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A forest of stark, tall trunked trees with webbed limbs surrounds him, as does a light, misty fog. At first his form feels uncertain, but as he comes to realize where he is, he draws into the present moment and takes in his surroundings with a cautious curiosity.

The undergrowth of ferns brims with skittering unseen wildlife, and the foliage is bright and healthy. The color is only dampened by the gray half-light which barely peeks through the fog and foliage. Dew wets his exposed skin, and the air brims with the subdued buzz of early morning. It is all startlingly realistic for dream—but it surely is a dream. He knows this because a forest scents as much as it sounds. These woods, which are full of slim elegant trees, are very much unlike the pines and oaks he was accustomed to roaming and they smell like nothing at all. 

Mist weaves around him, leading him through a twisting path which made less sense the longer he walked. It thickened until he could not remember where he had come from, or decipher where he was going, yet he did not feel lost. He continued forward mostly to indulge in a growing feeling that he’s prying someplace he’s not meant to be. And as he wandered, the fog continued to grow more opaque around him. The path at his feet became thinner, and he walked on until there was none left to follow. 

In the dense haze, the only thing left to lead him forward was a soft voice calling out into the thicket in the sweetest song he’d ever heard. A voice which the wolf within him howled to know the source of, be this just a dream or not. And so, after some blind searching where he trusted the strength of his ears over the power of his eyes, he came upon a clearing in the woods where the fog did not linger. A single beam of golden sunlight lit it with a heavenly aura. 

At the center of the clearing was a lovely woman, though her beauty was something beyond any of the words the wolf man could use to describe her. He did not know what she was, only that he felt instantly blessed for having seen her. She was surrounded by a variety of forest animals, both predator and prey, that sat about in a circle around her feet in unnatural display of unity. They all took in her bewitching figure and were lulled by her equally beguiling voice. 

She sat upon a worn-down stump and played at a shining 4-stringed harp and sang what sounded to be a lullaby, though it was not one that the wolf man knew from his own childhood. She was the color of last summer season, her skin was covered in leaf veins, that trace up her body as if she was more stem than person. Willowy, every movement of her form was graceful as she swayed with the sound of her strumming, and her hair, waving and brown, cascades down her shoulders in a way that seems to obscure everything but her beauty. 

The man in his dream state decided to stand in line with the other animals and set to watching this beautiful woman play for as long as his dream would allow. But he wasn’t long for having joined the group before he was noticed. And when the girl did look up to catch his admiring stare from across the field, she stopped her playing very suddenly and stood up. The spell of peace completely broken, all the animals around them rose to their feet and ran off just as quickly.

“Who are you?” Her sweet voice now tinny and nervous, and she retreats as he steps forward. “You are not one of the creatures of this wood.” 

“There are no creatures of this place but me, singing forest fawn. For all here is but a dream of mine. Don’t faer me as I approach, I mean you no harm.” 

“Fawn?” She shakes her head, “The wolf wanders into my clearing, where no such man of his type has ever trotted before, and demands I not faer him. These are my woods, sacred and true, though dream may be the closest those like you have ever come to it.”  

“If this is more than a dream then, and your beauty I may behold in my waking world, tell me where your forest lies so that I may meet you and convince you to be my bride.”

“Your bride!” At this the girl lets out a delightful giggle, her faer having faded. “You’ve only just met me wolf, do all your people speak so foolishly of love when meeting strangers?” 

“But when I look upon you, I see no stranger, I see a woman I would like to make my wife.” He insisted, and she laughed again though it did not deter him. In fact, her laughter brought about an enchantment to his heart so strong that he immediately knew his resolve would not be shaken.  

There are some things that men simply know when they meet the one they are meant to love. Stories call it fate, and the cynical call it foolhardy, but the heart often knows what it desires before the owner can ever understand the logic behind why. And upon finding this woman, the wolf man knew what his desires were and would not be shaken in them without good and due cause. 

“Let me prove my intention to you then,” he continues in the hopes of convincing her. “Then you will know the truth of my love. Though I will keep this vision of you as an eternal flame within myself, it will never grow to life if this is our only meeting. If I am to prove myself, I must know that one day I will see you again. Even if just in dream.” 

“So... you truly wish to know me.” 

She considers him carefully as he ardently agrees, that yes, he would like nothing more than to know her.  

In a quiet moment between them she looks him up and down, taking in his own handsome figure and his earnest look. It was only upon seeing her faer and shock had the critters of her woods run off, but none had even bulked as this man slipped in amongst their ranks. This she took note of, for the animals knew the presence of danger better then she. 

So instead of rebuffing him once more, she puts down her harp and plucks from the base of the stump a delicate blossom. And with it in hand she approaches him. Her closer vicinity allows him to better take in her fair faetures, which are difficult to see in the mostly darkness where the slight glow about only makes her more unknowable.

“This flower,” she says as she presents it to him like the most precious treasure, “Is one of the rarest varieties in all the land, and yet it can sprout most anywhere damp and forested. If you tell me true and you do desire to make me your bride, then you must find and grasp this same bud from the ground with your own hand in the waking world. Only then will I return to you in dream. Though I warn you now, even once you possess it you are not guaranteed to have me.”

He looks upon the flower and studies it intently to memorize its every faeture. A pink blossom of mid-size, it’s six long petals are speckled with small red dots which faded to a white and yellow center. He knows nothing of flowers, but that doesn’t matter. Assured that he would never forget this object, or the woman of his dreams who had shown it to him, he takes her gently curled hands which have presented his task and wraps his own around them in a supportive clasp. 

“Then I will find this flower to prove myself, and I will one day meet you in a place where we may breathe the same air.” He assures her, “But if I wish to speak with you before that fateful day, can I do so?” 

Their eyes meet and she shyly looks up through her eyelashes at him, confused by but interested in his confident insistence. 

And so she says, “Into the knots of oak trees, if you speak to them the words of your heart I will hear it, and in the creaking of the boughs you will hear my response. I can offer nothing more.” 

But before he can respond, and ask what name he should be calling into the tree when he means to speak with her, his time in this dream space is over. And the vision is quickly fading until all he has left of it is the faint image of her eyes and the knowledge he’d gained. Blinking away the remains of sleep, it’s the sunlight across his face that has awoken him this morning, and it is the servants that come shortly after who raise him fully.

He may rise, and when clothing is presented to him, he may dress. But in truth his mind remains half in dream, the images of that woman and the deal he’s made with her as crisp as any other memory. His heart beats no less hard remembering her fairness than it did when he sat before her, and though he’s not quite sure how, he knows what he experienced must have been special indeed. 
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