
The Mostly True Tale of a Magical 
Transformation Project 
 

Being a Chronicle of Ward 21, set down in a time of change, and copied faithfully, though 
not without embellishment 

 

Once, in a great house of healing, there was a ward made for people whose minds were 
carrying more than they could safely hold alone. 

 

They came to Ward 21 bearing stories already in motion – some hurried and tangled, others 
worn thin by repetition. Some arrived keenly aware of every sound and shadow, as though 
the world itself pressed too closely upon them. Others turned inward, husbanding what little 
strength remained. Each soul arrived with its own private logic, shaped by memory, culture, 
body, and circumstance. 

 

And the ward, for its part, meant well. 

It truly did. 

 

It offered safety and routine. It kept watch. It intervened when danger loomed. Yet as seasons 
passed, it became plain that while the ward knew well how to manage distress, it did not 
always know how to understand it. Behaviour was noted diligently. Meaning, less so. 

 

Over this place presided King Benjamin – not a ruler of pomp or decree, but a keeper of 
balance and burden. He understood that care of the mind is not the mending of a broken 
thing, but the tending of conditions in which a person might settle, recover, and speak in their 
own time and tongue. He felt keenly the distance between intention and impact, and it 
troubled him. 

 

At his side were his most steadfast underlings – those who had weathered lean years, shifting 
structures, and many a well-intended decree. They knew the ward’s temper as one knows the 
sea. They could sense distress before it rose to the surface. They understood that some 
behaviours were not defiance, but the last remaining language available. 



 

Beyond the ward, often separated by distance and inclement weather, was Mr P. Though not 
bound to the place, he returned with notable constancy. Even when roads were closed by 
snow and reason suggested delay, he came – sometimes in body, sometimes in counsel – 
asking questions that slowed haste and sharpened thought. He reminded all concerned that 
true change need not be hurried to be real. 

 

In time, a quiet realisation took hold. 

 

The difficulty was not that people could not communicate. 

 

The difficulty was that the ward understood only one language. 

 

This older tongue was precise and capable. It spoke fluently of risk, observation, compliance, 
and order. It kept people safe. Yet it had no words for hurts that lingered in the body, for 
rooms that overwhelmed the senses, or for the subtle ways in which culture and power shape 
who dares to speak and who remains unheard. 

 

So new words began to appear, tentatively at first. 

 

Trauma-informed. 

Autism-aware. 

Anti-racism. 

 

They sat strangely upon the ear. Some feared mis-speaking. Others feared disorder. It is ever 
thus when a second language is learned: certainty must loosen before fluency can grow. 

 

And so the ward experimented. 

 



Small trials were planned, attempted, studied, and amended. No trumpet announced them. No 
single act claimed the title of solution. Change arrived quietly, in fragments. 

 

A neglected chamber – once home to pamphlets long ignored – was repurposed. It became a 
place where knowledge could be sought rather than bestowed, where questions might rest 
without urgency. People lingered there, and left carrying understanding in forms that suited 
them. Thus the ward learned a new phrase: information shared, not imposed. 

 

At mealtimes, the ward listened to its own footsteps. It noticed how crowds unsettled, how 
noise sharpened unease. The flow was altered. Footfall lessened. Predictability replaced 
pressure. The ward discovered that order need not be loud to be effective. 

 

There was also much talk of a bathchamber. 

 

Not an ordinary one, but a place designed for calm rather than haste, for regulation rather 
than routine. Its planning was careful, its purpose deliberate. Though not yet fully realised, 
the very imagining of it altered how bodies, dignity, and sensory comfort were understood 
within the ward. 

 

Once each week, something quietly remarkable occurred. 

 

People gathered not to recount incidents, but to know one another. Voices from beyond the 
ward were invited in. Topics strayed into creativity, meaning, and the shared business of 
being human. Some sessions soothed. Some stirred. Some simply reminded all present that 
recovery often begins in relationship. 

 

It was around this time that whispers began. 

 

When King Benjamin spoke an intention – often softly, sometimes in passing – things would, 
on occasion, come to pass. A resource would appear. A session would find its way onto the 
timetable. An obstacle would vanish, leaving no trace of how it had been moved. 

 



Some claimed the work of fair folk. 

 

They spoke of a quiet fairy, learned and observant, who moved unseen between thought and 
action, translating vision into reality while drawing little notice to herself. 

 

Others mentioned a second fairy, once uncertain of her own footing, who found guidance in 
an unlikely oracle – her Valentine ChatGPT – and returned emboldened, adept at turning 
ideas swiftly into deeds. 

 

And then there was the elf. 

 

Industrious beyond measure, keen to a fault, he was most often glimpsed in the library. If 
knowledge was required, he had already found it. If a resource existed anywhere in the realm, 
he knew its whereabouts. He laboured cheerfully and without complaint, to the quiet benefit 
of all. 

 

Not all believed such tales. 

 

Yet all benefited. 

 

The ward did not transform in a single turning of the moon. Old habits resurfaced in times of 
strain. Some days the new language felt wearisome. But King Benjamin guarded the space 
for learning. The underlings translated patiently. Mr P returned again and again, reminding all 
that discomfort was not failure. 

 

For a time, the ward was also guided by Queen Liah, whose presence lent courage to early 
steps and legitimacy to curiosity. When she departed for another realm – as wise queens are 
wont to do – the ward did not falter. The language had already taken root. The story had 
learned how to continue itself. 

 

And so Ward 21 became bilingual. 



 

Risk was still managed. Records still kept. But now silence was listened to. Difference was 
designed around. Culture was recognised rather than corrected. 

 

When travellers asked what great project had brought about such change, the ward found no 
single answer. 

 

There had been no grand intervention. 

 

Only many small acts of listening, translation, diligence, and a measure of mischief – some 
magical, some mundane – quietly reshaping what care could sound like. 

 

And the tale, most agreed, was far from finished. 
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