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Standing on his marble balcony, Prince Drake gazed out at the distant hills, his heart longing for his true love. He lived in a small, peaceful village with three thousand inhabitants, where the constant chirping of colourful birds matched the beauty of the village itself. For many years, the people of Dasphan had revered their prince, and his charm and good looks only added to his allure.

Whenever Prince Drake ventured into the village market, all eyes were on him. Women, including those in the midst of making a sale, would stop and stare, mesmerized by his presence. Some would even run to him, tears streaming down their faces, and drop to their knees, their legs trembling beneath them.

"My great Prince, am I worthy to be your Princess?" one eager woman asked, her husband standing beside her. Prince Drake, accustomed to such reactions, gently helped her to her feet. "My dear, you are a Princess already," he would say, before gently kissing her wrist. Nine times out of ten, the women would swoon into his arms. The tenth would grab her hair tightly and flee in the opposite direction, sometimes tripping over her own feet in her excitement.

Despite the adoration of the women in Dasphan, none of them had captured Prince Drake's heart. He remained a romantic, searching for the one who would be his true love.

Then, one incredible day, someone came saying they had a message for the Prince. That message would change his life forever. Outside the village walls, stood a young woman in a dirty black dress down to her feet. The two village guards found her sitting next to the main entrance gate. She looked dazed and confused. "I have a message for the Prince," she said. Her face and hair were full of dirt, as she stood looking down at the gravel.

The guards did not take her seriously. She did not look like a messenger. All messengers wore a yellow hat with a pink feather in it. "Where do you come from, little lady?" The one guard asked, then laughing rudely. "Who are you, young woman?" The other asked angrily. But still, no word out of her.

They then agreed to take her into Dasphan to see whether anyone knew who she was. They threw her onto a guard's horse and took her to Dasphan's small amphitheatre. There, she stood, as if an enemy tied up on a pole, as everyone came curiously to see why the guards held a young woman captive.

The guards were making spectacles of themselves, trying to scare her. Strangely enough, she wasn't scared at all. Word spread like wildfire, and soon everyone was in the amphitheatre. "Quiet, please, quiet everyone!" The guard shouted, raising his hand. Slowly, mumbles and whispers stopped.

"We found this young lady just outside our village walls; does anyone know her?" There was silence, as everyone took a good look at her. But her head was facing down, and her hair
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