
Crystal 
  
I remember the first day when I met him. Theon Willemien, an 8 year old with cold violet 
eyes and raven black hair covering half of them. A piercing nose with tanned skin but a 
soulless expression. I shivered at the way when he first looked at me, behind his father, 
Orion Willemien, The Huntsman. A person who ruthlessly slaughters anybody who defied 
the Tempesta tribe. A terrifying person to cross with. Of course I would know this at first 
hand.  
 
At the time I pitied him; leading me trying to engage a conversation with him whilst he  
aimlessly wondered around the palace. His monotone answers made the situation harder. It 
wasn’t until 3 days later where an actual conversation happened.  
 
I saw a faint smile flicker on his face as baby Sirius cradled in his arms. There was a faint, red 
scratch on his neck from wild Sirius tackling on Theon out of nowhere. From that incident I 
discovered an unusual side to him. 
 
After that, for the following week we would hitch in the garden, behind the numerous, 
overgrown  pine trees. From there I found out that he was the only child like me but his 
parents were rarely at home. I tried to relate. It was no use as I knew father always wanted 
to spend time. Instead, I would always start a snow fight out of nowhere or try to dress up 
Sirius, but as being an ice phoenix, it wasn’t easy- It would always make his eyes glimmer. 
 
When the day came for the delegation, he had to go back; a friendship was formed and 
promised to continue it until we meet again- A childish promise indeed. 
 
Two years later, and by the time he was already inches taller than me. He still had the same 
expression, but lightened up whenever he saw me. When the formalities were exchanged , I 
dragged him away to the hallway, where I gave him the gift which was keep for a year. 
 
 Layers of dedicated wrapping were thrown on the floor, and a silver chain was revealed 
with a bronze charm of the gillyflower in the middle. After being speechless for a while, he 
placed it on his neck with a huge grin in his face. Although, our father ruined the occasion. 
 
Father eyed Theon with suspicious eyes, whilst Orion gave me a cold glance before calling 
for Theon to follow him. Theon left with a grim expression at that time. Later I discovered 
the reason as he there was a black and blue bruise on his cheek. It wasn’t until the next day, 
he murmured an excuse of being clumsy. Tears rolled down cheeks, and Theon looked at me 
with a puzzled expression. I asked if this happened occasionally. He stayed silent. 
Nevertheless, I made sure that he was far away from his father, during the week, but alas I 
knew that he was going to  be with him at the end.  
 
 
 
 
 
 



Theon 
 
That was the last time I saw Crystal, after the incident. If it weren’t for father audacity to ask 
something so outrageous.The gillyflower land. I would of been sitting within the garden. I 
wasn’t the only person who strongly detested him;Klayden Blanche hated him just as much 
as I did. We were no longer welcomed in the ice tribe. 
 
In here people were wary of me- mainly because of my father’s reputation. However with 
Crystal, I always had the warm fuzzy feeling when I was with her. It would take me years to 
realise what the feeling was. 
 
Father, was then planning something. He ordered me to join the huntsman I didn’t try to  
rebel. 
 
The only reason that I joined , was because I needed a career or else I would ended up in the 
Grey area (where the homeless live), or because I was afraid of what of father’s anger. The 
first option seemed more appealing, since Mother was hardly at home anyway. 
 
It wasn’t as horrible as I thought, it was just hunting beast and capturing  people, who father 
would take care of. Things took a turn for the worst  when father assigned me the most 
heart-wrenching mission I had done; Kidnap Crystal. Even with my protesting it was no use, 
leading me hiding behind the trees where this all began. 
 
Getting in the Ice tribe was easy as  I had  bribed some  corrupt officials, and passed  
through security with ease. The only thing left was getting out of here with Crystal. 
 
Whilst noting my surroundings, I noticed a series of crunching sounds walking towards me. 
My dagger was ready to strike. I turned there and there  she stood; more grown up from the 
last time I saw her. Her platinum white hair was longer, her face was more defined, whilst 
her warm ice eyes and button nose stayed the same.  
 
 The  awkward silence was broken , with a hug and a murmur that she had missed me. It 
took all my power not to cry . She was  beautiful and kind as before. Before she could say 
another word, I released a sleeping charm around her, and as she fell into my arms, tears 
started rolling down my cheek and onto the floor. 
 
 
I succeeded. She was tied and locked into a cell. I wasn’t there when she woke up. I 
would’ve not been able to digest the look she would’ve given. 
  
The Huntsmen praised me .But  I wasn’t in the mood for their celebratory drinks. As I walked 
down the cellar I found her, facing the wall. She noticed and spoke  slurs into the  air before 
she looked disgusted at my sight. 
 
Something came over me making me pick up the crowbar and break the lock. A shocked 
expression revealed as the door swung open. I kissed her softly on the lips and told her to 
escape using the secret tunnels, under the Tempesta Tribe.  



Father  was  behind me. A  sudden chill went down my spine. He began to  cackle . He took 
his blade and began to  charge towards Crystal. 
 
Bloodshot eyes stared back at me, as his skin grew paler by the minute. His angry expression 
rested, even when he tried to save his energy from cursing at me. The blade stayed in his 
heart, as blood poured out onto the cracked tiled floor. 
 I began to cackle; our roles were reversed. With the dagger, I continuously stabbed him, as 
his body deteriorated, large dents were dug in, whilst his body started to deform. 
 
Two years later , I still  never felt any remorse.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


