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  Introduction
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  On a bright, sunny day, Little Munchi’s ship docked at one of the sea ports of the Kingdom of Eldoria.
  


  
Together with his merchant owner, Little Munchi wandered through a nearby town, taking in the sights and sounds. Perched comfortably on the merchant’s shoulder, Munchi suddenly noticed something unusual beneath a large tree. A group of children had gathered around a storyteller, listening with wide-eyed wonder.



  
Without hesitation, Little Munchi leapt from its owner’s shoulder and dashed into the crowd, slipping between the children until he found the perfect spot to listen. There, he sat still and absorbed every word of the tale.



  
That night, when humans had gone to bed and the lanterns in the town burned low, Little Munchi climbed into a quiet corner of the ship. He lit a small lantern of its own. In the soft, golden glow, he nibbled a biscuit, opened his diary with gentle paws, and began writing down the story he had heard beneath the tree.



  
“Tonight,” the cat murmured softly to himself, “I shall write about a special boy born inside a giant apple in Alderbrook—how he grew up to become a hero and defeated trolls alongside his extraordinary friends.”



  
His paw dipped the pen into ink.



  
“Long ago, in the peaceful Kingdom of Eldoria...”



  
And beneath the warm glow of the lantern, Little Munchi began to write the tale of The Apple Boy's Adventure.





  The Mysterious Arrival
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  Long ago, in the peaceful Kingdom of Eldoria, nestled between a whispering dark forest and the rushing waters of the River Whitewater, stood the medieval town of Alderbrook. It was a cozy town of stone-paved streets, straw-roofed cottages, and smoking stone chimneys.


  At the very edge of Alderbrook lived an old, kind-hearted couple named Eldric and Hilda. Eldric was a woodcutter who spent his days swinging his heavy iron ax in the forest, while Hilda was a weaver who spun the finest sheep’s wool into warm blankets.


  
Eldric and Hilda loved each other very much and had a happy life, but sometimes, their house felt just a little too quiet.



  
They didn’t have any children to listen to their stories or help them bake bread and carve wood. On chilly evenings, as the fire crackled and popped, Eldric and Hilda would sit close together and make the exact same wish. They wished for a child of their own to fill their home with laughter and joy.



  
For a long time, it seemed like their wish was just a dream. But one crisp autumn morning, all of that changed.



  
Hilda walked down to the river carrying a big woven basket of laundry. The air was cold, and a swirling white mist floated over the tall grass. She knelt by the water and started washing the clothes against a smooth, flat stone.



  
Suddenly, she stopped scrubbing. Something down in the water was glowing! It wasn't a fish, and it wasn't a shiny rock. Hilda stood up and shaded her eyes. Bobbing in the tumbling rapids was something extraordinary. It was a golden apple—but not just any apple. This apple was absolutely enormous! It was the size of a large pumpkin, gleaming like polished armor in the sunlight, and it smelled faintly of sweet cider and warm cinnamon.




  “Good heavens!” Hilda gasped.


  Not wanting to lose such a treasure, she grabbed a long, sturdy branch and
carefully hooked the giant stem of the apple, pulling it toward the muddy bank.


  It was incredibly heavy! Grunting with effort, Hilda slowly rolled the massive golden fruit out of the water and, wasting no time, carefully rolled it all the way back to her cottage.


  When Eldric returned from the forest, his jaw dropped at the sight of the giant
fruit sitting on their wooden dining table.


  "Where did you find such a magical thing, my love?" Eldric asked, his eyes wide.


  "Floating in the River Whitewater," Hilda replied proudly. "Imagine how many
warm apple pies we can bake from this! Fetch your sharpest carving knife,
Eldric. Let us open it."


  Eldric fetched his hunting knife and carefully placed the tip against the shiny
golden skin of the fruit. But before he could even push the blade down, the
giant apple gave a little wiggle.


  Eldric jumped back. "Did the apple just move?"


  Suddenly, with a crisp CRACK, the giant Golden Apple split perfectly in half all
on its own.


  Eldric and Hilda gasped. Sitting right in the center of the hollowed-out fruit,
surrounded by a soft golden glow, was a tiny, rosy-cheeked baby boy. He wasn't
crying at all. Instead, he looked up at the astonished old couple, clapped his
little hands together, and let out a joyful, bubbling giggle.


  Tears of pure happiness filled Hilda’s eyes. She gently lifted the baby from his
golden cradle and wrapped him in her softest woolen blanket. "He is a gift," she
whispered. "A magical gift."


  Eldric smiled, his rough, bearded face softening as the baby grabbed his thick
finger. “We have wished for a child for so long,” he said warmly. “And now our wish has finally come true.”


  Eldric could hardly contain his excitement as he asked the question he had waited his whole life to ask. "What shall we name our little prince?"


  Hilda looked at the golden apple halves resting on the table. "Pippin," she
decided, naming him after the sweetest apples in the orchards of Alderbrook. "We
shall call him Pippin, the Apple Boy."


  And so, the quiet little cottage at the edge of the woods was quiet no more,
filled finally with the happy sounds of a family.




  A Hero Grows
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  Years flew by in the town of Alderbrook like autumn leaves caught in a
swirling wind. Because he came from a magical golden apple, Pippin did not grow
like normal boys. He grew faster, taller, and stronger than anyone the town
had ever seen!


  By the time he was ten years old, Pippin was already a head taller than his
father, Eldric. But it wasn't just his size that was amazing—it was his
incredible strength. When Eldric needed wood for the winter, Pippin didn’t use
an ax. He simply wrapped his arms around a fallen oak tree and carried the whole
trunk back to their cottage as easily as if it were a twig! If a farmer’s wagon got stuck in the thick mud, Pippin would lift it right out with one hand.


  Despite his mighty strength, Pippin was as gentle as a summer breeze. He helped
his mother, Hilda, spin her wool, careful never to break a single thread. He
rescued stray kittens from high rooftops and shared his lunches with the poorer
children in Alderbrook. Everyone in the village loved the Apple Boy.


  But life outside of Alderbrook was not so peaceful.


  One rainy evening, a weary, mud-splattered traveling merchant arrived at the town square. He warmed his shaking hands by the tavern fire, his face pale with fear. Pippin and his parents joined the crowd gathered around to hear the man’s news.


  "Beware the coast!" the merchant warned, his voice trembling. "The Stony Trolls of Crag Island have returned!"


  The townsfolk gasped. Crag Island was a dark, jagged rock far out in the churning sea, surrounded by dangerous whirlpools.


  “They came in the dead of night on great black longships,” the merchant continued. “The trolls were as tall as castle towers, with skin as hard as stone and teeth like rusty swords.”


  The crowd listened in frightened silence.


  “They destroyed the town of Kingsbridge,” the merchant said. “They smashed homes and walls with giant clubs and stole the king’s gold, winter wheat, and every shiny treasure they could find.”


  A woman in the crowd covered her mouth in fear.


  “But worst of all,” the merchant lowered his voice to a whisper, “the Stony Trolls have sworn they will return. And if no one stops them… Alderbrook will not be spared.”


  Fear swept through the town. The baker dropped his flour, the blacksmith paused his hammer, and mothers hugged their children tightly. How could ordinary folk fight monsters made of stone?


  Pippin stood quietly at the edge of the crowd. He looked down at his own strong
hands. He thought about the peace of his cozy cottage, the safety of his loving
parents, and the frightened faces of his neighbors.


  Later that night, as the fire popped and crackled in their hearth, Pippin knelt
beside Eldric and Hilda.


  "Mother, Father," Pippin said, his voice steady and brave. "When you found me in
the river, I was given magic strength. I always wondered why. Now I know. I
cannot sit by the fire while the Stony Trolls hurt innocent people."


  Eldric’s eyes widened. "Pippin, what are you saying?"


  "I must go to Crag Island," Pippin declared. "I am going to stop the trolls, take back the stolen treasures, and make our kingdom safe again."


  Hilda covered her mouth, tears welling in her eyes, but she saw the fierce,
good-hearted determination in her son’s face. The Apple Boy was no longer just a
boy. He was ready to be a hero.




  The Quest Begins
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  Pippin was fast asleep in his bedroom, but Eldric and Hilda sat awake by the fireplace, their hearts heavy with worry for their son. 


  
  Suddenly, the distant town clock struck midnight. BONG. BONG.


  
Out of nowhere, a fierce gust of wind blew the wooden window open with a loud clatter, startling them both! 


  
A shimmering silver light spilled onto the windowsill. Slowly, the glow began to take shape. A tiny woodland fairy, with wings that sparkled like spun glass, fluttered into the room and landed gently on the wooden dining table.


  
"Do not fear," the fairy whispered. Her voice sounded like tiny, chiming bells. "Pippin is a very brave and special boy, but mortal strength alone cannot defeat the Stony Trolls. He needs magical help and special tools for his journey."


  
The fairy guided the parents with calm and steady instructions. She told Eldric to carve a strong, sturdy weapon, and Hilda to weave a warm garment and prepare special food for the journey ahead.


  
Then, with a gentle motion, she placed a tiny silk pouch into their hands. Inside it shimmered a fine dust—like crushed starlight, soft and silver.


  
“Work through the night,” the fairy said quietly. “When you are finished, sprinkle this powder over everything you have made. Only then will it become truly magical.”


  A brilliant flash of light filled the room—and in an instant, the fairy was gone.


  Time slipped quickly by.


  
 Before the sun even peeked over the tall trees of the dark


  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

OEBPS/images/intro.png





OEBPS/images/ch3.png





OEBPS/images/ch2.png





OEBPS/images/ch1.png





