
        
            
                
            
        

    
 

	Texts: © Copyright by Tom Klein

	Cover design: © Copyright by Klein Press

	Publisher:

	Naser Hegazy

	Am Schieferstein 6

	60435 Frankfurt

	mozart_beethoven@hotmail.de

	Production: epubli – a service of neopubli GmbH, Köpenicker Straße 154a, 10997 Berlin

	Contact address according to the EU Product Safety Regulation: produktsicherheit@epubli.com

	
 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	The Sleeping Princess

	 

	 

	A Tale of Love, Magic, and a Hundred-Year Dream

	
 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Chapter One: The Baby Princess
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	Once upon a time, there was a king and a queen. They lived in a big, beautiful castle. The king was kind. The queen was gentle. 

	
 

	They were happy, but they had no children.

	 

	One day, the queen was sitting by the window. She looked at the birds in the sky. She saw the flowers in the garden. She put her hands on her heart and said, “I wish I had a baby.”

	 

	Soon after, something wonderful happened. The queen had a baby girl! The baby was small, sweet, and beautiful. Her cheeks were pink. Her eyes were bright. She smiled in her sleep.

	 

	The king and queen were very happy. “We will have a big party!” the king said. “Everyone will come to see our baby princess.”

	 

	They gave the baby a name: Princess Aurora.

	
 

	 

	The king sent messengers across the land. “Come to the castle!” they said. “Come to the princess’s party!”

	 

	There were flowers everywhere. There were long tables with cakes, fruits, and sweets. The people came. The nobles came. Even the good fairies came.

	 

	There were three good fairies: Flora, Fauna, and Merryweather. They wore pretty dresses. They had shiny wings. They smiled at the baby.

	 

	Each fairy had a gift.

	 

	Flora said, “I give her the gift of beauty. She will be lovely all her life.”

	 

	Fauna said, “I give her the gift of song. She 

	
 

	will sing like a bird.”

	 

	But before Merryweather could speak, something dark happened…

	
 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Chapter Two: The Wicked Fairy’s Curse
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	Suddenly, the sky turned dark.

	The candles blew out.

	The music stopped.

	Everyone looked up in surprise.

	 

	Boom!

	
 

	There was a loud sound.

	Crash!

	A black cloud came into the room.

	 

	From the smoke, a tall fairy appeared.

	She wore a long black dress. Her eyes were cold. Her smile was not kind.

	 

	“Oh no!” whispered Flora.

	“It’s Maleficent,” said Fauna.

	“She was not invited!” said Merryweather.

	 

	The king stood up.

	“Why are you here, Maleficent?” he asked.

	“You were not invited.”

	 

	Maleficent laughed. “Not invited? Oh dear, what a mistake. The king and queen forgot me.”

	 

	“We are sorry,” said the queen. “Please do 

	
 

	not be angry.”

	 

	Maleficent looked at baby Aurora. She smiled, but it was a mean smile.

	 

	“I have a gift too,” she said.

	Everyone was quiet.

	The baby opened her eyes.

	 

	Maleficent raised her hands.

	 

	“On her sixteenth birthday, the princess will prick her finger on a spinning wheel… and she will die!”

	 

	Gasp! Everyone was shocked.

	The queen held the baby close. “No! Please, no!”

	 

	The king shouted, “Guards! Take her away!”

	
 

	But Maleficent laughed again. “Too late! The curse is done!”

	Poof! She disappeared in smoke and fire.

	 

	The room was silent.

	The baby began to cry.

	 

	Then Merryweather stepped forward.

	“I have not given my gift yet,” she said softly.

	 

	She touched the baby’s tiny hand.

	 

	“I cannot stop the curse… but I can change it.”

	 

	Everyone listened carefully.

	 

	“She will not die,” said Merryweather. “She will only sleep. She will sleep for one hundred years… until a prince wakes her 

	
 

	with a kiss.”

	 

	The queen cried. “Oh, my poor baby…”

	 

	The king said, “We must do something.”

	 

	“I will help,” said Flora.

	 

	“We will protect her,” said Fauna.

	 

	“We will keep her safe,” said Merryweather.

	 

	The king looked at the fairies.

	“Take her. Hide her. Keep her far from the castle. Keep her safe from spinning wheels.”

	 

	The fairies nodded.

	They wrapped baby Aurora in a blanket.
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