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“Show me you are worthy, and I will make you Queen.” 

The king’s speech caused a wave of smiles – some demure, 

others calculating. Clusters of women stood in the throne 

room, their colorful skirts packed together like a stuffed 

butterfly. All were eligible to marry the King, and all had been 

given three days to prove their merit. On the evening of the 

third day, there would be a ball, and his choice in bride would 

be announced.  

As anticipated, the following morning was a display of the 

most ridiculous kind. Princesses lauded their horsemanship, 

while Duchesses showed off their hunting prowess. Each 

contestant, no matter how capable (or not), had put their best 

foot forward (literally in the case of the foot race). Everyone, 

that is, except Princess Daisy. 
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Daisy was ensconced in the library with her nose stuck in a 

book. Being short-sighted, she always pressed her nose up to 

the pages on purpose so as to see them properly. Despite 

protests that princesses did NOT wear spectacles, Daisy wore 

them anyhow (when she could find them) because it was 

forever frustrating running into stationary objects or having 

conversations with people without knowing much what they 

looked like. All of this meant that Daisy was fully aware she 

would never pass muster for the haughty King. Besides, she 

thought, who wanted to be married to someone who said 

things like, “Show me you are worthy.”   

Ugh, definitely not.  

She had obediently come, for her parent’s wished it, but she 

had been careful not to promise anything, which meant she 

was free to wile the days away until she could return home 

once more where no one ever minded if the quiet princess was 

a bit clumsy. 

Luncheon came by way of a kindly observant servant and 

Daisy moved to read at a table, her eyes skimming the lines of 

her book. “Drat,” was her only comment; her spectacles had 

been missing since yesterday. 

A chair was pulled softly back over the carpet, and 

someone sat down just across from her. Daisy kept her nose 

exactly where it was. 

“I say, you’re one of the princesses, aren’t you?” 

A direct question required a response, and sighing, Daisy 

lowered her book just enough to glare at her intruder. He 

seemed average height and build (at least sitting down) with a 

full brown beard, a floppy scholar’s hat, and here she stilled – 

spectacles perched on his nose. Spectacles! Just sitting there as 

if they belonged! 
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Daisy, who had been raised not to gape, recalled the 

question and responded, “Yes, that’s correct.” 

“Ah.” The man sat back, his sturdy brown boots now lifting 

to rest on the chair next to him. A few bits of mud fell off, and 

Daisy sniffed. His brown eyes studied her for a moment.  

“Why aren’t you out with the rest of them?” 

His voice was soft and low, suggesting there wasn’t much 

that bothered him. Daisy couldn’t help but compare this to the 

king, whose voice shrilled and grated on her nerves. 

Daisy gripped the book on both sides, her head still just 

peering above the top. “I prefer to read.” 

“You have no desire to become queen?” 

“I have no desire to marry the King.” 

The man’s voice crinkled in amusement. “Is he so repulsive 

then?” 

“Well.” Honesty compelled her to say, “No, I suppose not. 

But I cannot like a man who demands perfection.” 

He gave a soft chuckle. “May I assume you would submit 

to such…displays if you cared for the man?” 

Daisy shrugged, her book now fully flat on the table. “No. I 

cannot think it would matter so much how a person rides a 

horse to suggest what sort of queen or king for that matter, 

they might be.” 

“Just so.” His smile grew a bit wider and he reached 

forward with a handkerchief. “May I?” 

She nodded as the cloth rubbed her nose for a moment 

before he crumpled it back up and stuck it in a pocket, and for 

that moment she finally saw his face clearly. It was a nice face, 

with all the right features in all the right places, but the best 

part were his eyes. They were kind eyes with lots of little 

wrinkles that showed he laughed a lot. Such wonderful eyes, 
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she thought, and then those wrinkles deepened and he 

interrupted her thoughts. 

“You had a bit of smudge on your nose.” 

Lifting her chin a bit, Daisy explained. “Yes, when I read, 

the ink rubs off a bit.” She waited, but he didn’t tease her like 

she’d expected. 

His lovely eyes strayed to the book that had blocked her 

face for the last quarter hour.  

“Won’t you tell me what you’re reading?”  

He leaned back once more in his chair, becoming the 

slightly hazy blur he had been before, and conversation began 

in earnest, for Daisy could speak of literature for years when 

required. Together they spoke of philosophy and fairy tales, of 

science and adventures and too soon it was time for dinner 

and parting. 

“I beg your pardon, but it appears I need to dress for 

dinner.  Thank you for the conversation, it was much 

appreciated.” Here she stumbled, for despite the hours of 

talking, they had yet to exchange names. “I’m Daisy, by the 

way.” 

He gave a little bow. “I’m Henry. Will you be here 

tomorrow, Daisy?” 

“Oh no. They are having indoor pursuits tomorrow. I will, 

therefore, be riding and enjoying the outdoors instead. If I can 

find my spectacles, that is.”  

She held her breath, waiting for the witty remark that 

always stung more than it should. He was sure to give her a 

pitying look, even if he was a scholar with his own set. 

“Then I hope you find your spectacles, Daisy, and I hope I 

come across you once again.”  
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With that remarkable reply, he left, and if she was a little 

warmer than expected, it could only be because she had stood 

so quickly. 

Dinner was a ridiculous affair, with a Countess elbowing to 

sit at the King’s side, and an Empress being pushed away by a 

daring Princess who had claimed the left. Daisy sat at one of 

the lower tables, a hastily set up arrangement when it was 

discovered they didn’t have quite enough space as previously 

thought. She didn’t mind, although she did look about for 

Henry (she had found her spectacles), but he was nowhere to 

be found. 
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The second day woke to a very noisy castle, with shrill 

demands by so many lofty personages. It was discovered that 

a Countess may or may not have accidentally ripped the hem 

of a sour-faced Duchess, and a harried steward was trying 

desperately to keep the peace.  

In this mad house, Daisy quietly put on her riding dress 

before pinning up her brown curls and sneaking out past the 

lines of women prepared to play music or embroider 

(although, Daisy thought, how could a king possibly know if 

that was any good?). Hurrying away, she side-stepped past a 

princess with a book on her head, showing off her posture. 

Daisy grinned; the princess’s smile was a bit smug for 

someone who was sure to topple at any moment.  
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The morning was spent first exploring the gardens (and not 

looking for Henry around every corner) and then riding about 

the grounds, but staying close enough in case anyone needed 

to find her for any reason. In a hopeful moment she had asked 

the servants to pack her a picnic lunch for two…but Henry 

didn’t show, which meant she was galloping across the land in 

a heated gallop and pretending she didn’t care. 

A sound of hoof beats intermingled with her horses’ own, 

and she looked about, her heart clamoring as she recognized 

the bushy brown beard growing nearer. 

“Hullo!” He called out, one hand in a wave, slowing as he 

neared. 

“Well hullo! However did you find me?” She was suddenly 

conscious of the spectacles on her nose, but since he again had 

a fine round pair on his, she kept them on.  

He winked. “I might have asked around. The servants, you 

know, they know everything.” 

Daisy nodded, and feeling the teensiest bit bold – after all, 

he hadn’t said one disparaging remark about her eyes – 

ventured, “If you would care for luncheon, I have packed a 

picnic.” 

“I know.” Another grin. “I hear you’ve packed enough for 

two.” 

Daisy blushed. It was so much nicer being able to see him 

clearly – surely worth the blow to her vanity. “I confess I had 

hoped for company.” 

“Well then.” He gestured to the right. “I know a little spot 

with an excellent view if you’ll let me lead the way.” 

Once more an afternoon was spent in Henry’s company, 

their conversation varying and interesting enough that the 

time flew much too quickly. This time they learned of each 

other’s childhood foibles, of favorite hiding spots, and horrible 
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older siblings who picked on them (Daisy had four, Henry 

none, instead being the culprit). 

Again the day went much too quickly, and soon it was time 

for dinner, where the king played court to dozens of women 

who seemed ready to stand on their heads if necessary. Daisy 

shook her head at a particularly ruthless Princess Irene who 

glued herself to his side. Dinner ended and the king prepared 

to leave, with Irene standing and taking his arm; a bold 

declaration that raised more than a couple eyebrows. A 

whispered word and it was realized the king had to relieve 

himself – not a pastime he cared to share with any of his 

admirers. Daisy snorted in humor, and Irene found someone 

to glare at. 
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The final day found the packed crowds of royalty in the 

throne room where each gave their opinion on political 

situations, passed judgment on any problems the local lords 

presented, and scoffed at the peasants who brought their 

requests. Daisy listened at the doors briefly; the plight of this 

country intrigued her, but the crowds eventually pushed her 

out and away. Instead she retreated to the gardens and 

solitude.  

“What, you cannot even bear to share your opinion on 

whether the lower lands ought to be drained? Or whether 

Lord Weathertop should be allowed to marry a commoner?” 

Daisy turned, and there was her blurry Henry. As her 

spectacles had gone missing again, she’d decided to stay close 

to the castle; it suddenly seemed an inspired decision.  
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“I have an opinion on both, but it was so very full in there, I 

wondered there was air enough to breathe.” 

Henry laughed. “And what are your opinions then, Daisy, 

for I’m sure they are worth knowing even if they are wrong.” 

Daisy gasped. “How can you assume they are wrong if you 

haven’t even heard them yet?” 

Henry shrugged and offered her his arm. Grinning, Daisy 

took it, not even caring if he disagreed about any of it. Or all of 

it. Everything. Wait. What had he said? 

“I am only certain that even if your opinion matches my 

own we will have a rousing discussion of the merits of both 

sides, and I am looking forward…well, that is…” He stopped 

and faced her, and this time his voice softened. “I have been 

looking forward to our afternoon together.” 

“I…confess…I have as well. Or at least I hoped you might, 

or…” She hesitated, giving him a sideways glance. 

“I was glad I could slip away.” He smiled at her, relieving 

her embarrassment.  

Once again the afternoon was perfect. Except, perhaps the 

moments where Henry hesitated, then changed his mind 

about what he was going to say. Was he feeling as confused as 

she was? Was he thinking that this was the final day and then 

she would go home to possibly never see him again? The sun 

winked behind a tree, a gentle reminder to return to the castle. 

They walked side by side, slowly, with cautious looks at 

each other, finally returning to the castle. He opened a door 

for her, and if his look was intense and left her breathless, 

well, what could she do? Her parents would never consent to 

a lowly scholar, even if by some miracle she did see him again, 

and –  

He grasped her hand as they walked down the hall, a 

liberty Daisy justified due to her lack of eyesight. Only now 
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voices were heard, bouncing toward them this way and that, 

and sighing, Daisy removed her hand; it was for the best, she 

considered, and then promptly ran into a wall. 

“Blast and –” She bit her tongue to stop her wrathful 

vocabulary. 

“Daisy! Are you alright?” That was Henry, just to her left, 

and she blushed; how humiliating that he saw her 

awkwardness! 

A chorus of giggles came from her right and unable to help 

herself, she turned to see Princess Irene (there really was no 

mistaking her, even when mostly blind) with a circle of other 

young ladies surrounding her. 

“Why it’s Princess Daisy.” Princess Irene looked down her 

nose at the little princess, her smile promising something 

clever. “Wherever have you been, little one? For I never see 

you anywhere but at dinner.” 

Daisy, who knew a trap when she saw one, only sighed. 

“Oh, out and about. I knew I could hardly compete with the 

hordes of other young ladies.” She met Irene’s glare head on 

and suddenly giggles stopped. 

Irene’s voice turned sharp. “Running into walls? Or 

squinting at everyone? You’re constantly embarrassing 

yourself, aren’t you? That must be why you’re always a bit 

pink.” 

Daisy only sighed. “I suppose so.” 

Irene turned her head to speak to the only people present 

that were worth her time, nevermind that she couldn’t 

remember their names. “It must be so embarrassing to be so 

clumsy all the time. So clumsy in fact, that the only person she 

can possibly attract is a lowly servant with bow legs and a 

chubby face.” 
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Everyone giggled, except Daisy, who bristled, 

unconsciously standing in front of Henry. “I count myself 

fortunate that of all the people to befriend me here it was 

Henry. There is, I’m sure, no greater compliment to me as a 

person that despite my clumsiness and lack of sight, he chose 

me as his friend and confidant.” 

Irene sniffed, her giggles barely restrained. 

Daisy’s voice grew hard. “I hope you get your king, 

Princess Irene, for I can think of no one the arrogant sot 

deserves more than another arrogant sot in return.” 

Henry stiffened, and Daisy reached for his arm to steer him 

around the ladies. 

Irene sneered. “Of course I will be queen, you idiot. And I 

will be sure to pass your compliments on to the king.” Her lips 

turned smug, but Daisy had already walked away, uncaring.  

“Henry, I’m sorry about that. I hope you don’t – Henry?” 

Henry tugged Daisy into a little alcove, and grasping her 

face with both hands, pulled her into a kiss. 

After a few minutes, they broke away, both red in the face. 

“Forgive me, my dear wonderful Daisy.” He let go and 

stepped back, short of breath. 

“I…” But Daisy had nothing to say, for it had been entirely 

wonderful and her heart was racing much too fast to think 

clearly. 

Henry scooped up her shaking hands. “I will see you later? 

At the ball?” 

Daisy tried to clear her head. “Of course. But –” 

“Look for me. I will be there, I promise.” He smiled, kissing 

her hand, fairly skipping down the hall. 

Dinner was lavish, yet forgettable, for Henry wasn’t there. 

Vaguely, Daisy noticed Irene smirk at her, then lean close to 

the king to say something. He looked up, meeting Daisy’s 
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eyes, then shrugged and said something that made Irene 

laugh. So much for diplomacy, Daisy thought. Although he 

can’t think much of me in the first place, so perhaps my hasty 

words will be forgotten. 

Finally it was time for the ball. Daisy pinned up her curls 

once more. Her maid clucked as she came in to do up her 

dress, but everyone knew Daisy’s little quirks, and if her 

beautiful hair always looked as if it would fall out of its style, 

well, it was often remarked she looked all the prettier for it. 

Spectacles were laid on the bedside table, although after a 

moment, she put them on – just in case, she thought. Perhaps 

Henry really will be there and if I dance I will need them. 

She stood in a corner, herded there by the crowd of eager 

young ladies who were sure they had made an impression on 

the handsome king. He entered, looking elegant in his black 

suit. Looking about, his eyes skimmed over the crowds, past 

the smiles and batting eyelashes, past Irene who stood 

expectantly at his side until finally they landed on Daisy. She 

gulped, her spectacles slipping down her nose. She lifted a 

shaking hand, cold with anticipation, and pushed them back 

up. 

The king made his way straight for her, past the clutches 

and the gasps, as he ignored every other young lady. Coming 

to a stop before her, he bowed and said, “May I have this 

dance?” 

Daisy’s mouth dropped straight open, which went 

unnoticed, for every other person in the room had done the 

very same. (There was a noticeable lack of flies afterward.) 

Who was this young lady? What could possibly have 

induced the king to ask her to dance first? 

After a moment she gracefully replied, “Hrm, um…that is, 

yes.” 
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He led her out by the hand, twirling her into place. For a 

few moments the astonished crowd watched them waltz and 

then soon other couples joined. 

“I have found you, Princess Daisy, to be highly impressive. 

Might I hope that you have been equally impressed by me?” 

He gave her a serious look, although the corners of his mouth 

did twitch. 

“I…I…” She looked sideways where Princess Irene was 

glaring at them, then back at the king, wondering what this 

could all be about. And then she remembered Henry. “I know 

nothing of you, your majesty, so I really could not say one way 

or the other.” 

He twirled her about and then pulled her back into his 

arms, spinning her to the music. “Truly, Daisy? Perhaps you 

should try picturing me with a hat.” He rubbed his hand over 

his chin. “And perhaps a beard?” 

Daisy stopped mid-dance and stared. Could it possibly be? 

She reached out, covering his chin with her hand. He put his 

hand over hers, but she was too busy looking intently into his 

eyes. “Henry?” 

He gave a little bow, retaining her hand. “Yes. I confess to 

some blatant subterfuge. Can you forgive me?”  

“But…why?” 

He shrugged, then forced her back into the dance, this time 

his arms much tighter around her. “My advisory council 

though this was the best idea, the competition, but I decided to 

look for someone who saw me for who I am.” He squeezed 

her. “In that hat and beard no one noticed me, not one person, 

and I tried with every young lady here. No one, that is, except 

you. And somehow in the short time we’ve had, you’ve 

become my dear friend and I hope…that is, I hope…” 
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“What is it you hope, Henry?” Daisy’s eyes were lit up, her 

voice soft. 

He leaned in. “I hope you will consent to be my wife and 

my queen, my dear Daisy.” 

Daisy grinned. “I think, my dear Henry, I just might.” 

Henry picked her up in his arms and kissed her, which was 

much more effective than any public announcement he could 

have made. 

“Ugh. What a waste. And their children.” Princess Irene 

shook her head as she whispered to her partner. “They’ll all 

have four eyes apiece, I should think.” 

Daisy and Henry were married, and despite predictions, 

their children all had soft brown eyes; just two each. The 

housekeeper, however, soon realized that for the sake of the 

walls (and Daisy’s nose), it was best there were a set of 

spectacles in each room, and promptly ordered enough for the 

royal couple.  

If the eyeglass maker thought there was anything odd 

about 426 pairs of eyeglasses to be made, he wisely kept his 

mouth shut and made his fortune.  

 


