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For Ra

Often, it’s not about becoming a new person,

but becoming the person you were meant to be, and already are, but
don’t know how to be. - Heath L.
Buckmaster


Once Upon a Time



Once upon a time, a king, a queen, and a beautiful young
princess lived in a magnificent castle that sat on the edge of a
crystal blue river. The castle was tall and grey, with spires that
reached high into the sky often touching the clouds. The castle was
built many hundreds of years before, with rock and stone mined from
the great Foothill Mountain in the southern part of the kingdom.
The descendents of the villagers who originally built the castle
now lived in a town called Missleship, which was just across the
river to the east.

The River of Blue started from a large source lake that lay
many kilometres to the north at the centre of a massive forest. The
river cut through the entire kingdom, rushing past the castle,
flowing south around the great mountain, then winding around the
countryside before returning to the source lake. No one in the
kingdom understood how the river could circle around into itself,
but no one in this kingdom worried about things like that. In fact,
most people in the kingdom had no worries at all.

Everyone was happy! Villagers woke up early to enjoy the
sunrise; they worked hard in the fields or on their farms during
the day, and they stayed up late to enjoy the warm colours of the
sunset. They loved their king and queen, and their lovely young
princess. And they also loved roses.

Every village planted roses at the entrance to the town.
Bright red, purple, and white roses surrounded the town gates, the
town square, and many villagers even planted roses in tiny pots
inside their homes. The red, purple, and white colours were
especially important, because they were the colours representing
the kingdom. And this particular kingdom was called
Underbrook.

Underbrook was actually the last name of the royal family, but
their ancestors had been ruling for so long that their family name
had also become the name of the kingdom. Reginald Harringbone
Thurgood Underbrook was the current king, who came from a long line
of very good kings. He was honest and compassionate, and he
genuinely loved his people. And although he had been ruling for a
very long time, he was still young, healthy, and
energetic.

The king and queen often went on long strolls throughout the
kingdom, talking to the villagers and helping them whenever they
could. Farmers regularly sought out advice from the king about
their crops or livestock, and he was greatly admired for his vast
knowledge. The queen was looked to as a role model for young women,
and she instructed the villagers on good manners and good
cooking.

The princess, however, was a mystery. The citizens of
Underbrook really knew nothing about her except that she was very
beautiful with long curly blonde hair. Most of the villagers had
only seen the princess when she was very young, and some had never
seen her at all. For some strange reason, when she reached the age
of ten, the princess refused to leave the castle when he parents
went out to visit the villagers. She spent most the day in her room
or in the library, and very rarely she would go outside into the
back gardens. She seemed to be afraid of the world, although no one
understood why.

The villagers were quite curious to know more about the
princess, but they were too nervous to ask the king or the queen if
something was wrong. And so they made up stories.

“Maybe she is dumb, and she doesn’t know how to talk?” some of
the villagers thought.

“I think she might have a large mole on the side of her face,
and she doesn’t want us to see it!” was also a popular
tale.

One town even had the idea that “she probably has one foot
that is much larger than the other!”

The stories that the villagers told about the princess were
wild and fanciful. Fortunately, their stories about the princess
were also completely wrong.

She was actually very smart, and she loved to read books on a
variety of subjects. Her face was perfect. He eyes were bright and
clear, and her cheeks were a rosy pink. And according to the royal
shoe maker, both of the princess’ feet were exactly the same
size.

But there was something strange and mysterious about her,
although no one knew what it was – not even the
princess.


Missleship

On a bright sunny day in the month of May, the king and the
queen took a trip to the town of Missleship on the other side of
the river. It was the two hundred and forty-ninth anniversary of
the construction of the castle, and it was an annual tradition for
the town to host a celebration banquet for the royal
family.

The people of Missleship were farmers and craftsmen whose
history of stonework on the castle had made the town famous. They
were also known for growing some of the most delicious fruits and
vegetables in the entire kingdom. Trade wagons came from villages
throughout the land to sell spices and handicrafts in exchange for
the wonderful crops of Missleship. The town was a very busy place
during spring and the harvest season, which made the annual
celebration even more exciting.

The king and queen got up early and dressed in casual party
clothes. They went outside to the stables where a guard was waiting
with the royal carriage. As the queen stepped into the carriage,
she looked up toward the princess’ window in one of the castle
towers. “I do wish she would come with us to these celebrations,”
she said with a sigh.

“I know dear,” the king replied. “It is only once a year, but
you know she refuses to leave the castle. We must find out what is
wrong and try to help her.”

The royals got into the carriage and they were off. The horses
cantered down the long and winding path leading away from the
castle, toward a long bridge that stretched across the River of
Blue. When they reached the centre of the bridge, the king motioned
for the driver to stop for a moment.

King Underbrook and his wife pulled back the curtains of the
carriage and looked out on the river. It was absolutely beautiful
as the sunlight sparkled against it. It seemed that the water was
always clear and blue regardless of the season. On a bright day one
could see all the way down to the rocks and pebbles at the bottom
of the river, where many colourful fish swam in the current. Even
today, the king could see that the rainbow salmon were heading
upstream to spawn for the season.

Blooming roses blanketed the shore of the river, the water was
crystal clear, and even when there were storm clouds and the skies
were dark, the land was impressive to behold. The king and queen
were incredibly happy living in Underbrook, although both of them
shared a deep concern for the happiness of their daughter. They
wished that she would take these annual trips with them to
celebrate the history of the kingdom, but she refused. She never
offered a reason why; she simply did not want to leave and would
not be persuaded otherwise.

The king tapped on the roof of the carriage and the driver
prodded the horses to take off. It did not take long to reach the
town of Missleship, and it looked as though everyone in the kingdom
had arrived for the celebration.

Large banners and flags were strung up along the town
entrance, and colourful ribbons and bows were tied to all of the
trees. Long wooden tables lined the town square, draped in freshly
cleaned white fabric. Every table was covered in an assortment of
food and drink. The town was ready for the party!

The king and queen stepped out of the carriage, waving their
hands and smiling to the crowd. The king leaned in and whispered to
the queen, “I do not remember this many people at last year’s
celebration. It must have been an especially good
harvest!”

The queen smiled and nodded, then joined the female town
elders for a welcoming hug. The king embraced the town leader and
thanked him for the warm welcome. “You have outdone yourself this
year Elder Charles. We are once again honoured by the
celebration.”

It was a tradition for the king to make a small speech to the
residents thanking them for their generosity and reminding them of
their great ancestry. Although the villagers had heard the speech
many times during their lives, they quietly and patiently listened
to the king.

“People of Missleship, we thank you for today and for
yesterday. The achievement of your ancestors stands as a tribute to
this kingdom, and it is our honour to live there. Be proud of your
accomplishments, and be proud of your town. It is you who make this
kingdom shine. My thanks to you, and my family’s thanks to you. Now
let the celebration begin!”

As soon as the speech was over children raced through the
square screaming and yelling with glee. They were eager to start
the feast! The queen smiled as she watched the children run around
laughing, but on the inside she was very sad. She remembered the
days when her own daughter ran with joy through the castle grounds.
She longed for that happiness again, but she did not know how to
help her daughter find her lost joy.

She put the thought out of her mind and joined the king and
the town elders at the head table. The villagers quickly took their
seats at the long banquet tables, and as soon as the king waved his
hand they reached for plates of delicious meats, creamy cheeses,
and freshly picked vegetables and fruits. It was truly a joyous
celebration.

The banquet continued for two hours until musicians came out
to the central fountain and set up their instruments for the
official dance. As the afternoon moved into evening, the musicians
played festive tunes while everyone in town, including the king and
queen, danced around the fountain.

The sun began to set and the laughter grew quiet, and soon it
was time for the king and queen to return home to the castle. They
said goodbye to the villagers, and thanked them once again for the
good food and entertainment. “Elder Charles we are once again
honoured to join you for the celebration. Thank you for your
hospitality and many blessings on your town and your
crops.”

After the king’s traditional goodbye message, he joined the
queen in the royal carriage and they were on their way back to the
castle. It had been such a wonderful day of celebration that they
forgot for a moment that the princess was not with them.

As the royal carriage approached the castle they saw the
beautiful princess sitting alone in her window staring into the
sunset, and their joy from the day faded into sadness and
worry.


Carrina

Carrina Francesca Leonora Underbrook was the first and only
child of Queen Regyna Olympia Corinthia Underbrook. When she was
very young, Carrina was a completely normal child, filled with joy
and laughter. Her long blond hair blew in the wind as she ran
around the castle playing hide and seek with the guards.

Every morning she spent at least an hour telling her parents
about the fanciful dreams she had the previous night. “There were
goblins and fairies and dragons in my dream!” she exclaimed. “And
one of the fairies looked just like me, but with wings and with red
hair!”

Her dreams took her to far off kingdoms ruled by talking
trees, where dragons and huge birds filled the skies. The king and
queen loved to hear those wild stories, and the castle was filled
with their daughter’s laughter every day, until she reached the age
of ten.

No one understood the sudden change in the princess. She had
been such a happy child, but now she spent most of her days alone
in the castle, hiding away from the world outside. As a child,
Carrina loved to go on adventures out into the countryside,
learning about flowers and plants and the wide variety of animals
that lived in the forest. Now, she rarely visited the private
gardens of the castle, instead choosing to spend her time alone in
her room reading books and drawing dark and strange pictures in her
journal. Although Carrina loved her parents very much, she was
unable to explain the strange and terrifying event that had changed
her life on a bright sunny day in August.

It was her tenth birthday, and Carrina stood in the rose
garden watching the last of her colourful birthday balloons sailing
away into the air. As she watched the balloons she felt someone
standing very close behind her. She quickly turned around,
expecting to see her mother or father there, but she was alone.
“Hello?” she called out. But there was no response.

“It must have been the wind,” she thought, so she turned to
look back at the balloons that were floating higher and higher. As
she turned around, she noticed that the rose bushes seemed to turn
with her. In fact, it looked like the blooms were actually looking
directly at her. She turned left, and then right, and each time the
flowers followed her.

She leaned down to look at a small purple rose bush that had
only been planted a few months before. The buds were just starting
to open, and the branches of the plant were still thin and wispy.
As Carrina leaned closer to the plant, the buds suddenly sprang
open into full bloom. She screamed and jumped backwards as four
more buds burst open revealing the most beautiful roses she had
ever seen. “How did that happen?” she said aloud.

Carrina had never seen rose bushes bloom like that before. As
she continued to watch, every rose bush around her sprang into
blew. She withdrew in fear as the bushes stretched taller and
taller, surrounding her as she stood on the pebbled pathway. She
screamed again and took off running through the gardens as the
flowers behind her continued to grow taller.

When she reached the stone archway at the entrance to the
garden, she looked back to see all of the roses pointing at her.
She could not remember ever seeing the garden so full in bloom. A
soft wind blew through the plants and she heard a hundred different
voices calling her name, “Carrina.” She screamed again and ran out
of the garden as fast as she could. She spent the rest of her
birthday locked away in her room, too scared to go back outside.
She was even too scared to join her parents for dinner, so instead
she told them that she was full from birthday cake and just wanted
to rest.

The next day, Carrina decided to go back into the garden to
see if it had all been a daydream. “Maybe I had too much birthday
cake and it made me imagine that the roses said my name,” she
wondered. Cautiously, Carrina poked her head out of the rear castle
doors and looked toward the gardens to make sure no one else was
outside. She tiptoed across the pebbled walkway until she was
standing directly beneath the stone archway.

The garden looked completely normal. The rose bushes were
blooming, but they were standing straight up instead of pointing
toward Carrina as they had been the day before. She slowly walked
down the pathway getting closer to the rose bushes, but they did
not move. She reached out to one particularly large white bloom,
and as her fingers touched the delicate petals, a rush of wind blew
through the garden and she heard every bush turn and look at
her.

“No!” Carrina screamed again, and ran out of the garden. This
time she did not look back to see if the flowers were still
watching her. In fact, Carrina did not go outside into the gardens
again. She also refused to look at the garden from her window at
the top of the castle. She did not want to see the roses staring at
her. Unfortunately, no matter where she was in the castle she felt
like she was being watched. It scared her, and she did not know
what to do about it.

Carrina could not get away from the feeling that the flowers
were watching her. Even her dreams were filled with strange images
and voices calling her name. She began to avoid rooms with windows,
so she would not have to look outside into the forest or the
gardens.

These feelings continued for eight more years until today –
her eighteenth birthday. Today, Carrina sat on the window ledge of
her room with her long golden hair wrapped around her face, hiding
away from the day. She could feel the warm sunlight rush through
her hair making it sparkle and shine like diamonds.

She often wondered why her hair sparkled like that – she had
never seen her mother’s hair shine the same way. “Perhaps it is the
magic of the sun that makes the sparkles,” she thought.

Carrina watched as the sun set behind the Foothill Mountain,
not knowing that in just a few days her whole life would change.
Because in just a few days the evil witch Gorgonza, and her wicked
sister Grimelda, were going to kidnap the princess.


Gorgonza and Grimelda

Many
years earlier, before Princess Carrina was born, two ugly little
girls named Gorgonza and Grimelda were born in the southern village
of Curlingburr. They had fiery red-orange hair and large brown
warts on their strange looking faces. Both of them had crooked
noses, and Gorgonza’s cheeks had a green tint while Grimelda’s
looked almost blue.

The other children in town teased the girls mercilessly, and
threw rotten vegetables at them whenever they walked through town.
One time the little girls were sitting at the edge of the fountain
in the centre of town, and two naughty children ran up and pushed
them right into the water. “I hope that water makes you melt,” the
children yelled. “Melt witches, melt!”
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