
The Dressing up Box 

They lived in an ordinary street, in an ordinary house, unaware of what was about to happen.  

“I make a great Viking!” announced Eric to his dog. Bolt sat next to the dressing up box wagging his 

tail. Leaning forward a tingling sensation began in Eric`s fingertips. It grew uncontrollably. It took 

over him. Holding Bolt close, they disappeared! 

AD 987, Denmark 

Landing harshly on the ground, Eric saw a bright light. He felt immense heat. There was a fire! 

“There`s another one for the pens. “A gruff voice shouted, like it was obvious. 

“Get him then.” Came another voice. 

“There`s a dog too.” Exclaimed the first voice. 

“We`ll take them both. “ Was the answer. 

As Eric was hauled to his feet, his hands were tied-the rope ripping his skin. Bolt was shoved into a 

sack and they were both thrown onto a cart with other unfortunate men.  

Two guards jumped on, swords unsheathed, both snarling. As the cart began moving, Eric began 

worrying. What`s happening? Where am I? Where are we going? When he began talking the guards 

silenced him with a punch to the guts. 

Settling down for a well-deserved rest Eric’s mind drifted away from the events of the day. 

“FIRE! FIRE!” Eric awoke at the noise of screaming. Two of the pitiful men had arrows in their chest. 

Showers of spears rained down just missing him but cutting his ropes. He dived for Bolt. Instead of 

sweat blood ran down his arm 

More arrows rained down but this time at the many guards. Every one of them was cut down in 

seconds. Eric broke into a run, Bolt at his heels. The attackers were appearing from the shadows 

hauling the poor people back onto the cart. They began towards him. He started sprinting. He 

crashed into a tree. Everything went blurry. “He belongs in the royal cart. “ Was the last Eric heard, 

before everything went black. 

When Eric awoke he saw many people on their knees. The young boy was perplexed. They were 

bowing to him!  

“I`m no King.” Protested Eric. 



“You are young boy.” Insisted one of the many people worshipping. “You are wearing the clothes of 

Thor, God of Thunder.” 

“I am not. I am just a boy named Eric who is originally from the future. These clothes are not my 

usual ones. At home I would wear. Who even is Thor?” the young boy replied. 

“What in the name of Odin is he doing here?! He`s most definitely one of those English scoundrels.” 

“There`s only one solution. Get him out and use him as a target, men.”   One of the muscly men 

shouted. 

As Eric struggled and kicked to get away, he remembered that Bolt was by the throne. He whistled 

and hoped he would get a reply. He was in luck. Bolt came charging through the crowd knocking the 

men who were attempting to hold the squirming Eric still. Eric took his chance and ran Bolt hot on 

his heels.  The two friends made an escape. The still startled men began sprinting in pursuit. Eric and 

Bolt ran into a ghostly forest, not looking back, making many twists and turns. Reality struck them. 

How were they going to get home..? 
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