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DEDICATION 
 

 

This book is dedicated to all of the princesses 

who feel broken, used, dirty, and hopeless.  This 

book is dedicated to the princess reading right 

now.  You are the reason it was written.



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

How A Princess Broken Was Born 

 
 

It all started with a Sunday afternoon nap.  I 

dreamt that I was supposed to write a fiction series 

on my blog, and it should be called A Princess 

Broken.  I had never written fiction before, so I was a 

little nervous.   

Then, I made this insane move and told my 

readers that I would post twice a week, and I was 

writing them the same day I posted them!  What 

that meant is I never knew where the story was 

going.  I wrote what I felt and saw in my mind, and it 

just worked. 

Each time I wrote I was amazed at knowledge 

God gave me.  Yes, I dealt with some tough things 

as a teenager, but there are a lot of things Sarah 

struggles with that I know nothing about.  I have no 

doubt God was directing me in the writing of these 

words.  I know because girls have reached out to 

me from all over the world telling me their own 

stories and how they could see a part of themselves 

in Sarah. 



 

 

I cannot take the credit for writing this.  I believe 

wholeheartedly that God is the writer of this story.  I 

truly hope Sarah's story touches you in some way.  I 

feel like she's someone I know, and I find myself 

wanting to wrap my own arms around her and 

show her how much she's worth.  If you find yourself 

feeling that way, then look around you.  She may 

be sitting next to you in class, or you may brush past 

her in the hall.  You never know what people's lives 

are like when they aren't around you.  

Be aware of how you interact with people.  Do 

they leave your presence feeling worthy of love, or 

do they feel even more worthless than they did 

before? 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

Part 1 

 

Kate’s Encounter 

with the  

Broken Princess 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

1  

I saw her, barely, and I almost continued on 

my way pretending she wasn’t there.  Sitting with 

her back against a tree, knees pulled to her chest, 

she appeared to be crying.  Although I couldn’t see 

her face buried in her arms, her shoulders seemed 

to dance rhythmically to a sad song.  She didn’t 

care that she was sitting in mud; her bare feet 

covered in muck and hair a dirty, tangled mess.     

I said a quick prayer and walked over to her.   

I softly touched her shoulder, and she jumped as if I 

had awakened her with a loud boom. 

She looked up, and her red eyes revealed 

that she had been crying for days.  I handed her a 

tissue and gasped as she raised her blood-

drenched arm to wipe away the black mascara 

running down her cheeks. 
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She quickly placed her arm back onto her 

legs as if she realized I had seen what she was trying 

to hide.  I gently reached for her hands and held 

them tight as I slowly turned her palms toward the 

sky.  I didn’t know how to respond to the sight in 

front of me.  The blood on both arms told me this girl 

was deeply hurting and from the looks of it, she was 

the one responsible for what my eyes were seeing. 

“God give me the words to help this girl,” I 

thought to myself. 

Still not knowing what to say, I did the only 

thing that seemed right to me.  I sat in that cold 

mud, wrapped my arms around her, held her tight, 

and cried with her. 

How can I hurt so deeply for this girl that I’ve 

never met – a girl who hasn’t even said one word to 

me? 
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I held her for what seemed like hours, and 

she cried until there were no more tears to cry.   I felt 

her body release its tension indicating she was 

ready to let go of our embrace. 

She looked me in the eyes and immediately 

dropped her eyes back to her hands.   

“Can I talk to you?” she whispered. 

“Of course you can.  Would you like to go 

into that coffee shop down the street where it’s 

warm?” 

She looked down the street and nodded her 

head. 

I helped her up and noticed her left hand 

clenched tightly in a fist as if she were holding 

something.  I said another silent prayer, and we 

walked down the street. 
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I opened the door to the little shop and said 

an inaudible, “thank you,” to God as I looked 

around and saw that we were the only customers.  

We found a cozy couch in a quiet corner in the 

back. 

“Would you like some coffee or hot 

chocolate to help warm you up?  It’s on me.”  I sat 

my bag down and smiled in hopes she would 

accept. 

Again, she nodded her head and didn’t 

speak. 

“Do you have a preference?”  

“Hot chocolate, please.”   

“Got it,” I said as I turned and walked to the 

counter. 

I decided to order a muffin in case she was 

hungry.  As I waited for the drinks, I studied her.  She 
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couldn’t be more than 15; a frail, skinny thing that 

looked as if she had lived a hard life already.  She 

had a few spots on her face that looked like blisters 

of some sort.  Maybe she had picked at pimples 

until they became infected?  Her sandy-blonde hair 

was wet and matted like the stray dog I see every 

once in a while on my street.   

Although she had been sitting in mud with 

the cold drizzle coming down, I noticed the plaid 

baby blue shirt she wore was soiled by stains that 

looked days old.  It was ripped in various places.  

How long had she been wearing that shirt?   

I noticed her hand still tightly clenched.  My 

mind immediately raced wondering what could be 

hidden inside of that fist. 

“Please, dear Lord, give me a listening ear 

and the words this girl needs,” I said silently to myself 
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before grabbing our order.  I took a deep breath 

and began to walk toward the couch. 

 “Here you go.  I got a muffin in case you 

were hungry.  I hope you like blueberry,” I placed 

the muffin on the table beside her and handed her 

the hot chocolate.  “I’m, Kate by the way.” 

“I’m Sarah.” 

“It’s nice to meet you,” I said as I sat down 

beside her on the couch. 

I watched as she breathed in the warm 

aroma of her hot chocolate.  A hint of a smile 

appeared on her face. 

“This reminds me of when I was little,” her 

smile quickly faded.  After she sipped from the cup, 

she placed it next to the muffin. 
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We sat in silence for a few minutes as she 

began to pick at the blueberry muffin pinching off 

tiny pieces and letting them fall to the plate. 

“How come you’re being so nice to me?  

You don’t know me,” she said still looking down at 

her food. 

I had trouble answering that question 

because I honestly didn’t know the answer.  When I 

saw her by the tree, I tried desperately to ignore her 

and pretend I didn’t see her, but I just couldn’t. 

“Well, I don’t really know how to answer that.  

I saw you crying and wanted to make sure you 

were okay.  Then, I can’t really explain it.  It was 

almost like I felt your pain when I hugged you.  I felt 

a connection to you almost like you were my own 

sister.”   
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“No one has ever been this nice to me.  

Thank you,” she looked down at her fist.  I noticed 

her skin was discolored from what looked like dirt 

and dried blood.  I badly wanted to know what she 

was hiding, what she held so securely in her fragile 

hand. 

“Do you still want to talk, or would you like to 

wait?” I asked as I reached toward her arm.  She 

wouldn’t take her eyes off of her clenched fist.  It 

was as if she could see what was hiding inside. 

We sat in silence for a few more minutes, and 

then she began to tell her story.  She began by 

slowly opening her hand to reveal what she had 

been keeping guard in her tightly closed grip.   

My eyes grew wide as I saw what was inside.  

Of all the things that had gone through my mind, I 

never expected to see what she had been holding 



MISTY GATLIN 

17 

so closely.  It looked to be a dirty bracelet with a 

broken charm hanging from it.  The charm was 

once probably a shiny, silver crown covered with 

rhinestones.  Now, it was just a broken mess. 

She spoke softly while her focus remained on 

the crown. 

“My Daddy gave this to me for my birthday 

when I was little.  He told me how special this crown 

was and that I should take real good care of it.  It 

was on a necklace when he gave it to me, but the 

chain kept breaking over the years.  I found this 

bracelet on the side of the street and put the crown 

on it, but it’s broken too, so I just carry it around in 

my pocket.” 

She paused and rubbed her fingers across 

the crown as if its magic recreated a past moment 

in her life. 



A PRINCESS BROKEN 

18 

 “Are you close to your dad?” I asked in hopes 

she would continue. 

“Well, we were close.  I was his little princess.  

He gave me this crown because he said I should 

always remember that I’m a princess.  He said I was 

beautiful, and he always told me that I should never 

let anyone treat me as anything other than the 

princess that I am . . . well, was.” 

I watched as a single tear slowly made its 

way down her cheek leaving a streak where it 

washed off the dirt that covered her face. 

“What happened?  You don’t feel like you’re 

his princess anymore?” 

She looked at me with cold eyes.  I 

straightened up and felt the hairs rise on the back 

of my neck.  What did I say wrong? 

I sensed rage in her tone as she continued.  



MISTY GATLIN 

19 

“He is a liar.  My dad lied to me.  I hate him.”  

Her voice was amplified by the linoleum floor. 

We sat in silence for a few moments.  The 

only sound I heard came from the noise behind the 

counter.  I wanted her to continue, but I didn’t 

know what to say.  She appeared to be overly 

angry from my last question, and I wasn’t certain 

what she would do next.  She took an immensely 

deep breath and began speaking between 

clenched teeth. 

“I wore this necklace every day feeling like I 

really was a princess.  I had everything.  I was so 

stupid because I believed him.” 

She looked toward the door.  I was afraid she 

was going to leave, but I wanted to know what 

made her feel so strongly about her dad.  I took a 

chance and asked my next question. 
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“Sarah, what happened that makes you so 

angry at him?” 

 “You’ve got to understand that my daddy 

meant everything to me.  We were always together, 

and I trusted him with everything.  I really was his 

princess.  One day my mom picked me up from 

school.  I remember that I couldn’t wait to tell her 

that I made a 100 on my math test.  When I got in 

the car, though, I could tell she had been crying.   

“I really hadn’t seen my mom cry too much 

before then, so I wasn’t sure what to do.  We didn’t 

talk the whole way home.  She pulled into the drive 

and parked the car, but she just sat there staring at 

the steering wheel. 

“I finally asked her what was wrong, and told 

me that my dad had left.  He didn’t want to be a 

part of our family anymore, so he packed his things 
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and left.  That’s exactly how she told me, too!  I was 

so young.  I didn’t understand what she was telling 

me.” 

My heart broke for her at that moment.  I was 

torn between asking her why he left and silently 

waiting for her to begin talking again.  When she 

didn’t continue, I decided to go ahead and ask.  

“Do you know what made him leave?” 

“Never saw him again.  He didn’t say ‘bye.  

He didn’t call.  I don’t know where he went.  He told 

me I should always be treated like a princess, and 

then he left me with no explanation!  He didn’t love 

me enough to even tell me why he left.  I thought I 

was his princess.  Didn’t he love me?” 

She buried her head in my shoulder and 

sobbed with tears that seemed to have been 

building up since the very day her dad left.  I felt 
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warm tears welling up in my own eyes.  I wrapped 

my arms around her and held her tight.   

As I held her, it was almost as if a voice told 

me to ask her why she was still hanging on to that 

charm.  It obviously still meant a lot to her, but why? 

I whispered in her ear, “What makes you hold 

on to this crown still today?” 

She sat back and didn’t say a word.  Her 

gaze was burning through what was left of the 

charm. 

 “I mean, it’s broken and dirty.  What 

sentimental value are you holding on to if you hate 

your father so much?”  Wow.  I didn’t mean for it to 

come out so cold, but there it was. 

 “I don’t know really, but it’s the only thing I have 

that makes me feel . . . I don’t know.  It just makes 

me feel like my daddy is still here and still loves me.  
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You look at it and see that it’s broken and dirty.  I 

know it is, but I look at it and see the day he gave it 

to me and how much love he had for me.  Really, it 

is just a broken and dirty charm, and well, I’m kind 

of broken and dirty, too.  I don’t want to throw it 

away because then it’s almost like I’m throwing 

myself away.  You know?” 

I felt a lump well up in my throat.  I tried 

desperately to keep it there and resist my emotions 

taking over again.  As I fought back tears, I felt a 

vibration from my purse sitting next to me, and the 

lump quickly disappeared.  This conversation was 

much too important to interrupt and answer my 

phone.  Whoever was calling could leave a voice 

mail.  I put my hands on her cheeks and looked at 

her dirty, tear-stained face. 
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“Sweetie, you may be broken and dirty, but 

you are still a princess.” 

Her face became distorted as she started 

crying again.  She placed her cold hands over 

mine.  Her fingernails were fairly short, no doubt from 

biting them.  A deep black surrounded the edges 

where her nails and skin met.   Each nail was stained 

an even deeper color of black. 

With her hands encompassing mine, her eyes 

moved from my shoulders to my head finally resting 

their focus on my own eyes.  “But I have never felt 

like a princess since the day he left.  And to tell you 

the truth, I’ve done some really bad things.” 

Her hands fell toward her knees, and her 

gaze quickly followed.  I watched as she fidgeted 

with the crown she had held so dear over the years.  

I wondered what she might be thinking about.  Of 
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course, she doesn’t consider herself a princess.  The 

one person who spoke those words to her 

disappeared without a word.  She’s been living on 

the streets doing God knows what, and she can’t 

see beauty in herself when she’s covered in filth.  

How can I help her see what I know is there? 

“I want you to understand that your dad 

wasn’t lying to you when he told you that you were 

a princess.  He wasn’t lying to you when he said you 

should never let anyone treat you as less than a 

princess.  He just didn’t listen to his own words.” 

She lifted her head and stared at me blankly. 

“Are you okay?” I asked. 

Her eyebrows began to move in toward 

each other as if a question was forming.  She bit her 

bottom lip.  “I don’t understand.” 

“What is it that you don’t understand?” 
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“Well, what is it that makes me a princess like 

you say?  I’m not famous or anything like that.  I 

don’t even have a place to live.  Why would 

someone that doesn’t even know me tell me that 

I’m a princess?  How would you even know?  

Princesses aren’t real.  They’re in movies to entertain 

little girls.  That’s not me.” 

Ah, the question I had been waiting for.  

 

 


