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		Description

Sometimes, love is nearly enough to make a home; when the need is sufficiently great.
A faerie tale harkening to olden times, this fable tells how the Timberwolves came to be.
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As the leaves set to fall, painted with the angry hues of fire, a filly was born.
"She is special," the elder did say.
"Yes, she is special," did her parents answer.
In the burning dusk did they resume their flight, the precious newborn carried by her home unto the dawn.
The sun did rise at last, and found the herd amongst others of their kind. Less of wing and lacking of horn, did their simple dwellings come to be but through hoof and sweat and courage; their simple homes, of sticks and love.
So did they make the plain bloom and bear, and the filly took her place beside her kin.
She stomped her hooves in dance and the trees would tremble. She would roll in the grass and flowers would bloom to face her. She would sing in joy or lament and sun or storm would answer.
"She is special," they would say, and so they would answer.
The filly was beyond reproach; she could do no wrong. Her parents and her aunts would watch her hooves and hear her song, and would marvel. The grass would sigh, the boughs would heave, and grain, legume, berry, and fruit did swell at her play.
The filly was not above cruelty. Her peers did shun her, fear her, accuse her of otherkin magic, name her a witch. Their hate, in so many bruises and cuts upon her hide were licked away. Their hate, in so many shoves and bites returned anon.
A year did pass, and the otherkin came and went. The herd built up their home from bone and earth and sticks. The herd bound their home together with courage and love and song.
Those of wings would bring rain and wind and snow and sleet. They would take their fill of the herd's labor. When the filly sang did they fear, and bring destruction and torment.
"She is special," did the herd reply, move and rebuild, and know how she loved them. For that which her existence wrought to end, so did her efforts recompense threefold.
Those of horn brought sun and moon. They would claim their share of the herd's labor. When the filly stomped did they fear, and bring fire and calamity.
"She is special," did her parents reply.
"Yes, she is special," did the herd refrain.
The herd did drift; fracture and rejoin. At each juncture did the home change. To the filly, home was but bone and earth and sticks, held together by courage and love.
Under fire and ice, did death rain down.
The horned ones, with minds of silver and light, scored the earth with cleansing flame. When the ground was but glass did they sear the surface again, and again, and again, until naught there was but ash and charcoaled trunk of tree.
"Give us the witch," they demanded. "She belongs among us. Her strength is beyond your blood, she is surely of us."
The winged ones, of dance and fury, brought down the sky, and froze the glassed plain. The fields did shatter, and the wood did blow away to a dead husk of arboreal skeletons.
"Give the witch to us," they demanded. "The sky quails at her, answering to her song. Such is one of us."
There was no more earth. There was nowhere else to run. At the frayed end of life’s feeble thread, did courage succumb to fear.
And the herd did cry, "Kill the witch! This monstrous foal will bring our ruin, let her die that we may live!"
With the filly’s home shrunk down to four, did they flee.
The father, at his last, was cut down under a winged blade, so great was his devotion. His liquid courage doled out in exchange for time.
The brother was by a glowing aura thrown over a precipice, loyal and loving to the depths.
Her mother, urging her on to her last, was ensnared at her neck by the herd and left high above to join the dead of the forest, a daughter’s sins passed on to her mother.
The filly did run, and hide, and cry.
She ran unto a new home: a cloister of earth and bone and wood, which were all one and the same.
Where her tears fell, the wood did heave and twist.
Where her hooves pounded in grief, twisted forms of the dead heaved themselves from the punished plain, gross limbs of discarded tree and beast and fate.
And did she sing.
A cry of lament, of love, of courage, of fear, and of loss, did the filly-witch cry. For the first time did she sing of loss.
A wolf came forth from the ash and lie before her.
The wood bent down to answer her.
From the abyss did her brother refrain. From the ditch did her father harmonize. From the nook of the standard, her mother twitched.
The herds of like and otherkin did swoop down upon her home, and her home rose to defend her.
The filly-witch's home, which was the wolf and wood and her song and her family, did bite and claw and howl and maim against her assailants, and so was she saved.
Surrounded by the crimson pools and twisted hides of death, did she sing once more. A wail of emptiness and wrath and rebirth issued forth.
Her home, which was her family, which was the wolf, which was earth and bone and wood, which was love and courage, which was herself, did sleep.
Her home, which was her family, which was the wolf, which was earth and bone and wood, which was love and courage, which was herself, did wake.
In the sky, above the ash and bone and blood, the moon did glow, and lent its light to the filly-witch's eyes.
With eyes of light, of limb of wood, and of soul of love and courage and fear, did she sing her last.
A howl echoed across the land, and did the timber wolf lope into the night, its home bourne evermore upon its back.

			Author's Notes: 
This is an idea that came to me while musing over some Native American and Grimm tales, and had to get it down. The idea and execution are not as polished as I might like, but after a few weeks of toying with it off and on, it is at a point I'm comfortable releasing it.
I apologize if the arcane writing style is off-putting. Well, not really, but -- to explain -- such is how the story entered into my head. I figured it might be fun to keep it. 
As a matter of trivia, the initial draft would have been completed in time for the thirtyminutepony tumblr prompt "your mind makes it real," but I was unaware of the fact at the time. An incredible coincidence!


	