
        
            
                
            
        

    
 

	Chapter 1: The Wish in the Garden 

	 

	Once upon a time, in a small village surrounded by green fields and tall forests, there lived a kind man and his gentle wife. They had everything they needed—love, a warm home, and dreams for the future—but there was one thing missing.

	 

	They had no child.
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	Every night, the woman looked out her window at the moon and whispered,

	“Oh, how I wish for a little girl to hold in my arms.”

	 

	Their cottage stood beside a tall stone wall. Beyond that wall was a beautiful garden filled with colorful flowers, shining fountains, and the most delicious vegetables anyone could imagine. But it belonged to a mysterious woman known as Mother Gothel, who was feared by all.

	
 

	 

	One sunny morning, the wife looked over the wall and saw a patch of glowing green leaves.

	“It looks so fresh and lovely,” she sighed. “Oh, if only I could have some of that rampion to eat! I think it’s the only thing that could make me well again.”

	 

	Her husband grew worried. “My dear,” he said gently, “that garden belongs to Mother Gothel. She’s a witch!”

	 

	“I know,” whispered his wife, “but 

	
 

	I can’t help it. I long for it more than anything in the world.”

	 

	That night, as the moon rose high, the husband could bear it no longer. He climbed the garden wall, trembling all the way. The air was filled with the sweet scent of flowers. Carefully, he picked a few leaves of the rampion and hurried home.

	 

	His wife made a salad from the green leaves—and oh, how she smiled! But the next day, she wanted more.

	
 

	 

	“I must have more of that rampion,” she said softly. “Please, just one more time.”

	 

	So the poor man returned to the garden once again. But this time, as he climbed down from the wall, a dark shadow moved among the flowers.

	 

	A voice, cold and sharp, called out:

	“How dare you steal from my garden?”

	
 

	The man froze. Before him stood Mother Gothel, her eyes glowing like fireflies in the dark.

	 

	“Please forgive me!” he cried. “My wife saw your rampion and longed for it so badly that she fell ill. I only wanted to help her.”

	 

	Mother Gothel’s expression softened just a little. Then she said, in a slow, strange voice,

	“I will let you take as much as you like… but you must give me the child your wife will soon bring into the world.”

	
 

	 

	The man gasped. “No! Please—”

	 

	But the witch only smiled and whispered,

	“It is the price of your wish.”

	 

	And before he could answer, she vanished into the mist.

	 

	That night, he told his wife what had happened. They wept together, holding each other tightly.

	 

	Weeks later, a baby girl was born

	
 

	—a beautiful child with hair that shimmered like sunlight. But before the first night had passed, Mother Gothel appeared, cloaked in shadows.

	 

	“She shall be called Rapunzel,” the witch said softly, “after the rampion that brought her to me.”

	 

	And with that, she carried the baby away into the night.
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	Chapter 2: The Tower in the Woods

	 

	Many years passed after Mother Gothel took little Rapunzel away.

	Deep in the heart of the forest, where the trees grew tall and the sunlight danced through the leaves, stood a hidden tower. It had no doors at all and only one small window at the very top.

	 

	This was where Rapunzel lived.

	 

	Mother Gothel loved her in her 

	
 

	own strange way, but she was very strict. She never let Rapunzel leave the tower.

	“You are safe here, my dear,” Mother Gothel would say. “The world outside is full of dangers.”

	 

	Rapunzel was a sweet and gentle girl. Her hair grew longer each year—shining like threads of gold. It was so long that it reached all the way to the ground when she let it down from her window.
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The Girl with the Golden Hair
and Her Journey to Freedom
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