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Among all Ases (the Gods in the North before we were Christians) Tor (the Thunderer/ like Zeus)  was the one who stood the hearts of the Scandinavians closest. He was just like they wanted to be, brave in struggles and without fear. Though awfully tempered he was also childish and of good nature, always helpful and willing to lend a hand with aseforce. When it was needed, he fastened his belt of strength and swung his hammer Mjoelner against giants and all evils. By him deceit did not exist, everybody could trust Tor, but as intelligent as Odin (the king of Ases) or many of the giants he wasn’t and it was not difficult to cheat him.

The way Tor got his hammer happened so:

His wife Sif had a lovely golden hair that everybody admired. Once Loke saw the opportunity to cut off her hair, and naturally Tor got mad; he threatened him by life, if he could not get her a new golden hair, which was able to grow just like any hair.

Loke knew that only the dwarfs could make a hair like that. The dwarfs were little people whom, in the early times, the Gods had made out of the maggots from Ymers body. The lived alone under the mountains where they had their workshops and forges. They were the most elaborated blacksmiths in the world.

Loke went to them and asked them to make a golden hair which could grow on a head. Then the dwarfs lightened the fire in the forge and laid a lump of gold into the live coals – and soon the golden hair was finished.

But while they were working they also got the idea to forge a ship which always would have tailwind, and when ever wanted – it could be so tiny that it could fold up and be carried in a pocket. When that also succeeded well they forged a spear too.

Loke brought the things with him and showed them to another dwarf, Brok, whom he knew and whose brother, Sindre, was known as being a particularly fine smith of art.

Look here, Loke said, such things are your brother not able to make.

Well, Brok thought he could do it.

No, I will pay my head, if Sindre is able to forge three things that are better than these, Loke said.

Then they bet on it, and Sindre promised to try. Immediately Loke hesitated when he saw Sindre walk to the forge and put a pigskin into the fire. Then he confidently leaved it to Brok to work with the bellows while he himself left the forge. A little later Loke left too, to find something to disturb the work and make a bad result.

As soon as Loke went out, a fly came in and hummed around Broks head. At last it landed on his hand and stung. However Brok endured the pain without giving up the bellow, and at last when Sindre came back to see how things went on, they were able to draw a hog out of the forge, and its golden bristles shined as bright as the daylight in the smithy. The hog was quick as the very best horse and could ride through the air just like Sleipner, Odins eight-legged horse.

Now Sindre laid gold into the fire and then he went out, and though the fly returned and this time stung Brok badly on the neck, the work succeded: a goldring – wich later by the Gods was named Droepner.

The third time iron was put into the forge, and Sindre went out, but as soon as he walked out of the door to the smith, the fly hurried in and landed on Broks eyebrow. It stung and the blood ran down into his eyes. Blinded and tortured for a moment he released the staff of the bellow to drive away the fly and wipe the blood away from the eyes. However it happened so fast that the fire did not go black. And when Sindre came back an ironhammer laid in there. Nice to look at, a perfect weapon to fight with but not quite faultless, the shaft had become too short. It was all Loke got out of turning into a fly. Because the hammer had exactly the property it should have: it hit where it was meant to and returned to the hand that had thrown it.

It was Mjoelner.

Now Brok and Loke took their different things and went to Asgaard (the wold of the Gods) to let the ases decide who had won the bet. They agreed in asking Odin, Tor and Frey to judge.

Loke went on first, and since it was vital for him to win the bet, he didn’t just show the things – he started to give them away to the judges.

The golden hair for Sif Tor was supposed to have and therefore Loke thought he was safe in the circle of ases. He also hoped to get Tors vote for the decision. The spear Gungner he gave to Odin and Frey got Skibladner.

Also Brok had to give some gifts – either it was his thought or not. Maybe it wasn’t an expensive bribe to pay when it was about to get Loke judged to loose the head. Brok gave the golden ring to Odin, Frey got the golden pig Gyldenboerste and for the first time Tor could hold Mjoelner in his hand.

The Gods opened their eyes wide when they saw what kind of wonder the hammer Mjoelner was. Finally they had the greatest weapon against giants and monsters – and it could also be so tiny that you could carry it in a pocket when you didn’t need it – just like Skibladner. It was easy for the Gods to judge: Brok was the winner.

Of course Loke tried to talk him out of the trouble, but the dwarf would have Lokes head.

Well alright, Loke said - and at that same moment he disappeared. In the following time Tor had to catch him – and so he did, but when Brok came to get his head, Loke said: you can have the head, but the neck is mine.

Then Brok said: if I can’t have the head, then I want your nasty mouth sewed together.

That wasn’t easy to do. Loke had made his lips hard as rocks so a needle couldn’t go through the skin.

So, if only I have had my brothers awl, Brok said – and just then the awl came flying. Lokes mouth got sewed together and it took a long time before the stitches came out so he could use his quick mouth again.

