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Once upon a time in a peaceful land far, far away. A beautiful princess lived with her mother, the Queen and her stepfather, the King. They lived in a big castle next to a magical forest. The young princess was named Jessika.

Everyday she went for a walk in the woods to see her friends, two little fairies named Kia and her sister, Chelsea. In addition, a unicorn named Tyler.

One day she looked for her friends. As she walked down the familiar path, she came upon a dwarf crying.

“What is the matter, why are you crying?” Jessika asked the dwarf.

The dwarf said, “because my magic staff was stolen.”

“Who stole it?” Jessika asked.

“I don’t know,” the dwarf said.

“Well, how do you know it was stolen then?” Jessika thought for a moment. “Maybe it is lost.”

“Oh no,” the dwarf cried. “Yes, yes it was stolen!”

Just then, Jessika’s friends walked up. “Hi, Jessika,” Kia said.

“Wanna play?” Tyler asked.

“We are going to the pond,” Chelsea told Jessika.

“This dwarf said that his magic staff was stolen. Have you heard anything about it?” Jessika asked her friends.

“No, we have not heard about it,” Tyler said.

“Maybe Zena, the tree spirit, knows about it,” Chelsea offered.

“Yes, she knows about everything,” Kia spoke up.

The tree spirit, Zena, was beautiful. She lived in a tall oak tree, which sat on a hill overlooking the valley.

She was very old, but appeared as a young maiden wearing an emerald dress that shined.

Zena knew everything, for she lived in the forest for years and years.

“Zena, Zena where are you? We would like to speak with you,” Jessika called out.

Suddenly a bright light surrounded the trees. As the light disappeared, a figure stood there.

“Hello my children, why have you called for me?” Zena asked.

“We need your help. The dwarf has said that his magic staff was stolen. Have you seen or heard about it?” Jessika asked the beautiful maiden.

Zena smiled at the dwarf and said, “hello Baylin.”

He bowed and said, “my lady.”

She looked at Jessika. Zena told her, “yes, I know of the staff. I saw a goblin; his name is Zack. He held Baylin’s staff. I thought it was odd, he is a goblin and held something that belonged to a dwarf, so I spoke with the animals of the forest and they are very scared.”

“Why are the animals scared?” Jessika asked.

Zena bowed her head. She said, “a great darkness has entered our woods.”

“What darkness?” Tyler asked.

Zena said, “my children, our forest is in danger. Zack met with Dorg, a troll, right down there by the pond.” She pointed to a spot by the water. “There Zack gave Dorg the staff.”

“What good is it to a troll?” Kia asked.

Baylin answered, “it is very powerful, in good hands it does no wrong, but in their hands I’m afraid to even think about it.”

“It’s not what could happen, but what is going to happen. The bad lord of trolls, Morlog, wants it to destroy the forest,” Zena said.

“Why would he do that?” Chelsea asked sadly.

Zena said, “because he is a very bad troll and he wants to get rid of everything that is good.”

“How can we stop this?” Tyler spoke up.

“Yes Zena, how can we help?” Jessika asked.

“We want to help save the forest,” Kia said.

Zena answered, “well my children, Morlog has not touched the powerful staff as of yet. Dorg still holds it for now.”

“But we don’t know where Dorg is now,” Jessika said.

“He fell asleep by the swamp, go now while you still have a chance,” Zena told them.

“Let’s go!” Tyler said as he jumped up and down on all four legs.

“Yes, an adventure!” Kia said excitedly.

Chelsea did somersaults in the air. She yelled out, “excitement!”

“Danger, the troll might be mean,” Jessika said seriously.

Her friends stopped jumping and flying around; they looked at Jessika. Kia, Chelsea and Tyler had just realized the danger they could be in.

“True, there will be danger. If you work together, you will succeed. Take this with you, it will help,” Zena said.

She handed Jessika a round, glowing glass ball called an orb.

The brave heroes walked deep into the woods. The trees began to close in around them, hiding the path and the sun. Shadows
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