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SKÍRNISMÁL 
A script for bairns and grown-ups.  
Helgileikar (solemn ritual merry performance) 
at yule-tide /winter solstice, or any time, at blót, and feasts,  
at home, in an odeum, in school, and out in Nature, on any 
special event. 
 

THE SONG OF SKIRNIR 

A POEM FROM EDDA 
 

Our quest is to give the whole world a profound understanding of 
the beautiful, many thousand years old culture of our reverent, 
whole-hearted, earnest, intelligent, intuitive, peaceful, ethical, 

spirituallly minded, heathen/pagan ancestors. 
 
We should understand heathen yule, or winter-solstice, when days start to 
grow longer -- the sun rising low on the southern sky, the days very short. 
This is yule, the birth of the light of life,  
also emphsized by placing Jesus´s birth at winter-solstice - in the North, 
that is.  
 
Victory of light over darkness, victory of wisdom over ignorance, life over 
death, 
brightness of evoution over inertness of sloth and lack of purpose. 
 
Note: South of equator, on the Southern hemisphere, this time of the year is 
summer-solstice, the longest days, now soon growing shorter. Spring here, 
autumn there. Thus obviously, Nature‘s festivals, such as yule and Easter, 
can not be moved south of equator without these amendments of 6 months. 
Easter is a spring diety, Sif is a diety of autumn and harvest. 
 
Google earth‘s axis and understand the seasons.  
The ancient Norse name for the axis is Mundilfari (a mandala) the ends of 
whom make a circle every 26.000 years, largest Nature‘s cycle on our earth.  
 
We should know that the poem Skírnismál has its layers of meaning:  
* The meaning of materially oriented Gerður starting to understand what life 
is for -  first to understand that there is more to being born than only that of 
accumulating worldly gold, material abundance 
* 2ndly, the purpose and goal of every man‘s many life-spans: gain the purity 
of enlightenment. Jesus says: One thing is necessary. Find heaven within. 
 
A „world“ is where we evolve. World means „ver-öld“, man‘s life-spans on 
earth. 
Each man makes his own veröld. So worlds are as many as there are living 
men on earth. And: the world is as you are.  --  Depends on our purity. 

 

 



Only in life can we evolve to perfection, enlightenment, which is the 
very purpose of our being here:  Reaching Valhöll in one of our life-
spans, fully alive, of course. 
 
We should learn to feel the symbolic language and allegory in myths.  
We should always explain allegory, symbolic language, true meaning, and 
metaphores.  
Skip the belief-in-the-letter without understanding the profound messsage. 
 
A bad thing is happening in December: 
New grýla-threaths, or base misuse of Santa Claus -- used by stupid 
mothers in December when kids are happily looking forward to everything --  
is the raw potato in the shoe. This is not sound, but sick, pedagogy, 

unfortunately imported to Iceland;   it is the double-faced love-threat ethics 
used here by Christian mothers only, the stick and the carrot, heaven or 
hell, that theocratic obedience-tool. 
So enjoy the beautiful story of the little girl that got a raw potato in the shoe 
in the window-sill:  
 -Look, mamma, what he gave me! Could you please boil it, but make 
sure it does not get mixed up with the ordinary potatoes. 

 
In the North, Óðinn rides over the sky at yule-tide, chasing away wights of 
cold and darkness. Kids in the North put out grains and hay for his pony, or 
his reindeer, to give him strength.  
This is the real and beautiful yule-present. Bairns give. They help. 
So, not the same X-mas gifts as recieving presents from the list. 
 
There is a hidden meaning behind our customs at yule: our yule-candles, 
our sweets, our decorations. We are giving strength to Nature‘s cycles. 
Perhaps to Óðin‘s Sleipnir. 

 (In Norse mythology Sleipnir is a symbol for man‘s pure nervous-system.) 
 
Skírnismál it not only for winter-solstice. 
It is for the rising of enlightenming in us   

-  understanding of purpose of life. 
 

The deepest meaning of the poem Skírnismál is:  
combination of the worldly, material side of life, here Gerður,  

and  
the divine part of life, our innermost core, here Freyr, and 
this union will be found in lognfara lundur Barri 

which is transcending this world of thoughts and matter for a while. 
 

The peaceful windless grove is named Barri,  
which means conifer, evergreens, perhaps yew 
-- beyond literal, explicit sense, a connotation, 

 
symbolizes here:   
    transcending the world of thought, or nirvana. 
 

 

 



Characters: 

FREYR                

GERÐUR 
SKÍRNIR 

 SKAÐI    Baltasar Samper (detail) 
NJÖRÐUR 
MEN IN MIÐGARÐUR  (played by us, the audience) 

GERÐUR‘S MAIDS  
BYGGVIR and BEYLA (Frey‘s servants; Barley-lad and Dough-neading-

lassie) 

SHEPHERD of GYMIR 
GYMIS WATCH-DOGS 

HRÍMÞURSAR (symbolizing stagnation of spiritual evolution) 
ELVES IN ÁLFHEIMAR (Frey‘s world) 
 

If we play outside or in the wilderness, a bonfire is good to have 
at Gymisgarðar,  
       -- the gardens of Gymir the þurs, Gerður's father. 
 
Note: þurs, here Gymir, symbolizes a lower stage of evolution, where material 
abundance seems to be the only purpose of existence of man on earth.  
We have to evolve from this old, now-useless stage.  
Get out of our paradisos/fence of not possessing man‘s understanding. 

 

 Spiritual evotution 
               (of mankind and of each individual) 

Skaði, Gerður, and Gunnlöð, take over from (late or obsolete (vestigial)) 
fathers, 
daughters of þurses Þjazi, Gymir, Suttungur respectively. 

 

 



SKÍRNISMÁL   -   script and set-up: 
 

Exterior site or interior does not matter.  
A home, a hall, a garden, a hillock, a valley, a grove, a street, square, 

the school's sports-site.  
 

It is the spirit of yule  -  birth of light -  that counts.  

 
I suggest we use the due North-direction and due South-direction  
in our (whatever) „stage“. 

 
In the Southern part are Jötunheimar, the worlds of eotens, 

and here we have Gymisgarðar. 
At Gymisgarðar we could have green grass. 

 

Here the shepherd watches over Gymi's fat and well thriving 
sheep.  
Watch dogs  -- played by kids -- are seen, slumbering.  
They watch the gates to the Gerður´s hall in Gymisgarðar. 
 
At the Northern end of our playground, we have the abode of Freyr. 

A snowy ground would be perfect for Frey's dwellings. 
Scarce light. 

 
Esplained:  When we have our bright and shining gods as dim in Ásgarður -- 
have them as if dvelling in a gloomy place -- they are so seen by crude men. 
Those men know not the purpose of mens‘ life-spans in the world.  Thus, our 
bright and shining gods and goddesses are in dim darkness as seen from 
men living low and crude stages of consciousness. They know not the gods. 

 
Gods and goddesses are either living in us, or obscure and dormant. 
Multiple „levels“ of seeing them, are according to our (each man‘s) stage of 
consciousness,  
 
      -- purity or impurity in our nervous system (Sleipnir)). 
 

In the middle of our stage - between Gymisgarðar and Ásgarður - 

we have úrug fjöll, i.e. snowy or rainy mountains. 
 
This path can be hightened a bit. It need not be a long path at all. 
(We can make is „seem“ long by letting Skirnir and the pony „walking on the 
spot“.) 

Úrug fjöll are the path that Skírnir rides from Freyr to Gerður. 
 
This part of the scene should perhaps not be trespassed by us men in 
Miðgarður, but we can move along at both sides of the snowy mountains. 

 

 



We start the ritual with the tune for the norðurhjari  - Northern 
end --   the homes of our gods. 
Norðurhjaratónar is a suggestion for that: 
    

 
 

 

 



Note: The word norðurhjari means that our location is a northerly one, 
and it might even suggest that we live on the margins of the inhabitable 
world due to harch climate. Here the winter-days are short, the summer-
days long (the mid-night sun; equinoces are in September and March). We 
have long and beautiful twilights. 
This feeling of a dark snowy winter is to emphasize the sincere meaning of 
our hope for spring to come -- the need for us to have Gerður to bring us 
renewed life of vegetation. Her very name may be related to garden, or it 
means a fence. Gerður is she who protects or she who is protected. 

 
In the more profound understanding of allegory, Gerður symbolizes that we 
do not yet understand the abyss of life. We do not yet know that we are 
consciousness. 
We do not yet know the purpose of life. We perceive the worldly, thought-
created phenomena  --  so overwhelmingly predominant to our mind. 
 
Pure spirituality is the deeper level of understanding of the ritual Skírnismál. 
It is all about the beginning of Gerður´s enlightenment,  
about her understanding the purpose of life. Realizing, that without the 
divine part we live stagnation only, and shall wither away. 
 
Now we have the set-up and some understanding.  
The sacred play -- ritual -- now begins: 

 

 

                     ©   

God Freyr and his hog Gullinbursti. 
(gullinn means golden, bursti the bristle hair) 

 
The swine is a token of fertility,  
Freyr for peace and prosperity.  

 
Freyr Njarðarson (/son of Njörður) now walks from his chambers 
towards Hliðskjálf. 
 
 

 

 



Hliðskjálf  is elevated at the Northern end.  

From Hliðskjálf all worlds can be seen.     
 

Note:  skjálf is related to shelf, a high up place,  and to the verb skjálfa, to vibrate or 

shiver;  the world is vibrations only, i.e. Gungnir, out of which we create our world. 
Hliðskjálf could be the polar star, mons coelius. 
From here Heimdallur, the birght one (Sefeus), sees over all worlds. 

 

Close to Frey‘s chambers we have a yellow tent,  
preferably a round one, lit-up from within.  

In here, Skírnir  slumbers to begin with. We do not know yet. 
 

Skírnir is a ray (etymon Sanskrit yashas), shining, and sent forth  
from divinity, Freyr, to mankind, Gerður,  
to get us to understand the importance of living our dinvine part of life. 
Skírnir also symbolizes the rising sun at wintersolstice. Natalia.  
Like Jesus the sun-god, the birth of the light of life --  in earthly sense, and 
in the spiritual meaning. 
 

From Hliðskjálf Freyr sees into Jötunheimar, the bright abode of 
jötnar (eotens, great „eaters“; corrosion of material creations). 
 
We, the audience, take an active part in the ritual.  
We are men in Miðgarður.  
 
Kids in Iceland love to dress up like jólasveinar (yule-boys) 

-- all December and till the 6th of January, the 13th day of yule --. 

I actually suggest kids taking part in our Skírnismál-piece as men in Miðgarður, 
dress up as jólasveinar if we wish. 

 

Our jólasveinar are unique: we have 13 of them.  

We sometimes use Santa-red for their costumes,  

sometimes more old Icelandic colors. 

 
Our jólasveinar might be our reverent forefathers in disguise.  

Or  --  perhaps they are our gods in disguise. 

We do not know.  

But, for sure, they are here, and have always been. 

It has been tried to make of them scary, bad guyes, and thieves. 
That worked during ages of ignorance, but now kids are not afraid any more.  

Jólasveinar express all love and all joy anyway. 

 

    We look at Freyr as he watches all worlds from Hliðskjálf. 
 

Now attention shifts to his POV (point of view). 
 

 

 

 



At Gymisgarðar we play the merry tune, Gymisgarða tónar. 

       
 

 

 

 



At Gymisgarðar we see Gerður, the beautiful maiden, walk -- 
along with her maid --  from her father's hall to her private 
abode 
in a kind of dancing gait, or moving gracefully with joy and 

beauty. 
I suggest Gerður wears green, light, volatile clothes.  
 
They can be fixed over the warm winter clothes necessary for out-door 
performance.  
It is even better if Gerður looks chubby.  
That used to  -- in the olden days --  to indicate material bounty anyway. 
 

We can have other happy maids as consorts to Gerður   
-- their behaviour beautiful, by dance-like movements 
indicating vigour and happiness,   --  and they smile. 

 
Freyr, in Hliðskjálf, fixes a gaze upon Gerður.   
He falls in love with her. Gods love mankind, i.e. 
 
We hear little bells‘ ringing close to Freyr 
and can have little metal triangles tingling, indicating Frey‘s love, 
drawing our attention to him and his feelings. 
 

You know: "Gerður‘s arms illuminate the whole surroundings". 

Mankind is Brísingamen, the brightest jewel of our earth. 
 
But Gerður is far away from Freyr.  
He can not reach her here and now. 
She is not aware of him; does not even care if he is there or not. 

 
Gerður, self-secure and happy, goes into her private hall.  

 
Freyr at last descends from Hliðskjálf. 
 

Because Freyr can not reach Gerður, his breast gets heavy,  
                     his mood becomes unhappy. 
 

 Högni Freyr beats the dramatic drum at Norðurhjari. 
(Do not make noice, make some dramatic beats.) 

 



 

Here we play again the tune of the cold, dark North. 
 
Note: Actually we realise  -- and Freyr realises of course --  
that he must win Gerður's love in order to promote the cosmic purpose: 
evolution, the purpose of the universe, the zeal towards which we should 
direct our efforts; namely, to exist in order to gain perfection --(in North 

mythology that is Síðhöttur (siddhartha)/one of Óðin‘s names)-- thus reaching 
man‘s highest goal. 
 
Note the layes of meaning and understanding contained in all our sacred 
poems. 

 
Skaði spots Freyr when he descends from Hliðskjálf.  
He goes into his private hall. There he sits down -- depressed 
and quiet. 
Freyr is unhappy.  

We can see that. Skaði notices that too. 
 
Skaði is Frey‘s stepmother. She is fine in a white skiing suit. 
On skiis, if we wish, holding her bow, and her arrows in a quiver. 
Skaði is a determined þurs-daughter, but she is „the sheer bride of the 
gods“. 
Skaði seeks the highest in life: she wanted Baldur the sun-god, and she 
seeks the highest mountain-peaks, symbolizing evolution towards 
enlightenment. 
Skaði (an evolutionary power in us) is the propeller here as it is she who 
wakes Skírnir up.  

  It worries Skaði to see Freyr unhappy.  

So she goes to Njörður to tell him that his son is not happy. 
 

  
Einar Pálsson interpretates Grímnismál a  the zodiac geocentric  

and our gods and dieties of houses (heimar) therein 

 
Njörður as a sea god, or the origin of all from the abyss of waters, looks great 
in a blue rain-overall, in rubber-boots, or wearing a blue rain-coat and a 
sea-man‘s „rain-hat“, that used to be common in Iceland. 
 

Even a 3 years old kid can play Njörður here. 



A good idea: 
Two kids can play each character. 
The actors act tablo, 
their counter-parts read their lines. 
For example: Two girls can hold the role of Skaði.  
One girl acts tablo, mimicing Skaði‘s worries.  
The other girl, who chants/recites Skaði's lines, can hold a script. 
 
This should secure that a burden too heavy is not placed upon young 
performers as to must learn by heart all the poem.  
The roles should not be too demanding for them.  
Yule is all an easy and natural enjoyment.  
Great achievements are good when they come naturally.  

Effort is all joy when it is natural and easy to us.  
Powerful, rightful actions are without stress, you know,  
but yet one-pointed, vigourous  --  and thoroughly enjoyed. 
 

 
On the picture we have the chanting (/reading) Skaði, and the chanting 
(/reading) Skírnir. Wearing same clothes/costumes, or at least same colors, 
as the actors to whom they grant voices. 

 
Some few-tones-chanting -- stemma -- is fun for kids to add (/create) to the 
lines  (with or without help from grown-ups). Stemma is still much used in 
Iceland for recitation of epics and shorter poems. 
It is assumed that the ancient kvæði (/poems) were chanted, but the tunes 
lost as they most likely were banned when our instruments were destroyed.  
Luckily the kvæði themselves did survive. 

 

SKAÐI says: 
 
We must, Njörður, thou god of Vanir, 

do something about thy son Freyr. 

Something is troubling his mind right now. 

Come, come, my husband, 

and see for thyself. 

 
Skaði leads Njörður into the hall where Freyr sits motionless  

and looks depressed.  
 

 

 

  



SKAÐI (cont.) says: 
Come, come, my husband, 

I shall wake Skírnir, Frey's servant, 

and, for sure, Skírnir shall find out 

what so saddens noble Freyr. 

 
Skaði and Njörður go to the yellow tent wherein Skírnir sleeps.  
(It can be brightly lit within. We can eventually hear Skirnir snoring.) 
 

SKAÐI (cont.) says: 

Skírnir! Skírnir!  Frey's good servant! 

Wake up, wake up! 

Our beloved Freyr is unhappy 

and we do not know why. 

Wake up, wake up! 

Please do find out 

what troubles the mind 

of the god of fertility. 

 

Please find out 

why the fertile one 

is on the verge of ire. 

 

We hear from within the tent that the snoring is  
troubled out of rhythm.  
But nothing else happens. 
 

SKAÐI (cont.) says: 
Wake up, wake up! 

oh, please, Skírnir, 

as this is urgent. 

Something is causing grief 

in Frey's noble heart; 

affliction abides 

in his elevated mind. 
 
We hear grunting from within the tent.  
The zipper is opened from within.  

Out peeps sleepy Skírnir in a yellow sleeping bag. 
 

SKAÐI (cont.) says: 
Please, please, oh, thou bright Skírnir , 

find out, find out!  
 

 

 



SKÍRNIR says (still in the sleeping-bag, speaking sleepily): 
Uh, hah. What a pity. 

 
Skírnir, still in the sleeping bag, clumsily rolls himself, or hops, 

out of the tent. He tries to undo the zipper of the sleeping bag 
from within,  
but the zipper is stuck. 
 
This can be funny, as Skírnir actually is cheating  
and would prefer to go back to sleep --  if his conscience would allow. 

 

SKAÐI says: 
Oh, come on!, sweet Skírnir. 

Thou art Frey's best friend, 

thou knowest. 

 

Skaði easily un-does the zipper. 
 
Skírnir can wear golden or bright yellow clothes.  
He is revealed just like a fly or a butterfly emerging from its pupa,  
or a snake shifting skin -  a new cycle to start.  
Skírnir stretches his arms and whole body, and yawns beautifully. 
 
We can exaggerate the effects by lights, a bright soft sound of music,  
and a sigh of admiration from everyone. 
 

 
SKÍRNIR says: 
Well, well, dear Skaði and Njörður. 

But, 

if my beloved Freyr 

is in a bad mood, 

I expect no sweet chat 

from him. 

The heart of the fertile god 

is not easily opened up. 

 
Skírnir does not seem to be going to do as Skaði bids him. 
Actually he is in the mood of going on sleeping in his tent.  
 
SKAÐI says: 

Please, please, bright Skírnir. 

Thou art the only one 

able to soothe thy master‘s heart. 
 

 

 



Skírnir reluctantly grants a reaction to Skaði's wish. 
They all three go to the hall where Freyr sits -- motionless --.  
Skaði and Njörður rely on Skírnir now. 
 

Slowly and reluctantly, Skírnir peeps into the hall. 
Carefully he approaches the god of fertility, 
that shows no reaction to his presence. 
 

SKÍRNIR says: 
Tell me, Freyr - 

thou, noble one, 

thou, the great one, 

-  as I want to know: 

Why sittest thou here, 

my noble lord of love towards mankind? 

 

Why sittest thou here, 

alone, 

in the grand, empty hall, all day long, 

quiet, 

groaning, 

unhappy? 

 

Oh, speak, to me, my noble lord, 

I do know that something 

is troubling thy stirring mind. 

 
 
At last Freyr utters a deep sigh and speaks with great difficulty,  
not getting straight to the point 

 --- his being „unhappy-in-love“ problem --  

 
(If we have a narrator for Freyr, he wears the same costume as does Freyr.) 

 
FREYR says: 

I shall tell thee, young fellow, 

of a great sorrow; 

the radiating Sun 

sheds her life-giving rays 

every day, 

but still her beams 

do not fulfil my desire.  
 

 

 

 



SKÍRNIR says: 
Well, well, my noble, 

thy appeal, I assume, 

is not of a sort, or so huge, 

that thou couldest not tell me. 

Thou rememberst that we 

are partners and friends. 

Friends and partners we have been 

since the most ancient times. 

Thou knowest that thou canst trust me, 

as I always can trust thee. 

 
Reluctantly and slowly Freyr opens up his heart for Skírnir. 
 
FREYR says: 
In Gymi's garðar I saw her, 

as she gracefully paced, 

that fair maiden that I 

so sincerely love. 

 

Oh, Skírnir, 

her fair arms illuminate 

all space and all seas. 

 

This fair maiden is to me dearer 

than ever was one to any young man. 

But I fear that among elves and Æsir 
none is there that wants us to unite  -- 
to unite in bonds of love. 
 

SKÍRNIR says: 

Well, my lord and master, 

give me thy good pony 

that sure is to carry me 

through vafurlogi, the dark, blazing, quivering flames 

that sure I have to get across 

if I am to accomplish this task needed 

so that thy wish shall be granted. 
And give me the sword 

that all by itself 

can fight if a good cause 

demands eotens to be fought. 

 

 

 

 



FREYR says:  
My pony thee I give 

that thee over vafurlogi, the blazing, dark flames, 

sure is to carry. 

 

--  Frey‘s servants, Byggvir and Beyla, bring Frey‘s pony -- 

 
 
FREYR (cont.) says:  

The sword I thee give ... 

-- Freyr gives his own sword to Skírnir --  
..... that fights all by itself 

if a brave and honest one, truly valiant, holds it. 
 
Some notes here for the non-profane minds, willing to understand: 
The horse is a brilliant horse. It is our will (symbolic, as a metaphore). 
Frey‘s horse is the great, dynamic force of life, vital energy. 
 

We are listening to a northern myth, so a pony is not a dead vehicle, but a 
living creature, a living power.  On a more profound level of meaning: our 
very nervous system, in the state of restful alertness. (Norse myths‘ Sleipnir.) 
 

For the man that understands the term enlightenment, Skírnismal should 
be taken as the dawn of a new cycle in life, the beginning of the path leading 
inwards towards the true, infinite consciousness, mans true essence.  
And the result will be coming up:      Sæla of goddess Sun, Bliss, Ananda. 
 

All our myths are written for the common, blind man as his first step to 
understand pure and profound heathenry, and learn about what beauty 
awaits him in life when he sees Truth. We enjoy according to our 

understanding, according to our purity.  We make our world, all responsible. 
 

Skírnir   -- the shining ray, the clear one, the illuminated one, the bright one 
-- 
is our divine force, inherent unlimited power, all possibilities inevitably ours, 
and can here be perceived of as a ray of understanding sent to mankind by 
divinity. 
 

The spiritual Sun, goddess Sun, that was hidden or covered for us, will now 
be rediscovered and revealed by our own effort. 
 
Úrug fjöll, snowy mountains, and the huge flame vafurlogi, are just 
inmaingary obstacles between our world of thoughts and pure 
consciousness within.  

 

 



There are no real obstacles when we are, actually, searching for our 
innermost ourselves. It is a pathless path from me to me. The divine and 
man are one. 
 
Even if the path is natural, the quivering mind, and our very though 
-- which itself is an expression of divinity -- and is our precious tool --  
is a nuisance.  
Man is the only enemy to himself.  
Our beloved lovely mind is a silly distraction from the marvellous track, 
because our senses bring to the mind the 5, all-worldly elements, all that 
created stuff, Gungnir. 
 

But we know that Skírnir will succeed in his task  -   for Freyr, for us. 
"Otherwise the great þurs will take us both", as Skírnir says to the pony. 
 

Skírnir also takes along a sack that Freyr hands over to him.  

It contains eleven golden apples and the ring Draupnir.  
These things we see later. 
 

Skírnir also takes along his gambanteinn, the magic wand, with 

magic lores carved on it. 
 
Gambanteinn the magic wand with which Skírnir will allow Gerður to „see“.  
Using galdur, Skírnir will persuade her to understand what stagnation 
awaits her if she refuses her divine essence. 
 
Draupnir was, by Óðinn, burned on Baldur‘s cremation fire, and yields other 
golden rings. (The word Draupnir akin to drip, drop.) 

Note the symbolic meaning of rings, eons, cycles, ages.  
 

The golden apples are means for immortality, they are ambrosia, 
amritanam. 
 

SKÍRNIR says to the pony: 
Darkness is there outside, sturdy steed, 

time is for us to go, 

to ascend snowy mountains, 

to cross snowy mountains, 

to outsmart the þurses. 

Either we both conquer in this task 

or the mighty eoten Gymir snaps both of us.  
 

The pony answers, neighs. (I suppose someone has to grant him a voice.) 

Skírnir rides away from Freyr. 
 
Freyr can show impatience every now and then, as the trip and 

the wooing will take a long time, and Freyr knows that there will 

show   
 

 



up some unforeseen troubles and difficulties for Skírnir and the 
pony.  
 
Freyr awaits in suspended wishfulness. 

 
When Skírnir rides the pony on the frozen ground of the 
Northern part of our scene, to the snowy mountains, we men 
in Miðgarður clap together two pebbles rhythmically to their 
footsteps. 
 
Bjarni Þór, using pebbles for rythmic pace of the pony on the 

frosen mountains, 
 

 

 

 

 

 
 

and carboard sticks for the soft ground's sound of hoofs  

later in Gymisgarðar. 

 
 

 
 
 

 
We men in Miðgarður can follow Skírnir and the pony along on their 

„long way“, that can be „on the spot“ pace, if our stage is short. 
We can have it take some time to get over the snowy mountains, as if 
it were a long journey. But we do know that the path from me to me is 

none. 

 

We know that a dramatic show is coming up. 
 
Of course the boy who chants the lines for Skírnir follows him along. 

 
On the snowy mountains, úrug fjöll, the pony's pace is slower.  
The gait is that of foot by foot to mount the (imaginary) steep slopes. 
Skírnir trotts on the spot to give the journey time and duration.  
 
When Skírnir and the pony, at last, reach Jötunheimar, we clap something 
like cardboard sticks to give a smoother sound of the rhythmical hoofs 
hitting the soft soil and green grass at the Southern part of our settings.  
We can, of course, just as well, make the hoof-sounds with our mouth or by 
softly (--do no make noise--) clapping our hands. 
  
Skírnir rides to Jötunheimar (/eotens' worlds), to Gymisgarðar. 
 
 

 

 



When Skírnir and Frey's pony arrive at the fence which encircles 
Gerður's abode, the slumbering watch-dogs ferociously jump up 
and bark an yell at them.  
Luckily the dogs are on leash.  

 
In Gymis garðar, Skírnir spots a shepherd watching over Gymi‘s 
sheep. 
Skírnir now decides to ride to the shepherd, and addresses him. 
 
(We men in Miðgarður remember to let the hoofs sound when Skírnir rides,  
and to stop when the pony stops.) 

 
SKÍRNIR says: 
Tell, shepherd, thou that here sittest 

and watchest every road, 

how I get to speak to 

the young maiden 

that Gymi's dogs prevent me from getting at. 

 
THE SHEPHERD says: 
Art thou fay? 

Or art thou dead already? 

Thou shalt forever be prevented from 

getting to speak to the young maiden, 

the good damsel, daughter of Gymir. 

 
SKÍRNIR says: 
Better options are than loosing courage 

for the man  

who has the will to go 

where he has gotten to go. 

My fate is to enjoy a long, long life 

and that is what awaits me.  

 
Skírnir now rides towards Gerður's abode again.  

 
We men in Miðgarður give the pony all the strength we have,    
(by beating drumbs and tramping f.eks.)  

because Skírnir and Frey‘s pony are going to do the impossible:  
leap over the unsurpassable, dark, blazing, wavering flame  
the vafurlogi. (pronounce: vaw-eurr-law-eei). 
The flame, vafurlogi, can be a red, thin (silky) cloth that some kids 
move in a luring and threatening way on the ground (/the floor). 
 

 

 



 

We can have the exiting sound of drums to dramatize the risk of the 
forthcoming event: 

 
Skírnir and Frey's pony succeed in passing the flames! 
 
We make a sigh of delight and admiration. 
 

Gerður notices the terrible noise outside her chambers. 
 

Skírnir dismounts the pony, allows him to graze. 

 
GERÐUR (to her maid) says: 
What awful noise roars in my ears 

here, where I sit in my own chambers? 

The earth quakes 

and quiver all Gardens of Gymir.  

 

The servant girl walks to the (imaginary) window and peeps out 
in order to find out what the reason for this turmoil could be.  
She sees handsome Skírnir and the magnificent stallion. 
 

THE SERVANT GIRL  (in awe) says:  
A man is here outside, 

dismounts his horse. 

He allows his horse to graze.  

 
GERÐUR says: 
Let him enter our hall 

to drink from our precious mjöð (/mead, honey brew). 

But I suspect 

that here arrives he who slew my brother.  

 
The servant girl shows Skírnir in to Gerður's abode. 
 
GERÐUR (cont.) says:  

Who couldest thou be, 

not one of elves, 

not one of Æsir, 

not one of Vanir? 

How come thou alone gottest to pass 

the ferocious fire, vafurlogi, 

to visit our palace? 
 

 

 



SKÍRNIR says: 
I am not an elve, 

I am not one of Æsir, 

I am not one of the wise Vanir. 

Still I succeeded in passing 

the ferocious fire vafurlogi 

to visit thy palace. 
 

Eleven apples I have here 

purely golden, 
 

Skírnir shows Gerður the eleven golden apples that he galantly 
picks out of his sack.  
 

He is self-assured and expects nothing but her sincerest thanks. 
 

SKÍRNIR (cont.) says: 
and them I shall, Gerður, 
give to thee, 

as a token of peace, and to ask thee 

to tell me 

that thou wantest Freyr 

not to be unhappy.  

 
GERÐUR says:  
note that Gerður is the typical female in Norse mythology:  
has her own free will   -  I would say determined, self-assured, even 
stubborn; 

note the difference between arrogant Gerður and (comparable tale:) 

obedient Holy Mary when Moses‘s (patriarchal) god approached her. 

Eleven apples I shall never accept 

whosoever wants me to. 

Neither shall I ever with Freyr live. 

-- For however long a time our lives shall endure -- 

never shall I go and live with him. 

 
Skírnir was perhaps not prepared for this straight-forward 
turning down of his gallant offer of heavenly treasures. 
(He can act his surprise and unexpected troubles in a way to make us smile,  
as life is all fun anyway.) 
 
Gerður is completely blind to divine treasures, sees worldly stuff only as 
riches. 

 

But Skírnir pulls himself together and has to make another try. 

He picks up Draupnir out of the bag. 
 

 



SKÍRNIR says:  
A ring I thee endow with - 

the one that was burned on the cremation fire 

of Óðin's young son.   (i.e. Baldur, the sun-god)   

Eight equally heavy ones 

off this ring drip 

every ninth night. 

                             ©  
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GERÐUR (almost arrogantly) says: 
A ring I do not accept 

even if it was burned on the cremation fire 

of the young son of Óðinn. 

I do not lack gold in the gardens of Gymir, 

as I have access to my father's bounty. 

 
Gerður does obviously not see any difference between worldly stuff on 
one hand, and on the other hand spiritual weath, the gold of the gods. 

 
Skírnir must not fail in his task to get Gerður to kindle her love to 
Freyr. 

Failing would mean stagnation in evolution of mankind, 
and eventually the extinction of mankind,  
the effort of billions of years of evolution coming to an end without 

reaching the highest goal and serving the very purpose of life on earth. 
 
Skírnir now takes to a new trick:  
He decides to threathen Gerður. She must realize her inevitable extinction,  
if she refuses to understand the importance of the divine part of man‘s life. 
 
Gerður does not know about her role in life (/her dharma).  

Gerður does not understand what she means to us men in Miðgarður. 
She does not understand what she means to mankind‘s evolution,  
 
--  nor does she understand how empty and hollow life is without loving the 
divine part of it.  The most important part of life. That which Jesus terms as 
„one thing necessary“. 
(Of course we do know that we are Gerður when we live on the material level 
of life only. Bounty is good, but without the purpose of life it is perishable, 
devoid of purpose, a shallow superficial life, worth little to our evolutionary 
purpose.) 

 
Skírnir now shows Gerður Frey‘s rune-carved sword, 

which is short, but fights alone if held by a truly valiant hero. 
 

 



SKÍRNIR says: 
Doest thou see this sword, fair maiden, 

-- sleek, 

illuminated with sacred runes carved on it -- 

that I here hold in my hand? 

I shall chop of thy head from thy body 

if thou doest not come to terms with me.  

  
GERÐUR (haughtily smiling(?) ) says: 
Suppression I shall never bear 

from anyone whomsoever that tries to curb me. 

But on the other hand I have the feeling 

that thou and Gymir 

-- if you should meet each other in this mood -- 

that you shall want to fight.  

 

SKÍRNIR says:  
Doest thou see this sword, maiden, 

- sleek, 

illuminated with sacred runes carved on it - 

that I here hold in my hand? 

By those sharp edges 

the olden jötunn shall be slain, and he shall fall 

-- thy father shall cease to be, shall pass away.  

 
Gerður is as calm and secure and persistent as ever. 
 

Her maids might stand motionless in awe. 
 
We now know that Gymir stands for old, now useless phases, or stagnation on our 
evolutionary path. We must evolve from the þurs-state towards more refined stages 

of consciousness. 

This is what Skírnir is conveying by threathening to cut away our ignorance of lesser 

states of consciousness, having Gymis daughter, Gerður Gymisdóttir, to take over 

on our purpose of each our life-span: evolution towards perfection. 

 

Now Skírnir brings up the magic wand, gambanteinn.  

He touches stubborn Gerður with it. 
 
When all else fails, Skírnir takes to using galdur -- to allow our 
stubborn Gerður to see more than her worldly eyes can see.   
Put her into a zone of „seeing“ more than her material, worldly 
stuff.  Grant to her a divine eye /seeing, as got Arjuna. 
 

 

 

 

 



Note that the bragarháttur of the poem (rythm or rime rules of perfect 
kvæði), the rules of poetry (/bragur), here, at this point, changes over to 
galdralag.   
This is a dramatic shift in the rhyme and rythm. We should emphazise the 
shift.  We can have a beam of ligth, a spot-light, lime-light, on Gerður, 
contrasting the darkness all round her and Skírnir.   
This is coming to a zone of „seeing“ more than our worldly eyes normally see. 

 
Hrímþursar appear in dark corners ready to sneek closer.   

 
Now Skírnir can walk slowly in circles around Gerður and we 
men in Miðgarður can make a muffled, spooky sound, in order to 

get the effect of magic and mystery and bring the affair's very gist 
onto the act. 
 
Note the layers of understanding in Skírnismál: 
Growth and re-awakening of vegetation  ---i.e. Gerður---   can not resist the 
power of Skírnir, who symbols on one level: The days start growing longer 
after winter solstice. 
and, on a more profound level:  Our evolution is inevitable, as evolving 
towards perfection is the very purpose of life on earth. Freyr is sending us 
his divine ray. 
Skírnir shall truly,  
--however reluctant vegetation is to wake up at this time of the year-- 
have his way in spring. 
Man, will in the end, realize his very purpose of being born on earth. 
 

Gerður is as cold towards Skírnir as is the frozen winter ground 
on new year's eve, indicating also utter stagnation on our 

evolutionary path. 
 
Also, we shall understand that the material part of existence  
can not live without  the  -- now dormant -- divine origin of all things, 
„That“, by which all „This“ is sustained. 
 
We should know --- and make sure that every kid knows --- that the 

inevitable power of Nature will help us. 
Mother Earth is starting to lean our cold North towards the sunshine now.  
Likewise, the warm beams from our inner goddess Sun  
                                                    shall wake us up with a kiss in due time.  
The warmth of life-giving goddess Sun in spring will thaw Gerður. 
But we have to wait patiently.  
Spring will show up after some lapse of time, some "nine nights". 
 
As this is the symbolic language of Edda  
-- referring to nature's phenomena to explain what we do not see -- 
we refer to nature's cycles and on-goings to explain the higher spheres of life 
and evolutionary cycles. 
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/forthgoing cycles                                          (/halo worn by Jesus) 

 
There will inevitably be evolution, but we should help, and we should 
understand the purpose and meaning of our life-spans.  
Not should we waste precious life-time on/in stagnation and ignorance. 
 
We should clarify that this persuasion of Gerður has nothing to do with 
horror, hell-threat, or an act of physical or mental violence. 
It only pertains to understanding what awaits us without accepting our 
divinity. Our true core and essence, consciousness, ginnungagap. 
 
The great power of life itself keeps life going. We just have to realize and 
admit the power within us; acknowledge our Lord Freyr, accept him, and 
love him.  
Otherwise we shall dry up, wither away, waste live-spans on Hrímþursar. 
 
If Gerður is perceived as a cycle in the evolution of mankind, and Gymir as 
crude phases of evolution, we see Skírnir as a ray sent by divinity to further 
evolution.  
Unfortunately, divinity is not profoundly understood by the crude ones.  
 
Divinity is within us, and is the very substance we are made of,  
but it can not be seen with our worldly eyes. 
 
 --- This very fact makes things rather difficult for us(!!) ---.  
 
We depend on what we claim to see, but it is only the material bit we see. 
 
The unfathomable sacred void within all things  -- ginnungagap -- has to be 
explained to us. We have to know that we are it. Get to know by 
transcending. 

 
Knowing about it intellectually first, we shall start to seek for it.  
 
When living on the material level of life only, we are deprived of the 
nourishment from the divine ginnungagap, and we shall wither away. 
Jesus says so too. 
 
This is what Skírnir  -- the ray from the divine -- is telling us. 
This is what Jesus is telling us. 
 
Skírnir will never fail in his duty to convince Gerður  
-- tell her what will happen to her if she rejects the divine part of life --  
even if she could not care less about our welfare and means of survival.  

 

 



 
But still we must help Skírnir.  
Life is meant for action. Life should contain desire. Desire is a lively force. 
We, men in Miðgarður, must not fail in our effort to persuade Gerður in us.  
Sloth and inertness is one thing   --  bad, negative  --  
trust and resolution is another   -- good, positive --. 
 
Gerður is the uncertainty factor in this play. We can not trust her.  
She is, in a way, umpredictable like Loki in us. 
 
We agree on this persuasion that Skírnir is about to perform, because 
Gerður‘s decision is of the greatest importance to us:  
 
The whole game is a question of life or death for us /mankind. 
The surface-hazard with stubborn, self-assured, haughty Gerður is all about 
our life and prosperity  --  life on earth provided that we get food!  
 
Frey's love to us is a sure and secure thing to count on, the cosmic evolution 
is on a good going  --  but we must nourish our soul. 
 
What about us ourselves?   
Are we ourselves also too haughty in our attitude? 
 
The curse that we are about to hear, also is the description of what awaits 
the human race if we do not realize divinity within us, and live that as an 
integral part of each individual's life. 
 

Creepily and slowly hrímþursar enter the scene from all directions. 
They make low-pitched spooky sounds that inspire us with some terror. 
 

SKÍRNIR (cont.) says: 
With a magic wand I thee touch 

as I shall curb thee, 

maiden, 

by the inevitable power of my wish. 

Thou willst rove 

where no-one will see thee, 

thou willst, right now, sit 

on a lonesome place: distant eagle's dwelling, 

watch from the world 

and gaze into the cold, pallid world of Hel. 

Nourishment thou willst not be able to enjoy 

any better than the displeasing, sleek dragon pleases men 

in the world of men. 

Thou willst be shamed and ridiculed  

                                            when thou are seen outside, 

Hrímnir will stare at thee, 
                        (Hrímnir means an icy eoten, or here: utter stagnation) 

 

 



everything will gaze at thee. 

Thy deedlessness will be proclaimed 

and shall be as universally known 

as known for his deeds is the guardian of gods. 

Thou shalt feel as if thou watched life out through  

                                                  the bars of a cage. 

Tópi and ópi, 

tjösull and óþoli, 

even tears will not come to thee easily to sooth thee.  
Sit down. 

 
Slowly, the galdur lures Gerður into a zone of clearly seeing, 
and she „sees“ the life that awaits man who is not evolving, 

-- i.e. someone not using his or her life-span for its very purpose:  
      to evolve to the highest, which is best done by transcending. 
 

Hrímþursar luringly creep closer to Gerður, and she shivers in awe. 
 

SKIRNIR (cont.) says: 
I shall tell thee 

of a foreboding sorrow 

and another: 

Evil wights will suppress thee 

during thy painful days 

in the gardens of eotens; 

to the palace of icy þurses 

every day thou willst hike having no choice, 

hike without any choice, perplexed, shiftless, at a loss. 

Thy sorrow will lead to dry, bitter tears. 

With a three-headed þurse thou willst forever live 

if life it can be called at all, 

if not with him, then without a spouse. 

Sorrow will occupy thy mind, 

so that decay occurs within thee. 

Thou willst become like the thistle 

that was blooming to begin with, but was cut off. 

I walked into the wood 

and picked a young tree, 

to make a magic wand. 

A magic wand I obtained. 

Óðinn is bitter     (Óðinn here stands for the free human spirit, now at risk) 

because thou failed his hopes, 

bitter is Ásabragur     (Þórr; by inertness man's might and main is weakened)  

 

 

 



repulsive gets Freyr towards thee, 

thou, vicious, unlucky maiden. 

Thou hast earned the wrath of all good gods of creation.  
Hear, eotens, 

hear, icy þurses, 

sons of Suttungar, 

æsir yourselves, 

how I forbid, 

how I prohibit, 

this damsel all merriment men can have, 

all advantages men can have. 

 

Hrímgrímnir a þurs is named   

                     (Hrímgrímnir is he of icedrops (hrím) and darkness of night (gríma)) 

that thee will keep 

below the gates of Hel, the abode of the ceased ones. 

There thou shalt have a wooden stem for a seat 

and the most ignoble dudes shall serve thee 

                                                  goat's urine to drink. 

A nobler liquid to quench thy thirst 

thou never willst get to drink, lassie, 

though it be thy wish, 

as this is what I foresee for thee.  

 

Now Skírnir draws  
(on the ground or in the air or whatever you prefer)  
the rune-character Þ whose name is þurs.  
 
And he draws three more mighty runes to bind a spell  
upon stubborn Gerður. 

 
Note:  A person who rejects the divine in her life as of no importance in life, 
will dry up. We know that life will wither away from within, and bring 
disharmony and eventually dis-ease, if life is lived on the material level only, 
disconnected from the source of all, ginnungagap.   Result of not knowing 
the importance of to „nýsa niður“ (transcend the world of thoughts), unite 
with consciousness. 
We should not assume that the material part of existence is all there is to it. 
 
Also we should know that thinking about gods is not enough.  
The great wisdom is not on the level of thoughts  -  nor talks. 
Living Reality is deeper than that worldly stuff.  
Inner than human thoughts and ideas the divine abides. 
This is Heaven Within, as Jesus teaches us. 

 

 

 



The merging into our innermost divinity brings us to the underlying 
wisdom.   
We here, and only here, become infused by the all-pervading,  

innocently as a child. 

 

Gradually Gerður realizes what awaits her if she refuses to do 
what she is supposed to do (/live her dharma and quest);  
 
that is: play her role in the favor of the cosmic evolution, promoting the 
survival of mankind, that is gradually (i.e. slowly but surely, with trial-error 
methods of Loki (i.e. human nature)) trying to gain higher and higher states 
of consciousness. 
 
Each one of us shall, at this point, reconsider if we are,  
on one hand, (1) selfish and "shallow",  
or if we, on the other hand, (2) realize our individual dharma in life, realize 
how to contribute to the spiritual survival and evolution of humankind. 
 
By transcending the world of matter, nýsa niður, 
by playing fairly the game of life,  
by showing effort to try to promote evolution, we are doing our best. 
 
To gain this understanding, or to start spontaneously to contribute to the 
cosmic purpose   -- which is perfection --, we can do as teach Óðinn, 
Krishna, Buddha, Jesus, and some others:  
transcend into yoga -- (i.e. union of the individual self into the cosmic Self,  
find Heaven within. reach nirvana, nýsa niður) -- in order to get our worldly 
life infused with the supreme knowledge, the great wisdom within all things, 
Truth, Reality, Pure Intelligence, Creative Potentials, Pure Consciousness, 
ginnungagap. 
 
In Hávamál we have this in rúnatal, vísa 138 and on. 
 
In this play here and now, Skírnirmál, it is the union of our beloved Gerður 
and Lord Freyr in lognfara lundur Barri. 

 

But for goodness sake do not let personifications  
            (--here Gerður personification of worldly life,  
            and here Freyr, personification of divinity within us--)  

confuse you or lead you astray and out of yourselves.  
 
These are symbols meant for clarification and explanation only.  
These symbols are not meant for flattery or worship to the personifications 
involved. 
 
Idolatry is a silly man's illusion if it has no deep and profound meaning 
behind it.   But if it is leading us -- as a cue -- inwards to our innermost 
divine part, it serves its purpose. 
 
Real Truth is lived naturally by man - without thoughts and without 
believes.  

 



 

 
Truth is lived  * by each individual individually, in his waking state, 
and also * when we are rejoicing together -- for the fun of being together! 
 
To play Skírnismál is symbolic for union (/yoga) of the worldly and the divine 
in us. 
Marriage in myths stands for this kind of union. 
 
What is union in Skírnismál?    
 
-- it is:  A human being that leads life in a material world and combines 
his/her self, by transcending, to The Great Wisdom and the all-pervasive 

Power of Love, ginnungagap, consciousness. Simple, natural, and easy. 
 

SKIRNIR  (cont.) says: 
Þurs I carve to thee 

and three more marks, 

for sickly lust, for rage, and for restless impatience, 

but 

as I now spell it upon thee 

I shall spell it from thee again 

when I see that that is what I need to do.  

 

At this point we, men in Miðgarður, and Hrímþursar, stop the 
spooky sounds and have perfect quietness and await Gerður's 

reaction with suspended excitement. 
 
Her decision means for us life or death.  
 
So we think: "please, Gerður, see the meaning of the whole 
situation, the importance of thy understanding"! 
 

[... a PAUSE - utterly still and quiet - loaded with enthusiastic 

and encouraging suspension ....] 
  

GERÐUR -- at last -- says: 
Whole and sound, I rather wish thee to be, lad. 

Accept the chalice (kálkur) of ice-like glass (hrím, rime, frosen fog-

drops) 
filled with ancient mjöður  (mead) .......  

 
We men in Miðgarður are relieved.  
We utter a deep sigh of relief and happiness. 
Hrímþursar creep back to where they came from. 

 
The servant girl is relieved, as things have turned out well.  
 



 

The maid runs for the chalice, pours into it the good brew of 
material life for Skírnir that surely deserves a sip of something 
good and refreshing now. 
 

We men in Miðgarður show our gratitude and delight and 
profound joy with tears of happiness in our eyes. 
 
GERÐUR (cont.) says: 
.......though I had assumed 

that I would never 

be able to love dearly 

a god of the race of Vanir.  

 
Skírnir drinks mjöður from the kálkur (/chalice). 
 
Galantly drinks to Gerður. 

 
SKIRNIR says:  
All the tasks of this my errand 

I must make sure -- before I return to my home -- 

that I have completed, 

so also: When thou --  for the rendez-vous 

with the mature son of Njörður  -- 
art going to show up.  

 
GERÐUR says:  
Barri is the name of a grove 

that we both of us know, 

a calm place, well sheltered from the winds, 

but after nine nights from now 

shall, 

the son of Njörður 

by Gerður  

be endowed with joy.  

 
Note: Barri refers to a wood of coniferous plants, trees with acicular leaves, 
evergreens, a pine forest; (--our Xmas tree or tree of life might symbol that?--
); 
Gerður and Freyr together  -- endowing each other with joy, making love --  
are most likely a most ancient, spiritual wish for fertility of the soil brought 
about by union (yoga) to the divine, union to the great spirit that our 
ancestors knew to be the real power in all the material world.  
 
Do you notice that Gerður knows about this place? 

 

 



Do we all know, that we are ginnungagap, consciousness, and where that is 
to be found?  Have we only forgotten, i.e. lost Mímir for some while? 
 

This is the sheer beauty of ancient heathenry. 
 
Skírnir now returns back home. 
 
We men in Miðgarður are happy, 

and help to make the merry gait of the pony sound brightly.  
 
Freyr is going to get the good news! 
 

Freyr awaits Skírnir. 
 
We make sure that he hears that Skírnir is arriving back home. 
 
 
FREYR says:  
Tell me, Skírnir, 

before thou takest the saddle of my pony, 

and before thou takest another step: 

What thou hast accomplished 

in Jötunheimar  

to promote thy or my desire?  

 

SKIRNIR says:  
Barri is the name, 

as we both of us know, 

of a well sheltered grove; 

and 

after nine nights from now 

there shall, 

the son of Njörður, 

by Gerður  

be endowed with joy.  

     (Gerður  --  and Freyr and Skírnir  --  _know_  

      where and how to find the least exited state of human thoughts.) 
 

FREYR says:  
Long is a night, 

how can I bear three? 

Often a month was to me a shorter time 

than the half of  
 

 



each one of the nine nights that I now have to wait 

for my beloved bride-to-be. 

 
We men in Miðgarður are happy. We possess the hallowed joy of yule-

tide --  and our path towards enlightenment. 
 

-- Make sure Skírnir caresses Frey‘s pony when he dismounts. -- 
 
We realize that Lord Frey's responsibility  

-- as a god of fertility and a god of real peace among men --  
is great, but we try to make him smile, as for this year, the whole year 

(cycle), Skírnir has secured for us the real message of yule: peace and 
prosperity, birth of a renewed light. 
 

We hang the eleven golden apples on the yule tree. 
What yule-apples are all about?  
Fruits and fruitful lives. Material and spiritual bounty. 

Ambrosia, amritanam, mead of immortality,  
for us and our gods and goddesses within. 

 
Skaði lights candles (or el-lights) in the Northern part of our scene. 
 

We help Freyr to wait -- for these terribly long 9 nights  
- but the number 9 is no actual time nor length in heathenry. 

 
We play for him, we sing for him, we dance around the yule tree. We 
help by making everything clean, tidy, beautiful.  

 
We give cookies. We give presents. We give a new garment to everyone.  
All these are symbols of renewal and hope for bounty. 

Gerður's servant girls comb her hair and can fix beautiful wedding 
flowers to it.  

 
Gerður in Gymisgarðar is, I suppose, happy too, because she has 
found her dharma, her great and unique role in life.  

 
Evolution towards enlightenment is what we all shall strive for 

ourselves  
-- on unselfish conditions. 
 

Frey‘s elves wake up and dance. 
 
We have soft drumbs 
and we hear the clinging of little bells and triangles. 
 



   
 
 
Gleðileg jól!  (happy yule-tide) 
 

Við óskum árs og friðar ! 
(we wish a prosperous year and peace). 

                 

       
 

         
                                            Danish julenisser 

 

 
The purpose of each our life-span is free (/does not cost a penny). 
Intermediaries are a nuisance to the pathless path from me to me. 

Mother Nature provides food for him who transcends /gives back. 
 
 

- - o o 0 O 0 o o - - 
 

Look for drums and instruments around you.  
Listen to their sound. 
Do not just beat and beat.  

Listen to yourselves and to others.  



 
The silence is very beautiful too.  
 

Just listen to the silence for a while and see (hear!!) for yourselves. 

   


