                          The Truth About “Sleeping Beauty”
                                     (Sleeping Beauty Retold)

My name is Jenna. Of course, you’ve never read a fairy tale with the heroine named Jenna. It’s a plain, ordinary name, I know. But you HAVE heard my story. Or, at least, you’ve heard my story that’s been repeated and repeated and repeated, well, you get the idea. The problem with stories that have been passed down is that they change. Take my friend, Jack, for instance. You probably know of his tale, about how he climbed a beanstalk and fought a giant, etc. In actuality, he climbed a tree so that he could find the missing baby of Mr. and Mrs. Largebones, who were rather tall. See what I mean? His story got flipped around. Well, let me tell you my story. I won’t tell you the fairy tale that you already know, because that would be lying. Here’s a different, but absolutely true story of my adventure. In the fake fairy tale that you know, I am known by the name Sleeping Beauty….

                                                    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
“How DARE he?!” I mutter under my breath. “I should be allowed to go on the quest too! After all, I AM the princess!” My brother, the Honorable Prince Next-in-Line-for-the-Throne, was going questing again. Don’t get me wrong, I enjoy being a princess, but after awhile, it would be fun riding on a horse, shooting arrows, and being free, just like I used to do when I was younger. Princess Cinderella, who is married to Prince Charming (his second wife actually; Snow White was his first), lives in the next kingdom, and she is always cleaning, cooking, and sewing. Well, I’m not like that. And today, I WILL go on that quest with my brother, whatever it takes. 

“Riding in the rain is more annoying than I remembered,” I remark to my horse, Spot. I suppose Spot isn’t a remarkable name for a horse, but it IS more interesting than Shadow or Midnight. Actually, my younger brother named him, and it stuck. “I wonder how much longer it will be until we reach my brother?” Spot twitches his ears. He’s a wonderful conversationalist. “Look Spot! Do you see that wall of vines ahead?” We had gotten lost 
hours ago, and have been wandering ever since. “That’s funny, I don’t hear any birds. I wonder what happened to them?” I swivel around to look behind me. All I see is a bunch of trees. Surprise, surprise. Who would have thought that there would be trees in a forest? I roll my eyes at myself. “I can’t believe I’m getting scared over the fact that there’s no noise. There are MANY logical explanations for that. Right, Spot?” Talking to my horse is my only comfort. (I’m sure at this point in my story, you expect me to charge right into the mysterious castle, am I right? I’m adventurous, but not stupid. I was taught not to enter scary, hidden castles, when I was only just five years old. That was how my uncle disappeared…we think.) “Let’s leave, Spot. This place is too spooky for my taste.” Clicking my tongue for Spot to move forward, I feel a chill on the back of my neck, like I’m being watched. I look back at the castle wall, and see a black stone at the base, even though I’m sure that it hadn’t been there before. Dismounting, I stride over to it, but as I stretch out my hand, the ground beneath my feet collapses. As I fall, the last thing I see is Spot rearing up, before my vision goes black.

I don’t know how long I have been unconscious, but I wake up to the sound of water dripping. I groan as I sit up. “I cannot believe I fainted.” I mutter to myself. “You would think that after all the falls I’ve had from my horse, that I’d be tougher than this.” Disgusted with myself, I look at my surroundings. I seem to be in a cellar, filled with…well, nothing really.  I get up and dust off my palazzo pants (a recent invention of my aunt’s). I see some spiral stairs, hidden in the corner, which look like they have been there for over a couple of decades at least. Reaching the first step, I cringe in anticipation for the creaky sound that I know is about to come from the step as soon as I touch it. Yet my first step is completely silent. “That’s odd,” I quietly say to myself, “after all of these years, there is no sound of age.” Then I laugh at myself, because why would I need to whisper in such an empty place like this? At the top of the stairs I reach a long hallway. It is beautifully decorated, with gold vases, and a thick, red carpet. As I silently pad down the long hallway, I notice a door that is slightly ajar. Should I look in? Or should I just find an exit? Decisions, decisions. One decision could be life threatening, or one could be 
life saving. Well, I guess this is as good as any quest. I reach out my foot to push open the door. I stick my head around the doorframe, and see a man lying on the bed, asleep. As I tiptoe closer, I realize that he looks a little older than myself. I suppose he would be considered handsome, I muse to myself. He has golden hair, pale skin, and he looks tall. I reach over to shake him, but I see a sign next to the bed that says, “The Prince is enchanted. To wake him up, you must either kiss him, or ring the bell.” Well, naturally, I ring the bell, because who would want to kiss a complete stranger? My sister, Melisande would, but she’s always been boy-crazy. I ring the golden bell that is next to the sign, and it makes a little tinkling sound. The youth who is sleeping opens his blue eyes and sits up. “Umm, hi,” I squeak. I admit, it IS a little scary seeing an enchanted prince. He looks startled for only a minute, then says, “Oh, hello. You must be the princess that woke me up.” He sounds so bored, and arrogant. All I want to do is escape. But I have to tell him something. “Yes, I am a princess, and I woke you up, but I really should be going. Bye!”, I say, as I bolt to the door. He shouts after me, “Wait, I’ll come with you! I’ve been under this enchantment for one hundred years. I’ve yearned for company, and now you must be my wife!” I smash into the door because of my shock. “Excuse me? You’ve got the wrong princess,” I clarify. He looks a little confused but proceeds to tell me that the rules clearly state that I have to marry him. When I ask him where it says that, he says that it is on the back of the sign. Sure enough, in extra small print, the sign reads, “P.S. Yes, you do have to marry him. My condolences.”
 “My wicked stepmother put this enchantment on me, and she even wrote the sign,” he quickly explains. Figuring there is nothing left to do, I take him home with me. We find our way out of the forest after only a couple of hours. The prince talks all about his magnificence the whole way home. I’m beginning to understand why his stepmother enchanted him to sleep for one hundred years. It was just so he wouldn’t talk so much.

                                                                  ~~~~~~~~~

It turned out that his name was Prince Charming (it’s a popular name). Thankfully, I didn’t have to marry him; my sister Melisande was more than happy to take him off my hands. A few years later, I married my good friend Jack (who supposedly killed the giant, 
remember?), and we lived happily ever after. Of course, there were a few fights, but who doesn’t have them? See what I mean about stories being twisted over time? 

