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Dedication

The legend of Zai (Book 1)

About the Author



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    This book is dedicated to everyone who have lost hope in love and those who don't believe that it's possible to love hard.

      

    


This lovely book goes out to people who don’t believe in supernatural love.... Hope you enjoy!!

One

This place was everything that the internet said it would be. It’s was beautiful, and the people were also loving and sweet and very helpful. It’s Sunday so the public is allowed to go to the Palace and look at the rich history of it all and of cause hear about the king Zai who is a young fellow that took the throne on his 18th birthday when he removed the sword from the carved stone that was cursed by his aunt who swore that no heirs will be born to her brother but then he was born and things changed for better. I grinned at this cause the internet wrote all about it to attract us to this beautiful coastal country just on the outskirts of South Africa. I wore my summer dress and sandals and straw hat and took my sling bag, and walked out of the beautiful chapel house that I am renting for the next two weeks. I walked through the beautiful homes and down the road to the city greeting the kids playing outside and got to the city center then jumped on the bus that was so full taking all tourist from around the world to the beautiful stone wall palace. We listened to the stories the tourist guide told us and the jokes and the mythical stories. When we got there, we wore blue tags and were shown the stone that had the sword stuck in it.

Guide: This is where the sword was... our king Zai was playing with his two brothers and sisters here when his little sister, who was 8 at the time, asked why the sword was stuck? They told her, and she asked if it really stuck? The twins jumped to pull at it and showed her that it stuck. Knowing how powerful Zai is and how there was a prophecy on Zai being the breaker of the curse since he was born even though the Aunt curses his father,his sister asked him. So Zai grinned and walked to the sword and swiftly lifted it as if it was not stuck and the world froze for a moment so out of fear he put it back where he found it and they told each other never to talk about it. But you guys know how little sisters are like, right? “ Everyone laughed, and I smiled thinking how I used to rat my siblings.

Guide: few days later Zai took the sword and a prophecy came that he is the next king and he is to lead us at that young age and 12 years later here we are being lead by the most kind king ever. He loves us as if we are his own children and takes care of us. I raised my hand, and he looked at me.

“ What happened to the Aunt?” The guide looked at me shocked but looked at everyone looking at us.

Guide: he showed her no mercy for the pain and suffering he caused us and his family. Now, let move along. We walked around the beautiful grounds and saw the most beautiful garden iv ever seen.  At some point, there was a setting where they offered tea and biscuit for free, and one could sit there for as long as they liked. So I picked the one closer to the sun flowers and poured the iced tea , took a few lammingtons, and ate, looking at the beautiful garden. I took my hat off my hair and undid the pony I had and let my hair flow as I lifted my face to the sun, soaking it all on. This is the most relaxed iv ever been all my life. I closed my eyes and enjoyed the peace and the chipping birds and the hush tones of people talking.

Zai

Am never around to see tourists walking around the grounds, but today was one of those days where I just chose to be lazy and do nothing at all. So I watched the tourist walk about at the grounds and that when I spotted her. I spotted her when she asked about my Aunt in a hush sweet voice, I then spotted her again admiring the garden and then when she sat down with so much ease and elegance allowing the sun to kiss her flawless skin. I watched everyone follow the guide and she just sat there relaxed with eyes closed facing the sun so I walked towards her. I don’t know what pulled me towards her, but I just walked and stood before her blocking the sun, and she opened her eyes and looked at me.

“ To much sun is not good for the skin.” She shifted wore her hat and got up, dusted herself, and looked at me without any recognition. 

Her: It felt so good.

I nodded, and she looked around to see that everyone had gone and only the staff was cleaning up.

“ I can walk you towards the rest of the tourist.”

Her: Thank you, I always tend to get lost at times.  I watched her eyeing the garden one last time, and I smiled.

“ I can take a photo if you have a phone, of you next to the flowers.” 

She looked at the flowers then at me and smiled.

Her: Oh, I don’t want to trouble you.

“ I did offer. Now sit back down, and I’ll snap you.” She grinned the most heartwarming smile as she sat as she did and handed me her phone. I moved a bit well aware that my staff was looking at me, but she has no idea who I am, so why pop her bubble. She relaxed again, soaking up the sun, and I snapped a few pictures of her. I know I shouldn’t have, but I airdropped some to my phone and gave her the phone. She was smiling pleased with herself, then got up and wore her hat.

Her: Thank you

“  pleasure”  she dusted herself again, and I walked with her in utter peaceful silence as we navigated the green maze. We stopped by the statue of my mother and father at the center sitting down. She stood there admiring the iconic statue.

“ it’s said on this day the senior king and his wife declared picnic day. Every year on the 12th of November, any couple that wishes to come here on these grounds have a picnic on them is allowed too. “

Her: Does the new king allow this?

“ he can’t really change what makes his people happy.”

Her: I am sure a lot of engagements take place on that day.

“ Yep,” she was quiet and said nothing for some time as if thinking, then slowly walked away and again in silence till we got to the opening where the rest of the tourists were. I hang back cause someone might recognize me. I watched her walk about, and she stood by the wire ornaments that my brothers and I did when we were teens. She traced it with her hands smiling and moved back, taking a picture. I watched the guide move to her and told her.

Guide: Our king and his brother spent days fascinated by what this was shaping up, too.

Her: was this before he was king or after?

Guide: before.

She nodded, and I smiled at how she always had questions as if she wanted to know more about me. I turned and walked back to the house and watched her from the balcony when my little sister walked in. 

Zong: Rumors say you kissed her.

“ Kissed who?”

Zong: a beautiful woman in a summer dress wearing a straw hat. I laughed cause she was fishing and looked at her.

“ Your rumors are wrong today,”

She looked down and watched them get in the bus.

Zong: You can ask for her number, you know.

“ No.”

Zong: Hmmm

“ What?”

Zong: You’re turning 30 in a few days, and the prophecy said...

“ I know what it said.”

Zong: Then? How come you not out there actively looking for her?

“ cause good things come to those who wait “

Zong: we can’t lose you 

“ you wont” she moved closer, placed her head on my shoulder, and I smiled content.  My baby sister and I have always been close. She may be 22, but in my eyes, she is always that young girl who always speaks sense and has so much wisdom.

Zong: For what it’s worth, I liked her. 

I laughed 

“ You don’t even know her,”

Zong: I know she has the power of letting you leave whatever you were doing and indulge her in taking a photo for her then walk her back to the group even though you had over 10 staff members there willing to help her. So yep, I like her..

I grinned and
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