%

1 -
- - B
- o s
LA ) < ~
~ TYN - : .
L R N o

: R /

L %\ _.ww ﬁrr& : .
i “ ™ 2 =3
A\ £0 V= q \P%
s

A, — M









LOUIE STOWELL




This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places and incidents
are either the product of the author’s imagination or, if real,
used fictitiously. All statements, activities, stunts, descriptions,
information and material of any other kind contained herein are
included for entertainment purposes only and should not be relied
on for accuracy or replicated as they may result in injury.

First published 2025 by Walker Books Ltd
87 Vauxhall Walk, London SE11 5H]

24681097531
© 2025 Louie Stowell

The right of Louie Stowell to be identified as author of this work
has been asserted in accordance with the Copyright, Designs
and Patents Act 1988

EU Authorized Representative: HackettFlynn Ltd, 36 Cloch Choirneal,
Balrothery, Co. Dublin, K32 C942, Ireland
EU@walkerpublishinggroup.com

This book has been typeset in Autumn Voyage, Avenir,
Bembo, Blackout, Cabazon, ITC American Typewriter,
Liquid Embrace, Neato Serif, Open Sans, Times and WB Loki

Printed and bound by CPI Group (UK) Ltd, Croydon CRO 4YY

All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced,
transmitted or stored in an information retrieval system in any
form or by any means, graphic, electronic or mechanical, including
photocopying, taping and recording, without prior written permission
from the publisher. Additionally, no part of this book may be used
or reproduced in any manner for the purpose of training artificial
intelligence technologies or systems, nor for text and data mining.

British Library Cataloguing in Publication Data:
a catalogue record for this book is available
from the British Library

ISBN 978-1-5295-1581-7
ISBN 978-1-5295-3451-1 exclusive edition

www.walker.co.uk

VA

| 3

FEC
e eama e
WALKER MLx
BOOKS B | Sapyenteng

[ e
FOCT L013804



To Karen, 30d of
chickens, Siant rabbits
and, of course, love.
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About this book

I am, Loki, the trickster and the greatest of all the gods.

Correction. You are a minor god at best.

Mortals hardly even worshipped you.

Their loss, the ungrateful swines! But you have
performed your function, Diary. | wanted to show that
this magical diary corrects me any time | stray from
the strict and unlovely truth.

In addition, this diary gives me virtue points when

I perform good deeds, and cruelly rips them from me

when | do anything fun.

ok, anathinﬂ BAD.
Now, what HAVE
| been wp to?
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Odin banishes me
to Earth for m
so-called crimes.

I am lumbered
with a fake famil
and a faKe name
{*“Liam”).

/—/ Heimdall HurroKKin Thor
It gets worse. J

| must aqo to
mortal child\]ail‘

(Theg FINALLY|
calli A RAINBOWI
school.)

Giants
attack
but we

| make TWO friends! WINI

Valerie Georﬂina




| fall wnder an
evil curse.

My friend
Valerie helps
me break it!

An elf
challenﬁes

Oh, and

He agrees giants KEEP
to a truce, .
hewl attacij
prew: GET A
NEW HOBBY.

GIANTSI

What next? Twrn over to discover...
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2 Day One: O
Tisswes = ThllI’Sda:y :
LOKIVIRTUE SCORE ORLVS:
Which was where you ended up after your
duel shenanigans with Vinir last month. D

My name is Loki, and | am dying. As the end approaches,
my breath is short and my lungs are wracked with
piteous coughs. Alas, | fear this puny mortal body is
finally giving up on me. Farewell, dear Diary. | depart

this realm for ... | know not where. | die... | die... I...

Correction. You are not dying. You have what

mortals refer to as “a bit of a cold”,

But it FEELS as though | am dying. My head is full

of a cruel, hot fog! Foul liquids stream from my nose!

l card
8 o 17 breadel
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Who knew this small body could create so much

nostril juice? Is my mortal brain in fact a reservoir of

the yellow bile mortals now call snot?

Days | have lain abed, wallowing in suffering and

sorrow! | have never known such exquisite anguish

in all my many thousands of years.
Not even that time | had to make
the giant Skadi laugh. (Long story,
involves me being hilarious, a goat,
and a considerable amount of
personal pain. I'll tell you when |
am not wracked with pestilence.)
But life is not without its
sunshine. One advantage of being

so close to death is that | get to miss

school.

|
SPELLING

PSHE
ART

v\
Thursday

L.
| o

The many horrors { am
avoiding in M educational
prison by virtwe of ™y
cascading snot
Another compensation
for my suffering is the fact
that my fake parents have

been bringing me many
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snacks, including foods | would not usually be allowed
to eat at meals. Even Thor came to see how | was and
did not fart on my head.

Once well enough to leave my bed, | lay groaning
on the sofa. Heimdall permitted that | watch (in his
words) “as much television as you want as long as you
stop wiping snot on the cushions”.

Perhaps | should try to be ill more often.

Hi, ’m here to
lick all your most
Pestilent swriaces.

FACTORY

=

J U

But that is where the sunshine ends and a bitter,
poisonous rain descends. The poison in question? My
enemy Vinir who has been living with us ever since he
was banished from the elven realms. (Vinir recently
tried to murder me using magic. So this is NOT an

irrational hatred on my part.) My der

e

-

wand
1

Muwrder
elf in
disguise

19




Hyrrokkin created a pocket dimension bedroom

for Vinir to live in, so at least | do not have to share

my room. A
3y

LOKI’S ROOM: KEEP QU
ESPECIALLY MURBPER ELVES

((

- M
e .
While he no longer harbours murderous intent,
having your enemy live beneath your roof is deeply &
unfair. He has been in my dwelling for many centuries. 8

Well, it FEELS like centuries, for every day he

heaps new miseries upon me.

WANTED

VINIR. “ALFIE” VOLUNDSSON
For the followinﬂ crimes:

Singing lowd elvish ballads about
evisceration before 8 am., 30"‘3 on
and on about his dad antil l am so
bored | could die, clmmmﬂ ™y hair s
less than superbl styled, swearing

at me in Elvish thmkina I don’t
wnderstand, to\lKir\g when Celebritn
_’_‘_____."'_" Passion Island is on. Now | will never

T find out why Cheryl didn’t go to the

Datm(j Bower with Chadl




In a twist | did NOT predict, Vinir's monstrous
presence has prompted a new appreciation for Thor.

He may be a flatulent beast, but at least he does

not hog the bathroom in the mornings. How long

does an elf in mortal form really need to do his hair?
( bareltj

He already wakes up looking as if he’s beenin a washl

hairdresser’s chair for several hours!

NO ONE HAS
BETTER HAIR
THAN




Day Two:

Friday

LOKIVIRTUE SCORE ORLVS:

You’ve been in bed so unable to cause trouble.

When | woke up, | felt fine but - in order to avoid
school - | pretended that | was still pestilent.
Soon, Hyrrokkin came in and presented me with

a delicious-looking breakfast on a tray.

ltems that should
/ not g0 toSether
swch as s rup
and sausaqes but
do becawse it’s
breakfast. This
is the law of the
mortals in this
reﬂion of Midﬂard,
and who am |
to C{/\Lestion this

delicious law?
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“There you go, little Loki,” she said, laying it gently
on my lap.

I eyed her suspiciously. “You don't usually make
me breakfast, never mind deliver it to my room. You
usually point at the toaster and say, ‘You have legs,
don't you?™

Hyrrokkin gestured towards my face. “I'm just glad
to see you looking pinker in the cheeks.”

“Qh, but I'm definitely still very ill,” | said, with a
giant sniff. “Far, far too ill for school.”

“"What a shame,” said Vinir, who was leaning in the

door frame, watching me.

Youw must have become confused durinﬁ
your sickness, becauwse todaU s a
Saturdatj and there is no school.

And what do you know, | was miraculously cured.




Or | was until Hyrrokkin said, “Actually it's Friday.”

Vinir gave the nastiest, prettiest elvish smile.
\Wisr

: ? “0Oh, so it is,” he said innocently. "My mistake.”

/-: I tried to crawl back into bed after Vinir's cruel

b

/ l AN . L

\ trick, claiming that | was overcome once more by

sickness, but Hyrrokkin did not believe me.
“"When you finish your breakfast, you

must get dressed and go to school,” she said.

I cursed my blushingly beautiful skin!

| should have Known b your pinK
cheeks that you were fakir\ﬁl

But most of all, | cursed Vinir.

At school, my best friend Valerie offered to
help me catch up on the lessons | had missed, so |
graciously copied all her work, because | am a good

friend and like to please her.

That’s NOT what | Mear\D

It was helpful of her to relieve

my academic burden and allow
me to focus on what mattered:

removing Vinir from my life.

24




My first thought was to frame him for a crime,
such as setting fire to the school.
Surely then he would be sent far, far away?

Perhaps even banished?

M A

I suggested this to Valerie while glaring at Vinir
across the classroom.

Valerie pointed out that people may get hurt if |
did that, but | assured her | would do it when no ane
was around because | am a Good God now and avoid
things like burning people alive in flaming infernos.

“It wouldn't even work,” said Valerie. “The last
time someone set fire to the school, it was you. And
all they did was give you detention.”

This was a good point. Detention would only keep
Vinir away from the house for a few hours, when |
needed him gone for good.

I suggested a few other less school-based crimes

I could frame him for, such as bank robbery or

wombat smuggling, but Valerie vetoed them all.
“Everyone would always suspect you over

Vinir. Do you remember the time someone else

stole Thor's hammer and everyone thought it

was you?”

LOKI WAS FRAMED!

——
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Forget? How could | forget! The injustice was
burned upon my mind like a brand!

“This is profoundly irritating,” | said, sighing at
my lack of progress with Operation Remove Vinir.

“Irritating... That's an idea,” said Valerie, half

talking to herself.

You couwld irritate him so much
that he qets furiows and lashes
out maaically, revealing his powers.
THEN the SOdS would punish him.

As soon as she said it, Valerie looked as though
she regretted it.

“Wait, I'm not sure that's a good idea,” she said,
clearly having a moment of self-doubt, as mortals
often do.

“Do not put yourself down, Valerie Kerry, Best
Friend of Liam Smith!” | said, patting her on the
shoulder. “It is an EXCELLENT idea.”

As | began to put Operation Remove Vinir into
practice, | started small. His temper is fiery and | did
not want him to murder me. (He has, after all, tried

before.)
Vinir’s tﬁpical
mood

3
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And in PE...

In French...

Vinir’s
MU worK “UFf

zper\cil L h ii
L:jj i
N\~
Bums l =

All to no avail. Vinir ignored my recorder playing

with a mere frown. He rubbed out my bums. He
skipped elegantly over my leg without tripping.
I had to raise my game. What would truly light the

fuse of his rage? .
K...
T BOOM|
Tick_. b -é
TicK... m





