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This book is dedicated to the original “Granny Roo”:

Ruth Smith (Nanny Roo Roo)

February 22, 1942-September 16, 2023 
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I believe a little magic can reveal infinite 
kindness. Soapy Sally was created with the help 
of my grandson, Myles "Cooper": 
Official Mischief Consultant.


Late-night brainstorms, with him as my 
Chief Idea Wizard and Supreme Riddle Tester, 
ensured every page shimmered with 
surprise, adventure, and lots of giggles.







  
  





“The old tales were full of darkness,

meant to frighten children into obedience.





This one reminds us that shining bright with

kindness will always chase away the fear.





Such is the magic of a story retold.”



Amy Lucille and Myles Cooper
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  Prologue


For as long as anyone remembered, the legend of Soapy Sally was whispered throughout our family. A mysterious old fox stole, passed down for generations, and said to come to life at night—but only if children were mischievous or unkind. 
No one was certain of her origin. It was as if she had always been. Though her movements were never seen, sometimes toys went missing, shoes ended up in silly places, and playful giggles echoed in empty rooms.
Some said she was only a myth.
Others? 
Well, they weren’t so sure.
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  Chapter 1
The Sally Trap


“Soapy Sally’s real,” Grace declared to her brother, Cooper, and her three cousins: Clark, Ruth, and Owen. “Mom says she’s nothing but a silly family story, but last night, a shimmery twinkle appeared in the air, and I just know it was her.” Grace’s shoulder-length brown hair swung from side to side as her dark eyes examined each face, making sure they understood the seriousness of the situation.
The group sat in a small circle, under the massive weeping willow in Granny Roo’s backyard, camouflaged from the eyes of the grown-ups by the long, hanging branches. Nine-year-old Clark spoke up, sounding puzzled. “You mean that old fox scarf Granny Roo always kept in the coat closet?”
Grace rolled her eyes. “It’s not just any scarf.” At twelve years old, Grace believed being the oldest also meant she was the smartest. “It’s a stole. Like a fancy wrap, made from real animal fur.”
“GROSS!!” Seven-year-old Cooper and Ruth, along with five-year-old Owen, shrieked together.
“So not the point!” Grace glared at the younger ones.
“So, what is the point?” asked Clark.
Grace crossed her arms and sighed. “The point is, we must find out the truth! We’re going to catch Soapy Sally!”
The other four stared at her in disbelief, a touch of fear in their eyes.
“How are we going to do that?” Clark replied, biting his bottom lip. “Isn’t it a little dangerous?”
“No,” answered Grace. “I don’t think Soapy Sally is dangerous at all. I think she shows up when someone isn’t making good choices or needs to learn a lesson. Think about it. She’s never hurt anyone. Sure, things have gone missing at times, maybe moved around. And Granny Roo would talk about hearing her laugh; or if a kid acted up, they got a little tug on their shoestrings. But I’m convinced she’s more like a magical guardian—of like, tidiness and kindness—guiding kids to be the best versions of themselves. I think she is misunderstood, that’s all.”
Clark, Ruth, Cooper, and Owen eyed Grace with arching brows and shuffling feet, unsure of their confidence in the older, wiser cousin.
This time, Ruth commented. “So, if we believe you, and if we decide to help you, how on earth do we capture this mythical fox when no one else has even seen her?”
Grace lowered her voice to a whisper. “We’re having a sleepover tonight. Since Cooper and I moved in with Granny Roo so Mom could take care of her, we need to convince the grown-ups that the three of you want some time with Granny, too. After Mom goes to sleep, we’ll set a trap, hide, and wait for Soapy Sally, all night if we have to!”
The kids glanced at each other, this time with smiles of excitement, and not quite so much fear.
Not long after Grace and Cooper’s mom went to bed, the five tiptoed through the house.
“How are we supposed to grab something magic?” Little Owen asked.
Grace thought for a moment before declaring, “We can prop up an old box with a stick, tie a string to it, and put some bait inside. When Soapy Sally goes in, we pull the string, trapping her. Once we have proof, everyone will have to believe us!”
Cooper shrugged. “What can we use as bait?”
The children fell silent, lost in thought, until little Owen announced with a giggle, “I would crawl in a box for some jelly beans.”
“It’s worth a try,” Ruth agreed.
“Let’s do this!” cried Clark, his ocean-blue eyes lit with adventure.
The kids found an old cardboard box in the garage, along with some string. Grace slipped out the back door long enough to choose a stick from the yard. They placed the trap near the closet where Soapy Sally lay, in a round hat container, high on a shelf. Tucked behind the hallway wall, they settled, hidden from view. From the living room, the antique grandfather clock ticked away minutes, then hours, and still they sat.
Owen’s eyes grew heavy, and within a few moments, he was asleep in Grace’s lap, as she smoothed his soft black hair with her hand. Ruth and Cooper soon followed. Clark stuck with Grace as long as he could, but gave in before daybreak. Grace jerked her head up, fighting the unseen weight that pressed against her eyes. Her last thought as she drifted off to sleep was: 
I must stay awake. I have to catch Soapy Sally.
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  Chapter 2
The Challenge


Morning sunlight beamed through the curtains, lighting the hallway where Grace and Cooper’s mom found the five cousins asleep on the floor. “What in the world is going on here?” she demanded. 
The children bolted awake, realizing they failed to capture Soapy Sally.
“OH NO!” Grace groaned. “We fell asleep!”
“Why are you sleeping in the hallway?” her mom repeated.
Owen stood up straight, shoulders thrown back, and puffed out his little chest. “We’re trying to catch Soapy Sally with jelly beans!”
“Soapy Sally?” She fixed her gaze on her oldest child, looking confused. “Grace, that’s only a foolish story. Why would you try to convince the others to help you?”
“Mom! She’s real! Why won’t you listen to me?” Grace wailed.
“Grace, stop! And clean this mess up,” she scolded, pointing to the trap they set the night before.
Disappointed and a little sad, the kids cleaned up their contraption as she went to the kitchen to make breakfast. But as they broke down their homemade cage, little Owen squealed, “Hey! Where’s the jelly beans?”
“Owen, why did you eat the jelly beans?” Grace moaned.
“I didn’t, Grace. I swear!” insisted Owen.
“I don’t believe you, Owen. Mom is right. Soapy Sally isn’t real. She’s nothing but a silly story!” Tears filled her eyes as she snapped at him.
The moment the words left her mouth, a tug on her shoe drew Grace’s eyes to a shift in the shadows.
“Did you see that?” She turned, staring wide-eyed at the others.
Clark shrugged. “See what?”
“I felt a tug on my shoestring, then something sparkly disappeared around the corner!” Grace waved her arms, bouncing from foot to foot.
“It’s Soapy Sally!” the three youngest shouted. “Let’s go!”
The kids raced to the living room but found nothing. They searched under chairs, behind the bookcase, and even in the fireplace—still nothing. Grace opened the door to the closet. “Guys, she’s not in her box. She’s lying on the shelf.”
Grace eased Soapy Sally down. Her dark copper-colored fur was soft, but scruffy—like a worn-out teddy bear—with an extra-long, fluffy tail and big button eyes.
“Ooooh,” murmured Owen. “Can I pet her?”
“Only if you promise to be gentle,” Grace answered. “She’s so old, and Mom will ground me for life if we damage her!” All four reached out to touch Soapy Sally. “We’d better put her back before Mom catches us,” Grace warned, putting her back in the hat container and closing the door.
As the group walked away, the door creaked. Grace stopped. “Did you hear that?”
Clark paused. “Hear what?”
“The door,” she replied. “It’s not closed!”
“Maybe you didn’t close it all the way,” Cooper suggested.
Ignoring him, Grace turned back to the closet. Flinging the door open, something fell to the floor with a thud.
“What is that?” Owen asked.
Grace picked up the small book, opening the delicate clasp with care. “It’s a diary. I think it belonged to Granny Roo when she was young.”
The pages were brittle and yellowed with age. A hand-drawn map on the front cover showed a room inside the house. Turning the page, an old photo fluttered to the floor. Bending to pick it up, she gasped. “It's Granny Roo as a little girl! And she’s holding Soapy Sally!”
“WHAT?” The younger ones shrieked, scrambling to look over Grace’s shoulder.
Grace held the picture as they all stared in disbelief. Why did Granny Roo make up stories about being afraid of Soapy Sally, about all her mischief and pranks? In the image, Granny Roo’s love for her was unmistakable. They had so many questions!
She returned her attention to the drawing. “Let’s follow this. Maybe it will help us find some answers.”
Parts of the pencil-sketched diagram had become smudged and unreadable over time. Underneath was written a cryptic riddle:

“Up above, where secrets hide,
Behind old doors, so tall and wide.
A dusty place where treasures sleep,
Climb the steps and take a peek!
Discover the way, be brave, take flight.
The answer lies in the attic’s height!”

Next to it, a note, in Granny Roo’s handwriting: “Some secrets should stay buried. Leave her be.”
The children eyed the words, speechless for a moment.
At last, Grace spoke. “Soapy Sally must not agree with leaving her alone. She’s the one leading us to these clues. Right?” She looked to the other four, who nodded in agreement.
“Well, the rhyme is about the attic. What else could it mean?” Clark said. “I guess that’s where we start.”
“I’m super scared of the attic!” little Owen admitted.
“It’s okay, Owen,” Ruth told him. “We will all be there with you.”
“Yeah!” Cooper added. “We’ll protect you, buddy!”
“It’s settled then,” Grace declared as she closed the book.
The door slammed shut at once, and a shimmery shadow danced across the room.
“I believe Soapy Sally’s challenge has begun! Here we go!” Grace cried as they ran toward the stairs.
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  Chapter 3
The Attic


The kids pushed open the creaky attic door as dust swirled like clouds across the sky. They fanned the air in front of them and coughed, edging into the long-abandoned room. Boxes and crates crowded the space—some stacked with care, others slumped in messy piles—among old furniture hidden beneath musty sheets and blankets. 
“Now what?” whined Owen. “Stuff is everywhere!”
“I guess we’ll start looking for more clues,” suggested Cooper. “Let’s split up. It will be faster. Owen, go with Grace and Clark. I’ll check over here with Ruth.”
The cousins spent the next few hours prowling through rusty old toys and glass dishes. They tore into cardboard boxes stuffed with dusty books and photo albums. Old clothes chests spilled out hats, scarves, dresses, and suits. They ripped off covers, revealing side tables, armchairs, roll-top desks, and bookcases. The riddle hadn’t lied. This was a room filled with sleeping treasure!
The moment they were ready to give up on finding another clue, Ruth—with an oversized pink sunbonnet covering her long brown hair and a vibrant blue and purple scarf encircling her neck—yelled, “Hey, guys. What’s this? And where did these soapy little paw prints come from?”
The group gathered in front of an antique, floor-length mirror, framed in tarnished gold. Though shattered in the center, shards of glass remained attached around the outer frame. The misplaced pieces were nowhere to be found, but the ones still intact appeared to sparkle, as if by magic. A slight flicker of light drew their attention to a shelf above, and there, perched on the edge, was Soapy Sally!
Owen screamed, as Ruth screeched, “HOW DID SHE GET UP THERE?”
No one else said a word. Frozen, they stared at the fox stole, her tail draped over the side, waiting. All at once, the remaining glass fogged up, and a message emerged:
“Golden bright, with missing glass,
A doorway awaits, if you but ask.
Reach right in, be bold, be brave.
Step beyond, if truth you crave.
Tap once, tap twice, three times, and through,
Witness the world reshape for you.”
The children gaped at each other in confusion—and more than a hint of fear—as the faint tinkling of a chime sounded all around them. The air crackled, wobbling like heat waves rising from pavement in the summer. The walls creaked, as if breathing.
“Did anyone else hear that?” Cooper whispered.
Grace shook her head. No, it was ridiculous. Her imagination was working overtime because she was so tired. But if that were true, how did they all hear the same thing?
“Everyone… touch the mirror!” Clark insisted. “It’s the riddle. Trust me!”
The others reached out at once, too stunned to question Clark. The moment five sets of hands touched the fractured glass, the floor shifted, propelling them forward—straight through the reflecting surface. They didn’t fall. Not the way falling worked in the ordinary world. More like being pulled
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A Letter to Parents

Soap Sally is a 19th-century southern Appalachian folktale. The details of
the folklore vary by area and household; however, a few ideas remain
consistent: Soap Sally almost always lived outside the community, worked
as a soapmaker, and was considered a threat only to children.

The method by which she acquired her young victims varied depending on
the individual stories. Although all centered on misbehaving kids, some said
she took them by force, while others said she lured them in the form of a
trusted person or animal.

In the earliest tellings, the consequences were far darker.

Old mountain folklore wasn't shy about using fear to keep stubborn
children in line.

Over the years, family members adapted the story, softening the outcome
but maintaining its use to threaten disobedient youngsters. Soap Sally
began to take on the persona of household objects, with consequences
that were still unpleasant but far less horrific than the original tellings.

My own children grew up believing that Soap Sally hid on the shelf of a
closet, in the shape of a fox stole, which had been passed down for many
generations. Their grandmother assured them that she crept out while
everyone slept, ready to bite their toes if they misbehaved.

My kids are grown now, with families of their own, and still have terrifying
memories of Soap Sally.

Soap Sally was handed down to me a few years ago, with the request that

| rewrite her narrative for my own grandchildren, without the fear that had
long surrounded her.

This is our story...
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