The qirl and the 12 headed Falcon

Long ago in a small village of a remote country, a young, brave girl with flowing curly hair; hair as
red as fire, liked being in the forest, foraging for berries. Her name was Dija. She always kept a
special stone inside the pocket of her dress as she felt it was lucky and gave her good fortune.

Beyond the village not too far away was a volcano, which sometimes rumbled and grumbled and
let out hot steam, almost like a warning for outsiders not to come near. A fierce falcon with 12
heads lived there by himself, shielded away from men for he knew he was the enemy. When he
swooped down in to the village everyone would scurry inside afraid for their lives. He would grab
the cattle such as sheep and goats and take them back to his burning home. He was infamous for
his stealing and his piercing screech. His screech would echo across the village. Loud and ear
splitting. He was known as Baro, which meant 12 in the language of the villagers.

One day Dija was in the forest admiring the strange and beautiful animals, when the top of the
volcano let out a slow hiss, a vapour of white mist escaped. She started to hurry home but
suddenly a dark shadow appeared above her, it got bigger and bigger and before she knew it she
was dangling inbetween the talons of Baro! He was taking her away, she felt cold and screamed
as loudly as she could for help!

Within moments, she landed with a thump on the sharp rocks of the volcano ground, Baro glared
at her with all his 12 pairs of eyes. He licked his lips and hissed at her and rustled his wings. His
heads were lowered and he was heading towards her, reading to pluck at her! Suddenly her
pocket felt heavy and she remembered her stone, the one she always kept with her. Immediately
she took it out and held it above her head. She couldn’t believe her eyes, the stone radiated a
luminous green, it dazzled Baro and he stood as still as a statue. He was hypnotised!

This was her chance to escape, but before she ran she said in a low, calm voice; “You shall not
enter any village and steal and scare the villagers” She repeated it three times, before she
dropped her hands, stuffed the stone back into her pocket and ran as fast as she could, all the
way back to the village. The villagers gathered to hear her story filled with worry as they thought
something bad had happened to her. They were all extremely happy to see her again. She told
them what had happened and to this day, Baro had never been seen or heard again!

The end



