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Dedicated to Tom Waits

I will search every face for Lucinda’s

And she will go off with me down to hell

—Tom Waits, “Lucinda”
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My mothers, Lucinda, Ruby, and Martha, are by definition odd, and they are sisters. Identical triplet sisters, to be exact.

Many have remarked on their appearance over the years. The Dark Fairy, Maleficent, thought they were the most bewitching creatures she had ever seen. Others have compared them to broken, neglected dolls left out in the wind and rain to crack and fade. The most thoughtful observation was made by the great and terrible sea witch Ursula. She said the odd sisters’ beauty was so entirely out of proportion it made them compellingly grotesque.

I always found them beautiful, even in their mania. Even when they made me angry. Even now, disappointed and heartbroken by them, knowing just how cruel, destructive, and foul they really are. I still love them.

In reading my mothers’ journals, Snow White and I have learned there is no witch alive who is more powerful than my mothers—except for one. Me.

If you are acquainted with the odd sisters’ story, then you know long ago they had a little sister named Circe who was tragically killed when the Dark Fairy, Maleficent, destroyed the Fairylands in a fit of rage on her sixteenth birthday. This was a secret they kept from Maleficent. Lucinda, Ruby, and Martha were so desperate to bring their little sister back to life that they gave up the very best parts of themselves to create a new Circe. A replacement for the sister they had lost.

Me.

I was no longer their sister, but their daughter, a daughter created by magic and by love. My mothers would do anything to protect me—and they have, unflinchingly, over the ages. They’ve wreaked havoc and chaos, destroying everyone and everything in their path all in the name of protecting me. Their Circe.

All my life I believed them to be my sisters, and they were there to watch over me, keeping me safe, even from the smallest things. I always thought they were just doting and protective older siblings because they were forced to raise me as their own daughter after something horrible happened to our parents, something too awful to tell me about. While we were growing up, Lucinda, Ruby, and Martha refused to tell me about our mother and father. They said they were protecting me from the truth. But the truth was they were my mothers.

Growing up with such protective mothers was a challenge. But their unwavering love and willingness to share their spell craft made me thrive magically. From a young age I could do magic that older witches could not, and my mothers always remarked that they thought my gifts were stronger than even their own. As I got older I realized they might be right, because I was constantly surprised by my ability to do spells and cast magic so effortlessly. The problem is that it never occurs to me. More times than not, someone will have to bring it to my attention, the idea of using magic, or the fact that I’ve just performed a spell or magical feat without even knowing it. My mothers were always there to remind me and to protect me from any harm that might come to me.

It wasn’t until I was a bit older and found myself in love with the Beast Prince that my mothers’ overprotectiveness became brutal and vindictive. The Prince broke my heart, and my mothers, well, they wanted to destroy him in return.

I remember the day I told them I had fallen in love, and how they flew into a panic. They convinced me to partake in a ruse that would prove to me this man wasn’t worthy of me. I went along because I trusted his devotion to me and I would do anything to convince them of his honest intentions. So I dressed like a pig farmer’s daughter, and I mucked around with the beasts and waited for my prince to find me. It was he who ended up being a beast. He reacted exactly as the odd sisters had expected. He was disgusted by me and withdrew his love. He was so vile and so cruel to me I cursed him.

With every foul deed he committed, it would be written on his face. If he changed his ways, then the curse would not mar his appearance. I gave him an enchanted rose from his garden to remind him of the love we once had together. When the last petal dropped, he would remain in the form of his own design forever.

Like many witches and fairies before me, I gave him a chance to break the curse by finding and receiving true love. I thought it was fair. I thought I was giving him the opportunity to redeem himself. But the odd sisters had other designs. They drove him mad and lured him to the path of destruction at every turn, making sure he would turn into the horrible beast they saw residing within him. All this I could have forgiven if they hadn’t involved Princess Tulip Morningstar and Belle. My mothers drove the Beast insane with their constant torments. He treated Princess Tulip so abominably and cruelly that she flung herself off the rocky cliffs and into the sea witch’s tentacles. Ursula spared her life in exchange for her beauty and her voice. Well, I retrieved both for the poor princess, by trading them for Ursula’s seashell necklace my mothers had magicked away from King Triton. I couldn’t forgive them for putting Tulip’s life in danger. And I couldn’t forgive the horrors they put poor Belle through all in the name of destroying the Beast for his mistreatment of me.

This was just the beginning of my disappointments in my mothers, and the start of my new role: righting the wrongs they had committed. I was so angry with them for putting Tulip’s and Belle’s lives in danger that I went away, refusing their summons. I hid myself from them in every way I knew. It was the only means I had to punish them: withholding my love in hopes they would change their ways.

Frantic, my mothers called on Ursula for help. She was a powerful witch, and they thought she could help them find me. Little did they know she had kidnapped me and reduced me to a mere shell of myself, thrusting me into her dark garden with the other souls she had reaped over the ages. Ursula agreed to help my mothers if they promised to forge a spell in hate to bring down her brother, King Triton. Ursula was within her rights to take her brother’s throne. Their father had left it to both of them, and Triton’s treatment of Ursula was horrific. Had Ursula brought this plan to me, I would likely have rallied to her cause. But I would never have allowed myself to be bound in hate, or agreed to hurt Triton’s youngest daughter, Ariel.

Maleficent, my mothers’ longtime friend, warned them not to become entangled in Ursula’s affairs. She warned them that Ursula couldn’t be trusted, that the spell was dangerous. They didn’t listen—as they often don’t—ignoring the signs that Ursula wasn’t the witch they had grown to love over the many years of their friendship. Blinded by their obsession with finding me, they went along with her mad plan to destroy Triton. All this I could have forgiven if they hadn’t tried to kill Ariel.

Once my mothers found out Ursula had taken my soul and put me in her garden, they became enraged. They reversed the spell they had created in hate to rebound on Ursula, killing her and nearly destroying the lands and themselves in an attempt to save me. But they didn’t anticipate what it would do to them. They couldn’t predict that it would leave their bodies slumbering under the glass dome of the solarium in Morningstar and their souls residing in the dreamscape. That is where they remain to this day.

The magnitude of this spell brought Maleficent to Morningstar. She hoped to find someone powerful enough to make sure Prince Phillip would not break the sleeping curse she had placed on her daughter, Aurora, on the day of her christening. The curse was to take effect on her sixteenth birthday, which was fast approaching. Maleficent was afraid when Aurora turned sixteen, she would come into her powers, just as Maleficent had, in a blaze of anger and fire. She was terrified for her daughter and wanted to spare her the heartbreak of destroying everyone and everything she had ever loved, just as Maleficent had done.

I hadn’t known that my mothers were so close to Maleficent, that they had known and loved her when she was young. I didn’t know they helped her create a child: Aurora, Maleficent’s shining star. A spell that would be Maleficent’s ruin, as it has been my mothers’ ruin since they created me in the same fashion. So I decided to keep my mothers in the dreamscape until I could determine what to do. All I asked of them was that they sit and be quiet and not meddle. I needed time to help in the aftermath of Ursula’s and Maleficent’s deaths and the destruction they had both caused with my mothers’ assistance.

But they were not content with waiting. They were not content with sitting quietly while I cleaned up their messes. They meddled again, this time with Gothel, a childhood friend who was in need of their help. Gothel was a witch who lived in the dead woods with her sisters, Primrose and Hazel, and their powerful mother, Manea. While reading Gothel’s story in the book of fairy tales, with every flip of a page, I learned more about my mothers’ natures. I saw them as young witches full of potential and the capacity for loyal friendship—until they lost their little sister, Circe, the girl I used to be. That was when they started to change. The singular focus was on bringing her back to life. They succeeded, but the magic they used changed them. It changed me, too.

It led to their madness.

After that, every ounce of their beings was focused on protecting me. They refused to lose me again.

They used and strung along Gothel, making her feel as if they thought of her as a sister. They took her mother’s spells from the dead woods and used them for their own aims. When Gothel’s sisters were killed in an attack by their own mother, my mothers promised to help Gothel bring them back from the dead. My mothers swooped in, making promises I’m sure they never intended to keep, all the while plotting to take Gothel’s magic rapunzel flower for themselves. Their goal was to restore Maleficent from the degenerative effects of the spell they had cast to create Aurora. Meanwhile, I am sure they blame Gothel for my anger, because I caught them meddling once again.

But the truth is it’s not Gothel’s fault. Nor is it Maleficent’s, Ursula’s, the Beast’s, or Grimhilde’s. The truth is I have had enough of the destruction and heartbreak caused by my mothers.

As I’ve witnessed this tangled web of events, following along with each story in the book of fairy tales, I’ve noticed a pattern. My mothers wish to do what they think is good and just—but only when it comes to protecting me. Those who get in their way meet with disaster. I want to forgive them, because I know in their hearts they believe what they are doing is right—and who wouldn’t do anything to protect their child? But what I can’t forgive is their utter lack of empathy or compassion for those they tried to destroy for simply standing in their way: Tulip. Belle. Maurice. And Snow White.

How they hate Snow White. The terrible things they did to her as a child. Frightening her in the woods and tormenting her with threats of witchcraft. Then giving Grimhilde a mirror possessed by her abusive father, driving her insane, and encouraging her to kill her own daughter. It’s unforgivable. And though they’ve trapped Grimhilde in the mirror her father used to haunt, they are still not satisfied. They still hate Snow White.

To this day, the reason remains a mystery to me.

So as I sit here writing in my mothers’ journals, adding to their book of shadows, I wonder how I got here, and how I came to find such a friend in my cousin Snow White. Without her I don’t know how I would have survived any one of these revelations. Without her I wouldn’t have had the courage to see my mothers for who they are.

Snow has been my mirror and my guide as I watch her distance herself from her own destructive mother. A mother full of grief and despair over the treatment of her daughter. A mother forever pleading with her daughter for her forgiveness. Snow is burdened with the task of making her mother feel better for her past misdeeds, as I am burdened by my own mothers’ treachery.

Finding each other has been such a gift to both of us. I feel stronger having Snow at my side as we search together for the truth about my past and my mothers’ past.

Therefore, this is my story as much as it is Lucinda’s, Ruby’s, and Martha’s. Because we are all one. Our fates are connected by a delicate silver thread, weaving us together, binding us by blood, by magic, and by a dangerous, all-encompassing love.

I sit here in my mothers’ house and I wonder what to do next. Do I leave my mothers in the dreamscape to punish them for their crimes? Or do I unleash them on the many kingdoms only for them to ruin more lives, all in the name of love?

Even as I ask myself this, I already know the answer. It’s become heartbreakingly clear I am responsible for my mothers’ foul deeds. And there is only one thing to be done about it.

I just need to find the courage to bring myself to the task.
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The odd sisters were caught in perpetual twilight.

In the land of dreams all was chaos, rhythm, and magic. Their mirrored chamber seemed smaller and more confined now that Circe had turned all their mirrors black. It was their punishment for the role they had played in Gothel’s story, and for the deaths of Maleficent, Ursula, and the queen Grimhilde.

The odd sisters feared this time their daughter wouldn’t forgive them as she had so many times in the past. They had crossed the line too many times. They had lost track of the many reasons Circe was banishing them to darkness and withholding her love. And it broke their hearts, sending them into fits of panic and rage. It reminded Lucinda of the promise she had made.

To destroy everyone Circe held dear.

The land of dreams had lost its magic for the sisters. They no longer heard the rhythm in the chaos. They could no longer break the code and use the magic there. The magic was in the many mirrors, but the mirrors were now dark to them. Circe had seen to that. The odd sisters were helpless, captive, and alone with their madness, taking them down a familiar path of ruin and despair.

Martha and Ruby sat on the floor of the chamber, crying. They still wore their tattered bloodstained dresses, clothes they had been wearing since they had done the blood ceremony to communicate with Maleficent when she was fighting Prince Phillip. It all seemed so long ago, but it had only just happened. They’d hardly had time to grieve their beloved dragon fairy-witch before they were distracted by Gothel’s antics.

“Curse Gothel!” Lucinda screamed as she manically paced the circumference of the room. “If it hadn’t been for her, Circe may have forgiven us!” Martha and Ruby were still crying, not listening to Lucinda’s ravings. “And what if she learns the truth? What will she think of us then?” Lucinda looked down at her sisters. The three of them had always felt like one. Always the same. But for the briefest of moments, they seemed foreign to her. Almost freakish and unnatural, so different and apart from her. The feeling took her by surprise. She understood in that moment how Circe must see them now.

“Silence! Stop your weeping!” Lucinda needed quiet. She needed to think. She needed to find a way out of the chamber so she could get vengeance on the Fairy Godmother and her meddlesome sister, Nanny, for taking their Circe away from her. “I can’t think with your endless wailing! I promise you, Sisters, we will find a way to destroy everything Circe holds dear! We need to find a means to lure Maleficent back to life so she can help us in our cause! She hates the fairies as much as we do!”

“Lucinda, no! This is exactly why Circe is angry with us!” screeched Ruby. She was looking up at Lucinda with her wide eyes. Lucinda could see the madness in them, and it frightened her.

“Yes, Lucinda!” Martha cried. “She will never forgive us if we kill them!”

“Shut up!” Lucinda abruptly stopped pacing and looked down at both of her deranged sisters. “If we take everything and everyone she loves, she will have no choice but to turn to us for comfort! We will be all she has left in the world. She will need us!” She felt as if she were pleading with senseless children.

“That didn’t work with Gothel! What makes you think it will work with Circe?”

Lucinda considered Ruby’s question. The fact was she wasn’t sure it would work. But she felt they had no other choice before them.

“We neglected Gothel. We left her alone and she went mad. We didn’t realize how much of Manea was within her.” Lucinda looked as if she was remembering something, seeing it in her mind. She twitched her head as if trying to banish the thought. “Gothel was weak. Sisters in magic or no, she is nothing to us now! She refused to give us the flower so we could save Maleficent! She’s to blame for Maleficent’s death! Surely Circe will understand if we bring Maleficent back!”

“We should just wait,” said Martha. “If we wait and do nothing, as Circe asked, she will forgive us eventually. She has to!”

Lucinda waved her hand at her sisters, forgetting they no longer had magic in this place. “Silence! I will not wait on the judgment of fairies!”

“What do you mean, ‘the judgment of fairies’?” asked Ruby and Martha at the same time, getting on their feet.

“Do you think the fairies won’t have a say in all of this? This is their perfect opportunity to put us on trial, while we’re trapped here in this place. Gods, they’ve been threatening to for ages! And now that Circe is their creature, we won’t have her to defend us. We’ll need to defend ourselves! We need to be ready!”

Ruby and Martha looked at Lucinda, tears welling up in their bug eyes. “Circe isn’t the fairies’ creature!”

“Of course she is!” spat Lucinda. “She’s turned against us for the love of Nanny and her horrible sister, the Fairy Godmother. They’ve asked her to be an honorary wish-granting fairy. Our Circe, an honorary fairy! After everything they did to Maleficent? How could Circe even conceive of the idea? She is a witch! Honored by the gods and conceived of the three. There is no way I will let her be tainted by the fairies. And there is no way I will allow them to use our daughter while they sit in judgment of us. I can’t believe you would be content in just waiting! Waiting? Have you lost all your senses? What has happened to you, my sisters?” Ruby and Martha looked at Lucinda sheepishly
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