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Chapter One 

	 

	Once upon a time there lived a beautiful princess in the Kingdom of Zoryz. When I say she was beautiful, well, yes, she was but that which made her most beautiful, was not the colour of her hair or the softness of her skin, for indeed her hair was like the gold of a prized chalice, and her skin smelt and felt like rose petals. These things she had in abundance, but it was more than that which made her beautiful; she had the most remarkably pure heart. Her heart was so pure that she could not think a bad thought about anybody, even if they were being mean to her, she just couldn't see any malice. And so, this is how she lived, in an idyllic existence in which nothing bad ever happened because she believed that everybody was good, just like her. Of course, it was easy for everybody to love her, for she always spoke softly and kindly, and she would give a smile so illuminating that those who received it found that its brightness radiated happiness all day long. Although most people, it was true, had nothing but love to show the princess, there were one or two, not many, that were determined to make her suffer and make her life a misery. They did so by heaping every sort of humiliation upon her that they could muster. These were people that enjoyed being miserable, as they were mean people and didn’t like anybody else being happy, but there are always one or two that want to spoil it for others, don’t you agree? So, this is the story of the Princess from the Kingdom of Zoryz; the story of Georgiana. 

	She had two wonderful companions, for all princesses must have Companions, but these two girls were special companions. They were called Primera and Segunda and were known as ‘The Twins’. If there was one sadness that Georgiana had, it was about the fact that her mother died when she was very young. Georgiana didn’t remember her mother, so the rare visit of melancholy she experienced, was when she thought of the mother of which she had no memory, not one of hugs, not one of a kiss good night, nor one of being read a bedtime story. It was something that used to perplex her because she pondered on how she missed something she had never known. This is how The Twins had come to be her constant companions, for they never liked to see their wonderful princess downcast, and the King had told them that one day, Georgiana would be Queen, and it is important that a Queen should have had a happy childhood. Could ‘The Twins’, this is the name they liked to be known by, possibly help, he asked kindly of them. They enthusiastically agreed to be Georgiana’s friends, and it worked well for them; they found Georgiana’s company better than that of any other.  

	Previously, the King in his wisdom, had consulted with the Senate (that's the place where a group of knowledgeable men and women make the rules so that there would be harmony in the kingdom). His wish was that the rule of inheritance be changed, for in Zoryz only a prince could accede to the kingly throne. The King, having only one child and a daughter at that, knew that Georgiana would make a wonderful ruler, she was fair and just, the qualities that he himself held dear to his heart. It was a brave decision, for he made the declaration that in the future it would only be princesses that would take the throne and not princes. The law was passed, so that after his death, the Kingdom of Zoryz would only know Queens as their royal rulers.  

	This is how Georgiana grew up, knowing that one day she would be Queen, but that did not stop her having lots of sunny day memories, playing, laughing and chattering together with her trusted companions, ‘The Twins’. With their brown skins and dark looks, very different from the pale skinned and blonde Georgiana, they were not identical and each had different personalities. Primera, the firstborn was more serious than her sister Segunda, but both were of cheerful dispositions that delighted their Princess, and both of them enjoyed accompanying her on their many adventures.  

	Many a time The Twins would save Georgiana from falling out of a tree, or bumping into something, knocking something over or scraping her knees, “rumbustious princess”, they would say, and they were the most trusted of companions. They even forgave Georgiana her one but only fault, that being that she was a little bit spoilt. Her father, the good and wise King Aloysius just couldn't help giving her everything she wanted. Almost anything, anyway, for he would never give her anything that would harm her, and to be fair, Georgiana understood the difference. He also knew her heart and understood that she could never make anything bad out of having too much. It was just that it was so hard to say 'no' to Georgiana. She would always smile and make her requests in the most endearing way. 

	One day, the King called his favoured child for what he called a ‘grown up' talk, and indeed by this time Georgiana had grown into an enchanting and becoming young woman.  

	"My dear" he said, "have you any thoughts about who you might marry?"  

	"Yes, I do father, Georgiana replied. I think I might like to marry Prince Rupert".  

	The King paused before he answered.  

	"Oh yes, that's the young man you met at the ball in the summer, after the tennis tournament, I seem to recall. He lives in the Little Kingdom, I believe.  

	"Yes, that's right father, he is so very handsome that I think he will make me a very good husband".  

	"But", replied the King, "there is more to consider before you marry, than just your husband being handsome, I mean”, blustered on the King, "how much will he love you, and my dear daughter, will he hold precious your delicate, pure heart. After all, I only want for your happiness".  

	"Oh, father, you really do worry too much. Of course, Rupert will love me, and I love him. I mean, have you seen how he can dance, and when he sings all the crowds gather round to listen, he has such a melodious voice! And when he plays tennis, he really is very talented, so I really am the luckiest of princesses".  

	And so, it was, that the old King gave a sigh, but he did not say any more, for he could not tell his beloved daughter that he was convinced that she was wrong. His worry was that he found Prince Rupert only capable of loving himself and that he showed no evidence of being able to love anyone else. He added the word ‘yet’ into his thoughts, for after all Prince Rupert was also young. He may learn to love when he was older of course, but right now he would not provide the steady hand and support that his daughter would need, especially when she became queen. He wanted to say all this and more to Georgiana, but as you and I know, he could not say “no” to his daughter, he could not say, “no, you are wrong” like he very much wanted to. All he could do was to be there if she ever needed his shoulder upon which to cry, and to minimize any danger that she might encounter.  And so, it came to pass that Princess Georgiana was betrothed to Prince Rupert. Together they made a promise that they would marry at Christmas, in seven months’ time. There was much to do of course, dresses to try on, flowers to grow, invitations to be written. One hot day in June, Georgiana was rather tired of writing, planting and definitely too hot to try on another dress, so she called to Primera and Segunda.  

	“Let’s go for a long walk”, she suggested, “and take a picnic like we used to do, when we were younger” she continued.  

	“Oh, that sounds exciting”, said Primera.  

	They also took their swimming costumes hoping that it would be warm enough to swim in the lake. The Twins were thrilled, it would be just like old times, and a great opportunity to have their beloved princess all to themselves for a day. Secretly they didn't like Prince Rupert and they certainly didn't think he would make a very good husband for Georgiana. They wished they could find a way to tell her their opinion, but how do you tell a beautiful princess that her dream is a nightmare waiting to happen? The day was glorious, the sun softly kissed their skin, but did not burn them, and there was the sweet smell of all the herbs and flowers wafting their unique fragrance into the balmy air. The birds were singing, the grass swayed in a gentle breeze. As the three girls walked and talked, all the animals of the kingdom could hear their chatter and came to know what a wonderful day they were having and how happy they all were with each other’s company.  

	The lake was found beyond the sloping meadow, the place where The Twins laid out the picnic under the large, billowing, willow tree. There were scrumptious foods of roast beef and stuffed tomatoes, cucumber slices and honey flavoured yoghurts. The Twins thought they had better lay out the food because Georgiana was a little bit clumsy at this sort of thing. They also knew that after their swim Georgiana would be very hungry! “Race you into the lake” called Georgiana unexpectedly but predictably, and of course she won. They plunged in the sapphire blue water, making just small ripples in its glass like surface. How deliciously cool they felt as they immersed themselves, laughing and yelling with unbridled fun. They practiced pirouettes, and tried to dance, ending up in fits of giggles, and eventually did some serious swimming which left them breathless and looking forward to lunch.  

	With full tummies and tired legs, they laid back into the soft grass and dozed in a warm, summer haze. A little while later Georgiana awoke, the birds had suddenly developed a loud chatter, and it had disturbed her sweet slumber. Her eyes saw, first of all, the milky blue sky and drooping green tendrils from the willow tree. Then she was startled by seeing that there was a young man sitting on the knotty bough of the fallen beech tree. He possessed a quiet demeanour, but who was this stranger? He had black, curly hair which she saw a lot of, as his head was bent over a notepad, and he was feverishly making marks on it with his pencil. He also had a sextant and with that he was somewhat distracted by the sun. She had never seen him before, and she thought that she knew everybody on Zoryz. Still, he seemed friendly enough when she noticed that he was not alone, there was another young man with him. The first young man was interesting, Georgiana thought, but this other young man was gorgeous. There was something about his pose that made him captivating in her eyes. He had a shock of thick, blue-black hair that fell over his dark eyes. He stood tall with poise and grace that spoke of confidence. He must have felt that he was being watched because he looked up to see Georgiana had focused on him, and responding to the intensity of her gaze, he reacted by giving a wide, languorous smile. It was the most natural thing in the world for Georgiana to call out and say,  

	“Why don't you join us?"  

	So it was, that Omar, and his friend Mervyn, who Georgiana later found out was affectionately referred to as ‘The Imp’ by Omar, spent the most pleasant of afternoons with all three young ladies. Primera and Segunda soon awoke from their slumber when they heard the deep voices of the boys. They too were surprised that they had attracted company, but the boys’ natural disposition of charm and easy manner of speaking made it easy to talk to them both. They all swapped stories and Mervyn had such a sense of fun that he kept everyone in stitches of laughter most of the time. Omar was a little more serious, or perhaps one could say a little quieter. At one-point Georgiana looked up and met his eyes. She looked dreamily into them, the colour of melted chocolate, enhanced by his nutmeg brown skin. He appeared embarrassed and looked away, and Georgiana realised she had been staring. He was beautifully handsome and there was something of the ‘Arabian Nights’ about him, some stories that Georgiana had once read; something mysterious in his countenance that was magnetically drawing her to him. There was a timeless feeling of certainty that she would be with this person for ever more, and which surprised her because she knew that she wanted just that. It was an unrecognised and undiscovered feeling; she had never felt like this about Prince Rupert. How could she be thinking such a thing when she was about to marry another? Confused about her feelings she asked herself the question, could she be in love with Prince Rupert when this stranger had so easily walked into her heart? This perturbing question kept swimming around in her head, making her quite dizzy. Somebody, Georgiana was not sure who, suggested that they take a stroll along the river. It seemed the most ordinary thing for Georgiana to clasp Omar's arm as they walked along. As she did so she felt the warmth of his body which only made her want to draw closer to this mesmerising boy. In fact it made her feel that she never wanted to leave him.  

	 

	The heat of the day was leaving as the sun was setting, and Georgiana began to shiver. Gallantly, Omar offered her his jacket, which she noticed was made from the finest linen, delicate against her skin so that it felt like satin. As he helped to put it around her shoulders, the last rays of the setting sun were the colour of a shimmering oyster shell. A reflection of a pale glow fell onto Georgiana’s face, and as it did so, some sudden elation soared in her heart, a feeling of utter contentment, and more than that, sublime happiness. Now, she recognised that she had definitely not felt like this before, this handsome stranger had ensnared her heart. The truth of the matter was becoming clear, that her heart had never been given to Prince Rupert in the first place. Suddenly, as the memory of the words spoken by her father came flooding back to her, Georgiana realised that she didn't love Prince Rupert at all. A stillness had fallen between herself and Omar, so much so that Georgiana wondered if he had been reading her thoughts and understood their gravity. He turned towards Georgiana, quite deliberately now, making sure he had all of her attention. They had walked a little distance from the others, and so were quite alone. He cupped her face in his hands, she was so beautiful as she looked back at him. He noticed these things, the fringe that framed her face, the freckles on her nose, the smile that lit a thousand lanterns, the colour of her hair like the gold of a prized chalice. Most of all, he had been beguiled by her personality. He noticed how easy it would be for everybody to love her, for she always spoke softly with pleasant words and her smile was so illuminating, it really was. He could imagine that those who received it found that its brightness radiated happiness with them all day long.  

	“I have two questions for you, I hope you don’t mind me asking them?” 

	“Your wish is my command”, giggled Georgiana, for this was truly the stuff of fairy tales.  

	“Number one, may I call you ‘Freckles’? As you can tell, I am rather fond of nicknames, having given Mervyn the name of ‘Imp’.  

	She felt dreamy in this strange ambience of being alone with this handsome stranger, someone with whom, it was evident, she wanted to be more than just friends as their bodies drew ever closer together. She nodded her approval of this nickname, for her mouth had become quite dry. She was also eager for the next question to be asked, but when he did so it came as quite a shock, for he said, 

	“May I kiss you?”  

	Georgiana surprised herself for she gave an immediate response and her acquiescence was the softest croon as his arms came around her and she folded herself into his accommodating embrace. The kiss he gave to her lips was the gentlest, most tender kiss that he had ever given anyone, and indeed that Georgiana had ever received. He took both her hands in his and looking at her steadily, said, “I say this truly. You are the princess that I have been looking for all of my life, please, please come away with me now. Will you trust me and walk away with me, right here and now?" This time he bent down, for he was much taller than Georgiana, and gave a tender kiss on her cheek and then brushed it lightly with his fingers. Omar noticed that her skin felt and smelt like rose petals. He then said, “So that is my unaccounted for but third question, and I can assure you, my final question, for I shall not ask again”. 

	Georgiana seemed to awaken from a dream. This was that moment that all her reveries slipped away, like a waterfall into a dark, unseen, chasm. This moment was going to be the one that Georgiana knew would be the beginning of the end, for how could she go with Omar? How could Princess Georgiana, pure of heart, honest, loving and obedient to her father, break a promise of her engagement to Prince Rupert? The disappointment, the shame that it would bring to her father and all the subjects of his kingdom. What's more, how could this wonderful man, delectable, captivating, mysterious and whom she instinctively knew to be true and possessing as good a heart as her own, love her when he learnt that she had broken such a solemn promise? If she did this, walk away with him, right now, from here, from her present and into his future, how could he ever trust her knowing that she had broken an engagement? He would learn that she broke her pledge to be married, a time-honoured oath. Georgiana was now on the edge of time, time that she knew she could not stop but would go rolling onwards with or without them. If only she could let herself run away with Omar, for they would make a wonderful couple. She could hear the people of her Kingdom chanting, ‘Omar and Georgiana’; their very love together would be so magnificent that people would automatically be cheered by the existence of such a love. ‘Just imagine how wonderful that would be’! said her voice of temptation. Oh, how she regretted ever meeting Rupert! If only she hadn’t, for right now she would be free to go wherever Omar wanted to take her. Her brow bore the deep lines of someone having to make a hard choice. No matter what way she turned this dilemma around, there could be no decent or respectable way to continue a life with Omar. In order for her integrity to remain intact, she would have to deny herself the very thing that she desperately wanted, for the first time in her life. In reality, it looked unlikely that she and Omar could be together, but how she wanted for them to see the lands beyond the horizon together, to help heal the sick and be good to the poor, for them to both experience a sun rise and sun set in any one day, or to sit by a roaring fire watching the shadows of the dancing flames. She wanted to toast crumpets from a long fork and cover them with butter, biting into them as butter dripped down their chins. Sadly, she recognised that time and such experiences would have to go on without them, without them as a couple. If only she could think of a solution. For the life of her, at this moment in time, she could not.  

	The word that she had to say to Omar in answer to his third question, was done so with a heavy heart, the heaviest of all hearts, and so she forced herself to say what she found to be so difficult. She spoke aloud that little, short word that nobody had ever said to her, and that was the word ‘no’! That one little word that said so much, it dissipated hopes, it spoke of duty and commitment and denied indulgence. There was nothing she could say to disguise this harsh reality. There was nothing, for the word itself said it all. There was not any explanation that she could give that would make the act of rejection and denial any sweeter, after all, ‘no’ was ‘no’. She wished that there was an in between word that was not ‘yes’ nor ‘no’, for if there had been one, she would so much like to use it now, a word that was not so intolerably final. How could she tell Omar that there was another boy in her life but that she preferred his company to that of Rupert’s and could say goodbye to her fiancé in an instant and never ever miss him one iota? These words would ring hollow, like shallow words indeed.  This is what Omar heard, Georgiana’s very blunt “no”. It hit Omar like a thunderbolt between his eyes, and he jumped back as if he had been burnt by scalding water. Georgiana saw the hurt that she, the Princess of Zoryz had caused and which Omar made no effort to disguise. He was clearly shocked, and Georgiana, having never hurt anyone in her life before, found this impossible to deal with. Seeing him suffer was hurting her as much as feeling her own pain. Then came the realisation that this was a once in a lifetime moment which was about to be final; it was almost too much to bear, to dismiss this time to nothing but a memory. She did the only thing that she could think of that would allow Omar to think kindlier of her, she needed to at least signal that she did like him. It would be unlikely that he would understand this right now, when he was reeling from her rejection of him, but she hoped that one day in the future he would think fondly of her, and oh, she fervently wished for him to come back for her, for one thing was certain, she needed to go home and tell the King that she wanted to break her engagement. That much was certain, she could not live in the deceit of pretending to love someone that she did not, and it had taken this dark handsome stranger to show her that. So, she quickly picked a rose from a nearby bush, before he had time to move away from her and enduring the pain of the thorn that had pierced her skin in doing so. Thus, she spoke with her soft voice, and implored,  

	"Please, please don't forget me". As she did so, she placed a rose into Omar’s shaking hand. The rose was the colour of poached salmon when it had just been taken from the pot, not quite pink and not quite orange, but strikingly vivid. Like their time together, thought Georgiana, vivid, a memory that she knew would not dull with time. Omar closed his hand around the rose, turned and strode away, he did not look back, but nonetheless, still held the fated rose in his hand. Georgiana watched as he moved fast with great strides and disappeared into the dusk. The words that were clogging her throat, “don't go, don't go, please don't go”, never made it past her lips.  

	It had been such a beautiful afternoon, but even the birds had now stopped singing; they had flown to seek their nest-like beds, to find the comfort they sorely needed after witnessing such a travesty. So distressed were they, it wasn’t even sunset when they went to bed. That in itself was a measure of their unhappiness, for who goes to bed early when it is not required of them to do so?

	 

	
Chapter Two 

	 

	Mervyn, guessing that something was not right with Omar, and having a good idea as to what had happened, raced to catch up with his friend. First, however, he picked a dandelion, threw it at Segunda, and as he very much wanted to turn back, he could see Segunda laughing and blowing away the dandelion seeds, the sort that make feathery parachutes that catch the breeze. She had his sense of humour, he noted. He drew alongside Omar and asked what was making him so sad and uncommunicative. "Georgiana doesn't want me because she thinks I am not a prince" snapped back Omar; for this is what he thought. He had spent many minutes in his self-imposed solitude trying to fathom out what he perceived to be a very strange reaction from Georgiana. He had no solution for why she would behave this way. In the smithereens of his fractured heart, he did not have any answer than the one that would think the worst of her, as was common when the pieces of a tender heart lay about with no easy way of being put back together. His heart was crying out, and like Georgiana’s need to run, he wished he could find some place to bury his head and not show himself to the world when he felt such despair. He wanted to lie down, curl up in a ball and rock himself until the pain subsided. Would it ever, he wondered? How could he have fallen so deeply in love, so quickly? Surely, the heart does not betray the mind in this way? How could he not have realised, therefore, that she, this beautiful Georgiana possessed such a paper-thin soul? With some immense effort and courage, he drew on his princely training, anaesthetizing his pain, the drug would not last long, he would have to keep any conversation short so that he could once again retreat into his love-torn agony. He replied to Mervyn: 

	"I judged her incorrectly, that’s all, her character is not what I expected it to be. It is my silly mistake and I never want to speak about it again. I don’t want to be reminded of how I was starting to love a most beautiful girl, who, as it happens, turns out to be like so many others. Her heart is misshapen by impurity, by her wanting such things that do not speak of love or loyalty. I thought that she was like me, wanting those things that really matter in this world, and bring true happiness. I was wrong, so wrong, she is not the girl I thought she was. I really did believe she was different. So, I not only have to face the prospect that maybe this sort of girl doesn’t exist anywhere at all, but also, I have to accept that I was a bad judge of character, something that I had never considered myself to be. The matter is closed Mervyn, and please don’t mention it again, the whole incident is going to leave a terribly sore place in my heart”. 
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