
Excerpt from The Poetic Edda; The Seeress's Prophecy: 

 

 

49. Now Garm howls loud | before Gnipahellir, 

The fetters will burst, | and the wolf run free 

Much do I know, | and more can see 

Of the fate of the gods, | the mighty in fight. 

 

50. From the east comes Hrym | with shield held high; 

In giant-wrath | does the serpent writhe; 

O'er the waves he twists, | and the tawny eagle 

Gnaws corpses screaming; | Naglfar is loose. 

 

51. O'er the sea from the north | there sails a ship 

With the people of Hel, | at the helm stands Loki; 

After the wolf | do wild men follow, 

And with them the brother | of Byleist goes. 

 

52. Surt fares from the south | with the scourge of branches, 

The sun of the battle-gods | shone from his sword; 

The crags are sundered, | the giant-women sink, 

The dead throng Hel-way, | and heaven is cloven. 

 


