
        
            
                
            
        


	House


Book Description

An evil stepmother, abandoned children, and a wicked witch are certainly part of this version of Hansel and Gretel. A short story.

Times are tough and food hard to come by when young Henry and Gretchen are abandoned in the woods by their evil stepmother and feebleminded father who want more food for themselves. Dying from hunger or being ravaged by wild beasts are not the children’s only threat; a wicked witch lurks nearby, eager to devour their little bodies.

Will the fragile, malnourished Henry and Gretchen survive their parents, wild animals of the forest, and the hungry witch in this version of Hansel and Gretel?
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1 Rejects

Maureen cackled as she watched a comedy show on television. She swirled the ice cubes in her near-empty glass of vodka and orange juice. “This show cracks me up.”

Keys jingled as the house door opened and closed. Henry and Gretchen ran from their tiny shared bedroom to greet their father. He walked past them to the kitchen with a grocery sack and a pizza box in hand.

“You didn’t forget the vodka, did you, Jake?” Maureen asked between snorts.

“Of course not.” Jake took a can of beer from the pack and put the rest in the refrigerator.

“I’m hungry, Daddy,” Gretchen said, looking at the food on the counter.

“We’re all hungry, pumpkin.” Jake took the pizza into the living room and sat it on the coffee table near the couch where his wife was sitting. He sat down beside her and opened the pizza box.

“Can we have some pizza?” Henry asked. His stomach growled as he looked at the cheesy goodness.

“There’s not enough for us all,” Maureen said. She opened the paper bag that had been sitting on top of the pizza box. “Here, you each can have half of this breadstick.”

Henry and Gretchen held out their little hands to accept the bread.

“You kids should be ashamed, look at your dirty paws. Go wash them now,” Maureen commanded.

When they came back with clean hands their father handed them each half of the crisp piece of bread.

Maureen wiped pizza grease on the leg of her sweatpants. “You kids go play in your bedroom. Now.”

“When are we going to get money for food?” Henry asked. 

“The economy is bad, Henry. You know that.” Jake took a swig of beer. “There isn’t any work out there and we have to save our money. Now run along.”

Henry and Gretchen took their pieces of bread into the bedroom as ordered.

“Close your bedroom door, you little brats,” Maureen shouted, not wanting to be bothered.

Jake plopped his feet on the coffee table. “I don’t know how we're going to make it. There isn’t enough money for the four of us. I don’t know how we’re going to feed the kids.”

“I have an idea,” Maureen said. “We can afford to feed the two of us but not those hellions. We will take them camping and leave them in the woods so that they won’t be able to find their way back home. All we have to do is tell the police they came up missing, and that we looked and looked for them but could not find them and that they must have been kidnapped. Then we can go to the casino and use the money that we would spend on their food to play the slots and win the jackpot.”

Jake choked on his beer. “What? I can’t do that. You might be their stepmother, but that does not give you the right to send them away. I can’t leave my kids alone in the woods. There are bears and wolves that will tear them to pieces.”

Maureen got up and fixed herself another drink. “You’re a fool, Jake. There isn’t enough food for the four of us, which means we will all die. You know we can’t get food stamps because we cheated the system already. Even the churches and food pantries don’t want to share with us.”

Unable to take Maureen’s nagging any longer, he consented to the plot. “I still feel bad about it.”


2 Marbles

“I’m hungry,” Gretchen said, lying on her side in bed, clutching her dolly.

“I know,” Henry said sadly. “Do not talk for a moment. I’m trying to listen to Dad and Maureen.”

Gretchen could not help but cry, both from hunger and from being unwanted. 

When Henry and his sister were no longer part of the conversation coming from the living room, he said, “Don’t cry, Gretchen, it will be alright. I’ll try to find a way to help us.”

“But they plan to do away with us,” Gretchen sobbed.

Henry lay in his bed on the other side of the little bedroom. He looked at his glass jar of colorful marbles sitting on the windowsill. The setting sun shone on them in such a way that they sparkled. Even after the sun had set and the full moon shined upon them, they glowed.

“I’m afraid,” Gretchen said, her voice soft and sorrowful.

“Do not be afraid, little sister, God will not forsake us,” Henry said. “Go to sleep; I have a plan.”

When morning came, Maureen burst into their room. “Wake up, you little good-for-nothings. We are going camping today. Now get ready for the trip.”

When their stepmother walked away, Henry filled his pockets with marbles while Gretchen weakly got out of bed. They walked into the living room where Maureen was helping their father put on a heavy backpack.

“Here,” Maureen said, handing each of them a sleeve of saltine crackers. “This
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