
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



  
    
    
      While every precaution has been taken in the preparation of this book, the publisher assumes no responsibility for errors or omissions, or for damages resulting from the use of the information contained herein.

    
    

    
      TALES OF CANADA

    

    
      First edition. January 1, 2026.

      Copyright © 2026 Anna Volkova.

    

    
    
      Written by Anna Volkova.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Tales of Canada

Anna Volkova

Preface

There are lands that define themselves by dates, borders, and conquests. And there are others that reveal themselves chiefly through their voices.

Canada belongs to the second kind. Long before it was drawn upon maps, it was whispered by rivers, sung by the wind through the pines, etched into snow, and passed from mouth to mouth around the fire. Its vast landscapes have never been silent: they have always spoken to those willing to listen.

The tales gathered in this book arise from that listening.

They make no claim to recount History as it is taught, nor to fix traditions in some final form. Instead, they follow the older path of myth and legend—the path that turns human experience into story, that gives voice to animals, memory to places, and purpose to the forces of nature.

From the Gulf of St. Lawrence to the Rockies, from the northern tundra to the red dunes of Prince Edward Island, these stories travel the land as one might follow a current. In them you will meet loggers, fishermen, prospectors, but also singing whales, industrious beavers, rivers that speak, and snows that remember. All belong to the same world, where humankind is never alone, never above, but always in relation.

These tales draw from many inheritances: Indigenous narratives, French- and English-speaking traditions, the folklore of voyageurs, legends born of labour, exile, waiting, and love. They do not seek to imitate them faithfully, but to carry forward their spirit—that of an unending conversation between the earth and those who dwell upon it.

Each story bears a quiet lesson, not as a heavy moral, but as a lingering echo. They speak of respect, of memory, of promises kept, of moderation, of forgiveness. They remind us that wealth is not always what we take from the ground, that strength is not always the blow that lands hardest, and that nature, when truly listened to, often answers with open-handed generosity.

This book may be read as a collection, a journey, or an evening gathering by the hearth. One may enter through any tale and emerge somewhere else entirely. It speaks as much to those who already know these landscapes as to those encountering them for the first time. To all, it extends the same gentle invitation: to slow down, to listen, and to remember that beneath the snow, beneath the water, beneath the bark, something still keeps watch.

For as long as these stories are told, the land itself goes on speaking.
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The Werewolf of the Rockies
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MANY YEARS AGO, IN the high Rockies of Alberta—where the mountains rise like ancient cathedrals of stone and eternal snow, and the wind weaves through the pines with the sorrowful cadence of an old Irish keel—there lived a prospector named Jax O’Donnell.

Jax had come into the world on the wild Atlantic coast of County Kerry, Ireland, in a humble village lashed by storm and spray. As a boy, he had sat wide-eyed by the turf fire while the elders spun tales of werewolves prowling the moors, banshees keening on the wind, and the fair folk dancing in moonlit rings. Yet hunger and the blight that withered the potatoes drove him from those green shores. He crossed the wide ocean to Halifax, then pressed ever westward, drawn by whispers of gold hidden in the veins of these untamed mountains. Tall and sturdy, his red beard already flecked with grey though he had scarcely seen forty winters, Jax bore his worn pickaxe on one shoulder, a rusted rifle on the other, and a canvas sack containing his worldly goods: a pouch of strong tobacco, salt pork wrapped in cloth, a thick wool blanket, and a small flask of whiskey to ward off the deepest cold.

One late autumn evening, as the first light snow powdered the highest ridges like sifted flour, Jax sought shelter in a narrow ravine nestled halfway between Banff and the vast Columbia Icefield. The full moon reigned in the velvet sky, so radiant it cast the world in silver, turning night almost to day. Long shadows of the firs reached across the untouched snow like grasping fingers, and the air was so crisp and still that the faintest crack of a twig echoed for miles.

He gathered dry pine branches and kindled a cheerful fire, set a tin pot of water to boil for tea, and settled upon a fallen log with his clay pipe. Humming softly the haunting melody his mother had sung to him in childhood—a lament of lost love and distant seas—he drew contentment from the small comforts of flame and smoke.

Then, without warning, a low growl rolled through the night, deep and resonant, almost like a human voice twisted by anguish. The imagined crickets of warmer evenings fell silent.

Jax raised his eyes. Barely twenty paces away, silhouetted against the moon’s glow, stood a wolf of monstrous size—taller at the shoulder than a grown man, its thick coat grey threaded with silver like frost on iron, its eyes burning yellow as forge embers. Yet this was no common creature of the wild. Beneath the stretched hide moved muscles shaped too much like a man’s; its stance hinted at something upright and unnatural; and in those fierce eyes burned not mere animal hunger, but a keen intelligence shadowed by torment and sorrow.

Jax knew the ancient tales well. A werewolf is no simple beast born of the forest, but a soul cursed, condemned to wander beneath the full moon, forever torn between the man he was and the monster he became. Back in Kerry, the old ones whispered that such a creature would spare the traveller who met its gaze without fear or hatred.

Rather than snatch his rifle or bolt into the darkness, Jax remained seated. He drew long and slow on his pipe, exhaled a ribbon of smoke that curled toward the stars, and spoke in the warm, rolling accent of his homeland, calm as if inviting a neighbour to share the hearth.

“Come, friend, and warm yourself by the fire. The night bites sharp, even for one with your strength. I’ve tobacco enough for two, and stories that cost nothing to tell. No soul here to mind us but the Almighty and the moon herself.”

The werewolf’s growl softened, as though caught off guard. It advanced one cautious step, then another, until it lowered its great bulk on the far side of the flames. The firelight played between them, flickering red across ivory fangs and across the weathered lines of Jax’s face.

Undaunted, Jax spoke on as he would to a companion met on the long trail. He told of the lost mines that haunted prospectors’ dreams: the fabled silver vein of Kootenay that vanished like mist, the hidden lode said to lie beneath the brooding crown of Mount Robson, the glacial streams where men once panned nuggets large as hazel nuts. Then his voice grew softer, turning homeward. He spoke of Ireland’s misty bogs where peat smoke rose in lazy columns, of the sheer Cliffs of Moher plunging into roaring surf, of winter evenings when families gathered close and songs wove a fragile shield against the gnawing cold and empty bellies.

The werewolf listened motionless. Gradually the rumbling in its throat faded. Its ears lifted, alert and curious. The feral blaze in its eyes dimmed, yielding to something achingly human—an old grief, a loneliness vast as the mountains themselves.

Hours drifted past like clouds across the moon. The fire sank to glowing coals, and Jax fed it fresh wood, sending sparks spiralling upward. Stories flowed from him: of shipwrecks off the Blasket Islands, of fairy forts no plough dared cross, of a young man’s first voyage across the sea with nothing but hope in his pocket. The great beast lay now with its head upon its paws, eyes half-closed, as though lulled by the cadence of memory.

At last the moon slipped behind the western peaks, and the first pale hint of dawn brushed the snowfields rose and gold. The creature stirred, rose slowly, and stretched its mighty frame. Before Jax’s astonished gaze, its form began to shift. Bones creaked and reshaped with gentle sounds; silver fur receded like melting frost; paws lengthened into hands gnarled by age. Where the wolf had stood now trembled an elderly man, hair and beard iron-grey, face carved deep by sun, wind, and solitude, clad in tattered remnants of clothing and an ancient bearskin cloak.

He spoke at last, voice rough and halting, as though words had long been strangers to his tongue.

“You are the first in all these years, stranger, who neither ran in terror nor raised a weapon against me. Most men see only the beast and answer with lead or screams, and the curse answers in kind. But you gave me fire, tobacco, and the sound of a kind voice. Long ago I was Malcolm Fraser, a trapper from the Scottish Highlands. I came to these mountains fifty winters past, seeking pelts and freedom. An old sorrow—an oath broken in anger—brought the curse upon me, and I have walked the night ever since.”

Jax regarded him steadily, fear absent from his eyes. He offered the flask of whiskey. Malcolm took it with trembling fingers, drank deeply, coughed, and managed a faint, rueful smile.
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