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This novel is not based on real events; it is a work of fiction. However, this does not change the fact that there was an era in history where a segment of humanity suffered from the most brutal forms of discrimination—forms so cruel we can barely comprehend them today. Just imagine that their ultimate dream was freedom, the very freedom we were born with and acquired as a natural, unquestionable right. Therefore, we must remember that era and pray for the souls of all the victims to find peace.

This is a novella written by Lazar Melala. I hope you enjoy it.

Welcome to the world of the Whitethorn family.”

chapterOne : The Farm Road.

The sound of wooden wheels scratched across the dirt road,

And a horse-drawn carriage made its way through rows of dense trees.

A sharp neigh tore through the silence...

Followed by the harsh crack of a whip.

“Faster, you fool! Before I sell you for a pittance!”

The driver shouted as the horse staggered under the blows.

In the distance... the grand house began to appear.

Massive... silent... as if it were watching everything.

Around it stretched endless white fields,

Like a sea of cotton, calm... yet hiding something heavy.

It was the Whitethorne family estate.

One of the strongest, wealthiest families in the region.

Suddenly...

The carriage screeched to a halt.

The passengers in the back jostled, while a nearby scream rose.

This time, it wasn’t the horse’s neigh...

But a human voice.

A cold voice said:

“Hey... George.

Since when do you beat my servants without my permission?”

The man froze and quickly took off his hat.

“M-my lord Edward... I apologize... This servant stole food from the household waste,

So we wanted to teach him a lesson.”

Edward didn’t answer immediately.

Out of the corner of his eye... he noticed his daughter, Rose,

Peeking from the carriage window.

Watching... silently.

He breathed slowly, then said:

“He has received his due. Set him free.

I don’t want him harmed any further.”

“As you command, my lord.”

Edward stepped closer and looked at the man lying on the ground.

“You... what is your name?”

The trembling voice replied:

“I... Isaac, my lord...”

A short silence.

“Go now... before I change my mind.”

Isaac didn’t wait.

He got up unsteadily and ran, swallowed by the white fields.

Edward turned to George:

“Watch him.

I don’t want him to think my mercy... is weakness.”

“Yes, my lord.”

“Rose... put your head inside.”

In a soft voice:

“Yes... Father.”

She disappeared from the window.

The carriage moved again...

Toward the grand house that rose before them like a silent mountain.

The home...

Of the Whitethorne family.
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Chapter Two: The White Palace
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THE CARRIAGE STOPPED in front of the large house, white as snow.

“Get down now... we’ve arrived.”

The carriage door opened, and the first to step out was the little girl Rose, in her black dress, with brown hair and flawless pale skin.

She was followed by her brother Thomas, wearing a formal black suit, looking a year or two younger than her.

Finally came their mother, Sarah, in a long dark dress, black gloves, and a head covering that reflected the house’s light like the moon.

Their father, Edward, had been driving the carriage himself, and deep sorrow was visible on his face.

He opened the door of the house, and an elderly woman stepped out—strong in presence, dressed in luxurious black, her voice sharp:

“I thought you would never come.”

Edward stammered nervously:

“Sorry, Mother... the road was very bad. The mud and the rain slowed us down.”

The grandmother turned slightly to the side and said:

“Children... come. Come embrace your grandmother, Abigail.”

Rose smiled faintly, then stepped forward and embraced her, listening as she said:

“Do not worry... your grandfather is now in a better place, with the Lord. Do not be sad.”

The family nodded, and the grandmother continued:

“Now come inside... and meet the guests attending the mourning.”

Sarah glanced at her husband, as if to say that the grandmother had deliberately ignored her.

But Edward made no attempt to explain... he fell silent, as if it was not worth any justification.

Chapter  Three: The Siblings’ Reunion”. 

––––––––
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WOW! THE HOUSE IS JUST as magnificent as I remember...”

These words echoed in Rose’s mind as she gazed around in awe. Her eyes settled on the portrait of her grandfather, Samuel; he looked impeccably elegant, seated on his plush red armchair, nursing a cigar with a grandeur that rivaled heads of state.

She admired the ornate statues and the candles whose light flickered against the walls, and the black hardwood floor that gleamed beneath their feet like a polished mirror.

“Does that staircase still lead to the ten rooms above?”

Rose used to adore the sunlight as it filtered through those four grand windows, but today the sun was timid, hiding behind heavy, grey clouds.

“Rose... Rose!”

Suddenly, the clamor of the guests invaded her private world. She had been so submerged in her memories that she hadn’t noticed how crowded the hall had become—it was as if the world around her had vanished until her grandmother’s sharp voice jolted her awake.

“Yes, Grandmother Abigail, I am here.”

“Come, child, and meet your Aunt Agnes and your Uncle Henry.”

“I’m coming, Grandmother.”

As she approached, Aunt Agnes cried out in admiration, “Oh! Look at this beautiful girl... If we weren’t at my father’s funeral, we would have danced together! Do you remember, little one, how I used to teach you to dance?”

Rose smiled softly. “Hello, Auntie. I’ve missed you, of course... I remember. Where is Abraham?”

“Ah, that mischievous boy,” Agnes replied, “he’s with his father.”

Rose turned toward her uncle. “Uncle Henry... how are you? Where have you been all this time?”

“A long story, my girl,” Henry answered with a mysterious tone. “How is your brother, Thomas?”

“Just the same,” Rose said. “He hasn’t changed a bit.”

Then Edward stepped forward, his eyes locking with those of his siblings. Henry spoke with bitter sarcasm: “Hello, Edward... at last, we meet. It seems Father’s death is the only thing capable of bringing us together, after he drove us apart while he was alive!”

“Mind your tongue, boy!” Grandmother Abigail interrupted sternly. “It was your father who provided everything you own now.”

Henry laughed derisively. “Is that truly what you think? Do you suppose I don’t know the real reason behind our wealth and influence?”

Agnes quickly intervened, whispering, “Shhh! This is neither the time nor the place for such talk.”

At that moment, Sarah felt stifled by their blatant disregard. “It seems I am invisible in this cursed family!” she snapped.

Agnes looked at her coldly. “You didn’t mention, dear brother, that you had brought your wife along.”

Sarah retorted firmly, “You know I have become a part of this family, and my presence here is a duty I must fulfill.”

Grandmother’s mocking laughter rang out. “Do you truly believe you are a member of our family?”

“You know very well,” Sarah replied boldly, “that you are not the one who decides that here.”

The tension in the hall mounted until the guests began to whisper suspiciously. Before things could escalate further, the maid, Ruth, stepped in quietly, carrying a metal tray. “Would you care for some wine, masters?”

Sarah looked at Ruth with a mixture of surprise and pity. “Oh... Ruth, you poor soul! Are you still serving here? Hasn’t that overbearing old woman freed you yet?”

Edward flared up in anger. “Sarah! Go to your room at once!”

Then, trying to diffuse the situation, he turned to the maid. “Ruth, take the children to their rooms. They are exhausted from the journey.”

But Grandmother stopped her firmly. “Have you lost your mind, Edward? Would you leave a slave to tend to your children? I shall take them myself. You, Ruth, go and attend to the rest of the guests.”

The atmosphere inside was no less turbulent than the weather outside; thunder and rain dominated the landscape, while Grandmother Abigail fought with all her might to reclaim control over her house and her rebellious children.
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Chapter Four: The Heir”
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PALE FACES AND MUFFLED sobs drifted from the women; the mourners stood like a grove of ravens in the funeral of Samuel White Thorne, the master of the sprawling plantations and Rose’s grandfather.

The cemetery was teeming with crowds; some came out of duty, while others were driven by a burning curiosity to size up the new heir, the eldest son, Edward. In truth, Edward found little difficulty in feigning grief, yet the intoxication of power nearly betrayed him with a faint, victorious smile. He was finally free-ready to seize with an iron fist the influence he had spent years fleeing under his father’s shadow.

His brother Henry leaned In, whispering with a biting tone, “Listen... try to veil your joy a little; your father’s casket is being lowered into the earth as we speak.”

At the front, the priest’s voice rang out, reciting verses from the Bible in hopes the departed might find eternal peace:

“O Lord, receive him into Your kingdom... for he was a righteous man.”

A low, stifled chuckle erupted from behind-it was Agnes, struggling to suppress a fit of mocking laughter. She caught her mother’s eye and whispered, “Do you truly believe he is in Heaven after everything he’s done?”

Grandmother Abigail replied with a sour, resentful face, “I am only glad I am not in his place right now.”

Agnes countered, “We shall all be in his place one day, don’t you think?”

Nearby, the children played
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