I appeared as a small fox in the middle of a lake; I was uncertain of the depth. After swimming to the shore, I laid down on the rough sand and rested for a few moments before standing back up on my newly acquired legs. I noted that I was oddly familiar with the four-legged way of movement. In front of me was a very small outcropping, a peninsula of grass, round in shape and about fifteen feet in diameter, which transitioned into a sprawling forest of pine trees, with a cold, frosty forest floor. To my left the lake curled behind me, and to my right, I could see the water stretched out for a while, finally forming a bank on which the forest continued to crop up. Further out, I could see gargantuan mountains, with snow on their peaks and crags shaped like lightning. They gave off an intimidating thunder-like aura. 
	The air was crisp when I walked into the brush, and a few flustered birds fluttered from their nest and flapped away. I found myself, after walking forwards a bit and then left a small ways, facing a small, medium-steepness hill. On my first attempt to simply walk to the top, I tripped awkwardly and tumbled quickly down. The second try was more successful, and I was on my way. 
[bookmark: _GoBack]A few feet further, I found a small creek heading downstream towards the lake. I tried to jump over it, but I only just made it, soaking my tail in the nearly ice-cold water, which shocked me into swiftly curling myself around a tree, so that I could shiver more comfortably, I assume. I reflected on the serenity of the place; I seemed to be the only focus of the attention that nature had to give. It was a surreal experience, a human taxidermied and stuffed into the body of an animal. 
When I was substantially less cold I decided I would return to the bank. I traipsed across the pine-needle laden ground uneventfully until I reached my destination. Upon exiting the forest back onto the grass protrusion, I noticed for the first time yet that I couldn’t distinguish colors easily, specifically green, red, and yellow. This realization shocked me, because the entire time I had perceived the colors that my human experiences wanted to see, and upon closer inspection, I found out that I was colorblind to those hues altogether. I spent only a small moment on this small bit of information, as I was captivated by the setting in front of me. I had not turned around to look at what was behind me when I had originally reached land, and I now saw that there was a small cottage or house across the lake. 
From what I could make out, it was made of large, convex-shaped, stone bricks. The roof was built from what I thought were wooden dark brownish-red shingles. There were a few windows, the glass translucent, and somewhat awkwardly placed into wrought iron frames. The door was splintery and thick looking, and rounded at the top with large iron rivets around the edges. It seemed to me that the thing was constructed specifically for functional purposes. I thought that it would be in my best interest to investigate, so I walked along the crescent water line. 
About halfway across, I noticed a flash of movement in the foliage to my right. When I followed what I saw through the quickly thickening brush, I saw a small white rabbit swiftly hop around a corner. A corner? I thought, as I hadn’t ever really noticed a corner in a forest before. I had happened upon a large hedge maze! It was fascinating, the way that the tree line had hidden it so well. My fox metabolism was craving sustenance, so I chased after the hare. After about five or six twists and turns I saw him dive through a small hole in the side of one of the hedges. When I managed to push my slightly larger vulpine body through, there sat the rabbit, trapped in a dead end. Without thought, I grabbed it with my jaw and broke its neck, placed it on the ground and removed the carcass so that I could access the richer meat. 
When I had finished my crude meal, I squeezed back into the main branches of the maze, attempting to retrace my steps back out. When I turned a corner, I was faced with a large wolf, about three or four times my size and had a black and dark grey coat. I had no time to observe the beauty in his looks, however, as he noticed me and his pupils dilated. I ran the other direction, not paying attention to any particular direction I should have been going as I passed more and more wolves who joined their brothers in the chase. They barked and trampled after me, and before long I saw a small opening, and aimed myself towards it, finding that I had reached an exit. 
I was facing away from the lake, and I turned to my right, which was the shortest side to the next corner (unfortunately, as the left would have been a wiser choice, as it was closer to the house, and therefore, my safety). I sped around the corner, losing my breath steadily, having done all that running. I kept going to the best of my ability in a beeline towards the house, which was my best bet at safety. The wolves were about five feet behind me at this point, and when I reached the door to the house, I slipped through a small hole in the very bottom, just big enough for me to push through. I caught my breath as the lupine beasts slammed into the door, trying to break it down, but the lock held. 
I realized then that I had just gone through the exact same situation as that rabbit earlier. They had seen me, and instantly ran after me, bloodthirstily, before I outran them and squeezed through a hold I thought was safe. I knew how that hare felt then. Thankfully, though, this was slightly safer than a hole in a hedge maze. Then, to my surprise, a man, who looked about twenty, but who was somehow younger than he looked, came around the corner in the L-shaped cottage and picked me up.
	“Hey, little fox, are you alright?” he asked me in a happy and caring voice.
	“I am, thank you.” I said, and he put me down quickly but gently, obviously surprised. I was surprised as well, as this was the first time that I had spoken there. 
	“So you can speak, huh?” He asked, half apprehensively, and half curiously.
	“I would sure hope so,” I told him as I paced around the smallish area, inspecting my new setting, “nice place”. 
	“Er…thanks, I built it myself. It took a long time and a lot of work, but it wasn’t too hard. I was glad to have something to do.” He told me, placing his hand on the wall. At that moment the wolves slammed against the door again, one muzzle, the black one I think, snarled through the hole. I jumped back and jumped again at the sound of a gunshot. I small bullet left a chip in the brick floor, right beside where the wolf’s snout had been a moment ago. We heard them yelp and run away, and I could breathe easily.
	“Where’d you get the gun?” I inquired, seeing the rifle in his hands that he had seemingly pulled from nowhere in particular.
	“Built it myself, as well. Weapons, guns especially, are a hobby of mine.” He told me, placing his firearm back onto a small metal rack on the wall where it sat in a way that made me think that it wanted to show off. The barrel was slightly shorter than I supposed a standard length for that sort of gun to be, and had to polished brass bars from the trigger to the end of the barrel, which was also of polished brass. The wood was polished as well, the grain a semi-reflective gray-brown. The butt was light looking, on the sides were copper colored plates, etched decoratively, but you could see that it had a certain roughness that indicated it was made with more primitive technology. The trigger was mechanical-looking, with gears and other mechanical paraphernalia protruding from the wood above the finger hold. It was definitely something that he spent plenty of time on. 
	“I can make you bed upstairs if you’re in need of one.” He suggested.
	“Not right now, maybe later. Thank you, though.” I told him, still curious about his dwelling. I walked around as he watched me quietly. There was three rooms on the first floor, the first being the kitchen and dining area. From the doorway, I was facing the back of the house, which turned right, finishing the L-shaped blueprint.
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