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>> A beautiful idea - to frame Hailey and William’s long-distance love as a mythic 

journey of transformation, guided by Joseph Campbell’s Hero’s Journey structure. 

Here’s an original myth inspired by that framework, treating “The Angel” and “The 

Forest Lord” as archetypal lovers separated by realms yet bound by destiny.<< 

 

In the dawn of the Seventh Age, when the skies still hummed with music and forests 

breathed their ancient names, two spirits were born on opposite ends of creation. 

Hailey, the Angel of Light, dwelled among the high winds, where stars whispered 

their secrets. William, the Forest Lord, walked beneath the emerald canopies, where 

roots tangled like the veins of the world. 

 

They saw one another once - a brief meeting in the twilight between heaven and 

earth - and in that instant, love took root across the void. 

 

The Call to Connection 

 

When the Angel heard the forests cry her name in the rustling of leaves, she longed 

to descend. Yet the laws of her realm forbade her to touch the soil. The Forest 

Lord, in turn, whispered to the stars each night, hoping to bridge the silence between 

sky and earth. The distance became their first trial: they could see, but not hold; call, 

but not touch. 

 

The Trials of Distance 

 

Seasons turned. Letters of wind and echoes of song became their only touch. Each 

message carried fragments of their hearts, carried by spirits of air and root. 

Temptations of loneliness prowled around them - shadows that asked whether love 

could endure what presence could not. Yet even through the ache, their devotion 

deepened. Each endured the abyss, learning patience and faith. 

 

Descent into Doubt 

 



There came a night when the Angel’s light faltered. Her wings dimmed beneath the 

weight of longing. She descended to the border of realms, though every feather 

burned. The Forest Lord met her at the river that divides heaven and earth, where 

stars reflect upon water but never merge with it. They reached out - hands inches 

apart - separated by the shimmering veil. 

 

In that moment, both wept. And from their tears, a bridge of blossoms began to 

grow across the waters. 

 

The Revelation 

 

The bridge revealed the truth of love’s power: that connection is not held by 

distance, but by devotion. Their love reshaped the law itself, teaching heaven and 

earth that union need not mean proximity. The Angel’s light now weaves through 

the roots, and the Forest Lord’s breath stirs the clouds - they live within each other’s 

worlds, though still apart. 

 

The Return and Transformation 

 

The two never fully crossed realms, yet their bond remade both. Wherever wind 

meets branch, their story lives - a promise that love that endures the void transforms 

both heaven and earth. 

 

>>Thus, the myth teaches: Distance is not the enemy of love, but its crucible. For 

only through separation can souls learn the true shape of connection.<< 


