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Chapter 1 - Surrender 

Henry found himself in yet another impossible 

game of hide and seek.  He had promised 

himself that he’d talk to Princess Kira today, 

but instead the princess had taken off during 

their morning ride, screaming “Find me!”  As 

Henry looked for her under bushes and behind 

boulders, he remembered days where he 

would have to search for Kira for hours. 

Princess Kira was intensely competitive when it 

came to anything. She would stay hidden until 

the sun went down, just to have the glory of 

winning.  As Henry began to accept his defeat, 

he noticed some rustling up in the trees. He 

quickly leaped to where the movement was coming from and shouted “I’ve 

got you!” Dismayed, Henry realized the only thing he saw in the trees were 

just a couple of squirrels. He tumbled back to the ground and plopped 

himself on a large rock to catch his breath and think of where the princess 

could be hiding. Suddenly, he started to feel the rock beneath him move 

and before he knew it he was thrown off the rock and back onto the ground. 

As he tried to catch his breath and bearings, he watched as the rock 

started not only to move but grow! Henry watched as the rock shape shifted 

into the fierce princess. “Surrender!” She shouted, as she drew her sword 

to Henry’s chest. Henry couldn’t hide his smile. “Well if it isn’t the fairest 

Princess of Rocks.”   Kira scowled, “I am the princess of all Latavia and you 

have been conquered. Surrender!” She demanded. Henry accepted his 

defeat, “Yes Princess, you have won yet again.” Henry had become very 

used to this routine and was glad the game was over sooner rather than 

later. He wanted to spend the day training to be a knight, not playing 

children’s games.  Wedding bells could be heard all the way up from the 

village, and Kira turned from victorious to downhearted.  She took a knee 

and started to pray.  Henry asked, “Do you pray for their happiness?” Kira 

replied, “I pray for Latavia. We are taking in our enemy.” Henry thought, 

maybe now wasn’t the best time to talk to Kira about training to be a knight.  
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They mounted their steeds and Kira and Henry raced their horses through 

the village to the castle gates. Kira usually led the way, but sometimes 

Henry would overtake her. He smiled in amusement at the serious look of 

determination on her face.  Just before his steed started to take a firm lead, 

he looked back at Kira. She was slowing and doubled over in pain.  He 

pulled up on the reins, slowing until she came alongside. “Are you hurt?” 

Henry asked. She looked up with a wicked smile and dug her heels into the 

sides of her horse.  They promptly took off leaving Henry behind in the 

dust.  Kira held her fist up triumphantly. “Victory!” Kira shouted.  

 

 
 

The castle church was a spectacular sight.  The nobility were all decked out 

in their finest. Hordes of peasants crowded the balcony for a glimpse of the 

royal couple and especially the new queen. King Phillip, the joyous King of 

Latavia, walked down the aisle with his new bride Queen Selina, who didn’t 

look that much older than Kira. As they reached the foyer, the King spotted 

a disheveled Kira who stood in the rear.  A look of disappointment quickly 

replaced the King's smile.  Kira loved her father deeply, but she was not 

ready to accept Selina as her new mother or Queen of Latavia.  Kira made 

a small bow instead of a curtsey. The couple passed and began greeting 

their guests outside of the church, leaving Kira alone in the foyer.  She 

walked sadly up the flower-strewn aisle occasionally kicking a rose.  In an 

attempt to push the sad memories out of her mind, Kira started to joust a 

pretend opponent in the empty church hall. She leaped onto the throne and 

exclaimed, “Her Majesty, Queen Kira of Latavia will hear your request 

now.” She motioned for her imaginary subject to rise and held out her hand 

to be kissed. “Oh Prince William, you are too kind.  Your gift of jewels…”  

There was a loud cough from behind the throne.  Kira grabbed her sword 

and quickly leaped around the throne to confront the intruder. An arrogant, 

self-important, Peter emerged from the shadows.  He was in his thirties and 

lacked the good looks, charm and manners of his younger sister, Queen 

Selina. Peter walked past Kira and came around to the front of the throne. 
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“I hope I haven’t interrupted a tender moment between you and your Prince 

William, my Princess.” Peter pretended to look for the imaginary prince 

under the throne.  Kira followed him closely. “I guess I was only interrupting 

a child’s play.” Kira confronted him with her legs planted firmly. “I am no 

child.  I am the future ruler of Latavia.” Peter replied, “They'd bestow the 

throne to my sister before they let an inept child like you rule.” Heated, Kira 

exclaimed “Inept?  How dare you, you ungrateful…” Peter gestured to his 

surroundings, interrupting her, “I should be grateful to spend my days filled 

with excitement like this?” Kira continued, “King Stephen would have killed 

you and your sister had my father not granted them asylum!  Peter 

laughed, “Asylum?  I'd hardly call marrying your father…”  

 

At this point, Peter had really gotten under Kira’s skin. She shoved him, but 

he regained his balance and reached for his sword and started to pull it out.  

Kira beat him to the draw and held her sword up high.  After careful 

consideration, Peter smiled. “I guess no asylum from you, little Princess.” 

He pushed his sword back into its sheath and walked past Kira to leave the 

room.  He bumped her in passing causing her to almost lose her balance. 

“Stephen's sword might have been preferable to being bored by children 

like you.” Kira despised Peter. She never really liked the idea of having new 

members in the family, but she knew there was something especially off 

about him.  

 
 

 

On most occasions, Henry could be found in the stable with the horses. He 

had a special affection for animals and would often be caught stroking each 

horse and whispering in their ear.  It was early in the afternoon as Henry 

was tending to the horses in the stable, when two knights, Mark and James 

came galloping into the stable. They rode into the stable violently with no 

awareness for Henry nearly knocking him over as they arrived.  Their 

laughter and the sweat drenched condition of their horses indicated a day 

full of excitement.  They quickly dismounted, ignoring Henry and their 
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horses.  James shouted, “Aye, twice the size of most, but no match for my 

strength or skills.” Henry ran after the two knights as they left the stables.” 

Henry asked, “Romalanders? How many?” The knights either did not notice 

Henry, or they ignored him.  Henry persisted after them. “How many?” He 

asked again. Henry finally got the nerve to grab the edge of Mark's tunic. 

“Were you injured?” Mark turned around in fury and pushed Henry to the 

ground.  He started to draw his sword. “I'll teach you a lesson for touching a 

royal knight.” Mark scowled. Henry did a quick rollover and sprung to his 

feet standing defiantly in front of Mark.  

 

An older knight, Charles, appeared from the shadows interrupting their 

confrontation.  He placed his hand upon Mark's sword arm, gesturing him 

to leave. “Dinner and wine await you.” Mark leaned down to look Henry 

directly in his eyes.  He broke out into a laugh and picked Henry up. “Come 

on boy, let's go find you a jug of wine.” James and Mark then started 

towards the castle with Mark carrying a kicking Henry.   As they started to 

leave, Charles reminded the knights, “Your horses have been ridden hard.  

They need tending prior to your merriment.” “Of course! How thoughtless of 

us.” Mark exclaimed. He threw Henry back towards the barn ordering him 

to tend to their horses. Mark and James continued on towards the castle, 

laughing.  Charles looked sadly at Henry who limped back to the stables 

with his head hung low.  

 

 

 

 

Kira was never one to be into all the frills and thrills of being a princess. 

She always enjoyed training with the knights and never quite understood 

the excitement around all the dresses and jewels. Kira sat at her dressing 

table looking for something.  She knocked over bottles of perfumes and 

powder dust filled the air as a hairbrush fell to the floor.  “Finally,” she said 

as she picked up a black leather riding glove.  She turned her head as she 
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heard someone approaching her door. “Go away.” Kira muttered. She put 

the glove on and held up her other hand, which already had the glove's 

mate on.  She heard another tap on the door. “I said, leave me be. I 

prepare for battle alone, surely I can get ready for bed without a bunch of 

ladies following me around.”   Kira turned her head to see the door opened 

a crack with Queen Selina peeking in. “A moment, dear?” The queen 

requested. Kira, slightly embarrassed, performed a quick bow as the queen 

crossed the room.  She gestured for Kira to sit at the dressing table as she 

picked up the hairbrush. “That was my mother's.” Kira said as the queen 

examined the ornate brush. “It's exquisite,” Queen Selina admitted. She 

gently started combing Kira's hair.  The queen started, “I know that I cannot 

replace your mother…” With each stroke Kira's frown increased. “...but I'd 

like us to be friends.” Kira, at this point, was quite frustrated. She got up 

and took the hairbrush from the queen's hand. “I'm too old to need a 

mother,” she said as she  tossed the hairbrush on the table.  It skidded 

across and landed on the floor. “and a wise ruler needs no friends.” The 

queen picked up the hairbrush and held it appreciatively. “In fact, you can 

have that brush.” Kira stammered, as she removed her gloves and threw 

them on the ground. “You took everything else that was my mother's.”  

 

 

 

From a young age, Kira was always training with the knights and quickly 

found her destiny was to protect her kingdom. One morning, Kira was in the 

middle of a circle of young knights, fencing with an especially frightened 

young knight.  She took a quick stab at his thigh and drew some blood. He 

fell to one knee and tried to stop the stream of blood.  Kira stood boldly 

above him with her sword held high. “Who’s next?” She asked back to the 

remaining knights.  Charles approached the group, and they parted out of 

respect. “Let these boys rest, Princess.” He scoffed. “Better they spill their 

blood here, than on the red dirt of Romaland.” Kira said, as she placed the 

tip of her sword at the chest of one of the biggest of the group. “How about 
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you?” Charles pushed the sword away from the knight she was 

challenging. “I'm next.” Charles made a slight nod, and the little group 

scampered away. “Many of these boys still have open wounds from your 

fencing lessons last week,” Charles continued, while moving closer to Kira. 

“War is only a few days away.” She replied coldly. “My dear Princess, war 

has been averted.” He placed his arm around Kira. “Your father has 

married the only woman who could have challenged King Stephen's 

throne.” Kira wiggled out of his embrace and turned around to leave but 

paused.  Under her breath, she muttered angrily. “She now challenges 

mine.”   

 

 

 

King Phillip and Queen Selina took a gentle stroll around the courtyard as 

Henry led a young mare past them. They waved at Henry who smiled and 

waved back.  Henry then broke into a jog, which the young mare matched 

with a gentle trot. Queen Selina leaned into her king, “He's quite special to 

you, isn’t he?” King Phillip smiled and replied. “He’s like a son.” Selina gave 

him a knowing look and returned the squeeze of his hand. “His eyes, his 

nose, we can recognize our own kind. Does he know?” King Phillip looked 

back at his wife, “There was a time when our two countries killed each 

other on sight. Our knights killed his parents,” the king said with his head 

hung low. “They brought Henry to me when he was only three years old to 

decide if he should die or be sold as a slave to the lowlands.” “I went into 

the chapel to contemplate my choices, and when I returned, he and Kira 

were playing together. I knew at that moment, I would have to take him in, 

regardless of his homeland.”  
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Kira and Henry always got along incredibly well. From the moment they 

were small children, they were inseparable. In the stable, Henry brushed 

Kira’s chestnut horse as it ate.  Kira moved quickly to the horse’s side and 

rubbed her hand down the flank.  She turned toward Henry. “There is still 

mud.” Henry smiled and dipped the brush into a wooden bucket of soapy 

water.  He vigorously rubbed the flank and spattered water on Kira. She 

jumped back and placed a hand on her sword.  He looked back up at her 

and winked. “You don't have to fight me too, Kira.” She corrected him, 

“Princess Kira.  You must call me Princess!”  Henry thought about this for a 

moment and argued, “I thought we were friends.” He tossed the brush back 

into the bucket with a splash.  Some of the dirty water splattered onto Kira's 

boot. Kira looked Henry dead in the eyes. “A wise ruler has no friends.” He 

dropped down on one knee and bowed his head. “Forgive me, Your 

Majesty, Princess Kira of Latavia, daughter of King Phillip and Queen 

Kirena of…” Kira sprung upon Henry and sent him tumbling back into the 

hay.  She sat astride him and leaned close to his face and whispered, 

“Because a wise ruler needs no friends.” Henry asked, “Then what am I?” 

She grabbed a bundle of hay and started to sprinkle it over his head. 

“You're a horse!” She squealed and started to feed the hay to him. “You 

look so hungry, eat up!” Henry grabbed her hand and did a quick flip putting 

Kira on the ground with him on top. He was able to pin both her arms back 

and get a hand free.  Henry then reached into the bucket and grabbed the 

wet brush. “You’re right, I do see some mud!” He said, moving closer to 

Kira's forehead with the wet brush until she managed to knock it out of his 

hand.  They both broke out into giggles as the struggle for the brush 

escalated. 

 

Kira stood impatiently to one side of her father’s office fidgeting with her 

sword handle while King Phillip sat at his massive desk signing various 

scrolls that were unrolled one at a time by a young squire. Besides 

spending time with Henry, Kira especially loved practicing fencing and 

jousting with the other knights. She took the responsibility of her role as a 
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princess very seriously, but not in the way that most princesses do. When 

her mother tried to teach her how to dress properly and curtsy like a lady, 

Kira would have none of it. She would stomp her feet with frustration 

exclaiming that this was a waste of time when she could be training for war. 

Although her father tried his best to keep her off the battlefield, he knew 

one day there would be no stopping her. She was a fierce and strong 

princess who was sometimes too stubborn for her own good.  Kira 

announced to her father, “My knights await me.” In response, King Phillip 

angrily threw down the quill causing ink to fly everywhere.  The squire tried 

to dab up the mess as the king gestured for him to leave.  The squire 

scampered quickly out of the room. “They’ll have a few less scars as a 

reward for their wait,” the king argued. Kira pulled her sword out and made 

a pretend stab at the air. “That's not fair.” She explained, “My skills have 

vastly improved, and that’s only thanks to my dedication to my training.” 

The king moved around the front of the desk, “It only appears that way 

because none of them will seriously raise their sword against you.” Kira 

returned her sword to its sheath. He continued, “They honor me with their 

patience.” King Phillip placed his firm hand on her shoulder. “If only my 

daughter would show me the same honor.” Kira quickly lowered down on 

one knee. “Your Majesty, I'd honor you with my life.” She stood up and put 

her hands on her hips. “But I must prepare the knights for war with 

Romaland.” King Phillip started to pace across the room arms crossed “A 

wise ruler knows when to fight…” He said reaching over unbuckling her 

sword belt and letting it clatter on the ground. “...And when to save lives. 

You need to learn diplomacy.  You need to accept Queen Selina.  I have 

worked for peace my whole life so you would not have to fight!”    After the 

king left the room, Kira grabbed her sword belt and angrily put it back on. 

“A wise ruler knows that war is our life.” Kira said in a huff.  
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There were many dimensions and moving parts when it came to war that 

Kira couldn’t fully understand due to her experience. She was a brave 

young girl who had a passion for defending her honor. King Phillip learned 

to accept his daughter's drive for learning the art of fencing, but he still 

feared her naivety would one day harm her.   The next day Kira decided to 

go strolling to the stables to pay a visit to her horse and Henry. As she 

started strolling down, she could see Peter on his horse trotting into the 

stables. She had never liked Peter. It wasn’t just the fact that his sister was 

the main reason for her broken family and war-torn country, but Peter 

especially gave Kira a bad feeling. She decided to go undercover and see 

what he was up to. She ran to the stable and up into the loft so she could 

watch the two boys from the beams above without being seen.   Kira 

looked down and saw Henry stroking her father’s prize steed. She loved 

the way he cared for and looked after the horses. She noticed Henry perk 

up as he heard a horse approaching. It was Peter.  He stretched his neck 

to peer around the great horse and then frowned as he spotted Peter 

entering the stable on a black mare. Peter rode up beside the King's horse 

and pulled back on the reins causing his horse to rear up and create a dust 

storm.  He then grabbed a handful of the mare's mane and threw a leg from 

his horse over to the King's. “Hold him steady, boy!” Peter shouted at 

Henry. With a grunt, Peter mounted the King's horse while Henry watched 

in horror. “Relax, boy.  I won't tell him you let me ride his horse.” Henry 

approached Peter in a rage. “You must get off now!” Peter reached down 

and hit Henry on the side of his head causing him to fall to the ground. “You 

insolent servant! You are not to talk to royalty in that manner.”  Kira had 

enough of these games and knew it was time for her to step in. Suddenly a 

streak of silver appeared from above and the tip of a sword found its way to 

Peter's chest. Peter looked up to see her hanging upside down by her 

knees from the beam. “Surrender that steed!” She yelled down to Peter. He 

held up his arms in submission and laughed. “I am yours, little Princess.  

Come down here and make me your slave.” Peter then jumped down from 

the King's horse as Henry got up and brushed the dust off his trousers. Kira 

made a spectacular flip and landed next to Peter's horse.  She started 

stroking its flank and looked at Peter’s horse in bewilderment, “Your mare 

has been ridden hard.  Where have you been today?” Peter started to walk 
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towards the stable door. “I have no time for children.” He said without 

looking back. Kira started after him, but before she could catch him Henry 

grabbed her arm.  He picked up the mare's hoof and pointed out the red 

dirt on the bottom which meant that Peter was coming back from 

Romaland. Kira took this as only a confirmation of her suspicions about 

Peter. She knew he was up to something, and it was only a matter of time 

before she found out what.  

 

 

 

Back in her royal chambers, Queen Selina inspected a stack of gowns on 

her bed as two ladies waiting started to bring more from an open trunk.  

Kira entered the room from an open door and made a slight curtsy. “You 

sent for me?” Kira asked. The queen looked up and brightened at the sight 

of Kira. “I have a surprise for you.” Queen Selina said as she moved over to 

the gowns. She motioned to Kira to come close. “These no longer fit me 

and I'd like you to wear them.” The Queen picked up a couple gowns and 

held them up to Kira. Kira reached out and touched the soft fabric. ““But 

these are so frivolous.”  The queen replied, “There is nothing frivolous 

about looking like a woman.” Kira looked back at the queen and frowned, “I 

will soon be the powerful ruler of Latavia!” The queen put her arm around 

Kira and smiled. “You can still be…” The queen stopped mid-sentence and 

started to double over in pain. Kira rushed to her side just as the queen 

collapsed to the floor. She waved frantically to the ladies waiting. “Go fetch 

the doctor!”  
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Chapter 2 - A Prince is Born 

 

Hours later, Kira started pacing back and forth 

waiting for word on the queen's health. A 

concerned Henry came out of the stable and 

blocked her well-worn path. “Any news?” He 

asked. Kira shook her head and muttered. “It’s 

all my fault.” He grabbed her arm, “how could 

you possibly blame yourself Kira?” She looked 

up at Henry. “It’s just like it was with my mother. I 

killed them both.” Henry grabbed the other arm 

to hold her firmly and look straight into her eyes. 

“Your mother died in the plague. Don’t try to put 

this on yourself.” Kira replied with tears welling, “Mother called the doctor 

for me. She thought I had a fever.” Henry started to hug her trying to soothe 

her, “The doctor must’ve given her the plague. Kira, you didn’t kill anyone.” 

Kira started to fully cry into Henry’s embrace. “I had no fever.  I was playing 

when my mother told me to rest, she thought I had a fever.” She let him go 

and sat on the stone wall. “I had no fever.” She repeated crying into her 

hands. Henry came over and put his arm around her. “You were a child.  

You're not to blame,” he assured, trying to comfort her. Kira threw his arm 

off in anger. “No!  I killed her.  Me!” 

 

 

 

Back in the castle, the queen sat propped up with doctors, ladies in waiting, 

and priests circled around her. She expressed that she started to feel better 

and asked for King Phillip. One of the ladies in waiting ran out of the room 

upon her request, and moments later, King Phillip rushed into the room as 

the wall of attendees parted. “My darling!” King Phillip exclaimed. The 

queen started to rise, but the king gestured for her to lie down. “Please, 
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conserve your strength my love.” He turned around and looked at the group 

who made a quick bow and exited in unison. “You’re not upset?” She 

asked, touching her stomach. He sat beside her stroking her head. “This 

can only be good news. Not just for us,” he started, gently taking her hands 

into his. “but for all of the Upper Kingdom.” 

 

 

 

As Kira continued her pacing back and forth along the courtyard wall 

waiting to hear the news of the queen’s health, Peter watched her with 

amusement from under a shady tree. He reached down and plucked a 

flower from the flowerbed and took it over to Kira. “My congratulations, little 

Princess.” Kira looked at the flower and met Peter's smile with folded arms 

and a frown. “You're going to be a big sister.” Kira looked confused. “The 

queen isn't sick?” “No little Princess.” Peter started to reply. “She is with a 

child.” Kira started to feel sick. “How did…?” Peter put an arm around Kira 

and pulled her close. “Surely you are old enough to know how this 

happens.” Peter said with a sneer. Kira flung his arm off of her in disgust. 

“What I meant stupid; is how did you find out?” Peter stepped back, 

catching his balance. “The entire castle is talking about the possibility of a 

male heir, a prince who will be a powerful king to rule Latavia.” Kira looked 

down at the ground and kicked a few rocks with her boot. Peter continued, 

“Almost anyone would be a better ruler than you.” Kira pushed him in anger 

with a force that sent him to the ground.  “Come on, Princess!” He 

exclaimed gesturing for her to join him. “Let's see if you're tough enough.” 

Kira pounced on him.  She managed to get one of his hands pinned back, 

but he used his other hand to bring her close to him in a hug.  “No more 

games, Princess.” He said with a smirk. Kira broke free of his embrace and 

quickly leaped backwards reaching for her sword.  Peter reached into his 

boot with the other hand and drew a small dagger with a ruby handle. 

Charles and Henry noticed the two quarrelling and ran across the courtyard 

and restrained Kira and Peter. “Save it for the battlefield!” Charles shouted 
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at the two. Kira struggled against Henry's hold, as Charles pulled Peter by 

the arm towards the castle. As they walked away, Henry looked closely at 

Kira and noticed her flushed face. “You enjoyed that,” Henry accused.  Kira 

spat on the ground in disgust. “As much as I'd enjoy a hug from a warthog.” 

 

 

 

The news of the pregnancy did not fare well on Kira. To Kira, it had always 

felt as though Queen Selina was trying to take the king farther and farther 

away. Kira chose to push all of this out of her mind and focus on other 

things like her training with the knights. The jousting field was littered with 

downed knights who were tending their wounds.  A triumphant Kira waited 

proudly for the next opponent. “Next?” Kira yelled to the remaining group. 

The knights moaned and shook their heads as they helped each other off 

the field. “Is there no one left to meet my challenge?” A helmeted rider 

approached from the glen.  Kira looked delighted and moved her horse to 

the far end of the run.  She signaled the start and was surprised when her 

opponent managed to deflect her lance six times in a row.  Finally, she 

gave it her all and rammed the challenger until he was barely hanging onto 

his horse.  Impressed, the princess rode over to the formidable opponent 

as he pulled off his helmet.  It was Henry.  She gave him a slight bow. “Well 

done, Sir Henry.  You might really be a knight someday.” Mark and James 

were frozen in their tracks as the rest of the knights took notice.  Mark 

approached the Princess. “Henry, a knight?  He's…” Kira held up her hand 

to silence Mark. “When I am the ruler of Latavia, I will make a knight of 

anyone I please.” Mark continued, “If a male heir is born, you'll be bowing 

to another Romalander.” With that, Kira promptly knocked Mark to the 

ground with her lance, mounted her horse and rode off towards the forest. 
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Kira dismounted her horse after she entered the forest and was surprised 

by Peter who had been leaning against a tree watching the jousting.  She 

immediately reached for her sword until Peter waved a mock white flag. 

“Truce?” Peter sneered while reaching down to pick one of the wildflowers 

from the ground. He looked up to Kira offering his truce. “Mark had that 

coming for him,” Peter continued. Kira was getting tired of his comments. “I 

will never bow to a Romalander king!  If it's a boy, I'll send that brat back to 

his own kingdom to rule,” she replied in anger. Peter frowned. “Nobody 

knows that more than King Stephen. I fear for my sister and her unborn 

child,” he said, while Kira simply furrowed her brow. He started explaining, 

“This won’t happen if you were to take them far away.  Safe from King 

Stephen...safe from Latavia.” Kira stopped and thought about this 

proposition. “My father would never allow it,” she finished.  Peter laughed 

and made a slight bow. “Doesn't matter to me, I'm used to paying homage 

to a Romalander king, you better get used to it too, little Princess.” He 

turned and left her to her thoughts. 

 

 

 

Although Kira was worried about the future of Latavia, the last thing she 

was going to do was let Peter scare her. She knew he was never up to any 

good and she truly didn’t trust him. She decided whatever was meant to 

happen would happen and she would always do her best to defend her 

honor.   Kira returned her horse to the stables and joined Charles who was 

rubbing his horse down. “Why don't you have Henry do that?” Kira asked 

Charles. Charles shook his head, no. “It is the least I can do for an animal 

that gives his life to me,” Charles replied.  “I have given my life to Latavia.” 

Kira said sadly, while she picked up a brush and started brushing her mare. 

“The law saidys a male heir can take my throne, but what is the law about 

Romalanders?” Henry joined the conversation. “A king can marry 

whomever he pleases,” Henry commented trying to understand where Kira 

was trying to go with this talk. “What if the queen left Latavia with her 
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baby…” Kira started and then paused and stared at the ground. “...To 

protect it?” She finished. Charles looked sternly at Kira. “Put those thoughts 

out of your head, Kira!  Let destiny have her day,” Charles said sternly.  

Kira threw the brush down and turned to leave. “It was my destiny to rule 

Latavia,” she replied. 

 

 

 

Kira had enough of all the speculations of what would happen and really 

just wanted to put it all to rest. Angered by her conversation with Charles, 

Kira stormed into the castle great room where her father was writing at his 

desk. “A word, your Majesty?” Kira requested. King Phillip stood up, walked 

around the desk and looked at her sword belt. “There was a time when you 

called me Father."  She noticed his looks and adjusted it defiantly.  “The 

knights won't listen to a Romalander king.” Kira informed the king. “Is this 

about the new baby or you?” King Phillip questioned. Kira saw this as her 

opportunity to carry on. “It is about the future of Latavia,” she said seriously. 

“King Stephen will attack our country should we make his foe our next 

king.” King Phillip saw the graveness in his daughter’s face and started 

moving closer to her. “Have you noticed that I'm not dead yet and we don't 

know if the baby will be a boy or not?”  Kira didn’t care if this conversation 

was premature. She was feeling angered and afraid of the idea of losing 

both her parents. “We must make plans!” Kira shouted. The king looked at 

her sternly, “The baby is the key to peace for our two countries.” Kira 

continued to argue. “The baby will be half Romalander.  It is our destiny to 

conquer Romaland.” The king let his daughter speak although he knew she 

was only speaking out of fear. “You are wrong, my child.  Before he was 

killed, King Alexander and I were close to a treaty.” He walked over and put 

an arm around Kira.   “This new king, King Stephen and I may someday 

find peace for our people,” he added holding her close. She began to move 

away from his embrace. “There will never be peace as long as  one 

Romalander is still left alive!” Kira left the room in a hurry and almost 
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bumped into Mark and James who were standing near the doorway, 

listening. 

 

 

 

A few weeks later, Queen Selina started to realize she wanted to build a 

closer connection to Kira. Kira would be the big sister to her child and she 

wanted everyone to simply get along. Kira stood on one side of the queen's 

bed with her arms crossed as the queen was holding two gowns up 

comparing them. Kira stammered. “I still see no need for those.” Queen 

Selina disregarded her comment and handed them to a lady waiting.  The 

queen began to adjust her own gown around her swelling belly. “You are 

getting quite heavy.” Kira murmured. “I know,” the queen agreed. “I never 

expected to get this big so quickly,” she added with a smile. The queen 

came around to Kira's side and sat on the bed. “You wasted no time 

producing an heir.” Kira said. The queen gave her a questioning look, “I 

was lucky to find a husband like your father.” Queen Selina wanted to avoid 

any confrontation with her step-daughter. Kira persisted anyway. “It makes 

me wonder how much you could have loved King Alexander, to run to 

another's arms so quickly after his death.” Finally, the queen couldn’t 

handle Kira’s remarks any longer. Queen Selina, in a fit of rage, pulled a 

hand back and slapped Kira hard in the face. Kira cupped her reddened 

cheek and realized the discussion was over. She had a satisfied smile on 

her face as she left the Queen’s chambers.  

 

 

 

Kira didn’t fully know how to process all the news of a baby arriving. All her 

life it felt like she was preparing to take over the throne of Latavia. To have 

this newborn simply come into the world and take her position didn’t make 
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any sense to her and it made her feel as though Queen Selina was plotting 

against her and her family. She didn’t know who or what to trust anymore, 

and Kira, whether she was the ruler of Latavia or not, was going to do 

everything she could to protect her kingdom.  Later that day, Henry and 

Kira were playing "hide and seek" on the knoll. Henry was shocked to 

possibly be winning for the first time.  He had cleverly found the perfect 

hiding place up in a tree.  A frustrated Kira looked in each bush, behind 

every rock, and even started to climb a tree when the bells in the kingdom 

below started to ring. Henry dropped down from the tree and joined Kira 

who stared at the valley below. “It is here.” Kira said in a hushed tone. Her 

stomach dropped and she felt powerless upon controlling her emotions. 

She found herself gazing at Henry utterly betrayed and disturbed and 

started sprinting towards her horse as Henry followed right behind. “Let us 

hasten to learn my fate!” She screamed back at him. Kira and Henry 

jumped onto their horses and dashed off towards the castle. 

 

 

 

The queen wasn’t in labor for very long and once finished couldn’t stop 

beaming at the brand-new baby. She held a bundle wrapped in a red satin 

blanket and smiled as King Phillip peeked through a door next to her bed.  

“Is it safe to enter?” He asked the queen. She welcomed him in with a 

smiling nod.  The king came to her side and gently picked up her free hand 

and kissed it.  He pushed aside the blanket to reveal an infant, prince Alec, 

who was sleeping soundly. “You have a beautiful son, Selina.” King Phillip 

said looking down at the two. She looked kindly up at him and then back to 

her baby. “I named him Alec.  Do you mind?” The king rubbed the top of 

the baby's soft hair. “Of course, it's fine. I love it.” He leaned over and gave 

her a kiss on the cheek. “You’ve given me so much joy Selina.  I honor your 

memories.” 
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The tender moment was interrupted as Kira tumbled into the room, 

dragging her sword.  It made a horrible sound against the floor as she 

crossed the room.  She knelt down next to the bed and bowed her head to 

the king and queen. “Your Majesties,” Kira said looking up. King Phillip 

grabbed Kira to help her up. “Come meet your new baby brother!” Kira 

moved over to the bed and peered into the satin bundles.  Her nose 

wrinkled up in disgust. “He looks slight,” Kira muttered. The queen smiled 

kindly.  “His name is Alec, would you like to hold him? ”  The queen said as 

she offered the tiny bundle to Kira, but Kira jumped back defensively and 

shook her head, no. “Prince Alec. The future King Alec.” Kira said before 

she stormed out of the room. 

 

 

 

It was a bright sunny day on the day of baby Alec’s christening. The 

cathedral was packed with nobility and crowds that strained for a peek at 

the new heir to the throne.  Kira stood in the back foyer in full armor with 

Henry.  During a sacred part of the ceremony, the audience knelt, and even 

the group in the foyer quickly went down on one knee. Kira couldn't bear 

watching anymore and turned and left the cathedral.  Henry followed 

behind her worried that she was upset. He found Kira outside kicking the 

dirt and rocks. He looked down trying not to laugh and joined her. Henry 

gently took her arm and tried to lead her back into the cathedral. “It is time 

for you to pledge your honor to the Prince,” he suggested to her. “I will die 

first!” Kira blurted, but she turned back to the cathedral. As he watched 

from the foyer, Peter could not hide his smile this time. Kira scoffed at him 

in disgust and marched back into the cathedral leaving him chuckling 

behind her. She reluctantly went back to the ceremony and pledged her 

honor to the new heir.  
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Time went by, and Kira would make no effort to make a connection with her 

new step brother, Alec. She was still focused on her training with the 

knights. Her father would pester her saying she should be spending less 

time worried about a non-existing war when she had a new baby brother 

right in front of her. She took no notice. She knew this was the only way to 

carry on and she felt hurt. She felt her father was not only giving too little 

attention to preparing his army for war but also to her. Ever since the arrival 

of Alec, Kira felt the king paid her no attention.   Kira sat across from the 

king who was signing scrolls. He looked towards Kira. “The nursemaids tell 

me that you rarely visit the nursery.” He handed the scrolls to his squire 

and motioned for the young man to leave. He continued to Kira, “The 

queen says you won't even hold him.” Kira got up and stood with her hands 

on her hips trying hard to keep her voice at a normal tone. She practically 

growled at her father. “I have never shown disrespect to that kid. What 

exactly do you expect of me?” King Phillip slammed his fist down on the 

desk. “That's what I mean!  You don't know him and you can't even address 

him by his given name and then you expect us to tell you what we want 

from you. Sometimes I feel it’s almost impossible to be your father, Kira!” 

Kira bowed her head ashamed. She whispered, “Alec. His name is Prince 

Alec.”  The king noticed Kira was hurt, so he composed himself and started 

again. “Starting tomorrow you will spend one hour each day with your 

brother.” Kira could hardly believe what she was hearing. “An hour?  I am 

no nursemaid!  The knights are deficient in their fencing, jousting....” The 

king motioned for her to stop. “Get out and come back when you can tell 

me as much about my son.”  With this, Kira knew she had no choice. No 

matter how much she may dislike the situation, she knew better than to 

disobey a king's orders. She realized she had no choice and started to 

make small efforts with baby Alec.  
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One day, Kira sat on the thick carpet across from Prince Alec who was 

holding a ball with a cord wrapped around it, and there was a stack of 

wooden blocks between them. Kira grabbed the ball from the prince and 

held it by the cord. “Like this.” She showed the baby. Kira passed it back to 

him by the cord and Prince Alec again grabbed the ball instead.  She took it 

back and held it by the cord this time swinging it around.  The little prince 

picked up one of the wooden blocks and plopped it into his mouth. “No, 

Alec!  That's the castle!” Kira yelled. Kira took the block from his mouth and 

put it back on the stack.  She swung the ball by the cord and sent it 

smashing into the blocks like a mace. The little prince started wailing in fear 

as the queen entered the room.  “Kira!” Queen Selina gasped. She 

swooped up the prince and began to pat his back gently.  She scowled at 

Kira while she picked up the makeshift toy weapon by its cord and 

inspected it. “Can't you just play with him? He’s only a small boy. You have 

to be watchful with him around toys like this,” the queen said, swinging the 

cord in Kira’s face. Kira stormed towards the door and left muttering “I don't 

play.” 

 

 

 

As much as Kira knew how hard it would be to follow her father’s orders, 

she was never one to quit. Some days were easy, and Kira actually began 

to form a bond with the baby prince. Other days were hard, causing her to 

think life would just be easier if she were to just run off into the forest. On a 

bad day, Peter always managed to make it somehow worse.  Some days 

Peter would walk around the courtyard with one of the prince's nursemaids 

who pushed the prince's carriage. One day, as Peter strolled with Prince 

Alec being pushed beside him, Kira approached. Peter lifted the child out of 

his carriage looking at Kira. “I bet you're just dying to hold him some more.” 

He handed the prince to Kira who held the child at arm's length.  She 

quickly handed the baby back to the nursemaid and turned back towards 
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Peter, brushing off her tunic as if the prince had left a residue. “There are 

better ways to get rid of that baby smell,” Peter suggested, leaning in close 

to her. Kira pushed him as she stormed off. 

 

 

Two of the knights, Mark and James were playfully fencing when Kira 

entered the room. Mark took a lunge towards James as he held the tip of 

the foil against James' chest. “If you were a Romalander, you'd be run 

through,” Mark said as he made a gesture with his hand as if to cut off his 

own head. Kira chimed in. “Now that's what I like to hear.” They both laid 

down their foils at the sound of the princess and pulled up a stool for Kira to 

sit down. James began mocking Kira. “We heard that you must waste your 

time with that brat,” James said.  Mark added, “Our training suffers. This is 

a short lived situation, I pray?” Kira nodded in assurance to the two knights 

and said, “I have plans. No need to worry.” Hearing this, the knights 

became curious and both pulled up stools to move in close to Kira.  She 

started whispering to both of them.   “So, what Peter says is true!” James 

exclaimed. “Pray tell dear princess, when do we return that half breed brat 

and Queen Selina back to Romaland?” Before Kira got the chance to 

respond, Charles walked in and kicked the stools out from underneath both 

knights. He laughed as they tumbled to the ground.  “You misunderstood 

whatever the princess said. Get out before I misunderstand your screams 

of pain,” Charles demanded. Mark and James scurried out in fear of what 

Charles would do next.  Charles turned and looked sternly down at Kira.  

“Tell me princess, what are these plans you speak of?”  Kira got up and 

picked up the two foils. “Maybe you should wash out your ears, Charles. 

I’ve been speaking nothing of any such plans.”  
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Kira was frustrated with how things were going since the news of the baby. 

She felt the baby was taking everyone’s attention away from what was 

important-defending their land. She noticed the knights fencing was starting 

to weaken due to the shortage of practice time. She understood her father's 

point of view of wanting to build a connection with Alec, but she thought it 

was not right if it had to cost Latavia the strength of their defense. She felt 

somewhat helpless in this situation and started to brainstorm what options 

she had. She knew at some point she would have to take matters into her 

own hand regardless if her throne was being taken or not. It wasn’t a title 

she was worried about; it was the safety of her land and her people.  Kira’s 

brainstorming quickly sent her in a state of unease. She sat on a low stone 

wall throwing rocks.  She looked bored and angry at the same time.   

 

Henry approached her holding something wrapped in an old rag. “I have a 

present for you,” he said, holding it out for her. Kira brightened with the 

sight of him and reached greedily for the object. “Gimme.” She quickly 

unwrapped it to reveal a toy wooden horse.  She threw it down in anger 

and pushed Henry to the ground.  She straddled him and started throwing 

punches to his chest. “A child’s toy? How dare you mock me,” Kira 

screamed. Henry seized her hands and held them firmly. “I dare no such 

thing, Princess!”  Kira looked at the wooden horse frowning “I must spend 

my time in a nursery, so you give me a child’s toy?” Kira jumped up and 

walked over to the fallen wooden horse and picked it up.  She brushed it 

off. “An ugly toy at that,” she scoffed. Henry slowly rose and took the little 

horse from her.  He held it in his hand saying, “They say when they found 

me, I had held it so hard that the horse's head was imprinted in my fist,” he 

handed it back to her and added, “It's the only thing I own.  I thought you 

could use it to play with Prince Alec.” Kira took the horse and looked at it. “I 

don't know how to play, but...” she said in almost a whisper “...thanks.”  She 

put the horse into her tunic.  This small gesture from Henry made Kira think 

a bit. She realized she did need to soften her heart and open up to her 

father more. She walked back to the castle with the intention of talking to 

the king and was surprised when she went to his office and didn’t find him 
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there. She walked to his room, and upon his absence there as well, she 

knew exactly where he must be.  

 

 

 

 

King Phillip was walking down the great hallway and paused at a portrait of 

a beautiful woman.  At the end of the hallway a door opened and Kira 

entered. Kira thought for a moment that she would disturb a tender moment 

for her father and could bring this up to him later.  She started to turn 

around just as King Phillip noticed her. “Kira.” He called. Kira released the 

large door and it closed behind her with a large thump.  She headed down 

the hallway and joined King Phillip. “Father?” She said. He put his arm 

around her. “I was just talking to your mother.” Kira looked at the portrait 

and then back at her father. “Don't worry,” he continued. “She hasn't 

answered me.” Kira reached up and touched the portrait. “I don't know if I 

remember her or merely the stories that people tell me about her,” she 

said, feeling emotional. “Look hard at that dress and then close your eyes,” 

King Phillip suggested. Kira looked back at her father and his eyes were 

closed. She closed her eyes as well. “Feel the satin?  Can you hear her 

gown rustle as she hurried down the hall?” Kira started to tear up, and 

added, “She almost flew from room to room.  Like a fairy.  There was 

always a light scent of lavender with her.” Kira opened her eyes and saw 

the tears run down her father's cheek.  She leaned her head on his big 

chest as he hugged her.  The two stayed in this warm embrace for a 

moment. “Not a day goes by that I don't tell her about you.” King Phillip 

held her at arm's length and looked at the way she is dressed in her 

knight's tunic and cropped hair. “You should have had a mother.” He said 

lightheartedly.  Kira pulled away and put her hands on her hips to argue. “I 

had a father worth ten.  You spent every hour of the day with me.” The 

weary king walked over and took a seat on a bench across from the portrait 

and sighed, “I have no time for Alec.” Kira crossed over to him and put a 
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comforting hand on his shoulder.  Kira knew although this talk didn’t go as 

she expected, it was the talk they needed. She left feeling so much better 

and with hope for the future. It became clear to Kira that her father 

genuinely wanted her to spend time with Alec not just as a form of 

punishment.  Her father needed her.  

 

 

 

That night, there was a raging storm outside. All of the sudden, the room 

filled with a flash of lightning followed by a thundering boom. There was a 

crash from the direction of the nursery followed by a wail.  The noise woke 

Kira from her sleep, and without thinking she rushed into the nursery.  The 

storm had forced open a window and she noticed Alec’s screams coming 

from underneath an overturned crib. “Alec!  Where are you?” She shouted. 

Kira pushed hard at the heavy crib and brought it upright.  A frightened Alec 

squirmed out of a mass of blankets.  His loud screams ceased with the 

sight of Kira.  Grateful that he was alive, Kira knelt down then scooped him 

up into her arms. “Be still while I check for injuries.” She performed a close 

inspection that caused the little guy to start giggling. “No broken bones, no 

wounds.  Carry on, little soldier.” She started to set him back in the crib, 

and as she lay him down, he grabbed her thumb and looked up 

beseechingly into her eyes.  Kira picked him back up and wrapped him into 

her arms. She sat down in a comfortable chair and started rocking him and 

whispering to him gently. “A wise ruler must always protect the weak 

because the strength of the kingdom is determined by its weakest subject.” 

The little boy started to close his eyes. She continued softly. “I will protect 

you until you are strong.”  
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Chapter 3 - Kidnapped 

 

 

Time passed in the land of Latavia without any 

disturbances.  Alec, now a toddler, sat in front of Kira as 

she rode her horse around the courtyard.  She held him 

tightly as she made a sharp turn, stopped, and started 

galloping again. King Phillip and Queen Selina watched 

from a balcony above the courtyard.  There was a look of 

pride in King Phillip's eyes as he watched Kira and the 

child riding in circles below.  Unfortunately, the queen had 

more of a look of terror. She was shaking at the sight of 

her tiny toddler on the back of a trotting horse. The king 

noticed her discomfort and held her close. “What if she 

falls?” Queen Selina protested, still shaking. The king pondered this 

thought for a moment while rubbing his beard. He decided it was better for 

the queen to be at ease. “I'll stop her.” He said, raising his hand and the 

queen quickly grabbed it. “No!  You might startle her.  Send for Henry.” 

 

Without having to say a word, a lord in waiting appeared, nodded, and then 

rushed out.  A few minutes passed before a breathless Henry approached 

the balcony and bowed. “How might I be of service, My Lord?” The king 

gave Henry a fond look and gestured for him to rise.  He placed his arm 

around the lad and ushered him to the edge of the balcony.  He pointed 

toward Queen Selina. “The queen is concerned. You see?” Henry nodded, 

looking down at a determined Kira who was digging her heels into the 

mare's sides and galloping towards a stone wall. The queen gasped and 

then gripped the edge of the balcony just as Kira pulled back the reins and 

stopped the horse.   

 

“There is no better horseman.” Henry blurted. “Except maybe you, Henry?” 

The king replied. This made Henry smile ear to ear. “Maybe you can 



31 
 

encourage the princess to partake in some field exercises?” The king 

continued.  Henry had an idea.  “Just yesterday Kira, I mean Princess Kira, 

mentioned that the prince should learn fencing, the mace, and dagger 

throws.” Henry suggested. Upon hearing this, the queen grew faint and 

needed to be held upright by her lady in waiting. King Phillip rushed to her 

side. “I was thinking more of a May pole dance or a picnic,” he said to 

Henry as he reassured the queen.  

 

Henry wasn’t joking when he said that about Kira. The next day she came 

to the king asking when she would be allowed to start training Prince Alec. 

King Phillip told her this was not even a topic of discussion, but if she 

wanted, she could take Alec out for a picnic and talk about the land and 

their kingdom. This wasn’t really what Kira wanted but she knew there was 

no pressing the matter. She thought a picnic could be fun. Little Alec still 

needed to explore outside of the castle gate and she needed a bit of fresh 

air as well. She packed a nice basket with food and a blanket and started to 

prepare her horse to set off with Prince Alec.   Henry approached from 

behind the mare.  He looked into the basket and pulled out a small melon. 

“A melon instead of a mace?” He asked jokingly. Kira ignored his taunting 

and took the toddler from the servant.  She held him up to eye level and 

said sternly, “Are you ready for field exercises, young Prince Alec?” The 

little boy started giggling causing Henry to laugh as well. Kira continued, 

“He will never be prepared to rule in time.” Henry shook his head and 

replied, “He's got a couple decades before the weight of the crown crushes 

his tiny head.”   The little prince put out his arms for Henry to hold.  Henry 

smiled and took the child while Kira jumped onto her horse.  She reached 

down for Henry to hand her the prince. “Off with you, before it's off with 

your…” Kira started after Henry handed her the little boy. “Yes, I know.” 

Henry said as he made a cutting gesture across his throat and laughed. 

Henry waved goodbye as Kira galloped to the drawbridge. 
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Charles walked into the knight's quarters.  Mark and James cut him a wide 

path, while the other knights came closer.  “I need a couple of volunteers.” 

Charles announced. “What's the mission?” One of the knights in the crowd 

shouted. “To follow the princess and little prince as they have a picnic.” 

Charles replied. “She won't like that,” a voice argued from the crowd. 

Charles explained, “That's why I need you to follow far behind.  I can't even 

begin to describe what she'll do if she catches you spying on them.”   A 

couple of knights rubbed their arms while others held their stomachs.   

They remembered what happened the last time they made the princess 

angry.  Most shook their heads, no, and moved away. “Anyone?” Charles 

asked.  Mark and James whispered to each other.  Charles walked over 

and poked Mark in the chest. “What about you?” Charles asked Mark. 

Henry walked in and leaned against the wall while whittling on a piece of 

wood. Mark looked at Charles. “Not me, if she even thinks I've been looking 

at her…” James agreed, also shaking his head, no.  Mark pointed at Henry.   

“Why not send him?  He follows her around like a courtyard dog anyway.” 

Charles looked over at Henry who had completed his whittling into a 

duplicate toy horse.  Henry didn’t seem to mind the obvious insult. 

 

“I pick you two…” Charles said, pointing at Mark and James. “...and if you 

don't leave now, I'll tell her that you followed her, and it was your idea.” The 

two dashed towards their horses while the rest of the group broke out in 

howling laughter.  Henry handed the toy horse to Charles. “For your little 

girl.” He said to Charles. Charles inspected the fine workmanship, then 

looked up at Mark and James as they hurried off.  “If only we could craft our 

knights this well.” Charles muttered looking back at the wooden horse. 
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King Phillip sat on his throne taking a little nap when Queen Selina entered 

the room.  She took a seat next to him on her throne and looked lovingly at 

his peaceful face. This caused him to stir and awaken. As he looked at her 

still half asleep, he said. “I guess I dozed off.” She placed her hand on his 

cheek. “I can’t blame you. It's the most comfortable chair in the castle.” He 

smiled at her. “At least we weren't holding court at the time.  Where's 

Alec?” King Phillip asked. The queen frowned and replied, “Kira has taken 

him for a picnic or according to the Princess, ‘more intensive field training.’”  

The king smiled, taking her hand in his.  “These past years have been good 

for everyone.  Kira is teaching Alec everything she knows.” The queen 

replied a bit coldly, “Sometimes it’s too much.” The king nodded with 

understanding, “Kirena used to feel the same way about me hauling Kira 

everywhere.  Look at how wonderful she turned out.”  The queen argued, 

“At what price?  She is quicker to the sword than your best knights. Alec 

will be even quicker with Kira's training.” With this, the queen got up from 

her throne and paced back and forth in front of King Phillip. She finally 

stopped and turned towards the king. “A ruler does not need to so hastily 

engage in battle,” she argued.  King Phillip got up and touched her lightly 

on the arm, “Sometimes a wise ruler is forced into it.” He replied with 

compassion. 

 

 

It was such a beautiful day, and Kira had set up a perfect picnic area.  She 

enjoyed the sun on her face as Prince Alec enjoyed the lunch on his face. 

She looked down at the castle and kingdom below thinking how glad she 

was to be far away.  Kira looked at little Alec. “To rule Latavia will require 

fifty brave and fearless knights, my brother.”  She then looked down at a 

bunch of grapes and grabbed some of them. She started to make little piles 

as a demonstration for the little prince. She continued with her lecture, “You 

always keep a core group of five knights close to you whether in battle or at 

rest.” She moved another group over to the side of the blanket.  The prince 

reached over and started to eat some of the "core knights." Kira lined up 
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more grapes and continued, “This group of ten knights is kept to the right of 

you, just outside your core group.”  Kira noticed that the core group was 

gone; eaten by the little prince.  He started to giggle and one of the half-

eaten grapes fell from his mouth.  Kira moved another group of five grapes 

in.  “If one of your knights is injured…” She tossed the remains of the half 

eaten grape off of the blanket. Kira looked up suddenly because she heard 

noise coming from the forest and noticed three approaching horsemen.   

“Speaking of knights who are about to be injured, it sounds like someone is 

checking up on us.” Kira stood up to confront them and was blinded by the 

bright sun.  She held up a hand to shield her eyes and then terror spread 

across her face. “Romalanders!” She screamed. 

 

Kira reached down and grabbed the prince. She dashed towards her horse 

but was struck in the back of her head by one of her attackers.  Just before 

she could reach her horse, both Kira and the prince fell to the ground. Kira 

grabbed her sword and jumped up just as another rider approached.  She 

pushed Alec away trying to save him from the knights. “Run Alec!” She 

cried as she lunged towards the horseman and slashed his tunic.  The 

attacker brought his horse quickly around and swung a club that made 

contact, hitting her in the head for the second time. With this blow, Kira was 

knocked unconscious. A third horseman leaned down from his mount and 

snatched the fleeing prince. The first rider drew his sword and prepared to 

finish off Kira. A third horseman was watching from behind a stand of trees 

nearby. The branches obscured his face as he told the other horseman, 

“Leave her.  She is defeated.”  The three Romalanders rushed off with the 

screaming prince as their prisoner. They had simply left Kira’s limp and 

stricken body on the ground. 
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After some time, Kira regained consciousness and felt for the wound on her 

head. She was grateful it didn’t feel too bad and decided she could stand 

up slowly. She tried to stay as calm as possible but she was frightened and 

worried for her baby brother. She knew she needed to hurry to keep her 

brother alive. She mounted her horse and started back towards the castle.  

Kira rode across the drawbridge, limp, with her arms looped around the 

neck of her horse.  Henry spotted her from the courtyard and ran to the 

bridge just as she fell from her horse.  “Romalanders.” Kira muttered half 

consciously. Henry cradled her head and ripped off a portion of his sleeve 

to stem the flow of blood from her head wound. “Where is Alec?” He asked. 

“They took him,” Kira whispered as she closed her eyes. Henry slapped her 

on the side of her head urgently asking, “And you said you think it was 

Romalanders who took him.  Are you sure?” Henry pleaded. Kira opened 

her hand to reveal a fabric swatch from a Romalander tunic.  Henry held it 

up for inspection. “From the south.” Henry decided, as he scooped Kira up 

and carried her towards the castle. 

 

 

Henry carried Kira towards her bedroom as two squires ran after him. 

“Fetch the doctor!” He yelled to them. One squire scampered off for the 

doctor. Kira began to lift her head with a pained look. She winced and 

muttered, “No, fetch Charles.  I need Charles.”    

 

The doctor dressed Kira's head wound as Charles ran into the room.  

Henry sat on the end of the bed watching the doctor treat Kira’s wounds. 

Charles looked at the doctor and shouted “Leave us!” The doctor dropped 

the bandages and ran out of the room with Henry following.  Charles 

inspected Kira carefully.  “Who did this?” Charles asked. She held out the 

fabric from the tunic she had cut. “You were outnumbered?” He asked. 

“There were three of them Charles and more on the horizon, what was I to 

do?” Tears began to fill her eyes as she responded. “Did you see their 
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faces?” He asked as he continued his questioning. Kira nods, yes. “Don’t 

worry princess. We shall avenge this.”  Suddenly, Queen Selina burst into 

the room. “Where is he?” She demanded looking around frantically. 

Charles took hold of her asking, “Your Highness, where are your ladies?” 

The queen broke loose of his hold and approached the bed.  She grabbed 

Kira by her tunic and started to shake her. “Where is my son?  Where have 

you taken him?” Tears ran down her cheeks as she noticed Kira’s hopeless 

expression. Kira tried to sit up, but just as quickly, she leaned back 

clutching her head in pain.  Kira muttered, “It was the Romalanders, your 

own people kidnapped him.”  Queen Selina shouted back, “It was you!  You 

were the last with him!” The queen reached up to slap Kira, but Charles 

caught her hand midflight. The queen continued screaming, “You hated 

him!” A few ladies came in from outside the door and Charles began to 

guide the queen towards them.  “Your queen is feeling weak, please help 

her to her chambers.” Charles commanded the ladies. The queen scowled 

at Charles who stood his ground protectively in front of Kira.  The queen 

made one last accusation, “You thought you could rule a kingdom!  You 

couldn't even protect one small child.”  Kira, now fully weeping, buried her 

head into the pillow. 

 

 

Mark and James came riding into the courtyard nursing their wounds. 

Charles noticed them and ran out of the knight's quarters towards the two. 

“You’ve failed!” He screamed. “There were so many!” James began.  

Charles stopped him. “The princess says three.”  Mark piped in. “There 

were three that attacked her, while another two-dozen kept us at bay.” 

Charles growled at the two, “Then why are you not dead?  A knight fights to 

death to save his rulers.” James argued, “We risked our lives for the prince 

and princess, but were overtaken by their sheer number.” Mark nodded, 

yes. “They were heavily armed,” he added. Charles turned around in 

disgust. He had heard enough of all of this and just wanted to start focusing 

on a plan to get the prince back safely. “I'd be dead before I'd show my 
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face back here,” Charles said as he walked away.   To Charles all of this 

talking was a waste of precious time. From what he knew of the 

Romalanders they were not forgiving people. They wouldn't care if it was a 

child or not, and they still had unfinished business regarding Latavia. 

Charles thought it better not to waste any more time and started rounding 

up a group of knights.  

 

 

 

The knights assembled their weapons and prepared their battle gear. “How 

many knights do we have here?” Charles asked a squire. “I'd say forty or 

fifty,” the squire replied.  Charles held up his hand and pointed, “We cannot 

move a number that great across our northern border without detection, I 

want these twenty in the blue group, and we’ll move out at dawn.”  Mark 

and James stood off to the side whispering.  Charles approaches them. 

“You have something to say?”  Mark asked, “Why didn't we go after the 

kidnappers this afternoon?”  Charles was angry and it showed in his voice, 

“That would mean crossing the ravine in the dark.  Any other questions?” 

“Why don’t we take the red troops?” James asked. “Because you lead the 

red troop.” Charles replied.  Peter stepped out of the shadows where he 

had been hiding from the main group. “I think suspicion should be on the 

princess, not James.” “We can identify the kidnappers.” Mark argued. 

James added, “The princess only saw a handful.” Charles glared at the 

two. “Join the blue troop, but do not ride anywhere near me.” 

 

 

 

Kira was in her bed with her head bandaged, staring at the ceiling.  Henry 

came in, obviously excited. “They leave at sunrise,” he said to Kira. Kira 
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closed her eyes with a look of pain. “Leave me alone,” she said in a sad 

voice. Henry sat on the edge of the bed and grabbed her arm. “You must 

talk to Charles!  Only the blue troops are going, no squires are allowed,” he 

said. Kira pulled her arm away and moaned.  She turned towards the wall 

while Henry shook her shoulder. “I know Charles would let us go.  You 

know what the kidnappers look like,” he continued. Kira pulled a pillow over 

her head. “Go away!” She implored him.  Henry stood his ground and said, 

“Some would think that you refuse the quest for other reasons.” Kira bolted 

upright. “How dare you! You are but a servant.  Get out of my room!” Kira 

screamed. Henry thought to reply but changed his mind and simply left with 

his head hung low.    

 

The king had been standing outside the Kira's bedroom, listening to the 

exchange between Henry and Kira. “Any improvement?” King Phillip asked 

as Henry walked out. Henry shook his head, no. “They took more than your 

son, my Lord.” The king turned to walk away. “Give her time, she'll be ready 

for battle by morning,” The king assured.  Henry followed him and tapped 

him gently on the shoulder. “Maybe a kind word from you?” Henry asked.  

The king shook his head, no. “Warriors don't need kindness.”  

 

 

 

 

Peter stood beside King Phillip's desk, unrolling a map. He pointed to 

various areas on the map showing different spots of interest to the king. 

“Here, here, and a final attack from the west.” The king stepped back then 

stroked his beard. “This could kill hundreds, maybe thousands,” the king 

argued. “Mostly Romalanders.” Peter countered. “Yes, your countrymen, 

from both the north and south,” King Phillip pointed out. “These are the 

sacrifices that a wise ruler makes,” Peter argued. The king looked harshly 

at Peter as he rolled the maps back up and handed them back.   “I trust 

Charles's plan to go through the forbidden lands.  The tunic was from the 
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south and he thinks they took the prince, this way; through the forbidden 

lands.  A small assault has a better chance of saving Alec's life,” The king 

decided. Peter replied nervously. “I must go with them; I know the forbidden 

lands.” The king shook his head, no. “The queen is distraught and needs 

you by her side.” King Phillip knew that Peter would want to go to war, but if 

war could be avoided it must. The king wanted as little blood shed as 

possible and something told the king Peter was hungry for blood.  

 

Charles studied a large map of the Upper Kingdom of Romaland North and 

South spread across the table while the knights talked in small groups 

before they got ready for bed.  Henry tumbled into the room, and Charles 

looked up fondly at the boy. “The princess? How is she?” Charles asked 

Henry. “She will be ready to ride in the morning.” Henry didn’t think a little 

lie would hurt. “I ask about her wounds.” Charles asked. “Princess Kira 

feels no pain,” Henry assured Charles, “She is eager for revenge.”  Charles 

motioned Henry to come over to the table.  Henry squinted to understand 

the map as Charles started to trace a path. “They must have come from the 

south through the forbidden lands to avoid detection by our troops on the 

border.” Henry moved a bit closer and nodded. Charles continued. “Rather 

than fight our troops, they returned to Romaland through the forbidden 

lands.” Charles reached into his pocket and pulled out a patch. “The 

forbidden lands are the shortest way back, but the risks are great and how 

will we know who are the kidnappers and who are merely southern troops 

that we don’t want to engage?”  Henry interrupted his thought. “The 

princess can identify the kidnappers.  She must join the quest!” Charles 

tried to finish what he was saying. “Aye, and you also will ride…” Charles 

paused and put a fatherly arm around Henry. “...as her protector.”  
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Chapter 4 - The Quest 

 

Kira lay deep within a mound of covers 

and pillows as an excited Henry rushed 

into the room.  He took a fist full of 

covers in his hand and thrust them back 

to expose Kira wrapped tightly in the 

fetal position. She grabbed the one 

remaining pillow and covered her head 

again. “Get out!” She shouted. Henry 

took the pillow from her grasp and hit 

her with it playfully.  She seized the pillow, flipped over and sprung out of 

the bed. She held the pillow high above her head as she delivered a puffy 

pillow blow to his head. 

 

“Your wounds are healing nicely, your Highness.” Henry pointed out. “We 

ride in the morning,” he finished. With that, Kira sank back into the bed and 

started to grab the covers and pull them over her. “You’ll have to go without 

me,” she said and she pulled the blanket over her face.  Henry stood up in 

anger, “This is my only chance to join a quest,” he complained as he 

grabbed her by both of her arms. “I have pledged my life to protect your 

family!”  Kira broke loose of his hold and retrieved her covers.  As she 

returned to her blanket retreat, she whispered. “Find another more worthy 

of your pledge.” 

 

 

Queen Selina was in her bed with a lady waiting holding a cool cloth to the 

queen's forehead.  The king sat on the edge of her bed, holding her hand 

as an anxious Peter entered the room without knocking.  He rushed to her 

side when he noticed her state.  “My dear sister, I hear that you grow faint 

with distress.” The queen reached for his outstretched hand and he 

pressed it to his lips. Peter continued, “I shall ride with haste in the morning 
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to bring my precious nephew back to your loving arms.” The queen turned 

towards King Phillip. “You said that Peter was not allowed to go,” she said 

to the king. King Phillip nodded in response, yes.  Peter bowed his head 

sadly, confirming, “He feels that you need me here, but how can I rest for a 

moment until these scoundrels are crushed?” King Phillip was really 

starting to understand Peter’s motives and corrected him, “You mean, until 

Prince Alec is saved?” Peter responded quickly, “Of course, I will not rest 

until Prince Alec is returned safely, and with much more effort than 

Princess Kira who like you has taken to her bed.”   

 

“Kira will lead the knights on the quest in the morning,” King Phillip 

informed the two.  Peter argued, “From what I hear, she refuses to go.” He 

smiled smugly and with a sneer at the look of anger growing on the king's  

face. “She must still be very tired from her picnic in the sun today.” Peter 

added as the king stormed out of the room.   

 

 

 

The king was not happy after this conversation with Peter and knew he 

needed to speak to Kira before the morning. He burst loudly into Kira's 

bedroom telling her it was time to get out of bed and start planning for the 

next day. She moaned and rolled over towards the wall. “Get up and 

prepare your gear for the morning. The doctor says your wounds will not be 

harmed by the ride.”  “Some wounds cannot be seen.” Kira muttered still 

facing the wall.   The king argued, “Failure is best cured by victory.” Kira 

finally turned to her father and said, “Victory is no cure for weakness.” The 

king continued his argument, “So you are not a fierce warrior?  Has all this 

been a game for you?” The king replied, turning to walk out of the room, but 

looked back to notice the princess struggled to sit upright. “A toy soldier, 

that's all you are!” He said just as we walked out of the door.  
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An anxious Henry stood outside the door as the king left the room and 

slammed the door shut behind him. “It worked?” Henry asked with a 

worried look. The king put an arm around Henry and nodded. “You will 

protect her?” The king asked. “With all my heart!” Henry said a bit loudly. 

His face became flush with embarrassment. “With my life,” he added in a 

more serious tone. King Phillip patted the boy on the back feeling grateful 

Kira had a friend like Henry.  

 

 

The morning came quickly and Kira knew as much as she felt ashamed, 

she needed to join the brigade. She got up feeling sore and tired but put 

her feelings to the side accepting that it was more important to find Prince 

Alec.   Kira and Charles lead the blue troop of knights towards the 

drawbridge as a beaming Henry follows, bringing up the rear. Henry looked 

up towards the balcony and waved at the king who looked back fondly and 

waved.  As Kira commanded her horse to cross the bridge, Kira looked 

back at her father as he turned and walked away.  The group rode hard 

with Charles and Kira taking the lead.  Henry tried to move up along the 

knights but at some point realized he would spend most of the time being 

consumed by their dust. The knights reached a rope bridge and halted. 

Henry finally made his way to the front and rode up next to Kira.  He 

pointed across the bridge gasping for breath. “The forbidden lands!” He 

shouted. Kira ignored his warning and moved her horse to cross the bridge 

first. Henry plucked up the courage and was able to maneuver his horse to 

ride close behind her.  As they carefully rode across the bridge, twenty 

horsemen approached from the left towards the other knights who were 

starting to cross the bridge.  Charles noticed the approaching horsemen 

and shouted, “Romalanders!” Charles motioned for Kira and Henry to 

continue across the bridge. “Make haste to the other side, while we lay 

waste to these cowards!” Charles yelled at the two.   Kira and Henry dug 

their heels into the sides of their horses who galloped quickly to the other 

side.  A few Romalanders noticed them and  tried to follow them, but the 
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Latavian knights intercepted them before they could. Another Romalander 

broke away and sprinted towards the bridge.  Charles looked up just in time 

to quickly cut him off. He looked back at the other knights who had their 

hands full with the Romalanders.  Charles cut the ropes holding the bridge 

as he looked solemnly into Kira's eyes. “Bring him home.” Charles said to 

Kira before turning away. Kira and Henry were now stranded on the other 

side as the knights battled the Romalanders. Charles looked back once 

more to wave Kira and Henry on, as he engaged another opponent. 

 

 

 

Kira and Henry charged forward into the forbidden lands alone.  Any help 

from Charles and the knights would only happen after they defeated the 

Romalanders and got some workmen to repair the rope bridge. It could 

take days before they could set out again, if ever.  She and Henry were 

truly on their own.  Their pace started to slow as darkness consumed the 

sky.  Henry held up his hand motioning them to stop. “I fear we might run 

into a tree,” Henry said to Kira. “Are you afraid of the dark?” Kira asked, 

taunting him. “I’m afraid only for my horse since we have no others.” Henry 

replied. Kira stopped and got down from her horse.  She took the reins and 

tied them to a tree beside the road.  Henry followed her and they both 

removed their saddles and gear.  A light mist started to fall. Henry held up 

his hand feeling the small drops of water. “My horse loves the rain and he'll 

appreciate the cool of the night,” he said as he looked around and grabbed 

a few branches. “But I prefer shelter.” Kira walked a few feet away from the 

road and inspected a large rock wall. “I see an opening,” she said 

motioning for Henry to join her. “It's an abandoned cave!” She continued 

exploring. Henry joined her and peered into the dark opening. “You have no 

proof that it is abandoned.  I'm not going in there.” Henry insisted. Kira 

gave Henry a hearty pat on the back. “Grab the gear and let's get some 

sleep,” she told him while patting her sword. “I will protect you from the 
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monsters of the night,” she said with a little laugh.  Henry turned and 

muttered to himself. “It's not monsters that I'm afraid of.” 

 

Kira and Henry decided to settle in for the night and only a faint beam of 

moonlight illuminated their faces.  Henry stared up at the cave ceiling. 

“You're still mad,” he remarked to Kira. Kira turned towards him and 

propped herself up on one elbow. “Why should I be?  I like being called a 

monster,” she replied coldly. “You know that's not what I meant.” Henry 

shot back with a look of dismay. “Maybe you meant that it would be 

monstrous to sleep next to me?” Kira asked. “Sort of.” He muttered. Henry 

rolled over, away from Kira. “Luckily, I don't snore like the other knights,” 

Kira said jokingly as she started poking him in the back. She continued 

pestering him. “Maybe you do.  You're probably the monster!”  After no 

response from Henry, she commanded, “Get some sleep. It's a long ride to 

the border tomorrow.” 

 

 

Kira and Henry slept soundly in the cave not noticing the small sounds 

coming from deep inside the cave. What the princess and Henry didn’t 

know was that this cave was actually already occupied. As they slept 

believing they were completely alone, two twin trolls named Peek and Aboo 

watched over them.    

 

“It's my turn.” Aboo announced. “You ate the bigger warthog last week.” 

Peek argued back as he began to poke at Henry. “This one is mine; it looks 

plump.” Henry started to moan and rolled over. Suddenly Henry started 

muttering in his sleep. “You win, Kira,” he said barely audibly. Kira stirred 

and rolled over.  The sun started to shine into the cave, waking the 

sleeping princess.  She partially shielded her eyes and then squinted at the 

trolls.  Finally, the horrendous sight came into focus as she gasped, 

covering her mouth with her hands.  Peek gave Kira a little nudge making 

her squeal. 

 

“Maybe this one is bigger.  It certainly looks tastier,” said Peek motioning to 

Kira. Kira grabbed her sword, flipped upright and lunged towards the pair.  
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Aboo seized the sword and lifted it into the air with Kira dangling from the 

other end.  Kira dropped to the ground as Henry slowly started to wake up.   

“Is it morning?” Henry asked, yawning. He sat up, rubbed his eyes and 

started looking around.  He looked over and noticed Kira's bed was empty.  

Then he spotted her lying on the ground next to it. “You rolled out of your 

bed.  Who is the monster now?” Henry teased.  

 

Aboo inspected the sword and started to use it as a toothpick.  Peek 

became interested too and reached up and grabbed it. “Gimme.” Peek 

snarled at Aboo. “I had it first!” Aboo whined as he tried to take it back, but 

Peek held it out to the side. Henry looked up, finally bringing the two tolls 

into focus. He remained perfectly still and leaned towards Kira. “Kira.  Kira, 

wake up.” Henry said in a whisper. Kira jumped up and brushed herself off. 

“I am awake, you idiot!  I've been battling these monsters alone.” 

 

Peek dropped the sword in shock. “Monsters!  Where?” He shrieks. They 

started to move back towards the cave entrance in unison attached at the 

hip. “I don't see any monsters!” Aboo yelled looking worried. “She must 

mean out there.” Peek said pointing to the mouth of the cave. Peek peered 

out the cave door into the sunlight. “Maybe she meant you.  You look 

hairable.” Aboo joked.  “Horrible?  I don't get it.” Peek said with a look of 

confusion. Aboo reached over and tapped Peek on the head. “You haven't 

combed your hair in days! You look hair-able!” They both started to laugh in 

unison and Peek slapped his thigh. “That is a good one,” said Peek, 

“Another one, another one!” Peek implored. Aboo started a new riddle. 

“What is mightier than the mightiest king, eviler than the devil, and you'll die 

if you eat it?”  Peek was stumped as he scratched his head.  Both Kira and 

Henry pressed as close to the wall as possible; hoping they would not 

notice them. 
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King Phillip and three knights rode into the glen where four monks stood.  

The king and his knights dismounted as the monks pulled back their hoods. 

“Your presence answers my question.” The king said to the monks.   One 

of the monks untied his cape to reveal the royal crest of Romaland. To the 

knight's surprise he revealed himself as King Stephen, current ruler of 

Romaland; both the north and south lands. King Stephen began to join the 

group. “A king who would kidnap children deserves death.  I would never 

touch your son.”   King Phillip opened his hand to reveal the fabric swatch 

of Romaland.  King Stephen took the fabric and inspected it. “From the 

north;  our civil war continues.” King Stephen responded. “Why would they 

want war with me?” King Phillip asked.  King Stephen explained, “Your 

armies cannot cross the forbidden lands easily.  To fight the north, you 

must conquer the south first,” the king nodded, “yes” and added, “That 

would weaken both of us, but the true winner would be the north.” Suddenly 

a lone horseman approached from a distance. All three of King Phillip's 

knights drew their swords as the three “monks" tossed off their robes to 

reveal the full battle gear of Romalander knights.  As the horseman came 

nearer, they could see that it was actually Queen Selina.  Her eyes were 

focused on King Stephen like a hawk. “Murderer!” The queen screamed at 

him.  
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Chapter 5 - Riddle of the Twin Trolls  

 

Back in the cave, the two trolls started to have a 

competition with Kira and Henry. The rules were 

that whoever could answer more riddles correctly 

would be the winner. Kira and Henry sat across 

from Peek and Aboo as they ate some berries and 

bread. Henry made some scratches in the dirt with 

his knife.   “That's seven for you and nine for us,” 

Henry said, sounding proud. “But you shouldn't 

have gotten credit for the first one.” Aboo argued. “I 

got it right!  Nothing is mightier than the mightiest 

king and if I eat nothing, I die.” Kira refuted his 

remarks, “But you were not trying to answer the riddle, you were arguing 

that nothing would be mightier than you if you were a king!” Aboo yelled 

back, “I was lucky and I was right!   Kira shook her head, no. “Just one 

more and we get to go free,” she argued as she tapped at the score in the 

dirt. “That was the deal,” she finished. “No…” Peek began to argue. “The 

deal is that we don't eat you.  Now it's our turn to catch up, gimme another 

riddle, Henry.” Peek responded.  

 

Henry stroked his chin.  “Okay I’ve got one. There are six birds on a fence 

and you shoot one with an arrow, and kill another by throwing a rock.  How 

many are left?” Aboo replied quickly. “That's easy, four.” “Wrong!  There 

would be none, since they would all fly away in fear.” Kira responded. 

“Exactly.  Let's have our riddle.” Henry confirmed as he picked up a piece 

of wood and started to whittle with his knife.  Peek and Aboo put their 

heads together and whispered.  Kira was smug that they would soon be 

free and be able to continue their journey. 
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King Phillip was having a difficult time restraining Queen Selina as she 

kicked and squirmed against his firm grip. “Let me go!  I'll kill him myself!” 

She wailed. King Stephen tried to offer a comforting hand, but she spit on 

it. “Murderer!” She screamed.  King Stephen, looking unamused, used the 

swatch of fabric to wipe it off. “Let her go, Phillip.  Her rage is justified.” The 

king said. “So it is true!  You killed my husband.” The queen continued with 

her cries. King Stephen bowed his head in shame. “It is our civil war that 

killed King Alexander.  I might as well have drawn the sword myself.” He 

admitted. “You killed him to seize the throne for the south!” Queen Selina 

accused, as she spit again, but this time it missed its mark. “We found King 

Alexander's body in their deserted camp,” King Stephen continued. He held 

out a comforting hand and she started to push it away, but paused.  “He 

had been dead for days before our troops arrived.” King Stephen told her. 

The queen started to struggle again to get free of King Phillip's hold. “Liar!  

My husband's knights would have died before letting harm come to their 

king!” She screamed. King Stephen looked at her and asked. “And are they 

alive today?  I risked my life to tell you that I do not have your son.” The 

queen thought about this for a moment. “Then who killed my husband?” 

The queen demanded. “Find your son and you'll have your answer,” King 

Stephen said coldly. This time King Stephen reached out and grasped her 

arm saying. “King Phillip is your husband now.  He gave you asylum and a 

son.  Let us help you find your son.” 

 

 

 

Kira and Henry had their heads together now and whispered amongst 

themselves.  Aboo and Peek seem pleased. “Time is up.” Aboo 

announced. “What’s your answer then?” He finished. Kira held up a 

cautious hand, “Wait. Give us a moment. We almost have it.” Henry 

brightened.  “It's simple, the answer is a sword!” Henry chimed. Kira held a 

finger to his mouth. “That's not our answer,” she assured the trolls. Henry 
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continued defending his case. “If I go into battle with only one thing, it has 

to be a sword.” Kira responded, “It’s too simple, too obvious. That can’t be 

the answer.”  Henry continued with his whittling and it appeared that he 

was creating another toy wooden horse. “How can I defeat my enemy 

without a sword?” Henry asked, feeling a bit frustrated.  Kira thought about 

this. “Without a shield, you would be dead before you made the first lunge,” 

she replied. Suddenly, Kira jumped up and started pacing.  “With a sword, I 

cannot protect myself, with a shield and I cannot defeat my enemy,” Kira 

said as she looked intently at the twin trolls.  They each had a bow and 

arrow strapped across their backs. After she noticed this, she shrieked, “I 

have the answer! It’s too easy!” 

 

 

 

The queen rested peacefully as the king leaned towards her lady in waiting 

from a chair next to the bed. He whispered to the lady in waiting. “How long 

has she been asleep?” The lady in waiting replied, “For over three hours 

now.” As the queen stirred in her sleep, King Phillip reached over and took 

her hand. “Feeling better?” he asked softly to Queen Selina. She looked at 

him and tiredly asked, “Any news?” The king responded, “Charles reports 

that it will take another day to repair the rope bridge.” The queen sat up and 

asked,  “Do you believe King Stephen?” King Phillip replied, “I believe the 

truth and the truth is that Alexander was killed by those who would benefit 

by war.” The queen closed her eyes and said softly, “Or she.” With this, the 

king dropped her hand and stood up. “You can't mean Kira?” King Phillip 

said angrily. The queen replied sadly, keeping her eyes shut,  “She led 

exercises into Romaland, she hates me and all Romalanders.”   The queen 

sat up and continued her argument, “She let Alec be taken.” Now the king 

was angry. “That is absurd!  Don't you think you've insulted enough 

innocent people for one day?” he shot back. With a lot of frustration, the 

king started to leave but turned back around to glare at the queen. “If you 
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want to accuse someone, why not ask your brother where he was the day 

King Alexander was killed?”  He stormed out of the bedroom. 

 

 

King Phillip was clearly filled with frustration. He knew his wife was worried 

but she was not being rational and he didn’t like to admit it, but sometimes 

managing his wife was a harder job than managing knights on a battlefield. 

He needed to go sit in the empty throne room to be alone for some time. 

Although his intentions were there, he found his alone time was quickly 

interrupted by Mark and James. They bowed in front of the king who was 

pacing back and forth in front of the throne.  

 

James started to explain to the king all the happenings of the day and how 

they didn’t see the oncoming horsemen. “I saw nothing either.” Mark 

added. King Phillip couldn’t believe what he was hearing. This was not the 

news he needed right now. He asked the two. “So, while my daughter was 

attacked and my son kidnapped, you both were tied to a tree? The both 

nodded, “yes” while James tried to explain, “We were gravely wounded, 

your Highness.” The king was angry, “Why was she out of your sight?” 

James tried to explain how Charles told them that Kira would be furious if 

she noticed she was being followed, so they had to be a distance away. “A 

great knight can be there…” The king started pointing to an imaginary spot 

on the rug. “...without being seen.  Do you always obey Charles?” He 

asked. Mark replied. “Always, especially since the time…” James pushed 

him before he could finish his sentence. “What time?  Has Charles been 

unfair?” The king asked. “Nothing, Your Lord.” Mark said, trying to steer the 

conversation in another direction. The king came over to Mark and picked 

him up by the neck. “Tell me what happened with Charles, or I'll replace my 

hand with the sword!” The king demanded. Mark was terrified at this point 

and knew he was going to have to tell the truth. “The princess was talking 

about who would be king if the prince was sick or missing and…” The king 
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dropped Mark before he could finish and stormed towards the door. 

“Guards!  Get me Charles!” He yelled.  

 

 

 

The queen had now gotten out of bed and paced by the window. She kept 

thinking about what the king had said about her brother and it was keeping 

her awake. She felt very worried for her little boy and would rest at nothing 

to find him. She didn’t enjoy accusing Kira of such horrible things but she 

just didn’t know who else could’ve done such a thing. She thought it best to 

check on her brother just to be sure she could rule him out.  A squire stood 

before her giving her news of his findings.   “Peter’s bed was not slept in 

last night, although it is not uncommon for him to be out all night,” the 

squire realized his blunder and started to turn red. “I am sorry your 

Highness,” the squire continued. “but the taverns in the village have not 

seen him either.” The queen took this in and thought carefully. “Did you 

look in the kitchen?” Queen Selina asked. “He often raids our pantry for 

sweets,” she said to the squire. He shook his  head, no.  “None of the 

cooks have seen him all day.”  The queen looked out the window with a 

look of concern. This was not normal for Peter. She didn’t want to assume 

the worst but she didn’t know what else to think at this point. She only 

wanted to have her son back safe and sound. “My brother might be able go 

to bed without his wine, but never without his sweets,” she finished, 

pushing the thoughts out of her head as she motioned for the squire to 

leave her chambers.  
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Charles rushed into the throne room to find King Phillip pacing back and 

forth in front of the window.  “My Lord?  You asked for me?” Charles 

inquired hesitantly. “Kira,” was all the king could say in a hushed tone. 

Charles joined the king at the window, placing a firm hand on the king’s 

shoulder. “Say no more, and know this as my friend…” Charles began, and 

paused taking a deep breath. “...although she once resented Prince Alec, 

her heart is now true,” he stated with conviction. The king gave him an 

appreciative smile before looking back to the ground to continue his pacing. 

The king trusted everything would be okay and both his children would 

return safely, but until they were home, he would continue to worry, and 

Charles knew this.   

 

 

 

Back in the cave, the trolls, Kira and Henry decided their riddle games were 

finished and it was time to go. Aboo and Peek followed Kira and Henry as 

they left the cave.  Both the trolls had long, sad faces and heads drooped 

on their chests with their loss of the game. Kira turned to glare sternly at 

the pair noticing their grim looks.   “Just look at you two.” Kira gestured at 

them looking at them up and down. “All those legs; you’d be tripping over 

each other,” Kira finished beginning to pack her gear. “...plus, you're out of 

breath from this short walk.” She added noticing the troll's heavy breathing. 

It was hard for them to walk very far without getting tangled up.She was 

frustrated at this point that this was the situation they were in when they 

were trying to save her baby brother’s life.  

 

“Our mother told us to never leave the cave.” Peek said in a worried tone. 

“She said we're hideous.” Aboo added with his head still hanging. Henry 

pulled Kira aside.  “They might be helpful you know,” he suggested in a 

whisper. Kira rolled her eyes at him and broke away to continue packing 

her gear.  “They would slow us down.” She eventually said looking at 

Henry. “Think of the protection they could offer.” Henry pointed out. Kira 
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ignored this and threw the remaining gear on her horse.  She turned in fury. 

It was clear to Kira that they would leave without them, and she thought this 

discussion was simply wasting more time.  

 

“Protection?  Are you saying that I can't protect myself?” Finding herself 

getting more and more frustrated, she jumped on her horse. “I really don’t 

care what you do, but I will find my brother and bring him safely home.   

She dug her heels into horse's sides commanding him to start. The horse 

jumped forward, and Kira took one final look back at the rejected trolls. “I 

don’t need anybody's help!” She shouted before trotting off.   Henry quickly 

grabbed his own gear and looked at the twin trolls who were almost in 

tears. They held out the reins to his horse expecting him to follow her. 

“Kira's answer to the riddle was wrong,” Henry said shamefully. “You would 

not take a bow and arrow into battle?” Peek replied. “Is the answer the 

sword?” Aboo asked. “If I could only take one thing into battle…” Henry 

started as he took the reins and jumped up on his horse. “...it would be my 

friends!” As he was leaving, Henry pulled the toy horse out of his 

saddlebags and handed it to the pair. “Maybe we’ll run into you again, who 

knows? Until then, keep smiling and you will always be my friend!”  They 

were able to manage a smile.  They liked Henry even if he was friends with 

that nasty girl. 

 

 

Eventually Henry caught up to Kira and they rode side by side along the 

country road.  Kira looked cautiously over at Henry. “We'll be over the 

mountains before nightfall,” she muttered. Henry merely nodded in 

response. There was a tension in the air between the two and Kira was 

ready to quash it. “We could stop first for dinner,” she said this time louder. 

Henry looked away. She gave in. “They were a risk Henry! But I was never 

going to leave without you,” she finished. Henry stopped his horse 

completely. “I’m sorry Princess, but they were a risk to whom?  Prince 

Alec? To the quest?  To your glorious victory?” Kira turned her horse 
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around to face Henry. “I don't know! I don't know how to find the kidnappers 

and I don't know how to get him back,” she said, feeling lost for more 

words. She let her head fall feeling ashamed. “I don't even know how to 

protect my future king, so how could I have ever thought I could rule?” She 

said looking at the ground.   Henry finally thought it was ready to put this to 

rest and pulled his horse alongside Kira's.  He took her hand and lifted her 

chin up. “You don't need to know everything Princess Kira of Latavia.” He 

said with a smile holding her hand to his chest. “The heart will give you the 

answers, listen to it.”  Kira looked deeply into his loving eyes before quickly 

pulling her hand away. “My heart is empty.  I'd rather have a map,” she said 

sharply.   

 

King Phillip was still at the castle pondering the future of his village and 

especially the future of his family. He found it best to sit with the present 

moment and not let his thoughts take him into too much darkness. It was 

easy trapped in the castle all day to become overwhelmed with thoughts. 

He found it much better to spend as much time outside in nature as 

possible.  Later in the evening, King Phillip looked out the window at a 

horizon.  He watched as the colors changed from an orangey hue to turning 

the whole sky bright colors of violet and pink. that had changed from bright 

sunlight to a warm afternoon. As soon as the king felt a huge sense of 

peace, he began to close his eyes and breathe in the scent of the evening 

air. He had what felt like only a few moments of utter calmness when 

Charles came running into the room.   

 

“The rope bridge is repaired!  We ride at dawn,” Charles announced 

sounding rather excited. The king turned around and kept his hands tightly 

clasped behind his back. “Who will you take then?” The king asked slowly.  

“A small group that can move quickly and silently so that they cannot hear 

our approach.” As Charles said this, he tiptoed around the king’s room 

trying to make light of the subject. “Do you mean Kira or the kidnappers?” 

The king asked unamused by Charles’s attempts to cheer him up.  Charles 
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finally noticed the king’s seriousness and wanted to meet him with the 

same respect. “Kira is not a kidnapper my Lord, you know this in your 

heart,” he said in a low tone. 

  

“Regardless of what you find…” the king started but stopped to grab 

Charles’s arm. “...bring my daughter home to me.” The king looked Charles 

directly in the eyes. Charles knew this must be the only option and had 

nothing more to say to the king other than a genuine nod of assurance. 

Charles devoted his life to his knights, his king and his kingdom. This 

wasn’t a question whether she would come home or not. With the king’s 

orders he knew it would be only a matter of time before the princess and 

Prince Alec were home safe.  

 

 

While the king found his peace out on the balcony of his chambers the 

queen found her peace in front of her mirror combing her hair. She was so 

worried about her children but felt it was very heated in these moments to 

be in the king’s presence. She knew he was worried but felt overwhelmed 

around him so thought it was best to stay in her space. She hummed as 

she brushed her hair to calm her mind and take away all the fearful 

thoughts going through her head.  Mark and James stood uncomfortably 

behind the queen as she continued her humming and brushing. “How many 

times?” Queen Selina asked the two. James looked over at Mark who 

shrugged his shoulders. “Three, maybe four,” Mark replied eventually with 

a loss for a better answer. Queen Selina narrowed her look at the two 

questioning their trustworthiness. “During these trips to the border, did the 

princess ever speak of the person she was meeting?” James replied 

quickly, knowing being on Queen Selina’s bad side was the last place he 

wanted to be. “She would have punished us with a colossal vengeance if 

we had pried.” The queen laid down her brush and picked up a velvet 

pouch and a scarf.  “I will be most grateful if you honor me by riding 

tomorrow with my colors,” the queen said to Mark and James holding up 



56 
 

the scarves to the two. James and Mark both take the scarves with a slight 

bow.  Queen Selina then reached over, took Mark's hand and opened it. “It 

would also honor me if you accepted this small token,” she said as she 

placed the velvet pouch in his hand and closed his fingers around it. When 

they noticed what the queen was giving them, they both dropped quickly to 

one knee.  “We pledge our lives for you,” James said with his head bowed 

to his knee. Queen Selina looked at the two knights and smiled. She then 

laid a gentle hand on Mark's shoulder. “This is not for me, but for my son.  

Bring Prince Alec home to me please. It’s the only thing that matters right 

now.” 

 

Mark and James both took this as a wakeup call as to how serious the 

queen was when it came to bringing Prince Alec home. The queen 

motioned for both of them to rise and as Mark began to stand, he 

remembered a key point that the queen hadn’t mentioned at all. “What 

about his kidnapper?” Mark asked, wanting to make sure he knew exactly 

what the queen was asking. The queen looked directly at the two and didn’t 

even take a moment to respond. “Punish her with a vengeance!”  
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Chapter 6 - The Monstrous Mountain 

 

Kira and Henry continued on 

their quest to save Prince Alec. 

Nothing would stop Kira at this 

point, or so she thought. 

Suddenly the two were 

confronted by the face of an 

enormous mountain, that was 

literally a giant face.  There was 

an opening that looked like a 

huge mouth and two big rock 

eyes above it. The thought of 

going inside the mountain was 

daunting but still possible. “It is 

too steep to scale.” Henry exclaimed.  “We'll have to make our way through 

that tunnel,” he added, feeling a bit grim about the situation. 

 

They approached the tunnel that was shaped like a mouth and peered into 

darkness that seemed to never end. “I cannot see light on the other side.” 

Henry said, feeling a bit more worried as they came closer. “Afraid of the 

dark again?” Kira teased.   Henry gave his horse a little kick and he rode 

towards the opening.  As he started to enter the tunnel, the Monstrous 

Mountain came alive. In a flash, boulders started tumbling and falling down 

the side of the mountain. It appeared as if the mountain was angry and 

groaning.  “Watch out!  It's closing!” Kira screamed at Henry. Just as Henry 

could figure out what Kira was saying, he entered the tunnel, and it caved 

in.  His horse threw him as it ran away, frightened.   Henry was tragically 

trapped beneath a mound of dirt and rocks.  Kira ran to his side. 

 

“Are you hurt?” Kira asked. “Only my legs,” Henry assured her. Kira looked 

around and at the mound of dirt. She started pushing it off of Henry in 

attempts to free his caught legs.  With each handful she removed, more 

seems to slide on top of him as if some kind of magic.  Kira leaned closer to 



58 
 

Henry to investigate the mystery of this dirt.  She whispered to him, “It 

doesn't want to let you go, lay very still.” Then, Kira moved behind Henry 

and grabbed his arms.  She began to pull him free of the debris while he 

mountain groaned again. She was worried that there was more to this 

mountain than what meets the eye. A little afraid, Kira moved closer to 

Henry and asked, loudly. “I wonder what that is over there?” She started to 

stand up and pointed at something unusual on the far side of the mountain. 

“Let me go check this out while you try to work yourself free.”  

 

Kira ran over to the far side of the mountain and picked up some rocks.  

She started throwing them with the intention of finding out what she was 

seeing without putting herself in harm's way. There was no knowing what 

this tunnel had inside and she wanted to keep her distance.  Kira screamed 

loudly. “It's warthogs!”  “They are trying to cross the Monstrous Mountain.” 

She pointed out to Henry. “I'll kill one for dinner,” she added with a smile. 

Henry lay in his predicament trying to free himself while Kira continued to 

throw rocks. The Monstrous Mountain noticed all the comotion and began 

to groan and make loud rumbling sounds. Kira noticed the mountain's 

rumbles and knew it was time to move. “Hurry Henry please help me, 

before they get away!” She screeched. The Monstrous Mountain made 

another noise, but this time more of a squeak of interest to her activities. 

Eventually, Henry was able to pull himself away from the mound of dirt, and 

he could only take a few steps away before collapsing back to the ground.   

 

“They are gone,” Kira said in a tone of dismay. The mountain seemed to 

sag, agreeing in disappointment. “No warthog stew for dinner, my friend,” 

she said, looking at Henry still on the ground. Kira walked sadly towards 

Henry and leaned down to help him up. She gently took his arm and 

whispered to him. “It worked. Can you still ride?” Henry shook his head, 

rubbing his legs, and closing his eyes in pain. “You continue without me.” 

He muttered. 

 

Kira jumped up and put her hands on her hips clearly unhappy with his 

remarks. “I don't know where I'd ride,” she said sternly. “Obviously I can't 

go through the tunnel, or over the mountain.”  Kira walked up to her horse 
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and pulled her gear back down. “We might as well make dinner and get 

some rest.” Kira was not sure if this was the best idea, but she seemed to 

think it was really the only option and let Henry’s legs rest. 

 

 

 

The two kidnappers, Bart and Dirk sat across from Prince Alec.  The three 

of them were playing a game with four sticks and three rocks.  Alec 

appeared to be winning.  Another kidnapper, Owen rode up. “No sign of 

them, yet,” he exclaimed.  Bart and Dirk didn’t notice Owen and continued 

to concentrate on the game.  Owen became frustrated they wouldn’t pay 

him any attention, and decided to walk into the middle of the little circle. 

“This is no time for games!” Owen was furious at this point.  

 

Owen continued by kicking the sticks and rocks, causing them to scatter. 

He was truly acting like more of a child than the little prince by this point. 

Prince Alec began to wail in fear.  The little prince started to run away. 

“Grab him and tie him up!” Owen commanded.  “He's just a little kid, boss,” 

Dirk said. Bart caught the small prince and ushered him back to the 

clearing. “See, he's being good,” Bart muttered. Owen couldn’t believe 

what he was seeing “You two idiots choose!  Either that kid gets the 

ropes…” He began, as he walked over and hit Dirk hard with the back of 

his hand. “...Or you do!” 

 

Bart looked at the situation and started. “But the Master said that the kid 

better not be found with any bruises,” Owen replied “Alive.” “He said the 

brat better not be found alive with bruises.”  Owen pushed Bart aside and 

grabbed the prince by the back of the shirt.  He dropped the prince in front 

of Dirk, and continued to shout at the two, “Tie him up, or kill him!  It doesn't 

matter to me.” Owen was clearly furious with the two, but he knew there 

was nothing more he could do at this point. He would have to surrender 

and let go to the fact that this process would need to be seen through.  
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Kira had set up an efficient camp in front of the mountain, and she had 

made a makeshift bed for Henry. Henry was grateful he had a friend that 

could look after him.  A roaring campfire was nearby, and a pot of stew was 

bubbling nearly ready to be eaten. Although the two were far away from 

home, they managed to make a decent camp that felt enough like home to 

help them feel safe enough to sleep at night.  “Smells good!” Henry 

exclaimed. “What did you manage to kill for dinner?” He asked Kira. 

“Sometimes it's better not to ask.” She replied with a sly smile. She 

scooped out a bowl of the stew and handed it to Henry. He accepted with a 

look of gratitude on his face.  

 

Kira then lifted a pie from the makeshift rock oven and fanned the steaming 

treat. She was very proud of this meal she made. Not every hour of her 

childhood was spent on the training fields.  She had found her mother’s 

recipes and often sneaked into the kitchen to experiment making them. All 

the sudden she heard a loud sniff.  She looked over at Henry who was 

eating heartily as if he was a starving boy. “Don't worry, you'll get some,” 

Kira assured him. Henry looked back at her with a confused frown. Before 

he could reply, they both again heard a loud sniffing sound coming from 

somewhere they couldn’t tell. Both of them looked around wondering what 

it could be.  Of course, no one was in sight.  Kira wanted to investigate this 

situation so she set the pie down and slowly unsheathed her sword.  All 

was still quiet. Before she could make her next move, Henry broke the 

silence. “Must be our imagination.”  

 

Kira knew this couldn’t be the case. Her imagination was quite strong but 

she also relied on her senses and her intuition. She was determined, so 

she put her sword down and grabbed her bowl and filled it with more soup.  

She then removed the stew pot from the campfire and set it aside. Henry 

was watching her careful movements feeling confused all the while. 

Another sniff! This time louder and clearer than the first too. “See!” Kira 
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shouted towards Henry.  This time she turned around quickly and was sure 

she identified the source of the sniffing.   

 

“It's the mountain!” Kira exclaimed, turning back to Henry who looked at her 

in disbelief. “How could a mountain be breathing?” Henry asked. Kira 

grabbed the pot of stew and brought it closer to the mountain.  A louder 

sniff could be heard from deep inside the mountain.  Kira then decided to 

cautiously move towards the former tunnel, and she set the pot down 

quietly. Just as Kira had expected, there was a rumbling, and the rocks 

began to tumble down, and then the pot disappeared. Kira and Henry both 

looked at each other wondering. If this could actually be true what they 

were seeing.  

 

 

“Well, so much for courtesies.” Kira said smugly. She had a hard time 

believing she could really be noticing a mountain’s behavior. Suddenly, 

there was another loud rumbling, and the tunnel opened wide.  They 

noticed there seemed to be light appearing from the other side. With a 

sharp ping, the pot was shot out of the tunnel and landed at Kira's feet. She 

looked at Henry both amused and astounded.  

 

Henry struggled to get up, but he managed to hobble onto his feet and walk 

stiffly around the camp gathering their belongings.  “A little pie for your new 

friend, and we can be on our way!” They both decided it would be best to 

saddle up and ride through the mountain's tunnel. They noticed something 

quite funny as they left on the back side of the mountain. The tunnel was in 

the shape of a smile. It appeared the mountain was very pleased with it’s 

meal.  
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Mark and James packed their gear in the stables as the other knights were 
also preparing for the journey in the morning. 
 
 “Just shut up!” James shouted at Mark. Mark moved closer to James and 
whispered.  
 
“But if we double cross him, he'll kill us.” James had a hard time believing 
what he was hearing.  
 
“Our loyalty must always lie with the queen.” James reached into Mark's 
tunic and pulled out the velvet pouch.  
 
“Remember this is just the beginning,” James added.  
 

 
 
Kira and Henry made camp for the night on the other side of the mountain.  
Henry walked with a slight limp around the perimeter as Kira poked the fire.  
Two bedrolls lay close to the glow of the flames. They were both very tired.   
“You should rest.” Kira said, looking at Henry’s tired eyes. “Wait, I hear 
something.” Henry said as he continued his search. “Monsters again?” Kira 
said jokingly. “No.” “I’m being serious, Kira.”   Henry's frown quickly turned 
to a smile when he noticed the grin on Kira's face.  He walked back to the 
bedroll, sat down, and began to rub his wounded leg.  “I'm slowing you 
down.” Henry said, feeling ashamed. Kira looked at him sternly. “If the 
kidnappers had to go around the mountain, we are making good time and 
getting close,” she assured him. “Now, get some sleep please.”  They both 
laid down and started to stare up at the stars. “Henry?” Kira said, nudging 
him. Henry turned and faced Kira.  He propped his head on his elbow.  Kira 
patted her heart. “What happens when we find them?  I don't feel any 
answers,” she continued.   “Your heart told you to come on this quest,” 
Henry started. “Your heart knew the answer to the riddle and to feed the 
mountain,” he continued. “Just sleep, because the heart often whispers.” 
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It was a beautiful morning as Charles led the knights out of the castle.  He 
looked back at the balcony as the king waved goodbye. The queen also 
waved, but not at him.  Charles looked back and could see that Mark and 
James were wearing the queen's colors.  He looked back up at the queen 
who was focused on the pair.  With a look of concern, he dug his heels into 
his horse to increase the pace of their journey to find Princess Kira and 
hopefully Prince Alec. 
 

 
 
As morning broke, Kira and Henry rode at a fast pace with Kira in the lead.  
She pulled up on the reins and Henry came alongside. “It's a bear.” Kira 
exclaimed “Wrong, guess again,” Henry replied.  “Born blind but can 
conquer all,” Kira stated with conviction. “It's a bear or a dragon,” she 
continued.  “Aren't dragons born blind?” Kira pondered.  The riddles were 
making the journey go faster.  Henry smiled. He thought he would win this 
round. “Give up?” He asked with a smile. Kira threw up her arms in 
surrender. “It's love,” Henry said. “Love is blind and love conquers all,” he 
finished with a smug look. 
 
“You seem to understand matters of the heart.” Kira started. “Have you 
loved before?” She questioned him, demanding an answer.  “I read a lot,” 
he replied quickly. He thought for a moment.  Could he be in love with Kira, 
like he read in the books?  “Maybe I am in love,” he thought out loud.  Kira 
was shocked. “Who is this maiden?” She stammered. “You should have 
sought my approval!” Kira kept it to herself, but she found herself a bit 
jealous. Henry looked at her with a witty smile. “Maybe it is a riddle; she is 
mightier than the strongest knight,” he started.  Kira pulled up on the reins 
and brought her horse to a halt.  “Can't be!  Nobody is as strong as me!”  
Kira studied his face, then looked away, embarrassed. “Your riddles are too 
hard!  Race you to the next curve.”  Kira dug her boots into the side of her 
horse who broke into a sprint as she took command of a new game.  
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Chapter 7 - The Poison Snake Bridge 

 
Kira and Henry raced neck to neck, but then 
brought their horses to a halt at a bridge that 
crossed a deep ravine. The bridge shimmered 
in the partial morning shadows.  “It doesn't 
look safe,” said Henry.  Kira moved her horse 
gingerly onto the first few feet of the bridge. 
“The fearless must,” Kira stammered.   
Suddenly the far side of the bridge turned into 
a snake’s head.  With a frightening hiss, the 
head turned and struck Kira's horse.  The 
horse began to rear up, throwing Kira to the 
ground.  The horse started foaming at the 

mouth, then fell stiffly into the ravine.  Kira quickly scampered out of range 
of the snake and back to safety.  Henry looked down into the ravine at the 
dead horse.  Kira took out her sword and rushed to the bridge. “It killed my 
horse!” Kira shouted in disbelief.   As she drew her sword high to stab the 
snake, it turned back into wood and her sword was now stuck in the wood.  
She tugged at the sword as the bridge was again transformed into a snake. 
“Kira!” Henry shouted.  As Kira looked up, the snake's head reeled back to 
strike.  She quickly grabbed her sword and moved out of its range.  
Suddenly, a ray of sun peeked through the trees and the snake turned its 
head to face the sun.   
 
It had a content look as it closed its eyes and transformed itself back into a 
bridge. “I think it has fallen asleep.” Henry announced. He got off his horse 
and took a step onto the bridge just as the trees again shade the sun.  
There was another loud hiss. “Get back!” Kira shouted. She ran up and 
grabbed him by the back of his tunic and pulled him just out of reach before 
the snake turned and struck again.  They both tumbled to the edge of the 
ravine.  Sitting up, Kira and Henry brushed the dirt off their tunics and 
looked down at the ravine. “I can't even see my horse.” Kira said, sounding 
worried. “It will take us the whole day to climb down there and back up the 
other side,” Henry commented, not giving any encouraging news. Henry 
continued by looking up towards the sun that was close to clearing the tree 
line. “Half the day is almost gone,” he realized this was not the best idea for 
them.  Kira sprung up and walked close to the bridge. “What is with this 
snake thing, anyway?” Kira thought out loud. “You'd think by now someone 
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would have killed it.” Kira scratched her head feeling a bit confused.   Then 
she figured it out.  “Exactly!” It's not dead because it serves a purpose.”  
 
Henry looked down at the ravine. “Killing horses?” Henry asked. Kira 
reached down and picked up a rock.  She threw it at a portion of the bridge 
that was in the sun.  It landed with a thud.  The snake didn’t move at all. 
“Why do you never see a snake at noon?” Kira asked.   “Another riddle?” 
Henry asked jokingly. The sun started to shine on the rest of the snake.  
Kira threw more rocks, and they just landed. “Snakes sleep in the daytime,” 
Kira said triumphantly. “Let's go,” she commanded, as she grabbed the 
reins of Henry's horse. “You can hop on the back,” she told Henry and 
started to mount his horse, but it reared up before she could jump on.  
“She's never been ridden by a stranger,” Henry said matter of factly. Kira 
grabbed the reins and pulled the horse down.  She looked at the horse 
squarely in the eyes. “Listen horse, I am Princess Kira and you will let me 
ride you.” The horse shook its head, no.  Henry laughed and mounted his 
horse, Gus.  He patted the area behind him, and Kira sighed and got on the 
back of the horse, but kept a tight hold on the reins.  They crossed the 
bridge and galloped down the road.   

 
 
Charles and his group of knights rode up to the cave of the twin trolls.  
Aboo and Peek sat outside the cave throwing rocks.  Charles held up his 
hand for the group to halt.  “Greetings from Latavia,” Charles started. The 
twins got up and towered over Charles and his knights. “We don't like 
Latavians,” the twins replied.  “There were Latavians before us?” Charles 
questioned. “A young girl and her squire?” He pressed.  “We might have 
seen them,” Peek replied. “We must find them. There has been a 
kidnapping,” Charles insisted, looking for an answer.   Aboo's head 
dropped sadly on his chest. “She called us slow.”  Mark and James rode up 
to the front of the group. “She will be punished!” James assured the twin 
trolls. Charles held up his hand again. “Let the trolls speak.” “Will you take 
us along?” Peek pressed. “That depends on what you know,” Charles 
replied.   
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Aboo and Peek put their heads together and whispered.  James pulled out 

his sword and pointed it towards the pair. “Did the princess have a boy with 

her? Tell us now!” James demanded. Peek reached over and plucked 

James from his horse.  He held him up at eye level. “We're trying to 

remember.” Peek said. “You're confusing us.” Aboo added.  Charles took 

out his sword and rushed towards the twins.  They immediately dropped 

James and backed towards the cave opening and cowered.  Aboo begged, 

“We didn't hurt him!  There's no need to be so mean!”  He reached into the 

cave and pulled out a toy wooden horse.  He showed it to Charles. “Does 

this answer your question?” 

 

 

 

Back at the castle, King Phillip sat at his desk with his face in his hands.  

The queen entered and came up behind him and stroked the side of his 

face.  He looked up at her and said, “I should have told her.”  Queen Selina 

turned his face towards her. “That you are not Alec's father?”  The king 

nodded. “I thought that accepting Prince Alec as her own brother would be 

a test of her true heart.”    The queen stepped back and shouted, “You do 

suspect her!”  The king dropped his head, “As a father, no.”  The queen 

understood his grief and confusion. She approached him again gently as 

he conceded, “As the ruler of Latavia, I cannot ignore the fact that she 

wants the throne.  I trained her to be like this.”  He returns his face to his 

hands in grief.  
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Aboo and Peek sat inside the cave, warming themselves by a campfire.  

Aboo smashed two rocks together in anger. “He didn't have to take my toy 

horse,” Aboo complained.   Peek responded, “You were stupid to show it to 

him.”  Peek reached over and took one of the rocks away to stop the 

smashing noise and continued, “Now he thinks Kira had a little boy with 

him.  They were not asking about Henry; they kept saying a little prince.”  

Aboo continued his pouting, “She called us slow.”  Peek argued, “Henry 

made that little horse for me.”  This made Aboo very angry and he shouted, 

“It was mine!  Henry made it for me.”  Peek sadly replied, “Now neither one 

of us has it and that man is angry with Kira.”  Aboo rubbed his leg and 

admitted. “I guess we don’t know how to walk fast or very far.”  He hit his 

head, “We are slow and stupid, stupid.” 

 

 

 

Kira and Henry rode hard towards the Romaland border.  The sun had set 

and although Kira sat behind Henry, she reached around and pulled on the 

reins of the horse to stop.  “Look!”  Kira pointed to some smoke coming 

from a group of trees ahead.  They got off the horse and Henry tied it to a 

tree.  Kira motioned for Henry to hush and follow her into the trees.  They 

approached the camp of the kidnappers. The three kidnappers, Bart, Dirk, 

and Owen slept soundly with Prince Alec between them.  Kira and Henry 

entered the camp and Kira drew her sword. This was going to be easier 

than she thought.  As she walked closer to the group, there was thundering 

of horse hooves.  She turned around as Peter and three Romalander 

horsemen rode into the camp.  

 

 

Peter got down from his horse with a flare and executed a mocking bow. 

“Welcome Princess Kira of Latavia, we've been expecting you.”  The three 

kidnappers sat up and grabbed Henry and Kira to restrain them.  Henry 

turned toward a stunned Kira and shouted, “What have you done, Kira?”  
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Peter answered for Kira, “She has trained her whole life for this moment.”  

Peter took out his sword and held it close to the neck of a still sleeping 

Prince Alec.  “Would you like to kill the brat yourself, or let me do the honor 

as we agreed?”  Henry broke loose and rushed towards Peter, but Dirk 

intercepted Henry's plunge and sent him to the ground.  Dirk knocked 

Henry unconscious with the handle of his sword.  “Tie him up until dawn” 

Peter commanded.  Kira struggled to break free asking, “What happens at 

dawn?”  Peter came up close to her face and said, “You and your brother 

will die along with this new enemy I created for you.”  Peter kicked Henry 

who groaned.   

 

Kira broke free and took a step towards Peter with her sword drawn high. 

“Why not try to kill us all now?” She asked.  Peter laughed and moved his 

sword across Prince Alec's neck.  “Always ready to battle, my little 

princess?  Make a choice.”  Kira dropped her sword and her head in defeat.   

Peter continued, “If I kill you now, the forest animals will eat your remains 

before your brave knights get here tomorrow night.  I want them to see how 

you killed your brother, then were killed by your squire.” Peter gestured for 

one of his horsemen to take over holding the sword at Prince Alec's neck.  

“There is nothing I would enjoy more than watching you die, Kira.”  Peter 

took the ropes from Owen and walked up to Kira. “But I must be back at the 

castle to comfort my sister when she hears the news of her son's death.”   

Kira spit in his face. “My father will kill you!” Peter slowly wipes it off his 

cheek. “Ah, the good King Phillip. He will be devastated when he hears of 

his daughter's betrayal.”  Peter hit Kira harshly across the face with the 

back of his hand and continued, “If he doesn't die of a broken heart, then 

maybe I can help hurry his death along some other way.”  Kira kicked and 

bit her captors as five of the kidnappers and horsemen roughly tied her up.  
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Only the moon illuminated the road to Romaland. Charles raised his hand 

to signal the others to stop.  James moved to the front, coming alongside 

Charles.  “Why are we stopping?”  Charles held up his hand.  “We can't see 

more than a few feet in front of us and this looks like it was their last camp.”  

Charles got off his horse and then walked towards a clearing. He picked up 

the discarded and battered stew pot.   James argued, “I'm sure they are 

just on the other side of this mountain, let's press on.”  Charles is puzzled, 

“I'm surprised at your recent concern for her welfare.”  He reached up and 

tugged at the queen's scarf around James’ neck.  Charles continues, “We 

will camp here and cross the mountain at dawn.”  Charles tossed the pot at 

James as he dismounted from his horse. “Go kill something for dinner…” 

Charles pointed towards Mark.  “...and preferably not that idiot friend of 

yours.” 

 

 

 

Back at the kidnapper’s camp, Kira and Henry were tied back to back close 

to the campfire.  The other kidnappers joined Prince Alec in a deep sleep.  

Henry whispered to Kira, “You refused to go, you refused the trolls help, 

and those long conversations with Peter.  It all adds up.”  Kira dropped her 

head in defeat, “What does it matter if you believe me or not?  I have failed 

again.”  Henry continued, “Which is exactly the reason I believe you.”  Kira 

shook her head in puzzlement. “Because I'm a failure?”  Henry replied, “No, 

because your plans never fail.”  

 

Kira perked up. “I should have expected a trap.  A wise ruler always…”  

Henry interrupted, “Can you reach into my tunic?”  Kira was surprised, 

“Really? Henry, this is no time for games.”  Henry corrected her, “I have a 

sharp stone in a hidden pocket.”  Kira struggled against the ties, “Why a 

rock?”  Henry is embarrassed. “I thought it was pretty, but that's not 

important.”  Kira’s voice increased in anger, “I'll decide what is important!”  
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After one of the kidnappers stirred, Henry whispered to Kira, “Listen to your 

heart, it never fails.”  Kira reached into his tunic and found the rock. “Sleep, 

and I will save us. This will take hours.”  Henry didn’t need much 

encouragement as his head dropped to his chest.  Kira started to cut 

through their ropes with the stone. 

 

 

The morning sun started to peek over the horizon.   Kira was exhausted, 

but continued to cut at the ropes with the sharp stone.  Finally, a rope 

snapped, freeing one hand.  As she loosened the other hand, she bumped 

her head against a sleeping Henry.  Henry woke up startled and felt for 

Kira's hands.  “You're free!” he whispered excitedly.  Kira warned him, 

“Hush, or you'll wake them.”  There was some movement from the three 

kidnappers as Kira circled around and started to untie Henry.  He pulled 

away.  “Leave me and get the Prince.”  Kira looked over at Prince Alec who 

slept last night between Dirk and Bart.  She shook her head and pulled one 

of Henry's hands free. “I have a plan.” Bart turned over and hit his head on 

a rock.  He groaned and sat up rubbing his eyes.  He focused on Kira who 

was kneeling next to Henry. 

 

“Hey!” he called out as Kira picked up a rock, but Henry grabbed her arm.  

“For once, listen to me and run for help!”  Kira dropped the rock and 

dashed towards the stand of trees at the edge of the forest glen.  Both Bart 

and Dirk were close behind her.  As she jumped over a log, Bart stumbled 

and shouted. “Get her!”  She burst through the trees and found the group of 

horses tied up.  Kira reached the first horse and untied it just as Dirk 

cleared the log.  He made a flying leap towards her, but fell short.  He 

managed to grab Kira's leg.  “Let me go!” she shouted as Kira tried to 

shake him off while still untying the horse, but he had a firm grip.  Bart 

quickly recovered and started closing in.  Kira opened her hand and took 

out the sharp rock. She cut Dirk across the arm and he let go of her leg 
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with a scream just as Bart reached her.  With a pivoting thrust, she turned 

and connected her boot with Bart's head. Bart instantly dropped to the 

ground.  Dirk tried to stem the flow of blood on his arm. “Get up you fool, 

get her!”  Bart could hardly speak, “Can't see, head hurts.” 

 

Kira sprung onto the back of Henry’s horse, Gus and dug in her heels, and 

sprinted away, just as Owen entered the glen. “After her!”  Bart started to 

get up but doubled over in pain.  Dirk displayed his arm that was bleeding 

profusely.  Owen grabbed Dirk by the back of his tunic.  “Get on your horse 

unless you want to feel my boot.”  Owen grabbed the sleeve of Dirk's tunic 

and tore it loose from the garment.  He tied a quick tourniquet. “You might 

lose the arm, but it will be less than what you'll lose if you don't bring me 

back the princess.”  He helped push Dirk onto his horse.  Bart was hugging 

his horse and head, obviously still in pain.  Owen shouted a reminder, “I 

need her dead body!” 

 

Kira rode hard towards the poison snake bridge.  Leaving Henry and Prince 

Alec was the hardest thing she had ever done, but she needed to get the 

help of Charles and his knights.  Asking for help was also very hard, but in 

her heart, she knew that this was the only way to save them.  The morning 

sun was filtered through the trees.  She looked back, but the two 

kidnappers had not caught up yet.  She could see their dust in the distance.  

She removed her red tunic vest and tucked it into her boot.  She tied a rope 

around her waist and tied the other end to her sword.  She leaned close to 

Henry’s horse and whispered into its ear. “Listen Gus, I am Princess 

Kira…” 

 

 

 

Bart stood at the edge of the ravine while Dirk took a few steps down the 

side into the brush.  Kira’s horse was on the other side of the bridge, 

munching on some grass. “Do you see her?”  Dirk asked as he cut away 
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some scrubs.  Bart shook his head, “I saw her fall in that direction.”  Bart 

leaned over the edge and pointed a little further. “Over there!  It's her!”  At 

the bottom of the ravine was the red vest among some rocks.  Dirk took a 

few more steps and tumbled down a few feet.  He groaned and grabbed his 

arm. “I'm bleeding again,” he said as he climbed out of the ravine. “You go 

get the body and I'll get her horse.” Bart started down the ravine, but fell 

after a few feet.  Just after Dirk stepped onto the bridge, the sun 

disappeared behind a group of trees and the snake hissed. Dirk screamed. 

The snake's head turned and started to strike just as Dirk jumped back.  

Bart looked up at the snake's head. “It must have thrown her from her 

horse!” Bart scrambled up the side of the ravine. “I'm not going down 

there!”  Both of them ran to their horses and rode back in the direction of 

the camp.  After they left, the sun came out fully and the snake turned back 

into a bridge.  Kira crawled up from the ravine using a rope that was 

attached to her sword.  It was plunged deep into a nearby tree.  She pulled 

it out and returned it to her sheath. “Thank goodness for idiots” she said to 

herself as she whistled for the horse to return across the sunny bridge. 

 

 

 

Back at the kidnapper’s camp, Henry was tied up back to back to the little 

prince.  Prince Alec was awake and screaming.  Owen walked over to the 

captives and yelled, “Shut that kid up!”  Henry implored, “Let him loose, he 

won't hurt anybody.”  Owen stomped over and hit Henry across the mouth. 

“Shut up you slave!” Henry spit out a few drops of blood.  “I'm not a slave.” 

Owen argued, “Why else would the princess have a Romalander for a 

squire?”  Henry struggled against the ties.  “I'm not a Romalander!”  Owen 

smiled, obviously amused.  “You really didn't know did you?”  Owen looks 

hard at Henry's face.  “And Latavians call us cruel.”  He untied the little 

prince and leaned against a tree.  “Least I could do since you'll both be 

dead in a few hours.”  The prince wandered up to Henry and handed him a 

leaf.  Owen commented, “You two could be brothers.”  Henry looked at the 
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little prince and asked. “He looks like me?”  Owen continued, “That's what 

is going to get him killed.  Queen Selina was no fool in running to Latavia.”  

Henry argued, “But he's half Latavian.”  Owen was amused, “Wrong.  

You're both full Romalanders, and from the south.”  Henry bowed his head. 

“No one ever told me.  Kira hates Romalanders.”  Owen chuckled to 

himself.  “They say love is blind.”  Henry perked up with this statement.  

“Why must you kill us? Owen walked over to the prince.  He knelt down and 

looked eye to eye at the little boy. “Just look at him.  Peter knew that he 

wasn't King Phillip's child.”  Prince Alec cocked his head in puzzlement.  

Owen continued, “If Prince Alec lives, someday he'll be the rightful ruler of 

all of Romaland.”  Owen tousled the little guy's hair. “It was enough trouble 

for us to kill King Alexander.” 
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Chapter 8 - Captured 

 

As Kira approached the Monstrous Mountain, 

she tossed some bread from her saddlebags 

towards the rocks.  The tunnel magically 

opened and she rode through to find Charles 

and his knights on the other side.  James 

shouted, “Grab her!” Mark brought his horse 

beside Kira and threw himself at her.  They 

both tumble to the ground.  Kira immediately 

pinned Mark to the ground.  As she held him, 

he whimpered, “Don’t hurt me.” Charles got off 

his horse and ran towards Kira, as three more knights tackled her.  Kira 

shouted, “Let me at him!” Charles knelt before the kicking and spitting ball 

of fury as the three struggled to contain her.  He gently pushed aside some 

strands of her hair.  “Where's Prince Alec, Kira?”     

 

Kira tried and tried to explain to them what had happened; but it was all too 

much; a Monstrous Mountain, a Poisoned Snake Bridge.  Nobody believed 

her, especially the part about getting away from the kidnappers. Charles 

had his orders to bring her home and he wouldn’t budge.  He was sending 

her home with Mark and James while the rest continued on to find the 

kidnappers and the prince.  They hoisted her up on a horse and then Mark 

and James were on either side.   

 

 “This is wrong!  I can take you to the prince,” she implored.   Charles came 

up and bowed his head. “I promised your father, Kira.”  She struggled 

against the bindings. “Why must I be tied up, and why have you given my 

sword to James?” Charles pondered this question.  “I can't spare any of my 

best knights.  I need them when we encounter the kidnappers.” He looked 

over at Mark and James. “These two are no match for you should I release 

these bindings, but they will get you home safely.”  James took her reins 

and started leading her away.  He patted her sword with a smirk.  But she 

argued, “Wait!  I can tell you how to cross the Monstrous Mountain, the 
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Snake Bridge.”  James shook his head, “I wouldn't trust what she said.”  

Charles motioned for them to take off.  Kira turned her head as they left, 

shouting, “Feed it!  You've got to feed it!” 

 

 

Dirk and Bart rode back into the kidnapper’s camp.  Dirk's arm hung loose 

at his side.  Dirk claimed, proudly, “She's dead.”  Henry's head dropped to 

his chest.  Bart added, “Yup, dead, dead, dead.”  Owen strode over to the 

pair as they dismounted.  “Aren't you missing something?”  He searched 

around each of the horses. “Her body?”  Owen walked over to Bart and hit 

him on the side of his head. “Are you deaf?  I said bring back her dead 

body.  Body, remember?”  Dirk argued, “But we saw it…”  Bart adds, “...at 

the bottom of the ravine.”  Owen hit Dirk on his injured arm. “You idiots!  

Without her dead body, how can Peter frame her for the Prince's murder?”   

 

 

At the Monstrous Mountain, three knights tried again and again to scale the 

mountain.  As they got a few yards up, the mountain would rumble and they 

were tossed to the ground.  Charles signaled for them to join the other 

knights.  Two other knights rode up from the other direction.  The first 

knight shouted, “There is no way around it, we must go over or go back to 

Latavia and take the long road to Romaland.”  Charles shook his head, 

puzzled, “I swear I saw a tunnel.  Now it's gone!”  The other knight added, 

“I too saw the princess ride through the mountain.”  Charles went over to 

the campfire and stirred the pot. “Our food is ready.  Eat and rest and we'll 

try again after lunch.”  There was then a loud sniff, sniff sound coming from 

the direction of the mountain. 
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A very worn and torn Dirk stood at the bottom of the ravine.  He held Kira's 

vest in his hand.  

 “Is this what you saw?”  Bart ran along the rock riverbed and inspected it.  

“That's it!  Her body must not be far away.”   

 

Dirk hit him on the side of his head. “You idiot!  She tricked us.”   

 

Bart scratched his head.  “Gee, you think Owen is going to be mad?”   

 

Dirk looked again at the tunic and said, “It's not him that I'm worried about.” 

 

 

 

Peter rode into the courtyard and found his sister sitting on a bench crying.  

She ran to him. “Where have you been?”  Peter laid a comforting hand on 

her shoulder.  “Hunting, my dear sister.  Why the woeful face?”  She looked 

up at him with tear-streaked eyes, “The mission failed.”  Peter sat down 

beside her.  “Are they planning an attack from the south?”  The queen 

shook her head. Peter continued, “This is all Charles's fault!  I will lead an 

attack myself to avenge Alec's death.”  The queen jumped up, shocked, 

“Dead?” The queen fainted.  Her lady in waiting ran to her.  She looked at 

Peter accusingly, “What news did you bring?”  Peter explained, I thought 

the queen heard that Alec was dead!”  The lady said, “We have heard no 

such news!”  The lady fanned the queen.  The queen started to stir and sat 

up.  “The prince is not dead, M'Lady,” she whispered.    Peter started to 

defend himself, “Why did you say the mission failed?”  The queen 

explained, “The knights were attacked.  They cut the bridge.  Kira went 

alone after the prince.”  Peter was confused.    “There has been no news?  

The knights are not back yet?”  The queen shook her head sadly, no. “Their 

bold mission failed. Kira leads the quest. We are doomed.”   Peter rubbed 

his chin thinking. “I don't care what they say!  I will go alone now to find 
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Alec.”  The queen grabbed his arm, “There is more.”  Peter helped the 

queen up as she continued.  “Alec is not King Phillip's son.  He is the son of 

King Alexander and the heir to the throne of Romaland.”  Peter feigned 

surprise.  “Alexander's child? Not King Phillip’s?”  The queen nodded, “I 

should have told you.”  Peter pretended to think about this and then 

responded, “Even if he weren't our future king, I'd gladly risk my life for my 

precious little nephew.”  The queen rested an arm on his arm as they 

walked towards the castle.  “I never would have survived without you, 

Peter.  I'll depend on you to help rule our restored kingdom until Alec is old 

enough.”  Peter patted her hand and smiled with mocked sincerity. “I'll not 

only rule, but I'll ensure that King Alec has his rightful place.”  Peter handed 

her to the lady waiting and kissed his sister's hand.  “I make haste to 

Romaland.  I will bring your son home to you, Selina.” 

 

 

 

In Romaland, Mark and James rode with Kira back towards Latavia. She 

was frustrated after hours of being tied up and going in the wrong direction.  

“Listen, I know you two are totally unencumbered by the thought process, 

but you've got to believe me.”  James is tired and shouts, “Shut up!”  Kira 

continued, “It's Peter!  He kidnapped Prince Alec.”  Mark and James smiled 

at each other.  Mark joined in the discussion. “And she calls us the stupid 

ones!”  Kira screamed, “You imbeciles!  My father will have both your 

heads.”  James brought his horse alongside Kira's. “You'll never see your 

father again.” Kira pulled against her bindings. “I don't know what went 

wrong with the plan, but I bet Peter will be happy to see you again.” Kira 

screamed, “Traitor!  Are you too much of a coward to fight me?”  James 

gave her a harsh slap across her face.  A small trickle of blood came from 

the side of her mouth. “The fearless warrior bleeds after all.”  He dabbed at 

the blood with his scarf. “We can't have that, can we?” She stared at the 

scarf, then turned away. “Queen Selina’s colors.  I should have known.” 
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Charles and the other knights sat with their lunch at the edge of the 

Monstrous Mountain.  Again, Charles heard a loud sniff, sniff.   

 

Charles looked around and said, "Who is doing that?”  He walked around 

the group who were busy eating.  He picked up the pot of stew.   

 

"Who wants more?”  This time there was a louder, sniff, sniff.  

 

Charles said, "Stop that sniffing and make yourself known!”  Charles turned 

around quickly and looked at the mountain.  It almost looks like a face.  

Charles realized the next sniff was coming from there.  

 

Charles exclaimed, "Feed it!  Kira was telling the truth.” 

 

 

 

 

Mark and James led Kira past the cave of the twin trolls.  The trolls peaked 

out of the cave and spotted Kira.  Their heads dropped down in shame.  

They peered through their shame at Kira.  Kira gave them a little wink and 

smiled.  She collapsed forward on her horse.  Mark and James came 

alongside her.  James poked her. James said, "Hey, wake up.” Mark gave 

her a little push.  She tumbled off the horse to the ground.  Both of them 

dismounted and leaned over her. James commanded Mark to wake her up. 

Mark kicked her a few times as the twin trolls crept up behind them.  Each 

one held out a hand.  They looked at each other and mouthed silently, 

“One, two, three.” Peek and Aboo smashed Mark and James' heads 

together in one synchronized movement. The two dropped unconscious to 
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the ground next to Kira.  Kira jumped up and said, "Great job, guys!” The 

trolls smiled proudly.  They untied Kira and she grabbed her sword back 

from James.  Peek kicked Mark and said, “I get to eat the chubby one.” 

 

 

 

Inside the castle throne room, the king sat at his desk while two guards 

brought in Queen Selina.  They deposited her and quickly retreated to the 

door.   

 

King Phillip said, "I asked to see Peter.”  Queen Selina replied, "I came 

instead.”   

 

"He has been missing for two days,”  the king said and then stood up and 

shouted, "Guards!”   

 

Two guards rushed back in. King Phillip commanded, "Have Peter brought 

here at once!”  

 

Queen Selina said, "He had been hunting.”   

 

King Phillip said, "I want to query him, myself.”   

 

The queen responded, "Peter is not the one in question here.”  She stood 

defiantly before King Phillip and said, "He has left to bring Alec home to 

me.” 
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The trolls tied up Mark and James at the entrance to their cave.  Aboo 

poked at the fat belly of James and said, "I want my toy horse back.”  

James said, "I don't have it, Charles took it.”  Kira took the gear from James 

and Mark's horses and put it on the third horse. “Henry will make you 

another one.  Let's go” she said to the pair.  Aboo gave James a kick as 

they hobbled over to Kira.  “We can't go.”  Aboo said as he dropped his 

head.  “We'll slow you down.”  Kira took them by the hand and led them to 

her horse.  She pulled out a harness and tied their middle legs together.  

The trolls tried it; they were very fast now; they only had to take a few 

coordinated strides to make amazing progress.  It was a funny sight but the 

even funnier was the pure look of joy on their faces.   

 

Kira galloped alongside the trolls and pushed them harder and harder.  The 

trolls broke into a quick trot and began to overtake Kira with their long legs. 

Her face displayed her frustration. “Wait up!” she shouted at them.  The two 

slowed down and came alongside her and leaned down. “We're sorry.  

We've never ran before and we don't know how fast you're supposed to 

go,” Peek apologized.  Kira saw the sincerity in their eyes.  She brightened 

with an idea. “Do you have any snacks in your pockets?”  They answered 

in unison, “Always!”  Kira thought for a moment, then decided.  “Ride ahead 

of me and when you get to the Monstrous Mountain, throw the snacks at it.”  

Peek wasn’t sure, “You'll be okay?”  Kira nodded and said, “I'll be right 

behind you.”  The pair took off leaving Kira in the dust. 

 

 

 

 

Meanwhile, it was full sun and Charles and the knights rode safely across 

the snake bridge.  They had attempted a few times when the sun was 

behind a cloud and almost was bitten.  But now the snake was sleeping.  

They stopped to water their horses.  “That's another thing she was right 
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about,” one of the knights said to Charles.  He replied, “I know, I know.”  

The knight continued, “We have to go back after her.”  Charles shook his 

head, no and replied, “They're probably back at the castle by now.”  The 

knight was sad, “King Phillip will bring her up on kidnapping charges.”  

Hopeful, Charles replied as he mounted his horse, “The king is a better 

man than I, he’ll know the truth once she tells the same story.”  
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Chapter 9 - You Win 

 

Kira rode up to the mountain and found the trolls 

sitting beneath the giant face, eating some 

berries.  Kira yelled at them, "You failed!”  She 

got off her horse and glared at the pair. "You 

were supposed to feed the mountain, not your 

bellies.”  The two got up quickly and grabbed a 

handful of berries.  Peek said, "We taught it a 

trick,” and Aboo added, “Watch!” They scrambled 

up a few feet and stood on a large boulder.  They 

held out some berries.  Peek said, "Open!”  The 

mountain moaned and the tunnel appeared 

below them.  The trolls reached down and patted 

the boulder.  "Good mountain,” they said in unison.  They tossed the 

berries into the tunnel and climbed down.  Aboo and Peek stood before 

Kira with a look of accomplishment.  She was so very proud of them and 

hugged them around the knees.   

 

 

 

Close to the board of Romaland, Charles spotted smoke from a campfire.  

He held his arm up to signal a stop.  He motioned for the others to 

dismount and be quiet.  The knights crept up close and Charles had them 

circle the camp.  Henry and Prince Alec were tied together, close to a 

roaring campfire.  The kidnappers were nowhere to be seen.  Charles 

leaned in close to the knight next to him and whispered, “They must have 

run scared.”  Charles motioned for them to enter the camp.  Henry spotted 

them and started to strain against his bindings.  His mouth was jammed 

with a scarf. He shook his head furiously as Charles approached.  Charles 

said, "Relax Henry, we're here now.”   Charles leaned down to untie Henry.  

Henry continued to make a fuss.  Charles noticed the scarf and pulled it 
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free.  "It's a trap!” Henry exclaimed.  From a cliff above the camp the 

kidnappers threw a fishing net down on the group and trapped them.  

Charles and his knights struggled helplessly under the net. 

 

 

 

Kira and the twin trolls continued to push onward on the road to Romaland 

through the Forbidden Lands, but the trolls started to lag behind.  Aboo 

said to his brother, "We must stop, I’m exhausted,” Peek responded, "She'll 

leave us behind.”  Kira noticed the pair falling behind.  She pulled up on the 

reins and shouted, "Keep up!”  She surveyed both of them.  They could 

barely keep their eyes open and were breathing heavily.  Aboo implored 

her, "Go on without us.”  Peek agreed, "We never should have come 

along.”  Kira saw the sadness in their faces.  “Let's rest,” she said.  Kira 

helped them get off their horses and unpacked some blankets for the night.  

As she made camp, the two sat exhausted with their heads hung low. “We 

have failed you,” Aboo admitted.  Peek adds, "We have put your quest in 

danger.”  Kira knelt down next to them and whispered, “Your efforts were 

noble.”  Aboo removed the bow and arrow that was slung on his back.  He 

handed it to Kira and said, "Take this for protection.”  Kira argued, "The 

forest is filled with critters.  I would not deny you your dinner.”  She patted 

the sword she took from James and added, “A sword, a shield, or an arrow.  

If I could only choose one it would still be my sword.”  Peek argued, "But 

Henry said the riddle was wrong!”  She reached up and patted Peek on the 

shoulder and said, “Sleep my friend, and I'll bring you back Henry to play 

with tomorrow.”  Peek said, "Don't worry about us, just save your loved 

ones.”  Kira mounted her horse and looked back at their hopeful faces.  

She said to herself, “Loved ones.”  She dug her heels into the side of her 

horse and dashed off.  
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Later that night, Kira arrived at the kidnapper’s camp and saw Charles, the 

knights, Henry, and Prince Alec all tied together.  Again, the kidnappers 

were nowhere to be seen.  She started to enter the camp, but froze when 

she heard a snore to her left.  She crept through the brush and tracked the 

source.  Dirk, Bart, Owen, and the three Romalanders were hiding in a tiny 

clearing.  All were snoring and sleeping with the exception of Bart who sat 

watch on a rock with a clear view of the camp. She watched the gang for a 

moment and noticed that Bart would nod off for a few seconds, then jolted 

awake with a start.  He surveyed the camp, then repeated the cycle. She 

silently counted the number of opponents then sat down on a rock in 

defeat.  She jumped up and studied the rock.  Smiling, she returned to her 

horse and started to dig into the saddlebags for something.  She had a 

plan.  Kira transformed herself into a rock by using a knight's cape as a 

disguise.  She crept slowly into the camp, timing her progression perfectly 

with Bart's catnaps.  She moved around the far side of the bundled group.  

Kira nudged Henry who startled awake.   Kira whispered into his ear, "Got 

something for you.”  She took out Henry's sharp rock and started sawing 

through the ropes.  Henry glanced at the cape and grinned as he 

whispered, "You win, Kira.  This time you really win.” 

 

 

 

 

In the castle throne room, the king was surrounded by a group of knights.  

They were making plans to leave for Romaland.  The queen rushed into the 

room and shouted, "How dare you!”  The king tried to steer her away, but 

she stood squarely in front of him. Queen Selina said, " You'll get him 

killed!  Now Peter too!”  The king motioned for the others to leave.  They 

quickly scampered out of the room. Queen Selina continued angrily, "If that 

daughter of yours hasn't already…” The king held up his hand, to interrupt, 
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“Silence!” he shouted.  A couple of guards came back into the room with 

the sound of the king's wrath. King Phillip barked an order, "Take the queen 

to her chambers.”  The two flank her side but she pushed them aside and 

headed towards the door.  They looked back to the king for guidance.  He 

motioned for them to follow her and ordered, "She is to stay there until after 

we're gone in the morning.” 

 

 

 

The sun barely poked through the trees as Kira and Henry had managed to 

untie the group.  The kidnappers were still sleeping outside the camp.   

 

Kira asked, whispering, "Everybody got the plan?’  The group nodded in 

agreement.  

 

Kira added, "Give us enough time to make it across the bridge.”   

 

She grabbed Prince Alec and pulled him to her and whispered in his ear, 

"Want to play the game now?”  Prince Alec nodded happily.  She tucked 

him underneath the cape.   

 

She peeked out of the cape at Henry and winked. Kira whispered, "I'll beat 

you home.” 

 

 

 

 

The king was wearing his full battle gear as he looked out the window of 

the castle great room.  Queen Selina's lady in waiting entered the room.   
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He didn’t turn around, and commanded, "Leave me alone, I am making my 

plans.”   

 

The lady walked to him and tapped him on the arm with a scroll, and gently 

said, “It is from the queen.”   

 

He looked at the scroll, but didn't take it.  "Take it away, I have no time to 

read her ramblings,” grunted the King.   

 

The lady continued, “It is for King Stephen.”  She placed it in his hand.  

 

“M'lady bargains for her son's life.”  

 

 

 

Aboo and Peek stood at the poisoned snake bridge.  It was littered with 

dead animals and smashed wild berries.  Peek asked frustratedly, “How 

much more does it want?”   

 

Aboo replied, "She didn't say to feed it.”   

 

Peek scratched his head. Aboo asked, "You forgot didn't too?”  Peek 

nodded and added, “We are so stupid!”  Aboo tugged at his shirt.  He 

glanced at the rising sun that peeked through the trees.  Aboo complained 

as he tugged at his tunic, "It's getting hot.”  The two hobbled over to a 

shady rock and sat down.  Aboo waved a leaf towards Peek's head. Aboo 

said, "Maybe this will cool off your stupid head.”  Peek rubbed his eyes.  

Peek said, "A little nap might help.”  
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Far ahead, Kira and Prince Alec rode at lightning speed towards Latavia.   

 

Kira held him tightly and leaned close to his ear and whispered, "A wise 

ruler knows all war is based on deception.”  

 

 

 

Charles, the knights, and Henry appeared to be tied together in the middle 

of the kidnapper’s camp.  Charles whispered, "One...two...three!”  The 

group jumped up and the ropes dropped to the ground.  They rushed to the 

horses inside the forest glen.  The kidnappers sprung to action and 

followed them.  The plan was working.   Charles and the knights ran up to 

the horses, but Henry had beaten them there and he held out the reins.  

Henry exclaimed, "They were untied, just like she promised!”  They quickly 

mounted the horses as shouts from the kidnappers started coming through 

the forest.  Charles motioned with his arms and said, "You three, towards 

the southern Romaland border and my group follows after the prince and 

princess.”   

 

Charles pointed at Henry. "You're with me.” Charles commanded.  They 

split into two groups and rode off as the kidnappers broke through the glen.  
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Chapter 10 - A Wise Ruler 

 

Kira started to cross the poison snake bridge and 

it turned back into the snake as the sun went 

behind a cloud.  She pulled up on the reins and 

stopped just in time.  "We must wait for the full 

sun, Alec.”  Kira said. Aboo perked up with the 

sound of Kira's voice from the other side of the 

bridge.  He poked Peek awake.  "It's the 

Princess!” Aboo exclaimed.  Back on the other 

side, Kira sat the prince down on a rock as she 

moved to the edge of the ravine." I might be able 

to find another way,” she said.  There was the 

sound of horse hooves as Peter rode up and 

plucked the prince off the rock.  He tried to cross 

the bridge and the snake turned its head with a 

hiss and frightened Peter’s horse.  Both Peter and the prince fell to the 

ground.  Kira ran towards them as Peter grabbed the prince and ran to the 

edge of the ravine.  He held the little prince upside down over the edge.  

The little guy wailed in terror.  Peter commanded, "Stop!” 

 

 

 

Back at the castle, the king had a group of knights assembled and ready to 

ride over the castle bridge.  He motioned for them to head out.  There was 

a scream as Queen Selina rushed out of the castle. She was holding a 

small tunic bearing the royal crest.  She rushed to the King's horse.  “Get 

out of my way, Selina!” the king commanded.  She held up the tunic and 

shook it furiously.  "It's Alec's!  I found it in Peter's room,” she exclaimed.  

The king took it and inspected it.  He said,  "This means nothing.  I told you 

to stay in your chambers.”  Queen Selina argued, "I am the queen, you 
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don't tell me…”  The king reached down and took the crown from her head.  

He wrapped it in the tunic and threw them both down next to her feet.  "I 

want you gone before I return.” he commanded.  The queen grabbed a hold 

of his horse and begged, "I beg of you...protect us!  Peter must have killed 

King Alexander and we will be next!”  King Phillip said, "You never should 

have trusted Peter…”  He turned his horse to leave and added, "...and you 

never should have slandered my daughter.”  The queen was thrown to the 

ground as the king's horse pivoted.  She grabbed the tunic out of the dust 

and buried her head into it.  He looked back at the sobbing queen and 

added, "But a wise ruler forgives.  If I find Alec and Kira alive…”  He 

motioned for the group to leave. King Phillip finished, "...you and your son 

will have asylum. He savagely dug his heels into the horse's side.  King 

Phillip shouted, "Make haste to Romaland!” 

 

 

On the road back to Latavia, Henry, Charles, and another knight rode fast 

with three of the kidnappers in hot pursuit.  They came to a fork in the road 

and Charles gestured to the left.   

 

"No!” Henry shouted, “that is back to Romaland!”  "We have no choice, 

otherwise we're leading them straight to the princess.” Charles argued.  

They took the left fork, but Henry looked longingly in the other direction.  

The kidnappers paused for a moment, then continued following them on 

the road leading back to Romaland.  

 

 

 

Aboo and Peek stood at the edge of the ravine next to the poison snake 

bridge directly across from Peter, Alec, and Kira.  They gasped when they 
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saw the prince dangling helplessly.  They watched in horror as Kira drew 

her sword and moved a few feet away from Peter.   

 

 

 

On the other side of the bridge, Peter appeared to be amused by the look 

of concentration on Kira's face.  With a sword in his other hand, he made a 

mock stab at the air between them.  

 

"Tough choice?” Peter asked her.  Prince Alec screamed in fear. 

 

Peter smiled, "Should be easy for a truly wise ruler,” Peter said, mockingly.  

 

 

 

Across the bridge, the trolls waved and caught Kira's eye.  Peter had his 

back to them and failed to notice their presence.  

 

 "Time's up,” Peter said.  He held the prince further over the side of the 

ravine. 

 

 "Choose.  Your life or his?” Peter asked.   

 

The little guy sobbed and looked frightenedly at Kira. Peter decided that a 

recap might be helpful.  

 

"Run me through with your sword, and both the prince and I drop to our 

deaths.  You'll be the next ruler of Latavia,” he said.  Peter held the sword a 
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little higher. “Grab the prince and toss him to safety and my sword will find 

its home, deep in your heart.”   

 

Kira said loudly, "That is quite a riddle!” 

 

 

 

On the other side, Aboo and Peek stopped.  They heard the word, riddle!  

They looked at each other and reached over their shoulders for their bow 

and arrows.    

 

Kira slowly laid down her sword.  "A wise ruler knows that the only chance 

for life…” She knelt down on one knee.  She picked a wildflower and held it 

out to Peter and added, "...is to give up all hope of it.”   

 

Peter smiled and pulled Alec back from the edge.  "Prepare to die, little 

princess.”  Peter put Prince Alec down, then paused. 

 

"But I'll treat you to the death of your obstacle to the throne first.” Peter 

swung Alec back over the ravine.   

 

Kira jumped toward Alec to catch him, and screamed, "I didn't choose the 

sword!”  As Peter drew his sword to plunge it into Kira, he released the 

prince into the ravine.  Kira caught the little guy and started tumbling down 

the side.  She winched in anticipation of the sword's bite, but managed to 

grab hold of a tree branch to stop their fall.  Kira looked up just in time to 

see a cloud of arrows fly across the ravine.   
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From the other side the twin trolls continue to blanket Peter with arrows.   

 

They shouted gleefully in unison, “We got the riddle right!  We got the riddle 

right!”   

 

An arrow-filled Peter tumbled past Kira and Alec, down into the ravine. 

 

 

 

King Phillip and a dozen well-armed knights rode quickly towards the 

border.  They were ready for battle.  A small hill stood before them.  King 

Phillip held up his hand to halt.  "Draw swords!  I hear them!” King Phillip 

commanded.  King Phillip pulled out his own sword. “I'm sure that Peter lay 

in wait for us.”  From the other direction, the sound of hooves grew louder.  

King Phillip saw a lone horseman in the distance. "Wait!  Maybe a 

messenger from the Romaland.”  As the horseman drew closer, he 

brightened with the recognition of Kira and Alec.  He rode to greet them.  

Kira held out Prince Alec to her father's outstretched arms.  "Your heir is 

safe, my Lord.”  She bowed her head in respect.  The king gave Alec a 

quick hug and handed him to a waiting aide.  He reached out and grabbed 

Kira in a bearlike embrace.  

 

 "Yes, she is.” King Phillip said.   

 

Kira pushed back in shock.  "She?  Me?  But Prince Alec…”  The king 

looked over at Alec and then pointed towards the Romaland border.  

"That's his rightful kingdom.”  He pointed towards the scroll in his belt.  

"Now his mother gives it away to protect him.”  They looked over the rise 

and saw the Romaland border lined with soldiers.  He pulled out the scroll 

from Queen Selina.  "I must deliver this to seal our peace.”   Kira argued, 

“But they might kill you!”  King Phillip smiled and countered, "A wise ruler 

knows that the only chance for life…”  Kira reached over and grabbed the 



93 
 

scroll.  She finished his sentence, "...is to hope for it with all your heart!”  

With a swift kick with her heels, her horse sprung to action and dashed 

towards the border.  

 

 

 

 

Along the forest road back to Romaland, Charles, Henry, and the other 

knights joined up with the first group who were being closely pursued.  

Charles signaled for them to enter the forest.  They rode swiftly through 

and came to a clearing.  Charles held up his hand for them to stop.  “Draw 

swords.  Romaland border forces will be on the other side.” He 

commanded.  Henry looked behind them and saw the kidnappers 

approaching.  "But the Romalanders will kill us!” Henry exclaimed, as he 

tried to keep his fear at bay.  "Maybe not all of us.” Charles said as he 

looked fondly at Henry, “The scoundrels behind will certainly kill us for our 

silence.”   They all drew their swords and started riding up the rise.  Charles 

came up alongside Henry.  "I wanted to tell you,” Charles said as he 

pointed his sword to Henry's shoulder.  “You were a knight today.  If the 

princess doesn't do it…”  Henry interrupted, "If I don't make it…”  They 

reached the top of the hill and gasped at the sheer numbers assembled 

below them.  Henry continued, “Tell the princess…”  Charles started riding 

down the hill.  He waved for the rest to follow him and called back to Henry. 

"Don’t worry, I'll tell the princess what I told you.”  Charles moved out of 

earshot.  Henry added softly, "Tell her...that my heart is hers.”  He slowly 

followed Charles into battle.   

 

 

 

Charles, Henry, and the other knights approached the leader of the group. 

Charles called out, “I see that you number in the hundreds,” as he looked 

back at his tiny army.  “We are no match.  I ask only for safe passage...”  
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They laid down their swords in defeat. Charles continued,  “Or a noble 

death with our own swords.”  The crowd parted and revealed Kira, King 

Stephen.  King Phillip held Prince Alec.  Kira rode over and got off her 

horse.  She picked up Henry's sword and smiled.  She held it up to his 

chest, and smiled.  

 

 "Surrender!  Surrender to Princess Kira, heir to the throne of Latavia, 

daughter of…” 

 

 

A few days later, the crowds packed the cathedral for a glimpse of the royal 

ceremony.  King Phillip sat alone on his throne as Kira stood nobly to one 

side. Selina sat meekly in the last row without a crown, holding Alec.  Aboo 

and Peek stood in the back of the cathedra marching little wooden horses 

across the top of the last pew, much to the delight of the little boy.  Charles 

and a small group of knights came up the aisle.  The group dispersed 

revealing an anxious Henry.  He knelt solemnly before King Phillip.  The 

king rose and grasped a sword from a velvet pillow.  He paused, then 

handed it to Kira and claimed, "I fear my arm is still weak from the long 

ride.”  Kira smiled and took the sword.   

 

With a tap on Henry's shoulder, she proclaimed, "I knight you, Sir 

Henry...protector of the crown of Latavia.”   

 

As Kira pushed the sword slowly into his sheath, she leaned close to him 

and whispered into his ear.  "Surrender.”  Henry took her hand as she 

released his sword.   

He maintained his grasp as he looked beseechingly up, asking, "Do you?”   

 

She knelt down even with him and responded, "With all my heart.”  

 

The End  
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Map of the Kingdom 

 

Tulaasi will draw a map to insert here. 
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Future books in the Princess Quest series 

     

PRINCESS LOST 

Princess Kira and Sir Henry are given the task of mapping the Northern 

border, but when they finally find the north, they are shocked to find out that 

not only are they lost, but the inhabitants of the north are not Latavians – or 

even human. 

 

PRINCESS TREATY 

Princess Kira and Sir Henry are sent to Romaland to get a new treaty 

signed by the provincial government, but when they reach the kingdom, 

neither are prepared for the odd customs of the Romalanders – especially 

what they eat. 

 

PRINCESS GAMES 

This year, Princess Kira is in charge of the war games between Latavia and 

Romaland.  When the games go terribly wrong, Kira and Henry must 

convince both sides that this is not war. 

     

PRINCESS IN LOVE 

Princess Kira finds out that she must marry by the time she turns eighteen 

or give up the throne to her uncle.  Henry and Kira have always loved each 

other, but are they in love?  King Stephen’s nephew has another plan for 

Princess Kira to finally unite the kingdoms. 

 

PRINCESS KING 

Kira is finally crowned the ruler of Latavia, but the weight of ruling the 

kingdom causes Kira to lose her friends, family, and most importantly Sir 

Henry.  It takes the twin trolls to help Kira find a way to rule her kingdom 

and preserve her heart.  
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