
 

  



She was young, with dark hair and pretty eyes. She didn’t look particularly powerful or 

strong, but she wielded a sword like no other. Very few people knew that she went to war, but almost 

daily she could be seen (if one knew where to look), walking toward the battle ground with her sword 

strapped to her side. 

The enemy knew her well and cringed when he saw her moving into position. He tried 

everything to distract her.  

He would send handsome travelers her way, hoping they would entice her away from the 

frontlines. But she would always smile and shake her head as she walked away. Away to the battlefield. 

He would send friends who talked much, but not of anything important. They would chatter to 

her about the freedom they had to play instead of work. They invited her to leave her work behind as 

well, but she would kindly say no, the King was in need of her. Then away she went. Away to the 

battlefield. 

The enemy would attack those closest to her. Her sister. Her brothers. Her parents. Her dearest 

friends. But that only made her fight harder and fiercer. Away she would march. Away to the battlefield. 

The enemy would throw darts at her while she was fighting. Ones that said things like, “You’re 

ugly,” or “Nobody care about you,” or “You won’t accomplish anything with your life.” This tactic 

worked with most girls—if nothing else would distract them, the insult darts would. But this girl learned 

to watch where the darts were coming from and block them with truth. “I’m created in the King’s 

image,” and “I’m loved by the King,” and “The King has already accomplished things in me.” Her position 

on the battlefield would not waver.  

All of the enemy was afraid of her sword. It was well-worn and sharp. It fit in her hand perfectly, 

as if it had been made especially for her. She was focused and intense in battle, often singing as she 

fought. Her songs made the enemy retreat even further—for who wants to fight a warrior who is singing 

songs of life? 

Not everyone respected her. They had no idea she was fighting for them. They thought she was 

no fun. They thought she was too focused. They thought her diligence meant she was condemning 

them.  

But in truth, she was raising her sword and fighting for them as the enemy circled. She gave of 

her time and strength and hope—for them. She loved the ones the King loved, and that included every 

family member, every friend, every neighbor, every stranger. So she battled on.  
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