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dedicated to Tammy who more than anyone else stood by me and
tolerated my artistic temperment. May she receive all the good
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These are little
tales that might have been told by the characters in the world of
Redmantle. I hope you like them.

RF Grenvile

 


NOTE FOR SECOND
EDITION: ebooks are a new experiment for me as is self publishing
for the mass-market. The first edition containe appx 10,000 words,
the size of a good novella. However, there seemed to be some
disastifaction with the fact that it contained only three discreet
tales one of which comprised more than half the content. This
second addition doubles the number of stories to six and
significantly increases the size of the book. I hope this will
please the reader. Those who purchased the first edition can send
an email with their invoice from Kindle, Sony, Apple, etc. to
NW-Update@Grevile.com and receive the additional material free of
charge.
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Little Green
Stocking Cap

By RF Grenvile (c)
2011

ONCE upon a time a
Big Bad Wolf met a little girl wearing a dark green stocking cap.
The wolf greeted the little girl politely and she told him that she
was called “Little Green Stocking Cap" because she was never seen
without it, for an evil fae had cursed her to never remove it. She
was called thus for so long that soon everyone had forgotten she'd
had any other name, even she! Little Green Stocking Cap was
wandering the woods on her way to find a house she'd heard was made
of sweets. She had left her own home because her poor parents could
not help her to remove the heavy green cap, and for shame they made
her wear a silly bonnet to cover it when ever she went out of the
house. Green was quite courteous to the wolf, which was quite a
novelty for him indeed. But when they had spoken for a time, Little
Green Stocking Cap remembered that wolves had an unfair reputation
for eating little girls right up. She became frightened and ran
away very fast.

Now the wolf had
just remembered that the house of sweets had a very bad reputation,
indeed. So, valiantly, he attempted to warn the little girl that
what was sweet to the taste could turn sour on the stomach. But
Green ran very fast and he became winded, so with a snarl he turned
and went on about his wolfly pursuits.

Green Stocking Cap
did not trust his quick retreat and continued as fast as her little
legs could carry her. Just when she thought she could not run
another step, there in the next clearing she saw the great house
made of sweets. The walls were chocolate cake and the windows were
sugar candy. Each tile of the roof was made of a different kind of
chocolate delight. With a cry of joy, Green Stocking Cap ran and
flung herself on the sweet-tart steps of the house and fell fast
asleep.

Just as it fell
dark a beautiful princess appeared and opened the door to the sweet
house and invited Green Stocking Cap in. Green was very tired and
the princess was so beautiful that she trusted her instantly and
was soon fast asleep in a bed of her very own, with sheets of spun
sugar and pillows stuffed with kettle-corn.

For a time all was
lovely in the fine, sweet house, then one day Green took a fancy to
hold a celebration to thank the beautiful princess for her
hospitality. Green waited until she was out then slipped into the
the princess' chamber to seek correspondence that might reveal what
friends might visit to celebrate.

On a high chest
Green found a writing box that held many letters and notes. As she
was copying the most promising names, the princess returned and
found her with her hand in the box. Before little Green could
explain, the princess transformed and her true form was revealed to
be none other than the same wicked hag that had cursed Green to
always wear the cap!

Green gave a cry
and ran from the house, just avoiding the clawed hand of the wicked
fae. In her other hand was a great knife and Green had no doubt
that should she be caught she'd soon be cut up and in the pot to
boil!

Again, Green ran as
fast as her little legs could carry her, but the cap snagged upon
bushes and held her back, so that the fae gained upon her, calling
all her wicked friends to aid her in catching the little girl. The
fae truly did plan to feast that night!

Just as Green's
legs gave out and she fell to the soft mould beneath a great oak,
the Wolf sprang out of the brush. Green's heart quailed, for she
knew she could not run another step. With the Wolf before her and
the Hag behind, where could she turn. She was dinner for
certain.

Just then the Wolf
leapt and Green fell to the ground shivering, but he sailed right
past and took a great bite from the Hag who had come up behind
Green unawares. They fought and tussled in great fashion, but
eventually the Hag was so bloodied she tore herself free and fled
with a screech, grabbing a broken stick and flying off on her
makeshift broom.

The Wolf led Green
to an old shepherd's hut by a glassy lake. It was none to clean,
but Green soon found she had made a home and in time the local
animals and herdsmen became a new family. And ever after the Wolf
watched over her from the deep wood.
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John and Maggie
or The Path of Dead Sparrows

By RF Grenvile (c) 2011

ONCE upon a time
there was a happy forester, named Will, who lived in the edge of
the dark wildwood with his wife, Gwen, and two dear children; the
boy called John and the girl called Maggie. They lived in modest
comfort in a cozy little cottage made of stone with a cheery iron
stove and real glass window! John made a living from cutting wood
and, though this is very poor work, he loved the forest and found
hidden treasure in gathering nuts and fruit, which he would sell at
the market in the village. In this way he made enough to buy a
steel bill to cut deadwood and brush, and to prune the wild trees
till he had made for himself a fine orchard hidden in the forest
deeps. He even made enough to give his children each a silver penny
on their birthdays and another on feast of Christmas.

His children knew
how strong and brave their father was, for hidden dangers lurk
within the wildwood, outlaws and gnomes and every horrid wight!
Because they loved their father, the children saved their pennies
and bought for him a silver watch with springs and gears and when
the watch was opened it played Will's favorite song, which (though
you might not guess of such a sober and righteous man) was "Mother
Watkins Ale". Next to his own dear family, Will loved nothing more
than his stout bill and his silver watch.

But to pay for such
a fine life, Will was a very busy man. Five days a week he must hie
to the wood with his bill and his barrow to gather wood or harvest
the nuts and fruits which he sold. On the sixth day he was off to
the village before the crack of dawn to sell his gleanings and to
pay the piper for the feast.

Now, Gwen knew the
value of a goodman who treated her well and gave her such a fine
house and babes. But such hard work and long hours left Will so
tired that most days he would come home and, after a fine meal and
a pipe of Merkian Tabac, he would sit in his fine chair by the fire
and fall fast asleep listening to the children learning their
letters and their maths by the light of the hearth. Poor Gwen met
this with good enough cheer, but no matter how she scolded herself,
she felt lonely and missed the days when she and Will were young
and had no babes underfoot. But she never spoke a word to trouble
good Will or the babes, and suffered her lot in silence, till the
babes were mucking the barn or away in the meadow chasing the
goat.

Then she would
stand as she beat the rugs or hung the wash to dry, and bemoan her
lot. She cursed the forest and the silence. She wished for other
women to talk to and she cursed Will for a fool to work so hard and
mind her so little.

One day while Will
was away to market and Gwen stood hanging the linens to dry, a man
approached who was fair of face and brow. He was a strapping man
with a well turned calf who looked for all the world like her Will,
till looking a second time she spied the flaw. He bowed with
courtly grace and begged a crust of bread and a cup of tea. Being
good folk and generous as well, Gwen invited the stranger to stay
for tea. While they sat, the stranger asked if Gwen had heard of a
man called Will.

"Why my own dear
husband is named Will!" Gwen exclaimed. "Perhaps he is the one you
seek."

They spoke further
and it was soon established that he was Robert, Will's own dear
brother. They talked and talked and the time fled by, for Gwen had
missed the converse of strangers these many years. Soon they fell
to laughing and embraced like old friends, though there was
something more to that embrace then was proper for a brother and
sister in law. And as he left, he asked that Gwen say nothing of
his visit, for he wished to surprise his brother whom he had not
seen in many years. She was inclined to cast him out and tell her
husband all, but Robert plead and importuned so sweetly that she
forgave him and agreed to hold her tongue.

Robert continued to
return each day while the children were in the fields doing their
chores and regailed Gwen with tales of travels to foreign lands and
adventures the likes of which few ever dare. The talk was so
exciting and the company so sweet that Gwen grew quite fond of
Robert, and in no time the brotherly kiss upon the cheek grew into
something rather more intimate and not the sort of thing a good
wife should ever do! If a woman yields once she's done for, and so,
because she had given in the first time, she was hard pressed to
avoid so the second, till nothing was left to withhold.

One day when Will
was once again at market, the children returned home for tea and
found Robert comfortably seated in Will's chair by the fire. John
was quite perplexed and stood examining the stranger who had
invaded their cozy home. Maggie, who was younger, marched straight
to the chair and stood with her arms akimbo and her face screwed
into a frown. She stared deeply into Robert's eyes and demanded,
"Why are you sitting in my father's chair!"

"Why because it
suits me, don't you think?" Robert replied with narrowed eyes.

Gwen swept in to
gather her babes and, holding them tightly, told them Robert was
their father's brother who had come a great distance to plan a
surprise for them all. At that, Robert gave her a wicked smile and
Gwen giggled so sweetly that the children were quite surprised, for
they had seldom seen Gwen with so light a heart, short of a glass
of Christmas cheer.

Gwen announced tea
and the children were astonished at the table that was set for
them. There were cakes and cheese, even tiny tarts made with
strawberries preserved with honey. When they had eaten their fill,
the babes cleared while Robert returned to the fire, and (wouldn't
you know) he began to smoke Will's very own pipe. He sat in the
chair and Gwen lit next to him, perched on the arm of the chair.
The babes looked on with eyes like saucers as Gwen explained that
uncle Robert would be coming to visit whenever Will was
away. He would help Gwen in the cottage, John and Maggie would
continue to tend the animals and the garden. There were two rules
that they must strictly observe, they must not enter the cottage
while Robert was there and they must never speak of Robert to Will
(for that would spoil the surprise).

 



Visit: http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/42951
to purchase this book to continue reading. Show the author you
appreciate their work!
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