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Is it time for another story? Oh my, time sure does fly when you’re having fun. Let me think, what story to share...

How about the time when all of my friends went to sleep? That’s a good story. Besides the day, I first met Maria, it’s my favorite. Oh, by the way, my name is Nemoy and I am a garden gnome. Have a seat and let’s take an adventure together. Are you ready? This is our story...
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The First Yawn
I was tending to my garden, as garden gnomes tend to do, when Daisy flew over to Maria. She’s a fairy, and one of my best friends. “I have sad news, Maria,” she said, hanging her head.

Maria is an Elder Leader, protector of all fairytale creatures. She’s also a young child who lives on the farm with her parents, brother, and sister; and has a pacemaker. A pacemaker keeps your heart beating, in case you didn’t know. Maria frowned. “Oh, no, what’s wrong, Daisy?”

“My mother has become ill. I need to fly home for a little while.”

Maria tossed the weeds aside and looked at Daisy, giving her full attention. The fairy garden was Maria’s pride and joy. With all the flowers and bird houses that had been turned into fairy homes, it was a colorful addition to the farm. “What’s wrong with her?”

Daisy landed on the bird house perch and folded her tiny hands on her lap. Looking down, she shook her head. “She has a sleeping illness.” Daisy’s voice trembled. “No one is sure why, but she can’t stay awake.”

“Wow. That’s bad,” Maria whispered.

“It’s very bad.”

“I hope she’s going to be okay. You should fly home and be with her. Can you keep me updated?” Maria asked as she leaned toward Daisy’s house. Being smaller than a bird, her tiny house made from a simple bird house was the perfect size. Daisy’s was the first among them in the garden, and I think the prettiest. Have you ever painted a bird house? They can be a lot of fun, you know. Birds love them and I think fairies love them even more.

“I will send my cousin Tulip. I should warn you though—Tulip is a little crazy.”

“What do you mean?” Maria’s eyes widened. 

“Oh, that means she’s hyper, maybe more so than most. Why, I’ve seen Tulip change the subject in one small conversation ten times and confused herself by the time she was finished talking.” Daisy held her hand over her mouth as she giggled. Then her smile disappeared. “Tulip also flutters around so. She doesn’t eat sugar, but it’s as if she was made of it.”

I listened as I tended to the tomatoes in the garden. They were ripe and needed to be picked before the bugs got to them. What was left after the rabbits took a sample—that is. Peter was the worse, but he’d gotten better. You remember Peter, don’t you? The famous rabbit that always snuck in the garden. Yes, that rabbit.

“I think I like Tulip,” Maria said as she smiled.

“She’s my favorite cousin. That is why I’ll be sending her instead of anyone else.” Daisy hovered over her house as her large wings fluttered. To this day, those beautiful and large wings are Maria’s favorite thing about Daisy. Well, that and the fact that she’s a fairy. Never saw one? They are amazing fairytale creatures. If you use your imagination, I bet you can see one in your mind right now.

After their conversation, Daisy flew over to me and asked if we could talk in private. I looked at Maria as she continued her weeding. I nodded with a smile and walked toward the woods where we couldn’t be heard. I found a nice patch of grass and sat down.

Daisy lowered and rested on my knee. “Nemoy, you’ve known me a long time.”

“That’s right.” I glanced at Maria before smiling. “What’s troubling you, Daisy.”

“It’s my mother. Don’t tell Maria I told you this, but she doesn’t agree with the other fairytale creatures. She doesn’t think Maria is cut out to be an Elder. Don’t get me wrong, Mother does love Maria and thinks she’s an amazing human elder, but...” Daisy glanced at Maria and looked down. “She doesn’t think Maria will be a good Elder leader. She’s just a child in my mother’s eyes.”

“I understand, Daisy. Maybe your mother will change her mind as Maria grows into her new role.”

“I hope so. I’ll be heading out in the morning. Will you keep an eye on Maria for me—make sure she stays out of trouble?”

“You know I will. The other creatures keep her busy with their problems. I hope your mother gets well soon.” I sighed wanting to say more, but it was all I could muster up. 

Daisy smiled and floated back to her little house. I didn’t see her for the rest of the day. She left the farm the next day and, three days later, Tulip flew in just as Daisy promised. And she was exactly as Daisy described her. I couldn’t believe how hyper she was.

“My name is Tulip. Daisy told me you love fairies, Maria...” The fairy spoke faster than I could keep up. As she spoke, she wouldn’t hover in one place. She reminded me of a humming bird, jumping from place to place in the air as her wings fluttered so fast you couldn’t see them. I think she ate sugar on a regular basis. But Maria seemed to like her and that was all that mattered. Tulip arrived on a Monday. By Wednesday, she was yawning so much it made me want to go to sleep.

“Tulip, are you feeling, okay?” Maria asked her as she painted a new bird house for Tulip to stay in while visiting. The garden next to me was filled with bird houses for the fairies. There was one with steps for Tom Thumb too. He liked visiting as well. This special garden was much larger than my vegetable garden due to all the fairies and little people moving onto the farm. I don’t think Maria minded much because she enjoyed painting them. And with the donations that had come in from the other humans, nothing ever became too much for Maria’s father. Visitors came and went, keeping the farm busy. I think they all enjoyed it more than the fairytale creatures.

“I can’t seem to stay awake, Maria. I don’t know why I’m feeling so tired.”

“Do you have the same sleeping illness Daisy’s mom has?” Maria asked.

“I’m not sure. I hope not.”

“Me too. Maybe you should stop flying around so much and rest.”

“Maybe I should too.” Tulip sat on the little stick that was glued to the front of her bird house. Her little wings folded behind her back as her legs swung back and forth.

“Wow!” Maria whispered. “Your wings are golden!”

“Yes, they are. They sparkle too sometimes.”

“I like them!”

“Maria!” Her mother called from the front door. “Time for supper!”

“Oh drats. I guess I better go inside. I hope you feel better soon, Tulip.”

“Thank you, Maria. So do I.”

Maria stood up and ran to the house. I watched as she walked up the steps and followed her mother inside. The door closed as the porch light came on. As Maria ate her meal, I watched Tulip. I never saw anyone yawn so much. She dragged herself into her little house and it was the last time I’d seen her for a while. 

As the
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