
“Stolen Wings” 

 
Prologue 

    

 The witch held the fairy wings in her gnarled hands, gazing triumphantly at the fairy 

lying motionless on the floor.  The tree nymphs looked out from the bars of their cages, their 

eyes teary and their hands raised up in plea. The witch sneered. 

 “Walk back to your people,” she cried. “Show your sisters what you have become.” Her 

eyes glinted merrily with menace. “I have no more use for you.  You are no true Protector and 

you have failed your quest. She paused in thought. “For that I should kill you, but I would rather 

you suffer the burden of your people’s disappointment, the weight of your own shame. Go now. 

Run away, and never return.”  

The fairy raised herself from the floor, her head bowed. She stumbled and fell in her pain, 

her battered body smacking against the floor, like the lightest of footfalls. She stood once more, 

wobbly in her weakness. Her scarred back still bled from its open wounds.  As she walked to the 

end of the great hall, the doors opened to a starless night. 

 “One more thing, Protector,” the word was snarled. 

 The fairy turned and looked at the witch through her violet, tear-streaked eyes. The witch 

grinned in return, her sunken eyes shining malevolent yellow. Her flesh was holey, with filthy 

worms and poisonous beetles scuttering in and out. And underneath her nails maggots crawled-- 

so tiny, one could barely see them. But once one did, the eyes never forgot. The wingless fairy 

would have nightmares for the rest of her life about those maggots. And the spiders. And the 

beetles… and the worms. The witch opened her mouth to utter seven words. 

 “You will never be a true fairy.” The witch whispered, the sound escaping her throat like 

the growl of a beast prowling one’s nightmares. But this beast haunted the night and the day, the 

sleeping and the waking. 

 “You will never be a true fairy,” the witch mouthed, which was somehow even worse 

than hearing her voice at all.  

The fairy turned and walked into the night. 

… 

 Centuries after the witch had cast this fairy out and taken her purple-edged wings, 

another fairy was born, a fairy mayhap destined to defeat the witch of old. This fairy knew her 

purpose not, her path hidden and her fate unclear. 

 

ONE 

    

 Young Vala lay under the flowers, staring up at the spots of sky through the Fairies’ 

Canopy.  All the fairies nested up there, where they could touch the sky and pull it around them 

like a comforting blanket.  She so wanted to be like the other fairies. But she wasn’t. All because 

of a pair of nonexistent wings on her pale green back. 

 She had been born without wings, as all fairies are, but her wings never grew.  Her back 

was flawlessly smooth, her shoulder blades delicate.  No wings grew there. 

Wings were her people’s mark, their identity, their beauty.  Vala had none of this.  Oft 

she would dream she was flying with the other fairies, dancing among the treetops with 

them…only to wake, and know her back was still bare.  She was a unicorn without its pearly 

horn, a mermaid without a tail to swim… or a voice to sing.  



She twirled her fingers in her long, red hair. All the other fairies wore their hair in a braid 

or a loose bun, so they could see well when they flew. Vala wanted to fly. She needed to fly. But 

all she could do was leap and climb, dance and jump. The fairy-children thought her acrobatics 

amazing in their early years, but as their wings grew, so did their scorn. Vala always watched 

over them; she loved them, because for a time-- they loved her.  

Most of the fairies saw her as a hindrance to their society, a shadow on their perfect 

world. Vala knew her people shunned her, shunned her because she was different.  Only one 

other wingless fairy lived in the glade, Virinia, the healer fairy.  All respected her; she had 

proven herself worthy of love and respect, though Vala did not know how.  Perhaps it was 

because she was the eldest in the glade.  All fairies respected the Old Ones.  But Vala knew 

nothing of the art of healing, and she was far from old. 

 She loved her people well.  She loved their songs and their dances and their wings.  Their 

beautiful, gossamer wings. 

… 

Though the sun shone above, Vala knew darkness was coming.  Coming soon, one 

week’s time.  The Huntress, the Sorceress, came each year to the Fairy Glade, and took the 

fairies with the most beautiful wings.  That was how Vala had lost her own mother. Vala’s mind 

sped unwillingly back to that day, lured as a moth to flame. The sorceress had entered the glade, 

and brought with her a fierce and bitter cold. Vala had hidden behind her mother, with wide eyes 

watching the witch.  

 “You,” the witch had said, and lifted a finger, pointing at Vala’s mother, “you will 

suffice.”  

 Vala tore herself away from the memory. Everyone in the glade knew the heartbreak of 

losing a loved one to the Sorceress.  These loved ones were never seen again.  

 Wingless and motherless, Vala often revisited her nightmarish memories. She could not 

find her path in life, when all she could look forward to had been stolen from her. 

 

TWO 

    

 For the past thirteen nights rain had poured from the heavens. Each of these nights a cry 

arose, the keening of some lonely bird, perhaps the last of its kind. The sound brought tears to 

the fairies’ eyes, for it was so filled with pain and grief that only the heartless would not weep. 

All the fairies knew why the rains had come. This grief-stricken wail, so terrible in its sadness, 

even made the stars cry. 

That night it rained also. No, it poured. The familiar, eerie cry rose to the skies, and the 

fairies listened, their eyes wet with tears. They all lay in their well-protected nests, each roofed 

with several leaves, keeping the rain out.  All but Vala.  She loved the rain on her bare shoulders.  

However, she did not like the mud.  She tiptoed carefully to the nearest tree and began to climb.  

Fairy babes climbed all the time since they could not yet fly; Vala would have to do this all her 

life.  She looked up, trying to see the next tree-hole through the blinding rain. 

 “Galena, NO!” 

 Vala saw the fairy-tot sitting at the end of a long, skinny branch.  Galena giggled as she 

bounced and swayed, coming dangerously close to tipping.  Vala saw Galena’s mother at the 

edge of her nest.  She knew the mother could not fly out in this rain.  Her wings would break.  

Galena stood up, her small legs balancing delicately on the branch. 



 “Galena, STOP IT!  It’s not safe!”  Vala yelled through the roar of the pouring rain.  

Galena looked down, swaying ever so slightly as she did.  Her face was set in a tight smirk. 

 “You don’t even have wings.  What would you know about flying?  You’ll never be a 

true fairy.”   

Vala’s mind filled with conflicting thoughts of “Younglings can be so insensitive” and “I 

can still fly better than you can”. Galena’s sneer faltered as the driving rain fell, her eyes 

clouding with the smallest hint of fear.  One of her tiny feet wavered from the branch, and her 

arms trembled slightly.  Then she fell. 

 Vala heard the mother’s scream. She felt the pounding rain. She jumped. 

And caught Galena in her arms. Vala landed on the side of a tree, Galena in one arm and 

the other clutching desperately at the bark. 

“Give her here!” Vala looked up and saw Virinia, the healer fairy.  Galena’s tears flowed 

down Vala’s shoulder, mixing with the rain. 

 “You must throw her to me!”  Virinia yelled. 

 Vala looked at the little girl’s tear-streaked face, then back at the healer.  With all her 

strength she flung Galena up, and at the same time lost hold of the slippery bark.  She did not see 

if the healer caught Galena.  She uttered a small scream as she plummeted towards the ground. 

 

THREE 

    

 “Shhh, there, there.  You took quite a fall, young lady.” 

 Vala opened her eyes to see Virinia sitting beside her.  She closed them again.  It was 

very bright.  

 “Is Galena safe?” Vala whispered. 

“Yes.  Her mother is very grateful to you.  You saved her child from a terrible death.” 

 Vala shook her head. She had only done what instinct demanded of her.  Once again she 

opened her eyes, looking at Virinia. 

 The healer’s face was sweet, and deeply creased in many places.  Her violet eyes though, 

sparkled with youth. And kindness. Vala realized she, herself, also had violet eyes. No other 

fairies had such an eye color.  Her mother had had eyes of hunter green. The healer’s hands were 

gnarled, but soft as daisy petals. Her long white hair was pulled back in a thick braid that fell 

past her waist. The healer was old, Vala knew; yet just how old no one knew.   

 “How long have I been unconscious?” She tried to sit up but cried out in pain, collapsing 

against the leaf bed. 

“Two suns.  You have broken both your legs along with two ribs.  You will heal quickly, 

though.  All fairies under my care do.” 

Virinia’s eyes twinkled with a strange light. 

 “How long do you think it will take?” 

 “Oh, probably only a day, maybe two if your pain is so great. Is it better when you lie 

still?”  

Vala nodded. “May I sleep again now?” 

 The healer fairy laid a gentle hand on Vala’s forehead, stroked her wavy, red hair, and 

smiled her answer. 

 

FOUR 

   



 The sorceress was due in two days’ time.  All the fairies talked in hushed tones; they 

were frightened.  Vala hated their fear; she hated what they feared. 

She wondered if the witch could be killed.  Her thoughts turned to the poison pool; it lay 

just beyond the borders of the glade.  The poison would kill you in seconds if it got into your 

blood.  But Vala did not know how she could use it to rid her people of this ancient shadow. It 

would be a great good to her people, but she knew her own reason was selfish; it was the only 

way she could prove her worth without wings.  

 Vala loved Virinia’s hollow. The healer had books and herbs and several other peculiar 

things to look at. She had never realized the extent of the healer’s knowledge.  

 “Virinia?” 

 The fairy lifted her eyes from her book. 

“Do you know if the witch can be killed?”  

The healer’s eyes flashed dark with pain, fear, and Vala thought she saw, thought she saw 

a gleam of anger, gone quick as it had come. Virinia nodded slowly.  

“It’s a fool’s errand.” 

“That wasn’t my question.” 

“You can’t succeed.”  

Vala stood up angrily, pointing her finger at the healer’s face. “Now you listen to me,” 

she said, her voice almost breaking. “All my life I’ve been told what I could and couldn’t do. No 

one believes in me but me. And no matter how selfish it is, I want to be loved. It is my sole 

desire, and if this is the way it can be done, then this is how it will be done.”  

The healer stared at her silently, at last saying, “It can be done.” she said nothing more. 

“How?” 

“Do you know of the poison pool?” Virinia whispered. Vala nodded, staring into the 

healer’s violet eyes. “Then you know how it can be done.” 

“But…” 

“No buts. You must figure out the rest by yourself. I can go no farther.” She handed Vala a vial 

to put the poison in. “I must rest now. I am tired. You stay here for tonight. You leave for the 

pool tomorrow.” Virinia returned to her rocking chair, and fell asleep almost immediately. Vala 

watched her silently, her mind swirling with dark thoughts. She had never felt so angry and then 

empowered. She wasn’t sure she liked it.  

The healer’s hands began to shake as she slept, and her face contorted in a twist of agony 

and fear. Her lips clenched tightly together, as if she were trying to suppress a scream. She 

twisted and doubled over in pain. 

 “Virinia! Virinia!” Vala rushed to the old fairy’s side, and shook her to no avail. Finally 

she slapped the healer across the face, leaving a bright mark on her cheek. Virinia jolted awake. 

“Are you okay? What happened?” Vala said frantically. The healer shook herself, and 

brushed off her arms, as if there were bugs crawling all over them. 

“It was just a nightmare. Just a silly dream, really.” But Virinia’s eyes said something 

else. 

“What was it about?” 

“I am just terrified of bugs. And sometimes I dream they are crawling on me. Maggots. 

And spiders. And beetles… And worms. Silly, really.” The healer stared at the floor and said no 

more. 

 

FIVE 



    

 Vala, her body now healed, left for the pool before dawn, the day of the witch’s coming. 

All the other fairies lay yet asleep in their nests. The darkness pressed in on Vala, its weight 

forbidding. 

 Rain pelted down mercilessly, but Vala walked on. Her heart pounded as loud as the rain. 

Tears coursed down her face, indistinguishable from the tears of the stars. She could not think; 

all that existed was the howl of the rain and the cry of that lonesome creature. As Vala neared the 

edge of the glade, the cry rang out anew, and another wall of rain slammed into Vala. She 

stumbled under its weight, her feet sinking into the swampy mud. Vala urged her feet forward. 

 Then her foot slid into something wet and thick. She fell back and watched as the rain 

washed the red poison off her foot. But suddenly the rain stopped. The silence enveloped Vala. 

She stared at the crimson pool before her, its blood-hue warning of its poison substance. 

 The ground surrounding the pool was an ashy gray, the soil dead…rotting. As her eyes 

explored, she saw something even more frightening than the silence. All the trees were dead. 

Hundreds of them, pale with death and bare of leaves. Not a branch moved in this windless, 

lifeless air. All these trees…dead…in midsummer. Tears silently ran down Vala’s face. And then 

her eyes fell on the tree nymph standing across the pool. 

The nymph’s hair was silvery-green, matching the shade of her eyes. Those eyes held 

more sadness than even Vala knew could be had. Around the nymph’s neck hung a necklace, 

with a carved leaf pendant, which glowed a strange amber shade. She wore a dress of moss, thin 

and filmy. It fluttered not from a breeze, but from the nymph’s breathing magic.  

 “Who are you?” the nymph whispered. 

 “Vala is my name.” 

“Why do you come here?” the nymph asked. Vala could not think. Her mind swirled with 

fear and wonder. 

 “I am a fairy. I come to collect the poison, the poison that may kill the witch who haunts 

my people.” 

 The nymph nodded. Tears ran down her face and plunged to the ashen ground. Had Vala 

been looking where the nymph’s tears fell, she would have seen small, green patches where grass 

had instantly grown. 

 “I am Marisol. I am the last of the wood nymphs. I remain here because this was my 

home; it was a place of life once. The witch took my people from me and only I escaped. You, 

and I, we stand on common ground.” 

 Vala bowed her head in sorrow. “I am sorry you have lost your people.” 

 “As am I.” Marisol raised her arms to the sky and wailed to the heavens. Thunder 

screamed, and the rains sheeted down once more. Vala now knew why the stars wept. 

… 

 Shafts of dim light blanketed the dead trees. Full day neared. The nymph watched as Vala 

put the poison in the vial.  

 “If there is any way I can help you defeat the witch, I will,” Marisol said. Vala nodded, 

but she really did not know how she would do it herself.  

“I give this to you as a token of my gratitude, for what you are about to do. May it protect 

you and your people.” Marisol held out the necklace, waiting expectantly for Vala to take it. The 

fairy watched, hypnotized, as the pendant swung. 

 “Vala?” 



 She shook her head groggily. She reached out for the necklace. The pendant was warm in 

Vala’s hands. 

 “Thank you.” 

 Marisol nodded, smiling. Vala wondered how long it had been since Marisol smiled; the 

expression was strange on the nymph’s pale face. 

 Vala put the poison-filled vial into her waist-pouch. She felt she weighed a thousand 

pounds heavier as she returned to the glade.  Everyone was rushing about for the sake of rushing. 

She knew they feared what would come. 

 

SIX 

    

 No one spoke.  Silence engulfed the glade, seeming to trumpet the witch’s coming. The 

fairy children were afraid. The grown fairies were afraid. Vala was afraid. 

All knew when the witch entered the glade.  A dread cold filled the air, and the leaves 

shivered. An ancient hag limped into the clearing where all the fairies hovered. The hag cackled 

madly. 

“So, you await my coming?” 

 The witch cackled again.  The fairies shuddered in revulsion at the sound. 

“I have come to take what is owed me.” 

 The hag walked to each fairy, giving them a cutting look and then moving on.  Every 

time she paused in front of a fairy, time stood still and all held their breath. But she would move 

on. Then she stopped in front of Galena, who hid trembling behind her mother. The child’s new 

wings trembled in fear. She had not even yet learned to fly. 

“You should do nicely, my child…” the witch reached out to touch the tot’s wings. 

Galena’s mother’s eyes already held defeat. 

 “NO!”  Vala ran in front of Galena, defiantly facing the witch, her violet eyes flashing in 

anger. 

 The witch stepped back in surprise, surveying the one standing in her way. “Who might 

you be?  Ah yes, the wingless one.  You are of no use to me.  I will kill you if you do not stand 

aside.  I will pass.” 

The witch moved forward. 

 “You shall NOT!” Vala screamed in fury. For the first time in her life she felt powerful. 

But then great pain suddenly shot through Vala’s back, a bolt of lightning up her spine.  She 

collapsed to the ground, pain searing through her, a hot brand pressing outward from inside.  

Vala screamed.  Tears squeezed out of her clamped-shut eyes. 

 “Release me of your spell,” she wailed, her voice breaking. 

“This is not my magic,” the hag whispered, perhaps a hint of fear in the sound. 

 The pain flared, greater, greater, blazing in Vala’s back.  Then great wings shot out of her 

back, the wings of a monarch butterfly, wreathed in royal purple. The pain eased almost 

immediately. Vala looked at her wings in wonder.  Then she looked back at the witch. She pulled 

herself up, standing tall, her shoulders back and her fists at her sides. 

 “No longer will I allow you to shadow my people.  No longer will I allow you to haunt 

their dreams.  No longer,” Vala repeated in a low, but clear, voice.  She stood in  

front of the other fairies, her magnificent wings like a shield between them and the witch.  They 

gazed at Vala with awe and at her wings with reverence, for they were the most beautiful wings 

any had ever seen. 



 The witch smiled hideously, her toothless maw open in a gleeful O-shape. 

 “You will do just fine,” the witch said. Vala had not expected this.  But then she knew 

what she had to do. 

“This will prove to the others that I love them,” she thought to herself. 

 The witch’s grin widened. 

“On one condition,” Vala said in that same low, but clear voice. 

 “What?”  The witch’s grin faltered slightly. She was not used to such requests. 

 “You never hurt my people again; come here, you will not. Ever.” 

 The witch nodded.  “You have my word.”  

Then faster than Vala’s eyes could follow, the witch slipped a chain around her ankle.  

The witch turned and began to pull. They left the clearing, the other fairies watching in silent 

dismay. Vala stumbled forward, going as fast as she could without falling.  Then she thought of 

her wings…her great wings.  She moved them experimentally; her feet lifted from the ground in 

an instant. 

 She found she could easily keep up with the witch when she flew.  Her waist-pouch 

bounced against her side. 

“The vial!”  she realized.  Quietly she removed it from the pouch.  The witch did not turn.  

Vala stared at the vial. Marisol had told her what the poison would do to her. It would kill her 

within an hour if the poison only rested on her flesh. It would kill her within minutes if it got into 

her blood. She knew what she must do. Vala uncapped it, then lit on the ground again, sprinting.  

She bent her wings forward, dipping their sharp tips in the poison.  The witch still did not turn. 

Vala tucked away the vial.  She flew behind the witch.  And then she saw it. 

 

SEVEN 

   

“We must help her!” Virinia nearly screamed in frustration. The other fairies said 

nothing. She whirled around.  

 “Vala has always only wanted to be one of us. We have shunned her simply because she 

is different! Look at us. We are questioning whether we should help her, when she is one of our 

own. I have no wings, yet you treat me as one of the People. How have I earned your respect? I 

am the healer, yes, but look at what Vala has done for us. She has always watched over your 

children, and loved them, and loved you. Even if you acted as if she was invisible, she still loved 

you. Vala loved you.” 

 Virinia turned once more to face Galena’s mother. 

 “Do you remember Vala’s bravery, Cara?” the healer asked. 

 Galena’s mother, Cara, lowered her eyes. 

 “Do you?” 

 Cara said nothing.  

Virinia spoke once more in disbelief. “She put herself between your child and the 

Sorceress when even you would not. And even now, you would rather hate what you do not 

understand.” The healer’s face held fury and sorrow. 

Galena stepped forward, and looked straight into Virinia’s violet eyes. 

 “She saved me. Though I’d done nothing for her, she saved me.” Galena whispered 

haltingly. “And if my own mother will not help her, then I will. Somehow.”  

Cara looked down at Galena in surprise. Then she turned her teary face to Virinia. 

Something in her eyes had changed.  



“My child has more wisdom and kindness than I. I will come.” She flew forward and 

landed at the healer’s side.  

 At first, nothing happened. Then, one flew forward, then another. Soon all the fairies had 

done so. 

 “I am coming too,” a small voice said. 

 The fairies turned to see a pale-faced nymph standing before them. 

 “I am Marisol, and Vala’s friend.” 

 

EIGHT 

  

 Before her stood a towering fortress, its obsidian walls shining with a strange darkness.  

The witch led her in, always impatiently tugging at the chain. 

 Vala looked around the cavernous hall in horror. 

 Lined along the walls were dozens of cages…cages imprisoning tree nymphs.  The 

nymphs walked to the bars of their cages, looking mournfully at Vala.  Their faces were 

beautiful, yet also etched with pain and sorrow, as if they had grown old much too quickly. At 

the sight of Marisol’s necklace, each nymph began to wail. Vala heard the rain smash down upon 

the fortress, the roar unbelievable. She believed the stars now shed tears of fury as well as grief. 

Then she saw what the cages were made of.  Thousands upon thousands of fairy wings entwined 

together to make the cages. 

 “This is what you have done with my people’s wings?”  Vala asked in a whisper. 

 The witched laughed, cawed. 

 “Yes.  Only fairy wings have the magic to hold such creatures as tree nymphs.   But do 

you not see?  I have kept your precious people alive.”   

The witch pointed at the floor.  Vala looked down.  The floor looked like ice, its surface 

frosted in a shivery, silvery sheen.  Vala looked closer; she saw only blurs and shadows, moving 

under the ice.  She hovered over the floor, touched the surface, drew back quickly; it was so cold.  

She bent again, then wiped the frost off the top. Vala gasped in shock. She wiped off more and 

more of the frost, continuing until the witch yanked at the chain, causing Vala to slam onto the 

ice floor, her face downward, perhaps an inch from what lay beneath the ice. 

Encased in the icy prison, hundred of wingless fairies pressed up against the ice, 

screaming words Vala could not hear. 

 Anger rose up in her, and she wailed in fury and sorrow. The witch laughed. Vala flew at 

her, her poison-tipped wings ready.  She slammed against an invisible wall. The witch laughed 

again. 

“One fairy cannot hurt me. Poison-tipped wings cannot kill me. One of your people tried 

before. She failed. Do you wonder why I keep those wretched creatures alive? If I capture 

enough of their kind, I can take their magic and I will live forever.  Today is that day.” 

 Vala looked up at the witch, her rage surfacing once more.   

 “Now I have you and your wings, which hold more power than you know.  I finally have 

all I need to make me immortal.” 

The witch cackled one last time.  

 Vala heard a strange sound, a whispering, fluttering noise.  She turned though the chain 

pulled painfully on her ankle.  She saw a frightening but wonderful sight. All the fairies stood 

before her, hovering in the air, waiting. Virinia stood at the front, her great new wings unfurled, 

the wings of a monarch butterfly, edged in royal purple. 



 The witch backed away, her wrinkled face pulled back in a withering, wraith-like 

grimace. The fairies’ wings dripped red poison. 

 “A fairy cannot kill me,” the witch whispered. 

 “Perhaps not, but a thousand can,” Virinia said clearly. 

The fairies swarmed toward the witch; some hit the invisible wall, but they soon broke 

through the witch’s defenses.  The witch yowled as the sting of a thousand fairy wings pricked 

her yellowed flesh.  She dropped to the floor…dead. Her form withered into dust. 

The icy floor shattered into a glittering cloud; the cages withered and collapsed; the fairy 

wings floated downward like leaves at the end of autumn. Vala’s chain dissolved into mist. 

The nymphs cried out in joy, and danced about. The wingless fairies smiled at their 

freedom, but Vala saw the sadness in their eyes.  She had known that sadness all her life. 

 She alit on the floor, near a fairy-child who was crying. 

“I’ve lost my wings,” the child cried, rocking back and forth.  Vala reached out and took 

the child into her arms, holding her as she sobbed. Then she felt something on the child’s back. 

Pulling away, she saw a new pair of wings on the child’s back.  Vala was amazed.  The fairy-

child still sobbed. 

“Child,” Vala said, “look at your wings.” 

 The child-fairy looked up, her wet eyes streaming tears of joy. 

The other wingless fairies gazed at the child in wonder, then at Vala.  She flew to each 

one and gently touched their scarred backs.  Each grew a new set of gorgeous wings. Then Vala 

saw her mother. 

 

 

 

“Momma,” she cried and flew into her mother’s open arms.  The mother’s wings grew 

almost instantly. 

 “How I’ve missed you!” Vala’s mother pulled back to look at her. “And how you’ve 

grown.” 

 But then a bolt of pain screamed through Vala. She collapsed to the floor, hunched over 

in agony. Her mother held her in her arms, not knowing what was happening. But Vala knew. 

Her hour was up. The poison was working.  

 “No!” a nymph cried as she ran to Vala’s side.  

 “Marisol?” Vala gasped, the pain ripping through her. Marisol nodded. 

“My wings…” she cried, “they’re ruined.” She looked at their singed tips, blackened and 

burned.  

 “No! They are beautiful! They’re perfect!” Marisol clutched Vala’s hands. The nymph 

cried a river of tears, which pooled near Vala’s side. 

 Her mother wailed, rocking back and forth with her daughter in her arms. Tears streamed 

down her face.  

 “My darling! Stay with me! Please! Please!” 

 Vala’s breathing slowed, growing shallower and shallower.  

 “Vala!” her mother howled. 

 Vala’s eyes fluttered closed, and her chest rose one last time. 

“No…” Marisol moaned. A single tear dropped onto Vala’s wing. The fairies watched 

the scene in horror, their joy stolen and their grace lost as they fell into each other’s arms in 

grief. Vala’s mother wailed, the misery in her voice surpassing even the nymph’s. It seemed that 



the fortress would collapse under the rain. The stars had never wept so true. Marisol’s tears fell 

on the dead fairy’s singed wing. The charred wing tip began to glow a strange amber shade, and 

the ash slid away. The wing began to reform, its beautiful shape reappearing. The other wing 

also began to heal. Vala’s mother still rocked back and forth, holding the limp body in her arms. 

Marisol gazed in wonder at the wings. Silence surrounded them. All was quiet. The rain stopped, 

and no one made a sound. The air could have been frozen in ice. And then… a breath. A rasping, 

shallow breath. But a breath. 

Vala’s mother stopped crying, and looked in wonder at her daughter. She enfolded her 

into an embrace, and Vala struggled weakly. Marisol finally pried her from her mother’s arms, 

and crushed her into another hug. Vala coughed, her lungs still burning in pain. The nymph 

loosened her grip. 

 “What did you do? Vala managed to speak. “What happened?” 

 Marisol shook her head in bewilderment. 

 “I don’t know.” 

 “I do.” Virinia, the healer fairy, flew forward. “A nymph’s tears can heal any wound, be 

it small or deadly. Marisol saved your life.” 

 Still in a daze, Vala nodded. Then she jerked to attention. 

 “Virinia! You must wash your wings clean of the poison! You all must! The poison will 

kill you if you don’t!” 

 Virinia nodded, still smiling.  

 “It will be done.” 

 The fairies flew towards Vala, and then lit on the ground by her side. Each dipped their 

wings into the pool of tears Marisol had cried. The poison disappeared from their wings.  

NINE 

 

 “I think you have some explaining to do,” Vala said as she gazed at Virinia.  The healer 

fairy nodded.  Her mouth was smiling, but her violet eyes, the same eyes Vala had, were not. 

 “You are the Fidela, the Protector of the People.  A Fidela is born every nine generations, 

and never grows her wings until she commits herself to great sacrifice, three times,” said Virinia. 

 At this, Vala’s eyes widened. 

 “The first time you put your life at risk to save Galena’s. The second time you promised 

Marisol you would defeat the witch, knowing you might die. The third time you were willing to 

give your life in place of all your people. Your wings grew because you were willing to sacrifice 

your life for many others.” 

Confusedly Vala asked, “but…why…why didn’t you tell me?  Why didn’t my mother tell 

me?” 

“If we had told you, you would not have accomplished what you did.  You would have 

been arrogant and failed.  No Fidela knows what she is until she has committed herself to the 

ultimate sacrifice.” 

 Vala looked at the healer’s wings, identical to her own. 

“You were a Fidela once, weren’t you?”  

A single tear ran down Virinia’s wrinkled cheek.  She nodded slowly. 

 “I was, a very long time ago.  I was another person then. I found out I was a Fidela before 

my time had come, and when I tried to defeat the witch, I lost. I was lost.  The witch took my 

magic from me.  She took my wings; they grew back only because I had learned to be a true fairy 

again when we came to your aid.  The witch took all but my life. My healing powers were 



diminished, but still there. I could heal most hurts, all but the one in my heart.  It was when I met 

you that most of my touch returned.” 

 Vala smiled.  It all made sense now.  She heard gleeful yells from outside the tree-hole.  

They both flew outside, looking to see what was happening. 

The nymphs had grown young again, so the trees were no longer dying.  The fairies’ 

wings had regrown at Vala’s touch.  All was well. 

 More happy shouts sounded below.  Virinia and Vala looked down. And there, the fairy 

children danced on the ground, watching Galena fly. 

… 

And the stars wept no more. 

 

 


