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A Prince’s Beginning 

The music filled her head as she awoke.  Songs of a hundred species blew across fields.  Floating spores nestled in her hair, on her skin, tickled then danced upward toward a new destination.  The music was strong.   The baby she birthed alone two nights before lay next to her.  Nature’s music was strong, for in it was this child.  A genesis created.  A gift.  Her man had left.  He had touched her heart then parted, as great Kings often do. 

“Oh babe, how lucky we are, to have each other,” said mother to son.  

She gathered him and told of nature and its workings while the babe looked up, struggling to gain sight of this being with tender voice.  But as soon as the mother got to her feet, rocks beneath cut into them, while the baby, unknowing, lay still in her arms.  There was a strange buzzing in the mother’s ear, and she realized life wasn’t staying with her.  She fell back to the ground, where the precious baby was spilled.  

That day, the king returned to the woman he once vowed to love.  Seeing her lying pale, baby nearby, anguish bellowed from the king.  “I’ve failed.”  Dropping to his knees, he collected his son, vowing never to tell of the betrayal his indecision had caused.

