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Baba Yaga whistled

and the hut came
running over. Natasha
climbed up nervously

and stood in the gloom.
The only light came from
a big iron stove in the

corner.

“Make yourself at home,” said Baba Yaga with
a wicked smile. “I’ll be back in a moment. It’s
getting late, perhaps you’d like to stay for dinner?”
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