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Listen: there really was a king, and a room filled with straw, and a man called 

Rumpelstiltskin  (though he was always Rum to me) who got me out of a bind.  And the king 

really did see spun gold in the morning when he returned to my attic prison, and I, the poor 

daughter of a miller, really was offered a crown and all the wealth of the kingdom because of 

it. 

But the rest of it was just spin.   

All the men in my life – bar the one – have been the worst sort of let-downs.  My own 

father, overexcited at his once-in-a-lifetime trip to court, became so boneless in the presence 

of royalty that, flailing, he told the king that I could spin straw into gold.  He really has 

become a terrible liability.  I think he was referring to a particularly well spun batch of flax 

that I wove and dyed into fine yellow linen for a lady that had passed through the month 

before.  I am well known for my skills in such. 

And so it was, as I’m sure you know, that I ended up being thrown into a dusty attic 

cell, devoid of anything but a spinning wheel and a sheaf of straw.  The king informed me 

that if I hadn’t demonstrated my skill by morning I would be executed.  And then he left.  

What a catch, you may be thinking.  I certainly wasn’t. 

There has been some stuff written about weeping and wailing, but believe me, I 

wasn’t leaking in the slightest: I was livid.  And, just before I started in on giving the 

spinning wheel a good hiding, Rum appeared.  He came up through the floorboards in the 

middle of the room, elven and tall and the most beautiful man I’d ever seen in my life.  I 



knew, just like that, as he insinuated himself out of the floor and dusted himself off, that here 

was someone who wouldn’t be a let-down.   

“You’re the girl who can spin straw into gold?” he said, a smile playing at the edges 

of his mouth. 

“That’s me,” I replied.  “I can also raise the dead, freeze fire and transform into a bat 

at will.  And did I mention I can belch the national anthem?  That last one’s true, by the 

way.” 

“Rum,” the man said, hitching a thumb at his chest.  He then turned and righted the 

spinning wheel.  “Going to need this,” he said.   

“What for?  And where did you come from, anyway?” 

“Oh, I know all the secret ways and unseen places within these walls,” he said.  He 

was pulling the sheaf of straw into messy strands and piles.  “I was born here.  Sort of.”  A 

grin.  God, he was lovely.  “And we’ll need the spinning wheel for effect.” 

And then he told me what to do. 

And the next morning, the king came, and as he stepped into the room, I said the 

words that Rum had whispered to me, and I saw the dismayed anger that had begun to bloom 

in His Majesty’s eyes wither and die, and in its place wonder and greed blossomed.  And he 

looked at the limp straw and saw instead mounds of glistening gold, and when he turned to 

me I saw that same wonder and greed in his regard, but desire too, and I felt cold. 

“More straw shall be bought you.  Spin this into gold also, and you shall be my wife.  

If you fail, you shall die.” 

The next evening a gaoler brought me some thin soup, and two fresh sheaves of straw.  

He looked at me strangely, but didn’t say a word.  For, after all, who would dare to contradict 

the king’s own eyes?  And I, all the while, simmered: for what sort of a person would accept 

the hand, by choice, of a man such as this king was?  



 I raged at Rum when he appeared through the floorboards again that night.  And he 

soothed me, and touched my face, and told me the words to say the next day, but did not 

leave when he should have.  And we woke, entwined, to a mote-filled dawn and the sound of 

a bolt being drawn.  Springing up, I could not get the words I needed to say out in time, and 

the king blanched in rage when he saw not just the straw, untransformed, but Rum, too, 

crumpled in a nest of it and rising unhurriedly to his feet.  Bleak realisation dawned, the 

hypnotic suggestion shattered to shards, and he understood that he had been tricked. 

“I would have given you a crown!” he shrieked.  “The riches of a kingdom!” 

“You’re a fool!” I shouted back.  “You don’t even know my name!” 

“Is it ungrateful pox-ridden wench?” he said, quiet now, deadly.  He took a step 

towards me.  A jewelled dagger flashed into his hand. 

“That’s not my name,” I said. 

Is it “Ill be-gotten spawn of a scum-bound peasant?”  Another step. 

“That’s not my name.” 

“Is it……”  And with that his stepping foot found a rotten run of floorboards and he 

sank, gibbering, to his waist amid monstrous splinters of wood.  Blood ran. 

“Actually, it’s Carys.”  I said.   

And Rum and I left the attic room, with the king cursing and crying behind us, and 

fled the palace.  And we were never seen by any of that awful lot again. 

But the storytellers were right about one thing: the first born of my children belonged 

to Rum.  As did all those that followed. 

 

END 


