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The Princess’ Tears 
 
Once upon a time, in a magical kingdom of old, there lived a king and queen. They ruled their kingdom 
fairly and wisely and for many years, all was well in their land. But as the years passed, the queen had 
yet to bear a child. Cousins started to whisper amongst themselves and powerful nobles plotted and 
schemed and it was not long before trouble began to brew. The king and queen knew they had to take 
swift action before war broke out in the kingdom.  

One night, while the moon was high in the sky, the king and queen crept out of their castle in dark 
hooded robes and journeyed into the Faerie Forests. For long hours they traversed the enchanted 
grounds, enduring the taunts of those who walked the Twilight Realm; but the king and queen could 
not be harmed, for their royal blood dispelled the glamour of those who seeked to lead them astray. 
They traveled all the way till the farthest borders of their kingdom and finally reached a pale tower in 
the deep of the forest. And there, they paid a visit to the Moonwitch, who was banished long ago for 
her arcane dabbling with dreams and life.  

And the Moonwitch said to them, “I know why you have come, and I know what it is that you 
desire. You desire a child; an heir to the throne.”  

The queen stifled a gasp. But the king stoically replied, “Name your price, witch.” 
“Know that it is within my power to grant your heart’s desire. But know also that you will come 

to regret this decision. For magic has its own price. A life begets a life, and those who desire what is 
not theirs can never really possess it, for it never belonged to them to begin with. This is the curse that 
will befall the child – a curse of sorrow, tears, blood and life. Do you still wish to carry on?” 

The king and queen exchanged a troubled look, but it was the queen who steeled her resolve and 
answered, “Yes, we will carry on.” 

“This then is my price – your memories of this day. You will never know that you came to me for 
help. You will forget the curse carried by the child. You will never remember that this child is not 
borne of your own flesh, but of dreams and moonshine. You, my queen, will wake up tomorrow 
morning with life stirring in your womb, believing that the king has bore you an heir. Do you accept 
this price?”  

“Yes, we do.” The queen replied with a quiver in her voice.  
Casting one last appraising look and the king and queen, the Moonwitch led them to the top of the 

tower. Lit only by the moonlight, the room and everyone inside it took on a sickly pallor. There, the 
Moonwitch brewed a concoction of hair, blood, the color of eyes and moonshine for the king and 
queen. Once they had drunk the concoction, the king and queen fell into deep slumber.   
 
The next morning, the king and queen woke up in the royal bedroom, the memories of the night before 
fading as quickly as a dream. And all that was left was a deep and sure knowledge that the queen was 
now with child.   

After nine months, a daughter was borne to the royal family. There was great rejoicing throughout 
the kingdom and all the plotting and scheming was laid to rest. Peace reigned again in the land. And as 
the years passed, the royal princess grew into a beautiful young girl. All who met her quickly grew to 
love her for she was a gentle and compassionate creature.  

On her seventeenth birthday, the princess threw a huge birthday ball and princes and suitors from 
all over the land were invited. The princess danced with every single one of them but there was none 
that stirred her heartstrings. Sighing to herself, she made her way to her seat beside the king and queen 
for a rest. 

And it was then that tragedy struck. Drunk on the fine spirits provided at the party, the prince of 
Maghadia and the royal cousin had gotten into a row over who had danced with the princess for a 
longer time. In a moment of rage, the prince of Maghadia drew his sword and slashed it across the 
royal cousin’s midrib, wounding him grievously.   

With a look of shock on his face, the royal cousin slumped to the floor a few moments later. 
Blood began to pool around him as life fled out of his eyes.   

“Cousin Eugene! No!” The princess rushed in desperation to the side of her royal cousin. For 
though she was only of a distant kinship to the royal cousin, she felt keenly and strongly for all life. 
Having no thought at all for her gown of finest silk and satin, she knelt in the pool of blood and cradled 
the royal cousin in her arms, and began to cry.  

And as her teardrops fell onto the wounds of the royal cousin, something miraculous happened. 
The tears began to glisten as they permeated into the open flesh, forming spidery threads of flesh that 
criss-crossed the gash in the royal cousin’s torso. These threads thickened and what started off as a 
network became a patchwork, and then grew into flesh that sealed the wound. Color started returning to 
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the royal cousin’s face and it took only a few moments more before he opened his eyes, bright and full 
of life once again.   

The guests at the ball stared in amazement. The royal cousin looked as though nothing had 
happened to him at all. There was neither sign of any injury nor even a hint of a scar. The king and 
queen themselves were astounded, for who would have thought that their daughter borne of their own 
flesh would have such magical prowess, when they themselves had none.  

 
Word of the princess’ miraculous healing tears spread swiftly throughout the kingdom. It was not long 
before people from all corners of the kingdom began to seek out the princess for healing all manners of 
injuries – those who pricked themselves with a spinning wheel, mauled by dragons, stabbed by bandits, 
slashed in a swordfight and more. And her tears healed them all, from the slightest scratch to the 
deadliest wound.  

For persons on the verge of death, tears came easily to the princess for she had a soft heart and a 
sensitive soul. And when she saw the pain that the person’s loved ones were going through and the 
love that they had, she took that pain and love as her own and cried freely with them.  

For persons with only minor wounds however, the princess still tried to make the tears come by 
imagining the worst fate that they could suffer. And despite the lack of severity of the wound, she 
always managed to feel enough sadness to squeeze out a tear or two so that the scratch or cut could be 
healed.  

But there was something strange about the new flesh created by the princess’ tears. To the normal 
onlooker, it seemed that the victim was completely healed. But the victim themselves would later come 
to realize that the new flesh yielded no sense of touch. One who had a wound on his arm that was 
healed could no longer feel anything with that part of his arm. It was as though the new flesh was not 
part of the person at all. It could feel nothing.     

Nevertheless, it was unquestioned that healing had occurred, for the princess’ tears brought 
people back all the way from the brink of death, restoring to full vitality what would have been fatal.   

 
But as more and more people came to the princess, something rather unexpected happened. The 
princess began to find it more and more difficult to make the tears come. She first realized it when she 
was attempting to heal a farmer who had suffered a bee sting. No matter how bad she imagined the 
farmer’s plight to be and how much suffering his family would have to go through because of the bee 
sting, she found that her face was simply dry and tearless.  

This frightened the princess immensely for it seemed as though she was losing her powers. And 
there were so many people depending on her and relying on her to save their lives and ease their pain.  

Desperate to cry, the princess grabbed her barbed hairpin drew it across her right cheek. Pain 
exploded in her face as her tears and blood flowed swiftly and freely. And as the teardrops fell onto the 
swell on the farmer’s arm, the swell immediately went down and his pain began to dissipate and in 
moments, the arm looked as if nothing had ever happened to it.  

As time passed, the princess resorted more and more often to hurting herself to heal the people 
that came to her. She scratched, cut and wounded herself, to force herself to cry. And as the injuries of 
others’ healed, her own scars across her face, arms and legs lengthened and deepened and grew in 
number. For each time she injured herself, she became a little more tolerant, a little less sensitive to the 
pain. And she realized that she had to cut deeper the next time to feel enough pain to cry. Soon, her 
entire body was covered in scars and her once beautiful body had transformed in to a scarred and 
wizened husk.   

But still, people kept on coming, demanding for healing. Finally, there came a day when not even 
mutilating herself worked any longer. No matter how deeply the princess cut herself, no matter how 
much of her own blood flowed, her tears would not come.  

It was not so much that the princess could not cry, as it was that she could no longer feel. She no 
longer felt the pain of those that were injured who came to her; she no longer felt even her own pain. 
And she realized suddenly, that she did not even care any longer about whether people were healed or 
not. She dismissed everyone and for the first time since people started coming to her for healing, she 
rejected them.  
 
One night, alone in her room, the princess looked into the mirror. And she saw how disfigured she had 
made herself and how much she had lost in giving so much. She had become a shadow of her former 
self. She had saved the lives of countless people and lost her beauty and her youth in exchange. She 
recognized all of this, and felt neither anger nor bitterness nor sadness. She simply felt nothing.   
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The only thing on her mind was a detached curiosity of how she could get the tears to come again, 
since it was the only thing that could give her some semblance of purpose. She reasoned to herself that 
if she lost the thing that she loved the most, she might possibly make herself cry again.  

But when the princess tried searching her heart for the thing that she loved the most, she found 
nothing for her heart was cold and empty. There was neither object nor person in her heart. So having 
no emotions to guide her, she thought to herself, perhaps her parents were the people that she loved the 
most.  

And so she walked softly to the royal bedroom, and lifted her father’s sword from the 
mantelpiece. Unsheathing it, she tiptoed over to her parents’ sleeping form. And in one swift stroke, 
she slashed the blade across both their throats. The blood sprayed out like a fountain as the king and 
queen gurgled and choked, eyes wide open in shock. And as the king made a heroic effort to reach out 
his hand to his daughter in a last desperate attempt to hold her, the princess felt a hint of moisture in her 
eyes and a teardrop might have formed. But she blinked and it was gone.  

For a few moments, the princess simply stared at the scene, blade hanging limply in her hand. She 
searched herself for what she felt, and realized a while later that she did not feel anything at all. She 
was completely devoid of emotion.  

Then the princess wondered bemusedly if she would cry at her own death. So reversing the blade 
that she held in her hand, she stabbed herself in the heart. And as the princess’ life drained away, a 
great cry went up throughout the kingdom. Because with every tear the princess shed, the princess gave 
a little of her own self. She poured her emotions into her tears, and along with that, part of her life. And 
when she died, all that belonged to her died along with her. Every wound that was healed by the 
princess’ tears opened as the flesh formed by the princess’ tears disintegrated. Blood flowed and pain 
blossomed and those that suffered fatal wounds died swiftly as if those injuries had just been inflicted 
again.  

And the debt of sorrow, tears, blood and life that the kingdom owed was finally paid off.  
 

 


