


May this book make your heart glow wth magic.
Renmenber to | augh hard, play often and junp in nud puddl es.
Hug a tree
Bl ow bubbl es
Taste the air
Spinin circles
Sing wth the wnd
See everything in amazenent
Love everyt hi ng
And
Dance with the faeries.



Once upon a tine,
There was a little girl who | oved to dream

She | oved to run deep into the woods behi nd her house and
play by herself, hiding behind the ferns down by the little
babbl i ng brook, or under the huge old pine trees in |ong
deserted deer dens.

You see, she hid because she thought the only way to see
the magic of the world was to hide like it did.
Maybe then, it would cone and find her.



She woul d nap i n danp beds of bright green noss,
right in the mddle of a huge faerie ring on the forest
floor.

She hoped that while she slept the forest nagic would cone
and it would envel ope her like the msts over the treetops
at dawn.

On! The nmagi ¢ she would see in her sleep...
Li ke the norning dew was really dust off of pixies feet,
| eft by themrunning leaf to leaf while they rejoiced
anot her gl ori ous norni ng.

And the way the | ow forest breeze would rustle the | eaves,
VWll it was really the little nen who | ooked |i ke sticks.



And the old trees that seened to loomfor mles and mles
over head...
Al were people who got stuck in trees.
They didn’t seemto m nd nmuch though, as they were deened
the Quardi ans of Earth and Sky.

Al the little animals right down to the smallest birds
tal ked to one another in a secret nagi c | anguage that she
t oo coul d under st and.



When she would wake to find herself all dirty and danp,
She didn't care in the slightest that her woods were j ust
the sane. She just figured that while she was dream ng, she
was really awake. But to keep the magic safe the woods put
her back to sleep to make her think she was only dream ng.

Ch, her famly knew about her always daydream ng about
faeries and the like, and they teased her always about it.
But listen she didn’'t because she knew deep in her heart,

The magi c was real.



One day though, the little girls’ Iife changed.
Her fam |y was taking her away from her bel oved woods. They
were to nove to the heart of the city.
Her poor little heart crunbled.

“I"ll never again talk to ny Guardian Spirit Trees, or
sleep on ny soft green pillow bed nade of nbss. Never again
get to dance in the big Faerie rings or play with the toads
and deer. How am | ever going to truly find the forest nmagi

i1 f | |eave now? How, oh how, am | ever going to dream

again?” The little girl cried.



So the little girl ran faster and faster, as fast as she
coul d, deeper and deeper into her enchanted woods.
Branches snaggi ng her cl othes and scratching her skin,
Her tears coursing rivers down her dirty cheeks and chin.

Finally she ran until she could go no further. She found
t he biggest tree and wapped her arns around it.

“Ch Great Guardian Spirit Tree,” she cried, “How can |

| eave?”
Al as, canme no reply.

The little girl nelted to the soft forest floor.

“How can | | eave your magic, ny forest, ny dreans here
behi nd?”



And the little girl slowy drifted deep into sleep,
On her bed nmade of noss, in the forest so deep.

Then in her dreans, the nmagi c agai n reappear ed.

The Faeries all lined up to kiss her cheeks,
Wil e the deer nuzzled her hair, and the birds sang her a
song.

“On, little lost girl, please don’t you cry.

Ch, our little happy girl let not your smle die.
Here in the arns of our friend you can see, the nagic you
search for, the enchantnent you seek.

Ch, our little dreamng girl, 1t is you who nmake it |ive,
For in your heart and in your dreans is where we all
exi st.”



Then her nost favorite Guardian Spirit Tree bent down to
her and spoke...

“My dear you see, the magic is very real. By know ng and
trusting and protecting it, you only cane to us in dreans.
That is how you, were protecting the magi c of ne.

You little child, may | eave us behi nd, but dreamyou wll,
for the magic is all around you,
And wll stay with you still.”



“Renenber al ways this,
Anywhere on Mdther Earth you coul d go,
It Iis there.

Protect it and love it and the magic wll always be there.

Whenever you see a tree hug it, for it is a brother or
sister to ne. Mss not all the Faeries, for they have
cousins in the city. And as for the aninals, well the birds
w Il watch over you still, for easier a bird than a tree to
follow you well. As for the toads, well they kiss wth wet
l1ps, soif I were you | wouldn’t mss that nuch either.”



“On, little precious one, we wll all mss you terribly,
but so Iin our dreans, you shall we see.

So good luck our little dreamng girl, it’s tinme for you to
go, but always renenber the quickest way to us, iIs the
Faerie ring closest to hone.”

Suddenly the little girl awke to her nane being call ed.
“Cone hone! Cone hone! It’'s nearly tine to go!” the voices
cri ed.



So the little girl all tattered and worn, started back
t hrough her woods, back towards her hone.

When she got there she saw the trucks all ready to go
waiting for the little girl, only she was the hold up.

Through the dirt cane a smle, through her tears a tw nkle
I n her eyes.

When she got to the city, you wouldn’t believe what she
saw...
A big beautiful tree, taking up half the | awn!



Wel|l she junped fromthe car and ran at full speed, across
the big yard and right at that tree.

Wth arns fully outstretched, she gave it a big hug.

Wi spering softly, “I |love you already, new Spirit Tree, |
have dreans and tales of magic to share, that is if you
pl ease.”

And the little girl grew up wwth her tree, spending hours
and hours asleep wth their dreans.



Eventually the little girl, not so little anynore,
Had to nove and | eave her Spirit Tree once nore.

But with magic in her heart, and a dreamin her eyes,
wherever a tree was she’d hug it.

For once a little girl nade a promse to keep the magic
alive,

And w th Guardi ans wat chi ng,
| " m sure going to try.



The End.




About t he book.

Wen | was a little girl | renmenber sone of the happiest and nost nagical tinmes for ne
was playing in the woods back behind ny house or behind my grandparents house up in
Al aska. | was about 10 years old when we noved back into the city and I |ost the joy of
nmy bel oved woods, which is what inspired this short tale. I had a rough chil dhood grow ng
up, and ny imagination was all | really had to count on. As an adult once again when this
book made it’s appearance | was having a hard tinme and | needed sonmething to really bring
me joy again. | asked ny Spirits to give nme hope, and | picked up a pen and the first

thing I thought of was ny woods and the peace and strength I found in them This story is
based on ny chil dhood experience in an inmaginative childlike voice fromny nenories.
Gowing up | found in nyself the strength fromthe spirits around ne.

| hope fromthis book young and ol d
Get a glimer of
Fun
Hope
Laught er
And perhaps a spark of their own inmagination.

Thank you, fromthe bottomof ny heart for taking the tine to enjoy ny book, and pl ease,
pl ease, help to protect the Earth and all the life on it.

This book is dedicated to ny two nieces, Aarynn and Kaija and ny Nephew Regan. | |ove you
three with all of ny heart.
Bl essed Be.



The Feat her

A short poem for the book in progress
‘I Do Believe in Faeries’

Wol |y Goodness!
She excl aimed as the breath escaped her gapi ng nouth
I looked to the horizon trying to figure the amazenent out
VWhen there | saw what a nonent ago was not

A @inmering castle
Not on field or nount
But floating above the
Hlls of green clover

This mirage of glass
Porcel ain and gold

| must be asl eep
For this is surely a dream
It is inmpossible
In all realistic neans

But then as she grasped
My shaki ng danp pal m
A small orb of |ight

Brought a startling calm

Slowy so slowy
| came to understand
As the shimrering gl obe
Brushed so lightly ny hand



Wth this great new experience
| could not contain
The out burst of cheer
From ny heart to ny brain
As ny gleeful childlike |aughter
Bubbl ed and spilled
Uncontrollably fromny face

My shocked conpani on
W ped joyful tears from her
Eyes and her chin
When we suddenly saw
Not one |ight but ten!

As the red sky slowy
Turned purple and bl ue
A chi | dhood dream
Began to cone true

But as the brightest |ight
Fl i ckered and faded
It was then that | surely knew
Al'l the nystical stories
Reality held true

As | dropped to ny knees
The little light settled
Barely above the soft earth before ne

Her gown delicately shimering
Aglittery white

As though weaved of a nornings
Soft fallen dew



Her skin so pale
So perfect
As the freshest
Young buddi ng white rose

But her eyes
So crystalline blue
The col or of a hidden
Sapphire | agoon
So cl ear
So true

As though radiating the nmagic
O a Mdsumer
Moon

Fram ng her face the
Soft gl owi ng gold
Trailing their tales
I n whi spering waves

Wth w ngs so delicate
A translucent soft yell ow
The col or of a sunbeam
Peering through a rai nbow
Kal ei doscope patterned
Fluttering so quickly
No novenent at all

Appear ed



The tips of her pale bare toes
Never once
Alighted the earth
As though the bl ades of grass
Seermed to bow
In the utnost respect
Then with a soft gust of breeze
Al'l becane silent
Not song of a creek
Nor chirp of a single cricket
No chatter of a squirre
Nor hoot of an ow

Al time seenmed to stand stil
Wth anticipation
Yet near apprehension
As to what this small spirit
May reveal

And as her cherub |ips parted
As though she was to speak
No words heeded
I nstead the sound of a thousand
Whi spering wi nds
Carrying the hushed murnurs
O a hundred Angel s bl essi ngs
Spilled forth fromher nouth
Envel opi ng the very essence of ny sou

| sat there stunned
As the whi spers becane words
And | began to hear the | anguage
O the Earth, of the Guardi ans
The Enchanters
The Ancients



Suddenly | felt washed over
Wth the nost overwhel ming
Sense of peace
And it struck me
I knew | was | ooking at the
Face of love itself
As if awakening with a start
From a deep sl eep
M/ eyes were then open
And | | ooked and | saw
Hundreds of these beautiful little spirits
Al'l different shapes and sizes
But radiating with the same
Rai nbow hazed gl ow

Stanmmering out the only word
| could form
“ HI ”

The beautiful Fae
Stepped into nmy palm
Wth the sound of a mllion
Ti nkerbells said “H”

And we all |aughed together
A new friendship I'd found

Then she | ooked into ny heart
And told ne a tale
O a girl who was | ost
Wth only dreans for a trai
Produci ng a feather
O the softest goose down



“This is for the stories
you will tell
of the I ove you have found,
no | onger | ost
the path shines a Iight
towards a nagi cal cause
of scribed tales and dreans.”

It was then that | knew

My dreans had cone true,

And | vowed to the Fae
Never to forget

Then as a mi st
Settled quietly down
The little lights flickered and faded
As nmy friend and | watched
Wth tears in our eyes
In the sweetest sort of nelancholy
We said our silent goodbyes
As the castle dissolved
Into the noon
Enchant ed ni ght.

j nspire
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