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  All characters, creatures, and troll terminology in this book are original creations of the author. Any resemblance to actual trolls, living or petrified, is entirely coincidental and rather exciting.
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Chapter One

In the Very Beginning:
The First Trolls

 



  
    
      
      
      
    
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  

The very first troll tumbles out of an ancient mountain rock at the dawn of the world.


Long, long ago — so long ago that even the oldest oak trees were just tiny seeds — the world was a very different place. Mountains rumbled. Volcanoes breathed fire. Glaciers crept slowly across the land like sleepy giants. And it was in those wild, rocky, wonderful places that the very first trolls came to be.


Nobody saw it happen. No human was around back then. But troll grandmothers have passed the story down for thousands and thousands of years, and here is what they say:


One morning, when the world was still deciding what it wanted to be, a particularly grumpy mountain let out a tremendous sneeze. KACHOOM! Boulders went flying. Rocks cracked in half. And from the heart of the biggest, most ancient rock of all — covered in moss and dripping with cold spring water — tumbled the very first troll.


The very first troll did not have a name. She named herself “Gruk,” which in Old Troll language means “the one who fell out of a rock.” Trolls still use the word gruk today when they stub a toe.


Gruk looked around at the world with enormous, blinking eyes. She sniffed the pine-scented air with her wide, bumpy nose. She wiggled her mossy green fingers and her enormous flat feet. And then she did what every troll has done ever since when they encounter something new and exciting.


She sat down, picked up a rock, and examined it very carefully.


You see, trolls came from rocks, and they have loved rocks ever since. It is in their bones — which are, in fact, partly made of stone. It is why they are so strong, so heavy, and so very, very hard to move when they do not want to be moved.


Within a few thousand years, trolls had spread across the cold northern lands. They lived in Scandinavia, in Scotland, in Iceland, and deep in the mountain ranges that nobody has ever fully explored. Each new troll was born from the cracking of an ancient stone, warmed by underground springs and breathed to life by the cold northern wind.


Trolls believe that every rock on Earth has a little bit of troll spirit inside it. That’s why they greet interesting boulders as old friends!


That is where trolls came from: the deep, cracking heart of the Earth itself. And from that first sneeze of a mountain, a whole wonderful, warty, mossy, magical species was born.




Chapter Two

What Does a Troll Look Like?

 



  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  



  Hair — wild and mossy, with flowers and ferns growing in it

  Eyes — enormous, amber or green, perfect for seeing in the dark

  Ears — pointed, can track a raindrop at the far end of a valley

  Nose — wide and bumpy, perfect for sniffing out mushrooms and storms

  Warts — a sign of good health; the bumpier the better!

  Hands — big and strong, with mossy green fingers

  Feet — huge, wide as dinner plates, never wear shoes




If you ever meet a troll — and you just might — you will notice a few things right away. First, they are big. Not dragon-big or mountain-big, but definitely big enough to be impressive. Most trolls stand about as tall as two grown-up people stacked on top of each other, though some are smaller and some are much, much larger.


Their skin is the most interesting part. Troll skin comes in shades of green, grey, brown, and sometimes even a mossy blue-green that matches the lichen on old stone walls. Their skin is thick and tough — a bit like tree bark — and if you look very closely, you will see tiny sparkly bits mixed in. That is the stone. That is where they came from, and they carry a little bit of it with them always.


Trolls have wonderful, wild hair. It grows in every direction, and things tend to grow in it too: moss, tiny ferns, small flowers, and sometimes even a mushroom or two. Troll hair does not like being brushed. Troll hair has opinions.


A troll’s warts are actually a sign of good health! The bumpier the troll, the stronger and older they usually are. Old trolls brag about their best warts the way humans brag about trophies.


And then there are the feet. Oh, the feet. Troll feet are remarkable. Wide as dinner plates, tough as old boot leather, with toes that can grip rocks and tree roots. Trolls never wear shoes. They find the idea deeply confusing. Why would you put a sock on a perfectly good foot?


Every troll is unique. Some have two tusks, some have four. Some have striped ears, some have tails no longer than a thumb. Some trolls glow faintly in the dark — a dim, warm green like fireflies — especially when they are happy.


If you ever see a faint green glow in the forest at night, do not be afraid. It is probably a very happy troll having a very good evening.




Chapter Three

Where in the World Do Trolls Live?

 



  
    
      
      
    
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  



  Under Bridges — near running water; trolls find rivers soothing and love sleeping under a solid stone ceiling

  Mountain Caves — the oldest troll habitat; caves decorated with crystals, paintings, and thousands of sorted rocks

  Deep Forests — among the roots of ancient trees; forest trolls often have flowers growing right from their hair

  Under the Sea — the rarest kind; sea trolls have webbed fingers, hold their breath for three hours, and sing to fish




The most famous troll homes are under bridges — everyone knows that! But bridges are just the beginning. Trolls are remarkably adaptable creatures, and over thousands of years they have made homes in all sorts of wonderful, hidden, hard-to-find places.


Mountain troll caves have been found with over two thousand different types of rock on display, carefully sorted by colour, weight, and shininess. Trolls are nature’s first museum curators!


Forest Trolls live among the roots of the oldest trees. Over centuries, the trees and the trolls grow together, and it becomes very hard to tell where the tree ends and the troll begins.


Sea Trolls are rarest of all. Nobody is entirely sure when trolls first decided to try living underwater, but there are old troll songs about it. Sea trolls have developed webbed fingers and can hold their breath for three hours. They eat seaweed and sing to the fish.


Trolls always live near fresh water or stone. If you are ever lost in the woods, find a river and follow it — there may be a troll living along it who knows every path through the forest!




Chapter Four

Troll Families and Friends

 



  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  


Granny Grukela (left) — Parent Trolls (centre) — Baby Pebble (right)


Trolls are not the solitary grumps that old stories sometimes make them out to be. A troll without family is an unhappy troll indeed. Trolls live in family groups called clumbles — and a good clumble is one of the warmest, noisiest, most wonderful things you can imagine.


A typical clumble has grandparents, parents, aunts, uncles, cousins, and babies. The grandparents are the most important members, because they hold all the stories. In troll culture, stories are more valuable than gold. They are the history, the wisdom, and the entertainment all at once.


Troll grandmothers — called grukelas — are famous throughout the troll world for two things: their extraordinarily long memories, and their exceptionally good cooking.


Baby trolls are called pebbles, which is very sweet. Pebbles are born already knowing how to grip rocks and how to recognise kindness. They have enormous eyes and tiny, perfectly formed warts that will grow in over the first fifty years of their lives.


Yes, fifty years. Trolls live a very long time. A troll does not consider themselves properly grown up until they are about 100 years old. Middle age for a troll is around 400. The oldest troll ever recorded — a mountain troll named Grunthor who lived in Norway — was estimated to be nearly 3,000 years old when he finally turned back into stone.


When a troll reaches extreme old age, they slowly petrify — turning back into stone — and become part of the landscape they loved. This is called “going home.” Troll families visit their petrified grandparents and tell them stories. Some mountains are actually very, very old trolls who have gone home.


If you ever find a particularly smooth, comfortable-looking rock near an old tree, it might be a troll’s favourite sitting spot. Leave it as you found it!




Chapter Five

What Do Trolls Eat?
(The Answer May Surprise You!)

 



  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  



  Mushroom Stew
  Rock Candy
  Wild Berry Pie
  Pine Salad
  Acorns
  River Cress
  Gruggle (pine bark brew)



Here is where old stories get it very wrong. Trolls do not eat people. They never have! The very idea makes trolls quite upset, and if you suggest it to one, you should expect a long, grumpy lecture.


Their favourite food — the one every troll agrees is the very best — is mushrooms. All kinds: giant puffballs, chanterelles, lion’s mane, hen-of-the-woods, and dozens of varieties that only grow in troll country and have no human name. A grukela’s mushroom stew recipe is the most treasured secret in any clumble.


Trolls have been known to eat small rocks as a snack. Not all rocks — only specific mineral-rich stones that fizz pleasantly on a troll tongue. They call this “rock candy,” and to a troll, a beautiful piece of quartz is about as exciting as a chocolate bar is to you.


They drink mountain spring water, river water, and a special brew made from fermented pine bark and honey that they call gruggle. Gruggle tastes absolutely terrible to humans. To trolls, it is the equivalent of a celebratory birthday cake.


If you ever want to make friends with a troll, bring a selection of interesting mushrooms as a gift. Never bring cheese. For reasons rooted in ancient folklore, trolls find cheese deeply suspicious.
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