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CAMP PRINCESS SCHEDULE





	
8:15
	
	
Rise and be splendid



	
8:30
	
	
Breakfast in bed



	
10:00
	
	
Swimming (weather dependent), songbird catching, falconry, lawn tennis, or (in case of poor weather) needlepoint



	
11:00
	
	
Snacks in the Princess Parlor



	
11:45
	
	
Makeup in Salon de Beauté, canoeing, sailing, riding, or archery



	
1:00
	
	
Luncheon (midday tiaras required)



	
2:30
	
	
Jewel crafts (bring your favorite family gems)



	
3:30
	
	
Quiet time in the turrets



	
4:00
	
	
High tea (tea gowns and tea tiaras required)



	
5:00
	
	
Free time



	
6:15
	
	
Ladies’ maids report to turrets for dressing of princesses for dinner



	
8:00
	
	
Dinner



	
9:30
	
	
Evening activities
	

	
10:15
	
	
Candles snuffed. Princess taps.
	













CAMP PRINCESS STAFF



CAMP MISTRESS:

Queen Mother Adelia Elsinore Louisa of Palacyndra

 

MISTRESS OF THE AVIARY & SONGBIRD COUNSELOR:

Princess Roseanna

 

MAKEUP & COSMETICS COUNSELOR:

The Duchess of Bagglesnort

 

TAPESTRY COUNSELOR:

Lady Merry von Schleppenspiel

 

MASTER OF THE HAWKS & FALCONRY COUNSELOR:

Gamphery of Lochlin

 


WATERFRONT COUNSELORS:

Lady Gustavia, Princess Lily Padinsky

 

MASTER OF THE STABLES:

Moncrieff of Sullamore

 

DANCE COUNSELOR:

Luigi Pippinia

 

LORE AND MORE COUNSELOR:

Lady Elaine

 

RIDING COUNSELOR & HEAD UNICORN WRANGLER:

Lady Frances (“Frankie”)

 

CAMP NURSE:

Nurse Bodkin

 

ARCHERY MASTER:

Hawkins of Sherwood








CAMP PRINCESS CHECKLIST



Each princess camper is required to bring the following:



GOWNS


	6 morning gowns suitable for indoor activities

	6 morning gowns suitable for outdoor activities, two of which should be all-white for tennis

	6 tea gowns

	12 evening-wear gowns suitable for banquets and evening light entertainments

	12 ball gowns for major balls, dances, and more formal activities



SMALLCLOTHES


	8 under-kirtles

	5 over-kirtles

	6 under-tunics

	18 pairs of hose (6 cotton, 6 silk, 6 wool)

	9 chemises or smocks


	3 dozen shifts

	18 petticoats

	24 pantalettes

	night rails for sleeping—simple cambric preferred rather than silk



SPORTS COSTUMES


	20 overtunics for outdoor sports. These may be worn over kirtles or sports pantaloons.

	Bathing costumes and tiaras shall be provided.

	Riding skirts

	Riding boots

	Falconry gloves shall be provided.



HEADGEAR


	6 short veils—we ask that veils of the modern design be sent. They should be no longer than 12 inches and flow off the back of the head and not cover the face. This is crucial for safety during outdoor sports.

	Broad-brimmed hats made from rushes to protect from the sun (available at a steep discount in the Royal Campers’ Equipment Catalogue)

	1 coronet bearing the heraldic seal of the princess’s country


	2 lightweight sports tiaras (no heraldry required)

	3 jeweled hairnets for dress



SHOES


	Ballet slippers

	Ballroom dancing slippers (no buckles please, only ribbons for fastening)

	High suede, leather, or calfskin fleece-lined boots for outdoor activites in winter



OUTERWEAR


	2 cloaks

	3 mantles or pelisses

	4 shawls

	oiled sheepskin cape for rainwear

	10 pairs of gloves (4 lace, 2 pigskin, 3 silk, 1 heavy leather)



PERSONAL EQUIPMENT


	Toilet articles (perfume, bath salts, toothbrushes)

	Bed linens

	Blankets

	Towels

	Prayer book

	Heraldic stamp and wax for sealing letters




OPTIONAL PERSONAL EQUIPMENT


	Paint sets

	Dolls, teddy dragons, family pictures, etc.

	Jewelry

	Writing materials

	Books

	Bows and arrows (although we do provide them for archery, some campers prefer their own)



Please make sure that your camping princess has received a copy of the Camp Princess Handbook and has read it thoroughly before her arrival.

Parents are encouraged to send a modest amount of gold that shall be deposited in the Camp Princess coffers and can be used for small purchses at the camp store—candy, perfumes, fletching materials for those who prefer to fletch their own arrows, sealing wax, etc.








Prologue

A ROYAL PROCESSION
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It was Gilly, the lady’s maid, who saw them first. “Here they come!” she called, and nudged Mary, the chambermaid, who stood next to her on the watchtower. Gilly squinted at the bright ribbon of color winding down the high road. Forty of the most royal princesses on earth were coming to Camp Princess, riding on horses and in carriages. Their splendid banners snapped in the wind and their jeweled tiaras flashed in the sun as they rode toward the castle. Servants—from the chambermaids and the footmen to the mistresses of the wardrobe and the gamekeepers—tried to get a glimpse. Gilly sighed happily. The procession seemed to grow richer and more beautiful every year.

Here were the daughters from some of the most splendid kingdoms of the world, and they had come for summer camp. They had come to learn more—more about being a princess, more about being supremely royal—and, of course, to have fun of the most royal variety.

A tremor of excitement passed through the servants as they heard the creak and clank of the drawbridge being lowered. Even the fish jumped from the sparkling waters of the moat as if trying to catch a peek at the new royal campers. Gilly stuck her hand in her apron and touched her lucky stone.

Please! Please! Please, lucky stone, bring nice princesses, lovely princesses, kind princesses to the South Turret. Not snotty ones like last summer.








Chapter 1

NEW ARRIVALS
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Princess Alicia of All the Belgravias dismounted her pony and stepped into the courtyard. It was her first season at Camp Princess, and her heart was beating as frantically as a hummingbird’s. She was used to being surrounded by her sisters, cousins, and servants. But now, as she stood in this throng of laughing, happy princesses she didn’t know, she felt very much alone. Alicia was glad when a tall woman with a crown took charge.

“Princesses, Princesses, may I have your attention? Please be quiet while I announce your turret assignments in the royal castle of Camp Princess. When your title is called, kindly step up to the footman and receive your welcome scroll.”

“That is the Queen Mum,” another princess said to Alicia. “She is Camp Mistress.” Alicia smiled at the girl and moved in closer to listen for her name. If they went in alphabetical order, she would certainly be one of the first to be called. But alas, the assignments were by turret.

“East Turret, Princess Zelenka from the Dominion of Thrallnork, Princess Parisiana from the Majestic Realm of Chantillip…” The list went on. There were three girls assigned to each turret. After the East Turret came the North Turret and then the West Turret.

Princesses all around Alicia were chattering away. “I hope I’m not in the South Turret!” one princess exclaimed.

“Me too. I wouldn’t want to live in a turret that has a ghost,” another said.

“Is it true that your turretmates are also your teammates?” someone else asked.

“I think so. Do you want to be a Purple or a Crimson? My sister was on the Crimson team, and they’ve won the Color Wars three years in a row. I really want to be a Crimson. There are all sorts of contests and competitions, you know, jewelry making, archery.”

“I heard the Crimsons were all snotty,” someone said.


“What’s the first contest?” Alicia asked.

“I’m not sure, but the big one this session is the songbird competition. It counts for a lot. We only have two weeks to catch and train a songbird.”

“Holy monk bones!” Alicia exclaimed. “That’s not much time!”

“Look at her,” Alicia heard one of the princesses whisper rather loudly and then point at a new arrival. “That feather in her riding cap—that is so over.”

“So five minutes ago!” another said.

Alicia’s stomach turned. She had a feather in one of her riding caps. Luckily she had not worn it today.

Just then she heard her name called. “South Turret, Princess Alicia of All the Belgravias, Princess Gundersnap of the Empire of Slobodkonia, Princess Kristen of the Isles of the Salt Tears in the Realm of Rolm.”

A pretty princess with jet-black hair turned to another girl. “I’m glad I’m not them! I’d be afraid of the South Turret ghost!”

“Oh, heavens, Princess Rosamunde, that ghost is just a rumor from two hundred years ago!” the other princess answered confidently, though Alicia thought she saw her give a little shiver and look around quickly.

Ooh, I hope she’s right, Alicia thought. She stepped forward to receive her welcome scroll. It was a sheet of parchment rolled up and tied with a purple ribbon.

“This must mean we’re on the Purple team—duh!” said the princess named Kristen, laughing. Tall and lanky, she was wearing very high, soft suede boots trimmed with fur. Her tiara was made from gold-dipped sawed-off antlers, and her fiery red hair was clipped with a barrette made of some sort of animal’s tooth studded with sapphires. She wore not a wisp of silk or satin, but Alicia admitted that this princess was stylish in a barbaric sort of way.

Princess Gundersnap, on the other hand, seemed to be a complete disaster. She was stumpy and squat, with pimples and mud-colored hair that sprang out like corkscrews from under her iron tiara. Not a pretty sight! Alicia thought. She looked grumpy as well. Great, thought Alicia. Grumpy and stumpy—and then, of course, a stylish savage. Where do I fit in? She looked down at her own beautiful pink brocade riding skirt festooned with ribbons and lace, and wondered if she looked as odd to her turretmates as they did to her.

Just as Alicia was contemplating her predicament, she heard the Camp Mistress say, “Now, Princesses, in case you are of a mathematical inclination…”

“Math, no fair,” said Princess Kristen in her lilting accent. “No schoolwork, just fun here.”


“I agree!” said another. “I’m here for jewelry design and dances with Camp Burning Shield.”

Burning Shield! Alicia had heard from her older sister, Lorelei, about the boys’ camp across the lake. There were bunches of cute princes!

The Camp Mistress continued, “You will notice that there are forty princesses, and not all the turrets are the same size. We’ve done some juggling and doubling up, but it seems that with all my computations, we still have one turret with room for an additional one-third princess. All the others are full. So, you might ask, who is one-third a princess? Well, Your Highnesses, she is a full and royal princess, but she is quite small.”

At that moment all eyes turned toward a truly tiny princess who wore a teeny-weeny tiara. She appeared rather frightened, and her eyes glistened with tears. She was the only one who had not been assigned a turret. “Princess Myrella of the Marsh Kingdoms, will you step forward, please?”

The tiny princess walked up to the Queen Mum, who bent way down and said, “My dear little princess of the Marsh Kingdoms, we shall squeeze you into North Turret.” She handed her a rolled parchment with a purple ribbon.

“Fat lot of good she’ll do the Purples,” someone said in a nasty voice. At that moment the eyes of the three princesses of the South Turret met.

“Sctonken meanie!” muttered Gundersnap.

“Go suck a conch!” Princess Kristen blurted.

“That is really royally rude of her to say!” exclaimed Princess Alicia.

The three young princesses looked at one another and knew in that moment that although they were different in many ways, they were the same in an important one. Their hearts went out to the teeny tiny Princess Myrella of the Marsh Kingdoms.







Chapter 2

HOMESICK
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Alicia looked around her room. She’d brought small touches of home that reminded her of Belgravia. Her glass bottles with her best perfumes sat on the dressing table, and a painting of her royal family hung above her bed. Still, she missed her own castle, especially now that it was quiet time and she had a moment to think about things.

Some princesses brought their favorite stuffed animals to camp, but Alicia had her favorite book, Love Letters of a Forgotten Princess. It was a birthday present from her beloved aunt, the Queen of Albermarle. Almost every night she read at least one of the letters. It was on her nightstand now, adding a cozy touch to the room. Knowing it was there made Alicia feel just a bit less homesick.

She sat down at the gold writing table, chose a quill, and dipped it into the crystal inkwell.


Dear Mum and Pop (or HM and HRH),

I think it is really stupid that they have this rule that I cannot call you Mum and Pop in a letter but must address you as Her Majesty and His Royal Highness. Why do they care what I call you in a letter? So I’m doing it both ways, which means that I’m not quite following and not quite breaking the rule.

Well, I don’t mean to complain but…guess what else? It’s not summer. You told me that the weather was “odd” here, but holy monk







	Silver-fox muff (not the red-fox one; it’s not as warm)

	Earmuffs (I look stupid in them, but I’ll look stupider if my ears freeze and drop off.)

	Please, please send me those new-style snowshoes with rawhide laces. I want to be able to hike over any kind of snow.

	Ice skates—the latest models with the unprocessed staghorn blades.

	Also, send my extra pair of high-top, fleece-lined suede boots—the purple ones. I’m on the Purple team for the Color Wars.
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