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What people are saying about


A Fairy Path


A Fairy Path is a unique look into the intersectionality of Romanian fairy belief, life outside the norm, and finding a place in a changing world, deftly interweaving the author’s experiences and thoughts as she came of age in Communist Romania and reconciled her experiences with fairies against the unbelief of those around her. This is not your typical biography but rather works to guide the reader, along with the author’s younger self, through the process of integrating personal experience, folk belief, and magic into a cohesive whole in a world that is too often hostile to those who are different. A fascinating and valuable read.


Morgan Daimler, author of Aos Sidhe and Fairies: A Guide to the Celtic Fair Folk


In A Fairy Path: The Memoir of a Young Fairy Seer in Training, Daniela Simina offers a beautifully written tale of a childhood full of fairy magic, yet lived in fear during in Romania’s Communist past. It’s a story based in truth, of traditional folk beliefs passed on from grandmother to granddaughter and practiced in secret for the good of the community. It’s also about growing up, coming of age, and learning to take on the responsibilities of being a witch. The book ends with a wonderful collection of genuine charms and spells, as learnt by Daniela from her youngest days.


Lucya Starza, author of Poppets and Magical Dolls and Scrying


The question that plagues any work of autobiography is “how much?” For the author, how much to reveal, how much personal feeling to lay bare? For the reader, how much to believe? How far to trust the author’s recollection, of their version of events?


This is doubly true when the story recounts childhood memories. We are at our most vulnerable discussing our formative years, the precious memories and painful childish hurts. When our childhood deviates from the norm, it becomes an act of faith to allow others in, to offer secrets for outside eyes to judge. A Fairy Path is both a fascinating story of folk traditions surviving under the brutal fist of a communist regime and a deeply touching coming of age story. The wild, free and sometimes unruly ten-year-old at its heart battles to be her true self, while family life and school and friendship pull her in different directions. Her Grandmother is a respected local wise woman, whose path involves working with traditional Zâne (Fairies) and a burning desire to be part of that world fuels her rebellion, but also inspires her. I read this account of an unusual childhood with great enjoyment. The raw emotion of the child still rings true, decades after the events described. There is a simplicity to the retelling that engages and the description of traditional Romanian beliefs and practices, hidden beneath village life is gripping. Fear of officialdom is never far away, from the cruel Comrade teacher to the policemen interrogating a ten-year-old. For those interested in a fairy path, it offers valuable insight into both the rewards and perils of interacting with powerful entities. For anyone interested in folk traditions and beliefs it’s a fascinating read and a touching childhood memoir.


Geraldine Moorkens Byrne, author of The Caroline Jordan Mystery series and Dreams of Reality


Over the past few years, there have been a number of excellent books published on the subject of fairies and fairy witchcraft. However, this is the first I’ve read that introduces the tradition through the child’s eye view of someone growing up within that tradition and learning from a beloved elder. Daniela Simina’s A Fairy Path is no simple memoir, though. This is the magic of storytelling when used to teach, and there is much to learn in these pages. The Romania that Daniela grew up in was one in which the magical practices and beliefs of her traditional culture were unacceptable to the governing regime. At turns, this account is dreamlike and wondrous. It opens a midnight door lit by lamplight and reveals a hidden Romania in which old women conspired to heal members of their community in secret, threw cards, and offered to Zâne. We see a child who couldn’t imagine herself growing up to be anything other than one of those women, her desire to learn those ways, and her family’s fear of discovery. Her grandmother’s teachings and hard-won knowledge permeate each page. Though dreamlike, Daniela’s writing is grounded by not only the harsh realities of living with such prejudice, but also the very real consequences of her magical mistakes. This book would be an invaluable addition to the library of anyone who is interested in fairies and fairy witchcraft.


Cat Heath, author of Elves, Witches &Gods, and Essays from the Crossroads
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To Grandma









A Note from the Author


I shall begin by saying that the story you are about to read is not a work of fiction, and the word memoir in the title does actually reference my own experience as an apprentice to a fairy seer, my grandmother. This is an autobiographical work, and everything in this book is recorded as accurately as possible.


Aside from explicitly mentioning the country, Romania, where the events described take place, no other specific location is named. To protect the privacy of the protagonists, albeit none of them still being alive at the time the book was written, all the names – except my own – have been changed. In order to preserve the authentic flavor and give an accurate sense of the time, place, and the culture where the events take place, I chose to use Romanian names instead of anglicized versions.


The charms and spells recorded here are those I learned from my grandmother, and I did my best to reproduce them as accurately as possible, which has its own challenges, considering that some expressions are specific to the Romanian language and do not have English equivalents. Also, I do not pretend to assume the position of cultural ambassador, nor do I speak on behalf of any fairy seer within Romanian culture other than myself. As the reader will understand, such practices were solitary par excellence. Consequently, the likelihood of the same charm circulating as countless variations is high, and it is beyond the scope of this book to analyze commonalities and differences in fairy-related practices across various regions of Romania.


A Fairy Path: The Memoir of a Young Fairy Seer in Training introduces the reader to the world of fairy witchcraft, as experienced through the eyes of a child who grows straddling two overlapping yet conflicting realities: one represented by the living tradition of fairy seers and medicine women in Romania, and the other one shaped by life in a society governed by a dictatorial regime.


A Fairy Path has also been written with the desire to offer those walking a fairy-led path some material to work with. I believe that one does not have to be Romanian or of Romanian descent by any degree to connect with fairy seership as practiced in that part of the world. Fairies, same as gods, call whoever they please. To this avail, the book explicitly details charms and spells for those interested to adapt and use. Appendix 1 is a partial reconstruction of Daniela’s Little Book of Magic, a magical journal that I kept as a child. The spells and charms recorded there, while informed by what my training was at the time, can be adapted to fit any type of practice. Appendix 2 provides a list of resources for those interested to understand better the broader context for Romanian fairy traditions.


Now take a breath and relax. Allow yourself to slip a few decades back in time to a place cradled between the Carpathian Mountains and the Danube River, and follow a child’s journey into fairy seership.


Daniela Simina


July, 2022









Chapter 1


“There’s no such thing as Santa!”


The hand tightened its grip on my shoulder. It hurt, but I didn’t say anything. Then, the teacher pushed me away with the disgust one would push away something dirty.


“Time out”, she yelled, her arm stretched out stiffly and her index finger pointing like a spearhead to the corner of the classroom. I felt my knees and stomach trembling in a mix of anxiety, sadness, and indignation. I walked away slowly and turned to face the wall.


Muttering something about talking to my parents, the teacher stormed out, leaving both the class and the new assistant astonished. We all had seen Comrade1 Caran getting angry before, but this topped off everything we had ever witnessed.


From the corner of my eye, I could see the window and catch a glimpse of the gray clouds hanging low. I could feel the snow coming. Thinking of snowflakes made me smile despite the whole situation. Just then, the classroom door swung open and Comrade Caran burst in. Her eyes fell on me.


“What is so entertaining?” I kept silent. “I asked you a question, and I expect an answer.” She sounded quite calm, but there was something in the way she spoke that made me think of the thunder roll heard from afar and forecasting the impending storm.


“I can feel snow coming, Comrade.” I kept my voice as neutral as I could and tried my best to sound respectful.


Comrade Caran jumped, as if the chair she barely sat on had suddenly caught on fire. “You cannot feel the snow coming! You can think of snow coming; or you may wish for it, but don’t you EVER dare to tell us that you can feel the snow coming!” Her face contorted as she yelled. The teacher went on shouting, her voice already shrill, climbing yet another octave.


“And for your information, the weather forecast doesn’t mention any snow for today or tomorrow. I’ll meet your parents during recess. We need to figure out what’s wrong with you. Two weeks ago, you tried to make us believe that your cat glows green and blue. This morning you burst into the classroom sharing about an encounter you had with Santa Claus, and now you are telling us that you can feel the snow coming? You live in the twentieth century, in glorious Communist times, not in a fairy tale. WAKE UP!”


As if screaming wasn’t enough, Comrade Caran furiously slammed her hand against the desk to underline her last words. To my greatest satisfaction, I saw her palms springing together quickly, her left hand massaging the right one which she obviously hurt when hitting the hard surface.


There was silence. I hung my head low, hoping that nobody would see that I turned scarlet. Minutes went by. Suddenly, the assistant teacher’s voice broke the silence. “Comrade Caran, should the children get dressed and go out for recess? It’s, um… snowing.” I sighed and hardly contained a smile. The bell rang. The sound couldn’t have come soon enough. Comrade Caran turned toward me.


“You’ll spend the recess in detention. I phoned you parents, and I’ll meet both your mother and father in my office.” In my heart, the faint glimmer of a smile died out.


The first snow of the year was too important an event, so no one paid attention to me anymore. I stood by the window watching the snowflakes dance through the air. I pressed my forehead against the glass.


“So, if I could see colors around my cat that no one else seems to see, if I really can feel snow coming, does it mean that the man I saw this morning was Santa? But if there’s no such thing as Santa, then who did I see?”


Father picked me up from school as he often did in wintertime. He didn’t break the silence until we got home. It wasn’t only until after I had lunch that he finally addressed me.


“And where was Santa standing when you saw him this morning?” Father asked as we stood by the kitchen window looking outside. He spoke in a matter-of-fact tone, and I could tell that he had no intention to make fun of me. I pointed to a spot in the backyard. “Let’s go take a closer look,” he said.


We walked outside. Father stared intently at my room’s window on the second floor. I followed his gaze. “Pretty high,” he said. “What kind of eyes did you say the man had? Blue?”


“No, green. Bright green, like emerald,” I answered confidently, and for one brief moment I thought he would believe I wasn’t making things up.


“Daniela, we know that you have exceptionally, even unusually keen eyesight; but even this being the case, I don’t think you could have distinguished someone’s eye color from this far.” He patted me affectionately on the back. “Your story was very well put together. However, you must admit that it’s just a story. Or you must have dreamed it all.” He forced a smile and not knowing what else to say, asked, “Care for a snowball fight?”


“Not really. I’d like to stay outside and…uh... build a snowman”. I could hardly find my words. I felt tears welling up and hiding just beneath the surface, tears that I did not want Father to see. I turned on my heels and walked away.


I was finally by myself, with my hurt feelings and unanswered questions as my only companions. My father didn’t tell me fair and square that I was a liar. I thought it was nice of him to let me save face. But why did I have to save face? Why wouldn’t he believe me? Why…? Ugh, all those whys!


I kept walking among the trees with snow-laden branches recalling the events of that day which I wished I could just erase and start all over. I recalled waking up that morning and rushing to greet the sunrise. Jack Frost had made ice flowers bloom on glass; I had to open the window to see outside. I took in the cold air of the first day of December, thinking happy thoughts about winter break drawing near. I was just about to close the window and get dressed for school, when I saw him standing right there between the plum tree and the apricot tree: an unusually tall man with rather long, silvery hair coming out from under the hood covering his head. I froze in amazement.


My mind worked fervently in search of a satisfactory answer to the first and most urgent question that came to my mind: “Who is this?” Part of me wanted to jump back and shut the window, perhaps in a mix of fear and apprehension. The other part was completely mesmerized by the stranger shrouded in a long white cloak.


Leaning into a staff almost as tall as himself, he looked up at me and smiled. There was joy, warmth, and kindness radiating from the emerald green gaze. He seemed quite far, yet somehow his face stood out, appearing oddly close and clear in every detail. I felt my heart singing, happiness flowing through me, and my hand rose almost by itself. I waved to the stranger who waved back to me. “It can only be Santa Claus,” my mind bellowed. “Winter is here, and who knows, maybe he’s just gotten around earlier this year”. So, Santa is not just a story! I pulled away from the window, ran out of my room and down the stairs, shouting with excitement.


“I’ve just seen Santa! He’s out there in our backyard!”


My parents and Grandma turned at once. “What are you up to?” my dad said tilting his head sideways, looking mildly amused.


My mom pointed at my pajamas, visibly irritated. “You won’t have time to eat a decent breakfast,” she said. That was typical: my dietary intake and school report were her top concern outweighing everything else. I paused for a moment, and looked at my family in dismay. You gotta be kidding! I just saw Santa Claus standing in our backyard, and the only thing that registered with my mom was me wearing pajamas? I surely didn’t get my parents.


As I left home to go to school, just before getting in the car, Grandma looked me in the eyes and said: “Don’t tell anybody about what you’ve seen.” I was silent all the way to school, wondering about Grandma’s words.


“I hope you are not going to tell this story to anybody,” Father echoed Grandma upon dropping me off. I had no intention to follow the advice of either. What are friends for if not for sharing exciting things?


Of course, I had done everything that my father and grandmother had explicitly told me not to do, and as a result I infuriated Comrade Caran, got myself in time out, became, one more time, the subject of ridicule among my classmates, and in the end there I was pacing the backyard, feeling sad and alone in the aftermath of a pretty terrible day. I wandered aimlessly through the white and silent landscape. What if I had listened to Grandma, and just shut up? That didn’t feel right either. I thought all over again about the attempts that I made to re-tell my parents what had happened that morning, how much I hoped to find a better audience among the kids at school, and how bad I felt because everything went just the opposite of what I expected. I sighed, very much aware of the heaviness in my heart.


I walked out of our backyard and into the bordering thickets. The gray and heavy sky hanging low above my head was signaling that a lot more snow was on the way. The wind, very mild until then, turned into a breeze as thin and sharp as a razor blade. I didn’t care, though, about going back, since there was no one at home with whom I could share my concerns. Whenever I found myself in the patch of woods behind our house, I spoke out loud. I trusted that the fairies listened. So, I raised my voice a little to cover the whistling winds.


“None of my friends care about those things I care about. And among the adults who do, those are just slippery like eels: they dance around my questions, at best throwing at me crumbs that are not enough to satisfy my hunger, but only make it worse. I want…”


I stopped and stomped my feet. There was a powerful desire, a prayer and a longing resounding within. But also, at that moment, it occurred to me that if I were to get any answers, I had to keep pushing for them. Nothing would just fall on my lap simply because I wanted it. It dawned on me that I had been holding on to fears which I had never admitted to have, the fear of the very answers I had been seeking. That whole thought process was strange. I felt silly, and a bit of a coward too. Precisely because of those fears, I had never been able to get Grandma to answer any of my questions. I never pushed far enough nor fought for answers, afraid of what I might hear, and scared about a certain inconvenient truth that could have been brought up in conversation. Inconvenient truth: yes, there was such a thing, and the simple thought of it arising in a discussion with Grandma made me feel sick to my stomach. Some things are best left alone, and I knew that Grandmother wouldn’t let me get away with it, if somehow the incident I had in mind would ever surface again in conversation. It was one of the reasons that made me prefer the pain of uncertainty to the risk of hearing disappointing answers about who I am and who I belong with. The train of thoughts halted abruptly, and in anger, I launched a mighty kick against a tree trunk. I bounced back, and landed on my butt while the tree shook off its load of snow dumping it all on my head. I heard a chuckle.


“Now, you didn’t make a snowman: you almost turned yourself into one.” Grandma caught up with me. She helped me shake the snow off my clothes. Meanwhile, my mind kept spinning threads and strategizing about weaving them into a conversation with her. The fear of being denied answers or hearing inconvenient truths still held on to me. I had just made peace with being different in some ways in comparison to other children. Still, how much different was I? As usual, each time that thought came, I began reasoning against it with equal strength. I couldn’t be that “special”. I didn’t want to be rare: I wanted to be myself. I wanted to find my place, and I somehow knew that my place, whatever that was, involved me being more like Grandma. Ok then; maybe I was a little different. Maybe not everyone can talk to plants, animals, sense the presence of fairies and fairy-like beings, and see colors. But among those who do – because, come on, at least part of the children my age could do the same, right? – why were they hiding instead of sharing freely, the way I had tried to do? I also did not understand why most adults were so intolerant, even resentful, and adamantly pounded their fists against tables while insisting that “extraordinary” things only belonged in fairy tales for little kids or were nothing but legends? Why couldn’t the majority of adults get along with the fact that the fairy phenomena recorded from long ago are still ongoing nowadays? Assuming that some, if not most children were born with what my aunt calls “gifts’’, what happens to these children when growing older? Was the magical nature that maybe kids naturally have, fading away by itself? Did some people choose to preserve their gifts and become like my own grandmother, or like my aunt? Was there anything else that I should know about people’s magic abilities, because assuming that I had any, I didn’t want to lose them, no matter the cost.


I took a deep breath and looked at Grandma. Our eyes met. Grandma and I shared a connection and a sense of kinship that, as I perceived it, reached beyond family ties. Her eyes would light up in a mix of pride and affection when telling her daughters and their close friends “how much I took after her.” I didn’t understand exactly what she meant by that. I couldn’t make warts or nasty skin growths go away with rainwater, herbs, and weird words muttered under breath. Nor did I know how to talk to clouds, sprinkle water in circles, and make rain come about. Yet Grandma could do all these, and a whole lot more. I always believed that if we were alike as she said we were, then maybe she would teach me all what she knew.


I caught her gaze again, and I seized the opportunity. I wanted Grandma to help me shed light over the questions that I had. I wanted her to teach me everything she knew, convinced that I would be able to learn it all, fast. I was carefully choosing my words, dwindling between self-doubt and hope.


“What is it, my dear,” Grandma asked, given my unusually long silence.


“Granny, what kind of a witch are you?” With a will of their own, the words flew off my lips. In fact, I shouted out as loud as I could to make sure that she’d hear me over the strong gusts of wind. I realized my mistake, but it was too late. She stopped furiously yanking me by the arm. I tripped and fell. A volcano stood about to erupt in my chest. I had spoiled everything.


“Have you lost your mind? Do you want us all in jail?” Her voice was rasp, heavy, and threatening. This Grandma I had hardly ever seen. Yet her words brought me back to a very harsh reality. There was prohibition and, in some cases, even persecution against almost everything pertaining to the spiritual. Any involvement with the occult was, at least in theory, punishable by law. “We live in glorious Communist times…” Comrade Caran’s voice resounded in my ears.


“I won’t tell anybody,” I said promptly, which didn’t appease Grandma.


“How can I trust you? I warned you to keep silent about the man you saw this morning, but you didn’t listen. Do you realize what kind of a situation you have created for yourself and for your parents? “


I understood her point and felt guilty. I didn’t want to hurt my family, of course, but I felt compelled to share anyway. I needed to find those like myself, and where to look if not among my peers? I could not come to terms with the fact that other kids were complete strangers to experiences such as my own. I told Grandma all my thoughts in just one breath, and fell silent.


The wind died down suddenly, and snowflakes began to make their way toward the ground. Their sight separated me ever so briefly from my worries. We walked back silently, holding hands.









Chapter 2


I pushed away the arithmetic notebook and leaned forward to prop up my chin on the desk. With my mind gone haywire, I couldn’t concentrate on homework. I wanted to have a discussion with Grandma. Reluctant as she seemed, I could sense that she would still want to answer at least some of my questions. I didn’t want to give up. How much worse could things get? Mom had informed me that my teacher required a psychological evaluation. She wanted a specialist’s explanation for what she called borderline sane behavior. Her request infuriated my parents, but they had to comply.


With a flicker and a buzz, the light in the house went out. I stared into the night outside. The shapes of the trees were barely distinguishable. Occasional gusts of wind smashed snowflakes as large as butterflies against the window. The water inside radiators crackled: a disjointed and funny-sounding song against a backdrop of absolute silence. I watched my thoughts flowing slow and clear like a large river: what do fairies do on a winter night such as this? Was the man I saw that morning also a fairy? What about…


My mother walking in suddenly made me jump. The thick carpet in the corridor muffled her steps so her entering my room caught me entirely by surprise.


“Don’t you feel…” (I could tell she was choosing her words carefully) “lonely, sitting in the dark like this? I brought you a candle. Here, take this.” Mother put the old, massive silver candle holder on my desk. “Don’t drip wax on the rugs when you come downstairs for dinner, dear”. She patted me on the head and I drew closer. “You are such a smart girl,” she said. “I don’t understand why you are so persistent with these stories of yours. You’d make a great writer though,” she added with a smile. “Your fairies would fit so well in a book.” Then, Mother turned serious again, held me in front of her and said: “At least for now, you must stop talking about fairies as if they were real.”


“But they are real,” I insisted. “They are real to me. And you know, not all of them are fairies. There are also other kinds of beings, and colors that sometimes surround people and objects…”


Mom didn’t let me finish. She spoke about the upcoming appointment with the psychologist, and about the dangerous situation I could create for all of us if anybody from the outside suspected our family being involved with anything pertaining to the occult. I said nothing. Mom invited me to come downstairs with her if I was uncomfortable sitting all by myself in semidarkness. I wondered who was actually more uncomfortable with the dark… and a thought flashed through my mind.


“Is Grandma downstairs, too,” I asked. Mom shook her head and told me that Grandma retired early, asking Vica, our impromptu housemaid, to bring her tea and a light snack in her room. This was unusual. Then, sensing what I was looking for, Mother added: “And I would like you not to pester Grandma with any silly questions about magic. Understood?”


I was not hungry at all, but bringing that up would have caused even more trouble. My mom was obsessed with me being too thin and too frail – which I didn’t think I was. Anyway, I didn’t want any more of her attention that night since I needed to be invisible to her for my plan to work. I thought that for strategic purposes, I must therefore have dinner, hungry or not.


I sat at the table. Everyone seemed quite relaxed, which surprised me. I was very glad that none of the day’s events made it into conversation. I finished quickly and took my plates to the sink, adding them to the pile that Vica would wash at some point.


“Good night” I said, trying to sound tired. I headed upstairs and pretended to go to my room. I did actually open and close the door loudly, but didn’t walk inside. Instead, I tiptoed toward the end of the corridor. I passed Vica’s room and my parents’ bedroom, and I found myself in front of Grandma’s door. I paused and listened for any noise coming from downstairs. I had left my parents sitting by a roaring fire steeped in conversation over cups of molten wine. I knew for sure that they wouldn’t come upstairs anytime soon. Vica had not even begun to clean off the table when I left the dining room, and I knew she’d be busy for quite a while. I had plenty of time.


I got my ear closer to the door. The coldness of the massive, polished-to-glow wood sent shivers down my spine as it touched my cheek. I heard Grandma talking in a soft voice. It seemed like a dialogue, but I could only hear one of the speakers. No matter how much I strained my ears and even held my breath, I couldn’t hear to whom she was talking. Nor could I understand everything that she said. There were words, some of them names, that I haven’t heard nor read anywhere else. She stopped suddenly.


“Come in, Daniela.” I was stunned. I did not move, and had been barely breathing not to betray my presence. Yet in the exact same moment I thought about knocking at her door, just before raising my hand, Grandma asked me to come in. How did she know I was there? Among four other people in the house, how did she pick up that it was me and not someone else?


“How did you know it was me? And to whom were you talking to,” I asked – my voice probably betraying surprise – while I closed the door carefully.


“I was just singing to myself while knitting. Would you like to read something together? Tea? There’s still hot water in the kettle. And milk, right there, in the small pitcher. You can pour a cup for me, also…”


Clearly, Grandma was trying to distract me from the questions I just asked upon entering the room. The gas lantern and the candles on the table gave a soft, golden light that made the room look even friendlier than usual, if such a thing was even possible. I noticed that the yarn, needles, and whatever Grandma was knitting, was tucked away neatly in a basket sitting on the floor. It was obvious even for me, a nine years old kid, that she was not knitting while I was listening at the door. I suddenly caught a light scent of flowers floating through the air. Fresh flowers? I asked myself while my eyes stumbled upon the only flower vase in the room sitting empty on top of the drawer-chest.


“Where did the woman go, Grandma,” I heard myself asking, yet having no idea where those words came from. I felt embarrassed for what I just said, but somehow, I knew with certainty that a woman had been in the room.


“Do you see anybody in here, sweetie,” Grandma asked, her green eyes fixated on my face. I looked around, and shook my head.


“Look again carefully,” she said. I squinted, strained my eyes, creased my brow till it hurt, and saw… nothing. The scent of flowers lingered for a short while, wafting right by my nose, then it disappeared. The candle under the wooden icon in the corner of the room flickered as if a breeze had moved it despite the fact that I felt no air draft.


“Well, maybe there isn’t anybody in the room,” Grandma said, and I thought she sounded a little disappointed. I had been suspecting that Grandma could talk to fairies, but I wasn’t certain though. However, I knew that she talked to the spirits of the departed ones. There had been times when I felt I could do the same. After all, Grandma and I were alike... but then, why didn’t I see anybody in the room?


We both fell silent. In the candlelight, Grandma’s eyes shimmered like green pools of water.


“Grandma, I’m so sorry for…everything.” I didn’t know what else to say.


She sighed, then continued.


“You made a mess bigger than yourself. Now you would like to mend things, don’t you? Only, my dear, it’s a bit too late. Your parents are very upset with me for allowing you to get so close to our practices, lore and folklore as some call them, ahem! I learned from my grandmother, who learned from her grandmother, and so on, and I hoped that one day I’d pass all the knowledge on to you. But I’ve been totally wrong. It’s too dangerous. We cannot trust you to keep it a secret to begin with.” There was both resignation and sternness in her voice.


My cheeks went burning, and in the blink of an eye I shifted from sad to furious. Before Grandma could say anything else, I poured out all my frustration.


“You, Aunt Camellia, and even Mother allowed me close enough to see a lot, yet none of you nor your friends had ever explained anything clearly to me. I’ve been watching you, and I’ve been meddling into your affairs ever since I can remember. Even as a toddler, I crawled into your circles and messed up with your spell ingredients whenever I thought no one was watching. So, I do have some understanding of these old ways, as you call them, but for the most part, I don’t. I don’t fully comprehend my own experiences, nor do I know what to do about the things I see and hear. I’m not just a strange, deranged child, as my teacher calls me, am I? None of my friends believed me when I told them how pretty our cat was, her fur glowing green and bright blue. Don’t they have cats of their own, glowing with nice colors? Why is nobody talking about it? Why does nobody want to talk about the fairies in their gardens, the spirits of their homes, the voices in the trees…Is everyone else better than I am at keeping it all secret?”


Grandma came to sit on the bed’s edge next to me. She held me close and kissed me on the forehead.


“Oy, what would you have done, first thing upon being told that you do possess a gift, and you are indeed special, and therefore a strange child? Let me tell you what: you’d run out straight to your so-called friends and brag about your gifts, creating more turmoil and bringing trouble upon us. I have been impatient to teach you. Yes, I allowed you to meddle into our affairs, that’s part of your apprenticeship. This is how your great-grandmother started teaching me. You have to see it first, live it, and find out for yourself whether you belong or not. And you did. Oh, you did so well, without yourself even knowing how well you had been doing. You picked up more things that we all thought you could. However, you began to demand answers. I let you feel your way through, telling you as little as possible given your big mouth. We also had to slow your impatience down a bit, and at times divert your attention because…you see…these are very different times then the ones of my own childhood. But you are too young, irresponsible, and yes, the times we live are so different and difficult…” Grandma hesitated.


“Because of the Communist regime?” I jumped in, completing the sentence. I must have spoken pretty loudly because she shushed me, and then nodded silently. I made a desperate plea.


“But Grandma, I belong with you and these old ways, witchery, or whatever you call them. I will keep my mouth shut, I promise. I’ll do everything you ask from me. I’ll do great, and make you and Great-Grandmother proud!”


“Witchcraft, not witchery. But how did the word come to you? We call ourselves medicine women, doftoroaie, or spiritual healers, not witches, at least not overtly. We don’t seek to put ourselves in direct enmity with the Church, which is the only form of spirituality tolerated by the actual regime, as you already know. Tolerated, beware; not embraced, let alone welcomed.”


“But this regime will eventually come to an end, right? Aunt Camellia divined and saw it coming, so…”


“SHUSH!! Have you lost your mind? Never mention, even dare to think such thoughts. Many people have paid with their lives for having entertained such beliefs.”


“I know, but I can keep a secret, really. I only need to know that it is a secret, and I won’t let it out…I haven’t told anybody about my aunt’s divination skills, nor about Mother’s – yeah, I know that Mom wants to be “modern” and pretends not to care about witchy stuff – I haven’t said a word about you, Miss Constance, and Miss Ileana, never mentioned your charms and healings, and never spoke about all the people who come to you secretly, for help. But I truly believed that all children can see fairies, or colors at least, and I could never understand why we can’t have a conversation about it: it’s not the same thing as doing magic, is it?”


“Yes, I mean no…. It isn’t, yet it is the same darn thing. Oh, forget it! None of this is typical, or accepted by this “modern” society we live in. The government considers mystic and occult practices unhealthy for individuals and dangerous to social order. And you are short tempered, big-mouthed, careless, fearless in a pretty stupid way, and as it seems to me, unaware of what could happen…”


“No, I’m not!!” I nearly shouted, evidently in denial of what was only a brief list of my shortcomings and oblivious to the fact that indeed I could have become a danger to myself and others.


“Keep quiet, and don’t you dare to raise your voice in my presence!” Grandma stood up suddenly tall and proud. I did the same. “Sit,” she said curtly as one would command a dog. Her voice sounded almost threatening, same as it did sound earlier in the garden. My knees obeyed immediately, getting me seated on the spot; it happened before my brain had even processed her words to make an informed decision.
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