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As Serenity walked through the forest’s familiar overgrown path, her bright red hair reflected in the sun that shined down from the opening in the trees that seemed to stretch to the skies. Her father’s sword felt heavier in her hands than it ever had before. His words still echoed with each step she took. The wind that blew through the trees was his laugh, and the leaves crunching beneath her boots reminded her of the fire they sat by after a hard day’s training. His encouraging words were only distant memories now, but she had no reason to believe them anymore. Now, she was alone. However, the distant sound of crunching leaves proved otherwise, as they were getting closer. She readied her father’s sword in defense. A figure launched from the shadows. A crooked silhouette stitched from wood, metal, and decaying cloth. Its face was porcelain, and voice was that of scraping metal against a grindstone.

“That blade, I recognize it. He struck me down with that sword,” the creature spoke looking around, “but he’s not here now, is he? Instead, you?” it asked as it began to move closer.

Serenity stepped back as the creature extended its hand, turning its fingers into long rusted blades.

“S-stay back!” She shouted, pointing her sword directly at the creature.” I only wish to get through this forest to the other side.” The sword trembled in her hand. She tried to keep it steady, but it was too heavy. Her chest tightened. She heard her father’s words in her mind, "A sword is only as steady as the one who holds it." But her hands wouldn’t stop trembling. The creature stopped, 
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