The Juniper Tree: Prologue
格林童話一則

It was my second marriage.  My first man died because of some unknown disease, yet it was better for me since I could finally escape his violence.  I could still recall those sore days from the bruises scattered all over my body.  Fortunately, I met my new husband in the open space neared the Schwarzwald a few weeks after my first man died.  He was a good man and I fell madly in love with him.  Quickly we got married. 
I almost forgot Malte, the son of my new man and his ex-wife.  He was as red as blood and as white as snow, as his mother had hoped.  Pretty, lovely boy.  Yet every time I saw Malte, I saw his mother’s apparition standing behind him grinning.  And judging from the flowers my new husband put in front of the portrait of his ex-wife every morning, it was obvious that my man still loved his ex-wife.  Am I only a substitute?  I won’t have it!  I want a family of my own, where there would be no competition for my power.  
The birth of Marlene, my daughter, was a great relief.  She was so beautiful, with flaxen silk hair, twinkling azure twin-star eyes, a crystalization of the love between my man and me.  She always shines with transparent and clean skin, unlike that boy Malte who was as red as noisome blood and as white as ashen snow.  What an eyesore!  And he was so loved by his father as the only son in the family.  Where would my daughter Marlene fit on the inheritance tree?
 “Mother, give me an apple.” 
I had a large chest in my room with an exquisite Arabesque on its lid and a sharp iron lock.  That’s where I kept apples as snacks.  Marlene always asked for the apple from the chest and my heart almost melted every time I heard her nightingale voice.  As I opened the big chest and took out an apple for her, Marlene asked:
“Mother, is brother not to have one too?” 

Anger rose in me as my hands stopped in mid-air, and the lid of the chest stayed open.  Why would Marlene be so concerned about her half-brother?  I had tried everything to ignore Malte, and keep Marlene away from him.  They shouldn’t have spent much time together.  Or, is it the curse of the dead mother of that dirty boy that’s doing this?
Looking into Marlene’s pretty face, I tried to maintain my affable motherly image.  “Yes, he will have one when he comes home from school.”  Marlene smiled and left.
I could hardly control myself.  Why should this odd boy come between my daughter and me?  I must put a stop to this.  But what should I do? 
Malte came back from school.  I saw him coming along the path slowly.  An idea flashed through my head and I went to the door in haste.  As soon as Malte got in, I asked: “My son, do you want an apple?”
“Mother,” said Malte with a start, “How fierce you look!  Yes, please give me an apple. “
“Come with me.”  I ushered him into my room.  There was the chest with its lid open, revealing all the red apples on the bottom.  “Pick one for yourself.”  Malte was obviously happy.  He approached the chest and bent over to examine the apples.  As he swayed from left to right, trying to select the biggest one, I pushed down the sharp lid. 蓋起來就看不到頭了啦 His body tipped backward and fell on the ground.  Blood was sprouting from his neck as his head had been cut off from the neck by the razor-sharp lid.  

What have I done?  What have I done?  Blood was all over the floor now, so red and noisome I couldn’t help frowning.  I opened the chest again.  Malte’s head was surrounded by apples.  His eyes stared straight into mine, and his mouth was slightly open as if he was about to say something.  I had to do something.  

I took a deep breath and picked up Malte’s head. 
