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1
Book Description


  
  Snow-White and Rose-Red live with their widowed mother in a cottage in the middle of a forest. One winter’s night a bear knocks on their door wanting to come in and warm himself at their fire.

  

  *

  People have been telling stories since the beginning of time. Fairytales, folklore, myths and legends are among some of the stories that have been told over and over through the centuries. The basic story remains the same, but each storyteller adds their own style, sometimes adding something unique to the tale.

  

  *

  This story was written by an Australian author using Australian spelling.

  




  
  





Snow-White‌ ‌and‌ ‌Rose-Red


  
  Snow brushed strands of her pale blond hair back from her face, bending down to pick up another piece of firewood. She added it to the bundle she carried on her back before turning to her younger sister. “We should turn for home soon. Tonight will probably bring our first snow for this winter.”

  Rose groaned. “But we haven’t gotten around to digging up all the potatoes from the vegetable patch.” Like her sister, her long hair hung down her back in a single plait. She had a shawl draped around her head, hiding most of her red hair from view and also carried a bundle of firewood.

  “They’ll keep. We’ll dig them up when we need them.” Snow again bent for more firewood, the bundle she carried growing heavier and more awkward.

  “They’re so much harder to dig up once it snows. And I haven’t finished spinning enough wool to knit a new pair of gloves.” Rose held out a hand in front of her, the grey gloves worn through in places. “They’re beyond darning.”

  Snow could feel every hole in her own gloves. “You’re only annoyed because the weather will keep you inside and there’ll be no more exploring the forest until spring.”

  Rose grabbed a fallen branch. “If only we had the money for warm clothes, then I’d spend all year exploring the forest.” She dragged the branch behind her.

  The wind picked up and Snow shivered, wishing she too had a shawl, even if it was threadbare like her sister’s. Maybe this year they’d be able to spin enough wool to not only knit new gloves for each of them, but also sell some at the market come spring. To sell enough to afford a length of cloth to make all of them new clothes. Picking up one last piece of firewood, Snow changed directions. “Let’s go home.” She couldn’t help sighing at the thought of all the work that still awaited them at home.

  Rose reached for her sister’s hand. “It’s all right, Snow. I don’t really mind winter. Don’t be so sad.”

  Snow smiled. “I was thinking of everything we still have to do when we get home, that’s all.”

  Rose squeezed Snow’s hand. “If you build up the fire and put the brass kettle on to boil, I’ll prepare the vegetables for the stew.”

  “Thank you, Rose.” This time it was Snow who squeezed her sister’s hand and Rose who smiled.

  They walked home in silence, both shivering by the time they reached the cottage, dropping their firewood in the lean-to at the side of their home. Rose hurried inside, calling a greeting to their mother, Anna. Snow paused at the front door to look at the two rose bushes, one planted on either side of the door.

  She reached out and ran a finger down a branch of the one on her left, careful to avoid the thorns. Her mother had planted it seventeen years ago on the day she’d been born, sending her husband to the shepherd’s wife for a cutting from one of her rose bushes. Anna had told her many times over the years that her white blond hair had reminded her of a snow-white rose. When her sister had arrived two years after her, with red hair, her mother had planted the second bush. Its flower was a dark red.

  “Snow-White, come inside and close the door. You’re letting the cold in,” Anna called out.

  With one last glance at the darkening sky, Snow hurried inside, closing the door behind her. “I think it’ll snow tonight.” She crossed the room to the fire. Stirring it up, she added more wood.

  Near the fire a motherless lamb rested, while a white dove Snow had rescued the previous year, sat on a perch. There was a table with two chairs, the third wooden chair being used by Anna who sat not far from the fire, her spindle in one hand, a basket of wool on the floor beside her. At one end of the cottage was Anna’s bed, covered by the quilt she’d sewn before she’d left her own mother’s house. At the other end were two narrow beds, each with a quilt Anna had made while she’d been pregnant with her daughters. The quilts covered each bed, the sides brushing against the timber floor, the different coloured pieces long since faded. There was a chest at the foot of Anna’s bed with three more quilts, folded and stored with herbs, for her children who hadn’t lived.

  Anna nodded. “All the signs point to a hard winter ahead.”

  Rose sat at the table, dicing vegetables on its scarred wooden surface. “As long as it’s not a long winter, I don’t care.”

  “It will be what it needs to be, Rose-Red. Your complaining about it won’t make it any shorter,” Anna said.

  After checking there was enough water in the brass kettle, Snow hung it on the hook over the fire, her reflection showing in the shiny surface. She turned to Anna. “Will you read to us tonight?”

  Rose pushed the vegetables into a wooden bowl, rising from the table. “Please, Mother? You said you’d read us more from father’s book when the days grew shorter. They’ve been short for weeks.” She tipped the vegetables into the kettle that was starting to bubble.

  “For a little while. We haven’t the candles to waste.” Anna continued to spin wool.

  “I’ll get it.” Snow hurried towards her mother’s end of the cottage, taking the large book off a shelf, and picking up the spectacles that sat beside it. She cradled the book against her chest as she returned to her mother’s side. The book was all that was left of the father she barely recalled.

  After handing the book and spectacles to her mother, Snow bolted the front door and brought the chairs to the fire, while Rose gathered the wool and spindles. Putting aside her own spindle, Anna put on her spectacles and opened the book. She cleared her throat then began to read.

  The rhythm of her mother’s voice blended with the rhythm of the spindle and Snow smiled slightly as she listened, her hands continuing to keep the spindle in motion. The wind picked up, causing the shutters to rattle lightly. The sound of the fire crackling and the stew bubbling gently were the only other sounds in the room other than her mother’s voice.

  The smell of stew filled the room and Snow continued to put off serving the meal, knowing her mother would stop reading the moment she rose from her seat. A banging at the door, brought Anna’s voice to a halt and the three of them turned towards it.

  “Who would be crazy enough to be out in this weather?” Rose asked.

  “Whatever poor traveller it is will be half frozen,” Anna said. “Go see who it is, Rose-Red. Snow-White, our dinner smells like it’s well past ready to be served. Put out a bowl for our visitor too.”

  Snow put aside her spindle and gathered wooden bowls from the shelf near the fire, setting them on the table while Rose walked towards the door. Taking the metal ladle from the shelf and a wooden spoon for each bowl, Snow put the spoons on the table and grabbing a folded cloth, headed for the fire.

  A gust of wind tore through the cottage as Rose opened the door and screamed. Still clutching the ladle and folded cloth, her heart racing, Snow spun to face the door. Her breath stopped in her throat at the sight of the large black bear framed in the doorway, snow swirling around him and settling on the cottage floor.

  Anna hurried towards the door as Rose backed away from it. Snow dashed across the room, her shoulder colliding with the far wall since she could not take her gaze from the bear. Calling for her sister, she dropped the ladle as she held out a hand for her.

  “I mean you no harm. I only want to warm myself at your fire,” the bear said.

  Rose stopped retreating, Snow remained frozen by her mother’s bed, her hand still outstretched and Anna took another step forward.

  “Oh you poor bear. Come in, come in. Warm yourself by our fire.” Anna gestured towards the fire. The bear ambled inside and she closed the door again, throwing the bolt home. “Come girls, no need to be afraid. He means us no harm. Dish out the meal, Snow-White.”

  Snow came hesitantly forward, picking up the ladle and dusting it off, keeping a wary eye on the bear. She took the kettle from the fire and filled the bowls with stew. Both her and her sister had brought home animals from the forest over the years. Hurt or sick animals in need of care, but never a bear. Never an animal with sharp white teeth that was large enough to eat them.

  With trembling hands, she took the bowl of stew to the bear who had laid down in front of the fire. “Here.” There was a tremble in her voice as she placed the bowl in front of him.

  “I wish you no harm, Snow-White,” the bear rumbled.

  Snow took a step back, startled at hearing her name spoken in such a deep voice. “I… I hope you enjoy the stew.” She could think of nothing else to say. What did you talk about with a bear? The only other words that came to mind were, ‘please don’t eat me,’ and it was a thought she didn’t want to put into his mind if it wasn’t already there.

  “Thank you for sharing your meal with me.” The bear lowered his head and began to lap up the stew.

  Snow continued to back away until she collided with her chair that was not far from the fire. Turning, she grabbed the chair and retreated to the table where her sister and mother were already sitting. Adding more water to the kettle from the jug, sitting on a side table near the kitchen shelf, Snow returned it to the fire. She hung it at the side to keep it warm, before she sat at the table.

  The meal was silent. Snow and Rose both sending frequent glances towards the bear and sharing equally frequent looks with each other. When the meal was ended, Snow gathered up the dishes and washed them in a bowl of water kept on the side table.

  “Rose-Red, grab a cloth and mop up the floor around the bear. The snow in his fur is melting and creating puddles,” Anna ordered.

  Rose sent Snow a pleading look and Snow dried her hands on her skirt. “If you want to tip the dishwater outside, I’ll mop the floor.” She tried to keep the fear from her voice, but wasn’t certain she had succeeded. Grabbing a worn cloth, she slowly crossed the room. Behind her she felt a gust of wind fill the cottage as her sister tossed out the water. The door closed again, shutting out the wind.

  Snow knelt beside the bear, who had finished his meal and had his eyes closed. When she started to mop the floor, he raised his head to stare at her with his dark brown eyes. She fought against the urge to flee. Her hands stilled.

  “If you knock the snow from my fur I will dry quicker and leave less puddles on the floor.”

  Snow could only nod. It took an age before she could let go of the cloth and reach out to knock the dusting of snow from his fur. His coat
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