
 

The Cat That Wasn't 

Thor grunted, his muscles straining as he tried to lift the enormous gray cat lounging in the hall 
of Útgarða-Loki.  The cat looked up at him lazily, its golden eyes glimmering with amusement.  
Despite Thor's immense strength, he could only manage to raise one paw a few inches off the 
ground.  The giants in the hall chuckled, their laughter echoing off the stone walls.  Thor 
scowled, furious at their mockery. 

Later, as Thor and his companions prepared to leave Útgarða-Loki's castle, the giant king 
revealed the truth.  "That was no ordinary cat," he said with a sly grin.  "It was Jörmungandr, the 
World Serpent, disguised by my magic.  You did not merely lift a paw; you stretched the serpent 
so high that it nearly touched the heavens.  A feat worthy of the gods." 

Thor’s anger flared, and he swung his hammer at Útgarða-Loki, but the giant vanished along 
with his castle, leaving Thor standing in an empty field. 

Jörmungandr slithered away from Jotunheim after the encounter, still cloaked in the guise of a 
cat.  He had grown curious about this new form and decided to explore Midgard further.  For 
centuries, he wandered unnoticed among humans, basking in their warmth and peculiar affection 
for cats. 

Eventually, Jörmungandr found himself in a quiet American suburb.  One evening, a 
middle-aged couple spotted him lounging on their porch.  "Look at this beauty!"  Karen 
exclaimed as she bent down to pet him.  "He’s so big—he must be a Maine Coon!" 

Dave chuckled.  "Or part panther."  He reached out cautiously to scratch behind Jörmungandr’s 
ears.  The serpent-turned-cat purred—a sound that resonated like distant thunder. 

Karen and Dave adopted him without hesitation, naming him "Whiskers."  Jörmungandr found 
their home comfortable and their offerings of tuna and chicken far superior to scavenging in 
rivers or seas.  He decided to stay. 

Years passed, and Whiskers became a fixture of suburban life.  Karen and Dave marveled at his 
intelligence and longevity but chalked it up to good genes.  At first, Whiskers watched their lives 
unfold with quiet amusement.  Birthdays, holidays, arguments over bills—all seemed trivial 
compared to the cosmic battles he had once fought.  Yet as the years passed, he found himself 
drawn to these moments:  Karen's laughter at a poorly-timed joke during dinner, Dave's 
triumphant cheer when his team won a football game, even their occasional arguments—messy 
and unimportant though they seemed—contained a warmth and vitality that his old life had never 
offered.  Slowly, without realizing it, Whiskers began to care—not for their world as a whole, but 
for their world, the small orbit of two humans who loved him unconditionally. 

It was Whiskers’ third Christmas with Karen and Dave when something unexpected happened.  
As they decorated their modest tree with twinkling lights and mismatched ornaments collected 
over years of holidays together, Karen pulled out three stockings instead of two. 
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"One for you," she said cheerfully to Dave as she hung his stocking by the fireplace.  "One for 
me."  Then she held up a third stocking—a small red one embroidered with paw prints—and 
turned toward Whiskers. 

"And one for you," she said softly. 

Dave laughed as Karen carefully hung Whiskers’ stocking next to theirs.  "You’re spoiling him," 
he teased. 

Karen shrugged with a grin.  "He deserves it." 

Whiskers watched from his perch on the armchair with narrowed eyes that glimmered faintly in 
the soft glow of Christmas lights.  At first, he dismissed it as another trivial human ritual—like 
birthdays or arguments over bills—but as Karen stepped back to admire her work, something 
stirred within him. 

The stocking wasn’t just an object; it was for him.  It represented something deeper than food or 
comfort—it was an acknowledgment that he belonged here. 

On Christmas morning, Karen and Dave took turns opening gifts while Whiskers lounged nearby 
on his favorite cushion.  Then Karen knelt by his stocking and pulled out its contents: a bag of 
treats shaped like fish and a small plush toy shaped like a serpent. 

"Look what Santa brought you!" she said brightly as she placed them in front of him. 

Whiskers stared at the toy for several moments before batting it lightly with one paw—a 
deliberate gesture rather than his usual indifferent swipes at objects that annoyed him.  He 
sniffed at the treats before nibbling one experimentally. 

Karen beamed.  "I think he likes it!" 

Dave chuckled from across the room.  "Of course he does—he’s spoiled rotten." 

But Whiskers wasn’t thinking about being spoiled or indulged; instead, he felt something 
unfamiliar yet oddly satisfying—a sense of belonging that transcended creature comforts or 
cosmic significance.  For centuries, Jörmungandr had been defined by destiny—by his role in 
Ragnarök and his enmity with Thor—but here in this small suburban home surrounded by 
warmth and laughter, he had found something entirely different: free will paired with joy in 
simple things. 

Whiskers became more than just Karen and Dave's pet; he became part of their family.  He 
cherished quiet mornings spent curled up on Karen's lap and evenings watching TV beside Dave.  
Yet, despite his growing contentment in this domestic life, at times glimpses of Whiskers' true 
nature surfaced, leaving Karen and Dave puzzled by his unusual behavior.   
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During thunderstorms, while most cats hid under beds or behind curtains, Whiskers would leap 
onto the windowsill and hiss at the sky with ferocity unmatched by any feline.  His growls 
rumbled like distant thunder themselves, unsettling Karen and Dave. 

"He's so weird during storms," Karen said one evening as lightning flashed outside. 

Dave nodded as Whiskers puffed up his fur and let out another guttural growl.  "It's like he's 
challenging the weather."  Karen laughed nervously but couldn’t shake the feeling that Whiskers 
wasn’t just reacting—he was remembering something far older than their little suburban home. 

Whiskers also displayed hunting skills far beyond those of an ordinary house cat.  While most 
cats chased mice or birds in gardens, Whiskers preferred larger prey—moles burrowing deep 
underground. 

Karen often found him sitting motionless near molehills in the backyard, staring intently at the 
earth as if listening for vibrations no human could hear.  Then, with lightning speed and 
precision, he would strike.  His paw would plunge into the soil, emerging with a mole squirming 
helplessly in his grasp.  This display of hunting prowess contrasted sharply with his typically 
lazy demeanor indoors. 

One day, Whiskers brought a mole to Dave.  “Who is our little apex predator?”  Dave praised 
him while rubbing his head to get him to drop the still-living mole.  Whiskers relented and 
surrendered his conquest.  

Karen swooped in to take the mole back outside while Dave plied Whiskers with treats.  "More 
like our not-so-tiny monster!"  Karen joked.  Whiskers flicked his tail indignantly but 
relented—after all, he had already asserted dominance over Midgard’s burrowing creatures for 
another day and the treats were good. 

Despite Whiskers' regal demeanor, there were moments when Karen and Dave treated him like 
any other cat—and moments when they noticed peculiarities they couldn’t quite explain. 

One recurring observation was Whiskers’ breath after eating.  Karen wrinkled her nose one 
evening as she leaned down to pet him after dinner.  "Ugh!  Tuna breath!  It’s so strong!" 

Dave laughed from across the room.  "That’s not tuna breath—that’s dragon breath!" 

Karen chuckled but couldn’t shake how oddly sharp and acrid Whiskers’ breath smelled 
sometimes.  The vet said his teeth were remarkably healthy, but there it was.  Unbeknownst to 
them, Whiskers’ venomous essence still lingered beneath his glamored form.  His breath carried 
faint traces of poison potent enough to kill gods—a detail he hoped would forever escape their 
notice. 

Whiskers found himself drawn into more of Karen and Dave's routines.  One autumn Sunday, 
Dave settled onto the couch, wearing his favorite New York Giants jersey, a bowl of chips at his 
side.  To Karen's surprise, Whiskers jumped up next to Dave, curling into a tight ball of fur. 
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"Well, would you look at that," Karen said, smiling.  "Looks like you've got a football buddy." 

Dave chuckled, reaching out to scratch Whiskers behind the ears.  "Maybe he just likes the 
colors of my jersey." 

As the game progressed, the Giants built up a comfortable lead.  Dave was in high spirits, 
occasionally sharing his excitement with Whiskers, who seemed unusually attentive to the TV 
screen.  But in the fourth quarter, things started to unravel.  The opposing team mounted a 
comeback, chipping away at the Giants' lead with each play. 

Whiskers' tail began to twitch irritably.  When the Giants' quarterback threw an interception, 
Whiskers let out a low growl that startled both Karen and Dave. 

"Did he just...growl at the TV?"  Karen asked, incredulous. 

Dave nodded, equally surprised.  "I think he did.  Maybe that play was so bad even a cat could 
tell it was the wrong call." 

As the final seconds ticked away and the Giants' defeat was sealed, Whiskers stood up, stretched, 
and jumped off the couch with an annoyed flick of his tail. 

"Oh my," Karen laughed.  "I think he's actually upset about the game!" 

Dave shook his head in amusement.  "Well, misery loves company.  At least I've got a cat who 
shares my pain." 

"Or," Karen suggested with a grin, "maybe he's just a really good judge of talent and can't stand 
to see sloppy play." 

Whiskers' interest in television wasn't limited to football games.  One evening while Dave and 
Karen were watching television together, Karen flipped on a Marvel movie featuring Loki—the 
trickster god who had once been Jörmungandr’s father in another life.  Whiskers perked up 
immediately at Loki’s appearance on screen.  His green eyes narrowed. 

When Loki smirked and made an offhand comment about serpents during one scene, Whiskers 
batted at the screen with surprising force, nearly knocking over the television. 

"Whoa!  Calm down there!"  Dave laughed as he steadied it. 

Karen shook her head with a smile.  "I guess he doesn’t like Loki." 

Whiskers settled back onto his haunches but kept glaring at the screen with an intensity that 
made Karen pause for just a moment before brushing it off as another quirk of her strange but 
beloved pet. 
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As the credits rolled later that night and Karen scratched behind his ears absentmindedly, 
Whiskers purred deeply—a sound that echoed faintly like thunder on distant horizons.  Ragnarök 
could wait; for now, Jörmungandr was content to live among humans who adored him—even if 
they occasionally complained about his tuna breath or misunderstood his disdain for Loki on TV 
screens.  He had once encircled all of Midgard, his presence shaping tides and storms—but now 
he encircled something far smaller yet infinitely more precious: the quiet orbit of two humans 
who had unknowingly taught him that even chaos could find peace. 
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