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2017 Book Excellence Award Winner for Multicultural Fiction2018 International Book Awards -
Award Winning Finalist in the Category "Fiction: Short Story"Trolls and Hidden Folk are a part of
daily life in Iceland. This collection of Icelandic folklore and legends comes from the days of the
Vikings. The twenty-five short stories are centuries old and have been updated for today's
readers of all ages. Children and adults alike will love to delve into this fantastic collection of
traditional Icelandic fairy tales and legends. These short stories of trolls, elves with magical
powers, and Hidden People have been passed down from generation to generation.First written
down a hundreds of years ago, the stories are now brought together and updated for a modern
audience, so now you too can read about the trolls who freely roamed Iceland, the race of
Hidden People with strong magical powers and of the four powerful beings who still protect
Iceland from invaders to this day. Packed full of fascinating myths, this collection of folklore is a
must for anyone wanting to discover a world of mermaids and mermen, giants, shape-shifting
seals and dragons in disguise.
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you: Gretchen, Mike, Teresa, Vik, Serenity, and, of course, Mom.Even the smallest words of
encouragement can provide endless motivation. Like the lessons of a fairy tale, they can be
applied over and over and are just as powerful the hundredth-time over as the
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GuidePREFACEMuch of a culture is revealed in the legends, folklore and fairy tales that are told
to children. The stories unconsciously shape the outlook, fears, and attitudes of the young. As I
researched and assembled the stories for this collection, I was drawn to them for the unique
insight they provided. Many of these stories have their origins in the Icelandic Sagas and from
early in the settlement days. In Iceland, they often refer to them as “former days”. They were
shared by storytellers and few were written down in their entirety. Icelanders rarely refer to
these as “fairy tales” but rather “legends” or “folk tales”. Some may have has an origins in a true
story that has since been embellished and has become a legend. Many provided lessons for
treatment of neighbors and fellow humans (or trolls). Lessons of tolerance, presented in
“Drangey Consecrated” or an act of compassion as shown in “Hallgerður” are common themes
in Icelandic folk tales. The dangers inherent in a country of waterfalls, volcanos, and sea cliffs
explain the need for dire warnings of trolls and mischievous Hidden People. Children learned at
an early age to be wary, not of the landscape so much as the trolls and monsters that lurked in
their midst. They also learned the importance of a strong work ethic and common sense. In a
country where life was difficult these were important qualities.Over time, there have been several
works that recorded these stories and many of the versions are still available today. Jón
Gudmundsson the Learned (1574-1658), Árni Magnússon (1663-1730), and Jón Árnason
(1819-1888) all worked to collect and record these tales. Jón Árnason is the most recognized
name associated with Icelandic Folk Tales. Half of the stories included in this collection can be



found in an original version in Árnason’s Icelandic Folk and Fairy Tales. The remainder were
compiled from numerous written sources, oral retelling from friends and family, and elements
embedded in other stories.The legends and folk tales had not been modernized or updated in
several hundred years. In some cases, the beginning or end of the story was lost. Some
appeared to wander as if two different stories were cobbled accidently along the way in history.In
this collection, I have endeavored to update the storylines to appeal to modern readers, but keep
the essence and tone of the stories as close to the original as possible. I have changed the
stories for readability, giving names to characters, adding to the story for action, and in some
cases, removing confusing elements. The Icelandic alphabet contains some letters not found
in English and the pronunciation of Icelandic words can be difficult. To assist with the readability,
I have provided a phonetic approximation of the Icelandic names, to make them more
manageable for children to sound out. I worked with a native Icelander to find suitable English
sounds for a close pronunciation, but not all are linguistically accurate. The language did
present some challenges, but I wanted to introduce as much of the culture and language as I felt
possible. A pronunciation guide is also provided at the end of the book.It was difficult to decide
which stories to include because it meant excluding some from the collection. I have grown to
love all of these stories and have so enjoyed working to bring them to a larger audience. I hope
that you enjoy them as much as I do.THE GUARDIANS OF ICELANDOnce there was a ruler
named Harald Bluetooth who was King over all of Denmark and Norway, and he wanted to
expand his kingdom. He decided to take over Iceland and add that to his empire. He schemed
and planned, trying to find out all he could about the weaknesses of the country. King Harald
had heard wild stories about the fierce Viking warriors of Iceland. He also heard about this
strange land filled with trolls, hidden folk and magical creatures. The whole land was protected
by the spirits of nature. He knew he couldn’t send his troops in on ships or they would be
defeated quickly.He needed to find a sneaky way to invade and take over the land. To form a
plan, King Harald needed the kind of information only the very best spy could get. So, he called
upon his most powerful wizard to go scout for him.The wizard transformed himself into a whale
and swam west from Denmark to the coast of Iceland. The country ahead of him was an island,
almost completely round, with lots of fjords, inlets and natural bays. The wizard slowly
approached the coast on the east side and looked around for just the right place to come
ashore. He swam into a wide bay called Vopnafjörður (wop-na-fyore-thur) and decided it looked
like a pretty good spot. But just as he neared the shore and began to concentrate on magically
changing back into his human form, he heard a strange buzzing growing louder and louder.He
looked over to the mountains and saw a huge dragon come racing over the top of one and fly
down through the valley directly towards him! Following close behind the dragon were hundreds
of snakes and lizards squirming and slithering all over the place. They were getting closer and
closer, moving quickly and spitting venom at him. With a heaving splash of his powerful tail, the
wizard quickly dove back deep in the water and swam as fast as he could back out to the sea.
When he felt he was a safe distance away he stopped and looked back to the island. The



massive dragon stood on the shore, raised to his full height, and spewing fire into the air. He
could smell the smoky charred scent clear out in the ocean where he watched. Lined up on
either side of the dragon were the lizards and lined up beside them were huge snakes. Not just
any snakes, but huge, writhing, ugly sea serpents that fishermen whispered stories to one
another about. He shook his big whale head and thought, This is no place to sneak ashore! And
he swam away to the north.As he reached the tip of the island, the wizard turned left and swam
in his whale body for several hours along the northern shores. Here, he found several nice big
inlets. This was much better, he thought to himself, as he made his way to a small harbor to
change into his human form. No sooner had he touched his first toe on the land than he heard a
terrible racket.As he looked up, he saw a giant eagle. It was so big that as it flew, the tips of its
wings touched the mountains on either side of the valley. In a flock surrounding the eagle,
hundreds of birds of every kind flew towards him. They screeched and cawed, screaming at him
as they dove at him. The wizard quickly jumped back into the ocean, narrowly escaping the
sharp talons and beaks. He dove deep and swam away from the land as fast as he could. He
swam away from the huge eagle and away from the dragon, heading further west. He came to
the western edge of the island and turned south. There, he found a large bay called
Breiðafjörður (bray-the-fyore thur). He thought this looked like a good safe place to come ashore
and look around. No sooner had he started to swim into the bay when he heard a loud snort. As
he looked up, a large bull came towards him there, waded into the sea and began to bellow
menacingly. Shimmering and swooping around, a band of land spirits followed it down from the
mountains. This was no good at all! The wizard quickly gave a flip of his mighty tail and swam
as fast as he could back to the ocean.He only had one more placed left to check. Surely, there
would be a safe place where he could explore the island. Now, more thanever, he wanted to find
a way to help the king invade this land! He had been chased away by a dragon, a giant eagle
and now a huge bull.Someone needed to get rid of these monsters and make this island safe!
There must be a way, he thought, as he swam to the southern tip of the island. This was a place
known for having whales, so the wizard thought his disguise would keep him safe here.He swam
past the small towns on the coast and saw the capital city, Reykjavik in the distance. He swam
into the bay and stopped. He raised himself up as far as he could from the water to try and look
at the shore. Was it safe? He joined a group of whales and swam in circles with them, jumping
and diving in the water. It seemed all quiet on shore. Maybe this was the perfect place for an
army to launch an attack. The wizard swam closer to shore, leaving his whale friends in the
ocean. He moved closer to land, and as his feet touched the sand, he quickly changed back to
his human wizard form. His shifty eyes darted back and forth. He rubbed his hands gleefully as
he whispered to himself “Yes, the King can launch his attack from here!” No sooner had the
words left his lips, a powerful rumbling sounded and the ground under his feet shook and rocks
tumbled. The wizard looked up and a huge mountain giant appeared over the cliffs. His head
was higher than the mountain tops, and as the wizard watched, the giant used an iron staff to
step right over the tall mountains. The ground shook and there was a thunderous noise with



each step. Just the sight of this terrible monster made the wizard long for his home in
Denmark.The wizard ran for the water, quickly changing back into his whale form. As he looked
back, the mountain giant was now surrounded by many other beasts of all sizes and types. He
swam quickly away, barely escaping as the giant’s huge hand snapped down to grab him.This
would not do at all. This country of Iceland was protected on all sides. There was no way they
could launch an attack! The wizard had no choice but to return to the King and tell him of all the
mighty Guardians of Iceland that kept the people and magical inhabitants safe. To this day, no
one has attacked or defeated the Guardians.Huldufólk-tHE HIDDEN FOLKIt is common
knowledge for those in the know that there are fairies in many forests. There are certainly
leprechauns in Ireland. Elves are to be found at the North Pole, and most assuredly, there is a
sea creature in the Lochs of Scotland. Perhaps somewhere out there you might also find a
dragon, or even a unicorn. But the oldest and possibly the most magical creatures around are
the Huldufolk of Iceland. Their story goes as far back as recorded time itself.At the beginning of
everything, there was a beautiful garden that stretched as far as the eye could see. In this
garden, there lived a man named Adam and a woman named Eve. Adam and Eve had many
children. During the day, the children explored and played while their parents enjoyed the
garden and took long walks. The children were all curious and loved to explore beyond the
garden. Some of the best places were the rocky shoreline and caves and along the riverbeds.
They spent hours playing and every day ventured further and further but always came back
before the sun set. At the end of every day, Adam and Eve would gather the children to have
dinner and they would all spend their evenings together. It was a very pleasant and happy
life. One day, Eve told the children they were having a special guest coming to dinner that night.
She told them she wanted them to all be on their best behaviors. She instructed each of them to
watch the sun in the sky and be home when it was starting to touch the treetops. That way, they
would all have time for baths and be cleaned up to meet the special guest that evening.Each of
the children agreed and went their separate ways to play for the day. One group of the children
followed one of the many streams, exploring the waters and looking at rocks and all sorts of
shiny pebbles. They followed a path up a hill, scrambling over rocks and sliding through muddy
parts as they went. At the top of the hill, they found some unusual lumps and bumps in the
ground. They were curious to know what these were and where they came from. They looked
closer. Each of the mounds seemed to have tiny holes, like frozen bubbles that rock had grown
solid around. Some of the mounds looked like piles of mud, sort of oozing, but solid. They were
fascinated by these strange rocks and excited to explore the large field that stretched out before
them. Some of the rocks were bare and ragged, some topped by a soft-looking green covering.
The green covering was springy to the touch but seemed to be fragile. They carefully stepped
around those parts as they continued to explore so as not to disturb the pretty green fluff.They
were having so much fun that they never noticed the sun was high in the sky. When the sun was
starting to touch the treetops, their Mamma Eve had said that was when they were supposed to
head home. However, they were so involved in their exploring, they did not watch the movement



of the sun. They explored little caves and caverns, valleys and hilltops before they realized they
were hungry.“Oh my goodness, look at the sun,” exclaimed one boy.“It is so low in the sky,” his
sister said.“We must hurry back,” a third chimed in.They rushed back home, retracing their steps
as quickly as they could. They slipped and slid in the mud, caught sticks and leaves in their hair,
and snagged and tore their clothing as they ran pell-mell towards their home in the garden.As
they reached the garden where their mother waited, they were breathless and dirty. Eve was
relieved to see them return home safe, but was very upset with them. The sun was nearly
setting and their special guest would be arriving soon. There was no time to take a bath and
change into clean clothes. Eve would be so embarrassed for anyone to see the children so
muddy and their clothes torn. Most of the time, she was proud of her beautiful children. Tonight,
she had so many lined up all clean with their bright shiny face, it made this group look even
worse. It might be best to just hide them. She thought there were so many children that no one
would notice if a few were missing, especially if they had never met them. Hiding them would be
better than showing them so dirty and bedraggled.She thought quickly and said to the small
group, “Go, children – go back out of the garden and play in the field until it is dark and then
come home.” She went quickly to their food stock and took out handfuls of bread and cheese.
Giving some to each of the children, she hugged them and sent them on their way. The small
group obeyed their mother and followed the stream back to the rocky field. Eve gathered the
remaining children and went to meet Adam and have their dinner.The special guest arrived and
asked Eve, “Where are the rest of your children?”Eve replied, “These are all the children.” Adam
nodded in agreement and led their guest away to look at the beautiful trees and flowers in the
garden. The evening passed as they walked together and then sat to have dinner. After a
pleasant meal, their guest thanked them for the food and the visit with their family. As he was
leaving, Eve thought she heard him whisper the strangest thing. “Whatever has been hidden
from me, shall be hidden from all people.”Eve thought she must have heard wrong, shook her
head and thought no more about the odd comment. She walked to the edge of the garden and
called to her small group of missing children. Dusk had fallen and it would be fully dark soon.
She frowned as she looked, but did not see them. Just then, she heard their voices and turned
quickly, thinking they were behind her. “Hello?” she called, “where are you?”To her surprise, she
could hear giggling and laughing but could not see a single child. She jumped as she heard
several voices cry “we’re here, mom, we’re here!” but as she looked around, she saw no
one.“Where?” she asked, “I can hear you but I can’t see you,” she said, looking from left to right
as she searched for the children.Her eyes grew wide as right in front of her, the group of children
appeared. Slowly, shimmering, at first almost transparent, then their forms becoming solid and
clear. She stared at them, for while they had always been pretty children, now, somehow, they
were even more beautiful. Their hair shone like gold and each one’s was perfectly arranged.
Their faces were all clean and bright and their skin had an angelic glow. The clothing they now
wore was like nothing she had ever seen before, it was very finely made and of the most
beautiful cloth. Each had on a tunic and pants that were brightly colored, the edges lined in



silver and gold. She reached out to touch the arm of the child nearest to her and the fabric had
the softest texture she had ever felt.These were her children, and familiar to her, but somehow
strange at the same time. She looked at them, confused.“You look like my children, but not
quite,” she said slowly, “tell me now, are you changelings?”She looked around the small circle,
searching the faces of the children. They all seemed to smile sadly. One stepped forward, and
reached to hug her.“Mother, dear, we all love you very much,” the beautiful girl said, “we are all
still your children, but we have changed now.”“Yes,” said a boy, every bit as handsome as the girl
was beautiful, “when we left the garden, we went out and were playing in the field. We cannot
explain it, but we all felt a strange sensation. It was like a tingle and a shiver and we knew
something was different.”“Yes,” their mother said, nodding.“We can hear each other’s thoughts,
and as you approached here, we could hear your thoughts as well,” the girl explained. “The
visitor tonight told you we were hidden from people, what does that mean mother? We are not
Hidden – look, we’re right here!”“I didn’t understand it before,” Eve said slowly, “but I think I’m
beginning to realize what has happened.” She looked at the small circle of children and
continued, “you are Hidden most of the time and can only be seen by ordinary humans when
you want to be, when you concentrate. The rest of the time, I think you will be invisible to
everyone except each other.”They all looked at each other, and then one by one, the children
each began to smile. Their new ability to speak to each other in their minds made it possible to
communicate quickly. The idea of being invisible whenever they wanted sounded quite fun.Eve
smiled and hugged each of them and said, “My beautiful children, you are special now and I will
always love you, even when I can’t see you. Let’s get you all home.”Together, they went back to
their home in the garden. Eve and the small group of children shared their discovery with Adam
and the rest of the family. Adam hugged each of them, assuring them he also still loved them
very much. Their other brothers and sisters, though, seemed uncertain and a little afraid to get
too close.Over the next few weeks, the group of children that Eve had come to think of as
Huldufolk, or Hidden People, spent more and more time exploring the world beyond the garden
and became quite at home in the rocky field with the moss-covered stones. Each day when
they came home, they tried to share stories of their adventures with their other brothers and
sisters. Each time, their siblings seemed unwilling to listen. They did not want to spend time
anymore with the ones their mother called Huldufolk. Day after day, they tried, but the groups
didn’t seem to have much in common anymore.As the years passed, the Huldufolk spent less
and less time with their other brothers and sisters, and less time in the garden that had been
their home. They eventually made their home among the rocks of the field and the cliffs by the
sea. They became protective of the land and did not allow humans to harm it. They did not like
rocks to be moved, or the moss to be disturbed, nor did they like anyone to come too close to
their homes.  
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Laura E. Thompson, “Very cool. This is a cool book. My son & I have been reading them for
bedtime stories. I wish that there were real photos of the island & rocks & things so that when it
said those rocks are still there you can see it.”

Ebook Tops Reader, “Love the stories. I am enjoying the book and love reading the stories to
children in our community.”

Gorilichis, “Charming!. The book could have been better edited, but it is a charming collection of
Icelandic folklore. I was pleasantly surprised that they place so much value in being kind to
animals. As my family travels to Iceland today, I can vicariously travel with them with this book!”

DivineZoo, “Fun book of Icelandic myths and legends.. Interesting collection of Icelandic legends
for those who want to know more about teir culture.”

Rac L, “Top-notch customer service. Top-notch customer service. My item was delivered on time
as promised it was a gift for a friend who absolutely loved it”

Mandy Shuler-Phillips, “Four Stars. Great short stories. Writing could be slightly improved, but
overall a great book!”

Ebook Tops Reader, “Great read!. Great read for younger teens!”

Jim, “Enthralling. Simple stories you can keep coming back to. Would recommend whether or
not you have interest in Iceland. Can relate to stories from other cultures.”

caroline knight, “interesting. very interesting read”

Ebook Tops Reader, “Land of Folk stories. A very enjoyable account of Icelandic Folk Tales.”

Ebook Tops Reader, “Five Stars. Great book”
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