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			chapter 1 
Trolls in Harm’s Way

			
				
				

			

			In the tiny village of Mayfield, where everyone knows everyone else, Tiara and Tamara were known as the ‘little imps.’ They did everything together, which is how they were going to recite their poem, Thankful Song, to the village gathering. 

			Tammy, as everyone called her, was dressed in a pale yellow tunic that looked stylish with her long green hair combed in a perfect point high above her head. Tiara was dressed in a pale green tunic that looked elegant with her long yellow hair, combed in a perfect point high above her head. So the twins were coordinated today, just like every other day. 

			They didn’t always dress in this green/yellow, yellow/green pattern. In fact, Tammy and Tiara were the only trolls who liked to change their hair color every now and then. They used their moonstones to do this, which many trolls thought a big waste of time and energy. 

			Some did not think much of this hair-color-changing that the girls did, except when they needed to talk to one girl or the other, and they couldn’t remember what color hair to look for. This made the girls giggle secretly. 

			Some others disapproved of the idea of changing the hair color.

			“When I was a young girl,” said Mathilda, “we would never have dreamed of doing such a thing.” 

			“What did you dream of doing?” Tammy asked.

			This caused her to sniff in indignation and turn to her companions. “Such insolence was never tolerated in my day.” And her companions nodded in agreement. 

			But it was late springtime, and Tammy and Tiara thought that the green/yellow yellow/green designs were perfect for their special poem for the Spring Festival. There were whispers of approval among the trolls of Mayfield as they walked up to the stage.

			Mayor Omudu stepped to the center of the stage and raised his hands for silence from the crowd gathered in the meadow. 

			“Welcome citizens. I am proud to commence the festivities of the Spring Fling. First we present Tamara and Tiara with a poem composed especially for this occasion.”

			The trolls applauded, and Mayor Omudu looked up and waved a hand at a robin on a branch above the stage. “You may begin.” And the robin began singing as Tammy walked onto the stage from the left and Tiara walked on from the right. 

			They met in the middle, joined hands smiling, and then turned to the audience, keeping one hand joined to her sister’s. As they recited the poem, Tammy began, and Tiara spoke the second line, and back and forth they went.
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			Long ago in ages past

			Each troll would have a moonstone

			The magic from the special gems

			Would keep us young and strong

			In times between then and now

			Our special stones were taken

			But rescuers one day came

			From unexpected places

			Intrepid Oola and brave Humphrey

			And two human faces

			So always say a special prayer

			Thank you, Winnie and Jerry

			The robin stopped singing, which caused Tammy to look up. Suddenly the robin flew away along with dozens, maybe hundreds of other birds, and the crowd gasped. 

			Humphrey, who was in the crowd, spoke. “Oh dear, something is coming. Something LOUD.” Humphrey’s ears were considered to be the most sensitive of any troll in town, so his words caused a good bit of fear. 

			Then everyone heard the noise. It was a harsh, grinding, spitting sound. Humphrey cried, “It’s coming from the south! RUN!”  

			An off-road 3-wheel motorcycle burst onto the meadow. It was going so fast the human driver never noticed the troll stage. He bounced over a hedge and sped up, throwing dirt and rocks behind his motorcycle, then left the meadow on the other side with yet another bounce. 

			As the noise faded away, the trolls came out from where they had run. But before they could even guess what that was, more vehicles approached. The trolls scattered away as fast as they could, up trees, behind stones, anywhere to hide. Now, lumbering into the meadow with a menacing roar, came a bulldozer, a front-loader, a digger, a tree-cutter, Jeeps and more off-road vehicles. They were all following the messy trail left by the 3-wheeler. 

			When the last of the vehicles roared past and out of the meadow, it was a long time before any trolls dared leave their hiding place. The meadow was destroyed. The stage was not even recognizable. There was dirt, clumps of mud, grass, and small uprooted trees everywhere. 

			The youngest trolls were crying. Their parents picked them up to try and comfort them, even though they felt like crying too. Everyone was trying to make sense of the destruction. 

			  Mayor Omudu began telling everyone to go to the village, because the Spring Fling was canceled. No one needed to be told twice as they all left the once-beautiful meadow for their village. The Mayor looked around as the last few trolls left the area, and called out, “Tiara! Tamara!” He looked left and right, up and down, but didn’t see the twin girls. He continued to call as he, too, returned to the village.

		


		
			chapter 2  
This Ain’t Camping

			
				
				

			

			If I tried to tell someone what really happened this week, I know they wouldn’t believe me. It started out as a really bad week, and ended up…well, here’s what I mean.

			The last time we came to the Pine Texas State Forest I was 11 and Jerry was 12. Now I’m 12, but I feel much older because of all the adventures we had last year. Everything is so different this year: my school, my grades, and even my friends. I grew 3 inches, and actually started having a shape so I don’t look like such a boy. 

			But I didn’t expect the forest to be so different. When we came last year, it was completely deserted. Dad, Jerry, and I had the whole campgrounds to ourselves. And sure, I figured that when we asked to come back here in the spring, there would be more people. But this?

			The place was packed. I mean, every single camping space was taken up with people. Like, a dozen family members in every slot. Loud family members. Obnoxious family members. They were even obnoxious to each other, because we could hear them yelling and fussing and not having fun. Neither were we.

			We showed up at the swimming pool in our suits and holding our towels, but forget that; there wasn’t a single open space we could step in. It was pool-to-pool people. We got wet, but only because of all the splashing. 

			We brought our racquets and balls to the tennis courts, but there was already a line of people waiting, and the only people on the court were two little kids trying to play. Why do they even let them? 

			The roads were crowded with traffic, and why does everyone have to have a raised 4x4 diesel turbocharged monster truck? I thought only policemen like my dad had one. 

			Last year Dad bragged about catching the legendary fish, Ol’ Blue, in the pond, so this year he bought all new equipment. But when we got to the pond it was pier-to-pier anglers. How did they not get in each other’s way? 

			We went on a hike, thinking we would just leave all that noise behind. No way. The entire population of Dallas / Fort Worth seemed to have the same idea. Then we almost got run over by construction vehicles. Why do they even let them work while the campgrounds are so busy? I’m repeating myself; that’s how bad it was. We made it back to the campsite without being crushed by even more bulldozers.
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			I flopped down in the folding chair. “Dad, is this even the same park as last year?”

			Jerry said, “This is the pits. Last year we had the whole place to ourselves.” 

			Dad just shrugged. “It’s a good thing your Mom couldn’t come with us again. As much as she dislikes camping, she’d think we were crazy. I think we’re crazy.”

			I said, “Dad, let’s go home.”

			Jerry agreed. “Yeah, this just isn’t the same.”

			Dad was trying to hide his emotions, but we could tell he was ready to bail. “Oh, but it’s spring break! This is what you guys have been waiting for. You’ve been talking about it since October. Do you really want to leave now?”

			Jerry smirked. “Come on, Dad. Look around you.” 

			In the very next camping space, like 10 feet away, a fat man in shorts and no shirt finished his beer and belched. His little dog barked furiously at Dad. The man just laughed. “Don’t mind Georgie. He’s friendly.”

			Dad didn’t need any more convincing. “Well, since you really want to go, I’ll get started packing up in the tent.”

			After he entered the tent, I moved closer to Jerry so Dad wouldn’t hear. 

			“Did you see any?”

			“Any what?”

			Sometimes Jerry can be dense. “Trolls. Did you see Oola or Humphrey? While we were hiking, maybe?”

			“The only thing I saw was that bulldozer coming right at me. These people are crazy around here.”

			“I wonder what’s happened to them?”

			Jerry threw up his hands and got up. “Who knows? The whole troll village probably packed up and left for Canada when the crowds came.”

			“Or what if they were forced out? Jerry, what if they got trampled on by all these people? What if someone else saw them?”

			Jerry just rolled his eyes.

			I said, “We have to find them. We’ve got to see if they’re all right. Will you come with me? To find the troll village?”

			Jerry stopped his packing and just stared at me. “Hey, whoa, wait a minute. We’re leaving, remember?”

			“Maybe we shouldn’t go home just yet. We should find out if the trolls are okay.”

			“It’s not our problem. We don’t even know where the troll village is.”

			Jerry was right about that, but then I remembered something Oola said. “It’s north.”

			“That’s east.” Jerry turned me 90 degrees. “This is north.”

			I said, “Oh. Well, you must have to go east to go north. She said it was that way. I think.”

			“Look, will you forget about the trolls? They can take care of themselves. They’ve lived for a thousand years without our help, and they have their moonstones now. With their magic, they can wish for whatever they want, so everything’s great. Let’s just go.”

			Jerry kept talking, but I got a backpack, water bottle and compass, and started walking. I almost ran straight into a boy from the next campsite over.

			“Oh, sorry.”

			“Oh, hey.”

			I tried to move past him without seeming to run. “Um, sorry.”

			“Y’all are tent camping here, huh? We’ve got an RV.”

			I looked at his RV. “That’s a nice one. We like to travel light, I guess.”

			“Do y’all come here often?”

			So now I’m making friends. He was a little taller than I was, and wearing a sort of western long-sleeve shirt. He had brown hair and brown eyes. Nice eyes. He was smiling.

			“Oh, this is just our second time. The first time we had the whole place to ourselves.”

			“Huh?”

			“Well, it was the last day it was open in October.”

			“Oh.” He seemed to want to keep talking, or keep me talking. “What is your favorite part of the park? I mean, there’s so much to do here.”

			“My favorite part?” I wasn’t going to tell him that the trolls were my favorite part. “Um, hiking. But today that’s impossible.”

			“Yeah, those bulldozers are wrecking everything. I’m on the green committee at my school in Fort Worth, and we’re wanting to see if we can stop all that.”

			“Oh, neat. I’m on the yearbook staff at my school in Dallas. Maybe we can send up the word.”

			“If we could get someone’s attention…”

			“Well, speaking of attention, I’ve got to go before Dad intercepts me. I’m going to head over to that cave on the hiking trail. I think there are some cool markings on the wall.”

			“I’ve seen that cave! Watch out for bats!”

			“Good advice. Thanks.”  

			Just then—wouldn’t you know it—Dad stepped out of the tent. “Winnie, where do you think you’re going?”

			“Oh, uh, I’m going to that cave! Remember that cave we found last year? Well, I saw it when we were hiking, and I’m just going to go, uh, take a picture of those cave markings. I think they might be ancient. I won’t be long.”

			Dad said, “Don’t you want to tell me about the trolls?”

			I looked behind me to see if that boy was still there. Thankfully he was gone, or I would have died a thousand deaths. Then I saw Jerry looked as astonished as I probably looked. “What? You know about the trolls?”

			Jerry said, “How did you find out about the trolls?”

			Dad said, “Find out about them? I had to sleep with them last night.” Then Dad pulled out the two troll dolls that I had brought with me. “Would you guys please keep your dolls out of my sleeping bag?”

			“Sorry about that.” I took them and put them in my backpack.  

			Dad said, “And forget about taking pictures. Just pack up. We leave in 10 minutes. Jerry, help me get the kitchen packed up.”

		


		
			chapter 3 
A Desperate Plan

			
				
				

			

			Tiara and Tammy had run much farther than the others, and found themselves huddled in the nook of a very large oak tree. They had climbed it quickly, and had continued shaking from fear for a long time. 

			Tiara said, “What are those things?”

			“I don’t know. Machines of some kind”

			Tiara looked around. “We need to go home”

			“No, we need to get help.”

			“Help? Where? If we can’t go back to Mayfield, where are we going to get help?”

			Tammy smiled. “We’ll find Winnie and Jerry.”  

			“Find them?”

			“Sure. They are the only humans we can trust.”

			Tiara whined. “I’m scared of humans.”

			“But this is Winnie and Jerry. They helped us find our moonstones.”

			“I know, I know, but where do we find them?”

			Tammy pointed to the South. “In the park.”

			“But the park’s full of humans. And I’m scared of humans.”

			“Here’s my plan. We’ll stay low and quiet, go see them, and ask them for help. If they say no, we’ll go back to Mayfield.”

			“Well, here’s my plan. I want to get out of this tree, head straight to town…” Tiara looked at Tammy. “…Our town, not the humans’ town, and get help.”

			As the two girls left the tree, Tammy called out to a squirrel. “Mr. Squirrel, which way to the humans’ park?”

			The squirrel stopped, looked at the girls, looked Southward, and then began twitching his tail and jumping around in a circle before running away.

			Tiara said, “See, even he knows to leave those humans alone.”

			“I want to help everyone. I want to help Mayfield, and I want to find Winnie and Jerry. Let’s just go a little ways and see if we can find them. No Winnie, no Jerry, we return home. Deal?”

			* * * 

			

			Tiara and Tammy hid behind a tree as traffic whizzed by on the park road. At a break in traffic, they rushed across and hid behind another tree.

			Tiara said, “This is hopeless. How can we find out where they live? There must be a bazillion humans here.”

			“A lot more than I expected, that’s for sure.”

			“And the animals are so dumb around here. They don’t even understand us.”

			Tammy looked up at another tall tree. “Let’s climb up this one and try to get a good view.”

			Tiara put her foot down. “This is the last one. I’m sick of hiding like a thief, sick of running across that hot black road, and sick of climbing trees like a squirrel.”

			“Okay, last one.”

			“After this, we go home.”

			“Come on.”

			They climbed up the tree and moved out on a limb where they could get a view of several campsites. Down below a man in shorts and no shirt was drinking from a can. His dog looked up and began barking at the two troll girls on the branch. 

			Just then, James Carver came up to the picnic table just below the branch, picked up a box, and called out, “Winnie, Jerry, pick up your stuff and let’s go. I want to get back to Dallas before the traffic gets bad.”

			Tammy and Tiara grabbed onto each other and squealed with joy. “We found them! They’re here!” Then they called out below. “Winnie! Jerry!” But their tiny voices were too quiet for anyone to hear over the barking dog. 

			Tiara stopped and looked down. “Oh my gosh, they’re leaving.”

			When Tiara let go of Tammy, Tammy lost her balance and began waving her arms to try and catch herself. She fell off the branch and landed in the suitcase on the picnic table. The force of her fall caused some clothes to flop down over her. 

			Winnie came to the table, closed the suitcase, and carried it to the car. “Dad, before we head to Dallas, can I please just take one more look at that cave? I think there were ancient Indian drawings on the walls. They might be important!”

			Tiara called frantically from the branch above. “Wait! You’ve got Tammy! Wait! She’s in the box! Winnie! Jerry! Wait!”

			Jerry grabbed the suitcase from Winnie and tossed it into the back of the 4x4. 

			Dad shook his head.  “Nope. We’ve wasted enough time. Let’s go.” Both children climbed into the vehicle, and it screamed off in a cloud of dust, leaving Tiara scampering down the tree and alone at the
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