nd quietly, Lan, Pushed
her feet. Off beyond the
trees a light was ﬂickering.
breath, she crept towards it.
awhite fur cape was standing
: -a clearing. Beyond him,

face, was a giant wall
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‘Why has NO one e
the prince.

‘He only flies a¢ night’ replied the long-
nosed courtjer wisely.

VEer seen it, theny’ 1

Sked

‘It’s night now,’ countered th,
‘The dead of night,’

€ Prince_
said the long-nosed
courtier, correcting himself, ‘And, anyway,
there’s a full moon. Dragons never

fly on ,
full moon.’

‘Nonsense,’ interrupted the big-eared

courtier. ‘There’s a castle, true enough, but

no dragon. An ogre lives there, with his eight

ose was in there?
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probed

. of the princess?_’

plied Lana. ‘She pricked
ifteenth'birthday and fell

2 hundred years because

‘ ﬂé‘; But there must be a

her family.’

tier gave 2 sarcastic



‘ I_;ight,. surely?

ce to Lana.
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wanting to rescue Briar Rose.
unselled the 1ong—nosed courtier.

be too hasty . .
1 said the prince, taking off his

ing in. Sir Ulrich, hand me my

sire, stuttered the big-eared

as already marching

orns. ;
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hirred. Somehow, she had

and into the tree. But how?
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eing caught gave her a sudden
: and she clambered upwards,
the twists and turns of the
ast time, she didn’t even stop






