
A Story 

Once upon a time in a kingdom far, far away, there lived a handsome prince who was so in 

love with his beautiful princess, his one and only betrothed.  Everyone saw how in love they 

were, and some poo-ooed them in jealousy, some woo-hooed them in support, others even 

voo-dooed them… just because it rhymed. 

One day, the prince ran into a room full of his friends in panic.  He was panting and sweating 

and the others looked at him with wide eyes. 

“Prince Michael! What distress you are in!” everyone exclaimed in unison. 

“She’s gone, she’s gone! We must go and find her!” the prince replied. 

“What? Who? Princess Karen, do you mean? Speak, I prithee – you’re killing us with suspense!” 

implored princess Masako with her hummingbird voice. 

“It’s a monster – its gangrened face was green, gross, grimy and grotesque.  I saw her in the 

distance, but she was too far away for my reach; I threw all of my drawing pencils at it but 

none of them even came close to piercing its flesh.” 

“Do not fret! We shall devise a plan.  I’ll pull up One Note and make sure we all know what to 

do!” encouraged Princess Rachel.  “I need four committees: Transportation, Distraction, Arsenal, 

and Decoration!” 

The band of 18 got busily to work to figure out a way to save the kidnapped princess.  The four 

groups were hence divided with leaders as thus: Transportation was spear-headed by Princess 

Vivian who was notorious for her unstoppable peddling on the iron horse through the 

treacherous 40-K terrains of mountainous Hainan.  Prince Tae Nam, renown for his magic, 

naturally took charge of Distraction.  Thinking themselves big, strong, and handsome, Prince 

Yong Min and Prince Hing On argued with each other over who is the tougher of the two to 

guard the arsenal of weapons.  Their hubris leading nowhere, they settled the argument with 

an arm wrestle: humorously enough, they tied and decided only then that they should guard 

the arsenal together.  Last but not least, Decoration was headed by Princess Sabrina Sabulous 

who knew just exactly how to match everyone in the perfect color scheme.  Why is a color 



scheme important, you ask? Battle or Birthday party, this group knows they’ve got to arrive in 

style. 

With their groups in place, the band of 18 was ready to take off for their rescue mission.   

“Maidens and Lads, have you seen Prince Frank anywhere?” asked Princess Daisy who was 

particularly akin to him as someone who had joined the group the same year as he. 

“Shhhh… do you hear that? Someone’s snoring!” Prince MinKyu took the lead to look around, 

bobbing his head up and down to the beat of his new rap lyrics, and found Prince Frank sitting 

next to a sleeping, snoring puppy, writing a “Thank you” letter to his dear mother just in case 

he didn’t return home from battle. 

“Yo, yo, yo, P-Franky, we gotta go!”  

“Aiight, P-Min-K.  But can I drink Kool-Aid like it’s my birthday on our way?” Prince MinKyu 

and Prince Frank both laughed at the joke and beat-boxed their way back to the group 

together. 

Once the journey began, in no time at all, they were at the entrance of the forest where Prince 

Michael had seen Princess Karen last from a distance.   

“How will we lure the monster out?” questioned Princess Isabel with her hands out to the side, 

then onto her hips with scowling eyes. 

“We can burn him out – I brought lots of coal from China and I’m sure glad it’ll come in 

handy!” giggled Devy with excited eyes behind her lens-less glasses frames. 

“No, no, no! Didn’t you hear my senior seminar speech? We can’t kill the environment and 

pollute the air – we’ll ruin all of our kingdoms!” Princess Yea Uen emphatically protested. 

“Oh.  Darn.”  Princess Devy walked away feeling defeated, returning to her thoughts of 

wondering whether the 21st Century plastic surgery could help the monster succeed in life. 

“I know.  How about we lure him out with sweets? I just whipped up some cream cheese swirl 

brownies with chocolate ganache – will that work?” asked Princess Emily in a hopeful voice. 



“No! I mean, yes… well… only if we can eat the brownies and not have to give it to the 

monster,” added Princess NaYoung who was already starting to get hungry even after a big 

feast that they had eaten before they set out.   

The group nodded in agreement that the brownies should not go wasted and carefully opened 

up the Tupperware, letting the sweet, succulent, sensual scent of the chocolaty bliss flow in the 

wind into the woods.  Surely enough, the group spotted movement in between the trees.  

Something green, surely grotesque, began to move closer toward them.  The group was ready.  

They all grabbed their weapon of choice out of the arsenal to throw at the monster – Daisy, 

spiky high heels; Hing On, a vat of alcohol; Sabrina, her beauty queen crown; Masako, a cage 

of vengeful mistreated animals; Tae Nam, stacks of SAT study books; Devy, scalpels; Yong Min, 

Hing On – they were ready.   

Pained and confused, the quiet Princess Nilufar stepped in front of the group.  “Wait!” she 
pleaded, catching the group by surprise.  “We shouldn’t fight.  Violence doesn’t answer 
anything.  We should try to understand the monster.  Let’s open our hands to pray, 
Alhamdulillah, pray for peace.”  The group fell silent as the power of her words sank in.   

“Look! There’s an Angel!” Princess Rachel shouted.   

“It’s not an Angel – it is Angel! She’s been with us the whole time,” Prince Hing On sarcastically 
remarked at the princess in their usual bantering fashion. 

“What should I do to help?” asked angel in her indeed angelic voice.  

“You should talk to the monster.  Devil versus Angel – the good guys always win.  There’s no 
need to be afraid, Angel – we’ll be right behind you!” reassured the group.   

Just then, the trees of the forest stopped moving.  When the group turned around, there stood 
the supposed monster that they had been fearing.   

Next to it? Princess Karen. 

The group gasped in unison.   

“Princess Karen, my love, are you alright?” 

“Yes, my dear Michael, I am! Why are you all here?” 



“We came to rescue you from… from…” Michael stumbled with a loss of words as the group 
looked at the green, gross, grimy and grotesque monster.  Crickets chirped during the silence as 
they saw the monster smiling down at them with the friendliest grin they’d ever seen.   

“Oh, ah ahhahahhhahahahaha! You thought I was in trouble? That’s so sweet!” Princess Karen 
laughed loudly (the only way she knows how) that echoed past the limits of their kingdoms.  
“This is Cactus.  I met him in the meadows as I was making a garland of flowers.  He’s really 
nice!” 

So one by one, each of these royal highnesses met Cactus and learned that he is kinder, gentler, 
and lovelier than anyone else they’d met in the past.  In fact, what they saw in Cactus was an 
embodiment of their best qualities put together.  They were amazed to see that they themselves 
were beautiful, that they were amazingly unique.   

Then they were hit by another realization through Cactus.  All that was beautiful in them was 
sometimes hidden by their ugliness: pride, judgment, prejudice… no plastic surgery could ever 
take that away.   

But slowly, with each other and Cactus, they began to let Humility wash away the ugliness that 
masked their beauty.  Humility softened their arrogance; humility destroyed their judgment; 
humility rid them of their prejudice.  And in friendship, they grew strong.  They eventually 
returned to their respective kingdoms, spreading their beauties, until they grew into wise kings 
and queens of the universe. 

And of course, they all lived happily ever after. 

 

*~THE END~* 

Here is what inspired my story.  Other than the whole senior class, that is.  

In the beginning of the year, one of my seniors came into my classroom with a very cute little 

potted plant, belonging to the cactus family of sorts, in her hand.  She said to me, “Ms. Cho, I 

was shopping over the weekend and saw this.  Isn’t this so cute? It made me think of you so I 

got myself one and one for you, too.”   

As she finished, the flattered smile on my face turned to sheer panic.  



I explained to her that I have a black thumb, that I might kill this plant but that she shouldn’t 

take that as a testament to our relationship or my love for her.  In response, she looked at me, 

raised her one eyebrow in comical judgment and said, “Ms. Cho, it’s a cactus.  You like, water it 

once a week or something.  It’s not hard.”   

Well, let’s cut my long story short: the cactus died.  It’s true that it was so easy to keep it alive, 

and yet, I somehow failed to make that happen.  That’s the irony of life, isn’t it? Sometimes our 

answers are so easy that we miss it.  Sometimes it’s so simple that it’s difficult. 

Nonetheless, I say, behind every cactus is a lesson: mine taught me to appreciate what I do.  The 

cactus itself is gone, but the pot is still here, by my window sill, reminding me that one of my 

students thought me special enough to be remembered over a weekend.  That my students leave 

me, but they leave a profound mark on my life and I can only wish I do the same for them. 

Life is grand, seniors, even if we goof up sometimes – live it, love it.  And don’t ever think that 

you know all the answers. 

Let your Cactus teach you and humble you.  Let it show you the beautiful princes and 

princesses that you are.  Find your respective personal legends and never forget that the 

universe is conspiring to help you reach them. 

Thank you for letting me be a part of your lives and teaching me so much in the past two years.  
It’s been a fun ride.   CONGRATULATIONS, graduates of 2011. 

 


