
Summer Break 

It was a hot summer’s day. Loki was trapped in his de-aged body after his brother ressurected him. 

He sat quietly at the table of a milkshake bar in Oklahoma after having a fight with the All-mothers. 

His skin was pink, sweaty. His eyes red and puffy. It has been very harsh since the past few days. He 

had seen his brother die, and his father locking up himself, mourning over his brother. He had seen 

his one and only friend, Leah, taken away from him. He had been entrusted with multiple fire-

breathing dogs from Hel. He had done tiring jobs for the all-mothers which includes but not limited 

to; changing The Serpent’s life story to make him vulnerable at the cost of his brother’s life and 

creating a new character out of nowhere (who becomes his best friend) and then forced to sacrifice 

his best friend (she was willing to do it, don’t get things wrong) for Hel,  only to be screamed at by 

the All-Mothers. This was more than enough for him, young Loki needed a break from it all. He 

decided that, a milkshake bar would do. Now here he is, sitting in a milkshake bar in Oklahoma on a 

hot summers day. The boy slowly sipped his milkshake, while his magpie Ikol, who  stood on the 

table in front of him started talking. 

“Look at you, weak and miserable.” Ikol said, tilting his head to the left, pitying his younger 

counterpart. “You’ll never get anything done at this rate,” 

Just in case you don’t know,  this magpie is indeed the counterpart of the young god. He appeared 

when Thor revived him. Ikol is like the ‘shoulder angel and demon’ thing that tells Loki what to do, or 

what he thinks the young god should do. (this is Canon I promise you!) 

“Shut up, Stupid bird!” he said, waving his hand vigorously as an attempt to scare the bird. The 

magpie dodged his hand, flew to Loki’s shoulder and let out a chuckle, “Did you really think it could 

be true?” the magpie quoted in a mocking manner. “Sympathy is a sign of weakness, Loki, we have 

no time to waste. There are more important matters at hand in order to—“ 

“I will have no more of this! I’ve sacrificed a lot of things—Leah, Thor—and I’ve done things I’ve 

regretted. I have worked for the All-Mothers and look how it turned out for me!” Loki exclaimed, 

ruffling his hair out of anger and despair. 

“You really are a stupid brat. You can’t change, you know that. You will be nothing better than the 

brat you are right now.” 

“I am better than that! I can be if I want to, I’ll show you!” 

“You can’t even get over your feelings over that girl, you can’t even complete the All-Mother’s 

request! How do you expect to change when instead you have messed things up?” 

“But that wasn’t my fault!” He exclaimed, hitting his clenched fist on the table and gritting his teeth. 

“It’s the All-Mother’s fault for not giving a clearer commision. If they weren’t happy with the results, 

they should’ve done it themselves! I am better than you! I’ll prove it to you, Mr. Magpie!” he 

growled in annoyance. 

“Um, can you tone it down a little? If not, then I will have to ask you to leave,” a waitress nervously 

interrupted, clutching the food tray near her chest, her hands forming a cross. 



Loki was embarassed. Apologizing, he was about to sit back down when a man shouted at him  

“Yeah, just get outta here! It’s bad enough you assholes destroy the town once a month!” the man 

said, raising a fist. 

Loki’s face reddened with anger. He clenched and unclenched his hand multiple times. Too bad he 

doesn’t have his magical skills anymore so he had to resort to physical harm instead. The boy 

finished his milkshake, stood up, paid. He came closer to the man who has dishonoured his kind 

“Take back what you said,” he growled. 

“Haha, what’cha gonna do lil’ kid? Ooh I’m so scared, he’s gonna beat me up,” the man replied, 

mocking him. Loki gave the Midgardian man a punch across the face before going out of the bar. The 

punch caused the man to fall off his chair, hitting the bar table. That man knew nothing. Even if Loki 

had lost his magical powers, he was still as strong and able-bodied as any Asgardian. Whilst leaving, 

he could see a couple of waitresses and waiters resisting the man from charging at him. Loki was 

secretly grateful. 

“See? You can’t even manage your emotions and response. Are you really any better than me? No, 

you’re worse, worse than me. Worse than a Midgardian, worse.” 

“I am different from them and I am from you! I have a heart, you don’t! Your heart is as black as your 

feather! I can change, you’ll see, Mr. Magpie!” he screamed, grabbing the poor bird 

“Don’t you dare say you’re any better than I am! Because you’re not! I am much, much better than 

you!” he whispered aggressively to the bird before letting it loose from his grip in a half throwing 

motion. The bird flew away, Loki kept on marching. You would probably be able to hear the 

exhausted, heavy steps if you walked passed him.  

Suddenly, he stopped abruptly. 

“Oh, dear! I left Thori by the milkshake bar!” He pressed his palm on his forehead before running 

back towards the milkshake bar. It was terribly hot outside. With just a few minutes outside, he was 

sweating heavily. At least he wasn’t sun-burned, wearing a fully covered outfit has its benefit. Even 

so, wearing multiple layers of clothings that fully covered his body was a pain. Loki, like many of 

other Jotuns, disliked the heat with an (ironically) burning passion. Nevertheless, he returned to the 

milkshake bar to pick up his ‘lovely’ fire-breathing dog. 

“Kill, kill, kill, I’m going to rip your heart out in your sleep! How dare you leave me here! Maybe I’ll 

also kill the shop owner. How dare he force the great Thori to wait outside?” Thori said, mid-panting 

from the heat. Oh right, I haven’t told you that. You might wonder why Ikol can enter. Shh, don’t tell 

anyone, but no one can see him except Loki, so he was practically yelling at himself in the bar. 

 Loki ignored the little pup and simply untied the pup’s leash, which was tied to a pole. For a human, 

that pole would have been burning hot, but he was no human. Easily, he untied it. Thori  galloped 

around, complaining at how hot the road was while Loki ignored his complaints. He gazed back to 

the milkshake shop. He sighed. Just last summer I was here with Leah. I remember when she stole my 

milkshake and when she threw a Midgardian out of the window. Remembering this event put a little, 

sad smile on his lips.  



“I’m gonna miss her,” he sadly murmured. 

“Who? Who? The scary girl?” Thori replied. Loki gave him a slight nod.  

The two walked for a long two hours. It was very hot. The poor pup kept complaining about how hot 

it was. He complained, asking the de-aged god to walk faster because his paws were literally burning 

(Thori is a hell-pup after all.) After more or less forty-five minutes, he stopped to buy a couple cans 

of cold drink from a vending machine which includes cans of soft drink, lemonade, carrot juice and 

apple juice. Thori was still complaining. Soon enough, they were out of town and arrived at the 

desert. Now, before you ask, no, it was not a sandy Sahara-like desert, but more of a hard-crackling-

land sort of desert. Hot and sick of being ignored, the hell-puppy bit into Loki’s left leg, catching the 

god by surprise. Loki screeched, kicking the fire-breathing dog away in reflex. “You’re wearing boots. 

That’s not fair! Carry me! Carry me! Or I’ll bite your leg off!” The puppy growled in an aggressive way. 

He was being serious, Loki could tell. The young god was forced to agree. After two and a half hours 

of limping, they finally arrived in the cave near Asgard, where Leah used to live.  

“Huh? Why are we here?” the little Hel-puppy asked. 

 “Well, I want to make a memorial of her. Maybe a runestone or something.” 

“Why?” 

“To immortalize her,” he replied softly. 

“But she’s dead!” this saddened the young god a little bit. 

“Not literally, you silly dog!” he muttered, petting the little hel-puppy; “It’s for us to remember her,” 

he forced a smile. Loki looked for a sharp rock, and with that he carved on a rock stuck to the ground; 

‘This was carved by Loki in memorial of the most awesome person in the whole nine realms, Leah of 

Hel.’ The little god stared at the work he has done. Something is missing. He tilted his head, before 

carving a picture, of him, Leah and Thori on the runestone 

“It’s so hot here,” the pup complained. 

“Well, Oklahoma isn’t exactly the coldest place in Midgard, not to mention that it’s currently 

summer here,” Loki replied. He sat down, leaning on the newly carved runestone. The god opened a 

can of the cold drink and chugged on it. The pup came over to the boy and rested on his lap. Loki let 

the pup have the last couple of licks from the can. Not long after, the little pup was asleep on his lap. 

He ran his hand through the pup’s fur a few times, but after a while, Loki carried him inside, where it 

was colder. Inside, it was pretty empty. There were many burn marks on the wall and there was 

remains of a fire in the middle. There were also some firewood , stacked neatly in a corner and some 

clothes folded neatly in one side. The young god put Thori in a comfortable position, near the dead 

fireplace and took off his own boots. Taking off his shoes was painful enough, but the view of his left 

leg a real pain for the eye. Of course, since he was not a midgardian, his healing factor worked faster 

compared to most human. Even so, this injury was... well, let’s just say it would need more than 

waiting to get the injury to close. Other than gaping wounds, there were burns on his leg. This was 

no surprise as all the hel-puppies he got breathed fire. The Jotun stood up with much trouble. He 

limped around, looking for a fabric of some sort to bandage his leg with. He found the old shirt that 



Leah would use at night. He ripped the fabric into long strips and set it aside. Next, he cleaned his 

injuries with one of the canned drinks he bought earlier. It was a great pain since he didn’t read what 

he poured onto his leg. It turned out to be lemonade. He cringed. Softly, he dabbed some dry fabric 

to his leg to clean off the remains of lemonade and blood (“I should’ve read the label first”). He 

covered the burns with the fabrics wetted with another canned drink, (this time it’s carrot juice) 

before tightly tying the strips of fabric on all the injuries to prevent any further blood loss. The young 

god still found it difficult to stand up and walk around. Maybe is for the best that he rest alongside 

Thori for now. 

What is this?  

Magpies, everywhere. 

Burning, every single one of them. 

Why, there’s only one left. 

Ikol? 

He woke up to the wet feeling on his cheek, then his nose, his left eye, his forehead, then a sharp 

feeling across his cheek. “Ouch!” It was Thori, trying to wake him up. His cheek burned for a bit. 

There was a drop of blood or two, but nothing too serious. “C-c-cold here! Make fire!” The pup 

complained again, clinging to his shirt. Loki let out a lazy, annoyed groan before getting up. The hel-

pup jumped off him. Sleepily, he took some wood.  Thori breathed fire on them, warming up the 

entire cave. The little pup sat near the fire. Loki rose to his feet and went outside, where it was 

colder. Loki never had a problem with cold weather. In fact, he liked it better than the smoldering 

heat of the sun, especially that he’s in a desert during summer. It was sunset, the view was quite 

extraordinary. He sat down on the ground, hugging his knees. Did he really disappear? He wondered 

about Ikol. “Well, that’s good! At least I can have a day for myself now,” the young god said, quite 

enthusiasticly as he lay down on the ground, just outside the cave entrance. 

Well, no one can blame him. He deserves a Summer Break after all. 

It wasn’t long, Loki began planning his ‘holiday’ already. “Hmm, alright. What about the city zoo?” 

He asked Thori. He was back in the cave, listing down recreational places he would like to visit. “Oh, 

and there’s also some Runestones and Asgardian artifacts somewhere in this city I hear! We have to 

go and check it out!” 

“Sure, as long as its fun. Oh, and inside a building since it’s real hot around here!” Thori yapped. He 

didn’t quite fancy the idea of going to outdoor places in summer, unless there’s something cold. 

Maybe that creamy ice that humans like to consume. He would even like some right now! 

“Hey, can we get that really nice creamy ice- thing again?” Thori asked, as nicely and sweetly as he 

could. Loki sighed.  

“Oh no, not now! It’s probably closed already. What about tomorrow?” Loki groans. 

“No, no! I want it now! 



“Tomorrow, I promise.” He grunted. 

“Fine! But keep your word, silvertongue.” 

“Alright, I promise, now be quiet!” 

The hel-pup kept quiet. He sat confidently near the fire, feeling accomplished that he had convinced 

Loki to get him ice cream.  They sat in that awkward silence for a few minutes until Loki decided he 

needed to get some air. 

“Hn? Where are you going?” Thori asked, panting excitedly. He could use a walk right now. 

“Just getting some air, stay there.” Thori obediently did so. Loki went out and stretched his arms for 

a little bit. It felt really nice, to get a break from all that’s happening. To get a break from all the 

drama back in Asgardia. Well, of course that is until he heard a familliar voice. 

“Hello again, Loki,” 

Ikol, What is that bird doing here? 

“I know you’re listening.” 

“So what?” He said, curtly. 

“I am not your enemy, Loki. We are the same person.” 

“I am not you! Just leave me alone, Mr. Magpie. All I want is a little summer break, like those 

Midgardian kids!” 

“You are different from them, you’re a lot of things, but normal isn’t one of it and neither is Good. 

Other than that, midgardian kids are resuming their study and their lives already. It’s not July 

anymore.” 

“Then I don’t want to be me. Leave me be, I deserve this.” 

The bird stopped arguing with him. It was no use. Instead, the magpie uses a different approach. 

“You’re going to the zoo?” 

“That’s none of your business.” 

“...” 

Seeing no purpose in talking with the young God, the magpie stayed quiet. The same goes for the 

little jotun, he decided to go around and collect firewood, to feed the fire later. He went around the 

cave to gather dried branches. Not long after, there are multiple bundles of firewood sitting in front 

of the cave. Tired enough, Loki sat down, leaning on the neatly stacked firewood. The magpie was 

still there, he noticed. Mr. Magpie stared at him intently. Setting aside his gaze towards the bird, 

Loki carried in the bundles of wood, one by one. There are 7 bundles in total, each one quite heavy. 

He stacked the bundles neatly on the corner along with the ones he and Leah gathered days before. 



He doesn’t plan on using those firewood. By the time he finished stacking up those bundles, Thori 

was sleeping soundly already. Waiting for tomorrow to come, Loki laid down next to Thori. 

He woke up to the dark cave. He sat up to see the hel-pup already awake. The magpie wasn’t 

anywhere near the cave, he noticed. 

Good.  

“Thori, let’s go to the zoo and get you some ice cream, how about that?” 

The hel-pup yapped happily before trotting to Loki’s feet, panting happily and swinging his tail back 

and forth. Loki ran in and took some money (as how he got his hands on the money, it was never 

questioned,) and went out, Thori following after him. As he stepped outside, he stopped for a while, 

letting his eyes adjust to the sunlight. 

“It’s so hot out here!” the hel-pup complained. 

“Well it’s summer, what did you expect? Don’t worry, we’re getting ice cream anyway right?” 

Thori’s ear stood up, and his tail wagging back and forth. He was finally getting some ice cream to 

statisfy his craving since yesterday. They went to the zoo and went around, looking at the animals. 

Loki has never seen some of these midgardian creatures before. Okay, maybe yes. From illustrations 

in books he read in the public library, but never for real. Thori and him marveled at all the animals of 

Midgard, enjoying their time. They went and looked at the elephants, lions, monkeys and many 

animals that we midgardians would find extremely common. Not forgetting his promise, he bought 

ice cream for both of them. Chocolate for Thori and mint for him (he chose it because it’s green. He 

didn’t really like it, but it’s not too bad.) Sitting on a bench, he held Thori’s ice cream for him. Many 

midgardians gave him confused glares. Apparently, dogs in Midgard are not supposed to eat 

chocolate. He was pretty surprised. All and all, it was a good day. After visiting a few other places, 

they decided to return home. On the way home, he brought bottles of water for tomorrow. 

“The thing with the long nose, it’s so funny!” Thori said excitedly. 

Loki was already bored of Thori’s continuous ranting about the animals in the zoo. They came home 

with less money, and four bottles of water. It was already dark when the two returned to the cave. 

Loki arranged the firewood he had gathered yesterday and Thori lit them up. Loki sat near the fire, 

his eyes adjusting to the light. It was only moments after when he realizes that Ikol was there. The 

young god scowled. 

“Did you do anything productive today?” the magpie said, mockingly. 

“No, and I wasn’t supposed to. This is a break for me,” he replied bluntly 

“Useless,” 

“I’m not! I can prove it to you, just you see!” 

“Oh, I can’t wait to see it!” The magpie said sarcastically.  

 



The next day, the raven-haired boy dragged along his dog to a flowershop. He bought countless 

amount of flowers of different colours and kind. The source of the money was never questioned. 

What are the flowers for? Even Ikol questioned him. With a giant bouquet of flower in his hands, the 

young god walked around the city. The roads were still empty, the flowers started to wilt from the 

extreme heat. He sat on a park bench, silently waiting. An upward crescent on his face, his brilliant 

white teeth showing. He grinned like an idiot. Loki himself never really fancied the heat of summer, 

but today something is bound to happen.  

 At around ten o’clock, people started emerging from their house. Loki would stand up and 

gave some of them flowers. ‘I’m gonna prove you wrong Mr. Magpie!’ He thought to himself. Some 

people were confused, other smiled at him while some simply ignored him. Thori helped him out, 

giving the flowers to random people. By noon, there were no more flowers, except two which he 

planned to keep for a reason. 

“It feels good doesn’t it? Doing random actions of Kindness,” Loki stated. 

“It’s okay I guess,” his dog replied. “I mean, I would enjoy destroying the city more and burning trees, 

but this is okay I guess.” 

Ikol stared at the two, amused. 

“Those flowers... Those midgardian would probably just throw them away. Why don’t you do 

something useful for once?” The magpie challenged him. To say the truth, Loki was a bit offended by 

this. Nevertheless, the took up that challenge and took a couple of minutes of thinking before he 

was ideastruck. 

Soon, he was across the street, helping out an old lady carry her shopping bags. Thori and Ikol stared 

at him, highly amused.  

“Well, he’s trying really hard isn’t he?” Ikol said. Thori was just plain confused by the young god’s 

actions. Soon, the raven-haired boy dragged his dog along to some cafes and ordered suspended 

coffees and snacks as well as a cup of iced vanilla latte for himself. Ikol didn’t understand how the 

whole “suspended food” works so Loki explained the concept to the magpie. 

“So basically, you pay for someone who is going to come there and ask for free food? That’s 

ridiculous! You can’t trust Midgardians with such things, they’ll just store the money away. I won’t 

help, I’m telling you.” The magpie said. 

“It will! I believe in them.” 

“Trust is a double-edged sword Loki. Both of us know that from experience.” 

The raven-haired boy could not counter that. He sighs. “Maybe you’re right.” He replied sadly, 

covering his face in disappointment. He sat on a bench, putting his half empty vanilla latte and one 

of the two last wilted flowers next to him. 

“Maybe I can’t be good. Maybe that’s just who I am.” 

“That’s not fully true—“ Thori said, stopping abruptly. 



“Look at me!” he growled. 

“I’m a miserable piece of Nothing!” He said, tossing his head cover off. 

“I can’t do anything good!” 

“I- I- Why does everything I do turn out wrong? Even with Thor, Leah, All-mothers, Father…” His 

voice cracked, tears roll down his cheek hopelessly as he ruffle his hair in distress. Both the magpie 

and the hel-pup stared at him sympathetically. 

“What did I ever do to deserve this?” He said, tossing his coffee receipt angrily to the ground. 

“Maybe I am ill-fated. Maybe you’re right, Mr. Magpie, I can’t be a good person.” He threw one of 

the half-wilted flower to the ground, stepping on it, ripping apart its dry petals. 

“Maybe- Maybe.... ugh!” He groaned as he pushes his half-empty vanilla latte drink, causing it to 

spill,drowning the soles of his boots. Both animals stayed quiet for a while, staring at him as the 

atmosphere gets heavier. None of them knew what to say. So instead, they let the young god settle 

himself down until he stopped trashing things around and has calmed down a bit. 

When Loki had calmed down a bit, he slumped his shoulders, covering his face with his hands, 

resting his elbow on his lap. The hel pup sat next to him on the ground “I think you did good, helping 

the Midgardians.” 

“Good? That’s good? I didn’t do anything for them! Everything I do is useless,” the boy answered 

sarcastically. 

“Well, you did help them... Or rather, try to help them. Isn’t it good enough? Besides, no one is ever 

going to be perfectly good. We all have monsters inside, no? Even Leah has some baddies in there, 

Thor too. No one is fully bad, nor fully good. You’re good enough already. Everyone is.” 

“Let’s just go and get milkshake or something,” The raven-haired boy answered, unenthusiastically.  

Now here he is, sitting in a milkshake bar in Oklahoma on a hot summers day. The boy slowly sipped 

his milkshake, his eyes were red and puffy, his hands grasping the glass tightly, although not tight 

enough to break it with his bare hands. Thori waited outside, again. Both Ikol and Loki glared at each 

other, until the magpie started talking. 

“That dog’s right. That was what I was trying to tell you. I am truthfully sorry, I never meant to push 

you off the edge like that, but I couldn’t find the words. But you understand now, no?” 

“That I can’t change myself, and that’s okay isn’t it?” Loki continued. 

“Yes, that’s right.” 

“I understand now, thank you. Really, no sarcasm, I promise! I get it now. I can’t change who I am, 

but that aside, you said there are more pressing issues, what are they?” He said, staring at the last 

wilted flower he held in his hand. He gently set it on the table, waiting for the magpie to answer. 

“We can’t talk here, let’s go somewhere else.” 



“Alright, but I need to do something first.” 

Loki took the last flower and went to pay his drink. He untied Thori’s leash from the pole and went 

back to the cave and put it by the inscription he made for Leah. He stared at the runestone for a 

while, until Ikol interrupted his thoughts. 

“Let’s go, Loki.” The magpie said.”I know where we should go.” The magpie said as it flapped his 

wings and flew in front of Loki, guiding him. 

“Alright then,” he muttered, following the magpie. 

It was a field, near the city. The grass were yellowish, but still pretty green. Loki sat on a large rock, 

his magpie on his shoulder. They could see birds, magpies, falling into from the sky, it’s feathers in 

flames. 

“Do you know the Magpie rhyme Loki?” Ikol asked, tilting its head a little to the side. 

“One for sorrow,  

two for joy 

 and three for a girl  

so on and on.” 

“You count the number of magpies and so predict the future. It’s wrong, a mistake, a failing of 

perspective. Humans see groups of magpies, magpies don’t. Magpies know they stand alone. It’s just 

that occasionally they stand alone in company.” 

“In truth, there’s only ever one magpie.” 

“There’s only ever one for sorrow.” 

There’s only sorrow for both of us. I know... I can’t change it. It’s alright though, I understand, I finally 

do. 

It’s a hot summer’s day, so I’ll enjoy it before it’s all over... For me at least. 

 

 

 


