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Lost: Cinderella’s Secret Witch Diaries (Book 1)



 


 


To Becca,


May you make your own magic, find love, and re-write the fairy tales to have your own happily ever after.



To My Daughter:

Phoebe,

 



I wanted you to have my dairies so that you could learn what it was like after I married the prince and everything that came after that. To be honest, I’m a bit ashamed to share my diaries with you because I was only 19 years old when I started writing them. I had little schooling and my over exaggeration on my emotional state sometimes fell into the realm of histrionics.


But as I grew older, I slowly began to mature. But I’m not perfect. I have said and done things that I regret, but I choose to admit my mistakes, embrace them and over time have become a better person.


When I look back at how innocent I was, I have to smile. I loved with abandon. I gave my heart all away to someone who could never be there for me. I’ve learned so much since then, but I don’t want to ruin the story for you. It’s better if you read it all on your own.


I give these diaries to you freely and ask that you keep them secret. I hope and pray that you learn from them by seeing where I started out, who I grew up to be and then better understand the choices I’ve made.


Through it all, I hope you know that I love you. You are the light of my day and whatever may have happened, I am always thankful that I had you.


History will not be kind to me for what I have done, but please understand, I tried so hard to make it on my own. And even until today, with all that you think may be lost, I still love you.

 

With unending love,

 

Cinderella


January

January 2 

 


Dear Fairy Godmother,

 


Although I am a fool to believe you will ever read these words, I begin this diary in the hope of reaching you. I need your help. Tonight is the twelfth anniversary of my mother’s passing, and I have decided to write to you because I am distraught and sorrowful. I wish that she were still here to comfort me, but she is not, and my heart still aches for her.

In the dozen years since my mother’s death, you are the closest I have come to a mother, as you once rescued me. I have need of your listening ear tonight, for my life is filled with uncertainty. I send these words out to you as a most fervent prayer. With magic beyond what I may know, I conjure the hope that my imaginary correspondence will take flight and that these words will whisper themselves to you as I share with you a story I have longed to tell.

On the night my mother died, she carried me into her bed, sick as she was, and held me close. Father was away on business, not to return for weeks. A fever had taken us, and I remember how weak I felt. Mother cuddled me in her arms and put a damp cloth on my forehead to cool me. I was soothed and settled back against her, listening to the crackling of the fire. 

“Would you like to hear a story about the Silver Fox?” Her voice calmed me.

“Who is that, Mamma?” I asked.

“He is the Faerie Lord who visits our world from time to time to bestow magic on the land.”

I nodded and fought hard not to drift into sleep, unaware that this would be the last time my mother and I would be together. At eight years of age, I thought the world still such a beautiful place. She took the cloth from my forehead and began her tale. Over the years, I have forgotten some parts, but tonight I will retell the story to you in the hope of keeping my mother’s memory alive. If I stop writing and listen, I can almost hear her voice as she told me her tale …

 

***

 

“Once in a great while, the Faerie Lord came to the world of men and played in the grass and fields, looking for amusement and companionship.”

I looked up at my mother’s face and asked, “What did he look like?”

“He resembled a fox. Yet his fur was not rust-colored but silver and bright.” She ran her fingers through my hair and glanced longingly out the window. “He chanced upon the house of a young woman who was unhappy in her marriage, for her husband was often away. On seeing her so sad as she dug in her garden, the Faerie Lord shifted into the body of a man and trundled down a hill, unused to balancing on two human legs. He rolled to an embarrassing stop and quite surprised the young woman.”

“How did the Faerie Lord change from a fox to a man, and was he hurt?” I woke up a bit and wanted to know.

“Men and faeries can be foxes inside, but his magic was strong and true, so he was unhurt.” She paused, and seeing me content with her answer, continued. “He rubbed a bump on his head and smiled at the young woman.

“Standing up and a little surprised, she brushed the dirt off her hands and asked, ‘Dear sir, are you well?’

“He smiled at her with a small devilish grin and winked. ‘I am now, for I have met you.’ He bowed and from out behind his back he handed her a bunch of wild flowers.

“‘I cannot accept these,’ she backed away and headed toward the house, ‘I am married.’

“He put the flowers behind his back, and they vanished from sight. He then bowed, but before taking his leave, he knelt and kissed the spot in the dirt where the young woman had been digging. She watched him go, and that night, in the hour before dawn, a beautiful pink rose bush grew and blossomed.

“The next day he returned and again offered her his smile and flowers. She again told him to go away, and he did, but again kissed the ground and whispered into the soil with a smile. The second night another beautiful rose bush grew next to the pink roses of the previous evening. On the third day, she expected his return, but he did not show himself. She wondered what had happened to him and secretly missed him, hoping he would come see her again.

“That night, after midnight, she awoke in bed, hearing an animal scratching at the front door. She gathered her garments and dressed, looking outside. There in the garden was a large silver fox seemingly waiting for her. She walked with caution toward it …”

“Did it bite her?” I interrupted.

“The fox did something she did not expect. He changed into a man. As a man, he walked up to her and then looked up at the sky, searching until he found what he wanted. Taking his hands, he cupped them and raised his arms so the moon appeared to be resting in his palms.

“‘The roses were not enough,’ he said. ‘But here is the moon that I give to you.’

“Quiet and tentative in her response, a slow smile broke across her face in the moonlight.

“He offered his hands to her and said, ‘I have followed you for years and have seen how unhappy you are. Come away with me to the Land of the Fey where you are not married, and I will love you as you deserve for all of your days.’

“She paused a moment, thinking of her sleeping daughter inside and her husband who was away and the loneliness she had suffered for months upon months and then took his hands in hers, feeling his warmth and smoothness.” 

 

***

 

I fell asleep then and never heard the ending to the story. In the morning, my mother was dead. The physician said she had passed in her sleep from the fever that we both had fought against the whole week. I do not remember any of the events following my mother’s death, as I was with the sickness for days afterward, which father told me nearly took my life. At such a young age, to lose my mother, the difficulties of that time I still carry with me. But I am not here to write solely on my past woes. I have fresh troubles to resolve. Though, if I be honest, a part of me still wishes my mother were here. I miss her. But that is not to be, as I cannot speak to the dead.

Fairy Godmother, I wish I could have told my mother’s story to you in person because I wonder if you have heard of the Silver Fox, or if he is just the creation of my mother’s fertile imagination. You once cared for me and helped me with your magic. It has been nearly four years since you whisked me to the ball, and I met the prince, and my supposed happily ever after took place. Why have I not heard from you? 

Since that time, much has happened between the prince and me. In the beginning, his affections were constant and true, but over time, as my usefulness to him declined, so did his attention toward me. His mother, the queen, has waited for me to produce an heir, and I have failed at so simple a task. The prince’s patience with me is gone, and I ponder on what I may have done wrong, only to realize that what he and I once shared is not as solid as I once thought.

I sit here in my many rooms, alone, in the dark of the night by candlelight, using a pen to alleviate my frustration and woes. Will you hear me, my Fairy Godmother? I will go to sleep now because I am weary, and I will hope to dream of better days to come in the warm sun.



 


January 23

 

Dear Fairy Godmother,

 

Quite some time has passed since I have been able to write. Several weeks ago my good friend Clarissa came looking for me in a panic. She called and called for me in distress, running into my room with her skirts bundled up in her hands in such a state. There had been an accident, the prince had been hurt, and one of his men had almost been killed. She rushed the story, and I tried to take it all in. A horse had become spooked, and there had been drinking on the hunt. Horses collided, and one of them reared up into the air and fell on top of a young attendant. In the confusion, the prince was hit in the shoulder with a wild horse’s hooves, but he stood his ground and protected the boy from being further trampled. There was much talk of the prince’s heroic act, but he would hear none of it, saying he was simply happy to have saved the boy.

Several weeks have passed since the accident, and the doctor has informed us that the prince will recover, but the accident was frightful to us all. The queen hovered over his bedside like an angel, and I tried to tend to him, like a good wife, but the situation tested my patience, for his mother’s disapproval of me was hard to ignore. At times, I have not liked her. She has been controlling and intrusive, insinuating that my inability to bear a child is my fault and due to my social standing and poor background. She has not said this outright, so perhaps I exaggerate, but I feel that she dislikes me and believes that I am not good enough for her son.

The first night after the accident frightened us all, for the prince was weak and in pain from his broken shoulder and ribs. The queen knelt by his bed in silence for most of the night. 

I sat to the right of the bed, and when the queen thought me asleep I saw her take her son’s hands in hers and whisper, “Please save him, Lord. Please, heal my son.”

She rocked back and forth, repeating the chant over and over again, stopping every few moments to wipe the prince’s brow. I pretended to be asleep, embarrassed by the queen’s intense prayers. I had never seen her act with such love before. With my own eyes closed, I reached out to you, Fairy Godmother, and prayed that you would help save the prince with your fairy magic. I do not know if either of our prayers helped him, but in the early morning hours I could see how tired the queen was and called for an attendant to assist her.  

After the sun rose, a change came over the prince, and he rested more peacefully. I went back to my chamber to sleep and prepare for the long days ahead. I do not know how long the queen stayed with the prince, but when I returned later that morning she was still there. The prince had opened his eyes and tried to smile, but it was apparent that he had withstood a difficult night. 

He thanked both of us for staying with him and excused us, asking that we worry not for him, as he saw how tired we both were. The queen gently kissed him on the forehead and smiled, leaving him in peace. I withdrew as well, but before I could leave he reached for my hand and squeezed it.

“Thank you for your concern.” He held my hand for a moment but let it go quickly. “I suspect many guests will come to visit me. You better get some rest.”

I kissed his hand and smiled. “I am happy that you are better.”

“My own lack of caution caused the accident, with the rest of the group filled with drink,” he said with frustration. “Lucky we were that the boy was not trampled and killed.” He pounded a pillow with his good hand. “What an ass I was, boasting of my great hunting skills, and I did not see Charles come behind me.”

I remained silent, unsure of how to respond.

“Go rest, as you deserve some peace.” He pushed away my hand.

He closed his eyes, distraught with his thoughts, and I left him. I did desire some rest myself. The weeks after the accident were filled, as the prince foresaw, with visitors coming to wish him well, and I needed to entertain them. I became drained from my duties. Visitors have now left the court after their extended stay to bring cheer and comfort to the prince. He is no longer confined to his bed, but he walks with slowness and a tenderness that show his injuries are still of concern to him. 

His kindness to me over the last few weeks has been constant, and I hope that he does not distance himself from me again. I have spoken at length with Clarissa, and her friendship has helped me during this dark time. But I fear that once the prince is well enough, I will again be forgotten, like an old shoe. Let me end here before I turn too somber. It is late, and I should sleep. 



 


January 25

 

Dear Fairy Godmother,

 

Earlier today Clarissa came to visit me as I practiced my writing. She took my hand and said, “Come with me.”

Attempting to argue with or ask for a reason from Clarissa only frustrates her, so I put down my book and followed. She brought me to the kitchens, where I knew that she had matters of importance to speak, as the rest of the royal family never visits this side of the castle. 

“I have seen him make advances toward another.” Clarissa held my hands firmly in hers. “I do not trust him, and have seen this with my own eyes.”

My heart ached at the words. I did not wish to hear any more of what she had seen. “I fear to ask you to tell me more.”

“He plans to be unfaithful to you. I have seen it.” Clarissa saw me turn away. 

“I do not wish to hear any more. I truly wish you to cease this talk as it pains me to hear the words.” I pulled away from her and started back to my room.

“You are a princess and do not deserve such treatment.” Clarissa noticed several of the kitchen hands turn toward us, so she lowered her voice. “Do not allow him to treat you so!”

She followed after me and grabbed at my arm. I stopped, covered my hands, and took a breath. “I came from ashes and dirt, not born of royal blood. Nothing I say will convince him to do other than he desires.”

“If you remain silent, then you are complicit and he will take you as weak of will, which I know that you are not.” She placed her hands together in prayer. “Please, confront him before he has his way with this woman.”

“The time for action has already passed.” I lowered my head and began to cry. “Do you not understand? I am weak and unable to stand against him for fear that I will be abandoned.”

Clarissa remained quiet and she came closer and spoke low. “You have proof of this?”

“Proof enough as my own two eyes have seen a sight I wish they had not.” I tried to stop crying as I did not enjoy showing my vulnerability and fear, but could not.

“What do you plan to do?” she asked.

“I do not know. I truly do not know.”

Such is the news within my heart that I share with you. I cannot go back to my father as my stepmother and her daughters still rule him. If I leave here, I have no subsistence of my own to survive and know of no relatives to take me in and shelter me. I have twenty years, am married, and trapped in a prison of my own making. When you helped me attend the ball and I met the prince, I imagined my life changed forever and that goodness and light would reign over the rest of my days. Yet the darkness that has descended over me is complete, and I am afraid. 

I have considered leaving here, dream of it each night, but where would I go? I beg of you in my hour of need to please hear me. I am in despair. Aid me with your magic and whisk me away so that I can have time to think and place my thoughts, rather than be afraid of my own husband! His mood is not to be swayed when he is choleric, and I fear to stand against him. He has made his wishes clear to me these last years. My mother, if she were here, what would she say to me? I often wonder.  

She could counsel me if she were still here, but she is not, and my only true and deserved friend is the lovely Clarissa. Unmarried and beholden to her father, she has not the power to save me. Thus my thoughts of fancy turn to you in the hope that you will come to me. I beg of you to use your magic and help me in my need. 

What foolishness I continue to entertain, I do not know. I truly do not know. If there be faerie magic, let it come to rescue me.

 



 


Cinderella,

 

Help from magick lies within each heart

if to claim it as your own is what you seek.

Look and search within before you start

as you must free your mind to reach its peak.



 


Dear Fairy Godmother,

 

What magic have you used to reach out and write back to me in this very book? My dearest Fairy Godmother, you have discovered a way to answer me! I want to sit down and write back to you, but your words are so few and elusive. You have asked for me to free my mind, and I will do so in the hope that we will soon be reconciled. When I first saw the letters and words in my book, I feared that someone had secreted into my chamber and wrote the words to play with me, but I see that is not possible, as the words glow soft in a silvery light. No quill and ink could make those marks. The words were created with magic pure and true. I am excited and happy that you can hear me. If you can read what I write here, then I will share with you the stories of my days in the hope that you will continue to communicate with me.

I hear noise outside my door. I am sorry, but I must go.


 


January 27

 

Dear Fairy Godmother,

 

I woke this morning not feeling well. There is a sickness that has afflicted many in the castle. The weather has been cold, but not cold enough for snow, and yet I have a chill that I cannot rid myself of. My mind wanders back to this diary, and I often question whether your note to me still exists. I often open the book to the page, rub my hand over the words you wrote, and smile. I do not know how or when we will be together, but you have charged me with a task that I have set myself to. 

Yet I am here, and my task is to free my mind, so I will attempt to do so in these days of winter and darkness. Here at the castle, life is quiet as the sickness has caused many to fall ill. I suspect that I have the illness because my head is light, and I find that I am often tired. I try hard to free my mind and imagine what it would be like to have the freedom to not worry about my husband or the queen as I go about my daily routine. I imagine that I would have peace and that new ideas would come to me, for when I am alone, I am wont to dream of travel and seeing new cultures. If I were to open the dams within my mind, a rush of thought would come to me of which I am still much afraid. I do wish to travel and see France with its operas, plays, and art. 

I know not how to achieve these dreams when there are such obstacles in my path. I truly do not. Last night after all had gone to sleep, I brought out the glass slippers that you gave me, and I put them on. With eyes closed, I imagined that you stood beside me, and we talked about other girls you had helped. You would think me silly in my nightclothes standing in front of the mirror wearing the glass slippers that I treasure as my own. I would write more, but to bed I must go as I feel tired and weak.

I pray that I will dream of your return to me and that when I awake all will be made clear!


February

 

February 10

 


Dear Fairy Godmother,

 

I have been very sick. Truth be told, I did not think I was going to live. A strong fever and cough weakened and sickened me, as well as many in the castle. I lay in bed, day after day, with a high fever, unable to get up, and feeling so tired and delirious. I wanted to write to you but could not as I was too weak. Perhaps a week ago Clarissa came to wake me, for I did not get up in the morning. I could tell from the worried look on her face that she was upset. I felt trapped in my own body, but could not gather the strength to rise out of bed.

She felt my forehead and then covered me. Yet the cold would not leave my bones no matter how many covers she placed me under. Clarissa, my dear, dear friend, called the king’s doctor, who came to examine me. He let out some of my blood to remove the sickness, and told me to stay in bed and rest.

For seven long days, I stayed in bed, sick and feverish. Time passed oddly as I lost track of the days and drifted in and out of sleep. One day I had a surge of energy that focused my faculties so much so that a sense of clarity came over me. Fearing that I would die, I devised a plan to give Clarissa my diaries in order that the prince never read them. In a fit of stubbornness, I tried to rise out of bed and tell Clarissa that I had to give her my diaries and that I needed her help to keep them secret from the prince and his mother. 

Poor Clarissa! I can only imagine what she thought of me in my deranged state. I have not had a chance to talk to her since that time, as she has been busy taking care of others who are sick. Two of the more elderly servants have died from this dreaded sickness, and many others have fallen ill. I have only been up and about for a day now, and I still find it difficult to walk. I must take my time and am trying to build up my strength.

The prince came to see me several times, and he did stay with me for a long while. He was kind and sweet. The one day he sat by my bed for hours, not saying anything as I moaned in my feverish state, but it was encouraging to see him sitting there. He had several large maps on his lap and it looked like he was studying them. 

Later that day I heard him ask for more logs to be put on the fire and he asked for hot tea to be brought to me. I tried to drink it, but could not lift the cup to my lips. He sat next to me, held the cup, and I drank a few sips at a time. 

“Thank you for your help.” I lay back on my pillow and rested. The room appeared larger to me, and I had a difficult time concentrating, as every item swayed to a strange motion that I could not control.

“You took care of me when I had injured myself and did not complain or admonish me for my antics.” He sat back in his chair, putting the cup of tea on a tray.

“Do you remember how happy we were when we first met?” I believe the fever caused me to speak more openly.

“I recall how magical you were with your dress, the glass slippers, and your charming smile.” He rubbed the beard on his chin.

“Are you not happy with me?” I turned to face him directly. “Have I disappointed you in some way?”

He turned from me and picked up his cup of tea, lingering on the sip as he gathered his thoughts. “Must we speak of this now?”

“I would like to know …”

He interrupted me before I could finish and said, “The doctor informed me that you are in a delicate state and that your rest is paramount.”

“Of course.” I remained silent and closed my eyes, trying to hold back my tears.

He did not say anything else, and after a few minutes of my silent crying, he stood up and left the room without a word. A part of me had warmed to him, for his actions were kind and thoughtful, but thoughts of deeper motive rose to the surface of my mind, and I wondered if guilt caused him to care for me. 

Now, days later, I have had much time to think while recuperating, and I have come to a decision. I had thought about withholding my opinion, even from myself, as possibly the effects of the fever still hold sway over me, but I know that is not the case. Freely I will say that I dislike the prince at times and think he can be an insensitive man. 

He and I met when I was sixteen years of age and my knowledge of the world was remote and naïve. Yet at twenty, am I truly much more informed? I think not. Rather, I realize a truth that I had not wanted to speak before: I wanted to escape my life under my stepmother. The prince needed a woman at his side for appearances and to have his children. I have performed my role extremely well as a princess, learning all that was necessary to fulfill my duties. I have been dignified and graceful, supporting the king and queen, showing that I am worthy of my status. Now I question what my future in this family will be. I wonder if I will be forever trapped in my fear. 

My hand tires from writing so much. Perhaps I should go and have some dinner. Wherever you are, Fairy Godmother, I wish you well.


 


February 11

 

Clarissa came to visit me this morning, and our talk turned toward my future. We wandered off to a quiet part of the castle and sat by a fire talking. Clarissa looked at the condition of my dress and shook her head. “Your clothes are in such disrepair. What would you do without a friend like me?”

I smiled, and for the first time in days felt more myself with my returned strength. Staring at the fire for a few moments, I asked, “Would it not be wonderful if we could travel the world together?”

“Of course it would. What is your plan?” Clarissa sat down in her chair and leaned toward the fire.

“I have no plan. I am just dreaming. The prince continues to ignore me, although I have tried to talk with him, but I suspect he simply wishes to live his life as he may and keep me as his public wife. I am not happy with my life and would enjoy traveling to experience art, music, and …”

“Love!” Clarissa interrupted me and laughed. “You would not be the first wife to have her own understandings with a gentleman.”

“I would rather not. I weary of the challenges of love.” 

Clarissa kept quiet and then replied, “I wish I had such a problem.”

“You will find your gentleman soon enough.”

Clarissa stood up and walked over to the fire. “I worry about you. You are still so young and yet your joy is so slight of late.”

“I hardly see the prince any longer, and the times we do spend together are more for his duty to produce an heir.” I fiddled with a bow on my dress. “My standing with him is clear, and I cannot change his mind.”

Our conversation shifted to talk of the upcoming ball, and yet as I write this the question keeps coming back to me. How could I travel, and where would I go? I cannot simply walk out the castle gates. My knowledge of politics and the world of men is limited, yet even I have heard the rumors of conflict in Europe. I have tried to solve this riddle but cannot. When I look upon the playing field, I see that the main power is the queen. She has left me enough alone these long days as I recover from my sickness, but I suspect that she will call me for a visit soon. 

What would you have me do, Fairy Godmother? Weeks have passed since I have last heard from you. What should I do?


 


February 12

 

It is early, and the snow still falls outside as I write this, but I am wrapped up nicely in some warm covers, glancing from time to time at the world of white. The snow began yesterday afternoon, and I watched as it fell, heavy and near silent. Though later the wind did pick up and snow blew all around. After dinner yesterday, Clarissa and I snuck outside to walk around the palace gardens. The trees and the trimmed bushes were blanketed in the soft fluffy whiteness. We did not go very far, as we were both cold, but I did make time to talk with Clarissa and properly thank her being such a good friend.

She and I walked arm in arm through the snow, and we were both amazed at how beautiful everything looked. A fresh blanket of white covered the palace grounds, making the world quiet and new. We walked in silence and returned to the castle to have some tea with bread and butter. We were alone, warm, and safe. I looked at my best friend and asked, “Are you happy?”

She laughed and sipped her tea. “I suspect that your question is more than ‘Am I happy with my tea and biscuit?’”

“You know me well.” I leaned back and took a sip of the warm tea. It brought courage to my weary body. “If you were not my lady-in-waiting, what would you want to do with your life?”

She thought for a moment, scratching her nose. “I would travel to lands beyond this castle and its familiar walls.” She brushed crumbs off of her dress and pointed outside. “I have never been too far but I have heard such amazing stories. Instead, I sit here like a farm animal, waiting for my father to sell me off to the highest bidder.”

A pained look crossed her face. “I am older now and my father worries that I will not make a good match as I am strong willed and difficult. He tolerates my behavior but for how much longer? I fear …” She let her words trail off and she looked away.

I waited to see if she would continue but she did not. “You are still young and I daresay that you are more beautiful than me. A man who finds you will be lucky to have such a pretty and independent-thinking wife.”

“Thank you for your kind words.” She smiled and drank more tea.

I gathered my courage and chanced to speak the truth. “I want to tell you that I am not happy here.” I forced myself to continue. “I have made a decision to travel, but I am still not certain if I am courageous enough to find a way to make my wish come true.”

I did not know what else to say, but then had an idea came to me. We both felt trapped in our situations, but that would not last forever. My idea rolled off my tongue and said, “I want you to come to France with me.”

Clarissa’s face lit up with wondrous excitement and she asked so many questions that I could not keep up with her.

If I could convince the prince to go to France in the spring, then I would need my lady-in-waiting to help me. Such a trip would be difficult but not impossible, as we were not that far from the Channel. We could ride by carriage, hire a boat, and then head to France. Yet once there, I did not know how long it would take by carriage to get to the capital. I suspected that all could be arranged. I would have to figure the details out. A carriage to Dover would take a day, but I had heard the stories of the rough Channel waters and how sometimes travelers would have to wait several days for calm waters. But would Calais to Paris consist of another day’s travel by carriage? I did not know the geography exactly, but I knew I need not solve all the details at once. What mattered was that I had an idea. 

Clarissa and I talked for a good while about our plans for the spring, and it was very enjoyable. I was happy to see her smile again and for her to have some hope that all was not lost. The two of us would work together and make my plan come to life. How to get the prince to agree might be difficult. We would have to see. 

I must end my writing here. I am not ashamed to write this but I need my rest and am lying down to sleep some more. Bonne nuit! (See, already I am practicing my French.)



 


Dear Cinderella,

 

You have begun to free your mind and see the possibilities that can be if you allow them to grow and bear fruit. If you wonder how to convince your prince to go to Paris, ask yourself this: Who must he listen to and what does she want above all else?

I am proud of you and see you have made much progress. Soon we will be together.

 

Yours,

 

Faerie Godmother



 


February 15

 

You wrote to me again! I am so pleased, for each day I wake hoping to see another magical note from you in my diary. I want to see you and wonder how that can come to be as I do not know where you are. Are you far away from this land, and do you use your magic to see me here? I long to know more, for I miss you and hope that you are well. When you write me next, I implore you to tell me how we can be in each other’s company once again.

I have much to share with you. My mind wanders to the divergence ahead for the prince and me. I see us as walking separate paths, and I do not know if I am prepared to accept the burden of that choice. With reflection, I am frightened and still beholden to my duty for what I should do. I will need Clarissa’s guidance and friendship to help me through the difficult times ahead.  

As I write this, it is in the middle of the night. I am alone, and the quiet is soothing to me. While in this solitude, I am able to write in peace without any distractions from others or even my own doubts. 

On the table to my left are my glass slippers. I prize those shoes above all else as they are a reminder to me that you did come to help me and that your magic is solid and true. When you came to assist me, you asked that I gather a pumpkin, mice, and lizards. I followed your instructions, and with your magic you turned the pumpkin into my carriage, the mice into horses, and the lizards into footmen. You then waved your hands around me and turned my dirty clothes into a beautiful gown with the most wondrous jewels. But then you gave me the glass slippers etched with small wildflowers. Their beauty bewildered me, and they remain after all these years. Before I went to the castle that momentous night, you had me promise that I would return by midnight, and as I rushed away from the ball everything turned back to what it was before, but not the slippers. They remained. 

The famous story of how the prince found one of my glass slippers and had all the ladies try it on is now so engrained in the folklore of the town that even little children know of it. Yet many do not recall that I had the second glass slipper. I kept it as a reminder of you and on the day that the prince came to my father’s home, he asked that we all try the glass slipper on. When I did, it fit perfectly, and I pulled its mate out of my pocket and showed it to him. The amazement on his face is hard to forget. I could not tell then if he was upset or just surprised, but now I know that he had thought I was special and would marry me to show his friends and mother what a great match he had found on his own. 

Initially, I think he was taken aback at my rags, but the magic surrounding the story won him over. He heard the rumors of the fairy and the powerful spells that changed my clothes, and he warmed to that mystique. I think he wanted your magic to also grace his life, choosing me not so much for love but for my connection to such wonderment. I do not mind all of that now. Too much time has passed, and yet the glass slippers still remain. Why they have not turned into dust or disappeared I do not know, and do not question. I have not the chance to thank you in person for the gift, yet I shall write my thanks here now. Thank you, my dear Fairy Godmother, for a gift that has helped me through my struggles. They fit just as well now as they did then, and, on occasion, I wear them to special balls and amaze the attendees, for they also expected the glass slippers to disappear or to wear or break. 

I have examined the shoes closely over the years, running my fingers over the etched flowers and the small fox that looks to be frolicking in the flowers. Often when I am in distress, I gather them in my arms and trace the flowers with my fingers, feeling the grooves with my fingers, and, maybe it is my imagination, but I feel warmth and energy in the shoes. They always cheer me up when I am sad or lonely and afraid. Holding the shoes and feeling the touch of them on my skin brings me a sense of completeness that warms my heart. Over the years I have tried to lend them to people, but they simply do not fit. Even my dearest Clarissa cannot wear them, and we share shoes and clothing all through the year. She is unable to wear them, as they simply do not fit.

I do not know what magic you put into these slippers, but I thank you. Fairy and goodness and godmother to me, I wish I knew more about you. I wish I could learn more about who you really are. I have talked to my friends, stepmother, and stepsisters, but they know nothing of you.

I sit here in the warmth of a fire in the middle of winter, and I look at the glass slippers. I can see the fire reflecting in them and I can touch them. They are real. They are a symbol of what you once gave to me. They remain. Solid and true and lasting. 

To sleep now, I must go as it will be light soon. I need to ponder your question and put into action my plan, for Paris awaits. Thank you for all you have done for me. I pray you are well and we will be reconciled soon. Good night!


 


February 21

 

Dear Fairy Godmother,

 

The queen now knows that I wish to speak with her, and I hope to have an audience with her soon. Although I am her son’s wife, my status does not allow for me to speak with her at a time of my choosing. Rather, I have placed the proper request, and patient I must now be. When I shall be called to speak with her, I do not know. I hope and pray it will be soon.

Clarissa is here for me. I am telling her that I am coming. I need to go. I will be back. I promise.



 


Late in the day on February 21

 

The sun has risen, and we have only just returned from the midwinter ball. Clarissa had asked that I attend with her because she wanted to help enliven my spirits. It is true that I have been especially low of late. She knew, too, that the prince would perform one or two obligatory dances and then sit at a table in a far corner and talk with his friends, drinking until the ball ended.

Tonight, I danced to forget my woes, hoping that the music would transport me to another state of mind. I have seen with my own eyes how easy losing one’s self to the music, food, and drink can be, as many forget to return. I could do the same easily and forget all my dreams and just live for those moments. I have seen many other young women of court lose their way, become lost with their men on the side, their drinking, or their lust for jewels and wealth. I believe that my heart is true and that I have not yet lost my way, for I remember what I still want out of life.

There is an ache in my heart and I know that my destiny is open and filled with purpose, but as to what that purpose is, I have not yet discovered. I hear a calling to travel to France. I feel compelled to go there. If I want to go to France with Clarissa, I need to convince the queen or my entire plan will fall apart. I await the queen to call upon me, and I shall see if my hope will come to fruition.

Now I must to bed as I need to rest. Good night.


 


February 27

 

The queen has yet to answer my request to speak with her, but I have been forced to talk with the prince about my desire to visit France. After dinner, he came to me and we shared enough pleasantries to be friendly. He walked with me and said, “You have recovered well from the sickness.”

I nodded and replied, “I have been well for weeks now. Thank you.”

He appeared agitated as he paced back and forth in my room. “I must be frank with you.”

His sudden forthrightness surprised me. “Of course, my lord.”

“I hear rumor that you wish to travel to France in the spring.” He stopped pacing and faced me. “Is this true?”

I wondered how he had learned of my desire, but Clarissa and I have openly spoken of the topic, so rumors would have spread. “Yes, I would.”

He remained silent for a time and then said, “I would enjoy taking you to Paris. I truly would.” I thought his emotion honest and open. However, he continued. “But I cannot.”

He face turned red and blotches appeared on his neck. I did not correctly read why he was upset. I simply blundered onward and asked, “Why are you unable to take a party to Paris? You are the prince.”

I could see him bite his tongue, but I still did not know what had bothered him so much.

He turned away from me and walked toward a window to stare out at the darkness. 

Instead of remaining quiet, I pushed onward. “I do not understand. Why are you not able to go?”

“Why?” He spun around, and I could see a sudden red rage in his face. “I, too, have wanted to go to France this summer, but my father commanded me not to go.”

In puzzlement, I stood confused. I did not understand. 

“Will you not share your mind with me?” I asked.

“The king is afraid for his precious throne. Rumors from the mainland reached us months ago. Napoleon Bonaparte rises to power in France. It is said that he dreams of ruling the world, and he is no friend to England.”

I felt ignorant and reduced as an insignificant insect lost in a vast world. In my grand plans, I had not thought about world governments and politics. I only wanted to go see the beautiful city of Paris and to have fun with Clarissa. 

The prince could see that I had been ignorant of France’s internal politics, and he did not let it go. He laughed at me. “You are thinking of your precious balls and the great time you would have in Paris while I went hunting and stayed out of your way. Do you think I cannot see through you? We are married long enough for me to know your schemes.”

Anger welled up inside of me, and I could not silence myself. “Do not talk that way to me. I am your wife and princess to the realm.”

He laughed harder. “Princess,” the acid in his voice dripped with sarcasm, “I have been very patient. You have produced no heir to me and now you try to order me around?” 

He picked up a gaming billiard on a table and threw it against the wall and it ricocheted in the opposite direction. “I am tired of being told what to do.”

And he left. I stayed seated for quite some time and did not know what to do. He had never expressed to me such fury before. I had pushed him too far. I do not know where he went, but I was certain that he did not wish for me to come after him. I left him alone and worried how the future would unfold. Could he be rid of me? I had no knowledge of the law and of his duty and responsibility. Could he pick another woman to be his wife so that he could produce an heir if I was barren? What would then become of me?

My fears have piled upon themselves, and I have spun myself into a dreadful fit of insecurity. My plans have dissolved into nothingness before my eyes, and I am worried. I do not even know where to begin. Let me settle myself for a moment. Oh, Fairy Godmother, I feel trapped, and for the first time I am aware of the full magnitude of my problems. 

I have not been able to see Clarissa because she is away with her father visiting cousins. She will not be back for another week. I wish Clarissa were here. I want to talk with her. She would help me. She would know what to do. I am so tired, confused, and my mind is full of troublesome thoughts. I am spinning in circles, and I want this all to go away.


March

March 4


I am more at peace now. I want to write about what I have done before all of my memories fade away. I am here in my room now, and it has been some time since the prince and I last talked. We have not seen each other since our disagreement. He has left the castle and I do not know where he travels. 

At a loss about what to do, I went to church and I knelt down and prayed to you. I prayed that you would come find me and rescue me. It is the same old prayer and story. I am not ashamed to admit that I cried. I was alone and no one saw me. I prayed and no answer came. I have begged you to come to me, but you do not. You have written to me and given me some advice, but I have not heard from the queen. She will not see me, and I do not know why.

When I left the small church, I went out into the forest at night. If you were not to come to me, then I would try to find you. I have heard all the stories of the fairies that live in the woods. Stories parents tell their children to explain why milk curdles and meat spoils. I gathered a small pack and went off in the night to search of you. The guards know my ways by now, and they would have stopped me, but a few years ago Clarissa showed me a secret way out of the castle. It is not the most comfortable of paths, but I can avoid being seen if I use it. The journey through the now-defunct moat is the worst part, but even that is not too demanding. The way is tricky, to be sure, but not impossible.

Once out of the castle, I could see a waning moon, one or two days past full, hanging high in the sky. It was not too cold, just a touch of chill in the air. The light from the moon was enough to guide my way so that I could find the path to the forest. There is a trail that leads through the woods, and I have been through the forest before, during the daylight. But the rumors and stories say that in the dark, after midnight, the fey come out to do their mischief or to help those in need. 

I stood at the edge of the woods and I stopped, for I was afraid. I admit it. I turned around and could hear no one behind me. I did not fear that any wild animal would attack me, but I was still afraid. I truly did not know who or what I might encounter in the woods so late at night. Clarissa might have danced into the woods, as she is such an adventurous soul. Me, I was afraid. I did not know if I were more afraid of what I would find or that I would not find anything. It was possible that I could simply go through the forest and come out cold and tired. But there was a moment of possibility in which I imagined what would happen if I were to find you, to see you in your element, and to find a way to connect with you. That insane bit of hope burned inside my mind and warmed me. I could have stood there, at the edge, for a long, long time, relieved in my hopes. I so wanted for everything to become revealed to me so that I could understand where I needed to go and what I should do in life. 

In the dim moonlight, I could see some buds of flowers coming up out of the dirt by the side of the trail, and the path ahead looked clear and somewhat used. I took a step forward and then, after some time, another.

I clenched my hands at my side and walked ahead, hoping that I would find my salvation inside the forest. I felt colder in going into the woods, but maybe that was just my fear. Although my path was covered by trees, the light of the moon allowed me to see, and a light wind was all I could hear. All around me were trees and undergrowth, but I did not sense any danger. I was more frightened than I think I had ever
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