
Only the Beginning to a New End 

 

 As the raindrops run fast down the glass surface of the window, a lightning bolt strikes 

and thunder roars. A gust of wind howls as the rain begins to grow heavier outside. A beautiful 

woman walks through the corridor of the grey brick mansion. She has long auburn hair tied 

down her back into a thick braid decorated with gems and flowers. Her feet gently tap against the 

floor as the train of her light blue dress kisses the back of her heels with every step she takes. She 

waves her open palms in front of the balcony door handles. The doors open slowly.  

The rain begins to blow inside, landing on her as she begins to walk outside. A butler is 

graced by her presence when he walks up to her holding a silver tray with a clear cover over two 

flowers; a red tulip and a pink carnation are floating inside of the casing.  

He bows and interrupts briefly, “your majesty?”  

She turns around and smiles at him. Her perfect teeth are shown when she smiles ear to 

ear and her caramel skin glows ever so radiantly from the darkness of the storm. He pulls the 

cover away from the flowers swiftly.  

“Thank you,” she takes the flowers from the tray and snapping her fingers three times. 

The rain stops.  

The clouds begin to clear.  

The sun is shining once more.  

The woman plucks the petals of both flowers and throws them over the white railing of the 

balcony into the freshly cut green grass. The petals fade into the ground and blossom into a bush 

of red tulips and pink carnations in their place. She walks back inside delighted at her creation. 

 A tall olive complexioned man with thick wavy light brown hair walks up to her in navy 

blue and silver knight armor. He smiles and bows after taking his helmet off in respect for her. 

He then leans in to embrace her.  

“It has been so long your highness,” he says into her ear. “How have you been?”  

She laughs pulling away from the heartfelt embrace, “Jahn you are a silly man for sure. You 

don’t have to call me ‘your highnesses.’ We are friends for goodness sakes. We are equals.” 

She gestures for him to relax, “Please call me by my name.” 

 He nods, “Yes. Of course, Lenna.” 


