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On thin ice
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When the little wizard Wobbletooth woke up that morning in his room in the castle above the clouds, beautiful frost patterns were glistening at the window in the sun.

It had been the most wonderful winter weather outside for several days now. Everything was covered in white. Even the tall castle towers wore pointy snowy caps.


Suddenly, there was a knock at the door.

“Who is it?” asked the little wizard.



The door opened and Princess Pustilla appeared. “Hurry up, little wizard! Get up!” cried Pustilla. “The castle pond has frozen over – we can go ice-skating!”

Pustilla had been waiting for the pond to freeze over for days. For she had recently been given princess ice skates by her father, King Catnap. They were pink with golden blades and little crowns made of sparkly stones. And she was desperate to try them out!

Less than a quarter of an hour later and Wobbletooth and Princess Pustilla were standing by the castle pond.

The little wizard wiped a few crumbs of cake from the corner of his mouth. Cake he had eaten quickly in the castle kitchen, washed down with a cup of cocoa.


Princess Pustilla was already tying the laces on her skates.



But the little wizard was looking worriedly at the castle pond. The ice looked very thin. In many places, the dark water below it could still be very clearly seen.

“I think it’s perhaps too early for skating,” he said.

“Nonsense,” replied Pustilla. “It’s so cold, it almost freezes your nose right off. It’ll be fine.”

“The ice will break and you’ll fall into the water,” the little wizard warned her.
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“Fiddlesticks! Princess skates can skate on any ice,” she proclaimed as she glided out onto the pond.

Wobbletooth held his breath. How on earth would he get Pustilla out of the icy water if she fell in? Not even Sir Turnip was there to help him. He was off doing his daily early morning exercises.

But at first everything was, indeed, fine. The golden blades of Pustilla’s new ice skates flashed in the sun as she raced across the castle pond.

Perhaps he had been too much of a worrywart after all and the ice was more solid than he’d feared.

He watched as the princess did a pirouette in the middle of the pond. Round and round she spun, like a spinning top. And then she jumped. High up into the air. But when she came back down again and landed on the ice, Wobbletooth heard an ominous crack.

The princess, too, had noticed that something was wrong. Quick as a flash, she raced back towards land. Behind her, a crack was ripping through the ice. If it caught up with her before she reached the safety of the shore, there was no doubt about it: she would fall in the water.

“Hurry, Princess!” shouted the little wizard.

“What’s going on?” came a voice from about knee height next to him. It was Sir Turnip, who had just finished his morning exercises.

“Princess Pustilla’s being chased by an ice crack!” replied the little wizard, breathlessly.

“Leave it to me! I’ll get that icy rascal!” declared Sir Turnip, drawing his sword and charging onto the ice.


“Come back!” yelled Wobbletooth. “Or you’ll fall in, too!”



But Sir Turnip ignored him and continued on his quest to rescue the princess. He soon reached her, not far from the shore. “You’re safe now,” he told her. “I’ll fight this ice!”

He began to strike the approaching crack with his sword, whilst Princess Pustilla scrambled onto land.

But out on the ice, matters soon took a turn for the worse. Where before there had been just one crack in the ice, now there were many cracks, spreading rapidly in each and every direction.

Trying desperately to avoid falling into the water, Sir Turnip was hopping madly between the ever-shrinking sheets of ice, looking very much like he had ants in his pants! He made it back to the edge of the pond with just seconds to spare.

Together with his two friends, he watched how the cracks picked up pace as they criss-crossed the surface of the ice, turning the castle pond into a sea of floating ice.
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