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Chapter One

Destiny’s Adventure
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In a time when magical creatures found homes in dark human forests, one young girl dared to dream. Dark Waters flowed far from the forest floor, yet small streams fed on those magical currents bringing ripples of magical reality into the forest.

As magical creatures scrambled to hide inside the mortal world, Destiny had a dream of finding a place she could belong. Her name was Destiny Fae McFadden, and this is her magical adventure. 

––––––––
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Destiny felt the sweat dripping from her brow as she struggled to make the hard earth yield. Blow after blow from her small, wooden handled hoe, fell upon the same rough patch of her garden. It had never been this difficult when her father had been alive. 

“Perhaps I am cursed. First mother and then father being taken by the winter illness. Lucky, they call me. Do the townspeople not see me here? Even if it was fate that handed me this lot, I am not lucky to have survived.” Destiny said to herself, hitting the patch of dry, cracked earth again. “God, I know you can see me here! Why? This is not the life I asked you to give me. I prayed for adventure, for love, for everything this cursed existence isn’t.” Destiny shouted at the heavens above her. 

Soon the day grew still as dusk crept towards her. Destiny could hear the laughter and shouting from the remaining children in the town as they made their way home from the one-room schoolhouse that had kept them hostage for the day. The church bell tolls in the small town of Edge Water echoing through the trees. Destiny looked at the four small rows she had managed to get ready for planting. 

The sun had slowly fallen away, and a chill began to creep into the air as Destiny finished her chores. She had propped the hoe beside the doorway with a small sigh. “Soup and bedtime. At least when I sleep, I can dream of adventures in far-off lands.” She thought to herself as she placed a small, cracked bowl of hot soup on her little, lopsided wooden table. 

Moving through her night routine Destiny ended her day by plopping face first onto her ragged bed. A handmade quilt, with parts torn free here and there, greeted her body with its soft warmth. “Mother, I can still see your worn hands lovingly sewing this quilt top. I won’t forget you.” Destiny spoke softly to the empty room looking at the quilt she laid upon, touching the softness of a faded blue flower adorned square. 

Laying on her bed Destiny drifted off into a happier place where adventures awaited and loneliness didn’t exist. The dawn was about to break when the old rooster broke through her dreams, dragging Destiny back to the cold, cruel world. 

Destiny slowly sat up and wiped sleep from her eyes. She tossed her beloved quilt from her body and slowly moved to her dressing mirror. The one small luxury her parents had left her. The broken line running through the glass distorted her appearance. The ancient oval mirror hung upon the bland wooden wall of her small rustic home looking like a portal to another world. The tiny dresser sitting under it held what few clothing Destiny owned. 

Destiny smiled at the mirror and imagined herself on the other side of it. Perhaps behind the cracked surface was a magical world she could climb into if only she knew the words. The old rooster gave another blast of his morning call to reality, and Destiny sighed and quickly pulled on her work dress. Pausing briefly to look at herself in the mirror Destiny swept her hair up into a messy bun, inserting the four pins she had left. “I wish I looked like I do in my dreams.” She thought to herself, then she turned to face another day alone on her small forest farm. 

Today was no different from any other as Destiny stood watching the fog sweeping away into the distance. She listened to the soft sounds of daybreak, breathing in the fresh morning air. She could not believe it; there was the smallest sweet sound floating like a tinkle through the air. She had sometimes thought she had heard it, but today she knew it for sure. The slightest sound of a song. A deep voice, small, soft, and very masculine. Something in it made her heart lift, and she felt a smile tug at her lips. “Rattle Tattle, Flip McGee. Oh, ramble dabble bumper dee.” The voice sang out loud and clear now. 

Destiny felt excitement growing inside her. The children often spoke of a magical creature that walked through the forest. Leaving her home behind she walked down the small path that led to the stream just below her little cottage. She looked all around her and watched the lush green trees sway as she passed through the forest path. Sometimes she thought she could feel something like magic flowing through her very skin. A deep tingle was rippling through her very being. The air was sweet, and the breeze touched her face softly. 

The town’s people had often spoken of sprites and leprechauns and other magical creatures. Destiny grew up fed on magic and Scripture alike. She often thought that there had to be at least a little truth to the magical folly told. After all, did not God magically make the world? Was he not magic himself? Who was to say? She found herself musing as she continued picking up her pace following the mysterious sound. 

Her pins worked loose letting her beautiful chestnut colored hair flow behind her as she chased the mysterious song. The loose hair was like ribbons dancing in the breeze, with a few strands falling onto her face causing her to swipe them away as she continued onward. 

The ugly dust-colored sack dress with a thick white apron and small brown shoes that had seen better days did little to keep her warm as the wind whipped by her. Destiny didn’t look like a princess, a pauper, or anyone extraordinary as she carefully made her way through the forest searching desperately for the source of the song. Destiny did not know that she was about to find the adventure she longed for. 

She went further but hesitated to leave the pathway. Slowly, Destiny cautiously continued but was feeling silly until she glimpsed a very tiny man. He was dressed in emerald green and had the reddest hair, which she found mesmerizing. A fuzzy, wizen beard covered his face, and he had on little golden suspenders, which he had tucked his thumbs behind. In a flash, he vanished!

“I can’t believe my eyes, I’ve just seen a real-life leprechaun. Funny thing, how he looked like a normal man. Not an evil spirit, but a real-life man.” Destiny thought to herself. “No, He can’t be real. I must have dreamed him up.” She thought once more to herself as she shook her head. She couldn’t help but continue disbelieving. Her eyes were still tired with sleep dew. “There was no way he was real. After all, no one could be that size. The song was just a dream, too.” She thought. 

Destiny was in the middle of turning to go when she realized the singing had started again. She could hear it plainly now. Soft yet full of meaning. The words she did not know because they were in a language she could not understand. 

“Pitar nedar stimpleback, sack derap gee gee nedab.” The leprechaun said in a singsong fashion reappearing before her. Destiny let her mind drift trying to soak up the deep, soft voice as she thought, “How many humans could say they had heard a leprechaun sing?” None that she had ever known. It was the saddest yet most beautiful sound she had ever heard. 

It seemed to flow over her like a gentle breeze. Destiny thought to herself, “Maybe I am falling under a spell of some kind. Perhaps he is enchanting me.” She couldn’t force herself to believe that of him. He, after all, had no clue she could hear him and had not seen her. Or had he? The silky sound of his song pierced her heart as she caught sight of him once more, and it caused Destiny to follow him. Through the woods in a direction uncharted by her feet previously. 

“Rattle battle degee gree nebee. Denad denad simptim nad.” He sang slower, and with a wince, he touched the golden bit of chain he had found discarded. The trees seemed to grow thicker around her. Destiny was losing her perspective of the world or perhaps gaining a new one. The man seemed to get larger to her. It had never crossed her mind that it was she who was shrinking. 

The leprechaun had no clue that Destiny was behind him. After finding a new shiny piece of discarded gold, he sadly sang the shrinking song to make it fit into his tiny pocket. Why it had shrunk his unknown guest is a mystery. Perhaps in her heart, she held a bit of magic, too. Or maybe God had planned it to be fated so. Either way, not only was his little chain of gold now more of a size to his liking, but also the maiden herself. She was just behind him, but he had not heard her soft approach.

His eyes filled with gold lust, and it made his heartbeat quicken. Like a man who has won a race, the little leprechaun felt charged with exhilaration. He had no eyes for behind him, so he was entirely unaware of the creature who had just violated the sanctity of his little world. 

Destiny was now a full six inches shorter than the leprechaun, which was right if he had taken on his full human height. Funny how magic works to keep things in balance. 

He kept walking till he came to his little door. It was a small oval shape with moss on it at the base of a tree. Destiny was not far behind him now. She could not turn back even had she wished to. She was now a little person herself!

His thick, flaming red hair and beard seemed to glow. Destiny was becoming pleased with his person as she studied him. Her wits had come back to her now that he was no longer in song. It had never occurred to her to be afraid. She was too bent on meeting the very handsome man who stood before her now. 

Desperation and desire can work funny magic on a woman’s soul. Destiny had been alone for so long that finding this little man gave her much excitement. She looked him over best she could from behind him and could not help but think he just might do as a husband. There had been no one in Edge Water for her, and after so much heartbreak, this adventure looked inviting. 

Destiny quickly and quietly came up behind him and reached out grabbing his coat tail in her hands. “I have ye!” She said joyfully. He was shocked by the tug on his coat tail and the sound of her joyful cry. With a jump, he tried to pull away and did a wee bit of yelling of his own.

“Flabber Jabber Geegee Dashhouns!” He screamed out along with a few other things. Nothing flattering, of course, for the fear she lacked had found its way to his lips via his now thumping heart. It was a mercy she did not understand his speech, or she would’ve been less fond of him. 

“I can’t believe I’ve caught ye! Look, I have ye good too!” She pulled on his coat again. “Ye are very handsome for a leprechaun! At first, I thought ye dull and a bit odd looking, but I think it was because ye are, I mean were, so tiny! Now that we are the same size, I believe ye are one of the most handsome men I have ever seen. Look at ye! My word! In stories ...” she was interrupted at this point by the now agitated and angry leprechaun. 

“Lady, turn me loose! How in the name of all golden magic did ye get me size? I, I cannot believe my eyes, woman! Ye think me handsome and have my coattails in hand trapping me at my, my, no, no. Get gone with ye! Get gone, I say! What magic and mist is this? No, I want no part of ye. You’re a witch! None other could shrink to my size! Aye, lass, let me go! Please don’t take me gold. Just let go of me!” He wailed loudly while real, hot, angry tears fell from his eyes as he cried out again for her to let him be. 

“I’m not a witch! I heard ye singing, and I followed ye. I will not let ye go, nor will I leave! How can I leave? Look at me, I am now your size.” She pulled the coat so hard it came off his body, and she began to weep holding it tight to her. She felt sure she would never leave him. How could she? She was now about the size of a rather large squirrel. There was no going home now.

He was desperate. If not for the gold chain, he had placed in his pocket, the lady could have kept his coat for all his part of it. He thought too of the other things, like the little key to his somewhat snug small door, which hung just in front of him. There was nothing for it; he must get close to the now crying and desperate creature clutching his coat. 

If she laid her hands on his skin, three wishes he would have to give her, and to see her now he would be hard-pressed to play tricks with her. “Oh, I shouldn’t even look.” he thought but gave in and getting up from the ground turned to face her.

He couldn’t help studying her as she looked up at him clutching his coat tight. She had the most beautiful eyes of green with flecks of gold in them. For all the poorness of her dress, something was richer to her person. 

Strange how a person could go unseen for so long by those around her, but in one moment, finally become someone of value. “Mad, that is what I am, mad as a hatter.” He thought to himself. He shouldn’t even give two figs for the creature. She was, after all, not made of gold. There he stood shaking and confused, unsure of himself for the first time in his whole life. What was this? Was God punishing him for being such a man as he was?

“Now, now, dear lady, if ye would please stop crying. I will set ye right, but do give me my coat back first, dear.” He made his voice soft and gentle, or tried to, at least. 

“No! Ye would take it and leave me here alone to die. I won’t give it to ye till ye make me big again.” She said and forcefully clutched it harder against her. Falling at his feet, shaking, she sat looking pleadingly at him with her enchanting eyes. 

“Get up now. It is going to be fine.” He said to her, and she slowly got up and stood once more, clinging to his coat, and batting her now tear-filled eyes at him.  

He looked all around, sure that he was the butt of a fairy joke. “No, this would not do.” He thought as he took a deep breath and slowly let it out.

He slowly reached out to her. She threw herself, coat and all, into his arms, thinking he wanted to hold her. She grabbed him tight and sobbed into his shoulder snuggling her face into the crook of his neck. He was shocked and, like an idiot, had both arms straight out like boards — stiff and unmoving. His eyes were like huge saucers, and his mouth gaped open. She took no notice and snuggled into his awkward embrace. He came undone.     

Even had he not been a creature of magic, her desperate embrace would have snared his heart. Nestled close to his neck, he could feel her breath on him. She clung to him with such need that he could not help but give in and wrap her in his arms. He felt the binding magic at work, and finally, he said to her, “Do ye want your three wishes all at once or one at a time over the next few days?” 

“I don’t want to use my wishes at all. I just want ye not to leave me here alone.” She whimpered into the soft pit of his neck causing him to melt a little more.

He thought to himself, “Having her in me arms is a lot like the feeling of finding the Queen’s gold hoard with me name on it.” She was warm and soft, and he was drawn to her more so than any bar of gold. She had his heart in her hands.     

“I’ve been alone here for so long. How could I forget that there is such beauty in the world?” Lucky mused to himself as he enjoyed holding her body close to his. 

Lucky could feel the terror rising inside him suddenly. She could wish for his gold and be his end. He knew his life was now bound to the gold for all eternity, and it would hurt mighty badly to die from the loss of it. He fought to stop fear from overtaking him. 

There he stood, caving to his foolish man’s heart. He didn’t want to release her anymore. He wanted her to stay with him. Her voice pleased him in ways the sounds of tinkling gold could never do. He was doubting his good sense when finally, she pulled away just a little. It was only enough to look up at his face and feel his wiry beard brush her cheek. That moment he thought to himself, “If I ever wanted a wife, this woman would sure be easy on me eyes. Wonder if anyone is missing her yet?” Just as he thought it, she asked him softly, “Do leprechauns take wives? I mean, are ye married?”

“Well, no, I mean I have no wife, but not sure as to marriage... I, ye see, I’m not in the habit of seeing other leprechauns.” He sputtered out as a response. 

Destiny was not fazed by his response and asked, “Well, how did ye become a leprechaun? Did ye not have parents?” 

Oh, she was a smart lass for sure, and he felt his face turn red knowing her thoughts before she even had thought them, for they shaped inside his heart as he held to her. “What about a kiss, lass? Or is there someone to miss ye at home?” He asked flirtatiously, trying to distract her from the questions she had asked him. 

Destiny smiled shyly at Lucky and said, “I don’t even know your name. Why, what would ye think of a lass who let ye go unnamed a kissing her?” He smiled and introduced himself, “My name, lassie, is Lucky O’Brien at your service, and your name, my dear?” 

Flustered, she managed to stumble over her name. “Destiny Fae, if you please to know. My last name is McFadden,” she said. “Aye, now, is it?” He bent closer to her face and, with no shame or hesitation, kissed her lips softly.
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