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The Lavender Maid
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Beyond Pheonix Plains, deep within the dark woods of Moonglow forest, before it became thick with silence and vines, you would find a ruined orphanage beneath a destroyed oak tree. The building wasn’t anything grand to look at, it’s frame stands with a scorched foundation at the base, broken stone and burnt timber keep it standing. This was the home to many children who had no one, except for Vivian.

The maid of Moonglow Orphanage, Vivian was her name. Everywhere she went, the scent of lavender always followed. The children said her hair shined with violet petals; lavender could be seen like a crown in her hair.  Vivian was always kind, never too harsh when it came to punishment. Allowed second helpings when there was extra, and her lullabies could soothe any mad beasts. Even though the young maid never spoke of her past, her home was at the orphanage and the forest. Deer stood still whenever she crossed their paths, birds chirped to her singing as she did her chores, the wind that twirled around her felt warm and welcoming to those she loved.
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