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Polar night is a natural phenomenon that occurs in the winter months in places north of the Arctic Circle or south of the Antarctic Circle, when the sun stays below the horizon throughout the day.
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The opposite phenomenon, midnight sun, occurs in summer, when the sun remains visible at the local midnight.
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Waxing Moon
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TWINS WERE ALWAYS SEEN as two halves of a whole. Hodr and Baldr were practically inseparable from the moment they had been born. Despite Baldr being older by three minutes both of them tended to cry if they weren't sleeping together as babes. 

They had even learned to walk at the same time, leaning on each other as they tettered around the palace. Their first form of communication between each other had been a babble that no one was able to decipher. They understood each other just fine though, giggling and bright as they grew. 

Babble communication soon became a quiet language with hand motions when they started to be too old to get away being loud in the throne room or when their father was trying to hold court in the garden or Great Hall. The only show of their conversation came in the occasional snort of amusement or chuckle. 

Learning to walk together led to training together, as was a natural progression for any Odinson. Short swords nearly as long as they were tall were a gift on their fourth birthday. The swords were almost identical, just like the twins. Save for the hilts. Baldr’s had two ravens, their wings making up the guards while Hodr’s hilt had two wolves with their tails protecting his hand. It took almost a week for both of them to be able to lift them properly while Frigg frowned and tsked for the gift. Despite Frigg’s hesitation, both brothers were beaming at the gift from their father. 

Hodr had been pretty sure, because by then they were sleeping in separate rooms across the hall from each other, that Baldr had actually slept with his sword for the first couple of nights. Hodr hadn’t, because that would be weird. But it did have a special place leaning against his nightstand where he could reach it if he needed it, just in case. 

He never needed it though. 

Baldr was better when they first started training. Then again, he was built a little more like the rest of the Odinson brood, broader in the shoulder where Hodr had started to grow just a little lither as they aged. Not that it had made any difference to the twins and how close they were. They practiced hard together, Baldr helping when Hodr ended up not quite getting a move early.

Never in a million years would Hodr think anything could separate him from his brother. They were too close, supported each other, and spent nearly every waking moment together. They were practically joined at the hip. 

The first crack came shortly after their fifth birthday though. 

“Baldr!” Odin’s voice echoed down the hallway, stilling the boys in their fake sneak walk toward the kitchen. 

The plan had been to steal a few pieces of apple bread and disappear out to the tree by the palace. It was a miniature version of the Great Tree, and the boys loved climbing up as high as the branches would support them. The view of Asgard from up high was unlike anything else in the realm, save for maybe Heimdall’s watchtower. 

Baldr turned a little, “Father?” 

The twins shared a glance at each other, though Hodr shook his head. His hands moved subtly but quickly. What do you think he wants?

A shrug answered him as they waited for Odin to tell them what he wanted. He closed the distance between them in a few long-legged strides, looking down at both of them. Odin’s gaze only flickered to Hodr for a moment before focusing fully on Baldr. “I want you to start sitting in on Council meetings. We have one now.” Odin’s gaze flickered to Hodr, “Tyr will see to your training today instead.” 

Baldr gave a small nod. “Yes, Father.” 

“Yes, Father,” Hodr’s agreement came a little after and coupled with the softest huff. He watched Baldr sign that he was sorry, and would fill Hodr in when he got back. Not that it helped Hodr now, since Odin’s hand reached down and motioned Baldr away from Hodr and back down the hallway from whence they’d come. 

Hodr watched the two of them disappear down the hallway and he could feel that sliver of jealousy at being left behind. He’d been left out. They had done everything together, but suddenly, in one quick moment, they were too far apart. 
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A MEETING HERE AND there during the week turned into Hodr finding himself spending several hours a day alone. It wasn’t that he couldn’t spend time alone, though, in the beginning, it had felt weird to find himself without his brother. He’d find himself turning to make a silent comment to Baldr about something he saw, only to have to remember that Odin had taken him for a meeting or training or something else. 

So instead he started disappearing into the large library while Baldr was elsewhere, starting to pour over the various books he found there. Some were history, or at least the history written by the Asgardians who won whatever war or battle was transcribed into the tomes. He absorbed the history like a sponge though, surprised some days to have Baldr hunting him down to drag him to training or dinner. 

If he was being honest with himself, he liked knowing that at the end of the day, his brother still hunted him down, still wanted to sit with him in the Great Hall for meals. Though, around seven, Hodr wasn’t blind to the runemark that seemed etched into Baldr’s forearm one training day when they’d gotten hot and decided to lose their shirts while Tyr trained them. Not that he asked about it. 

It wasn’t uncommon for Odin to grant favors in the signs of magic on someone’s skin or piece of armor to show his approval. Hodr knew Thor had the magic bracers that let him lift his mighty hammer. He was also pretty sure Tyr had been granted a rune favor, though Tyr never showed it off or mentioned it. It left Hodr the only Odinson that didn’t have a rune or gift of approval from their father. 

It wasn’t being left out of the magic that hit Hodr the hardest though, but that Baldr hadn’t told him about it when it happened. That Baldr hadn’t wanted to share it with his twin that he’d received it. It wasn’t lost on Hodr either that Odin barely spared him a glance. He’d never been invited to learn like Baldr, to know how the realm was ruled, or even, what he wanted most, to spend some actual time with his father. 

Even their mother seemed to dote on Baldr more and more as he was mentored by Odin. She had never once questioned where Hodr disappeared to when Baldr wasn’t with him. Never had their mother or father been the one to come hunting for the youngest Odinson when Hodr didn’t show up where he was supposed to, too lost in one of the history books or fiction stories in the library. 

Occasionally Freya had been kind enough to come and search for him though, when Odin’s lessons with Baldr ran late into the evening and up against dinner. She was always kind to him, whispering tales he hadn’t found in his books while she walked with him to the Great Hall for dinner. 

Tonight was one of those nights when Hodr hadn’t noticed that it had grown dark outside because the rune-powered lights in the library had flickered on at the right time so he never stopped reading. So when Freya knocked on the table his book sat on, he blinked with a slight jump. 

“Are you ready for dinner, little Prince?” Freya’s kind smile warmed Hodr a little. It reminded him of how his mother used to look at him when she was happy to see him. 

The feeling in his chest bubbled up with a little bit of pain and pride as he nodded. The book’s ribbon was carefully settled into place so he’d be able to pick up where he had just stopped. “I did not realize it was so late.” He pushed himself back from the table and out of his chair, slipping to his feet. 

Freya held out her hand and Hodr slid his into hers, both of them exiting the library together. “Luckily we are not too late.” 

A new crack appeared when they entered the Great Hall and Baldr sat at Odin’s side, opposite their mother Frigg. However, there was no empty chair waiting for Hodr next to his brother or anywhere at the head table at the front. He could feel it in the way his breath caught in his lungs for half a second too long, in the way a few of his brothers who were at a side table whispered quietly when he arrived, and how he’d stilled just a moment at the sight. 

Freya’s hand brushed against his back gently and she guided him over to a table that had a couple of empty seats. “Come, I will have the pleasure of your company tonight, little Prince.” 

“Okay,” he offered quietly. He settled at the table she steered him to, not arguing when a mug of juice was set in front of him. He was still too young for the mead, just yet. He would be lying if he said he didn’t feel jealous of his brother, sitting with his parents right now. It was almost like he was one of his father’s throwaway sons, with no room for him in the family where he rightfully belonged. He may be the spare to his brother, but he was a twin and Frigg’s other son. 

Not that he felt like they cared right now. 

Freya’s arm came around him and she hugged him gently and whispered against his ear. “Do not fret, little Prince. You are just as important.” 

He couldn’t help but glance up at the head table, Baldr even tried to avoid his gaze tonight. “It does not feel like it, my Lady.” 

Her hand rubbed his back a little, though she didn’t try to comfort him again. Instead, she sat with him and gave him
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