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She had never stopped to think

there was an even deeper, truer love…

她从未想过这世上

还有一种更深沉、更真切的爱……
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Maleficent

A powerful fairy lives in the Moors, a magical forest realm bordering a corrupt human kingdom. After being betrayed by King Stefan, she attempts revenge on the King and the Queen by cursing their daughter Aurora.

玛琳菲森

她是一位力量强大的精灵，生活在摩尔森林。这片充满魔力的森林与一个腐朽的人类王国接壤。在遭到斯戴芬国王的背叛后，她意欲报仇雪恨，于是对国王和皇后之女——爱洛施下了魔咒。
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Aurora

Princess Aurora is a curious and thoughtful child who develops a bond with nature that rivals only Maleficent’s. But as she grows, Aurora is caught in the middle of the seething conflict between the forest kingdom she has grown to love and the human kingdom that holds her legacy.

爱洛

爱洛公主是一位好奇心强、喜欢思考的女孩。她对自然有着非同寻常的亲和力，这一点只有玛琳菲森可与之相提并论。长大后，她卷入了一场森林王国和人类王国的纷争中，一边是她热爱的土地，另一边却是她的至亲。
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Prince Philip

He and Princess Aurora fall in love. When Aurora falls into her deep slumber by the curse, Maleficent finds Phillip and takes him to the castle, hoping his brief meeting with her will be enough to wake her.

菲力王子

他和爱洛公主共坠爱河。当爱洛因魔咒应验而陷入沉睡后，玛琳菲森找到了菲力，并将他带进了城堡，希望他能唤醒爱洛，即使他与爱洛的会面时间很短暂。
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Diaval

He is a raven whom Maleficent once saved. She sometimes transforms him into a human or other animals. He acts as her wings, spy, and confidant.

迪艾瓦

他是玛琳菲森曾经救下的一只乌鸦，有时会被她变成人或是其他的动物。他是玛琳菲森的翅膀、密探和知己。
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CHAPTER 1

Once upon a time, there were two kingdoms that were the worst of neighbors. So vast was the discord between them that it was said only a great hero or a terrible villain might bring them together. In one kingdom lived folk like you and me, with a vain and greedy king to rule over them. They were forever discontent, and envious of the wealth and beauty of their neighbors. For in the other kingdom, the Moors, lived every manner of strange and wonderful creature. And they needed neither king nor queen, but trusted in one another.

In a great tree on a great cliff in the Moors lived one such spirit. You might take her for a girl, but she was not just any girl. She was a faerie. And her name was Maleficent.

Unfolding her wings, Maleficent lifted herself up and out of the Rowan Tree. As her wings carried her higher into the sky, she soared on the wind, dipping and spinning with ease over the Moors. Climbing higher and higher into the sky, she burst through the clouds and then hung suspended in the air. A look of pure joy washed over her face as she delighted in the moment. Then, with a laugh, she swooped back down.

She flew along a rushing river, the water burbling happily over boulders of various sizes. As she saw the rocks, a glimmer came into Maleficent’s eyes and she began to gesture with her hands. Below, the boulders began to move and shift according to Male ficent’s magical direction. When she was done, she paused to look over her handiwork—a beautiful waterfall.

That task complete, she continued along, greeting the river rock creatures as she passed them. “Morning!”

She flew over the wallerbogs, who were jovially throwing mud at one another. As soon as they noticed her, one of them wound up, ready to include Male ficent in their game.

“No, no, don’t do it!” Maleficent warned. “Don’t you—”

The wallerbog threw the mud, missing Maleficent and hitting a hedgehog faerie instead.

“Ha! You missed me!” Maleficent laughed, waving good-bye and flying through the forest above a few skating water fairies.　

“Lovely work, girls,” she called. She looked behind her to see some pesky dew faeries following her. “Hey! Find your own gusts of wind!”

Suddenly, Maleficent noticed Knotgrass, Flittle, and Thistlewit waving at her from a rock. The three pixies could be rather vain and flighty, but they’d never looked so agitated.

“What’s all the fuss?” she asked, landing in front of them. Knotgrass started speaking rapidly. “Maleficent, did you hear? The border guards have—”

“Why do you get to tell her?” Flittle interrupted her. “I want to tell her!”

“I want to!” Thistlewit echoed.

Maleficent shifted, growing weary of their tiresome ways. “Tell me what?”

“Maleficent, the border guards ...” Flittle started. “The border guards have found a human thief at the pool of jewels!” Thistlewit burst out. “Sorry,” she said to the other pixies.　

Maleficent’s eyes grew wide and she took off into the air, hundreds of thoughts reeling in her head. A human. Here in the Moors. Now was her chance to see what a human was like. Maleficent’s curiosity was piqued.

Maleficent landed on a rock in front of the great waterfall. The two guarding sentries stood in the water, gesturing toward a part of the brush. Seeing Maleficent, Balthazar called out to her in his native woodish tongue.

“I’m not afraid,” Maleficent told him. “Besides, I’ve never seen a human up close.” She peered through the brush and made out the figure of a boy about her age.

“What did he take from the pool?” she asked. Balthazar screeched, answering her.

A stone. She sighed. “Come out!” she said to the brush.

“No!” came a defiant voice from behind it. “They mean to kill me. And besides, they’re hideous to look at.”

Balthazar screeched once more, this time quite offended.

“That’s extremely rude!” Maleficent chided. To Balthazar she said, “Don’t listen to him. You’re classically handsome.” She turned once more to the brush, her patience wearing thin. “It’s not right to steal but we don’t kill people for it. Come out. Come out this instant!”　

A slight boy dressed in meager clothes emerged. His eyes widened at the sight of Maleficent.

“You’re her,” he said.

Maleficent looked him up and down. He was about her height, which seemed small for a human. “Are you fully grown?”

“No.”

Maleficent turned to Balthazar. “I believe he’s just a boy.”

“And you’re just a girl,” the boy said. “I think.”

Maleficent narrowed her eyes. “Who are you?”

“I’m called Stefan. Who are you?”

“I’m Maleficent.” She paused and then asked the question she really wanted to ask. “Do you intend us harm?”

Stefan blinked at her, clearly surprised. “What? No.”

“Then I’ll guide you out of the Moors.”

Balthazar screeched once more.

“Yes, right,” she answered. She looked at Stefan. “You have to give it back.”　

“Give what back?” Stefan asked.

Maleficent shared a look with the sentries and sighed. Holding out her hand, she stared at Stefan, who groaned, knowing he’d been beat. He reached into his pocket, pulled out a beautiful stone, and tossed it to her. Maleficent caught it smoothly, and gently tossed it into the glittering water. Then she gestured for Stefan to follow her. She felt bad for the human. Since he didn’t have wings, they’d have to go on foot.

“If I knew you would throw it away, I would have kept it,” Stefan whined.

“I didn’t throw it away. I delivered it home. As I’m going to do for you.”

They walked in silence for a while, Maleficent guiding Stefan through the forest and into a clearing. In the distance, past acres of fields, stood the castle. Maleficent stared at it, wondering what would be so appealing about closing oneself off from the outside with such high walls.

Noticing Maleficent’s gaze, Stefan said, “Someday I’ll live there. In the castle.”

Maleficent was not impressed. “Where do you live now?”

“In a barn,” Stefan replied.

Now this was something Maleficent wanted to hear more about. “A barn? So your parents are farmers, then?”

“My parents are dead.”

Maleficent looked at Stefan sharply. Maybe they had more in common than she’d thought. “Mine too,” she said softly.

“How did they die, plague?” Stefan asked.

“They were killed by humans. In the last war.” She gestured toward the forest. “Now all the family I have is in there.”

Stefan frowned. “That’s sad.”

“No it’s not,” Maleficent responded defensively. “They’re all I need.”

“We’ll see each other again,” Stefan said suddenly.

Maleficent sighed, knowing how much the other Fair Folk distrusted humans. “You really shouldn’t come back here, you know. It’s not safe.”

“Would that not be up to me?” Stefan asked, stepping toward her.　

“It would,” she replied.

“And if I made that choice, if I came back ... would you be here?” He was only a few inches away from her now.

Maleficent suddenly felt awkward and nervous. “Perhaps.”

He offered his hand, and she reached out to take it. Suddenly, a searing hot flash hit her finger, and she pulled her hand back. Glancing down, she saw his ring had left a red burn.　

“What happened?” Stefan asked, shocked.

“Your ring is made of iron,” Maleficent explained, shaking her hand to alleviate the pain.

“I’m sorry.” Then he took the ring off and tossed it far into the field. Maleficent was touched. No one had ever done something so selfless for her.　

Stefan smiled and turned to walk away. She watched him hurry down a hill and then turn around.　

“I like your wings!” he called.

Maleficent smiled widely, which turned into a giggle despite her. It appeared her parents had been right. Not all humans were bad. Though she felt she’d better keep this rendezvous a secret from the others for now. She knew they would just tell her how dangerous it was to talk to a human.

At a distance, Stefan ran his fingers over the other smooth stone he had taken from the pool, which lay safely in his pocket.


第 1 章

很久很久以前，有两个邻国势不两立，他们之间纷争不已，据说唯有伟大的英雄或可怕的坏蛋才能使它们统一。在其中一个王国里，住着像你我这样的百姓, 他们被一位虚荣又贪婪的国王统治着。他们永远不满足，嫉妒着邻国的富饶和美景。另一个王国是摩尔森林，里面住着各式各样奇妙而美好的生物。他们不需要国王或王后，但彼此信任。

在摩尔森林一处峭壁的一棵大树上，住着一个特别的精灵。你可以把她当作一个女孩，但她可不是普通的女孩。她是个精灵。她的名字叫玛琳菲森。

玛琳菲森张开双翅，飞离了龙湾树。她越飞越高，在风中翱翔，在摩尔森林的上空自如地盘旋。她振翅攀升至高空，冲破云层，又悬停在空中。她享受着那一刻，脸上满是喜悦。然后，她笑着又一头扎下云端。

她沿着湍急的河流飞着，河水欢快地汩汩流过大小各异的卵石。她看着石头，眼中闪过一道光，手上开始比画起来。下方的岩石神奇地顺着她的手势移动起来。比画结束后，她停下来看着自己的杰作——一帘美丽的瀑布。

任务完成后，她继续向前飞，越过河中的岩石精灵，和他们打着招呼：“早啊！”

她又飞过几只沃泥伯格，他们正在愉快地打泥仗。看到她之后，其中一只立即兴奋地要把玛琳菲森拉进游戏的阵营。

“不，不，别这样！”玛琳菲森警告道，“你不——”

沃泥伯格扔出了泥巴，但并没有击中玛琳菲森，却打到了一只刺猬精灵。

“哈！没打中！”玛琳菲森笑着挥手作别，穿过了森林，又越过了几只正在水面滑行的水精灵。

她喊道：“干得漂亮，姑娘们。”她扭头一看，发现有几只烦人的露珠精灵跟着自己，“嗨！一边自己飞去！”

突然，玛琳菲森注意到红叶仙子、蓝果仙子和绿蕨仙子在岩石上朝她挥手。这三个魔法仙子有时可能会有点虚荣或轻佻，但是从来不会像现在这样焦躁不安。

“有什么大惊小怪的？”她落在她们面前问道。红叶仙子迅速开口说：“玛琳菲森，你听说了吗？边境守卫在——”

蓝果仙子打断了她：“为什么由你来告诉她？我来说！”

“我来！”绿蕨仙子随声附和。

玛琳菲森对她们这种无聊的争执感到厌烦，“告诉我什么？”

蓝果仙子开口道：“玛琳菲森，边境守卫……”绿蕨仙子却脱口而出：“边境守卫在珍宝湖发现了一名人类小偷！”接着她对其他精灵说了声：“抱歉。”

玛琳菲森瞪大了双眼，腾空而起，万般思绪在她脑海中搅成一团。一个人类，就在摩尔森林。这可是她一睹人类面目的机会。玛琳菲森的好奇心被激发了。

玛琳菲森落在了大瀑布前的一块石头上。两名守卫哨兵站在水中，指着灌木丛的一角。巴扎沙看到玛琳菲森后，用他们木族的语言和她大声说着什么。

玛琳菲森告诉他：“我才不怕，而且我从未如此近距离地看过人类呢。”她仔细地盯着灌木丛，辨认出一个和她年纪相仿的男孩的身影。

“他从池里偷走了什么？”她问道。巴扎沙尖叫着回答了她。

一块石头。她叹了口气，对着树丛说：“出来！”

“就不！”一个挑衅的声音从树丛后传来。“他们要杀我，而且，他们长得太丑了。”

巴扎沙再一次尖叫了起来，这一次更生气了。

玛琳菲森责备道：“这也太没礼貌了！”她又对着巴扎沙说：“别听他乱说，你长得可英俊潇洒了。”她再次转向灌木丛，耐心大打折扣：“你偷东西是不对的，但我们也不会为此杀你。出来，立即给我出来！”

一个衣着简陋的瘦小男孩走了出来。看见玛琳菲森之后，他睁大了眼睛。

“你是她。”他说。

玛琳菲森上下打量着他。他和她差不多高，看上去比普通的人类要矮一点。“你成年了吗？”

“没有。”

玛琳菲森转向巴扎沙：“我想他还只是个男孩。”

男孩说道：“我想，你也还只是个女孩。”

玛琳菲森眯着眼睛问道：“你是谁？”

“我是斯戴芬。你是谁？”

“我是玛琳菲森。”她停了一会，然后问出了她最想问的问题，“你想要伤害我们吗？”

斯戴芬惊愕地看着她，显然感到很惊讶：“什么？不想啊。”

“那我把你带出摩尔森林吧。”

巴扎沙又一次大声叫起来。

“是的，没错。”她回答道，接着又看向斯戴芬，“你得把东西还回来。”

斯戴芬问道：“还什么？”

玛琳菲森和哨兵交换了一下眼神，叹了口气。她伸出手，盯着斯戴芬，男孩抱怨了一声，知道自己输了。他把手伸入口袋，掏出一颗漂亮的石头，向她抛去。玛琳菲森稳稳地接住了石头，轻轻地将它投入波光粼粼的水池中。她向斯戴芬打了个手势，示意他跟着走。她为人类感到难过。因为他没有翅膀，所以他们得一起走着出去。

斯戴芬抱怨道：“早知道你要把它扔掉，我就不拿出来了。”

“我没有扔掉啊，我把它送回了原来的地方，就如我现在送你回家一样。”

他们静静地走了一段，玛琳菲森带着他穿过森林来到了一块空地。在几英亩之外的远方，矗立着一座城堡。玛琳菲森盯着城堡，想知道困于高墙内远离外界的生活到底有何吸引人之处。

注意到玛琳菲森的视线，斯戴芬说：“总有一天，我会住在那里，住在城堡里。”

玛琳菲森不为所动，问道：“你现在住在哪里？”

斯戴芬回答：“谷仓。”

玛琳菲森这会儿倒是多了些兴趣。“谷仓？那你的父母都是农民了？”

“我的父母去世了。”

玛琳菲森突然看向斯戴芬。可能他们之间的共同点比她想的要多一点。她轻声说：“我也是。”

斯戴芬问：“他们是怎么死的?是因为瘟疫吗？”

“他们是被人类杀死的。在上一次战争中。”她指着身后的树林，“现在，我所有的家人都在那里。”

斯戴芬皱起了眉：“真令人难过。”

玛琳菲森颇有些戒心地回应道：“不，并不会。我有他们就 够了。”

斯戴芬突然说：“我们会再见面的。”

玛琳菲森叹了口气，她知道精灵族的其他人有多不相信人类。“你真不应该再回来了，你知道吗，这很危险。”

“来不来不是应该我说了算吗？”斯戴芬边问边走向她。

“那倒是。”她回答。

“要是我做了决定呢？要是我回来了……你还会在这里吗？”他现在离她就几英寸远。

玛琳菲森忽然感到既尴尬又紧张：“可能吧。”

他伸出了手，她也握了上去。突然，手指上传来一阵火辣辣的灼热感，她缩回了手。低头一看，他的戒指在她手上留下了一道红色的灼痕。

斯戴芬震惊地问：“怎么啦？”

玛琳菲森解释道：“你的戒指是铁质的。”她甩着手以减轻疼痛。

“对不起。”接着他脱下戒指，远远地把它扔到了田野里。玛琳菲森被感动了，之前从没有人为她这样奋不顾身过。

斯戴芬笑了笑，转身走了。她看着他迅速向山下走去，又转过身来。

他大声喊道：“我喜欢你的翅膀！”

她咧开嘴笑了，最后忍不住咯咯地傻笑起来。看来，她父母是对的。不是所有的人类都是坏人。不过她觉得暂时还是不要把这次会面告诉别人。她知道，那些人只会告诉自己，和人类说话是多么危险的事情。

在远处，斯戴芬摩挲着另一块光滑的石头，这也是他从池子里偷来的，现在依然好好地待在他的口袋里。


CHAPTER 2

A week later, Maleficent flew high in the air, noticing a familiar figure roaming around the forest clearing.

She smiled and accelerated, then gently dropped down behind Stefan. He turned, startled by her sudden appearance.

“Well, well. Look who came back,” she said.

“I thought it was worth the risk.”

Maleficent blushed as a small deer emerged from a stand of trees.

“If I had my bow, I’d make you a fine dinner,” Stefan said, gesturing toward the animal.　

Choosing to ignore the remark, Maleficent walked over to the deer. It was a beautiful creature. She held out her hand in a greeting and kneeled before it. The deer nuzzled against her palm.

“Magic,” Stefan breathed, watching them.

“No. Just kindness,” Maleficent said, correcting him. She kept her gaze on the deer.

Stefan headed behind her, prompting the deer to walk away. Rising, Maleficent turned to face him.

“When we met, you said, ‘You’re her.’ What did you mean?” she asked.

“People have seen you. Flying. The girl from the Moors that looks just like us ... except for your wings.” He stared at them, clearly wanting to take a closer look. Maleficent held out a wing toward him.

“You sure?” he asked.

She nodded, and he gently touched the wing. “They’re beautiful.”

“Thank you,” Maleficent said, looking over her shoulder. “They are special, aren’t they?”

Next Stefan looked up at Maleficent’s horns. “Are they sharp?” he asked.

The faerie felt her face turn red, and she bowed her head, suddenly feeling self-conscious.

“They’re majestic,” Stefan continued. “That’s the word. They are far and away the most majestic horns that I have ever seen.”

Maleficent was overcome with emotion. Without thinking, she hugged him. His body stiffened; it was clear he hadn’t been expecting this reaction. But soon she felt him smile.

“We can choose to be friends,” Maleficent said. “Why can’t the others?”

“Maybe they can. Maybe we can show them.”

So Maleficent and Stefan bonded over a hope for peace, something that made Maleficent feel closer to her parents than ever. Stefan came to the edge of the Moors, the place that became their secret spot. They talked about their lives, their future. Then, on Maleficent’s sixteenth birthday, they kissed—a kiss so pure, so honest, so real that it was True Love’s Kiss.

But as the years marched on, Stefan spent less time visiting the Moors and Maleficent. He was busy making good on his promise to live in the castle, albeit as a servant. He seemed less concerned with building harmony between the humans and faeries, and more concerned with his life at the castle—a life he seemed to want to keep private. No matter what questions Maleficent asked out of genuine interest, Stefan avoided answering them.

One day, Maleficent soared in the sky, spotting Stefan nearby on a cliff. It had been weeks since she’d last seen him.

“Stefan,” she called down to him.　

“Hello,” he replied.

“Hello,” Maleficent repeated. She suddenly felt awkward around him.

“Where have you been?” Stefan asked.

Maleficent narrowed her eyes. “I’ve been looking for you.”

“Really?”

“Yes,” she responded. “You’re always disappearing these days.” She lowered herself to him for a kiss. They leaned close together. And for a fleeting moment, it all felt right again.


第 2 章

一周后，玛琳菲森在高空飞翔时，发现有个熟悉的身影在森林的那片空地上闲逛。

她笑着加速地飞过去，然后轻轻地落在了斯戴芬的身后。他一转身，她的突然出现让他吓了一跳。

“哈，哈，看看是谁回来了。”她说。

“我想这个冒险是值得的。”

玛琳菲森脸上泛起了红晕，这时树丛后面出现了一只小鹿。

斯戴芬指着小鹿说道：“如果我带着弓，就能为你做一顿丰盛的大餐。”

玛琳菲森对此不置可否，朝小鹿走去。这是只漂亮的小家伙。她伸出手打了招呼，在它面前跪了下来。小鹿用鼻尖蹭着她的手掌。

“魔力。”斯戴芬看着这一幕低声说道。

玛琳菲森纠正他：“不，这只是示好。”她继续看着小鹿。

她身后的斯戴芬向她走去，小鹿便走开了。玛琳菲森站起身来，转向他。

她问：“当我们见面的时候，你说‘你是她’，是什么意思？”

“人们看见过你。你在飞。摩尔森林里的女孩看起来和我们差不多……只不过你有翅膀。”他凝视着那双翅膀，显然想近距离看一看。玛琳菲森就朝他伸出了一只。

“你确定？”他问。

她点了点头。他轻轻抚摸着它：“它们可真好看。”

“谢谢。”玛琳菲森往肩后看去。“它们很特别，不是吗？”

然后，斯戴芬抬头看向玛琳菲森的犄角，问道：“它们锋利吗？”

精灵感到自己的脸变红了，她低下头，突然觉得有些难为情。

斯戴芬继续说：“它们看起来很高贵，就是这个词。它们是我见过的最最高贵的犄角。”

玛琳菲森十分感动，毫不犹豫地拥抱了他。他的身子僵住了，显然没有预料到她会这样做。但很快她看到他笑了。

玛琳菲森说：“我们可以成为朋友，为什么其他人不能？”

“说不定他们也可以。也许我们可以做给他们看。”

就这样，玛琳菲森和斯戴芬为了和平的希望而在一起了，这让玛琳菲森觉得和自己的父母前所未有地接近。斯戴芬来到摩尔森林的边缘，这是他们俩秘密私会的地方。他们畅聊着彼此的生活和未来。之后，在玛琳菲森十六岁生日那天，他们亲吻了——那个吻是如此纯洁，如此诚挚，如此真实，那是一个真爱之吻。

随着时间一年年过去，斯戴芬来摩尔森林看玛琳菲森的时间越来越少，他正忙着兑现那个住在城堡里的承诺，尽管现在他依旧只是个佣人。他对人类和精灵族之间的和平越来越不放在心上，反之，他对自己在城堡中的生活事务越来越上心——对此他还守口如瓶。不管玛琳菲森是多么真心地想了解，他都避而不答。

一天，玛琳菲森在空中翱翔，看见斯戴芬站在悬崖边上。她已经有好几个星期没见到他了。

她朝下叫他：“斯戴芬。”

“你好。”他答道。

“你好。”玛琳菲森重复着。她突然觉得在他身边有些尴尬。

他问：“你去哪儿了？”

玛琳菲森眯起眼睛：“我一直在找你。”

“真的吗？”

“是的，”她回应道，“你近来总是看不见人影。”她俯身亲吻他。他们紧紧地靠在了一起。几乎是一瞬间，他们又恢复如常了。


CHAPTER 3

Maleficent leaned against the Rowan Tree, watching the end of another day. It had been a month since she’d seen Stefan, the longest time yet. The other Fair Folk had noticed her growing more solemn and quiet, but she was too ashamed to admit she was feeling a little lovesick, particularly for a human boy. She distanced herself from them, preferring to be alone in case she grew tempted to tell them about her companion, or in case Stefan suddenly appeared.

As the sun set, Maleficent’s thoughts grew dark as well. She wondered where Stefan was. If he was okay. If he missed her, even a little. Try as she might, Maleficent couldn’t shake the sadness that filled her. Was she wrong to trust a human? Had her parents been wrong, too? Not for the first time, she wondered what things would have been like had her parents lived. She could just picture the scene—running home to the Rowan Tree and finding her mother sitting there, her back against the warm trunk. Maleficent would cry and tell her everything, and then her mother would kiss her forehead and tell her it would be all right. And it would be. Somehow.

Maleficent shook her head. It was silly to get caught up in a fantasy. She sighed and gave herself a mental shake. She had to snap out of her melancholy.

Suddenly, there was a sound like thunder. Looking over the precipice, Maleficent let out a gasp. She had been so caught up in her thoughts that she hadn’t noticed the approaching army. It was charging toward the Moors, King Henry’s banner flying in the wind. Her heart sank in her chest. It was happening again. Another war. Quickly, Maleficent took to the sky.

In the countryside at the edge of the Moors, King Henry sat on his horse, addressing his army. Henry was a man long past his prime. His beard was gray and the wavy hair on his head was thinning. His waist had thickened over the years and his fingers ached with arthritis. Despite all that, he held himself proudly, comfortable in his heavy armor. This was not the first time he had gone to war. A kingdom was only as strong as the king who sat on its throne, and Henry had, on more occasions than he could count, proven his strength.

But that day was different. More was at stake than ever before. The land in the Moors was vast and, from all reports, full of riches beyond imagining. There were natural resources, such as fresh water and plentiful forests. And it was rumored that the streams were filled with jewels. Taking over the Moors would make his kingdom much more powerful.

But those were not reasons why Henry now stood in front of his army at the edge of the Moors. The reason Henry was about to go to war was that the Moors posed a huge threat. The creatures who lived there had magic. And there was no telling what they might someday do with that magic. So Henry wanted them destroyed. And if a consequence of that destruction was access to rich lands, all the better.

As his mount pranced nervously under him, Henry gestured behind himself. “There they are,” he began. “The mysterious Moors. No one dares to venture there for fear of the magical creatures that lurk within.” He paused, scanning the crowd for the telltale signs of weakness and fright. Seeing only a handful of men who looked ready to turn back, he went on. “Well, I say ... crush them!”

The army let out a loud cheer. Emboldened, King Henry lengthened his pep talk. “We’re not afraid of ‘magical’ creatures!” he cried. “We have swords!” The men waved their weapons high in the air and let out another cheer. “We will take the Moors and kill anything that stands in our way!”

He threw the signal and the men charged forward. The first men reached the bottom of a hill covered in mist. They began to climb, the ground shaking under their pounding footsteps. And then they came to a screeching halt.

From the other side of the hill, two enormous black wings appeared through the mist. Then a pair of sharp, twisted horns. Slowly, Maleficent rose into the air, looking like a creature from hell. Behind her, there was only mist. No army of her own. No faeries or creatures. Just Maleficent.　

For a moment, Henry was worried. He had been prepared to take the Moors unawares. And the creature hovering in front of them was
 rather scary. But then he smiled. There appeared to be only one.

“Go no further,” Maleficent instructed, sounding braver than she felt.

King Henry smirked at her gall. “A king does not take orders from a winged elf.”

“You are no king to me.”

Henry yelled to his troops, “Bring me her head!”

Once more, the army thundered forward, the sound of hoofbeats mixing with the clinking of armor. As Maleficent watched them approach, her heart thudded in her chest. She couldn’t help thinking this was what her parents must have seen and felt during their final moments. But she would do anything to protect the Moors, just as they had. Lifting her wings higher, she let out an ear-piercing shriek and began to fly forward.

And then, from behind her, she felt a surge of magic. Turning, she watched as a malevolent army appeared. They clawed and climbed their way up the hill. Some of the creatures were scaled, others had feet turned backward, while others had leather wings. Some snarled, while others slobbered like diseased hounds. There were ones who walked upright and others who crawled along on four legs. But they all had one thing in common: they wanted to protect their home. And they had defended this place from invading humans many times before.

As the hodgepodge army of creatures approached, Maleficent nearly cried in relief. She had been so scared that she wouldn’t be able to rise to the occasion to fight at the front lines if it had ever come to this. But now she had her army, who had no doubt rushed to her aid when they had learned of the trouble, and she felt braver with the creatures behind her. She had become their makeshift leader. And they were ready. Giving a signal, she watched as they began to attack viciously.

Confident that the creatures could take care of the larger army, Maleficent set her sights on King Henry. As soon as he had seen the Moorland army, the king had turned his horse and begun racing for home. But Maleficent wasn’t going to let him go that easily. He was one of the monstrous humans. The kind who came to destroy everything she cared about for his own gain. The kind who had killed her parents. Her fury rising as she took to the air, she flew after him.

It took her only a moment to catch up to Henry. From above, she battered the king with her wings until he fell off his horse. She landed and stood looming above him. “You will not have the Moors now or ever!” she cried, her voice booming.

Frightened, King Henry raised his armored hand, trying to protect himself from Maleficent. As he did, the iron gently brushed Maleficent’s cheek.

She let out a gasp and raised a hand to her face. Where the iron had touched her skin, it burned painfully. Noticing that his enemy was distracted, King Henry scrambled to his feet and hobbled away, wheezing in pain. All around him, the rest of the army retreated as well, running as fast as they could from the terrifying creatures.

Sighing, Maleficent gave a signal, and her army ceased its attack. Maleficent saw more familiar faces among the ranks. Balthazar nodded at Maleficent and she nodded back, hoping she was conveying the gratitude she felt. 　

As she headed back into the Moors, Maleficent was left alone with her thoughts. A human attack. Could they dare to hope that this would be the end of it? That peace could still be possible? How she wished she could talk to Stefan. Maybe they could make a plan to form some sort of treaty between the faeries and the humans. But a nagging notion interrupted her other thoughts: What if all the humans banded together against them? What if Stefan sided with King Henry?
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玛琳菲森靠在龙湾树上，看着太阳又一次落山。她和斯戴芬有一个月没见了，这是最长的一次分别。其他精灵发现她变得越来越严肃、安静，但是她羞于承认自己是得了相思病，尤其对方还是一个人类的男孩。她远离他们，常常独处，以防自己会忍不住把她的这个同伴告诉别人，又怕斯戴芬会突然出现。

太阳下山了，玛琳菲森的思绪也跟着黯淡了下来。她不知道斯戴芬在哪儿，他还好吗，他有想她吗，哪怕只是一点点也好。尽管竭尽全力，玛琳菲森还是无法摆脱她内心充满的悲伤。她不应该相信人类吗？她的父母也错了吗？她不止一次地想象，如果父母还在世，一切会怎样？她只能想象那些场景——她跑回家，发现妈妈就坐在龙湾树上，背靠着温暖的树干。自己可以向她哭诉所有的事情，母亲则会亲吻她的前额，告诉她一切都会过去。而且无论如何是会过去的。

玛琳菲森摇了摇头，沉浸于幻想中可不是明智之举。她叹了口气，想将脑海中的一切甩开。她得从忧伤中走出来。

突然，一阵雷鸣般的响动传来。从悬崖上往下一看，玛琳菲森不禁倒吸一口凉气。她太沉浸于自己的世界而没有注意到有军队正在靠近。他们正向摩尔森林行进，亨利国王的旗帜迎风飘扬。她的心沉了下去。又一场战争开始了。玛琳菲森迅速飞上了天空。

在摩尔森林边界的乡间，亨利国王骑在马上，正向他的士兵发号施令。亨利早已过了鼎盛时期。他胡须斑白，一头卷发也所剩无几。这些年来，他的腰粗了不少，手指也患上了关节炎。尽管如此，穿上沉重的盔甲还是让他感到舒适又骄傲。这已经不是他第一次参战了。国王有多厉害，国家就有多强盛，而亨利已经无数次向世人证明了他的实力。

但这一次有些与众不同，它比以往任何一次都要危险。摩尔森林有着广袤的土地，而且多方事实表明，其财富多到令人难以置信。这里蕴藏着丰富的自然资源，比如纯净的水和大片的森林。还有传言说连这里的河底都铺满了宝石。拿下摩尔森林绝对会让他的国家更加强盛。

但这些并不是亨利现在带着军队站在摩尔森林边界的原因。亨利决意开战是因为摩尔森林已经构成了一个巨大的威胁。居住在那里的生物都有魔力。谁都说不清他们今后会用魔力做些什么。所以亨利想把他们毁掉。当然，如果与此同时又能占据这片丰饶的土地，那就更好了。

他的坐骑不安腾跃着，亨利指了指他的身后，开始说道：“他们就在那，神秘的摩尔森林。没有人敢前来进犯，是因为害怕里面潜伏着的有魔力的生物。”他停下来，扫视着士兵，看看有没有人表现出软弱或惊恐的神情。发现只有少数士兵有撤退的意图，他继续说道：“但是，我要说……粉碎他们！”

士兵们发出一阵响亮的呼声。亨利得到了支持，继续鼓舞士气，他喊道：“我们才不怕那些‘魔力’生物！我们有刀剑在手！”士兵们高举武器，再次高呼：“我们要拿下摩尔森林，所有挡路者必亡！”

亨利手一挥，军队就向前冲去。第一批士兵来到迷雾环绕的山脚下。他们开始往上爬，在他们强有力的步伐下，大地都在摇晃。然后，他们突然停了下来。

山另一边的迷雾中出现了两只巨大的黑色翅膀，紧接着是一对尖利扭曲的犄角。玛琳菲森慢慢地升到空中，好似来自地狱一般。她身后只有一片云雾，没有成群的军队，没有精灵或动物。只有玛琳菲森。

有那么一会儿，亨利很担心。他原打算趁其不备攻入摩尔森林。而且这只盘旋在她们面前的生物确实
 太吓人了。不过紧接着他又笑了，因为她是孤身一人。

“统统止步。”玛琳菲森命令道，声音听起来比她想的还要勇敢。

亨利国王觉得她不过是胆大妄为，得意地笑了起来：“国王可不会听令于一个长着翅膀的妖精。”

“在我眼中，你才不是国王。”

亨利对着他的队伍呐喊道：“给我杀了她！”

队伍再次前进，马蹄声和盔甲的撞击声混合成雷鸣般的巨响。玛琳菲森看着他们越来越近，她的心在胸口怦怦直跳。她忍不住想，这必定是她父母在生命最后一刻的所看所感。不过她会像父母一样，为守卫摩尔森林不惜牺牲一切。她振翅高飞，发出一声刺耳的尖叫，向前方冲去。

接着，她感到身后魔力大涨，转身一看，一队带有敌意的大军出现了。他们向山顶攀爬，有些生灵浑身长满鳞片，有些脚向后生长，有些还长着皮翼。他们有些在咆哮，有些像患病的猎犬那样流着口水。他们其中有直立行走的，也有四脚并用的。不过他们有着共同的目标：那就是保卫家园。他们为保护这片土地已经在此和入侵的人类交战多次了。

随着生灵混合军的到来，玛琳菲森松了口气，几乎要哭了出来。她太怕自己不能独自应对战场上的局面。不过现在，她有了自己的军队，他们一听到有危险就义无反顾地过来帮她，而她也因为身后的那些生灵而变得更加勇敢。她成了他们的临时首领。她的部队已经准备就绪。一声令下，他们就毫不留情地发起了攻击。

玛琳菲森相信那些生灵们足以应付人类大军，于是她将视线转向了亨利国王。自从看到摩尔森林的军队后，亨利就掉转马头，想要逃跑。不过玛琳菲森才不会让他走得那么容易。他是人类中最可怕的一类。是那种为了一己私利而毁坏她所在乎的一切的人类，是那种杀害她父母的人类。她心中燃起了怒火，腾空而起，向他追去。

片刻后她就赶上了亨利。她用双翅向下狠狠地拍打，直到把国王击落马下。她落到亨利国王面前，逼近他：“你永远也得不到摩尔森林，现在不能，以后也不能！”她大声喊道，声音低沉而有力。

亨利国王害怕极了，他举起戴着盔甲的手，想要阻挡玛琳菲森的袭击。他一挥手，铁质盔甲轻轻地扫过了玛琳菲森的面颊。

她倒吸一口气，用手捂住了自己的脸。她脸上被铁器触碰过的地方烧灼得厉害，疼痛不已。亨利国王看到他的敌人乱了阵脚，挣扎着爬起来，痛苦地喘息着，一瘸一拐地逃走了。在他周围，剩下的士兵也撤退了，他们都在以最快的速度逃离这群可怕的生灵。

玛琳菲森叹了口气，打了个手势，她的军队立即停止了攻击。她在其中看到了很多熟悉的面孔。巴扎沙朝她点头致意，她也同样回礼，希望能传达她的谢意。

当她回摩尔森林时，她的脑海中充斥着万般思绪。一次人类的进攻。他们可以希望这是最后一次吗？和平还有可能实现吗？她多想和斯戴芬说说这事啊。说不定他们可以计划着为精灵族和人类的和平制定出一些条款和约定。但是脑海中有个不安的想法打断了她全部的思绪：如果所有的人类都联合起来对抗他们怎么办？如果斯戴芬站在亨利国王那一边，又该怎么办？
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CHAPTER 4

King Henry lay in bed, dozens of councilmen and generals surrounding him. From an alcove, Stefan watched the scene, lighting the last candelabra. He had to lean in closely to hear what the weakened king was saying.

“When I took the throne, I promised the people that one day we would take the Moors and their treasures. And each of you swore allegiance to me and to that cause.” He started coughing violently, sputtering as he tried to sit up. Stefan appeared with a pillow and placed it behind the king’s back.

“Defeated in battle,” the king continued as if there had been no interruption. “Is this to be my legacy? I see you waiting for me to die. You won’t have long to wait. But what then? Who will rule? My daughter? Or perhaps I will choose my successor.”

An audible intake of breath sounded from the other men. One of them, be king? They all stood a bit straighter.　

“But who among you is worthy?” The king’s eyes flashed with anger. “Kill her! Kill the faerie, and avenge me. Upon my death you will take the crown!”

Stefan backed away from the bed quietly, knowing that as a servant, he would not be missed. Once he stood outside the king’s chamber, he panted, his palms against his knees. He knew what he had to do.　

“Maleficent? Maleficent?” Stefan called out. It had been so long since he’d set foot in their old secret spot, but it was as beautiful and serene as it always had been.　

Maleficent landed swiftly behind him. He spun around, surprised. He almost laughed, thinking how he should have been used to her entrances by then.

She eyed him wordlessly for a moment, trying to see if he had changed. It was as though he had never left. He still wore his threadbare clothes and a flask at his side. But Maleficent was even stronger now after winning a battle, aware of her power and authority, her ability to protect her friends and her home. She had been reminded of the Moors’ war-stricken past, why the others were so suspicious of outsiders.　

At the same time, she couldn’t help feeling a flutter in her stomach as she looked upon his familiar and comforting face. Forcing the sensation aside, she squared her shoulders and raised one perfectly arched eyebrow. “How is life with the humans?” she asked.

He stared at the ground, clearly uncomfortable. “They are horrible,” he said after a moment. “And they will not stop. They mean to kill you.” He looked up into her eyes.　

Maleficent listened carefully. She had once loved this human deeply. Now she wasn’t sure if she could trust Stefan.　

“When we first met, you told me never to come here again. But I did, and I told you it was worth the risk.” He brushed her hair out of her face. “It still is. I have chosen.”　

Stepping closer to her, he whispered, “I belong here, with you. If you’ll have me.”　

Maleficent relaxed, moved by his words. She hugged him as she had done the day they had first met, and it felt like everything was right once more.

A short while later, Maleficent lay snuggled in Stefan’s arms. Her wings were wrapped around them like a warm blanket, and as dusk faded into the darkness of night, they continued to laugh and talk. It was a joyous occasion. She loved and was loved in return, by a human no less. Her parents’ goal of peace between the races had been achieved by her. And now she and Stefan could live in the Moors together. Now there was hope for peace for everyone. She couldn’t wait to introduce him to the others. It would likely take some getting used to, but in time, they would learn that an alliance with some humans was possible and could even help protect the Moors from future attacks.　

Smiling to herself, she reached over and took a small drink from Stefan’s flask. Then, closing her eyes, she began to drift off. The last thought she had before sleep overcame her was that maybe, just maybe, she would get to live happily ever after.
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第 4 章

亨利国王躺在床上，数十位议员和将领围在他身边。斯戴芬点燃了最后一支烛台，从凹室中注视着这一切。他侧着身子靠近他们，想听清楚虚弱的国王在说些什么。

“当我登上王位时，我答应子民们，有一天我定会拿下摩尔森林，夺取他们的宝藏。你们都发过誓，要效忠于我，要忠于那份使命。”他开始剧烈地咳嗽，气急败坏地想要坐起来。斯戴芬拿着一个枕头走出来，垫在了国王的背后。

国王好似从未被打断一样继续说道：“在战斗中被击败，难道这就是我的遗赠？我知道你们都盼着我快点死。你们不需要等多久了。但是那之后呢？谁来统治这个国家？我的女儿吗？也许我该选一位继任者了。”

在场者的吸气声清晰可闻。他们其中一个人，将成为国王？他们都站得更直了一些。

“不过你们谁才能担此重任？”国王的眼中闪过一丝怒火，“杀了她！杀了那个精灵，为我报仇。我死之后，那个人就能继承王位！”

斯戴芬静静地从床边离开，他知道作为一个佣人，没有人会记得他。他站在国王的寝殿外，双手撑着膝盖，呼吸变得急促起来。他知道该怎么做了。

“玛琳菲森？玛琳菲森？”斯戴芬大声呼唤着。他太久没有踏上他们的这块密会之地了，不过这儿还像之前那样美丽、宁静。

玛琳菲森迅速地落在他的身后。他惊讶地转过身，几乎笑了出来，他早该习惯她的出场方式了啊。

她默默地看了他一会儿，想看看他是否变了，而他好像从未离开过一样。他还穿着那件磨破的衣裳，酒瓶挂在身侧。不过在赢了一场战役之后，玛琳菲森变得比之前更强了。她意识到自己拥有的力量和权威，意识到她有能力保护朋友和家园。她回忆起了摩尔森林被袭击的往事以及其他人都不相信外来者的原因。

与此同时，看见他那熟悉又令人安心的脸庞时，她又忍不住心动。她将感情搁到一边，挺直了胸膛，挑起一弯美丽的眉毛，问道：“人类怎么样了？”

他盯着地面，显然很不安。过了一会，他说：“他们很可怕，他们不会善罢甘休的。他们想要杀你。”他抬起头望着她的眼睛。

玛琳菲森认真地听着。她曾经深深地爱着这个人。而现在她不确定她是否可以信任斯戴芬。

“我们第一次见面的时候，你告诉我不要再过来了。不过之后我还是来了，而且我说过为此冒险是值得的。”他将她脸上的头发拨了开来。“现在还是这样，我还是选择来了。”

斯戴芬走向她，轻声说道：“我和你，属于这里，如果你想和我在一起的话。”

玛琳菲森被他的话打动了，放松下来。她像他们第一次见面时那样拥抱了他，所有的事情好像都回到了正轨。

过了一会，玛琳菲森偎依在斯戴芬的怀中。她的翅膀像一张毯子那样裹着他俩。随着夜幕的降临，他们仍然有说有笑着。这真令人开心。她爱他，他也爱她，即使他是人类也毫不影响。她实现了父母关于两族人民和平的梦想。现在她和斯戴芬可以一起在摩尔森林里生活了。现在每个人都有实现和平的希望了。她已经迫不及待地想要把他介绍给其他人了。这可能需要一些时间来适应，不过，以后他们就会知道，和一些人类结合不是不可能的，而且这也能让摩尔森林今后远离战争的纷扰。

她笑了起来，拿起斯戴芬的酒壶，喝了一小口。接着，她闭上双眼，迷迷糊糊地睡了过去。她睡着前的最后一个念头是，有可能，只是有可能，她可以一直快乐地生活下去。


CHAPTER 5

At dawn Maleficent awoke to a searing pain in her back. Groaning, she shook her head. She felt groggy and fuzzy, and she shook it once more, trying to make the odd feeling disappear. But as her head cleared, the pain returned twofold. Looking at where Stefan had been, she saw that he was gone. And then, reaching over her shoulders, she found that her wings were gone, too. All that remained was a long, thin cauterized wound where they used to be. On the ground nearby lay an iron chain, a few black feathers stuck to the links.

Shock and horror filled Maleficent as she realized what had happened. That she had been betrayed. That Stefan had taken her wings. That he had lied. Stolen her heart and her wings. As grief overtook her, she let out an anguished cry. Why?
 she screamed silently. Why would he do this to me?
 Dropping her head into her hands, she began to sob. For she knew the answer. She had known it deep inside all along. Stefan loved his world, loved his kind, more than he could ever love her. He had taken her wings to prove to that wretched King Henry that he was loyal, even though it meant being disloyal to her.　

How had she been so blind? Humans had killed her parents. Humans had attacked her home time and time again. A human had ruined her chance at a happy life. She should have listened to the others. Humans were not to be trusted. She had led them here by befriending one, and now she was paying the price. She didn’t deserve to live here with the others.

In that moment, a part of her died. The part that believed in joy, hope, and peace. The part of her that believed in love. That part was gone forever. Stefan had seen to that.

“I have avenged you, sire,” Stefan announced over a wheezing King Henry. Stefan was happy he wasn’t too late. Pulling open his sack, he revealed Maleficent’s flapping wings. Henry stared up at him, amazed.

“She is vanquished. You have done well, son,” he murmured. “You have done what others feared to do. You will be rewarded.”

Stefan beamed. He’d finally done it. He’d overcome his status as a poor orphan to become something great. “I shall do my best to be a worthy successor, Your Majesty.”

“Successor? You?” Henry gaped at him in surprise.

“As by your edict.”

The king allowed himself a throaty laugh. “You? Your blood is not worthy. You are a servant, nothing more. I don’t even know your name!”

The king continued to laugh heartily, which became a series of coughs.

Stefan turned, unable to believe what he was hearing. He had not done the unthinkable to be turned away now. He walked swiftly to the other side of the bed and stood over the king. Enraged, Stefan picked up a pillow and forced it over the king’s head.

“I’m called Stefan.”


第 5 章

清晨，玛琳菲森从背上的一阵剧痛中醒来。她呻吟着，摇了摇头。她感到头昏眼花，于是再次摇了一下头，想要抛开那种古怪的感觉。可是当她渐渐清醒，疼痛却加倍涌来。她转过头去找斯戴芬，却已不见人影。然后，她向肩后摸去，发现翅膀也无影无踪了，取而代之的是一条细长的烙伤。不远处，一条铁链横在地上，锁链间还挂着几片黑色的羽毛。

当她意识到发生了什么以后，心中充满了震惊和恐惧。斯戴芬背叛了她，偷走了她的翅膀，还对她撒了谎。斯戴芬偷走的不仅是她的翅膀，还有她的心。被悲伤淹没的她发出了一声极度痛苦的哭喊。为什么？
 她无声地尖叫着。为什么他要这样对我？
 她双手掩面，开始呜咽起来。因为她知道答案，她的内心深处自始至终都知道。斯戴芬爱着自己的世界，爱着他的人类，远超过爱她。他夺走她的双翅是为了向那个卑鄙的亨利国王证明他的忠诚，为此他甚至不惜背叛她。

为何她会这般盲目？人类杀害了他的父母，而且一次又一次地侵略她的家园。现在又有一个人毁灭了她幸福生活的希望。她本应该听大家的，人类都是不可相信的。正是因为她和其中一个人类交了朋友，才把他们引到这里来，现在她付出了代价。她不配继续和大家一起住在这里。

在那一刻，她的一部分随之死去。那个相信快乐、希望、和平的她，那个相信爱情的她，已经一去不复返了。这一切的罪魁祸首就是斯戴芬。

“我为你报仇了，陛下。”斯戴芬对奄奄一息的亨利国王说道。他庆幸自己来得不算太晚。他打开麻袋，露出玛琳菲森那双仍然扑腾不止的翅膀。亨利国王吃惊地抬起头看着他。

他喃喃地说：“她被拿下了，干得好，孩子，你做了别人都不敢做的事，我会犒劳你的。”

斯戴芬笑了，他终于做到了。他战胜了自己的身份，从一个贫穷的孤儿变成至高无上的人。“我定会尽己所能，成为一个称职的继承者，国王陛下。”

“你？继承者？”亨利国王惊讶地瞪着他。

“正如您之前昭告的那样。”

国王嘶哑地放声大笑：“你？你的血统就配不上。你只是个佣人。我甚至连你的名字都不知道！”

国王继续尽情地笑着，紧接着又是一连串的咳嗽。

斯戴芬转过头去，不敢相信他听到的一切。他完成了这件不可思议的事情可不是为了让人把功绩随随便便抹去的。他迅速走到床的另一边，俯视着国王。他愤怒地抓起一个枕头，朝国王的头上使劲盖下去。

“我叫斯戴芬。”


CHAPTER 6

Lying by the riverbank that only an evening before had seemed so beautiful, Maleficent let darkness take hold of her heart. She lay there for hours, occasionally feeling the flapping of phantom wings. She wanted to stay there until her heart stopped. There was nothing left for her in this cruel world. So she closed her eyes and waited for the end.

But the end didn’t come. For as night fell once more, Maleficent slowly awoke, aware of the sounds of nature all around her. Keeping her eyes closed, she heard the trees rustling overhead and groaned. But the trees just rustled louder, as though trying to rouse her. Their branches began to thrash angrily and the wood creaked and groaned.

Opening her eyes, Maleficent watched the trees shake. She knew they were trying to help, but she didn’t care. Reaching into her robe, she pulled out a broken, crooked branch of the Rowan, a piece of home that she often carried with her. With a sigh, she let it fall to the ground.　

To her surprise, the branch began to straighten out. Then it began to grow. It grew longer and thicker until it was the size of a staff. As Maleficent picked it up, her fingers wrapped tightly around it. She felt a surge of power, and despite her misery, she began to pull herself up. When she was standing, she leaned on the staff. It was hardy and bore her weight well.　


Interesting,
 she thought as she began to limp forward. With each step, her resolve grew. True, Stefan had taken her wings. True, he had broken her heart. But she still had her magic. And now she had something stronger than magic. She had a mission. She was going to make Stefan and the humans pay for what they had done.

Maleficent wandered the countryside, and wherever she went, destruction and chaos followed. When she passed by a shepherd’s paddock, the gate magically swung open and the flock of sheep ran out and scattered in all directions, their bleats slowly fading away as they disappeared into the nearby woods. The sky grew darker and the clouds thundered. As she walked through the middle of a farmer’s field, the scarecrow rotted and the wheels on a nearby cart fell off. Moving down the road, she raised her staff high. The ground shook and then broke apart, rocks and debris flying high in the air. Pointing at a mound of hay in the distance, she smiled maliciously as it caught on fire and began to burn, the flames licking the sky.　

With each step Maleficent grew stronger, and with each act of destruction she grew more intense, her focus fiercer. She leaned less and less on the staff until, finally, she didn’t need it at all. Still, she kept it in her hand, unwilling to let go of the last part of her old life.　

After a few weeks of wandering aimlessly, Maleficent found herself outside the ruins of a long-abandoned castle. Birds’ nests had replaced the panes of glass in its many windows. Whole sides of the massive building had fallen down, and only a few of the outbuildings still had roofs. Moss had overtaken the stone floors and walls, giving the whole place a green, muted atmosphere, and where horses had once munched hay in stalls, nothing remained but a few empty, rotting buckets. But as she made her way amid the broken stone and around the fallen timber, Maleficent felt at peace. This place was like her. Left to rot and ruin. And like her, it held on despite being broken. Lying down on the grass that had grown in the middle of the ruins, Maleficent looked up at the stone gargoyles perched on the roof. They glared back at her, their mouths frozen in grimaces that Maleficent found oddly comforting.　

Hearing the rustle of wings, Maleficent watched as a large raven flew into the castle. The bird was carrying a piece of corn in his beak. Landing on the ground, the bird dropped the corn and then began to preen, clearly proud of his prize. As the creature pecked at the corn, Maleficent watched him sadly. The black bird’s wings reminded her of the ones she had lost, and she wished, not for the first time, that she had never allowed them to be taken.

As the bird flew off, Maleficent sighed and got to her feet. It was no good to wish for things that could never happen. She had done that before and it had only ended up hurting her. She had to focus on the real things that could be done. Like making this abandoned castle her home.　

For the next few days, Maleficent kept busy at the castle. There was not much she could do to rebuild, but she could at least try to make parts of it livable. And it wasn’t like she needed a lot. Just a place to stay dry and hidden from any snooping humans. Having grown thirsty from her efforts, she made her way to a nearby stream. But as she bent over to drink, she heard the frightened cry of a bird from somewhere nearby. Quietly she made her way to the high reeds that lined the stream, and looked through them, kneeling down to keep herself out of sight.

On the other side, she saw the raven that had visited the ruins trapped under a thick net. Two farmers were approaching, clubs in their hands and dogs at their sides. The dogs growled at the raven, causing the creature to flap his wings frantically. But there was nowhere for him to go.　

Feeling the familiar rage toward the cruel humans building up inside her, Maleficent waved her hand. “Into a man,” she said.　

There was a shimmer of magic, and before the shocked farmers’ eyes, the raven transformed into a man. Throwing off the net, the raven-man climbed to his feet unsteadily.

“It’s a demon!” one of the farmers cried. The two men turned and took off, the dogs following close behind.

When she was sure they were gone, Maleficent stood up. Her gaze fell on the bird she had transformed. As a human he was tall, with silky black hair and dark eyes that darted around nervously. While man wasn’t her first choice of form, at least she had saved the creature.

Catching sight of the faerie, the raven-man cocked his head. “What have you done to me?” he asked, gesturing at his body, clearly unhappy with its present form. His voice was surprisingly rich and melodic for one not used to having the power of speech.

“Would you rather I let them beat you to death?” Maleficent asked.

The raven-man lifted his wingless arms into the air. “I’m not certain,” he replied.　

“Stop complaining,” Maleficent said as she began to walk around him slowly, scrutinizing. She had to admit he wasn’t terrible to look at, even for a human. She could have created far worse. “I saved your life.”

Uncomfortable with her penetrating stare, the raven-man shifted on his feet. “Forgive me,” he said.

Maleficent nodded. “What do I call you?”　

“Diaval,” he answered. “And in return for my life, I am your servant. Whatever you need.”　


Whatever I need?
 Maleficent mused. Well, that was certainly an interesting twist. There were so many things she did need and so much she could use. Then a smile slowly spread across her face. There was one thing she needed more than anything. “Wings,” she said, nodding. “You’ll be my wings.”
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玛琳菲森躺在河堤边，任由黑暗蚕食着她的内心，就在前一夜，这里还是那样的美好。她躺了好几个小时，有时仍会有种翅膀在身后扑腾的幻觉。她想一直待在这里，直到心跳停止的那一刻。她对这残酷的世界再无留恋。所以她闭上双眼，等待着生命走向终点。

她终究还是没有等到终点。夜幕再次降临，玛琳菲森渐渐醒来，大自然的声音再次将她包围。她闭着双眼，听到头上树木的沙沙声和嘎吱声。不过树木像是想要唤醒她一样，沙沙声越来越大。树枝开始剧烈地摇晃，整个树林都在咯吱作响。

玛琳菲森睁开眼睛，看见大树在颤动。她知道它们想要帮她，不过她已经不在意了。她从长袍下拿出一根折断的、弯曲的龙湾树枝条，她常常将其作为家的一部分而随身携带。一声长叹之后，她松手任其落到了地上。

让她惊讶的是，枝条渐渐变得平直起来。紧接着，枝条开始变粗变长直至变成魔杖般大小。玛琳菲森将它捡起，五指紧握在上面。她感受到一股涌动的力量，开始试着让自己站立起来，尽管这很痛苦。她站起来后，便倚着魔杖。魔杖很稳当，能支撑起她的全部重量。


真有趣
 ，她一边蹒跚前行，一边这样想。每走一步，她的决心就多了一分。的确，斯戴芬夺走了她的翅膀。的确，他让她心碎。不过，她的魔力尚存。而且现在她拥有了比魔力更强大的东西。她有了新的使命。她要让斯戴芬和人类为他们的所作所为付出代价。

玛琳菲森漫步在乡间，所经之处，都留下一片狼藉。她路过一个牧羊人的围场，围场的门奇迹般地打开了，羊群蜂拥而出，四处逃窜，它们跑进了附近的丛林，咩咩声也渐行渐远。天色慢慢暗了下来，云层堆积。她又穿过了一片农田，稻草人腐烂了，一旁马车的轮子也滚落了下来。她高举着魔杖，继续一路向前。地面颤动着分裂开来，岩石和碎片被抛向高空。她指着远处的一垛干草，不怀好意地笑了，草垛立即着火燃烧起来，火焰 舔舐着天空。

她越走越有力量，摧毁的动作越来越猛烈，眼神也越来越凶狠。她对魔杖的依赖越来越少，直至最后，她完全不需要依赖它了。不过，她还是拄着魔杖，不想丢弃最后一件和过去相关的东西。

漫无目的地闲逛了几周之后，玛琳菲森发现自己来到了一座早已废弃的城堡前。众多空空的窗格上，玻璃已经被一个个鸟巢所取代。整个巨大的主建筑都坍塌了，只有少数附属建筑的屋顶还健在。石阶和墙壁上都铺满了青苔，营造出一种绿色静谧的氛围。曾经有马儿吃草的马厩，现在除了几个破烂的空水桶，什么也没有了。不过玛琳菲森走在这一片断壁残垣之间，内心却一片宁静。这地方和她多像呀，任其堕落腐朽。也和她一样，即便已经千疮百孔，却仍然坚持。躺在废墟中间的一片草地上，玛琳菲森看着栖息在屋顶上的滴水兽，它们也在瞪着她。玛琳菲森看着它们鬼脸上那石化的大嘴，觉得莫名地欣慰。

随着一阵翅膀的沙沙声，玛琳菲森看到一只大乌鸦飞入城堡。他的嘴里叼着一根玉米。落地后，乌鸦将玉米扔在地上，开始梳理羽毛，显然是对自己的收获十分满意。玛琳菲森悲伤地看着这个正在啄玉米的小东西。这只黑色鸟儿的翅膀让她想起了自己失去的那对，她也不止一次地希望过，自己从未失去它们。

鸟儿飞走后，玛琳菲森叹了口气，站了起来。想着不切实际的愿望毫无益处。她之前已经傻傻地希望了一次，然而却以深受伤害而告终。她要专注于实实在在又力所能及的事情。比如，把这个遗弃的城堡变成她的新家。

之后的几天，玛琳菲森都在城堡里忙碌着。她所能重建的东西不多，不过她至少得让这里有一块地方适合居住。而且她似乎也不需要多大的空间。只要一个能躲避人类侵扰的、干燥点的藏身之所就好了。她忙累了，就来到附近的小溪边。正当她弯下腰想要喝水的时候，她听见附近传来了一声受惊的鸟叫。她悄悄地向溪边高耸的芦苇丛走去，蹲下身子隐藏起来，从缝隙中向外看去。

在小溪另一边，她看见那只昨天来过废墟的乌鸦被困在一张大网下。两名手持棍棒的农民带着狗慢慢走近。在狗的狂吠下，鸟儿的翅膀扑腾得更厉害了。不过他已经无处可逃。

玛琳菲森的内心再次燃起对残忍人类的愤恨，她挥着手说道：“变成人。”

一道魔力的微光闪现，农民震惊地发现乌鸦变成了一个人。刚获人形的乌鸦掀开了网，他还有些站不稳。

“魔鬼啊！”一位农民尖叫道。两人转身跑开了，他们的狗也紧随其后。

确认他们都离开了以后，玛琳菲森站了出来。她扫了一眼被她变身的鸟儿。变成人形的他长得很高，有着乌黑柔滑的头发，一双深色的眼睛正不安地四下张望。尽管她并不太想把他变成人，但她至少还是救了他。

感受到这位精灵的注视，乌鸦先生立起了脑袋：“你对我做了什么？”他指着自己的身体问，显然对现在的身形并不满意。对于一个还不习惯拥有语言能力的人而言，他的声音竟出奇地浑厚且富有旋律。

玛琳菲森问道：“难道你宁愿我任由他们把你打死？”。

乌鸦先生举起他那没有羽翼的手臂回答说：“也说不定。”

“别抱怨了。”玛琳菲森边说边慢慢地绕着他走，上下打量着他。她得承认哪怕是作为一个人来看，他看起来也还不算太差劲。她本来可以把他变得更丑的。“我救了你的命。”

在她洞察一切的目光下，乌鸦先生感到很不自在，他来回踮着脚说：“对不起。”

玛琳菲森点了点头，问道：“你叫什么名字？”

他回答说：“迪艾瓦。为了报答你的救命之恩，我愿做你的仆人，无论你需要什么。”


无论我需要什么？
 玛琳菲森陷入了沉思。好吧，这可真是个有趣的转变。她需要的太多了，而她可以利用的也很多。她的脸上慢慢漾出了一丝笑意。她最需要的只有一件东西。“翅膀，”她边说边点了点头，“做我的翅膀。”


CHAPTER 7

With Diaval to be her eyes and ears, Maleficent was no longer in the dark. A wave of her hand and he could be changed back into a raven, allowing him to fly over the countryside with ease and gather news of the kingdom.

Returning home from his first flight to the castle, Diaval flapped down into the ruins. As soon as Maleficent turned him back into a human, he began to tell her the news he’d learned.

“Mistress, Henry’s dead. Apparently, he decreed Stefan would succeed him,” Diaval reported to Maleficent.

A look of pain flashed across her face. As the information sank in, Maleficent clenched her fist, her long nails digging into her palm. The truth of Stefan’s betrayal was now crystal clear.　

“Now he will be king! He did this to me so he would be king!” It infuriated her that his betrayal continued to surprise her. How had she not seen this coming? He was just like every other human, trying to steal to have more. More riches, more land, more power. Letting out a piercing scream, she raised her staff, shooting a lightning bolt into the dark sky.　

“Now what, mistress?” Diaval asked.　

Her rage purged for the moment, Maleficent slowly lowered her staff, panting and exhausted from the effort. She had been a fool to think the trouble with the humans was over. History was repeating itself once again. It was only a matter of time before Stefan and his army came after the Moors. He knew better than Henry what riches lay there. And that meant it was time to go home.　

Maleficent and Diaval arrived at the beautiful Faerie Mound in the center of the Moors as night fell. The plants were brittle and brown, clearly undernourished; the streams had stopped flowing, pooling into dark, dirty spots of water; many of the creatures lay about listlessly. The energy in the atmosphere seemed to have been sucked dry. It was clear that the faerie world had begun to unravel in the weeks during which Maleficent had been gone, and was now in rough shape. But that was all about to change.

Stepping forward, Maleficent made her way toward the Mound. On her shoulder, Diaval the raven squawked nervously as all around her the faeries began to whisper. “Her wings!” one said to another. “They’re gone!” a dew faerie whispered loudly.

Maleficent ignored them, gliding to the center of the Mound, a hard look in her eye. Dead tree branches suddenly rose from the ground, writhing together like snakes. They formed a tall throne behind Maleficent, and she lowered herself onto it while keeping her gaze in front of her.　

The Fair Folk looked up at her cold gaze, the command in her presence. She was barely recognizable anymore. They bowed to her instinctually, quaking in fear. The Moors had a self-appointed leader now.　

Over the next year, Maleficent hardly noticed that the other Fair Folk seemed wary of her. She spent most of her time alone or with Diaval, who she sent on nearly daily missions to the castle to bring back any news, hearing all about Stefan’s new life as king, and his beautiful wife, King Henry’s daughter. It took all Maleficent’s energy to quell the infuriating surge of hurt within her. Maleficent had more important things to think about, such as the well-being of the Moors, and just what Stefan would do when he had settled in at the castle. While she was doing all she could to keep the Moors safe and had brought some semblance of peace and restored order, she remained pensive and often distracted. It was hard to focus on the Moors when danger was so close.

She was sitting on her throne, rubbing its rough edges, when Diaval returned from one of his trips. Waving her hand, she transformed him into a human. He stood in front of her, nervously twitching and scratching at his skin. Even though he had been changed dozens of times, he still had a hard time adjusting to the human form. However, that day he seemed even more uncomfortable.

“Tell me,” Maleficent said, instantly on the alert.

“I’ve been to the castle,” Diaval began.

Maleficent sighed. “I know,” she said, trying to remain patient. “I sent you there. Tell me what you saw.”

“I saw
 nothing,” he answered, running his hands through his hair. “But I heard ...” He coughed nervously. “There’s been a ...” His voice trailed off.

“What?” Maleficent demanded. She was growing impatient.　

“A ... um ...” He looked down at his feet, then up, his eyes meeting the intense stare of Maleficent’s. “There’s been a ...” He pretended to see something on his shoulder and flicked at it.

That was it. Maleficent couldn’t take any more. “Speak!”
 she commanded.　

Diaval snapped to attention. “Child,” he said. “King Stefan and the queen have had a child.”　

“Oh?” Maleficent said, at once surprised by the wave of jealousy that washed over her and angry that Stefan could still affect her feelings that way.　

Sensing that Maleficent was unhappy, Diaval plunged ahead, his words running into one another in his rush to get them out—and then get far, far away. “There will be a christening in one month’s time. They say it’s to be a grand celebration.”


A celebration? For a baby? It is all just so wonderful, isn’t it?
 she thought. They will parade Stefan’s baby around like a prize. The baby that is the result of so much betrayal and so much pain. Another human put on the Earth to harm and destroy our kind. Oh yes, it is just so wonderful.
 Maleficent’s lip curled.

But not if she had anything to do with it ...


第 7 章

有了迪艾瓦成为她的耳目，玛琳菲森再也不会感到自己被蒙在鼓里了。她举手一挥，迪艾瓦就可以变回鸟身，轻松地在乡野间飞翔，收集人类王国的新闻。

结束了他的第一次城堡之旅后，迪艾瓦拍着翅膀落在了废墟上。玛琳菲森一把他变回人形，他就说起了自己的所见所闻。

迪艾瓦向玛琳菲森汇报道：“夫人，亨利死了。看来，他任命了斯戴芬做继任者。”

一丝痛苦之色从她脸上一闪而过。等玛琳菲森领悟到这个消息究竟意味着什么时，她攥紧了拳头，长长的指甲陷进了手掌里。斯戴芬背叛她的事实已经再明显不过了。

“现在他成了国王！他这样对我就是为了得到王位！”他背叛她的事实仍然让她如此意外，这一点让她恼怒万分。她怎么就没有想到会是这样的结局？他就和其他人类一样，总想着偷取更多的东西。更多的财富，更多的土地，更多的权力。她仰天长啸，举起魔杖，向漆黑的夜空射出了一道闪电。

“现在怎么办，夫人？”迪艾瓦问道。

过了一会，她的愤怒终于平息了，玛琳菲森慢慢放下了她的魔杖。刚才那一通发泄下来，她有些筋疲力尽，气喘吁吁。她竟然傻到认为和人类之间的麻烦终于解决了。然而历史却再次重演。斯戴芬带领他的军队攻打摩尔森林也只不过是时间问题。他比亨利更了解珍宝都在何处。这也意味着她该回家了。

夜幕降临时，玛琳菲森和迪艾瓦来到了位于摩尔森林中心的美丽的精灵丘。这儿的植物都变为褐色，看起来很脆弱，显然十分缺乏养料；溪流也停滞了，淤积成一摊摊又脏又黑的死水；许多生灵都无精打采地躺着。空气中的能量似乎被消耗殆尽。很显然，在玛琳菲森离开的这几周里，整个精灵世界就像一盘散沙，现在已经不像样了。不过这里很快就会有所改变的。

玛琳菲森向精灵丘走去。在她的肩上，乌鸦迪艾瓦不安地嘎嘎叫着，周围的精灵都在低声细语。一个精灵对另一个说：“她的翅膀！”一个露珠精灵压低了的声音清晰可闻：“不见了！”

玛琳菲森无视了这一切，径直走向了精灵丘的中心，眼神中满是坚定。枯萎的树枝立即拔地而起，像蛇一样互相缠绕，在玛琳菲森的身后形成了一个高大的王座。她慢慢坐下，眼睛直视前方。

精灵们抬头看着她冰冷的目光，臣服于她的气场，都快认不出她来了。他们本能地向她弯腰致敬，在恐惧中颤抖着。摩尔森林现在有个自封的首领了。

之后的一年，玛琳菲森对其他精灵的畏首畏尾毫无察觉。绝大部分时间里，她都是独自一人或是和迪艾瓦在一起。她差不多每天都要派迪艾瓦飞往城堡打探消息，以此了解斯戴芬当上国王之后的新生活，还有他美丽的妻子——亨利国王的女儿。玛琳菲森要全力地克制自己，才能平息受伤后心中的怒火。她还有其他更重要的事情要考虑，比如整个摩尔森林的安康，还有斯戴芬在城堡中坐稳王位后会采取的举动。虽然她已经尽己所能以保证摩尔森林的安全，并且也实现了表面的和平，恢复了秩序，可她还是那样的惆怅，还常常分神。危险如此之近，玛琳菲森无法专注于摩尔森林的复兴。

她坐在王位上，摩挲着座椅粗糙的边缘，这时迪艾瓦飞了回来。她手一挥将他变为人形。他站在她面前，紧张得抓耳挠腮。尽管他已经这样来回变了几十次，他变为人形后还是有点不适。不过，他今天看上去比以往更难受。

“快说。”玛琳菲森警惕地说。

迪艾瓦开始了他的汇报：“我去过城堡了。”

玛琳菲森叹了口气，尽量保持耐心，说道：“我知道，是我派你去的。快说你看到了什么。”

“我什么也没看到
 。”他用手梳理着头发回答：“不过我听见……”他不安地咳嗽起来。“有个……”他的声音越来越小。

“什么？”玛琳菲森问道，她渐渐失去了耐心。

“一个……嗯……”他低头看着自己的脚，接着抬起头，正遇见玛琳菲森紧紧盯着他的眼神。“那有个……”他假装看见肩膀上有个什么东西，然后弹开了。

够了。玛琳菲森忍无可忍了，命令道：“说
 ！”

迪艾瓦唰地一下站直了：“孩子，斯戴芬和皇后生了个孩子。”

“哦？”玛琳菲森立刻惊讶地发现，嫉妒的潮水已经淹没了自己，同时又对自己感到生气，因为时至今日斯戴芬对她情绪的影响还是如此之大。

感受到玛琳菲森的不快，迪艾瓦一口气全说了出来，一个个单词快速地从他嘴里蹦出——然后又迅速消失。“一个月后将举行洗礼仪式，他们说那将是个盛大的庆祝典礼。”


一个盛大的庆典？为了孩子？这可真是好极了，不是吗？
 她想着。斯戴芬的这个孩子会像战利品一样，被他们到处炫耀。这个孩子就是所有背叛和伤痛的结果。世界上又多了一个会伤害并消灭我们种族的人类。哦，是的，这真是好极了。
 玛琳菲森撇了撇嘴。

除非她不插手，否则……
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CHAPTER 8

The day of the christening arrived. The castle was bustling with activity as servants raced to and fro, decorating the halls and sweeping rooms long since used. Festive flags flew from the top of the castle while trumpeters stood on the battlements, heralding the infant. Below, carriages were parked for miles, their passengers dispatched to partake in the huge event.　

Inside the Great Hall, In front of the thrones stood King Stefan and Queen Leila. The queen glowed with pride as she looked down at the infant sleeping in the bassinet. Out of habit, Leila reached up and fingered the bright stone pendant that Stefan had given her when they were first married. She had never seen anything like it, a jewel that seemed to have been made by the sun itself. Catching her playing with the jewelry, Stefan smiled and leaned down to whisper something into her ear.

Well hidden in the back of the crowded room, Maleficent watched Stefan smile at Leila and grimaced. She couldn’t hear what they were saying, but she could see them clearly enough. And what she saw on the queen’s neck was a stone from the jewel pond—another precious item Stefan had stolen from the Moors. How dare he!
 Maleficent’s hands twitched eagerly.

She watched as Knotgrass, Thistlewit, and Flittle approached the baby. They looked older and perhaps a bit plumper, but otherwise they appeared the same.


Stefan isn’t the only one to have fooled the kingdom,
 Maleficent mused. Simple humans. So scared of magic, yet so in love with tricks. They probably thought the pixies adorable, with their little wings and harmless magic. Shaking her head in disgust, Maleficent waited to see what they would do next.

Knotgrass was the first to say something. “Sweet Aurora,” she began. “I wish for you the gift of beauty.” Reaching down, she touched the sleeping baby’s blond curls.　

Aurora? So that was the baby human’s name, Maleficent thought. Surely Stefan hadn’t been the one to name her. It was actually a nice name. It meant “dawn,” which was Maleficent’s favorite time of day. She shook her head. Now was not the time to be pondering the definition of a name. She turned her attention back to the bassinet.

Next Flittle granted a wish. “My wish,” she said, “is that you’ll never be blue, only happy all the days of your life.”　

Finally, Thistlewit stepped forward. “Dear baby,” she began. “I wish you ... I wish you ...”　

Maleficent could no longer idly stand by. Raising her staff, she sent a frigid wind whistling through the hall. Headpieces and clothes were blown about, and the crowd let out scared cries. Thunder cracked and lightning flashed and a dark gray smoke filled the hall. When it cleared, Maleficent stood there, her head held tall, her horns held high. On her shoulder sat Diaval.　

The room erupted in whispers as the assembled court tried to figure out who this strange creature was. But one person knew for sure.　

“Maleficent!” Stefan cried, his hand at his throat.　

She raised an eyebrow. “Well, well. Quite a glittering assemblage, King
 Stefan,” she sneered. “Royalty, nobility, the gentry, and, how quaint ...” She paused and pointed at the three smaller pixies. “Even the rabble.” She turned and looked at the queen. “What a pretty necklace. I really feel quite distressed at not receiving an invitation.”　

“You’re not welcome here,” Stefan said, puffing out his chest while beside him Leila brushed the stone at her neck with her fingers.　

“Not welcome? Oh dear, what an awkward situation.” Maleficent turned, as if to leave.　

Behind her, Queen Leila spoke up, her royal upbringing getting the best of her. She knew who Maleficent was. She had heard the stories from her father and then from Stefan. They had called Maleficent cruel and evil. But she seemed almost agreeable at the moment. “And you’re not offended?”　

Maleficent turned back. “Oh, why, no, Your Majesty,” she said, her long fingers fluttering at her heart as she moved closer to the bassinet. “And to show you I bear no ill will, I, too, shall bestow a gift on the baby.”

Stepping in front of Maleficent, Stefan tried to block her. But Maleficent moved past him easily.　

“Stay away from the princess!” Knotgrass said, standing protectively in front of the bassinet.　

Maleficent laughed. “Gnats,” she said. One by one she flicked them out of her way. Then she leaned over and looked into the bassinet. Baby Aurora smiled at her, her cherubic face as adorable as anything Maleficent had ever seen. In that instant, anger and jealousy swirled inside her like a tempest. She would never have a baby that beautiful. She would probably never have a baby at all. No one to care for. No one to carry on her mother’s wings or her father’s eyes to a new generation. She could have, but that option had been taken away from her when Stefan betrayed her.

Whipping around, Maleficent angrily threw up her arms and addressed the crowd. “Listen well, all of you,” she intoned. “The princess shall indeed grow in grace and beauty, beloved by all who know her...”

“That’s a lovely gift,” the queen said, still oblivious to what was really going on. Oblivious to the true history of Maleficent and Stefan.　

Putting a finger to Leila’s lips, Maleficent shook her head. She wasn’t finished. Not quite yet. There was one final part to her gift. “But before the sun sets on her sixteenth birthday, she will ...” She paused and looked around the room for inspiration. Her eyes landed on one of the presents brought for the baby. She continued. “... prick her finger on the spindle of a spinning wheel and fall into a sleep like death. A sleep from which she will never
 awaken.”

As Maleficent’s words lingered in the air, the gathered crowd let out a collective gasp. Ignoring them, she turned to go. But Stefan’s voice stopped her.

“Maleficent,” he said, stepping forward. “Don’t do this. I’m begging you.”　

At the word begging
 , Maleficent raised one eyebrow. Groveling was so unlike Stefan. Slowly, she turned back around to face him. Her expression was cold as she eyed the only person she had ever loved. His eyes pleaded with her and she saw genuine fear and pain in them. But it mattered not at all. Her heart was frozen. There was irony in the situation. The pain she caused him now was so much like the pain he had caused her ... over and over again. Finally, she responded. “I like begging,” she said. “I do. Do it again.”　

Stefan peered around the room, aware that his subjects watched his every move. Aware that Maleficent was humiliating him. While he wanted to deny her, he had no choice. His infant daughter’s future was at stake. “I beg you,” he said through clenched teeth.　

“All right,” Maleficent replied, shrugging as she threw the king a bone. “The princess can
 be woken from her death sleep, but only by”—here she paused and narrowed her gaze so that the next words she spoke pierced Stefan to the core—“True Love’s Kiss.”

She almost laughed when she said the words. She had learned from Stefan that things like true love did not exist. “This curse will last until the end of time. No power on Earth can change it.” She turned and began to leave. Behind her, Stefan signaled his guards to attack. But the wind Maleficent had conjured picked up, keeping the guards and guests at bay. In front of her, the door to the throne room blew open. A moment later, Maleficent disappeared through it, leaving panic and chaos in her wake.　

As she made her way back to the Moors, she smiled. When she had entered the castle, she had been unsure of what she would do when the time came. She hadn’t known about the gifts the pixies would bestow. Or even how she would feel when once more so close to Stefan. A small part of her had been worried she would be too frightened to do anything at all. But what happened in the end, Maleficent thought, couldn’t have turned out better. It was priceless. An unbreakable curse that was sure to drive Stefan mad and throw the kingdom into mayhem. It was perfect. Absolutely perfect.

Evening had fallen and the night sky was full of stars when Maleficent returned to the Moors. She was energized by the day’s events, and an idea began to form in her head, one to keep the human aggressors out of their land for good. She turned and walked to the very edge of the Moors, where faerie land met human land. Taking a deep breath, she closed her eyes and concentrated on the magic that flowed within her. She spoke to the trees nearby, asking them to lend their magic, to help her protect the Moors. Magic pulsed all around her, and the air shimmered. As she lifted her arms, dark twisted branches covered with sharp thorns began to rise out of the earth. They sped toward the sky and intertwined with each other, braiding their thick trunks together. As they did so, a wall began to form. The wall continued to grow until it was impossible to see from one side to the other. It grew until its thorns stuck out in all directions, their sharp tips gleaming black. It grew until it rose nearly forty feet in the air. It grew until it was impenetrable.

When Maleficent opened her eyes, the magic stopped flowing from her. She stepped back and nodded. The wall wasn’t pretty, but it would have to do.

Satisfied with her work, Maleficent went back to her throne on the Mound. She glanced at the landscape around her, reveling in the beauty and tranquility of the Moors, which had been restored in her time as ruler there. The other Fair Folk even seemed more comfortable around her, going on with their daily activities without shuddering or flying away whenever she was close by. However, her old friends continued to stay away. Maleficent strangely understood this. She’d lost her friendships as soon as she’d lost her wings and her old sense of self. She was a new faerie now.

In the peaceful silence of the Faerie Mound, she found her mind wandering outside of life at the Moors. She now had time to reflect upon the day’s events. It had felt oh so nice to see Stefan suffer. And casting this curse would help the Moors, too. A weakened human kingdom meant less threat to them, and there was no way Stefan hadn’t been weakened by the curse placed on his only daughter.

Feeling a judgmental gaze, Maleficent looked to her side. Diaval, in his human form, stood there, staring at her. She ignored him and went back to relishing her revenge. But Diaval continued to glare at her, silently chastising her for what she had done. A part of her wanted to try to explain to him that she wasn’t being mean to the baby. She wanted to tell Diaval how badly Stefan had hurt her and how much it still ached, every day, and that that was why she had done what she did. But she couldn’t admit that to him. And she certainly couldn’t wait for him to start expressing his disapproval. So instead, she simply waved a hand and transformed him into a raven. He could caw all he wanted but he wouldn’t be able to reprimand her.
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终于到了洗礼当天，城堡内忙成一团，佣人们来回跑着，装点大厅，打扫久未使用的房屋。城堡顶端飘着许多庆祝彩旗，号兵们已经在城垛上集结，昭告着新生儿的到来。城下，马车绵延数英里，车上的乘客都是派来参加这个盛大庆典的。

在大殿里，斯戴芬国王和莱拉皇后站在宝座前。皇后低头看着摇篮内熟睡的婴儿，脸上满是自豪。出于习惯，她抬手摸向颈间散发着耀眼光芒的宝石吊坠，这是斯戴芬当初结婚的时候送给她的。她从没见过这么漂亮的宝石，亮得就像是从太阳上取下来一样。注意到她在把玩宝石，斯戴芬微笑着侧身在她的耳旁轻声低语。

玛琳菲森藏身在房间里拥挤的人群后面，看着斯戴芬对莱拉又是微笑又扮鬼脸。虽然她听不见他们在说什么，但是她看得足够清楚。她还看到了皇后颈间来自珍宝湖的宝石——又是一件斯戴芬从摩尔森林偷走的宝贝。他竟敢这么做！
 玛琳菲森的双手止不住地颤抖着。

她正看着，只见红叶仙子、蓝果仙子和绿蕨仙子向婴儿飞去。她们看起来比以前更老了，也许还胖了一些，不过其他地方倒是一点都没变。

玛琳菲森心想，原来斯戴芬并不是唯一那个愚弄了整个王国的人
 。真是单纯的人类啊。这么怕魔力，却又喜欢魔法。他们大概是觉得魔法仙子很可爱吧，她们有着小小的翅膀和无伤大雅的魔法。她厌恶地摇了摇头，等着看她们接下来要做什么。

红叶仙子第一个开口了。她说：“亲爱的爱洛，我愿你拥有绝世美貌。”她俯身摸了一下睡婴金色的卷发。

爱洛？玛琳菲森想着，那就是这个人类婴儿的名字吧。肯定不是斯戴芬取的。其实这是个好名字，意思是“黎明”，是玛琳菲森一天中最喜欢的时刻。她摇了摇头，现在可不是纠结名字含义的时候。她将注意力放回摇篮内。

接着，蓝果仙子送出了祝福，她说：“我愿你，远离烦恼，天天开心。”

最后，绿蕨仙子上前说：“亲爱的宝贝，我愿你……我 愿你……”

玛琳菲森再也不能袖手旁观了。她魔杖一举，大殿内阴风四起，头巾和衣服被吹得到处都是，人们都吓得大喊起来。一时间电闪雷鸣，深灰色的烟雾弥漫了整个大殿。等烟雾散去，玛琳菲森现身了，她高昂着头站在那里，犄角也高高扬起。迪艾瓦停在她的肩上。

一时间，屋内私语窃窃，聚集在宫殿中的人们都想要弄清这个奇怪生物的身份。不过有一个人是再清楚不过了。

斯戴芬叫了出来：“玛琳菲森！”他的手捂着喉咙。

她一挑眉：“瞧啊，瞧啊，真是个耀眼的聚会，斯戴芬国王。”她冷笑着说，“皇室，贵族，绅士，还有，多稀奇啊……”她停下来，指了指三个小仙子，“甚至连乌合之众都来了。”她转过身来看向皇后，“这项链可真是漂亮呀。我对于没有收到邀请这件事，还真是感到十分痛心呢。”

“你在这不受欢迎，”斯戴芬挺身说道，莱拉则在他身旁用手指摩挲着颈间的宝石。

“不受欢迎？哦，天哪，这可真是令人尴尬呢。”玛琳菲森转过身，像是准备离开。

在她身后，莱拉开口了，她那良好的皇室教育此时占了上风。她知道玛琳菲森是谁。她从父皇和斯戴芬那听了不少关于玛琳菲森的故事。他们说玛琳菲森既残酷又邪恶。但是此刻看来，她也没有那样令人讨厌。“你不会生气吧？”

玛琳菲森回过头：“喔，怎么会呢，皇后殿下。而且为了向你证明我并无恶意，我也要给那孩子送上一份礼物。”她走向摇篮，长长的手指在胸前动来动去。

斯戴芬走到玛琳菲森面前，试图拦住她。但是她轻而易举地就从他面前走过去了。

红叶仙子摆出保护的架势站在摇篮前：“离公主远点！”

玛琳菲森笑着说：“小虫子。”说完就把她们一个个都弹走了。她弯下身子，低头看着摇篮。小爱洛正对着她笑呢，那天使般的面庞比玛琳菲森之前见过的任何东西都要可爱。在那一刻，愤怒和妒忌的漩涡在她心中汹涌澎湃。她再也没有机会拥有一个那样漂亮的宝宝了。她可能连宝宝都不会有了。她的关心无处可施。她妈妈的翅膀和她爸爸的眼睛也无人继承。她本来是可以有的，但是从斯戴芬背叛她的那一刻起，她的希望就被夺走了。

她猛地转过身，愤怒地举起双臂，对着人群庄重地说：“你们，都给我听着，公主的确会长得美丽而优雅，每个认识她的人都会爱上她……”

“那真是一份慷慨的礼物。”皇后说，仍然对眼下真正发生的事情一无所知，对玛琳菲森和斯戴芬之间真实的过去也同样一无 所知。

玛琳菲森伸出一只手指点在莱拉的唇上，摇了摇头，示意她还没有说完。还差得远呢。这个礼物还差一个结尾。“但是，在她十六岁生日那天的日落之前，她将……”她停顿了一下，在屋内环视着寻找灵感。她的视线落在了宝宝的一件出生礼上，于是继续说道：“被纺车轴针扎伤手指，然后陷入沉睡。一场永不
 苏醒的沉睡。”

玛琳菲森的话在空气中回荡，在场所有的人都倒吸一口凉气。玛琳菲森视而不见，转身准备离开，但是斯戴芬的声音拦住了她。

“玛琳菲森。”他上前一步说，“别这样，我求你了。”

听到“求
 ”这个字，玛琳菲森挑起了眉毛。这般卑躬屈膝可一点也不像斯戴芬的作为。她慢慢转过身来面对着他，冷冷地看着眼前这个她唯一爱过的人。他的眼神中充满了乞求，她可以从中看出他真切的恐惧和痛苦。但是她已经完全不在乎了，她的心已被冰封。此情此景真是讽刺啊。她现在带给他的痛苦和他之前带给她的一次又一次的痛苦是多么相像啊。终于，她回答说：“我喜欢你的乞求。很喜欢。再求我一次。”

斯戴芬扫视了一圈，发现他的子民都在关注他的一举一动，也意识到玛琳菲森是在羞辱他。可就算他想拒绝，也别无选择。他女儿的未来正岌岌可危。他从齿间挤出来几个字：“我求你了。”

玛琳菲森耸了耸肩，好似施舍给国王一根骨头那般答应道：“好吧，公主可以
 从永久的沉睡中被唤醒，不过能唤醒她的只有”——她又停了下来，眯起眼睛，以便让接下来的话直刺斯戴芬的心底——“真爱之吻。”

她说到这几个字的时候，几乎要笑了出来。她从斯戴芬那得知，真爱之吻是不存在的。“这个诅咒将与日月同在，世间没有任何力量能改变它。”她转身准备离开。身后，斯戴芬示意卫兵发起攻击。但是，在玛琳菲森的魔力下，殿内狂风大作，卫兵和宾客都被拦了下来。在她面前，正殿的大门随风而开。片刻之后，玛琳菲森就消失在门口，留下了一片狼藉和惊恐之声。

在回摩尔森林的路上，她笑了。刚进入城堡时，她不确定自己到时候会做出什么事来。她不知道魔法仙子们会向宝宝送出礼物。她也不知道再次如此近距离面对斯戴芬的时候，自己会是什么感觉。她有些担心，自己会害怕得做不成任何事情。不过玛琳菲森觉得，最终的结局真是再好不过了。这简直有趣极了，一个无法打破的魔咒注定会让斯戴芬陷入疯狂，再带着整个王国陷入混乱。真是太完美了，完美至极。

玛琳菲森回到摩尔森林时，夜幕已经降临，天空中挂满了星星。白天的事情激发了她的能量，有个想法在她脑海中渐渐形成，一个可以一劳永逸地将人类侵略者赶出国土的想法。她转身走向摩尔森林的边界，那是精灵之国和人类之国接壤的地方。她深吸一口气，闭上了双眼，全神贯注于她体内涌动的魔力。她请求附近的大树们借给她魔力，帮助她一起保卫摩尔森林。魔力在她的周围跳跃，空气也散发着微光。当她举起手臂，盘绕扭曲、布满棘刺的深色树枝破土而出。它们向天空蔓延、生长，相互缠绕，再拧结成更粗壮的枝干。如此这般，荆棘墙已经初具模样。它们继续生长，直到从墙的一边无法看到另一边，直到四面八方都是尖端闪烁着黑光的利刺，直到它们离地四十英尺，直到它们坚不可摧。

玛琳菲森睁开双眼，魔力也停止了涌动。她向后退了几步，点了点头。这堵墙不太漂亮，但是它们足够有用。

玛琳菲森对自己的作品十分满意。她回到了精灵丘的宝座，巡视着周围的景色，沉浸于摩尔森林的美丽和宁静，这里在她统治下恢复了以往的样子。其他精灵似乎也没有那么怕她了。她靠近时，他们还能继续日常的活动，也不会瑟瑟发抖或是吓得飞走了。然而，她的老朋友们依然躲着她。奇怪的是，玛琳菲森竟然对此表示理解。当她失去双翅、迷失自我的时候，她已经失去了她的朋友。现在，她是一个全新的精灵了。

在精灵丘的宁静中，她发现自己的思绪飘在了森林之外。她现在有时间来回味白天发生的一切了。看到斯戴芬受尽折磨的样子，真是痛快。而施下的魔咒对摩尔森林也有好处。一个力量被削弱的人类王国对他们的威胁会变小，而且在斯戴芬唯一的女儿身上施了魔咒必将让他变得脆弱不堪。

感受到审视的目光，玛琳菲森看向身侧。变成人形的迪艾瓦站在那，盯着她看。她不予理会，继续回味着她的复仇。可是迪艾瓦仍继续盯着她，无言地惩罚着她的所作所为。她有点想和他解释，其实她并不是有意要伤害孩子的。她想要告诉迪艾瓦当初斯戴芬伤她有多深，时至今日她现在的每一天又有多痛，而这就是她这样做的缘由。但是她无法对他坦言。她当然也不可能等着他说出些不以为然的话。所以，她只是挥了挥手，将他变回了鸟身。他爱怎么叫都行，但是他无法谴责她。


CHAPTER 9

While it would have been nice to keep Diaval as a raven for a long period of time, Maleficent knew she needed him to inform her of goings-on in the kingdom. In the wake of her christening present to Aurora, Maleficent was eager to hear what Stefan would do to protect his infant daughter. So she continued to send Diaval on his reconnaissance missions and transform him when he returned.　

She didn’t have to wait long for news.　

A few days after Aurora’s celebration, Diaval flew back to the Faerie Mound. He landed in front of Maleficent’s throne and hopped around, flapping his wings furiously until she transformed him. When he was human once more, he quickly filled in his mistress on what he had witnessed.

Stefan, it seemed, was not taking Maleficent’s “gift” lightly. He’d ordered his men to gather all the spinning wheels in the kingdom and lock them in the dungeons. While the queen was not pleased, the king also had ordered the three pixies to whisk Aurora away from the kingdom. His hope was to keep her hidden and safe, protected by faerie magic and a lack of spinning wheels. Stefan thought no one but his closest advisors knew his plan. But of course, he was wrong. For Diaval had seen Knotgrass, Thistlewit, and Flittle on their way out of the kingdom. He had seen them use their magic to make themselves grow to the size of regular humans, and he had followed them while they made their way to a small cottage in the middle of the woods that surrounded the castle. Then, he told Maleficent.

When Diaval finally stopped talking, Maleficent shook her head. “Idiots,” she said. Diaval nodded in agreement and then paused. He wasn’t sure who she meant—the king and queen or the pixies themselves.“Those three raising a baby? What a disaster! I must see this for myself.”　

Maleficent stood, grabbing her staff, and began walking. Raising a hand, She turned Diaval back into a raven so he could keep up, and quickly made her way to the Thorn Wall at the edge of the Moors.Maleficent was capable of parting the thorny branches to allow herself passage between the human and faerie worlds. While she didn’t like to leave the Moors, she had found herself beyond their borders too often of late. I don’t want to make a habit of this,
 she thought as she walked through the Wall and let it close behind her. I’ll just take a quick look at the baby and that will be all. Then I will be done. I’ll let the curse play out and that will be that.


Following Diaval, who flew above and ahead of Maleficent, she made her way deeper and deeper into the human forest. After a while, the pair arrived at a clearing. In the middle stood a small cottage with a thatched roof and white sides crisscrossed with brown beams. It was clear that the cottage had been abandoned for quite some time. Upon closer inspection Maleficent could make out holes in the thatch, and weeds grew tall among what once had been an herb garden. Hidden in the shadows of the trees that surrounded the clearing, Maleficent watched as the pixies, now big and awkward in their new bodies, stumbled about, trying to spruce upthe place and quickly make it homey and inviting.

Maleficent peered through the window and saw baby Aurora tucked in her bassinet, sleeping peacefully. Her lip curled back as she gazed at the baby’s soft, rosy cheeks. She looked a bit bigger than when she’d last seen her, a bit plumper, maybe, but just as beautiful. “I could almost feel sorry for it.” Beside her, Diaval nodded his raven head.

Suddenly, Aurora opened her eyes and looked directly at Maleficent. In response, Maleficent made a mean face at the baby. Aurora smiled. Maleficent made an even meaner face. Aurora laughed and began to clap her hands.

“I hate you,” Maleficent said.

She was about to try to make the scariest face she could when she heard the loud bustle of the three pixies approaching. Quickly, she backed away from the window.

The three pixies entered Aurora’s room and made their way to the bassinet. Immediately, the baby began to cry. Maleficent listened as the pixies argued among themselves about what they should do before finally deciding Aurora was hungry. They then proceeded to plop a whole banana, apple, and orange in with the baby before walking out of the room. Aurora’s screams grew louder.

“It’s going to starve with those three looking after it,” Maleficent muttered. But that’s not my problem,
 she added silently. She turned and walked away, her shoulders tense until the sound of Aurora’s cries finally faded.

For the next few weeks, Aurora was the least of Maleficent’s concerns, though she knew Diaval visited the baby every day. What he did while he was there, she didn’t know. But it felt a bit like a betrayal, in any event.　

Nevertheless, Maleficent’s focus was on King Stefan and his castle. On a daily basis she heard reports from Diaval that Stefan was said to be going mad in the wake of her curse. He was paranoid. Convinced that Maleficent would come back any day to wreak further damage and destruction, he had all his soldiers at the ready. He sent them to the Thorn Wall over and over again, hoping they could chop it down. Once, the soldiers had even catapulted large fireballs, trying to burn it down. But the Wall remained impenetrable, just as Maleficent had planned, and the thorny vines stopped the greedy humans in their tracks.

One morning, as Maleficent sat on her throne, contemplating how much things had changed since that long-ago day when she had met Stefan at the jewel pool, Diaval landed on the Mound. Transforming him back into a man, Maleficent waited for his daily report.

“You saw nothing?” she asked when he finished his report.

Diaval shook his head. “No, mistress,” he said softly, aware that this would not make Maleficent happy. “The castle is locked up tight. I couldn’t see inside.” He went on to explain that in fear of another visit from Maleficent, Stefan had ordered windows to be boarded up, the drawbridge to be raised, and all entrances to be guarded by double the men. He was not taking any chances.

Maleficent’s fist clenched tightly around the top of her staff. She despised Stefan. Pure and simple. “He’s hiding from me,” she said, sneering. “He always was a coward. Fine. Let him rot in there. His child is doomed and there’s nothing he can do about it.”

Standing beside her, Diaval kept quiet, waiting for Maleficent to do what she always inevitably did—turn him into a raven so he wouldn’t ask questions or bother her. Maleficent felt his gaze on her but ignored it. Lately, she hadn’t wanted to transform him. She knew that he would go and visit Aurora as soon as he had wings. And for some reason, that irked Maleficent.　

Growing impatient, Diaval tapped Maleficent on the shoulder to get her attention. Turning, she looked down at the spot where his fingers had brushed her shoulder, an unreadable expression on her face. “What is it?” she asked.　

“Aren’t you going to change me?” he retorted.

“Why?” Maleficent queried, curious if he would tell her the real reason.　

But instead of saying he wanted to see Aurora, he replied, “I prefer my own form.”　

Shrugging, Maleficent waved her hand and transformed Diaval back into a raven. With a caw, he rose into the air and began to fly away. But Maleficent’s voice stopped him. “Diaval,” she called. Veering, he flew back. When he was once more in front of her, she added, “Are you going to stay close or do I have to put you in a cage?”　

His feathers ruffled, Diaval flew over and landed on top of Maleficent’s staff. It seemed his trip to the cottage would have to wait.
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虽然玛琳菲森觉得让迪艾瓦的乌鸦嘴闭得久一点比较好，但她还是需要他继续带回人类王国的事态进展。给爱洛的洗礼送去礼物之后，她已经迫不及待地想要知道斯戴芬会怎样保护他那幼小的女儿。所以她继续派迪艾瓦前往城堡侦察，回来后再将他变为人形。

她不用等太久，就能得到消息了。

在爱洛的庆典结束几天后，迪艾瓦飞回了精灵丘。他停在玛琳菲森的王座前，不停地跳来跳去，猛烈地扑打着双翅，直到玛琳菲森让他变身。一变成人形，他便立刻向女主人汇报他所看到的一切。

看起来，斯戴芬对玛琳菲森的这个“礼物”大为紧张。他命令手下搜集国内所有的纺车，然后锁进地牢。国王还命令三个魔法仙子将爱洛带离王宫，尽管这让皇后很不开心。他希望将女儿藏到安全的地方，远离纺车，还要用仙子的魔法保护她周全。斯戴芬自以为除了他最贴身的心腹，没有人知晓他的计划。显然，他错了。因为红叶、蓝果和绿蕨仙子们离开王国的时候，被迪艾瓦看见了。他看见她们用魔法将自己变成正常人类大小，他又跟着她们来到了一间小屋，就在城堡周围的树林中间。然后，他告诉了玛琳菲森。

迪艾瓦说完以后，玛琳菲森摇了摇头，说道：“一群白痴。”迪艾瓦点头表示赞同，接着又停住了。他不确定她是在说谁白痴——国王、皇后，还是魔法仙子。“让那三个养一个婴儿？真是一塌糊涂！我得亲自去看看。”

玛琳菲森站起身，抓过魔杖走下王座。她一抬手，将迪艾瓦变回乌鸦，好让他能跟上，然后快速向着摩尔森林边界的荆棘墙走去。玛琳菲森自是能够顺利通过两国之间的荆棘墙的。尽管她不喜欢离开摩尔森林，但近来她发现自己往来边界太频繁了。她穿过高墙关闭身后的通道时心想，我不想把这变成一种习惯
 。我只是想看一眼那个孩子，没有别的。然后我就完成任务了。我将让魔咒继续上演，就是这样。


跟着飞在前方的迪艾瓦，她慢慢走进了人类森林的深处。不久之后，两人来到了一块空地上，一间小屋立在中间。小屋有着茅草屋顶，白色的墙边，棕色的顶梁纵横交错。很显然，这屋子被遗弃很久了。玛琳菲森仔细地视察了一番，她发现屋顶上有些漏洞，原来的香草园成了杂草丛生的庭院。她藏身在空地旁的树林里，看着三个魔法仙子磕磕碰碰地用她们现在那又大又笨拙的身子收拾房间，好让屋子尽快变得舒适怡人。

玛琳菲森透过窗户向内看去，小爱洛正在摇篮里静静地睡着。看到孩子那柔软、红润的脸颊，玛琳菲森抿了抿嘴唇。和上次见面的时候相比，她长大了一些，可能也胖了一些，不过依旧那样美丽。“我几乎都有点后悔了。”迪艾瓦在她身旁，点了点乌鸦头。

突然，爱洛睁开了眼睛，直视着玛琳菲森。玛琳菲森做了个丑陋的鬼脸回应她，爱洛笑了。玛琳菲森扮了个更加丑陋的鬼脸，爱洛大笑起来，还拍起了手。

玛琳菲森说：“我讨厌你。”

她本来要做个最恐怖的鬼脸吓唬她，可是她听到三个魔法仙子的喧闹声越来越近，便很快从窗边隐去了身形。

三个魔法仙子来到爱洛的房间，走向摇篮，爱洛立刻哭了起来。玛琳菲森听见仙子们在争论到底该怎么办，最后才觉得孩子应该是饿了。她们取来整只的香蕉、苹果和橘子，一股脑全扔到爱洛身上，然后就离开了房间。爱洛哭得更厉害了。

玛琳菲森嘀咕道：“按她们三个这样照顾下去，迟早会把她饿死。”不过这也跟我没关系
 ，她心想。她转身走开了，一直绷着肩膀，直到爱洛的哭声渐渐消失不见。

接下来的几周，玛琳菲森完全不关心爱洛，不过她知道迪艾瓦每天都会去看那个孩子的。她不知道他在那做了些什么。可是不管怎样，都有种被背叛的感觉。

虽然如此，玛琳菲森的注意力还是放在斯戴芬国王和他的城堡上。她从迪艾瓦的每日汇报中得知，斯戴芬据说已经被她的魔咒折磨疯了，成了偏执的妄想狂。他深信玛琳菲森定会回来复仇，带来更多的伤害和毁灭，所以他让所有的士兵都随时待命。他一次又一次地派兵攻打荆棘墙，希望能砍倒它。有一次，士兵们向荆棘墙射出了许多大火球，企图将其烧毁。但是荆棘墙还是坚不可摧，就像玛琳菲森预计的那样，布满荆棘的枝条成功阻挡了贪婪人类的进攻。

一天早上，玛琳菲森坐在王座上回想着自从很久以前在珍宝湖遇见斯戴芬以来，都发生了哪些变化。迪艾瓦落在了精灵丘上。她将他变为人形，等着他的每日汇报。

当他结束汇报后，她问道：“你什么也没见到？”

迪艾瓦摇了摇头：“没有，夫人。”他轻声回答，知道她听见这些会不高兴，“城堡关得紧紧的，我看不到里面。”他继续解释道，斯戴芬怕玛琳菲森再次到来，下令关闭所有门窗，升起吊桥，将所有出入口的卫兵数量加倍。他不打算冒任何风险。

玛琳菲森紧紧握住魔杖顶端，对斯戴芬满是鄙视：单纯又愚蠢。她轻蔑地说：“他在躲我，他从来就是个懦夫。好吧。就让他烂在里面好了。他孩子的命运已经被注定了，他怎么也改变不了。”

迪艾瓦安静地站在她旁边，等着玛琳菲森的必行之举——将他变回鸟身，这样他就不会问问题来烦她了。玛琳菲森感受到了他的注视，不过她并没有理会。近来，她不大想将他变回去。她知道一旦他有了翅膀，他就会去看爱洛。出于某些原因，这让玛琳菲森很恼火。

迪艾瓦等不及了，他轻拍玛琳菲森的肩膀以吸引她的注意。玛琳菲森转身瞥了一眼肩膀被他指尖扫过的地方，脸上的表情难辨莫测。她问：“怎么了？”

他回嘴道：“你不准备把我变回去吗？”

玛琳菲森反问他：“为什么？”她对他是否会说出真实原因很是好奇。

不过他没说想去看爱洛，而是说：“我更喜欢自己本来的 样子。”

玛琳菲森耸了耸肩，一挥手将他变回了乌鸦。他呱地叫了一声，展翅而起，准备离开，却被玛琳菲森的一声“迪艾瓦”给拦了下来。他又折返飞了回来。当他再次回到她跟前时，她继续说：“你是想和我寸步不离呢，还是想被关进笼子里呢？”

他羽毛直竖，飞了过来停在了玛琳菲森的魔杖上。看起来他去小屋的计划要往后推了。


CHAPTER 10

While Maleficent hated to admit it, Diaval wasn’t the only one who was curious about the baby. As the days turned into weeks and then into months, the curiosity ate at Maleficent. It ate at her while she wandered the Moors, checking on the Thorn Wall. It ate at her while she sat on her throne, listening to the buzzing of faeries complaining or gossiping. The curiosity nearly overwhelmed her when she stumbled upon a bird and her newly hatched babies, their little beaks jabbing at the air helplessly. And when she saw three pixies that bore an uncanny resemblance to Knotgrass, Thistlewit, and Flittle in the middle of a fight that caused them to ignore their little faerie children, the curiosity got the best of her.

Before she could think twice, she found herself parting the Wall and making her way into the forest. With purposeful strides, she moved toward the cottage in the clearing. Arriving, Maleficent saw that the back door was wide open and the pixies were nowhere in sight. But Aurora was. The infant had grown into a beautiful toddler with soft blond curls and rosy cheeks. As Maleficent watched, Aurora backed herself down the two steps and then began to toddle about. She burbled and giggled to herself, clearly used to being alone. Something we have in common,
 Maleficent thought, despite herself.

Determined to get over her curiosity, Maleficent approached the baby. Leaning down, she made the scariest face she could and screamed, “Ahhhhh!”


It worked! The baby began to wail and throw her arms about. Smiling, Maleficent waited for Aurora to run away. And sure enough, the baby did run. But to her surprise, Aurora ran straight at her. Then she threw her little arms around Maleficent’s legs and buried her head in the faerie’s long dark robes.

“Off! Off!” Maleficent cried, pushing Aurora away as though she were a bug. But the baby just threw herself right back on Maleficent and continued to cry piteously. Then Aurora raised her arms, silently begging to be picked up.

Maleficent glanced around. Despite the loud wails, no one seemed to be coming. And if no one was coming, that meant the baby was going to keep crying. And all that crying was giving her a terrible headache...

But no, Maleficent resolved. She would not fall for the big blue watery eyes that looked up at her hopefully. She folded her arms across her chest and shook her head. Aurora kept crying. Before she could stop herself, Maleficent leaned down and picked up the wailing child. “Shut your mouth,” she said, though her tone was softer than the words she uttered.　

Instantly, Aurora melted into Maleficent. Wrapping her pudgy arms around Maleficent’s neck, she whimpered and gasped for a moment. As Aurora calmed down, Maleficent tried to ignore the warm feeling spreading through her body. She tried to ignore the fresh scent of Aurora’s hair. She tried not to feel the fluttering heartbeat against her own chest and the way it made her instinctively want to tighten her grip and keep the baby safe. This was the enemy. She had to stay strong.　

Then Aurora let out an adorable babble and, with absolutely no fear, reached up and grabbed one of Maleficent’s horns. Shocked, Maleficent pulled her head back. Aurora’s bottom lip quivered a bit. Curious to see what she would do next, Maleficent slowly bent her head ever so slightly. Aurora’s lip stopped quivering instantly and once more she let out a giggle and latched on, completely unafraid.

It was too much for Maleficent. Quickly she put Aurora down and, without looking back, left the clearing. But as she made her way back to the Faerie Mound, her mind was racing. She couldn’t deny it. Aurora was sort of, kind of, maybe just a little
 cute. And that she even thought that at all made Maleficent furious at herself. Because she couldn’t afford to think the baby was cute or sweet or cuddly or precious. No. She had cursed her to eternal sleep. So there was no point in even paying attention to Aurora. Was there?

Yet as the saying goes, the best-laid plans often go wrong, and Maleficent quickly found that she couldn’t help keeping an eye on Aurora. Diaval didn’t help the situation, either. Growing bolder about his attachment to the infant, he now dragged Maleficent along with him when he went to watch Aurora—which he had to do, often. The three pixies were useless, more concerned with themselves than with the baby they had been charged to protect. They occasionally paid attention to Aurora, but for the most part, the baby fended for herself.

One particularly beautiful afternoon, Maleficent reclined in a tree next to Diaval, who kept a raven eye on Aurora as she played below. Nearby, the pixies had laid out a picnic. Fresh berries, bread, and cheese lay neatly on a brightly colored towel. But Aurora wanted nothing to do with the food. She was having too much fun playing with the butterflies that were flittering around nearby.

Noticing that the pixies had all sat down and were lounging lazily in the warm sun, Maleficent smiled mischievously. She made a tiny gesture, mimicking the movement of pulling someone’s hair. On the ground below, Thistlewit let out a yelp.

The faerie immediately looked next to her, convinced that Flittle had pulled her hair. In retaliation, she pulled a strand of Flittle’s hair—hard. Soon the three pixies were in the midst of an all-out hair-tugging war. With a satisfied smile, Maleficent leaned back and tossed a nut into her mouth.

For a moment, Maleficent just sat there, reveling in the shrieks and cries from the three pixies below. Suddenly, out of the corner of her eye, she noticed Aurora chasing a butterfly. The baby’s little feet pounded on the warm grass, her hands were out in front of her, and her fingers grabbed frantically. Looking ahead, Maleficent raised an eyebrow. Intent on catching the butterfly, Aurora was oblivious that she was heading straight toward danger.　

“The little beast is about to fall off that ledge,” Maleficent said nonchalantly to Diaval.　

With a worried “awk,”
 Diaval flew off the branch and to the pixies for help. He began to caw wildly, flying around their blanket. Unfortunately, Knotgrass, Thistlewit, and Flittle were far too absorbed in their fight even to give notice to Diaval, shooing him away absentmindedly as they continued to bicker.　

Meanwhile, Maleficent watched as Aurora continued to run headlong toward the ledge. She was only fifty feet away. Then forty. Then thirty. Maleficent glanced over her shoulder and saw that the pixies still had no clue what was going on and Diaval was still cawing madly. The coast was clear. Quickly, she made her way out of the tree and raced over to the baby. Just as Aurora’s little foot took a step into nothing, Maleficent grabbed the baby and pulled her back. Seeing Maleficent’s familiar face, Aurora smiled.

Maleficent quickly plopped Aurora down safely and then retreated to the tree. A moment later Diaval landed next to her. Giving up on the pixies, he had flown over to try to help Aurora but found her safe and sound. Now he glanced at Maleficent and cocked his head, a quizzical look in his eyes.

“What?” she asked innocently. So she had saved Aurora’s life. What was the big deal? It certainly didn’t mean she liked the brat or anything.
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第 10 章

尽管玛琳菲森不愿承认，但迪艾瓦并不是唯一对那个孩子感到好奇的人。日子过去了一周又一周，一月又一月，好奇心不断困扰着玛琳菲森。不论她是在摩尔森林中漫步，还是在检视荆棘墙，又或是坐在王座上听着其他精灵的抱怨和八卦，她的心都被好奇侵蚀着。当她偶然发现一只鸟儿，它刚孵出的雏鸟们正张着小嘴向着空中无助地乱啄时，好奇心几乎要将她淹没了。当她看到那三个长得与红叶、绿蕨和蓝果惊人相似的魔法仙子，身陷打斗而完全无视她们的小精灵宝宝时，好奇心占据了她的全部。

容不得思虑再三，她发现自己已经离开荆棘墙，往人类森林前行。迈着坚定的步伐，她朝着空地上的小屋走去。到了门前，她发现后门大开，而三个魔法仙子不知所踪，只留下爱洛一个人。昔日的婴儿已经成长为漂亮的孩童，有着一头柔软的金色卷发，和红扑扑的脸蛋。玛琳菲森看见她自己走下了两级台阶，摇摇晃晃地到处走着。爱洛叽里咕噜地自言自语，咯咯地傻笑着，显然是习惯了一个人待着。玛琳菲森不由地想：我们还有些共同之处。


玛琳菲森决定满足一下自己的好奇心，向着孩子走去。她弯下腰，做了个最吓人的表情，大叫道：“啊！”

这次奏效了！孩子开始号啕大哭，手臂也乱舞起来。玛琳菲森笑了，等着看爱洛吓得跑开。果真，孩子跑了起来。不过出乎她的意料，爱洛直接朝她奔来。她的小手臂抱着玛琳菲森的腿，将自己的头埋在她长长的黑袍里。

“走开！走开！”玛琳菲森边喊边推开爱洛，好像她是只臭虫一般。可爱洛还是一头扎进了玛琳菲森的怀里，可怜巴巴地哭着。接着，爱洛举起了手臂，无声地请求把她抱起来。

玛琳菲森环顾四周，发现不管爱洛哭得多大声，也没有人赶过来看看。如果没人过来照看的话，就意味着孩子要继续哭下去。而她一听哭声就头疼得要命……

不行，玛琳菲森已经下定决心。她不能对那一双水汪汪的、满是希望的蓝色大眼睛动容。她双臂交叉在胸前，摇了摇头。爱洛还是哭个不停。在她停下之前，玛琳菲森弯下腰将这个大哭的孩子抱了起来，说道：“快闭嘴吧。”她的语气比她的言辞柔和得多。

爱洛立刻就融入了玛琳菲森的怀抱里。她那又短又圆的手臂围住了玛琳菲森的脖子，又抽泣了一会儿。等爱洛安静下来，玛琳菲森试着忽略那种遍布周身的暖意，还有爱洛发间的清香。她尽量让自己不去感受胸腔中躁动的心跳，还有她想抱紧孩子、保护孩子的本能。这可是敌人啊，她得坚定一些。

爱洛发出了一声可爱的咿呀声，毫无畏惧地举起手来抓住了玛琳菲森的一只犄角。玛琳菲森吃惊地把头往后一扬，爱洛的下嘴唇颤抖起来。玛琳菲森很好奇爱洛接下来要做什么，于是她慢慢地将头又低下了一丁点儿。爱洛的嘴唇立刻就不抖了，再次咯咯地笑了起来，抓着玛琳菲森的犄角完全不知道害怕。

玛琳菲森可受不了这样，她很快就放下了爱洛，头也不回地离开了空地。在回精灵丘的路上，她思绪万千。不可否认，爱洛有几分，有点儿，可能只是有一点点
 可爱。可就算她只是这样想想，她也对自己生起气来。因为觉得这个孩子或乖巧或亲切或可爱或珍贵的想法都是她所承受不起的。不，她已经诅咒爱洛让她陷入永久的沉睡。所以在她身上花心思也毫无意义，不是吗？

不过就像俗话说的那样，即便最完美的计划，也常会横生枝节。玛琳菲森很快就发现自己实在忍不住要照看爱洛。对此迪艾瓦也控制不住自己。他对那个孩子的牵挂越来越明目张胆了，现在已经发展到他拖着玛琳菲森一起去看望爱洛的程度——他常常不得不这么干。那三个魔法仙子一无是处，虽然她们的使命就是保护孩子，但她们却永远更关心自己。她们偶尔会照看爱洛，不过大多数时候，都是爱洛自己照顾自己。

在一个尤其迷人的午后，玛琳菲森斜倚在树上，一旁的迪艾瓦睁着一双乌鸦眼，密切注视着正在下方玩耍的爱洛。不远处，三个仙子正在布置野餐。鲜艳的方巾上整齐地摆放着新鲜的浆果、面包和奶酪。但是爱洛对食物却兴趣索然，她正在和附近飞来飞去的蝴蝶玩得开心。

玛琳菲森注意到三个仙子已经布置妥当，懒洋洋地躺在暖阳下休憩，她不怀好意地笑了起来。她手指一捏，模仿着拉扯头发的举动。下方的绿蕨仙子发出了一声尖叫。

绿蕨仙子立刻朝身边看去，觉得肯定是蓝果仙子扯了她的头发。作为反击，她也揪了一下蓝果仙子的一撮头发——力气还不小。随后三个仙子就陷入了全员扯头发大战。玛琳菲森满意地笑了，她靠回原处，往嘴里抛了一颗坚果。

有那么一刻，玛琳菲森只是坐在那儿，醉心于树下方三个仙子发出的惊叫和喊声。突然，她的眼角瞥见爱洛正在追一只蝴蝶。她的小脚咚咚地踩在温暖的草地上，她的小手扑向前方，手指疯狂地想要抓住什么。往前看去，玛琳菲森抬了抬眉毛。爱洛专心于抓蝴蝶，却不知道自己正朝危险走去。

玛琳菲森漠不关心地对迪艾瓦说：“那个小怪物就快要掉落悬崖了。”

迪艾瓦担心地“啊呜”叫了一声，立即飞下枝头，向三个仙子寻求帮助。他开始疯狂地叫了起来，在她们的毯子上方盘旋。不幸的是，红叶、蓝果和绿蕨仙子正专注于自己的打斗，完全注意不到迪艾瓦。她们只是心不在焉地嘘嘘两声想将迪艾瓦赶走，然后又继续加入了斗嘴的阵营。

与此同时，玛琳菲森眼看着爱洛继续朝着悬崖奔去。只剩五十英尺了，还有四十，还有三十。玛琳菲森越过肩膀向后看去，三个仙子依然不知道正在发生什么，迪艾瓦依然疯狂地叫着。除此之外没有其他人。她迅速从树下向爱洛跑去。当爱洛一脚踩空的时候，玛琳菲森揪住了她，将她拉了回来。看到玛琳菲森熟悉的面庞，爱洛笑了起来。

玛琳菲森很快就把爱洛安全地放在地上，然后回到了树上。片刻之后，迪艾瓦飞落在她身旁。他完全放弃那些仙子了，但正当他要飞去救爱洛的时候，却惊讶地发现爱洛已经安然无恙了。他瞟了一眼玛琳菲森，歪着头，眼睛里满是疑惑。

她故作无知地问道：“怎么了？”她是救了爱洛一命。这有什么大不了的呢？这又不能说明她喜欢那个讨厌的小家伙或是别的什么。


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]



CHAPTER 11

Time passed quickly in the forest, and before long, Aurora was no longer a toddler but a child of eight. The dangerous baby years were over, and while the pixies had been practically useless to an infant, they seemed capable enough of taking care of a young girl. So Maleficent mostly stayed in the Moors, safe from humans and content in the knowledge that Stefan, as all of Diaval’s reports indicated, was a sad, mad, lonely king. But on occasion, she would make a visit to see Aurora.

Once, when Aurora was still a toddler, Maleficent had followed Diaval to the clearing and waited in the shadows of the trees as, in raven form, Diaval played with the girl. Fall had turned the leaves gold and red and sent many of them drifting to the ground. Aurora, her blond hair long and loose, sat in the midst of a big pile of leaves, giggling. She lifted a handful and threw them into the air, laughing as a few landed on the black bird. Reaching out, she gently stroked Diaval’s thick black feathers. “What a pretty bird,” she said, her voice pleasant to the ear.

Maleficent squirmed. At one time, the baby had been the only thing to irk her. Yet more and more, she found that Diaval’s spending time with Aurora irked her far more. Or was she irked because he could play with her out in the open, with such ease? That afternoon Maleficent had shaken her head to clear the ridiculous thought and walked away from the clearing.

Yet she was never gone for very long. Even though she hated to admit it, she felt an odd pull to Aurora. And there was another draw, as well. It was too much temptation to play tricks on the three pixies, a break from her serious thoughts and a brief reminder of happier days spent playing tricks on the other faeries. Often the thought of disrupting the little pixies’ lives for even a few moments was enough to send Maleficent through the Wall and into the human forest.

One summer morning she and Diaval, in his human form, made their way to the clearing. Hearing Knotgrass’s nasally voice, Maleficent inched up to the edge of the cottage. Diaval followed and together they peered through an open window. On the other side, the three pixies were sitting at the kitchen table playing a game of checkers. As usual, they were bickering.

“What’s this?” Flittle said, reaching out and grabbing Knotgrass’s hand. Prying it open, she revealed one of the markers. “You’re cheating!”

“I resent the insinuation,” Knotgrass huffed.

“There’s no insinuation. I’ve caught you in the act,” Flittle retorted. “You cheating hedgepig.”

As the three began to hurl insults at one another, Maleficent raised a finger. A single drop of water fell onto Knotgrass’s head. She brushed it away absently.


Plink!
 Another drop fell. Again, Knotgrass brushed away the water.　


Plink! Plink! Plink!
 Unable to ignore the water any longer, Knotgrass looked up, trying to see where it was coming from. Not seeing an obvious leak, she moved over. But it was no use. Plink! Plink!
 More drops fell, landing only on Knotgrass.　

Shooting a dirty look at Flittle, Knotgrass snapped, “Stop doing that!”　

“I’m not doing anything,” Flittle protested.　

Hiding on the other side of the window, Maleficent stifled a laugh. It was so easy to rattle the pixies. Her shoulders shook as they tried to figure out the origin of the water, blaming each other and then a leak. But as Knotgrass pointed out, a leak would only happen if it was raining. And it most definitely wasn’t raining.　


Plink! Plink! Plink! Plink!


The drops came faster and faster, each one falling only on Knotgrass. Finally, she slammedher hand down on the table. “Stop it!” she screamed.

Instantly, the drops ceased. Knotgrass anxiously stared at the ceiling as though waiting for the next wave. But when, after a few moments, no more water fell, she sighed and sat down.　

And then it poured.　

A torrent of water fell on Knotgrass, drenching her instantly. The other two pixies began to laugh, but as they did, a wave of water poured down the stairs, washing over them. They all screamed.

Outside, Maleficent was racked with laughter. Her body shook and she struggled not to make a sound as she waved her hand again. Inside the cottage thunder boomed and lightning cracked. Looking at Diaval next to her, Maleficent smiled, eager for him to join in the fun. But his expression was serious.

“Oh, come on,” Maleficent said. “That is funny!”

Diaval didn’t respond right away and Maleficent could tell he was working up the courage to speak. Finally, he cleared his throat. “Mistress,” he began, “there’s something I need to know.”　

Maleficent let out a sigh. He was ruining all her fun. “And what is that?” she asked, not bothering to hide her aggravation. What possibly could be so important that Diaval would take away from one of the few carefree moments Maleficent allowed herself?

His next question shocked the smirk right off her face. “When are you planning to revoke your curse?”

“Who said I was planning on revoking it?” she asked, turning her attention back to the cottage. “I hate that little beast.”

Diaval shook his head. He had expected Maleficent to be difficult. “You hate Stefan
 ,” he pointed out. “May I speak freely?”

“No,” Maleficent answered. Waving her hand, she moved to transform him. But for once, Diaval didn’t let her. He grabbed her hand, his fingers lacing with hers.

“Any time you don’t like what I have to say, you change me back into a bird,” he pointed out.

Maleficent opened her mouth to retort but then shook her head, thinking better of it. This was not a conversation to be had there or then. Before he could stop her, Maleficent pulled her hand away. Quickly she waved it, transforming him once more into a raven. When he was muted, she sighed. Diaval had taken all the fun out of the day. It was not like Aurora could ever be a part of the Moors. She didn’t fit in there. She could never
 fit in there. How could a human understand and appreciate the magic and nature of the Moors? No, it was silly of Diaval. What was done was done. There was no revoking the curse. Maleficent was perfectly content with that. And what she wanted to do then, more than anything, was continue to play with the pixies.


第 11 章

森林里的时间过得飞快，不久以后，爱洛就从一个蹒跚学步的幼童，长成一个八岁的孩子。危险的婴儿期已经过去，虽然魔法仙子们在抚养宝宝时几乎一无是处，但照看一个小姑娘还是绰绰有余的。所以玛琳菲森大部分时间都待在摩尔森林里，远离人类，同时她还心满意足地从迪艾瓦的汇报中得知，斯戴芬已经变成一个凄惨、疯狂而又孤独的君王。不过偶尔，她还是会去看看爱洛。

曾有一次，在爱洛还是个幼童时，玛琳菲森跟着迪艾瓦来到空地上，她站在树荫下，看着乌鸦身形的迪艾瓦和爱洛嬉戏。秋风将树叶变成金黄和深红色，再将它们从枝头卷落，飘落大地。爱洛披着金色的长发，坐在大堆的落叶中，咯咯地笑个不停。她双手捧起一堆树叶，抛向空中，有一些便落在了乌鸦身上。她伸出手，轻轻地抚摸着迪艾瓦又黑又厚的羽毛说：“真是只漂亮的鸟儿”，她的声音十分悦耳动听。

玛琳菲森有些局促不安。曾经，这孩子是她烦恼的唯一来源。然而，她越发觉得迪艾瓦和爱洛经常待在一起更让她烦恼。或许，她烦恼是因为他竟然可以这般轻松地在光天化日之下陪爱洛玩耍？那个下午，玛琳菲森摇了摇头想要摆脱这个荒谬的想法，随后她便离开了空地。

不过，她是不会离开太久的。尽管她不愿承认，但她感到有一股奇怪的力量拉着她走向爱洛。而且那儿还有另一个吸引她的地方：戏弄那三个仙子对她来说简直太有诱惑力了，它能够让她暂时从严肃的思考中脱离出来，让她想起过去戏弄其他仙子的快乐时光。搅乱三个仙子生活的想法只要在她脑海中出现一小会儿，就足以让玛琳菲森穿越荆棘墙来到人类的森林中。

一个夏季的清晨，玛琳菲森和变成人形的迪艾瓦来到了空地上。玛琳菲森听到红叶仙子略带鼻音的说话声，便一点点地移至小屋墙角。迪艾瓦跟着她，透过一扇开着的窗户向内窥探。屋内的另一端，三个仙子围坐在餐桌前，下着西洋棋。和往常一样，她们又在拌嘴了。

“这是什么？”蓝果仙子说着就抓住了红叶仙子的手。掰开一看，里面藏着一枚棋子。“你作弊！”

红叶仙子生气地说：“我讨厌含沙射影。”

蓝果仙子反驳她：“这不是含沙射影。都被我当场抓住了。你这个作弊的讨厌鬼。”

在她们三个开始互相辱骂时，玛琳菲森举起了一根手指。一滴水落在了红叶仙子的头上。她心不在焉地拭去了。


滴答！
 又一滴水落了下来。再一次，红叶仙子又拭去了水滴。


滴答！滴答！滴答！
 红叶仙子再也不能无视落下的水滴了，她抬起头，想看看水是从何而来。她没发现明显的裂缝，所以挪了一下位子。不过没用。滴答！滴答！
 更多的水珠落了下来，只淋到红叶仙子一人身上。

红叶仙子朝蓝果仙子翻了一个白眼，厉声道：“给我停下！”

蓝果仙子抗议道：“我什么也没做。”

玛琳菲森躲在小屋另一边的窗外，憋着笑。这三个仙子也太容易被激怒了。她们想要弄清水从何来，互相责备着，然后又归咎于屋顶的洞，玛琳菲森见此笑得肩膀抖个不停。不过红叶仙子指出，除非是下雨，才有可能漏雨，而显然外面没有下雨。


滴答！滴答！滴答！滴答！


水滴落得越来越急，每一滴都打在红叶仙子身上，她的手猛拍了一下桌子，尖叫道：“停下！”

水滴立刻停下了。红叶仙子急忙盯着天花板看，好像是等着下一阵水滴的降临。可是，过了许久，还是没有水滴落下来，她便舒了一口气坐了下来。

再然后，水倾泻而下。

水流倾注般落在了红叶仙子的身上，她马上就浑身湿透。另外两个仙子笑了起来，可就在同时，一大股水从楼梯上奔泻而出，将她们浇个透心凉。她们都尖叫不已。

屋外，玛琳菲森已经笑得不行了。她前仰后合，却要憋着不能出声，手再次挥动起来。小屋里立刻雷声滚滚，闪电阵阵。看着身旁的迪艾瓦，玛琳菲森笑了，想要他也加入这个有趣的游戏。不过他却一脸严肃。

玛琳菲森说：“哦，拜托，那多好玩啊！”

迪艾瓦并没有马上回答，玛琳菲森知道他正在攒足说话的勇气。最后，他清了清嗓子说道：“夫人，有件事我想知道。”

玛琳菲森叹了口气，他把她的乐趣都破坏殆尽了。她懒得掩藏自己的怒气，问他：“什么事啊？”。是什么如此重要，让迪艾瓦宁愿抢走玛琳菲森那为数不多的无忧无虑的片刻时光？

他接下来的问题，让她的脸上再也挂不住笑容：“你打算什么时候撤销魔咒？”

她问：“谁说我打算撤销的？”然后她便将注意力转回小屋，“我讨厌那个小怪物。”

迪艾瓦摇了摇头。他早就知道玛琳菲森不会轻易松口。他点明道：“你恨斯戴芬
 。我可以直说吗？”

玛琳菲森回答说：“不可以。”她手一挥，想要将他变回鸟身。不过这一次，迪艾瓦拦住了她。他抓住她的手，手指和她的手指相互交缠。

他继续说道：“每次你不想听我要说的话，你就把我变回鸟身。”

玛琳菲森张嘴想要反驳，不过还是摇了摇头，改变了主意。这个话题不适合在那个时候或那个地方谈起。在他阻拦她之前，玛琳菲森抽出了手，迅速一挥，又把他变成了一只乌鸦。当他闭上嘴后，她叹了口气。这一天的乐趣都被迪艾瓦毁了。爱洛不可能成为摩尔森林的一部分。她不适合那里。她永远
 都不适合那里。一个人类，怎么能够理解和欣赏摩尔森林的自然和魔力？不，愚蠢的迪艾瓦。木已成舟，魔咒不可能撤回。玛琳菲森对此可是满意至极。而她现在想做的，不是别的，就是继续戏弄那三个仙子。


CHAPTER 12

More years passed. Seasons came and went. Days grew longer and then shorter and then longer again. The thick wall grew taller in the summer, invigorated by the sun’s warmth. And in fall, the roots dug deeper. On one side, in the Faerie Moors, Maleficent continued to sit on the throne. She focused on helping the Moors thrive and enjoyed knowing that she had brought a long-lasting peace for all the creatures, great and small.

Over the years, Maleficent grew more confident and more beautiful. On the other side of the Thorn Wall, however, things did not go as well. In his castle, King Stefan grew weaker and more paranoid. His beard grew gray and thinned while his belly became larger. His red-rimmed eyes were constantly trained on the wall as he waited for the moment it would show him its weakness. He had ordered the once lovely light stone walls of the castle to be covered by thick, dull iron—an attempt to make sure that Maleficent could be kept out. It gave the castle a scary, foreboding appearance, and those who lived in its shadow felt its heavy weight on their shoulders. Gone were the days of celebrations and fun. The kingdom, many said, was in a perpetual state of mourning for a cursed princess who they would never see grow up.

Deep in the woods between the two worlds, unaware of it all, Aurora grew older. Her pudgy cheeks thinned out yet stayed rosy. The little legs that had so often gotten her into trouble became long and lean so that she towered over her short “aunts.” The button nose that turned up slightly at the tip fit her face perfectly, and the long blond locks that flowed down to her tiny waist shimmered and shone. At fifteen, she was a vision of beauty. And raised away from the trappings of royal life, she was a vision of kindness, as well. There was not an animal she didn’t love or a bird she didn’t sing to. She would wander the woods for hours at a time, lost in thought but perfectly comfortable with the nature around her.　

Maleficent had watched as Aurora grew and got closer and closer to the age of her curse. She had witnessed the awkward years when Aurora’s legs were too long for her body, and seen the emotional shift from child to teen as Aurora struggled to figure out who she was, never getting answers from the three women who had raised her. She had followed the girl as she wandered the woods, always surprised to see a human so in touch with nature. And she had been uncomfortable when, wandering far from home one afternoon, Aurora had discovered the Wall. Soon Aurora began to spend long afternoons lying in front of it, trying to see through its thick, thorny branches. While Maleficent tried to ignore the girl’s presence so close to her home, it was practically impossible. The girl always seemed to be nearby.　

Sitting with Diaval one afternoon on the human side of the Wall, Maleficent tried to relax and enjoy lying on the warm ground. Her gaze fell on the road that ran across from the Wall. It was the road between the human forest and the Faerie Moors. Long and winding, it had deep ruts dug into the dirt by countless carriages and wagons. Tall trees grew on either side of it. In the opposite direction was King Stefan’s castle. As the road drew closer to the castle, it became more structured, the trees trimmed back and the foliage kept to a minimum. Gazing at Stefan’s castle in the distance, Maleficent crinkled her nose. All those years later and the place still made her mad.

Suddenly, Diaval, who was in his human form, cocked his head, listening. “She’s back again,” he said after a moment.

Pushing themselves back into the shadows of the thick branches, the pair watched as a moment later Aurora emerged from the woods. Looking around to be sure no one had spotted her, Aurora crossed the road and made her way up to the thorns. She craned her neck up, marveling again at the immensity of the Wall. She stood on tiptoe and then sank, trying to find a hole in the Wall to see through.

“Curious little beast,” Maleficent muttered as she watched Aurora. She was just about to signal Diaval to go when there was the loud sound of metal cutting through wood. The noise sliced through Maleficent, causing her to shudder, as though she were the one being cut.

Forgetting all about Aurora, Maleficent began to walk toward the noise. It didn’t take her long to discover the source. A large wagon had broken down on the road. Two of its wheels lay flat on the ground, the other two still connected to the disabled vehicle. The back of the wagon was shattered where its heavy cargo had fallen through. Squinting, Maleficent could just make out a hint of heavy iron peering from underneath the cargo cover.

Several soldiers, armed in iron and carrying iron weapons, stood guard near the cargo. Two more had made their way to the edge of the forest and were using a two-handed saw to cut down a tree. They were clearly going to use the fresh wood to repair their wagon.

As the metal blade sliced into the tree’s trunk, Maleficent cringed. Anger filled her and she raised her staff, ready to put a stop to the humans’ destructive work. But a warning caw from Diaval made her pause. Turning, she saw that Aurora was approaching.

Two of the soldiers had left the group, spotting Aurora close by. The first one called out to her. “Hey, you. What are you doing?”　

“You don’t belong out here,” the other said.　

Then they started shouting over each other.

“How did you get out here?”　

“Why are you out here in the middle of the forest?”

Aurora started walking in their direction, her eyes curious and trusting.

Maleficent quickly formed a plan in her mind. The soldiers outnumbered her. And they did have iron weapons. But she had magic. And Diaval. Looking at him, she narrowed her eyes. She was going to need something a bit scarier than a raven to help her frighten off the soldiers. Raising her staff, she softly said, “Bring them to me.”

With a small cry, Diaval fell to his knees. And then, in front of Maleficent’s eyes, he transformed into an enormous wolf. His fur was thick and black and long; sharp talons extended from huge paws. He was a terrifying creature. The only things that were not frightening were the wolf’s eyes, which still retained Diaval’s kindness. He bounded off.

The soldiers stopped in their tracks as soon as they heard a loud, echoing howl. Instantly, they turned around and headed back to the other men.

At the same time, Maleficent approached Aurora from behind. She pulled a yellow flower from her robe and blew on it. Pollen flew off the flower, got caught in the gentle breeze, and began to move toward Aurora.

“Sleep,” Maleficent said softly.　

Taking the shape of a small cloud, the pollen continued to float toward Aurora. Reaching her, the yellow dust swirled around, and her eyes began to close. A moment later, Aurora’s body went limp and she gently dropped to the ground. But Aurora was still too visible for Maleficent’s liking. Lifting her staff, Maleficent raised the princess’s sleeping body slowly into the air. The girl floated higher and higher until she hovered safely above the soldiers’ line of sight.

That taken care of, Maleficent turned her attention back to the soldiers. She watched as Diaval galloped closer and closer to them. Terrified of the mass of fur and muscle fast approaching, the soldiers drew their swords. And then, just as swiftly, they started running in the opposite direction. Diaval trailed behind like a menacing sheepdog.

Too late, the soldiers realized they were racing straight toward a tall, horned creature. They skidded to a stop just as Maleficent raised her staff once more, lifting the soldiers into the air this time. Weapons began to rain down as she made them float in the air. She twisted her staff, and the soldiers bumped into one another in the air, then fell to the ground in an unconscious heap.

She grinned, satisfied that the crisis had been averted. But the smile faded on her lips as she looked down at an iron helmet lying near her feet. She studied it and then carefully reached out a finger. The tip touched the iron and Maleficent felt a searing heat. She snatched her hand away and held it to her chest. So that little problem hasn’t gone away,
 she thought. And if she faced more soldiers in another battle, it could become a much bigger problem.

Her thoughts were interrupted by the return of Diaval. Waving her hand, she transformed him back into a human. His cheeks were flushed and he shuffled from foot to foot, clearly agitated.

“How could you do that to me?” he asked angrily.

Maleficent took a step back, surprised by his response. He had never reacted to a transformation like that before. “You said ... anything I need,” she replied haltingly. And he had. True, it had been many years earlier, but she didn’t think there was an expiration date.

“Not a dog!” Diaval snapped.

Maleficent shrugged. So that was what he was so upset about. That he had been furry. “It was a wolf,” she pointed out, “not a dog.”

“It’s the same thing,” Diaval replied. “They’re dirty, vicious, and they hunt birds.”

“Fine,” Maleficent said, throwing up her hands.

“Next time I’ll change you into a mealy worm.”

She turned and began to make her way back to the Wall. It wouldn’t be long before the soldiers awoke and alerted King Stefan to the skirmish. She would be safer in the Moors. Diaval followed, still muttering about his earlier transformation. “I’ll be a mealy worm,” he was saying. “Gladly! Anything but a filthy, stinking ... Awk!
 ”

Looking over her shoulder, Maleficent tried not to smile as Diaval flapped angrily about. He could be so dramatic. A little transformation never hurt anybody, and it wasn’t like he had hurt a bird while he was a wolf.

Suddenly, Maleficent remembered Aurora. Looking up, she saw the princess was still floating in the air, blissfully asleep and unaware of the battle that had occurred on the ground below. She needed to wake the girl up and get her safely back to the cottage before any of Stefan’s men woke up. Yet that could take a while and she could be followed if the soldiers were good trackers. Maleficent doubted she had that long. Suddenly, she had an idea. A strange and unsettling idea, but an idea nonetheless.

“I wonder ...” she mused aloud.

What if she were to take Aurora to the other side of the Wall? The men couldn’t follow them there and Aurora would be safe for the time being. Plus,
 Maleficent thought, I am curious to see what the girl would think of the Moors. Would she see their beauty? Or be frightened? Or overcome with the urge to take and destroy like every other human?
 She shook her head. Was she being foolish even to consider taking her to the Moors? Or was it the best decision given the circumstances?

Maleficent could stand there all day battling with herself. But time was precious and she needed to make a decision ... soon. Lifting her staff, she pointed it at Aurora.


第 12 章

时间过得很快，季节在不断地轮回变化，白天越来越长，继而又越来越短，之后又越来越长。夏天温暖的阳光带来勃勃生机，那厚厚的荆棘墙越长越高。而秋天，它们的根也越扎越深。在墙的一边，在精灵族的摩尔森林里，玛琳菲森一直当着女王。她专注于摩尔王国的兴盛和繁荣。在她的努力下，这里大大小小的生灵都过上了持久和平的生活，为此她感到十分欣喜。

许多年过去了，玛琳菲森变得愈发自信而美丽。然而在荆棘墙的另一边，情况就没有那么好了。城堡里的斯戴芬国王变得越来越虚弱和偏执。他的胡须变得灰白稀疏，肚子也越发地圆鼓起来。他通红的眼睛总是紧紧地盯着荆棘墙，好像在等着它自己露出破绽似的。城堡原来漂亮的浅色石墙被包上了一层厚重的铁壁，好确保玛琳菲森再也无法进入。这些铁壁让整个城堡都变得阴森恐怖，每一个住在里面的人都觉得这些铁壁好像都压在自己的肩膀上一样。昔日的庆典和欢笑早已不见踪影。许多人说，因为公主受到诅咒再也长不大，所以整个王国都难以从悲伤中走出来。

在人类世界和摩尔森林之间的一片树林深处，爱洛慢慢长大，对外面的世界一无所知。她胖嘟嘟的小脸蛋变瘦了一些，却还是红扑扑的。而她那一双常常将自己带入麻烦的小腿也变得纤长起来，现在的她已经比那几个矮小的“阿姨”要高出许多了。她那小巧可爱、鼻尖微微翘起的鼻子把她的脸蛋点缀得恰到好处，金黄色的长发垂在纤细的腰间，散发出迷人的光彩。年仅十五的她已然长成了美人的模样。远离了皇宫的繁文缛节，她还拥有一颗善良的心灵。她爱着每一种动物，会和每一种鸟儿唱歌。她在森林里游荡，一待就是很长时间，她沉浸在自己的想象之中，与周围自然中的一切融为一体。

玛琳菲森一直关注着爱洛的成长，眼看着就到了魔咒应验的年纪。她目睹了爱洛的尴尬岁月，那时她的腿长到与身体不成比例；她还目睹了爱洛从孩提时代进入少年时代时遇到的种种情绪困扰，比如想要弄清楚自己到底是谁，养育她的三位仙子可从来不会回答这个问题。玛琳菲森也会悄悄跟着爱洛漫步森林，对她与自然的亲和力惊叹不已。有一天下午，爱洛走了很远，发现了那堵荆棘墙，这让玛琳菲森感到有些不安。不久之后，爱洛就开始整个下午都待在墙边，想要透过浓密的荆棘枝条看看里面的世界。尽管玛琳菲森试图忽视与她的家园近在尺咫的爱洛，可这几乎不可能。她好像总在附近转悠。

一天下午，玛琳菲森和迪艾瓦一起坐在荆棘墙外面，打算躺在温暖的地面上休息片刻。她的目光盯着从树墙中延伸到外面的那条路。那条路连接着人类森林和精灵族的摩尔森林，漫长而又曲折，因为有很多车辆经过，路面上留下了深深的车辙印。道路两旁长着高高的大树，路的另一头就是斯戴芬国王的城堡。靠近城堡那端的道路平整许多，树木都经过了修剪，枝叶稀疏。玛琳菲森眺望着那座城堡，皱了皱鼻子。这么多年过去了，那个地方还是让她很恼火。

突然，变成人形的迪艾瓦侧耳听了一阵，接着说道：“她又来了。”

两人赶紧藏到了浓密的树枝下。不一会儿，爱洛就从树林中走了出来。她东瞧瞧西看看，确定周围没人发现她后，就径自走到荆棘墙边，伸长脖子再次惊叹着高大无比的荆棘墙。她时而踮起脚，时而蹲下身，想要找到一个小洞窥探墙里面的世界。

玛琳菲森一边看着爱洛，一边喃喃自语道：“好奇的小怪物。”她正准备叫上迪艾瓦离开，突然传来一阵金属切割树木的嘈杂声。这噪声好像在切割玛琳菲森的身体一般，她不禁一阵哆嗦。

玛琳菲森向着那噪声走去，完全忘记了爱洛。她很快就找到了声音的来源：路上一辆大型马车坏了，两个轮子倒在地上，另外两个还连在散架的车上。马车后部损坏得十分严重，车上沉重的货物都落在了地上。玛琳菲森眯着眼睛，透过货物的覆盖物，发现车上载着的好像是沉甸甸的金属。

几名士兵守卫着马车，他们身着盔甲，手持铁质武器。另外两名个士兵走到树林边，两人举着锯子来回锯着树干，显然他们准备用这棵树修理马车。

玛琳菲森听着金属切割树干的声音，难受得缩成一团。她满怀愤怒，举起魔杖想要制止这些人的破坏行为。这时迪艾瓦警告似地叫了一声，她停了下来。玛琳菲森回头一看，爱洛正在往这边走。

有两名士兵离开了队伍，发现了附近的爱洛，一个先开口问道：“嗨，说你呢，你在干什么？”

另一个说道：“这里不是你该来的地方。”

接着他们七嘴八舌地嚷了起来：

“你是怎么到这里来的？”

“你一个人在树林里干什么？”

爱洛向他们走去，她的眼里满是好奇和信任。

玛琳菲森很快有了主意。士兵数量很多，而且还配有铁制武器，不过她有魔力，还有迪艾瓦。她眯起眼睛看着迪艾瓦，她需要一种比乌鸦可怕的动物来吓跑这群士兵。她举起魔杖，轻声说道：“把他们拿下。”

迪艾瓦轻轻叫了一声，跪倒在地。接着，玛琳菲森眼前的他就变成了一匹体形硕大的狼。它的长毛乌黑浓密，爪子大而尖利。这绝对是一只让人胆战心惊的野兽。唯一不够凶狠的是它的眼睛，因为其中还透着迪艾瓦的善良。他向士兵跑去。

听到一声响亮的狼嚎回荡在丛林中，士兵停了下来，立刻转身向自己的同伴走去。

与此同时，玛琳菲森走到了爱洛的背后，从自己的袍子上摘下一朵黄色的花，然后对它吹了一口气，花粉便随着微风，向爱 洛飘去。

玛琳菲森轻声说道：“睡吧。”

花粉汇成了一小朵云的形状，继续飘向爱洛。一碰到她，黄色的粉末便围着她旋转，她的眼睛慢慢地合上了。片刻之后，爱洛的身体就开始倾斜，最后缓缓地倒在了地上。不过玛琳菲森还是觉得，这样躺着也有些碍眼。于是她又举起魔杖，让这位公主的身体慢慢飘浮在空中。她越升越高，最后安全地悬在了士兵视线的上方。

安顿完爱洛，玛琳菲森将注意力转回到那群士兵身上。她看着迪艾瓦极速向他们奔去。看到这样一只长着长毛、肌肉强健的动物朝自己跑来，士兵们拨出刀剑，接着又立即转身落荒而逃。迪艾瓦在后面追赶着，活像一只张牙舞爪的牧羊犬。

等士兵们发现自己被一个身形高挑、头长犄角的东西挡住了去路时，为时已晚。他们赶紧刹住了脚步，这时玛琳菲森又一次举起了魔杖，将所有士兵都抬向空中，他们的武器就像雨点一般落下来。她扭动了一下魔杖，士兵们在空中互相碰撞，然后纷纷摔落在地上，晕了过去。

危机扭转了，她露出了满意的笑容。然而当她看到落在脚边的一顶铁制头盔时，笑容又消失了。她仔细观察着这顶头盔，然后小心翼翼地探出了一根手指，刚一碰到头盔表面，手指上立刻传来一阵灼痛。她赶紧缩回手，放在自己的胸膛上。她想：那个小麻烦还没有解决
 。如果下一次遇到更多的士兵，那麻烦就大了。

返回的迪艾瓦打断了她的思绪。她摆了摆手，将它变回了人。他的脸颊通红，左摇右摆，看起来是生气了。

他愤愤不平地问：“你怎么能这样对我？”

玛琳菲森不禁后退了一步，有些惊讶。他以前对变身从来没有过这样的反应，玛琳菲森迟疑地答道：“你说过……无论我需要什么。”他的确说过这样的话，那是很多年以前了，不过她并不认为这个承诺是有期限的。

迪艾瓦生气地说：“那也不能变成狗啊！”

玛琳菲森耸了耸肩，原来他不喜欢的是这个
 。他不喜欢变成毛茸茸的东西。她指出：“那是狼，不是狗。”

迪艾瓦答道：“一样的，它们都很肮脏、凶残，而且它们还抓鸟！”

玛琳菲森两手一摊说：“好吧。”

“下次我把你变成一条小虫子。”

她转身往荆棘墙走去。这些士兵很快就会醒来，向斯戴芬国王报告这次战斗。她还是回到摩尔森林比较安全。迪艾瓦跟在后面，还在为刚刚的变身愤愤不平：“我倒情愿变成小虫子，总好过那只又臭又脏的……啊呜
 ！”

玛琳菲森转头一看，强忍住笑意，迪艾瓦正生气地扑棱着翅膀。他总是小题大做，一次小小的变身又不会伤害任何人，再说，他变成狼之后也没有伤害过一只鸟啊。

忽然玛琳菲森想起了爱洛。抬头望去，爱洛公主还飘在空中，幸福地熟睡着，丝毫不知道地上刚刚经历过一场战斗。她得把爱洛弄醒，在斯戴芬国王的士兵醒来之前把她带回小屋。但是这样会很浪费时间，而且如果士兵中有追踪高手的话，她的形迹就会败露。玛琳菲森觉得没有那么多时间了。忽然间，她有了一个主意，这个主意很奇怪，又让人不安，但它到底是个主意。

她自言自语道：“能不能……”

如果我把爱洛带到墙那边的摩尔森林里去会怎样？这些士兵不可能追到那里，爱洛的安全也可以暂时得到保证。玛琳菲森想着，而且我想知道爱洛会怎么看摩尔森林。她会看见摩尔森林的美吗？还是会感到害怕？又或者会和其他人类一样，想要攫取、破坏所有的一切
 ？玛琳菲森摇了摇头，把她带回摩尔森林的想法会不会太愚蠢了？还是说，在这种情况下这样做其实是最好的选择？

这事可真够玛琳菲森纠结一天的。可眼下时间宝贵，她需要马上做出决定……她举起魔杖，指向了爱洛。
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CHAPTER 13

Night had fallen on the Moors. High in the sky a full moon hung and beams of light shone down, illuminating the lush ground. The air was still and silent. Most of the Moorland creatures were asleep, some tucked in the leaves on the ground, others resting in trees. Through it all, a sleeping Aurora floated. Maleficent walked a few paces behind while Diaval flew ahead. As the trio made their way along, a few curious faeries peeped out, eager to see who would dare disturb the peaceful wood at that hour.

Arriving at a small glen through which a shallow stream burbled, Maleficent lowered Aurora gently to the ground. Then she slipped into the shadows. She took a deep breath, then whispered, “Awaken.”

Maleficent waited, her heart pounding. She was beginning to regret her decision to bring the girl there. What had possessed her? It had seemed like a good idea at the time, but now, as Aurora’s eyes fluttered open, Maleficent was beginning to think differently.

Slowly, Aurora sat up. She took in her surroundings calmly with her big blue eyes, as though waking up in an unfamiliar grove of trees was a common event for her. Watching Aurora take in the Moors, Maleficent felt an ache in her chest. She had never felt comfortable out of her familiar surroundings. Yet Aurora, who had lived her whole life in one cottage and knew only three people, seemed unfazed.

Turning her head in Maleficent’s direction, Aurora spoke. “I know you’re there.”

Startled, Maleficent slipped farther back into the shadows.

“Don’t be afraid,” Aurora added.

“I’m not afraid,” Maleficent said defensively. She slapped a hand over her mouth. As soon as the words had slipped out, she wished could take them back. Now there was no hiding.

“Then come out,” Aurora pleaded.

Maleficent smiled. Ah, maybe there was a way out of this after all. “Then you’ll
 be afraid,” she said. But Aurora shook her head. “No, I won’t,” she said stubbornly.　

It appeared Maleficent had no choice. She hadn’t really thought through what would happen once Aurora was in the Moors, but she most certainly
 hadn’t thought she would have to talk to the princess. Nevertheless, if Aurora was like any other human, the girl would run away as soon as she saw Maleficent.

Stepping out of the shadows, Maleficent made her way closer. A bright beam of moonlight shot down, illuminating her, and she cast a long shadow on the ground behind her. In the night, her horns looked bigger and darker, and she was not surprised to see Aurora’s eyes widen with fear. But what did surprise her was that Aurora didn’t run. Instead, she spoke.

“I know who you are,” she said, causing Maleficent to raise an eyebrow. “You’re my faerie godmother.”

A chuckle caught in Maleficent’s throat. “Your ... what?” she asked, trying not to laugh out loud.

Ignoring Maleficent’s reaction, Aurora nodded. “Faerie godmother,” she repeated slowly. “You’ve been watching over me my whole life. I’ve always known you were close by.”

“How?” Maleficent asked, curiosity getting the best of her.

Aurora pointed over Maleficent’s shoulder. Turning, Maleficent saw her distinct horned shadow. “It’s been following me ever since I was small,” Aurora explained. “Wherever I went, your shadow was always with me.”

Hearing that, Diaval let out a loud caw. While Maleficent knew he was, in his own bird way, saying something along the lines of “I knew it!” Aurora simply heard the birdcall and smiled. Watching as Diaval landed on Maleficent’s shoulder, she paused and then made her way closer.

“I remember you!” she said, reaching up to pet Diaval. “Pretty bird.”

Maleficent tried not to cringe as the girl’s small hand brushed her shoulder. She hadn’t been this close to a stranger in a long, long time. To her surprise, it didn’t feel as terrible as she would have thought.

And what was even more surprising was how at home Aurora seemed in the glen. She turned from Diaval and wandered around, bending down every now and then to get a closer look at the small flowers and plants that were different from the ones on her side of the Wall.

As she explored, Moorland faeries, awoken from their slumber, began to emerge, curious to see the human in their midst. When Aurora caught sight of the winged creatures, her face filled with wonder. Maleficent felt herself smiling as several courageous dew faeries fluttered up to the princess, their translucent wings glimmering in the moonlight. It had been a long time since Maleficent had really looked at her home. True, she fought to defend it and loved it fiercely, but with Aurora there, she was seeing it in a fresh light. It was beautiful and mysterious. Peaceful and yet alive. The trees protected the plants, and the plants hugged the ground. There was a home and place for everyone and everything. That, Maleficent thought, was why she fought so hard to keep it safe.

Unaware of Maleficent’s musings, Aurora softly ran her hand over the top of a cattail. “I’ve always wanted to come here,” she said softly. “But my aunts told me it was forbidden.” She looked up, and her eyes met Maleficent’s. “How did we get through the Wall?”

The question snapped Maleficent back to reality. It was one thing to have the girl there for a short while, but it would not do to have her asking questions and wanting to come back. “It’s time to take you home,” Maleficent said, not answering Aurora.

“So soon?” the princess said, clearly disappointed. “May I come back another night?”

Instead of answering, Maleficent reached into her robe and pulled out another yellow flower. Once again, she blew on it, sending pollen into the air in front of Aurora. And once again, Aurora’s eyes fluttered shut and her body went limp.

As the other faeries looked on, Maleficent raised Aurora into the air. And then, in silence, they left the glen.

A short while later they arrived at the small cottage. Quietly, Maleficent floated Aurora into her room and gently lowered her onto her bed. Leaning over the princess, Maleficent felt a small smile tug at the corners of her lips. “Good night, beastie,” she said gently before turning to go.

At the door, she paused to take one last look at Aurora. It hadn’t been so bad after all to have her around the glen. But it was a one-time thing. It could never happen again. Ever.
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第 13 章

摩尔森林内夜幕降临，满月高高地挂在空中，莹莹的月光洒落在这一片富饶的土地上。空中寂静无声。摩尔森林中的大部分生灵都在沉睡，有些裹着叶子睡在地上，另一些则睡在树上。在他们中间，熟睡的爱洛飘在空中，迪艾瓦飞在前面，玛琳菲森跟在后面。三个人就这么向前走着，有些好奇的精灵向他们张望，想看看到底是谁这么胆大，敢打破林中这个宁静的时刻。

他们走进了一个幽谷，一条浅溪从中穿行而过，玛琳菲森将爱洛轻轻地放在地上，然后躲进了阴影里。她深吸了一口气，轻轻说道：“醒来吧。”

玛琳菲森等了一会，心脏怦怦直跳。她有些后悔把爱洛带到这里来了。刚刚她到底在想什么？这在当时可能是个好主意，但现在当爱洛的眼睛抖动着睁开时，玛琳菲森的想法就开始变了。

爱洛慢慢坐了起来。她睁开蓝色的大眼睛静静地观察着周围的世界，就好像在陌生的森林中醒来是常有的事一样。玛琳菲森在一旁看着，胸中隐隐作痛。她从来不会在自己熟悉的环境之外感到很自如。而一直住在小屋里、只认识三位仙子的爱洛看起来却一点也不担心自己的处境。

爱洛将头转向玛琳菲森的方向，说道：“我知道你在这。”

玛琳菲森有些吃惊，不由向阴影处又退了几分。

爱洛又说道：“别害怕。”

玛琳菲森辩解道：“我没有害怕！”她赶忙用手捂住了嘴。话刚出口，她就希望自己能将其收回。现在她已经暴露了。

爱洛请求道：“那就出来吧。”

玛琳菲森笑了。唉，也许这样倒可以打破这一窘境。她说：“如果我出来，你就会
 害怕的。”但爱洛摇了摇头，坚定地说：“不会，我绝不会害怕。”

看来玛琳菲森别无选择了。她还没有认真想过，如果爱洛在摩尔森林中生活会发生什么，但她肯定
 从没想过有一天她会和爱洛公主说话。不管怎么说，如果爱洛真的和其他人类一样，那么只要见到自己，她就会逃得远远的。

玛琳菲森从阴影中走出来，朝爱洛走近了几步。明亮的月光倾泻而下，照在她身上，在她身后拉起了一条长长的影子。由于是晚上，她的犄角看起来更大更黑。爱洛被吓得睁大了双眼，这完全在玛琳菲森的意料之中。但让玛琳菲森奇怪的是，爱洛并没有转身逃跑，而是开口说话了。

她说道：“我知道你是谁。”玛琳菲森不禁抬了抬眉梢。爱洛接着说：“你是我的仙女教母。”

她强忍住笑意，不让自己笑出声来，问道：“你的……什么？”

爱洛没有理会玛琳菲森的反应，她点了点头，慢慢重复道：“仙女教母。你一直照看着我的生活，我一直都知道你在我的身旁。”

玛琳菲森越来越感兴趣了，她问：“你是怎么知道的？”

爱洛指向玛琳菲森的身后。玛琳菲森转头一看，发现自己带犄角的影子的确很容易辨认。爱洛解释说：“从我很小的时候起，它就一直跟着我。不论我走到哪里，你的影子都一直伴随着我。”

迪艾瓦听到这个，大叫了一声。玛琳菲森知道这是什么意思，他是在用自己的方式说：“我就知道！”爱洛一听见鸟叫就笑了起来。她看见迪艾瓦落在玛琳菲森的肩膀上，停顿了一下，接着向前走去。

她伸出手去抚摸迪艾瓦，说：“我记得你！漂亮的鸟儿。”

玛琳菲森的肩膀被爱洛的小手轻轻扫过，她忍着没有缩回来。很长时间以来，玛琳菲森都没有让陌生人这般靠近自己了。但是这种感觉却没有想象中那么可怕，这让玛琳菲森很是 惊奇。

而更让玛琳菲森感到惊讶的是，爱洛在幽谷就仿佛置身家中一般自在。她转过身去，不再看着迪艾瓦，开始四处闲逛，时不时弯下腰观察那些小花小草，这些植物和墙外人类世界中的大有不同。

在她继续东瞧西看的时候，摩尔森林的精灵们都从熟睡中醒来，出来好奇地看着他们中间的这个人类。爱洛看着这些长着翅膀的生灵，脸上满是惊奇。有些露珠精灵勇敢地向着这位公主飞去，他们透明的翅膀在月光下闪闪发亮，看到这一幕，玛琳菲森不禁笑了。玛琳菲森有很久没有好好地观察过自己的家了。的确，她深爱着自己的家园，也竭尽全力保护自己的家园，但是当爱洛到这里时，她开始用一种全新的目光审视周围的一切。她发现这片土地美丽而又充满神秘；平静却又充满生机。大树为地面的植物遮风挡雨，而那些植物也紧紧地拥抱着大地。这个地方是所有生灵的家园。这些，玛琳菲森想，正是她竭尽全力保卫这片土地的原因啊。

爱洛对玛琳菲森的思绪毫不知情，她摩挲着香蒲的叶尖，轻柔地说道：“我一直想到这里来，但是阿姨们说这里不让别人进。”她抬起头与玛琳菲森四目相接，问道：“我们是怎么穿过那堵墙的呀？”

这个问题把玛琳菲森从脑海的思绪中拉回了现实。把爱洛带到这里待一会儿是一回事，但是绝不能让她一直问东问西，甚至还想再次回到这里。玛琳菲森没有回答，却说：“该送你回家了。”

爱洛公主显然很失望，她问道：“这么快？改天晚上我可以再来吗？”

玛琳菲森没有回答，将手伸到长袍里，掏出另一朵黄花。她又一次向花吹了一口气，花粉随着空气落在爱洛身前，爱洛的眼睛又一次颤巍巍地合上了，身体也变得软绵绵的。

精灵们在旁边看着玛琳菲森将爱洛举向空中。然后在一片寂静之中，他们离开了幽谷。

很快他们就到了那间小屋。玛琳菲森悄悄地将爱洛送到她自己的房间，轻轻地把她放到了床上。玛琳菲森弯下腰看着爱洛公主，感到自己的嘴角浮现出一丝微笑。她轻柔地说：“晚安，小怪物。”然后便开始往回走。

刚到门口她又停了下来，最后看了爱洛一眼。如果爱洛和她一起在幽谷生活，倒也不是一件坏事。但是这种事只会发生一次，绝不会有第二次。绝不会。


CHAPTER 14

Stefan looked terrible. He’d been up all night, pacing in the room he rarely left anymore. The sun peeked out, marking the dawn of another day. If he hadn’t been so distracted, perhaps this time of day would have reminded him of the daughter who had been named after it.

“You mock me,” he murmured just as a servant entered the room behind him.

“Sire?” the servant questioned.

But Stefan did not turn, did not answer. He simply gazed ahead, not blinking.

The servant decided to go on with the news he’d been trusted with. “Majesty, your presence is requested by the queen.”　

“Leave me,” Stefan said simply, acknowledging the servant’s presence at last.

“Sire,” the servant pleaded. “She is not well. The nurses are fearful that—”

“Leave me!” Stefan shouted. “Can you not see that I’m having a conversation?”

The servant stared at him, mystified. There was nobody else in the room. Clearly the king had come unhinged. The servant left, closing the door behind him, deciding to come back when the king was better rested. He only hoped it would not be too late. The queen had hours left at best. No one knew what disease plagued her, but most suspected she was dying of a broken heart.

Stefan had not even noticed that his wife was dying, just as he didn’t notice that the servant had taken leave of him now. He started to walk straight ahead, still not blinking. “Intended to represent my triumph, my strength. And yet, day after day, year after year, you exist only to mock me. To remind me ... It is not without purpose. Is it?”

He stared at the objects tormenting him: gigantic raven-black wings hanging in a glass case. Maleficent’s wings. Shafts of morning light shone around them eerily.

Stefan moved up to the case, peering in. Then, resting his head on the glass, he whispered, “Is it?”

Suddenly, the wings flapped. Stefan jumped back, startled and alarmed. The wings were motionless once more. He took in a deep breath, unsuccessfully trying to calm his nerves.

“I spare her life and this is my reward? A curse upon my child? Upon my kingdom? Upon me?”

The wings flapped again, more powerfully this time.

Stefan continued his monologue. “When the curse fails, Maleficent will come for me. This I feel. This I know. As sure as the sun rises.” He pointed an angry finger at the wings. “And on that day, I shall not be as benevolent. I will slay her as I should have done then. And I shall burn her carcass to ash!”

He paused, trying to catch his breath. He thought of the victory, of sweet vengeance. “And then ... you will be once again a trophy. Nothing more.”

The wings flapped angrily now, but Stefan just stared at them. Then, slowly, his face broke into a wide smile.

Maleficent’s well-intended plans to keep Aurora away from the Moors quickly went awry. No sooner had she concluded that Aurora would never visit the Moors again than the beautiful princess found her way back to the Wall. And before Maleficent knew what she was doing, every night she was putting Aurora to sleep and bringing her into the faerie world.

In no time, Aurora had made herself at home amid the woods. And still worse, before Maleficent knew it, she was actually enjoying having the princess around.

There was something invigorating in the way the princess moved about the Moors in the star-filled nights. Whether she was hopping over a stream or wading through tall cattails, she was always reaching out, connecting herself to the world around her. And it wasn’t just the flora she loved. She loved all
 the woodland creatures, too, from the beautiful dew faeries to the silly-looking hedgehog faeries, with their oversized ears and spiky backs.

And they all loved her. Even the jealous water faeries, who were known to pull anyone they thought prettier into the water, admired Aurora’s beauty. They would let her play along the water’s edge, eager to show the princess the treasures of the streams. When they pulled out a shiny rock, Aurora would laugh in delight and praise them, causing the water faeries to blush with pride.

When they had no more stones to show Aurora, the water faeries would take to the top of the water, skating over its surface, leaving barely a ripple. Aurora would sit, entranced, as they put on a show for her, their long wings flowing out behind them. And when the show was over, they would dive under the water, leaving Aurora clapping on the shore.

The water faeries were not the only ones to vie for Aurora’s attention. The grouchy wallerbogs loved to engage her in mud fights, which she inevitably lost. And even covered in mud, she kept smiling, thrilled to be part of this magical world. When she stumbled upon the more fearsome faeries, like the ram trolls, with their hunched shoulders, dark bark-like skin, and sharp branches that grew out of their arms and back, she didn’t run but simply let them pass, aware that they too had a part in the way the Moors worked.　

As the nights passed and Maleficent watched the princess, it became harder and harder to think of her as Stefan’s daughter. She was nothing like him. While he had never respected nature, only ever seeing what the Moors could give to him, Aurora loved everything about the faerie world. She seemed instinctively to know how to be a part of it, and Maleficent found herself growing fond of the girl. Together they would wander, Aurora eagerly listening as Maleficent pointed out various plants and trees. And Maleficent found herself happy to listen as Aurora babbled on about whatever silly antics her aunts had been up to on that particular day. With each night, the pair grew more and more comfortable with each other. And while Maleficent had a hard time admitting it to herself, when she put a sleeping Aurora to bed as dawn broke, she was sad to leave her.

In Aurora, Maleficent had found a kindred spirit. Someone whom she could teach and someone from whom she could learn. Aurora’s heart was wide open, eager to love, while Maleficent’s was still closed up tight. Yet seeing how free and happy Aurora was, Maleficent couldn’t help wondering if perhaps she had been doing herself a disservice all that time by being so cold. Even in the short time that Aurora had been a part of the Moors, Maleficent had felt a thawing toward her from the creatures who had ignored her before the girl’s arrival. Through Aurora, they began to see a softer side of Maleficent. And Maleficent couldn’t help enjoying being part of the bigger community once again.

But despite how much Maleficent liked having Aurora around, there was a heavy weight on her shoulders. She knew the visits would have to end. They
 have to end
 , she reminded herself on many occasions, because of my curse
 .

One night, weeks after Aurora’s first trip to the Moors and only a few weeks before her sixteenth birthday, Maleficent lay Aurora down in her bed. And as she had done every night for many nights, she pulled the covers up gently and whispered, “Good night, beastie.” But on this particular evening, as the moon began to sink into the horizon and the sun began to rise, she softly added, “I retract my curse. Let it be no more.”　

As the words left her mouth, the room filled with magic. The air crackled and shimmered and a gentle wind rustled. But the magic didn’t touch Aurora. Narrowing her eyes, Maleficent stepped closer and repeated the words, this time more forcefully. “I retract my curse. Let it be no more.”　

Once again, magic filled the air and the room shimmered. But once again, the magic flowed around Aurora, leaving her untouched.　

Feeling dread begin to build in the pit of her stomach, Maleficent spoke the words again, with still more passion. And then she repeated them. Again, and again, and again she spoke, mustering all her strength and willing all her magic to break the curse. The room began to shake as the massive amount of magic collected in the small space, but Maleficent went on, oblivious. All she could see was Aurora, sleeping the way she would forever if the curse could not be broken. Letting out one last cry, she threw her staff in the air and sent a huge burst of magic raining down over the room.　

But it still didn’t touch Aurora.　

Lowering her staff, Maleficent slowly left the room, her heart aching. She had done everything she could. Yet the curse, the one she had so foolishly called a gift, could not be undone. Which meant, one way or another, in a few short weeks, Aurora would prick her finger on a spinning wheel and never wake up.


第 14 章

斯戴芬看起来很糟糕。他一夜没睡，在那间他几乎从未离开过的房间里来回踱步。太阳悄悄升起，又是一天的拂晓。如果他没有这般心烦意乱的话，他此刻一定会想起自己的女儿，那个以“黎明”为名的女儿。

这时一位仆人走了进来，听见斯戴芬喃喃低语：“你嘲笑我。”

仆人不知道发生了什么事，问道：“陛下？”

但是斯戴芬没有转身，也没有回答。他只是盯着前方，眼都不眨一下。

仆人没忘记自己受人所托，说道：“陛下，皇后请您过去。”

斯戴芬终于意识到仆人的存在，他只是说：“走开。”

仆人请求道：“陛下，皇后的情况很糟糕，看护说恐怕——”

斯戴芬大叫一声：“滚开！你没看到我正在和别人说 话吗？”

仆人看着国王，神情中充满了迷惑。房间里没有别人，很明显国王有些精神错乱。仆人决定等国王休息好之后再过来，于是他把门关上，离开了房间。他只能在心里默默希望还不会太晚，因为皇后最多只能再活几小时了。没人知道皇后犯了什么病，不过大多数人猜测，皇后是伤透了心。

斯戴芬一点儿也没有意识到他的妻子将不久于人世，也没留意仆人已经走开了。他向前走了几步，眼睛死死盯住前方，说：“本以为这将会是胜利的象征，力量的象征。但是，一天又一天，一年又一年，你只是在这里嘲笑我，让我想起……你一定是故意的，是不是？”

他盯着那个一直在折磨自己的东西：玻璃柜里悬着的一双巨大乌黑的翅膀。那是玛琳菲森的翅膀。几道晨光诡异地洒在在翅膀的周围。

斯戴芬走到柜子跟前，盯着翅膀。然后他把头靠在柜子上，低声重复道：“是不是？”

忽然，翅膀扇动了一下。斯戴芬吓得往后一跳，神情中满是惊慌。然后翅膀又一动不动了。他深吸一口气，想让自己平静下来，但无济于事。

“我饶了她一命，这就是她对我的报答？诅咒我的孩子？诅咒我的王国？诅咒我？”

翅膀又扇动了一下，这次更加用力。

斯戴芬继续自言自语道：“如果诅咒失灵的话，玛琳菲森会来找我的。我觉得是这样，我知道一定会这样，这就像早上太阳必定会升起一样。”他气愤地用手指着翅膀：“到那一天，我不会再心慈手软了，我会杀了她，我当时就该这么做了。我定会将她挫骨扬灰！”

他停顿了一下，喘了一口气。他幻想着胜利和复仇的喜悦：“到那时，你会再次成为我的战利品，其他什么也不是。”

现在，翅膀生气地拍打起来，但斯戴芬只是盯着它们，然后慢慢地大笑起来。

玛琳菲森本想让爱洛不再靠近摩尔森林，但她的计划很快失败了。她还在想爱洛永远也不会再回到摩尔森林了，这位美丽的公主就找到了回荆棘墙的路。而玛琳菲森也不知道自己究竟是怎么了，每天晚上都会催眠爱洛，把她带到精灵世界。

很快，爱洛就把森林当成是自己的家了。更糟的是，玛琳菲森竟然喜欢上公主的陪伴了。

在繁星闪烁的夜晚，爱洛公主精力充沛，在摩尔森林里四处玩耍、游荡。她跳过小溪，在高高的香蒲间穿行。不论干什么，她总要伸出手将自己和周围的世界融为一体。她不仅仅喜爱花花草草，也爱着树林里的所有生灵，从美丽的露珠精灵，到耳朵硕大、背上布满尖刺但看起来呆呆傻傻的刺猬精灵。

他们也都
 喜欢她。即使是水精灵也赞叹着爱洛的美丽。他们的嫉妒可是出了名的：他们会把一切比他们漂亮的人拖到水里。但水精灵却让爱洛在水边玩耍，还急不可待地要把小溪中的宝物呈现给她看。有时候他们拿出一块闪亮的石头，爱洛就会高兴地笑着夸奖他们，而水精灵则会骄傲地涨红了小脸。

水精灵如果没有什么石头给爱洛看时，就会拍着翅膀从小溪的上游一路滑下来，而溪面上不起一丝波澜。爱洛坐在一旁入迷地看着扬着长长的翅膀的水精灵带给她的表演。水精灵完成表演后就会钻到水底，而爱洛会高兴地在岸上拍着手掌。

水精灵可不是唯一想赢得爱洛注意的精灵。嘟囔个不停的沃泥伯格总喜欢拉着爱洛加入自己的泥浆大战中，不过每一次爱洛都赢不了。即使浑身都是泥巴，她还是会开心地笑着，为自己能成为这神奇世界的一员而兴奋不已。当她不小心撞见长相有些吓人的精灵，比如羊角魔，她也不会惊慌失措。这些羊角魔有着隆起的肩膀，树皮一样暗黑的皮肤，手臂和背部还长着尖利的枝状物，但爱洛觉得，他们也是摩尔森林的一部分，她可不会落荒而逃，而是站在一旁，让他们通过。

每天晚上玛琳菲森都会仔细地端详爱洛，都快要忘了她是斯戴芬的女儿。爱洛一点也不像他。斯戴芬从不敬重自然，他看重的是自己从摩尔森林攫取的利益。爱洛爱着精灵世界的一切，她好像天生就会融入这个世界。玛琳菲森愈发觉得自己喜欢上这个姑娘了。她们一起漫步，爱洛非常喜欢听玛琳菲森给她介绍各种植物和树木；玛琳菲森也喜欢听爱洛抱怨阿姨们某天又干了什么傻事，一个又一个夜晚过去了，两个人的相处也越来越融洽。尽管玛琳菲森不愿意承认，但每当自己在破晓时将熟睡的爱洛放回床上时，她总是依依不舍。

玛琳菲森和爱洛志趣相投，她可以教爱洛一些事，也能从爱洛那里学到一些东西。爱洛心胸开阔，对爱充满了渴望；但是玛琳菲森却恰恰相反，她仍然紧紧锁住自己的内心。但是每当她看到快乐、自由的爱洛时，她禁不住想她这般冷漠是否是在伤害自己。爱洛在摩尔森林的时间虽然短暂，但是玛琳菲森已经感觉到那些在爱洛来之前对自己不理不睬的动物们开始有了一些转变。通过爱洛，这些生灵看见了玛琳菲森温和的一面，而玛琳菲森对重新融入这个大家庭也感到喜不自禁。

不过虽然玛琳菲森很喜欢爱洛陪伴左右，她的心却始终沉甸甸的。她知道爱洛不可能一直到这片森林里来。她常常不停地提醒自己，这一切
 都会结束，因为她的魔咒。


距爱洛第一次来到摩尔森林已经过去好几周，而再过几周就要到爱洛十六岁的生日了。这天晚上，玛琳菲森把爱洛放在床上后，就和之前的许多夜晚一样，轻柔地为她盖上被子，低语道：“晚安，小怪物。”但这个晚上，当月亮沉入地平线，当太阳开始升起，她轻轻地补上一句：“我撤回诅咒，让它消失吧。”

话刚脱口，房内魔力涌动。空气噼啪作响，微光闪烁，轻风飒飒。可是魔力并没有在爱洛身上起作用。玛琳菲森眯了眯眼睛，靠近几步，用力重复了那句咒语：“我撤回诅咒，让它消失吧。”

魔力再次在空中涌动，发出微光，但这一次魔力仍然只是在爱洛身边流动，起不了作用。

恐惧从玛琳菲森的心底升起，她再次使劲地重复着咒语，一遍又一遍，用尽全力，希望她的魔力能打破魔咒。由于大量魔力在小范围内集聚，房间开始颤抖，但是玛琳菲森置之不顾，继续念咒。这时她眼中看到的只有爱洛，如果魔咒无法破除，爱洛将像现在这般永远沉睡。最后，玛琳菲森大喊一声，将魔杖举向空中，强大的魔力像雨点一般落满整间屋子。

但是魔力对爱洛还是没有起作用。

玛琳菲森放下魔杖，慢慢走出了房间。她的心在痛，自己已经竭尽所能却还是不能解除魔咒，那个她曾经傻傻地称之为“礼物”的魔咒。也就是说，无论如何，短短几周之后，爱洛都将被纺车扎伤手指，然后一睡不醒。


CHAPTER 15

Filled with regret, Maleficent spent the next day sitting listlessly by the Wall. The thought of seeing Aurora’s innocent face that evening was heart-wrenching. She felt this new, intense need to protect the girl from the ugliness of the world, but ironically, she was part of it. For she was the one who had cursed her, and she was the one who had made it impossible for her to live a full life, on the Moors or with her family. And, Maleficent thought with a sad laugh, Aurora had been the one to remind her just how important family and friends were. Aurora’s birthday was swiftly approaching, and Maleficent felt more hopeless, more powerless with every day that passed.

By the time Aurora arrived that night, Maleficent was overtaken by feelings she had thought she had left behind. But never one to show her pain or fear, she simply remained quiet, the torment on her face the only indication of what was going on inside her head.

Unaware of what her faerie godmother was going through, Aurora prattled on about the cake she had made that day. She had had to go far to find the berries, but it had been worth it, she said, as the aunts were very fond of sweets. Distracted by a faerie fluttering between trees, its green body mimicking the leaves, Aurora interrupted herself, asking, “Do all of the Fair People have wings?”　

“Most do,” Maleficent replied shortly, not in the mood for conversation. It was hard enough just listening to Aurora’s singsong voice without breaking down, admitting that she had cursed her, and then begging for forgiveness.　

But Aurora didn’t take the hint. “Then why don’t you?”

“It’s not anything I wish to talk about,” Maleficent said softly.

“I’m just curious because all the other faeries have wings and—”

It was too much for Maleficent. “Enough!” she snapped.　

Aurora instantly became quiet and they walked on in silence. Glancing at the princess, Maleficent saw that her face had grown pale and her eyes were watery. Seeing the pain she had caused, Maleficent softened. “I had wings once,” she said, her voice barely a whisper, the pain sharp just from remembering them. “But they were stolen from me. And that’s all I’ll say about it.”　

But she had given Aurora only a tidbit of information and the princess wanted more. “What color were they?” she asked, growing excited. “How big were they?”　

Looking off into the distance, as though she could see them on the horizon, Maleficent smiled sadly. “So big they dragged behind me when I walked. And they were strong.” As she spoke of her long-lost wings, she felt an itch on her back where the scars remained. “They could carry me above the clouds and straight into headwinds. They never faltered. Not even once. I could trust them.”

As her words faded, Maleficent dared not look at Aurora. She had never said those words aloud. Never admitted to anyone just how much the wings had meant to her and how much it had hurt when Stefan took them away. They had reminded her of her mother, but they had also become the features that she linked to her own identity—her soaring, organic identity.　

Suddenly, she felt long fingers intertwine with hers. Looking down, she saw that Aurora had put her delicate hand in hers and was squeezing tight. Meeting her gaze, Maleficent saw the pain she felt reflected in Aurora’s eyes. It overwhelmed her. Slowly, she pulled her hand free. She had already lost so much she loved. And now it was only a matter of time before Aurora, too, was taken away.

Maleficent’s wings were carrying him, higher and higher into a sky the color of soot. He struggled against them, kicking wildly. Soon he saw their target. The Thorn Wall gleamed in the moonlight below him, the boulder-sized thorns pointed up. The wings were taking him right above it. Even if he survived the fall, he would never survive the impalement he was sure to experience. Just as he felt the wings let go, Stefan woke up, gasping, in his chamber.

Another nightmare. Would those wings never cease haunting him, even in sleep? Quickly, he got dressed and headed to the battlements. He needed to be active, to see the progress his men were making.

But as Stefan approached the scene, he was sorely disappointed. Nothing was being done. There were no workers in sight besides the overseer of the ironworkers, who was snoring loudly in the corner. Stefan grabbed a bucket of water and threw it at the sleeping man. The overseer bolted up, shocked and disheveled.　

“Where are your men?” Stefan asked.　

“In their beds, Majesty,” the overseer responded, shivering.

“Get them back to work without delay.”　

The man hesitated, unsure how to refuse the king. “They’re exhausted, sire. But I’ll have them back to work at first light.”

“I need them back to work now,” Stefan insisted.

The overseer wasn’t sure what the king meant. Work now? “It’s the wee hours,” he started.

“Aye, aye,” the king agreed. “It is the wee hours. So wake them up.”

“Sire?”

His patience exhausted, Stefan slammed the man against the wall. “So wake them up and get them back to work now! We’re running out of time. Go now
 !”

For the next few days, Maleficent walked around in a conflicted daze. She barely spoke, didn’t eat, and didn’t even bother tricking the pixies or turning Diaval into various animals. Even being in her grove or running her hands over the velvety cattails gave her little comfort. More and more often she found herself making her way to the shores of the Dark Pond. On the edge of the Moors farthest from the Wall, the pond was home to the darker creatures of the faerie world. It was there the ram trolls resided alongside hog trolls with their furry hog-wart mounts. The pond itself was dark, too. No wallerbogs cleaned its waters, and the stone faeries dared not go close. It was a lonely place. A place for the dark-hearted. It is where I deserve to be,
 Maleficent told herself every time she arrived. For only someone with a heart as dark as mine could do something so evil to a girl with a heart as light as Aurora’s.


Aware of his mistress’s dark thoughts, Diaval often accompanied her to the Dark Pond, where he would sit silently with her until she was ready to leave. But one afternoon, several days after Aurora had taken Maleficent’s hand in hers, Diaval was not there when Maleficent left the grove. Discovering her gone, he quickly flew to the Dark Pond and, upon arriving, landed on her shoulder. He began to rub his feathered head against her as though comforting her. But Maleficent was not in the mood. “Stop!” she ordered.　

He began to rub harder. With an angry wave of her hand, she transformed him into a man. When he was up on two feet, he looked at Maleficent, his expression worried. “Mistress,” he said, “you’re miserable.”

“I’m perfectly fine,” she replied.　

“No, you’re miserable,” Diaval repeated.　

“I’m going to make you miserable if you don’t stop saying that.”

Diaval shook his head. There was no getting through to her with words. But maybe... ? He slowly reached out a hand and touched her shoulder, hoping to comfort the upset faerie. It didn’t work. She turned her icy glare on him and shook his hand off. As Maleficent turned and began to walk away, she silently fumed. What right did Diaval have to try to comfort her? Who did he think he was? He was why she was in this mess in the first place. If he hadn’t been so bent on making sure Aurora was all right in that little cottage with those obnoxious faeries, she never would have seen the child. Never would have watched her grow up. Never would have grown fond of her. Never would have had to tell her something that was going to break the girl’s heart. But that was what she had to do. Maleficent knew that now. It was what had been eating away at her since she’d last seen Aurora. She had to tell her the truth about the world. And it wasn’t going to be easy. Letting out a groan, she stalked to the Wall to wait for night, when the stars and the truth would all come out.　

A light snow had fallen during the day so that now, as Maleficent and Aurora walked across the Moors and made their way to one of their favorite spots, the Snow Faerie Meadow, their footsteps were muffled by the soft powder. In the cold they could see their breath coming out in little clouds. The landscape was beautiful, the hills covered in white and the stars twinkling in the sky above.　


If only I didn’t have to ruin the beauty with darkness,
 Maleficent thought. Straightening her shoulders, she shook off the thought. It was now or never.

“Aurora,” she began, “there is something I need to tell you.”

“Yes?” Aurora said, looking up at her, innocent and pure as ever.　

Maleficent stopped walking and shuffled on her feet for a moment, unsure how to proceed. “There is evil in the world,” she finally said. “I cannot keep you safe from it.”　

Expecting the princess to look scared, Maleficent was surprised to see her smile. “I’m almost sixteen, Godmother. I can take care of myself.”

Maleficent smiled despite herself. The girl was so brave yet so naive. “I understand. But that’s not—”

Aurora interrupted her. “I have a plan,” she said, her face lighting up with excitement. “When I’m older, I’m going to live here in the Moors with you. And then we can look after each other.”

Looking at the proud smile on Aurora’s face, Maleficent had no choice but to smile back. It was clear the girl had put a lot of thought into this. And that she not only wanted to live in the Moors but wanted to be a part of Maleficent’s life was beyond touching. Aurora didn’t know what her future held, the curse that was inevitable. She thought she had her whole life in front of her. And she wanted to spend it in the Moors, not in the cottage with her aunts, where things would be easier. There she had a home and was surrounded by family—at least, she thought they were family. There in the Moors, she would have only the woodland creatures as companions. True, she would also have Diaval and Maleficent, but what fun could they possibly be after any length of time? But it would be so nice...

As Aurora’s words sank in, Maleficent’s heart began to beat faster. Wait a minute,
 she thought. Why didn’t I think of it sooner?
 Maybe, just maybe, there was a way to prevent the curse and give Aurora what she wanted—and, frankly, what Maleficent wanted, too. If the girl lived in the Moors, she would never be able to touch a spinning wheel. She could avoid the fate placed upon her nearly sixteen years earlier. Her excitement building, Maleficent turned to Aurora. “You don’t have to wait until you’re older,” she said. “You could live here now.”

But Aurora shook her head sadly. “My aunts would never let me.”　

“I thought you could take care of yourself,” Maleficent said, hoping she didn’t sound as desperate as she felt. Now that the idea had lodged itself in her brain, she couldn’t let it go.

“I can,” Aurora said. “But they would be sad without me.” She paused and then smiled as she, too, had an idea. “Could they come visit me?”　

Maleficent stifled a groan. Knotgrass, Thistlewit, and Flittle? Here? The pixie traitors back in the Moors and, worse still, in her grove? The idea was abhorrent. The three little pixies had abandoned their home to live with the enemy ... and yet they had
 raised Aurora. And while it pained Maleficent to admit it, they hadn’t done that bad a job. Even if it had taken a little unseen help from her and Diaval. Looking down at the hopeful expression on Aurora’s face, Maleficent knew she had no choice. If she wanted the girl to be safe in the Moors, she was going to have to let the pixies through the Wall. Though it wouldn’t be all the time. Just every once in a while. But that was something she and Aurora could discuss at a later point. For now, she was simply going to say yes.　

Aurora let out a happy squeal and clapped her hands. “Then I will!” she exclaimed. “I’ll sleep in a tree and eat berries and black nuts, and all the Fair People will be my friends. I’ll be happy here for the rest of my life. I’m going to tell them tomorrow.” As she spoke, she skipped ahead, lost in thoughts of her life to come.

Behind her, Maleficent watched, pleased that things were going to work out after all.　
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第 15 章

第二天，玛琳菲森一直无精打采地坐在荆棘墙边，心中满是愧疚。她一想到那天晚上爱洛天真无邪的脸就心如刀绞。她忽然觉得自己应该保护爱洛免受这丑恶世界的伤害，但可笑的是，她自己就是罪魁祸首之一。是她诅咒了爱洛，是她让爱洛不能像其他人一样生活，是她让爱洛没有自己的家，也不能在摩尔森林快乐地玩耍。接着，玛琳菲森一脸苦笑地想到，偏偏又是爱洛向自己展示了家庭和朋友的重要性。爱洛的生日快到了，随着日子一天天过去，玛琳菲森越来越无力，越来越绝望。

那一晚爱洛来的时候，玛琳菲森已全然被她自认为已经抛却了的情绪所控制。因为没有人可以让她向其表露痛苦或恐惧，她只能保持沉默，但是她脸上的神情依旧暴露了其内心的煎熬。

爱洛对仙女教母正在遭受的一切一无所知，她继续聊着自己白天做的蛋糕。她说她得走很远才能采到浆果，但是她觉得很值得，因为她的阿姨们很喜欢甜食。爱洛被一群精灵打断了思路，他们在树丛间飞来飞去，绿色的身体和树叶一模一样。她转而问道：“所有精灵都长着翅膀吗？”

玛琳菲森没心情谈话，只是简短地说：“大多数都有。”只要听见爱洛那银铃般的声音，玛琳菲森就会心碎，就想承认是自己诅咒了她，并祈求她的原谅。

不过爱洛没领会到她的意思，继续问道：“那你为什么没有翅 膀呢？”

玛琳菲森轻声说：“我不想说这件事。”

“我只是奇怪，因为其他精灵都有翅膀和——”

玛琳菲森再也忍受不了了，她厉声说：“够了！”

爱洛立刻安静了下来，她俩在一片静默中继续往前走。玛琳菲森瞥了一眼爱洛，她脸色煞白，眼睛也泪汪汪的。看到自己让她难过成这样，玛琳菲森的态度缓和了一些。她的声音低到几乎听不见，因为只要一想到这个，她的心还是像揪起来那样疼，“我曾经也有翅膀。但是它们被偷走了，我只能说这么多。”

但只言片语只会让爱洛想知道得更多，她有些兴奋地问道：“它们是什么颜色的？它们有多大？”

玛琳菲森望向远处，好像能在地平线处看见自己的翅膀一样，她悲伤地笑了：“它们很大，我走路的时候它们拖在身后，它们也很强壮。”说起那双丢失已久的翅膀，她忽然觉得伤疤有些痒，“它们能带我飞上云端，逆风而行，它们从不退缩，一次也没有过，我信任它们。”

玛琳菲森的声音越来越小，她不敢看爱洛。她从没说过这些话，从没向任何一个人承认翅膀对她来说有多重要，而斯戴芬偷走她的翅膀这件事对她的伤害又有多深。看到翅膀，她就会想起自己的母亲，不过后来翅膀也变成了她自己的象征——象征着飞翔，象征着自我。

忽然，她感觉到一双修长的手和自己的手缠绕在一起。她往下一看，爱洛用她那柔软的小手紧紧地握住了自己。她遇上了爱洛的目光，看到爱洛也在为她心痛。这让她无法承受。玛琳菲森慢慢地抽回手。她早已经失去了她深爱的一切，但不久之后，爱洛也将离她而去。

玛琳菲森的翅膀带着他，越飞越高，飞向如墨的夜空。他拳打脚踢，疯狂地和翅膀做着斗争。很快他就看见了目标——荆棘墙在下面发着微弱的光，大如巨石的荆棘刺向天空。这双翅膀正带着他在荆棘刺的上空飞翔。就算他没摔死，这些刺也定会要他的命。正当翅膀松开他的时候——斯戴芬惊醒了，在卧室中喘着粗气。

又一场噩梦。即使在睡梦中那双翅膀也不放过他吗？他很快穿好了衣服，前往城垛。他要主动出击，要去看看工人的进展 如何。

但是当斯戴芬到达城垛时，他失望透顶。什么都没有做。没有工人，只有铁匠的工头在角落里大声地打鼾。斯戴芬拿来一桶水浇在了工头的身上。工头跳了起来，披头散发，满脸 震惊。

斯戴芬问：“你的人去哪了？”

工头颤抖着答道：“在睡觉，陛下。”

“立刻让他们回来干活。”

工头有些犹豫，但又不知道如何回绝国王，只好说道：“陛下，他们已经筋疲力尽了。天一亮我就叫他们回来工作。”

斯戴芬坚持道：“我要他们现在就过来。”

工头没明白国王的意思，现在开工吗？他说：“现在是深夜啊。”

国王点头说：“是啊，是啊，就是深夜。所以把他们弄醒。”

“陛下？”

斯戴芬有些不耐烦了，他一把将工头推到墙边：“把他们弄醒，立刻来干活！没时间了！现在就去
 ！”

在接下来的几天里，玛琳菲森到处游逛，她心情复杂，精神恍惚。她几乎不说话，不吃饭，也不捉弄魔法仙子，也不将迪艾瓦变成各种各样的动物。就算待在树林里或摩挲着顺滑的香蒲叶也难以安慰到她。她越来越常发现自己会走到暗湖的岸边。暗湖位于摩尔森林边缘，在离荆棘墙最远的地方，许多暗黑的精灵在那里生息。除了羊角魔之外，那里还有猪嘴魔和他们毛茸茸的野猪坐骑。湖水本身也很黑。没有一只沃泥伯格会来清理这个池塘，也没有岩石精灵胆敢靠近这里。这是一个孤独的地方，一个为黑心人准备的绝佳场所。玛琳菲森每次来到这都会对自己说，我只配待在这样的地方。只有像我这样的黑心人才会对像爱洛那样纯真的女孩做出如此恶毒的事来。


迪艾瓦看出了女主人黯淡的想法，便经常陪着玛琳菲森去暗湖。他会陪着玛琳菲森安静地坐着，直到她离开。但是一个午后，就在爱洛握住玛琳菲森的手之后没几天，玛琳菲森离开树林的时候迪艾瓦刚好不在。迪艾瓦发现她不见了之后，立刻飞往暗湖，在那里发现了玛琳菲森，落在了她的肩膀上。迪艾瓦用自己满是羽毛的头摩挲着玛琳菲森，想要安慰她，但是却没有心情，她命令道：“停下！”

他却摩挲得更加用力。玛琳菲森气愤地挥了一下手，将他变为人形。他站了起来，看了一眼玛琳菲森，焦虑地说：“夫人，你看起来很痛苦。”

她回答道：“我非常好。”

迪艾瓦重复道：“不，你很痛苦。”

“如果你再不闭嘴，我也会让你很痛苦。”

迪艾瓦摇了摇头。看起来谈话没什么作用，但是也许……？他慢慢伸出一只手放在她的肩膀上，想要抚慰她的悲伤，却仍没有用。她冷冷地看了他一眼，将他的手甩掉了。玛琳菲森怒火中烧，转头就走。迪艾瓦有什么权利安慰她？他以为自己是谁？就是因为他，自己才会落到这个地步。如果不是他一心想要确保小屋里的爱洛在那三个烦人仙子的照看下安然无恙，自己就不会看见爱洛，就不会看着她长大，也不会渐渐喜欢上她，更不用告诉爱洛那些让她心碎的事。但那些又都是她必须做的。玛琳菲森现在想明白了。这就是上次见完爱洛后一直困扰着她的问题。她必须告诉爱洛这个世界的真相。而这不是一件容易的事。她叹了口气，走向荆棘墙，等待夜晚的来临，当繁星初现的时候，事实也将浮出水面。

玛琳菲森和爱洛穿过摩尔森林，走到了她们俩最喜爱的雪精灵草地。这里飘了一天的小雪，所以此时她们的脚印都被这柔软的粉状物覆盖了。天气很冷，她们可以看见自己呼出的气变成一团团白雾。小山周身雪白，夜空繁星闪烁，景色十分迷人。


要是我不必让黑暗破坏这美景该多好。
 玛琳菲森这么想着。她挺起了肩膀，想要摆脱这些念头。要么现在说，要么永远都不要说。

玛琳菲森开口了：“爱洛，我有件事要告诉你。”

爱洛抬起头，像往常那般天真无邪地看着她：“什么事？”

玛琳菲森止住了脚步，两脚不安地动来动去，不确定该如何继续。最后她说道：“这个世界有些邪恶的东西，我无法保护你不受它的伤害。”

玛琳菲森本以为爱洛公主会害怕，但她却惊讶地看到爱洛笑了起来：“我快要十六岁了，教母。我可以自己照顾自己。”

玛琳菲森也忍不住笑了起来，这个女孩那么勇敢，又那么天真。玛琳菲森说道：“我知道。但那不是——”

爱洛打断了玛琳菲森的话，一脸兴奋地说：“我有个计划，当我再大些，我要和你一起住在摩尔森林里，我们可以互相照顾。”

看着爱洛脸上骄傲的笑容，玛琳菲森也只好跟着笑了。很明显爱洛为这个计划已经考虑很久了，她不仅要住在摩尔森林，她还想成为玛琳菲森生命中的一部分，这简直太令人感动了。爱洛不知道她的未来是怎样，也不知道那个诅咒无可避免。她以为自己有一辈子的时间，她想在摩尔森林生活，而不是和阿姨们住在小屋里，虽然那里的生活相对更简单一些，有她的家和亲人——阿姨们在她心里至少也是家人般的存在。而在摩尔森林里，她只有在丛林里生活的朋友。当然，她还会有玛琳菲森和迪艾瓦的陪伴，可时间长了之后还会那样快乐吗？但是，如果能这样就太好了……

回味着爱洛的话，玛琳菲森的心脏跳得更快了。她想，等一等，为什么我刚刚没有想到呢？
 也许，只是也许，有一种方法可以阻止魔咒的应验并让爱洛实现愿望——而且，老实说，也让玛琳菲森实现愿望。如果爱洛在摩尔森林里面生活的话，她就永远碰不到纺车，这样也就可以改变她将近十六年前就注定的命运。玛琳菲渐渐兴奋起来，她对爱洛说：“不用等到长大，你现在就可以住在这里。”

但是爱洛悲伤地摇了摇头：“我的阿姨们不会允许的。”

“我觉得你可以自己照顾自己呀。”玛琳菲森说道，希望爱洛听不出自己内心的绝望。现在这个主意已经在她的脑海里生根发芽，她可不能放弃。

爱洛说道：“我可以自己照顾自己。但是如果我离开了，她们会伤心的。”她停顿了一下，又有了主意，笑着问：“她们能 来看我吗？”

玛琳菲森强忍住自己的不满。红叶仙子、绿蕨仙子还有蓝果仙子？到这里？让这些仙子叛徒回到摩尔森林，还让她们住在她的小树林里？想想都恶心。这三个魔法仙子已经抛弃了摩尔森林，转而和敌人住在了一起……但她们确实
 抚养了爱洛啊。虽然玛琳菲森不愿承认，虽说她和迪艾瓦也暗中帮了一些忙，但她们做得也还算不错。玛琳菲森低头看了看爱洛充满了希冀的脸，她知道自己别无选择。如果她希望爱洛安全地待在摩尔森林里的话，她就必须允许魔法仙子们进入荆棘墙。也许不用每天都过来，隔一段时间过来一次就好——这些她都可以等以后再和爱洛商量。现在，她只要同意就够了。

爱洛高兴地尖叫了一声，拍着手说：“太好了！我要睡在树上，吃浆果，还有黑坚果，所有的精灵都会成为我的朋友，我会快乐地在这里生活下去。我明天就去告诉她们。”她边说边向前面跳去，完全沉浸在对未来生活的想象中。

玛琳菲森在后面看着，很是开心——事情终于解决了。
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CHAPTER 16

After tucking Aurora safely into her bed, Maleficent spent the remainder of the night wandering restlessly through the woods near the cottage. The next day was important for so many reasons. In only three days’ time, Aurora would be sixteen. And before that day arrived, she needed to come to the Moors. While Maleficent trusted Aurora to stay strong and stand up to her “aunts,” she wanted to be nearby in case. And with Aurora’s sixteenth birthday fast approaching, she felt an even greater sense of urgency. Aurora needed to be in the Moors—and safe from spinning wheels—immediately.　

As the sun rose, Diaval joined Maleficent and the two made their way to the clearing. From the safety of the trees, they watched as life began to stir in the cottage. They heard the clink of pans being put on the stove and the sizzle as eggs were cooked. That was followed by the sounds of dishes being cleaned and the squabbling of the three pixies over who had left the dishes overnight. Maleficent smiled. It would be good for Aurora to get away from those three, even if they did have to visit occasionally.　

Finally, Aurora appeared at the cottage door. Looking up at the cloudless blue sky, she smiled and, after saying a quick good-bye to her aunts, began to walk into the woods as she was wont to do every morning. But that morning was different. Because on that morning, not only was she being followed by Maleficent and Diaval, she was gathering up the courage to tell her aunts the news.　

“Aunties,” Maleficent heard her say as the girl walked along. “I’m almost sixteen and I need a life of my own.” Maleficent smiled as she listened to Aurora practice her speech. “I love you very much but it’s time—”　

Her voice cut off abruptly as she heard a noise in the bushes. Looking about, she saw a wide tree and ducked behind it. Maleficent had heard the noise, too, and turned her head toward the nearby bushes. A moment later, she watched as a handsome young man stepped out, leading a large white horse. He pushed a strand of thick brown hair out of his brown eyes and looked around.　

“Is someone there?” the young man called out.

From her hiding spot, Aurora peeked out. Seeing the man, she quickly ducked back, her cheeks turning red.

Seeing Aurora’s reaction, Maleficent was filled with an ominous feeling. The princess had never seen a man up close before, let alone one this handsome. And there was no denying it: the young man was very, very handsome. He had a regal way of carrying himself and broad shoulders that tapered into a narrow waist, and from what she could see of them, his eyes looked kind. What would happen if he and Aurora spoke? Would he enchant her the way Stefan had enchanted Maleficent all those years before? Would she still want to live in the Moors? Or would she betray the faerie world like her father before her?

As those thoughts raced through Maleficent’s mind, the young man took another step closer. “Hello,” he called out toward where Aurora hid.　

Cautiously, Aurora stepped out. “Sorry to bother you,” he said. “But I’m on my way to King Stefan’s castle and I’ve become hopelessly lost. Can you help me?” As he spoke, he took another step forward.

Nervous, Aurora stepped back, stumbling over a rock and falling to the ground with a thump.

“I’m sorry,” the young man said. “That was my doing. I rushed in too fast and frightened you. Forgive me?” He held out his hand to help her up.

Just as he pulled her to her feet, a ray of sun shot down, turning Aurora’s golden hair still more golden and illuminating her tall, lean body and beautiful face. Maleficent watched as the young man’s eyes grew wide. He was entranced. She saw his breath quicken and his face flush. She also saw that Aurora’s hand nervously went to her throat, as though she was unsure of herself in front of the man.

“It’s that way,” she finally said, her voice breathless.

The young man nodded but didn’t answer.

“The castle,” Aurora added, worried that he didn’t know what she was talking about.

He nodded again.

Watching, Maleficent didn’t know whether to laugh or cry. The young man was clearly love struck. And Aurora? Well, she was growing bolder, less shy, with each passing moment. If it weren’t so upsetting, Maleficent would be proud of her brave Aurora. But selfishly, she wanted the girl to stay quiet.　

“What’s your name?” Aurora asked, trying to get him to speak.　

The young man once again didn’t say anything. Not for a moment. He just stood there, transfixed and seemingly unable to think of his own name. Finally, he shook his head and blinked, as if coming to from a long sleep. “Phillip,” he said. “It’s Phillip.”

Aurora smiled. “Hello, Phillip.”　

“What’s yours?” Phillip asked, mesmerized.

“Aurora.”　

“Hello, Aurora,” he said softly.

As around them the birds chirped and the wind blew gently, the pair stood there, gazing into each other’s eyes.　

For them, it was as though time were standing still. For Maleficent, it was as though time were speeding up. She could clearly see what was to happen. This Phillip would woo her Aurora, take her away and never be able to protect her from the curse. And Aurora would go, unaware of the danger she faced. With a sigh, Maleficent waited to see if she was right.　

“Well, thank you for your help,” Phillip said, finally breaking the silence. “I’d best be off, then.” He whistled loudly and his white horse trotted over. Phillip pulled himself into the saddle and reluctantly turned to go.　

“Will you be back?” Aurora called out.　

Smiling, Phillip looked over his shoulder. “Nothing could stop me.”　

Letting out a happy laugh, Aurora said, “Then I’ll see you soon. Good-bye, Phillip.” She waved as he rode off, looking back over his shoulder as if to make sure she was still there.　

Long after Phillip had disappeared over the horizon, Aurora stood there, until, humming a happy little tune, she left the glen. In the woods nearby, Maleficent fretted. Diaval, who had been sitting on her shoulder the whole time, began to pick incessantly at her with his beak. Reaching up, she grabbed his bird feet. “Stop doing that!” she hissed. When he began to squirm, Maleficent waved a hand, transforming him into his human form.　

“That boy is the answer!” Diaval said the instant he could speak.　

Maleficent shook her head. “No, Diaval,” she said sadly.　

“Yes!” he countered. “True Love’s Kiss, remember? It will break the spell!”　

“True Love’s Kiss?” Maleficent repeated. Was he serious? Did he really not get it? This was why she had wanted to keep Aurora in the Moors in the first place. Because there were fools who might actually believe there was a way to stop the inevitable. But there wasn’t. There could never be. She knew the truth all too well, as she had lived it herself. Filled with renewed bitterness, she went on. “Have you not worked it out yet? I cursed her that way because there is no such thing.”

Diaval didn’t say anything for a moment. Then, softly, he said, “That may be the way you
 feel. But what about Aurora? That boy could be her only chance. It’s her
 fate, not yours! Haven’t you done enough?”

The words cut deep. What Diaval said was true. She had already done enough, too much. She had put Aurora in this position, yet ... it made her furious that Diaval had to point it out. He knew nothing! What right did he have to make her feel worse than she already did? Her temper flaring, she lifted her hand, ready to transform him. But Diaval spoke, surprising her.　

“Go ahead!” he cried. “Turn me into whatever you want. A bird, a worm. I don’t care anymore.” Not waiting to see what she would do, Diaval turned and walked away.

Behind him, Maleficent watched him go, her emotions churning. She hated him for talking to her like that. Hated him for making her feel guilty. Yet if she hated him so much, why was she so upset to see him go? Maleficent sighed. Why had everything gotten so complicated?


第 16 章

把爱洛安全地放回床上之后，玛琳菲森整夜都在小屋附近的树林里焦躁不安地徘徊。明天，因为很多原因会变得异常重要。再过三天时间，爱洛就要满十六岁了。她必须在那天来临之前就到摩尔森林里来。尽管玛琳菲森相信爱洛足够坚强，并能勇敢地面对她的“阿姨们”，但以防万一，她还是想在一旁盯着。爱洛十六岁的生日越来越近，她也越发感到时间更加紧迫了。爱洛需要到摩尔森林里来——远离所有的纺车——立刻就来。

太阳升了起来，迪艾瓦也来了，他和玛琳菲森一起走向那片林中空地。他们躲在树林里安全的隐蔽处，看着小屋里的人陆陆续续地醒来。他们听到了煎锅放在炉子上的叮当声，煎鸡蛋发出的咝咝声，接着是洗碗的唰唰声，还听到三位魔法仙子在争论是谁放着脏盘子一整夜都没洗。玛琳菲森笑了，爱洛是该远离那些魔法仙子，就算迫不得已要让她们偶尔来看看爱洛，也比现在强得多。

终于，爱洛出现在小屋门前。她抬头看了看湛蓝无云的天空，笑了起来。回头和阿姨们简单作别之后，她就像往常一样走进了树林。但今天早晨又有些不一样，不仅因为玛琳菲森和迪艾瓦正跟着她，而且为了告诉阿姨们那个消息，她自己也在积攒 勇气。

玛琳菲森听见她边走边说道：“阿姨们，我已经快十六岁了，我想要自己的生活。我很爱你们，但是现在是时候……”玛琳菲森笑着听爱洛在一旁演练自己要说的话。

灌木丛中传来一阵响动，爱洛突然停了下来。她向四周望了望，看见一棵大树，便躲在了它背后。玛琳菲森也听见了这阵响动，她转头看向附近的灌木丛。不一会儿，她看见一位英俊潇洒的年轻人牵着一匹高大的白马走了出来。他抬手拨了拨遮在他棕色的眼睛上的一缕浓密的棕色头发，打量着四周。

年轻人叫了一声：“有人在吗？”

爱洛从藏身之处偷偷往外看去。一看到这位年轻人，爱洛立刻缩了回去，脸颊变得通红。

玛琳菲森看见爱洛的反应，心里充满了不祥的预感。公主从没如此近距离地看过一位男性，更别提是这么帅气的年轻人了。不可否认，这位年轻人实在是帅极了。他全身上下散发着王室贵族的气息，宽阔的肩膀，窄窄的腰身，而且在玛琳菲森看来，年轻人的眼睛里还透露着善良。如果他和爱洛说上话了会怎么样？他会迷住爱洛吗，就像许多年前斯戴芬迷住玛琳菲森一样？爱洛还会想要住在摩尔森林吗？还是她会像她的父亲一样背叛精灵世界呢？

玛琳菲森的脑海中思绪纷乱，眼看着年轻人又向前走了一步。他对着爱洛躲藏的地方喊道：“你好。”

爱洛小心翼翼地走了出来。年轻人说：“很抱歉打扰你，我准备去斯戴芬国王的城堡，但完全迷路了。你能帮帮我吗？”他说着又向前走了一步。

爱洛有些紧张地退了一步，绊到一块石头，重重地跌在了地上。

年轻人说道：“对不起，是我的错，我走得太快，吓到你了。请原谅我好吗？”他伸出手想要扶她起来。

他拉着爱洛站了起来，这时一束阳光照在了她的身上，爱洛的头发变得更加金黄，她修长的身体和美丽的脸庞在阳光的照耀下都显得更加明艳动人。玛琳菲森看到年轻人睁大了双眼。他被迷住了。她看到他的呼吸变得急促，脸也变得通红。她还看到爱洛也紧张万分，把手放在了自己的颈部，好像在这位年轻人面前不知道怎么办才好。

终于，她说话了：“往那边走。”她的声音扣人心弦。

年轻人点了点头，但是没有回答。

爱洛担心他不知道自己在说什么，所以又加了一句：“通往 城堡。”

他又点了点头。

玛琳菲森在一旁看着，哭笑不得。很明显，年轻人坠入爱河了。爱洛呢？随着时间一分一秒过去她变得不再羞怯，胆子也越来越大。如果不是在这样心烦意乱的情形下，玛琳菲森甚至会为勇敢的爱洛感到骄傲。但是从自私的角度考虑，她希望爱洛保持沉默。

爱洛问道：“你叫什么名字？”她想让他开口说话。

年轻人还是什么都没有说，一句也没说。他只是呆呆地站在那里，好像已经记不起自己的名字了。终于，他摇了摇头，眨了眨眼，就好像从一场长眠之中醒来一样，他说：“菲力，我叫菲力。”

爱洛笑了：“你好，菲力。”

菲力目眩神迷，问道：“你叫什么名字？”

“爱洛。”

他轻声说：“你好，爱洛。”

鸟儿轻唱，风儿浅鸣，这一对年轻男女就站在那里，互相望着对方的眼睛。

对他们来说，时间好像都静止了。而在玛琳菲森看来，时间却仿佛加快了脚步，她完全可以预料接下来会发生什么。这个叫菲力的年轻人将会向她的爱洛求爱，带走爱洛，那她就永远无法保护爱洛免受诅咒的伤害。而爱洛并不知道自己所面临的危险，她会和他一起离开。玛琳菲森叹了一口气，她等待着，看看自己的猜测是否正确。

最终菲力打破了沉默，他说：“非常感谢你的帮助。我该走了。”他吹了声口哨，白马应声跑了过来。菲力爬上马鞍，有些不舍地转身离开。

爱洛喊道：“你会回来吗？”

菲力转头笑道：“没什么可以阻拦我。”

爱洛开心地笑出声来，她说：“那我们很快就可以再见面啦。再见，菲力。”她挥着手，菲力骑着马渐行渐远，时不时回过头来，好像在看爱洛是否仍在原地。

菲力在远方的地平线上消失许久之后，爱洛还站在那里，然后她愉快地哼着小曲，离开了幽谷。而在一旁树林中的玛琳菲森却苦恼不已。刚才一直停在她肩膀上的迪艾瓦开始不停地用鸟喙啄玛琳菲森。她伸手抓住了迪艾瓦的爪子，低声说道：“住手！”迪艾瓦开始扭动自己的身体，玛琳菲森手一挥，将他变成了人形。

迪艾瓦一能开口便立刻说道：“那个男孩就是解药！”

玛琳菲森摇了摇头，悲伤地说道：“不，迪艾瓦。”

迪艾瓦反驳道：“他就是！真爱之吻，还记得吗？真爱之吻可以打破魔咒！”

“真爱之吻？”玛琳菲森重复了一遍。他是认真的吗？他是真的不懂吗？这正是她要将爱洛带入摩尔森林的原因啊。因为总有一些傻瓜会相信有办法阻止一些无法避免的事情发生，但世界上并没有这样的办法，永远也没有。她太清楚真相了，因为她自己就是这么过来的。玛琳菲森的心里再次充满酸楚，她继续说道：“你怎么到现在还不明白呢？我之所以给她设下那样的诅咒，就是因为世上根本没有真爱。”

迪艾瓦好一会儿没有说话。接着，他轻声说：“也许这是你
 一厢情愿的想法。但爱洛怎么办？那个男孩可能是她唯一的希望。这是她
 的命运，不是你的！你做得还不够多吗？”

这些话说得很重。可迪艾瓦说的是实情，她已经做了很多，太多了。就是因为她，爱洛才落到这个境地，但……迪艾瓦指出这一点，令她满腔怒火。他什么也不懂！她已经很难受了，他有什么权利让她更痛苦？她怒火中烧，抬手要将迪艾瓦变身。但迪艾瓦忽然说话了，让她十分惊讶。

他叫道：“来吧！你想变什么就变什么好了！鸟啊，虫啊，我已经不在乎了。”还没等玛琳菲森动手，迪艾瓦就转身走了。

玛琳菲森在后面看着他离开，心中各种情感翻腾不已。她讨厌迪艾瓦那样对自己说话，讨厌他让自己觉得内疚。但是如果她真的这么讨厌他，为什么他的离去会让自己悲伤呢？玛琳菲森叹了一口气，为什么所有的事都变得这么复杂了呢？


CHAPTER 17

Maleficent was about to find out that things had indeed gotten much, much more complicated. In the little cottage in the clearing, Aurora awoke on the day before her birthday in the best of moods. She had met the most handsome man, was going to live in the Moors, and, best yet, would get to spend more time with her faerie godmother. The only thing that gave her pause was that she needed to tell her aunts she was leaving. That part dampened her mood slightly. After all, the three of them had raised her when her parents had died, and while they could be a little odd, she loved each one of them. Sighing, she got out of bed. It was time.　

Walking into the cottage’s main room, she smiled when she saw her aunts bickering once again. Hearing her footsteps, they all froze, then turned toward her, looking oddly guilty. But Aurora ignored that and plunged ahead with her news. “I need to talk to you about something,” she began.　

“Anything, lovie,” Flittle said, straightening out her hair, which was a tad disheveled.

“I’m sorry to have to tell you this, and please don’t be sad, but I’ll be sixteen tomorrow and so ...”

Her voice trailed off as she struggled to go on. “Yes?” Thistlewit prompted.　

Aurora took a deep breath, and then in a rush, her words running into one another, she said, “I’m leaving home.”　

Expecting tears and sadness, she was surprised when Knotgrass’s face turned red with anger. “Oh, no you aren’t!” she cried. “I didn’t suffer all these years in this miserable hovel with those two imbeciles so you would ruin it on the last day! We are taking you back to your father—” As the last words left her lips, Knotgrass slapped her hand over her mouth. She hadn’t meant to say that.

Aurora’s face grew pale. “My father?” she repeated. “You told me my parents were dead.”

The three aunts looked at one another, silently figuring out what to do. Finally, Flittle patted the bench next to her. “You’d better sit down,” she said.

Confused, Aurora did as she was told and listened as they began their story.

“Faerie Godmother!”

Aurora’s voice rang out through the glen. Hearing the panic in her voice, Maleficent emerged from the shadows while Diaval hung back. It was the day before Aurora’s sixteenth birthday, and she was supposed to have come after telling her aunts that she was leaving. Clearly, something had happened, and knowing the three pixies and their conniving ways to stay on Stefan’s good side, Maleficent figured they must have told Aurora about her past to try to keep her with them. But just how much had they said?　

“I’m here,” Maleficent said, glancing at the princess. The girl’s usually bright eyes were full of tears and her hair was a mess, as though she had been pulling at it incessantly. Maleficent waited, fearing what Aurora was about to say.　

“When were you going to tell me that I’m cursed?” she asked, her voice full of pain.

Maleficent had been right. Those meddlesome faeries-in-waiting had
 told Aurora what had happened years earlier. But Aurora had said only that she had been cursed. She hadn’t said who
 had cursed her...　

“Well? Is it true?” Aurora asked, her voice pleading.

Maleficent nodded. “It is,” she said simply.　

Aurora’s face fell. “I was just a baby!” she cried. “Who would do such a terrible thing to a baby?” Her big blue eyes met Maleficent’s. “My aunts said it was an evil faerie. They said her name. They said ... they said ...” She choked on her sobs, unable to say the name out loud.　

Seeing the hurt this moment was causing her, Maleficent couldn’t stand it any longer. Turning away so as not to meet Aurora’s gaze, she said the name aloud. “Maleficent.”

Behind her, Aurora’s eyes grew wide as something clicked and she began to put the pieces of the puzzle together. “Is that your
 name?” she asked. “Are you
 Maleficent? Are you
 the one who cursed me?”　

Slowly, Maleficent turned to face the princess. This was not the way she had wanted Aurora to find out who she was and what she had done. But what else could she do? The truth was going to come out one way or another. “Yes,” she said softly.

Aurora’s hand went to her heart as the reality of Maleficent’s confession hit her like an arrow. She stared at her, as though seeing Maleficent for the first time. The gaze burned Maleficent. She had just turned Aurora’s world upside down. She had done the same thing Stefan had done to her, made the princess trust in her and then broken that trust cruelly. Such irony,
 Maleficent thought as Aurora began to back away. “Wait!” Maleficent cried, reaching out a hand.　

Aurora reared back from the touch, shaking her head. “No!” she cried. “Don’t touch me! You’re the evil that’s in the world! It’s you!” Aurora turned and raced off, disappearing into the woods.　

Watching her go, Maleficent felt all the strength drain out of her. It was hard for her to breathe. She had spent so long denying what she had done, to herself and to Aurora. And now she was being punished.　

She stood there for a long while, wishing she had the power to go back in time and never utter the curse in the first place. Never mention a spinning wheel or True Love’s Kiss ... Suddenly, she felt a flash of hope. Perhaps there was still a way to make things right. Perhaps Diaval had been right and true love could exist for some people. Raising her eyes, she met the raven’s gaze. “Find the boy,” she said.　

As Diaval flew into the air, Maleficent said a silent prayer that she wasn’t too late.


第 17 章

玛琳菲森很快就发现事情真的变得越来越复杂了。生日的前一天，在林中的小屋里，爱洛从睡梦中醒来，心情特别好。她遇见了世界上最英俊的男子，她即将在摩尔森林里生活，还有最棒的是，她将会有更多的时间和她的仙女教母待在一起。唯一让她有些迟疑的是，她需要告诉阿姨们自己将要离开。离别稍稍影响了她的心情。不管怎么说，在父母死后，是她们将自己抚养成人的；有时候她们是奇怪了一点，但是她爱她们每一个人。她叹了一口气，下了床——是时候了。

她走进小屋的主厅，看到阿姨们又在为了些小事吵嘴，便笑了。三个仙子听见爱洛的脚步声后立刻停止了争吵，她们转向她，看起来有点心虚。但是爱洛却顾不得那些，她直接说起了自己的事：“我需要和你们说件事。”

蓝果仙子整理了一下有点凌乱的头发，说道：“说吧，小可爱。”

“很抱歉和你们说这些，请不要觉得难过。但明天我就要满十六岁了，所以……”

她尽力让自己说下去，只是声音越来越小。绿蕨仙子催促说：“所以呢？”

爱洛深吸了一口气，一下子全说了出来：“我要离开这个家。”

她本以为她们会伤心，会流泪，但是她惊奇地发现红叶仙子的脸气得通红。她叫道：“哦，不行！我在这破房子里和这两个笨蛋一起忍了这么多年，可不能让你在最后一天毁了它！我们要把你带到你父亲那里去——”最后几个字一说出口，红叶仙子就用手捂住了嘴巴。她可没准备说那个。

爱洛的脸变白了，她重复道：“我父亲？你们说过我的父母都过世了啊。”

三位阿姨大眼瞪小眼，一言不发，都在琢磨着该怎么办。最后，蓝果仙子拍了拍她身旁的长凳说：“你最好先坐下。”

爱洛满心疑惑，她坐了下来，听她们讲起了故事。

“仙女教母！”

爱洛的声音响彻幽谷。玛琳菲森听出她声音中的恐慌，赶紧从隐蔽处走了出来，而迪艾瓦则有些踌躇不前。明天是爱洛十六岁的生日，她本该和姑妈们作别后来这里的。显然，出事了。玛琳菲森知道三个魔法仙子会站在斯戴芬那边，和他串通一气。所以她觉得她们一定是为了让爱洛留在自己身边，告诉了爱洛她的过去。但她们到底说了多少？

玛琳菲森瞥了一眼公主说：“我在这儿。”女孩明亮的眼里满是泪水，头发也乱成一团，好像她刚才在不停地扯着自己的头发。玛琳菲森等待着，对爱洛要说的话充满恐惧。

爱洛问：“你准备什么时候告诉我，我被诅咒了？”她的声音充满痛苦。

玛琳菲森猜对了。那些爱管闲事的仙子根本管不住自己的嘴，已经
 告诉了爱洛之前发生的事情。但是爱洛只说到诅咒的事，她没有说是谁
 诅咒了她……

爱洛问道：“那，这是真的吗？”她的声音中满是祈求。

玛琳菲森点了点头，简单地回答道：“是的。”

爱洛的脸沉了下来，哭着说：“我当时还是个婴儿啊！谁会对一个婴儿做出这样可怕的事？”她蓝色的大眼睛看着玛琳菲森的双眼说道：“阿姨说是一个邪恶的精灵，她们告诉了我名字，说是……说是……”她哽咽着说不出话来。

此时此刻，看到她如此受伤，玛琳菲森再也受不了了，她转过身去，避开爱洛的眼睛，大声说出了一个名字：“玛琳菲森。”

身后的爱洛睁大了双眼，心中恍然大悟，事实都一点一点被拼凑了起来，她问：“那是你
 的名字吗？你
 是玛琳菲森？就是你
 诅咒了我吗？”

玛琳菲森慢慢转向爱洛公主。她从没想过会在这样一种情形下，让爱洛揭开自己的真面目，发现自己的所作所为。但她还能做什么呢？真相迟早要大白于天下，她轻轻地说：“是的。”

爱洛用手捂住了心口，玛琳菲森的坦白像箭一般击中了她。爱洛盯着玛琳菲森，好像第一次见到她一样。这目光灼烧着玛琳菲森。她刚刚让爱洛的世界彻底颠覆，就像斯戴芬当年对她做的一样。她让爱洛公主相信了自己，然后又残忍地背叛了她。这是多么讽刺啊
 ，玛琳菲森想。爱洛开始向后退，玛琳菲森伸出一只手叫道：“等等！”

爱洛躲开了她的手，摇着头说：“不！别碰我！你就是这世上的邪恶所在！就是你！”然后转头飞奔着冲进了树林。

看着她离开，玛琳菲森觉得身体里最后一丝力气也被抽走了，她甚至难以呼吸。长久以来，关于她所做的事，她都在对自己和爱洛撒谎，而现在她受到了惩罚。

她久久地站在那里，多么希望能够回到过去，多么希望自己从没有下过那个魔咒，多么希望自己从未提过什么纺车或是真爱之吻……忽然，她有了一丝希望，也许有一种方法可以改变这一切。也许迪艾瓦是对的，对某些人来说，真爱是存在的。她抬起头，迎着乌鸦的注视说：“找到那个男孩。”

迪艾瓦飞向天空，玛琳菲森暗自祈祷，希望一切还不会太晚。
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CHAPTER 18

Maleficent slowly and sadly made her way back to the glen. While she wasn’t there to witness it, she knew exactly what Aurora was going to do next. She was going to race home, grab the horse from the cottage’s small stable, and take off. She would gallop furiously out of the woods and onto the road that took her straight to the castle. She wouldn’t stop to think about what her aunts would say when they found her gone. She wouldn’t stop to think about why Maleficent would have lied to her. She wouldn’t even stop to think about what her father would say when she arrived at the castle gates.

She would just ride, tears streaming down her face. She would
 think about the fact that she had a father. And a mother. And that she was a princess. Those things she would think about. A lot. So by the time she arrived at the castle, some of her anger would have been replaced by anticipation. For she was going to meet her family.

And while Maleficent wasn’t there to witness the reunion, she had a good idea of how that would go, too. King Stefan would see Aurora, and at first he would think she was just some common country girl. After all, he, more focused on Maleficent and his own selfish fear, hadn’t really thought about her in years, and she most definitely didn’t wear royal clothes. Then, when she told him she was his daughter and tried to hug him, he would hold her at arm’s length, trying to see if she was really, truly his flesh and blood. When he decided she was, he would soften, just a bit. Maleficent hated to think of him softening, but she had to believe he had some
 heart left under all that paranoia and armor.

Then, Maleficent figured, he would tell Aurora that she was beautiful, like her mother. But that would be as far as his fatherly kindness would go. For he would quickly realize that Aurora had arrived back a day early and that the faeries had not done their job. He would realize what that meant: that the curse could still be inflicted on his newly returned daughter. He would panic and order that Aurora be brought to a safe place, where she would be forced to remain until the next day. Aurora wouldn’t have a chance to argue, but before she was led away, she would
 ask about her mother. And Stefan would ignore her question, leaving it to a hapless guard to break the news that had spread throughout the kingdom: that her mother had died.　

That was the way it would happen, Maleficent mused as she sat in her grove, the light fading around her. Suddenly, she sat up straighter. It didn’t have to
 happen that way, though. Not if she could get to the cottage before Aurora took off and try to convince her to stay.

She jumped up, raced over the Moors, passed through the Wall, and made her way to the clearing in the woods. Bursting into Aurora’s bedroom, she found it empty. Her eyes narrowed. “Those fools!” she shouted. They hadn’t stopped her! How could they have let her go when what waited at the castle would surely hurt her?　

Hearing Diaval’s caw, Maleficent turned and saw him perched in the window. Waving her hand, she transformed him into a man and waited for his report. “I found the boy,” he said.　

Maleficent nodded. “Show me,” she ordered.　

Together, the two made their way out of the cottage and into the woods. They didn’t have to go far. Phillip was nearby, heading toward the cottage in hopes of seeing Aurora again.

Stepping forward, Maleficent saw Phillip take in her horns and long dark cloak and pale slightly. But he didn’t step back. Instead, he put his hand on his sword and met Maleficent’s gaze head-on. Despite herself, Maleficent was impressed. “I’m looking for a girl,” he said.　

“Of course you are,” she replied.　

Phillip was about to ask just how the horned woman knew that when Maleficent pulled out a yellow flower and blew its pollen toward him. In moments, he was asleep. That taken care of, Maleficent looked around. Now she needed a quick way to reach the castle. “I need a horse.” Her eyes landed on Diaval perched in a tree. She smiled. That could work quite well.　

As the sun began to sink below the horizon, Maleficent galloped down the road on the back of a beautiful jet-black horse. She held a sleeping Phillip in front of her as they traveled toward the castle. With each big stride of the Diaval horse, they grew closer and closer. And with each big stride, Maleficent grew more and more worried. The sun was almost down. Time was running out ... fast.　

As Maleficent raced toward Aurora, she felt the presence of the girl growing stronger. All their time together had created an invisible, magical link between the pair. It allowed Maleficent to sense where Aurora was and how she was feeling. At that moment, she could almost see Aurora in her room in the castle, pacing back and forth before the door. She wouldn’t be happy that she had come all that way just to be locked up like some prisoner. So when a handmaiden knocked at the door, Aurora would eagerly open it. She would ignore the other girl when she said something ignorant like “This room is for the princess when she arrives. No one should be occupying it.” Aurora would see her chance and, not bothering to correct the handmaiden, would push past her and run out. Turning a corner, she would slow her pace. And that was when she would feel it for the first time—a strange ache in the tip of her finger. An ache that she desperately wanted to make go away. She wouldn’t be able to explain it, and her feet would continue moving toward an unknown destination.　

On the road outside the castle, Maleficent felt the ache in her finger as well. But unlike Aurora, she knew what it meant. It meant that the curse was growing stronger as the time for it to be fulfilled approached. And until that time came, Aurora would make her way through the entire castle looking for the one thing that would take away the pain—a spinning wheel. She would enter the laundry room, with its long mending table, but move on when she saw only needles and thread. Her finger throbbing more than ever, she would keep going, desperate to find what she was looking for, but still not able to put a name to it. Knowing that all this was happening, Maleficent squeezed her legs, urging Diaval on faster.

A few minutes later, they arrived at the outskirts of the kingdom. Cresting a hill, Diaval reared up as the large ominous structure came into view. This was the first time Maleficent had seen the castle in nearly sixteen years. And it was no longer the beautiful castle it had once been. The blue stone had been covered entirely by iron, making the walls impenetrable. Nasty-looking iron spikes topped the parapets and towers, and along the ramparts, soldiers in iron armor paced back and forth holding iron weapons. King Stefan had done everything in his power to make his castle Maleficent-proof. Now, looking up at it, Maleficent realized he had done his job thoroughly. It was going to be nearly impossible for her to get inside. But nearly impossible and impossible were two very different things, and she wasn’t willing to give up yet. Plus, even if she couldn’t get in, Phillip could. And that was all she needed.

Just then, Maleficent felt a cooling in the air. With a feeling of dread, she turned and looked toward the horizon in the west. Time had run out. As she watched, the sun sank lower and lower into the horizon, the last rays spreading their weak warmth across the countryside. And then, just as the rays faded and disappeared altogether, Maleficent felt it. A pain deep inside her that built and built and then burst, causing her to cry out.　

“It’s done,” she said, her voice aching. The curse had been fulfilled. Somewhere inside that iron fortress, Aurora had found a spinning wheel and pricked her finger on it. And somewhere in there, she now lay in a sleep that would last forever. Unless ... Maleficent looked down at Phillip. Kicking Diaval on, she raced toward the castle, holding Aurora’s last hope carefully in front of her.


第 18 章

玛琳菲森迈着悲伤而缓慢的步伐回到了幽谷。尽管不能亲眼看见，她也清楚地知道爱洛将要做什么。她会跑回家，从小屋的小马厩里拽出一匹马，然后上马离开。她会气急败坏地冲出树林，再奔上直通城堡的大路。她不会去想如果阿姨们发现自己不见了会说些什么；她也不会去想玛琳菲森为什么要欺骗她；她甚至不会去想当她到达城堡大门时，她的父亲会说些什么。

她只会骑着马，哭个不停，满脸是泪。她会
 想到自己有一位父亲，一位母亲，而自己是一位公主。这样的事她会想得很多，很多。所以当她抵达城堡时，一些愤怒会被憧憬取代，因为她就要见到自己的家人了。

尽管玛琳菲森不在那里，她也能全然想象到这场重逢会是怎样的情景。斯戴芬国王刚看到爱洛时，他会认为她只是个普通的乡村姑娘。毕竟，由于一直在防着玛琳菲森，再加上自己的恐惧，他已经很久没有想过自己的女儿了，而且爱洛肯定没穿皇室的衣服。然后，当爱洛告诉他自己是他的女儿，并想要拥抱他时，斯戴芬首先会拉着她好好端详一番，看看她到底是不是自己的亲骨肉。当他认出爱洛之后，他会变得亲切一点，只是一点。玛琳菲森不愿意去想他亲切的样子，但是她还是觉得在他那满脑子的偏执和满身的盔甲之下，还有一点
 良心 尚存。

接着，玛琳菲森继续想象到，他会告诉爱洛她很美丽，和她的母亲一模一样。但他父爱的仁慈也就到此为止了。很快他就会想到爱洛提前一天回到了城堡，魔法仙子们没有完成自己的工作。他会意识到这意味着什么：自己重返的女儿还受着魔咒的威胁。然后他会惊慌失措，让人将她的女儿带到一个安全的地方，直到第二天结束。他不会给爱洛反驳的机会，但是她在被带走之前，会
 询问自己母亲的情况。斯戴芬不会理睬她的问题，只有倒霉的守卫会告诉她人尽皆知的消息：她的母亲去世了。

事情肯定会这样发展，玛琳菲森坐在她的小树林中想，四周光芒暗淡。忽然，她坐直了一些，不一定非得是
 这样的。如果她在爱洛出发前赶去小屋，也许能说服她留下。

她跳了起来，冲出摩尔森林，穿过树墙，直奔那片林中空地。她冲进爱洛的卧室，发现里面空空如也。她眯起眼睛叫道：“这群蠢货！”她们没拦住她！她们怎么能让她离开？她回到城堡肯定会受到伤害的。

迪艾瓦鸣叫着飞到了窗台上，玛琳菲森转身挥了下手将他变成人形，等待着他的汇报。他说：“我找到了那个男孩。”

玛琳菲森点了点头，命令道：“带我去看看。”

他们一起走出了小屋，进入树林。他们不用走很远，因为菲力就在附近，正向小屋走来，他希望能再见爱洛一面。

玛琳菲森向前走了几步，就看见菲力被自己的犄角还有黑色长袍吓得脸色有些发白。但是他并没有后退，他将手放在剑上，直面玛琳菲森的注视。玛琳菲森不禁有些动容。菲力说道：“我在找一个女孩。”

她回答道：“我知道你在找一位女孩。”

菲力刚要问这个头顶犄角的女人是怎么知道的，这时玛琳菲森摘下一朵黄花，将花粉朝他吹去。很快他就睡着了。安顿好他之后，玛琳菲森看向周围，现在她需要赶快前往城堡。“我需要一匹马。”她的眼睛落在了栖息在树上的迪艾瓦身上，她笑了，这肯定没问题。

太阳很快就要落到地平线以下了，玛琳菲森骑着一匹乌黑的骏马奔跑在大路上。她把熟睡的菲力放在身前，出发前往城堡。变成马的迪艾瓦奋力地向前奔跑，他们离城堡越来越近，玛琳菲森却越来越焦虑。这时太阳几乎全落下去了，时间在流逝……飞快地流逝。

在玛琳菲森向爱洛飞奔而去的时候，她觉得爱洛在她心里变得越来越重要。她们在一起的美好时光在两人之间创造了一条隐形的魔法纽带。这条纽带让玛琳菲森能够感受到爱洛的存在，还有她的所思所感。现在她几乎可以看见爱洛正在城堡的一间屋子里面，在门前踱来踱去。她肯定不会开心，因为她千辛万苦来到这里可不是为了像一名囚犯一样被关起来的。所以每当女仆来敲门的时候，她总是会急切地将门打开。她可不会理睬女仆的无礼言辞，说什么“这间屋子是为公主准备的，其他人无权进入。”爱洛懒得和她多费口舌，她会抓住机会推开女仆，冲出房间。转过一个拐角，她会放慢自己的脚步。那时她会第一次有所感觉——她的指尖有种奇怪的痛感，一种她拼命想要消除的痛感。她无法解释这是为什么，但是她的双脚会继续带着她走向未知的目的地。

玛琳菲森到了城堡的外围，她也感受到了手指上的疼痛。不过和爱洛不同，她知道那种痛意味着什么。那意味着随着魔咒应验的时间越来越近，它的魔力也越显强大。在那一刻来临之前，爱洛会跑遍整个城堡寻找那件消除疼痛的东西——一架纺车。她会跑进洗衣房，看见一条长长的修补台，然后继续寻找，因为上面只放着针线。她的手指尖跳动得越来越明显，她会继续寻找，不顾一切地追寻她要找的东西，但她仍然说不出那是什么。想到正在发生的一切，玛琳菲森夹了夹马腹，催促迪艾瓦跑得再快一些。

几分钟后，他们来到了王国的城郊。爬到山顶后，迪艾瓦抬起前腿，那座不祥的巨大建筑映入眼帘。快十六年了，玛琳菲森又一次看见了这座城堡。它不再美丽，蓝色的岩石被铁壁覆盖，变得坚不可摧。丑陋的铁质尖刺竖立在护墙和塔楼之上，城墙上还有身着铁甲的士兵拿着铁制武器来回巡逻。斯戴芬国王倾尽全力让玛琳菲森再也无法进入这座城堡。玛琳菲森抬头望去，她意识到斯戴芬的确做足了功课，她几乎无法进入。不过“几乎无法进入”和“无法进入”是完全不同的，玛琳菲森没准备放弃。而且，就算她进不去，菲力也能进去。她所需要做的就是这些。

就在这时，玛琳菲森在空气中感到了一丝凉意。她担心地转过身，看向西边的地平线，没有时间了。她看见太阳慢慢沉入地平线，最后几束微弱的光线将余热洒在乡间，就在光线渐弱、最终消失的那一刻，玛琳菲森一下感觉到了。她体内深处慢慢积聚的疼痛一下爆发出来，她不由大叫一声。

“完了。”她的声音中满是痛苦。魔咒应验了。在那座钢铁城堡的某处，爱洛发现了一架纺车，刺破了手指。就在那里，她陷入了沉睡，再也无法醒来了。除非……玛琳菲森低头看了看菲力。她踢了踢迪艾瓦，将爱洛最后的希望护在身前，向城堡冲去。


CHAPTER 19

Night had fallen. Hours had passed since Maleficent had felt the pain in her finger and known Aurora was lost to sleep. Now, standing in front of King Stefan’s castle, Maleficent and Diaval, once more in his human form, stared up at the big iron gates. Behind them, Phillip slept on, propped up against a tree. The gates were unguarded and oddly quiet. Noticing that, Maleficent cocked her head. On one hand, that was good news, as it meant Maleficent could enter the castle undetected. But on the other hand, it meant she had no idea what to expect once inside.

“He’s waiting for you in there,” Diaval pointed out. He didn’t bother to say who, as Maleficent knew all too well. “If we go inside those walls, we’ll never get out alive.”

Maleficent continued to stare straight ahead, barely registering Diaval’s words. “Then don’t come,” she said absently. “It’s not your fight.” Using her staff, she lifted the sleeping Phillip and began to move on.　

Behind her, Diaval let out a sigh. Once, just once, it would be nice if Maleficent were able to see what was really going on. It would be nice to hear her say, “Please come with me, Diaval. We can do anything as long as we’re together.” But Diaval knew those were words he would never hear. And while he wished it were different, he also knew he could never let Maleficent go into that castle alone. Letting out a little groan, he ran to catch up.　

Inside the castle, the halls were quiet. News that the curse had been fulfilled had spread like wildfire, and servants and soldiers alike quaked with fear at King Stefan’s rage. He had already taken his anger out on the three dimwitted pixies who had let Aurora come back too early. After berating them for hours, calling them useless and failures, he had ordered them to find someone—anyone—who could give his daughter the kiss of true love.

What he didn’t know was that his own first love was now inside his castle, making her way closer with the one man who might stand a chance at waking up his daughter.

As soon as Maleficent had passed through the castle’s main gate, she had felt the weight of the iron on her. While she was able to avoid touching it, the dark metal was everywhere. It lined the walls, carefully sculpted into the shape of brambles and thorns, effectively making it appear like an iron version of her Thorn Wall. The iron thorns thrust out of the wall and jutted down from the ceiling, forcing Maleficent to walk carefully and keep her pace slow. Eager to get to Aurora, she chafed at the speed. But when they heard a guard approaching and had to duck back into the shadows, Maleficent realized that walking was not as bad as the searing pain she felt when the iron touched her back.　

When the guard had finally passed and the coast was clear, Maleficent stepped away from the wall, gasping for breath.　

“Are you burned?” Diaval asked, concern lacing his voice.　

But Maleficent didn’t answer. Gritting her teeth, she simply said, “Carry on.”　

For the next few minutes, they walked along in silence. Hearing still more footsteps, they once again hid in the shadows. But this time Maleficent was careful to keep her back off the walls. Peeking out, she saw that the footsteps belonged to two handmaidens. They carried clean linens in their arms as they scurried down the hall.　

“How long will she sleep?” one of them asked.

The other shrugged. “Forever, I guess.”

Maleficent looked at Diaval and raised an eyebrow. The women could be talking about only one person: Aurora. Maleficent waited until the pair had moved past, then silently slipped back into the hall. Diaval joined her, holding Phillip up in his arms. They began to follow the handmaidens.　

A short while later they arrived at the princess’s room. They ducked behind a thick set of drapes that covered the wall opposite the room, and Maleficent took stock of the situation. Two soldiers stood guard, and through the open door, Maleficent could hear the grating voices of Knotgrass, Thistlewit, and Flittle.

Maleficent knew this was her chance. Moving slightly away from the curtain, she waved her hand in front of Phillip and softly whispered, “Wake.” Then, with a gentle shove, she pushed him out from behind the curtain. He stumbled into the hall, the noise alerting the guards, who quickly raised their swords, unsure where the young man had come from. At the same moment, the three pixies bustled out, nearly crashing into Phillip.

Looking around, Phillip shook his head, as though trying to clear his vision. “Pardon me,” he said, seeing the three pixies. “I’m embarrassed to say I don’t know where I am.” Despite having just woken up from a magical sleep and not knowing where he was or how he had gotten there, he looked every part the perfect, handsome gentleman, Maleficent had to admit.　

The faeries must have thought so, too, because they didn’t slam the door in his face. Instead, they informed him that he was in King Stefan’s castle.　

Upon hearing that, Phillip looked surprised. “This is where I’m meant to be,” he said, trying to understand. “Odd that I can’t recall how I got here. My father sent me to see the king.”　

Knotgrass perked up. If his father had sent him to see the king, perhaps this young man was someone of importance. There was one way to find out. “Who is your father?” she asked.　

“King John of Ulstead,” Phillip replied.　

The three faeries exchanged looks as they mouthed, “Prince.” Without a word of explanation, they pulled him into the room.　

In the hall, Maleficent anxiously waited, straining to hear what was going on. While she had been surprised to hear Phillip say his father was a king, she was rather pleased. It seemed only right that if Aurora, a princess, were to be awoken, it would be by the kiss of true love from a prince.　

“What’s your name?” she heard Knotgrass ask, followed by the sound of footsteps as the group made their way toward Aurora.

“Phillip,” he answered.　

“Well, Prince Phillip, meet Princess Aurora,” Flittle said.

Maleficent didn’t have to be in the room to know that as Flittle stepped aside, Phillip would see Aurora and his eyes would widen as recognized her from the forest.　

Sure enough, his next words were “I know this girl.”

Not satisfied only to listen in on the events unfolding, Maleficent stepped out of the shadows. The two guards had only a moment to recognize the horns before Maleficent lifted her staff and quickly knocked them out. Turning, she gestured to Diaval to follow her.

Silently, they slipped through the open door. A huge bed dominated the center of the room, heavy curtains draped on either side of the massive headboard. Intricate carvings were etched into the four wooden posts that held up the bed. And flowing down from the top, covering the now sleeping form of Aurora, was a thin white translucent fabric that made Maleficent think of a spider’s web. Seemingly weak, but actually strong enough to keep things trapped inside.　

Glancing around the rest of the room, Maleficent felt a wave of sadness flood over her. This was clearly the room that had once been intended as Aurora’s nursery. A small crib, the same translucent fabric covering it, was pushed against one of the three giant windows that lined the far wall. But while the large bed was clean, the crib was covered in a thick layer of dust, as were the toys and rocking horse pushed into the far corner.　


This is my doing,
 Maleficent thought, gazing around the sad room. This was where Aurora would have spent hours playing, reading with her mother, pouring tea with her imaginary friends. But I took that from her. I even took her chance of happiness in the Moors away from her. And now she lies here, lifeless. And I have no one to blame but myself.


Shaking her head, Maleficent moved a bit closer, careful not to make any noise that would alert the pixies or Phillip. There was still a small chance, a very small chance, that all was not lost. But it depended on something intangible.

“Why is she sleeping?” Phillip asked, unaware of Maleficent’s arrival.

“She’s trapped in an enchantment,” Knotgrass answered.　

Maleficent rolled her eyes. The three pixies were hopeless. Phillip knew nothing of magic. Telling him it was an enchantment could frighten him away.

Luckily, it didn’t seem to faze Phillip. He took a step closer to Aurora. “She’s the most beautiful girl I’ve ever seen,” he said.　

The three pixies exchanged excited glances. “Do you want to kiss her?” Thistlewit asked.

Phillip nodded. “Very much.”

“Go on, then,” Knotgrass said, gesturing toward the bed.

“I wouldn’t feel right about it,” Phillip said, hesitating. “I barely know her. We only met once.”　

In the shadows, Maleficent’s heart began to pound. He had to
 kiss her. He had to
 ! The faeries couldn’t let him walk out the door just because he was being a gentleman. This could be their last chance. This could be true love! Feeling Diaval’s gaze on her, she turned and shot him a look. She knew what he was thinking. He was thinking I told you so. True Love’s Kiss can exist.
 But she didn’t even care. Hope was flowing through her, pushing aside the old, hard skepticism that had filled her for years.

Luckily, the pixies had no intention of letting Phillip walk out of the room just yet.

Flittle pushed the prince closer. “Haven’t you ever heard of love at first sight?”

“Kiss her!” Knotgrass urged.　

Slowly, Phillip leaned down and gently moved aside the light fabric. Maleficent’s breath caught in her throat as she waited for him to close his eyes, pucker his lips ...

Then he leaned back up. “An enchantment, you say?”

Maleficent nearly cried out in frustration. At the same time, the pixies shouted, “Kiss her!” and, together, pushed him back down.　

For a moment, Phillip struggled, and Maleficent felt panic rise in her throat. But then he stopped fighting and, once more, leaned down.

And then, ever so slowly, he gently kissed her.

It was the perfect kiss. Soft, sweet, full of unspoken promises. It was the kiss girls dreamed of as they lay in bed at night. It was the kiss poems were written about. It was the kiss of fairy tales and romance. Maleficent couldn’t have imagined such a perfect kiss sixteen years earlier when she cursed an innocent babe.

But it didn’t matter how perfect the kiss was or how much love Phillip felt.

Aurora didn’t wake up.


第 19 章

夜幕已经降临。从玛琳菲森感受到她手指上的那阵疼痛，知道爱洛已经陷入沉睡到现在，已经过了好几个小时。现在玛琳菲森和人形的迪艾瓦正站在斯戴芬国王的城堡前，盯着巨大的铁门。在他们身后，菲力靠在一棵树上，还在沉睡。大门没有人把守，安静得十分诡异。玛琳菲森看到这一切，歪着脑袋想，一方面这是个好消息，可以神不知鬼不觉地潜入城堡，但另一方面，不知道一旦进入，城堡里面等待自己的将是什么。

“他在里面等着你呢。”迪艾瓦指出，“如果我们进去，就绝不可能活着出来。”他没必要说到底是谁，因为玛琳菲森知道得很清楚。

玛琳菲森继续直盯着前方，几乎没把迪艾瓦的话放心上。她心不在焉地说：“那你就不要来了，这场战斗跟你无关。”她拿起魔杖，将菲力举到空中，准备继续前进。

迪艾瓦在她身后叹了一口气。一次，哪怕只要一次玛琳菲森能弄清到底是怎么回事就好了。如果能听见她说：“请和我一起来吧，迪艾瓦。只要我们在一起，我们就会无往不利。”该有多好。但是迪艾瓦知道自己绝不会听到这些话。尽管如此，他也绝不可能让玛琳菲森一个人进入城堡。他轻轻地叹了口气，向玛琳菲森追去。

城堡内的大厅很安静。诅咒应验的消息像野火一样传遍了城堡，仆人和士兵们都胆战心惊地应对着斯戴芬国王的盛怒。他先是迁怒于三个愚蠢的魔法仙子，是她们没有看好爱洛让她提早跑了回来。斯戴芬骂了她们好几个小时，说她们无能、没用。他命令魔法仙子去寻找一个——任何一个——能够给他女儿带来真爱之吻的人。

他并不知道他自己的初恋此刻正在城堡里，带着一位有可能唤醒爱洛的人，向自己一步步靠近。

玛琳菲森刚刚穿过城堡的大门，就感受到了铁器压在身上的重量。尽管玛琳菲森能够避免接触它们，可这种暗黑色的金属到处都是。铁皮布满了墙壁，被雕刻成荆棘的形状，看起来就像铜墙铁壁版的荆棘墙。铁荆棘从墙上和天花板上伸出，迫使玛琳菲森只能小心而缓慢地挪动脚步。玛琳菲森急于寻找爱洛，这样的移动速度让她焦急万分。当一名守卫逼近，他们不得不藏在阴影处，铁荆棘碰到了玛琳菲森的后背，带给她一阵钻心的灼痛，这时她才觉得刚刚那样走路的时候还不算糟糕。

当守卫最终离开、险情解除之后，玛琳菲森从阴影处走了出来，大口喘着粗气。

“被烧伤了？”迪艾瓦问道，声音中透着关切。

但是玛琳菲森没有回答，她只是咬紧牙关说道：“继续走。”

在接下来的几分钟里，他们一言不发地向前走着。他们又听到了更多的脚步声，所以又一次藏在了阴影处。但这次玛琳菲森很小心以避免自己的后背碰到墙壁。她偷偷向外看去，是两名女仆抱着干净的床上用品向大厅赶去。

其中一位女仆问道：“她会睡多久？”

另一位耸了耸肩膀，答道：“我猜，可能是永远吧。”

玛琳菲森看了看迪艾瓦，扬起了眉毛。女仆们在谈论的只可能是一个人：爱洛。玛琳菲森等两位女仆经过后，悄悄地溜回了大厅。迪艾瓦抱着菲力，跟上玛琳菲森的脚步。他们开始跟着女仆向前走。

不一会儿，他们就到了公主的房间。他们躲在房间正对面一帘厚厚的帷幕后面，玛琳菲森打量着周围的情形。两名士兵把守着门口，门是开着的，玛琳菲森能听到红叶仙子、绿蕨仙子还有蓝果仙子刺耳的说话声。

玛琳菲森知道机会来了。她稍稍走出帷幕，用手在菲力面前挥了挥，轻声说道：“醒来吧。”然后轻轻一推，将他推到了帷幕外面。他跌跌撞撞地走到了大厅里，那动静引起了士兵的警觉。士兵立刻举起剑，不知道这位年轻人是从哪儿冒出来的。正在此时，三位魔法仙子涌了出来，差点撞到了菲力。

菲力摇了摇脑袋，向四周看去，像是想要弄清楚周围的状况。他看到了三位魔法仙子，说道：“对不起！不好意思，我不知道自己现在在哪。”尽管刚刚从神奇的睡眠中醒来，不知身在何处也不知是如何进来，菲力怎么看都是一位完美、帅气的绅士。这一点玛琳菲森也不得不承认。

魔法仙子们也一定这么认为，因为她们并没有将他拒之门外，相反，还告诉他这就是斯戴芬国王的城堡。

菲力听到后有些惊讶：“这里正是我要来的地方。奇怪的是我记不起来我是怎么来的了。我的父亲派我来觐见斯戴芬 国王。”

红叶仙子来了精神。如果他的父亲派他来觐见国王，那么这位年轻人可能也十分尊贵。有一个办法可以弄清楚，她问道：“你的父亲是谁？”

菲力回答道：“阿尔斯特的约翰国王。”

三位魔法仙子互换了眼神，无声地用嘴巴比画道：“是王子。”然后二话不说，便将他拽进了房间。

玛琳菲森在大厅里焦急地等待着，竖起耳朵想要听清房间里发生了什么。听见菲力的父亲是一位国王，这让玛琳菲森既惊讶又欣慰。如果爱洛公主能够被一位王子的真爱之吻唤醒，那真是再好不过了。

玛琳菲森听见红叶仙子问道：“你叫什么名字？”接着便是三位仙子带着菲力走向爱洛的脚步声，

“菲力。”他回答。

蓝果仙子说道：“好的，菲力王子，这位是爱洛公主。”

玛琳菲森不用亲自在房间内也知道，当蓝果仙子站到一边之后，菲力就会睁大双眼，认出爱洛就是他在森林里遇见的女孩。

他的下一句话肯定是：“我认识这个女孩。”

玛琳菲森并不仅仅满足于倾听事情的进展，她从阴影处走了出来，两名守卫刚一认出她的犄角，她就举起魔杖将他们打晕了过去。然后她转身示意迪艾瓦跟上她。

他们悄悄地穿过了那扇开着的门。只见一张巨大的床占据着房间的中心，厚实的帘幕遮住了床头和床尾，四根木制床柱上面雕刻着精美繁复的花纹，轻薄透明的白色床幔从床顶倾泻而下，罩在熟睡的爱洛身上。这床幔让玛琳菲森想起了蜘蛛网，看起来很薄弱，但却足够将你困顿其中。

玛琳菲森环视着房间，只觉得一股悲伤席卷而来。显然这间屋子原本就是为爱洛准备的婴儿房，一张小小的婴儿床上面覆盖着同样轻薄的床幔。远处的墙壁几乎被三扇大窗占据，婴儿床就靠在其中一扇窗下。尽管大床很干净，那张婴儿床却和堆放在角落里的玩具以及摇摇马一样，落了厚厚的一层灰尘。

玛琳菲森望着这间充满悲伤的屋子想，这都是我的错
 。爱洛本该在这里玩耍，和母亲一起读书，为想象中的朋友举办茶会。但是我夺走了这一切，我甚至夺走了爱洛在摩尔森林里幸福生活的机会。现在她躺在这里，毫无生机。除了自己，我无法责怪任何人。


玛琳菲森摇了摇头，又往前挪了一点，她很小心，以免发出任何声响引起仙子们和菲力的注意。还有一点机会，还有那么一点点挽回的机会。但这机会却寄托在一个虚无缥缈的东 西上。

菲力并没察觉到玛琳菲森的存在，他问道：“她为何在沉睡？”

红叶仙子回答道：“她被魔法困住了。”

玛琳菲森又翻了个白眼。这三个仙子真是笨到家了。菲力一点也不懂魔法，告诉他说魔法的事可能会把他吓跑的。

还好，菲力并没有惊慌。他向爱洛靠近了一些，说道：“她是我见过的最美丽的女孩。”

三位仙子兴奋地交换了一下目光，接着，绿蕨仙子问道：“你想吻她吗？”

菲力点了点头：“非常想。”

红叶仙子指了指床说：“那就去吧。”

菲力有些犹豫，他说：“我觉得这样做不对。我还不怎么了解她，我们只见过一面。”

玛琳菲森的心脏怦怦狂跳。他必须
 吻她，必须
 吻！仙子们可不能因为他是位绅士就放他走。这可能是他们最后的希望。他可能是爱洛的真爱！玛琳菲森感觉到迪艾瓦在盯着她看，便转过头来看了迪艾瓦一眼。她知道他在想什么，他在想：看吧，我早和你说过，真爱之吻是可以存在的
 。但是她不在乎，现在的她满怀希望，之前那个固执、怀疑的她似乎被抛在了一边。

还好，仙子们并没有打算让菲力离开房间。

蓝果仙子将王子又朝爱洛推近了一些：“你没有听说过一见钟情吗？”

红叶仙子催促道：“快吻她！”

菲力慢慢俯下身，轻轻地将床幔拨到一旁。玛琳菲森的呼吸悬在喉咙之中，就等着他闭上眼，噘起他的双唇……

然后他又站直了，问道：“你刚才说什么，魔法？”

玛琳菲森崩溃得几乎要叫出声来。与此同时，仙子们也嚷嚷道：“快吻她！”又一起将他推了下去。

菲力挣扎了一会。玛琳菲森的心都快要跳出嗓子眼了，不过他终于不纠结了，又重新俯下身去。

然后，慢慢地，慢慢地，他温柔地亲吻了爱洛。

这真是一个完美的吻。柔软而又甜蜜，充满了欲语还休的许诺。这是女孩们晚上躺在床上时梦想的吻，这是诗歌中描绘的吻，这是童话和爱情小说中的吻。十六年前，玛琳菲森诅咒那个天真无邪的婴儿时，她绝对想不到会有这样一个完美之吻。

但是不论这个吻多么完美，无论菲力觉得自己多么喜欢爱洛，都没有用。

爱洛并没有醒来。
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CHAPTER 20

“Is something supposed to happen now?” Phillip stood up straight and looked at the pixies expectantly.　

Maleficent’s heart sank. Hope fled and all the bitterness and despair that she had pushed aside in that moment as Phillip’s and Aurora’s lips met came flooding back. She should have known. True love didn’t exist. Aurora would never wake up. Maleficent would never be able to explain herself. They would never be able to walk through the Moors together, never watch a sunset or play with the snow faeries in their meadow. Aurora would sleep on ... forever. Maleficent suddenly realized that her parents ultimately had been right—there really were good humans out there, ones who appreciated and loved nature as much as the faeries did. She realized that peace was possible between the races, that humans didn’t need to be dealt with violently. But she’d come to this realization far too late.

Near the bed, the three pixies threw up their hands in frustration. They were upset as well, but for more selfish reasons. If King Stefan found out they had failed to wake up his daughter, there was no telling what he would do to them.　

“I was certain he was the one,” Flittle said to the others as she pushed Phillip out the door.　

Following him, Knotgrass nodded. “We have to keep looking. Scrape the bottom of the barrel. He doesn’t have to be a prince. He doesn’t even have to be handsome.”

“Or even that clean,” Thistlewit added as they moved into the hallway and shut the door behind them.

Stepping out of her hiding spot in the shadows of the bedroom, Maleficent made her way to the bed. Sinking at Aurora’s side, she looked at the beautiful princess. Even asleep, she looked kind and good, and Maleficent was racked anew with guilt for the punishment she had foolishly inflicted on the innocent girl. Who would have thought, all those long years before, that things would turn out that way? That the curse would be as great a punishment for Maleficent as it was for Aurora.　

Letting out a deep, sad sigh, she reached out and gently brushed a strand of Aurora’s hair from her face. Diaval stood at her side, his silent presence a small comfort to Maleficent. She took a deep breath and spoke softly, her voice cracking with emotion. “I will not ask you for forgiveness. What I have done is unforgivable. I was so lost in hatred and revenge. I never dreamed that I could love you so much. You stole what was left of my heart. And now I’ve lost you forever.” She paused, wiping a tear. “But I swear, no harm will come to you as long as I live ... and not a day shall pass that I won’t miss your smile...”　

Maleficent’s voice trailed off. There was nothing left she could say or do. This was the only good-bye she would ever get. And she wanted to make it count. Leaning over, she placed one hand over Aurora’s and gently kissed the girl on the forehead.

A surge of magic filled the room.　

And then Aurora’s eyes fluttered open.

Maleficent let out a gasp as the princess’s calm blue eyes met her unsure green ones. She was so happy that the girl was awake, but scared that Aurora was still angry.

“Hello, Godmother,” Aurora said, beaming up at Maleficent, her smile bringing new light to the room.　

Maleficent’s throat constricted as her body was racked with emotion. Aurora was awake. And she didn’t hate her.　

But how could it be? Why had her kiss worked and not Phillip’s? And then Maleficent smiled as realization swept over her like a wave. She had been so focused on the love that had broken her heart that she had never stopped to think there was an even deeper, truer love: that of a mother and daughter. That was what Aurora had become to her—a daughter. She loved her unconditionally, without question. She would love her on the bad days and on the great days. When Aurora was near and when she was far. She would love her for the woman she would become and the girl she was now. That, Maleficent realized as she looked at Aurora’s huge smile, was the truest of loves.

Bursting with happiness, Maleficent smiled back. “Hello, beastie.”　

Maleficent didn’t waste any time filling Aurora in on what had happened since she had pricked her finger. The girl listened closely as Maleficent told her about the pixies’ mission to find a prince to wake her and how they had failed. She even told her about the valiant effort Phillip had made. While she had wanted to skip it, a knowing look from Diaval changed her mind. It was only fair, after all the lies that had been told, to speak the truth. Aurora was going to face a tough decision in the days to come—whether to stay with her father or be with Maleficent—and she deserved all the information before she made up her mind.

When Maleficent was finished, Aurora didn’t say anything. She simply nodded and slowly sat up. Then, with Maleficent’s help, she shakily got to her feet. Now that she was awake, she wanted to speak to her father.　

Making their way out of the room, they found the hall deserted. The two guards were gone and the lights along the wall had been blown out. With a growing sense of dread, Maleficent and Diaval, now a raven, led Aurora down one hall after another. They descended a long, winding staircase and moved past the iron thorns and brambles that had burned Maleficent earlier. Aurora’s eyes grew wide as she took in the sharp objects she hadn’t noticed before, clearly placed there by her father. While Aurora didn’t say it, Maleficent knew the girl was scared. And with good reason. This did not look like the castle of fairy tales and happy endings. It was a dark and evil place, vibrating with hate.　

Finally, they reached the balcony that looked down over the Great Hall. The huge room was dark save for a single pool of light that illuminated the center. Cautiously, they moved down the stairs and closer to the light.　

Maleficent kept her gaze straight ahead, focused on the two large thrones just visible in the shadows. They were the same thrones where Stefan and his queen had sat while their infant daughter was showered with gifts at her christening. The same thrones that had borne witness to Maleficent’s curse and the terrible aftermath. Now they once more sat there, silent witnesses. But to what? Maleficent wondered. What did they know that she did not?

As Maleficent turned to make sure Aurora was okay, her eyes grew wide. The girl was gone. But where? She had been there just a moment before. Turning, Maleficent frantically scanned the empty room. “Aurora?” she called out. From the darkness, she heard the muffled sound of someone trying to speak. “Aurora!” Maleficent cried out, racing toward the sound.

Finding herself in the middle of the circle of light, Maleficent paused, uncertain. Something didn’t feel right. With a growing sense of dread, she looked up. And then she gulped. Hanging there, right above her head, was a giant iron net.　

Before she could move, the net fell toward her. Dropping her staff, Maleficent raised her hands above her head to try to block it. But it was no use. The moment the iron touched her exposed flesh, she felt a searing pain and heard the sizzle as her skin burned. Unable to handle the intense pain, Maleficent fell to her knees, the net covering her the way her wings used to. But while her wings had brought her comfort then, the net now just brought her misery.

Her breath coming in gasps, Maleficent was barely aware of the footsteps of a dozen men as Stefan’s soldiers surrounded her. They prodded the net with long spears, causing the iron to move against Maleficent and find new pieces of skin to burn. She clenched her jaw, convinced it couldn’t get any worse. And then, through the fog of pain, she heard Aurora cry out.　

“Don’t kill her!” the princess shouted.

Raising her head slightly, Maleficent saw that Stefan had arrived and was now holding Aurora out in front of him. It had been a long time since Maleficent had seen Stefan, and she was shocked by how drastically he had deteriorated. His sunken cheeks were red, and his shoulders stooped. The thick hair he had always worn long was thinning and gray. And the eyes that stared down at Maleficent were bloodshot and empty.

An evil smile slowly spread across Stefan’s face as his fingers dug into the soft flesh of Aurora’s arm. Maleficent cringed. Stefan had completely lost it. He had been intent on destroying Maleficent for so long that he didn’t even realize he was hurting his own daughter. In fact, he seemed annoyed by her, and when she pleaded once more for him to stop hurting Maleficent, Stefan pushed her backward. The force of the shove threw Aurora to the ground. From where she lay, she looked up in horror, shocked by her father’s violence.　

Desperate to save Aurora from any more pain or disappointment, Maleficent tried to move under the net. But it was no use. The iron was doing its job, and with every passing moment she grew weaker. If only there was something else she could do. Some other way out of this horrific situation ...　

And then she heard Diaval’s familiar caw.　

Despite the pain that continued to wash over her in waves, Maleficent smiled. Yes, she thought, that would work. That would work quite nicely. Softly, she began to mutter.　

There was a swoosh of magic and the curtains on the windows blew as wind filled the Great Hall. And then, as Stefan and his soldiers watched, Diaval began to transform. His wings grew longer, the black feathers replaced by dark scales, until they spanned nearly the entire length of the hall. His beak became a large snout with a mouth full of sharp teeth, and his neck extended so that the top of his head nearly grazed the ceiling. And his two feet turned into long, powerful, scale-covered legs. On the end of each foot, giant razor-sharp claws dug into the stone floor. Rearing back his head, Diaval let out a loud roar. Before the terrified soldiers stood something they had never seen before, something that even this magical land had thought to be a myth. Diaval had become a dragon.　

Maleficent raised her head and watched as a stunned Stefan took a step back. If the pain hadn’t been so overwhelming, she would have smiled to see him struck down with fear. Then she turned her head slightly and saw that Aurora had climbed to her feet and was running away. As she watched, the girl disappeared up the long staircase that led to the tower. And then Maleficent did allow herself a smile. Because no matter what happened next, no matter what pain Stefan inflicted on Maleficent, or Diaval inflicted on Stefan, Aurora wouldn’t be there to witness it. She would be saved from that horror. And after everything the girl had gone through, one less horror was a priceless gift.
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第 20 章

菲力站直身子，充满期待地望着魔法仙子：“会有什么事情发生吗？”

玛琳菲森的心沉了下去。希望消失得无影无踪，当菲力吻上爱洛时，那被她暂时抛却的痛苦和绝望，再一次涌上心头。她早就应该知道，真爱并不存在。爱洛永远都不会醒来了，玛琳菲森也永远不会有机会向她解释这一切了。她们再也不能一起走过摩尔森林，再也不能一起看日落，再也不能和草地上的雪精灵一起玩耍嬉戏。爱洛会一直沉睡下去……直到永远。玛琳菲森忽然觉得自己父母说的是对的——世界上的确有些善良的人类，他们和精灵一样欣赏自然，热爱自然。她意识到精灵和人类是可以和平相处的，并不一定要粗暴地对待所有人类。但是这个觉悟来得太迟了。

床边的三位魔法仙子束手无策，看起来十分沮丧。她们也很悲伤，不过这悲伤更多是出于自私的原因。因为如果斯戴芬国王知道她们无法唤醒他的女儿，不用说她们也知道自己的下场。

“我确定他就是爱洛的真爱。”蓝果仙子边说边将菲力推出了门。

红叶仙子跟着他，也点着头说道：“我们还得再找找，再不行就退而求其次。真爱不一定得是王子，甚至都不一定要长得很帅。”

“甚至脏一点也没关系。”绿蕨仙子加了一句。她们边说边走进走廊然后关上了门。

玛琳菲森从卧室藏身的地方走了出来，走向那张大床。她弯下腰，看着这位美丽的公主。即使在睡梦之中，爱洛也显得那么善良而美好，玛琳菲森又一次感到非常懊悔，是自己愚蠢地让这个天真无邪的女孩受到无端的惩罚。谁又能想到，多年以后事情会变成这样？魔咒给爱洛带来的惩罚最终会成为对玛琳菲森自己最大的惩罚。

玛琳菲森幽幽地、长长地叹了一口气，轻柔地将爱洛脸颊上的一缕秀发拨开。迪艾瓦就在她身旁，他无声的存在多少带给玛琳菲森一点安慰。她深吸了一口气，轻轻地对爱洛说着话，嗓音因为情绪激动而变得有些嘶哑：“我不会乞求你的原谅。我所做的一切都不可原谅。那时的我被仇恨和报复冲昏了头脑，我从没有想到我会如此爱你。你掏空了我的心，我却永远失去了你。”玛琳菲森停顿了一下，拭去脸颊上的泪珠，接着说：“但是我发誓，只要我活着，你就不会受到任何伤害……每天我都会想念你的笑容……”

玛琳菲森的声音越来越小，直到完全听不见。她没有什么可说或可做的了，这只能是她唯一的告别，所以她想让这次告别变得很重要。她俯下身去，一只手放在爱洛的手上，轻柔地吻了爱洛的前额。

一股魔力充盈了整个房间。

接着，爱洛的眼睛忽闪着睁开了。

爱洛公主那双平静无波的蓝眼睛和她那双难以置信的绿眼睛相互对视了一下，玛琳菲森倒抽了一口气。爱洛醒了过来，她欣喜若狂。但她又害怕爱洛还在生她的气。

“你好，教母。”爱洛对玛琳菲森笑着说道，整个房间都因为她的笑容而明亮起来。

玛琳菲森喉咙发紧，百感交集。爱洛醒了，而且爱洛不恨她！

但怎么会这样呢？为什么菲力的吻没用，她的却有用？忽然玛琳菲森恍然大悟，她笑了。一直以来她都太过于关注那种曾经让她心碎的爱，却从未想过这世上还有一种更深沉、更真切的爱：母亲和女儿之间的爱。爱洛对她来说就像女儿一样，玛琳菲森无条件地爱着她，这毫无疑问。这种爱风雨无阻，也无关距离。她爱着爱洛现在的样子，当爱洛长大之后，这种爱也不会改变。玛琳菲森看着爱洛灿烂的笑容——这正是最真挚的爱啊。

玛琳菲森心中满是喜悦，她也朝爱洛笑了：“你好，小怪物。”

玛琳菲森立即向爱洛讲述了她扎到手指陷入沉睡后发生的事情。爱洛聚精会神地听着她描述为了唤醒自己三位魔法仙子如何找来王子，最后又如何失败。她甚至描绘了菲力的英勇行为。虽然她想跳过这段，但迪艾瓦一个会意的眼神，让她改了主意：之前说了这么多谎，现在也只是说出真相而已。在不久的将来，爱洛要做一个艰难的选择——是在父亲斯戴芬国王身边还是和玛琳菲森待在一起——在下决定之前她需要知道所有的真相。

玛琳菲森说完之后，爱洛一言不发。她只是点点头，慢慢坐了起来。然后在玛琳菲森的帮助下，她歪歪斜斜地站了起来。既然她醒了，她想和自己的父亲谈一谈。

她们一起走出房间，大厅里空无一人。两名守卫杳然无踪，墙壁上的灯火也被吹灭了。玛琳菲森和鸟身的迪艾瓦领着爱洛穿过一个又一个大厅，越发觉得有些害怕。他们走下了一条长而弯曲的楼梯，穿过了那些之前灼伤过玛琳菲森的铁荆棘。看着这些铁荆棘，爱洛睁大了眼睛，她之前都没发现，显然是她的父亲下令装置的。尽管爱洛没有说话，玛琳菲森知道这个女孩被吓到了。这一点也不难理解，因为这里看起来一点都不像童话故事里或美满结局中的城堡，而是一个黑暗而邪恶的地方，仇恨四处弥漫。

最后，他们来到阳台，下面便是正厅。整个正厅都处在黑暗之中，只在中央有一小片光亮。他们小心翼翼地下了楼梯，向那片光亮走去。

玛琳菲森直视前方，盯着黑暗中只能隐约看到的那两个王座。爱洛洗礼的时候，斯戴芬和他的皇后就坐在这两把椅子上面；它们也见证了玛琳菲森当初是如何施下魔咒又如何引发可怕后果的。现在它们仍然安坐在这里，一对沉默的目击者。玛琳菲森想知道，它们现在又是为了目睹什么呢？有什么是它们知道而她不知道的吗？

玛琳菲森转过身去，想看看爱洛怎么样了，但她却瞪大了双眼。爱洛不见了。她去哪了？刚刚她还在这儿的。玛琳菲森焦急地四处寻找，她叫道：“爱洛？”黑暗中她听见有人想要说话却被蒙住了嘴。玛琳菲森向声音冲去，大声叫着：“爱洛！”

玛琳菲森来到中间那片光亮处停了下来，有些迟疑。她感觉有点不对劲。她有些害怕，抬头一看，倒抽了一口冷气，一只巨大的铁网就挂在她头顶的正上方。

还没等玛琳菲森挪动，铁网就朝她落下来了。她丢开魔杖，举手想要挡住铁网，但是徒劳无功。她裸露的肌肤一碰到铁网，就传来一阵钻心的灼痛，皮肤被烫得咝咝作响。疼痛难忍的玛琳菲森跪了下来，铁网就像她的翅膀以前包裹着她那样，从背部将她盖了个严实。只不过翅膀带给她的是舒适，而铁网带来的只有痛苦。

她大口地喘着气。在斯戴芬的士兵包围她时，她只能隐约听到十几个人的脚步声。他们用长矛戳动铁网，而铁网一动，又给她的皮肤带来新的灼伤。她紧咬牙关，努力说服自己事情不会更糟了。在一片模糊的痛苦中，她听见爱洛的哭喊。

爱洛公主叫道：“别杀她！”

玛琳菲森微微抬起头，看见斯戴芬国王已经来了，他将爱洛抓在胸前。玛琳菲森已经很久没有见过斯戴芬了，她对他的巨大变化震惊不已。他塌陷下去的面颊有些潮红，肩膀也耷拉着。他曾经浓密的长发现在变得花白而稀疏，那双向下盯着玛琳菲森的眼睛充满血丝，空洞无物。

斯戴芬的手指嵌入爱洛柔弱的手臂里，脸上缓缓地露出一抹邪恶的笑容。玛琳菲森感到一丝害怕，斯戴芬已经完全迷失在仇恨之中。长久以来，他处心积虑一心想要毁掉玛琳菲森，却没有意识到他也正在伤害自己的女儿。事实上，他看起来已经对爱洛有些不耐烦了。当爱洛又一次请求他不要伤害玛琳菲森的时候，斯戴芬猛然把爱洛推倒在地，爱洛躺在地上，恐惧地抬头看着父亲，被父亲的暴力吓呆了。

玛琳菲森迫切地想要保护爱洛，不让她再承受更多的痛苦和失望，她开始在铁网下面挪动。但是没有用，铁网正灼烧着她，每一秒都在削弱她的力量。要是她还能做点什么就好了，要是还有别的什么方法能摆脱当前这可怕的困境……

接着她听见了迪艾瓦熟悉的叫声。

虽然玛琳菲森剧痛缠身，但她却笑了。她想，是的，这肯定可以，一定奏效。于是轻轻地，她念起了咒语。

魔力“嗖”的一声显现，正厅里立即狂风大作，窗帘被刮得四处乱飞。接着，斯戴芬和他的士兵眼睁睁地看着迪艾瓦开始变形：他黑色的羽毛变成了深色的鳞片，翅膀不断变长，直到大厅里已经无处可长了；他的鸟喙变成了巨大的短吻，里面布满了尖利的牙齿；他的脖子也变长了，脑袋几乎可以触到天花板，两条腿变得又长又壮且盖满了鳞片，两脚前端像刀刃一样锋利的爪子紧紧扣在石头地板里面。迪艾瓦昂首发出了一声号叫。在这群惊恐万分的士兵眼前，站着的是他们从未见过的东西，就是在摩尔森林这样充满魔力的地方，这样的东西也难以想象——迪艾瓦变成了一头巨龙。

玛琳菲森抬起头，看到惊呆了的斯戴芬后退了一步。如果不是浑身剧痛的话，看见斯戴芬这副恐惧的模样，玛琳菲森一定会笑起来。接着，玛琳菲森转头看见爱洛爬起来跑了出去，消失在通往塔楼的那条长楼梯上。玛琳菲森放心地笑了，因为不论将要发生什么事，不论斯戴芬对她做什么，或者迪艾瓦对斯戴芬做什么，爱洛都看不到了。她不必再经历那些恐惧了。她已经经历了那么多，减轻一点恐惧对爱洛而言已是至珍至贵的恩赐了。


CHAPTER 21

As Aurora made her escape, Diaval continued to wreak havoc on the Great Hall. With a swish of his tail, he knocked down a line of soldiers. He let out a roar, raining fire down on another group. As he raised his head, the two large horns that dominated his forehead smashed into one of the large chandeliers, shattering it into a thousand pieces. The broken crystal fell on the soldiers still on their feet, causing them to scream in pain.

Under the net, Maleficent stayed curled in a helpless ball, weakening every moment she spent surrounded by the iron. Her staff was too far away to reach, and without it, she felt even more powerless. After a while, she could only lie there and listen as Diaval roared. She could only lie there and do nothing as soldiers stumbled past her, trying to escape the fire-breathing dragon. She could only lie there and think, This is all my fault.


The minutes seemed to stretch on for hours, and Maleficent began to think she might never escape her iron prison. Then, through the haze of pain that continued to rack her body, Maleficent heard the sound of approaching footsteps. Unlike the hurried, frightened ones of the soldiers, these footsteps were determined, confident. She looked up, already knowing who she would see.　

Stefan was approaching, his eyes glued on Maleficent, trapped under the net. They bore into her, all traces of the feelings he had once had for her gone. For the first time, Maleficent truly saw him for the despicable man he had become. True, she knew he had changed physically—the boyish build and unlined face replaced by girth and wrinkles. And she knew he had grown colder. That was evidenced by his murdering King Henry and cutting off her wings, to name a few offenses. But before, those things had made her hate him even more. Now she felt almost sorry for him.

There was nothing left of the boy she had fallen in love with in the Moors. No hint of the playfulness that Stefan had easily displayed as they chatted beside the bogs or walked through the forest. This man before her was hard, cold, and dead inside. The years of building iron walls around his castle had had an adverse effect—they had caused him to build an iron wall around his heart. Staring into his eyes, Maleficent felt sad. Sad and frightened. For there was no telling what he would do now. Desperately, she reached for her staff again. But it was still just out of her grasp.　

Seeing her struggle, Stefan smiled cruelly. “I still regret not killing you that night,” he said harshly.　

The words cut deep and any sadness she had begun to feel for Stefan vanished in an instant. Memories of that night long before, when he had taken her heart and her wings, came flooding back. He might as well have killed her for the damage he had done. That night had set in motion a horrible chain of events. In a way, that night had made her a heartless monster just like him— until she met Aurora and things began to change. Yet she would never admit that to him. Not now. So instead, Maleficent gathered her remaining strength and said, “You were always weak.”

Stefan’s face turned red and his hand tightened around the hilt of his sword. Maleficent knew she had gone too far. But what did it matter now? The chances of her escaping were far from good. As if to prove her right, Stefan raised his heavy sword high above his head. Then, with a loud scream, he brought it down...　

Maleficent closed her eyes, waiting for the blow.

But it never came.　

Instead, there was a roar followed by a loud thud. Opening her eyes, Maleficent saw Stefan lying on the floor a few feet away, and standing above her was Diaval the dragon. She smiled at him as he lowered his long neck and gently grabbed the iron net in his teeth. Then he pulled it off Maleficent, freeing her at last.　

As soon as the net was gone, Maleficent grabbed her staff and scrambled to her feet. As the blood rushed back to her limbs, a wave of dizziness hit her, forcing her to steady herself on her staff for a moment. Taking a few deep breaths, she waited for her head to clear. Then she stood up straight. Adrenaline flooded through her as she took in the chaos around her. Soldiers were running in every direction, fearful of the giant creature in their midst. Diaval had broken nearly every chandelier in the Great Hall and his fiery breath had scorched the walls, turning them black. His giant claws had left deep gashes in the stone floor, while his long tail had taken out several large pillars near the hall’s grand entrance. Scanning the room, she saw Stefan struggling to his feet, and without hesitation, he began to charge toward her. But he didn’t make it far. Diaval stepped between them and, with another mighty roar, renewed his fight with Stefan and the soldiers.

Using the distraction, Maleficent raced toward the stairs unnoticed. She needed to find Aurora... immediately.

As Maleficent reached the top of the stairs, she turned back. She watched as Diaval hissed and snapped at the men, trying to keep them at bay. But more and more soldiers came. They had sharp weapons and he was not used to his dragon body. She saw panic in his eyes as he whipped his tail, knocking a few more men down. Then Diaval turned toward the far wall. Racing forward, he smashed through it, sending the iron plates on the other side to the ground. Through the gaping hole, Maleficent could make out one of the castle’s many towers nearby. Its rounded sides offered no footholds, so the soldiers had no way of climbing it. But Diaval’s claws could easily dig into the stone. Seeing his chance to escape, Diaval began to climb up the tower wall and disappeared from view a moment later.

Maleficent turned and frantically looked around. Where could Aurora have gone? There was a long hall to her right and another to her left. But straight ahead, slightly swaying, was a huge door. That had to be it. Racing through, Maleficent found herself in front of another set of stairs. They circled up, up, and up, leading high into the tower that at that very moment Diaval was scaling.　

Quickly, Maleficent began to climb the stairs, her heart pounding with the fear of what she might find. Aurora didn’t know the castle. She didn’t know the soldiers or the cruelty angry men were capable of expressing. She had lived her entire life protected from such things. And now she had been thrown right into the middle, witness to some of the worst acts of human nature. Maleficent ached at the thought of Aurora frightened and alone, wandering the castle halls. Her footsteps quickened, and finally, she reached the room at the top of the tower. It was empty. On the far side of the room, a door led out to a long bridge that connected the tower with the one next to it. And standing there, in the middle of the bridge, was Aurora. Sighing with relief, Maleficent ran out.

But her relief was short-lived.

From behind her, she heard a whish, and then she felt a familiar pain rack her body. Looking over her shoulder, she saw Stefan. He had a long iron whip in his hand and a crazed look in his eyes. He took a step forward, lashing the whip over and over in front of him. Raising her staff, Maleficent stood her ground. She was not going to let him defeat her, not now. Not when Aurora was so close. Narrowing her eyes in determination, Maleficent took a step forward, swinging her staff.　

The sound of iron against wood rang out on the bridge as Stefan lashed his whip repeatedly. And over and over again, Maleficent deflected the blows with her staff. They moved forward and backward, their motions a terrifying mockery of a romantic waltz. The fight took them from the bridge onto another, neither of them backing down, both of them determined to win. Maleficent forgot that Aurora was nearby. Forgot that she had come to save her. All she could think about was defeating Stefan once and for all. Making him pay for the pain he had caused her and his daughter. Her mind went blank with rage and she slammed her staff into Stefan.

They were so engrossed in their fight that neither noticed the ground beneath their feet was shaking. Nor did they notice that Diaval was still clinging to the tower, scrambling toward the roof and sending debris and iron plummeting to the ground far below. And they definitely didn’t notice that standing on a smaller bridge right underneath them was Aurora. The princess stood helplessly as broken pieces of the tower slammed into her bridge, causing it to shake violently.

And then Aurora’s bridge collapsed.　

Maleficent heard an ear-piercing scream, and her rage vanished, instantly replaced by fear. Turning, she saw Aurora falling. The girl’s arms flailed as she tried to slow her fall. But it was useless. The ground was quickly approaching. Maleficent frantically looked around for some way to help her beloved Aurora. But there was nothing she could do. Her magic wasn’t powerful enough and she didn’t have the wings to fly. And then she noticed Diaval and felt a surge of hope. The girl meant as much to him as she did to Maleficent. He was not going to let her die. As Diaval perched on the roof of the tower, his eyes were glued to Aurora. He judged the distance and then, with a mighty flap of his huge wings, launched himself from the roof and swooped down after Aurora.

Maleficent’s heart stopped as she watched Diaval’s huge black body speed down after Aurora’s small pale one. He stretched his neck, going faster and faster. Then he reached out his claws and closed them around Aurora, swooping safely back up right before they both hit the ground.　

Air flooded into Maleficent’s lungs and her heart began to beat once more as she watched the two land safely nearby. That had been too close for comfort. If Diaval had been just one second slower ...


Whish!


Maleficent let out a cry as Stefan’s iron-chain whip wrapped around her arm. Unprepared for the pain, Maleficent lost her grip on her staff. She watched helplessly as it fell over the edge of the bridge.

Seeing that she no longer had a way to defend herself, Stefan let out an evil laugh. He began to lash her. Raising her hands in front of her face, Maleficent tried to duck out of the way. But the whip kept coming. Taking a few steps back, she let out a gasp as her foot found air instead of ground. Looking over her shoulder, she saw that she was backed up against the edge of the bridge. There was nowhere left to go.　

As she turned back, her eyes met Stefan’s. So this is how it will end,
 Maleficent thought sadly, looking at the king’s evil grin. All the years of hate and battles.The walls that had been built, of iron and thorn. They had all been for naught. They had not been the things to destroy either Maleficent or Stefan. In the end, it would be a fall. A fall into nothing. Letting out a sigh, Maleficent waited for the inevitable. She watched as Stefan’s smile grew broader and broader as he waited for the inevitable, as well.　

And then his smile vanished.

Behind her, Maleficent heard a whoosh, and then she felt something she hadn’t felt in many, many years. It was a feeling of comfort, of wholeness. It was a feeling almost as strong as the love she felt for Aurora. A smile began to spread across her face as she slowly turned around.

There, hovering in the air, were her wings.　

They were as strong and beautiful as they had been on the day Stefan took them from her, and Maleficent let out a soft cry. How could this be? she wondered. Had they been there, in the castle, all along? And if they had been, how had they been released? Looking down, she saw Aurora and suddenly knew just how they had come back to her. Somehow, Aurora had found the missing piece of her. With a huge smile, Maleficent turned back to her wings and opened her arms.　

There was an earth-shattering crack and Maleficent disappeared in a magical explosion of light. When the light faded, Maleficent and her wings were one once more. With a mighty flap, she lifted herself high in the air and hovered, glorying in the moment. She had never believed this day would come. Yet it had. And now she was close to having everything she needed and wanted in the world.　

While she wanted to fly high into the air and forget the problems below while she dipped and soared on the wind, once again free to go wherever she pleased, there was one last thing to take care of.

Swooping down, she slammed Stefan with one of her powerful wings. The king was thrown back, stumbling as he tried to keep his footing. Flying forward, Maleficent held him up against the tower wall. She leaned forward, her face mere inches from Stefan’s.

“You won’t kill me,” Stefan said, trying to sound brave but failing. “I’m her father.”

For a moment, Maleficent didn’t say anything. She just stared at Stefan, struggling with herself. She had never wanted to hurt someone as much as she wanted to hurt Stefan. He deserved it. That she was sure of. Yet before he had betrayed her, Maleficent had never believed in revenge. She had never wanted to hurt anyone or anything. Stefan had changed all that the day he broke her heart. But if she killed him now, wouldn’t that be letting him get the best of her? Wouldn’t that, in a way, be letting him win? Aurora could forgive her for a lot, but would she be able to forgive her for killing her father?　

With a sigh, Maleficent released Stefan, landing and taking a step back. She waited, wondering if this act of kindness would restore anything of the man she once cared for. But instead, he said, “I want you to know that I never loved you.”

Maleficent let out a bitter laugh. “Oh, Stefan,” she replied. “You never were a good liar.”　

There was nothing left to be said or done. Maleficent turned and began to walk away. But hearing the sound of running footsteps, she whipped around just in time to see Stefan racing toward her, an iron knife gripped in his hand. A moment later, he slammed into her, and together, they fell off the bridge.　

The moonlight silhouetted their bodies as Maleficent and Stefan plummeted toward the ground. Maleficent’s wings were cupped around them, almost like an opaque hammock, preventing those below from witnessing their fight. The king struggled against the wings as he tried to stab Maleficent. In turn, she ducked and wove to elude the weapon, causing their fall to take on an erratic pattern. But while she managed to avoid the knife, she wouldn’t be able to avoid the ground, which was rapidly approaching.

As Stefan raised the knife once more, Maleficent flipped over. The sudden movement caused the king to lose his grip, and before she could grab him, Stefan fell out of her arms.

A moment later, his body hit the ground and lay there, lifeless.

Opening her wings, Maleficent slowed her fall and rose into the air. Then, seeing Stefan on the ground, she swept low and landed next to him. Bowing her head, she closed her eyes, a myriad of emotions coursing through her.　

The person lying on the ground next to her was the first person to have loved her. The first person she had loved. And for that, she felt grateful. For without any understanding of love, she could never have opened her heart to Aurora. But this person was also the first to have betrayed her and the reason she had closed her heart for so long. He had been her blessing and her curse. And now he was no more. She felt a deep sadness. But after a moment, she realized it was sadness not for her, but for Aurora. For the girl would never have the chance to know her father.　

As Maleficent raised her head, her eyes met Aurora’s. The girl stood a bit away, her face pale. But meeting Maleficent’s gaze, she nodded. And in that nod, Maleficent knew that Aurora would be fine. She would forgive Maleficent for her part in this, and she would live a happy life, surrounded by beauty, nature, and loved ones. And Maleficent would be there to guide her and protect her ... always. She had found her family once more. And it was in a kindred spirit. A human girl.
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第 21 章

爱洛离开的时候，迪艾瓦继续在正厅里发威。他尾巴一扫，一排士兵就倒了下去。他一声咆哮，一团火雨就扑向了另一群士兵。他头一顶，前额的两只长角立刻戳烂了天花板上的一个大吊灯，碎片四散，那些还没有倒下的士兵被碎裂的水晶砸中，痛苦地尖叫起来。

铁网下的玛琳菲森无助地缩成一团，在铁网的包围中，她的力量每分每秒都在衰弱。她够不着自己的魔杖，这让她感到更加无力。过了一会儿，她一动也不能动了，只能趴在那里听着迪艾瓦的怒吼。她只能趴在那里，看士兵们为躲避吐火的巨龙在自己眼前跌来撞去。她只能趴在那里想，这都是我的错
 。

短短的几分钟就好像几个小时那么长，玛琳菲森开始觉得自己根本不可能逃出这个铁牢了。在浑身剧痛中，她听见有脚步声在朝她走近。那不像士兵们慌乱受惊的脚步，这个人的脚步声坚定而自信。她抬起头，却已经知道自己即将看到的人是谁了。

斯戴芬正走过来，他的目光死死盯住困在铁网中的玛琳菲森。这双眼睛似乎刺穿了玛琳菲森，目光中丝毫没有曾经的爱意。玛琳菲森第一次真正看清楚了他的模样，他已经变成了一个那么卑鄙的人。的确，他在外形上是有所变化——稚气光滑的脸庞现在长满了横纹和褶皱。他的心也变了，他变得越来越冷酷，他谋杀了亨利国王，砍下了她的翅膀，随便就能列举一堆他的罪行。要在以前，她会因为这些而更加仇恨斯戴芬，但现在，她几乎为他感到悲哀。

曾经在摩尔森林让她陷入爱河的男孩早已不在。更别提昔日他们一起沿着沼泽漫步，一起穿越森林时他们的欢声笑语。眼前的男人冷酷无情，心如死灰。他经年累月地为城堡建造铁壁，反而也让他用钢铁把自己的心包裹了起来。玛琳菲森看着他的眼睛，她感到很悲伤。既悲伤又恐惧，因为她不知道这样一个人会做出什么事来。她不顾一切，想要抓住自己的魔杖，但她还是够不着。

斯戴芬看着玛琳菲森的挣扎，冷酷地笑了。他无情地说：“我还在后悔那天晚上没有杀了你。”

这些话太残酷了。玛琳菲森刚刚还在为斯戴芬感到悲伤，但现在这种感情瞬间消失了。记忆如潮水一般涌来，很久之前的那天晚上他偷走了她的心和她的翅膀。在他的伤害下，她也许已经死去。那晚发生的一切是后续这些悲惨事件的导火索。在某种程度上，那晚的经历让玛琳菲森变成了和斯戴芬一样无情无义的怪物——直到她和爱洛相遇，才开始改变。但是她绝不会向他说这些事，至少现在不会。所以玛琳菲森用尽所有力气说道：“你总是这么软弱无能。”

斯戴芬脸色通红，抓紧了剑柄。玛琳菲森知道自己刺激到他了，可那又怎样？反正她也逃不掉了。似乎她的想法被验证了，斯戴芬将那把重剑举过头顶，大叫一声，狠狠地刺了下去……

玛琳菲森闭上眼睛，等待着那一剑。

但是什么都没有发生。

她只听见一声大吼，还有物体重重坠地的声音。玛琳菲森睁开双眼，看见斯戴芬躺在几英尺开外，而巨龙迪艾瓦正站在自己身旁。迪艾瓦弯下长颈，将铁网轻轻衔起，玛琳菲森对他笑了。他掀开了铁网，救出了玛琳菲森。

铁网一掀开，玛琳菲森就抓起魔杖，挣扎着站了起来。血液重新流向四肢，她感觉有些晕眩，不得不扶着魔杖站立一会儿，稳住自己。她深吸了几口气，等待头脑恢复清醒。然后她站直了，周围的混乱让她更加兴奋。士兵们对他们中的这个巨形生物恐惧不已，四处奔逃。迪艾瓦几乎把正厅里的每一个大吊灯都打碎了，他喷出的火焰将墙壁烧成了黑色；他巨大的爪子在石头地板上留下深深的沟壑，而他的尾巴扫断了大厅入口处的好几根柱子。玛琳菲森扫视了一圈，发现斯戴芬挣扎着爬了起来，不假思索地冲向自己。但他冲不了多远，因为迪艾瓦站在他们中间，他一声狂吼，继续和斯戴芬还有他的士兵们战斗。

趁斯戴芬注意力被分散的工夫，玛琳菲森悄悄冲向了楼梯。她要找到爱洛……立刻找到她。

玛琳菲森爬上楼梯顶端，回头看了看。她看见迪艾瓦正在冲士兵们怒吼、抓咬，试图拖住他们。但是越来越多的士兵加入战斗，他们带着锋利的武器，而迪艾瓦还没有完全适应巨龙的身体。迪艾瓦又用尾巴扫倒了一群士兵，但玛琳菲森在他的眼睛里看到了慌乱。这时迪艾瓦向远处的一面墙冲过去，他撞破了那堵墙，铁片纷纷落到外面的地上。透过墙上的大洞，玛琳菲森看到外面有一座塔楼就在附近，城堡中有很多这样的塔楼，其弧形的墙体没有落脚之处，士兵们难以攀爬，但迪艾瓦可以轻易地将爪子嵌进石头里。一看到有逃跑的机会，迪艾瓦就爬上了塔楼，不一会儿就消失在视野中。

玛琳菲森转过身，焦急地四处寻找。爱洛去哪了呢？在她的左边和右边各有一个长长的走廊，但是她的正前方有一扇微微摇晃的大门。应该是那扇门。玛琳菲森跑了进去，发现里面还有一条楼梯。楼梯盘旋着向上，向上，再向上，直通塔顶，而此时此刻迪艾瓦也在攀爬这座塔楼。

玛琳菲森飞快地向上爬着楼梯，她的心怦怦直跳，充满恐惧。爱洛不了解这座城堡，她也不了解这些士兵，不了解这群愤怒的人们会做出怎样残酷的事来。爱洛从出生起就被保护起来，以避免受到这类事件的伤害，但现在她却忽然被卷入其中，目睹了人类天性中最丑陋的一面。玛琳菲森一想到爱洛现在很可能孤身一人，惊慌失措地在城堡内徘徊，她就觉得心如刀绞。她加快了脚步，最终到达了塔顶的屋子。里面空空如也，屋子远处的另一边是一扇敞开的门，门后有一座连接着旁边塔楼的桥，爱洛正站在桥中间。玛琳菲森轻舒了口气，冲了出去。

但是她的轻松转瞬即逝。

她身后传来“嗖”的一声，接着她感到一阵熟悉的剧痛袭来。她转头一看，斯戴芬手里握着一条长长的铁鞭，眼神中充满了疯狂。他向前迈了一步，不停地抽打鞭子。玛琳菲森站在原地举起了魔杖，这次她不能再被他击败了。爱洛就在不远处，所以就更不能失败。玛琳菲森眯起眼睛，下定决心，向前迈了一步，挥舞着魔杖。

斯戴芬每挥动一次铁鞭，桥上就响起铁器撞击木头的声音，玛琳菲森则用魔杖一一挡住他的攻势。他们你进我退，你退我打，看起来倒像是在跳一曲令人胆战心惊的华尔兹。他们从这一座桥跳到那一座桥，谁都不肯后退，谁都想志在必得。玛琳菲森已经忘了爱洛就在一旁，也忘了自己是来救她的。现在她满脑子都是打败斯戴芬，彻底地打败他，让他为曾经伤害了自己和他的女儿付出应有的代价。玛琳菲森被愤怒冲昏了头脑，她将魔杖狠狠地挥向斯戴芬。

他们一心在决斗上，谁都没有注意到脚下的桥开始颤抖。他们也没有看到迪艾瓦还在塔楼上，正朝塔顶爬去，使得岩石碎片和铁块从高处狠狠地砸向地面。他们更没有注意爱洛就站在正下方的一座小桥上。塔楼碎片重重地砸在桥面上，桥体摇晃地更加剧烈，而爱洛正无助地站在上面。

然后，爱洛所在的桥倒塌了。

玛琳菲森听见一声刺耳的尖叫，她的怒火立刻消失得无影无踪，取而代之的是深深的恐惧。她转身一看，爱洛从桥上掉了下去。女孩的双手胡乱摆动，试图延缓坠落，但是徒劳无功。眼看着爱洛就要摔在地上了，玛琳菲森疯一般地看向四周，想着法子去救她心爱的爱洛。但她什么也做不了。她的魔力没有那么强大，没有翅膀她也不能飞。忽然她看到了迪艾瓦，心中涌上了一线希望。这个女孩在迪艾瓦的心中就像在玛琳菲森的心中一样重要，他不会让爱洛就这么死去的。停在塔顶的迪艾瓦一直盯着爱洛，他判断了一下距离，拍了拍巨大的翅膀，从屋顶飞下，向着爱洛俯冲而去。

当玛琳菲森看到巨大黝黑的迪艾瓦加速向下，去接瘦小苍白的爱洛时，她的心脏都快要停止跳动了。迪艾瓦伸长脖子，飞得越来越快。最终他伸出爪子捧住爱洛，在撞到地面的前一秒双双安全地飞了起来。

看到爱洛和迪艾瓦安全地降落在附近，玛琳菲森又恢复了呼吸，她的心脏也恢复了跳动。简直太险了！如果迪艾瓦晚了一秒的话……


“嗖”的一声！


斯戴芬的铁鞭一下缠住了玛琳菲森的手臂。这一击让玛琳菲森猝不及防，她失手放开了魔杖，绝望地看着魔杖落到了桥下。

斯戴芬看到玛琳菲森再也无法自卫，邪恶地狂笑起来。他开始抽打她。玛琳菲森将手挡在脸前，试图躲开，但是鞭子还是不停地抽过来。她倒退了几步，直到一只脚踩空，她惊得倒吸一口冷气。回头一看，她正贴着桥边，已经没有退路了。

她转过身，与斯戴芬四目相对。玛琳菲森看着他邪恶的大笑，悲伤地想着，这就是我的结局吧
 。多年的仇恨和战争，建造的铁壁和荆棘墙，都是无用功，它们都无法伤害玛琳菲森或斯戴芬。最终是一场坠落作为了结，一了百了。玛琳菲森叹了一口气，等着那无法逃避的最后一刻。她看到斯戴芬笑得愈加猖狂了，他也在等着那一刻。

然后，他的狂笑忽然消失了。

玛琳菲森听见身后“呼”的一声，接着，她感到一种多年以来都不曾有过的感觉。这是一种舒适之感，一种完满之感。这种感觉几乎就像自己对爱洛的爱一样强烈，她缓缓转身，微笑在脸上绽放。

半空中悬停着的，是她的翅膀。

它们还是那样的美丽，那样的强壮，和斯戴芬那天从她身上取走时一样。玛琳菲森轻声哭了出来。这怎么可能呢？她不得其解。它们一直都在城堡里吗？如果是那样，又是谁将翅膀放了出来？她低头看见了爱洛，突然明白了是谁帮助自己找回了翅膀。从某种程度上说，爱洛找回了那个丢失的自己。玛琳菲森笑得很开心，她转向翅膀，张开了双臂。

空中响起了一声惊天动地的巨响，玛琳菲森消失在魔力爆发的光芒中。当光芒黯淡下来，玛琳菲森和她的翅膀又重新合为一体了。她用力扇了一下翅膀，冲向天际，在空中翱翔，欣喜不已。她从没想过这一天会到来。但它来了。现在她近乎拥有了这世上自己想要的一切。

尽管她想在高空飞舞，在云端起伏，尽管她想抛离下面一切的烦恼，尽管她再次获得自由，可以想去哪就去哪，但还有最后一件事没有办完。

玛琳菲森向斯戴芬俯冲过去，她用一只翅膀狠狠地扇了斯戴芬一下，将他扫得后退了好几步，勉强才能站稳身体。玛琳菲森向前飞去，将他逼到塔楼的墙边，她身体前倾，两人的脸之间只有几英寸的距离。

斯戴芬强装镇定，说道：“你不会杀我的，我是她的父亲。”

好一会儿，玛琳菲森一言不发，她只是盯着斯戴芬，内心充满了矛盾。她从未像想伤害斯戴芬这般想过要伤害别人。她很确定，他活该。然而在斯戴芬背叛她之前，玛琳菲森从来不认为复仇是对的；她从来没有想过要伤害任何人或物。斯戴芬让她彻底心碎的那天，一切都改变了。但如果现在自己杀了他，不正是让他控制了自己吗？从某种角度看，这和他赢了又有什么区别？爱洛已经原谅了她很多事情，但如果杀了她的父亲，她还会原谅自己吗？

玛琳菲森叹了一口气，松开斯戴芬。她落到地上，后退了一步。她在等待，看她的善举能否让国王重获良知。但是他却说：“我想你知道一件事，那就是我从没有爱过你。”

玛琳菲森苦笑一声，她回答道：“哦，斯戴芬，你一直都不会 撒谎。”

事情了结了。玛琳菲森转身准备离开。但是她忽然听见背后有奔跑的脚步声，她猛然转身，只见斯戴芬握着一把铁制匕首向她冲了过来。片刻之后，他撞到了她，两人一起从桥上掉了下去。

月光勾勒出正在坠落的两人的轮廓，玛琳菲森的翅膀包裹着两个人，就好像一张密不透光的吊床，这样在下面的其他人就无法看见翅膀内打斗的情景。国王挣扎着想要冲出翅膀，他试图刺中玛琳菲森，但玛琳菲森不停地躲闪着武器，这让两人下落的时候一路上东倒西歪。然而就算她躲过了国王的匕首，也躲不过摔死，因为他们正迅速逼近地面。

斯戴芬又一次举起匕首，玛琳菲森翻身逃开，这突然的动作让他一下没能抓住玛琳菲森，而玛琳菲森也已经来不及抓住他了。斯戴芬从她的手臂处落下。

不一会，他砸在地上，躺在那里，死了。

玛琳菲森张开翅膀，放慢了下落的速度，再次飞到空中。然后她看见了地上的斯戴芬，又降落到他身旁，低下头，闭上双眼，心中百味杂陈。

她身边躺着的是第一个爱过她的人，也是她第一个爱过的人。她很感激这一点。如果没有懂得过爱，她就不可能向爱洛敞开心扉。但是这个人也是第一个背叛她的人，是他让她的心冰封了很久。他是上天对她的恩惠，也是给她的诅咒。而现在，他什么也不是了。她感到一股深切的悲痛。但不一会儿，她就知道她不是为自己而是在为爱洛伤心，因为爱洛再也没有机会去了解自己的父亲了。

玛琳菲森抬起头，和爱洛四目相交。爱洛站在稍远的地方，脸色苍白，但是看到玛琳菲森的注视后，她点了点头。玛琳菲森知道爱洛会没事的，她会原谅自己的所作所为，她会在美好的自然、永恒的美丽还有亲人的陪伴下快乐地生活。玛琳菲森会引导她，保护她……直到永远。玛琳菲森又一次找到了家人。一个和自己志趣相投的人。一个人类的女孩。
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CHAPTER 22

The Moors were abuzz with excitement. The wallerbogs burbled and gurgled more mud. The dew faeries flew from leaf to leaf, leaving sparkling water shining like diamonds in their wake. In the streams, the water faeries preened more than usual. The rest of the Fair Folk headed straight for the Faerie Mound. Today was the big day, and they did not want to miss anything.　

Maleficent stood in front of the throne on the Mound, smiling at the familiar faces around her. Diaval stood at her side. A rustle in the brush alerted them that their guest of honor had arrived. Maleficent turned her head to see Aurora striding toward the Mound, a halo of sunlit hair glowing around her face. The flowers bloomed excitedly as Aurora passed them, and the hovering sparrows chirped happily. She stopped in front of Maleficent, grinning at her faerie godmother. Maleficent’s eyes welled with proud tears.　

“Oh, there she is! Hurry up! They’re waiting!” Knotgrass’s shrill voice came from the other side of the Mound. The crowd turned to see Knotgrass and Flittle zigzagging toward them with a gleaming crown in tow.

“Wait for me!” Thistlewit called, trailing behind them.

As soon as the three pixies reached Maleficent and Aurora, they paused midair, gasping dramatically to catch their breath. Maleficent restrained herself from rolling her eyes. Finally, Knotgrass spoke.

“We present this crown to our little Aurora, for whom we have sacrificed the best years of our—” She coughed, stopping her speech as soon as she saw the glare Maleficent was giving her.　

Maleficent knew it was time to take matters in her own hands. Never send a pixie to do a faerie godmother’s job
 , she thought, taking the crown from Knotgrass. Then, ever so gently, she placed it upon Aurora’s head.

“You have your queen,” Maleficent announced to the crowd. A joyous cheer erupted. Maleficent watched Aurora smile warmly, a smile that only grew as she saw Phillip approach the throne. Maleficent watched as Aurora greeted the border guards, shaking their wooden hands, officially forming a new allegiance. It was all Maleficent’s parents had wanted—peace and harmony. The scene overwhelmed Maleficent.

Aurora would make a great and noble queen. One to unite the lands and bring the humans and Fair Folk together.

But, as many thought whenever they saw the graceful figure soaring through the air, it took a great hero and a terrible villain to make it all come about. And her name was Maleficent.
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第 22 章

整个摩尔森林都沉浸在兴奋中。沃泥伯格不断咕噜咕噜说着话，吐着更多的泥浆，露珠精灵在树叶间穿梭，处处留下了像钻石一样闪耀的水珠。而在溪流里，水精灵打扮得比以往更漂亮，其他精灵族都忙着赶往精灵丘。今天是个重要的日子，他们可不想错过。

玛琳菲森站在精灵丘的王座前，对周围的熟面孔露出了笑容。迪艾瓦站在一旁。灌木丛中一阵窸窣，他们的荣誉嘉宾来了。玛琳菲森转头看到爱洛正大步向着精灵丘走来，她脸侧的头发在日光的照耀下散发着迷人的光晕。爱洛所到之处，花儿在她身旁热情地绽放，麻雀盘旋着发出快乐的啁啾。爱洛在玛琳菲森面前停住了脚步，朝她的仙女教母会心地微笑，玛琳菲森的眼睛里也溢满了骄傲的泪花。

精灵丘的另一面传来了红叶仙子的尖叫声：“她在这呢！快一点！他们在等着呢！”大家转过身，看见红叶仙子和蓝果仙子拖着一顶闪亮的王冠，摇摇晃晃地飞了过来。

绿蕨仙子跟在后面喊道：“等我一下！”

三个魔法仙子飞到玛琳菲森和爱洛面前，停在半空中，喘着粗气。玛琳菲森尽量忍住翻白眼的冲动。过去了好一会儿，红叶仙子才说道：

“我们向小爱洛献上这顶王冠，为了你，我们耗尽了自己一生中最好的——”她咳嗽了一声，没继续说下去，因为她发现玛琳菲森正瞪着她。

玛琳菲森知道现在该自己出场了。绝对不要让魔法仙子去做仙女教母的活
 ，她一边从红叶仙子手中接过王冠一边这样想着。然后她轻轻地为爱洛戴好。

玛琳菲森向大家宣布道：“这就是你们的女王。”精灵们爆发出喜悦的欢呼。玛琳菲森看到爱洛温暖地微笑着，而当菲力向王座走来的时候，爱洛笑得更开心了。玛琳菲森看见，爱洛和边境守卫打了招呼，握了握他们的木头手，算是正式行过了君臣之礼。这一切正是玛琳菲森的父母所期望看到的——和平与和谐。此情此景让玛琳菲森动容不已。

爱洛会成为一位伟大而高贵的女王，她会统一这片土地，让人类和精灵族友好地生活在一起。

不过，每当人们看见一个优雅的身影在空中翱翔，就会想到这整个故事都是因她而起，她既是一个伟大的英雄又是一个可怕的坏蛋。她的名字就是玛琳菲森。
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