
AESOP’S FABLE:  The Shepherd Boy, the Troll, and the Wolf 
A Dramatic Play Written by Connie Frank 

Narrator on the story The Shepherd Boy and the Wolf.  This story takes 

place in Ancient Norway, where In Old Norse mythology, trolls’ 

dwellings were in isolated areas of rocks, mountains, or caves and are 

rarely helpful to human beings.  They enjoyed Trolltunga (called The 

Troll Tongue) a rock formation that juts out into Lake Ringedalsvatne 

surrounded by sharp mountain peaks and icy glaciers that feed into the 

lake. Fenrir the wolf is the son of Loki, the trickster in Norse mythology, 

and as his son, Fenrir is also untrustworthy.  Fenrir was born with great 

intelligence but with a bad temperament.   

Characters:  

 Narrator: 

 Bjorn: 

 Ulik the Troll:   

 Fenrir the Wolf: 

 Loki: 

 Erik the First:   

 Bertha, Bjorn’s Mother:   

Script:  

Narrator: The short-tailed sheep lazily grazed on the deep green grass on a softly rolling hill.  

A young shepherd boy, not much older than ten, stood on the grassy hill leaning on 

a staff, looking down at the blue-green waters of Lake Rinedalsvatnet.  His Viking 

village, which would one day be called Vestland, was a happy town of several 

hundred people, all working and going about their business through the day.  As in 

all days, Bjorn had been forced to bring the sheep out to pasture.  Helga, his older 

sister, and Erik, his brother, were both too young to come with him, and as the 

oldest male in the family, he was to be the guardian of the precious flock for food 

and clothing.  The scene was peaceful, but Bjorn’s head was full of unanswered 

questions and frustration.  Even though the village trusted him to protect the sheep, 

he also had Gunnar, his Norwegian Buhund.  Gunnar was his friend and a great 

playmate, but the dog was very responsible when it came to his job of herding and 

protecting the sheep.   

Bjorn: (Watching Gunnar moving through the sheep, herding them away from the cliff) 

Gunnar is here with me.  I have the peace and quiet of the pastures.  But why am I 

churning inside?   

Narrator: Bjorn realized he was frustrated.   His older sister Helga would be getting married 

in a few days, and the excitement in the household was all about her wedding.  It 

wasn’t as if he did not like Ivar, her husband to be.  Ivar was older than Helga and 

liked to fight, but he was a great Viking raider, and everyone respected him.   

Bjorn: (Frowning slightly):  That’s what I need to be happy.  I need to be respected.  I have 

begun training as a warrior, but I want to do something, anything, that will make 

people respect me as much as they respect Ivar.   

Narrator: As the day unfolded with a darkened sky that hinted at a rain storm, Bjorn 

wondered by the king of the gods Odin would be displeased.  If Odin threw his 

thunderbolts today, Bjorn and Gunnar would have to drive the sheep back to the 

village.  The sheep would complain the whole time, and Bjorn had felt their wrath 

before with tiny sharp teeth. 

  



 

Bjorn:   The gods must have turned against me.  Even Loki would be welcome to take away 

this boredom. 

Narrator: Bjorn was lost in his thoughts.  His anger was growing.  Suddenly, from a distance 

from where he stood, a hand reached up from the side of the cliff, then an arm.  

Another hand and arm shot up.  Bjorn would see the arms and hands were bent 

and hairy.  Suddenly a very hairy face with a bulging nose popped up and the arms 

worked to pull the body up from the sharp rocks of the cliff.  Bjorn called to Gunnar 

and asked him to quickly drive the sheep back to the village, and Gunnary 

complied, barking and yipping at the sheep while turning to back at the hairy body 

of the thing that had climbed the cliff.  The sheep were bleating and frightened 

now, because the hairy thing now roared out a sound that shook the rocks beneath 

Bjorn’s feet.  Bjorn grabbed his staff, facing the strange thing. 

Bjorn: Stranger!  What are you and why are you here?  Do you threaten my sheep?  Do 

you threaten me and my friend?  Go away! We are heading home then you can 

have the cliff to yourself. 

Narrator: The strange being flicked his red, flaky tongue at Bjorn.  It looked at the fleeing 

sheep, then turned back to Bjorn.  It looked hungry and angry that the sheep and 

the dog were leaving, then turned his runny eyes to Bjorn and licked its lips.   

Bjorn: (Feeling fear in his belly as it growled):  We are leaving now.  (He turned to look at 

the sheep and the dog in the distance and realized he was alone.)  

Ulik the Troll: (Yawning and drooling):  Why do you fear me, human boy?  Fear will not help you.  

My friend is here with me, and you are not going anywhere. 

Narrator:   Slowly turning his body in a circle while trying to watch the troll, Bjorn saw a huge 

man, more like a large wolf making his way across the meadow from the opposite 

direction.  The boy saw the thing get on all fours and run toward Bjorn rapidly.   

Fenrir the Wolf:   (Baying and laughing) Yes, boy, stay with us.  We have questions, then you can stay 

for dinner. 

Bjorn: I am not a sheep, Sir.  I am Bjorn, the son of Erik the First, a Viking and his wife 

Bertha.  I do not fear you or the troll.  Who are you? 

Fenrir the Wolf: I am Fenrir, son of Loki, the greatest of all tricksters of the gods, and the giantess 

Angrboða. I should be a god and I also fear no man. I eat men only if there is 

nothing else to eat as they are stringy and give me indigestion. 

Ulik the Troll:   I am Ulik Rock Troll, son of the Rock Troll King, Geirrodur, and I fear no human.  

In fact, I despise humans and eat them only when I am very hungry. 

Fenrir the Wolf:   Humans are favored by Odin, and I am not, so I despise you too. 

Bjorn: (Looking at the two who now stood in front of him where he could easily see them 

both) Why are you here? 

Ulik the Troll: (Holding his hand and indicating behind himself): I heard from an old rock troll 

that you humans have been destroying Troll Tongue. 

Bjorn: What?  We never go through Troll Tongue.  It is a sacred place for us.  We honor 

trolls who live there! It is our way to showing respect for your privacy. 

Fenrir the Wolf:   I understand that you have been polluting Lake Rinedalsvatnet with your baby 

poop rags and other unimaginables. 

Bjorn: We would never do that! 

Narrator: Ulik and Fenrir grew silent, looking at each other.  A bolt of hot lightning and a 

boom of thunder shook the earth. 

  



 

Ulik the Troll: (Pointing his finger at the boy and shaking his body):  Liar!  Trickster!  How dare 

you lie to us, the greatest of all tricksters. 

Narrator:   The lightning lit up the sky again and the thunder grew louder, closer this time.  

Bjorn was shaking.  He was afraid and seeing how angry both Ulik and Fenrir were 

at the humans, it was possible they would take their anger out on all of the humans 

in his village. Bjorn thought of his father, that great bear of a man who could be 

defeated by both Ulik and Fenrir in a supernatural attack.  He thought of his 

beautiful blue-eyed mother who hugged him every time he entered the house at the 

end of a long day.  He could feel her love even now.  He thought of his sister who 

was planning her wedding but may never get to marry the man she loved.  Finally, 

he thought of his little brother Erik, innocent and still swaddled in rags.  None of 

them would know of what happened to him if these two decided to tear him apart.   

Bjorn:   You are falsely accusing me and my village for something we have not done!   

Narrator:   The lightning was so bright in the sky that it made the sun look dim.  The thunder 

hit the walls of the mountains and the lake below was moving faster, almost 

violently, as the wind was picking up.  Bjorn could hear distant noises, like anger 

coming for him, and all of these signs felt ominous to Bjorn.  He thought hard on all 

he could to figure a way out of this.  Bjorn knew if he died in battle, he would go to 

Valhalla, but he was not ready.  He was not yet counted as a man, but he would 

fight for his life if he needed to do that. 

Bjorn: I can see that you are angry, but as I stated, we did not dishonor you or your 

beautiful treasures on Earth.  What do you require for peace on this situation?   

Narrator: Ulik and Feniror looked at each other in surprise.  It was obvious they had expected 

the boy to give in so that they could punish him quickly, but now the boy sounded 

reasonable.  He did not sound like he wanted to fight. As the two discussed the 

possibilities of reward loudly, Bjorn spied the bush under which he had buried his 

training sword.  He casually walked toward it and pushed the bush aside.  Holding 

the sword in his hand, he now felt he could die a valiant death for his family. The 

voices of Ulik and Fenrir continued to rise in higher, louder tones.  Each blamed the 

other for coming to this place and only getting a shepherd boy out of the deal.  As 

any brave Viking would do, Bjorn said a few words to Odin asking him to guide his 

arm and to make sure that he died a good death. 

Bjorn: Ulik!  Fenrir!   

Narrator: Ulik and Fenrir turned to face the now defiant Bjorn. 

Bjorn:   I am not a liar!  My village has done nothing to insult you!  Go your way and let us 

in peace. 

Fenrir the Wolf:   Or what? 

Narrator:   The Earth trembled and the lighting zapped through the sky. 

Loki: Or feel the wrath of your father! 

Narrator: The air was crackling and the skies were dark.  Angry sounds floated through the 

air, and Bjorn shivered.  Fenrir and Ulik were shocked, shaking in their boots.  Bjorn 

very slowly dropped to his knees before Loki and dropped his head, quietly 

waiting to see what would happen now. 

Loki: Odin is very angry.  He sent me here to find out what you two were doing down 

here. 

Narrator: Loki looked from one to the other, frowning deeply at each and facing them down.  

Fenrir and Ulik got on their knees. 

  



 

Ulik the Troll: Lord Loki, we found out that the humans have been desecrating our sacred lake 

and Troll Tongue!   

Fenrir the Wolf:   Father, we cannot let this disrespect to continue!   

Loki (His voice thundering, causing Bjorn, Ulik, and Fenrir to cover their ears): Enough!  

Odin is angry, and now Thor is getting involved.  No one likes a battle, but you are 

blaming an innocent. 

Fenrir the Wolf:   No, he cannot be innocent1  He lied to us to protect his village…to protect himself.  

I for one do not believe him! 

Loki:   Well, would you believe me? 

Narrator: Ulik and Fenrir looked at each other.  Both faces were skeptical.  They both knew 

that Loki liked to pull tricks on everyone.  Suddenly, Ulik had a look of purpose on 

his face. Bjorn did not like it. 

Ulik the Troll:   Sire, we know that you are the god of all tricksters and that you are the very best at 

manipulating everyone.  Should we believe you? 

Loki: (Laughing):  Fenrir, do you agree with Ulik?  Am I the very best trickster of all 

time? Of all history? 

Fenrir the Wolf: (Smiling)  Yes you are, Father.  (Fenrir touched his chin and rubbed it gently in 

thought.) Father, would you have possibly set this up as a test for us? 

Loki:   Yes, you are my son.  You have found me out.  I had the King of the Rock Trolls 

spread this rumor to see if you are loyal to me or to humans.  You have proven to 

me that humans do not mean much to you.  Odin may not be pleased with you.  

Thor may not be pleased with your actions.  But I am.  

Narrator:   Just then, the whole Viking village came toward them, carrying axes, swords, 

pitchforks, and sharp sticks with Gunnar barking and leading the way.  Loki looked 

up at them and held his hand out to stop them.  The people became quiet, 

understanding that this was their first and maybe only opportunity to face the great 

Loki in the flesh.   

Ulik the Troll:   I am very proud of you, my friend.  Now go home.  I will be calling on you soon.  A 

storm is brewing and a battle is coming.  I will need you then.  Farewell. 

Narrator:   At that point Ulik disappeared. 

Loki: (Turning to Fenrir):  Now, my son.  You have proven yourself to be clever enough 

to see through my ruse.  I want you to go home and see how just a few words said 

to the right people can cause chaos and turn others against you. 

Narrator: His Father’s hand touched his shoulder.  Fenrir nodded to his father as he 

disappeared into the mists. 

Loki: My son (smiling).  My son. 

Narrator: The static in the air was strong, but Bjorn was driven by curiosity. 

Bjorn: Why did you use us?  Why did you use humans to teach them this lesson? 

Loki: (Looking at the boy):  You surprise me, boy.  I would have thought you would have 

been terrified in my presence.   

Narrator:   Loki frowned at him, but Bjorn stood his ground, demanding that Loki explain why 

he had pulled this trick to teach his son and friend a lesson on lying. 

Loki: You are Bjorn, aren’t you?  I have been watching you, shepherd boy.  You have 

been bored in your time in these fields, but you have followed your father’s 

instructions and met the requirements needed to help your family.  You are a good 

son. (Sighing) My son Fenrir just needs a little more guidance.  He needs to learn 

that even though he is clever and intelligent, he must also use common sense and 

think of the consequences for his actions.  If he and Ulik had killed you, Odin and 

Thor would have struck them down, and I could not let that happen.   

  



 

Narrator:   Bjorn, you are brave.  You fight for what is right.  Odin heard your words sand 

understood that you were willing to die for truth.  He is very pleased with you, and 

I am sure that your father is very proud of you right now. Loki then turned and 

disappeared right in front of their eyes. It grew quiet and Bjorn was close to tears as 

relief overwhelmed him. 

Erik the First:   (Clasping his hand on Bjorn’s shoulder):  Well done, my son.   

Bjorn: (His shoulders slumping) I know it turned out well, but it could have been very bad 

if it had gone the wrong way.  What if Loki had not turned up?   

Erik the First:   But he did show up, and you did save everyone in the village.  You were very 

brave.   

Bertha, Bjorn’s Mother:   Oh my son!  I was so frightened for you!  Are you okay? 

Bjorn: (Hugging his mother):  I am fine, Mother.  All is well. 

Bertha, Bjorn’s Mother:   I am very proud of you, Bjorn.  But please do not do this to us again.  Gunnar came 

home without you, and I was terrified! 

Erik the First:   (Touching her on the shoulder):  He is fine, Bertha.  Bjorn is a man.  This is my son. 

Narrator:   The villagers cheered and called for a celebration.  They all walked up to Erik and 

nodded their approval of his decisions and actions.  They turned to go home, back 

to their homes in safety.  Since that day, Bjorn was still taking the sheep to pasture 

with his dog, Gunnar, who had led the people back to the cliff to fight an unknown 

enemy for Bjorn.  The people had all become concerned when Gunnar had led the 

sheep back into their fences without Bjorn.  Once the sheep were in safely, Gunnar 

had barked and led them to Bjorn, and he was considered a hero too.  Bjorn’s 

training went into a more serious mode to prepare Bjorn for his future, because if 

Loki had recognized the boy, they knew he would be a great Viking one day.  

Throughout his entire life, Bjorn was asked to tell and retell the story of the day that 

Ulik and Fenrir had approached him.  Their world was much safer with brave 

Vikings such as Bjorn and his friend, Gunnar. 

Narrator: Ulik and Fenrir were determined to protect what they felt they owned, even to the 

point of killing Bjorn to use as an example and serve as a warning.  Loki the great 

Trickster had been teaching them a lesson concerning lies and how lies can lead to 

tragedy.  

The moral of the story is:   

“Liars are not believed even when they speak the truth”. 

 


