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Destini ran, and she kept running. She
never wanted to look back. She never again wanted to hear the
laughter that had made her feel so awful. It was behind her, and
she planned to keep it behind her – until it was time for dinner,
at least.

Pine needles brushed her face. The
branches scraped the skin on her cheeks, leaving their mark on her
young face. The needle-strewn forest floor did much to soften the
sound of her pounding footsteps, but her panting breath could be
heard loud and clear in her own ears.

Destini didn’t know where she was
going. She didn’t care. Her mind had other thoughts to worry about.
Did her pa really mean what he said? She wanted to run away from
her father’s disbelief in fairies. The farther she ran into the
heavy forest, the darker the woods became and the more tired she
grew. She just needed a little time by herself.

The woods grew so thick and dark that
Destini didn’t see the stone in her path until it was too late.
Tripping over it, she flew forward onto the ground. The fall almost
took the air from her lungs. Realizing she might get hurt if she
continued, Destini sat at the base of a nearby tree. Before long,
her eyes began to droop as the night continued to darken. She
curled up beside the tree and fell straight asleep.

When she awoke, she found herself on a
bed made of pine needles and wool. How did she get here? Who had
found her so deep in the dark woods? Confused to be laying on such
a makeshift bed, she blinked her eyes several times and tried to
rise.

Destini felt off-balance, though she
couldn’t say why. She eventually settled on an arm and looked
around, only to find her surroundings to be equally odd.

She seemed to be inside of a tree,
possibly one of the pine trees which she had been running through.
There were no mirrors. The only reflective surface in sight was a
small bucket in the corner filled with water, which was probably
also used for drinking. There was a table and a couple of chairs –
made from twigs by the looks of them – to her left. There were nuts
and all sorts of berries on the table, the size of which were as
big as watermelons. If she hadn’t felt so dizzy, she would have
shaken it to clear it. She peered more closely at the bed which she
laid on, and she found the pine needles to be as large as her
grandfather’s walking sticks. Where was she?

“I hope you find your
surroundings comfortable, even if they are somewhat different than
what you must be used to,” said a high, clear voice.

Destini looked toward the round door in
the circular room and there saw the most beautiful young woman she
had ever laid eyes on. Although beautiful, the woman was oddly
dressed, very much like the room was oddly decorated. Silken spider
webs dyed with the colors of dirt, flowers, and trees made up her
attire. Her hair was long and flowing, growing all the way to her
waist.

As Destini stared at this unlikely
beauty, she grew aware of two semi-transparent wings behind the
woman’s long locks of hair. Though a slight breeze blew into the
small room, the wings fluttered on their own.

“Who are you?” asked
Destini. She really wanted to ask what the woman was, but decided that
would be rude.

“I’m Delilah. It’s a
pleasure to meet a human child.” The young woman clasped her hands
together, pressed them to her chest, and gave a slight bow to
Destini. “I’m one of the many fairies dwelling here in the
woods.”

Destini’s jaw fell open. Did Delilah
actually say fairy? Destini felt like she was dreaming – she always
wanted to believe in fairies, but her parents always laughed about
her belief. Was she too old to believe in fairies? Destini decided
there was no harm in make-believing, but she needed to ask some
questions first.

“You seem awfully big to
be a fairy,” said Destini. “I always thought fairies were the size
of my pa’s hand. That’s what I’ve been told at least.”

A tinkling laugh passed
through the room that was lit with the setting sun
– it had come from the tall, slender fairy woman.
“It only seems that I am the size of an adult human when you have
actually shrunken to the size of a fairy child. I admit, we are
rather small compared to other earthly beings.”

Destini’s jaw fell open once more. If
she had truly shrunken to a few inches in height, then that would
explain the larger-than-life size of the objects in the small
wooden room. Destini wouldn’t accept her shrunken state easily,
however.

“Prove to me that I’m now
smaller than before. I want to see the other fairies.” By this
time, Destini had swung her legs over the woolen bedcover and
crossed her arms. She looked with defiance at the fairy, wanting
proof to this seemingly false tale. Her head felt much better and
less dizzy.

The fairy simply said, “Then follow
me.” Delilah’s movements appeared to be as silken as her gown as
she stepped to the side and motioned for Destini to step out the
hole in the wooden room.

Destini did so, never once
stopping to wonder at the strangeness of it all. She
wanted to believe
Delilah was a fairy. She wanted
to believe that she had been sleeping in a
fairy’s dwelling.

Nothing could have prepared Destini,
however, for what she found as she exited the fairy’s dwelling in
the pine tree.

Destini stood on a
balcony, carved from an evergreen tree that was impossibly tall and
large and attached to the very same tree. A torch lit up the
balcony that held several floral chains
made with real, fragrant flowers. Destini breathed in the pleasing
scent. She could see similar balconies on other nearby trees, both
higher up and lower on the terribly tall trees.

As the sun continued to set for the
day, Destini noticed more torches being lit. There seemed to be
hundreds – possibly thousands, if only she could count that high –
of fairies lighting up the torches. There on the next tree over
were two fairies so small that one needed to step onto the other’s
shoulders to light the torch. The flames sparked up large and
bright, but the fairies were unafraid of the flames. Where was she?
Why had she never known about these beings before – known that they
were real?

Destini caught her breath, thinking
that a heavy breath would make the beautiful scene fade away.
Staying in this wonderous fairyland would be dream come true. She
twisted around in search of Delilah’s face – to make sure that
Delilah hadn’t disappeared while she was admiring the land – but
she turned too quickly and almost lost her balance. Delilah gently
but firmly grasped Destini’s arms to steady her.

“You…you said…your name is
Delilah? How many of you are there? Where did you all come from?”
asked Destini.

Delilah gave her tinkling laugh once
more – it sounded like bells. “We have our secrets,” she said with
a mischievous smile. Her face grew calm and serious again. “What’s
more important is your safety. You should not have run into the
dark woods at night like you did.”

Destini suddenly remembered all which
she had been running from. Her pa and his laughter seemed small and
trivial compared to the great beauty surrounding her now. Who here
would care if he thought her belief in fairies to be silly and
unimaginable? Would he not have considered this fairy dwelling a
mile from his house to be silly and unimaginable? Destini nearly
laughed at the ridiculousness of it.

“I know,” she said. “I
won’t run so far away again.” Destini wasn’t going to promise that
she’d never run
away again. She wasn’t sure she’d be able to keep that promise.
Delilah’s concern for Destini’s wellbeing was obvious, however, and
Destini could almost feel the fairy’s love for her. She smiled at
Delilah, a real smile full of respect and admiration.

Delilah returned her smile with all the
same feelings. “I know why you run, and no one here blames you,”
said the fairy. “Come, let’s meet some new friends.”

Destini looked down at the forest
floor, seemingly thousands of feet below because of her small size.
“How?”

Delilah withdrew a small
hand satchel from within the folds of her silken gown. She opened
the satchel, placed a delicate hand into it, and pulled her hand
out, now filled with what appeared to be
some glittering sand. Fairy dust? This was all just too unreal to
Destini.

“Are you going to sprinkle
me with fairy dust like in that children’s book?” Destini asked
with genuine interest.

Delilah smiled to hear and see
Destini’s innocence. Destini was purer and sweeter than other human
children whom she had dealt with. It hurt her to know the sweet
child was hurting over her parent’s thoughtless laughter. Children
were more likely to believe in the existence of fairies than fully
grown adults. Her father’s laughter at the idea of fairies was to
be expected.

“Yes, Destini,” said
Delilah. “The fairy who knew the author behind the children’s
book used the same powder – or dust, if
you prefer.” She smiled to see the surprised expression on
Destini’s face, all wide-eyed and open-mouthed.

Destini was not only in amazement at
the idea of another person having known some of the same fairies as
were now in front of her, but she also marveled at Delilah knowing
her name. She decided to ask how Delilah
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