
AESOP’S FABLES: “Self-Control Makes the Troll” 
Based on the Farmer and the Stork 

A Play written by Connie Frank 

Narrator on the Story:  Self-Control in a Troll is based loosely on The Farmer and the 

Stork. Trolls are supernatural beings in Nordic folklore, especially in Jotunheimen, 

and are part of the Fey Fairy branch of mythology.  Greek mythology contains Fey, 

or ancient fairies called Nymphs, and they were very beautiful.  Norwegian fairies, 

or trolls, look more like gnomes. Norway storytelling traditions and have roots in 

Norse mythology. Both appearance and characteristics can vary, but the creatures are 

often both dangerous and stupid, but for ancient people, they were a necessary part 

of existence. Trolls adore eating all types of seafood. 

Amazingly, they fish in complete darkness so that they are not seen by anybody. 

They mostly eat their food raw. Sometimes, when the volcanoes have erupted, 

they cook their food on the hot rocks. Trolls are known for their thievery stealing 

food or causing food to spoil. The trolls only go out at night, in the dark. Because 

there is only one thing that could scare a real troll: The sunlight. If they do not 

hide in time, the first rays of the sunlight turn them into stone or make them 

burst. sometimes possessing magic powers. Hostile to men, trolls live in old 

castles and haunt the surrounding districts after dark. Trolls are often described as strong and dangerous giants. 

They are ugly, with large noses and eyes "the size of plates", and often have several heads or just one eye. 

Ancient gods and humans are their enemies, and they are angered by the smell of human blood.  

Characters:  

 Narrator: 

 Mrs. Troll: 

 Askeladden: 

 Blenda: 

 Mr. Troll:   

 Disa: 

 Dunker: 

 Jotunn: 

 Grendel: 

 Sandra: 

 Johnny: 

 Eddie: 

 Patrick: 

Script:  

Narrator:   Within the rocks, cliffs, and mountains of Norway, the mountain Troll family lived 

quietly and happily in their old, deserted castle.  They have close relatives from Iceland 

who are planning to visit very soon, so Mrs. Troll is busy making sure that their 

mountain home is clean and tidy. Mr. Troll was out scouting and hunting for their 

dinner. Her three children Askeladden, Blenda, and Disa were excited and running 

about.  They were looking forward to meeting their cousins who lived so far away from 

their homeland. 

Mrs. Troll: Askeladden!  When are you going to get your room clean?  It is a nightmare in my 

wildest nightmares.  You should be ashamed! 

Askeladden: I will get on it soon, Mama.   

Mrs. Troll:   Stop delaying and get it done, my boy!  Time is wasting! 

  



 

Narrator: Mrs. Troll proudly looked around the dark, damp castle and smiled with crooked teeth 

and a mustache just beginning above her heavy lips.  She was very proud of their home.   

Mrs. Troll:   Blenda!  Disa!  Where are you girls?  Have you washed all the dishes? 

Blenda & Disa: (Together) Yes, mama.  We just finished. 

Mrs. Troll:   Girls, go help your brother to get his room decent.  (Her three heads cocked from side to 

side, taking a 360-degree image of her home and approving.  

Blenda: Why do we put up with you Askeladden! 

Disa:   Yeah, you seem so lazy, brother. 

Askeladden:   Sorry.  I will try to do better. 

Narrator:  Quickly the three children worked in Askeladden’s room.  Askeladden was the eldest 

and only boy.  He considered himself to be a thinker, but he did not always have 

common sense.  Blenda was the eldest daughter and very sensible.  She was growing her 

last of the three heads now, so she was growing up very fast.  Disa, the youngest 

daughter, was often in trouble, and Blenda had to keep Disa from getting distracted. 

Mr. Troll:   I’m home!  Where is my family? 

Mrs. Troll:   Welcome back, Papa!  How was your day? 

Mr. Troll:   Well, I did not see many humans to frighten away, so that was good, I guess.  I brought 

home some salmon for dinner. 

Mrs. Troll:   How wonderful!  I will get in the kitchen and start dinner right away.  Your oldest 

brother and his wife will be here soon.   

Mr. Troll:   Good!  It is getting dark.  Best to begin preparing for our nightly walk. 

Narrator:   Just as the family got back from their walk, the night had arrived, and they were getting 

ready to settle down to dinner when a big bang on the old wooden door brought 

everyone in the castle alert.  The three kids ran to the front door and opened it to see four 

ragged trolls standing in the doorway.  The elder male roared and threw his arms 

around Askeladden, who was breathless in the tight embrace. Askeladden’s younger 

sisters both took a step backward to avoid the heavy, awkward embrace of their uncle. 

Mr. Troll: Jotunn, my gruesome brother!  How are you? 

Jotunn:   I am doing well, brother!  This is my wife, Grendel, and my son, Dunker. 

Grendel:   It is nice to meet the rest of the Troll family.   

Narrator:   All eyes went to the horned, dirty creatures standing next to Jotunn, and hands were 

raised to say hello. 

Mr. Troll:   Askeladden, take Dunker to your room and show him around.    

Narrator: As the two young trolls walked through the dank halls, Dunker looked around and 

dripped saliva on the floors.  Askeladden saw this and knew he would have to clean the 

mess after Dunker left. 

Dunker: (Looking around):  I am jealous.  You have a great place to live.  We only have a 

mountain cave, and it smells really bad. I smell fish and I’m hungry.  We stay hungry 

because humans are always around our home.  You have a great room. 

Narrator: As Dunker slobbered all around his room, Askeladden watched him.  Dunker was 

starving and looked dirty.  His eyes darted back and forth in weird ways, and 

Askeladden was not sure what to make of Dunker.  As they ate the delicious meal that 

Mrs. Troll had made for them, Askeladden looked at his sisters and saw their mildly 

hidden disgust.   

  



 

Askeladden: (Thinking to himself): Dunker is my cousin, and I will be his friend, no matter what, for 

Papa, my Papa, who loves his brother.  

Narrator:   Trolls live and come outside in the nighttime, and they sleep during the day.  They have 

a healthy respect for daylight and always avoid it.  After a a day of fitful listening to 

Dunker snoring and emitting gas loudly on his mattress on the floor, stinking up the 

room, Askeladden woke up to see a darkened sky.line.  While eating breakfast, everyone 

seemed falsely cheery.  The girls were still grossed out, and Dunker was sullen, claiming 

he had not slept well all night.   Dunker suggested they go out to investigate the area, 

and with Papa’s permission Askeladden followed Dunker out the door.  The two trolls 

walked along the path leading to the caves while Dunker talked about his home and 

how many volcanoes there were to check out.  He hinted that Askeladden should come 

to visit him, and Askeladden thought carefully about what he might see if he did go. 

Dunker:   Askeladden, look!  There are humans over there! 

Askeladden:   Where?  Oh, yes, I see them now!  What are they doing out in the dark!   

Dunker:   Most humans avoid the dark.  

Askeladden: They are walking toward the caves too. We should turn back. 

Dunker: (Looking at Askeladden sharply): Why should we do that? 

Askeladden: Papa always tells me it is best to avoid trouble, and humans are trouble. 

Dunker: Of course, they are trouble!  They have always been afraid of us!  We are trolls and we 

are afraid of nothing.   

Askeladden:   What? (He was staring at the humans and was barely listening to Dunker. 

Dunker:   In fact (Dunker smiled, showing that he had several broken teeth), We have had the 

occasional human who has gotten lost on the trails around our caves.   

Askeladden:   (Shocked) No. 

Dunker: They just …disappear. (Dunker licked his lips and grinned broadly). 

Askeladden: (His mouth gaped open): You cannot mean that you killed a human!  You know that is 

forbidden. We trolls are careful not to let anyone know that we exist, much less attack 

them! 

Dunker: (Twisting his face into a smirk): You can say that.  Look around you!  You have plenty of 

trout in the river that runs through this area, deer, rabbits, and other edible creatures that 

roam through these forests.   

Narrator:   I cannot believe this! 

Dunker: We have a rocky shoreline, volcanoes that erupt regularly, and live in a cave…hidden 

away from all those who would hate us because of how we look.   

Narrator:   Askeladden looked around him.  The wildlife was plentiful.  Since the Troll family had 

plenty of fish available, and it was their preferred food source, they never even bothered 

the other wildlife.  All of the animals seemed friendly and approachable. Askeladden 

often walked in the woods and brought berries with him to feed them.   

Askeladden: (Shuddering at his thoughts):  You would not hurt them!  You would not dare to hurt the 

animals that roam in our woods.  They would become frightened of us, and we could 

never approach them again.   

Dunker: (Shrugging) Who cares?  We live in Iceland, not here in Norway.  We do not live the way 

you do.  

Askeladden: You will not touch them.  If you do, you will face me! 

Narrator:   Dunker looked at Askeladden with suspicion, but Askeladden was disgusted with his 

cousin.  Just as the two cousins began to prepare themselves to battle, as they were both 

determined to win, the wind changed to a more northerly turn, sending whiffs of human 

smells their way.  The humans were heading right for them!   

  



 

Askeladden: (Pushing Dunker) Get down! 

Narrator: Instinctively, Askeladden threw himself to the ground, laying very still, yanking Dunker 

down with him.   

Dunker: (Shrugging) Why? 

Narrator: Askeladden threw his finger to his lips to make Dunker lay very still, threatening 

Dunker if he moved even slightly.  The humans were slow at walking up to them, 

talking about the small hill range they were walking toward.   

Sandra: It is too dark to see anything! 

Johnny:   I agree.  It is time to go home. 

Eddie:   I am with you too.  I can’t see a thing.  Time to go. 

Patrick:   Wait!  Do you see this hill? I thought I saw it move! 

Eddie:   Where? 

Sandra: Come on!  My folks are waiting for me! 

Johnny: Stop it, Patrick.  Your imagination is going strong tonight. 

Narrator: The three friends had left quite a bit later than they wanted to go to the dark forests.  

They had seen the hidden castle and were in awe of the huge mountains and hills that 

surrounded their homes. 

Patrick:   Okay!  My Mom and Dad told me not to go this far out anyway.  How about coming 

back tomorrow? 

Sandra:   We can try if you like. 

Eddie:   I am in.  I like walking through these trails.  It is fun! 

Johnny: Yeah, but you have to admit it is pretty spooky. 

Patrick:   Okay guys.  I know I saw that mountain move, but let’s go.  It seems pretty creepy out 

here now. 

Narrator:   As the humans walked away quickly, Askeladden took a deep breath and turned to look 

at his cousin, who appeared to be mad. 

Dunker:   Why did you do that?   

Askeladden: You know what you wanted to do was forbidden.  Why do you keep trying to break the 

rules? 

Dunker: I could have used a snack.  You had no right to do that! 

Askeladden: (Looking around to make sure the humans were out of sight, grimaced):  I sure did!  This 

is my home! 

Dunker: I find humans to be great toys.  I like to play with my food.  They scream and cry, and 

they make a lot of noise. 

Askeladden: (Staring at him):  You do that?  What is the matter with you? 

Dunker:   It is a great game when I’m bored.  And I get bored a lot. 

Askeladden: Don’t you have any self-control?  Can you not contain yourself?  Humans are not 

playthings. 

Dunker: What? 

Askeladden: You do not own them.  Humans are not our playthings.   

Dunker: Well, I’m telling my dad.  He is going to be so mad at you – at ALL of you!   

Askeladden:   I don’t care.  We have rules and you tried to break them. 

Dunker: You are not a team player!  You are just a goody two-shoes! 

Askeladden: Let’s go back to the castle.   

  



 

Narrator: Angry and hungry, both trolls walked back to the castle.  They found their Troll fathers 

in an argument.  Dunker’s father was red faced, and his nose looked much bigger than 

Askeladden had ever seen it. Mr. Troll was calm but had a stubborn look on his face.  

Both Mrs. Troll and Grendel were wringing their hands and staring at each other. 

Jotunn:   We are leaving before daybreak, Grendel.  Have you finished packing? 

Grendel: Yes, I have.  Jotunn, please change your mind.  Your brother has offered to help you 

move here.  We could be happy here. 

Jotunn: No, I have decided that we are better off in Iceland.  Brother, I thank you for hosting us, 

but we have to go home now that Dunker is here.  If you decide that you would like to 

live in Iceland, where we Trolls are free to do as we pleased, let me know.  You know 

how to get in touch with me. 

Narrator: With that said, Jotunn, Grendel, and Dunker said their goodbyes and walked out into the 

darkness to return to their home.  Mr. Troll closed the door and then sat down in his 

easy chair, staring at the old stone walls. 

Mrs. Troll: Well, this was an eventful day. 

Mr. Troll:   It sure has been.  My brother has changed. 

Narrator: The room was very quiet now. 

Blenda: Mama, do you want me to do anything? 

Disa: Yes, is there anything we can do for you? 

Mrs. Troll: (Smiling):  No, all is well, daughters.  You are so good to your parents. 

Askeladden: Dad, what happened? 

Mr. Troll: (Sighing):  Jotunn has changed, Askeladden.  He does not follow our Rules of Law and 

Order anymore. 

Askeladden: You mean he breaks the Laws? 

Mr. Troll:   (Nodding):  He certainly does.  He and his family have no only been showing themselves 

to humans, but they have been attacking humans. 

Mrs. Troll:   I thought all trolls had agreed to live in peace and to keep ourselves out of sight of 

humans. 

Mr. Troll:   Well, Jotunn and his group feel that they do not need to follow the old Rules any longer.   

Askeladden:   Humans do not hurt us.  I have watched them for several years now.  They are curious, 

but we leave them alone.  The humans here in our country do not even seem to know 

that we exist. 

Mr. Troll:   This is what we want, Askeladden.  We want to follow the Rules and live in peace.  My 

family is important to me, and peace is essential.   

Askeladden: I have learned an important lesson, Papa.  I have learned that hanging out with the 

wrong person, even if he is my cousin, if a really bad idea. 

Mr. Troll:   I agree, my son.  You are judged by the company you keep.  Let us hope that we can 

continue to live in peace with humans. 

Narrator: The room grew quiet again.  Askeladden respectfully hugged his Papa and walked into 

the dining area to help his mother as she prepared food for them.  Askeladden smiled at 

his sisters.  They were all very proud of their father taking a stand against breaking the 

Laws set by all Trolls and their Fae families.  Askeladden hoped that he would always 

make the right decisions, but if he did not, he knew that he could depend on his parents 

to set him on the right path.  Now Askeladden had to find a way to talk to his Papa 

about what Dunker had tried to do, but Askeladden would save that discussion for 

tomorrow.  Papa looked too tired right now. 

  



 

Narrator: Just as the Farmer admonished the Stork for participating in a dastardly deed, 

Askeladden’s Troll father was proud of his son, and would be prouder still, if he knew 

that Askeladden had also stood up to his cousin, Dunker.  Everyone has this type of 

situation happen to them, but it is the decisions we make that change and mold our 

character.  Askeladden is on the right path. 

The moral of the story is: 

“You are judged by the company you keep.” 
 


