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It wasn’t always like this: a bright blue sky cast over a shining city, waters shimmering, apple pies cooling on window sills.  

No, it was dark—very dark. 

A grey sky stretched across the city and surrounding forests. 

You had to travel for weeks to get out from under it, and you were lucky if you didn’t get lost in the thick fog that clung to the forest that ringed the city. 

And when you did, make your way through the forest of fog and twisted trees that looked to shake and scream in the wind, its uneatable fruit rattling like the toys of children, you were under the care, the protection, of another royal family. 

You see, when the terrain was controlled by the Queen of the Emerald Crown, they were known as the good earth county, where farmers grew brightly coloured food that sweetened your day, your mind, and your body, some would even your soul, but was only if you had one. 

They say the Queen lost her soul when she fell ill, some say to madness. You see, she made a fatal mistake: she joined the war of the Band of Brothers, a collection of countries with Kings as their heroes. 

She sent soldiers, but they wanted more, so she sent child soldiers, too, but don’t worry; they were kept from the battles, and then, they turned eighteen. 

When they turned the magnificent age of man, they were handed heavy black guns, with rounded black bullets, and shimmering black shields and told to march, sometimes to their deaths. 

Every death weighed on the Queen’s mind. 

Like I mentioned to you before and not that long ago, some say it drove her to madness, to think of the families she robbed of sons, brothers, and fathers. 

She walked in circles, talking to herself, telling her how it was for the best, but she couldn’t stop. 

No, she continued, and continued—and continued until, one day, her now fragile mind snapped like a stepped-on twig. 

When she was handed the list of the fallen soldiers, she kept it to herself, but you see, she couldn’t keep anything to herself. 

It started in her head, then she lowered her gaze and covered her mouth. 

People thought she the wrong thing. 

Then it broke out like a spectre—that laugh—that hideous laugh. The laugh that would haunt all who heard it. 

With every name, it grew louder, and louder—and louder. In the beginning, she’d apologize, but as the weekly readings of the names of the fallen soldiers continued, she stopped apologizing and kept laughing, laughing—laughing. 

The people thought she was nuttier than a jar of peanut butter. 

It was the only sane thing she could do, they said, to contend with what she did. 

Some thought it served her right, to lose her mind as people lost their sons, their brothers, their fathers, and their uncles. 

Some, you see, some stopped caring altogether, and the good people of the land plotted against her. Their ravings, which were kept secret from the Queen of the Emerald Crown, caught on like the plague, and soon, soon, they’d strike her down and replace her with a kind queen, one who wouldn’t laugh at expense of war: the lives of the loyal men. 

They pulled together and got it passed, the bill that claimed the once sound-minded lady. 

The Queen of the Emerald Crown took her sanity to the asylum, and a new queen was needed, but she had no heirs. 

Politicians convened, struck the Queen of her powers, and gave the crown to the Elizabeth Manners, a woman of nightly hair, star-coloured skin, and the lips of a full moon whose surface was stained by the red sun. 

She became known as the Queen of the Blood Moon, and she deserved the distinction, for she would murder the land of its colour and the people of their joy of life, all but the children, who either didn’t know better or were not old enough to be struck by the curse of the dark lands, the new Queen striking them where it mattered. 

On the day of the Fallen Feather, she was crowned Queen. She felt the weight of the white crown, decked out in sparkly jewels, one in the middle shone with the redness of splashed blood. 

As a gift, a king from the Band of Brothers gave her a magic mirror, telling her it will answer one question a day, and it will answer with brutal honesty, but that doesn’t mean she must act on it. 

She looked at the magic mirror. She pressed her pale finger against its onyx surface. 

It glowed from within. 

The face of a woman appeared, lit from all sides. Shadow only clung when she moved her floating mask of a face. 

The Queen of the Full Moon asked, Are you the ghost of this magic mirror? 

The magic mirror told her all about herself.  

The queen asked her another question, but the woman told her no, she will not answer two question on the same day. Her next would have to wait, until tomorrow. 

To pass the time, the new queen went through her many questions. She wanted to know about her beauty, her competition, and whether her reign would wither, especially since the old queen, the Queen of the Emerald Crown, was still alive. So the new queen, the Queen of the Full Moon, asked the magic mirror the only question of worth. 

The Queen of the Full Moon stood in front of the magic mirror, pressed her moon-tinted finger against the blackened surface, and waited for the woman to appear. 

Yes, my queen, is there something you’d like to know? 

Why yes, there is. My reign is important to me. 

I bet. 

Who will end it? Who will end my reign? 

The magic mirror thought. She pondered, tilting her head and curving her lips. Her black hair curved in front of her pale face. She looked down, away from the Queen. 

Yes, the Queen said. And? Do you have anything? 

I do, said the magic mirror, who looked at the waiting woman expecting her to say the name of some creature she would then have to kill. There is no one, no one at all, no one alive, who will end your reign. 

Then a good day to you, magic mirror. 

Until tomorrow. 

I will see you then. 

And with that, the Queen threw a red blanket over the magic mirror and sauntered out of the room, the door closing. The Queen ordered the guard to let no one—and she meant no one, other than herself—into that room. No one but me must disturb the magic mirror, am I understood? 

Yes, my Queen, the guard would say. 

The Queen turned, her cape flowing, and she walked, her high heels tapping against the stone floor. As the Queen’s reign continued, the blue sky turned steel grey; the light dimmed; and the food tasted different, as if it had no flavour. Bright colours were not allowed in the Queendom, for they didn’t survive the day, turning dull, damp, and dark within twenty four hours. Even jewels lost their muster, cracking under the spell cast by the Queen, who now was known as evil for she cared about one thing and one thing only: power. She lusted it like a good wife would a husband and vice versa, asking the magic mirror the same question, day after day, Who will end my reign? 

And the magic mirror would think, then arrive at the same answer, There is no one alive who would end your reign, my majesty. 

No one, eh? No one at all? 

And because it was the same question, the woman replied, That is correct. No one, no one at all, no one alive, has the will power to see it through, my majesty. 

But the world has a way of changing, doesn’t it, doesn’t it? 
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She was born under a white sun. 

It blistered the shrouded-sky. 

But who was she? 

A little girl with raven black hair, porcelain white skin, full ruby lips, and sky blue eyes. 

She was named after her skin, which resembled the season. 

Snow, they called her, and she belonged to the Whites, a family of cow farmers who hoped she’d bring home someone who could carry on the family tradition. 

They told her to chase him and to never let him go. 

Cling, as if your life depended on it, her mother would say. It worked for me, and look who it lead to. 

You’re talking about me, aren’t you, Snow asked her mother. 

Yes, yes, I am. My greatest achievement, worth every ounce of pain and misery. 

Pain and misery? 

The pregnancy. I had to carry you—here, her mother said, touching her belly with a flattened hand. 

There. Snow pointed. 

Yes, for this is where women carry children. 

Will I? 

If you’re lucky, her mother told her. 

She slid her hand along Snow’s shiny hair, then kissed her forehead. 

With her thin lips almost touching her daughter’s flesh, she repeated, If you’re lucky. 

––––––––
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ALONE, AND IN THE FOREST shrouded in fog, Snow struck a match. 

A blue flame shook, gripping the blackened tip. 

But it didn’t move down. 

She got the stick from her mother’s cabinetry. 

It was a wishing stick. 

It was said, by her mother, that if she struck the match, made a wish, and swallowed the flame, and no sickness came to her, her wish would come true. 

She looked at the wriggling blue flame, closed her eyes, and moved her lips around the silent words. 

They spoke her wish. 

She wanted to know true love, so she’d know motherhood.  

When she was done, she opened her eyes and brought the blue flame to her open mouth. 

Her mouth closed around the stick. 

Which she pulled out, the blue flame shaking on the back of her tongue. 

She swallowed—loudly—with her eyes closed. 

Snow, her mother called. Snow. 

Coming. 

Snow stood, dusted her dirty dress, and ran to her mother shouting, Snow. 

Coming, Snow said. I’m here. Over here. 

––––––––
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LATER THAT NIGHT, SNOW moved in her sleep. 

She was dreaming. 

She dreamt of a clear sky. 

The twinkling stars weren’t known to her, and the Full Moon, too. 

She passed a corner and saw a man turning his attention from the night sky to her. 

But she couldn’t see his face or hear his words. 

Shadow shrouded his face. 

He spoke in a muted voice and motioned her to him. 

She stepped closer. 

He presented to her a stone, a red stone which shone in the moonlight. 

She reached for it and—

She opened her eyes. 

A quick moment later, she smiled, and said, It’ll happen. True love. 

––––––––

[image: ]


MONTHS LATER, SNOW walked to a friend’s house, where she was told, You can’t see her, by her friend’s rotund mother. 

But I walked—

It doesn’t matter, the mother told her. She’s sick. Do you want to catch it, her sickness? And bring it home to your mother? Snow? 

Snow surrendered. I guess not. 

You must go. I’m sorry you came all this way, but now, you must go the way you came. I’m sorry. Really I am. Go along now. 

Snow stepped away. 

The mother shut the door. 

Snow moaned, turned, and walked down a long path. Then, she stopped. 

Her open mouth turned into a wicked smile. 

Snow turned and ran to the house, but she didn’t go to the door. She ran to the side of the house and stopped at a closed window. She rapped her knuckles against the dirty glass. 

Her friend walked to the window, lifting it open. Snow? She sniffled. 

I wanted to see you, to see if you were ok. You weren’t at school today. 

Because I’m sick. My stupid brother brought it home with him. 

Shall I pray for you? 

If you must. But I don’t see how it can help. 

Then I shall pray for you. 

Snow knelt. 

Here, her friend said. 

Why not. The closer I am, the more powerful it will be. 

If you insist. 

Her friend left the window, as Snow prayed. When she was done, she waved to her friend, who waved back, then ran. 

––––––––
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THE NEXT DAY, AT SCHOOL, Snow walked into her home room, where her once sick friend sat, waiting. Snow smiled a long, joyous smile. 

They ran to each other and hugged. 

Snow sat behind her friend, who turned and told her, The doctors said I’d be sick for two weeks. Because of you, I was sick for two days—two days. 

I’m glad it work, Snow said. 

As I am, her friend agreed. 

––––––––
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WHEN SNOW GOT HOME, there was someone waiting for her: the Madam Magician, a tall, skinny woman in a thick flowing black robe with a dark purple interior. 

Joy, Snow’s mother, a forty year old with stringy hair, introduced the Madam Magician to Snow. Joy said, Snow, this is the Madam Magician. I was told what you did, to your friend. She would like to examine you. 

The Madam Magician spoke, If it’s ok. I don’t to—

Joy interrupted, It’s ok. She’ll be fine with it. 

If you insist. 

The Madam Magician walked to snow, placed her long wand down, and took Snow by the face. It’s ok, she said. I know what I’m doing. Say, Ahhh. 

Ahhh. 

The Madam Magician stood. See. It wasn’t that long. 

Snow, her mother wanted to know, is she? 

She is. But I can’t take her on. She’s too young. Let the years pass. When she’s old enough, I’ll train her. Is that ok, the Madam Magician asked Snow. 

Of course it is, Joy responded. A magician. Isn’t that something? 

Snow? Snow, is that ok? 

Snow didn’t know what to do. She nodded. 

Good, the Madam Magician said. I will be back in time. All right? All right. 

The Madam Magician grabbed her wand, bid them goodbye, and walked out.

Joy looked at her daughter. You got a gift, Snow. Don’t waste it. Not on my account, all right? 

No response. 

Joy pressed. All right? 

All right. 

All right. For dessert, I’m making your favourite pie. You did a good thing, Snow. 

Snow stood, wondering about the Madam Magician and whether this would interfere with her dreams of true love. But that is a story time will tell.  

––––––––
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YEARS WOULD PASS, AS years tend to do, and Snow ran. But what was she running after? A boy, what else. 

He ran ahead of her, shouting, Stop it! Stop it! Stop chasing me!

If you’d only let me catch you... 

Never, the boy said. 

Then, he tripped and fell on his hands, his forehead hitting the ground. He grimaced. 

She turned him. You okay? 

I’m fine. Now, leave me alone. 

Now why would I do that? 

Snow walked over him, a foot on either side, and sat. 

He tried to push her off. 

But she resisted. She grabbed his hands and tried to control them. 

He relented. 

She was in control. 

There, she said. Placid. 

I’m not placid. 

She tapped his nose. 

Yes, you are. 

They looked at each other and continued to look at each other. 

Snow became upset. 

And you’re looking at what, exactly? 

Just you, he said. Why? Don’t you want me to? I thought this is what you wanted. 

It was, but she didn’t feel like continuing. Her mind wouldn’t let her. 

She stood and walked away. 

He got up and followed her. 

Hey, he said, hey!

A wicked idea came upon her. 

You could tell it was wicked, for she smiled a toothy grin. 

She ran. 

Hey, he shouted and followed her, but she was too quick. 

She ran past corners. She down halls of trees and bushes, thorns. 

She pressed herself against a tree and waited. Having waited too long, she looked behind her. 

He wasn’t there. 

Had he stopped? Why would he stop? Was it because... she started to think. 

No, she answered, it can’t be, it can’t be because of that. 

But she wandered around corners and halls of trees and bushes, thorns, and couldn’t find him. 

Where am I, she wondered. She held her shivering arm. 

Her breath crept past her ruby lips. It slithered out in white clouds that slid along her white cheeks. 

She was lost, and she knew it. 

She yelled for her prince. John, oh, John. She spoke to herself, Where could you’ve gone to? Now, where am I? 

She walked because it was the only thing she could do. 

She raised her arm and held it before her. 

John grabbed it. 

She screamed. 

Enough, he said, it’s just me. 

You frightened me, she said. 

I couldn’t tell, he mentioned his lack of surprise. I have something to show you. 

She thought of the jewel, its redness still in her mind. 

He said, I found something. 

Really, what?

He looked at her. 

Should I ask him, about the jewel, she thought. She asked herself, What isn’t it? When she settled, she asked him, Is it something spooky? 

Really spooky. 

Grisly? 

Really grisly. 

I don’t think... 

Come on, Snow, it was you who brought us here. 

I wasn’t the one running in this direction, now was I? 

If you weren’t chasing me... 

If you didn’t lead us here... 

I’m glad I did. I can show you something. 

Aren’t you going to tell me what it is? 

It’s better if I show you. 

Can’t you show it to me now?

Do I have it?

I don’t like the sound of that, Snow warned him. If it’s... 

It’s not. 

But if it is, she cautioned him.  

It’s not, he told her. Follow me.

He pulled her. 

How can I refuse—when you’re pulling me? 

She followed. 

Her reluctance withered. 

He stopped and so did she. 

Is this... she started to say. 

They stood before a corner.

What you wanted to show me? A corner?! A simple corner?! 

It’s around here, John said sternly. It’s just around the corner. 

She walked past him. 

He grabbed her arm and pulled her. 

She turned and he pressed her against the garden wall. Its red brick, veined in thorny vines, were duller than her lips. Yes, she said. I thought you wanted me to see something. 

I’ll lead. 

Of course you will. 

John took out his sword, admired it. 

Snow was unamused. I bet it’s not just any sword, eh? Something special, eh? 

It’s just a tool, John informed her. A simple tool. 

I’m sure it is. 

John hacked at the brush. I swear, he said, I cut these down before. 

I guess you were mistaken, Snow argued. 

John looked at her. 

Yes, Snow asked him. 

John’s attention returned to the job at hand. He hacked the brush. Having cut a way through, he looked at Snow and said, Follow me. Stay close. 

She placed a hand on his hip. 

I shall be here, at your side. 

He walked on. 

She followed. 

He walked past bushes, past trees, past red walls covered in greenery. 

Then, then, he stopped. 

Are we here, she wondered. 

Look for yourself, he said. He turned and grabbed her hand. 

She walked past him and came upon... 

A simple tree. 

That’s it, she said. A tree! A simple tree!

This, he said, nodding towards the apple tree, its fruit glistening in the dim light. This isn’t any ordinary tree. 

She wasn’t amused. 

Oh, was all could say. 

This tree belongs to a witch. 

Does it now? 

A witch of wonderful power. 

Power, eh? 

You could be... 

No—I couldn’t. It’s a tree, a simple tree. You brought me here to show me something I have growing in my backyard. 

This isn’t... 

Yes—it is—it’s a tree—a simple—ordinary tree. 

You should respect your history, Snow. 

Should I? 

It’s said that this tree was the first of its kind. 

Is it? 

And that if you eat from its fruit... 

Yes. 

I thought...

Continue. I’ll let you tell your story. 

Bad things will happen. 

To me? 

To anyone who eats from that tree. They say its fruit is immortal. 

Then how can you eat it? If the skin can’t be broken... 

But it can be broken by man. 

Really. 

Would you like to see for yourself? Here, I’ll show you. 

He walked to the tree. 

But she grabbed him. No, she quickly said. Don’t. Not on my account. 

But I thought... 

Not on my account. 

All right. 

She stood, quiet. 

John. 

Mm. 

Look at me, look at me. 

He looked at her. 

Take me home, please. 

He considered his next move, saying, Sure. 

He grabbed her hand and said, Follow me. 

She smiled and followed him. 
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