Hansel and Gretel 2
	Once upon a time there lived a man and his two children, Hansel and Gretel. Their mother died in a cooking tournament a few years ago, but when she was alive she taught the children how to cook with the greatest of skill. She was Hansel and Gretel’s greatest inspiration. They would make cobblers and pies, pancakes, elaborate soups, chicken, turkey, and anything else the children’s imaginations could drum up. Because of this, they became quite adept chefs, but when their mother died, they refused to cook ever again. 
	Soon after their mother’s untimely death, their father met a woman online who, to be quite honest, hadn’t a kind bone in her body. She was a corporate executive, but she couldn’t keep a job for more than a month, because no one ever wanted to work with her. What Hansel and Gretel’s father saw in her, I will never know. She had inherited a great deal of money, but spent it all trying to find a new husband and father for her two children, Phoebe and Rolf. I won’t delve into Phoebe and Rolf, because I could go on all day about what horrible children they are, but I will just tell you that Rolf literally had one friend: his Xbox, and Phoebe had to walk around in a space suit because her bones were too fragile.
	Nonetheless, Hansel and Gretel’s father loved this woman and her children. They were married shortly after meeting (the woman was surprised she’d found someone who could tolerate her for more than a month, so she thought she’d better make it official before he could get smart). Hansel and Gretel’s new stepmother moved into their tiny apartment, with her two rotten children. They wanted to get a bigger house, but since their stepmother spent all of her inheritance and had given up on getting a job, Hansel and Gretel’s father was the sole breadwinner, and he was paid on commission, so it would be a while before they had enough money to buy the house they so desperately needed. 
Hansel tolerated much less than Gretel did, he refused to call her “step-mother”, instead referring to her as “my father’s wife”. Hansel also would not tolerate the extra children in his home. He referred to them as, “my father’s wife’s kids” and avoided them as much as possible. Gretel tried her very best to be the peacemaker, but it was often impossible. Her stepmother was very threatened by Gretel, and she often would sabotage Gretel’s school projects, clothes, and really anything Gretel was excited about. The children were easier for Gretel to get along with. Though, they often exhibited how spoiled they could be, Gretel gritted her teeth and tried to get along with them instead, but this one particular evening it all became too much for poor Gretel. 
“Rolf,” Gretel said opening the door to his room, “do you want to come and play with my friends outside?”
“Why would I ever want to do that?” Rolf replied, recoiling into the darkness. 
“Because you’ve just moved here, and your only friends are Mario and Luigi.”
“Don’t try and be clever, Gretel,” Rolf scoffed, “I haven’t played any Mario games since, like, the fourth grade.”
“Alright, fine, “ and she traipsed back through the piles of coke cans and Twinkie wrappers to go and play outside.
“Wait,” Rolf said. Gretel stopped. She immediately regretted pressing Rolf as much as she had; she was kind of hoping he’d say no anyway, “I’ll go with you.”
So, Rolf and Gretel went over to her friend Tybalt’s house, and Gretel introduced Rolf to her group of friends. They seemed to get along fine. This surprised Gretel, as she was pretty sure that Rolf was utterly incapable of socializing with anyone ever. However, as the outing went on she realized that Rolf was only able to socialize by making fun of Gretel, and that in making friends for himself, he was really just usurping her friends. Naturally, she did what any sixth grader would do in this situation, she asked if she could speak with him privately for a moment, and punched him in the face. 
This did not go over well. Rolf bolted home, locked himself in his room, and started crying. When his mother asked what was wrong he refuse to answer. No amount of pleading or prodding would get Rolf to unlock his door. So, Naturally, when Gretel finally returned home, she was bombarded with questions from her father and stepmother as to what was wrong with Rolf. She told them she couldn’t quite understand why they didn’t just ask him and locked herself in her room as well.  But, everything managed to come out at dinner along with a little extra. 
“Rolf, what happened?” the father said, but Rolf couldn’t get an answer out through his whimpering. 
“Rolf, honey, just tell us what happened,” His mother said. The two of them tried to coax the answer out of Rolf for the next hour, until finally the father could not take anymore of his whimpering and started to get serious.
“Wah, wah, wah, can you stop being a baby and tell us what happened so that perhaps we can solve it?” He shouted. (This is where everything goes to hell).
“Excuse me?” The mother shrieked, “Are you making fun of my son? This is your bitch of a daughter’s fault!” 
Now, Gretel (the bitch in question) was too kind to say anything in her defense (she also had punched Rolf in the face), but Hansel was not going to have it. He flipped the table over, shouted some profanities, grabbed Gretel, and they barricaded themselves in Hansel’s room.
That night the children’s father and stepmother could be heard arguing from every corner of the house. The mother was fed up with Hansel and Gretel and she would not allow them to stay any longer. She informed the father that she had already enrolled them in a culinary boarding school, where the children could go on scholarship, and they would never have to see Hansel and Gretel again. The father loved his children very much, and wasn’t particularly keen on this idea, but more than his children, he valued peace, and he reasoned that they would be in good hands, so he agreed. Of course, when Hansel and Gretel heard this, Gretel began to cry, because the children did not want to cook ever again. But, Hansel told her not to worry, that he had swiped some bread from the table that they could use to find their way home. 
The next day, Hansel and Gretel rode in the car to their new culinary school. Hansel rolled the window down and dropped pieces of bread every so often. Unfortunately, breadcrumbs are difficult to follow on the highway, and the children were unable to find their way home. They were forced to go to the culinary school, and it was worse than they thought. Gretel gave in and started cooking again, but Hansel refused, and was thrown in detention. He noticed very quickly that everyone in detention was quite fat. He thought that perhaps this was just the nature of culinary schools, until another, much skinnier child, was thrown into detention as well. 
“Is this your first time here?” Hansel asked the boy whose name turned out to be Gunther.
“Yeah. Why is everyone so fat?” Gunther said. A plump girl who had been listening behind them chimed in, 
“Are you guys stupid? Don’t you know that the principal is a raging cannibal and she only started this school to entice fat children and eat them?”
“Uh, no.” The boys replied.
“Wow, you’re dumb,” She said, “The principal of this school is a total cannibal. She puts all the skinny kids in detention and makes them eat the food that the kids who are already fat enough make. Then she calls the kids who have been in detention long enough to have become fat into her office and she eats them. And the worst part is she can’t see so she goes around pinching people all the time and making excuses for it like: ‘Oh I thought it was your birthday. You know, a pinch to grow an inch?’” Gunther and Hansel did not believe one word of this story.
“I don’t believe you. How do you even know that?” Hansel said, “ And, what about my sister? She’s not fat, and she’s not in detention.” Only Hansel didn’t get to hear the answers to his questions because at that moment the principal called him into her office. Gretel was already inside, picking at the wood on the principals desk. Hansel sat down in the chair next to Gretel.
“Hello, children” the principal smiled, “I have chosen you to be my honorary apprentices” The principal had actually chosen Hansel and Gretel to be the main course of her birthday dinner; however, they were not yet fat enough for her to enjoy.
“We’ll never work for you! We don’t cook! Ever!” Hansel replied. 
“Hansel, please just cooperate. This might be a good change for us.” Gretel pleaded.
“Don’t worry Gretel. Hansel if you refuse to cook, I completely understand.” The principal said.
“Really?” The children asked, stunned.
“Yes, you’ll just have to eat everything Gretel and I cook for you!” The principal cackled and threw him into a cage. She began her fattening process immediately, finding her most fattening and challenging recipes for Gretel to cook for Hansel. She entered Gretel in tournament after tournament, and kept Hansel in the car to eat the award winning meals that Gretel had just slaved over. But Hansel never seemed to get any fatter to the principal. He had, in fact, gained some weight, but Hansel remembered what the girl had said about the principal being blind so he’d just show her a chicken bone when she asked to feel his finger. The principal was getting really sick of eating non-human food, so she decided to just eat Gretel, because she was useless anyway.
“Gretel, can you get in that oven and make sure it’s working correctly?” the principal asked.
“Well, it’s a standard oven, and the judges check them before hand. I’m pretty sure it’s working correctly,” Gretel replied. 
“JUST DO IT,” The principal screeched. Gretel was kind of a push-over, but she wasn’t an idiot. 
“I’m not getting in the oven,” she told the principal, who was an idiot, and had in her worked up state, forgotten that she didn’t really need to check the oven. 
“FINE! I’LL DO IT MYSELF!” and she climbed into the oven. 
	Gretel was dumbfounded. She looked around to see if the judges were watching (they weren’t) and then shut the oven door. “That was too easy,” she laughed. 
	When the principal came out of the oven, Gretel garnished her with some carrots and coriander and served her to the judges. They all agreed that this was the best chicken that they had ever tasted and Gretel won first prize by a landslide. She took her winnings of 50,000 dollars out to the car, along with what was left of the principal, and let Hansel out of the cage. The two of them drove to Best Buy and bought a navigation system so that they could find their way home. 
When they got there they found that the stepmother, Rolf, and Phoebe were horribly mistreating their father. Needless to say, he was quite happy to see them. But, the children realized they had to do something about this appalling woman and her repulsive children. Suddenly, Gretel got an idea. She offered to cook a “Welcome Back” meal for the family and asked if the whole family would help.
 When it was just her and the stepmother she said, “Stepmother, would you crawl inside the oven and check to see if it’s working correctly?”
	“Fine,” The stepmother groaned, and she crawled in the oven. 
Then Gretel said to Phoebe and Rolf, “Your mom just crawled in the oven. Could you guys crawl in and help her out?”
“Fine,” They children groaned. And they, too, crawled into the oven. 
 “This is too easy,” Gretel laughed as she prepared the carrots and coriander for the garnish. Now all that was left was to wait for her father and brother to come home from hunting. They were more than delighted at the sight they returned to, and the reunited family sat down at the dinner table and ate the best chicken they’d ever tasted.
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