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“This is a work of fiction. All the characters in it, human and otherwise, are imaginary, except only certain of the fairy folk, whom it might be unwise to offend by casting doubts on their existence. Or lack thereof.”
Neil Gaiman

 

Prologue 

for the Grimm Diaries series

 

It’s unknown to the common human being that most of the characters in fairy tales are real immortals living among us. Some of them know who they are and some of them don’t. Living too long can make you forget who you really are and what you were meant to be.

They lived before you were born, and will continue to live after you die. That is why they are carved in the inner skeletons of your soul like a birthmark. The fact that you have been introduced to them in books does not mean they didn’t exist in your dreams since long ago.

The immortals dream when asleep like humans. When you keep dreaming for eternity, each dream manifests a world of its own.

Every immortal’s dream intertwined with another’s for centuries, creating mountains, continents, real people, and wars in a world of their own imagination. All the dreams in the world gather in one realm. They called it the Dreamworld, where the dreamer could become someone else entirely.

What better way to kill time in a boring eternity than dreaming new dreams every night.

But the Dreamworld was not all fun and dreams. There was a catch: If immortals were killed in the Dreamworld, they never woke up again in the real world. They stayed trapped in an identity that was not theirs in a dream of their own while their real bodies in the real world suffered from an eternal coma.

Coma and eternity? Nah. Not exactly what they’ve been looking for.

After centuries of eternal sunshine and endless living, even a short-lived human could put an immortal to an eternal sleep. The Brothers Grimm called it the Sleeping Death, which they mentioned briefly in the original script of the Snow White so-called fairy tale.

All the human had to do was to find a way to enter the dreams of the immortals and kill them before they wake up. Those humans who possessed the talent were called Dreamhunters.

Long ago, the immortal fairy tale characters built themselves a realm of their own inside the Dreamworld and called it Jawigi – there was a reason for choosing this name but I won’t get into it right now.

The Jawigi was used differently from the Dreamworld. The immortals buried the true fairy tales and stories in the Jawigi; the truth about fairy tales that the Brothers Grimm and other writers had forged intentionally in their books – I am not allowed to discuss with you why they did that.

What better place to bury the truth of the immortal fairy tale characters than the dreams of immortals.

Why did they do this? What didn’t they want us to know?

There were certain elements in the tales that needed to be hidden or an imminent evil would rise from its darkened prison and end the world we live in. What we thought of as fairy tales was real, what was real was never told accurately, and that which was never told was buried in dreams.

It was the only way for everyone to live happily ever after.

But the Jawigi, like in the Dreamworld, wasn’t all secrets and dreams. There was also a catch: What happened in the Jawigi affected our real life.

If one certain fairy tale was altered in the Jawigi by dreaming it all over again and manipulating its incidents, it had its consequences in the lives humans lived. If dreams were altered, darkness would find a way out from the Dreamworld right into your living room in the real world.

There was a fairy tale war between the characters who protected the tales and those who wanted to alter the tales. Thus, affect our real world. Each of them had their own reasons, be it good or evil – but the line between good and evil was thin and blurry.

Altering and retelling which once was untold in the Jawigi was only possible for a period of time, It occurred once every one hundred years, starting from the day the fairy tale characters were first buried in their dreams. The year was 1812, when the Brothers Grimm wrote their first fairy tale collection – I mean, forged their first fairy tale book.

Every one hundred years, the Dreamworld was exposed to the possibility to be altered and rewritten all over again.

At the end of the alteration period, and in spite of whoever won the war, the new tales in the Dreamworld had to be documented so the new truth can be remembered for the next hundred years. Think of the documentation of dreams like your foretold fate in real life, except you had the right to change fate every one hundred years if you ever lived that long.

The new dreams were documented in diaries, written by many different fairytale characters. In fiction, they call this technique epistolary, where every character told the story from their point of view, and it was up to you to judge and gather the pieces.

The diaries were called the Grimm Diaries.

Each Grimm Diary was not your usual pen and paper diary. It was a Book of Sand, an exquisite kind of celestial book. Its pages were not made of paper but of sand. Only an immortal could write in it, using a magic wand that shaped letters on the page the way you stick-shape castles in the sand. Each entry could not be re-written in the span of another hundred years, because once the immortal wrote their thoughts and confessions the pages turned into unreadable sand for protection.

Each diary exposed part of what the Brothers Grimm didn’t want you to know – for your own good actually.

It’s been two hundred years now since 1812. The Dreamworld is open for change for another fifty years. It’s my hope that it won’t be a great and vicious war this time, for what happened in 1912 was unimaginable.

The first diary in the Grimm Diaries was called Snow White Sorrow, one of seven full-length diaries.

The diaries were fun reads with an adolescence spirit since most of the writers were teens – did you ever notice that most of the fairy tale characters were young?

You don’t have to fetch for every symbolic meaning in its pages though. It’s like the original Brothers Grimm scripts: it makes a lovely bedtime story, but for the trained and keen eye, the truth lies somewhere between the lines. So if you don’t get things in the beginning, stay cool and enjoy the ride.

I remember those who knew about the diaries a hundred years ago, ended up rereading the original scripts of the fairy tales and other historical books to confirm the facts told centuries ago, because the diaries claim that the world, and literature, is connected in a unique and unimaginable way. Each book ever written, and which I assume you have read, was hinting to bits and pieces of the truth about the tales.

Before you read the fully detailed diaries, I thought I’d show you a number of mini-diaries I found scattered and lost in the sandy pages of here and there, like a seashell left abandoned on the shore while keeping great secrets inside it but no one cared to pick it up and listen. The mini diaries won’t give away the main story but it will give you a hint of what the Grimm Diaries are about.

I called them the Grimm Diaries Prequels.

Finally, remember that what you read in the Grimm Diaries Prequels is not necessarily the truth since some characters will still want to alter it and protect themselves. It will be up to you to read between the lines. The road is long and fun.

If you’re wondering about me. They call me Sandman Grimm, the keeper and collector of fairy tale dreams from the Dreamworld – which are buried in your dreams too. My job is to collect and seal the dreams every one hundred years.

By leaking the Grimm Diaries Prequels, I will be punished, but I had to let you read them for there are bigger dangers at stake.

Eventually, I have to say my last goodbye since you will never meet again.

 

Sandman Grimm

 

 

 





Ashes to Ashes & 

Cinder to Cinder 

as told by Alice Grimm

 

Present day, whenever you think that is.

 

The remains of the dead witch’s skeleton were found in a small town near Venice in Italy. To inspect it, I had to fool my teachers in California and tell them that my German grandma died and that I had to fly overseas to attend her funeral. No one even asked me to have my parents call the school to confirm my claim. When you are a descendant of the Brothers Grimm, every body treats you like a modern day Cinderella.

Ironically, I was flying over to Venice to find the real Cinderella. The one everybody accidentally killed when they believed that she was a fairy tale character and didn’t exist.

It didn’t take me much time to travel from Germany to Venice, and I was so curious to see the corpse: an 800-year-old Italian witch found by archeologists with seven nails driven to her jaw. Gruesome stuff. My perfect taste.

“Why seven nails?” I asked Bella, the Italian archeologist’s assistance while standing over the grave in broad daylight. Bella was about twenty-four years old, seven years older than I was. I am sure her name wasn’t Bella. Some of the investigators around the world preferred not to make their names known to others.

“No one really knows,” She said. “It was what they used to do to European witches in general, nailing them in the jaw.”

“You mean women who were accused of witchcraft,” I corrected her. Women had been burned, crucified, and killed for practicing things like playing a game of dice, which was considered witchcraft at that time. I hate when they are were called witches because they were not. “We all know these women were innocent.”

“Whatever,” Bella said absently as I noticed her wearing those white gloves. It was ironic that I was the one defending witches, since my ancestors had taught me to search for the likes of them all of my life. Not only witches, but also fairy tale characters that secretly lived among us without us knowing. Sometimes, they didn’t even know who they were.

“What’s really interesting is that the skeleton was wrapped up in a shroud that is nailed to the ground.”

“Any reason for that?” I wondered.

“Of course. It was the common believe to cover the body of a witch or a vampire in a shroud and nail it to the earth so its spirit stays trapped and can’t wake up again and hunt them.”

“Oh—“ I still couldn’t understand why they sent for me. They knew that I wasn’t here for this. My secret investigations were about discovering the truth about fairy tales. The stories my ancestors actually managed to forge.

“I’ll get to what you want in a minute,” Bella said, pointing at the corpse covered in white sheets in its grave. Then she gazed toward the other workers leaving the site. “I need to make sure everyone leaves the scene and only us, who know why you’re here, stay.”

Finally, Bella uncovered the corpse. That is when I got a glimpse of why I was here …

There were seventeen glass slippers surrounding the corpse.

“That’s odd.” I mumbled, kneeling down.

“See? Italian witches from the 12th and 13th century are usually surrounded by 17 dices because dice was the game that women were forbidden to practice at the time since it was thought of as a form of witchcraft.”

“Why seventeen?”

“17 was considered bad luck. Don’t ask me why.”

“And we have … glass shoes … Hmm.” I thought I knew why there were seventeen glass shoes surrounding the corpse but I needed to know more to confirm my suspicions.

“That’s why you are here,” Bella announced. “These are 800 year old glass slippers, astonishingly still looking as new. I think it is her.”

“This is almost impossible. She should be buried Six Dreams Under,” I touched my lips with my reluctant finger. “If that’s her, then it’s starting, which is not good at all. Someone wanted us to find this. Someone is sending a message.”

“I don’t know why you’re surprised. It’s 2012, Alice,” Bella said. “And I don’t mean that bullshit about the Mayan discoveries about how the world ends. You know what I am talking about. We both now how the world might really end.” She shrugged.

“2012. Exactly two hundred years after the Brothers Grimm wrote The Children’s and the Household Tales,” I mumbled, staring at the glass shoes. “So it’s true? I didn’t spend my childhood chasing shadows?”

“I would have preferred if spent your childhood watching Snow White and Cinderella movies and chasing Prince Charming instead.”

“I tried to, believe me. Every time I watched the lies, I couldn’t bring myself to it. I prefer Edward and Bella. At least they are absolutely ridiculous lies we can love.”

“Philosopher much? Anyway. You did a great job so far.”

“You really think it’s her?” I raised an eyebrow, part of me was frightened and the other part almost enchanted.

“Might be.”

“And how are we going to know?”

Suddenly, a smile curved itself on Bella’s full lips. She cocked her head at someone in the scene: A slender and fair boy with platinum-blonde hair.

“Who is he?” I wondered.

“Whoever he is, he is hot.” Bella winked, which confused me. Even though there was something so devilishly attractive about the boy, he looked much younger than she did. About my age.

“So he doesn’t have a name?” I mused. “Or is his last name hot?” I loved gorgeous, slender boys with that unseen aura surrounding them saying that they were as much trouble as good, but I had a job to finish. The world was about to fall apart if I didn’t do my job right.

“His name is actually interesting,” She said, not taking her eyes off him. “Blackstar. Loki Blackstar.”

“I don’t which part I hate more. The Loki, or the Blackstar.”

Bella laughed. “You too could be a match made in hell—I mean heaven. We should introduce ourselves.”

“Shouldn’t a Loki have black her?” I squinted, pretending the sun annoyed me while checking him out one more time.

“That’s like saying shouldn’t every hulk be green,” Bella commented. “We live in a world where we discovered that fairy tales were altered. Why wouldn’t a Loki be blonde. Too blonde actually.”

Loki was standing in front of an old and dirty red Cadillac. I rubbed my eyes because I thought he just talked to it and it wheeled back a little on its own. Then the radio was turned on at a sudden without any one touching it. It played an oldie song that said something like Red Cadillac and Black Moustache.

“Stop it.” Loki hissed at his car … and it stopped.

As he approached us, he was guiding other men to construct something around the corpse. They dragged two huge mirrors along.

Looking over the corpse, Loki blocked his nose with one hand while gobbling on a greasy slice of Pizza with the other. It was interesting how did he that while still looking elegant.

“It doesn’t smell,” I commented. “It’s 800 years old.”

He didn’t acknowledge me whatsoever, his other hand in his front pocket.

“You’ve been pulp-fictioned my friend.” Loki barely whispered to himself, looking at the corpse and then he took another bite.

“She is a witch,” Bella kind of introduced herself. What a start. “You know back in the day they were scared of the witch’s powers and abilities in Italy.”

“Yeah, I remember.” he muttered, still not looking at us. Yeah, I remember? “This one had rather a particular power,” He said. “She could make better Pizza than the other Italian witches, and she bathed in Olive oil.”

Bella laughed. I didn’t find him funny, smelling arrogance reeking out of his green eyes. Bad metaphor, I know. Sue me. I am not a poet.

“A pretty bad way to kill and bury a competitor.” Bella commented.

“Better than the Danish people,” He said, finishing the sandwich and throwing the wrapped foil recklessly into the grave. “You know they used to drink, dance, and eat around the corpse of the dead in the 17th century?”W

“No shit.” I found myself blurting, not knowing why I said that. He kind of got on my nerves. What did this guy even do?

Loki finally looked my way, neglecting Bella casually. He stared at me from top to bottom then licked his lips and some ketchup off his thumb. His stare was straight and sharp and unapologetic, but not in a weird and creepy way. Still, I scanned the membranes of my head for comebacks since I had the feeling he might say something insulting and silly.

“What do you think are three things about you that would make me want to know you better?” He said as he took a step closer toward me, grabbed my hand, and put a small plastic bag in my palm. He did it swiftly and gently like a magician. Somehow, any come back I was about to back spit on him escaped me as he looked into my eyes shortly before he turned around to guide the men placing the mirrors.

They placed the two mirrors opposite to each other and perpendicular to the corpse.

“Who said I want you to want to know me?” I finally said over his shoulder. Bella omitted a laugh.

“What?” he said as he started drawing a circle in the ground around the mirrors and the corpse. “I can’t hear you.”

I gritted my teeth, as I am sure he did.

“Who is this guy?” I asked Bella. “And what is he doing exactly?”

“I am a Dreamhunter.” Loki answered instead over his shoulder then he went on explaining to the helping men that the setting with the mirrors in the circle is called a Dream Temple, which is the place from where a Dreamhunter can enter the witch’s dream after performing a certain ritual.

“And what do Dreamhunters do?” I asked, folding my hands in front of my chest.

“The name is self-explanatory. What do you think a Lawnmower does? Oh yes,” he looked at the sky with his forefinger on his lips. “He flies a spaceship—I mean he mows a lawn,” he bent over and rested two Obol coins over the skeleton’s eye-sockets. I knew of these coins. One if the coins fell through the hole in the witch’s skull. “Oh. Sorry, wrong size,” Loki talked to the corpse and pulled out a properly sized coin to put on the corpse’s eyes again. This one fitted. Bella chuckled. “Awesome. Sorry. I thought you were a coin size 5. My bad.” He continued talking to the corpse.

“And why do we need a Dreamhunter?” I asked Bella.

“Dreamhunters are the only ones who can enter the dreams of immortals—” Bella explained.

“Usually with the purpose of killing them in their dreams.” Loki  interrupted her as he stabbed the skeleton with a vampire stake, still not looking at us. “You’re not immortal, are you?” he teased me.

Bella rolled her eyes. “If the skeleton is who we think she is, it means that she is immortal.”

“I don’t want to know and I don’t care who she is by the way.” Loki felt the need to interrupt again as he pulled out an egg timer like the one my used in the kitchen and a red fleece from his backpack. Who was this guy?

“Immortals don’t die,” Bella explained to me. “You know that, right?”

“Never?”

“Never,” Bella confirms. “The only way to kill them, sort of diffuse them, is in their sleep while they are dreaming.”

“Wow. How does that work?” I raised an eyebrow, pretending I didn’t know as I knew a lot about this. The last time I was in grand grand father’s dream, I have actually seen the Evil Queen herself.

“Dreamhunters, like Loki here—“ Bella said.

“Which are very rare.” He added as he stretched down on his back next to the skeleton.

“Dreamhunters have the ability to enter the dreams of the immortal. In their dreams, the immortals sometime don’t know who they really are. In fact, they build universes of their own. The Dreamhunter kills them in that dream. The immortal’s mind gets kinda hung up and paralyzed. Being killed in a dream could do that to you. And they stay in a coma forever in real life. It’s the only way to kill an immortal.”

“But this witch was burned.” I remarked.

“Which proves she died in her dreams,” Bella explains. “Or they could not have killed her in real life.”

“Still, she could be just someone who was wrongly accused of witchcraft in the 13th century like others,” I suggested. “How do we know she is an immortal?”

“That’s what we’re going to find out now when we enter her dreams.”

“She is dead. How can she be dreaming?”

“Believe me, she is dreaming. Immortal dreams are infinite and never stop as long as they are not awake in the real life.”

“If I am to believe that,” I considered. “You said that she will be someone else in her Dreamworld.”

“That’s usually true,” Loki interrupted again. “But the ritual I am using will send us right into a memory of hers. A memory within a dream.” Loki said. “It’s hard to explain. You have to experience it yourself,” Loki stretched out a hand toward me. “When you come down here and sleep with me.”

“What did you just say?” My face knotted.

“I didn’t mean it that way. What’s with girls not having anything on their minds but that?” He shook his head, and of course, Bella still laughed. “Besides, if I want to sleep with you, would I want to do in a grave with a skeleton as bed? Argh. I mean sleep as in really sleep? The snorting kind of the sleep.”

“I don’t snort.” I said.

“Yeah. I know. All girls don’t snort on the first night then it’s a Bambi the elephant sleeping next to me. Anyway. Come lay down with me—I mean next to me and this beautiful fried up corpse so we enter her dream.”

“How about you sleep with your skeleton girlfriend without me?” I attacked like a mad rabbit.

“He needs you with him,” Bella explained. “You’re the one who can identify her in the dream. He doesn’t know anything of what we do or what she looks like, and he isn’t interested apparently. It’s part of your investigation.”

“Thank you,” Loki nodded at Bella. “What was your name again?”

“Bella.” She turned around abruptly to face him.

“Thank you, Bella. Sorry I didn’t ask about your name before. This beauty took the words out of my mouth.” He pointed at the corpse.

“That’s because you’re a jerk.” I interrupted him.

“And what is it about jerks you like so much?” He wondered.

“He is a jerk,” Bella whispered to me. “But if you want to know, you have to go with him.”

“Ok.” I nodded and climbed down the grave. “What should I do with this?” I asked him about the bag he gave me as I lay down on my back next to the corpse.

“Oh. That’s the magic dust. Give it to Bella,” he said. “All you have to do is pour some of it on our eyes when I tell you,” he explained to Bella. “This will put us to sleep into the dream. Then, this egg timer of mine will buzz in about thirty minutes. It will wake us up.”

“We can hear this stupid egg timer in the dream?” I wondered.

“Don’t make fun of my egg … timer,” He said. “And Bella, if we don’t wake up in thirty minutes for whatever reason, you’ll have to break one of the mirrors to break the connection with the Dreamworld.”

“Ok.” Bella said.

“But you have to do it without entering the Dream Temple or you’ll be sucked into the dream and I can barely take care of one girl. Ok?”

Bella nodded.

“Ready, Alice?” He tilted his head toward me as we lay on our backs with the corpse between us.

“How do you know my name?”

“It’s written in your beautiful eyes—”

“What?”

“On your necklace, I mean. Should we hold hands?” He stretched out his left hand.

“Is that necessarily?”

“I am afraid so. It’s the ritual rules. In the past we had to prick out fingers and kiss first, but they changed that and moved it to wedding ceremonies.”

“I can’t believe I am doing this.” I said as I stretched my hand. I lied again. I just needed Loki to help me locate Cinderella in the Dreamworld without him knowing.

“Yeah. That’s what girls always say in the beginning too.” He grabbed my hand firmly without hesitation. I liked it but I wouldn’t tell him.

Loki looked at the corpse irritatingly. “Thank god we’re not really sleeping together, or this would have been a deadly Ménage à trois.”

“I swear if you don’t behave, I’ll kick you ass.”

“Better wait until we’re in the Dreamworld. Killing immortals in the Dreamworld is really fun. Just like in video games,” He said. “By the way, the fact that you could kick my ass is the first thing that makes me want to know you better. Keep up the good work. I might like you after all.” Even though his arrogance was unbearable, he smiled genuinely at me for the first time. “And now, I need a word that if I whisper into the corpse’s ears, it will remind her of where you want to go into her dream. It’s called an Incubator: a word that will trigger a certain memory in the dreamer’s mind.”

“Interesting,” I mused. “So we can actually get into a past memory of hers?”

“A bit of both. A memory and dream,” He said. “So what’s the word?”

I thought for a second, arguing with myself if I wanted to tell him that the word is Cinderella. This is who I was looking for. But no. That would be leading the corpse to what I want to know. Besides, this corpse wasn’t Cinderella. This corpse, if she was who I thought she was, could only tell us about the whereabouts of the real Cinderella who had been cursed and buried in a dream since long ago, and it was my job to find her and help her.

My ancestors gave me that job me, to find the characters we thought were only fairy tales and to remind them of who they really were before it got out of hand. We have only one chance to find them once every hundred years since 1812 when my grand grand father wrote the tales.

“Murano.” I said. “Murano is the word.”

“Isn’t that an island near Venice?” he asked. “The one famous for manufacturing glass? They had the best glassblowers in the world, right?”

“So you’re not an airhead, huh.” I said.

Loki laughed. He had a magnificent laugh, one that I’d like to see and listen to in my dreams.

“Hey Bella,” he said. “Are you ready?”

Bella nodded impatiently. I suddenly got the feeling that she envied me, that she wanted to be with Loki in the grave.

“If the corpse snores while we are in her dream, shoot her.” Loki said. I can’t stand snoring humans, dead or alive.

Bella stuck out her tongue at him. “What if you snore?”

“Easy. Shoot her.”

Bella laughed.

“It’s time for you to use the magic dust on us,” Loki said, “And by the way, did Edward and Jacob ever make out in that movie? Because I’ve been waiting for this to happen all the time.”

Then I went to sleep, entering an immortal’s dream, looking for the real Cinderella.

***

Time feels so real and present in here.

Entering the Dreamworld of an immortal seems too easy, I think. I just woke up, coughing, and lying on my back in what looks like an abandoned house. There’s that smell of cinder everywhere as if someone is burning something nearby.

“Shhh,” Loki grips my hand, looking around suspiciously. “Rule number one in an immortal’s dream: Look for a killing weapon.” He whispers.

“I smell cinder,” I say, freeing myself from his grip. “Pick yourself some.” I stand up and walk out of that abandoned building.

“And do what? Swallow it and puff out ember like a dragon?” He says as he follows me outside. “Hey you … uhm … what was your name again?”

“My name is Alice!” I shout over my shoulder. I can’t believe how rude he is. He called me by my name in the real world.

As I step outside, a broad smile sweeps over my face. I guess the Incubator word worked just fine. This is exactly where I wanted to be in the witch’s dream: Venice, Italy, hundreds of years ago.

“No freakin’ wonderland,” Loki bursts out after me. “Alice.”

Even though I know I need to find the witch and complete my mission, this boy really gets on my nerves so I turn around and face him, gritting my teeth and clawing my fists. I think his rudeness in the real world is different from the Dreamworld. There, it was arrogance. Here, his is trying to cover that fact that he is scared.

“You’re that last person on earth to make fun of names, LOKI!” I spit accidentally on his face. I didn’t mean to. “What kind of name is that? How can you even live with it.”

“Wow,” He rolls his eyes – those beautiful green eyes. So distracting. I have to get him to wear shades in this glaring sunlight or something. “I didn’t know my name turns you on that much.” Unapologetically, he pulls me closer again with one hand. It’s a rough pull but my body closes in toward him in a theatrical way as if this was a rehearsed move in a Tango dance. I find myself resting my hands on his shoulder. He wraps his other hand around my waist and throws a most-devilish young-blooded smile at me. Why does he have to be so attractive? I don’t need this. I am on a mission.

“Wanna make out?” He blurts, titling his head seductively to one side and gazing at me from the corner of his eyes. His gaze is different from other boys I’ve met. His gazes wanders from my eyes to my chin then to my lips in a triangular gaze repeatedly as if he is afraid to miss a part of my features. Then he pulls me even closer and whispers in my ear, “Make-outs in the Dreamworld don’t show up in your real world resume. Making out in a dream is almost the perfect crime.”

As much as a restless jerk he is, there is that sound in his voice, that tingle in his touch, and that warmth in the palms of his hands that makes me trust him in an annoying way though.

“You can’t be serious, right?” I can’t tell him he is a jerk again since I have seen how he has an instant comeback for that.

“Stay put,” he whispers in my ears, hugging me in the middle of the street in Venice, hundreds years ago. What a perfect romantic place, even in a dream, but maybe with the wrong boy. “Pull me closer to you. Act as if you can’t live without me one second of your life.” He whispers – Ok. Now this is lame.

“You wish—“

“Just do it.” His voice changes into a darker color drastically.

That’s when I get what’s going on.

I hug him back, looking at the pedestrians eyeing us everywhere, walking past us in their centuries-old outfits. Instead of being dazzled by the beauty of old Venice, they all stare at us.

“What’s going on?” I ask Loki.

“We have to act weird and outrageous as possible,” He whispers back. “We came into the Dreamworld with our jeans and t-shirts form the 21st century. They can simply tell we don’t belong here unless we act like totals loons kissing and making out in public, which will explain why we look so different. They have to think that we are weirdoes, and that what we wear is some kind of an occult divergent from the norm.”

“I am not going to make out with you in public.”

“That’s what I thought,” He pulls my hand and walks slowly through the crowd, looking for a place to hide. We could hide in one of those abandoned buildings on the right. “You look like a homey girl to me,” He adds. “Every dream has those characters who for some wicked reason might know you’re an intruder.”

“At least that means we’re sure the witch is an immortal.”

“That’s true.”

We hide in one of those buildings after he sharpens a piece of wood into a stake.

“She is not a vampire.” I protest.

“I know, still stakes work, even with ex-girfriends. I don’t have time to explain to you how the Dreamworld works.”

“And we’re not here to kill her.” I add.

“That doesn’t mean she wouldn’t love to kill us,” He says. “So what is this place? Where are we?”

“We’re in Venice, around 1291, in the witch’s dream.”

“And what is your mission here? We only have very little time for me to help you accomplish what you want from the dream.”

“I need to find the witch and save her.”

“Save her? I usually get into immortal’s dreams to kill them.”

“This one is different. Can’t you see she is already dead in the real world. This one has one last mission in the Dreamworld to accomplish. We have to help her finish what she was meant to do.”

“I am not going to ask what that is. So how are we going to find her?”

“That shouldn’t be hard,” I say, pointing out at the streets through a huge crack in the wall. The water outside the abandoned building runs like streets with boats sailing through it. “Look at all those glassblowers everywhere.”

Loki peeks outside and I imagine that he sees the endless numbers of glassblowers scattered in the streets, men and women with an exquisite fine art, making and selling the finest glass in the world.

“As much I would like to appreciate the wonderful art. Why is that of importance?” He asks.

“At this time in history, Venice had the best glassblowers in the world. It was a new art with new secrets that almost only the people of Venice knew about,” I explain as my eyes look for the witch. “But if you look closer, you’ll see how all of the glassblowers use enormous amounts of fire to do that. Fire is needed to melt the sand they use into shaping the glass.”

“I was going to comment on that heat filling the walls everywhere in such a water-splashy city,” Loki points out. “And speaking of walls, the houses are all built of wood. Such amounts of fire will burn down the city eventually.”

As Loki says that, we see a sudden fire eating up a house on its second floor. A woman jumps out of the balcony down into the water while she is holding glassblowing instruments in her hands. “Speaking of the devil—I mean the glass.” Loki raises an eyebrow.

“That’s exactly why we are here.”

“You mean why you are here. I am just the Dreamhunter, like the guy who stamps your ticket in the movie theatre and makes sure you get in and out safely.”

“Anyway,” I sigh as the locals run to put down the fire. “This is a historical day in Venice, because within minutes, the local authorities will start to transport all glassblowers out of this city to an island nearby that is called Murano.”

“Why?”

“In the books of history, they will tell you that it’s because of incidents like the one you have seen of the house being accidentally burning by the glassblower woman. The many glassblowers in the city were threatening the city to burn down eventually. Even though it was an original art, the using of fire was too dangerous.  Murano is an island near Venice where they could blow glass and make fire all they want.”

“A smart move.”

“Except that this not the real reason. The truth is it’s because of a woman called Bianca.”

“I assume Bianca the Kentucky-fried-witchen we just entered her dream.”

“That’s right,” I say. “You’re actually two inches smarter than most of the boys I met.”

“Two inches?” Loki raises and eyebrow then stares down at his crotch.

“You’re unbelievable.” I want to hit someone.

“Thank you,” He smirks. “Believable is so boring.”

“Didn’t anyone tell you that you have boy’s looks but a two-year-old girl’s brains?”

“Are you a sexist or something?” He raises a single eyebrow. “Besides, I’ve always wanted to be a girl.”

“Wow,” I take a step back and fold my arms in front of me. I can’t believe we’re having this conversation while a building is on fire behind me. “I didn’t expect that.”

“What? I always wanted to be a girl so I could find myself some awesome guy like me.”

“Wuteva,” I wave my hand in the air. “So the truth is that Bianca is not a witch. Not in the sense of the bad green witch with a broomstick.”

“Who said that’s bad? I love the green Elphaba witch.”

“I figured. Anyway, Bianca has a power that makes her the best glassblower in Venice.” 

“Don’t tell me she is the best blower in Venice.”

I totally neglect his constant stupid sexual innuendos. “She can create fire at will with the power of her mind,” I look him straight in the eyes. “But she never used it in a bad way. It just allowed her to create infinite amounts of precious glass art without the usual cost of fire. But sometimes, she messed up and burns thing too.”

As I am talking, the authorities swarm the streets, arresting all glass blowers without reason.

“Wow. What you said will happen is just starting. Are you a clairvoyant or something?” Loki wonders. “Why are they so aggressive with the glassblowers?”

This time, I pull Loki behind me and cross the streets. “Come on. We have to find her and save her.”

“Kick ass girl. I like that.” He comments as he follows me. “For your information, the fact that you’re still a kickass girl in the Dreamworld is the second thing that make me want to know you. I might—“

“—like me after all. I know.” I mumble as I drag him behind me, wondering why he’s become obedient out of a sudden.

“How did you know I was going to say that?”

Ignore comment. Period. “You see those marks smeared with cinder all over the walls? The ones that look like the palm of the hand?” I point out at the five-finger cinder-smeared shapes all over the walls of Venice.

“Yes?”

“It’s called Moutza,” I explain as we run through the fire that’s spreading all over. Masses of glassblowers resist the arrests and fight back, defending themselves against being accused of witchcraft. Shards of glass are scattered all over the ground. Such a waste of beautiful art.

“And what’s a Moutza?”

“It’s an ancient Greek sign, a traditional insult gesture which consists of extending all five fingers and presenting the palm toward the person you want to insult. It was used for accusing men and women of witchcraft in the past, where a chained witch was paraded around town sitting, facing backwards, on a horse or a calash, with her face smeared with Cinder to enhance their ridicule and repent from the sin of committing witchcraft before she killed her to lift the curse off the town. The locals would raise their five-finger hands in the air at her as they protest against such an act, yelling Moutza Moutza. It’s a metaphor word instead of saying Ash to Ash and Cinder to Cinder before they killed the witch.”

“When did they change that? Wasn’t this called Ash to Ash and Dust to Dust?”

“Do you see any dust here? Dust was for those buried in graves. Cinder is for those who burn. That’s where the word Cinderella originally came from.”

“Wow. Wow.” he said. “Now don’t you dare destroy my childhood memories here. I never heard such claims before.”

I turn around and face him. “Didn’t you ever listen to the song; A Dream is a Wish your Heart Makes in the Cinderella movie?” I am afraid this would take long days and night for me to explain to Loki.

“What?” It amazes me how an arrogant boy like Loki cares about fairy tales. I understand though. It’s so hard to convince anyone that the fairy tales were forged. The best I can do is pretend that truth is only retellings and twisted fairy tales.

“Listen to the words of the song,” I say. “A Dream? We’re in a Dreamworld right now. Heart? There is a heart that weighs 21 grams we all are searching for. True? We’re here in the Dreamworld, looking for the truth.” I know my words don’t make sense.

Loki’s faces eases. He holds me by the shoulder with two gentle hands then kills me softly, looking in my eyes. “Alice?” His voice is so tender that I wonder where that came from suddenly. “I know you you’ve been through a lot,” His words calm me down. “But please, please, please,” Loki is saying please? I am melting here. “Gimme some of that Lewis Carroll Hookah you’ve been smoking … “

“What?” I feel like I am being hit in the head with a sponge hammer.

“This is just a dream,” he shouts out of a sudden. “It’s not wonder-freakin-land.”

I yank his hands away and turn around, walking toward my goal. It’s totally my fault trying to explain to him what is going. To be honest, sometimes I think that I am living a lie. But this is the truth. “What do you care anyway? You said you’re just a Dreamhunter, helping me.”

“But that’s Cinderella we’re talking about. The Cinderella.” He says, following me again.

“You’re a guy. Since when do boys care about Cinderella?”

“I don’t really care about anyone. It’s just that you’re totally messing with my brain.”

“I know.” I sighed, as this isn’t the first time I will have to persuade someone with the fact that my ancestors altered the tales. “Here she is,” I scream. “Bianca!” I summon her.

The authorities pull Bianca from her hair, smear her with cinder and ashes, and drag her on the ground. Her hands are chained behind her back and her hair looks it has been on fire. They are pulling her to the carriage to humiliate her and kill her. The reason why they have chained her is she can’t trigger fire at her will unless raises her hands in the air and does the fiver finger Moutza sign. If they release her, she would burn them all. Maybe burn Venice.

“So all those Moutza signs were to address that she is a witch?”

“Exactly,” I say, running toward her. “There is a boat. Look at it. They will send all the other glassblowers to Murano island forever as banishment. But they will have to kill and torture the witch, Bianca, in public first.”

“But she is not a witch,” Loki finally sympathizes. “She only has some supernatural power and didn’t hurt anyone.”

“We have to stop them, Loki,” I yell. “We have to get her on the boat to Murano. That’s my mission.”

“Why?”

“We just have to.”

I kick one of the arresting authorities in the back but he hits me back as Bianca screams on the ground.

“Who is she?” one of the authorities asks the other, pointing at the strange cloth I am wearing.

“She is a witch too,” the other accuses me and kicks me while I am on the floor. He flashes a cross at me as I am trying to reach for Bianca.

“I am not a damn Vampire!” I yell, looking up at the smoke covering Venice.

“A vamwaht?” the man estranges.

“Don’t you dare repeat the foul words she utters, Constantine,” one of authorities warns him. “You’d be reciting a devil’s spell and God forbid what should happen to those who lost their way in the dark alleys of blasphemy.”

I want to scream and pull my hair, not knowing which bothers me more, the clichéd speech of the devil or the fact that the other man’s name is Constantine.

“And what about him?” Constantine asks his assistant about Loki. “Look at the way he is dressed. He must be a devil worshipper too. A malevolent wizard.”

“But of course I am,” Loki says as he punches him in his jaw. The man falls down silently. Wow. One hit in the jaw. “Hocus Pocus Zim Zalabim,” Loki can’t help it, talking to the unconscious man lying on the floor. “That’s what wizards in jeans do to guys who call themselves Constantine.”

As I unchain Bianca, Loki gets into a fiercer fight with the other man. He bangs the man’s head against the carriage before the man falls semi-conscious to the floor. “You have just been Avada Kadavarad, Monsieur. I wish I brought a magic wand with me to this ignorance fest.”

“Monsieur is French, you idiot.” I don’t know why I feel the need to taunt him sarcastically. I think his attitude has gotten to me. Or maybe I am scared to fail at my mission.

“Sorry,” Loki bowed down to the man in the middle of the smoke. “I don’t speak Italian but I can speak if you like. Aww.” He kicks the man to sleep one more time and turns back to me. “We have to go back now, princess, or will die in this awfully ignorant dream.”

“No. We have to get her on that boat to Murano first.” I say and pull up Bianca into the carriage. It’s amazing how she trusts me and doesn’t think we’re going to burn her or kill her. “Don’t be afraid. We will help you.” I tell her in Italian.

“Italian much?” Loki wonders, helping her.

“I speak a lot of languages,” I say and hand him a whip. He retunes a suspicious look. “Here?” I can’t let him waist our time commenting silly comments. “Don’t start. You can ride this carriage to the boat, right?”

“Of course, my princess,” He smiles and grabs it. “My apologies for the misunderstanding, Bianca,” He bows his head with respect. I don’t know if he is mocking us. “Anything to get us out this damn dream.”

I close the door of the carriage, listening to Loki hitting some other guys then ride up the Carriage. As he whips the horses forward, he shouts, “Mama Mia!”

Even Bianca laughs.

Bianca thanks me, squeezing my hand tightly. “If you didn’t save me, I would have felt the rage eventually and lost control of my power, and that’s not good.”

“I know,” I nod, noticing that she is pregnant. That is exactly what I am here for. I think my mission will succeed. “We will send you to Murano. This where you will have the baby.”

“Thank you.” She keeps repeating and wanting to kiss my hand. I guess it’s an old Italian manner of appreciation. I try not to cry as I can’t tell her what’s going to happen to her after she brings the baby to the world.

We arrive at the boat and she gets on it while Loki keeps urging me that it’s about time to start the ritual to get out of the dream. He says that if we stay too long in the dream, we could stay lost here forever. I don’t tell him that I know about that since this is exactly what had happened to Cinderella.

“Ok,” I say. “Just one more thing,” I turn back to Bianca as she embarks the boat. “Have you chosen a name for your daughter?”

A broad and full smile arrests her features as she nods. “Cinder.” She says, raising her ash smeared five-finger hands in the air, then she points at the cinder covering her face in a proud way.

I nod cheeringly and let out a sigh. I did it. I have started what I came here for. It’s like putting the first brick in a million-brick wall, but it’s a start. My ancestors, the Brothers Grimm, should be proud.

“I have a slightly better name if I may suggest,” I offer, shouting through the sudden wind which I assume is a sign that the dream is about to end. “Why not name her Cinderella?”

“Cinderella?” Loki estranges me since he didn’t understand the rest of the Italian we spoke. “Now I have to shoot myself.” He mumbles.

“Shut up.” I say to him and turn back, watching her face knotting as she considers my suggestion.

Slowly, she raises her eyes to meet mine. Her face lights up. “Cinderella!” she nods three times and gets on the boat, but then she suddenly turns around and hands me one single and beautiful glass shoe. I understand she has made it herself. I smile, unable to confront her with the fact that she will die giving birth to Cinderella who will live a rough live being an orphan after that. But it had to be done. Many centuries ago, an Evil Queen cursed Cinderella in one of the immortal dream and buried her deep in it, so long that Cinderella has forgotten who she is. There was no way to bring her back from that eternal deep sleep. The only way was to find out in which dream Cinderella’s real mother was buried and help her avoid the imminent death so she eventually gives birth to a new Cinderella. A new Cinderella that will be a huge part in the fairy tale war, which repeats itself every one hundred years. I came here to make sure she is born and deliver her to Murano so the story takes the right, true, and untold start.

It’s not easy to explain to you what and how this all goes, but at least if you read my little entry in this diary, it’s a start for you to ride on a dangerous and great adventure.

I take the glass shoe willingly. It’s a present from a woman in a dream.

“Will I be able to take this with me to the real world?” I ask Loki.

“I don’t think so but we can try,” He says as he pulls me to the returning ritual. Doesn’t this glass slipper look like the seventeen slippers we found next to Bianca’s body in the real world?”

“Yes. It does.”

“Why seventeen slippers?”

“Because Cinderella is about to do something incredibly important for the world when she is seventeen. Every year was marked with a slipper. It’s been predicted in a prophecy. And don’t you ask me about the prophecy now.”

“Incredibly good, or incredibly bad?”

“That depends on her, and the choices she will make. My job was just to connect the dots. To make sure she gets born.”

Looking closely at the glass slipper, I see something shining bright inside, like two glittering mirror eyes staring back at me from the behind the thick glass. I flip the slipper upside down and two glass coins fall into the palm of my hand, reflecting sunshine into sharp rays of light onto my face.

“Hmm…” I sigh as I prevent my heart from racing.

“What’s that?” Loki asks. I guess my face exposed my worries. “Do the coins have any significant meaning?”

“It means that the Queen of Sorrow was here.” I answer, looking at the boat sailing away from us with Bianca and the unborn Cinderella on it. I wonder if the Queen is on that boat as well, and if I have been fooled. If the Queen is on that bought, does it mean that Cinderella won't be born again?

“The Queen of what?”

“I mean the Evil Queen. The Snow White Queen.” I say as I notice something else inside of the glass slipper: a dead butterfly. I wonder what this means.

Loki scratches his temples, looking like a decent young boy for a moment. “Snow White Queen? Cinderella? Seriously? So you’re some kind of a Godmother?” He wonders again as I laugh. He looks cute when he is serious. It’s sad that I will have to erase his memory once we go back to the real world. I can’t let him know that much. He doesn’t know who he is and what his role will be in saving the world.

Although I should be erasing his memory completely, I can’t bring myself to it. I will use my powers and erase some of his memories, the dream part in particular.

Although I am prohibited from doing this, I will not erase all of his memories of me. I will make him think that I am just a girl he met in his dreams, and that I don’t exist in real life. I couldn’t bring myself to make him forget about me forever. I wanted to stay a part of him, even if he will remember me as an imaginary girl he met in a dream.
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