
The Little Dark One
& The Princess Of Light

Somewhere out there in the middle of nowhere - or at
least somewhere between nowhere and somewhere,
you’ll find a little city nestled in a valley. It’s full of pink
faced, rough handed people all living their lives in the
way that they want to - or the way they think they should
at least, but this story is not about them.

Perched atop a hill overlooking the city is a palace fit for
a Queen. And though yes, a Queen does live here, this
story is not about her either.

Resplendent and glistening, The Princess of Light is an
ethereal beauty that pours into the atmosphere around
her. Her every movement is a swirl of luminescence that
shimmers and bursts, twinkling like stardust in her wake.
A pure brilliant white and gold spectre gliding with
unabated ease through the halls and chambers of the
palace, but it was in the royal gardens where the Princess
truly blossomed.



She’d dance and spin around the bushes and trees
tending to them in the process, the flowers drawing in
close at her passing, cherishing the light and warmth she
brought with her, lost in a bewitched reverie. They bow
their heads in a procession of gratitude as her fingers
affectionately stroke their petals, humming a tune only
she knew to soothe them.

One day as she nears the farthest edge of the garden she
hears whispers on the wind, emanating from the dark
forest encircling it. The words are faint and
indescribable, but they latch onto each note of her song
in midair and float softly into nothing. Flickering from
the world without a trace, remaining only within The
Princess.

Intoxicated, she floats closer to the edge until she’s
steeped in the mournful lullaby of The Little Dark One,
reciting the story of how the sea loved the land.

“They were forever close but never together. Where one
existed the other died, but they loved each other all the
same.”

The Princess’ ears prick with the crackle of The Little
Dark One’s words ricocheting off the air around her,
breathing in and out of existence.



“The sea would steal quick touches before withdrawing,
only to return again. Staying for as long as she could, but
knowing that it could never last.”

The words seem to come from everywhere and nowhere,
wherever she moved they were both quieter and louder.

“The land longed for the embrace of the sea, and would
cling to her each time she rolled in against him,
suffocating himself in the process. Until One day the sea
could take no more- ”

The Princess peers out into the woods; shadows creep up
the outer edge of the garden, filling every gap with a lick
of black. Her light recedes while the thrum of darkness
devours the world around her.

“-she reached in further than ever before for the lands’
love, pressing against him for miles around and holding
herself close, unwilling to let go, hoping against hope
that the moment could last forever. Awash with elation at
his touch, she fought the knowledge that she was killing
him.”

The Princess hesitates in her search, losing the thread as
the words stop reverberating, and the shadows quietly



continue their progress.

“Tell me more?” She playfully pleads with the night,
unsure where to direct her desire.

Only silence, the hollows of the trees and the
encroaching darkness indifferent to her words.

“Tomorrow.” Croaks back the voice, aching and laced
with sorrow.

The Princess retreats back through the garden. Her
adoring children bow at her passing, but remain curled
up, accepting the rest that night brings.

The following morning she bounds into her garden
buoyed with an influx of life in her veins, navigating her
routine with an almost imperceptible hint of haste. Her
peripheries play across the treeline, waiting for a story.
But as the sun drifts across the sky throughout the day
and her energy lessens, she turns her full attention back
inwards, and feigns disinterest at her absent partner.

“It’s just us again this evening my loves.” Cooes The
Princess with a tinge of disappointment in her usually
effervescent voice. The flowers stretch out to comfort
her dimming light. Her fingers caress the petals, chin



dropping, eyes closing, she hums a sombre tune into the
abyss.

The notes drift off into the evening sunlight, dancing
between the flecks of dust like stepping stones straying
into oblivion, the dark forest unconsciously swallowing
them.

The voice answers. Brushing past the notes and
emerging from the blackness. Piercing the cathartic
meditation of The Princess.

“The clouds and the trees mirror one another in a show
of affection. By mimicking the attributes they find most
compelling within one another, they stretch to touch.”

The Princess remains unaffected, the tune moving
through her and into the night to meet The Little Dark
One’s words.

“The trees are patient and reserved. Growing slowly
upwards, with no expectation of ever reaching the
clouds, but finding each inch closer a blessing.”

The song and the story seamlessly ebb and flow with one
another, as if two pieces of a whole.



“The clouds are more volatile, bursting with love and the
reluctance to control it, constantly bulging and
expanding, frustrated at the distance.”

The shadows creep upwards into the sky, tinging the
clouds above them.

“Angered and hurt by the belief that the trees didn’t love
the the clouds darken and rage, their energy boiling over
into electric fury until they boom their heartache at their
beloved, who stand stoically, absorbing the wrath. The
clouds lash out, begging for a reaction, striking the trees
with an electric whip, crackling with spite.”

The soft pitter patter of rain joins in with their song.

“The largest and closest tree takes the full brunt of the
abuse. The clouds scream their indignation, striking it
again and again until the tree can take no more.”

The wind tugs at the trees between them, their creaks
and moans accompanying the crescendo.

“The clouds demand affirmation with a final crack of the
whip and a thunderous cry. The largest tree splinters and
fractures, tumbling away from the sky and towards its
resting place, felling those nearest to it in the process.



The resonant boom of its impact echoing the clouds’
anger.”

Thunder rumbles in the distance, not quite yet upon
them.

“The clouds’ tears rain down upon the trees, crying for
their forgiveness, and weeping for themselves. Knowing
now they’d felt a connection in the only way they ever
would.”

The Princess remains entranced. Her head swims with
the ethereal power of their spiritual union. Her light
pulses like a heartbeat.

“Please,” the word slips out.

“Stay...please tell me more.” The twilight seeps into the
available cracks, reclaiming its nest for the night.

“I mustn’t” The words surround The Princess from the
trees. The illumination of her garden, the last effulgent
island left in a sea of shadow.

“At least present yourself to me, so I may know who I’m
speaking with.” She barks, in an attempt to reclaim the
presence she believed she was entitled to.



“My love” bemoans the voice. “Please ask no more of
me, for I will be unable to refuse. I will return tomorrow,
accept that as my offering?”

The Princess squints into the murk for a moment,
searching blindly for her companion.

“Okay.” she beams. “I will return tomorrow for you, and
soon you’ll be before me.”

She spins on the spot and darts away, the darkness
shifting and moving around her, occupying the places
she’d inhabited.

Upon the third evening she bursts into the garden
reinvigorated with the trust that The Little Dark One
would meet her yet again with another story. The moon
is an effigy on the sidelines, awaiting its time on the
throne.

She bounces with the rhythm of her voice, humming and
singing a luxurious silken melody. Beckoning to the
darkness to join in, delighted by the suggestion of
another duet. Her flowers untended to but dancing along
with her nonetheless.



The amber of the retiring sunlight pours down the trees
to coat the scene with a golden hue. The honey of her
voice trickles through the forest, searching for her
partner.

“Every day, the sun and the moon dance across the
world. Sharing the stage in a seductive flirtatious
rhythm, the edges of their existence overlapping and
caressing.”

Delicately spinning, The Princess relishes the conjoining
of their voices, with her head back facing the sky and
eyes closed in ecstasy. Her dress creates a vortex that’s
cut short when she’s caught with an arm around her
waist and a hand against her cheek.

Her eyelids retract to take in her mysterious consort.
Crystal blue eyes peer out from the pitch black shade.
Tendrils of darkness encircle and toy with the powerful
light that emanates from her. The high of her voice still
rings pure and clear from her throat as the bass of his
reverberates through her chest.

“Beguiled by one another, their dance continues, each
step and feint a revelation to their partner.”



The Princess and The Little Dark One move about the
garden, the flowers their only audience. Fingers
intertwined. Enraptured in the moment. Their eyes
shimmering in the sun and moonlight.

“Where one steps the other moves.”

The Little Dark One leans in as the Princess skips away,
a rye smile flickering across her face.

“Entranced and yet determined to entrance, they lead and
follow, cherishing the game but lusting for more.”

Her voice trembles as she rhythmically throbs with the
story. His thumb brushes her wrist when he leads her in a
spin. Halting in his arms, his eyes piercing hers.

“But neither will relent, and so they go on dancing.”

Her light wavers against the blanket of nightfall, which
cloaks him within it. Wisps of black smoke conceal and
reveal his eyes intermittently, but he’s always looking at
her.

“Will you stay?” Toys the princess, as though the answer
is of little importance to her. His arms sweep her up in
response, his cold lips press against hers and they share a



breath. Even up close he remained a mystery to her eyes,
where they settled he stopped inhabiting, but she could
feel the electricity of his being crackling across her lips
and tongue. He pulls away from her senses and
disappears into the void, leaving only the sound of
creaking and cracking as the darkness constricts the
branches. Standing dumbstruck. The feeling that she’d
suddenly awoken from a dream. Her eyes grasp in the
murk for a sign that it had been real, but find nothing.

Then he takes her hand and pulls.

He leads her deeper and deeper into the forest at pace,
blind to her inexperience in the setting. Her feet clip
roots and her eyes struggle against the dimming light,
hairline cracks appearing at the edges of her veneer.

“For some,” his voice prickles against her ears, both
close and far, “the night brings rest.” An intoxicating
warmth radiates from the pit of her stomach and
stretches out across her body.

“But for others, it’s when they’re most alive.”

The Little Dark One comes to a stop and she bumps into
the back of him. The gloom shifts left and right, rippling
the air as he searches.



“They’re usually here.”

“Who are?” Asks The Princess, her light invading the
space and wrestling with the shadows.

“Fireflies.” He laments, dejected.

The radius of her glow shrinks.

He squeezes her hand.

She feigns a smile.

He coils around her, tenderly caressing the places his
shadows couldn’t before.

“There is much I want to share with you.” Purrs the Dark
One, with a hint of regret, the Princess’ light dissolving
more with his every word.

“But we inhabit different realms-” A flek of orange light
flits into their shared periphery, followed by another, and
then many more. Soon the air around them is speckled
with an incendiary fairy dust, busily painting the night
sky. Weaving their way between the silken fibres of The
Little Dark One’s great cloak. Illuminating the tired



smile in the eyes of the Princess, her light now all but
gone. Shallow lines tracing paths around her face in its
stead.

“They’re beautiful.” She says in a hoarse whisper, her
eyes half-lidded.

“Come, I’ll take you back.” His voice suggests a doleful
acceptance, and she feels the gentle pressure of his
fingers like slow moving lightning against the back of
her head.

“No, no I want to see more.” Her eyes close and her head
slumps forwards, sighing out a breath that she’d been
holding for longer than she could remember. A sudden
sharp inhale pulls her back from the brink of
unconsciousness and onto her feet, although unsteadily.

“Show me something else.” She wavers at the hips and
shakes the fog from her mind, blinking hard to clear the
weight of sleep away.

“Show me who you are.”

Two pools of blue appear before her, black dots marking
the middle. He catches her eyes, and doesn’t let go.



“As you wish.”

Her hands are slowly enveloped and brought upwards
towards his eyes, stopping just below them. He places
her palms against his cheeks, tracing along the line of his
jaw. She feels little shocks against her fingertips from the
hair that covers it. His hand leaves hers to rest against
her face, matching the motions she makes, following his
brow and down the bridge of his nose.

Her fingertips make slow snaking shapes over his lips
and chin, the back of her hand caressing each cheek in
turn, and he matches every movement. Her light beats
silently, slower and faster, dimming, dimming, dimming
as she places her palm against his chest, his stomach, his
waist. Her eyes neither open nor closed. Both together,
not at all.

She falls forwards into the nape of his neck, resting her
head against his shaded breast, shivering against him as
her eyes close.

She awakes in his arms, the twinkling stars receding
above her, dawn drawing lines between them and
colouring in the spaces. He brings her back to her
garden, his great cloak dwindling and shrinking as he
places her down and turns to leave.



“Wait.” She croaks, her skin pallid and greying, the light
vacant from her eyes.

He stops.

“I can’t-”

“I want to share my world with you too.” Her feeble
voice breaks against the quiet swell of a new day.

“Please, come with me.” She proffers a meek hand for
him to take, which he hesitantly accepts.

She leads him but he takes her weight on his shoulders,
his arm around her.

“We have to hurry.” She implores.

They follow a path dotted with ornately designed paving
stones, each one’s intricacies now stepped upon with
quiet abandon. They climb and climb, up past trees
interwoven with lights and trinkets, the hem of her dress
trailing in the dust behind her, the light snatching at the
threads of his being.



Finally they reach a plateau and leave the trees behind
them. They move further from the safety of the shade for
him, and out into the flat expanse of green beyond it at
pace. They come to the edge of a cliff, the sea far
beneath them moulding and shaping the land with its
every touch. The clouds have stayed back at the treeline,
unwilling to venture further than they need to.

She brings him to the edge and beckons for him to sit
with her. The first rays of the sun creep into view. His
cloak is a tattered suit by now, her dress matted with dirt
and sweat. He sits with her and she rests her eyes,
leaning her head on his shoulder. His body is now easily
identifiable beneath the thin layer of shadow sticking
against him. The sun crawls up the sky, stretching out to
take the stage as the moon skips away from it, teasing to
follow. It coats the view with broad brush strokes of
orange and blue, green and red, and no black in sight.

The heat washes over her ghastly, greying skin. Slowly,
it paints her cheeks a porcelain white, her lips with a rose
blush. The Little Dark One sits beside her, his skin ashen
and flaking from his cracked lips, his body trembling and
weak.

“This is my favourite part of the day.” Hums The
Princess, the song in her throat reborn.



“Will you tell me a story?” She croons.

The air is infused with the sounds of the ocean, a perfect
accompaniment for him. Yet his silence rumbles on.

She lifts her head to see the burnt out husk of The Little
Dark One collapsing into cinders, floating listlessly into
the atmosphere, towards the land and the sea, the trees
and the sky.

Alone again, she holds the ashes of his hands in hers,
and adds her voice to the sombre song of the sea.


