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Great Lengths
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The room at the top of the tower felt swampy with heat, and Rapunzel woke sweaty, her hair disheveled and her bed things kicked askew and strewn across the floor below. 

The scent of day-old bread on the table reminded her that Mother had left the day before on an important errand, and was not yet back. 

Rapunzel was still here alone. 

Raising her eyebrows and working her jaw to the side, she calculated. 

The sunlight shining through the thatched window was—let’s see—probably at least halfway between dawn and lunch, and Mother had said that she’d return before dinner. 

Which meant Rapunzel had half a day to herself, most likely. 

Stretching her arms up above her head, she grinned. Luxury. 

She felt guilty at the thought, but it was true. 

Mother had been wanting to make applesauce and put it up in cans this week. Rapunzel got bored making applesauce, hated canning, especially disliked doing all of the above in the summer heat, and was grateful Mother had realized they were running low on canning jars—after Rapunzel’s clumsy hands had broken three of them in the past month, as Mother had edgily pointed out. So Mother subsequently had business in town. Also, the labels Mother liked to use to make the jars look pretty were due to be delivered by Berta the peddler this week and had not yet arrived.

So joy was in order. Her sentence had been postponed, and the hot, sticky canning fate would wait. 

Rapunzel pulled her night shirt up to expose the bare skin of her belly to the air and let her body cool off a little bit. 

This barely helped, but at least it was a slight reprieve. 

She tucked her arms behind her head, splaying her elbows wide, and stared at the demure gray bricks of the little arches in the ceiling above where she slept, where the edges of small notes that she’d written to herself were peeling away. Normally a square block of notes stuck to the ceiling greeted her when she woke up, but this morning there were two gaps in the spread. 

Two of the notes had fallen down completely overnight. She found one next to her left ear. 

“Keep going; you’re doing a great job,” it said. 

After a bit of hunting, she found the other missing note on the floor next to one of her pillows, which had also fallen from above her bed. “Every day is a gift, what will today bring?” it said, with two little stars drawn next to it. 

Mother was a big fan of uplifting saying—she always said that if the mind thought positive things, the world looked brighter—but Rapunzel was fairly limited in the range of what she could use for adhesives, and the rice-water paste she’d made had apparently not been up to the task of beating out the current humidity in the room. 

As Rapunzel glanced up at the remaining cluster of notes on her ceiling, another one dropped away, following a zig-zag path to land beside her on the bed. 

“I am enough,” it said. 

She half-grinned at the little doodled sunshine she’d drawn beside the delicate words—which she’d made as fancy as possible in curlicue font. Smoothing the curled corners of the note, she made a small stack of the three pieces of paper, and set them on the little kitchen table. 

She could dabble with creating a better adhesive later today.  

Lands, but it was hot. 

Rapunzel flounced over to the great thatched window which overlooked the tower’s clearing. Turning the little metal crank at the base, she circled it round and round as the gears made a little rappita-rappita sound and the great window swung open. 

Drawing in a sigh, Rapunzel basked in the fresh air. The sunshine hit her square across the chest, but at least some of the staleness of the night was dissipating out through the great window. 

The outside air was definitely not as humid as the inside air had gotten. 

The tension melted from Rapunzel’s back as she stood gazing out into the clearing and the trees beyond. She could hear the chirping conversations of the birds in the nearby trees—some of the trees that edged the clearing were lower than her tower, but many were taller. It gave a sense of decorous privacy, for her to have her home safely removed from the dangers of the woods, yet somehow still sheltered by them. The leaves rustling in the breezes fortified her for the new day, as did the grounding scent of green growing things. 
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