
 

 
“Why are you awake at this hour?” Asked the strange woman. “You should be in bed.”  
 
“I can’t sleep!” The child mewled. “Please tell me a story!” 
 
The woman smiled. Her pale hair was like spun silk, and it fell across her back in pretty 

waves as she tilted her head. Her teeth were pearls, glistening in the light of the lamp. Her 
delicate rosy skin was as smooth and soft as porcelain. And her eyes… her eyes were the most 
beautiful part. They were dark brown, bordering on black, and they made people feel as if they 
were slip, slip, slipping into a deep well, full of depth and wonder.  

 
“Of course, my child. But you need to promise to go to sleep after I’m done.” She purred, 

and her voice sounded sweet and genuine. 
 
In a creaky old room in a creaky old house filled with people who didn’t seem creaky nor 

old, the child sat and listened.  
 
“There once was a princess of a far-away kingdom. She was beautiful and fair, but kind 

and generous. People flocked from far and wide to see her. She was perfect, and so, everything 
in the castle was perfect. But one day, someone spilled some red paint. It flowed through the 
castle, seeping through the floor and staining the walls. It stained her silken gloves and her 
favorite gown. It made her very upset, so she ran to the forest to calm down. 

 

 



 

A shadow found her and was dazzled by her beauty and innocence. The shadow let the 
princess into her house, and the princess trusted the shadow, for she was pure of heart, and 
trusted everyone. Meanwhile, the people of the kingdom were searching for the princess. They 
knew the red paint had made her very messy, and wanted to clean her up. But they didn’t know 
where to look.  

 
The princess kept herself busy with sewing. She made beautiful things, and she loved to 

use the sewing needle. She would thread it in and out of her beautiful things, and it made them 
even more beautiful. The shadow would tell her stories, of far away lands, and the princess 
listened to all of the stories. The shadow also loved the play games, and they had a lot of fun 
together. 

 
The princess was making a beautiful thing just for the shadow. It would be the most 

beautiful of any of her things. She hid it in the closet so she could show the shadow when she 
was done. But the same night, the shadow wanted to play a game. You see, the shadow had 
found the beautiful thing in the closet and had spoiled the surprise. But the shadow still wanted 
to have fun, so she made up a game.  

 
The shadow would hide and the princess would find her. If the shadow won, the shadow 

could eat the princess. If the princess won, the princess would eat the shadow. The princess 
gleefully agreed, and the shadow hid where she thought the princess would never find her, in the 
closet with the beautiful thing. 

 
But the beautiful thing was leaking red paint from when the princess made it extra 

beautiful. And the princess easily found the shadow.” 
 
It was at this point when the strange woman stopped talking. It was abrupt and sudden, 

and without warning. The child’s eyes widened. Her fists curled expectantly. But nothing came. 
The woman was staring past her with her beautiful glossy eyes. 

 
“What happened next?!” exclaimed the child.  
 
But the woman said no more.  
 
Later, when the dark and creaky room was illuminated only by the twisted reflection of 

the dim half-moon, the child slipped out of bed. She was determined to learn the end of the story. 
 

 



 

She tip-toed through the creaky house, set on going to the strange woman’s room. But 
she stopped in front of the old wardrobe in the hallway. A thick liquid was seeping out, staining 
the gnarled wooden floor. It was hard to tell in the darkness, but it had a strange, red hue. 

 
“Red paint.” said the child, knowingly. The woman’s story had taught her many things 

about the world, and she was happy to use her knowledge. 
 
She reached up with her small, soft hands, and opened the wardrobe, which swung open 

easily. She gasped, staring at what she saw. 
 
A beautiful thing. 
 
“Why are you awake at this hour?” Asked the strange woman. “You should be in bed.”  
 

 


