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“Life itself is the most wonderful fairy tale.”

Hans Christian Andersen

“To all the girls who no longer believe in fairy tales or happy endings. You are the writer of this story. Chin up and straighten your crown, you’re the queen of this kingdom and only you know how to rule it.”

B. Devine. 

Thank you to my dear friend Brian Church Michael, who inspired me to write Green Shirt and contributed the opening and closing paragraphs. 

Brian passed away in 2023, and his creative genius will be deeply missed.
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Once upon a time, there was a damsel in distress called Ruthie who lived with her older sister, Grace. Grace had kept her much younger sister captive, as she believed she could keep her safe from the relationship angst that she had experienced in the big bad world. But Ruthie, not yet corrupted by disappointment, continued to spin her fantasies of being rescued by a handsome prince, whom she believed was the answer to all her woes.

Ruthie was now well into her forties, and the only aspect of her appearance that still drew attention to her lingering elixir of youth was her achingly long and glorious blonde hair. Grace, who was now pushing sixty, was afraid that men might still come from miles around to see Ruthie’s fabled hair and, in a jealous rage, had shorn it off. According to Grace, this was “in case a silly prince might have the crazy notion of climbing up the wall with your hair.” Ruthie thought this would be an odd thing for a prince to do, considering they had a front door like everyone else. But Ruthie would sigh. “Of course, Grace, you know better than me. You’re so much more...experienced than I am.” Grace’s expression would look like thunder. In her mind, “experienced” just meant you were getting past your use-by date.

On this particular bright, sunny day, Ruthie was sitting at her window dreaming. Her mind berated her that she should forget all those silly notions of being spirited away by a prince. But the little girl that lived inside her heart still clung to a misguided faith, which was based on her much-loved Mills & Boon romances that were safely tucked away in her hope chest. Ruthie managed to wrench herself back to grim reality when she spied a man driving up in a battered blue Volvo. Downstairs, Grace was immersed in her favourite show, The Bold and the Beautiful. The prince—or Barry, as he was called—pushed open the door, which was unlocked, and dropped onto the couch next to Grace.

“Oh great!” he exclaimed. “You’re watching my favourite show.” 

Grace turned and stared at him. “Who the heck are you?”

Barry grinned. “It’s Barry, your handsome prince, of course, and I’ve come to...Oh, blast...I’m having one of those ‘senior moments’ again.” He lapsed into silence.

Grace sighed. “To rescue me.”

“Ah, that’s right. I saw you looking mournfully out the window,” he said, peering at the television screen.

Grace realised he must be referring to Ruthie. Hmm, she thought. Maybe this silly man who looks like he’s pushing seventy could be my escape from this terminally single life.

You see, Grace was fed up with always being portrayed as the evil witch who spread curses around like peanut butter. It seemed that everyone saw Ruthie as the prisoner, but no one ever gave a thought to Grace, who wished for her own second chance at romance. Barry was not her ideal prince, as he was a little geriatric, but then again, he liked The Bold and the Beautiful.

Upstairs, Ruthie was still sitting at her window and wondering what was happening. To her surprise, she saw another gentleman drive up and get out of a bright and shiny BMW. He was just like her fantasy prince!

She gasped. “Goodness! Two princes in one day.” 

Ruthie jumped and ran to her door. All the years that Ruthie had been held captive, she had assumed that Grace had kept the door locked, due to her sister’s constant brandishing of the key as if it were a magic wand. But Grace assumed that naïve little Ruthie was too afraid to venture forth and had left the door unlocked. Ruthie experienced a horrible revelation when the door sprang open. All the frustration that had been bottled up inside her came loose. She wrenched back the door, flew down the stairs, and crashed headlong into the handsome prince. Ruthie had been dreaming of this moment for decades, yet she could not think of a word to say to him.

The prince bowed and smiled. Despite his forty-plus years, he was in great shape, and he knew it. His white teeth gleamed, and his bright-blue eyes sparkled. His hair and complexion were perfect, and he was dressed in the latest fashion.

But Ruthie, after all her years of dreaming, had come to the exhilarating realisation that she was not in the mood for this self-absorbed and overdressed man. Ruthie felt that being held captive once was enough for anybody. She stared at the prince, who was still smirking at her.

“Who are you?” she asked.

He laughed. “Who am I?” He stuck out his chest. “I’m your handsome prince, that’s who.

Ruthie rolled her eyes. “Oh, please.”

He winked at her. “I know you. You’re Rapunzel in the tower, and I’ve come to rescue you.” He opened his arms wide.

Ruthie feigned excitement. “You have? I’ve been waiting forever and a day for you! Well, I’m all ready to be whisked away for a night on the town.”

The prince smiled his perfect smile. “I’m right here, baby, and I’m loaded.” He flicked open his wallet, which showed a wad of notes and a few credit cards to spare.

A crazy thought materialised in Ruthie’s mind. She felt bold and daring and snatched the wallet from the prince’s well-manicured hands. 

“Thanks!” She skipped down the stairs and then swung around to look up at the prince. “And just so you know, my name’s not Rapunzel; it’s Ruthie.”

Downstairs, Grace and her prince were still glued to the TV screen when Ruthie dashed into the room. 

Gracie jumped up, startled. “What are you doing down here?

In Grace’s mind, Ruthie had always been so sweet, so demure, and so willing to be stashed away in her tiny room. But this woman who now stood before her was not her little sister anymore. Ruthie’s green eyes flashed a defiant stare, which bored into Grace’s soul.

Ruthie stuck out her tongue. “Sis, I hope the three of you live happily ever after!”

Ruthie bolted out the door without a backward glance. She grabbed the door of the BMW and slid into the red leather seat. With a giggle of glee, she pressed the keyless start button, and the engine roared to life, leaving a trail of dust behind.
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It was my work Christmas party, and I sat alone, invisible, watching my workmates laugh and talk around me. I was only at the party because I hoped a certain tall, blonde man with sapphire-blue eyes would notice me; a bronzed, broad-shouldered god who set my blood pressure to overdrive.  Of course, he was way out of my league. I was petite with frizzy brown hair, wore thick-lensed glasses, and was painfully shy. It seemed as if I was destined to remain romantically challenged forever. I often asked myself why I lived in a fantasy world, where I was Cinderella, and my heart was set on an unattainable prince.  

David was a hit with all the women in the office, and he was always being romantically linked with someone different each week.  Still, my desiccated heart insisted on the belief that one day he would choose me: the unfashionable, awkward filing girl.  The hope of our mystical connection haunted my dreams. This impossibility was enhanced by the fact that whenever I passed my dream man in the hallway, I could not speak to him in more than just a few monosyllables.

With my eyes glued to the door, I hoped to glimpse the man who had unknowingly stolen my heart.  An hour had passed, and David had not arrived. Maybe he was not a fan of Christmas work parties either.  I felt foolish sitting with a half-empty plate of food balanced precariously on my knee. The crowd of raucous partygoers were getting ready for Karaoke, and they surrounded me, buzzing excitedly like bees. But just like it had always transpired in my dream, the crowd parted, and the 'man with the sapphire-blue eyes' towered over me with a brooding expression.

“Hello,” he said in a low tone. 

My mind screamed at me to say something - anything – speak!!! 

With a deep breath, I said “Hi!” trying to sound nonchalant, but I dropped my plate, and the remains of my lunch crashed onto the carpet.  

Fortunately, he had not noticed. He was watching with an amused expression some of the staff members who sang in high-pitched voices, “I Wanna Know What Love Is” by Foreigner.   

Q He glanced at me. “Not a fan of Karaoke then?”  

I shook my head. “No.”

He sat down next to me. “Hi, my name's David, what's yours?” 

I blushed bright red. “Mia,” I replied softly.  I looked up at him briefly.  His eyes were darting around the room.  A stab of misery pierced my heart. He was only sitting here until he found someone more interesting to talk to.  I was such a fool. I started to get up.  

He reached out and touched my arm. “Leaving already?  Why don't you keep me company? I'm not a fan of parties, but this is a good excuse to get away from work.” 

“OK,” I said.  I could not think of anything more to say.  

He was looking directly at me now. “So, you've worked here a while then?” 

I nodded. “I'm a temp.” 

“Oh really, so which agency are you with?”

Such banal chatter was another warning in my heart. I was about to reply when a shadow was cast over our awkward tête-à-tête. A woman sat down next to David. My chest was constricted because it was Rae, the office goddess.  The office rumour mill kept running with constant gossip about David and Rae.  It was love at first sight. They had dated a few times, but there was no consensus on whether they were still together.  I glanced over at Rae, trying to act like her presence did not bother me. Her vivid green eyes were fixed on me, and her hand was on David's knee, indicating her sole possession rights.  

I heard him sigh and assumed it was a sigh of pleasure, but his eyes shifted briefly to mine. Just for a second, I thought I saw a flash in those beautiful blue eyes.  A thrill rippled through my heart. Maybe it was possible that I had a little magic of my own and could still elicit a romantic response, despite my frizzy brown hair and thick glasses. 

Rae was chatting about the weekend and how they could take her father's yacht out on the harbour. I thought it was best to leave them alone, so I got up, but David grabbed my hand. 

“Where are you going?”  His mesmerising eyes had an imploring look. 

I could feel Rae's eyes
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