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I have lost  sleep in the middle of the night. No I have a nightmare, the same over and over again. 

It is a pattern that has become constant since we left home and now we are sailing for Nyran, for refuge. It’s only been a little over four months since we left mama to her demise yet it feels like eternity, I look back at the time my sisters, cousins and I were smuggled out of the country leaving mama and grandma to their deaths.

I always  dream of papa, mama, Yael, brother and I . 

They are on the battlefield just like  it was with papa challenging who would do it? Who would kill their king? I see the dagger or at least in the dream it is the same, it hits the bullseye in his chest and then I see Theo, his face filled with jealous rage, a son who kills his own father. I see father fall and suddenly there is Yael standing behind Theo and they are laughing at him, pointing and calling him a fool. As they mock him he closes his eyes and this is when I appear crying and begging them to show respect, to help.

"What have you done?!" I always cry out. "What have you done to father?!"

––––––––
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"I'LL BURN IT DOWN!" Mama appears dressed in a white gown stained in blood. "I’ll set it all on fire!" 

––––––––
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SHE SCREAMS WITH A voice filled with rage and vengeance so strong it consumes to the bones even in sleep.

––––––––
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I FEEL IT THE HEAT of her fury and I feel it’s sensation feeding my heart until I am blazing away. 

––––––––
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IT’S MAMA’S FURY THAT sends my heart racing so fast and it  wakes me up restless and sweating. I always sit up and look to my right where my little sister Naya sleeps with my cousins Kora, Ingrid and Marishka.

They are sound asleep after exhausting themselves with mourning their mothers the whole day. On the other side of the room are Kia sleeping with baby Delia on the bed and the boys Ivar, Edmund and Claude are on the floor. I feel lonely despite so many of us. We all feel lonely we have lost our parents.

"Try to rest." I hear Kia's voice in the dark, "where we are headed is unknown it is best you save your strength."

I obey and lie down but I know she no longer sleeps well. She is young and left in charge of us in a situation a grown woman would be helpless. We were smuggled by Queen Brigitte's relations after they secured a safe haven for us in Nyran.

I don’t know how I slept but I did, all I know is I was staring in the darkness and the next thing I am opening my eyes to the blinding light. It is probably late morning, I always get up so late after staying up awake all night. I don’t bother to wash as I do not see the point of it all looking pretty. I just wear some of the clothes I haven’t ripped apart.

I do that a lot of late, rip everything my mama died for apart. We left disguised like pauper boys with our hair severly cut and I really do resemble a farmer's boy or something.

It was Finnick's idea. He told mama Yael would be looking for a group of highborn girls and boys and not poor boys alone with a young maiden at the docks. 

His plan was genius and worked out well but I truly wish it had not for it made mama give up running after knowing we were safe.

What truly breaks  my heart is she died in the hands of Yael, she and papa. 

I always liked Yael, no I loved her and preferred her company to mama's for she was a dearest friend but I will always be my mother's daughter and I will never forgive her for this. 

I start choking on the thought of all this when I hear Kia  laughing out loud on the top deck of the ship so I decide to join everyone. I might as well.

Naya and Claud are both under the age of four and  they seem to be slowly forgetting their mothers. I am glad that  they can at least get on with life as I see them playing away from the ledges of the ship.

Kia on the other hand seems to be coping too well for my liking but then I remember she only laughs in the presence of Finnick. Something about the silver blond, ice-blue eyed handsome nephew of grandma Brigitte ( who looks hauntingly like her) puts her at ease, I suppose I should be grateful to him that not all of us are mad with grief.

I sit with Marishka, Kora and Felix. I do not know where Ivar and Edmund are. There just too many of us too keep up with or is it that I simply cannot be bothered with anyone or anything anymore. Truth be told even I am tired of myself. I do wonder about the twins living in Assia alone. In a foreign land so young, at least I have the others.

All this crying, hating, not eating, wondering is tiresome and  venting out by throwing food against the cabin walls or smashing things wishing it was Yael instead.

The truth is I hate being the King's daughter for she lost everything and is destitute along with her cousins sailing to a foreign nation in hopes of good grace from the King, her betroth's father. I want to be someone else, perhaps the pauper in rags I was disguised as whose family do not kill each other for a throne.

After days of looking at nothing but water, the Captain of the ship informs Finnick we are approaching Nyran shores and we will reach land before sunset. I am happy to hear this because one can sail for so long and I am no pirate. Staring at all this water was beginning to drive me mad and also the idea of a new home is taunting for I no longer feel as though I belong anywhere else after Norland nor do I trust anyone after Yael and Theo. 

Theo's betrayal hurt the most. He was my favourite and I loved him the most. So many times I felt like jumping overboard to be with my parents then I remembered why I need to stay alive. The promise I made to mama and without me there is no alliance with Nyran, my sisters and cousins will have no way to go.

Kia prepares us for our arrival, we cannot be looking like beggars before the King particularly when the attention will mostly be focused on me as Prince Kenzo's future wife. Kia insists on me looking my best especially with the short unladylike manner of my hair. I really do not care.

We reach the docks and we are welcomed by an elder of the King's council, Osondu, a grandfatherly type who keeps smiling at me for some annoying reason. I know I am being unfair as he is probably happy to meet his new princess and yet I cannot smile. I stopped smiling the day papa died on the battlefield and now I cannot do it anymore not even in pretence.

We make our way to the palace with the boys on horses and girls in litters. I leave mine curtained for I cannot summon the the strength to smile and wave at any spectators. I just sit uninterested and not exploring this new kingdom. 

––––––––
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IT IS DARK WHEN WE finally reach the palace and when I step out of my litter I am in awe. Nothing impresses me anymore but this black granite pyramid palace befitting its name Blackstone Palace with two sky reaching column towers is magnificent.

We make our way up it's eternal flight of stairs that make Nightingale Castle stairs seem very few which is something for we all detested those stair and through the golden double doors that lead us into the palace.

The entrance hall is filled with wild animal fur mats, solid wooden furniture and golden, silver and bronze artifacts as well as iron and wooden statues of men women and children about their lives. Tribal masks and animal skulls are hung up the walls and we make our way to the Throne Room to meet the royal family. 

They have been waiting to greet us for when we approach them, I instantly regret tearing most of my dresses. They look fantastical in their traditional robes and they clearly dressed to impress us.

King Ike of Nyran in a long white tunic with matching pants embroidered with golden thread everywhere. He  is tall, strong, dark and handsome and looks like his sons. He is wearing a solid golden crown on his head shaped like a cylinder and it has no sharp points like the Norland crown. It has so many diamonds and precious stones that I stopped counting after the rubies, emeralds, tanzanite and whatever else there could put in there.

On his right is a beautiful voluptuous woman dressed in a golden dress that has a frilled train filling the room with dramatic shoulders and a golden solid choker chain on her neck with matching wrist cuffs. She has a light amber complexion with a lovely oval face and a warm smile, her crowning glory is a multicoloured beadwork crown shaped like an upside down cone covering her entire head.

There is no mistaking this woman who carries her sensual figure well, she is Queen Zama. At he King’s left is an elderly woman in red and orange robes with a matching headscarf that is tied into a large complicated style that takes over her head, Queen Mother Chiedza, I am guessing. 

Then there is the King’s younger sister Princess Makanaka and her daughter Lady Vimbai both in dark brown corsets beaded with ivory beads and matching skirts of a strange combination of thigh slit floor length skirts sworn together with leather breeches. The mother looks like her brother the king but the daughter is lighter and I take it she takes after her father. Both have oval face shapes with hair styled in cornrows reaching their waists, slender at their top halves but with wide visible hips.

Oh yes, I wish I had put more effort now. Then I spot Princes Zuri and Kenzo, have they gotten bigger since I last saw them? They are just as good looking and still have shaven heads with the most charming smiles.

"The Duchess of Armult!"The King dramatically announces me like my father would have with open arms, "Welcome to Nyran. Your family as beautiful as you are."

I raise a skeptical eyebrow at this, the King clearly exaggerates his flattery. We look a mess and we are tired and homesick and our plain clothes next to theirs? Mama would be mortified and Yael who dresses for every occasion would have collapsed with embarrassment. 

My thoughts must have reflected for I notice Kenzo trying hard not to laugh while staring at me.

"Thank you, Your Majesty," I bow.  "I do wish we had met in better circumstances."

"Nonsense. You are my daughter now and you are always welcome." He gestures his hand for me to approach, "You must  be tired and hungry. Come let us dine. My Queen, see that the little ones are comfortable."

"Of course, my lord." She says humbly.

I see her gesture to one of her women and as I go dine with the King, only Kia and Finnick will attend, others be eating at the royal nurseries attend by the nurses. 

Dinner was everything I expected it to be formal with a royal host making grand announcements of our ancient friendship I never knew we possessed, better future and the blood alliances of Assia, Norland and Nyran. 

I honestly I would prefer being with my cousins or sleeping than having to sit here and small talk with the royal family. I just had to be the guest of honour sitting at the high table where any movement I make will be visible.

The King is sitting between his Queen and the Crown Prince Zuri and I am at Kenzo's left who is at Zuri's right. He attempted small talk every now and then but I can’t entertain him as his father is consuming enough. 

Never have I met a such a jovial King. One moment he is addressing me then his wife then heartily laughing at his own jokes and then shares those kingdoms united speeches with lord Finnick. Talking about my my marriage to Kenzo and producing bloodline heirs is becoming the sport tonight, nevermind the fact that I am still grieving my barely rotting parents. 

I heard mama's headless body was buried somewhere and her head was put on a pike and papa was buried without ceremony.

"Are you alright?" Kenzo asks with a gentle voice and concerned eyes.

"I’m fine."

"Are you sure? You seem... Umm bothered."

Of I am bothered, my life is ruined! I yell in my head but I say out loud, "I'm fine."

I return my attention to the dancers traditional dancing in revealing tiny apparel showing of their thick and thin bodies. 

I spot Kia laughing at a joke Finnick tells her at their table below and now I envy my cousin they don’t have to put up with hours of this, I just want to sleep.

When I am finally released Kenzo insists on escorting me to my rooms and promises to be on his best behaviour or his mother will deal with him. I would have preferred the maids to do so. I do not want to endure another conversation.

"Shall we?" He offers his hand and I accept it, I still have manners. " How was your travel?"

"I travelled." I reply indifferently.

"Hmmm, I don’t remember you being so... Pleasant. You have changed in these past few months."

"Naturally. Wouldn’t you change if your siblings and the woman you loved like a mother killed your mother and father. I ask irritably.

"I suppose you're right. Forgive my lack of consideration I did not think of that. I guess I was just excited to see you again." He sounds sincere but I do not know why I do not want to believe him. "My condolences for your loss."

"Thank you."

"I remember your parents. Your father was the most charismatic man I have ever met and your mother was the most beautiful woman I had ever seen. I enjoyed my dance with her."

"I think your father is the most charismatic man I have ever met and as for my mother, that is not something
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