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To my parents, for giving me the stories,
 and to my friends, for telling me to write them down.









‘The charm of young girls’ irresponsibility, of their tyrannical caprices, is that everyone knows, in fact, they are fish flirting with the net.’


Mary Ellmann









Prologue


Here’s how it goes. The night before you left, you asked me,


Why don’t you love me enough?


The ring on the desk, warm from my hand. A wild, widow-making blue.


Do you remember when we used to tell each other stories before we fell asleep? You’d say, your dark curly head on my shoulder,


Tell me a story, tell me something nice.


They were about lost snails. Birds making friends with trees. Battles fought and ships feared gone and then come back home again, like we were kids still believing in fairy tales. You said once, at the beginning,


Tell me the story about us. Tell me the story of you and me.


And it was early enough that I could tell it and believe it to be true.


It isn’t the beginning any more. It’s today. You have been gone for a week and are coming back tonight to get your answer.


Here’s how it goes.


I said, I don’t think I could love you any more than I do.


If you loved me enough, you said, you wouldn’t have to think about it.


Your bag on the floor, open and soft things spilling out of it. Laundry I had done for you and folded carefully, smoothing it with my hand the way you touch baby clothes in a store. You looked at me, wide eyed and horrified and said,


I need to get out of here,


when I took the ring off and said,


I just don’t know.


I didn’t believe you until I heard the zip of your bag close. I stood up then, moved as if to touch you. You took a step backwards. Bag on your shoulder like a sailor on leave. I thought, in the moment, that this was the only time since I’d known you that you’d left a room with me in it without hugging me goodbye.


I can’t wait for ever, you said. I’ll be back in a week. You need to decide, Hero. This isn’t fair.


Here’s how it goes.


I’ll text you, I said.


And you said,


Don’t.


I am not surprised that you got tired of waiting. I have been going and gone for a long time.


Where are you? you used to ask me, late at night on the balcony. My eyes on the moon.


Don’t forget, you’d say, kissing me on the forehead, to come home.


I am going to answer you by telling you a story. Things have happened to me that you should know about. I need to tell you about things that I have done.


I am going to start at the beginning.


Here’s how it goes. Once upon a time a girl and a boy fell in love. They also didn’t, but when they did, the story ended. When they didn’t, the girl died an old maid in a house that smelt like piss. Before she did that, they burnt her at the stake and drowned her just in case because she really was very beautiful and very odd but she grew a tail and swam away and chewed through the ropes that men use to tie themselves to masts and ate them the way you eat corn on the cob and was captured, finally, and killed and dried out and hung on the wall like those singing fish that you find in Midwestern bars. Men hang their hats on her breasts. Her scales are starting to fall off, one moonstone flake at a time. She hangs on the wall in the bar, but she is also riding a horse hard along the edge of a cliff. The wind in her hair and the sound of the waves breaking apart on the rocks down below and the fact that when we turn a couple of pages, she meets the man who is going to tame her. Don’t worry – when she meets the man who is going to tame her, who is gentle and kind and willing to break her in slowly the way you do with wild things, she is also making a king lose his mind with desire, launching a thousand ships, bringing down the Catholic Church in England and getting all her gowns tailored so that they show off her favourite breast (the left one). When the girl and the boy fell in love – read: I can’t eat, I can’t sleep, I must have you, I have ridden here all the way from my father’s castle to gaze upon your loveliness – the story ended with trumpets and weeping and waltzing in a dress that changes colour in perfect time with the way he sweeps you across the floor of his father’s castle.


That story ended, but another one begins, and you’d be forgiven for thinking the characters are the same – because they are – but the girl is unrecognisable. She nags and asks too much of mysterious fish and gets ugly fast and eventually dies of heartbreak when the boy, understandably, fucks his daughter’s best friend. You might’ve seen the movie version of that one. Yes, she’s a lot younger than him, but it’s perfect because the story starts all over again, this time with a girl who is a girl and not a woman with a pouchy bit of skin around her lower stomach from giving birth to the boy’s children. Trumpets, doves, waltzes, let’s have it again from the top, but this time, with feeling. This was after, of course, the girl told him a thousand stories in a thousand nights in order to convince him not to kill her, which was brave considering how many virgins he had killed right after he fucked them. Luckily, it worked, and she was rewarded by having thirteen children in as many years and dying at forty. Luckily, it worked, and on their fiftieth anniversary, he didn’t even buy her a card. Luckily, it worked, and on their wedding day, he smashed a handful of cake into her face even though she had begged him not to, and she stood there in front of everyone she knew and tried to laugh so she wouldn’t cry.


Once upon a time, wedding bells, axes being sharpened, a woman falling into water with a splash that sounds like a sigh, the way to love, honour and obey has no echo to it like shouting into a cave that has no end. It’s just deeper darkness all the way down.


Someone told me once that the stories we tell ourselves about ourselves are the most important stories we’ll ever hear. But I don’t know what the story of us is without the stories I’ve been told about women like me.


Let me tell you a story.


Have you heard the one about the girl who meets the boy?


Have you heard the one about the hero?












Day One


or


There were once a man and a woman who wished very much


It was cold the day I met you. That year, autumn in the city had come on fast. The apartment where you lived with your friends was beautifully old. High ceilinged and plaster graped, the crop withering on the vine in corners of the room. The grandeur made it freezing; the landlord protested conservation area and listing when you pointed out the way the wind came through the casings at such a clip that it ruffled your hair if you sat too close to the window. My apartment, on the other side of town, was smaller but freezing too. You’d think we’d be good at cold – me with my Canadian childhood and you with your Danish mother – but only you could handle it. I slept with blankets piled up high on my bed, a reverse princess and the pea.
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The day I met you, I was running late. I had gone to the university library after work with my waitress apron tied under my coat. The library was twenty-four hours, I had books to pick up that couldn’t wait. I arrived at the dinner party when dessert – overdone brownie, the edges blackened with scorched sugar – was being served. The host didn’t mind. He and I were in the early stages of sleeping together and I thought that pretty much nothing I did would make him like me more or less. I was wrong, but we’ll get to that later. The only person later than me was you. You stuck your head round the door of the kitchen where everyone sat, lit by cheap, spitting candles and said,


My clothes smell like frying oil. Just give me ten seconds.


Everyone laughed because they knew you. I wanted it – to laugh with the knowing of you.


You work in a restaurant?


Yeah, I do, you said.


In the back or the front? I asked.


I feel like there’s a right answer to that, you said.


No way, I laughed. It’s an innocent question.


Before I answer, you have to answer a lead-in question. Do you know any chefs that you like?


Are you a chef?


Yes, you said.


I like you, I said. I was earnest. We laughed about it afterwards, how I’d said the next line. I like you a lot.


Thanks, you said. I like you too.


You know she ran away with someone, I heard somebody say. She eloped with a painter, they, like, left in the middle of the night.


That should have been your first warning. I was notorious, even then.


You looked at me.


Really? you asked.


I nodded.


Why?


I laughed. I took a sip of my whisky.


Why not?


An hour later and we were on the sagging, grey couch in the living room. My leg maybe touching yours.


Do you study too or . . .?


Yeah, I’m studying English, I said.


Ah, no way, me too!


I’m in the year below you, I think.


Because of the aforementioned elopement?


The very same. But that makes it sound more glamorous than it was. I’m not a sexy young divorcee – I was just away for a while, travelling.


With some guy, you said.


With some guy, I said. He was an artist, I said, as if that explained it.


You raised your eyebrows.


I was young! It was a different time.


Do you know what you want to do after you graduate? you asked.


Yeah.


I told the truth. A new decision that I was trying on for size.


I want to be a writer.


That’s so cool, you said.


You?


A chef, I think. I started doing it for some extra money but I like it. I think I just like feeding people.


Fuck, I laughed, if my mum were here she’d tell me to marry you on the spot.


Good thing she isn’t, you said, given your track record.


We don’t have to run away, I said, we could be really boring and settle down here. Wait – what kind of food would you cook me?


Whatever you want. What kind of things would you write about me?


I smiled. I noticed the way your hair tumbled forward over your brow. I noticed the lightness with which you held your drink, the curve of your thumb against the glass. The freckles on your ears.


Good things, I said.


The host was your close friend. He put a hand on my shoulder.


I knew you two would get on, he said.


I don’t really believe in it, you said when we were on our last drink. The red of the Campari blushing as the ice in the glass melted. Other people talking in the room. Their voices far away and comforting, the sound of strangers at the beach.


You don’t believe in it?


Not really. Well, I believe people love each other. But I don’t believe in that kind of ‘the earth stood still and we were happy for ever’ stuff.


So when people say they’ve felt that way, what do you think?


The shout of someone else’s laughter across the room, your smile as you looked over at your friends.


I think they’re lying, you said, in order to justify all the bad that comes with it. My parents, you continued, say that they fell in love really quickly.


Are they divorced?


Yeah. I can’t imagine them together, being happy.


Now that I know them so well (your mother, her long rope of hair; your father who I love because he is so like you), I agree with you.


But they will have had their reasons for being together.


Sure, you said. But they were probably the standard ones. I don’t think it was this beautiful, noble thing.


Wow, I said. A real romantic.


I know, I know, you said, rolling your eyes. I just haven’t met the right girl yet.


Good luck to her, I said.


You kissed me on the cheek when we said goodbye and I can feel it, even now. That light singeing. A limpet, licking itself on to the face of a rock. Let me show you how important I am.


Why didn’t you tell me? you asked me later.


Tell you what?


That you fancied me.


I did tell you. I flirted with you all night.


You flirted with everyone, you said, smugly. The false modesty of the winner of the race.


I liked you too much, I explained.


I thought, but did not say, that I do not believe that women like me end up with men like you.
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I had a teacher in Fourth Grade who loved Tudor history. This was back when I still lived in Canada, back before anything happened to my dad. Before we packed up all our things in a panicked, scattering way and moved to England the year I turned sixteen. I lost things in that move that I’ve never found.


In Grade Four, I was being bullied by girls who all had different versions of the same sparky name. Because I was scared of bumping into them, I stayed in the classroom a lot of the time to have lunch, and the teacher would stay in there too and eat with me. He wasn’t my main teacher, he was like a teaching assistant, which I guess is why he was able to spend loads of time with me and no one was too worried about it.


Why are you starting here? you’d ask me if I was reading this aloud to you.


Because this is the beginning of the myth, I’d say.


What myth? you’d ask.


Mine.


It’s the first time I can remember feeling like a statue. Something dead and dumb, worshipped for those very reasons. Flowers pooling like vomit at my rooted feet.


This teacher and I, we talked about Henry VIII and his wives and how badly I wanted to be a Tudor queen. I thought it was more active than being a regular queen, but looking back on it I can see that the reason these queens seemed more interesting is because they kept getting beheaded. Violence marked them out as more exciting. I helped him organise a Tudor feast for our class. My mum made oranges spiked with cloves. I gnawed on a turkey leg next to Connor, who was dressed as a knight. He had a big coloured card helmet on, with a gold cross painted on it and paper chainmail draped over his chest. He bought me a necklace once. It was a silver chain, the kind that men wear, the kind that almost looks like a bicycle chain, and he’d put it in a blue velvet box. He stood at the edge of my desk and slid it on to the pock-marked wooden surface. He stood there with his hands clasped nervously behind his back while I opened it.


He was dressed as a knight and I was dressed as Anne Boleyn. I loved her. I was fascinated by the power that she had over a king. The teaching assistant and I talked about her a lot. I liked that people thought she was a witch because I thought that I was one, a little bit. I liked howling at the moon, which I figured made up for the fact that I didn’t have an extra finger.


My dad, sister and I often went to this store called Liquidation World. They had cheap CDs, waxy candles that smelt like colours, and out-of-season holiday decorations. The women behind the counter chewed bubblegum and called me sweetie. I saw an ornamental dagger there. It was probably blunt, but it was in a sheath that had leaves etched into the tinny metal and I told my teacher about it, how my dad said it wasn’t safe for children. I’ll get it for you, my teacher said. Next time I’m driving down there, I’ll pick it up for you. Don’t tell your parents, he said.


Because I was having a hard time at school and this teacher went out of his way to be kind to me, my parents invited him over for coffee. I remember not liking it. Seeing him in my living room, laughing with my dad. Asking to borrow a DVD.


After cake, he said he wanted to go for a walk around the property. I want to see the view, he said, which was strange because it was about five o’clock and already dark. We did a sort of lip-service tour of the outside of the house and I said I was cold, and I was because it was windy, and he said, hey, why don’t we go and sit in my truck?


We got in the truck and he lit a cigarette. I thought that was weird, that he would smoke in front of me with all the windows done up. I remember staring past his head at the lights of my house where I could see my parents through the window. The truck creaked in the wind. I had one of my hands on the handle of the truck door. I was so small that I had to jump into the cabin. He talked at me for a while.


You understand me better than anyone, he said. I’m closer to you than I am to my wife.


In Fourth Grade, I was nine.


I think my parents will wonder where we are, I said. I squeezed the door handle.


You don’t have anything to be scared of. He was angry. We’re just talking.


The wind was howling and the arbutus tree that hung over the mossbank waved her arms at me in panic.


When I was in my last year of school, a teacher implied that he wanted to sleep with me. He sat on the edge of my desk sometimes, and other times I would look up from doing work and he’d be watching me. I bumped into him once on the bus and he sat next to me and said,


I could always get another job.


I put my hand on his knee. I said,


Why don’t you?


I loved it. I told that story at parties in my early twenties. I told it to you when we first met. Look how dangerous I am. Look what I have made grown men do.


Now that I’m not nine, but a grown-up woman, Catherine Howard is the one I think about the most. She was sixteen years old when she married Henry VIII. She was eighteen when he killed her. She was a handmaiden to Anne of Cleves, and her family had placed her at court because an older man was preying on her in her own household. When the man, her music teacher, started pawing at her, she was twelve. She was beheaded not for adultery, but for treason; the charge was rooted in the sexual affairs she had before her marriage, including, allegedly, the one with the music teacher.


A renowned Tudor historian described her as an empty-headed wanton. Her body was buried in an unmarked grave next to Anne Boleyn, but when they excavated the Tower, they couldn’t find her. No one knows where her pretty little empty-headed body lies.


I don’t think that much about how she must have felt crushed under the weight of a man whose legs leaked pus through his breeches and who had already beheaded one woman. I think about how she must have tried to make the best of it. She probably held his hand under the table.
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I have been reading a book about self-portraits. The book is about the different kinds of self-portraits people have made and how the form has altered through time. Men’s pictures are often grander versions of themselves. An exaggerated codpiece, here. A letter praising their genius, painstakingly rendered so the viewer can read it, there. Like Odysseus, describing himself as so handsome as to be godlike. Later, when the female tradition gets underway, there are lots of ‘women as myth’ self-portraits. My favourite is Artemisia Gentileschi painting herself as Painting, as if to say, break my fingers all you want but this is who I am.


The day after you left, I wasn’t thinking about the self as myth or the self as shapes or the many women who painted their mothers into portraits with them, passing their daughters a palette or a book with a pained, hopeful smile, but the self-portrait through object, also known as the self-portrait of absence. Vincent’s empty room.


A pair of boxers, thrown on to the top of the laundry basket. Your winter shoes mixed in with mine beneath the coat hooks because it’s summer and you left fast. The postcard of ‘Fish of the North Sea’ that a friend sent you, tacked to the wall above the table. The book you bought me when we slept together for the first time. You left it on my pillow. I remember thinking how beautiful your signature was. I felt excited in this kind of back-to-school way that reminded me of all the times I sat cross-legged on the floor of the drama classroom, waiting to receive my part. It was, I know now, the feeling of beginning.


That first day without you, I didn’t tell anyone. My phone buzzed constantly. My friends already knew – they had known about the ring and I think you must’ve told them to check on me. You loved me enough, even then, to send people to the rescue. I ignored them and went to work and polished cutlery until I could see my face in it. There was no need to look for myself in the knives.


There’s a new waitress at work. She is so young but she is old enough to have dyed her hair a couple of times. Her jacket was painfully cool and when I told her I liked it, she ran her fingers over the cuffs and beamed. Her ex-boyfriend has been going round calling her a slut, she told me casually. He’s saying other things about her to her friends and she wouldn’t tell me what they were. But there is a new boy who’s much better. He picks her up from parties, he buys her cocktails at the local bar they go to. They only go there because they don’t get ID’d. Cheap twinkle lights and sticky tables. Barmen who get off on the way sixteen-year-old girls stand on their tiptoes and place their thin torsos over the bar. I used to kiss men over cold vinyl bars to get free shots. I used to wear miniskirts I couldn’t walk in to go dancing.


One of the first ever proper parties I went to was in my friend’s back garden in a shitty white marquee that managed to collect moss in the few hours it stood there. I had kissed a boy who I liked a lot and I was dancing, hoping that he would come and put his arm around my waist. But instead, he stood with his friends in the corner of the tent, guffawing. I drank warm, sweet cider. I wore cut-off denim shorts. I had the bruises of childhood all up my legs. One of his friends walked over and I offered my soft ear to him, thinking he would whisper something into it like,


He likes you.


But what the boy did was stick his hand down my shirt and grab my tit and squeeze it so hard that the fat disc bulged. The disco ball threw diamonds over his laughing face. He looked like a clown.


What the fuck is wrong with you? I said, when I pushed him off.


He laughed, pointed at the boy I had kissed and said,


He said I could.


When I asked the other boys in my class, boys who were my friends, what they thought about it there was a chorus of gathering doom that said:


He couldn’t help himself.


We all brought tents to the party. The thing with tents is that you can’t lock them. The thing with boys is that they can’t help themselves. I closed my eyes when they wandered around the field screaming my name. I closed my eyes when they stood on the other side of the mesh that is designed to stop mosquitoes and other things that stick themselves into the soft parts of you.


In the end, the boy I liked crawled into my tent. He told his friends to fuck off. He ran his hands through my hair. I liked him. I thought he’d rescued me. The thing with me is, I just can’t help myself.


All those same boys and I went to another party months later. The boy I liked had changed his mind and I spent hours trying to compose funny, casual texts to him. I once texted him a video of a girl spray painting in an underpass because I knew he liked his girls cool and rebellious, and said,


Hey, we should do this sometime x


Only one kiss because I was doling them out in meagre handfuls to make the coin more valuable. He read it within seconds. He never replied. But I could hear laughter in my ears and it didn’t sound like mine. Something I have learnt a very hard way is that sex is a commodity that loses half its value as soon as you drive it off the lot.


At this second, loveless party, a girl got so drunk that she passed out on the couch. Some girls put a blanket over her and then we carried on. I was keeping one eye out for the boy. I wore a bra under my crop top to make myself look riper. Apple juice running down Eve’s chin. I saw the boy with his friends standing around the girl who was passed out on the couch. That’s nice, I thought. They’re checking in on her.


The thing I remember most about what those boys did is not the way one of them asked me at school a couple of days later,


Are you still angry at me?


And it’s not the way I saw them hold her head at a funny angle that only made sense when the light from the phone camera blared like a siren in her face, and it’s not the way the boys scattered like flies when we asked them what they were doing. It’s the way I heard them say,


What an ugly bitch,


from far away, on the dance floor.


The new boy texted her while she was at work with me. She leant over the dishwasher to show me a picture.


This is him, she said, blushing.


He’s handsome, I said.


Yeah, she said.


She looked at the picture for a moment longer before clicking her screen to black.


Is he at school with you?


No, he’s finished. He’s nineteen.


I stopped myself from saying something about how dating older boys is better because they are more mature.


After service, we talk about the ex-boyfriend again. She talks about him quickly. It’s like she can’t help herself; it’s like she has something stuck in the back of her throat that she needs to get out.


We could never talk about anything, she said. If he did something mean, or if I felt like he was wrong, whenever I talked about it to him, he always ended up making it—


I finished her sentence.


Your fault. He always ended up making it your fault.


I want to give her an instruction manual. I want to say, Listen, baby, for ‘jailbait’ see, ‘Bluebeard’.


Listen, I said, I dated people like that. Pretty much everyone I’ve ever dated made me feel like that. You need to trust your instincts, I said. I knew it was wrong then, even though I was young. I was right.


Her phone pinged. She looked at me, hesitated for a second. And picked it up.
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Once upon a time there was a girl who lived in a house in the woods. The house was not scary until her father died, as fathers often do in stories.


She had a swing in an arbutus tree and it flew out over a spot where the land fell away with a wistful sigh from the mountain. She took her book to the swing and curled up in the knots of rope and read, dangling over the edge of the mossbank, her dog asleep by the trunk of the tree.


She told me that she is convinced that if she went back to that forest, she would find herself there. She thinks she would catch a glimpse of herself, walking with bare feet over the wet, shaded dirt. Stooping to look at a suspicious beetle. Hair so bright that birds wheel away from it in shock.


Years passed, but not too many. The girl was taller. If she walked past you quickly, you’d think she was a woman. The planes of her face had become sharper, more granite than the sandstone galleries of youth. Her dog died. She began to feel cursed. Everything she loved, on its way out the door. His puppy collar is in a box under her bed, even now, when she is all grown up.


The girl had just broken up with a boy who had a bad habit of holding her head down so hard when she sucked him off that tears ran down her face. This boy used to lead her to a spot near the river. The ground was damp and you couldn’t see the spot from the path. When she walks past it now, she averts her eyes. She doesn’t want to bump into herself there.


She is in love with a man, a painter, when we catch up with her. She tells her friends she is tired of boys. She doesn’t know it yet, but she will soon find out that there are so many men like this that you can spend all your time sitting in the dirty corners of their ill-decorated lives. The man says many things to her.


‘How old are you?’ he asks.


‘What do you like to read?’


‘You must be smart, huh?’


‘Your hair is soft.’


‘Do you like wine?’


‘When did your dad die?’


‘So, what is it about me that made you want to go on a date?’


‘Another drink?’


‘Can I kiss you?’


The girl barely sleeps. When she is without him, she can still feel the movement of his body on hers. She wakes up seasick with longing. She becomes a thief, stealing time to walk barefoot right down the middle of the road that leads to his bedroom window. It mewls when she pushes it open.


She follows that man away from the woods and falls out of touch with her friends and her family. While she is away she reads a book a day. I used to think I was relaxed, like I was always on holiday, she told me. But now I realise I was bored. I was so bored all the time.


The girl is sitting outside a bar that has tables so close to the road that you fear a motorbike will go past and smash her chair out from under her. She is reading a big, fat paperback, leaning back in her chair. Her high-heeled sandal is dangling off her foot; it rocks back and forth as she bounces her leg. Her hair is held on top of her head with an ivory pin that she bought a couple of weeks ago. Her long skirt is rucked up around the tops of her thighs and she idly fishes peanuts from a blue and white china bowl and puts them in her mouth one after the other. She periodically wipes the salt from the peanuts on her bare thigh. It glistens. The bottle of beer by her hand leaks cold and she presses it to her neck and closes her eyes.


Can’t you see the way she looks at her watch? Can’t you see the way she is coiled up and rippling like a big cat? We only notice these things because we saw her in the woods, remember? We watched her hanging in a sunbeam, with a big, fat paperback.


She is staying in a house from which you can smell, but not see, the ocean. You can smell and see the highway whenever you want, sirens singing down it all the time. A family live across the road and she stops to wave at the baby, who is newly walking. The room is on the top floor. The man is not there. She checks her watch again. She takes off her shoes and her sweaty feet leave prints on the black laminate floor. They disappear as she looks at them. The clothes basket is overflowing. She puts a load of laundry on. The girl lies on the bed and watches the ceiling fan rotate with muted enthusiasm. Her shadow slinks away from her on these nights when the man does not come back and the sun slides down their bedroom wall and she leans over the edge of the balcony and stares down the road. Her shadow is dancing somewhere in the city. Her shadow is slipping into the open mouth of a man who suddenly feels ravenously hungry. It slides round the corner of a house and a woman looks up from her doorway and smiles in recognition at the way the wind moans with longing.


The man says many things to her.


‘Don’t call me when I’m busy.’


‘Don’t interrupt me when I’m reading.’


‘You like that, don’t you?’


And the girl says,


Yes.


The girl writes a lot in her diary. She writes things like:


I will try to be better at asking for reassurance. I will try to be more trusting and I will try to make sure that I don’t make my emotions his problem.


At night, she lies still. They don’t hold each other any more. She used to hold him, but now it makes her feel foolish. It makes her feel like a barnacle, clinging blindly to a rock. If she fidgets too much he gets angry. So she lies still, watching the ceiling fan. Her hair has started to fall out. Her tongue is always dry. When she walks outside, it begins to rain. That year was particularly bad, people say to each other. That year, the rain tasted salty. She walks through knee-deep puddles in her high-heeled sandals. The insides of her pockets are always damp.


Stories like this only end one of two ways. The girl might die. Whether her body gives out is not important. She might be dead and still walking around. She might be dead and still be there in that city doing laundry and lying still. Or, the girl escapes. We all know that these are the two options. The girl, as girls often do in stories, thought there was a third option. Bluebeard changes. He realises that he has behaved badly. He stops killing women and hanging their corpses in his basement and becomes a good and kind man.


The girl escapes.
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