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nce upon a time, in a magical kingdom known as Andalasia,

there lived an evil queen named Narissa. Selfish and cruel,
she lived in fear that one day her stepson, Edward, would marry, and
she would lose her throne' forever. And so she did all in her power
to prevent the prince from ever meeting the one special maiden with
whom he would share true love’s kiss.

Deep in the woods of Andalasia, there lived a beautiful
young maiden named Giselle. Pure of heart and bright of spirit,
she enchanted all who knew her. While there were not many
people so deep in the woods, Giselle was never alone. She had
plenty of animal friends to keep her company. And like anyone
who met Giselle, the animals loved her dearly. So, Giselle spent
her days singing and dancing, with no reason to ever be sad or
angry. It was the perfect life for a perfect maiden. . . .

Now, on this particular day, Giselle was busy making a
statue out of twigs, bark, and leaves, while humming a lovely
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little tune.
“Giselle!” Two bluebirds flew through her
open window, chirping' happily. “Giselle! How about this for

e

your statue?”

Giselle smiled sweetly, tossing her long red hair over her
shoulder. “Oh!” she cried. “This will be perfect! Thank you!”
She placed the acorn at the exact center of the statue’s face.

“Okay, you mokes’, move it!” bellowed® Giselle’s best
friend, Pip. Pip was a rather small, rather loud, chipmunk.
While he was not the largest of the woodland creatures, his
heart was big for his size, and he loved nothing more than
helping Giselle. “We’ve got a face to put together* here, while
it’s still ingrained” in her subcranium®!”

“Oh, Pip, it was such a lovely dream,” Giselle said, sighing
happily. “We were holding hands and dancing and . . .”

A bunny hopped over and placed two glittering” stones in
her palm. “These for the eyes?”

“Blue!” Giselle beamed at the bunny, giving him an
affectionate pat on the head. “Oh, how did you know? And
they sparkle, just like his!” She stood back to see how they
looked. “Yes, that’s it!”

Pip clapped his tiny paws. “Okay, everybody!” he
hollered® to the forest animals gathered in Giselle’s living
room. “The moment we’ve all been waiting for.” He motioned
to Giselle. “Floor’s yours,honey.”

“Presenting my one true love . . .” Giselle turned the
statue to face the row of excited animals. “My prince! My
dream come true!”
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Pip stood back to get a good look at the
statue and held back a groan. Art this was not. A -
bird’s nest made up the “prince’s” hair; nuts for his ears; and
a body made of twigs. Pip paused before admitting, “If that’s
your dream, you might wanna think about goin’ back to bed.”

“Oh, my goodness!” Giselle’s blue eyes widened in
alarm.

“What? What’s the problem?” Pip asked.

“I didn’t give him any lips!” Giselle cried.

“Does he have to have lips?” a fawn asked.

Giselle smiled at the young deer. “Of course!” Without
lips, the man of her dreams could not bestow! the most
important gift of love — true love’s kiss. Giselle knew that
true love’s kiss was more powerful than anything in the whole
world. Turning to the rest of her friends she added, “If we’re
going to find a perfect pair of lips, we’re going to need a lot
more help!”

So, as Giselle began to sing about true love, the creatures
got to work. Giselle needed her kiss!

Deep in the forest, Prince Edward’s dark hair whipped in the
wind. He gave a yank® on the lasso® in his hand, pulling it tighter
around the troll beneath him. “Look out below!” Edward called
as the troll fell to the ground with a mighty crash. Seeing the
immobilized creature, Edward puffed up his chest. He truly was a
great slayer” of beasts. A hero, really.

“Amazing, sire!” Edward’s valet’, Nathaniel, apparently
agreed. Carefully, Nathaniel picked his way around the troll.
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wtw Your tenth troll this month!” The portly’ man tried

to climb the enormous beast’s face, but slipped on

its lip, accidentally shoving his hand into the troll’s left nostril.
Nathaniel grimaced’. While it was his duty to encourage
Edward’s troll hunting, he wished it weren’t quite so . . .
slimy”. Looking down at the captive, he forced a polite smile.
“Oh, I love hunting trolls!” Nathaniel exclaimed, hoping he
sounded believable. “Big trolls! Little trolls! Trolls, trolls, trolls!”

As Edward looked down at the creature,some of the
excitement in his blue eyes dimmed. Lately, the thrill of troll-
hunting just hadn’t been the same. It felt as though something was
missing. “Trolls are fine to pass the time, Nathaniel,” the prince said
with a sigh. “But my heart longs to be joined in song.”

Suddenly, a lovely voice filled the air. It was far away,
but as clear as fresh water from a bubbling stream.

Prince Edward stood stock-still*. “Do you hear that,
Nathaniel?” he cried.

Nathaniel gulped. “Me? No,” he said quickly. “I hear
nothing. Nothing at all, Your Highness.”

But Edward wasn’t listening.

“I must find the maiden that belongs to that sweet voice!”
With a mighty leap, Prince Edward bounded into the saddle.
His pure white steed set off at a gallop® the moment he cried,
“Ride, Destiny!” The horse and rider quickly plunged into the
forest at top speed in pursuit of the enchanting voice.

“Oh, poo!” Nathaniel sighed. “This isn’t good. All these
years of troll chasing, trying to keep him from ever meeting a
girl. Oh, the queen, she’s not going to like this!” He pictured
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+ Edward’s stepmother, Queen Narissa — so

beautiful . . . so vicious. She had been sending
Edward — and therefore Nathaniel — on more and more troll
hunts lately. She wanted to keep the handsome young man as
far away from potential wives as possible. And so far, it had
worked. But now this!

What will I do? Nathaniel wondered, frantic at the thought
of the prince chasing after a lovely singing voice, which was most
likely coming from a rather lovely lass. The queen specifically
told me to keep him away from any possibility of true love. . . .

Just then, a groan broke into Nathaniel’s thoughts. The
troll was waking up!

Nathaniel smiled. He’d just had a brilliant idea. Quickly,
he pulled a dagger' from his belt and cut the troll’s bonds. In a
flash, the troll had taken off after the prince, leaving a pleased
Nathaniel behind.

Meanwhile, Prince Edward and Destiny galloped through
the woods, growing closer to the voice.

Just then, the troll leaped over Prince Edward’s head,
startling the handsome man. The troll quickly darted® ahead,
outpacing’ Destiny’s gallop. Prince Edward was the least
of the troll’s worries now. He was on his way to capture the
owner of the delicate voice. Whoever she was, the troll felt
sure that she would make a tasty snack.

“You shall not prevail, foul troll!” Prince Edward called.
“That maiden is mine!”

But the troll had already disappeared.
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&€ oney, do you really think your ‘dream boy’ exists?”
% Pip asked, as Giselle sat gazing through her
window, a dreamy expression on her face and her song over.
“Oh, Pip.” Sighing, Giselle turned to face her friend. “I
know he’s out there somewhere.”

Unfortunately, at that moment, someone very undreamy
arrived. An enormous, ugly eye appeared at the window. With
her back turned, Giselle didn’t see it.

“Eye! Eye! Eye . . .” the forest animals stammered'.

“I...I...Iwhat?” Giselle asked.

“I eat you now!” the troll answered as his thick arm
smashed through the window.

Crash! With a scream, Giselle backed away from the
window.

“Everybody scatter!” Pip ordered. The woodland
creatures obeyed as the troll’s other huge hand plunged
through the roof. “Gotcha’!” he cried, his hand closing around
something solid.

N A



1. stammer v. &
AR

2. gotcha ( 2% )
= (I have)
got you

- o
(5o

RER, RERIANIRE Bh A
FAAED? " B Al 5 3K WAL fEAR L,
HEHEIN, MAKBEE T, K LR MR
HI R o

Wi, " HRRRWT O, Fe i)
PR, “BHITE HRE R T .

AFER, X, — MBS AR B
YkRT. —REKX, HREKMREHRERD,
EEFREXNEEF, BEFD.

HRY AR BR----” RIS S B
B ki

B AT BRI

“WETEZ TR " BRI, M
FERGHRRER /7, A T ZERK

BIRR—ERM, NG AT .

KRR " B RSN, b
MW 35 M B TT T B9 73 b — FORDHE 9 F
BEFERT, “MEWRT ! fi—H Kk, —i4
IUE T A ABEART .

P



, But he didn’t have Giselle. She had slipped
through his fingers and hurried onto the roof. She
leaped into the branches of a nearby tree.
“Huh?” The troll blinked. Pulling his arm out of the
cottage, the troll saw that he was holding Giselle’s prince
statue. “Hey! That’s cheating!” he said. “I supposed to eat

"

you.

Thank goodness trolls aren’t very smart, Giselle thought
as she climbed higher, higher . . . '

But the troll came after her. He soon reached her branch.

“Oh, no, ya don’t, ya big lug'!” Pip shouted from the
branches above. With the speed of a cannonball, Pip launched
himself down at the troll’s head. It made a hollow coconut
sound.

All three were now on one branch.

Creak! The branch began to bend.

“Yikes,” Pip muttered to himself, “I gotta lay off all the
nuts.”

Giselle tightened her grip on the branch, but she was
slipping. It was tottering” under all the weight. . . .

“Girl yummy.” The troll laughed gleefully.

Thwack!

“Hey!” The troll frowned. A princely sword had just
pinned his sleeve to the tree limb.

Giselle barely had time to wonder where the sword came
from, because in the next moment, she saw him — her vision.
The prince of her dreams. He was riding toward her on a white
horse. . . .
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