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Today I'm going to tell you about a 
character who makes for a great story! He’s 
called Thor and he’s the Viking god of thunder. 
He makes thunder with this huge hammer. I remember the first time I saw him at it:
“Thor! What've you got there?” I asked him.
“My hammer.” He replied.
“Oh yeah. Smart. Er - what exactly are you doing?” I asked him quizzically.
“Making thunder! I'll show you!”
“Yes, yes, thank you Thor - I'm well impressed.” I said because, actually I was a little impressed.
“Ha!” laughed Thor 
Oh dear. I tell you, once he's started, he goes on like that for hours. Anyway...the story...one day Thor went to Odin, chief of all the gods, and said, “Mighty Odin, I have never tried the strength of my hammer against our enemies the giants. I am going to their land of Jotunheim to challenge them!”
It was just my luck that I was with Odin at the time, because then Odin said, “Splendid! Take Loki with you - he's excellent company. You'd like to go to the frozen land of the giants, wouldn't you, Loki?”
“Well… er…yes, lovely. There's nothing like a bit of fog and ice…” I replied sarcastically.
“Very well. Come, Loki!” cried Thor and off we went in Thor's chariot. 
You might think that riding in a chariot would be pretty cool. Not in Thor's it wasn't. You see, horses were too ordinary for Thor. He just had to be different, didn't he? What do think his chariot was pulled by? Goats! I ask you. Two shaggy goats. I have never felt so stupid in my life. Anyway, we rode from Asgard, land of us gods over the rainbow bridge to Midgard, land of you humans, and finally stopped at a run-down cottage.
“Wohhh!” Thor cried to the horses. “We shall stop at this villager’s cottage for the night.” 
“Great.” I mumbled in response.
Thor banged on the door shouting, “Open up! Open up, I say!” 
A sleepy looking villager opened the door and peered round it. “Hello.”
“Greetings, humble villager! Thor and Loki, gods of Asgard, are weary and hungry this starry night and beg your generous hospitality.” Thor said pompously.
“You what?”
I thought I’d better translate. “Any chance of some grub?”
“Oh, sure. Come in.” he replied ushering us inside.
One look at the goats and the villager knew he'd got a nutter on his hands. He was very kind and gave us what food he had. But it was just stale bread and dodgy cheese. No way was it good enough for Thor. But then Thor said,
“Ah, I have an idea!”
You'll never guess. He picked up his hammer, raised it high over the heads of his goats... and killed them with a single blow. What a show-off! So, we all sat round and had goat stew. Then half-way through the meal Thor said,
“Take care not to break any of the bones. When you've chewed them clean of meat, pile them in the corner where I’ve put the goat skins.”
“Ohh. Can’t we crack open a bone or two. The marrow inside’s my favourite bit.” asked the villager.
“No you can’t! I absolutely forbid it!”
Now, as you may remember, I like to make a little mischief when I can and this seemed like too good an opportunity to miss. I said quietly to the villager,
“Pssst. Don't take any notice of him. He's always making up stupid rules. You enjoy yourself. Crack open a bone when he's not looking and suck out the marrow.”
“Thanks!” replied the villager happily.
And he did, and then he threw the broken pieces in the corner with the other the bones. The next morning Thor goes up to the heap of bones and says the magic words.
“Doo-nar-kar-im-nir!”
And hey presto the goats were alive again. But, of course, there was just one problem and Thor saw it at once.
“One of my goats is limping. Who disobeyed my order?” he demanded.
The villager cowered and cried out, “It was me! I'm sorry! Don't kill me, Lord Thor!”
I couldn't watch. I waited for Thor to beat the poor man to jelly – but he didn’t and suddenly...
“Loki?”  
...I realised he was staring straight at me.
“Loki, are you going to let this man take the blame?”
Incredible. Somehow he knew it was my fault!

So…we travelled on and plunged into the icy mists of Jotunheim, the land of the giants. Night began to fall. I thought we'd never find shelter, but suddenly out of the mists loomed a huge mansion. It was a strange place; there was no doorway – just a huge round opening at one end. It didn’t worry Thor though, he strolled straight in.
“Hallo-oh!” Shouted Thor. ”There’s no one here, Loki.”
“How weird. One vast open hall and five narrow rooms all stuck at one end.”
“Never mind. It's a fine place to rest.” said Thor.
So, we settled down for the night. But we'd hardly stretched out our weary legs when...
“What's that? It's an earthquake! Help! Help! Owwww!” I cried.
The mansion was rocking from side to side; I was thrown against the wall...
“Don't be afraid, Loki. I shall defend you.”
Amazingly, Thor showed no fear at all, even when...a huge eye appeared in the doorway! And then we heard a voice.
“What are you doing in my glove?” a deep voice asked.
It was a glove! The ‘mansion’, with its wide opening at one end and five narrow rooms at the other, was a giant's glove! Thor rushed to the opening and said...
“I am Thor, God of Thunder. I have come to fight with you giants!”
“And how will you do that?” laughed the giant.
“With my hammer. Aaaahhh!!!”
And with a roar Thor hurled his hammer at the giant's head. But the giant wasn't bothered in the slightest.
“Oh deary, deary me. Someone's throwing acorns at me.” The giant calmly said.
Thor picked up the hammer and he threw it again - this time at the giant's eye. This did not bother Skrymnir at all.
“Oh - there are lots of flies about today. One seems to have got into my eye.”
Then, summoning all his strength, Thor struck at the giant’s skull.
“Oh, I think a bird's done its droppings on my head!” was all he exclaimed with a laugh.
Thor stood panting. But the giant just laughed and strode away.
“Farewell! Go back to Asgard and boast of how you tickled the giant Skrymnir!” he shouted back at them.
“Nice try, Thor, but we've got no chance against these giants. Let's go home.” I suggested.
“What? Return in shame? Never! We're going after him!” cried Thor who was very angry.
There was no stopping Thor. We followed the giant’s footprints through the snow, till we came to the gates of a vast stone palace. Thor marched straight into an enormous hall where the giants sat feasting with a dozen other giants.
“Giants! It is I, Thor, God of Thunder!” he bellowed.
“Oh dear - you again. What do you want this time?” asked Skrymnir.
“Meat and drink before I do battle with you.” replied Thor.
“You think you're fit to feast with us giants?!”
“I can drink like no other god in Asgard.” boasted Thor.
“Oh, can you? Well! See this cup? Every one of us can drink it dry in one go, can you?” Skyrmnir asked.
“Of course!”
“Thor are you sure about this?” I asked. I smelled a rat.
 “Give it to me!” demanded Thor.
You've never seen anything like this cup. It was made from a long, curving horn and it was filled to the brim with foaming ale. Thor drank...and drank...and drank. He turned bright red, and then bright blue and finally, gasping, he gave the horn back. It was just as full as when he’d started. Thor had failed the challenge!

Well...would you be surprised to know that Thor’s next words were: 
“Very well – I’m not as good a drinker as I was. But I demand another challenge!” 
“What do you say, my friends? What shall we give him next?” asked Skrymnir. 
Oh, no. The next test the giant set was a bit of a surprise. Up he stood and called out, “Bring me...my cat!” 
This is no joke. The next challenge was to lift his pet pussy off the floor. A doddle, you might think. But we're talking giants here, remember, and Skrymnir's cat was the size of your average cow. Thor clutched the cat in a mighty hug...he strained till I thought he'd burst...and he managed to lift just one paw from the ground!
So much for the mighty gods! 
“Enough! Let me wrestle with a proper fighter!” cried Thor
“I know just the person. Send for Hel!” Skrymnir replied.
Uh, hell, I don’t like the sound of that! THOR: 
“Terrifying! Just the test I wanted!” he smiled.
 “What?! Are you mad?” I asked him completely bewildered by his attitude.
“Ah, here comes Hel. Welcome!” boomed Skrymnir
“Hello!” said Hel.
“How dare you! What kind of challenge is this?” demanded Thor
Hel was about as frightening as a bag of old bones. In fact, Hel was a bag of old bones. A little old lady with no teeth and wobbly legs. 
“I can't wrestle with your mother!” he said 
“She's not my mother. She's my great, great, grandmother. And she's stronger than you think!” 
“Rubbish!” said Thor.
So, up went Thor and grabbed her round the waist. It was the most uneven contest you've ever seen. She had Thor pinned to the ground before you could say ‘Round One’. 
“Victory! Well done, Hel! So, Thor, great god of Asgard, will you go home now and say how you fought the giants?” asked Skrymnir.
“You have won. I must accept it gracefully.” He said in a defeated tone.
“Oh, well said! What a good loser you are!”
Thor's face was like thunder. But it was nothing to how he looked next day, when Skrymnir said goodbye. The giant was about to wave us on our way when he suddenly said, “I defeated you by magic thor.”
“You did what?” cried Thor incredulously.
“Yes! When I found you in my glove, and you threw your hammer at me, you'd have killed me if I hadn't used an invisible mountain as a shield!”
“I don’t believe this!” exclaimed Thor
“And the end of the cup you drank from reached into the sea. You drank more than any giant could. The cat I set against you was no cat at all but a serpent dragon that winds itself right round our land – to lift one paw was a miracle. Skrymnir admitted.
“This is an outrage!” shouted Thor angrily. 
“And don’t be ashamed to lose to Hel - she is not an old woman but death itself – and no one can win against death. Thor, you are stronger than any giant, but we tricked you with magic.”
At this point I thought was going to burst. He grabbed his hammer and aimed another blow at Skrymnir, but the giant...disappeared into thin air!
“Where’s he gone Loki? Thor asked me puzzled.
And had Thor finally learnt his lesson? Not a bit of it... same old Thor. 
“I’ll be back and next time – I shall win!” were his final words. 
So, what did you think? Did you enjoy my story of Thor?

Activity

Now you have read the full story, you can complete the sequencing activity. Cut up the pictures and arrange them in the correct order and write the number i1n the boxes. 1, 2 3, etc.
Or you could just fill in the numbers in the boxes, leaving the pictures as they are.
If you cannot print them out, draw a grid and put in each square the number of the picture. There are 12 pictures so you would need a grid of 12 boxes/ squares. Do it like this;
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