
The Girl’s Impounder, by Lacey, The Lenham School  
  
I look down in my arms and see a gorgeous baby girl, with sparkling emerald green eyes looking 
straight back at mine, with a small smile planted on her face. I felt bad for taking her away, but they 
stole from me first! Maybe if they had just stayed away, or at least shared; they used the whole 
flower on one individual, while I had been using it for several decades…  
  
I pulled back the lush green curtain that had grown over the hole in the rock, that I used as an 
entrance to my hidden captivity. As the vines rustled against each other when I drew them back, it 
displayed a tall tower, moss crawling up the cold, wet stone. I went in the back, where a small 
wooden door was. I planned to use it until she turned 5, when her extensive, golden hair would be 
able to touch the floor for me to climb up, preventing her from escaping.  
  
As she grew, I started to tell her stories of men with pointy teeth, ruffians, thugs, cannibals and 
snakes. It was to keep her in the tower so I wouldn’t lose my youth, her hair – I mean my beautiful 
child. But to my dismay, she didn’t listen! She was 18, and she wanted to see the floating lights in 
the sky, but I told her why she shouldn’t. I thought that scaring her would make her stay, but when I 
came back from my weekly shopping, no one replied! No hair came down! I sprinted to the second 
entrance – which I had covered in rocks, so no one could find it – and darted up the corridor. I 
turned the whole tower upside down, but I couldn’t find her! She was nowhere! “RAPUNZEL?!” No 
answer. Fury built up inside of me, steam slowly floated out of my ears. I stomped my foot hard on 
the wooden floorboard, making a hole in it and getting my foot stuck. I pulled it out aggressively, 
ignoring the agony I just put myself through. I felt the blood running down my leg. I’d just have to 
wash it off in the river on my way to find her.  
  
I finally repossessed her, dragged her to the tower, and tied her to the bed, so that she wouldn’t 
disappear again. Suddenly, I heard a deep, gruff voice from outside, calling up, “Rapunzel, Rapunzel, 
let down your hair!” I threw down her hair, and waited until her lover had climbed up and into the 
tower. As soon as he set foot inside, I attacked him, and missed, and he cut her hair. I watched in 
despair as I saw the last strands of hair fall to the floor. I felt myself shrink, and felt sick and dizzy as I 
grew old in the space of a couple of seconds. I pulled my hood over my eyes, screaming in agony. I 
tried regaining my balance, but the hood was too big for me and wouldn’t go back over my head. I 
tripped over the dead brown hair that had been wrapped around the leg of the bed and been tied to 
the table. My new weak and feeble body flew across the room, and straight out of the window that 
had been left wide open when the innamorato came in.   
  
I fell in shock, hearing only my cloak whipping against my ears, before an ear piercing scream 
escaped my lips, as I saw the top of the tower fade, getting smaller….and smaller….and smaller….  
  
Crunch.   
  
Darkness.  
 


