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On some of Alma Alexander's other works
These three stories hold a special place in my heart, because they were The First.
They were published in a book entitled 'The Dolphin's Daughter and Other Stories' by the educational division of Longman UK. These books were distributed in schools, and had comprehensive "What did the author mean?" questionnaires in the back (which meant that an entire generation of British and other Commonwealth schoolchildren may have hated me with a passion because the curriculum asked them to read my mind…)
The book was first published in 1995, and it went on to have nine reprints. For several years this wonderful little book of three stories which I love brought me stayed out there, being taught, being read, hopefully waking up SOMETHING besides frustration and annoyance in the kids who were presented with the fairy tales which flowed from my pen. Because – and here's the secret – these were stories that were NEVER written for children. They were penned for grown-up readers, the kind who would read Oscar Wilde's fairy tales and weep over them. I don't write tacked-on happy endings. In my stories there is seldom a Happily Ever After. I like my stories as I like my chocolate – dark, and a little bittersweet.
These three tales have had a respectable academic run, although their presence has been fairly limited in the world outside the classroom. But I have seldom been prouder of a book than I have been of this one, my first-born, and I am thoroughly delighted to have the opportunity of presenting these stories to a whole new audience and in a new medium, making them accessible to a new generation of readers.
Welcome to the Alexander Triads, Book 1: Once Upon A Fairy Tale.
Alma Alexander
Summer 2011
This story owes a great deal to Oscar Wilde, whose dark and twisted fairy tales I had devoured as a young reader. It also owes a lot to the dramatic stories of Hans Christian Andersen, from whom I think I learned to trust passion (however tragic) rather than a rote happily-ever-after ending tacked on just because "it's a fairy tale". It's ALWAYS a happy ending for some, and not for others. I know that when I wrote that last line in the story I was making a mental bow in Wilde's direction, because it is HIS kind of envoi, the kind of bittersweet line that lingers in the mind and the memory.
There was once, long ago, a land by the sea. In a castle which stood on a high rock overhanging the sea, there lived a king and a queen with an only son, a prince who would one day inherit the kingdom.
As the young prince grew into manhood, the time came for him to choose a bride, but none within the borders of his kingdom suited him. So his father arranged a match with a young princess from a kingdom across the sea. Soon the matter was concluded and the bride set sail in a gilded ship from her land to come to her husband's kingdom and be wed.
The voyage was long, and often stray winds blew them off their course into strange waters, from which they then had to find their way back to their path. They saw strange golden fish that flew from the water and shone in the sunshine; once a shadow of something huge and dark passed underneath their ship, and the vessel rocked from the wake of its passing.
All was well until, almost within sight of the end of their journey, the skies darkened as though night had fallen in the middle of the day. The sun was hidden in darkness; the wind grew stronger and stronger. It whipped and tore at the sails. A bitter rain began to fall, and the black waves broke into white foam across the ship's bows. They had brought the princess, whose name was Lilla, into her cabin for safety when the storm broke, but there was no safety to be had from that storm. Soon the wind was too strong to fight. With a sigh of surrender, the main mast of the ship gave way and split with a crack of thunder, falling like a felled tree straight down through the ship's deck and into the ocean. Water poured into the hole it had made. Still attached to the ship by the ropes and the rigging and the heavy wet remains of ragged sails, the mast, bound with bands of black iron, began to sink slowly into the ocean depths and to drag the ship under with it.
In the confusion, many tried to save their own lives, forgetting about the precious passenger who had been entrusted to their care. Sailors leaped overboard and drowned in the foaming sea. The captain and the princess's personal attendants tried to get to her to save her, but all were swept away to their own dooms by the crashing waves and the roaring wind. Princess Lilla was flung into the angry ocean clinging to a piece of battered driftwood and for a while fought to stay afloat; but soon the weight of her soaked skirts and wet hair began to pull at her with invisible fingers. Her grip on her raft began to slip. She raised her beautiful eyes to the black and purple skies, and her tears mixed with the rain on her face.
"Ah, Prince Brion!" she sighed. "I was not fated to be your bride! I go rather to the halls of the King of the Sea, to see all the drowned sailors that the sea has taken to grace his court!"
As she let go of the raft, and watched it swirl away into the oblivion of close, wet darkness, she heard a voice at her side. "Land is not far, lovely lady, and I can take you there."
"Who speaks?"
"I am Atlan," said the voice, and a huge grey dolphin swam up beside her, buoying Lilla up and refusing to let her sink. "I will save you… but I ask a price, lovely lady."
"If I can pay it, it is yours," said Lilla.
"You will bear children," said Atlan. "Your eldest child shall be mine, the dolphin's daughter. You must bring your eldest daughter to the sea, to me, and let me take her. That is the price I ask."
Visit: http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/60095 to purchase this book to continue reading. Show the author you appreciate their work!