Beginnings

She was born into a ruckly shed, one amongst the litter of five.
Weakest of them all, she got no help as her mother assumed she would die off soon anyways.

She however showed a great will to survive, and while her two sisters and brother slowly passed away, she was still breathing.



Eventually, when only she and her sibling remained, they both started showing signs that they would survive.

Her mother was overjoyed as she feared all her pups would die, and two survivors were more than she'd hope for.



Alexis was raised poorly, with a sick mother who had been cast our by society, and lived in a draughty shed.

Her brother was also sick much, but she and her mother took care of him the best they could.

One day, five or six years after her birth, her mother passed away, and Alexis were on her own.

Survival

She tended to her brother as much as she could, by staying by his side through rain and snow.
Though, in the end, he passed away as well. She was now nine, and had never met any other beasts but her family.

She was scared, but determined, leaving her home and everything, and got out into the world, trying to survive.



When she left the shed they'd call a home, without clothes, food or money, a tear trickled down her cheek.

She cried for her family, her life, and most of all... she cried because she was scared.

Out in the cool night-air, she shivered and slowly pulsed through the snow, out into the wild.

She didn't want to see this evil town no more. The town that had cast out her mother, and forced her to live such a miserable life.



She wasn't ready to die. She felt that, deep down, her time isn't up yet, so she pressed on.

Through mud and snow, through one forest into the next, never looking back.

She wasn't crying no more, her tears had dried up; she was just focusing on survival...

She sat down and rested, every time her legs didn't want to continue moving, perhaps sleeping some.

Food she took wherever she could find it, A plant here, a squirrel there... Eating to survive.



Eventually, she came across another town, beasts still walking around in this late hour.

She sat down and observed them, creatures she's never seen before. Walking around, talking to each other.

She knew some words they said, she had used the same words when talking to her mother, but others she didn't recognize.

She was curious about them. What beasts they were, what they did... but she was too shy.

What if they were bad people, she thought, I am not ready to die yet.
A loud snap behind her made her run and hide behind the trunk she sat on. 



A young racoon boy, perhaps a year younger than her, stood watching her from afar.

She shaked in fear, hoping he wouldn't hurt her. But at the same time, felt excited at seeing one of them this up close.

The young boy smiled and took a step forward, stretching out a paw to her. He said something she didn't understand.

She looked at the paw, then the smiling boy, then the paw again, unsure what to think.

They stood there, until another snap was heard behind the boy, who turned his head towards it and said something.

She had never heard the language they spoke before, but she thought it sounded pretty, so she forced herself to stay there.



An older racoon appeared behind the boy, and they spoke. His father, she thought.

The small boy pointed to the trunk she was hiding behind, and said something to the older one.
She grew worried; as she didn't understand what they said, hoping they wouldn't kill her.

The older racoon took a step forward towards the trunk, and as he grew nearer, she saw that it was the face of a young man.

She liked his face, it looked calm and friendly. Must be his brother she thought, and stayed still, no longer shivering in fear.

The racoon reached out with his paw and said something. She looked at him, and then shook her head to show she didn't understand.

The brother looked like he was thinking hard about something, and then uttered the words "kom".

It was a word she had heard before... her mother had used it whenever she wanted her to come to her side.

She looked at his paw, then slowly and shaking stretched out her paw and placed it into his.
Help

He gently held her paw in his, then started pulling it slowly, ushering her out from hiding.

She slowly came out, looking at him. He looked at her scrawny body, and said something to the little racoon, which ran off somewhere.

She was afraid, but excited. It was the first time she had seen another beast this close.

He kneeled down, and gently pulled her closer, until they were almost nose-to-nose.

She started shaking in fear, wondering what he was going to do to her. Then, he put his arms around her and lifted her up like nothing.

She was surprised, and didn't think of reacting until he started carrying her off into the woods, the same direction the younger one went.



She struggled a bit, weak from lack of food, but he held her there, softly but firmly.

Eventually they arrived into a meadow, with a small house sitting near the end. The young boy stood and chopped wood in the snow outside.

A small fire had been started outside, underneath a big cauldron. He carried her to the cauldron, and she saw it was full of water and some flowers.

She firmly held on to him, didn't know what he was planning on doing. Is he going to eat me, passed through her mind, and she started panicking.

He put her in the lukewarm water, placing her feet on a wooden plate on the bottom. She didn't know what to do, and started clawing his arms in panic.

The kid looked up at his brother, who didn't flinch, and then placed more wood on the fire. The brother kept her there in the cauldron.



She quickly lost all energy to fight, and the water started to feel nice. It smelled kind of good too.

The brother released her, letting her stand on her own in the pot. Then stepped back a bit.

He put a paw on his chest and said "Tom" bluntly. He repeated, "Tom Cheynas". She understood that he was trying to tell her his name.

She repeated his name, and then he pointed to the kid. "Nicholaus", he said, "Nicholaus Cheynas". "Nick... las?" was all she managed to get.

He gave up a small sigh, and then repeated "Nicholaus". She replied with: "Nick". He nodded.

Nick, who had been sitting down and watching this whole ordeal, now rose up and entered the cabin.



She didn't trust them, not completely, but when Nick returned out again, her doubts vanished.

Nick exited the cabin, carrying a tray with a fish and some fruits.

Tom came up to the cauldron again, and held out a paw to her. She looked at it, unsure about it, but placed her paw in his.

He gently lifted her up, and out of the cauldron. She shivered slightly as the cold breeze ruffled her fur.

As soon as she touched ground, she ran up to Nick and took the tray from him, and greedily started eating.

Tom started laughing hard at this display and at Nick’s surprised face as she had grabbed the tray out of his paws.
Family

It was a week ago Nick and Tom found her, Alexis as she was called, but they still couldn't communicate more than gestures.

Nick and Tom spoke a language foreign to this region, and that Alexis barely could speak at all was another hurdle.

While Tom was out in the forest, Nick started teaching Alexis the household chores. They were few, but important.

Every morning, Tom went out into the forest, and every evening, Tom returned with something to eat.

Days passed, Weeks passed, and little by little, Alexis started to learn the language they spoke.

It was called "English", and every day she asked about a new thing, learning it slowly but surely.



Six months passed, winter turned into spring and then to summer.

Alexis had begun wearing "clothes", small skin-patches sown together into garments.
She had learned much English over the months, but still couldn't speak it perfectly.

Her original language had been forgotten, she only knew English.



She had accepted the surname "Cheynas", and looked at both Nick and Tom as brothers.

She was happy, taking care of the household and staying in this tranquil place.

But something nagged in her, something wasn't right. She didn't know what or how she knew, but something was wrong.

She still hadn't met any other beasts than Tom or Nick, but she remained there, in the little meadow. Their little corner of the world.
Tom still went out into the forest each day, and returned each eve, and Nick had started follow him out, learning to do what he does.

Alexis was content, staying here alone, but she became bored. Every day, she tended to the house and prepared for their return.



One day, she saw someone walking outside the meadow, barely out of sight from it, but still close by.

She grew curious, wondering about the mysterious beast out there.

She got close to the forest, peering in, trying to see what it was that walked outside there.

The shadow moved closer to the meadow, and Alexis secretly looked at it.

It didn't look like any beast she had ever seen before, with a long pointy muzzle, and small crescent shaped eyes.

Then, her eyes fell on the gleam of a blade. This beast was wearing a weapon.
