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“BE THE CHANGE THAT you wish to see in the world.” ― Mahatma Gandhi
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CONSTANCE GREW UP WITH impossible things.

Of course, she wouldn’t know they were impossible for many years.  To a child, “impossible” is a sad word that is hardly ever relevant, and then, relevant mostly to grown-ups.  Best not to worry about “impossible”, and think about “how” and “why” instead.

No, Constance never thought about “impossible”.  To her, the impossible came around as early as breakfast (and just as easily), and stayed until bedtime.  And even then, she was sure, as she stared out at her rainbow night-light and its pretty colors washing out onto the wall, Nurse Teddy curled tightly beside her, that the impossible was out there still.  Somewhere.

Constance lived in a very nice house in northern Indiana halfway between the country and the city.  She was a very happy child.  She always had plenty to eat and plenty to do (both essential to the well-being of a little girl), whether it was exploring the backyard, splashing across the creek, helping Mommy with the garden, or helping Daddy with the ghosts.

She liked the garden.  A fairy garden, Mommy always called it, with the prettiest flowers and the biggest vegetables you ever saw, each in its own neat, mulched-off section.  Roses in one section, gladiolus in another, and beans and tomatoes in the next.  Such a rainbow it was, and there was always something new that wasn’t there last year.

But that wasn’t her favorite part.  Her favorite part was the section off in the corner that Mommy always left wild.  For the fairies, she said.  Constance loved that chaotic little thicket, with leaves and herbs and flowers of every possible shape and color.  Whenever Mommy had a dead seedling or a pack of expired seeds, she would toss it in there for it to try its luck.  And you never knew what might just pop up.  And sometimes, when she’d baked too much of something, she would have Constance take some out there and “feed the fairies”, although Constance usually just ate it herself.

The one thing she didn’t like about the garden was the fact that Daddy almost never came out there.

In fact, Daddy almost never came out of the house during the day at all.  When he did, he never felt like playing.  He was never out of the shade for long.  He seemed determined to avoid the sunshine as much as possible.  But at least he liked going to the creek with her, which was nice and shady.  That was the one place he’d always jump up to go with her.  They’d spend hours out there, climbing over tree trunks, naming the plants, playing hide-and-seek in the brush (which was always fun, although Daddy could always seem to find her no matter where she hid), and making up soap operas about the fish in the creek.

“...and Goldy and Spot are gonna get married, but Whitey is jealous because he wants Goldy to run his candy shop, which is really a pirate school.”

“Really.  And what do the pirates learn at pirate school?”

“They learn about candy, of course!  But Goldy is really a spy who wants to sneak in and steal all the candy and give it to Spot as a wedding present.”

“Stealing from the pirates, huh?”

“Yeah, but it’s okay, because the pirates stole it from Spot first.”

“I see.  Well, I hope Spot brushes his teeth after all that candy.  Speaking of which... have you brushed yours?”

“Aww...”

“Come on, sweet pea.  Your mommy’s calling, it’s time to get ready for bed.”

“Huh?  I can’t hear Mommy calling.”

“Well, I can.  Now come on, matey.  You can tell me more about the pirates tomorrow.”

Daddy could always hear Mommy calling.  It wasn’t fair.

[image: image]

STILL, DADDY ALWAYS made time to hear her soap operas.  Mommy listened, too, although for her, it wasn’t pirates, it was fairies, because she liked them.  She loved hearing about the little lives of the fairies.  First it was the fairies in the garden, and then it was the fairies in the woods off to the north.  And then, it was the fairies in the caves deep in the mysterious woods.  It was these last that always left her feeling just a little bit cold... although she never knew why.

Her Aunt Helen and Uncle Will loved hearing these stories, too.  They even added to them sometimes.  One of their favorite things was to make a story circle, going around with everyone adding something to the story.  It was so much fun.  And they always came up with the neatest things to add.  Evil curses, sudden storms, ghosts from the past, elves that lived in the shadows.  There was always something new, but even the ones that weren’t new she never tired of.  Ever.

But the very best stories of all came from Aunt Storm.  Constance loved hers the absolute most.  She told them so well that Constance could almost feel them sometimes, could feel the cool frontier prairie breezes she described, hear the cries of the friendly wolves, feel the ground rumble under the miles and miles of buffalo herds.  It was almost as if Aunt Storm had really been there.

She loved all of her aunts and uncles and cousins, of course... but Uncle Will, Aunt Helen and Aunt Storm were special.  They treated her like a rare princess, always giving her little presents and extra-tight hugs, and calling her a little miracle, the miracle that almost wasn’t.

When she asked Mommy what that meant, Mommy got very quiet.  Then she said she would tell her the whole story someday when she was older.  “But the truth is, you are our little miracle.  We came close to not being able to have you.  But some things are just meant to be.  And we meant to have you.  And we did.”  And she kissed the top of Constance’s head and sent her away with a cookie.

None of her other aunts and uncles called her that.  She wondered when she would be older.

They had the best magic tricks you ever saw, too.  Uncle Will had a vanishing trick.  He would take an object in his hand, anything, then pass his other hand over it to make a shadow, close his hands together, and wham!  The object was gone.  And it wasn’t on him anywhere, not in his sleeve, not in his pocket, not behind his ear.  And once you were all good and mad, he’d smile, cup his hands together, and wham!  There it would be again.

But his best trick was vanishing himself.  He’d duck behind the couch or a chair at the far side of the room and tell you to count to five.  But you never got that far before he’d suddenly dash out of the kitchen behind you, scoop you up into the air, and tickle you ferociously.  It never got old.

Aunt Helen had a trick of her own: a mind-reading trick.  She’d have you draw a picture, a picture of anything or anyone, and not show her.  She’d cross her arms, turn away, and tell you exactly what you were drawing.  She’d even throw in a helpful comment or two.

If Aunt Storm had a trick, she never showed it off.  But she didn’t need to, with her stories.  She always wore such pretty crystals, too, and sometimes she’d pick one out and make up a story about it on the spot.

Constance’s favorite was the holey stone, a little round rock with a natural hole in it, which Aunt Storm had threaded with copper wire and made a little spiral on the front.  Its story was her favorite, too, the one about the good witch and the heroic prince battling the evil sorcerer over the curse on the land, and the magic stone bringing down the lighting to cleanse the land forever.  It was the story she always asked for whenever Aunt Storm came around.  

For some reason, Uncle Will always got a little uncomfortable when she was telling this one.

And sometimes, if Constance was extra-good, Aunt Storm would tell her the story about Daddy’s arrowhead.

Daddy had a little black arrowhead that he always wore around his neck.  Whenever he caught Aunt Storm about to tell the story, he would fix her with a dark look that stopped her and made her switch to another story.  But then, later, when Daddy was busy somewhere else, Aunt Storm would take her aside and very quietly begin.

Constance didn’t know why Daddy wouldn’t want her to hear this one.  It was a great story, about an evil mad scientist and his helpless captives.  He forced them to turn on one another, until a friendly ghost rose up and defeated him, only to lose its way until the good witch gave it the arrowhead to help it find its way back home.

Aunt Storm made her promise to keep this one secret from Daddy.  She promised.  This was a promise that was easy for her to keep, because she already had a similar secret.

For she had seen Daddy’s ghost trick, too.
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DADDY NEVER SHOWED his trick off to her, not like the others.  Sometimes it happened when they were asleep.  She would sometimes wake up to see his transparent form beside her bed, peering down at her affectionately, only to turn and walk straight through the wall.

Sometimes he would do it on purpose, but she wasn’t supposed to know about this.  Sometimes people would come to their house, and they would have a ghost with them.  Daddy would relax in his chair, and his ghost would come out and talk to the new ghost.  Then he would melt back into himself and tell the people what he’d learned about their ghost.  Sometimes he could talk to them even without his ghost coming out.  Sometimes there wasn’t a ghost at all, but it was some other problem, and Daddy would have to disappoint them.  But they always thanked him, sometimes in tears, and they gave him money, which he usually refused.  But then they often got so insistent that he would take it just to be nice.

Constance was always careful
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