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CHAPTER 1: THE BEGINNING

Once upon a time in a country far, far away, deep in the heart of magic
Arabia, lived a rich sultan whose most priceless treasure was his beautiful
daughter Alima. She was the apple of his eye as she was the only daughter
born to him before the death of his beloved wife when Alima was just
eleven years old. Since that day, the sultan had not left her side for a single
moment. He supervised her education, played with her and was the last
person his daughter saw before going to sleep each night.

But the years passed and the princess, whose beauty and wisdom grew and
grew, was approaching the age when she would have to choose a husband
capable of ruling the country when the sultan was no longer there. The idea
tormented Alima: she still had many things to experience and anyway she
did not like others having the right to decide who she should marry.
However, the princess had an idea. She told her father that before getting
married she wanted to explore other cultures and other countries, so she
would be able to serve her people with greater wisdom. The sultan was not
pleased at the idea as he would have to be apart from his beloved daughter
but, as her reason was to serve her people better, he accepted her request to
delay her engagement so she could spend a year travelling the world.

So it was that Princess Alima travelled the world, opening her heart and
mind to new experiences. She learnt many languages and made great
friends. Her father visited her whenever he could and she recounted to him
with great enthusiasm everything she had learnt and discovered. The year
passed and eventually it was almost time for Alima to return to her country
and fulfil her obligations, but the princess had a surprise for her father when
he came to take her home.

That day, the sultan found his daughter looking especially radiant. She
asked him in and invited him to make himself comfortable on the sofa, in
readiness for the news.



“Father, I’m so happy!” said Alima, hugging the surprised sultan who, for a
second, thought the gesture was due to Alima’s return home. “I have found
my future husband! I have wanted to tell you so many times but I needed to
be certain. I’'m sure you will like him because he is kind, sweet, affectionate
and polite, more than I could ever have dreamt of, and I love him so much I
could shout for joy!”

“But how did this happen? Where did you meet him?”

“It’s a long story but tonight, after he speaks to his family, he will come
here in person to meet you and to ask you for my hand.”

“I didn’t know there was another Arab family visiting these lands.”

“Oh no, father, he isn’t an Arab. He’s from here, the eldest son of King
Enrique.”

“What?” shouted the sultan with incredulity as he rose, furious, from his
seat. “Never! Do you hear me? You will never marry him! You are mad if
you think I will accept a foreign prince to take my place on the throne, and
in our country the people won’t want him either.”

“It doesn’t matter to me what they want. I just want my father to be glad for
me and pleased at my happiness.”

“Forget it, do you hear me? I will never be glad about your irresponsibility
towards your obligations. Your priority is your country and what is best for
it.”

“How can you be so unfair? You put your country before your daughter. It’s
my happiness, father, please understand.”

The princess knelt crying at the sultan’s feet but his heart remained hard.

“You have a choice: either you forget this madness and come back with me,
or you stay here and you forget you have a father forever.”

With those words the sultan put an end to the conversation and went to his
room, leaving the disconsolate Alima in floods of tears.

Unfortunately, Prince Enrique’s luck was no better. The king would never
admit an Arabian princess to his kingdom, so he threatened the prince with



removing his right to the throne and throwing him out of the family if he
carried on with his wedding plans. What would Enrique and Alima do now?

Enrique sent a note to Alima arranging to meet in secret. That very night
they would take a decision that would change their lives forever. They were
both very worried about their families but their love was too deep for them
to be apart. They saw no alternative to facing up to their families and
accepting as well as they could the problems their decision would bring
them. They were each expelled from their homes and disinherited by their
families. In King Enrique’s eyes, his son was dead. The sultan returned to
his country broken-hearted, though his pride was such that he did not even
want to say goodbye to his beloved Alima who had, until that day, been his
greatest joy.

Enrique and Alima were married immediately and, helped by one of the
prince’s friends, they moved to another part of the country and lived
together happily.

Time passed and Alima gave birth to a beautiful baby girl. Her skin was
golden brown, as though the sun’s rays had brushed it gently. She observed
everything around her through half-open jet black eyes. She was the most
alert baby that had ever been born. Her little round head was covered in
smooth black hair with the beginnings of future curls.

Enrique and Alima were delighted. With their little girl in their arms, all the
difficulties they had overcome to get married were forgotten. Now they
were able to cuddle their precious daughter. Enrique agreed his wife could
name the child Yamileth, which means ‘beautiful’, after her mother.

Yamileth grew surrounded by the love of her parents and the household
servants. She was given the best education from a very young age, taught
by personal tutors in the quiet of her home. But Yamileth’s imagination was
always active and didn’t let her concentrate on her studies. Whenever her
tutor was distracted she took the opportunity to escape, thinking of new
ways to slip out of class every day. One day she would abscond through the
window, the next she would use the door and flee silently. Her tutors were
at the end of their tether. Meanwhile, Yamileth was happy escaping every
day to go and see her mother who tended the flowers in the garden. She ran



to her every morning and gave her a big hug; she loved how her mother
smelt of jasmine and orange blossom as though she were herself another
flower in the garden. Alima knew she should scold her daughter for
escaping from lessons again but her embraces warmed her heart so much
she was incapable of doing so.

“Mother, tell me about Granny again, was she really very pretty?”

“Absolutely, she was the most beautiful woman in the whole kingdom. I’ve
told you this story many times, though... Do you really want to hear it
again?”

“Yes please, mother, I love listening to it.”

“All right, but let’s move away from the house a bit or your father will tell
us both off for these escapes.”

Alima and her daughter walked until they reached the trees that surrounded
the pond near the house. There they sat down while Alima told Yamileth
about the land they came from and which she loved so dearly.

“Your grandmother, as you know, had the same name as you.”
“That’s why I have this name, isn’t it?”

“That’s right, and that little beauty spot next to your eye you also inherited
from her. But above her outward beauty was the great beauty of her heart.
Your grandmother was sweet, affectionate and very wise, the whole
kingdom loved and admired her, especially your grandfather. He always had
words of praise for her. He used to say she was the woman any sultan
needed by his side to rule a country successfully. He was very much in love
and, every evening after she died, before I went to sleep, he talked to me
about her so I would never forget her. Do you know what I used to do to
remember her?” She looked at her daughter with a smile. “You do know,
don’t you? I must have told you a thousand times.”

“Yes, but tell me again, I like hearing it.”

“Well, T used to shut my eyes really tight and think of her, just as I
remembered her, and then I could see her in my head as though she had
never gone.”



The memory of her mother brought a tear to her eye, especially when
Yamileth hugged her tightly while she was talking to her.

“You will never go away, will you, mother?”

“Of course not, my little one. I will always be with you and even if one day
we are separated by distance our hearts will keep us united, wherever we

»

dare.

“I will always carry you in my heart, although I prefer to have you close by
my side. But tell me more things. What was your house like?”

“The house where I grew up, as you well know, was a large palace encircled
by a great, ivory-coloured wall. It had several gardens with all sorts of
different birds, brought from the farthest corners of the Earth by the kings
of many countries as gifts to your grandfather, the sultan. The Arabian
climate is warm, sometimes even suffocating, but there is no heat that
cannot be eased under the shade of a big palm tree.”

“I would love to see with my own eyes everything you are telling me about
and also meet my grandfather,” said Yamileth.

“One day you will be able to, my princess,” said Alima, looking tenderly at
her little girl. She would never lose hope that one day her father might
change his attitude.

“Am I really a princess, mother?”
“Of course you are, because your grandfather is an important sultan.”

At that moment, Enrique appeared. He had been searching for Yamileth
since the little girl’s tutor had told him how she had escaped again.

“Aha! So this is where you are hiding,” said Enrique, sternly. “I don’t know
which of you to tell off the most. Yamileth, your teacher is very upset. He
lives a long way from our house and makes a great effort to come here
every day to give you lessons, yet you don’t seem to appreciate anything he
tries to teach you. And I can’t tell you how disappointed I am with your
attitude. Your mother and I want you to have the best education possible so
that, when you grow up, you will be a cultured person. You don’t realise it
now but education is vital.”



“I’m very sorry, father,” said Yamileth, hanging her head in shame.

“Now you have a chance to show you are sorry. Run back inside the house.
Mr Galvez is waiting for you to finish the lesson. And don’t even think
about escaping again, do you understand?”

“Yes, father, right away.”

Crestfallen, Yamileth went back towards the house, not without first
glancing at her mother who blew her a kiss.

“I think our daughter needs to be somewhere with fewer distractions and
more discipline, which is why I wanted to mention to you something her
tutor has recommended.”

Enrique explained to Alima that Mr Galvez had recommended a very good
boarding school where Yamileth would be able to focus better on her
studies and mix with other girls her age. They were all from very good
families and she would be able to finish her studies there with the same
classmates throughout. The boarding school was relatively close by so she
would be able to come home during the holidays.

Alima did not seem very enthusiastic about the idea but, when her husband
insisted, she gave in and accepted it was the best thing for her daughter. The
worst thing was when they told Yamileth. For two days she refused to eat or
speak and spent the whole time shut away in her bedroom.

The day they had to take Yamileth to the boarding school was approaching,
but first Alima wanted to give her daughter a very special present.

“My princess,” she said to her as she hugged her on her last night,
“remember, although we are apart, I will always be with you. Tomorrow’s a
big day. You will start a new life and make friends your own age. I’m sure
you will like the school but so that we feel closer together, tomorrow I will
give you a surprise present. You will like it, you’ll see. Now, go to sleep,
my little girl.”

“I love you, mother.”



“l love you too.” Alima kissed Yamileth’s forehead and blew out the
bedside candle.



You’ve Just Finished your Free Sample
Enjoyed the preview?

Buy: http://www.ebooks2go.com


https://www.ebooks2go.com/juvenile-fiction/following-the-princesss-dream

	Dedication
	ACKNOWLEDGEMENTS
	CHAPTER 1: THE BEGINNING
	CHAPTER 2: THE BOARDING SCHOOL
	CHAPTER 3: THE ENCOUNTER
	CHAPTER 4: THE CHALLENGE
	CHAPTER 5: THE SECRET
	CHAPTER 6: TIMES OF FRIENDSHIP
	CHAPTER 7: A TIME OF CHANGE
	CHAPTER 8: THE HOLIDAYS
	CHAPTER 9: A NEW TERM BEGINS
	CHAPTER 10: SECRETS AND STORIES
	CHAPTER 11: A NEW FRIEND
	CHAPTER 12: CHANGES AND DECISIONS
	CHAPTER 13: THE PASSING OF THE YEARS
	CHAPTER 14: THE PARTY
	ABOUT THE AUTHOR



