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Chapter One

Tromso was a tame troll. He lived in

a village called Hoppings, at the bottom

of a mountain. He was grey and very big.
Everybody liked Tromso. He was very

helpful. If anybody asked, he would cut

down a tree. Or build a wall.




Peter and Joy were Tromso’s friends.
Joy was Peter’s sister.
One morning, Tromso was at their house

when the postman came.

Tromso saw the letters drop through

the letterbox.
“What are those?” asked Tromso.

“Letters,” said Peter.



