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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






Snow White Blood Red

A Grimm Diaries Prequel

 

as told by

the Snow White Queen

 

Have you ever wondered why I was called the Evil Queen and never had a real name? Do you know that truth only comes with names, and that you only hold power over those you know of their true names?

I have always wondered why you never asked about my name. Was I so superficial to you? So stereotypical and mundane? Why did you treat me as if I were just the monster of the week?

You know what I think? You never had the time to really hate me. You wanted to hate me long before you even met me. You wanted to scrape my existence and avenge your childhood princess by laying all blame on me.

What if they didn’t call me the Evil Queen, what if the story was told from my point of view instead of hers, would you ever think of me as an angel? Could I ever make you care about me? Would you ever think that you could have been me?

I know that deep inside of you, in the very core of your heart – and I know a lot about hearts –, you adore me. You’re just scared like the others, afraid to admit how much you love the Snow White Queen.

But I don’t need your love, because I am loved by the greatest and most majestic heart in the world.

Mine.

The last time I had a little chat with me in the mirror, I decided I should uncover the snow burying the truth of the tale. If she managed to fool the world for two hundred years, it was time for me to splay some sunshine onto the fairylands and melt the snow white lies to uncover the truth. Not everything that is white is pure and not every girl that is young and beautiful is not a monster.

In the coming few pages, I intend to clear a couple of misunderstandings …

There is a common lie that I am not her mother; that I am just some loony, jealous, and insecure stepmother who deceived a king into marrying her so she can share the throne and become queen. A queen obsessed with her long-gone beauty, being jealous of a young giddy and helpless brat. To be honest – and honesty is not my fairest charm –, I might have been worse. A lot worse. I might have danced with mischievous faeries too near to the dark side of the moon. I might have ushered young butterflies to the deceiving light of fire. I might have slaughtered and slithered, tortured and burned, laced and suffocated, combed and killed, poisoned tongues, ripped out hearts, and ate blood-apples topped with chocolate syrup and fluid milk. But you know what? I am not even half the evil that she is made of. Beautiful evil.

If I were not her mother, why do you think the Brothers Grimm altered the version of the tale between 1812 and 1857? In the first version of the so-called fairy tale, they addressed me as her mother, but fifty-five years later, the two German brothers changed my character to a stepmother. I know you’d call me a liar but why don’t you do yourself a favor and reread the books of history before you stone me to death and spit fire like dragons at the my majesty.

And, oh lord, then came out the Disney version of the tale, and they made a stereotypical puppet out of me; a villain who is evil for the sake of being evil, without soul, needs, or motives.

Did you know that the scene where I transform into that ugly witch was based on Nosferatu, the oldest vampire in German cinema?

I won’t waste my time with that fact right now – you’re not ready for the truth.

At least, the Brothers Grimm claimed that changing my character into a stepmother was to tone down the dark and violent tale. As much as I didn’t like it, I agreed with them. I understand why they altered and forged the Snow White tale. It had to be done for saving the world.

Still, the thought always crossed my mind:

If I swore on Books of Sand and Mirrors of pure enchanting light, would you believe me? Will you at least try to understand why I did what I did?

-- Which is not what you think I did.

Before I tell you about her and what she really is, let me tell you about the last time I met with Jacob Carl Grimm, the teller of the Snow White tale on December 16, 1859, in Steinau, Germany.

It was right before he died in a cottage in the middle of a forest. Even on his dying bed, he surrounded himself with elements of the tale. He spent the last days of his life isolated and alone, dealing with his demons and trying to solve the puzzle.

“Let me help you,” I offered, standing by his bed, stretching out my hand. “I could make you live forever.”

“Who wants to live forever?” He moaned in pain, lying on his back. For a mortal man, his words were kind of insulting. People who lived forever like me would love to believe that short-lived humans envy them, but Jacob didn’t. “And why would you want me to live forever? We’ve not been quite on the same side of the war.”

“Oh. Jacob. I am just afraid that when you die, the truth just dies with you forever.” I sat next to him, watching his face dimming under the candlelight. Even beneath the orange and yellow flicker, his face was expressionless and unreadable, keeping too many secrets from me. “Not that I want all of the truth to be revealed to the world,” I explained. “Just a little of it,” I said, narrowing my index and thumb fingers together while pursing lips teasingly. “I want them to know the part about Snow White. The real part.” I hissed.

Jacob didn’t reply.

“Ah, Jacob,” I sighed, looking at two mirror coins in the palm of my hand and fiddling with them. “Can’t you see what they have done to our tale? Did you hear about that Disney movie they are about to make the future? I saw it in a fortune telling Chrystal ball.”

“No,” Jacob coughed. “But I heard about how in the future they will have the tools to forge the best of tales. I wish I had those when I altered the fairy tales in my books.” Jacob said regretfully, not for he didn’t have the tools but somehow regretting he had altered the tales.

“I’ll be looking awful in that movie. How are they going to portray my beauty?” I said, rolling my eyes then breathing into my nails. “You know what a movie is, right?”

“Not really. I am not into caring about the future.”

“But of course. Why would you care about a future that you have forged its past?” I smirked at him but he didn’t get my message. “It’s a disgrace,” I elaborated. “Even Snow White is portrayed so wrong. What have they done to her? This is nowhere close to who she really is. What she really is. All but being a master of faking her clichéd innocence all the time. They call me the Evil Queen without even knowing my real name for mirror’s sake.”

“Don’t swear in the name of mirrors.” He warned me, unable to raise a finger from the pain.

“Why, Jacob?” I leaned a little forward, enchanted by the smell of death on his breath. Believe me, I know about the dying smell. I had it linger on my blood-bathed skin too many times for too many years. “Are you afraid of who is in my mirror? Are you afraid of her?” I wasn’t talking about Snow White. I was talking about the woman in the mirror. The woman I fear uttering her name sometimes.

“She is pure evil. You know that. And maybe if you have never met with her, things would have changed.”

“Can you say her name?” I leaned closer and closer, amused by the glimmer of fear in his eyes. Fear had that paradoxical quality in people’s eyes. It made the eyes glimmer and the hearts flutter, but for the wrong reasons. “Are you afraid to utter the name of the woman in my mirror, Jacob?” I laughed and leaned back as I knew he wouldn’t dare to say her name. “Don’t you wonder why they will never mention the name of the woman in the mirror in the Disney movie when it comes out?”

Jacob stared with appalled eyes at me. She really scared him, that woman in my mirror whom I love and hate equally. “No one cares anymore,” I sighed. “It’s all about Snow White, and the rest are merely second-hand actors in a bedtime tale. That woman in the mirror played a pivotal role in the story, Jacob. Let me utter her name, only once. I promise I will not utter it three times.” I teased him again. It really made me feel good when I teased the dying on their bed. You have to admit that I am more entertaining than that Grim Reaper. I’d like to consider myself the Grimm Reaper.

“Not in my house,” Jacob said finally. “Don’t you ever dare mentioning her in my house.”

“Wow. The cottage is your house now? You know whose house it is, Jacob. It’s their house—”

I couldn’t finish my sentence as he finally managed to raise an old and stiff finger at me. For a mortal, Jacob could be intimidating sometimes.

“Ok. As if we really know who the seven of them are.”

“I figured out three of them.” Jacob teased me now, for he knew how I’d die to know the identities of those we call the Lost Seven whom Jacob and his brother turned into dwarfs in the book – dwarves my fairy butt. And what really bugged me is that people believed it.

“You can’t handle not knowing who they are, can you?” Jacob grinned at me. I still liked it when the dying grinned. Cute. “Besides, we don’t want anyone to know your real name,” Jacob eyed me daringly, even on his bed of death. “Don’t you agree?”

I nodded. Why would I want the world to know my name after all these years? Leave my name alone. Let it pass by their reading-eyes whenever they come upon it in books or hear it in movies without them knowing that she is me. I didn’t see those movies myself by then, but the fact that world will advance was foretold to us.

“I agree. Look at what happened to Rumpelstiltskin when they knew his real name,” I sighed. “Which reminds me, Jacob. Why didn’t you alter Rumpelstiltskin’s story? The idea that knowing one’s real name can kill him might have drawn suspicions and conclusions that the fairy tales were forged.”

“That was my brother Wilhelm’s idea.”

“I am not following,” I shook my head. “Why would he want to tell a story as it really is while all the rest was forged?”

“You know him. He was big on giving hints in the books,” Jacob explained. “Wilhelm was never sure that forging the fairy tales was the right thing to do, so he left hints and clues intentionally for it might help if there was ever someone who would read between the lines and uncover the truth.”

“And what kind of hint did Rumpelstiltskin’s story give?”

“Can’t you get it?”

“Sorry. I am a queen. I am spoiled. I am evil. I am bad. And I am dumb and an airhead. Spit it out, Jacob.” I played with my mirror coins.

“The fact that Rumpelstiltskin is not called something like an evil troll like you were called the Evil Queen should make one the reader question why the names of the characters were never mentioned in fairy tales – true tales have true names. Since in the story, if someone had known Rumpelstiltskin’s name, he would be exposed, Wilhelm thought this would make the readers think about the real names of the characters. There was a time when he wanted to mention the Faerie Godmother’s real name but I persuaded him otherwise.”

“Gah! Don’t even mention her to me. I hate her guts, that silly giggling woman.”

“She hates you as well, you silly evil queen.” For a dying man, Jacob’s humor was as bitter as the taste of the afterlife on his tongue.

The white of Jacob’s eyes looked reddened with vein-like spirals of red blood, curving underneath cinder-blackened eyebrows. A perfect white, red, and black scene. It made me wonder about how long I was destined to stay cursed and hunted by those three colors. Sometimes, I thought I could only see in blooded black and white.

I looked at the cinder on the floor next to the fireplace, wondering why Jacob’s forehead was smeared with it. For all I knew, Jacob could hardly walk at this stage of his illness. The cinder let me suspect that he had found Cinderella. There was no point in asking him. If he did find her, he wouldn’t tell me where she was.

“So since you’re dying, Jacob, I have a confession to make. But first, I have to ask you something, for no one will able to answer me after you die.”

I shook my head and breathed onto my manicured, long fingernails to puff the suspicious thoughts away. It was only minutes before he was gone anyway. “Do you think I am evil, Jacob?” I finally asked.

Jacob looked the other way.

“Look at me. It shouldn’t be that hard to answer. You know what happened. You know what I have done … and what she has done … and what she is capable of.”

“In my book, you’re the evil of all evil,” he whispered. “But when it comes to logic, I get confused sometimes. Many nights, I sat wondering about this but I never got a straight answer,” he turned his head back to me. “All I know is that evil is a point of view, to both: the reader and the protagonist, the predator and the prey, the dreamer and the Dreamhunter. People love me when I retell the stories they have collected. If I retell the story as it really happened, they blame and accuse me of telling a bad story, because readers expect stories to be logical, to have a linear plot, and to have plain good and bad characters, to have a hero and have a villain. That’s the difference between fact and fiction. A great writer is an excellent liar. And I am an excellent writer.”

“Are you saying that this is why you altered the tales?” I laughed mockingly.

“You know damn well why I altered the tales,” If Jacob had fangs, he would be snarling at me now.

I nodded at his words of wisdom and tapped his hands gently as an apology. Although we’ve been enemies all along, I admired the man and his brother who brought tales and bedtimes stories to the children of the world. Tales that they shouldn’t have told, at least not to children. But they did a great job in forging them and making them believable.

I lowered my head and looked him closer in the eyes again. My eyes have sunk huntsmen to their knees and girls to their glass coffins, so he should have feared me.

“You know what she is, right?” I whispered to him, my breath waving like fog upon his face. This time I meant Snow White. “You have heard the stories. They have told you and you know what she is.”

“That’s debatable,” he said, glaring at me. He was not afraid of me. “She still has a choice to choose who she is.”

“Jacob. Jacob. Jacob,” I sighed, pulling back and patting him on one hand again. “You and your riddles. You know that I like your brother Wilhelm more than you?”

“Are you capable of liking and loving?” He slapped back with the last few breathes.

“In many ways, I think of myself as an angel.” I smirked, blinked innocently, and then my eyes glittered.

“Not a chance in hell.”

“Imagine the world with no Snow White, or better, without a Cinderella.” I laughed. The coin mirrors clicked together in my hand as I did. ”If you’re so wise, why did you even bother to write the story? You could have just buried it with you to the grave,”

“It’s better to fracture a myth and let it spread and let it cling to the gelatin minds of children over the years than to burry it. Things buried are sooner or later dug up and surfaced, and then the truth shall be set free. Things altered are harder to bring back to its normal source, because in the mind of generations who have inherited the idea and passed it from one to another, they will refuse to believe otherwise.”

I smirked, not uttering a word. Took a glance at the mirror coins and then back at him. “You don’t know where you are, Jacob. Right?” I said as I kept clicking the mirror coins. The sound drove him mad.

“Oh—“ Jacob shrugged, getting the message. He lifted one hand and stared at it as if to make sure it was real then looked at the cottage and then back to me. “This is a dream, isn’t it?”

I nodded. “You know we wouldn’t just call it a dream since the Dreamworld is not that easy to describe. But yes this is a dream.”

“Whose dream?” he asked reluctantly.

“Yours, Jacob. This is your dream.”

“You knew that I am immortal too?”

“All the time. And you know what that means.”

“It means that if I die in the dream, I will never wake up again.” He said absently, but with a thin smile curving on the corner of his lips. “It means you’ve been fooling around with me since you came in here. You actually came here to kill me.”

“Don’t you love?” I wiggled my nose. “When the character in the book killed the author?”

”But how did you enter my dream?”

“I had a Dreamhunter help me.”

“So why don’t you just do it now?” Jacob coughed, instead of yelling, at me.

“You know I am the last person in the world to stop someone from dying.” I raised an eyebrow. “But I am going to be kind. I am to flip one of my mirror coins for you.”

“What?”

“The coin’s head is a mirror that shows your beauty when you look at it. The coins tail only shows your ugliness. Beauty gets you killed – for you know I can’t stand someone beautiful – and ugliness spares your life. Should I flip, Jacob?”

“I’d rather day then live with your ugliness.”

“Wrong answer,” I shook my head. “How about if I tell you about her before I flip the coin?” I offered. “How about if I tell you about three incidents with her from my point of view. Maybe you’ll change your mind and understand.”

“I wouldn’t have you tell me a bedtime story before I sleep for my dreams will turn into apple-rotten nightmares,” He coughed. “And definitely I will not allow you to tell me a dead-time story by no—“

Jacob didn’t finish his last words as his breath abandoned him. He was dead, and I didn’t even get the chance to flip my coin. His eyes were still open and I should have shut them close, but I didn’t. I once heard that as long as you have not closed the eyes of the deceased, they still could hear you and pass your story to the afterlife. I was determined to tell him about her.

“Deadtime story? Hmm,” I sighed. “What an idea, Jacob. A storyteller who tells stories to the dying before they leave the world. That would make a great book, you know,” I was unapologetic about talking to a corpse. I was so used to corpses. Corpses of girls. Young, ripe, and beautiful girls. “Let me tell you a Deadtime story, Jacob. One that the world isn’t supposed to know about. Not even you. Although you think you’ve been told the right story, you were so wrong. What better timing to tell you than when you’re freshly dead.”

I put leg on leg and talked to the dead Jacob Grimm, or rather the empty walls of the cottage where Snow White, my daughter, once lived:

 

I want to tell you about the first time I stopped breast-feeding her. The first time I realized what she really was. Winter of 1797.

I was sitting in my bed in my royal chamber in the castle we call the Schloss at the top of a hill overlooking the Kingdom of Sorrow, the kingdom of which I was its queen and she was to become the most beautiful princess.

It was one of the coldest winters. The snow fell intensively, burying the lovely purple poppy fields and covering it with a shroud of a thick layer of dark white. Somehow, the white of the snow that year would not reflect sunlight or shadows. It lay grisly over the contour-lined land like a dead girl’s white coat made of the fur of dead polar bears, like a white wavy carpet that was in no way magical. The curves of the land made the snow look like there was a beautiful giant dead girl buried underneath it. Little did I know that the time will come and this buried girl could only be Snow White or me, that the world will not be spacious enough for the both of us.

Peasants went broke for they could not seed the earth, and animals were no longer to be found. All except of the crows, of course, those damn crows pecking each other out of hunger, fluttering high in the bruise-colored sky as their blood spattered all over the snow like red rain next to the black corpses of their kind. It was a black, white, and red winter. Those wicked colors that doomed my life.

Looking through the rectangular huge window overlooking the dark Black Forest, I accidentally pricked my thumb while Snow White lay nestled in my arms. I don’t know how I hurt myself that day but I surely know that I was distracted by her beauty and innocent smile. Those lovely doe eyes of hers were gleaming above her chubby cheeks that curved like ocean waves whenever she smiled at me, like a rhythmic sonata so enchanting that the singer’s voice caused the instruments to bend and reform and curve with mirth and ecstasy, bringing dead wood instruments into life.

I don’t know how she possessed such doe eyes. Neither the king nor I had them. Only one other man in my husband’s family did, my husband’s vicious father who had been hunting us for years after we’ve escaped from him, crossing oceans wide. Although his father’s doe eyes were far from beautiful – for they were blackened with sorrow –, I’d rather not talk about it now.

Snow White wrapped her small and almost boneless hands around my pricked thumb, finger by finger, so gently that her touch took my breath away. I almost cried hot tears of joy. As much as she tried to press on my thumb with all her might, her skin felt like silk around my flesh that I wished she’d never let go of me. It was true that I was her mother and she needed me to never let go of her, but little did she know that I didn’t want her to let go of me. In her childish anger, she reminded me of cats chasing balls of thread.

I laughed as her face knotted childishly, staring at the stubborn thumb of mine that she could not pull closer to her. I knew my daughter would grow up to be a kick-ass girl one day, but right now she was still a baby – and yes, the Queen of Sorrow says kick ass and stuff like that. Because guess what? I am immortal, and I have seen everything from Brothers Grimm to Lady Gaga. You feelin’ me?

As I would have granted her any wish in exchange for one look from her ocean-blue eyes back at me, I didn’t mind lending her my thumb, which suddenly seemed to attract her more than the milk in my breasts.

I noticed a drop of blood on top of my thumb where I had pricked it, and my intention was to pull it away, clean it, and give it back to her. But when I tried to pull away, her hands seemed stronger out of a sudden, not strong enough to pull my thumb though but I could notice the unusual increase in her strength. I even thought I’ve seen a vein popping out momentarily from her gelatin-like and almost-boneless neck.

However, it wasn’t alarming enough by then. Mothers are blinded by love for their daughters in a way that if they die during nurturing them, they might barely notice their own death. Only after their responsibility toward their child is over, they would allow death to take hold of them – and if you really have to know, I wasn’t immortal by then. I am the Evil Queen, remember? Always the last to be considered.

So I loosened my thumb for Snow White to pull it closer to her.

At first, she pulled it to her chest, not taking her eyes off it. Her eyes had a sudden golden tint to them. I thought I was imagining.

“Are you alright, Shew?” I asked her, as I preferred to call her. Her father had another nickname for her, a much sillier one.

Snow White didn’t answer me. She pulled my thumb up with both of her tiny hands and sucked on it, which I found mesmerizing and cute like when she was sucking on her own thumb while asleep.

My husband king had warned me many times that she should not start sucking on things, that it was a bad habit, inappropriate for princesses.

Her sucking was ticklish. After all, her teeth had not grown yet so it was a funny feeling that I felt. As she continued with my thumb in her mouth, the golden tint loomed back again in her eyes.

Suddenly, I remembered the drop of blood and tried to pull away. Again, it wasn’t that I couldn’t pull away. She wasn’t stronger than me by any means. In fact, her weakness was her greatest power. It was that I estranged her insisting to hold onto a pricked thumb with blood in her mouth.

Before I could let my mind wander away suspiciously, a most beautiful smile landed on her face the way fluttering stars land onto a cloudy midnight sky.

Shew’s symphonic smile was accompanied by curling cheeks, dancing eyebrows, and a wiggling cute nose.

I patted her as she let go of my thumb and hugged her and told her a bedtime story. It was about a beautiful girl who had been cursed by a witch to stay forever asleep until a most-charming prince came and kissed her awake, and they lived happily ever after. Snow White loved to fall asleep to this story. Always. I wondered if she dreamed about the prince as a sudden lightning stroke outside.

As she went to sleep, I wiped a trickle of blood off her red lips.

This incident never happened again. That was because I never pricked my thumb again in front of her. I did prick my thumb a lot in my years, but not for her – and that’s another story. I was alert enough to her keep at distance from the sight of blood.

Sometimes, she still stared dreamingly at my thumb like a girl standing next to her mother in the kitchen, tiptoeing to see if her mother finished baking her favorite apple pie so she can start eating it.

Seven years later, my concerns were confirmed though, and I knew there was no way back.

It was a festive day when my husband and I welcomed the king and queen of Red, a neighboring kingdom. Times were harsh as we fought the demons trying to breach our borders and threaten the safety of our kingdom that my husband I paid trails of blood to protect.

If I only have the time to tell you about what I have sacrificed for this kingdom, for my husband, and for bringing Snow White into the world?

But who am I to complain? I am just an Evil Queen in your eyes, who wanted to murder her daughter, jealous of her young beauty.

I have to admit that beauty has a lot to do with this story, in an ugly way.

The majestic celebration with the king and queen of the Reds was mainly to assure that the Sorrows and Reds will always protect each other in the ageless war against the demons outside the borders, trying to spread the cursed disease to the locals.

However, that was not all.

After dinner, I couldn’t take my eyes off their nine-year-old prince. Such a beauty, the boy was. He was well mannered and shook my hand in such delicacy I have never seen before, but he seemed bored by the presence of the elders like us. His beautiful eyes were scanning the castle for the princess. 

I asked my husband to summon our daughter and introduce her to the prince, hoping that cupid will strike his arrow and bind their hearts with velvet threads of love forever. Who else could I think of being my daughter’s husband in many years to come?

As our loyal servant escorted my lovely Snow White down the stairs, her black hair waved down her back on the white dress she wore. She looked paler today than usual – the sun had become her worst enemy lately and she wouldn’t go out in the light. Her room was darkened with the curtains rolled down over the windows, but she was still looking fabulous like a princess, licking her blood-red lips once she laid her eyes on the beautiful prince. It was appetite at first sight.

The prince seemed to cherish her as well. When the prince and princess’s eyes met, all elders exchanged murmurs and started gossiping about how beautiful they were. The sun splayed through the curtains and suddenly Snow White didn’t mind the sunlight in the prince’s presence. They played together and he chased her across the castle but Shew was deceivingly smart in hiding and manipulating, always with that doe-eyed smile on her face.

My eyes followed them everywhere they went in the castle. I was worried, for the prince was one of the boys with an infinite appetite for girls. However young the Reds were, their men had a reputation of growing up and becoming womanizers, but they also had a reputation for being irresistible to women. Shew had grown with an uncanny appetite of beautiful boys at such age. I could see it in her eyes whenever she met one.

What I feared was about to happen eventually. I caught the prince pushing Snow White gently to a corner and God only knows what that beautifully mischievous nine-year-old had in mind.

As I parted them, my husband summoned for one of his favorite young huntsmen, about Snow White’s age. The king had a habit of training young boys he trusted to become huntsmen and later help him defend the kingdom against the demons lurking outside the kingdom. The young boy huntsman was to escort the prince and the princes so nothing crazy happened.

Then the crowd was waiting for us outside to celebrate and bring joy onto the day the two kingdoms became alliances – and maybe more than that in the future. We, the elders, approached the people, heading out to the balcony when we heard a sudden scream behind us.

I tuned back, my heart racing, praying that it wasn’t what I feared. I was too late.

The young prince was lying on the floor, shuddering helplessly as if possessed by demonic spirits, like a fish throbbing for breath out of water. His eyes were all white as he screamed in pain. I could spot the two bitemarks on his neck and his blood trickling down onto the white and black marble floor. 

I looked for the huntsman but he was gone.

Titling my head, I saw her, my daughter, Snow White, standing in the middle of the castle hall with blood dripping from her lips, but still looking as innocent as a white dove, as if she just overdosed on red cherry-flavored ice cream – we didn’t have that in the 18th century but you get what I mean.

As we ran toward the prince, she seemed astonished at the prince’s fainting, wondering why he didn’t like her biting him, why her bite hurt him as if she thought of it like a kiss or something. And I though the prince was a danger to her. She looked at me with her fangs drawn out, but with those doe eyes, pleading as if she were the victim not the predator.

“What happened to him?” She wondered as my husband used his magic powers to erase the king and queen’s memory so they forget what happened. He was such a master at the dark arts, but used wisely.

“Take her away from here,” he growled as he held the boy and laid him on a table. “I know how to save him.” He locked himself alone with the boy in the room for he didn’t want anyone, even me, to see how he will resurrect the prince.

I pulled my daughter away, up the stairs, to wash her face and her blood-dripping dress. She licked the prince’s blood form her hands like tasting melted chocolate from the palm of your hands.

“You can’t do that,” I yelled.

I wasn’t surprised. I knew what she was long ago but I needed the right moment to see her change with my own eyes. Still, my love for her chained me and stopped me from taunting her properly. It is as if I were teaching her the etiquettes of how not to drop a plate or a spoon while she ate.

“I can’t do what?” She sounded confused, still licking her lips.

“You can’t just bite anyone you want to.” I gritted my teeth.

“But he is so yummy, mother,” She said. “So yummy. Didn’t you see how cute he is?”

I rolled my eyes and omitted a smile. That must have been the demonic part in me that wanted to smile at my daughter biting a boy she thinks is yummy. Don’t we all girlies like to do that from time to time?

I allowed reason to win over and managed to knot my face. “Still. That’s no excuse, Shew.”

“Why?”

“You just can’t. There are some rules that girls should follow without asking.”

“But I want more,” She stomped her feet stubbornly as that tint of gold gleamed in her eyes again. She did not understand the darkness she possessed inside her. Her darkness was spontaneous and childish. But for how long would she stay only a beautiful monster before the cocoon her darkness is wrapped inside will give up and split open?

“More. More. More.” She repeated.

“Stop it.” I lost control and screamed at her face to face.

That’s when the light in her face dimmed …

She bowed her head down, looking at the floor as I could feel her body heating up in my hands. I think I heard a growl somewhere inside of her. I could only see her forehead wrinkling tightly behind strands of black hair as her skin died slowly into a paler color. Letting go of her hands, I swallowed my shriek so she does not sense my fear. Whatever disease or curse possessed her, I couldn’t allow myself to lose control and sovereignty over her. I am her mother, and I am the Queen of Sorrow.

It was this very moment when I first noticed that we have become rivals, not mother and daughter.

“I know what this is all about.” She sighed in a lower tone, still not looking at me.

My heart raced, as I was afraid that when she raises her head up again, I would see those golden, yet scary, eyes of her again. I was afraid they would be blackened by sorrow like her grandfather. I was alone with her in the second floor of the castle, regretting that I didn’t keep closer to my husband. What will become of her now? What will become of me?

I doubt that she will only want to suck on my thumb this time.

“Did you hear me, mother?” She repeated with her head down.

“I did, darling.” I said reluctantly, trying to fake being confident “Wh-h-at is this about?”

Eventually, she raised her head …

“I think the prince doesn’t like me.” She said with her blue eyes filled with unborn tears. 

There were no fangs or golden eyes to be seen. She was just a seven-year-old girl with blood dripping from her lips, experiencing rejection for the first time in her short life span. I was too confused and overwhelmed to explain to her that the prince, almost dying from her bite, wasn’t rejecting her. That you don’t bite some yummy boy and expect him to giggle and jump the rope for you.

“It’s not that he didn’t like you,” I said, holding her in my arms again, letting her smear hear bloody lips onto my royal dress. “It’s—“

“Then what is it?” She sobbed in my arms. Her skin was cold as ice.

“It’s just that you don’t bite someone you like so soon,” I made up a lie. “Things don’t happen that way, Shew. You need to spend a lot of time together first. Get to know each other, and make sure that he will want you to bite him by then.”

“Really?” She gazed happily into my eyes. “Can I try again, then? I promise I’ll let him spend all the time he wants with me first.”

That night, I washed her then tucked her to bed, reciting that story about the sleeping beauty kissed awake by the prince. As her eyes closed, I wondered if Sleeping Beauty bit the prince after he kissed her. Maybe the prince’s kiss wasn’t a kiss. Maybe it was a bite.

In the following years, we managed to keep her away from other children since she was attracted to biting those who were her age. Especially, the yummy ones.

My husband sent for doctors, sailing over from Germany, Transylvania, and Italy to solve the mystery and cure her disease or curse as discreetly as possible. None of them had a solution, even the famous Dutch doctor Frederich Van Helsing. She bit a couple of them.

It was the end the 18th century and Snow White’s curse seemed to spread everywhere. People were turning into what the locals called vampires all the time, and were hunted and killed however young their age. They ripped out their heart after staking them for it was rumored the heart was the center of the disease. It was called the vampire craze, a historical event that the Brothers Grimm couldn’t forge since it was documented by other historians, starting from Europe and spreading overseas to the Kingdom of Sorrow.

We couldn’t risk anyone knowing about her so we locked her in the castle, waiting until she reaches the age of sixteen. A gypsy healer told us that this was when she would heal, that her soul would weighs exactly 21 grams when she is sixteen. The weight of the soul was measured in a mysterious way that I didn’t know of, but it the soul weight was part of the weight of the heart and could be only measured by weighing the heart with some ancient instrument that I have never heard of before. No heart can be cured before it grows big enough to hold a soul that weighs 21 grams inside it. Snow White’s heart when she becomes sixteen years old.

One night, when she was eight, she came to my room late at night while my husband was out in the battlefields.

“Shew?” I asked.

She didn’t reply, approaching me in the dark as if she were sleepwalking, and stopping by bed. Her face glittered beneath the candle light. I saw that tint of gold in them again like golden fireflies shimmering in the dark.

She didn’t talk. She just pulled my hand from under the sheets and sucked on my thumb after pricking it with the edge of her fangs. She only drank a couple of drops and smiled at me with her now-not chubby cheeks. She looked incredibly lively and more beautiful after she did. My daughter was beautiful monster.

It was not in her intentions to hurt me. She did love me as much as I did.

“Mom?” She wondered as she tucked herself under the sheets and hugged me. To tell the truth, she didn’t say mom. She addressed me by my real name, which I prefer to keep for myself for now. I don’t think you can understand if I told who I really am. “Do you remember the day I was born?” she asked.

I wondered why she asked because I do remember it clearly like looking into a pure crystal ball. It was a strange day. A very strange day.

“Do you?” I wondered, running my hand through her hair.

“No. But I have these dreams where I am someone really important in this world like my father, a fearless warrior. I have to choose between saving the world,” She stopped for a second. “Or destroying the world.”

Then she went to sleep.

***

Now in the cottage, I stopped telling my story at this point and looked at Jacob Grimm’s dead body.

“That’s enough for a Deadtime story,” I whispered to him and rolled his eyes shut with my hands. I placed two mirror coins onto them to block his eyes from looking into the Dreamworld from the afterlife. “Still you’d wonder about me, right? If I was so tender and she was the monster, how did I become what I am now?” I let out a painful laugh. “Well, that’s a long story, Jacob. I will write this in my diary tonight and when the time comes, I will be able to write it in the Grimm Diaries. 2012 is coming to a close and the war of altering the tales will start again.”

I made sure I placed the mirror coins upon his eyes so everyone will know that I was here when Jacob died. This was my trademark. The mirror coins were exclusively mine. I made them from the shards of shattered mirror glass that I broke myself after it witness death. A mirror that witnesses death is as dear to me as a poisoned apple that steals the breath.

After I turned around to leave the cottage, I stopped for a moment as I saw something. There were seven items on a round table beside the door: A fork, a plate, a cup, gingerbread, a chair, a knife, and some magical beans.

Each item belonged to one of the Lost Seven.

“Ha. You believed in this stuff until your last breath, Jacob,” I sighed, fiddling with the items. “You still believe they weren’t dwarves, and you were right. But if you’re so proud of having found three of them, I didn’t tell you that I found them all. The Lost Seven. I found them scattered across the universe and the Dreamworld, most of them not knowing who they are. I will capture them and make them remember. And when I do,” I said as opened a small box with a dead heart in it. “This heart’s soul will weigh exactly 21 grams. And this heart will be mine.” I closed the box and tucked in.

As I bent over to poof the only candle in the cottage and put it to sleep, I saw a pair of boots showing from under the curtains. I smirked for I knew who it was. I couldn’t figure out how she found her way into the Dreamworld – she must have had another Dreamhunter help her. I preferred to let the intruder not know that I saw him. I was happy she heard the story to know what I am capable of. 

The intruder’s name was a seventeen-year-old girl named Alice, and she was like you. Even though you read this entry in my diary, you still have so many questions unanswered. You still have a long journey ahead, many diaries to read. In fact, you’re just on the threshold of epic tale. And there will come a certain page in the diaries when you will have to choose sides.

I pursed my heart-shaped lips and let the scent of my breath kill the candlelight. As the darkness came down slowly upon the room, I pulled out my copper hand-mirror and gazed at my beauty. Yes. I gazed at myself in the dark for this was the only way I could see my beauty. But soon, I was to change this and be able to see my reflection in daylight once again.

“Mirror mirror in my hand,” I hissed in the dark. “Who is fairest in the Dreamland?” I said as the mirror started reflected my beautiful face, glinting with hue of shiny gold. I smiled in the dark for this was enough of an answer from my hand mirror. Looking closer, I noticed that my skin went a little paler underneath the eyes. Just a little. “All right,” I mumbled. “Time for some blood, milk, and chocolate to fix that.”

I tucked the mirror in, pulled my chin up, and opened the door of the cottage, heading out to the snowy night. A shriek curled my lips into a bitter smile, for what I saw, I didn’t expect. Not tonight.

As I stepped outside, snow fell upon me, splashing onto my face and my cheeks, tasting of cherry, apples, and every other red fruit or vegetable. This snow wasn’t white. It was red snow, and I knew what it meant.

I knew it was trick. Her trick. Soon, the red falling snow will taste of blood.
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