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​Dedication
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For the young,

the brave,

the misunderstood,

and the ones who fight silent battles that no one sees.

For every child who’s ever felt unseen or unheard —

and for every teacher, counselor, and parent

who never gave up on them.

May you always remember that goodness is within you,

and that even the smallest light

can drive back the greatest darkness.

And to those who believe in second chances:

you are the reason stories like Luke’s are possible.
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​Chapter 1 — Becoming a Prince
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Like a king, Providian stood with his shoulders back and his head high.

“Stand like the prince you are, Luke. Here—stand directly in front of me.”

He grasped Luke by the shoulders, inhaled deeply, curled his right hand into a fist, pressed it to his chest, and closed his eyes. Luke stood still, quietly waiting as Providian appeared to pray.

“Luke Kainoa Bishop,” Providian declared, “I grant you the honor of becoming a Providian Prince.”

Even as the prison walls around him faded away, Luke stood unmoved by their disappearance. As Providian uttered his final word, a thunderous sound echoed in Luke’s ears. His heart raced. He clenched his fists, wiggled his toes inside his shoes, and slightly lifted his arms to steady himself as the ground began to tremble.

A bolt of lightning struck beside him, burning a hole clear through the ground. From the light, a transparent hologram of a gladiator—about Luke’s age—slowly emerged.

Luke furrowed his brows and leaned forward to get a better look.

This guy looks like a real prince... the son of a real king. He looks strong—and royal, Luke thought. He straightened his back, puffed his chest, and tried to look strong and royal, too.

“Ahem.” Providian cleared his throat. “You are also strong and royal, Luke.”

Luke blinked. “How did you know what I was thinking? I said it to myself.”

“I know all,” Providian replied calmly.

“Boom!” Another bolt hit the ground—then another, and another—until a multitude of Princes stood around Luke.

“Ah!” Providian sighed and raised his palms outward. “Luke, these are your brothers.”

Luke pressed his hand to his chest. “My brothers?” he echoed, wiping the sweat from his forehead. “I can’t believe my eyes, Providian. I have thousands of brothers. This is... overwhelming.”

Providian chuckled. “Yes, you do.”

“Providian, you’re making me a prince in a jail cell. You’re giving me an honor while I’m in prison. That’s strange—but a good kind of strange.”

“Luke,” Providian said, “when you’re a prince, you’re a prince. It doesn’t matter where you are or where you come from.”

“These young guys are princes, and I’m becoming one? Unbelievable!” Luke turned in awe. “The dirty white walls of the prison are gone.” He scanned the space once more—left to right—and saw only an open field filled with thousands of young princes dressed like gladiators. He placed a hand on his chest and drew in a deep, calming breath.

“This is your new reality,” he told himself. “These prison cell bars no longer hold me back!”

Providian nodded. “These are the young men with whom you will battle. You all share the same mission—to help goodness prevail.”

Luke exhaled. “Providian, I’ll fight gladly. I don’t feel trapped behind horizontal bars anymore.”

Providian raised a brow. “Luke, you will still need to serve your time.”

Luke nodded. “I know I have to pay my debts. I know there are consequences for my actions—but I don’t feel alone anymore. I feel supported. I feel like my life has a purpose.”

“You do,” Providian affirmed. “And you’re right—your brothers support you, as you will support them. It is my mission as well... to support you.”

He placed his hands on Luke’s shoulders. The princes began forming a line in front of Luke, waiting to congratulate him.

The first prince stepped forward, entered Luke’s space, and extended his arm. When Luke reached out, the prince gripped his forearm firmly. Luke followed suit. The prince tilted his head, pressed his forehead against Luke’s, and inhaled deeply.

Luke furrowed his brows and looked to Providian, unsure.

Providian nodded once. “That is our custom, Luke. You share each other’s honor and purpose through the breath of life.”

Luke smiled. “My grandpa taught me that too.” He remembered watching his grandfather greet friends that way—the Hawaiian honi—a gesture of respect and shared spirit.

One by one, the princes greeted him in the same way—gripping his arm, pressing their foreheads together, and sharing the breath of life. Some faces even looked familiar.

“Providian,” Luke asked, “how many of us are there?”

“Thousands upon thousands,” Providian replied with a chuckle. “Don’t worry, you won’t need to meet them all today—we’d be here for years. You’ll have the rest of your life to know them. I only wanted you to understand how significant you are—that you are in good company. You are not alone, Luke. You can trust in something bigger than yourself.”

Luke nodded, smiling.

“Come here, Luke. We must say goodbye.” Providian gestured for him to turn. Luke waved farewell as the princes rose into the sky.

“Where are they going?” Luke asked.

“They are returning home—through the world’s beautiful skies,” Providian answered.

“But they came from the ground,” Luke replied.

“No, they came from the lightning above. The princes fly almost as fast as light itself. You didn’t see their arrival, but you will. One day, you will travel that way too.”

Providian closed his right fist and snapped two fingers. A bright light glowed in his palm. He slowly opened his hand—one finger at a time—revealing a shining silver coin spinning like a top. Luke gasped, covering his mouth as it slowed and came to rest in Providian’s hand.

From above, the princes’ deep voices echoed in chant: “Luke, Luke, Luke.”

Luke raised his fists high. “Thank you! Thank you!” he shouted.

Providian cleared his throat softly. Luke stepped closer, gazing at the coin’s surface as it stopped spinning. His eyes widened.

“That’s me!” he exclaimed, pressing his fingers to his chest.

The legion of princes roared in excitement, chanting his name louder. Together they tossed their coins skyward, where bursts of light exploded like divine fireworks.

“I have my own coin?” Luke asked in disbelief, his hand over his forehead. “This is incredible! Presidents are on coins—I’m just Luke!”

Providian smiled as Luke steadied his breath, trying not to hyperventilate. On the coin, Luke saw himself—standing tall, shoulders back, armored in gold and silver that shimmered from head to toe. A diamond-studded helmet reflected light like a mirror. In one hand he held a silver sword, in the other a radiant shield. A triangular eye gleamed on his breastplate—like the one on the dollar bill.

The image began to glow like the North Star.

“That’s me,” Luke whispered in awe. “How could you have known I’d be one of your princes?”

“As I told you, Luke—I knew from the very beginning,” Providian said.

“I’m wearing the gear of a soldier, just like the rest. When will this armor be mine?”

“When you are ready,” Providian replied. He placed the coin in Luke’s hand. “This one is yours.” He chuckled and snapped again, revealing another coin in his own palm. “And this one is for me. On the day you become a prince, your coin joins my pocket.”

Luke frowned slightly. “Why your pocket?”

Providian smiled. “What do you keep in your pocket, Luke?”

“Money,” Luke answered.

“Why?”

“I need money to buy things.”

“And why can you buy things with it?” Providian pressed.

Luke rubbed his chin. “Because... it has value.”

“Exactly,” Providian nodded. “And so do you. All of you princes are valuable to me. That’s why I keep you close—in my pocket.”

Luke tilted his head. “But how can you hold thousands of coins in one pocket? Wouldn’t that be too heavy?”

“There’s no limit to how many I can hold,” Providian replied gently.

Luke opened his mouth to ask more, but Providian raised his palm. “You don’t need to know everything, Luke. Sometimes you simply need to trust. The first thing you must do is focus on your missions—on the young men you will mentor.”

Luke’s eyes brightened. “But what are my missions?”

“You will know soon enough,” Providian said, his voice fading like the last roll of thunder. “There’s more to learn, Luke. Much more to learn.”
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​Chapter 2 — The Right Choice
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Providian looked up into the skies at the legion of princes. “Go and be well, my princes.”

“Goodbye, Luke,” their voices echoed. Luke raised his palm and waved until each prince faded into the light.

The bars of his cell and the dirty white walls of the prison reappeared. The vast meadow was gone. The princes were gone, too—but something was different. Luke was different. He was a Providian Prince. Someone bigger than him, greater than him, was rooting for him.

“Providian, were those all your princes—every last one?” Luke asked, still amazed.

Providian shook his head. “I’m glad you asked. There’s one more prince who serves me. I was saving that surprise for last. Would you like to meet him?”

“Surprise?” Luke scratched his head. “Yes! Of course!”

Providian tapped twice on the top of Luke’s desk. In the faint background, a prince just like the others emerged from the white wall, passing through the bars until he stood right beside Luke. Luke squinted as the prince’s identity became clear.

“Sauce!” Luke exclaimed, throwing his arms around him. “You’re a prince, too?”

Sauce winked. “Yup, I am,” he said cheerfully.

“Why didn’t you tell me?”

“What would I have told you, Luke? That you’d get sucked into an abyss, roam a dark tunnel, befriend a purple lizard, jump into pictures on a cave, and make a choice that could change your life?” Sauce cackled. “You would’ve thought I was nuts. You would’ve thought I was the crazy one.”

Luke laughed. “I guess that’s true,” he said sheepishly. “But I think I would’ve tried to believe you.”

“No, you wouldn’t have. Don’t lie,” Sauce teased, wagging his finger.

“You’re right again.” Luke pressed his lips together and glanced at the floor as his face warmed.

“Don’t be ashamed,” Sauce said gently, recognizing the look. “I was the same way. I had to see it for myself. I wouldn’t have believed you if our roles were reversed.”

Luke’s smile widened from ear to ear. He cleared his throat. “So—how? Why? What are—?”

Sauce lifted his palm. “I’m only here for a second—to congratulate you. I’m proud of you, Luke. I knew there was greatness in you. You just had to see the greatness in yourself. We’ll reunite soon. Better still, we’ll be brothers and friends forever.” He pulled Luke into a bear hug, then turned to Providian. “Providian, are you ready to send me?”

Providian reached into his right pocket and revealed another coin. Sauce was etched upon its face.

“I have my own coin, too,” Luke said, twirling his coin between finger and thumb with a playful wink.

“Yes, you will go shortly, Sauce,” Providian answered. He set his hands upon Sauce’s shoulders. “Prince, go to the lost one. Show him the way, and offer the choice. He is ready. But as always, guard your mind; guard your heart. Put on your full armor. Do not let the Destructors near your crown. They must not penetrate a single diamond. Stay clear of the spear, the dime, and the baggage,” he instructed. “Remember, the Destructors will battle even harder when you make the offer. If you need me, call me.”

“Yes, Providian. I understand,” Sauce said with a nod. “I understand.”

“I know. I tell you this before every mission, but expect them to fight harder.”

“Yes, you do—and yes, I know,” Sauce chuckled. “The reminders keep me strong.” His smile set into his face.

“Say your goodbyes, Sauce and Luke, so I can send you.” Providian slipped Sauce’s coin back into his pocket.

Sauce turned to Luke, placed his hands firmly on Luke’s shoulders, and pressed his forehead to Luke’s. “I will see you again, my friend—Prince Luke.” He winked, then faced Providian.
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