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I stepped out of the bedroom and my eyes fell 
on Stone sitting quietly at the table deeply engrossed 

in a book. As I approached, he looked up at me with a 
smile.  

 
“How did you sleep?” His deep voice asked. 

 
“Good enough I suppose. How about you?” 

 

“Well, I can honestly say that the floor out here is a 
far cry from the bed in there but it isn’t anything I’m 

not used to. I’ve spent many days riding with my men 
which means many nights with a rock for a pillow.” 

 
“I’m sorry to kick you out of your own bed.”  

 
“Don’t give it another thought. I was just waiting for 

you to wake so I could talk to you before I head out 
today. I have several issues I must attend to today. I 

won’t be back until late. I’ve arranged for your meals 
to be brought up. I wish you could leave this room 

unescorted but the way things are right now I think 
that’s a very bad idea. So I’m asking you to stay here 

until I return.” His eyes pleaded with me to 

understand. 
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“I’ll be fine here. You don’t need to worry about me. 

I’m sure I can find something to do to keep me busy.” 
I tried to smile as he rose from the table and set his 

book down.  
 

“You might find a book on the bookshelf to read. I 
have many to choose from.” 

 
“I can see that. Are there any you would 

recommend?” 
 

He took a few steps and stood before the bookshelf 
looking intently while his finger lightly touched several 

books.  He gently pulled one out and came to stand 
beside me. 

 

“You might like this one.” 
 

I looked at the cover and noticed it had no title.  
“What is it?” 

 
“It’s one of my journals. It may give you some insight 

into the man that has been thrust into your life.” He 
gently lifted a few strands of my long hair between his 

fingers before turning to leave. Just before opening 
the door he turned back toward me. 

 
“Sometimes, if you have more information it can be 

easier to trust.” Then he was gone and I was left 
alone with the small book in my hands. I ran my 

fingers over the cover and knew that his hands had 

put a great deal of time and thought into the contents. 
I opened the cover and was astonished at the scrolling 

handwriting. It did not look childish but reflected a 
refinement that had to have been taught by his 

mother.  
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I am Stone the son of Vanya Marcell. So much 
has changed in my life in such a short time. I 

will try to write it all down the best that I can 
remember because I do not want to forget the 

many lessons I have learned. 
Everything changed the day my mother came 

back from her final time with Lord Carnoff and 
the guards had to carry her in. They pushed me 

out of the way and dropped her on our bed and 
then left without a word. Her face was slightly 

swollen and one eye was bruised and shut 
completely. She wouldn’t tell me what happened 

but I knew that he had hurt her. I tried to help 
her the best I could, but it wasn’t enough. I 

cried out to the guards for help but they were 

silent. 
 

Someone must have sent word because Eli the 
monk walked through the door the next day. 

I’ve never felt so relieved as when he stepped in 
and I ran to him. His arms wrapped around me 

and I cried. Yes, I cried. Mother always said it 
was ok to cry but she also told me to never let 

Lord Carnoff see me cry. That is something I 
learned to be all too true. 

 
Eli held me tight without saying a word. Then he 

slowly walked over to my mother. She smiled at 
him and held her hand out. He looked at her 

wounds and turned to me with a sad look. Then 

he told her He wouldn’t leave her side. 
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I remember mother asking him to look out for 

me. I didn’t really understand at the time 
everything she said that night. She motioned for 

me to come and sit beside her as she held my 
hand as she said, 

 
“Don’t be afraid my son. The man that is your 

father will finally come and take you from this 
tower. You will have every reason to hate him 

but hate will do nothing but turn you into the 
very thing you despise.” 

 
I tried to stop her from talking because it 

seemed to cause her great pain. She just lifted 
her finger, touched my lips and kept talking. 

 

“I know you are so much more. You are strong 
and brave and good. Don’t let the evil in this 

place turn you into them. You have a purpose. 
Don’t run from your destiny. The day will come 

when you will be in a position to do the right 
thing and help so many. Be the man I know you 

are destined to be. Brother Eli will help guide 
you because I have to leave you.”  

 
No matter how much I pleaded with her to stay, 

she died the next day. Brother Eli did his best to 
comfort me. I was a little boy whose world had 

just ended. He sat with me in silence until 
morning when he told the guards that death had 

taken my mother.  
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Not much later, the door was flung open and I 

was told to follow the soldiers. I hesitated and 
Brother Eli just held my hand in his and walked 

out with me. He gave me the strength and 
courage to face the unknown. My small hand 

was eclipsed by his larger one but there was a 
comfort in that. I don’t think I would have been 

able to do what they said without his 
encouragement and strong presence. 

 
We followed the soldiers down the stairs and 

stepped out into a noisy and crowded courtyard. 
Nobody even glanced in our direction as we 

made our way into the heart of the castle. I lost 
track of the doorways and corridors until we 

entered a small room. It was dimly lit and there 

were two chairs beside a table. A woman sat at 
one chair while a large man with long black hair 

and dark eyes stood with his back to us. He 
turned to face us as we entered the room. He 

looked at me in silence as his eyes traveled from 
the top of my head to my bare feet.  

 
I turned to look at the woman and felt a chill. 

She had dark hair piled high on her head and 
looked back at me with an icy stare. Her mouth 

was pinched tight as she sat straight in the 
chair. Gold jewels hung heavy around her neck.  

 
This was the first time I had seen my father up 

close.  He was just as cold and heartless as the 

woman that was his wife. The words he spoke 
first, burned a hole in my heart that I was not 

prepared for.  
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“You look just like her. You look like you’ve been 

crying boy. I hate it when people cry! It’s 
weakness and I do not tolerate weakness! 

What’s your name?” 
 

I’m his son and he didn’t even know my name. 
He lifted my arms and tested my strength. Then 

he spit on the ground before slapping my face.  
I fell into Brother Eli who helped me back to 

standing.  
 

“That was for crying! She made you weak just 
like her! Well it’s time to toughen you up so you 

can be of use to me. And you Monk, stay out of 
my way.” 

 

Then he called for the guards to come and take 
us away. I hated him in that moment. Brother 

Eli must have sensed how I was feeling for when 
we were left alone sitting against a wall by the 

stables he spoke. His words have never left me 
even to this day. 

 
“Stone, you must remember what your mother 

said. Hatred will turn you into the very thing you 
hate. You are here for a purpose and only the 

Divine One can reveal that to you. Until that 
time you must stay true to what your mother 

and I have taught you. She believed in you. 
Don’t let her down.” 

 

I knew he was right.  I decided that day that I 
would be nothing like my father. I would be the 

man my mom believed I would be. 
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A familiar looking man walked up to us and 

stopped with hands on his hips.  I looked up into 
gentle eyes.  

 
“You must be the young man I have been given 

charge of. What’s your name?” 
 

There was that question again, but this time I 
felt like he actually cared about my answer. That 

was the beginning of my life outside of the 
tower. It was the beginning of my life without 

my mother.  
 

He took both of us to his home where I found a 
new family. His wife reminded me of my own 

mother the moment her eyes smiled back at me 

and she wrapped me up in a soft hug to 
welcome me to their home.  His son, Jacobs, 

was my age and when he found out I would be 
sleeping in his room his smile made me feel like 

I just might be ok.  
 

Brother Eli came often to check up on me and 
while he visited he would share with us the 

teachings of The Divine One that cared about 
us. He taught us to love and not hate. To give to 

others freely. To be compassionate to those that 
were weak.  To never stop believing that we 

each have a purpose and a destiny and that The 
Divine One would reveal it. 
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I spent my days endlessly training and 

competing with other boys my age. But at night 
I went home to my new family. There were 

many times I was tempted to embrace the 
hatred that surrounded me. But on those days I 

would go home to find Brother Eli sitting 
patiently waiting for me. He always seemed to 

know when I needed him. I often wondered if he 
had any other people to see or if it was just me.  

I still believe what my mother said. I will wait 
until my purpose is clear and I will do as much 

good as I can while I can.  
 

I turned a few pages ahead and felt so bad for what 
Stone had gone through. How could a father be so 

cold and uncaring to his son? Then the name Maxson 

caught my eye…. 
 

Today was challenge day. My last challenger was 
Maxson.  He’s been bragging to everyone about 

how much better than me he is. I almost felt 
sorry for him when I defeated him.  

 
His father, Sir Andrew, was watching the fight 

but when I was declared the winner he turned 
his back and walked away. I know that when 

Maxson got home he was in for another beating.   
 

I’m sure he’ll look worse tomorrow than he 
should from our fight. But I can’t help any of 

that. I will do my best and I’ll do what’s right.  
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My father actually showed up today to watch 

too. He seemed pleased that I won but with him 
it’s hard to tell. He rarely shows any interest in 

me. Just to watch me fight from time to time. 
I’m kind of glad that he leaves me alone.   

 
Brother Eli still comes regularly to check on me 

and to teach us. I look forward to the days when 
I come home and find Brother Eli waiting 

patiently. 
 

After a few minutes I found that I was simply staring 
out the window contemplating what it must have been 

like for Stone as a child. Rather than just hurry 
through the rest of the journal I decided to get up and 

get dressed and clean up the room before finishing the 

journal.  
 

When I was done I went to the window, looked out 
and watched the soldiers do their drills. I couldn’t help 

longing for the freedom to train. Freedom seemed like 
a lifetime ago. 

The door to our room opened slowly and Stone 
stepped into the room with a smile. 

 
“I got done sooner than I thought. Would you be up 

for a walk about the castle grounds?” He asked. 
 

I shut the book and said, “I’d love to.” 
 

“Did you read the book?” 

 
“Some of it. I’m sorry you had to go through that.” 
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“Don’t be. It’s what made me who I am today. We 

don’t always understand why things happen at the 
time but every choice we make adds to who we are.” 

Stone spoke with a wisdom that could only come 
through hardship. 

 
“You’re right.” 

 
“I believe you have your own story that I may get to 

hear one day.” Stone said with a raise of his 
eyebrows. 

 
“Maybe…” 

 
“Shall we? I believe a little sunshine would do us both 

good!” 

 
I rose and crossed to slip my arm in his. We walked 

out and soon found ourselves in the fresh air and 
sunshine of a bright day. 


