
 

 

Altruistic Consequences 

 

Dear Katheel,  

Mirror Week is to begin in two days time.  And I am petrified.  I’ve 

never even experienced one, let alone been forced to see my first Bounce-back 

in front of the entire council of the elders.  I’m scared, Katheel.  How did you 

handle the war?  And why didn’t you ever come back?  Why don’t  you ever 

write back?  I’ve been sending these letters for years!  The last memory I have 

of you makes me question everything I know and love.  I need you. 

Your loving sister, 

Honestia 

 Honestia put away her journal, remembering that odd day which had 

occurred so long ago. 

 “Honestia, I need to tell something.  You don’t understand it yet, but 

we are going to war with Selepia.  Mother ordered the death of their king for 

offending father.  But you, Honestia, you are different.  One day you will be 

forced to flee. Your life is in danger and your only seven years old.” 

 Honestia stood there, dumbfounded by her brother’s odd comment.  

No one had ever told her she was special.  She was supposed to do that for 

herself.  She was supposed to see her self-value.  So why would Katheel make 

such a dangerous statement? 

 “What do you mean?  Why am I in danger?  I don’t understand.” 



 

 

 But at that moment, Katheel was called by Mr. Belligette, the head of 

the army. 

 “I love you, Honestia.  More than the elders love themselves.  More 

than the world.  More than anything.” 

 And that was her last memory of Katheel.  She never saw him again, 

and she only heard him in her dreams. Mother never answers her questions of 

his whereabouts.  She simply dismisses them with a wave of the hand. 

 Honestia headed to the dining room of the palace, wondering where 

her brother was.  Wondering when she would have to run as he said so many 

years ago. 

 “Good evening, Father.  Good evening, Mother,” said Honestia. 

 They nodded their heads in response, gesturing her to sit at the table.  

As she sat on the cushioned seat, her thoughts once again traveled to Katheel.   

 “I know I have asked you before, Mother, but where is Katheel?  

Where did he go during the war, and why isn’t he back yet?” 

At this, her parents exchanged a glance, almost as if contemplating yet 

again if they should tell their daughter what they know. 

“Sweetie,” the king said, “Katheel is not coming back to Auradite.  He 

is gone, forever.  He did not die in vain, but in honor, but you must understand 

that your brother has passed away.” 

“Excuse me?” the princess stuttered, choking back tears of 

astonishment.  



 

 

“Now that you are about to turn thirteen and about to receive your first 

Bounce-back, we finally feel it fit to tell you,” the queen explained. 

“Tell me what?  My brother has been dead for years, and neither of my 

parents bothered to tell me that my letters were going to a dead man!  How 

dare you!  You wait until now, for such a crucial time in my life.  I cannot 

believe that you are the people who rule our country,” Honestia raged.  “I 

thought you loved me.” 

Her anger turned to tears. 

“I thought you loved our family.” 

Honestia raced up the stairs of the palace to her bed chamber, the one 

place where she still felt safe.  Her letters to Katheel were the only way she 

ever truly expressed herself.  Honestia burst into tears as she realized she 

would never, ever see her older brother again. 

“He’s gone, forever.  And he’s never coming back,” she thought as she 

continued to sob, “This explains the extensive training.  I thought it was 

simply age.  But I am to be the next queen.  How could they keep this from 

me?  I deserve to know when my brother is dead!" 

Kylah’s thoughts continued to wander well into the night, making her 

feel more and more lonely.  She needed to talk to someone, anyone.   

 

 

Dear Katheel, 



 

 

I now know why I never received a response to any of my letters.  You 

are dead.  Mother and Father told me tonight.  I still cannot believe it.  You 

were so strong, so kind, so prepared.  I don’t understand.  You told me to 

always love you, and to this day I do, constantly.  So why did you leave me 

here, alone?  You were my best friend, my only friend.  Was my entire 

childhood a lie?  It is late, and Mother plans to prepare me for the ceremony 

early tomorrow morning.  Although, I am no longer sure if I still would like to 

go. 

Sincerely, 

Honestia 

And at that, Honestia stood from her desk, and laid down in her 

spacious, ornate bed.  But tonight, her thoughts lingered on Katheel’s last 

words to her, and she fell asleep frightened. 

*** 

The next morning, Honestia awoke to a knock on her bedroom door. 

“Lady Honestia?”  

“Yes, Bernadette?” Honestia responded to her lady-in-waiting as she 

got out of her bed and opened the door. 

“Your mother would like you to meet her in the ballroom in thirty 

minutes time.  Do you need assistance in getting ready?” 

“No, Bernadette.  I am fine.  And please, just call me Honestia,” she 

said with a kind smile. 



 

 

“Yes, ma’am.” 

As Honestia’s lady-in-waiting, Bernadette, left her bed chamber, she 

remembered all that had occurred the night before.  Instantly, her smile faded.   

After getting dressed, Honestia made her way toward the ballroom to 

meet her mother. 

“Good morning, Mother,” she said cold and hard. 

“Good morning, sweetie,” her mother replied cautiously, “I know this 

may upset you, but I must ask.  Are you still angry with your father and me?   

She didn’t even need to say a word, for the look on Honestia’s face 

was one of pure hatred and anger, which only deepened when she heard her 

mother’s inquiry. 

“We were only trying to protect you.  We didn’t want to force you to 

handle something you were not ready for.” 

“And now I’m ready for it,” Honestia said as steam seemed to lift off 

of her, “less than twenty-four hours before my first Bounce-back?” 

At this, the queen grew silent, realizing the pain she had caused her 

daughter.  In their resentment and anger, the two had become lost in thought.  

Suddenly, the queen and the princess heard a squeal filled with delight.   

“Are you ready for your fitting, Princess?” 

“Aunt Monkarra!" 

“Hello Sugar Plum!  How’s your mother doing?” 

“Ok, I guess,” Honestia said with annoyance. 



 

 

“I’m fine Karra.  Can you please just take care of this quickly?” 

“Come on, Kasilla.  I barely get to see my favorite niece.  And I barely 

get to see you anymore!  Why must you shoo me out so quickly?” 

“It is nothing personal, Karra.  My daughter and I have not been seeing 

eye to eye lately, and I would like to work on our relationship more than her 

clothing.” 

“I understand.  There is no need to become snarky,” she said as she 

turned towards Honestia.  “Come now.  We have some work to do.”  

Monkarra lead Honestia to one of the many guest bed chamber, where 

Bernadette had set up the closet for her dress fittings.   

“Now, what color would you like to wear to your Ceremony of 

Mirrors tomorrow?” 

Monkarra presented Honestia with nine different, gorgeous dresses.  

Three were in beautiful shades of lilac.  One was a deep blue, and another two 

were baby blue.  Two more were in a lovely sea foam green, and lastly, there 

was an extremely intricate, fuchsia dress.  It was encrusted with jewels and 

hand-sewn flowers, creating a beautiful and ornate design. 

“I really like the fuchsia one,” Honestia said, “but I would like to wear 

the deep blue one.” 

“Well, what is wrong with the fuchsia one?  If you like it, take it.” 

“It is wonderful, Aunt Makarra.  You would have to be blind not to 

believe so.  But it looks terribly expensive, and I do not deserve so many 



 

 

luxuries.  Some of the people in our country are not as privileged.  I would 

like to give the fuchsia dress and all the others to some of the young girls who 

live in the poorer part of the city.  Don’t you agree with me?” 

“Sweetie, that is not the correct way of thinking.  You have just said 

something that is very, very illegal to believe.  You will wear this dress, and I 

will put the others in your closet for later occasions.” 

“But...” Honestia attempted to reply. 

However her aunt interrupted, “No ‘buts.’ You are to wear the fuchsia 

dress and save the others for your use, and your use only.  End of discussion.”  

“Yes ma’am.” 

Honestia and her aunt left the room with more tension than they had 

when they had entered.  They arrived in Honestia’s bed chamber, and 

Honestia pondered on her past years of life as Monkarra placed the dresses in 

her vast closet. 

“Why is it that everyone is so selfish?  Aren’t we supposed to care for 

one another?  Shouldn’t we give to those less fortunate than ourselves?  Don’t 

people love each other?  Why am I so differ-” 

As Honestia’s thoughts began to return to Katheel’s comment, her 

mother interrupted her.   

“Honestia, can you come out here please?” 

Honestia, still angry at the queen, chose to reply with silence, ignoring 

her mother’s inquiry. 



 

 

“Your father and I would like to discuss what you will go through 

tomorrow morning.” 

After a few moments of contemplating between her stubbornness and 

her curiosity, Honestia left her bed chamber and entered the royal library.  She 

sat on the sofa with annoyance, not wanting to seem as if she has forgiven her 

parents. 

“What is it that you wanted to discuss?”she said with a glare. 

“Sweetheart,” her father replied slowly, “tomorrow is a very, very 

important day.  You will be forced to see something you have never seen 

before.  Your thoughts will then be reached, analyzed, and evaluated by the 

ancestors.  If you fail to pass the exam, there will be dire consequences.  You 

must understand that we cannot in anyway prepare you for your Ceremony of 

Mirrors.  It is against the law.” 

“But whatever you see tomorrow,” the Queen of Aurudite added, 

“know that we will always love you.  Always.  Even if you do not pass the 

exam, though it would break my heart for many reasons, there is no need to 

think that our love for you will end.” 

“After Katheel was taken from us,” the King began, as tears began to 

form in Honestia’s eyes, as well as her parents’, “you were the most important 

thing in our life.  And if anything ever happens to you, I don’t know what I 

would do.” 



 

 

Silence seemed to envelope the entire castle.  You could have heard a 

pin drop, and Honestia simply stared at her parents, eyes gleaming with tears. 

When Honestia finally spoke, the noise seemed so odd.  They had not 

realized how much time had passed since the beginning of their conversation. 

“I understand.  I will do my best.” 

As an entire family, the King, the Queen, and their daughter stood 

from where they were seated, heading to the dining room for supper.  After 

eating, Honestia retired to her bed chamber, hoping to get a good night’s 

sleep.  Instead, she tossed and turned, her fear of being different keeping her 

awake. 

*** 

In the morning, Honestia awoke with the feeling of a large weight on 

her shoulders.  She felt the need to scream.  But there was no one there to 

listen.  So, Honestia did what she had always done when she was alone and 

burdened.  She wrote. 

Dear Katheel, 

Today, I must attend my Ceremony of Mirrors.  Last night, Mother and 

Father gave me a vague description of what will occur.  But your comment 

continues to bother me.  I must get going soon, but I miss you so, so much 

Katheel.  More than words can explain.  I can’t believe it, no, I refuse to 

believe that you are dead.  I don’t know where you are, but I miss you. 

Love, 



 

 

Honestia 

“Ms. Honestia, it is time for you to get ready for your ceremony,” 

Bernadette exclaimed from the doorway. 

“Bernadette, please just call me Honestia, and thank you for the 

notification.” 

“I shall do that, and you are welcome ma’am.” 

“In fact,” Honestia felt the need to say, “thank you for everything you 

have done for me.  I must repay you sometime.  You have been nothing but 

kind.” 

“Ms. Honestia, please, never say such a thing again.  Those thoughts 

could get you into quite the trouble, especially on a day like today.” 

“Well, thank you anyway, Bernadette.  I will dress myself today.” 

Bernadette left Honestia alone in her bed chamber, allowing her to 

relax for a few minutes.  Then, the princess stood and moved towards her 

closet.  She discovered all of the other dresses to be hidden somehow, and the 

fuchsia dress laid out with a note upon it.   

The note read, “Honestia, please wear this dress.  The others have been 

hidden for your own good.  I will meet you in the dining room for breakfast 

with your parents at nine o’ clock.  Have a good morning, Sugar Plum!  -Aunt 

Monkarra” 



 

 

Honestia got changed into the beautiful and intricate gown.  Then she 

found a similar note nearby.  This note, however, was in her mother’s 

handwriting. 

“Honestia, sweetheart, I know you are still angry with me, but I wore 

these earrings to my first Bounce-back, and I would like you to do the same.  I 

am so sorry, and please know that your father and I did not wish to cause you 

any harm.  -Your loving mother” 

Honestia set down the note after reading it, picked up the earrings, and 

put them on.  She then went to put on her favorite, most comfortable pair of 

dress shoes.  Quickly, Honestia made her way down one of the many spiral 

staircases to the dining room for breakfast. 

“Good morning Sunshine,” the King exclaimed, “Given that today is 

such a big day, Sir Coolette made your favorite breakfast.” 

“Oh,” Honestia replied with a smile, “He didn’t have to do that, really.  

I don’t deserve it.  In fact, I’m not quite that hungry, anyways.” 

Suddenly, the entire room few quiet.  Her uncle, aunt, and mother 

looked in her direction, as her father’s eyes grew wide. 

“Honestia, Monkarra lectured from the dining table, “what have I told 

you of that selfless thinking?  You must stop that!  Today is your ceremony!" 

“Monkarra, please,” the Queen turned to her daughter, “You’ve never 

said anything like that before.  What was that?” 



 

 

Just then, the servants came in with the plates of food, and everyone 

sat to eat, trying their best to ignore Honestia’s unlawful statement. 

*** 

The transportalation to the Deligante Building was long yet peaceful.  

When the family arrived, they had twenty minutes to spare before Honestia’s 

Ceremony of Mirrors. 

“Now Honestia,” her mother explained, “although your father and I 

rule the country, we are not permitted to enter the viewing room.  The only 

people who will receive your thoughts are the ancestors.  When you come out, 

we will meet you at home.  We may only drop you off here, and we cannot 

stay longer than five minutes, so you must return home by yourself.  We wish 

you well, and remember-” 

“We will always love you,” the King interrupted. 

“Always,” Honestia’s mother continued. 

Honestia waved goodbye to her family, wishing they could stay with 

her.  She started towards the room, and fear overtook her.  Everything seemed 

to go in slow motion.  As she entered the small room, Honestia found the 

limited space odd.  A kind woman lead her to a chair. 

“Just relax,” the woman said, “I won’t hurt you.”  

Honestia felt a sharp pain in the side of her arm, and suddenly, 

everything went dark.  She felt herself being lead into another room.  Then, it 

was as if she had just opened her eyes, and she saw herself for the first time. 



 

 

“Wow, this dress is really pretty,” Honestia thought, “I wish Katheel 

were here to see this.  He shouldn’t have died.  All of the people who died in 

the war shouldn’t have sacrificed their lives.  I would've gone if I was of age.  

There are people who need more than I do.  I wish Aunt Monkarra hadn’t 

hidden those dresses.  I would give them to the poorer children for their 

ceremonies.  Especially this one.  They deserve it.  I don’t need everything I 

have.” 

And then once again, everything went black.  Honestia was escorted 

out of the empty room with the large, full-body mirror.  She was then 

transportalated back to her home, where her vision finally returned to normal. 

“How was it?” 

“It was odd,” Honestia replied to her mother.  “Everything was really 

dark, and then I was in this grey room with this huge mirror.  My Bounce-

back reminded me a little bit of what you look like, but then after thinking for 

a while, everything was dark again.  Then, I was back here.” 

“Well, it’s always odd,” the Queen replied, “but you didn’t think 

anything went badly, right?” 

“No.  I don’t think so.” 

“Well, I must go to deal with something of different matters at the 

Deligante Building.  I may not be home until late.  Do not wait for me.  I love 

you!" 

“Bye!  Love you, too!" 



 

 

And swiftly, Honestia’s mother transportalated from the palace. 

Honestia then went to practice her calligraphy in her bed chamber.  

She continued to practice for several hours, when she heard a loud thud.  

Honestia quickly ran down stairs, searching for the source of the sound, when 

she found her father. 

“Father?  Why are you on the ground?  Did you receive my results?” 

“Honestia, listen to me.  You need to run as fast as you can.  Leave 

Aurudite.  You are no longer safe here.” 

“Father, you’re scaring me.  I don’t understand.” 

“Honestia, listen!  You need to run.  Leave Aurudite.  Katheel was 

right.  You are different.  You need to run.” 

Honestia stared at her father, wondering where this odd behavior could 

have come from.   

“Go!" 

Honestia, terrified of her father’s reaction, rushed upstairs.  She 

gathered most of her clothes suitable for the outdoors, her mother’s earrings, 

her diary, and a picture of her family, including Katheel.  Then, she left the 

palace, transportalating to a forest on the edge of Aurudite, near the pier.  She 

then snuck onto a ship headed for one of the last Old World Countries, 

Britain. 

On the ship, Honestia was forced to stay hidden, so no one would find 

her.  No one could know where she was.  Not even her father.  The ride was 



 

 

short, but to Honestia, it felt like ages.  When the ship finally arrived in 

Britain, Honestia immediately debarked, heading to London, where she knew 

it would be difficult for anyone to find her.  She then decided she would live 

near the River Thames.  Honestia’s great uncle had once lived near there, and 

he had left his home there if any of their family members were ever in need.   

“Mother often forgets about the house, and Father certainly would not 

remind her,” Honestia thought, “I’m sure no one will go looking for me 

there.” 

She made her way toward her late great uncle’s house, keeping her 

belongings close.  When she finally arrived, she knocked on the door to see if 

anyone was in residence, just to be safe.  To her surprise, the door was opened 

by a young man, likely in his mid-twenties. 

“Katheel?  Is that you?” 

“I’m sorry, but I don’t believe I know you.  You look quite similar to 

my younger sister.  I haven’t seen her in a long time.” 

“It is you!  Oh, but you don’t recognize me.  You look so different, so 

much older, so much wiser.  Oh, how I’ve missed you!" 

“Excuse me?” 

“Mother and Father told me you had died in the Selepian War.  I wrote 

to you, constantly.  But you were right.  I am different.  That is why I am here, 

in Britain.  Father told me to flee Aurudite, just as you did so many years ago. 

“Wait.  Honestia?” 



 

 

“Yes, Katheel.  It’s me.” 

“Oh my god!  It’s you.  It’s really you,” Katheel exclaimed as he 

pulled her into a tight embrace.  “Come in, please!  Come in!   

Time went on, and Katheel asked so many questions.  Honestia, 

intellectual as she was, was able to answer all of them.  Their reconnection 

was long-anticipated and well-deserved, for Katheel, had not died in war, but 

fled from Aurudite the same reason as Honestia did.   

“I had come back from the war, and I was sent to attend my check-up.  

It was quite similar to a Mirror Ceremony, but our sergeants were to tell us 

our scores.  I had accidentally seen the charts.  And I was like you.  I knew I 

needed to leave.  It was so hard.  And every day I thought of going back for 

you, but I couldn’t.  I hoped you would heed my warning and find me.  And 

you did.” 

For weeks on end, Honestia and Katheel lived in harmony, away from 

the past of their country, the past of selfishness, and the past of their parents.  

Then, one night during supper, there was a knock on the door.   

“Hello?  Is anyone home?” 

“He’s not British, Honestia thought.  “He sounds like he is from 

Aurudite, and around my age, too.” 

“Hi,” Honestia said to the boy at the door.” 

“Hello.  I’m Metan, and I am from Aurudite.  I’m searching for a 

Princess Honestia of Auru-” 



 

 

Metan’s eyes grew large. 

“You’re the princess.  And he’s the dead prince.  How is this 

possible?” 

Katheel invited Metan in for supper and shelter.  That night, Metan 

stayed with the young royals, and Honestia decided for the first time in two 

weeks to write in her diary, which was still addressed to her brother. 

Dear Katheel, 

Tonight, a boy from Aurudite arrived out the house.  They are 

officially searching for me.  Metan was sent by Mother and Father to find me, 

and unfortunately succeeded.  We invited him in for supper and he is staying 

here now.  We told him why we left, and he is luckily different like us.  He has 

agreed to stay here and never report back to Aurudite.  Finally, it will no 

longer be just you and I.  Now, we will have company. 

Your loving sister reunited, 

Honestia 

Over the next few weeks, life with Metan in the house became more 

comfortable and usual.  Then, Katheel was forced to go to work. 

“We need more money.  We need more food.  Cans of soup will not 

satisfy us forever.  You and Metan are children, so I must take care of this.” 

“Please, Katheel.  Don’t go.  I don’t want to be home alone,” Honestia 

pleaded. 

“I must go, Honestia.” 



 

 

“And you won’t be alone,” Metan chimed in.  “I’ll be here.” 

Reluctantly, Honestia accepted the idea under one condition.  Katheel 

could only work on the weekends.  Unfortunately, this meant that Katheel 

would need to stay at work all weekend, leaving Honestia and Metan 

completely alone on Saturday nights. 

The week before Katheel’s first day of work was uneventful,  yet 

fulfilling.  There was nothing wrong with peace and quiet.  Honestia would 

much rather be relaxed, than running from her country’s government.  On 

Friday night, Katheel set out to the tailor’s shop downtown, so that he could 

get up early and arrive on time the next morning. 

That night, Honestia and Metan sat at the table, eating their supper.  It 

was mid-winter, and they were stuck inside. 

Honestia lit a fire in the fireplace, and the two adolescents sat to read 

as they often did before bed.  But from the dark night, a knock suddenly came 

from the door.  Honestia stood in surprise, not expecting anyone. 

“Who is it?” 

Her call to the other side of the door received no response. 

“Let me open the door.  This is odd.  Go get the protectoral knife,” 

Metan whispered, heading towards the door with caution. 

Honestia slowly walked to the kitchen to grab the only weapon that 

they could possibly use for protection.  Then, the princess hid behind the door, 

waiting for Metan’s signal. 



 

 

Then she heard, “Sir.  Please don’t hurt me.  Please!  I don’t know 

where they are!  I promise you!" 

And for the second time in her life, Honestia ran. 


