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  Make Mead Like a Viking


  “A great guide to mead making, full of practical information and fascinating lore.”


  —Sandor Ellix Katz, author of The Art of Fermentation and Wild Fermentation


  “Jereme Zimmerman has captured the wild spirit of mead quite literally—as the quintessential naturally fermented beverage of humankind from the beginning, which reached its apotheosis with the Vikings. Without compromising its mysterious allure, he brings it down to earth for all to make and enjoy.”


  —Patrick E. McGovern, author of Ancient Wine and Uncorking the Past


  “This is a fun book—and fortunately, it doesn’t stop there. Coupled with the fun parts is a book that is informative and detailed in everything from choosing honey all the way to what kinds of corks to use. As a beekeeper who has always had lots of good raw honey on hand, I have made mead before but only in the kind of sterile environment that Jereme Zimmerman eschews. His book opened my eyes to the possibility of returning to the much more natural and time-honored ways of brewing this fascinating beverage.”


  —Jeffrey Hamelman, director, King Arthur Flour Bakery; author of Bread: A Baker’s Book of Techniques and Recipes


  “Make Mead Like a Viking puts the ME back in mead: my Scandinavian heritage simply sang when reliving the history, reading the recipes, and playing the drinking games he includes. And best yet . . . Zimmerman encourages mead makers to keep their own bees! There’s no better way to get the best honey there is than when you, and the bees you care for, make it happen together. For me, this is the perfect marriage.”


  —Kim Flottum, editor-in-chief, Bee Culture: The Magazine of American Beekeeping


  “I really delighted in this inspired and informative read. Throw caution into the mead-making wind and relish the challenge of some of the more unusual flavorings and ingredients. I now feel more like being a Viking mead maker than ever, and coming from a Celt and fourth-generation mead maker that is something! Enjoy mead and make merry men and maidens.”


  —Sophia Fenton, director, Cornish Mead Co. Ltd.


  “Tradition meets modernity in this marvelous look at the ancient brewing of honey-based beverages.”


  —Mike Faul, owner and brewmaster, Rabbit’s Foot Meadery
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    To my lovely, ever-encouraging wife, Jenna Lee, and our precocious daughters, Sadie Lee and Maisie Jane—I offer my eternal love and gratitude . . . and my sincere apologies for having to put up with me while writing this book.


    And to my father, Wayne “Waldo” Zimmerman, and mother, Janice Zimmerman—my tendencies toward self-sufficiency, simple living, and natural brewing are due to the solid foundation you provided. I owe you some farmwork, a debt that I have no time to pay. It’s the thought that counts, right?


    And finally, to the dynamic trio of Vikings and mead: Dave, Zach, and Steve—may you enjoy bountiful mead from the teats of Heidrun the goat for eternity in the halls of Valhalla.
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  When I first started on the path to brewing like a Viking, my intent was simple—to understand how the Norse and other ancient cultures got by without all the gadgets, chemicals, laboratory-bred yeast strains, and overly complex techniques that seem to pervade the modern mind-set with regard to homebrewing.


  Having grown up on a Kentucky goat farm—and returning to my homesteading roots later in life—I am accustomed to living frugally and eating and drinking primarily what my family produces by working the land. My dad made wine using only ingredients he grew or got free from friends, which is a very Viking way of doing things (as long as you change “got free from friends” to “obtained by bartering with neighboring farmsteads and plundering distant lands”). The Norse had to live through long, cold winters and short summers, so they had to preserve as much of their food as possible. Since fermentation is a natural preservative—and brewing and drinking mind-altering beverages is a good way to pass the time when cramped up in a hut in the dead of winter—making mead and other fermented beverages was integral to survival in the dark, cold wilderness of ancient Northern Europe. In the increasingly dark wilderness of modern life, where we are constantly inundated with mass-produced, homogenized products saturated in chemicals and GMOs (genetically modified organisms), we can choose to emulate the Norse and other ancient cultures by bringing a sense of wildness, mysticism, and individuality to our unique, home-crafted brews.


  I’ll admit that it took me some time to reach this mind-set. When I first got into homebrewing, I brewed beer. I had just moved to Seattle, a mecca for craft-beer lovers. After sampling my share of the many local brews available, I decided I needed a new hobby. While living in an apartment on North 85th in the Greenwood district, I hopped a bus to the homebrewing store The Cellar, where I chatted with the staff about the essentials I would need to start brewing beer. I chose to go with a basic beer-brewing kit, a copy of Charlie Papazian’s The Complete Joy of Home Brewing, and the ingredients for a raspberry wheat.


  My first batch turned out to be quite tasty—although, looking back, it tasted more like a raspberry soda. I haven’t brewed using fruit extract since, always choosing to go with whole fruit. As I continued brewing, my brews quickly became more experimental. Experimentation, after all, is what homebrewing is all about. As much as I appreciate what I learned from using those early beer kits, I now find myself wishing I’d focused less on the extreme sanitization, strict temperature parameters, and other regimented guidelines espoused by homebrewing manuals.


  Over time, I began to garner an interest in brewing with natural, organic processes, and started to think on how people would have made alcohol before all the fancy equipment and brewing kits were available. Concurrently, I started trying various commercial meads with my friends (and fellow mead makers) Dave Brown and Josh Parker in the “Dave Cave,” and my brother Zach in the Appalachian Viking mead hall he built on the back 40 of our parents’ farm. The wheels were turning, but I wasn’t quite sure yet where they were heading.


  My friend Dan Adams, a computer programmer by vocation (and my cousin Leah’s husband), had been talking about building an online homesteading network that would connect people locally to trade farm and garden goods. I figured this was just going to be a part-time hobby for him, and that I would likely participate to some degree. But it became bigger than that—quickly becoming a mecca for fervent freethinkers and homesteaders, and attracting a community of enthusiastic individualists who trade goods, ideas, passions, and lofty goals—all while indulging in good humor and camaraderie.


  Needless to say, Earthineer became a full-time job for Dan. During its early years, he asked me to contribute. I wasn’t sure what I had to offer, but figured I’d at least create a profile. Seeing as my hair (mostly my beard these days, which is becoming increasingly white) has a reddish tint to it, I decided on the online handle RedHeadedYeti. There was, after all, already a GnomeNose, a GrumpyOldMan, and a BickensChickens on the site, so I figured I’d be in good company. One of my first “Yeti” articles for Earthineer was titled “Mead Making: Techniques Old & New,” and was essentially my announcement to the world that I was beginning my journey into learning the brewing secrets of the ancients.
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  A depiction of the author brewing a batch of ancient, mystical mead, by Michael Startzman.


  With each subsequent article, I recounted what I continued to learn from my research, experimentation, and discussions with beer brewers, mead makers, and vintners from all corners of Midgard. My techniques changed, growing more ancient and wild. By modern reasoning, what I was doing was highly experimental. However, in my mind, I was doing nothing new, but rather rediscovering well-established practices that have been largely tossed aside by modern society in its nearsighted march toward “progress.” The practices I was learning about, and will discuss in this book, were an integral part of life for much longer than what has become the standard today. I’m all for taking advantage of modern conveniences, but I have a tendency, like one-eyed Odin, to keep one eye focused on what surrounds me and the other closed to allow contemplation on what came before and what is within. Because of this, I have a tendency to run into things and trip over my own feet, but I often learn things about myself and the world around me in the process.


  Initially, I assumed this obsession with brewing like the ancients was just an odd interest held by myself and a few friends, but as I began presenting workshops and writing more articles, the feedback I received made it clear that I was on to something. Hence, you have this book—an extended foray into the journey I started in my web and magazine articles, and workshops. I’ve worked to present the practical details on mead making as clearly as possible without getting bogged down in boring (and largely unnecessary) technical lingo, and have incorporated where appropriate the deep historical and mythological origins of this vastly enjoyable pastime. I hope you have as much fun with it as I did.


  Skål!
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  Mead. Vikings. For many, it’s impossible to think of one without the other. Go ahead, close your eyes, clear your mind, and try.


  As a matter of fact, before proceeding any further, put this book down, find a quiet spot, and take a moment to sit quietly with your eyes closed and forget everything you know. Forget what you’ve been told about brewing alcoholic beverages—that it requires all sorts of fancy equipment and laboratory-produced yeasts and chemicals, and that it’s a complicated, time-consuming process. Drop all your notions about the current state of food and drink production in a society that has become increasingly obsessed with uniformity and an overemphasis on sanitization. Take note, though, that I’m not talking about not being clean in producing your own food and drink. While the oversterilization prevalent in commercial production is ultimately necessary due to the strong potential for contamination, it also results in killing off all those good microbes that bring life to fermented foods and drinks.
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  An Appalachian Viking mead hall built by the author’s brother, Zachary, on the back 40 of their childhood home, a goat farm in Kentucky.


  As you’re coming closer to a state of Viking Zen, allow your mind to detach itself from your body and travel back to an ancient world of fire and ice in which mythology, magic, and reality were so intertwined as to be one and the same. Now that you’re settled comfortably in the land of the ancients, raise your hand and point one finger skyward toward Asgard, the home of the Norse gods and fallen Vikings. Open one eye to emulate Odin, who drank from the well of Mimir to gain wisdom, leaving behind one of his eyes. Stand up slowly and start spinning. Spin faster. Dance with wild abandon! Go berserk! Imagine yourself as a Viking decked out for battle, having just fortified yourself with a hearty meal of roast goat and mead. If you’ve already done so, even better. If not, perhaps this has helped you feel a bit intoxicated . . . and free. Free to think, brew, and create, unfettered by the chains of a post-industrial, post-Pasteur world.


  With your load now lightened a bit, prepare an environment conducive to inviting in the bryggjemann and brew pixies. Don’t worry if you don’t know quite what I’m talking about. All will be made clear in time. Even though you won’t be brewing just yet, the goal here is to ensure that when you do begin, you’ve prepared the proper setting for brewing like a Viking. If you are into folk, medieval, or Viking-themed music of any sort, put together a playlist of your favorites. If not, this is a good time to start. For the Norse and many other ancient cultures, music, dance, meditation, and community were all integral components of the brewing process. To them, this was magic. They didn’t call upon the Internet or head to the local brewing store to choose a yeast that had been prepared for them by men (or women) in white coats. They called upon the gods, quite literally as a matter of fact. Ancient mead-making traditions extend far beyond Nordic lands—Ethiopia, India, China, indigenous South American tribes . . . the list goes on. Nearly every culture has a deep connection with honey and the fermented beverages that can be made from it. In order to return to the simpler practices of our varied ancestral milieu, it is necessary that we unlearn complex and expensive modern methods of making honey-based ferments to create beverages that are truly magical—and healthful.


  This is not a typical brewing manual—but you probably already guessed that from the title. Many of the techniques go against what you will read in modern brewing books that dwell heavily on tools, equipment, and ingredients that wouldn’t have been available to ancestral cultures. The techniques I will outline have been tested thoroughly by myself and other DIY fermentation enthusiasts who have been gracious enough to share their processes with me. Not every brew you make will turn out perfect, but don’t let that stop you. Don’t feel that you need to go to a homebrewing store or visit a homebrewing website before you can get started in homebrewing, either. You can make excellent mead, beer, and wine using primarily what you find in your garden, from local farms and beekeepers and—by extension—farmers markets and co-ops, and in the wildness of nature.


  Nor is this a book that will consist primarily of straightforward brewing recipes. While I have interspersed recipes and outlined techniques throughout the text, my goal is to weave a narrative on why you should brew (and drink) like the ancients. Research into ancient mind-sets pertaining to the brewing of alcohol, storytelling, and mythmaking are the prevalent notions that fueled this book. Alcohol was looked at very differently in the distant—and even recent—past, and we will thus be transporting ourselves back in time so that we can approach brewing with a distinctively pre-modern mentality. In making wildcrafted brews, you will learn that it’s more important to develop a rhythm than to follow strict guidelines. Before you know it, you’ll have shelves full of burbling airlocks and living ferments. Be warned—making your own ferments can become an addiction. Not the negative kind with all the modern societal implications, but a healthy, enlivening, and—we can only hope—world-changing addiction.


  So how about it? Are you ready to head into the ancient, magical past and learn to make mead like a Viking?
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  Asgardsreien by Norwegian historical painter Peter Nicolai Arbo (1831–92) depicts the Wild Hunt (or the Hunt of Odin), a Norse mythology motif that heralded war or other cataclysms. It can also be found in the folklore of many other ancient Northern, Western, and Eastern European cultures.

  Courtesy of the National Gallery, Norway.


  Chapter One
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  The Mythological Origins of the Magic Mead of Poetry


  Northern mythology is grand and tragical. Its principal theme is the perpetual struggle of the beneficent forces of Nature against the injurious, and hence it is not graceful and idyllic in character, like the religion of the sunny South, where the people could bask in perpetual sunshine, and the fruits of the earth grew ready to their hand.


  —Myths of the Norsemen from the Eddas and Sagas1


  The Norse religion was already ancient in medieval times, though it didn’t necessarily fit our modern definition of religion. Its mythology was ever-changing, and was passed along orally from generation to generation, primarily by skalds (poets and storytellers heavily influenced by psychotropic mead and ale), to provide entertainment and share knowledge during the long, dark, and cold winter nights and harsh, lengthy sea journeys. Yes, some elements remained essentially the same, but these stories weren’t set in stone. Each telling brought something new.


  Scribes eventually documented these stories, but often they were translating ancient writings in Christian monasteries, so the temptation for embellishment to align these “heathen” myths with Christian belief was always there. It’s not possible to know for sure how much of Norse mythology was Christianized in translation. While some transcribers may have been interested in preserving the historical accuracy of what they were transcribing, many texts have very clear Christian themes imposed upon them. Sometimes it was indicative of a blatant goal to rewrite pagan history into something more Christian; other times it was more subtle. There are many versions of Norse mythological stories available to the modern reader—each with their own nuances. Since no direct written versions of the myths exist, the stories contained within are often contradictory, containing actions and characters that don’t appear in other versions. I have compiled the stories I present here from various adaptations. Although I am committed to being as accurate as I am able, my goal is to tell a compelling story while keeping with the overarching theme and main characters. The myths changed over time as they were passed down orally, and based on the narrative technique of the storyteller, so I see no reason not to continue that tradition.


  In order to learn how to make mead like a Viking, it is necessary that we discuss the integral role mead played in Norse mythology. It may help to return to the exercise in the introduction to ensure you are focusing on the mind-set of the time period in which these stories were told. Whether or not you choose to do this, consider that none of the “scientific” advances of medieval times—much less Renaissance, industrial revolution, or modern times—were even remotely considerations of ancient peoples. Their impetus was to protect their family (which extended to their village or warband) by ensuring food, lodging, and defense for their homestead. With minimal knowledge of the world surrounding them, and nothing akin to the modern scientific research we are bombarded with, they relied on their senses and the teachings of shamans, sages, and herbalists to assess how the world worked, how they should react to events around them, and how they should nurture and heal themselves both physically and spiritually.


  This was how religion and myth came about—a desire to understand the world around us. In essence it was proto-science. Is using gods, elves, trolls, dwarfs, and other mythical beings to explain unseen forces really all that different from our modern reliance on scientists’ descriptions of atoms, molecules, bacteria, and other things that can’t be seen with the human eye? To modern sensibilities, yes—but remember, we’re looking at things from a completely different perspective. When early humans saw natural forces at work, they wanted to understand how they occurred, just as we do. Instead of relying on the writings of scientists, they put their faith in shamans who underwent rituals that allowed them to delve deep into the human psyche via meditations and spirit quests heavily influenced by psychotropic plants and mushrooms. As alcohol is a natural preservative, many of their tonics and potions were created and maintained via ongoing fermentation rituals. Fermentation is the oldest method for preserving food and drink, with the added bonus that it increases the potency of whatever naturally occurring narcotic, psychotropic, or healing effect is already present in what is being fermented.


  The Symbolic Structure of the Norse Mythological Worldview


  Norse mythology is an epic on the grandest scale, and mead permeates much of its canon. Its personae have served as inspiration for fantastical stories from when they were first put down in writing (after generations of being passed down through oral storytelling) to modern fantasy books and movies.


  The mythological structure of the Norse worldview is represented by a great tree, Yggdrasil (IG-druh-sill). This tree’s roots stem from the Well of Urd, or the Well of Destiny (Urd is the root of the Old English wyrd, or “destiny”). In the branches of the Yggdrasil tree is Asgard (garden of the sky gods), where wise, conniving, warring—and often very human—gods reside. Jotunheim is the home of giants, who epitomize the impersonal and destructive primordial forces of nature, and also represent evil that can never be fully quelled. These two realms lie above Midgard, where humans reside. Midgard translates roughly to “the middle garden.”


  It makes sense that Asgard and Midgard, the two most important realms of Norse mythology and those that are most beneficial to humanity’s well-being, share the root word gard, which is also the root for our modern garden. The production and preservation of food and drink were vital to survival in the harsh climate of Northern Europe, with its long, dark winters. Locating and selecting an area in which to settle and build a homestead required careful thought and planning, and could result in disaster if the choice was a bad one. Once they cordoned off an area by fencing or other means, this was their home. Anything outside was subject to chance—or, as they saw it, the whims of gods, giants, and other mythical beings such as the Norns, three divine females who reside in the Well of Urd and determine the destiny of mankind by carving runes into the trunk of Yggdrasil (or in some versions, weaving mankind’s fate into a tapestry).


  
    Völuspá


    Hear my words, you holy gods,


    great men and humble sons of Heimdall;


    by Odin’s will, I’ll speak the ancient lore,


    the oldest of all that I remember.


    I remember giants of ages past,


    those who called me one of their kin;


    I know how nine roots form nine worlds


    under the earth where the Ash Tree rises.


    Nothing was there when time began,


    neither sands nor seas nor cooling waves.


    Earth was not yet, nor the high heavens,


    but a gaping emptiness nowhere green.


    Then Bur’s sons lifted up the land


    and made Midgard, men’s fair dwelling;


    the sun shone out of the south,


    and bright grass grew from the ground of stone.


    . . . . . . . . . . . . .


    There is an ash tree—its name is Yggdrasil—


    a tall tree watered from a cloudy well.


    Dew falls from its boughs down into the valleys;


    ever green it stands beside the Norns’ spring.


    Much wisdom have the three maidens


    who come from the waters close to that tree;


    they established laws, decided the lives


    men were to lead, marked out their fates.


    . . . . . . . . . . . . .


    She sat alone outside; the old one came,


    anxious, from Valhalla, and looked into her eyes.


    Why have you come here? What would you ask me?


    I know everything—where you left your eye,


    Odin, in the water of Mimir’s well.


    Every morning Mimir drinks mead


    from Warfather’s tribute. Seek you wisdom still?


    —from Völuspá, the first poem of the Poetic Edda, translated by Patricia Terry2

  


  Ljossalfheim, more commonly known as Alfheim or Alfheimr (Norse for “elf home”), is the realm of the light elves, or air spirits—similar to the faeries of Celtic and Germanic fairy tales. There are other realms, which are outlined in the illustration on page 7, but the last one that we need to concern ourselves with for now is Svartalfheim—the realm of black elves, stone spirits, or—as they are more commonly known today—dwarfs. In Norse mythology, dwarfs possessed incredible strength and intelligence and were master crafters of stone and gems (they made many of the gods’ most prized magical possessions, including Thor’s hammer, Mjolnir. The dwarfs—who were also the source of legends of trolls, gnomes, and kobolds—were malignant, crafty creatures who lived in caverns deep underground.
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  Yggdrasil (the world tree) symbolizes, among other things, all realms within the Norse mythological worldview. Its concept is much more ancient and universal than the Norse, though. Religions and mythologies from many cultures have a world tree motif that is central to their belief system. The Ash Yggdrasil by Friedrich Wilhelm Heine (1845–1921), published in Asgard and the Gods by Wilhelm Wagner (London: Swan Sonnenschein, Les Bas & Lowery, 1886), page 27.


  How the World Came to Be


  Many eons ago, dark mists rose from Niflheim—a region north of the great frozen abyss Ginnungagap and fed by the 12 tributaries of the river Elivagar—and met with the flames of Muspelheim (the land of fire) to the south, resulting in steam that slowly froze into rime and hoarfrost. Over time, the interactions of these opposing elements filled the great yawning gap.


  The substance that filled the gap eventually attained consciousness and became the enormous (even by giants’ standards) Ymir, which translates to “seething clay,” and the great cow Audhumla, the nourisher. Audhumla, true to her name, provided Ymir with nourishment from the milk that flowed from her abundant udders into four rivers. Audhumla also needed nourishment of her own, which she found in salt that had gathered on some nearby rime. As she licked salt from the block, the god Buri (the producer) emerged; he had apparently been biding his time in the ice block, waiting for the tongue of a giant cow to set him free.
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  The nine worlds (Old Norse Níu Heimar) of Norse mythology aren’t intended to depict a belief in the physical structure of the world. Rather, they are meant to symbolize where each of the spiritual beings of Norse mythology reside. These homes of the gods and other beings can be reached by humans through skaldic meditation (spirit quests), and sometimes manifest themselves in the physical world.


  While Audhumla was feeding, Ymir fell asleep. The heat continuing to rise from Muspelheim caused him to perspire, resulting in the birth of a son and a daughter from his armpits, while his sweaty feet produced the six-headed giant Bergelmir, who went on to father the race of frost giants. The frost giants promptly took a dislike to both Buri and his son Borr and began a war that lasted for generations.
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  The conflict between fire and ice (and subsequent chaos upon their meeting) is a recurrent theme in Norse mythology. Given the environment in which these stories came to fruition, this makes perfect sense. Here, the stratovolcano (or composite volcano) Bárðarbunga erupts in 2014 under Vatnajökull, a massive Icelandic glacier, demonstrating how this environment endures even into modern times. Photo courtesy of Peter Hartree, Wikimedia Commons.


  Eventually, Borr married a giantess named Bestla, daughter of the “thorn of evil” Bolthorn, an alliance that turned the tide. Borr and Bestla bore* three sons: Odin (spirit), Vili (will), and Ve (holy). Borr and Bestla’s sons were gods of great power, and combined forces to slay Ymir. The wounds they inflicted on the behemoth triggered a gush of blood that drenched the land with massive flooding. The floods wiped out the race of giants except for two—Bergelmir and his wife—who escaped to the mountainous wilderness of Jotunheim and went on to produce more giants.


  After slaying Ymir, Odin and the other Aesir (brash, reactionary, law-abiding, patriarchal gods and goddesses) fashioned the physical world of Midgard from his corpse, recruiting four dwarfs to hold up its four corners: Austri (East), Vestri (West), Nordri (North), and Sudri (South). Over time, the Aesir clashed with the elder Vanir gods (peace-loving, slow-moving, freethinking, matriarchal, fertility-loving gods).


  How Mead Came to Be


  After a long war in which neither side gained any real traction, the two tribes of gods decided to reconcile. They chewed up some berries, spat into a cauldron (the communal mixing of saliva is an ancient reconciliation tradition), and let the berries ferment. But rather than the intended fermented beverage, what rose from the cauldron was Kvasir, the wisest of all beings.3 It is unclear whether Kvasir was a man, a god, or another being altogether, but the poems he spoke and the stories he told made even the hardest-hearted of gods and men weep. His words were like pure gold and caused his listeners to transcend into previously unknown realms of the mind; he could wisely answer any question put to him.


  The dwarfs, being dwarfs, saw Kvasir as a great treasure and coveted him for themselves. Two particularly malicious dwarfs, Galar and Fialar, kidnapped Kvasir; once they had him in their deep caverns, they murdered him and drained his blood into three cauldrons, later telling the gods that Kvasir had “suffocated from an excess of wisdom.”4 Now that the dwarfs possessed the great wisdom of Kvasir, they sought to preserve it, not because they wanted to gain and share wisdom, but because they wanted to hoard it for themselves.


  Knowing that when mixed with the proper amount of liquid, honey would transform that liquid into a magical, ecstasy-inducing substance, the dwarfs added honey to the cauldrons containing Kvasir’s blood. Thus was born ancient, mystical mead, which could turn anyone who drank it into a poet full of charm and with a magnificent singing voice—you know, kind of how you think of yourself when you sing karaoke after a few too many drinks. Of course the dwarfs had no intention of sharing it, nor did they taste it.


  The three vessels were named Othrorir (inspiration), Son (reparation), and Boden (offering). Othrorir, or “mead of poetry,” was what mead came to be called over time (it can also refer to the vessel in which mead is held), as it inspired wise words through poetry and song by skalds skilled enough to know how to pass along the wisdom gained from drinking it. These dwarfs, though, were no skalds. Emboldened by their success, several of the dwarfs traveled throughout Midgard, pestering any humans they met along the way, and then sought to enter Jotunheim to pick on the giants.


  Their first victim was Gilling, a simple-minded giant whom the dwarfs came across sleeping on a steep bank, and rolled into the water to drown. Not content with the level of wickedness to which they had already stooped, they gleefully went back to Gilling’s house, screamed that he was dead, and dropped a millstone onto the head of his distraught wife as she came running out weeping for her husband’s death. The nasty little buggers were on a roll, and continued to wreak havoc throughout Jotunheim, raucously singing songs about their great cunning and the stupidity of the giants (maybe they took a sip of the Magic Mead after all).


  Not all the giants were as stupid as the dwarfs assumed in their arrogance, though. One particularly pissed-off and crafty giant, Suttung—Gilling’s brother—finally had enough. While the dwarfs were engaged in one of their drunken songs, Suttung snuck up and captured them. He then took them out to a rock in the sea during low tide and set them on it. As the waves began to rise to the terrified dwarfs’ necks, they tried anything they could to save their hides. They offered gold, jewels, and other items of beauty—but giants have no interest in flashy bling. As the water continued to rise, the desperate dwarfs offered the Magic Mead. Realizing this was a coveted item the giants could use as collateral in their war against the gods, Suttung agreed to take the mead, tossed the dwarfs in the boat, and rowed back to land. He then brought them back to Svartalfheim and bellowed into the caverns his intent to squash the heads of his hostages between his fingertips if the cauldrons of
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    Jereme Zimmerman grew up on his parents’ northern Kentucky goat farm, Twin Meadows, where he was also homeschooled. After graduating from Berea College in Berea, Kentucky, he moved to the Pacific Northwest, where he immersed himself in the world of homebrewing. As the world’s only peace-loving, green-living Appalachian Yeti Viking, Zimmerman writes and speaks regularly on fermentation, mead making, homesteading, and good eating. He is a regular contributor to various publications and websites, including New Pioneer and Backwoods Home magazines. He writes for Earthineer.com as “RedHeadedYeti.” He currently lives in Berea with his wife, Jenna, and daughters, Sadie and Maisie, where he practices urban homesteading and cavorts with farmers, authors, and fellow sustainable-living enthusiasts.
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