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Once upon a time, I was absolutely certain the world had lost its magic. I felt like I’d ruined some grand illusion by peeking behind the curtain, until a chance encounter with a perfect stranger made me see things a little differently, and in the most unexpected way too.

I was having a very trying week, one of those weeks, you know the kind. The kind of week where everything that can go wrong does. Work was brutal, the kids were worse, and the bills were piling up with no end in sight. 

At the end of the day I’d routinely walk home from work to shake of some of the stress. My usual route passed by an old bus stop with a wonky wooden bench and a leafy shade tree planted behind it. The quaint scene usually helped calm my nerves and cheer me up, so sometimes I liked to sit there and a take a little time to just breathe. But this time when I sat down, before I knew it, I was crying.

I must have been quite a sad sight sitting alone with red, puffy eyes, wallowing in self pity, because an elderly gentleman took notice of me. He must have been in his late eighties, at the very least, and he looked like he’d just stepped out of an old black-and-white movie.  

His whole style was a nod to the bygone eras of the late forties and early fifties with wing-tipped shoes, pleated dress pants, a perfectly ironed dress shirt, and a matching button-down vest. The old-fashioned fedora jauntily perched on his head completed the look. With slow, deliberate steps, he shuffled his way over to me and just nodded and smiled, the kind of knowing smile that didn’t need words to make you feel seen. I did my best and managed to smile back at him through my tears.

He didn’t say a word, he just sat down next to me, and started shimmying closer, inch by inch, still not saying anything. I watched him with a side eye and a raised eyebrow, he just nodded his head and gave me that little smile again. 

He reached his trembling hand into his breast pocket producing a crisp white handkerchief and handed it to me to dry my eyes. I remember thinking, It’s too bad men don’t carry those anymore. A few minutes later I felt his hand hover slightly over my shoulder before lowering it, as if asking permission in silence. He reminded me so much of my grandfather that I let him place his arm around me. 

He remained completely silent the whole time, never uttering a single word. He just sat there with his arm around my shoulders. When I’d cried myself out, he kissed the top of my head, gave me a nod, a wink, and a tip of his hat, and then went on his way with a smile. I never got his name and never saw him again, but I never forgot him either. Without saying a word, he showed me just how much of an impact one kind gesture can have on someone’s life.

He didn’t need to say anything, his actions conveyed his message loud and clear:  It's okay, I’m here, and you’re not alone. In that moment, that single act of compassion made me realize the magic in the world hadn’t been erased, it had only been dimmed, it’s always there, hidden beneath the surface. It’s up to each one of us to let our own light shine a little brighter to make it easier for others to see. 

I think, as people, we’ve allowed our inborn magic of human connection to go to sleep, to be subdued by technology and bustling lives. It seems like we’ve all forgotten that we’re connected in some way or another, but just because we’ve forgotten doesn’t mean that it’s not still there, sleeping below the surface.

In generations past, there was a time when people talked to each other, starting conversations by telling stories so others would know they weren’t alone and disconnected from the rest of the world. Just people doing what they could to help brighten the day for someone else, whether they’re a friend, family member, or like in my case, a total stranger.

Sadly, we don’t talk to each other anymore, we talk at each other instead, as a result, the art of storytelling and conversation are both dying, I think it’s time for us to slow down, talk more, and bring back that tradition. We all know the world needs it now more than ever. What if the world shimmered just a little more, not because it changed overnight, but because we did? A world where more people than not, total strangers, started talking to each other again, helping to lighten the load for someone else. What a magical place that would be.

If you're not great at making conversation, or just too shy to start the dialogue, that’s okay, you don’t have to. The great thing about reading out loud, is that you don’t have to be very good at it, just the sound of your voice out in the world is enough.

Just pick up a book and read out loud. Read out loud on the bus or subway, you might make the burden of the journey a little less wearisome for everyone on board. Read out loud in the park; if you’re alone, you can read to the pigeons. If the pigeons don’t want to hear it, then read to the statues (they can’t run away). You can always sing a song if you have the voice for it (unfortunately, I don’t), because songs are stories too, and hold a magic of their own, and therefore they should be shared too.

Talk about your favourite childhood rhyme or a funny story you heard somewhere in your travels. You could share an important lesson that you learned on the road so that others can learn from it. Any story will do, really, a single act of kindness, a single conversation, can help someone forget their problems, even for just a little while.

Talk to each other and bring back the magic and wonder that starts with a real conversation, and ends with a real connection to another person. Who knows? Maybe you’ll make a new friend or two in the process and rediscover the wondrous magic of good old-fashioned human connection. Do something good for someone else, because in the end, it’s the little things that truly matter. It’s all the little things that make the world a better place. Choose to fall in love with the world again. 

This encounter was the inspiration for my story, and a nod to my kindly stranger. I hope you enjoy it.
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Chapter One: In The Beginning
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Long ago – all the way back to the beginning of time, there lived a girl unlike any other, her name was Hala-Darya. Her name means moon ring glowing above blue waters, but her friends just call her Hala. What made her special is the fact that she was the very first moon child ever brought into creation. In short, the very first fairy to ever walk the earth.

Hala was called here because there was a great and ancient shadow that had quietly slipped into our world. An unseen force that was threatening to unravel everything in the natural realm. It was her task to protect us from the encroaching darkness that was rising up against all living things.

Now, before I continue with the tale, I have to bring up a fundamental truth, or rule as some prefer to call them, that apply to all living things. The first truth of life says all living creatures need a spark to awaken the soul before they can begin their earthly journey. 

It took three immortal beings to awaken Hala and pull her though the veil that separates the universal realms, so she could walk among us in this world. They wove magic taken from the soft glow of a blue moon, mixed with warm caressing winds that drifted over starlit seas to light her spark, and then together, the hallowed three gifted her the wind and tide as her own to command.

The first immortal was her mother, Luna. Now, for those who don’t already know, Luna is the guardian of the night, and older than time itself. She’s the protector of all good dreams and whispered secrets, and the guardian of magic.

The second was Ilmarinen, her father, he’s the wisest and most knowing, the keeper of truth, ancient wisdom, and the stories that bind us together. But that’s not all he is, he also commands the four winds. He sends them sweeping across the world to collect, and scatter, knowledge, making sure that no story is ever lost, and every scrap of insight finds its way to those who need it.  

And last but not least, Undine. She’s a life force in her own right, like the sea and the ocean, unchanging and ever-changing all at once. She’s the mother of songs and tides, and the keeper of lost memories. It’s her job to collect and protect the things that have been forgotten, returning them when they’re needed.

Now, for the second truth of life, it says that upon their awakening, every soul brought into the world is born with their own song of creation, and Hala was no exception. Her birth was ushered in by four mystic wolves, Catalan, Norori, Austri, and Rettsor. Magical creatures who sang a symphony of unity and power that would forever shape her path, and her destiny. The wolves have been with her from the very beginning, raising her as one of their own. They’re her guardians, teachers, and her brothers and sisters. Her family.

From that point forward, Ilmarinen entrusted one wolf to guard each of the four winds, ensuring the teachings would be preserved and carried on through the generations. From them rose four clans, each gifted with their own kind of magic. This is the part of the story where I introduce you to Hala’s brothers and sisters. Let’s start with Norori.

Norori lives with her clan high up in the northern mountains. Her velvety white coat casts a silvery shine, like the first rays of morning light reflecting over a snowy horizon. Her physical stature is a little smaller compared to the rest of the family, and her gentle disposition, give her an unassuming stance, don’t let her appearance fool you though. Norori is true and steadfast, as pure and unyielding as the icy mountain ranges she calls home.  

The northern clan scatter the seeds of prayer and belief wherever their feet touch the earth.  Joyous song is their strength, the pristine north wind carries their melody far and wide, bringing the light of hope to lost and forgotten souls who may wander alone in the dark. They’re the most resolute of the clans, for where there’s prayer and faith, hope and joy will grow. And it’s well known that shadows can't see, or place their mark on those who stand within the light.

Austri watches over the east with a noble and commanding presence. Each movement is fluid like the ebbing tide. His large golden eyes reflect an uncanny intelligence for a wolf, even for a mystic one, suggesting a collective knowledge passed down through time. His glistening gold and bronze fur changes shades with the changing light, a reminder that truth doesn’t always reveal itself in a single hue.

His clan was chosen to carry the power of wisdom, understanding, and patience. They're truth seekers and storytellers, keeping records passed down from the ages. The most knowing and seeing of the clans, and thus, able to see the truth in all situations, even through the darkest lies and intentions.

Rettsor is the youngest of the four wolves, and the most playful. She runs wild with the warm winds of the south, over green meadows and brooks. She heralds the arrival of unbridled and thunderous storms, carrying the nourishing rains that cleanse and renew, promising healing and rebirth.  

An untamed passion for life and love emanates from her, a tangible current that can be felt in the charged air around her. A coursing river of deep copper runs through her short chocolate fur, mirroring the rich soil beneath her paws. Her eyes are emerald green, the shade of lush foliage, where the southern clan likes to make their homes in earthen caves and swaying treetops. They were chosen as the healers of the world, possessing an inherent connection to the earth and root.

Catalan, is the oldest, and the largest of the wolves. He embodies the fourth clan with his dark, menacing appearance. Glossy fur so black it gleams with a fiery blue sheen that ripples with each muscular movement. He’s the leader of the wolf pack and, by far, the most feared. He and his tribe belong to the powerful ocean in the west. Granite caves carved by time and tide, driven by the relentless winds serve as their home. His deep violet eyes are ringed with a soft lavender and hold a distinct hypnotic quality that entrances anyone daring enough to gaze into them.  

His clan are the masters of endurance and acceptance, tempered by love and compassion. Ilmarinen appointed them as protectors, the defenders that stand strong and unmoving like the mountains, and enduring like the everlasting force of the untamed ocean. They are the warriors, the strongest and fiercest clan.

Hala’s destiny is to protect the balance of light and shadow. A child of the night whose veins carry the power of moonlight, yet her heart protects the light of dawn, and the promise that that a new day will rise with it. She’s the force who must stand where others cannot, walking the world as a living bridge between realms that were never meant to meet. 

This is the story of Hala-Darya and the great mystic wolves. Their tale begins when earth and humankind were both still young and wild, and magic flowed through all things. 
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Chapter Two: Twilight and Magic
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On the edge of a solitary bluff jutting from a towering cliff stood a lone figure. She watched the last rays of sunlight spill across the sparkling topaz sea below her. A lazy breeze drifted over the water, kissing the waves before curling around her, carrying with it the sweet, fresh scent of the sea, as if it were trying to coax her into joining its game.  

Hala admired the crystal clear water below as it converged with the changing colours on the horizon. The day's last beams of reddish-orange mixed with hues of yellow and pink faded and melted together as they danced and sparkled off the glassy surface, making the sky and the ocean appear as one. 

Everyone knows the world is at its most magical when all that is, was, and will ever be, hovers on the edge of sleep and wake, light and dark. The exact moment when everything converges in perfect harmony of earth, sea, and sky. If you listen carefully, the melody of the world can be heard, but more importantly, felt, at least for those whose hearts still know how to hear it.  

She waited for the sun made to make its grand finale for the day before slowly unfurling her wings to greet the rising moon. The filtered light caught in her silvery-white hair, and reflected in her wide oval eyes. The ghostly light revealed the wild untamed sheen within them, an echo of something feral laying in wait just under the calm exterior. Every fairy child born after her would have eyes of gold, silver, or green. But, she was the very first moon daughter, her eyes were a glowing shade of blue, like moonlight and starlight.  

She gave a long soulful howl, calling to her siblings before stepping off the precipice to take flight, soaring on the night breeze. As she glided across the water’s surface, she dipped her hand just below the waterline as she skimmed along, gathering speed as she went. The water rippled beneath her palm’s caress, gathering into a rising swell that lifted with her as she rose, eager to greet the stars just beginning to wake.

Perching on the crest of the wave she listened intently to a lone wolf’s answering call rising from the night. The deep rumbling growl could only belong to Catalan, he was chastising her for being late, again. A quiet laugh escaped her. She cupped her hands around her mouth letting her clear, chiming voice call out let him know she was almost there.

The wave beneath her shifted and pushed her forward toward a dense evergreen forest stretched along the shore. As she neared the beach, she folded her wings tightly around her torso, gliding onto the soft golden sand. 

Her family waited on the ledge near the mountain’s peak, the place they had long used as their meeting ground. Since Hala was already late, she quickly made her way to the opening framed by gnarled tree trunks, the only break in the solid wall of forest that marked the path upward. She could always just fly to the meeting place, but she preferred the quiet walk through the trees. It wouldn’t hurt Catalan to wait a few more minutes.

This part of the forest was Hala’s playground when she was still just a pup. Her sister Norori never cared for games, she wasn’t about to soil her pristine fur in the name of play. But Hala, and the rest of her siblings, had spent many carefree nights running wild through the trees playing hide and seek. Hala would climb onto Rettsor’s back, with Austri beside them racing through the timberland looking for a good hiding spot, trying to throw Catalan off their trail.

It was a challenge to say the least, so they had to get creative, but it never worked. He always managed to find their hiding spot. Even the time they thought they could outsmart him by climbing a tree to hide in the branches. It turned out the joke was on them, they climbed a little too high and got stuck. Catalan had to guide them down again, with more than just a little laughter, reminding them that wolves aren’t birds and not meant to be in the whispering tree tops.

Austri once told her that the leaves whisper when the wind blows because they’re telling the story of the old forest. 

He said the story goes, that once upon a time, deep in the woods, the wilderness provided a sheltered haven to a lone drifter who had gotten lost in the trees. The stranger was gravely injured and far beyond the brink of exhaustion, without hope, and barely enough strength to fight the ghastly dreadnoughts that hunted the wanderer. The green men of the forest saw only goodness in their curious new acquaintance, so they harnessed the wild magic in the forest to harbour the odd visitor from certain death. As fate would have it, this was no mere mortal, this was an Iskanta, an enchanter.  

The wizard was deeply moved by the kindness and compassion given so freely when it was needed the most. In return, the wizard blessed the ancient trees with long life and gave all the creatures living under its canopy voices of their own. From that point forward, the forest became a safe haven for all good souls that may need it, just as the outlander had been granted shelter from threat or harm.

The tale of the enchanted forest is still carried on by those who remain steadfast in their belief of the old forest magic. They recite the story to their little ones as they bundle them into warm cozy beds by the fire. It’s a well loved bedtime story, one that sparks the imagination, stirring colourful dreams full of daring adventures and noble deeds, keeping the wonder of magic alive. Austri says it’s the reason the wolf born still sing to Luna each night. 

Catalan impatiently called out to her again, this time his growl was deeper and more menacing, telling Hala to hurry up. She picked up speed, pausing just long enough to admire the faintly glowing moon flowers along the path. They somehow found the strength to bloom in the thin streaks of light that struggled to slip through the thick copse overhead. Their determination deserved to be admired.  Then she was off again, stopping only when the trees stood shoulder to shoulder against the upward slope of the mountain. She opened her wings and began the ascent.

Halfway up the mountain, she could see Catalan’s bulky frame restlessly pacing back and forth across the ledge. From this distance, the scars that crisscrossed his sleek black hide weren’t noticeable. She never asked how he got them, and Catalan never offered to tell her. She was sure of one thing though, the kind of animal strong enough to do that much damage was one she never wanted to meet.

The tension in Catalan’s shoulders visibly relaxed when he caught sight of her. “It’s about time!” His voice echoed in her mind, but he playfully nudged her as she walked by. 

Norori was stretched out in her usual cool, languid pose, a slight purr of a song could be heard from her lilting voice, her way of saying hello. Most of the time, Norori behaved more like a very large cat rather than a great mystic wolf. But Hala decided it might be better not to tell her that. Norori could be a bit sensitive about that sort of thing.

One time the wolf slipped on a moss-covered log and fell into the stream. The water-logged canine looked like a drowned rat and made Hala laugh out loud. Norori was so insulted she refused to even look at her for almost a week.

She planted her feet and braced herself for Austri’s greeting, he rose up on his hind legs and placed a large paw on each of her shoulders, almost tipping her over in the process, and rubbed his forehead against hers.

Rettsor, with her wild, unruly mane sticking out from every direction, leaned her head against Hala’s shoulder so Hala could scratch the giant's ears, before flopping on the ground at her feet with her belly up. Rettsor loved playful attention any time she could get it, and belly rubs were a good way to guarantee you had a friend for life.  

After greeting her siblings, Hala stepped onto a slight platform in the center of the ledge. At her touch the stage rose and hovered in the air, making way under the floating altar for large pink and white lilies to spring up from the unforgiving stone. The star-shaped blossoms unfolded and turned their gaze to their namesakes that twinkled in the night sky.  

The world around them slowly began to fall away and change. The air shimmered with a myriad of kaleidoscope colours and fell around the pack as the night sounds quietly faded into the background.  

Speckled dots of light appeared, dancing in the wind like fireflies on a summer evening. The wind swirled faster and faster until it howled around them. Her eyes flashed, igniting a spark that coursed through her outstretched wings.  

Hala looked to the moonlit sky as she spoke, “Mother, I need you,” she called forlornly. Last night the villages called for help,” She said as her her brows drew together remembering the sounds of heavy rhythmic drumming, growing louder and louder until the ground pulsed like a heartbeat.

“I know the reason, I’ve seen the shadows slipping into the quiet places of the world, creeping and nesting in the cracks that no one sees, and no light reaches. The night has started to hold the daylight at bay longer than it should. But the worst of it are the whispers carried in the wind, a beastly voice that doesn't belong to this world.” Hala paused to take a deep breath before going on. “It speaks words that were never meant to be heard, or said aloud, in the mortal realm.” The mixture of confusion and indignant outrage she felt was clear in her voice.

Hala continued, “The villages stack their fires higher at sunset every night, and set warriors to protect the rest of the village while they sleep, except they don’t know what they’re supposed to be guarding against. Please, your wisdom and guidance are needed.”

A series of images flashed through Hala’s mind, playing in slow motion. The scene Luna showed her was pitch black, so dark that not even the brightest rays of the sun or moon could penetrate through it. All that could be seen was never-ending darkness. Still, in her mind's eye, she got a fleeting glimpse of menacing shadows swaying in a dark, twisted dance.  

There was a brilliant flash of light, and the scene shifted to a raging battle between light and dark for the right to inherit the earth. Fallen bodies from both sides littered the fields, the forests were ablaze with ashes falling like snow, darkening the sky. Skeletons of fire-singed trees framed the grim horizon. Death and destruction reigned everywhere.

The grim slideshow changed to show green forests and hilly meadows overflowing with life. Farmers with their sons and daughters plowed fertile fields to sow the spring crops under the early morning sun. There were people in stone houses making bread and drying spring herbs and vegetables to store for the coming winter. The sound of childish laughter and friendly chatter rang in her ears. The world sang with joy and harmony.

An unseen force jolted Hala out of her trance, a vicious energy propelled her from the floating pedestal, deliberately forcing her over the edge of the shelf.  She barely managed to land on her feet, and crouched low on the ledge scrutinizing
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