Session Zero – January 19th, 2003
Dear Diary,

Tomorrow, I head off to my first true appointment! You can’t believe the excitement I have, I feel as if I will just burst! I heading to Solstice, the main village, several days travel from here. I’ve been assigned to be a ~ well, in all best words a nanny governess governor I’m going to be taking care of children. They haven’t told me how many of there are, but they are the children of a Lady Hawking. Apparently, there’s been some sort of need for it and I am to attend to her and her children as soon as I can! Oh, I am going to miss the monastery so, but to have a chance to travel, see more of the world, I can hardly wait!

Into the satchel you go, and tomorrow you shall open your pages up in a new home!

Dear Diary,

It’s been several days since I’ve last written. My, you should just look at how beautiful Solstice is! All of the beautiful mountains to the South, the village, the rolling hills. It’s wonderful! And the keep? Oh, it’s simply splendid! I couldn’t have imagined a much finer place.

Lady Hawking – she is a very kind, but quiet, lady. The reason she had called me here was because her husband is missing at sea – terrible. I pray for his safe return, and pray for the Lady’s well being and that her husband will be swift in returning to her.

And then there are the children! There’s Michael, followed by Lucy and then~ Oh, I can’t remember his name! I remember the little one is Henry. I wasn’t expecting four children, but at the same time, I didn’t know what to expect. Well, I find myself quite tired from the journey, and shall retire for the evening. Goodnight!

God bless ~ Michael, Lucy, Jared, and little Henry. God bless them all!

Dear Diary,

These last few days have been ~ fulfilling. I have found that Michael runs quite a lot for his age. Lucy enjoys pretending she is ill or has been hurt. Henry is quite fussy and must not like his mother being gone long, for he screams at quite a high pitch and volume (he must join the choir when he is older). And Jared likes to compete to see who can be louder (who should not ~ choir or otherwise).

I pray for them, their mother and their father. God bless and Godspeed.

Dear Diary,


Today we took the most wonderful hike up into the mountains! The air was so wonderful and the children seemed to have the most enjoyable time! I have decided I’m going to talk to Lady Hawking and try to arrange for her to come along with us sometime ~ I know she is terribly busy but with their father already gone they need a parent, family here to spend time with and she could certainly see that she night need some relaxation as well and a nice calm trip up into the mountains might be just the thing to set things right for a while…

I see Jared found his way into my journal ~

Dear Diary –

…… ~ Pray for me, please?

Dear Diary,

All of the children have yet again exhausted themselves that they will sleep well into the day it seems. They were so excited about going to the Festival that they practically ran themselves to torpor. Which means an extra cup of tea for me this evening ~ I think I’ll need it, to calm my nerves.

The most shocking thing happened today. Justin Verstil, the monitor stopped here, at the keep! Surely I thought it was for some sort of business for Lady Hawking, but it seems he had something for me! It was a letter. From… my mother.

Apparently, it explains how that she had married a common man, my father and left to go be wed and live with him. She was also the elder sister to Lady Hawking ~ which means ~ I could be an heir? She left a mark with me, of a golden horse a symbol of the Hawking house. But it’s just too much! How could this all be true? And the coincidence of it all?

After the monitor left, I hid in the kitchen, horrified with the news.

Oh, I simply must speak with Lady Hawking about this. Sometime during the Festival should be best… the council won’t take any actions while the festival is underway. Now, what will Lady Hawking say?

I must get some sleep… this day has been quite full. God bless.

~ Hold on? 

Remember my worth.

Too much tea. My stomach feels upset. Could be the day’s events catching up. Back to sleep, I go. Long day tomorrow.

