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			For Mavis, 
who taught me all about rodents
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			CHAPTER 1
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			Once upon a time, in a distant land, there was a beautiful princess named Harriet Hamsterbone, who, as her name indicated, was a hamster.


			
			[image: TRUST ME, FOR A HAMSTER, I’M STUNNING.]
			


			She was brave and intelligent and excelled in traditional hamster princess skills, like checkers and fractions.

			
			[image: I’VE TAKEN SEVEN-EIGHTHS OF YOUR PIECES. DO YOU WANT TO GIVE UP?]
			


			She was not very good at trailing around the palace looking ethereal and sighing a lot, which are also traditional princess skills, but her parents hired deportment teachers to try and make up for it.

			
				[image: Pale and melancholy, Princess, pale and Melancholy. and try not to stomp. . .  MELANCHOLY  MEANS SAD. WHEN I’M SAD, I STOMP. WHAT’S THE POINT OF BEING SAD  IF NOBODY CAN  HEAR YOU?]
			


			Her deportment teacher tried to make her walk around with a book on her head to improve her posture. He was later found in the library with a book stuffed in his mouth, and Harriet was grounded for a month.
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			She loved her riding quail Mumfrey, and rode him all over the countryside. Riding quail can’t actually fly, but they make excellent steeds for hamsters. Harriet and Mumfrey rode everywhere pretending to slay monsters, since her parents would not actually let her go out to slay real dragons. This was a source of great disappointment for her.

			
				[image: BUT MO-O-O-O-M! IT’S ONLY A LITTLE DRAGON! . . .It’s too dangerous, dear. And slaying dragons isn’t very princessly. . . . BUT I’M A PRINCESS! IF I DO IT, IT’S GOT TO BE SOMETHING PRINCESSES DO! WHO MAKES THESE RULES!?]
			


			Despite being kept away from monsters, Harriet was generally happy and not as irritating as some princesses. Yet her mom and dad were often depressed, for they knew that a dark cloud hung over the princess, and indeed, the very kingdom.

			
			[image: Well, I’m depressed. . .  ME TOO.]
			


			For when the princess was only twelve days old, on the day she was to be christened, a dreadful curse had been placed upon her, and despite their best efforts, the hamster king and queen had no idea how to break it.
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			CHAPTER 2
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			The Christening: Ten Years Earlier

			On the day of the princess’s christening, everyone in the palace and many of the most important people in the kingdom had come out to witness the ceremony.

			No expense had been spared. In the usual Hamsterbone tradition, there were dukes and earls and a marquess, which is something like a marquis, and several viscounts and one regular count and even a praetor. (The praetor had taken a wrong turn some weeks ago while hunting. He didn’t know what the hamsters were talking about, but had heard something about free food. Praetors are elected officials in certain kinds of kingdoms, and they never pass up free meals.)

			And of course there were three fairy god-mice, to administer the blessings, and the princess herself.
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				[image: Okay. We’ve got the three fairy god-mice, we’ve got the princess . . . am I forgetting something? . .  .Did you invite the wicked fairy god-mouse? . . . . Why would I invite a wicked fairy to our daughter’s christening?]
			



						

				[image: Because otherwise they do that.]
			


			
				[image: I DID NOT RECEIVE AN INVITATION! . . Parenting is hard.]
			


			The assembled crowd shrank back when the wicked fairy appeared, for it was immediately obvious to all that this was no ordinary fairy, but in fact the wicked Ratshade, who had placed third on Fairy God-Mouse Today’s Most Wicked List for eleven years running. Rumor had it that she was a bit bitter about her inability to move up the list, and had been planning something big.

			Ratshade was tall and thin, and her fingernails were so long that they curved in strange rippling claws and made it very difficult for her to blow her nose without causing herself serious injury. Her fur was as white as bone, her eyes were red, and she had a stump for a tail, because she had traded her tail for power when she was young. (This is a thing that rats can do, although most of them are very attached to their tails and wouldn’t dream of parting with them.)

			
				[image: You did not invite me! Me! And so I shall lay a terrible curse upon the princess and the kingdom, so that you never forget me again!  See, stuff like that is why we don’t invite you to these things.]
			


			Ratshade stomped across the dais toward the bassinet that contained the princess. Two fairy god-mice cowered back, but the youngest clutched the back of the bassinet, prepared to snatch the princess away if Ratshade tried to grab her.
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			But Ratshade did not touch the princess. She only gazed down at her, clicking her long nails together, and then she laughed, a laugh like bones clattering down a hole in the dark.
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			“Very well!” said the wicked fairy. “Very well! She is twelve days old today? Well, when she is twelve years old, she shall prick her finger upon a hamster wheel and fall into a sleep like death!”

			
				[image: AND NONE SHALL BE ABLE TO WAKE HER, AND SHE SHALL SLEEP HER LIFE AWAY UNTIL SHE DIES. MUAHAHAAHAAH! . . You know, if you’re going to curse someone, fine. But don’t gloat about it. . . . Yes, i thought the muahahaha was excessive. . . .]
			


			Ratshade vanished in a cloud of oily smoke that smelled like burning hair, and the inhabitants of the kingdom looked at one another in dismay. The princess was cursed!
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			CHAPTER 3
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			What can we possibly do?” cried the dukes.

			“There’s nothing we can do!” cried the earls.

			“Very difficult to break, fairy curses,” said the marquess.

			“They come true no matter what,” said the viscounts.

			“They’ll bend the world around them and make themselves come true,” said the regular count.

			“Maybe the other fairies can do something,” said the praetor, helping himself to the buffet.

			Everyone stared at him.

			
			[image: What?]
			


			“Brilliant!” cried the dukes and the earls and the marquess and the viscounts and the regular count. “We never would have thought of that!”

			“I can’t believe my empire never conquered yours when we had the chance,” muttered the praetor into his sandwich.

			So the three fairy god-mice put their heads together, while the hamster queen tried to comfort the princess, who had slept through the entire thing and did not actually need comforting.

			
			[image: There, there, honey, the mean woman’s not going to hurt you. ...Zzzzzz . . .]
			


			“Right!” said the oldest of the fairy god-mice. “We cannot break Ratshade’s curse, O King Hamsterbone, but we can alter it a little. I have changed the curse so that when the princess falls asleep, she shall not need either food or drink while she is sleeping.”

			“I guess that’s useful,” said the queen.

			“What about bathrooms?” asked the king. “I mean, I always have to get up in the middle of the night to use the toilet, so—”

			“No bathrooms either,” said the oldest fairy god-mouse, and gave the king a very stern look.

			“And I,” said the middle god-mouse, “have changed the curse so that at the moment it takes effect, enormous thorny briars shall grow up around the princess’s tower, so that no one can get in.”

			“Um,” said the king. “That . . . doesn’t sound quite so useful.”

			
			[image: Or very good for our property values.]
			


			
			[image: THEY’LL KEEP HER SAFE! NOBODY WILL BE ABLE TO GET TO HER! . . . We do have guards around for that sort of thing, you know. . . . ]
			

			
			“Tough,” said the middle fairy god-mouse, annoyed. “It’s already cast.”

			The hamster king and queen sighed, and turned to the third god-mouse without much hope.

			“So what did you do?” asked the king. “Set the palace on fire? Turn her into a snowflake or a chicken or something?”

			“Errr . . . no,” said the youngest god-mouse. “I don’t do chickens.” She looked down at her feet. “I don’t know if mine will be very useful.”

			“Out with it,” said the king.

			
			[image: I, um, changed the curse so that the kiss of a prince will wake her.]
			


			“Wonderful!” cried the dukes, earls, marquess, viscounts, and regular count. (The praetor had filled his pockets with sandwiches and gone back to his own country.)

			“Now that’s fairy work!” said the king admiringly.

			“Ideally I’d like her to get to know the prince a bit before he kisses her,” said the queen.
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