Speaking With a Stranger
A Tales of The Cycle story

By Fen Wolf

Years ago, when I was but a ten year old kid, my horns just starting to show- a stranger came to my village. I had always been told, never talk to strangers- but never told why. I was a curious lad, and had little to do that day, though my friends still had work of their own to finish. Lazing about on a rock, I saw him walking up the path while the sun hung low in the sky, preparing to make its journey to the horizon and let the moon take over for awhile.

I waved at him and called out, wondering who he was or where he came from.

“Hey, stranger! Hello there!” he looked up from the ground at my greeting, and walked over to my rock, leaning on his stick while I tapped my hooves on the stone.

“So, little kid. What makes you call over a wolf to keep you company?”
“I already did all my chores, mister, but none of my friends are done yet.”

He grinned, and sat down next to me. “That’s a good reason to be sitting on a rock, but not a great one for calling over strange passerby. What’s the real reason?”

“Well… I guess I wanted to know who you are, and where you came from, and things like that. Nobody ever comes here.” He nodded, and looked a bit sad.

“I came from a city that no longer stands, and I have no name.”

“Aw, I don’t believe that. Everybody’s got a name!”

“Not me. Mine was taken. I didn’t deserve it anymore. Where I came from, names are very important. But, that is a long story. Many interesting things have happened since then.”

“Like what, mister?”

“A few big things and a lot of small ones. I learned a few languages along the way, too. Would you like to hear one?”

“Yeah! Do you know Kethkorian?
“Krakth zrirt zuroll. An interesting place, Kethkor. Very sandy, though. I always forget to bring my turban.”

“Haha! Do another one!”

“Zruukcaa, Mweernoo, is a simple greeting in the mountainous country of Zrell.

“I’ve never heard of Zrell.”

“It’s a faraway place; it would take someone a very long time to get there from here.”

For awhile, that was all we did. I would ask him about places he’d gone to, and how they spoke there, and he would give me snippets of language and culture from countless places. Thinking back on it, I never noticed how much he knew; it never came to mind that learning so much would take lifetimes, but somehow, he knew it. Like he had a cheat sheet to the world. Time passed, and the low sun became a sunset, and then night. And I asked him the last question of mine he ever answered.
“Mister, do you have a favorite language?”

“Yes. Zxkokirat, tarikokxz, pqkliin, niilkpq, azxeer.”

“Ow. My heard hurts just thinking about trying to say that.”

“It’s very hard to learn, and the way things are said makes it difficult to form sentences. It’s a language where words are chosen very carefully, because it takes so long to get them right.”

“Where’s it from?”

“Nowhere, yet.”

And then he stood up, and pointed towards the lights of the village, and said “You should go home now, before it gets too late.”

I looked at the village, and then the sky. It had gotten so dark, without me ever noticing.

I turned back to the stranger, saying “It got dark pretty fast, huh stra-“

But, he was gone. Looking around, I saw no trace of him. Not even a figure in the distance running away, a fresh paw mark on the ground. Just… gone.

I heard my mother calling back to me, though, and hurried home.

“What were you doing out so late, boy?”

“Nothing, Ma. I was just talking with someone.”

“Oh? Who?”

“I don’t know.”
”What’ve I told you about talking to strangers?”

“Not to do it, Ma.”

“That’s right. Now get in, the food’s going cold.”

I decided it was best not to ask her why I should never talk to strangers; the experience had been informative, and enjoyable. When I grew old enough, I left my home village to find as many strangers as I could. To see the places I’d been told about, and to feel new ground under my hooves.

Maybe I would find the first stranger again, on the road somewhere.

