
Terry the Smelly Troll

Once, in a faraway kingdom, there lived a family of trolls. These trolls lived under

a bridge just outside the capitol city, and they liked to make friends with the princes,

princesses, lords, and ladies who traveled over the bridge to visit the kingdom’s royal

family.

Now that he had turned seven, Terry, the youngest troll sibling, was finally old

enough to go out with his brothers and sisters to greet the visitors who crossed the bridge.

Like the rest of his family, Terry was a very friendly troll, so he was eager to make new

friends.

Before he went out with his siblings, Terry’s mother told him to take a bath. He

went into the bathroom and ran bathwater, but he didn’t get in the tub. He didn’t

want to take a bath. So he splashed water on his head to make it look like

he’d bathed, then went out with his siblings.

Soon, a group of noblemen and women dressed in fine

clothes crossed the bridge. They were friendly and stopped to

talk to the troll family, but when Terry approached to say hi,

they backed away, holding their noses. They got back on

their horses and rode away.

“Well,” said Jerry, Terry’s oldest brother, “I guess you

should’ve actually taken a bath when mom told you to.”
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