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Forward
 
 
There is no stopping the prequels. And complying with readers’ suggestions, the prequels will be an ongoing series within the main series. They will serve as an appetizer between main books. They have a life of their own; they expand the world, and give me a chance to write about characters who might have been missed for a while. It’s unorthodox to write this way, and I don’t know of any other writers who do this (two parallel series at once, and with Piper Diaries on the way, three). But then again, this is an unordinary series with unordinary, unique, and fabulous readers.
The prequels in this set are the following:
Snow White Black Swan is told by the Queen of Sorrow, and it’s written in the same tone and imagination you will read in Blood, Milk, and Chocolate (The Grimm Diaries book 3), so you know what to expect.
The Pumpkin Piper, told by Jack Madly, is a peek into the Piper Diaries world, which seems to have the most favorable characters in the series.
Prince of Puppets, told by Pinocchio, is … well, I can’t even hint at anything here, or I will spoil it.
The Sleeping Beast is short, but I believe you will find it the wrapper of many prequels, an eye opener to one of the most controversial characters in the series, and a bit emotional.
Also, there was a bonus prequel called #15 in the last set, The Grimm Diaries Prequels 11-14. We’re not going to call it 15 anymore, as it was a bonus and short. This new set includes the new 15th prequel, the 16th, 17th, and 18th.
Now, I should shut up and let you read.
 
 



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

Neil Gaiman
 



Prologue for the Prequels
 
 
Two hundred years ago, the Brothers Grimm altered the true fairy tales, hiding the fact that its characters were immortals, secretly living among us.
They placed a curse upon the Immortals, burying them in their own dreams, so they won’t ever wake up again. The Immortals’ bodies would appear as if in a coma in the real world, while their minds created a world of their own imagination in a realm called the Dreamworld. The Brothers Grimm once mentioned this curse in the Snow White story when she was sleeping in her glass coffin. In the original scripts, they called it the Sleeping Death.
However, the Immortals broke the curse by intertwining their dreams, and were able to wake up for a brief time every one hundred years. The good ones wished to tell the truth about fairy tales. The bad ones planned to bring wrath upon our world.
Since immortals did not die, descendants of the Brothers Grimm summoned the Dreamhunters, a breed of angels that killed immortals in their dreams. The confrontations didn’t end very well.
Everything that happened in that period was documented in a Book of Sand, or what mortals call the Grimm Diaries. Different fairy tale characters wrote each diary, telling part of the story.
My name is Sandman Grimm, and my job is to seal the final edition of the Grimm Diaries every one hundred years, using a magic wand that writes on pages made of sand. After I seal the diaries, they will dissolve into sand that I pour into children’s eyes every night to create their dreams.
What follows are mini-diaries I call the Grimm Prequels, scattered and buried pages that didn't make it to the main volumes of the Grimm Diaries. There are now 18 of them, each told by a famous character. You might want to read them before the first full-length diary called “Snow White Sorrow.” It will give you an idea of what this world is like.
The prequels don’t necessary hold the truth. Some characters might want to manipulate the truth in their favor. And since the prequels don’t give away much of the story, some matters could seem confusing at times.
It’s better to think of the prequels as snapshots of a magical land you're about to visit soon. I like to think of them as poisoned apples. Once you taste them, you will never see fairy tales in the same light again.
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The Grimm Diaries Prequel #15
 



Snow White Black Swan
as told by the Queen of Sorrow
 
 
Dear Diary,
 
There is a humming bird outside my window. It never utters words, nor does it sing pretty twittering songs. It only hums, everyday, endlessly, those low-toned creepy ‘hmms’. I feel like it’s sending me a coded message that could only be deciphered with the power of hearts, not minds.
Everyday it still hums by the window. No one ever listens or asks it what the voices mean. No one really cares about the bird.
The best they’d do is offer it something to peck on. You’d think these people are chivalrous and kind, wanting to feed a homeless flyer. But I’d beg to differ; they want it to shut up, because people don’t want to know what it has to say. In a world where our childhood was immersed in fairy tales, no grown up ever wants to know the truth.
I feel like that bird in many ways. Sometimes I wish I was one; capable of humming, pretending I don’t know the words. It would be the only rational excuse to keep concealing the secrets I’ve buried in my chest for years. And oh my, if you only knew what I know and can’t speak of?
If anything strikes you as unusual in this diary, then it will be my voice and my sincerity. In many instances, you’ll wonder if it is
really me telling the story. Because this time, I am opening up a little.
Of course, being the Queen of Sorrow, no one believes me anymore, but I am not going to waste my immortality worried about your prejudice. Like I said before, I don’t owe you, or anyone for that matter, any
explanations. Before you point fingers at me, you’d better remove your own mask, the one you wear every day to face the world around you.
If my handwriting curls and runs off the rails like a mad train, if it turns thinner and unreadable at times, it is due to my
trembling as I recall memories of certain events.
The secret—one of many—I’m about to reveal at the end of this diary is heart-shattering. I doubt you’ll be able to take it lightly.
I shall start with the day my dear husband, Angel von Sorrow, and I escaped his vicious father, Night Sorrow, by means of a ship …
I had decided to run away with him; away from our families and the wrath of Angel’s father. More importantly, from Angel’s past that threatened our future like an incurable plague.
His family, The Sorrows, originated from Transylvania and resided in Lohr, Germany at the time. While my family, the Karnsteins, resided in Styria, Austria.
We were two lovers against all odds. He was a descendant of the most vicious clan in the world, and I was a descendant of the first natural born vampire hunters.
Sadly, the ship was hijacked by pirates led by a man with a hook instead of a hand. Angel and I had to escape again, jumping into the ocean and swimming for days.
I know you’d like me to tell you more about what happened to us in those seven days in the ocean, but I’ll be detailing it in my own full-length diary later. Now,
I’d like to tell you what happened after Angel and I found a huge rock floating in the middle of the endless ocean.
At first, we thought it was a small island with roots growing
deep into the abyss. When I was a child, my dad told me that islands were nothing more than
tall trees rooted deep in the bottom of the ocean.
On the contrary, the island turned out to be an enormous rock miraculously floating upon the waves of the ocean. The island was covered with white sands that the ocean shied away from. The island remained dry and encircled with palm trees. Later, we found out that standing in the middle of the floating rock island, you could see all its shores with your bare eyes. It was that small.
The palms didn’t produce dates, but apples which we ate by the shore. To grab the apples, which were golden, Angel had to kill a snake protecting the fruit on the tree. The apples were juicy on the inside, and tasted like sweet magic. I had never tasted anything like it.
In the middle of the island there stood a tall dark tower. Inside, a woman was humming a distant song. Her voice was so
serene that Angel and I were immediately tempted to meet her. The song she sang was beautiful; relaxing, as if composed in Heaven. A wordless tune, which I surprisingly couldn’t memorize no matter how hard I tried.
Inside, we climbed the tower's
spiral staircase. Although it seemed like the climb would take only minutes, it took us …
Seven days!
Now I'm not bothered
if you see me as a liar, or think I have lost my mind. I can’t even explain how or why we kept climbing the stairs for seven days, but we did. What it was that
motivated us, I have no idea—maybe we were influenced by the apples.
All I know is that Angel had plenty of apples with him, and the song the woman hummed was hypnotic; hallucinatory, but beautiful and enticing at
the same time. Angel and I acted like children, following the wavy smell of a freshly baked cookie that had been baked inside a house. At one point, we even noticed
breadcrumbs and beans, scattered all over the stairs.
“Why all the breadcrumbs and the beans?” I remember asking Angel. “It’s not like we’d lose our way in this narrow spiral staircase.”
“People lose their way all the time,” Angel had told me. “Even when traveling paths located on one-way roads.”
I didn’t know what Angel meant. He’d been cryptic and dreamy since we started climbing. Later, when I thought about the breadcrumbs and the beans, I realized they must have been scattered to keep us from starving to death on our week-long journey.
Each day when the night draped its curtains upon us, we slept on the stairs, and continued our vertical quest when the morning sun kissed our eyelids awake.
According to Angel’s calculations, we reached the top of the tower on the night of the seventh day. But through the top of the tower, the sun shone through the windows—we learned later that darkness did not exist in the tower. Though we were still unsure why, it was always bright and sunny.
I followed Angel into the room where the melodies came from. There was a lady inside. She stood with her back to us, facing a huge mirror which doubled as a
window to another world. The lady in front of the mirror was watching the other world from a high point, as if she
were a God.
Looking through the mirror more closely, I realized I was watching not only unfamiliar worlds I had never visited, but also our own.
The mirror’s golden frame had a word engraved upon it: Aleph.
I stared back at Angel for an explanation. He had been an avid reader, and he’d obtained great knowledge from his travels.
“The Aleph is a point in space that contains all other points,” Angel said. “Anyone who looks through it, can see everything in the world from all angles simultaneously, without confusion.”
“What?” I frowned. “What does that even mean?”
“Believe me, I'm just as confused as you are. I read a lot of books, yet
understand and comprehend very little,” Angel said. “But I think it means the Aleph is the ultimate truth when the world is seen from all angles at once, which sounds impossible to me.”
“Does that mean this mirror the lady is staring at is an Aleph?” I wondered, and Angel didn’t reply. He preferred to say nothing when he knew nothing, a trait so rare among men, and one that I liked about him.
Although the Aleph scripture was interesting, I focused on the silent lady looking into the mirror of the world. I watched her slide the tips of her fingers over the mirror and roll the images with her hand.
She was rolling the world with her hands.
The mirror was simply a horizontal live, world map. But most amazing of all, everything looked so real. It was as if I were at these specific locations, as opposed to viewing them through a window.
The lady’s main concern wasn’t the magic mirror, though. It was the loom she was weaving artistically. It looked like a magic carpet. The lady and the mirror were encircled with what I later learned was called a Dream Temple, a sacred place to commune with dreams and other worlds. 
“Who is she?” I whispered to Angel, curious about her.
“I have no idea,” Angel whispered back. “All I see is that she is weaving something with the red ball of thread that seems to never end.”
“Welcome,” the lady said. I assumed she had seen us in the mirror, and I was surprised at her lack of surprise to see us. “Forgive me for not turning around. I have to finish this last piece,” she said sewing the red thread tentatively, like a caring grandmother. She did it with accuracy and love, and I happened to finally understand that she wasn’t weaving a dress. Whatever she wove in her hand appeared like mountains, rivers, and towns in the mirror; sometimes stars, moon, and suns.
The lady in the mirror was weaving the world.
“Please have a seat,” she pointed behind her back. “I’m almost finished.” She wet the thread with her tongue, and continued working on her masterpiece.
There were no seats in the room, but there were two turtles with shells that looked
like chairs. Angel sat on one immediately. I waited to see if the turtle would squeak or scream in pain. It didn’t. It only pulled its head inside to give way to Angel’s legs. Imitating my husband, I sat on the other chair—I mean turtle.
“That’s about it. All this world needs now is a sun and moon,” she basically talked to herself, proud of her creation in the mirror. How I wished I possessed such a power. I’d be sitting all day knitting the world as it manifested in the mirror. I couldn’t help but wonder if that was how Gods felt about us. “I’ll have to wait for a sun and moon to be born soon, and see if they fit this world,” she mumbled, and turned around.
A sun
and a moon born?
I was curious, but in no position to ask. There were way too many questions in my head. Also, seeing the lady’s face was interesting.
She looked serene—not beautiful, but glowing in a spiritual way. I had expected a lady who lived seven days high to be possessed by
the kind of beauty that brought a tear to the eye.
Instead, she looked ordinary, like most of us in many ways. She looked as if she were fit to be anyone’s grandmother. Her eyes were doe-like and caring, and her smile made me want to sleep in her arms.
“Isn’t it a mystery how people look very different in reality from their reflection in the mirror?” she said, her eyes scanning our faces.
“What do you mean?” Angel asked practically.
“Did you ever notice that your left is your right and your right is your left when you look in the mirror?” she said.
Angel said nothing. I didn’t know why exactly. Maybe because not many people owned mirrors in that time of history. The only mirrors we knew about then were made of brass and obsidian stones, which weren’t exactly reflecting much. Glass mirrors—or silvered, like some would like to call them—were not invented until years later. They were the most precious thing on earth then; more than gold, but I had the most horrifying experience with them. But that’s another story. 
Also, Angel didn’t like mirrors. Being a half-vampire—due to being the descendant of one of the most feared vampires in the world—, he avoided mirrors. Against contrary belief, mirrors did show his reflection. But
only the gruesome dark side of him, which he’d been running from all along.
“The fact that your left is your right in the mirror means that you can never really see yourself with your own eyes. It’s just impossible,” the lady elaborated.
“Only others can tell you how you really look,” I muttered, taken by the idea. “Only others can see you the way you really are.”
“There is great wisdom in that,” she began sewing again. “But one can’t help but wonder if my left in the mirror is my right, does it mean my up is my down, too?”
Angel was interested in her paradoxically provoking questioning. Angel had not been himself lately because of the hardships we'd been facing, and tended to get caught up in conversations of nonsense quite frequently. He had begun
questioning God, the universe, and why we were born. I guess it was his own way to resist giving in to his family’s curse and becoming a fully-turned vampire.
“You seem most interested in this question, Angel,” she said, still weaving.
We didn’t ask how she knew his name. It was pointless to ask the woman who weaved the world. She probably knew the name of rats, ants, birds, and the tiniest creatures in the world that she’d been weaving. “If a mirror reflects a man’s right as his left, why wouldn’t it reflect his upside as his downside. Or better,” she raised her head, meeting Angel’s eyes. “Could it be that it reflects a man’s evil as his good? Is it possible that we never see our own evil, and
that it can on be seen by others?”
Angel shrugged, and I grabbed his arm. This lady saw right
through us.
“Would you mind telling us who you are?” I asked. “What is this place?”
“It’s an island. It exists, and doesn’t at the same time. It only shows itself for those who ask for it. Those who don’t, will never be blessed with seeing it,” she said. “If you’re capable of accepting this for an answer, we shall continue our conversation.”
I nodded, perplexed. Angel didn’t move.
“As for me, my name is Lady Shallot. Some call me the Lady of Light. Neither
is my real name of course, because the mirror never reflects your name, does it?”
We weren’t going to argue. We were glad to be alive, and we decided to listen to her, for she may be able to help us.
“People have the need to name things, even when the meaning of things is already inside them and doesn’t need to be labeled. If you never knew an apple was called ‘apple,’ would you change your mind about how good it tastes or how poisonous it is?”
“If I may ask,” Angel said in a hesitant voice. “What do you do, Lady Shallot?”
“That’s a pretty rude question to ask,” she laughed. It was a kindhearted laugh. She wasn’t belittling Angel, only something in his question amused her. “Would you ask a God what he does?”
“Are you a God?” Angel asked eagerly.
She smiled to herself, “Would you ask a God if he or she were a God?”
Angel was entranced by her indecipherable words. On the other hand, I noticed her interest in talking to him, but
not so much to me.
“I’m a weaver. I weave worlds,” she said, peeking back at the world she’d just woven in the mirror. “Although this one needs a sun and a moon, like I said. Suns and moons are always the hardest to weave,” she turned back and took her time looking at Angel and, finally, me again. “But that’s not what you really want to ask me. Is it?”
“That’s true,” Angel nodded. “We were lost in the ocean for…”
“Seven days,” she sighed. “A man is always lost for seven days in the ocean. Either he ends up being saved by the daylight of the seventh day, or damned by the same day’s nightfall. It’s a universal truth.”
“I want to reach a real shore,” Angel neglected her cryptic
messages. “I want to find a land where my wife and I can start a new life, and forget about our past.”
“There is no shore for you two,” Lady Shallot said bluntly, still tentatively weaving something.
“What do you mean by that?” Angel frowned. “We’re not going to be trapped in the ocean for the rest of our lives. We’ve been through a lot. This isn’t just.”
“Don’t talk to me about justice,” Lady Shallot said. “You may bring that up with
Godmother Justina. She lives here in the same ocean. If you want to reach her, you only have to know in your heart that you want to meet her, and then stay strong while swimming the ocean for a couple of days.”
“Are you saying we reached you because we…” I proposed.
“Because in your heart you two are looking for a home, not justice,” she said. “Justice is overrated if you ask me. It’s a myth and is unattainable,” she shook her shoulders, sounding like a displeased grandmother for a moment. “Good versus evil is also overrated. You can’t search for them, but you can always search for a home.”
I turned my gaze to Angel and squeezed his strong arm. What Lady Shallot said was true. Angel and I had been talking about that for many days while lost in the ocean, lying upon a log. We imagined if we could finally build our little house, we could expand it to our own little kingdom to protect us from Angel’s father, Night Sorrow.
“So can you help us find a home?” Angel turned back to her after tapping my hands gently.
“Find, no,” Lady Shallot said. “Weave, yes,” she raised her head from the red ball of thread, and smiled like mothers smile at their infant children. “You see, there is almost no escape from what you two are running from.”
“Why?” Angel asked furiously.
“Because the one you are running from is your own blood.” Lady Shallot leaned forward, just enough not to cross the circle. It was as if she were trapped inside the Dream Temple. I wondered what should happen to her if she crossed it. “Your father will find you wherever you are. The last thing you want is a shore, because that’s where he awaits. The ocean is actually much safer.”
“So how can you help us? What did you mean by ‘weave?’?” Angel asked.
“I can weave a world, a kingdom of your own, like the many worlds I am working on now,” she pointed back at the mirror. “I’ll create a place for you that is untraceable, where you will be safe from him.”
“By weaving it?” I asked.
“I’ll weave mountains, forests, rivers, stars, and everything you need. It will be my gift to you for the courage and nobility you have shown by escaping all evil, crossing the oceans of the world.”
“And that place will be ours?” Angel asked.
“Definitely. But you will have to work hard to take care of it. It will be your own kingdom. Your home.”
“The Kingdom of Sorrow,” Angel looked me in the eyes. I hadn’t seen him so happy for days.
“Not ‘Sorrow’ Angel,” I said. “Let’s find another name.”
Why would anyone call their home Sorrow?
“It’s my family’s name, darling,” he said. “I can’t do anything about that. We will prove to the world that a name doesn’t make you evil.”
“The Kingdom of Sorrow it is,” Lady Shallot said. “Could you hand me a new ball of thread from the basket behind you?” She pointed at it, and Angel turned to pick up one. “No, not the green one. Pick up a red one.”
Angel picked up a red ball, but then dropped it immediately as some threads turned into thin snakes.
“Don’t worry, it happens,” she said. “Some threads are like apples with worms in them. Those are the bad worlds. Go ahead and retry your luck.”
“I’d prefer if my wife picks one,” he said, looking back at me. His eyes were saying that he felt doomed, coming from the Sorrows. I was a Karnstein, a descendant of the noblest Austrian families, the first vampire hunters in the world.
I was the one who picked up the thread that weaved our kingdom.
As we watched Lady Shallot work the thread, I had too many questions on my mind; questions I knew she wasn’t going to answer. I wanted to know who she really was, why she used the red thread not the green, how it was possible to weave a world with thread, and if she had weaved the rest of the world.
“Now, for the little uncomfortable part,” Lady Shallot said. “Both of you, stretch out your hands.”
We did, almost hypnotically.
Lady Shallot used her needle to prick both our thumbs, drawing a little blood from each. She made our thumbs touch until our blood mixed, and put the drops of blood on her needle.
Before she could complete her process, Angel couldn’t help controlling his desire for my blood. His fangs drew out.
“Hold your darkness, young man,” Lady Shallot said. “Or it will forever be woven to your kingdom.”
Angel did with moistened eyes. I patted him. I had never seen anyone feel so guilty about his own darkness.
Lady Shallot used the bloodstained needle with the red ball of thread, and started sewing the Kingdom of Sorrow.
It took her another six days.
Angel and I ate from the apples and drank the juice Lady Shallot offered us—she only drank and never ate.
We watched her each day, weave creatively, and accurately, our new world. We watched her sew the Black Forest, the swamps and rivers, the hills, and every curve in the land. Angel asked her to weave an imitation of the Schloss, a famous castle in his hometown Lohr, as an epitaph.
“I’m sorry I will not be able to weave that,” Lady Shallot said. “And don’t ask me why.”
“But it’s a lovely castle. I want to gift it to my wife,” he explained.
“Don’t worry,” Lady Shallot said. “The castle will be there, even though I won’t be weaving it. The Schloss is part of your existence, and it will follow you to your kingdom—and don’t ask me to explain.”
Six days later, we saw our completed kingdom in the mirror:
The Kingdom of Sorrow; sewn by the delicate threads of Lady Shallot, who didn’t only use the red thread, but added white and black, too.
“I have to ask you about the colors you used to weave our kingdom,” Angel asked. I could see it in his eyes. He was wondering why she chose the colors he was most famous for.
“It’s not like a red thread creates a red mountain in your kingdom or anything. As you can see, you have green mountains, yellowish barren lands, blue skies, and so on,” Lady Shallot said. “But to answer your question, the universe demands balance—or the probability of insinuating it. When I design a world, it has to have three colors. White is for all things good and pure,” she held the white ball of thread up. “Think of angels, snow, and a blank piece of paper that is ready to cherish a writer’s masterpiece and imagination.
Basically think of a white swan for peace.”
“And Black?” Angel asked eagerly.
“Black is darkness. We all know that. Don’t we?” Lady Shallot didn’t seem comfortable talking about it. “Think of a black swan.”
“And red?” I asked.
“Red, oh, red.” Lady Shallot held the red thread in her hand, and stared at it as if it were a baby. “Red is the color of the blood that runs in our veins. We’re all books of blood. If the books are sliced open, we’ll bleed our real identities. Think of a black swan clashing into a white swan, red is the blood that is spilled; it’s the things in between.”
“So?” Angel frowned, doing his best to control his fangs.
“It makes us chose to be black or white, although we’re never just on one side. We’re a mixture of both,” Lady Shallot said. “Red is either your curse or your redemption. Did you know that angels are made from red threads, balanced with white wings and black hearts? But that’s another story.”
It was another story indeed. Whatever Lady Shallot meant, we decided not to question her. Our new home in the mirror took our breath away.
We looked at the Kingdom of Sorrow in the mirror. It was big and beautiful, lit by a purple haze. It wasn’t a natural light, as she hadn’t sewn the light yet. The purple was only a substitute, so we could see the kingdom.
In addition, Lady Shallot made the golden apples dangling from the trees shimmer like candles to light the way. In the excluded areas, golden fireflies gathered and hung in the air, imitating the shape of lanterns, gold-lighting the kingdom.
“The golden apples are special,” Lady Shallot said. “They will only light the way for the good-hearted.”
I pressed on Angel’s hands tighter with a big serene smile on my face. Some married men and women get a new house for their wedding. We, on the other hand, were gifted with a kingdom, one that Night Sorrow couldn’t reach.
“But where is our kingdom?” I wondered. “I can only see it in the mirror. How can I go there?”
“Ah,” Lady Shallot clicked her fingers together. “I almost forgot. Hang tight.”
The rock island shook all of a sudden, and the ocean’s tides outside rose as if something awfully big was rising from the abyss. I thought we were going to drown.
“Don’t worry,” Lady Shallot said. “It’s just Moby Dick.
“What?” Angel said, holding me tighter.
“It’s a who,” Lady Shallot pointed at the window, and we followed her gaze, watching the waves crash against the tower.
Angel held my hand and we went to watch from the window. That was when I understood what I was staring at. It was a huge whale, rising from beneath the surface of
the ocean.
“To protect your kingdom, I made it an island and placed it on the back of a whale that will forever swim in the ocean,” Lady Shallot shouted through the noise the whale made as it surfaced. It sounded like a giant baby crying on its first day in the world. “The Kingdom of Sorrow is an island that resides on the back of a whale. His name is Moby Dick. Long ago, he had Atlantis on his back.”
“The Atlantis?” Angel looked back at her.
Lady Shallot nodded. “The world is full of mystery, isn’t it? Once upon a time this whale drowned Atlantis back into the abyss. A story I don’t like to talk about much. I hope you will take good care of Sorrow, so that this won’t happen to it.”
I felt the burden of the kingdom on my shoulders already. We had a home that could sink back into the ocean once we messed with it.
“Your new home will keep you safe from the darkness you’re running from. It’s the only way. And it’s much better than having your kingdom located on
land. Night Sorrow shouldn’t be able to find you there,” Lady Shallot said.
Angel and I almost cried, seeing our new kingdom in front of our eyes. Finally, we were rewarded greatly. The sacrifices we'd made weren’t in vain. 
“But am I going to live alone with my wife on this island?” Angel asked as the ocean calmed, and we sat back next to her.
“Don’t be silly, Angel,” Lady Shallot said. “I didn’t work for six days to have another Adam and Eve messing the world up. No, you will not be alone. I will send you seven families as a start, and then others will follow so your kingdom grows.”
“Seven families?” I wondered.
“Since you’re more like fugitives escaping the evil in this world and hoping to start a new life, I will send you others like you who have been running from a great evil for centuries.”
“Another great evil? Other than my father?” Angel said.
“Yes, indeed. The other evil is called the Piper,” Lady Shallot said. “It’s an old and exhaustingly long story about the town of Hamlin that had been terrorized by a vicious man who plays the flute to lull the children away. Only seven families managed to escape him, now scattered around the world, century after century, escaping the wrath of the Piper. They had sons, and their sons had their grandsons and granddaughters, and so on. The descendants of the seven Hamlin families are called the Children of Hamlin. You will accommodate them to be Sorrow’s first locals, and let them start a new life with you.”
“What are their names?” I asked.
“I won’t tell you who they are, to protect their identities. I don’t want you to treat families differently from others based on their importance to you,” Lady Shallot said. “I’m sending them to you among many other families that I have chosen. They do need to stay anonymous, and they need protection from evil, just like you. Now, congratulations on
your knew kingdom. Take good care of it.”
Later, Lady Shallot showed us secret ways to reach our kingdom through the ocean, secret types of trains that moved on rails floating on water with secret routes that I shall not mention here for obvious reasons.
Lady Shallot also said that she’d not be around, but if we ever needed her again, we should swim into the ocean with the intention of finding her.
… Days passed and we lived in the kingdom, hoping for a happy ever after …
It is impossible to tell you every detail of the events which followed in such a short diary. Thus,
I will only mention certain incidents leading to the
reveal of one of my darkest secrets.
Although we never knew who the Children of Hamlin were, we treated everyone equally, encouraged them and helped them create bigger families, work hard, and feel at home.
I tried my best to befriend everyone, while welcoming new families sent by Lady Shallot. The number of new residents increased day by day. But in spite of the lovely world we created, Angel was still worried his father would find us.
“Relax, Angel,” I would say, watching him spend the days teaching young men how to fight vampires, instead of enjoying being a king. “Lady Shallot has woven the most beautiful kingdom for us. We should enjoy it.”
“She has weaved us a kingdom, but I doubt her threads could weave our fates,” Angel answered, leaving the castle to train the young warriors.
Although I hated him sometimes for leaving me, I knew he was right. In my short life, I had learned that happiness and peace were beautiful, but temporary. Nothing in this world, however hard we fight for it, lasts. And it’s usually not because we messed up, but because like Lady Shallot had said, the universe, in its most mysterious ways, demands balance. And someone’s balance is always someone else’s imbalance.
Eventually, we lost our balance
in the Kingdom of Sorrow.
One day, we woke up and found a man dead. He was murdered. He wasn’t bitten. It didn’t make a difference. If evil from the outside hadn’t pounded the kingdom’s gates yet, then it had seeped through the pores of people’s hearts.
After investigating the murders, we learned that people complained about the light in the kingdom. It was true they had the glittering apples and fireflies, but they said they weren’t enough to light a man’s destiny at night when the creatures came out—and it was apparent we had some of those by now.
“We need to talk to Lady Shallot,” I said to Angel.
“About what?”
“The light,” I said. “Remember when she said the kingdom she was sewing needed a sun and a moon? We need a sun to light up the roads, or the darkness in this kingdom will arise.”
“I agree,” Angel sighed, and left the castle.
What happened to Angel after that remained a mystery to me. I only knew bits and pieces of the story. I knew that he dove into the ocean’s waters, and swam to find Lady Shallot’s rocky island again. I didn’t know what happened after he found her, although I should’ve guessed when he returned to the castle with a baby in his arms seven days later.
“Who is it?” I asked, unable to see if it was a boy or a girl. “It’s so young. Was it just born?”
“About three days old.” Angel held it tightly, stopping me from holding it or seeing its gender. “I’m sorry,” he said. “Lady Shallot said that it’s only me who can hold it.”
“Why?” I loved kids, and I was curious about this one. I swear I could see an orange light shimmering from between Angel’s hands. A lovely light. It reflected on his face, as if he were holding a shimmering candlestick.
“I have no idea,” he said reluctantly. I knew he was keeping something from me. “It’s her rules. You wanted light. I brought you light.”
“What do you mean?”
“This baby is the…” he hesitated.
“Is what?”
“Our sun,” Angel said, as its rays shone onto his face. “The Kingdom of Sorrow’s sun,” Angel smiled.
“The sun is a baby?”
“Lady Shallot said that each world needed a sun, and that they were babies with special powers,” Angel explained. “And this one is our sun.” The way he said ‘sun’ sounded like our son for a moment. It was the first time I knew that I would die to have a child of my own; I’d die to have my own with Angel, and watch him hold it so tentatively like that.
“We only have to feed it and take care of it for a couple of days, and then there is a little ritual that Shallot taught me to perform—alone—so it will find its way up to the sky.”
“I’m a little uncomfortable with this ‘alone’ thing,” I said, even though I was happy with it. In fact, I was enchanted by the rays of light filling the castle. Angel was embracing sunlight in his arms. Would it have been possible to have our sun inside the castle? I didn’t dare to ask.
“It’s just for the ritual,” Angel cuddled the baby, golden light passing through his fingers. “You will have your sun that will light up the days for our people, and prevent crime and darkness. This way, we’ll have no more murders in Sorrow.”
I nodded.
You might not believe it, but I was feeling jealous of the sun in my husband’s caring hands. Was it a boy, a girl, or was the sun sexless? Why didn’t he want me to know?
“So who will feed it?” I said.
“I will,” he almost pulled it closer to him. “That’s part of the ritual. Three days, and then we'll
have a protecting sun in our sky.”
It was a promise he fulfilled.
Three days later, we were celebrating with the peasants and the honorable people of Sorrow in the Schloss. We celebrated the sun shining in Sorrow’s skies. It was a grand event, unforgettable and most enchanting.
At first, we all had problems opening our eyes in the glaring light, or walking beneath its heat softly kissing our skin. We’d been living in the semi-dark for some time, only ushered by glittering golden apples and fireflies. Some people invented their own protective aid—like pulling down a shawl on their eyes—until they got used to it.
I had no problem staring at it for hours, knowing that behind that glaring light, there was a child, maybe tucked in its own golden cradle, bending its knees and arms like my future child would do in our royal cradle. It was a beautiful thought. I was so curious to know more about it. Was it going to grow up there, or was it going to stay a baby forever? Angel said I should never ask.
The sun proved it could protect the people with its light. No more killings under the sun, and no more crimes occurred—I had heard rumors that thieves and burglars feared it, and thought it was God’s golden all-seeing eye in the sky.
It proved to be even more beneficial for the crops and the trees, attracting birds and other magical creatures. Also, the sun had neighboring worlds, weaved by Lady Shallot, notice us because of it. We had new visitors, newcomers wanting to work and reside in Sorrow; the kingdom that was expanding and getting stronger by the light of our new sun.
I didn’t quite understand where the neighboring kingdoms came from. I just understood that there were other worlds on the back of other whales in the ocean. How many worlds did Lady Shallot create? Did she also create the other world back there on the shore? Were we safe, especially from Angel’s vicious father by exposing ourselves through our sun?
I had no answers to theses questions at the time.
What happened was that darkness in people’s hearts, although chained by the light of the sun, still found its way to the night. Darkness always found its way, believe me I know, but so did the light. It’s another universal equilibrium of sorts.
But the sun, as usual, sank into ocean, sleeping at its bed by night. And that’s when the killing, stealing, and the rise of demonic creatures threatened the nights in Sorrow—we didn’t know that many of them were creatures sent by Night Sorrow at the time.
I asked Angel if the sun could stay up day and night. He said that it needed to sleep just like us. Of course, it was human after all.
Then I suggested that we needed a moon. It was the sensible thing to ask, jut like where I grew up in Austria. Everywhere in the Ordinary World, there was always a moon. Only I had never understood the moon wasn’t there only as an eye candy, symbolizing romance. The moon had been weaved to protect the people of the night from the beginning of time. We just took it for granted.
“I will swim to Lady Shallot tomorrow,” Angel said in a confident way. I had a feeling that he knew exactly where to get a moon. “You stay here, darling. It will only take seven days.”
I hated when Angel played me for a fool—although he thought it was for my own protection. I followed him in an enchanted canoe that was immune to sinking in the ocean—I wished we'd had it when we spent seven days in the ocean. I owned one now because I had learned witchcraft from the immigrants of Sorrow, and I was good at it.
In the middle of the ocean, I waited for Angel as he left Lady Shallot’s tower and swam ahead. I followed him but the ocean grew angrier, its tides pushing at me and threatening my fall. Then I lost track of Angel.
Half a day later, I came upon a very small island. I stopped by it, and explored it a little. It was dark so there wasn’t a lot to see. However, a faint yellowish light showed in the distance. Another tower.
Once I arrived, I saw Angel inside. He was standing next to a woman sleeping in a coffin half-filled with water. I couldn’t
see
whether she was dead or alive. Was she his mistress? Was he being unfaithful to me?
Of course, you’d wonder how the Queen of Sorrow would feel insecure and jealous. That’s because there is so much about me you don’t know. Thanks to the Brothers Grimm.
I hid somewhere safe, so Angel wouldn’t see me.
The woman sleeping in the coffin was most probably dead—sedated at the very least. She lay on her back, her hair floating on the water, like curvy octopus arms. I couldn’t see her face, though.
Angel knelt down to talk to someone standing next to the coffin. There were a number of little children. I couldn’t hear all the conversation, but I think I heard something about the woman having been asleep for a hundred years.
After a while, two young girls entered a nearby room and came back with a baby in their hands. It was a cute girl, born a couple of days ago, I assumed. They gave it to Angel, who held it as tenderly as he had held the sun-baby before. This baby shimmered with light as well, only it was a different light. It was glowing white as it reached for Angel’s stubble.
This baby was the moon. The Kingdom of Sorrow’s moon.
Angel didn’t say much as he took it with him, and swam back to Sorrow. As I discreetly followed him, I had too many questions on my mind. I wanted to know who gave birth to these babies. Was it the woman floating unconsciously in
the water? If so, who was she, and how can she give birth to the moon? And again, how come the sun and the moon were babies?
Back in the castle, I pretended I knew nothing. I didn’t want to upset Angel. I knew that there must have been a serious reason why he wasn’t telling me. I respected that—at least, I tried to convince myself I did.
He showed me the baby. Three days later, we celebrated our new moon in Sorrow—the girl who was our new moon.
As people celebrated the moon, I wondered if the sun was another girl; or was it a boy? Was I supposed to not know about it forever? It confused me.
In the middle of my confusion, I knew that seeing those beautiful babies in Angel’s arms made me want a child of my own more and more. My desire for Motherhood was consuming my soul. I knew in my heart that I was born to be a mother, and
seeing Angel cradle newborns that weren't ours was agonizing.
It was time to have a child, and I wished to God it was going to be as beautiful as the moon.
But Angel didn’t want to have children. Not at all.
It seemed contradictory, seeing how tenderly he loved the baby sun and baby moon, and refused to have a child of his own. I still didn’t argue. I knew we had been through a lot, and that he was afraid someone would try to hurt our child.
There was no rush, I thought. We had overcome a lot, and we were gifted with a new kingdom of residence, a new moon and sun, and we had become king and queen at a young age. I had to cherish the moment and start living.
Each day I woke up with a smile on my face, waving at the sun, wishing it would wink back at me, acknowledging that she—or he—knew me. But it didn’t. Neither did the baby moon, who was rumored to descend late at night to fight the nocturnal creatures that threatened the beautiful people of Sorrow.
Some nights, I woke up in the middle of the night and the moon wasn’t up there. Then I’d glimpse a beautiful girl in a black cloak out in the castle’s garden playing. She had that halo light shimmering from under her cloak. Only once did she wave at me—or so I thought.
Even without a child of my own, everything was still good, until one horrible day when Night Sorrow found us.
I am oblivious to
how he did it. Angel once asked Lady Shallot, and she didn’t know herself how he was able to enter the realm of our kingdom. All we knew was that he intended to hurt us.
My witchcraft skills came in handy at the time. I was taught by an immigrant woman called Dame Gothel, and I was able to enchant the borders of our kingdom with spells that prevented the Sorrows from entering. One of them was a magical thorn bush that differentiated locals from intruders by slashing at their bodies and tasting their blood. I called it the Wall of Thorns.
Later, Angel began his war on the borders against his own family. It was a war that never ended; a war that kept Angel away from me, and it drove me crazy.
I knew I had to stay strong and backup my beloved husband, but it was time he approved of
me having a child.
I would write in detail how Angel finally came to say yes, but that would also take another diary. It’s not as important as what’s about to be revealed.
What mattered was that we were shocked that however we tried to have a child, I wasn’t getting pregnant. We tried everything, and every trick known to us in that period of time—science and medicine were somehow behind, and women who couldn’t bear a child were considered cursed.
In the end, Angel told Lady Shallot, and unexpectedly she wanted to see me. Alone.
I hadn’t seen her since she’d weaved our kingdom, as it always seemed that she were
more interested in talking to Angel.
“She wants to talk to me?” I wondered.
“Yes. She does,” Angel said. “She says that it’s you who’s preventing us from having a child.”
“What?” My face knotted. “I have been wanting to have your child
for so long. It’s always been you who delayed it for some reason.”
“I know, darling,” Angel held me by the shoulders. “And I know it’s time to grant your wish—and my desire is to have a child as beautiful as you are. It’s just that Lady Shallot says that there’s some kind of enchantment or spell that binds you from having children. Don’t worry. She says it’s easy, and she can help you.”
Unconvinced, I went to see Lady Shallot. I didn’t feel like I had been bound by a spell or something. My desire to have a child was overwhelming, and this couldn’t be.
“Nice to see you, Queen of Sorrow,” Lady Shallot said, watching me in the mirror, still weaving.
“I am honored to be in your presence, Lady Shallot,” I said, and sat down.
“I think you’re the youngest queen I have ever weaved a world for.” She turned around with a serene smile on her face. Lady Shallot was like the mother of all mothers. You couldn’t help but love her, but I had a feeling she saw something in me that she didn’t like. I couldn’t figure out what.
“I hope I am up to it,” I said. “It’s not easy being a queen at my age. That’s why I wished I’d not only be a queen but also a—“
“Mother,” she nodded. “I can see it in your eyes, the eagerness to have a child.”
“In my eyes, really?” I blushed.
“It’s a beautiful glimmer,” she said. “And there is nothing wrong with wanting to have a child.”
“Angel told me I am bound by some spell, and that you can help me have a child.”
“It’s true that I told him that,” she said. “But I only said it so I can have a talk with you.”
“Are you saying that I am not bound?”
“Not exactly,” she said. “I am saying that you and Angel are not allowed to have a child. The universe will not permit it.”
“The universe? Why?”
“The universe, remember?” she said. “The universe that saved you from drowning in the ocean, and showed you my island to grant you a kingdom.”
It was as if she was reminding me that Angel and I should have died long ago.
“So why won't the universe allow us to have a child?” I asked.
“Because Angel is a descendant of Sorrows, and you are a descendant of the Karnsteins. Sorrows are the most vicious vampires in the world, the Karnsteins are the most honorable vampire hunters. It’s not like each family chose what it is. It’s a blood thing. It runs in families from the beginning of time. Your marriage to Angel is like the marriage of angels and devils.”
“Except that he, supposedly the devil, is called Angel,” I said. “I guess the universe works in mysterious ways.”
“Calling him Angel has nothing to do with the universe,” she said. “It was Night Sorrow’s attempt to laugh at the universe.”
“So are you saying that the universe permits us to be married, but not have a child?”
“It’s not quite so,” Lady Shallot said. “You could have a child with Angel. In fact, that child could be the world’s savior from demons—or the world’s curse. But unless you fulfill one condition, you will never have it.”
“I am willing to do what it takes,” I said.
“It’s not as easy as you think it is.”
“I am listening,” I said, knowing that I was about to be asked to do something horrible, so I may
have a child in return.
“The universe, as you know, demands balance,” Lady Shallot repeated. “Balance comes from opposition. A sun won’t be born unless there is a moon. A man won’t exist unless there is a woman. A day won’t shine unless there is night to darken it.”
“And what kind of balance does the universe demand of me to have a child?” I cut to
the chase.
“That’s the wrong question to ask,” Lady Shallot abandoned the thread and looked at me. It was a piercing look. “You know the sleeping woman who gave birth to your sun and moon?”
“How do you know that I know about that?” my eyes were wide open.
“I see a lot in my mirror, but that’s not the point,” she said. “This woman you saw is like you. In order to give birth to a sun, she had to also give birth to a moon. In fact, they are twins. There is no telling if the sun is maybe evil and the moon is good. But in your case, you will have to give birth to both - one who is evil and one who is good.”
“You mean if the universe allows me, I will give birth to twins?” I said.
“There is a prophecy that says that your child with Angel will be a special one,” she said. “But the universe won’t allow her birth, unless the balance is granted.”
“You mean I will have to give birth to another one that is…” I shrugged. “Evil?”
“The universe sees it that way,” Lady Shallot leaned back, away from me, abandoning me to the painful decision I had to make.
“But how can I raise two different children? What am I going to do with the evil one?”
“People are made from the sum of decisions they make in their lives, and nothing is free in this world. A woman who wants a child to light her world, has to go through the pain of bringing it out to the world. The child’s first action in the world is to scream and cry. It’s all to balance the world,” she said. “It’s your choice. Either you will have no child, or you have two.”
“And all of that is because I, a Karnstein, fell in love with Angel—who’s a descendant of the Sorrows,” I considered.
“You two were not supposed to meet,” Lady Shallot said. “But now that you have, things must change.”
“If Angel and I weren’t supposed to meet, why did the universe help us? Why did you help us?”
“The universe holds its own rules, but it does not hold power over people, because it knows that there are people who are exceptions to all rules. They are few, but when they decide something, the universe tries to help them and wants them to succeed,” Lady Shallot said. “You chose each other, and with it comes consequences you have to pay. It’s unlikely that you make it. Couples try to survive this world every day. But we still want you to succeed. You’ll still have to grant the universe its balance, though.”
“I will have a child—children,” I said. “What do I have to do?”
“I’m not going to ask you if you’re sure,” she said. “I can see the determination in your eyes. So I will send you to Swan Lake. In a way, you will have your children there.”
“Swan Lake? I don’t understand.”
“You will when you get there,” Lady Shallot said, and ordered me to close my eyes. She told me to take a deep breath, and when I opened my eyes, I would be back in Sorrow where Swan Lake was located.
When I woke up, I was astonished by the existence of the lake in our kingdom, which I knew nothing about before. I didn’t even know how I got there. It was just somewhere in the Black Forest, abandoned, and darker than anywhere else, except for the thin moonbeam reflecting on the surface of the still water.
Swan Lake was divided by a troop of white swans on the left, and black swans on the right. The lake’s water was still as if it were dead. The swans floated inactively on both sides.
A single red swan, bigger than the rest appeared in the distance. It had large wings stretched to its sides, and it swam toward me with the other swans bowing their head for it on both sides.
Closer, I saw the swan had long feathers fluttering to the faint breeze kissing the water’s surface, barely stirring it into narrow ripples. Even closer, I saw the swan walked on water. It had legs. Why not, when it turned out to be a woman with a swan’s body. She was a swan maiden.
“Welcome,” she said.
I couldn’t see her face because the moonbeam never crossed it. It was as if my moon girl avoided shining upon the swan maiden.
“I have been expecting you,” she followed, and I assumed that I better not enter the water, as I stood by the edge of the muddy shore.
“You have?” I wondered.
“’One day the Queen of Sorrow will desire a baby, and it’s going to be either the end of the world, or the end of all evil in the world’,” she said. “It’s prophesized.”
“How can a world only weaved years ago by the talented hands of Lady Shallot have a prophecy?” I dared to ask.
“There’s always a prophecy, even before the creation of worlds,” she said. “But who believes in prophecies, anyways?”
“What do you mean,” I frowned. “You just said…”
“The existence of the prophecy does not mean we don’t have the will to oppose it. It was probably written by some drunk, or a hallucinating man like Nostradamus. I wonder why prophecies have to be vague, don’t you?” Her tone implied mockery and bitterness. She wasn’t as pure as Lady Shallot, or as evil as Night von Sorrow. Her voice was somewhere in the middle; like me, like most of us where good and evil were just points of view.
I nodded, “You know I was sent here by Lady Shallot, right?”
“That’s debatable,” she said.
“What do you mean?”
“If you consider Lady Shallot sending you to me, then you were indeed sent by her,” she said, and I was confused. “But there is another way to look at it.”
“Which is?”
“That you desired a baby with all your might and went to Lady Shallot for assistance, and then, upon your wish, she sent you to me. In that case, it wouldn’t be sufficient to say she sent you because she was only a vehicle, a reason, on your road to me. You sent yourself, my dear. You want this.”
“I agree,” I said, although I didn’t admire her being philosophical. “So are you going to help me have a child of my own?”
“Twins of your own,” she said, and I really wanted to see her face that moment.
“Do you mind telling me who you are?”
“They call me Brighid, the Swan Queen,” she answered. “All those swans are mine,” she signaled at them with her enormous wings. The swans bowed their heads again, their beaks meeting with the water’s surface.
“What do all these swans have to do with me having a child?” I heard her let out a small whistle when I said that. It was an exquisite melody, and I suspected it was part of Lady’s Shallot’s melody. I couldn’t say for sure, since I couldn’t remember both. It was as if they were tabooed songs that I wasn’t allowed to memorize for some reason.
“They are beautiful, aren’t they?” Brighid said.
I nodded and said nothing. I wondered which ones she meant, the black swans or the white. The truth was the Black Swans creeped me out, although they were silent and as obedient as the White Swans. There was something eerie about them. They reminded me of the silent crows by my window.
“Can I ask you a question?” I uttered. “Why are you in this lake, surrounded by all these swans? I mean, what significance does it have with your ability and willingness to grant me a child?”
Brighid, hiding her face behind the shades, sighed, “They aren’t just swans, they are babies,” she said, as some of them approached her and let out those moaning noises. It was true, they sounded like babies. “Unborn babies,” she said, as she started to feed them from her hands.
“Unborn babies? I don’t quite understand.”
“Have you ever wondered what we have all been before we were born, Queen of Sorrow?” she mused.
“Actually, no,” I said bluntly. What kind of thought was that? Why would I care what, or who, I was before I was born? Why concern myself with such thoughts at all? “Are you saying we were swans?”
“Not all of us,” she said. “But when Lady Shallot weaved your world, she made it this way. All these swans around me are unborn babies, waiting for shapeshifting and transforming into human form; the form we ignorantly call ‘babies.’”
I wasn’t going to argue that my twins were swans before I’d give birth to them. All that mattered was that I’d get what I wanted.
“Each newborn in Sorrow was a swan in my lake once,” she said. “There are so many more swans deeper in the lake that you might not be able to see unless you swim in it. But I don’t want you to do that because your two twins are in this group around me.”
It was a
puzzling moment, yet weirdly dazzling. Two of the many swans in front of me were my babies, and I was looking at them before they were even born. Suddenly, all swans seemed lovelier in my eyes. With their curvy figures and the songs they sang—which I couldn’t remember—, they had taken my breath away.
“Which ones are they?” I said, unconsciously stepping into the muddy waters.
“Stay where you are,” Brighid demanded. “I’ll show you who your twins are, but it won’t be a pretty scene. Are you up to it?”
“Why not a pretty scene?” I wondered.
“You’ll be the mother of two unusual girls,” she said.
“They’ll be girls?”
“That’s what the prophecy claims,” she said. “But who knows.”
“So what scene are you warning me about?”
“You will see,” she signaled for the swans to separate again. White swans swam to the left, and black swans to the right. “Take a deep breath, Queen of Sorrow.”
It was a bit hard for me to comprehend the atrocity I was about to witness, but I sensed it through the air. The swans on both sides were growing sharp wings that could cut like a knife. Their beautiful voices turned to an eerie darkened rumble, facing each other. Then some of them drew fangs.
A fight between the black swans and the white swans began in the lake.
The once-beautiful creatures from both sides clashed into each other, fluttering their edgy wings like steel upon the water, beak to beak and head to head. They cawed like crows and slashed at each other. Black swans ripped out the white’s feather and skin. The whites cried out in high pitches that were agonizing to the ears. I had to clamp my hands over my ears against the noise.
Blood spattered in the air and on my own face. The white swans were dropping like stones, splashing onto the water. The black ones were vicious, killing mercilessly. And the three colors that shaped my life painted the night in front of me: Black, White, and Red.
I wanted to scream and tell them to stop, to beg Brighid to make
them stop, but it was apparent that they wouldn’t and that she had no control over their actions. They were pecking at each other, pulling out chunks of flesh and letting out victorious eerie sounds, as if they were the root of all evil.
Brighid hailed like a mad ringmaster in a circus, encouraging them in the massacre and to leave no one alive.
Suddenly, it dawned on me that two of those were my daughters. I couldn’t help but walk toward the dead swans floating on the water. This was insane.
Please God, don’t let this dead one be my unborn child. Not this, nor this.
Eventually, when I reached them only two were left alive.
A black one and white one.
They snarled at each other as the moon disappeared above, probably scared by their presence.
“You two killed my twins,” I cried, although I was afraid of both, cawing with red blood on their feathers.
“They didn’t,” Brighid said. “They are your twins.”
“What?” I let out a shriek, even when I feared them, I stretched out my arms to embrace them both. Unexpectedly, they complied and rested their heads in my arms, in their mother’s arms.
As crazy as this was,
deep in my heart I knew they were my unborn daughters. I embraced them, sharing the spattered blood on our skins.
“The next time Angel makes love to you, these will transform into babies in your womb,” Brighid said, disappearing in the dark, leaving me undone. “You may have what you wished for.”
“But wait,” I said. “Who’s the evil one? Who is the good?” As a mother-to-be, it was a silly question. All my daughters will be alike. How in the world would I
favor one over the other? It was impossible. Both of them were going to be born of my womb.
“Does it matter?” Brighid said. I could only hear her voice now, as she disappeared in the dark.
In that instance, the black swan bit my arm. I screamed in pain, and let go of them both. It was an almost poisonous bite. Dizzy, I fell back in the water and fainted.
I woke up back in Lady Shallot’s tower. My dress and face spattered with blood.
Lady Shallot advised me not to talk. It was obvious that she didn’t like the sight of blood. She only demanded one thing of me before I went beck to the Kingdom of Sorrow. It was a strange thing, but I had to obey her, or she said I wouldn’t be granted the twins.
Lady Shallot demanded that Angel shouldn’t under any circumstance know about me carrying twins.
“But he will know eventually when I give birth to them,” I said.
“No, he doesn’t have to know,” Lady Shallot explained. “Because one of them will kill the other in your womb.”
“What?” I protested. “Why?”
“Either the good will kill the evil, or the other way around,” she said. “It’s true they are twins, but there is only room for one of them in the world. Your womb will decide if evil should prevail or good.”
“And what about all that talk about the universe desiring balance?” I wondered.
“The balance will always be there, because whoever survives will have both black evil and white good inside her,”
Lady Shallot said. “Evil has goodness suppressed inside, and goodness has evil suppressed inside. It’s up to us whether to choose black or white at the end of the day.”
A week later, I was pregnant. Nine months later, I gave birth to one beautiful daughter. Don’t ask me how I kept Angel from knowing there were twins. It was a hard task, but I managed through witchcraft. And like Lady Shallot had prevented him under oath not to tell me how, or who, the moon and the sun came to be, I kept from him the secret of how I suddenly became pregnant.
Frederich Van Helsing, the Dutch doctor, was the only one who figured it out—although it was concealed to the human eye by black magick. I think I had mentioned having twins in one of my older diaries, Jawigi. He even told Angel that one of my daughters killed the other in my womb. But Angel, overwhelmed by the moment, didn’t give it much thought. He was consumed by fighting all evil to bring his daughter into the world. Being told his daughter had a twin, and that she was dead, didn’t concern him much at the moment. Later, he’d woke each day reciting a prayer for his other unborn child, wishing that she had gone
to a better place than the Kingdom of Sorrow.
I had to live with the idea that one daughter fed on the other in my womb.
Looking at it now, it’s hard to imagine what happened, how my eager desire for having a child—part of it was the insane jealously of the sun and moon babies—led me to sacrifice one. 
To this day, guilt eats
me alive. Angel and I
never talk about it. Maybe it’s because Snow White’s birth led to unexpected and horrific consequences, maybe because life won the best of us and we couldn’t look back anymore, and maybe, just maybe, I convinced myself that Snow White was the white swan, and that she killed her evil twin.
I know my story must not
make sense to you, because, after all, Snow White isn’t a purely good daughter, and I am not a good mother all the time.
I wish I could explain further. I wish I could clear that conflict you sense in my personality right now, but I can’t. That would be revealing what I am prohibited to tell—I have my reasons. All I’d beg of you is that you don’t believe everything you’re told about me, even things I sometimes say aren’t true, but there is a good reason for everything.
We are nearing the end of this particular diary, and to feel that I have opened up with honestly, I should tell you about that night I woke up sweating from the bad dreams I had in the castle. Snow White was only three months old, sleeping in her cradle next to me. Angel was away, fighting demons at the borders as usual.
I had dreamed of my other daughter swearing she’d take revenge on me for giving up on her. She was scary in that dream. I feared her even more that I feared Snow White some years later.
Sweating in my bed, I grabbed for a glass of water as I glimpsed the moon shining bright in the midnight sky. Our lovely baby moon.
Then I dropped the glass, splintering it to pieces on the floor.
There was something outside staring at me behind the semi-open window with the curtains fluttering in front of it.
It was a swan. A black one. It spread the blood-spattered wings against the light of the shiny moon behind it, and its eyes gleamed red.
I was sure it was my other daughter, and it was also staring at baby Snow White sleeping. I had no idea how this was possible. Maybe it was just an incarnation of my unnamed, unborn daughter. Maybe I was only hallucinating, and maybe I was still dreaming.
Puzzled, I didn’t know what to do. I pinched myself, trying to make sure I wasn’t dreaming, and it hurt. I thought of reaching out for the black swan. Maybe my motherly love would ease her pain. But I was frozen with fear.
Then my evil baby girl, the black swan, started singing. It wasn’t the same tune that Lady Shallot sang, or the one the swans were singing at the lake. It was a different tune. A sadder one, but it was also a tune I could only hear but never memorize.
Only this time, I saw the black swan falling into sleep while singing it. It—or she—was hypnotizing herself
to sleep with that song. This was when I gathered my courage and walked toward her. By the time I reached her, I saw she wasn’t sleeping. She was dying—for the second time.
The song she was singing was a Swan Song, sung before saying goodbye to this world. I held her in my arms, crying myself to death, for I didn’t understand what was going on.
Was my daughter attending her own funeral, one that we hadn’t even attended or cherished? Was she reminding me in some cosmic way that I killed her, that I favored her sister? That however I tried, it was hard to know which one of them was actually the good swan and which one was evil?
Her body turned into ashes in my hand, and the wind blew her remains
away toward the moon.
My pain was too hard to bear - I could hardly breathe. Not knowing was a greater punishment than knowing that you have done wrong. I had to live with my pain until many years later, when I understood what was really going on.
All I knew by then was that one daughter had survived on the pain and death of the other. One was called Snow White. The other had no name. I called her Black Swan, and she was someone you knew very well.
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The Pumpkin Piper
as told by Jack Madly
 
Dear Diary,
 
Even though I can’t get the mysterious moon girl out of my mind, I’m having a good time with Marmalade. Something about her is comforting when she’s nearby. I feel like I could lay back with her in my hammock in the beanstalk and stop thinking about my demons—I’m not going to talk about my demons in this diary. I want to tell you about something else. It has to do with who the Pumpkin Piper is. Everyone I know is curious about him.
But first let me tell you about my last adventure with the ever-interesting Marmalade.
Last week, she decided to show me how badass she was, and helped me steal a Goblin Fruit. It’s not like I needed help—I’m Jack Madly; I can steal anything, even hearts.
Still, stealing had always been a lonely quest for me. Sharing it with her felt different. You could live in hell, but if it’s with someone you like and share a lot of things with, it’s going to feel a lot like paradise. Who wants to live in paradise alone?
Marmalade had this crazy idea of not only stealing from the Goblins, but pissing them off. As lovely and baby-face as she looked, God didn’t create her without some little quirks—did I tell you that there is nothing I like about a girl like those mad quirks?
As usual, I stole the Goblin Fruit and ran out of the Goblin Market into the Black Forest, the fat little goblins panting after me and swearing to kill me. Instead of running farther, I stopped near the lake where I had first met Marmalade. I pretended I had lost my hat. The goblins stopped suspiciously, knowing that I always had tricks in store for them—they hadn’t forgotten the fake devil’s necklace I had fooled them into wearing yet.
I knelt down and picked up my awesome hat—one day, I will tell you about the story behind that hat. I put it on and made sure it was positioned the way I liked it, plastering a welcoming smile on my face.
“Want your precious Goblin Fruit?” I took a bite, and moaned as I chewed on the juicy ingredients.
“What’s the catch, Jack Madly,” the goblin’s leader growled at me, his big hairy and dirty feet acting like breaks against gliding in the mud surrounding the Swamp of Sorrow.
“Oh, you have no idea,” I smirked, taking another bite.
Before they could comprehend anything, Marmalade splashed big amounts of water at them with her tail from the swamp where she was hiding.
Water to goblins was like holy water to some demonic creatures. They hated it. Really hated it. Somewhere in the goblin gene they believe it to be malevolent; that’s why they never washed, smelled like horse poop, and shivered in pain when it rained.
Marmalade laughed and clapped her hands, watching the goblins kicking the mud and rinsing the water from their stuffed short bodies.
You have to give it to her; sometimes she can be sweetly evil.
We ate the fruit together that day, and then I decided to show her one of my many secrets. I ushered her to a secret grave in the forest where I had kept someone’s body carefully intact in a coffin.
With curious eyes, she watched me dig it up and open it. There was a dead man inside. 
“Who’s that, Jack?” she said. “And why are you keeping a man in a coffin nearby?
That’s not like you.”
“What do you mean it’s not like me?” I frowned. “I’m a thief. I stole the coffin with the body in it. It was a very hard task actually, bringing it all the way from Europe.”
“Europe?”
“Stratford-upon-Avon, to be precise,” I nodded proudly.
“Where is that?”
“England.”
“Still, you didn’t answer me. Who is the man in the coffin?”
“Shakespeare.” I took off my hat and bowed my head, proud of my achievement. “William friggin’ Shakespeare—did you know that no one ever knew his middle name? He is pretty much a mysterious man, like me. Gretel thinks he’s a wizard.”
“What?” Marmalade’s face knotted. “Shakespeare is not a wizard. He is a writer.”
“Semantics,” I shook my shoulder.
“What is Shakespeare’s body doing here? Why did you steal it?” Marmalade looked furious. I didn’t expect her to be like that.
“I am going to wake him up,” I explained. “Gretel knows a good resurrection spell.”
“Why would you do that?”
“Why do you think I want to resurrect Shakespeare, Marmalade?” I put my hands in my waist. “So he could write a book about me, of course,” I said, as if it was the most logical thing in the world. “An awesome book about me, to be precise.”
“You’re out of your mind, Jack Madly,” Marmalade puffed.
“And you love it.”
“No, I don’t,” she said. “I think it’s an awful thing to do. I respect the man. It’s not right to wake him up, and it’s not right to make him write a book about you. This is so wrong.”
“Why? You don’t think I’m more interesting than that stupid story of Hamlet?
The guy was a freak, and don’t get me started about his mother.”
“Jack,” Marmalade pointed a finger at me. “Romeo and Juliet is my most favorite story, so don’t even think of making fun of it.”
“I hate Romeo and Juliet; all that nonsense about her poisoning herself to be with him. This girl was a nut.”
“And you’re not?” Marmalade said.
“Well,” I shrugged and scratched the back of my head. “I’m an awesome nut.”
“Unbelievable,” she sighed.
“Seriously, if Shakespeare won’t write about me, then who will?” I said. “I really regret telling you about one of my most precious secrets. Wake up, Shakes!” I was about to give him the resurrecting kiss.
“Jack, please,” she said. “Don’t make me feel guilty now. It’s so sweet of you to show me this,” she pointed at Shakespeare’s corpse, and I assumed that “sweet” wasn’t the right word to use for the occasion—unless Shakes tasted like a Goblin Fruit. “Look, can’t we just delay this for a while? Gretel isn’t going anywhere,” she said, “Also, you haven’t done enough awesome things to be documented in a book. Shouldn’t you wait?”
Marmalade’s last words didn’t make sense to me—she knew nothing about the things I had done and how crazy they were. But I had to admit it; she had that unexplainable affect on me.
An owl came fluttering down, interrupting my thinking. It landed on my palm with a scroll in its beak. I took the scroll, and let the owl fly back to wherever it came from.
It was a letter. I read it while Marmalade watched me with her curious eyes—she couldn’t stand not knowing.
I sighed after reading the letter, not telling her what was in it. It amused me to see her like that, dying to know.
“You’re right about the coffin; let’s forget about it,” I said. “Actually, there’s somewhere else I have to be now.”
“Where are you going?” she said. “What’s in the letter?”
“I have to take care of something, and I don’t have to tell you about everything, Marmalade.”
“But I thought we share all things together,” she pouted.
“I thought so, too. But you keep disagreeing with me, and I don’t like that, so I’ll see you later.”
“Wait,” she held me by the hand. “What if I don’t disagree?” she looked into my eyes. It was that look that was the most mesmerizing about her. Every time it happened, I felt like I had seen these eyes before I even met her. “I promise I will only listen. I want to know about you, Jack.”
It’s a historical fact that I had never met anyone so interested in me before. Not this way, willing to be with me at any price. I had met a lot of girls, and although I was attractive to them, they had to leave me at some point; especially when they watched me wake up screaming in the middle of the night. Marmalade never left. She stayed, and I liked it.
“Alright,” I nodded. “You can come with me. But you have to wear something on top first. You can’t walk around with your hair over your breasts like that. It’s just not right.”
“But it’s my nature, Jack. I’m a mermaid.”
“Yeah, and I’m thief,” I snapped. “It’s not like I walk around with a sack full of stolen stuff.”
“Actually, you do,” she laughed. “But I understand you’re jealous, and you don’t want others to see me like that.”
“I’m not jealous,” I said. “It’s just that you can’t walk semi-naked beside me everywhere. Come on, girl. Go get yourself a shawl from my beanstalk. I have many stolen ones up there. Mostly they belong to the Queen of Sorrow, so they’re fine stuff.”
“Alright,” she laced her hands together and swung her body like a shy little girl. “So where are we going?”
“I’m going to take you out. Let’s sit by the fire somewhere.”
“Really? I thought you had something to take care of?”
“I do. We’re going to meet someone. But we could sit by the fire up on that hill, waiting for that someone. I will tell you his story. It would make a good bedtime story.”
“That sounds romantic,” she said. “Does that someone have a name?”
“The Pumpkin Piper,” I nodded with a smile on my face.
“I heard a lot about him,” she said, looking worried. “But some say he is evil. Some even say he is the devil himself.”
“Really?” I frowned. The Pumpkin Piper was definitely mysterious to others, and the fact that she’d heard he was the devil amused me. Let’s face it, in many ways, he was.
“I’ll let you be the judge of that, after I tell you about him,” I said, and walked her toward the hill. “But you have to promise me to keep it a secret.”
Sitting by the hill next to the fire, I had Marmalade in my arms, and I started to tell her the story as the fire flickered and lit the night. We were going to wait here until dawn, watching the sunlight together, and then something important was going to happen after.
Here is the story I told Marmalade about the Pumpkin Piper, and it’s no ordinary story by any means…
Once upon a time, there was this town where everyone feared the piper. They had been hearing stories from travelers about the dark man with skeleton fingers and a magic flute, who devoted his life to wiping out towns and cities, looking for the Lost Seven who'd escaped him when he took his revenge in the town of Hamlin many centuries before. He’d lulled their children out of town, and only seven of them dared to escape him.
Although the members of the seven families had died by now, the piper went after their children's children, and whoever was related to them. He sometimes went after the people who shook hands with them, just in case.
He searched the globe for them, walked on water for them, driven by the hatred and anger of revenge. It was rumored that one of the seven families’ descendants lived in this town, but no one knew who it was.
Everyday they expected the piper to arrive. They played all possible scenarios of their escape in their head, making sure they were prepared to save their families and take the little things that mattered with them. The piper was inescapable—other than the Lost Seven, no one ever fooled him.
They heard that when he arrived into a town and unleashed his rats, there was no going back. Once the rats spread the Black Death, it would be apocalypse in this town.
If the piper was considered the Black Death, there had also been this rumor about a Red Death who was capable of confronting the piper. A girl of sixteen, who was Death herself, but strong enough to save the town. Sadly, this girl never showed up, and everyone thought she was a myth. The elders in this town were tough with their children because children were every town's weak spot. The piper knew his way to their hearts through his magic flute. He played a tune that lulled the kids out of their houses toward the rats. A tune that was unlike any other tune. It was said that however you tried to memorize it, you couldn’t. It was a tune only he could play.
Sometimes, the piper didn’t just wipe out towns, but he stole their children when they were of interest to him. It was said that he took them to a faraway dark land, where they worked for him and became part of his dark army that resided somewhere in Transylvania.
In this particular town, the elders themselves weren't quite the best parents. Rumor had it that they treated their children badly, prohibited them from reading or learning about the world outside. Children had to work at a young age to grow up faster and take responsibilities. The elders thought that this would grow them into adults before their time, adults who were stronger in resisting the piper's melodies.
The children there wanted to escape this town because of their harsh parents. They wanted to enjoy their childhood. They wanted to play the days away, and never grow up. Secretly, some of them didn't mind the arrival of the piper, as long as he was going to take them away to land where they could play. Anywhere but here, they said.
One day, their dreams came true.
A magic flute played an enchanting song nearby. It was the early hours of the morning and the sun had shone unexpectedly strong. The melody was tempting, smooth, and it made the children dreamy. They hadn't been allowed to hear music in their town, so the very first and few notes were like the smell of the freshly baked sweet bread they loved—ever notices that smelling bread was half the hunger?
The children’s hearts melted to the music the way their stomachs buzzed when hungry.
Furious, the elders rushed out of their houses, looking for the piper. They didn't think of escaping yet, because they couldn't find the rats that were supposed to follow and spread the disease. The parents went out to the edges of the forest surrounding their town while the children stayed by their doorsteps, tiptoeing and looking forward to meeting the mysterious piper. While the elders were out there looking, the piper had found his sneaky way into town to meet them.
The first thing they saw with the approaching music was a coach, the shape of a huge pumpkin; a fat one that rolled on the ground as if it was going to fall apart. What an old and ramshackle vehicle it was for such an evil and feared man, the children thought.
Still, the melody was lovely, and the piper, presumably sitting inside, spread it while a proud ostrich pulled the coach instead of a mule.
Yes, it was an ostrich with lovely purple feathers, which complimented the orange body of the coach. The ostrich was strong and big, and moved its head in a funny way while pulling the coach, as if pecking on an invisible something in front of it. Its head moved with its legs. Track. Tatarack. And the Track. Tatarack. Its legs were guided by the rhythm of the piper’s melody. The coach, the ostrich, and the piper’s flute were one big moving orchestra.
Then the coach stopped.
The ostrich buried its head in the ground as if it were resting, like a ship’s anchor in the bottom of the sea.
The children, although curious, started sweating. They were going to meet the most feared man in the world. And even though some of them wanted to run away, the magic flute's melodies chained their feet to the ground. It was as if the music was the magnet that pulled them from their bellies toward the mysterious piper.
A little later, the door of the coach squeaked open, but no one came out. Then the music stopped.
The suspense was building. The children waited to see what the piper looked like.
Was he cloaked in black like the ghosts they heard of in the stories? Was he hunched and disfigured with golden teeth and a bad smell? Was he the devil himself, with a fork and two horns?
Slowly, a figure appeared out of the coach, and it wasn’t like anything they’d expected.
It was that of a boy wearing a purple cloak that covered his legs and feet
Was this really the piper?
Even though they had an impression he was a boy, they couldn’t see his face because he wore a pumpkin on his head, with cutout eyes and a zigzagged mouth, where his pan flute popped out like a five cigar fingers.
Sometimes, the children couldn't tell if it was a mask or the boy’s real head. They stood with open mouths, unable to speak or scream.
Was the piper playing games with them, or was this
the way he lulled children, by looking friendly—even funny. They had expected a monster, not this.
The pumpkin piper, for that was what they’d decided to call him, walked among the children with hands laced behind his back, like a leader walked among his troops. He seemed as though he were inspecting them. He didn’t utter a word, and their eyes were glued to his blue eyes staring back at them from behind the pumpkin head.
One of the children drooled on the porch, another one peed himself, and on tooth-gapped girl ate her hair in her distraction.
Then the piper stopped and enthusiastically rubbed his hands together. They thought he’d send out a curse at them, a lightning strike or a thunderbolt. Or maybe eat them like that evil witch who lived in that Candy House in the forest.
But nah, that wasn’t the case.
The pumpkin piper started playing his flute again. This time he danced as he played. He was merry, and the children forgot about his real identity—or who he was supposed to be.
They started dancing along with him, embracing each other and holding hands. The pumpkin piper walked through town as he played, and the children clapped their nimble hands and followed him.
Amazingly, he didn’t walk out of town.
Instead, he walked into the church and played inside, his melodies echoing in the halls and colored windows.
Then he stopped playing for a second.
The children were worried again. Was he so evil he couldn’t stand the holiness of the church? But if so, why did come here in the first place? 
They watched the silent, speechless pumpkin piper paralyzed in his place for a second.
The silence was disturbing, and they needed someone to release it by making some noise.
Luckily, the pumpkin piper did.
He burped.
Because the children couldn’t believe what they had just heard, the pumpkin piper burped again.
That’s when they fell to the floor laughing.
Later, the pumpkin piper walked out of the church, entered each house, and played a little more. The children still followed. It was as if his song was an enchantment that he wanted to spread everywhere—or maybe it was a disease; that would explain why he didn't need the rats anymore.
But no rats came, and no disease spread. In fact, the children liked the pumpkin piper. He was as tall as their parents whom they feared, but he wasn't as intimidating. The way the pumpkin piper tilted his head and looked at them while he played was friendly and amusing. They wished they could see his real face—if he had one.
The more he played, the happier he seemed, and walked faster.
One of the children pulled the pumpkin piper’s cloak as hard as he could, unable to keep up with his speed. Unexpectedly, he
had pulled too hard, and the cloak fell onto the floor.
The pumpkin piper stopped.
It was one of those moments when they had to hold their breath again.
The pumpkin piper wore black leather pants underneath; something they had never seen before. He stopped playing his magic flute and turned back to them, especially to the boy who’d exposed him.
Had the boy offended him by the immature act of pulling the cloak? He knew that his parents wouldn’t have liked it if he had pulled their cloaks. His parents would have punished him; maybe made him spend a night in a dark cellar, or have him clean the roof for three days. Or worse, sometimes kids were punished by having to run naked all around town, so they'd feel embarrassed and humiliated, and never repeat such a mistake again.
What added creepiness to the moment was that the piper didn't talk. He either played music, or held his words. And this mask of his made him appear enigmatic. They couldn't tell how he felt or if, like their parents had told them, he got really mad when someone bothered him.
Slowly, the pumpkin piper started rubbing his flute with his sleeve. He gave it a puff the way you do with your foggy pair of glasses, and began playing it again.
As he walked, he clicked his feet together in the air. He wore two pointed yellow shoes with tiny bells on them. The funny pumpkin piper played and the children followed again, clicking their feet, clapping their hands, and singing. The pumpkin piper walked toward one of the empty houses, where the smell of food waved out of its windows. Like a hypnotized boy, he followed the smell and entered the kitchen. It smelled like Heaven, with all the lovely muffins and fresh baked bread.
While still playing, the piper offered each one of the children cookies, as if they were his. Some children took them, but others shook their heads into a no; afraid their parents would get mad at them.
The pumpkin piper started making a mess out of the kitchen; taking a bite from every kind of food he found available to prove to the children that in his presence, they could do what they liked. The children complied and happily turned the kitchen into a mess as well.
That was every child’s ultimate dream.
The pumpkin piper seemed dissatisfied with the amount of mess they made. It seemed like he wanted more of it. He started smashing things with a frying pan, still playing the flute with only his breath, without needing to play with his fingers. The children got the message and followed his path again, damaging everything in the kitchen, throwing food at each other, and laughing hysterically at the insane freedom they were granted.
Then they saw the pumpkin piper stop in front of a jar of pickles.
He was staring at the jar as if it were made of diamonds. He looked back at them, his zigzagging mouth widening into a larger smile, the tip of his pumpkin head wiggling like a TV’s antenna.
The children laughed, watching the pumpkin piper open the jar and pull out a pickled pepper. He took a bite from it and made cringing sounds, his shoulders tensing a little. The pickled pepper was so hot that the pumpkin piper had to drink a cup of water to ease the fieriness. He even tapped his clinking shoes twice on the floor. The children laughed as they watched the pumpkin piper eat a couple more pickled peppers. He yummed them so eagerly, as if eating cookies.
It turned out the pumpkin piper was fond of the pickled peppers. He took a deep breath to cool the burning fire in his chest, and started using the energy in playing the flute even louder now. He played even better, sending hot air through the holes of his pipe, like steam from a locomotive.
And the dance began again.
“Hey!” the children celebrated, following him everywhere. Never before had an older person been so much fun!
Even though they thought he was a boy, they considered him much older than themselves.
Unfortunately, the parents came back.
The parents couldn’t believe their eyes, watching the pumpkin piper dance with their children in the middle of town. They checked their houses and discovered the mess the children had caused, and they just couldn’t take it.
They were going to punish their children so bad.
But first they had to save them from this unusual looking pumpkin piper. Then they would punish them properly afterward.
In their defense, the children gravitated toward the pumpkin piper who’d been much kinder to them. He knew how to play and have a good time.
The pumpkin piper ushered them back to his pumpkin coach. It astonished the elders how this small coach was actually big enough from the inside to accommodate all those children who entered. Was it a magic coach? An evil magic coach?
"Stop it children," the elders pleaded. "He is fooling you. This is how he charms everyone, and then kidnaps them."
The children didn't listen, and the pumpkin piper didn't talk. His masked, inanimate face scared the elders greatly. What seemed playful to the children rang huge warning bells, dinging and donging in the elders’ ears.
It took them some time
before they gathered their courage, and decided to approach the piper's coach. They held their guns and weapons, ready for him.
The silent pumpkin piper wasn’t bothered. Inside the coach, the parents heard him whisper something to the children.
They tried to pull the coach’s door open, but it wouldn’t give in. When they tried harder, it suddenly heated and burned their hands.
Cautiously circling the coach, they begged their children to come out again.
This time, the
children did.
Each child came out with a pumpkin in its hands. They were heavy pumpkins, and the children had to hold them with both hands and do their best not to lose their balance.
"What the heck is that?" the elders exclaimed.
"The pumpkin piper told us to tell you that we only want to play," a girl said, bending her back from the weight of a pumpkin.
"What does that mean? Stop all that nonsense," another elder frowned. "Since when do strangers tell us how to raise our children?" 
"What do you mean you want to play?" another parent asked, sounding furious.
"The pumpkin piper says that you have to let us eat what we want to eat, drink what we want to drink, sleep when we want to sleep, make fun of you the way we like," a boy said. "You can't scream at us anymore, yell at us, or hit us. You can't tell us what to do. And you aren't allowed to punish any of us. We’re only coming back if you learn that we, the children, are more important than you."
"What kind of silly talk is that? You are children for God’s sake. You know nothing to talk that way," the boy's father said. "Come back here, or the consequences will be dire!"
"And you, little brat," the girl’s mother shouted. "How dare you walk barefoot outside the house? Where are your sandals I bought for you? You're going to bring all this dirt in the house when you come back."
"I'm not coming back if you keep acting this way," the girl stuck out her tongue at her mother.
The elders growled and approached the children with reddened faces, and anger steaming out of their ears. A mother pulled her daughter by her hair violently, and a father slapped his son on the back of the head. Instead of reasoning with their children, they started punishing them with their bare hands, and the children began to cry.
The pumpkin piper climbed out of his coach. He was silent as usual, and as cool as ever. He sat on top of the coach, crossing his legs. Instead of reacting to the angry parents, he lit a cigar and puffed smoke in the air. Then he whistled something to the children, some kind of secret code.
The children got the message and nodded. It was only moments before they pulled away from their parents. Then the children started throwing the heavy pumpkins at them. Although the pumpkins were heavy, they suddenly floated in the air, hanging like a reluctant balloon before their eyes. All the children had to do was puff it, sometimes kick it like a ball, and the pumpkin knew where
to hit. Like flying cannon balls directed with a remote control, the pumpkins flew back and hit the parents.
The elders fell one by one to the ground, barely standing up again, and ran away. The children laughed victoriously. Grins filled their faces as the pumpkin piper treated himself with a most delicious pumpkin, some pickles on the side, of course.
He finished eating while the children won the war against their parents, and clapped his hands clean afterward. He stared back at the children, climbed down and started high-fiving them before he played more music.
For the next two days, the elders of the town could do nothing about the pumpkin piper
who had their children living in his coach in the middle of town. No matter what they tried, they couldn't do anything about the situation. The pumpkin piper, instead of stealing the children, had created his own bratty army out of them, and wouldn’t leave town. The children made noises all day and all night. They sang and danced and snored. They threw pumpkins at each other, and made all the mess they weren’t allowed to when they lived in their parents’ houses.
The pumpkin piper's coach was a world of its own. It was way bigger from the inside than it looked from the outside. There were yellow roads, green houses, milky rivers, and a pink sky inside. There was a field where all kinds of food grew on trees, and all kinds of toys grew on trees, too. It was so amazing that sometimes the children came out only to tease the elders, and show them how much fun they had.
The elders were clueless. They didn't understand what was going on, and they didn't know how to get their children back. Whenever they approached them and tried to talk reasonably, the children threw pumpkins at them and knocked them down. And when the children were busy playing inside the coach, the ostrich fought them away, spitting rocket pickles at them …
“I’m really curious about who this pumpkin piper is,” Marmalade said, fiddling with her hair by the fire. “I always thought the Piper was an evil, dark man. I know that the locals in the town of Hamlin didn’t pay him, but then he came back later, as if he had sold his soul to the devil. Every kid in Sorrow fears him greatly.”
I noticed her being uncomfortable mentioning the Piper’s name, and she had all the right. The Piper of Hamlin was a vicious being who scared everyone with his rats. As she talked, I saw a magpie on a tree in the distance. Magpies were said to be the piper’s alliances. It was said that they were one of the few that knew his tune that lulled children. God only knew what he’d done to them.
I looked away from the Magpie. After all, the pumpkin piper wasn’t the Pied Piper of Hamlin, although they had a lot of things in common. I told Marmalade not to interrupt me, and continued my story …
One day, the pumpkin piper decided to have a barbeque for the kids outside the coach. He went out into the forest and caught two boars, and came back. No one asked him how he got them. The kids just watched him slice them neatly with a peculiar hand knife, as if he had done this a thousand times before.
They started the fire late at night—part of it was to taunt their parents and show them they could stay awake until such late hours—and they started grilling and
picnicking, while the pumpkin piper played his music. Some of them went back into the coach and pulled bottles of barbeque sauce hanging from the trees. The pumpkin piper’s fork was a special one - red and very big. They also brought leaves from the trees and used them as napkins.
He showed them how to prepare for the barbeque, and ordered them to pull feathers from the ostrich so they could use it as an air blower. The ostrich made a couple of objecting noises, but that was all. They bribed him later with a big chunk of meat. Ostriches were generally omnivorous, but not this one. The children weren’t surprised, because nothing surrounding the pumpkin piper was normal.
The parents stood angry, biting their nails at their doorsteps, afraid to approach. It wasn’t just the pumpkin piper who was provocative. It was the delicious smell of barbeque, the ever happy sound of cheering children, and the fun they had while he played his tunes.
It was supposed to be an enchanting night for the children, all until another melody broke in from afar. A darker melody that almost hypnotized everyone around.
The pumpkin piper sprang to his feet, almost choking on his flute. His orange head paled for a moment, as he looked around for the source of the sound. This wasn’t his flute. This wasn’t his melody. This was the real piper, the dark one, playing.
“So this one is an imposter?” one of the parents pointed at the pumpkin piper with a shivering finger.
Moments later, the dark melody neared, and a couple of Magpies fluttered above the children’s heads.
The piper appeared from behind the forest trees, slowly entering the town. He was dressed in a long, leathery black cloak and pants. His face was as hollow as darkness encased within his black hood. His fingers were that of a skeleton, long and wooden-like, and he played his long brass flute as if it was a magic wand that conjured melodies from Hell.
They were sweet melodies from Hell, which no one was able to resist. Even the elders found themselves tiptoeing at the doorsteps of their houses, pulled toward the piper, as if he was a magnet—no one was sure if describing him as a “he” was the appropriate word; he could simply have been an “it.”
The piper’s music mostly affected the children. They were already floating in the air like balloons, ready to be sucked into darkness.
The pumpkin piper knuckled his fingers and drew out his flute. A pan flute which consisted of five small pipes, gradually increasing in length. He planned on fighting the piper’s melodies with his own.
The pan flute produced some kind of a hollow sound, as if there was a genie breathing heavily from its guts. The melodies helped the children draw away from the piper.
A battle of melodies began as the children were hung in mid air.
The piper stopped for a moment, and flapped his cloak like a bat. With every flap, tens of big black rats scurried out onto the town, sniffing the air and waving their whiskers. They were about to spread the piper’s Black Death with smiles on their lips.
Then the piper played fiercer and faster notes, using his seven-holed brass pipe. He was orchestrating the rat dance. The rats seemed to be methodical about spreading the disease. They weren’t just scruffy rats, smelling awful and causing helter skelter. They did it with passion, and they loved it. 
“Rattata, Rattata!” the piper said every once in a while, when he pulled the flute away to take a breath.
The pumpkin piper took a deep breath himself, right through his zigzagged mouth, and played away with his pan flute. His hollow melodies irked the rats at first, causing them to stand on two feet like humans, and shield their ears with their hands—I mean the other two feet.
The children fell from the sky and stood right behind the pumpkin piper.
“Kill the rats!” a child said.
“Fight the piper!” another girl made a fist.
But then the pumpkin piper needed to breathe again, unable to blow the pan pipe continuously.
That was when the rats took advantage of the situation and spread all over town, the piper playing them like marionettes with the invisible strings of his melodies.
The pumpkin piper knuckled his fingers again, determined to hit back. This time, instead of playing, he breathed into the pipe’s holes, spitting white crumpled balls out onto the rats. Each blow, another white furry ball fired out like a cannonball.
Each hairy ball took only a second before it stretched out its arms and clawed feet, and turned into a cat chasing the rats away.
Most of the parents by the doorsteps fainted. They hated both rats and cats, and couldn’t believe they were witnessing a war between them.
The children cheered for every white cat snatching a black rat from the ground, and chewing away at it with blood trickling from their lips.
But the piper wasn’t going to stay hand-tied. He pulled out a white piece of cloth and rubbed his flute clean, before he played yet another tune. This time the magpies in the air multiplied, attacking the cats from above, and pecking their fur away. Blood spattered all over town, even on the pumpkin piper’s face.
It was the moment that he realized that he wasn’t going to beat the piper. He ushered the children back inside the coach, jumped up front and whipped at the ostrich to run away. It was time to escape, and leave this damned town behind.
The ostrich gunned away as fast as four or five horses would have done, but the piper wasn’t giving up on the children he’d come to collect like any other town.
The pumpkin piper didn’t look back, but he could feel the thousands of magpies chasing him and pecking at his coach. He was worried he’d die instantly if they pecked his pumpkin head, for it was fragile and juicy.
Well, it was a pumpkin after all.
The children fought back tough; shooting pumpkins at the hordes of magpies in the sky.
But then the rats attacked, nibbling on the coach’s wheels.
Soon the coach would be without wheels, and they’d have to stop and surrender to the Piper’s melodies—they were shielding their ears with their small hands to resist its influence.
The pumpkin piper who loved pickles prayed to God to save him. All he wanted was to save the children, play with them, and put a smile on their faces. But no power on earth was capable of defying the piper, and he was foolish to think otherwise.
As he whipped the ostrich again, a halo of a woman appeared in front of him in mid-air. She was blindfolded and wore uncombed hair, and sat with her legs crossed, like Indians, in front of a balance scale, trying to weigh apples on one pan against snakes on the other.
The pumpkin piper thought he was hallucinating, but the woman’s image wouldn’t fade away.
“I’m Justina, Godmother of Justice,” she said. “I can help you. All you have to do is ask.”
For the first time since his arrival, the pumpkin piper spoke, “If you’re real, and not a figment of my imagination, gift me with the power to fly,” he demanded. “The only way to escape the rats and the magpies and the piper is to be able to fly higher than any bird in the world.”
“Aye,” nodded Justina. “I will grant your wish. But since the universe demands balance, you will have to give up something in exchange.”
“Who the heck is the universe, and why does it demand balance?” the pumpkin piper said.
“For every thing you take, something you have to give,” Godmother Justina said bluntly. “What say you?”
“I’d give anything to be able to fly the kids away from here,” the pumpkin piper said from behind his zigzagged teeth. “I have to save them.”
“Let me see,” Justina pulled out a book and flipped through it.
“You’re blindfolded for God’s sake. What book are you reading? I don’t have time for that,” the pumpkin piper said. “Take what you want of me as a price to make me fly. What do you want? Take my flute, take my arm, my leg, and even my eyes if you want.”
“Arms, legs, and eyes. What a low price to pay to be able to fly like a bird,” she said, waving her hands in the air as if mocking him. “According to the Book of Sand in my hands, and in order for you to be able to fly, I will curse you to never grow up,” she followed. “You will stay sixteen forever. How about that?”
The pumpkin piper hesitated, while he whipped away on the ostrich. He couldn’t make up his mind. Was this good or bad, to never grow up?
“Do it!” the children screamed from a small window in the coach behind him. “Do it. If you stay young forever, you’ll be so cool. You’ll never grow up to worry. You’ll never have life pressures and become like our parents; wary, envious, hating, and self conscious.”
The pumpkin piper thought these children were too young to utter words like these. Still, he was confused if he should agree.
Then a magpie pecked at his head, and he bled some kind of orange juice, which was as thick as human blood.
“I agree,” he yelled at Justina. “Let me fly, and never grow up again.”
“As you wish,” she said, and disappeared.
“Wait,” he pleaded. “Where are you going? You promised to make me fly.”
The piper’s rats and magpies were closing in, so the pumpkin piper whipped the ostrich harder. This time, the ostrich flew a bit higher in the air.
“Hooray!” the children hailed.
The pumpkin piper whipped the ostrich again, and it flew even higher, pulling the coach in the air with it. Maybe Justina didn’t exactly make him fly, but made him capable of conjuring others to fly. He didn’t mind, as long as he was able to save the children.
Higher and higher, the pumpkin piper saved the children from the piper who could not reach that high, nor could his magpies. The coach was flying so high that it rested on a beanstalk in the end, one that had its huge leaves acting like spiral roads leading to the clouds. The coach landed on those spiral roads with its wheels. The pumpkin piper drove it to the top, where they met with a super cool boy called Jack …
“So you and the pumpkin piper are friends,” Marmalade jumped from her place. “You know him?”
“Very well,” Jack said, standing up.
“But what happened next?” Marmalade asked. “I still can’t figure out who the pumpkin piper is. Do I know him?”
“You know him very well,” Jack said, seeding the earth with beans.
“Are you the pumpkin piper, Jack?” Marmalade suspected.
“I’m awesome Jack Madly. Why would I want to wear a pumpkin on my head?” Jack watched the beanstalk grow high. He pulled Marmalade near and looked up.
“Why are we climbing the beanstalk now?” she wondered.
“To meet the pumpkin piper,” Jack smiled, and grabbed
one of the beanstalk leaves to pull him up. “Even Tarzan can’t do this,” he added.
At the top of the beanstalk, Marmalade saw tens of children playing happily, trying to tiptoe and catch the clouds with their hands. Once they saw Marmalade, they hurried to play with her. She knelt down to play with them as well, her eyes darting away, curious if she’d finally meet the pumpkin piper.
There, in the middle of Jack’s pumpkins, he sat playing his flute and eating from a plate full of pumpkin and pickles. He stood up when he saw Jack, and high-fived him as Jack slapped one of the snakes holding a pumpkin just for the fun of it.
“Nice to meet you,” Marmalade said, standing up.
The pumpkin piper greeted her back and started to take off his pumpkin head. 
Marmalade let out a shriek once she saw his real face.
“It’s you?” she held a hand on her mouth, her eyes wide open with surprise.
“I wonder how you never guessed,” Peter Pan said.
“Why should I have guessed?”
“Well, for one, the Pumpkin Piper’s flute was a ‘pan’ flute,” Peter ate another pickle, closing his eyes like he was taking a drug. “And I gave up growing up to save the children and learn to fly.”
“So that’s why you never grow old,” she clicked two fingers together.
“She is very smart,” Jack whispered to Peter mockingly. “In fact, the smartest of her sisters.”
“But I never knew you like pumpkins so much,” Marmalade said, ignoring Jack.
“Peter, Peter pumpkin eater,” the children started to jump the rope behind her. “Had a girl but couldn't keep her. He put her in a pumpkin shell, and there he kept her very well.”
“See?” Peter shrugged his shoulders. “I am Peter Pan, but I am also Peter Pumpkin.”
“And who is the girl in the nursery rhyme who you couldn’t keep?” Marmalade asked.
“You should really know that one, babe,” Jack said picking up something from the shelf, and spanking her lightly on her behind on the way.
“Wendy!” she tiptoed, figuring it out.
“And don’t ask me what happened exactly with Wendy,” Peter interrupted.
“If you say so.” Marmalade had a finger on her lips, thinking. “But if you’re Peter Pan and Peter Pumpkin at the same time, then you must also be Peter Piper,” she said the last words with glittering eyes.
“That’s right,” Peter said proudly, and let another pickle slide down his throat.
“Peter Piper picked a peck of pickled peppers,” the children started to sing. “A peck of pickled peppers Peter Piper picked.”
“If Peter Piper picked a peck of pickled peppers,” Jack sang with them. “Where's the peck of pickled peppers that Peter Piper picked?” he winked at Marmalade.
“My God! That’s why you loved pickles so much in the story. You’re basically every Peter ever mentioned in nursery rhymes, right?”
“Not every one, but most of them,” Peter said. “There are too many secrets in Sorrow. I don’t believe that knowing all of them is good for you. In fact, I only approved of Jack telling you this one because he insisted to let you know how we became friends.”
“On the top of a beanstalk,” Marmalade added. “Of course, he was on top of it while you were gifted with flying, and what better place for you two to meet, but on the top of the world.”
“We’re awesome,” Peter blinked.
“I’m awesome,” Jack raised a finger. “You’re kinda second-place awesome. People have a word for it. They call it ‘great.’”
The children took Marmalade’s hands to play with her, and sing her more songs about Peter.
“You’re amazing,” she told them. “You should make a band and keep singing.”
“We have a band,” five of the children claimed proudly. “We call ourselves the Piedpipers.”
“Oh, that’s lovely,” Marmalade said.
“And we call yourselves the Pickleheads,” another bunch of girls said.
“Don’t listen to any of those,” Jack shushed the children away. “Only one band is the best. I called them the Pumpkin Warriors. They will be superstars,” he pointed at a bunch of kids he liked.
But Marmalade still had more questions to ask, “So you basically save kids before the Piper gets them?”
Peter nodded.
“And then?”
“And then I bring them to Jack,” Peter said. “Jack, in his own thievery way, knows how to feed them, and bring them clothes and food. But one day, I will find a great place for them and bring them all to it. A place where they can play forever, with no parents or evil Pipers to hassle them. Maybe they’d have great fun there, and never grow up, like me.”
“So you guys aren’t that bad, huh?” Marmalade said.
“Oh, we’re bad,” Peter said, slapping another snake like Jack. “You just wait and see.”
Jack and Peter laughed, and Marmalade folded her hands in front of her.
“Boys will be boys,” she sighed.
“Believe me. Sometimes, it’s good to be bad,” Peter said, grabbing a vine to pull him down. “There is a lot you still don’t know about us. Now if you excuse me, I have a bad girlfriend to take care of,” Peter said with a smirk. Marmalade thought that with all that bad boy attitude, Peter was a hopeless romantic when it came to Wendy. She was not only bad, but viciously evil, and he still loved her.
Before Peter descended, Marmalade had to ask him one last question. It was the most important of all, “Peter, if you ever find that place to keep the children away and never grow up, what will you call it?”
“What a silly question, that is,” Peter said and waved goodbye, sliding down, saying, “Neverland, of course.”
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Prince of Puppets
as told by Pinocchio
 
 
Dear Diary,
I once asked a wise man if he’d ever seen a dragon.
“Would I be here talking to you if I did?” the wise man said. “A dragon would've already burned me with its flaming fire.”
“Have you ever seen a dwarf, then?” I inquired.
“I wouldn’t still be alive as well,” the wise man said. “Because I would have died from laughter.”
“A troll?” I raised an eyebrow.
“I would've had a heart attack from staring at its hairy ugliness,” he said.
“How about a mermaid, maybe?”
“Again, I wouldn't be here talking to you if I did,” he said. “Who’d find a mermaid and not make her his lover, and escape with her to the big wide sea?”
“Are you saying that all those fantastic fairy tale creatures don’t exist?” I wondered.
“Not necessarily, Pinocchio," he answered. “But there is no way to know for sure. In order to prove there are dragons, you need to survive one, or kill it. Then come back and tell me, and show me evidence that supports your saying.”
“Good point,” I thought. “I guess this means you’re not a believer. There is no evidence of most of things we believe in.”
“Depends on what you ask me to believe in,” the wise man said.
“Heaven maybe?” I thought I’d finally cornered him with that question.
“You know what the problem with Heaven is?” he told me, rubbing his beard.
“No,” I said, eager to know.
“That no one came back from Heaven to confirm its existence,” he said. “A man travels to India, comes back and tells about the wonders he’d seen. Brings spice and snakes along, so we start believing he'd been there. No one's ever come back from Heaven and said, ‘you wouldn’t believe this cool place I’d been to.' At least I haven't heard about it.”
“According to this argument, there is a problem with Hell, too,” I speculated, rubbing my wooden chin--it needed to be smoothened, I discovered. “No one's ever come back from it as well.”
“You got that wrong,” the man leaned forward, amused with my naïveté. “We don’t need someone coming back from Hell to tell us it existed.”
“Why is that?” I was embarrassed I didn't know, but I didn't blush. Wood can't blush.
“Because you’re not supposed to come back from it,” he laughed, nailing a hammer into one of his puppets--just another victim like me, only none of them were inflamed with a soul like me. And yes, the wise man was a carpenter. “You’re supposed to fry and burn in Hell, so it makes sense you don't come back," he said gloomily.
I raised the other eyebrow at the illogical logic of this conversation--my eyebrows weren't made of wood by the way; they were made of some kind of donkey hair, and it took me a long time to master the art of moving them. What can I say? When you're trapped inside a puppet, you've got nothing but time to waste.
"Don't frown at what I am telling you, Pinocchio," the man said. "The world isn't as black and white as it may seem. It's made of layers upon layers of lies, and we only see the last, most recent layer. Scientists like to call that the 'truth,' until another one comes along and proves them wrong. Actually that is what the so-called truth is all about; as long you can't prove it's a lie, people consider it true."
Every thing he said, I couldn't argue with. For a boy made of wood, the world wasn't that complex. I didn't need to eat, didn't need to shit, didn't need love, and eventually didn't need to hate--if you don't have needs to love things, you don't have the desire to hate things, too. I was just out there, like a yo-yo bouncing in my Puppetmaster's threads. Bounce me to the left, bounce me to the right, have your fun. Maybe clap your hands, call me cute, and then rest me on a shelf and turn off the lights--don't even bother to position me probably, this twisted neck shouldn't hurt. I am a piece of wood after all. 
This is me, Pinocchio; a piece of nothing, with a long nose and wooden arms and legs. I am happy with my superficiality, happy not to be human with all the complexities that come along, and I don't fear anything in the world--well, ahem, I do fear two things, and two things only: a hammer and a nail. You have no idea how much they hurt.
"So how about the devil?" I asked out of nowhere. I had been always curious about the devil.
"Where did you hear about him?" asked the wise man.
"You always mention him when you swear," I said, rubbing my nose. "He lives in Hell, right?"
"Not exactly," said the man. "He wants us to think he lives in Hell, but the truth is that he lives among us, pretending to be someone else."
"Is that for real?" I faked my astonishment with my dead, pearl eyes.
"You're so naïve, Pino," the man patted me. "Always know this: the greatest trick the devil ever pulled was convincing the world he was someone else."
It was this moment in my conversation with Ghepetto, my master, hat I knew I wanted to write my own diary. Calling me naïve and pointing out that the devil's greatest trick was being someone else wasn't something I took lightly. You will understand why in a minute.
Ghepetto was a nice man, and I owed him a lot. But he’d been through a rough life, and his mind was playing tricks on him. This incident of him and I talking had been long ago. Before he had married his lovely wife, who had died giving birth to his second child; a cute and unusual girl named Gretel, younger sister of their boy Hansel.
I'm not going to talk about  Ghepetto's story with his two kids after their mother died, or how he had to remarry a vicious child-killing woman—or how she convinced him to send his children to the forest when they had no money and couldn't afford two more open mouths to feed, because these things happened later.
I met Ghepetto a long time before that, so maybe you'll learn about the accurate incidents of his kids’ stories in someone else's diary.
Before marrying and having children, Ghepetto was just a middle-aged lonely man in Sorrow, an invisible fella who'd emigrated from Italy, a small island called Murano, to seek a new life in the Kingdom of Sorrow.
He'd been beyond poor, working as a woodcutter for some time. Even though people in Murano were masterful glassblowers, he still preferred the art of wood over glass. He had tried to work for the Queen and the King of Sorrow but they had enough woodcutters already. Then one day, in his boredom and frustration sitting in the Black Forest, he came upon a piece of wood fallen from one of those spying Juniper Trees. He was starving and needed to occupy himself with doing something, so he pulled out his rusty knife and carved the wood. He found himself shaping it into a puppet. To his surprise, it looked great.
From that day on, Ghepetto knew what he was meant to do. He wasn't destined to be a poor carpenter, but a great puppet maker. It didn't cost him anything; chopping some Juniper Trees off and carving them into numerous puppets in his poor cottage in the forest.
A while later, he was approached by a mysterious Puppeteer--a profession that had been unheard of in the kingdom before--and Ghepetto began selling him his puppets.
It didn't make Ghepetto rich, but it didn't leave him poor either. Actually, if you ask me, that is what most people want. They don't necessarily want to be rich, just not poor.
And so the middle-aged man found a craft that occupied his free time, and helped him put food on he table. Still, his new profession failed to grant him one last, and most precious, wish: to have a child that would be the timber, I mean the light, of his life.
But let’s not talk about Ghepetto now. I am going to get back to him in a while. For the moment, I’d like to talk about me. It's crucial that we talk about me. I'm like no one you have ever met. And before I tell you about my magnificent yet horrible adventure, you need to be sure of one thing, and one thing only: I am not the happy Pinocchio who wanted to become the good boy the Brothers Grimm told you about. I don't have a cricket-looking conscience. That was really silly. Not in a million years.
In fact, I am not exactly Pinocchio. It's just the silly name given to me by Ghepetto.
So who am I, you ask?
Who would be as important and dangerous as me and trapped in a puppet's body, and why?
Well, to tell you who I am, we have to go back to somewhere around the beginning of time when I had been given the silly name of...
Drum roll, please.
Another drum roll, and here is my silly name...
Lucifer.
Now, don't panic. Hold on tight. Don't run away. This is going to be a rough ride. Think of your favorite roller coaster ride that made you pee in your pants. You know that one? The one you fear, but keep coming back to?
That would probably best describe me. What’s a devil, but a roller coaster ride to Hell?
My story would be best told from a time I was a fallen angel, the Dreamhunter kind. I was one of the best, having mastered the art of killing evil entities in their dreams. But then, due to differences in point of views--you know that evil is a point of view, don't ya?--the Fairy Gods kicked me out of their Fairy Heaven. They have some kickass boots, them Gods.
I ended up falling onto this horrible place called Earth--why here, Gods? It was a tough fall; I broke a leg and couple of ribs that took a couple of centuries to heal, not to mention those two bruises on my head which ended up becoming two permanent horns. Bear in mind they hadn't invented parachutes yet, and they had cut off my wings before kicking me out.
I'd like to spare you my story about living among dinosaurs for decades. This little devil me was nothing but an insect among Raptors and Hadrosaurs.
But no problems, I managed to play my part. I even played it so well, making them loathe and kill each other, I caused their extinction. My first job. I made mama proud.
On and on the ages went by, and I had my share of victories and defeats. But then the Fairy Gods figured out it was a mistake letting me live, as I had begun to turn this Earth into Hell--as if it weren't already, before me.
So they sent the so-called Dreamhunters after me, and I was a fork away from my own extinction.
Being the sneaky Immortal I was, the only way to kill me was in my dreams. The one who once was the hunter, eventually became the hunted.
I started running for my life.
Until I found a dark magic to defend myself against the Dreamhunters, I needed to escape to another realm. Preferably, a virgin one. A place that had just been created a while ago, so I'd find enough people to seduce and recruit into an army.
Hell itself had been a messy place. Going back there was like a serial killer going back home. He'd get caught immediately.
I needed a trick. A devilish trick. Ahem. And when I say devilish, the pun is intended.
I was in Europe at the time, loving the chaos in Transylvania, Rome, and the Eastern Ottoman areas. There was enough greed, sloth, and blood there; this really felt like home. I had impregnated so many women there--Scottish women and Italian women -- gotta love ‘em. I bought so many souls that I could return in ten years time, and collect my army of darkness in a blink of an eye.
But Europe had become a dangerous place for me. I needed to find that virgin place to escape to.
I had to escape. Especially since one of the best Immortal Dreamhunters was after me. A man named Abraham Van Helsing.
I had no defense against being killed in my sleep at the time. If that man had caught me, the world would have been without me since about two hundred years ago now. That would have sucked, wouldn't it? Who would you fight without me? Who would you blame for the things you do? Oh, I forgot. People never needed a devil to whisper the magic word in their ears so they'd do the horrible things they do. I was just a trick of mankind, so no one admits they were the most stupid, evil, and heartless creatures in the world.
So there I was, on a little boat going nowhere through the big wide ocean--always loved the ocean; if there was just a way I could light it on fire…that would have been marvelous.
I rowed and paddled for days and nights, maybe years, until I finally found my sneaky way through the Missing Mile, that part of the Fairyworld they didn't know I knew about. Then I found Lady Shallot's tower, and climbed its walls for seven days until I reached the top--the staircase rejected my demon soul, so I had to find my way outside.
I eavesdropped--one of my favorite sins by the way--and listened to Lady Shallot as she was granting a new couple a new world. They were Carmilla Karnstein and Angel Von Sorrow. I knew them of course, since I had worked for Night Sorrow for centuries ago--I'm honored by the way.
After Carmilla and Angel had left, I climbed in through the window and sat in front of Lady Shallot, eating one of her tasty worm-penetrated apples.
"How dare come to this holy place?" she shielded her face with her hands.
"I'm not that ugly," I frowned. "Just give my face a chance. I know many people who loved it eventually," I took another bite.
"How did you find me?" she pulled her hand away, disgusted by my features. “I think it's the horns, right? It's always the horns,” I said. "There is no place for you here. If you don't leave, I'll--"
"Could you please stop?" I used my long fingernails to pull out a chunk of the apple stuck between my teeth. "You know damn well you could do nothing to me."
"How dare you?!" Lady Shallot was about to cast a lightning bolt of some kind of magic upon me.
"Not going to work," I said. "You know I am part of your world. You can't just kill me that easily. Besides, you need me," I snickered.
"I wouldn't in a million years," she said. "Not until you burn in Hell."
"If I had a soul for every time I heard that." I brushed another apple clean with my long pink sleeve. I was a fashionable guy; I liked to dress well, probably compensating for my ugly looks. Isn't that why we all get dressed, covering up our fat asses, ugly bellies, and scrawny features? I just got a red face and horns, that's all. My ass is fine, by the way. "Look Lady Shallot, you are bound by the rules of the universe. And the universe demands balance."
"So?" She looked puzzled--I love that look on people when I start to talk reason. Do I give the impression that I can't talk reason?
"In order for Sorrow, that new kingdom you've just granted to Angel and Carmilla to abide by the universe's rules, you need me as a balance. You've created all good things for them. And the universe, in its most annoyingly mysterious way, doesn't like that. Where there is good, there is always ... ahem ... evil."
"You want me to let you into Sorrow?" she sat back, defeated, knowing that what I just said was true. She couldn't do anything about it. It was against the cosmic laws to create a place purely good or purely evil--except Hell of course, which was basically Switzerland. Believe me, there is always Switzerland, even when it comes to the Gods.
"But if I do that, I'd be conspiring with you," she said.
"But you will do that," I smiled. "You know why? Because good people's biggest pet peeve is that they like to follow the law, which they created in the first place. And laws, however intricate, are flawed." I have always loved that moment. Imagine a serial killer who kills so many victims. The good policeman catches him, and then the court releases the killer, because the policeman didn't read him his rights. Gotta love human laws and logic.
"I need to escape that Abraham Van Helsing beating down my ass," I said. "I mean my tail. Let me into Sorrow."
"What makes you think I won't send him after you in Sorrow?" she wondered.
"I know you will, and that I will have to escape him there again," I explained. "Let's say I just need a fresh start." In my dictionary, a “fresh start” had always been the chance to do the mistakes all over again.
So long story short, Lady Shallot couldn't do anything against me having access to the ripe new Kingdom of Sorrow. Little did she know that I needed to go there for a reason.
Escaping that Dreamhunter, I needed to transfer my soul to an entity that didn't sleep. This way Abraham Van Helsing couldn't enter my dreams and kill me. And I had decided… what better place to hide my soul but in a puppet. Brilliant idea, right?
Courtesy applause, please?
I am genius.
The puppet had to be made of a certain wood though, to take me in through a spell of course. It had to be made out of Juniper Tree wood, a curly tree that had eyes at the end of its branches.
Sorrow was one of the few places in the world where these trees grew. And a man named Ghepetto was one of the few woodcutters in Sorrow who made puppets out of it.
So here I come, Gheppeto of Sorrow!
Like I said previously, Ghepetto was a lonely puppet maker who prayed to have a son--a long time before marrying and fathering Hansel and Gretel.
For a couple of days I pondered whether to trap my soul in one of his puppets or not.--and please stop asking whether I have a soul or not. I have something that makes me move and talk, whatever you want to call it.
Even though the spell would save me from my pursuer, I had no spell to get me out of it afterwards--going back to my Hell Children in a puppet uniform would have been the end of me.
One night though, I had no choice. The Dreamhunters had entered Sorrow and spotted me strangling a squirrel. Like today's kids love killing zombies, I had a thing for choking squirrels.
The Dreamhunters followed me through the forest, and I ended up back in Ghepetto's cottage. Panting, I rummaged through his puppets and looked for a puppet I liked. My specifications were modest; lean limbs, oiled, and the hardest wood available. I needed a mobile puppet I can walk and travel in. Finally, I came upon one puppet that looked like a boy; probably Ghepetto's dream child or something. The puppet also had a neat hat with feathers next to it. I told you…I had always been into fashion.
As the Dreamhunters were questioning Ghepetto by the door, I recited my spell to trap my body and soul inside the puppet.
It wasn't a hard task. It hurt a little, and the migraine was unbearable, but then I was finally in.
When the Dreamhunters entered the cottage, Ghepetto was showing them that he had nothing but puppets inside. They were going mad, unable to find me.
And my most devious plan was working like a charm.
For two days, I struggled with making the puppet's legs and hands move. The spell surely trapped me inside, but to be capable of moving the limbs took some training. Like someone who'd just implanted a new leg, and needed his brain to send the right signals to move it.
I managed to jerk a leg and hand for a while, but not move and walk. Staying trapped in this damn puppet, looking inside-out had been real torture.
A week later, I was finally in control.
Ghepetto seemed to have a certain liking to my puppet, repeatedly enhancing a limb here and a hand there. He had an infatuation with my nose, oiling it and smoothing it day after day. Above all, Ghepetto had a name for me: Pinocchio.
Pino for short, which was a derivative word of timber or something in Italian.
I waited until Ghepetto left and decided to go out for a walk, to explore the world in my new body.
Standing in front of the mirror, I pulled my hat off, but then I saw that my horns stuck out through the puppets head. Some horns, those, I seethed. I put the hat on again, gluing it to my head so I wouldn't get exposed, and went out for a walk.
The world was actually fun for a walking puppet. I'd sprawl on the ground next to the School of Sorrow, waiting for a child to pick me up, and then scare the shit out of them. The child would run hysterically, informing his teachers of the talking malevolent puppet, and no one would believe him.
I walked to the forest. Strangled me some squirrels, scared some sheep, and befriended an air-headed elephant who couldn't differentiate between a puppet and a monkey--don't ask me why they had an elephant in Sorrow.
Slowly, I discovered that being a puppet wasn't that bad. There was no evil I couldn't do being short and wooden.
Ghepetto took great care of me; dressing me up, and talking to me as if I were alive. I reckoned he desperately needed a child, so I talked back to him.
Ghepetto fainted the first time, but then I convinced him that I was a miracle sent to him from the Gods--the oldest trick in the book to elude people.
It worked for a while, but frankly Ghepetto was boring; too good, too naïve, and utterly without edge. I despised those kinds of people; not because they were lamely good, but because I believed they were just that way because they didn't learn the art of evil. Wanna prove to me you’re good? Go study the art of evil first, and then come talk to me about judgment day and repentance.
The time came when the Dreamhunters gave up looking for me, thinking I had died on my own or something. They had also become alliances with the king, Angel Von Sorrow, fighting Night Sorrow's army on the borders.
It was time for me to find a way out of this horrible puppet I was trapped inside.
Asking around, sniffing evil, I found myself in front of a Candy House, where an old witch named Baba Yaga lived.
The first time I talked to her, she was going to eat me. Then she found me useless, and not tasty being made from wood.
"Someone cooked you too much, little human," she noted.
Amazingly, telling her that I was Lucifer the devil, the Prince of Darkness, had no impact on her. Evil in Sorrow had exceeded all expectations; I was just another guy practicing the profession.
In the end, Baba Yaga told me that my last hope would be the Piper.
"The Piper?" I tried to grimace, but the wood didn't help.
"I am not going to repeat his name again," she said, chewing on a brewed flesh of some kid, spitting out the bones. "It's bad luck. But yes, it's him. He doesn't live in Sorrow. You will have to cross the oceans back to find him."
"I would do that, if I only knew how he'd be capable of helping me," I said.
"It's easy," she said. "You sell him your soul, and he will free you from your entrapment in this Pinocchio body."
"Sell him my soul?!" I burst out. "I am the one who makes people sell their souls to me!"
"We'll, the day has come for you to sell your soul to him."
"And who is he, to sell my soul to?" I stomped my wooden foot.
"He is all-dark, all-evil, beyond your imagination." She spit out another bone that fell right before me. I cringed. The bone looked so much like wood.
"And who am I?" I protested. "I thought I was all-evil, all-feared and despised," I knelt before her. "Please tell me I am still the most despised in this world?"
"You're the most embarrassing at the moment, that's for sure," she gave me that look. "You don't even eat children. Why do you think you're the most evil? You're just celebrity. Maybe you caused a hassle up there in Fairy Heaven, but we both know you're more reputation than real evil. Now don't waste my time, and go get yourself on a ship across the ocean. Go look for the Piper, and beg him to accept buying your soul."
In my frustration, I darted out the door and ran out to the forest, crying like I had never cried before--I just remembered, I had never cried before!
It was the worst feeling in the world, knowing that you're not the number one evil entity. That you're not the most despised, the most hated. I can't explain how much it hurt.
In my moment of weakness, the universe decided to make real fun of me. It sent me a fox.
Mr. Fox talked to me, as if it was normal to talk to puppets. He made it look easy, and he came across as understanding. Even when I explained that I was the devil trapped in a puppet, he believed me. He advised me to live my life, until I found this Piper and sold him my soul.
"So you have heard of the Piper before?" I asked, sounding naïve, my confidence shattered.
"It almost everyone's dream to sell their soul to the Piper," The Fox leaned forward, as if he didn't want anyone to hear him. "Did you know that the most famous musicians have sold their souls to the Piper?"
"Are you saying no one's ever wanted to sell his soul to me, the devil?"
"Well for one, if I were you, I wouldn't tell anyone I am the devil in that puppet outfit," the Fox noted. "And two, we both know that people don't want to sell their souls to you. You make them do it, using their weakness. It's pretty sneaky and disrespectful. I am a Fox, so I know what I am talking about when I say sneaky."
"So what do you suggest I do now?" I asked the Fox.
"There is a nameless Puppet Master who entertains the Queen of Sorrow and her friends. He is the man who buys Ghepetto's puppets regularly. I suggest you go attend his show, and become one of his puppets."
"You want me to work? I never worked for anyone in my life, even the Gods," I folded my wooden arms and looked away.
"Well, you will work for the Puppet Master, I tell you that," the Fox said. "He knows how to find the Piper."
"Really?" I was aware of sounding like a child. My reputation as a badass devil was really diminishing.
The Fox showed me the way to the Puppet Master, carrying me like any other puppet.
The Puppet Master didn't like way I looked. He said that he wanted to give me new legs and arms, and he hated my nose. The sneaky Fox agreed, and was paid a hefty price, using me--I hope my children in Hell never hear this part of the story about me. I had been double-crossed by a Fox.
When the Puppet Master started cutting my legs and hands to pieces, I had to scream. It hurt, like going back to Heaven and apologizing to the Gods.
"What kind of demon are you?" The Puppet Master flashed a cross at me.
"Put that away, please," I sighed. "It doesn't work, not even on vampires. Besides, I am a talking puppet. Why would you fear me?" I did a little dance for him, and the man laughed and relaxed. Funny how you can disarm anyone in this world by pretending you are a fool.
"Can you do that dance in front of the queen?" he asked.
"I will do anything," I offered. "As long as you tell me how to find the Piper. The Fox said you know him, right?"
"Of course, I know the Piper," the Puppet Master said proudly. "But you will have to work for me for a while, before I tell you how to reach him."
"Deal," I offered a hand for shaking, something I had never done before. People usually sign in blood for my deals.
The Puppet Master took my three-finger hand and shook it.
The days went by, and I had become the queen's most favorable puppet in the shows. When she asked my master how I talked, he claimed it was magic. I didn't care. I wanted to keep my end of the deal, until he told me how to reach the Piper.
But like the Fox used me, so did the Puppet Master. He trapped me in a bird's cage when I wasn't performing, and stole the money I made. He even tried to cut my tongue out once when I cursed him repeatedly in my devil's voice--but sorry master, puppets ain't got no tongue!
Even when I decided to scare him with my horns from under the hat, he laughed at me and tried to sell me for the highest bidding price – as a devil.
"New devil, caught by me: has horns, curses all the time, and is so evil, it's so funny." He tempted others to buy me for a golden egg.
Sadly, ironically, and most unexplainable, no one wanted to buy me.
What kind of world was Sorrow, I mean really? Where do people sell devils as if they were exotic parrots, and where in the world wouldn't you want to buy me?!
Days went by again, and I eavesdropped on the Puppet Master--did I tell you it was my favorite sin? It's a shame it's not listed in the Ten Commandments. "Though shall not eavesdrop!" That would have been golden.
Anyways, where was I?
Yes, I heard my master say that he'd never heard of the Piper before.
In what world is the devil such a fool? Ahem. Fool me once, you're a sneaky Fox. Fool me twice, and I'll kill ya!
Are you starting to feel my nerves and anger rising? Don't say I haven't warned you.
So I waited for my next show, where I played Hamlet in a puppet play for the queen. Instead of killing my mother--or whatever that weird stuff Shakespeare wrote--I went berserk and killed them all. Think Hitchcock's Psycho--I know it hadn't come out yet. Or think The Count of Monte Christo on LSD.
Slash, swoosh, and snap. I chopped off wooden heads with stiffened features and too many colors--ever noticed how puppets are so creepy, and they play them for the kids? Then I broke the puppets legs with my wooden hands, enjoying the sound of the crack, and the splinters of timber flying all around. Then I walked over and brought a chainsaw and went zigzag on them.
It really felt good. A devil needs to flush away all the anger once in a while.
The funny thing was that the queen and her friends clapped their hand enthusiastically. They called it the best show they'd ever seen. Gotta really ask why people love violence so much. As long as it isn't their head chopped off, or their chest taking the bullet, they are ok with it. You've got yourself the best play of the year, a blockbuster, and an academy award.
The Puppet Master didn't have time to get back at me. I chopped his head off and broke his bones, as if her were a doll.
That's when the queen's audience began wondering if something was slightly off in the show.
Fleeing my bad experience as a marionette, I ran away from the queen's castle, after someone had finally suggested I was the...
No, they still didn't get it that I was the devil, or a demon possessing a puppet. To them, I was the Demon Worm that bore holes in their children's teeth. And I ended up hunted by the queen's huntsmen, who were ironically the Dreamhunters, chasing me and not knowing I was the Devil.
Can you believe this shit?
Anyhow, someone knocked me on my wooden head, and I felt birds circling me before I fainted.
Hours later, I thought I'd wake up in the queen's castle, but I woke up tied on a bed in a dark tower.
The first someone I saw was that short hunch-man who'd knocked me down. Igor the Magnificent, he called himself. He had an uglier face than mine, and a silver tooth.
"Master," he said, talking to someone. "It's alive!"
Jacob Carl Grimm came checking me out--I didn't know him at the time, but the man was some kind of Dr. Frankenstein, having cut off my arms and legs, and using real people's limbs instead. I was like a mouse lab. Even worse, a chicken lamb.
Now to get things straight, you know that Dr. Frankenstein was never the name of the monster, but the name of the lunatic doctor who formed the operation, right? Just thought I’d clear that matter, for I may be a devil, but I don't like history forged and misunderstood.
So back to the suspense…me laying on my back, tied to the bed, and being experimented on.
"You think this one will work?" Igor asked Jacob.
"Does it talk?" Jacob asked, with a pipe in his mouth. He looked like a Freud: he thought he was.
"I do talk you miserable human Minikins!" I shouted. "Now let me go. I need to find the Piper."
"How is it that his face is wooden and he is able to talk, master?" Igor asked Jacob.
"I have no idea." “Jacob the pretentious,” poked my wooden face, and I spat on him.
"He is wild," Igor chuckled. "I know he is made of wood, but I swear I saw him run like a kangaroo."
"I believe you, Igor," Jacob said. "I just wonder how the goat's leg fitted with his wooden body. He moves it flawlessly."
I had goat’s legs now?
I was going so mad, my wooden face was about to burn to ashes, "Why are you talking to each other as if I am not here?" I yelled, then decided to pull off my goat’s leg and arms, and free myself.
Igor tried to catch me, but I hopped on one leg, like a one-legged kangaroo, and reached for my original leg and arm stowed aside. I jumped from the tower, fell many floors down, but nothing happened to me. I was just a piece of wood, and I had to escape the madness in Sorrow. Crazy puppeteers, women who ate children and spat the bones, and a wannabe Dr. Frankenstein.
I spent the day after knitting, gluing, and nailing myself together, miraculously learning that my wood mended itself once connected.
I ran to the shore and snuck through with the luggage into the first ship leaving Sorrow. A ship called the Jolly Roger.
Hiding in barrels and bags for days was intolerable; let alone each stupid passenger picking me up, playing with me, and then leaving me somewhere else. I stood trapped in my carcass of this cursed puppet for hours, listening to the silliest jokes and having to experience the most “laughable” gestures a man can do to a puppet. I mean play with me all you like; clap my hand like an idiot, spread my feed you pervert, and wiggle my nose. But checking my groin to know if I am a male or female is preposterous.
And if you're wondering about my nose, whether it got longer when I lied or not, let's save that for another diary--I spared all my nose stories from this one. There are much more important things in a puppet than a nose.
Also, having been trapped in this moron puppet soul for some time made me stupid. It took some time to understand that this was a pirate ship. Well, I had questioned the crew's drinking behavior and weird songs, but maybe I had been occupied with trying to find the Piper. The crew sang songs like Dead Man Chest, where they described fifteen men dying for a chest on what they called a Treasure Island; a hunt that had been lead by the ever devious John Long Silver. Supposedly a dear friend of the man, had a hook for one hand and owned this ship. They just called him that, “the man with the hook,” and preferred not to mention him much. They said he was away on a trip, trying to save another friend of his called, “Captain Ishmael,” who had been obsessed with hunting a whale in the ocean.
Who hunts a whale for shrimp's sake!
I had also questioned the pirates’ sense of fashion, which really suited me, I have to say. I even swore I'd get myself one of their suits, once I freed myself from the puppet. And the single eye patch…don't get me started, fantabulous.
One night, I woke up to the sound of a scary man with a gushy voice like he had crabs clapping in his throat. He had a huge beard, wore mascara on his eyes, and spoke Scottish English. His hand were wrapped in cheap clinking bracelets made of cheap clinking things, and sometimes cheap human bones--he said those were whale's bones, but you know that lies are the only constant truth in humanity, right?
The most important thing about this man was that he was the man with the hook. He'd returned from his unsuccessful hunt for the whale with that Ishmael friend, and strangely he had a name for the whale.
Get this. Moby Dick.
Why you would call a whale “dick?” I don't want to even think bout it.
Hook; let's call him that, for no one spoke of his True Name, had a hook instead of a hand. Besides waving it left and right, and masterfully shooting bullets the shape of smaller hooks from it, he liked to clean the gaps between his brass teeth with it as well.
But Hook was badass, I have to say--a great compliment from a guy like me. He had been so angry for not catching that “dick” whale, and decided the only way to make him feel better was to send two of his pirates overboard, and let them drown in the endless ocean.
How haven't I thought of that when I ruled Hell?
Hook did it in a strange way. He lined all his fellow pirates on deck, and pointed at them with his hook in a random way, singing, “Eery, menu, mint, moe. Who's to live, and who's to go?”
Don't ask me what it meant. Hook sang and drank his beer, laughing loudly, until his “go” landed on a pirate, and he kicked him out into the ocean.
"No one ever survived that ocean," one of the pirated whispered to his friends. "The creatures in the ocean eat anything that's human. Good bye, Billy Bones," he waved at the pirate sinking in the ocean.
"I feel much better now," Hook hailed, and threw his bottle towards where I was hiding. I had to duck to avoid it.
The next morning, Hook woke up, folded out a magical map of all the ships in the seas, and oceans in front of him. It was seriously better than any GPS or navigating system I had ever seen. Again, Hook, played his little game and picked up another random ship, and decided to raid it, rob it, burn it, steal it, and sink it.
This man was on the verge of becoming my idol.
The pirates hailed, happy they had something to do for the day, and sailed to the ship.
I must admit I envied Hook. I wished I was like him, bluntly killing people here and there, choosing them randomly with no moral--or immoral-compass. I mean, I had always corrupted and seduced people after studying them for a while and learning their weaknesses. How had I never thought about this random behavior? If I wanted to be badass, I had to kill and corrupt people randomly. That was fun.
Side note: I swore that when I left this body, I was going to write my diaries and become rich. I was going to call it: The Immoral Compass: tips and tricks from the Prince of Puppets. Ah, I mean the Prince of Darkness. It will teach how to mess up everything around you, and feel good about it.
I secretly hailed and clapped my hands and legs as the pirates raided a helpless ship in the sea. It was full of women, children, and elders. Beautiful. The pirates where vicious. They didn't talk or ask, or show any kind of mercy. More importantly, they did it with beers in their hands and grins on their faces.
I wanted to go to find the Piper right now and say to him, “I will sell you my soul, only if you make me a pirate!”
No wonder all kids wanted to be pirates. I felt like a kid, and wanted to be one too. It was a moment of epiphany. How could I not feel like a kid in my puppet soul?
Each day and night, Hook woke up, picked a ship at random, and raided it. And I couldn't help but fall in love with him more.
Impulsively, I decided to introduce myself. I told him that I talked, that I was the devil trapped in this body, and that I didn't need to find the Piper anymore, if he would let me work for him.
"So you're the devil himself?" Hook gulped, and laughed at me with his fellow pirates.
"I am," I pleaded. "You have to believe me. Look at my horns," I took off my hat.
"I never thought much of the devil anyway," Hook said. "He could wipe my dirty arse clean of my shit, I mean sins, as far as I am concerned," he laughed again. "But I am amused with a Rabbit that can talk."
"I'm not a Rabbit," I explained. "I am a puppet. All wood," I knocked on my head.
"He isn't a Rabbit?" Hook frowned, consulting his crew.
"We're not really sure, Hook," they said. "We've lived in the ocean since we were born. We've never been on land as we're not allowed to, so we never saw a Rabbit."
"He sure has two ears like a rabbit," Hook said. "So what kind of work do you want to do for me, puppet? Want to clean the bathrooms? Entertain the pirates with a little dance, maybe?"
"No," I begged. "I want to be a pirate. I am striving to hurt somebody, kill someone, and cause chaos. It's in my nature. It's what I like to do."
"Are you capable of killing?" Hook asked.
"I killed my Puppet Master with a chainsaw. If you give me a sword, I will show you I can kill. And I can steal."
Hook rubbed his long beer-wet beard, thinking it over. He seemed reluctant.
"Please?" I got on my knees and prayed. "My name is Pinocchio. Pinocchio the Pirate. I think it sounds gritty."
"Stand up, Pinocchio," Hook said with a serious face. "Do you even know who I am?"
"Of course, I know. You're the man with the hook, the scariest and most evil pirate in the sea." I stretched out my hands theatrically, remembering the days when I used to act in the puppet show.
Hook took a moment, before he burst out laughing again. His pirates followed, pointing at my naïveté. They laughed so hard, they held their stomachs from the pain.
"Did I say something wrong?" I put my hat back on.
"You think I am evil?" Hook caught his breath and wondered.
"But you must be," I blinked, confused. "Maybe you don't like to think of yourself like that, but you're the greatest evil I have ever seen."
"Why would you say that?" Hook still laughed.
"Look at you," I waved. "You pick people randomly from the map and raid their ships. I haven't seen a greater evil. I mean, I never did things as random when I was the devil."
"He thinks I am evil," Hook waved his hook in the air and laughed again. "Well, to the untrained eye, I might seem so. But I am sorry, Pinocchio. I can't let you work for me." Hook grabbed me with his hook. "I honestly don't know how to deal with a devil when I meet one, because I am only concerned with the ocean. So I am going to throw you in it, like anyone else I have no use for."
I tried to free myself from his grip, but it was impossible. I was just a little thing, and he had an arm as thick as my whole body, "But wait," I begged again. "I need to know who you are. At least tell me that before I die."
"If you can't figure it out yourself, then you're as dumb as wood," Hook laughed. "Think of it. Who has the right to do evil things and aren't considered evil, even by the Gods? If you can solve that riddle, you will know who I am," he roared, and threw me like pebble out in the ocean.
As I splashed into the water, awaiting my darkened fate, I couldn't stop thinking about Hook. I couldn't solve the puzzle.  Who the heck was he?  How was there someone who did evil under the eyes of the Gods, and they still liked him?
I let myself sink deep toward the bottom, knowing there were no other ships for me out there. And even if I found another ship, it was probably destined to be raided by Hook in a couple of days.
Sitting, cross legged, on the ocean's floor, fish swimming around me, I realized that Hook had the power to do whatever he wanted, with no consequence. Whoever he really was, I envied him greatly.
I know, I am repeating myself, but I just can't help it. I had to know who he was.
One of the few advantages of being a puppet was that I didn't breathe. I could stay in the ocean forever, and not die. The water wasn't really good for my skin, wood I mean, but I could survive for a while at least. I was afraid of whatever creatures lurked in the ocean, those the pirates had talked about. They'd said the ocean ate anything human.
It was only a day later when I was introduced to Mr. Shark, eating away every fish around me. I paddled to the left and the right trying to escape him, but he still found me. He stopped in front of me, and looked at me for a while. Something he doesn't normally do. He was pondering whether I was edible or not. Surprisingly, he bit me.
The moment was longer than I'd expected. The shark bit lightly on my arm, and spit away. He didn't like me, and I was flattered.
I wasn't human and I had no flesh. To him, I was useless. He swam away from me, and I felt great.
But not for long.
A great swirl waved inside the water suddenly, and the world spun around me. I couldn't hold onto anything, and found myself pulled into a spiral water twister.
What the holy shrimp was going on?
The twister sucked me into a dark place with thousands of other sea creatures with bulging and appalled eyes like me.
"What is going on?" an oversized shrimp talked to me underwater--gotta love this nonsense world.
"How the heck should I know?" I bubbled out, spiraling upside down into darkness.
I had managed to float on the surface of this strange flood in the ocean, paddling like an eight-legged frog. The first thing I saw was a wall of white zigzags, which clapped shut from above and below. Had I entered some kind of cave with teeth for a door?
A while later, I saw too many things entering the cave with me; chairs, guns, tree branches, barrels, and infinite amounts of small fish. I had even come across a bed, seized the opportunity, and hopped on it.
The water began slowing down as I entered a hollower place, with an enormously high arched ceiling. It looked as if it was made of bones. But whose bones where that big?
"Over here!" voices summoned me.
I looked and saw three old men in their nightgowns; brewing tea, and sitting around a table nailed on the back of a floating log on the water. They didn't look distressed by the situation.
"What is this place?" I asked, having rowed closer in my bed.
"God's punishment," one old man said.
"We call it the cave of sin," another said.
"One day, a long time ago, we escaped a cannibalistic tribe and hid in a cave, caring only for ourselves, and leaving our families behind," the third man explained, pouring the tea. "We slept and prayed that it would all be over when we woke up. When we woke up, we found ourselves in this cave instead."
"It's punishment for not standing up for our families," the first one said. "I think we're in Hell."
"Who knew the tea would be that good in Hell," another chuckled.
"You're not in Hell, you morons!" I was about to scream, pull out my hair, and bounce on the bed.
"And how do you know, piece of wood?" another one snickered. Wow, wood had become an insult here.
"Because I am the devil," I said. "Piece of human stupidity," I admit, not the best of come backs, but I was furious.
"And I am Santa Claus," one of them chuckled.
"Seriously?" I frowned. "You don't question a puppet that talks, and can't believe that I am the devil?"
"A puppet that talks is a sign from the Gods," the third man said. "A devil in a dire situation like this is a joke."
I wasn't going to argue with people who'd lived inside a cave, making tea for what looked like years. But wait. This couldn't be a cave. It didn't make sense. I was inside something organic, something that was alive. I could sense it breathing and puffing, causing a slight bending in the walls.
Sailing away from the three stooges, I glimpsed writings on the walls--bones, I mean. It looked like someone had been here for some time, enough to fill a certain space with endless writings, which he'd carved with some sharp stone. And it definitely wasn't the three stooges. They were too dumb to do anything like that.
Closer, I saw that all the words were the same. The previous prisoner of this place, whomever he or she was, wrote only two words everywhere; two words explaining where I was exactly, and frustrating me even more: Moby Dick.
I was inside the whale Hook was trying to catch, and it was huge like a small town of its own. My options of getting out were almost none.
I slumped back in the bed, wondering what kind of fate this was, trapped in a puppet that was imprisoned in a whale. It was as if I had been inside a Russian matryoshka doll.
In another diary, I may write about the days I spent inside the whale, trying to start a new life with my three lunatic neighbors. I spent so much time inside, I wondered why I hadn't grown a puppet's beard yet.
Then one day I decided I needed to leave this whale's belly. I couldn't swim toward its mouth because it was a long shot.  Whenever I tried to, an incoming tide throttled me back again among the whale's other favorite meals.
"If you want to get out, you have to pray to God," one of three stooges told me.
"I am beyond prayer," I mumbled. "Maybe you can pray for me."
"We have been for a while, but it looks like the Gods don't like us," another tea-pouring old bum said. "Why do you think that is the case?"
"Maybe because you're stupid?" I mumbled.
But then, out of sheer shits and giggles, I got on my wooden knees and prayed to God to save me, and get me out of here.
The result?
I felt sleepy. Who knew prayer makes you feel so relaxed? It was better than sleeping pills or yoga. I decided I'd try that occasionally later, since I was sure the Gods weren’t going to answer my prayer, not even when I was disguised as a puppet.
The next morning, I woke up to an awful smell inside the whale.
"What the heck is that?" I tried not to inhale, standing to my feet. Even a puppet couldn't stand that horrible smell.
"It's a horde of Zorillas," ones of stooges said. The other two had already fainted.
"What's a Zorilla?" I asked.
"This!" he pointed at a number of striped polecats that had arrived with another tide. Who knew what the whale was thinking, swallowing awful smelling creatures like that? The smell was so intoxicating, I felt my horns numbing to an inevitable cold.
"And what will we do now?" I screamed.
"It's our fate," the old douche said. "We're destined to die from an awful smell. What a harsh death the Lord has bestowed on us."
"Tell you what," I said impatiently, escaping the Polecats. "I had enough of you. Please die like your two other friends, and just leave me be."
I swam away, wondering if the Gods had been upset with me yesterday saying my prayers, so they sent me polecats to kill me mockingly. But it just couldn't be. In my opinion, the Gods needed me; if there wasn't someone like me being blamed for everything bad in this world, how could they be Gods, the symbol of all things good?
The answer to the argument in my head came a moment later, when the whale's stomach that I lived in began churning. It was like a hurricane inside of him, the water acting like a twister again, and sucking me in. It was a good thing, though. The whale couldn't stomach the smelly polecats, and was puking.
Hallelujah! The whale was puking, and I was going to be spit out, among other things.
As I was thrown out back to the sea, I learned for the first time that the Gods worked in mysterious ways, indeed. First, they answered my prayers by sending me the smelly polecats, then the cats made the whale puke, so I could get out.
I swam away as fast as I could from the whale. Again, I was paddling for my life inside the ocean, but I was happy about it this time.
And finally, after a day or so, I reached the shore of a mysterious island.
I knocked a coconut down from a tree and treated myself with it, my back to a palm tree and the sun slanted on my skin--I mean wood, of course.
Note: I had to imagine how coconuts tasted because as a puppet, I didn't need to eat, nor did I posses the ability to eat. I relied on my older memories.
The Island was empty, but sunny and full of yellows and greens. It never rained and no ships came by, but the place was all my own. I felt like this was my reward after all the hardships I had been through in my short life as a puppet--huh, this was even harder than being human.
But as I sat there on top of a palm tree pondering the wisdom of my journey, I realized that I was in much conflict as I had never been before. I mean, I was just a silly thug who disobeyed the Gods, and wanted to seduce each human for revenge. Why would the Gods answer my prayer, and even reward me with an island all by myself? The last time I checked, they had sent the Dreamhunters after me, to kill me.
Was that because, like I had contemplated before, they couldn't live without me? That they needed me as a dark-ended mirror, so they would shine on the other side? And if so, should I be thankful, or use it against them and expand my army of evil?
Shut up, a voice inside me slapped my wooden cheek. You are useless. What army are you talking about, when you can't even free yourself from this puppet form? Did you forget you were looking for the Piper in the first place?
I didn't want to get cheek-slapped again, so I didn't argue with my inner voice, but I decided to neglect it--a thorough solution to most annoying things in the world, by the way.
Walking through the island, I saw a wooden sign dug into the sand. It said: “Robinson Crusoe was here.”
I got so furious and dug out the sign and burned it, replacing it with another one:
“The devil, recently known as Pinocchio, Prince of Puppets and this island, was here.”
A little lower, and in much smaller writing, it said: “p.s. fuck Robinson Crusoe.”
I rubbed my hands free of the sand, and felt really good. I mean, what does a devil want but to find meaning in life after a long journey of turmoil and troubles? Here I was, prince of my own island, given a second chance to start all over again.
Yes, Lord, I got your message. I repent.
I realized that I had just become a rehabilitated citizen in the kingdom of the Gods, and I sank to my knees with tears in my eyes--well they weren't tears, but splashes from the sea to suit the occasion.
I decided that I wasn't going to play devil anymore; that I would be a new-born devil, and that I was going to accept this wooden and useless body the Gods had given me without complaints.
It was a precious moment that could have changed the rest of humanity's history, if only I hadn't heard the sound of zombies showing from behind the trees in the forest.
I stood paralyzed, about to cry real tears now. The hordes of zombies were many, and were approaching. This wasn't heaven. It was Zombie Island.
"Brains!" They moaned, limping and crawling toward me, while I had nowhere to escape but to the ocean.
I couldn't believe what was happening to me. After all I had been through, I was going to get eaten by zombies?
To top it off, a small boat arrived at that same moment to the island. Men and women, who looked as if they had been lost in the sea for a while, boarded off, still not noticing the approaching zombies. I dug a hole for me in the sand, and planned on burying my puppet body. I didn't need to breathe after all.
As I dug, I was amazed the zombies missed me, and walked farther to the humans from the boat. They attached them one by one, children, men, and women. Blood spattered on my new island, which I wanted to be my Heaven.
I stood paralyzed, watching the massacre until the zombies noticed my presence, and turned back to me. In my frustration, I figured that dying had been my fate all along, so I didn't run or resist. I gave in to the heavy weight of living, and let the zombies eat me alive.
Now historians will strongly oppose my story, because how could I have died when the world still suffers from evil until this very day?
Well, for one, and for the bazillionth time, it's not always me who caused monstrosity and catastrophe. In fact, the Gods do a lot of it. You think I can create a tsunami or earthquake on my own?
Secondly, the historians are right about one part. I didn't die that day--although I wanted to. How did I survive? I am embarrassed to say it was Devine intervention.
When the zombies began eating my brain, they discovered I had no brain. It was just a piece of wood, and it could talk, which confused them greatly. They'd wasted most of what was already left of their teeth to eat me, and it didn't work.
"Wood, you see?" I knocked on my head, and smiled feebly. "Nothing to eat."
If they'd have just left me alone that day, things would have been really different. But they didn't. To my surprise, they knelt down and began worshipping me.
It took me a moment to realize what was going on. To the zombies, I was the only uneatable human. I was made from wood, and I could talk. I was everything they needed in a God, someone invincible they could not hurt. If I hadn't achieved the status of a living legend among humans, I succeeded with zombies, who actually had been human at some point in their lives. 
As they knelt before me, I realized that I had become king of the zombies. I told you, fuck Robinson Crusoe, whoever that was.
Of course, the title came spattered with blood and gelatinous junks of brain leftovers. I had to lull ships to the island, and let my army feed on them. No matter what I did, I couldn't escape my nature. I was the freakin' devil, and mischief and mayhem followed me everywhere.
Then one night, after my children zombies had eaten, I woke up to a rumble on the island. At first I thought it was some kind of seaquake. But then, and to make my miserable story short, I discovered that my island was on the back of a...
Yeah, you guessed that right. We were living on the top of a whale that had been asleep for months, and had just woke up to sink us all to the deepest abyss of the sea. Years later, I discovered the whale was Moby Dick, again! Can you believe that?
As the sea cradled me to the left and the right, I ended up where it all had started, back to the Kingdom of Sorrow.
It's really, ironic, miserable, and mysterious that no matter what we seek out there in life, we always come back to where it all began. A place we usually call home. We hate it, and sometimes loathe it. But in the end, it's all that really mattered from the beginning; not the world outside, but home.
But when we come back, we are different people, having rather benefited or hurt from the journey in the outside world. People would tell you there is a great wisdom behind the journey. I never understood it. Frankly, I didn't know which one I was. Had I been blessed or cursed?
I let Ghepetto hug me and welcome me back, fitting me on my old place on the shelf.  Home sweet home.
After kissing me good night, I sat there like a real puppet; inanimate and creepy, without the slightest life buzzing out of me. I even let a cockroach walk over my nose, and I didn't flinch.
Unable to understand the wisdom of my journey, I listened to the night outside. Maybe someone out there had a clue why I was born, and what I was destined for.
Then I heard someone playing the flute outside. It was a crazy melody, hypnotic yet seductive--in later years, I realized it was The Magic Flute by Mozart; years before he'd written it.
I jumped to my feet and walked into the moonlit forest, curious about the flute and the player.
Then there in the middle of the forest, I saw him, along shades of darkness with skeleton hands, playing his flute. There was nothing else to see about him, and I wasn't willing to get any closer. The man scared me like no one I had laid my eyes upon before--if I could call him a man.
A magpie landed on his shoulder as he said, "I heard you want to sell me your soul."
"I do, Piper," I knelt and laced my hands in front of me. "In exchange for getting me out of this puppet's body. I sailed the world for you."
"Are you willing to pay the price for your wish?" he asked, as the magpie fluttered its wing briefly.
"Anything you ask of me," I said.
"Your wish is granted," he said. "From now on, you'll return to your old job as fallen angel. Now, you are the Prince of Puppets."
"Prince of Darkness, you mean."
"You got that wrong," the Piper said. "When you seduce humans and play them like marionettes, you're Prince of Puppets, not darkness. You will control their threads, and make them think it's their own idea to insure evil."
"But humans are mostly horrible on their own." I preached.
"Isn't that beautiful?" the Piper said. He voice implied a bitter smile--years later, I learned he was remembering how the elders of Hamlin had let him down. "I won't ask much of you," he added. "Cause all the mayhem you want. I won't judge you. All you have to do is to find me the descendants of the Lost Seven. Scrape the earth for them, and hand them to me," he fisted his skeleton hand. "Hand me their families, their children, and their loved ones. Do what a devil has to do to find them," he said, and walked away as my body was returning to its ordinary form. "You will also be capable of taking shapes of humans to assist you in your search," he clicked his skeleton fingers, and turned me into the shape of young, blond nobleman.
I let out a sigh, then breathed in all the air I could. Finally. I had returned to what I was born to do.
"Before you go, Piper," I begged to ask one last question that troubled me. It wasn't about Him. I was afraid to know more about him; I couldn't handle that at the moment. It was about someone else, about the man I was dying to know the real identity of. "Who is Hook?" I asked.
The Piper stopped in his place and laughed, "You haven't figured that one out yet?" he said mockingly, without turning to face me.
"A man who chooses people to kill and ships to raid at random and isn't supposed to be evil?" I considered. "No, I haven't figured out who he is."
"But you envy him," the Piper said matter-of-factly, as if he could read through me.
"I do," I raised my chest, admitting my problem. "If a man can do all those horrible things at random; kill, burn, and hurt, and isn't damned by the Gods like me, then I indeed envy him. I need to know why I had been banned from Fairy Heaven when I disobeyed an order, and hadn't done anything like him. I need to know how he gets away with it. Who is he?" I pleaded.
"Hook is the one man you can't argue with. I once heard that even the Gods can't," the Piper said, laughing. His laugh gave me goose bumps.
"Why?" I repeated. "Who is he?"
"He is fate. The one man whom has the divine right to commit evil and not be judged," the Piper said, and walked away.
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The Sleeping Beast
as told by Angel Von Sorrow
 
Diary,
 
I am no man for words. Quill and ink aren't my best friends. Sword and blood are.
I am a warrior, full of pain and conflict, trying to keep my kingdom together, while doing my best not to give in to the beast that I was destined to become.
This diary is going to be short, for I have no intention to talk about me. I am a legend. I don't write about my achievements. Others do.
On second thought, this is not a diary. It's a short confession. A heartbreaking one, even for a man like me who had spilled more blood than shed.
My name is Angel Von Sorrow, proud father of Snow White Von Sorrow...and Black Swan Von Sorrow. One alive; the other, well, who really knows.
I'd like not to write about how I knew Carmilla had been pregnant with twins. Such stories are considered trivial, compared to what I am about to confess.
I suppose there is a famous known incident about me fighting black panthers sent after my daughter by my heartless father. It happened on the night my dear wife bravely risked her life to give birth to one of my daughters, Snow White.
I have heard of many parents telling their children about the bravery of the King of Sorrow before they slept. What they don't tell, because they don't know it, is that something important happened that day…Snow White's birth.
People think I killed the hordes of black panthers chasing my daughter on my own, then came back to save Carmilla. People can think all they like. People don't matter. They make stories in their heads and believe them afterwards, and sometimes fight for that false belief.
If you have been told about the night of Snow White's birth, then you must remember a black panther snatched my daughter from my wife's arms. I had followed it, and brought my child back from between its teeth. That's mostly Carmilla's version, bragging about her husband’s bravery. The problem is that the story wasn't true. Carmilla hadn't seen what really happened in the darkness of the forest, limited by the shortcomings of her human eyes then.
It's not like I hadn't given all my might chasing the black panther who'd just kidnapped my daughter. I hunted it and confronted it in an imaginable fight, my hands against paws, my might against its fierceness, as it dropped Snow White on the ground to fight me.
The black panther's eyes confused me while I fought it. It was different than the other panthers’, although they shone with Night Sorrow's hatred toward me. The panther’s eyes looked like very much like mine, as if it were human. But I thought there was no point in paying attention to this detail as it was attacking me.
I had to kill it, and save my wife and daughter. I had to overcome any unexplainable sentimentalities I felt for the animal.
But then, in the middle of the struggle, the other panthers had surrounded us, nearing Snow White. There was no way I was going to make it; not if the black panther with human eyes hadn't turned around against its own kind with its ferocious paws and long fangs. It was fast and swift in killing, all of them, mercilessly enjoying bestowing all evil upon them. I wondered why it hadn't done the same with me.
I picked up my daughter from the ground and began to run, while the black panther was busy scratching at the skin of the others. But then the panther stopped me again. Its jaw was smeared with blood, and it let out a growling voice from between its bloody fangs where chunks of meat had stuck to them. Slowly, I realized that the panther had no feud with me; it growled and stared at Snow White, as if it was going to attack her and snatch her away again.
But why didn't it?
"I don't know who you are," I said, protecting my daughter in the crook of my armored arms. "But if you let us go, I will do anything you ask of me."
Something shone in the animal's eyes when I said that. It shifted its gaze and padded toward me slowly. Then it brushed its head against my knees, and I thought it said something.
I had heard people claiming they talked to animals in the kingdom, but I wasn't one of them.
"Resurrect me," I heard the panther say, but wasn't sure it moved its lips. It was as if the sound just came from inside it; the sounds of a little girl. "Promise to take me to the Swan Lake," the girl's voice said.
The panther let me go that day, although it still seemed angry with my daughter. She did it after I had patted her and promised her that I would take her to the Swan Lake after saving my wife and child.
I didn't.
Months passed by, and I dreamed about the black panther every night. It usually took the form of a black swan in my dreams. But being occupied with the war against my father on the borders, I never went to Swan Lake, which I knew existed from only the talk of some of my fellow warriors.
One late night, coming back from war, I spent the night outside the castle, pondering why we fought in the first place. I asked myself if war was really necessary; if there could have been another way around it. Although I had been fighting the beast in me for years, wishing for the good in the world to arise, I had never understood war. A bunch of lunatics crashing into another bunch of lunatics, each one praising their own God, own king and queen, and willing to die for them. Some of these warriors could be destined to be great scientists, poets, or just regular fathers and mothers who were important to someone, loved by someone. But in war, your individual worth didn't matter. It was a game of numbers, where the side with most chopped heads on the ground, lost. In war none was considered human, only sticks and stones counted to determine one the winner. Still, with all the logic, I was a warrior. I just couldn't find another way to protect my people.
While thinking that night, I heard a shrieking sound nearby, and began looking for its source. I came upon a dead swan on the ground, some strides away from my wife's chamber. It was a Black Swan, and once I neared it, I heard that voice again, "Take me to the Swan Lake."
This time, I was reminded that I had postponed a promise I had made to the panther that had spared my life. There was no doubt the panther was the swan, or some spirit that possessed both of them.
I picked up the Black Swan and rode to the Swan Lake, thinking maybe this was God’s answer to me, to understand if I should continue my war on the borders or not. Maybe He had something better for me to do.
I assume you have read my wife's diary about meeting Lady Shallot and how we got our sun and moon, so I am not going into the details of the woman I met at the Swan Lake. Her name was Brighid, the Swan Queen. She told me all about how babies in Sorrow were swans before they were born, and how my wife had been ordered by Lady Shallot to come here to lift off her curse to get pregnant. In the end, she told me how the universe demanded balance and how Snow White, my daughter, the White Swan, killed the Black Swan in Carmilla's womb. The Black Swan whom I was holding dead in my arms, who I walked away from in the forest when she was a panther, was actually my own daughter, too.
I sank to my knees on the shores of Swan Lake with moistened eyes, staring at my own baby.
"Who would believe that Angel Von Sorrow would sink on his knees before me," the Swan Queen said. "It was for the good of the world that your Black Swan daughter died."
"How could you even know she was the evil one?" I asked the Swan Queen.
"Black is all things evil, you know that my king," she said. "What do you think the color or Sorrow is? It surely isn't white. Your father, the vicious and heartless Night Von Sorrow controls everything black, doesn't he? Why do you think that is?"
"You can't judge things by its colors, or by its last names," I yelled. "That's one of the humanity's most unforgivable sins. I myself am a Sorrow, but I fought to be good, and I am still a good man."
"For how long, my king? Can you guarantee you'll stay that way forever?" The Swan Queen said. "Do you think Carmilla will stay good forever?"
I didn't know what she was implying. My wife was from a noble descent. Her blood was cleansed of any evil.
But it didn't matter. What mattered was my daughter.
"Why did my daughter ask me to bring her here to Swan Lake," I asked Brighid.
"Snow White had won the war against her in their mother’s womb, and now her spirit roams lost in the world, unless she is brought back to Swan Lake," the Swan Queen said. "It's the dying rules in Sorrow, the way people bury their dead in the earth in other places. The dying should come back to the place of the beginning, for the death and birth are in many ways synonyms of change."
"She couldn't come here by herself?"
The Swan Queen said nothing for a while, as if she was pondering whether to lie to me or not, "The soul of the Swan dies and is never to be resurrected, unless it had been gifted with immortality while alive, or if..." Brighid paused again.
"Or if what?"
"Or if one of her parents brings her to Swan Lake," Brighid said.
"That why she asked me to resurrect her," my heart bloomed with mirth.
"But you have to know my king, resurrecting her is bringing evil to the world," Brighid said. "It's better if you let her die."
"I don't want to let her die," I snapped. "She is my daughter. I understand what Carmilla had to do, and I respect her for that, even when she didn't tell me..."
"She wasn't allowed to."
"I see," I nodded. "And I understand Snow White killing her in the womb so that good prevails. I don't blame her either. But the Black Swan is my daughter. I can't let her die. I want to give her a chance in this world, like I had been given a chance that I wasn't destined for evil."
"And can you bear watching your two daughters on the opposite sides of a war?"
I shrugged and said nothing.
"Haven't you just been thinking how to a avoid war, and why people fought?" The Swan Queen followed.
I realized at that moment that although war was humanity's greatest mistake, it had been unavoidable at the time. Not because it was necessary--but because it was a natural result of some events. Like me now, unable to decline my dead daughter's wish to be resurrected. I just couldn't. Even though I had never seen my daughter in her human form, I couldn't deprive her of a second life if I could give it to her, even knowing that the result could be disastrous.
"I take your silence as a change of mind," Brighid said.
"No," I dared her. "I want to resurrect my Black Swan."
The Swan Queen said nothing for a long time. "I could not argue with my king," she said. "But I will only remind you once more that you might end up seeing your daughters killing each other when they grow up."
"I will do my best to raise them not to," I said. "I believe that people can be taught, and that they can learn. People can change. If I teach them to love each other, this won't happen."
"The problem, my king, is that by fate, they could not live together anymore. In the universe's eye, the Black Swan, even resurrected, can't become a Sorrow. You might be able to give her life, but not control it."
"So where will she go when she is resurrected?" I asked furiously.
"To where she belongs."
I grimaced, not saying a word.
"The other side," Brighid said. "The dark one."
I had to think this over. Would I want to resurrect my daughter to be raised by the hands of evil? Was that a good bargain? Or would I let her rest in peace?
What tore my warrior’s heart out was that Snow White killed her in the womb. Or could that be considered an act of goodness, when one was foretold to become evil?
Other people might have agreed about killing evil before it was even born, but I couldn't. If I had been judged for what I had been destined to become, I would have never met Carmilla. I would have never been given a chance. I was like my Black Swan daughter once. I was raised and fathered by the dark side, and I resisted it eventually.
I kissed my daughter in my arms, and decided she deserved the chance. I prayed for her to resist the hell I was sending her to. It wasn't being raised in Hell that changed us, but how we reacted to it. I trusted my Black Swan would grow up and become like her father. Frankly, in that moment, and in many years later, she had been my favorite daughter, for I could understand what she was going through.
"I agree with the universe's demand if that gives my daughter the chance, and the right, to live," I said to the Swan Queen.
"Then give her to me," Brighid said.
I walked into the Swan Lake, many other white and black swans at my side, and handed her my daughter. The Swan Queen asked me to go back to land and watch, as she submerged her in the water, turning her into a baby again.
The swans, black and white, folded their wings to create a bed for her above the water, as she began to cry like newborns do. My daughter looked beautiful.
"Such a sleeping beauty," a voice said from behind Brighid.
I watched the shadow approach, but could not make out its features in this moonbeam. When I tried to approach, Brighid told me to stop as from now on, I had nothing to do with her as we had agreed upon.
I watched her hand my daughter to the dark shadow as I sank to my knees again, fisting my hands, "Stay strong, darling," I hissed, wondering if I had committed a big mistake. "Be a warrior like your father. Fight the dark, and prevail."
"The Dark One wishes to know what you want to name her," Brighid said from afar, as the shadow cuddled my daughter.
"Let the Dark One show himself to me!" I shouted, as it started to rain. "Is that you, my father, Night Von Sorrow?"
"Your father can't enter Sorrow," the Swan Queen said. "The Dark One is someone else. So what do you want to name your daughter? The Black Swan? The opposite of Snow White?"
I couldn't think of a name but calling her my darling, for she was so dear to me at this moment, I would have died for her. I watched a white phantom surround her, as the Dark One took her up in his arms. I had just learned from my fellow warriors in my army that Gwendolyn meant white phantom in some far away language. I loved them instantly, as they took away the mentioning of anything black. Gwendolyn, the white phantom, I thought. She'd be as strong as her father and resist the dark in her. The beast in her, like me.
"Gwendolyn!" I shouted against the drizzling rain. "The Dark One calls her the Sleeping Beast."
"Tell him she'll never give in to him," I yelled. "She is going to be as strong as her father."
"He says that only time will tell," Brighid said, and I wondered why he didn't talk straight to me, instead of letting the Swan Queen talk on his behalf.
"My darling will be the end of you, filthy beast," I stood up and growled. "Stay strong, Gwendolyn," I said to her, resisting the tears in my eyes.
 I watched the shadow turn around and take my daughter, walking towards the farthest point of darkness.
I couldn't help it and ran to the water after him, but the lake turned steeper, and I had to swim. Then the Black Swans stopped me, thousands of them snarling at me with their fangs.
"Don't resist it, my king," Brighid said. "You made a deal and gave your daughter the most precious gift in the world, life. If you believe she will be good enough to oppose the Dark One then you have to trust your judgment, and let time tell."
Stranded in my place, I saw the shadow turn and say something to Brighid. One last thing.
"What did this filthy one say to you?" I demanded, peeking over the Black Swans surrounding me.
"He says he will call her Gwendolyn Darling because you keep calling her ‘darling,’” the Swan Queen replied.
"Gwendolyn Darling." I whispered her name on my lips, and carved it into my heart. "Others might never know, but you’re the dearest of my daughters to my heart, and someday I will meet you again."
As I left, I remembered my fellow warriors mentioning that one of them had heard that the nickname for Gwendolyn in that faraway language was Wendy.
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Afterward
I didn’t write any notes in this bundle or a long afterward on purpose. I found the notes will spoil a lot of plot, so it is better revealed in the next bundles and main series. As always, thank you for reading the books, and your overwhelming support and dedication. I couldn’t do it without you.
 
Cameron
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