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Chapter Twenty

nce there was a liccle boy and
a lictle girl whose father died
suddenly, leaving them and their

mother all alone in the world.
Go begin with, their mother was very
upset and cried day and night bur, as time
went by, eventually she was able to smile

when she thought about the wonderful
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cimes they bad shared as a family.

(More time passed, and their mother
decided it was time to get married again.
One day, while she was gathering firewood in
the forest, she met a little old man wearing
extremely fasbionable purple clothes, and

shortly after she decided to marry bim.

Lana saw the little old man pause as he put
another log on the fire. She smiled to herself,
knowing that everyone loves a story where they

can see themselves as one of the characters.

A year after they were married, the couple
bad a baby daughrer.
‘Don't worry, the little old man reassured

bis wife. Just because we bave our own child, I

won't forget about my stepchildren. I'll treat
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e % But be didn't. Instead, he spoiled bis own
‘ ¥ /G daughter and was often mean to the little
’/:a,i ’ . boy and girl. Whenever something broke, he
, pﬁ, made sure they got the blame, getting them
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che house were asleep and then the liccle girl % <\§:
slipped ber band through the bars of the cage, &
undid the bolr and together they crept out of ;‘
cheir bouse and into the forest. -

Now, what the two children didn'tknow was ‘ gs‘
b S

#g‘ into so much trouble that even their mother chac the lictle old man bad magical powers. '7,.«-\5:
'24175 3 started to believe bis lies. And when their mother bad met bim in the :‘ i
I While bis daugbter bad a feather bed in her forest, be bad cast a spell to make ber fall in ”\ &

S O o

’;'ﬁﬁ very own room, the little boy and girl were love wich bim. Gbe lictle old man was as ugly { ﬁzj

ol forced to live in a cage in the kitchen and given on the outside as be was inside, but bis spell W

& bardly anything to eat. Soon they were so had made their mother believe bim to be & &

? ,ﬁ; miserable that they decided to run away. kindbearted and bandsome. & /
\ -

f’y ‘Buc where will we go?’ the little girl asked ’\--;f

J ber brother. Lana had to stop herself from grinning 3z W
P:‘f. "Ghe forest, be answered. 'It’s dark and full as she saw the little old man frown. He .v-‘;.?ﬂ ’ i
3 /{s. of dangerous creatures, but even so it bas to had forgotten all about the fire, and was ’&; f
é; . bebetter than bere! now leaning forward on his stool, listening "“E
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’g;' Gbat night, they waited uncil the rest of carefully to her story. N3
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g Like many people who understand magic,
4« <5 the lictle old man could see with bis eyes
’ : closed, so even though be was asleep be could

, . seethechildren creeping out of the house,

; ‘ Dal’ Re thought, Tow I can be rid of my
borrible stepchildren once and for alll'And be
castaspellon all the streams of the forest. so
that anyone who drank from them would be
turned into a deer. And, with the forest full of
bunters, the children would never be safe.

_7}' - (Deanwhile, in the depths of the forest, the
lictle boy and girl came across a babbling
Lo brook.

‘Look! exclaimed the boy. ‘Let’s drink! We've

) been walking for bours and I'm so thirsty!

'ﬁ ‘,@ But as they both leant down to the river,
A the lictle girl beard the water whispering.

¢ t“' ‘Don’t drink me!’ it said. 'I am enchanced
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so that anyone who sips from me will turn =% 5
inco adeer!’ %

Ghelictlegirl rurned quickly to ber brother. e
'No! Don't drink the water!' =
Buc it was too late. Ghe little boy was gone, : |
and in bis placewas a starcled white fawn! - e
' by A

Sister, sister, what's bappening to me?’ ¢
he cried. '“3;.
'Hush, liccle fawn,” said the girl, taking care < \\E:
not to make any sudden moves that might ‘{
scare the animal away. T'lL look after you! A (

-
Lana paused. Much to her delight, the little ’\4
7
old man was hanging on her every word. 3 \’P:‘
' T
#
Ghegirlled the fawn through the forestand "™

soon she began to tire. But she couldn’t find *"'§
anywbere for ber and the fawn to safely rest. i ‘ }4
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’ Soon he . f 0y
5\\ R r legs \'verc aching so badly she felr | She ga:hered some tasty treats from the L :
"ﬂ',?ﬁ;“ i she couldn't take anocher step. She was | garden cooked a midnight feast and then, o
. . | ¢ : .
i ° ) o just about to bed down on the forest floor, boch exbausted, they fell into a blissful sleep. ’o
<7 when the lictle white fawn gencly nudged her And they might bave lived there bappily g
<7 arm and led ber through the trees towards a ever after, if the next morning they badn't ‘ )
L clearing, in the middle of which was a housel been rudely awoken by a loud bunting born! A; o
.“E> . ; ".fu ‘
\ "L It was beauiful! It bad a pretty thatched ’:‘ "
“f roof and honey-coloured stone walls and a ‘Harrison, do you know what a hunting ___\_‘1
7S garden full of brighely coloured flowers and horn is?’ asked Lana. She gave Harrison a ggj
. R neat rows of delicious-looking vegetables. meaningful stare. -
7 When the licele girl tried the front door, ‘No. What’s a hunting horn?’ asked ‘f
2 she found it unlocked, and so she led the fawn Harrison, playing along. ,,/
'\m":, . . 2
o inside. ‘One of these,” barked the little old man ’,\7{
Dellol she called. , | 3/
_ 4 Nellol” she called. 'Is anyone home?’ But no ‘ impatiently, holding up the horn he had taken N} =
A one answered. ‘Come, dear brother, she said from Lana. ‘Now, come on, what happened ,#:’V ¥
; 7,""—5{‘» to the fawn. 'Let’s look after this bouse until next?’ "~ '
) the owner returns, and bopefully they will be ‘Show him properly,” demanded Lana. : \‘
ﬁ”?:; kind enough to lec us scay” ‘This may be the last story he ever hears. ‘gg
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= Maybe stand i
{0 . Y It on the stove, 5o ji’s much
s\ ®% closer?’
P\ G

» ) e The little old man sighed and set the horn
Pt

own on the cast-iron stove above the fire

Her plan was working! The stove wil] dry the

' horn, thought Lana. And so she carried on,

R AR
e

=", On hcarmg the hunting born, the fawn
sprang up from bis sleep.

Listen, sister!’ cried the fawn, ‘Can you bear

& that sound? It’s the bunters! Let them chase
£ me, pleasel!’
e L :
. 9 What?' asked the girl. 'Why would you want
them to bunt you?'
= ; /
/ ‘:,j XS ‘Please! I need o run!

. o ‘Very well,” said the lictle girl. ‘Buc when
Z», L you come back, you must knock three times
5 7 g;;‘ and say: "Open the door, sister dear, for
9
L
/S
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r brother fawn is bere!” Ghen I will know
)’OU

itis you.

Ghe lictle girl opened the window, and

che white fawn sprang out, over the garden
fence, and after the buntsmen. All day long
he taunted them, staying just out of range of
cheir arrows. Gben, as night fell, be trotred
back to the cottage.

Just as the girl bad told bim, be knocked
three times with bis boof and called out:
'Open the door. sister dear, for your brother
fawn is bere!

Ghe lictle girl flung open the door and
threw ber arms round bis neck.

‘Gbank goodness youre safel’ she cried.
Ghen she led bim inside, gave him his supper
and they curled up to sleep, she in ber feather

bed, and be on his pile of bay beside her.
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Butthe next morning, they were once agaj
n
woken by the sound of 4 bunting horn

‘ ’
A what?’ asked Harrison. Evep in the

darkness of the cage, Lana could see 5 twinkle

in his eye.

‘I a]ready told you,’ said Lana, pretending

to be annoyed. 4 hunting horn.’

‘ b 2 - -
Of course,” said Harrison, ‘Like the one

on the stove.’
% ‘V ‘Sssh!’ said the little old man. ‘Stop
-'?-7{ 2 interrupting.’

'Please lec me go with the bunters again!’
exclaimed the fawn.

‘Absolutely not!’ said bis sister. You were
lucky last time. But it’s too dangerous.

'Please!’ begged the fawn.
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Ghe girl felc she pad no choice but'co et & )
pim go. and once again be went bounding off 7
chrough the forest to join the bunt. %
Buc this time he wasn' so lucky. ®he head
puntsman shotanarrowin bisleg, andchough ﬁ w
che fawn still managed to limp back to the &: ——
house, the buntsman cracked bim and then ¥
watched from the bushes as the lictle fawn N
knocked chree times and called out, Open the 5;'4:(
door. sister dear, for your your brother fawn #;,;
is bere!' F
Ghe girl opened the door and usbered the 44 /
fawn inside. /‘::;1
Pmm . .. thought the buntsman. So that’s &"‘;
where be lives! A snow-white fawn! Very & .
unusual, Whac a prize bis bead would "™ -
make, stuffed and mounced on the palace ,.—-i?
walll I'm going to tell the king about this. % "L’
‘.,) i *‘\};ﬁ
S :AO’-
‘o~ ™ L. (
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e, Wounded, shewa

And be snuck away withour being seen

When the girl saw thar ber brother w.
as

Sovercomewich worry. Ghar's

your last bunt she said as she band aged hj
2 is

B bt bt
' g Wrapping it with berbs from the garden,
Itis voo dangerous!

But you dont understandy pleaded her
brother. ‘€very drop of my blood yearns
torun!’

Gbat night the lictle girl was so worried she
bardly slept.

Sure enough, as dawn broke, they beard the

born again.

‘Have you ever heard a hunting horn?’ Lana
asked Harrison, giving him another pointed

look.
‘Oh, will you both stop interrupting!’ said

240

the little old man crossly. '
‘Well, I'm sorTy; but we're just trying to

S &4
Hy ta ve never
get into the story,’ said Harrison. ‘1

heard a hunting horn before.

Unable to contain his annoyance, the little
d man snatched the princes
stove and blew. Much to the children’s

¢ a rich and deep tone echoed out of

horn from
ol

the
deligh

the cottage and across the forest. ‘It sounds

like that! All right? Satisfied? Now, Lana, tell
us what happened to the fawn?’

Harrison and Lana looked at one another.
Lana’s plan had worked, the little old man
had blown the horn! Now they just had to
hope the prince had heard it and came in

time ... ..
‘Well?” demanded the little old man.

‘Sorry,’ said Lana, expecting the prince to

241



—

S
My, ? ——
L

F‘ 'C') s Ben M“lcr The Day I Fell [nto F\lh‘_\’lﬂl(‘
),
o' N - ‘7
4 ﬂg»«‘ »
b ' 4
2] arrive at any minute, ‘Whe, el Gai Hirenn
'AfO ” ' re was I?) ' : - : :
A * T “The hunt g o ‘
N | lv | 4 aqe.
&Y sman hag discovered whe o
fawn lives ’ here the he king F st
/ b i 5 the door ¢
7% 3 . n knocked three times on
‘
e c cad | sman,
e ‘ ad bunts
» yes,” said Lana, She glanced towarq bad been nscructed by che be
e ; ‘ . 'Open the door, siscer
hen called out: UF
‘The - : and the ‘ e
N get on with it, snarlec R . s ik
e Y dear, for your
Ol
e Ghe door opened. and-—

Lana cleared her throat and continued with ‘

F R sellelead
Suddenly, the latch of the cottage clicked,
and the back door swung open.

arrison sat up, beaming, rv.uly

the story.

Sure enough, as dawn broke, the horn ; Lana:and-H

sounded again. Ghe fawn's wound bad (()grcctlhc prinvcl

miraculously bealed, and once more he Then their faces fell.

bounded off through the forest, eager to Because towering in the doorway, wrapped
in a purple-and-gold silk cloak, was the witch,

join the bunt.
But the king bad now been told of the
fawn and bad other plans. e bad ordered

the bunters to chase, but not fire, And while
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little
i (_-Old man, wringing his hands hi
bcgglng for forgiveness. o

1 told
plan would work. These you that my

two are the f;
: : e first
many, mistress, | Promise’ i
‘B ; > i
ut what are they (lomg in there? That’
! s
to treat guests.’

A Ay S

no way
7

; stammered the little o]q man,

I do apologise,” soothed the witch,
unbolling the cage. ‘Honestly, Rumpolt,
what were you thinking?'

She offered her hand to Lana, who
hesitated.

‘Come, child. I won'’t bite, | promise.’

Warily, Lana took the witch’s hand, and let
herself be led out into the room. But instead
of letting her go, the witch pulled her closer.

‘And what might your name be?’

‘Lana.’
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d Lana’s cheek.

ingers brushe
gd and Lana felt herself

) .ered into the
' this?’ she peerc

cage-

‘My brother.

. )
Harrison.

beamed the witch.
' Hesitantly, Harrison

nd stood beside his

P ‘Come, let’s

‘A boy:
take a look at you.
climbed out of the cage a

sister.
‘Now, were you offered a drink? Or
anything to cat?’
Lana and Harrison shook their heads.
‘Rumpolt, some food for our guests!' She
threw a meaningful look at the little old man,
who nodded and set to work at the stove.

‘Here, have a drink,’ the witch smiled at

the children as she picked up a pewter jug
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two children raced for the

(o= y door N2
I Il(‘y h"()l(‘.

Slan(ling right in front of the

% m wag
witch. How had she Vi

gotten out so quickly?

‘
It ressive ) e i
npressive,’ she simpered. ‘Most child
L ren

to escape. Byt you
two . . " She licked her thin lips

are too terrified to try
. i “You two
are different. Well done. Rumpolt, fetch
their reward, please.’

Lana and Harrison turned round to see the
little old man standing next to the now-empty
cage. Their hearts sank: the witch’s magic was
too powerful for them to overcome. All they
could do was watch helplessly, as the little old
man sauntered over to a large glass-fronted
cabinet. In it were row after row of tiny glass
phials, each one full of coloured powder, and

decorated with strange symbols.
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man dutifully
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e he cork stoppem tipped

doutt

itch pulle s

pl rains into the palm of her :
i n

ahfmvs;;grinkled them over Harrison's @

then

Lana’s heads. i

s at Harrison an
been turned into

peak, but

g]anced acros
cror that he had
atue! She tried to s
r lips. She couldn’t move
es, or any other part
on her. She

Lana
to her ho
a2 wooden st
couldn’t move he
her head either, or her ey
of her body. Suddenly it dawned
was a statue too!

“You're probably wondering why you can’t

move. You've been turned into wood, to

keep you fresh. Rumpolt?’
The little old man edged into view.
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