Tales from the Stor mthrower
Emily: Thetale of Violet



It was sad. She had been employed for almost eaosy selling plants and
flowers to all who ventured into the shop, attrdddg the gorgeous colors, lovely fragrances
or just searching for a quick bouquet of flowensying off a bad mistake or forgotten
promise. She had helped them all to their needs lifite old lady, just looking for someone
to talk to. The young man never buying anything gsit the red flower in the corner and the
girl buying flowers for her mother once a month. WWbmiss them all.

She had visited the big garden center and in sineewould probably go and
ask for an interview, but right now she looked uploem as the perpetrator, the sole reason
the flower shop, that was her life, had to closaliors. The money on her bank account
should last her for at least a long vacation, baking up as early as ever did not get her in a
festive mood, so for now, she was watching the manusdads on child duty, run off their
frustration after bringing them to school. Left 8$tepid bench, sitting so uncomfortable and
followed the flow of traffic, searching for a comt@nal one. Hoping the city did not spend
all their money on the arty décor of the park.

Something moved. She turned, her attention drayen\eery large bell flower
swinging up and down, and the whole morning thedwiad not even moved a single strain of
her hair. She waited, curious what kind of insexd brawled into the flower. Nothing
happened. The insect might got itself stuck. Sbkqu up a small stick and walked over the
grass towards the small circle of flowers. Bowedrahe huge flower and carefully tapped on
it. Still no more movement than the flower swinginiddly. She studied the flower, picked a
spot and gave a harder tap on it. The “ouch” corfriogn the flower was unexpected and
made her stumble backward.

Two human like eyes appeared at the opening didler, checking out what
was going on. Then quick as lightning changed hitleapting for the green bag overrun with
beautiful red roses, she had dropped in the s€&aeing at her bag, in doubt what was in it,
she considered her options. Not trusting her elyedinally picked it up, to open it at home
where she could utilize some towels as protectmme items, fallen out after the drop, she
put in her coat, not daring to put them back.

In her living room, she placed the bag on hereaBhced up the stairs to get
some towels from the bedroom and was stopped itr&gks entering the living room again,
seeing a tiny girl like figure standing next to 8mall arrangement of flowers decorating her
table.

She had seen Peter Pan when she was young acrédlare looked a bit like
Tinker Bell, only having brown hair like her. Heftle green dress, was getting old, already
browning on the edges of the tiny leaves it wasearafdShe whispered an apology for hitting
the creature, hackled out some words meaning sheed/iéo help an animal seemingly in dire
need, but not sounding anywhere close to thatried with wide eyes and asked in sad
singing tone, how it could happen she was able¢oher. She stepped closer to hear the soft
song of the tiny girl, who went on singing of theepers of the flowers. Nice men and women
giving love to them, but had looked straight thrioungr like she was not there. Had flown at
midday with the ladies and their kids, was callgaetty butterfly more than once, but did not
dare to come out of hiding more often as the higswere eying her up already.

The tiny girl stopped suddenly and asked if she oieeck the flowers for nectar, as
her hideout was more than empty after so longya Siae agreed, watching her fly across the
room, hovering at several flowers getting a handfuiectar out of each. Remembered she
might have something edible, searched and fouradajar of honey at the back of the
cupboard.



No sooner had she opened it, spreading the samellthe creature popped her
head out of the greens she had found in the windlo@ame fluttering over, carefully
checking every angle of the jar and its surrounslif®he whispered to the creature, “The
humans took honey from the bees to eat it at thisure, so they are not here to protect it.”
Then pushed the jar a little closer. Finally it ®ped down, snatched a fistful of the semi
liquid and darted across the room hiding agaimedvergreen. She smiled, left the jar for her
to eat when she was ready and started up her |lapfiggure out what she was.

The noise of the computer starting up got thenéitia of her tiny guest and
soon after, the fluttering of wings came closere Sat down on the keyboard. Looking, than
touching the screen feeling for the picture ofghggle big rose she had as a background. A
sad, sad song emerged from the tiny girl, misserghlome, her friends, her queen. Turned
and asked if she could show Violet a picture offimme. She sighed, told her she had never
seen anyone looking like her, did not know where cdime from.

“But you have the greens Violet likes to sleeplihen you must know where
home is.”

Letter by letter she typed in the name of the (pleareful not to hit little Violet
when she needed a letter close to her, and didralsé~ound the evergreen was originating
from the south of her country, where the warm weaktung out all year. Got a hunch, and
searched some more, finding all flowers belongmthat area. Running them by Violet.
Finally getting a reaction, showing a big red Anisek starting another song about the
pleasures of home, so rudely interrupted by memwtimg nets over them, putting them in
glass jars, just to look at. They had put paper bee jar, with holes in it for her to breath.
Holes she was making bigger in the dark hours, wherbig men were sleeping. Making sure
she did all of them, so it would not show. Afteleav days, the men put all jars in a bag and
took them for a long trip.

Out of sight, sensing imminent doom she had claatexhe of the holes, until
she was able to squeeze through. Hiding in thechatpuflaging herself the best she could, as
the metal box outside did not provide much morbideout in. Saw a big hand take all the
jars out of the bag and heard the curses when akenot in hers. Managed to stay out of
sight, clinging on for dear life, when the bag waerturned and shaken violently. Finally
escaped, when the men went back to search the boetatlarting through a portal into a
small area with dead plants and a big cat.

On and on she flew through the weirdly shapedestolts, until her wings
could go no more and she had to hideout in a ssveelling tree, falling asleep lonely and
starved. Waked up at the chatter of a small birdmdaining she had stole his hideout. So she
went on, looking for color in the dead hills, theme found the big green, managed to steal
some food from the birds and the bees and met #idwgr, willing to hide her from the
world.

She promised to try and take Violet home, hadolmer metal box, but first
needed to get food as it was a long way. Askedafey ate fruit besides nectar.

“Little orange round fruit is nice. Tangy flavor épen, but nice inside. Big round
orange fruit better, but impossible to open. Stolete from a bird once. Mmmmm, Yummy.”

With a big smile she took her leave, promisingdme back. First rode to the garden
center. Bought a big squared plastic containes,dbgardening earth and all the plants from
down south she could find and fit into it. Not fetting the greens Violet liked to sleep in.
Bought the oranges, some bread, and a jar of strayelly, her favorite, and went back
home to show Violet her carriage.

Violet started off hanging out on the dashboardkiog at all the colored boxes
passing by. Soon got bored of that and after thestarted heating the dashboard, thought



better of it. Falling asleep in between the gre&me rode long into the night and only after
almost falling asleep behind the wheel, rolledmjp totel to book a room.

The next day late in the afternoon, they arrivethatbeach, booking a hotel
overlooking the sea, because of its beautiful sigargens, recognizing the plants from the
search on her laptop. Went to talk with the own@rding up the subject of his colored estate.
No hanging leaves or flowers, no browning on thgesd however, keeping the plants with a
full body and wondered if they just dug them uprirthe wild, as with the domesticated
versions she could have never achieved such aHeguist smiled and changed the subject to
the reason of her stay. If she was planning toyetije amazing wildlife, then seeing her
laptop gave some websites to check out.

All night she searched the web for suitable tragkiutes, twisting through the dense
forests and parks. Hoping for a miracle. Had shdfahet some of the landmarks, but little
Violet was the youngest of her tribe, not yet akoWto wonder off the kingdom. Only
allowed to do classes. Sang it with such a disgfustobviously was wholeheartedly jealous at
her older friends. She had learned in class, thodgld used the time spend on the road, to
create herself a colorful new dress. Predominatzly but with yellow sleeves and shoulders,
set upon a base of green baby leafs, giving ihgtre Explained little fairies like her where
not allowed to wear color. Needed the green as taenouflage magic was still growing and
they still needed to learn so much about the faesind them. Had only worn color once at
the big feast. Then looked cheeky, asking if sheded her wearing color.

#

Violet had decided the bag with the flowers onaititthe best view at the forest around
them, balancing herself in between the double zgpjethe middle, sometimes fluttering
along to feel and smell the big green, ever castatiall other creatures. She wondered about
the little birds flying along with them for a whjlehen turning and getting out of sight through
the tangle of leaves as another had arrived. Stheéatkan lots of detours, but still the birds
kept to their dance.

The forest smelled lovely. Lots of trees, the omaa spot of grass and cliffs lining
the path. Every narrow ridge on them occupied bylmtrs and flowers, like a stand watching
over the trees. But no hill or depression overrith Wowers, being a possible home for her
tiny friend. Time to find another way into the fetebut again just trees and in some small
sunny spots a lonely patch of flowers, leaving ¥iaowering in her bag. Torn between the
happiness of recognizing the flowers and the stezesr of the vicious bees guarding them.

The day ended as it started, traveling on the rGatihg back to the hotel. Walking
past the people adoring the sun in the gardertsedidtel, she was stopped by an old lady.
Had heard she was interested in her part, giviaggtrden such a tranquil look. Led her past
all the plants, naming all the flowers and boastorgeach a beneficial quality. Even going so
far as to tug her along, proudly showing her littlesery, with small plants making them
grow strong for their great performance in the dmgden.

Out of sight, seeing no one else, the lady picked map lying on one of the tables
and put it in her bag, putting a finger on her lijgaking her promise to use it only when
being alone. A debt paid to the little birds thd l@ldy loved so much. A gift of finding a
better place to see the native flowers and plantsying in their own habitat. However they
were not easy to find. Only after a long walk tigh the forest, hiding in the green, for all
having no respect for the colors of life.

Puzzled she thanked the lady for the tour aroundjselen and acknowledged a
knowing nod from the owner of the hotel as she gddise reception to walk to her room. The
map boasted all favorite landmarks in the neighbodh being a simple one, sold in every
tourist shop on the boulevard. She compared it amign she had bought herself and found,
after a long and hard search, five little dark grdets in between the huge light green patch,



indicating the forest they had just spend all dgarshing along the paths. Made to see, well,
in retrospect, nothing. Hiding the real natureite their life undisturbed by the ignorant.

She explained to Violet the meaning of the mapjig find her home in one of the
tiny dark green spots. Violet better grasping tleening of the old lady, looked at her and
asked whether she had a plan to get close to tite,spt willing to lead any more angry men
to any of her friends. She sat down, now lettirgwords sink in to their full weight and
asked after a long time if the birds scared litielet.

“Big bird do, but the smaller ones eat only seat$ @ten we help them as they warn
us. To dodge or evade those seeing us as a wagddlieir little ones.” She nodded , and told
Violet she was going to trust the small birds aslittle fairy had done living among the trees.
Getting a smile from her tiny friend.

#

She parked the car early in the morning on a farthizagging the forest, explained
she liked walking through the forest, but was oftehoff by the noise of talking tourists,
scaring away the wildlife, before she had a chaosze them. Hoped by starting halfway she
would get a better experience. Got the permissishsgueezed through the low bushes at the
point the pathways gave lookout over the farmlagdsng a last wave to the farmer working
on his land.

With a very slow pace looking for all to be seenha air, the birds searching for
seeds, in the trees, the butterflies flutteringtigh the leaves, dancing around the abundant
white flowers and on the ground the occasional rma@®oting through the grass. Scared
away by her footsteps. She got more and more attiméine movement of the little creatures
of the forest, before she found a good way intahdat of the living nature. Stepping from
root to root, careful not to leave a mark, she gfdet the green engulf her, looking for the
sun to keep direction. Ducked and crawled undemigat long thorns guarding these low
growing trees and only after a long time, a mileagfrom anywhere, dared to open the map,
getting directions, hoping to come closer to onthefdark green spots.

Turning the map she looked in the direction of vehame of the spots would lie.
Moving that way she got in between trees drowniaigtiee sunlight, making it gloomy, but
easier going than the thorns. Spotted the saméespeafchirds, shadowing them yesterday and
checked their behavior. Following them whenevey there flying in the right heading,
getting totally lost. Only able to see the timalaf/, when the sun managed to stick its rays
through the gaps in the foliage and not even ggttinse when the thorns had managed to
muscle themselves in. Had to crawl for a long timél dense bushes took over and she was
able to stretch twisting and turning through thémpping over something unexpected.

She stood dead quiet after hearing a short grumigdt a hand over her mouth
anyway. The whisper of the woman, clad in camowéflsigite and with knife and rifle hanging
from a leather belt around her waist, was clearshe managed to shake her head. Finally
being allowed to speak she told of the birds aedaise leading her path, into the ever
changing forest. Needing to find what was covetgd\l.

The woman shook her head, could not think why soraewould run the thorn trees
just for the fun of being different. Needed hesitodown and stay put, until she had figured
out how to get her back on to the main paths.

She sat down taking some of her rations and wdsqibrhappy to wait, not knowing
the woman to be protecting or spying on the flinggfolk. More and more small birds landed
close by, hopped around as if searching for sometlinen flew away again. She recognized
them, but kept silent, hoping little Violet had hemvake when she stumbled over the woman,
and stayed out of sight too.

The evening came and having expected not comink daatoof the forest for a while,
she got the thick blanket out of her backpack atiéd herself in it. Closing her eyes shortly,



using her bag as a cushion against the hard truslkipg marks into the back of her head,
slowly sitting back making sure not to crush itfiaie contents. Looked back in the world
again, with the woman searching through her badkpgatad she had Violet save behind her,
she closed her eyes and waited until long afteb#o&pack was placed back like nothing had
happened.

Bright lights and loud racket of crushing dry twigked her senses and instinctively
she crawled back into the dens bushes, hopinglaekdt was green enough to shield her
from the barging people. It was evidently enougttifie woman to convince her not being an
enemy. She walked up to her, laying a finger owrlips and shushed her asking to keep
quiet and stay hidden if she valued her life. Theeaked off into the dark making hardly any
noise.

Gunshots into the air, by the sounds of the bitddtering, tore through the night,
followed by racket racing back from where it camaf. Cursing, not caring if any could
hear them when they tripped or found themselveshing through the thorns.

The long night ended with a ray of sun touchingfaee, introducing the day. She
opened her eyes and saw the woman was back indeaut. Took some rations from her bag
and started breakfast, offering the woman a dniaknfthe half empty bottle of water. After
some consideration she accepted. Later, whispsdfity, the woman acknowledged she
could not be with the collectors, hunting the fotase last night, nor was she a member of the
organization she was working for. Still she did bay her story of barging through a forest,
just for the hack of it. Though she had heard nstr@nge explanations.

In the morning sunlight the birds had found theraiagnd she asked if she could be
excused to follow them. Telling she had used thematvigate the forest. The woman looked
at them swooping down, hopping away from them tiaking flight into the tangle of leaves
and branches and finally agreed. Thinking it waseoéo help her than leaving her wandering
on her own.

Staying close to the hopping birds they walkedafehort time until she thought there
was light radiating through a dense hedge. Onbebirds hopped underneath it, so they too
crawled through the bushes as the stems were wagde together to squeeze through and
stopped in amazement when they popped their hetanf the foliage.

Fairies, clad in all kind of vibrant colored dressanced through the air. Visiting
flower after flower spread all over the four hilflsview. Singing and playing tumbling over
each other when they met on the grass, spinninghdrm the sunlight if two passed high in
the air. The four hills joined partly leaving a dhtkepression in the middle, getting a lot of
attention. She could not see the bottom, but juglthe hair of the fairies flying away, it must
contain some form of water.

Feeling something crawl through her hair snapp&dbeof her trance. A soft song in
her ear told her this was not her home. She wheshgushing her tiny friend to go and
mingle with the fairies in front of them. Hopingethgot word from her tribe. It took a lot of
convincing, in the end slowly pushing her onto ltileout in the open.

The sad sight and sound of the tiny fairy, teallsngpdown her cheeks, shoulders
bent, clad in red and yellow, halted every movenoenall hills. Fairies with white dresses
shot through the air landing next to the tiny diinging in soft voices, motherly sounding
words. Later other tiny fairies, indeed all clacgreen arrived, whisking Violet off over the
hilltop.

The roots of the trees where really getting todret slowly she pushed herself clear of
the tall green bushes and sat down at the bottaimediill, resting her back against the
foliage. Looked at the woman in camouflage, sebegstill lying, mouth open, staring at the
scene in front of her, involving Violet. She offdriee more to drink from the now nearly
empty bottle. Finally finding reason, the woman ¢oawled out in the open and accepted the



bottle, stammering words like tiny fairy and mimcto she started telling the tale of Violet.
Starting over every time when important fairiesgd to hear it too.

The queen took over when she finished and withdassaging voice told about the
kingdom Violet was born in. The men had trampleglftawers and although only a few
members were taken that meant that the kingdonmdaashed, could not survive. Every day
the queen would send small groups out in proteaf@ome birds to find refuge in one of the
kingdoms close by. Finally too leaving her ancéstoane. Taking up tasks in other kingdoms
teaching the little ones the art of camouflage. fidtern of the smallest of her lost friends
would do her good.

She smiled as little Violet joined the group. Askenade of tiny green baby leafs
around her fragile body. Violet fluttered up towsitter and gave her a very long hug and a
kiss, saying farewell. She thanked the queen fonggin the little rascal and promised to
come back and visit, then said goodbye to Violéhwitear running down her face. Crawled
backwards under the hedge, stopping to see hgrffand fly away, turning and waving just
before the hilltop concealed her from view.

Back at the beach she bought a tiny bathing sditeach towel. No one would
believe her if she came back without a tan. Bessttesdeserved it. Entered the hotel to
change and found a pile of papers on her bed,ngathgreement for employment of miss
Emily Dreamer”.

The End



