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Once upon a time there was a girl who lived in a bubble. Oh, she wasn't born there, nor was she cursed by 
an evil witch or bound there by some cruel twist of fate; she entered the bubble by choice one day and refused to 
leave. Why? She believed with all her heart that if she stepped outside of her bubble, she would surely die. 

It was up for debate, of course. People came from all across the realm to see her - the Princess in the 
Bubble, oh, didn't I mention she was a princess? Anyway. From far and wide people came, and they argued outside 
of her bubble, as if she wasn't even there;

"Of course she wouldn't die! We're alive and kicking, aren't we?"
"It's different for her, it's too dangerous! She needs to stay inside."
On and on it went, and the more she listened to people argue the more she believed that her only choice 

was to stay inside. She grew to resent her bubble, she hated it, she thought it was a prison cell, but she never 
considered leaving. It was like they said, she thought. Too dangerous. And so the lovely princess grew very, very sad. 

One day a handsome prince from a far away land heard of this girl in a bubble everyone was in such a fuss 
over. There was a rumor among the princes of the realm that whoever could convince her to come out and marry 
them would rule the kingdoms for a thousand years; that was not why he finally rode to see her, of course. He was 
curious. And admittedly, a bit worried. 

When the prince arrived he was stunned, for the princess was more beautiful than he ever could have 
imagined. Instead of arguing with the people outside, ignoring her, as others had done, he got down off his tall, tall 
horse, walked right up to her, as close as her bubble would allow, and asked her;

"Why are you in that bubble, my lady?" She was startled at first. When was the last time someone had 
spoken to her? When she thought about it she realized she couldn't remember. 

"If I set foot on the grass, sharp as razor blades, I will surely die," she said, then caught herself quickly and 
added, "my lord."

The prince was so surprised he had to laugh. "Why, my lady, the grass is not as sharp as razor blades, but 
as soft as your hair! Who told you such a thing?"

"Then why are they called blades of grass?" She asked. "In any case, if the sun should touch my skin I will 
surely burn away to nothing but ash." 

"But my lady, the sun kisses my skin now and I am not aflame!" 
"Then why is your face so red?" the princess asked, and the prince felt his cheeks grow all the hotter. "But 

still, if I leave and get caught in the rain, I'm quite certain I would simply melt away." 
To this the prince could only smile tenderly; "My lady, I'm sure you are right. You are certainly sweet 

enough." 
And so it went on; for days and nights the prince visited the princess, long after all others had lost interest 

and left, answering her questions about the outside world until she found that she could think of no more. Finally, she 
asked him, 

"Why do you so want me to come out?"
"Why do you so want to stay in?" He asked. 
"I've told you."
"If you so fear death, my lady, then why do you stay inside? There is only life or death, and there's not much 

living to be done inside of a bubble." The princess had not thought of that before, and she was out of clever 
responses. Tentatively, she reached a single delicate hand through the protective shield of her bubble to touch his. He 
took it. The princess did not die. 

"If I were to come out," she said, hesitantly, "would you protect me?" 
"With my life, my lady," answered the prince, "but I cannot protect you from death. I too will die someday, 

perhaps even before you." She flinched and withdrew her hand, fear overtaking her once again. It was too risky, she 
decided. "But if you choose not to," he continued, after a moment's pause, "should you choose not to feel 
the grass on your feet or the warmth of the sun on your skin or feel your hair soaked with rain, then I shall mourn you 
for the rest of my days, for you are lost to me already." 



"Are you sure you'd never love another?" she asked. 
"As sure as you are of your impending demise," he said. She thought about it for a moment, and finally she 

said,
"If you hold my hand while I do it, I won't be afraid."
"You will be," he said, "but you will not be alone." 
The prince took her hand and she took a deep breath. Squeezing her eyes shut, slowly, the princess 

stretched out her foot until she felt the bubble receding behind her, and gently, carefully, she touched it to the grass 
made of razor blades.

Only, she was surprised to find, the grass was not sharp at all, but as soft as the fuzzy hairs on her prince's 
arm. She let forth a squeal of delight and tumbled out of her bubble and into his arms, where he held her, gratefully, at 
last. 

"You see?" he said. The sun warmed her skin, though not so much as her prince's embrace did. Still, the 
burning she felt was entirely different from what she had expected. 

"It's beautiful," she sighed, and for the first time the prince could remember he saw her smile. 
When they married it rained, but they did not despair; she danced in the rain puddles with her bare feet, and 

their marriage was no more doomed than she. 
For the rest of their days they lived happily ever after, and when at last they died they were together, and 

she held his hands and was not afraid.


