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The pale moonlight shined through the only window in the tower, creating a dim silhouette of the figure standing before it. The figure was a woman dressed completely in white clothes, which seemed to bring out the beauty of her equally pale face. Lady Elisabeth had waited behind the glass for over a year, for her husband to return from the war. Often at nights, her pining cries drove the serving maids insane, just as their mistress grew more and more insane with each passing day. 

Her husband was the Lord Trevor, of Vanisia, a kingdom that lived under the Christian rule, and defended proudly the words of God in any war, and in this case, one in the far east, where Lord Trevor had triumphed once before. But this time, Elisabeth was not so sure of his victory. Talk among the servants and maids in the kingdom had not been very pleasant, or optimistic, which had enraged the Lady, and left her to do nothing but think about what could possibly happen.

Elisabeth stared out the casement, and onto the ocean, which the castle overlooked. She hoped that any minute, she would see that battleship that would return victorious, with her lover aboard. For the first time in over a month, she moved away from the window, and into the center of the room. There she sat around a circular table, and lit a small candle. The center filled partially with light, and she began to pray. Pray for her love to return to her, pray for all her worries and fears to be calmed by his presence. Only God could ease her mind.

Her prayer was interrupted by an object soaring through the open window and into the room, planting itself in the polished table. Startled, Lady Elisabeth shot back, knocking over and extinguishing the candle, leaving herself in darkness. She hurriedly collected herself, and relit the candle, to see what exactly had frightened her so.

It was an arrow, with a roll of parchment wrapped around it. Excited, expecting this to be the notice of Trevor’s return, Elisabeth leaped for the note. It was written in Latin, making her reach deep into her memory of her teachings. As she progressed to translate her welcomed news, her face fell.

“To the Lady of Vanisia. Lord Trevor has been killed in battle. His body was found slaughtered and disemboweled by his enemies. The war is over.”

Lady Elisabeth dropped her head. Tears streaming down her fair skin, she ripped up the letter. Picking up a quill, and her own parchment, she hastily scrawled a letter, and ran out of the room. A maid approached her as she ran to the ascending stairs, and begged her to speak of what was happening. 

Ignoring her completely, Elisabeth continued up the stairs and out onto the roof of the castle. The maid shouted for her to stop, and she turned back to her, and out of her thin red lips, replied, “His life is mine. If he lives no more, nor shall I.”

The lady then threw herself of the edge of the castle, falling to her death, to the rocks below.

* * *

A few days later, a heavily armoured knight strode into the palace walls. His sword was greatly soaked in blood, and his breastplate was scratched and dented. Upon his entrance, a peasant woman rushed to his side. She spoke merrily to him.

“Welcome Back, Lord Trevor.”
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