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Be enchanted by this Fairy tale for children of all ages.  Journey with Sabella deep into the forest as she seeks out the only person that she believes holds the key to her and her mother’s happiness.

Enjoy this adventurous story as the hidden little life lesson unfolds.

Dedicated to my adorable niece and nephew, Aliyah and Jalen

Once upon a time, deep-deep in the forest, there sat a small cottage.  An old cottage it was, made of stone and covered with crawling weeds from the bottom all the way to the top.  A rocky trail of different shapes and sizes of pebbles led to the cottage door.  On each side of the trail were traces of old mulch chips and unattractive plant eating weeds. At one time there had been bright, reddish brown mulch chips surrounding beautiful flowers.

In the rear of the cottage there were miniature wire gates surrounding clumps of mud and twigs, which before were gardens of fruits and vegetables.  For what once had been the happiest cottage in the deep-deep forest, indeed had become the saddest.

In this cottage there lived a little girl named Sabella.  Sabella wasn’t the average little girl who goes to school, plays with dolls and has tea parties.  Sabella spent all of her time doing house chores, chopping wood for fires and cooking, picking the berries of the forest to trade and sell, fishing and setting traps for food, and most importantly, taking care of her very ill mother.

It was just Sabella and her mother who lived at the cottage. One afternoon Sabella’s father had gone into the heavily wooded parts of the forest to chop wood to sell and trade, as he had done almost every afternoon. On this particular afternoon, Sabella’s father did not return.  For months Sabella’s mother searched endlessly throughout the forest in hopes of finding him.  Her mother eventually grew too weak to continue the search.  She grew weaker and weaker and soon became bedridden.

Sabella and her mother would never see her father again.  The two things that they had to remember him by was the golden locket he had given Sabella for her seventh birthday and a black velvet bag he had given to her mother for their wedding anniversary.

One evening while lying in bed Sabella said to herself, “I wish things were how they used to be.”  She continued sadly, “I remember when mother and I would spend hours dressing up the gardens with bright fruits and vegetables such as tomatoes, cabbage, carrots, green beans and strawberries.  We would plant flowers so bright, such as roses, tulips, sunflowers, daisies and daffodils, that they would brighten up the entire forest.  Mother would bake the sweetest pies made with the berries of the forest for dessert and put me to bed every night with a bedtime story.”

Sabella began to think about her favorite bedtime story about the troll who dwelled in a castle deep-deep-deep in the forest; even deeper than she did.  The troll was said to be mean, wicked and greedy with magical powers to do with them whatever the troll pleased.

“Maybe,” Sabella thought out loud, “just maybe if I found the troll I could ask the troll to make Mother well again, and better yet, I could ask the troll to bring Father back to Mother and me.  Yes!  That is what I will do.  I’ll go visit the troll.”

Early the next morning Sabella prepared and fed her mother breakfast.  She left her to rest with a tray of food at her bedside for when she would awake for lunch.  Sabella borrowed her mother’s velvet bag to pack her some sandwiches to occupy her hunger on her long journey ahead to visit the troll.

Sabella walked through the forest all morning long, stopping only once to nibble on a sandwich. Sabella then walked through the forest all afternoon long without stopping but only once to nibble on a sandwich.  The sun began to hide behind the clouds.

“Soon it will be evening,” Sabella said to herself.  “Mother’s dinner is not prepared and I have yet to discover the castle belonging to the troll.  I must end my journey and begin earlier tomorrow.”  Sadly, Sabella headed back home.

The next morning Sabella got an earlier start than the day before on her journey to visit the troll.  The morning passed, the afternoon passed and the sun began to hide behind the clouds.

“Soon it will be evening,” Sabella said to herself.  “Mother’s dinner is not prepared and I have yet to discover the castle belonging to the troll.  I must end my journey and begin even earlier tomorrow.”

Just as Sabella began to turn to head back to her cottage, through the tall trees she saw it. Tall, made of yellow stone and a roof through the clouds, she saw a castle.  “That has to be it!” she exclaimed. “That has to be the castle belonging to the troll.”

The castle was everything Sabella’s mother had described in the bedtime story.  It was enormous, so tall that the human eye could not seek out its roof.  Its door was made of solid gold.  On each of its windows were red ruby panes and around the castle grew bushes of emerald and jade.

Sabella managed her way to the doorstep after following a trail of golden nuggets.  After taking a deep breath, she knocked on the door.  Just then a small square of the door slid open and through it a loud voice that vibrated the castle was heard.

“Who could be knocking on the door of a troll,

waking her from her beauty rest, unless they didn’t know?

Is it one in need of help? But I smell no danger.

It’s no one I know so it must be a stranger.”

“My name is Sabella,” she spoke up shyly.  “I have come to ask a favor of you. I was hoping you could use your magical powers.”

The troll began to laugh.  Her laugh grew louder and louder as the castle trembled more and more.  “Favor!” the troll laughed even louder. “I do no favors.  Now you just run along.”  The troll started to close the small square of the door.

“Wait!” Sabella cried out.  “I have journeyed long to visit with you.” Sabella bravely continued.  “You see, some time ago my father went into the forest to chop wood and never returned home again.  Since then my mother has become terribly ill.  I’m left taking care of the chores both my mother and father used to do. I want to go to school. I want to play with my dolls and have tea parties. I beg you to use your magical
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