þats mik hvatti hugr,  

en fyr þér einum    mun ek út ganga, 

því at ek veit, at þú vegr. 

 

Loki said: 

‘I have said it to gods, I have said it to gods’ sons, 

 the things that my heart made me say. 

For you alone, though, I will go from here, 

 for I know that you kill. 

 

 

65  ‘Ǫl gerðir þú, Ægir,    en þú aldri munt 

síðan sumbl of gera; 

eiga þín ǫll,    er hér inni er, 

leiki yfir logi, 

ok brenni þér á baki!’ 

 

‘Ale you brewed, Ocean Man, though never, from this time, 

 will you give a party again. 

All your possessions that are here indoors, 

 may flame lick upon them, 

 may they burn on your back!’ 

 

 

En eftir þetta falsk Loki í Fránangrs forsi í lax líki. Þar tóku æsir hann. Hann var bundinn 

með þǫrmum sonar síns Vála, en Narfi sonr hans varð at vargi. Skaði tók eitrorm ok festi upp 

yfir andlit Loka. Draup þar ór eitr. Sigyn, kona Loka, sat þar ok helt munnlaug undir eitrit. En 

er munnlaugin var full, bar hon út eitrit, en meðan draup eitrit á Loka. Þá kippðist hann svá 

hart við, at þaðan af skalf jǫrð ǫll. Þat eru nú kallaðir landsskjálftar.  

 

And after this, Loki hid himself in the falls at Fránangr in the shape of a salmon. The gods 

caught him there. He was tied up with the guts of his son Váli, while his son Narfi became a 

wolf. Skaði took a poisonous snake and fastened it over Loki’s face. Poison dripped out of it. 

Sigyn, Loki’s wife, sat there and held a hand-basin under the poison. And when the basin was 

full, she threw out the poison, but meanwhile the poison dripped on to Loki. Then he jerked 

back so hard that the whole earth shook from it. These things are now called earthquakes. 

 

 

Notes 

3 oll ‘contempt’. The scribe of Codex Regius wrote hropioll, drawing hropi 

from the second half of the following stanza. Dronke removes hropi and reads  

oll as an Old English loanword from the beginning of the eleventh century  

(1997: 356-7). See Archbishop Wulfstan, swyþost man tæleð and mid olle  



gegreteð ealles to gelome þa þe riht lufiað and Godes ege habbað be ænigum  

dæle ‘most of all, people accuse and greet with contempt all too often those  

who love the right and have fear of God to any degree’ (1018). 

 

5 auðigr í andsvǫrum ‘wealthy man in answers’. Loki will (a) have lots of  

answers to give Light-a-Fire, but will also (b) win wealth from Eldir, servant  

of the sea-god Ægir, because eldr ægis ‘fire of the sea’ is a kenning for ‘gold’. 

 

15 Loki’s attempt to make Bragi, not himself, break the rules of sanctuary is  

thwarted by Iðunn’s words following, in which she reminds Bragi of the  

children present. 

 

17 Iðunn’s family probity is undermined by this quip, which must be true, if it is  

a senna ‘truth-game’. However, Loki’s accusation is usually read alongside  

Gerðr’s concern, voiced in The Lay of Skírnir stanza 16, that the man arrived  

outside her bower is her bróðurbani ‘brother’s slayer’. The mythologem  

common to both Gerðr and Ið-unn (‘yields again’) appears to come from a 

time when the earth was seen to take a new husband in the man who had just  

killed her old one (North 1997 (a): 266-71). Since Iðunn’s new marriage, seen  

in this light, renews the harvest, on the heathen level she is not undermined at  

all. Loki may thus be seen to do with Iðunn what he will do with most others,  

deconstruct a divine mystery by moralizing it as a flaw of character. 

 

19 fjǫrg ‘earth-deities’. OIce fjarg ‘deity’, as related to fjǫrgyn (OE firgen-)  

‘mountain’, suggests that Gefjun refers particularly earth-bound gods who 

might take offence at Loki’s moralization of Iðunn. McKinnell (1987-8)  

argues that Gefjun steps in here to upstage Iðunn, wife of Bragi with whom  

Gefjun is having an affair. 

 

20 Gefjun the whore? It is true that Gefjun means ‘giver’. But Loki’s sveinn inn  

hvíti ‘whiteboy’ denotes, as well as (a) the blond young man who pays Gefjun  

for sex, (b) the god Heimdallr (inn hvíti áss ‘the white god’ is what Snorri  

calls him in Gylf, ch. 27) whom Freyja must so reward for recovering her  

necklace, the Brísingamen, from Loki (after dueling with him for it in seal’s  

shape, as in Úlfr’s Eulogy on the House, stanza ‘2’; North 1997 (a) 225-6). 

 

22 Óðinn gives out victory in this way in order to take the better warriors for his 

doomsday division in Valhǫll. 

 

23 Loki’s gender, as at times female, allows him to give birth (to Fenrir, Hel and  

the World Serpent, even if Óðinn moralizes him with the allegation of being  

used by giants as a woman (North 2001). OIce argr means both ‘cowardly’,  

Loki’s implication concerning Óðinn in stanza 22, and ‘queer’ (as in  

homosexual), and Óðinn plays on this sense. 

 

24 This story, though not quite understood, is told more fully in Saxo’s History of  

the Danes, III (c. 1200). It appears to describe the manner in which Óðinn, as  

Kormákr says in his Eulogy on Sigurðr (stanza ‘2’, c. 961), ‘practised  

witchcraft to get Rindr’ (seið Yggr til Rindar) to beget Váli on her, who will 

avenge Baldr on Hǫðr at one night old: thus a sacred task. 



 

25 As Baldr’s mother, as well as Óðinn’s wife, Frigg is well placed to step in, but  

it seems she is anxious to stop Loki and her husband unravelling the powers  

on which they all depend: the end of their world is fast approaching. 

 

26 As Fjǫrgynn’s daughter, Frigg is essentially the ‘love’ (from frjá ‘to love’, OE  

frige) as earthly desire (see note to stanza 19). This story concerns Óðinn’s  

brothers, both lovers of Frigg in her husband’s absence. 

 

30 Once again, the poet seems to draw on homilies: on English ones, if we  

correlate Loki’s claimed moral outrage with Wulfstan’s, in his Sermo Lupi  

(1018): and her syndan myltestran and bearnmyrðran and fule forlegene  

horingas manege ‘here are prostitutes and child-murderers and foul fornicated  

whorers, many of them’ (see Writers of the Benedictine Reform). 

 

34 In line with his double perspective so far, Loki mocks Njǫrðr as a patrician  

deviant, moralizing the fact that, as god of oceans, Njǫrðr drinks the rivers that  

flow from the mountains of Norway (North 1997 (a): 214-17). 

 

37 Doubtless of common origin, Freyr resembles Dionysus in The Bacchae of  

Euripides, a young god of ecstasy who slips out of the chains put on him by  

King Pentheus. Like Dionysus, the Vanir play to a different set of rules. 

 

38 Týr is cast here, one of his few surviving appearances, as a judge presiding over civil 

lawsuits. Though his one-handedness limits his even-handedness in this role, it should 

be said that his decision to lose his hand in Fenrir’s mouth is good, because it prevents 

the early destruction of the world. In stanza 41, however, Týr is recast as the plaintiff 

in an unsuccessful suit. 

 

39 ragnarøkrs ‘gods’ day to darken’. This appears to be the earliest use of ragnarøkr 

‘twilight of the gods’ as a (likely Christian) variant of the more common, and more 

opaque, ragnarǫk ‘?purgation of the powers’. ǫngum for Codex Regius bǫndum, 

which seems copied in from bundinn in stanza 41 (Dronke 1997: 365-6). 

  

42 ‘Múspell’s sons’. Perhaps the Four Horsemen of the Apocalypse, these sons of  

Múspell appear to differ from those of The Sibyl’s Prophecy, stanza 45, whose  

‘play’ (vb. leika) seems linked with earthquakes. The Múspell name derives  

from Old High German Muspilli, a name for the Apocalypse. Perhaps this  

bears witness to the presence in Iceland of Bishop Friðrekr in the 980s and  

Þangbrandr in 998, or to the training of Ísleifr Gizurarson, later bishop of  

Skálhot (1056-80), in Herford, Saxony, before 1025. 

 

44 Byggvir, like John Barleycorn of English folklore, is the personified barley. 

Here, and in stanzas 45-6, he is imagined to inhabit the hall floor, ale-vats,  

cornmill querns and even a wreath of Freyr. 

 

52 Dronke’s translation for the second half cannot be surpassed (1997: 344).  

Loki’s words appear to parody those of a priest at confession. 

 

53 Sif, as embodying ‘family’ besides being the wife of Þórr, is here reserved for  



the most dreadful case of hypocrisy. The story is not found elsewhere, but can  

be ‘apocryphally true’. The poet’s mind, not only Loki’s, which knows of 

double standards in unblemished housewives would appear to belong to a  

father confessor. 

 

56 Beyla seems related to baula ‘cow’, as deigja ‘dairy-maid’ here would confirm  

but it is worth adding that the name (if from *baunilo) would mean ‘little 

bean’, closer to ‘Barleyman’ for Byggvir. 

 

65 The time in which this story is set, after Baldr’s death and before Loki’s  

capture, near the end of the world, indicates a priestly intention to focus on the  

Day of Judgement. The poet’s culture would appear to be Christian, yet with  

such detailed knowledge of the old mythology that it seems likely he  

composed this work at the most a generation after the Conversion of Iceland  

in 999. 
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