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Ideas for Transformation in Creative Writing:

1. What animal do you feel an affinity to?

2. Why is that the case?

3. Imagine transforming into that animal. How do you feel?

4. How do your friends and family feel about you now that you are an animal?

5. Write a short folktale about your adventures as that animal. 

6. Did you enjoy being transformed, or has it made you appreciate your human life?


Further Reading:
The beginning of Gone to Earth – by Mary Webb
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Hazel Woodus and the Death Pack from Gone to Earth
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The Wild Hunt - 	 

Fascinating information about this widespread legend of European Folklore and Wild Eadric’s association with it can be found on the following websites:

https://fellowshipandfairydust.com/2019/07/01/the-wild-hunt/

https://folklorethursday.com/legends/british-legends-wild-edric-the-wild-hunt-and-the-bride-from-the-otherworld/

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Wild_Hunt

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Eadric_the_Wild


image3.png
She stood in the lane above the cottage, which nestled below with
its roof on a level with the hedge-roots, and watched the sun dip.
The red light from the west stained her torn old dress, her thin
face, her eyes, till she seemed to be dipped in blood. The fox,
wistfulness in her expression and the consciousness of coming
supper in her mind, gazed obediently where her mistress gazed,
and was touched with the same fierce beauty. They stood there
fronting the crimson pools over the far hills, two small sentient
things facing destiny with pathetic courage; they had, in the chill
evening on the lonely hill, a look as of those predestined to grief,
almost an air of martyrdom
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This was the legend, and Hazel believed it implicitly. When she
had found Foxy half dead outside her deserted earth, she had been
quite sure that it was the death pack that had made away with
Foxy's mother. She connected it also with her own mother's death.
Hounds symbolized everything she hated, everything that was not
young, wild and happy. She identified herself with Foxy, and so
with all things hunted and snared and destroyed.

Night, shadow, loud winds, winter—these were inimical; with
these came the death pack, stealthy and untiring, following for
ever the trail of the defenceless. Sunlight, soft airs, bright colours,
kindness—these were beneficent havens to flee into. Such was the
essence of her creed, the only creed she held, and it lay darkly in
her heart, never expressed even to herself. But when she ran into
the night to comfort the little fox, she was living up to her faith
as few do; when she gathered flowers and lay in the sun, she was
dwelling in a mystical atmosphere as vivid as that of the saints;
when she recoiled from cruelty, she was trampling evil underfoot,
perhaps more surely than those great divines who destroyed one
another in their zeal for their Maker.
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For as yet spring had no flight, no song, but went like a half-
fledged bird, hopping tentatively through the undergrowth. The
bright springing mercury that carpeted the open spaces had only
just hung out its pale flowers, and honeysuckle leaves were still
tongues of green fire. Between the larch boles and under the
thickets of honeysuckle and blackberry came a tawny silent form,
wearing with the calm dignity of woodland creatures a beauty
of eye and limb, a brilliance of tint, that few-women could have
worn without self-consciousness. Clear-eyed, lithe, it stood for a
moment in the full sunlight—a year-old fox, round-headed and
velvet-footed. Then it slid into the shadows. A shrill whistle came
from the interior of the wood, and the fox bounded towards it
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'Where you bin? You'm stray and lose yourself, certain sure!' said
a girl's voice, chidingly motherly. 'And if you'm alost, I'm alost;
so come you whome. The sun's undering, and there's bones for
supper!'

With that she took to her heels, the little fox after her, racing down
the Callow in the cold level light till they came to the Woodus's
cottage.

Hazel Woodus, to whom the fox belonged, had always lived at the
Callow. There her mother, a Welsh gipsy, had born her in bitter
rebellion, hating marriage and a settled life and Abel Woodus as a
wild cat hates a cage. She was a rover, born for the artist's joy and
sorrow, and her spirit found no relief for its emotions; for it was
dumb. To the linnet its flight, to the thrush its song; but she had
neither flight nor song. Yet the tongueless thrush is a thrush still,
and has golden music in its heart. The caged linnet may sit moping,
but her soul knows the dip and rise of flight on an everlasting May
morning




