Well autumn is come round again with cloud and rain and crisp cold mornings and mushrooms in the field! Or are they toadstools?
Thor and the Mushrooms

The clouds were low and down bellow

Thor looked out a peering

“My beard is wet with mist” he said

“And autumn days are nearing!”

So he climbed up to his seat

In the cloud where the wind blows free

With leather thong wound feet

“I wish for autumn food” said he

“Mushrooms I will eat!”

So putting down his iron crown 

His brows in autumn leaf

Took down his hammer iron strong

Mjööllnir - so many songs had sung

Made by dwarves in ages past

Built for war and forged to last

Strong runes about the handle

And got him to his smithy

Where armour made he and livery

Upon his stormy anvil

“Be gone you lords with broken swords

I crave the tender mushroom!”

His hammer swung the anvil rung

Bellow a thundering Boom!

His beard stuck out like a gargoyle spout

As ring after ring made he

The thunder rolled the anvil tolled

And glowed with mystery!

And then with a shout a crackling spout 

Of lightning flew bellow 

It scorched the turf and fertile earth 

And Behold! The mushrooms grow!

Thaw looked down with delight
A spawning sight and ran to fetch a basket

Trod a filigree stair of rainy air

All clad in leather weskit

He leaped over hills and misty dells

To where the mushrooms grew

The dew was white with lightning light

And found he not a few

But up they got the selfish lot

And with stealth ran to the side

All dark brow caps and poisonous wraps
Ran into deep grass to hide!

Thor cursed and cursed and stamped the worst 

He struck and called in vain

He hunted with a growing thirst till hunger was a pain

Then looking high to a lifting sky
Rain would cease its dropping 

Then up he went and bead he rent

For fear his stair was stopping

His mystery was misery 
He’d try again next year

So he laid his head on a cloudy bed

And dreamt of food so dear

While bellow in a ring the mushrooms sing

At him they laugh and jeer  
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