Theme: Sacrifice

Title: Beneath The Sky Of Love and Duty

During the late 1700s, a woman with silky black hair like the night, brown eyes that sparkled
with small flames, and a traditional Chinese gown in her mid-twenties stood on the edge of the
deck, watching the ocean spread out miles across, leaving Hindustan (now India) behind. Her
face held a gentle look, but her body exuded silent confidence and resilience as the wind gently
blew against her face, while all the background noise faded away, allowing her to savour the

moment, sighing softly with a heavy heart.

The woman standing there was Princess Lily Yun Wong, the Princess of the Qing Dynasty,
raised in England. Five years ago, she was on this ship going to Hindustan, but for a different
reason, a lighter heart and not a single story to tell. Now she stands on this ship, her mind racing
with thoughts of everything that happened in the past five years, the memories she made, the /ove

she felt and the sacrifices she had to take for her duties.

As they drew further away from the shore, the captain of the ship, Captain Matthew James
Smith, walked towards Lily and spoke softly to not startle her with his sudden appearance, ‘Your
highness, you ought to rest since it is quite a long journey to England...My lady, may I speak
freely? I don’t have any intentions to upset you.” Lily looked over her shoulder at Captain
Matthew before nodding her head. Captain Matthew bowed his head lightly in gratitude before
speaking again, “You seem quite... blue, like you perhaps did not wish to leave Hindustan. Is

there something on your mind?’ Lily sighed, looking at the waves ahead of her before



whispering, ¢ There are many things that are on my mind...you are right, I did not want to leave

Hindustan, but I had to. I had no choice.’

Captain Matthew nodded solemnly; Lily looked at him and smiled sadly before gently uttering,
‘ Do you want to know why? It may help me feel a bit better too, maybe lighten my heart a
little.” Captain Matthew observed her face for a moment before responding with a small ‘yes’.

‘So here it is, * Lily started with a nostalgic tone.

5 years ago, a twenty-year-old Princess Lily Yun Wong was on a ship to Hindustan, practically
jumping up and down in excitement. She was going to Hindustan for a visit to strengthen the ties
between the Qing Dynasty and Hindustan, but many of her advisors had warned her not to go
alone without a royal companion. However, Lily was tired of having no privileges of her
freedom, not being able to make her own choices, so she stubbornly fought against half the royal
court and made them let her go to Hindustan. Her royal guards were watching the young princess

in amusement as she ran around the ship, gazing over at the ocean for the first time.

The ship stopped at the royal trade port of Hindustan, where guards, ministers and other
important people awaited. Lily hurriedly walked down the ship while giggling as she saw all the
people who looked different and more unique compared to the people she was usually
surrounded by, her guards and maids yelling behind her in panic, “Your highness, please do not
run, you might trip!’, but Lily paid no mind to them, spinning around the port in pure childish
joy. The royal member who had waited for her was staring at her in stunned silence, never seeing

a princess move so freely without embarrassment before.



Certain hours later, Lily was taken to the royal palace, where the royal family of Hindustan
warmly welcomed her. She met the king, Maharaj Aaravinder Singh Rathore and the queen, Rani
Meera Singh Rathore, yet there was one person who caught her attention. The crown prince and
heir, Devinder Singh Rathore, the charming prince with a slight accent in his fluent English, who
looked like he had stepped out of a painter’s masterpiece with his dark brown hair, cobalt blue
eyes, gorgeous tan skin and the body of a Greek god. Their eyes met for the first time before Lily
broke eye contact quickly. Dev’s lips curved up slightly. He walked over to him, gently taking
her hand in his palm and placing a soft kiss on her knuckles before whispering like a smooth
purr, ‘Pleasure to meet you, My Majesty.’ Lily blushed and stuttered, ‘I, uh, p-pleasure to meet

you too, your highness’

As the months went on, Lily and Dev got closer and closer. Princess Lily continued with her
duties of trying to strengthen the ties between Hindustan and the Qing Dynasty, while Prince
Dev had his training on how to become a king. Often, Dev would flirt with Lily, who’d be a
blushing mess, but there was an intimate tension between them, a tension beyond attraction. Dev
would walk along with her in the gardens to chat freely about his day with her, observing her
silly habits. He loved hearing her talk, her laughter, the way she talked with her hands, nothing
like a princess. Dev chuckled and spoke, ‘You truly made everyone fall in love with you today at
the discussion, My Majesty’ Lily proudly smiled and responded, ‘Thank you, your highness.

That is my charm’ Lily bowed playfully before bursting out in laughter.



3 years went by quickly, and it was winter when Maharaj Aaravinder introduced Prince Dev to
his new fiancée, Raajkumaari Priya Jaaha, a beautiful Indian woman with long, thick hair,
shining brown skin, hypnotising hazel eyes. Dev was not delighted with his new fiancée as he
loved Lily, but he could not disobey his father’s order. Soon enough, Priya would always be
around Dev, never letting Lily have a chance to talk to him, let alone hang out with him, even
when Dev tried to reach out to her. Priya never liked Lily; she was jealous of all the attention she
got from the royal court, and especially Dev. Lily could not bear seeing Dev with Priya, as she
had always secretly loved him, so she avoided bumping into them. She started spending more
time with Dev’s younger brother, Prince Arjun Singh Rathore, chatting with him, but her soul

always longed for Dev.

Until one day, when Priya had gone to her kingdom for some work, Dev noticed Lily with his
younger brother, Arjun, watching them laugh with each other with growing jealousy. He
observed them, noticing how Arjun’s eyes lingered on Lily’s face for a moment more or how he
hung onto every word Lily spoke. Dev didn’t like it one bit, so when he found Lily alone, he
pulled her into an empty room, trapping her between the door and him. Lily stared at his face in
shock, ‘Dev?! What are you doing?’ ‘Shh..You have been spending too much time with my
brother. Did you think I wouldn’t notice?” Dev mumbled in her ear. Lily turned her face away,
‘Why do you care? I will hang out with anyone I want; you focus on Priya.” ‘Because I’m in love
with you, my jaan,” Dev kissed her. Lily closed her eyes, tears pricking at the corners of her
eyes, ‘No, this is wrong. You’re engaged to Priya.” Lily whispered, pulling away after a few

minutes.



Since that day, Lily and Dev kept their distance, and then, 2 years later, came the day of Dev and
Priya’s wedding. Dev found Lily and hugged her, ‘I don’t want to marry her, I love you’ Lily
didn’t hug him back and softly pulled herself away from his embrace, shaking her head with
tears welling up in her eyes, her voice cracking as she spoke gently ‘N-no, we come from t-two
different worlds, you can’t be mine without betraying your people, and / can’t be yours without
losing my kingdom. Please, Dev. Don’t make it harder than it already is. I have to go.” Lily

walked without glancing back.

Present moment, ‘And this is my story...a Chinese princess who fell for the Indian prince, so
bittersweet, right?’ Lily glanced at Captain Matthew, who stood there listening to her story.
‘Indeed, Your Highness.” Captain Matthew replied. Lily chuckled sadly with a soft sigh, ‘Oh
lord, I never fell so in love with anyone before, yet I couldn’t have him for the sake of my duty,
his honour. I hope he lives happily without me and can love her as he loved me. Tears started to
fall from her eyes since she left. Captain Matthew sighed and patted her back in a comforting
gesture, “You sacrificed your love for the sake of your duty, not even the bravest soldiers can do
that, Your Highness. You should be proud of such a strong love.” Lily cried harder, sorrowing

over her incomplete love story of Beneath the Sky of Love and Duty. The End



