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The Kimg and Queen vawed 10 prevernt o)
of the sevensh fairy. Thar wery day they sent our a

command ro their hnights. soldiers amd bumnters
wse across the Angdom, find cvery

“Go ro rvery bo
spindle, and deseray therm alll
Frorm all cormers of the land, spindles were collected
It ome ruountainous pile and set alight. Orange-red
rongues of fire and flame danced bigh into rhe sky. Soon
Lbere <were no spindles left any<where in the kingdom
alf bad heen burned to ashes. No new thread could be
spaun, and no new clothes made. But It was a small
price 1o pay for the safery of the princess
S0 the princess grew from a baby, inro a child, into
@ young woman, without cver seeing a spindle. Nobody
s allowoed 1o tell ber of the curse: the King and Queen
wwanted their daughrer 1o be perfectly bappy.
Ard she was happy — wirh each passing year, the

promises of 1he faliries came true.

n » about ¢
who saww her loved ber. She listened to preo,

i nd spent ber days
exploring the craggy mosntalns, cryeal-clear wwaterfalls,
and yellow bustercup-—filled meadows of the kingdarm.

Wahenever she spoke, the princess inspired everyone

around ber o be ax brave, kind and curious as she

woas berself
So when preparations began for the princesss

sixeeenth birthday party, it woas no surprise thar
cveryore in the kingdorm offered to help. From small
cottages to buge m, % in fields and farms and shops,
up and down narrow lanes and broad city streets. people
bustled ro and fro. The air of the kingdom burmmed with

excitement for the coming celebration




At last, the day of the princess’s sixteent birtbday arrived. She awoke
carly, but found the castle emply: everyone was out,  preparing for the party.

Alone for the first time, a strange impulse drew the princess’s feet toward the
castle’s abandoned wing. There she roamed silent balls, corridors lined with
ancient books and secret passageways she bad never walked before.

She turned key after ey to room after room, until she came to an old stone
tower, a narrow staircase winding up towards a room at the top. In the middle
of the room, beside a little bed, @ strange old woman sat spinning thread at a
whirring wheel. It spun round and round, as the womans; foot tapped up and
down. The princess had never seen such a thing before.

“Whats that?” she asked.

The old woman answered, A spindle, to make thread to weave into
beautiful clothes.”

“Can 1 try it?" asked the curious princess.

“Yes, please do," replied the old woman.

The princess reached out to take bold of the spindle, and cried *Ouch!”

She bad pricked her finger on its sharp point.

Instantly, ber eyes closed. She swayed, then sank onto the bed, straight into a
decp slecp, just as the sevents fairy bad  promised.

And wiben the princess fell asleep, so did everyone elie. Slecp spread over the
castle like a warm soft blanket. The king and the queen, their servants, and the
cook — just arrived bome from their errands — all fell aslecp. The borses in the
stables, the dogs, geese and bens in the yard, the pigeons on the roof and cven
the flies on the walls all slept. The fires in the fireplaces died down, food stopped
cooking and s00n everytbing settled into stillness. All was silence, but for the

sound of peaceful breathing.




