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The Potion of
 
Poetry

Adapted from a Norse myth by Chip Colquhoun & Amy Robison 
from their book The First King of England in a Dress

Illustration by Dave Hingley

The Viking gods lived in a hall 
among the clouds. Their king was 
Great Hunter Odin. One day at 
the start of time, Odin gathered 
all the gods and said, “Friends! It 
is time we invented stories!”

Odin’s wife Frigg said, “Why?”
Odin said, “So everyone 

remembers us!”

But Odin’s son Thor said, 
“What’s a story?”

“It’s a mix of creativity, 
memory, cleverness, and planning,” 
Odin said.

“That’s a mix of everything us 
gods do!” Thor said.

“Exactly!” Odin said. “Inventing 
stories will need a little bit of all 
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Their skin is yellow like earwax, hairy 
like a dog’s bottom, and smelly 
like a boot that hasn’t been taken 
off for six whole weeks. These two 
were called Stinker and Bogie.

Stinker found the three gold 
jugs. He peered inside. “Ey, Bogie!” 
he said. “It smells like da gods 
spitted in ‘ere!”

Bogie came over, his eyes 
wide. “Oo! Wha’sit taste like?”

Stinker scooped out a dollop 
of potion with his finger, and 
sucked it. “Tastes a bit like honey. 
But – oo, I do feel funny...”

Bogie scratched his nose. “Ey, 
Stinker. You just said ‘honey’ and 
then said ‘funny’. That were odd.”

Stinker rolled around for a 
bit, holding his tummy, then his 
throat, and finally his head. At last 
he stopped, stood up, and said,

I feel as clever as a god!
It seems I drank a magic drink
That’s given me the power to think,

of us. That’s why I’ve brought this 
bucket: we all need to spit in it!”

So they did. And because 
gods are as big as giants, they soon 
had a huge amount of spit.

You may think that’s 
disgusting. And it was. But Odin 
added some honey, stirred it up, 
and poured it into three golden 
jugs.

Then he told everyone, “By 
tomorrow, this mixture of god 
spit and honey will have made a 
potion. Anyone who drinks it will 
be able to create stories in all sorts 
of ways: music, poetry, dance... 
maybe one day writing, television, 
and computer games too, once 
those things have been invented!”

The gods went to bed excited, 
looking forward to drinking the 
potion in the morning.

But, that night, two trolls 
broke into Odin’s hall. They wanted 
to steal something pretty – like a 
gold jug.

Have you ever seen a troll? 
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Stinker put his hands on his 
hips.

I’ll yank your beard if this 
subject don’t change!

Bogie scratched his cheek. 
“Ey, Stinker. I said ‘strange’ and you 
said ‘change’. Do you fink you’ll 
rhyme wiv everyfink I say?”

Stinker sighed.

It looks as if it will be that way.
Now do shut up; give me a hand –
Let’s hide these jugs 
deep in the land!

Later, when the gods woke 
up, they were all shocked to find 
the potion was gone!

Odin commanded everyone, 
“Search the land! Our potion must 
be found!”

Odin himself began looking 
around for the lost potion. He didn’t 
stop for three days. At the end of 
those days, he was near some big 

Create, remember, plot, 
and scheme –

The skills of every bad 
guy’s dream!

Bogie was amazed. “Dat’s 
great, brother. Can I ‘ave some?”

But Stinker shook his head.

No! You can’t! You’re 
far too dumb!

I’m the oldest, and I’m the worst –
On top of that, I found them first.
These golden jugs, one 
two and three,

From this day on belong to me!

Bogie scratched his head. “Ey, 
Stinker. I said ‘some’ and you said 
‘dumb’. Dat were weird.”

Stinker rolled his eyes.

Not as weird as your 
bent green beard!

Bogie scratched his chin. “Ey, 
Stinker. I said ‘weird’ and you said 
‘beard’. Dat were strange.”
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hills when he noticed a yellow log 
– so he decided to sit and rest.

“Oy! Gerroff!”
Odin stood and looked down. 

It seemed he had just sat on a 
sleeping troll.

Straight away, Odin knew 
something wasn’t right. Trolls 
normally slept in caves or under 
bridges – not next to big hills. 
He also knew trolls liked stealing 
things. And he knew trolls weren’t 
always honest.

But Odin also knew trolls 
could be pretty silly. So he started 
by saying, “Oh, sorry. I didn’t see 
you there. What’s your name?”

You’ve probably guessed the 
troll’s name, haven’t you? “Bogie,” 
Bogie said.

“What are you doing here?”
“Nuffink.”
Odin raised an eyebrow. 

“’Nuffink’? That’s what trolls 
say when they’re trying to hide 
something, isn’t it.”

Bogie looked worried. “Is it? 
Oh. In dat case, I mean, sumfink.”

Odin nodded. “I see. ‘Sumfink’ 
is what trolls say when they’re 
hiding something close by, isn’t it.”

Bogie bit his nails. “Is it? In dat 
case, I mean, anyfink.”

“Right,” Odin said. “‘Anyfink’ is 
what trolls say when they’re hiding 
something in a hill right next to 
them, isn’t it.”

Bogie whined. “Is it?! In dat 
case, I mean, everyfink!”

“Thank you!” Odin said. 
“’Everyfink’ is what trolls say when 
they want you to take a look inside 
the hill next to them, isn’t it! Well 
then, I’d better take a look inside 
this one...”

“No!” Bogie said, and jumped 
in Odin’s way. “You can’t do dat! 
Besides, dere’s nuffink inside diss 
hill.”

“Really? Then why won’t you 
let me look inside it?”

“Coz... I’m trying to help you! 
I’m trying to stop you wasting your 
time.”
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If the hole was really small, he 
thought, it would be too dark for 
Odin to see anything. He decided 
that Odin would be easily tricked 
into thinking the hill was empty – 
and so he used his blade to drill a 
small hole in the side of the hill.

It was about as wide as your 
wrist – and of course it was very, 
very dark. After about a minute, 
Bogie stepped back. “Go on, den: 
blow!”

Odin blew into the hole – 
and loads of dust came out. “The 
hill must be hiding something,” 
he said, “or there wouldn’t be any 
dust! I’m going to get the rest of 
the gods...”

“Wait!” Bogie said. “Maybe 
I din’t drill far enuff. Let me keep 
going...”

Bogie drilled deeper for 
another minute, then invited Odin 
to take another blow. Once again, 
a cloud of dust burst out from the 
hillside.

Odin shrugged. “Oh, I won’t 
mind. Digging into hills is a hobby 
of mine.”

Now Bogie pulled a long blade 
out from the side of his shorts. “I 
can’t let you...”

Odin quickly held up his 
hands. Normally he was strong 
enough to fight a troll, but he 
had just been walking around for 
three days – so he was tired, and 
he knew that meant he might get 
badly hurt.

Plus, if you start fighting one 
troll, other trolls will soon come 
along. Odin didn’t want to be 
outnumbered – especially when 
he didn’t yet know if Bogie was 
guarding the potion of poetry.

So instead, Odin said, “Alright, 
alright. Just prove to me that the 
hill is empty, and I’ll go. Drill a really 
small hole through the hill – all the 
way to the other side – and if I can 
blow through the hole, I’ll know 
you’re telling the truth.”

Bogie’s tiny little brain 
thought about this for a moment. 
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In a flash... he turned into a 
snake!

Bogie took no notice of the 
snake slithering towards that little 
hole he’d just made in the side of 
the hill. Instead, he sat on the grass, 
looking forward to telling Stinker 
about how he’d tricked the Great 
Hunter Odin.

Snake Odin slipped into the 
hole, wriggled through it, and soon 
popped out in an underground 
cave. In there was a girl troll – Odin 
could tell it was a girl troll, because 
it was slightly less hairy – and beside 
her were Odin’s three golden jugs.

Snake Odin transformed back 
into Great Hunter Odin.

The girl troll screamed: 
“Daaaaaaaddeeeeeeeee...!”

Odin held up his hand. 
“Silence! Do you know who I am?”

The girl troll shook her head.
“I am Great Hunter Odin, king 

of the Viking gods. Who are you?”
The troll bowed. “My name is 

Hilda. I’m the daughter of the troll 
called Stinker.”

“You’re lying to me!” Odin 
said. “I’m off to get the other gods 
now...”

“No!” Bogie said. “It must be 
just a little way more. Hold on...”

Bogie drilled even deeper for 
one more minute, then let Odin 
take another blow.

This time, there was no dust.
“See?” Bogie said. “I’s drilled 

right froo de hill. Dere’s nuffink 
inside.”

Odin smiled. He knew Bogie 
hadn’t drilled all the way through 
the hill – that would have taken 
ages. But if no dust was blowing 
out, that meant Bogie must have 
drilled into a secret space inside 
the hill.

For now, though, Odin just 
said, “Thank you, Bogie. I believe 
you. I’ll be on my way. Have a good 
day.”

Odin walked around a corner. 
He checked that Bogie couldn’t 
see him – and then he put his arms 
by his sides, poked out his tongue, 
and said, “Hisssssssss...”
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in the clouds. How would you carry 
them now? You’ve only got two 
hands!”

Odin smiled, and said, “That is 
an easy one!”

In a flash, Odin turn into a 
huge bird with a long beak: a giant 
pelican! The pelican’s beak had a 
sack underneath it (where your chin 
would be if you were a pelican).

Pelican Odin flew to each of 
the jugs in turn, and sucked the 
potion into his sack.

Just as he sucked up the last 
drop, though, the hill opened. In 
jumped Stinker, along with an army 
of about ten other trolls – and the 
hill closed above them.

All the trolls held long sharp 
blades. Stinker was at the front, 
grinning.

Welcome Odin, you fine ol’ chap –
You’ve landed right 
here in my trap!

Now you’ll meet my hungry clan...
Tonight we’ll all eat pelican!

“These three golden jugs 
belong to me. Do you know who 
stole them?”

The troll’s cheeks went red. 
“Daddy did, with Uncle Bogie. 
Please, Mister Odin – I don’t mean 
you no harm. But now I’ve called 
Daddy’s name, he’ll be here soon!”

Odin looked around. “This 
secret lair must have a way out. 
Where is it?”

Hilda pointed up. “The top 
of the hill opens, but only when 
Daddy says the word: ‘orange’.”

Odin frowned. “That’s a 
strange secret word.”

“Daddy chose it because it 
only works when he says it. But 
because he drunk your potion, he 
has to rhyme with the last thing 
anyone has said – and Daddy thinks 
nothing rhymes with ‘orange’.”

Odin thought really hard, but 
even he couldn’t think of a single 
word that rhymed with ‘orange’.

“Besides,” Hilda said, “Daddy 
needed Uncle Bogie’s help to carry 
all three jugs away from your hall 
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Instantly, the hill opened 
again – and, like a bolt of lightning 
with feathers, Pelican Odin shot 
into the sky. Behind him came a 
furious roar, as Stinker watched 
the pelican soar...

See how I rhymed that 
bit at the end?

That’s ‘cause Odin 
was everyone’s friend.

He shared that potion 
with folks like you and me

So we can share tales, 
and music – and poetry.

And soon, of course, 
the world overflowed in

Stories about 
the Great Hunter Odin.

Odin gulped. Not because he 
was scared, though. He was actually 
swallowing just a little drop of the 
poetry potion...

And, as he did, an idea popped 
into his head.

He said,

Alright Stinker, you win – I agree.
But can you answer one 
question for me?

What word will move your 
magic door hinge?

Stinker’s face suddenly 
screwed up, like a cow pat melting 
in the sun. He bit his lip and held 
his breath – until, when he couldn’t 
hold it any longer, he had to blurt 
out,

IT MOVES WHENEVER I 
UTTER ‘ORANGE’!

To listen along with this story, 
download the

Epic Storytime Podcast
using your favourite podcast app

or by visiting www.epictales.co.uk


