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(m Once upon a time, there
was a little Russian girl
called Natasha. Her
mother had died when
she was a baby, but
she and her father were
very happy. Until he got
married again, that is




(=m= Natasha was sweet, kind and clever. Yet her
father's new wife hated her and was horrible
when he wasn’t around.

One day her stepmother told Natasha she
had a special job for her to do.




(@ “l, um ... need to borrow a needle and thread
from my sister,” said the stepmother, with a
wicked grin. “Off you go now. She lives deep in
the forestt and her name is ... Baba Yaga.”




(= Natasha’s heart sank. She knew her stepmother
was up to something. Natasha didn’t like the
sound of this sister. She had heard some people
say that Baba Yaga was an evil witch.




(@ Natasha tried hard to
get out of it, but her
stepmother said she
had to go. So Natasha
sighed, tied up some
scraps of food in an
old napkin to keep
her going, and headed
towards the dark wood.




(@

“I have a bad feeling about this ...” she
muttered as she walked along.
She walked across the fields and into the

forest, and came at last to a clearing. There
she saw the strangest sight. A hut standing

on giant chicken legs!



(= Natasha opened the gate, and it squeaked
almost as if it was in pain.
“Why, you poor old thing!” she said, and
gave it some oil from a can she found




(m Next, a big, scary dog
growled at her. She calmed
him down with some food

from her napkin and some

kind words.




(= She had buming red
eyes, and teeth made
of iron. Natasha gulped.
“Please, Baba Yaga,” ;
she said. “Your sister
wants to borrow a

needle and thread.”

“Is that so?” said the
witch. She licked her
thin lips and looked
Natasha up and
down. “Well, you'd
better come and wait
in my hut while I

= find them, my dear.”
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(= Baba Yaga
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whistled and
the hut came
running over.
Natasha climbed
up nervously
and stood in the
gloom. The only
light came from
a big iron stove
in the corner.




(= “Make yourself at home,” said Baba Yaga with
a wicked smile. “T'll be back in a moment.
It's getting late, perhaps you'd like to stay for

dinner?”




(= The witch didn’t wait for an answer and hurried
off. Natasha peeped out. She saw Baba Yaga
wasn't looking for a needle and thread at all,
she was fetching wood for the stove.

l
“You do realise you're the only item on the
menu, don’t you?” hissed a soft voice behind

Natasha. “Baba Yaga just loves to eat sweet
little girls.”




