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CHAPTER ONE

‘Fairies’? We’d better call them ‘the little folk’ because apart from the women and men with fine wings like those of a butterfly, this is a story about dwarfs, gnomes and trolls. And the occasional goblin… Seriously! So, this company, in its entirety, is called ‘the little folk’. (Well, trolls are not exactly ‘little’ but… anyway!) You haven’t heard about that? I bet there’s a lot that you haven’t heard about. Things that I know, with certainty.
Have you gone looking for fairies among the flowers in the park? Or on the bean beds in the garden, in the countryside? Well, it’s a wasted effort, frankly.
The little folk do live all around us but not in the gardens, and not in the forests. The little folk are in your room.
Yes, yes, they are! It’s those elegant, delicate figurines, you know?
‘But… they are made out of modeling clay,’ you might say.
And you would be right; these fairies are made of modeling clay, indeed.
‘But how could they fly, then?’ you might ask with incredulity.
Well, they fly! They do when you fall asleep. Because fairies are lunar creatures. But one moon is not enough for them to come to life. No… In their clay world they have seventy-seven tiny moons. And these tiny moons are housed in seventy-seven miniature fountains. And when our moon casts its light upon the tiny moons and the miniature fountains, the miniature world comes to life. The modeling-clay grasses sway, the water sings, and the fairies wake up, stretching and yawning in their tiny clay houses. Fairies live only during the night. As the light of our moon is reflected by the seventy-seven tiny moons, the fairies’ world fills with wondrous lights and romantic shadows. And before you suggest that only lazy people sleep during the day, pause and think – you spend the entire night sleeping, don’t you? And yet, nobody scolds you for wasting your time. Besides, clay fairies are tiny… And tiny creatures live a faster life, and quite intensive. One single human night might seem like a year to the fairies. Yep… being tiny has its advantages.
And where is this world of seventy-seven tiny moons and singing fountains?
Well… It is located at 77 Claywork Street.
I am absolutely serious!
The street is located in the outskirts of town. And today, there’s nothing there but huge factories. And all these huge factories look so alike that one can easily take them for just one humongous factory. All of them? Well, actually… Not all of them.
A tiny workshop was cuddled among the factories.
This was Miss Elsa’s workshop. The old lady still lived here. The fountains were in one corner of the workshop, and in the other, there was a table and a black cast-iron stove. A conservatory was attached to the workshop, by the fountains, with walls made of glass panes and many, many pots with hanging strawberry plants. The attic of the workshop was turned into a studio. Miss Elsa’s Number 77 was the only number on Claywork Street that still had a garden.
Years ago, Number 77A, where a factory stood now, was also part of the old lady’s garden. The major part of it.
But then a massive building rose in its place… Young Mister Beshkov’s factory.
A serious business enterprise, without doubt!
An enterprise that would spew out seven thousand tiny Little Fay figurines every day. The moulds hissed and puffed and worked non-stop. Seven thousand… Mister Beshkov meant business!
The figurines were identical, to the last detail: seven thousand Little Fays pressed out of clay. Figurines with rough edges, but coloured brightly. With hooks and magnets cleverly designed into their bodies, so you could keep your paper clips, safety pins and elastic bands there. Because Little Fays had to serve a purpose, to be handy. Seven thousand handy Little Fays with rough edges… Ha!
In Miss Elsa’s workshop, on the other hand, only seven figurines were born every day. And each was different from the others. They didn’t have ingenious hooks, and magnets and contraptions. They were simply seven dearly expensive and absolutely useless figurines of fairies, gnomes and dwarfs.
On some days, Miss Elsa would make tiny houses or hills only. She was quite skilled in making model flowers and leaves.
So, it was pretty obvious that this couldn’t be a proper job, wasn’t it? Young Mister Beshkov was selling a product, whereas old Miss Elsa simply did it all for fun.
Or at least this is what Mister Beshkov believed.
However, secretly, the young man was quite jealous of the old lady’s figurines. And he wasn’t jealous because the figurines were so thorough. No… It was because they were alive. The impression struck you the moment you saw them. Miss Elsa’s figurines carried magic.
Mister Beshkov stood by the window in the attic room of his factory, peeking directly into Miss Elsa’s workshop. He held a huge pair of binoculars. He sighed. The old lady had just completed a tiny figurine of a fairy girl. And it was so… tender, so delicate. And totally unaware that it brought tears to Mister Beshkov’s eyes.
He put down his binoculars gently and stared at the floor. Then he took a chunk of modeling clay and started squeezing it aggressively. The room was full of similar chunks of clay, scattered around. Mister Beshkov tried to shape a delicate arm from the clay, and then sculpt a girl’s head. But he couldn’t. Frustrated, he slapped the chunk of clay onto the pile of crumpled balls, a monument of his absent talent. Or was it skill that he lacked? Talent or skill, Mister Beshkov took it hard. He looked through his binoculars again. The little fairy girl in Elsa’s workshop looked alive.
This infuriated him. He tossed the binoculars aside. What magic does the old witch do? he thought. I’ve been trying to find out for a whole year now! Oh… How I long for her to vanish, disappear, die! The old witch! Yes! This is what I want… I want her ridiculous workshop to collapse, so that she is buried under its bricks and rooftiles, along with her damned modeling clay!
‘May the earth devour her!’
His own voice startled him. He had spoken aloud. He lifted the binoculars once again and peeked through them. Then he leapt aside. The old woman had looked up, and was staring directly into his eyes, as if she could see him. Her eyes, usually kind, were now as hard as steel. She must’ve heard me! the young man thought. But it was impossible. Witch! he cursed again.
It was growing dark outside already. Calm down, pal… Calm down! Mister Beshkov repeated to himself. You’ve turned purple with all that fury. Even if you suddenly acquired the talent to sculpt somehow, you wouldn’t be able to recognize yourself, coloured like this. You look like an aubergine, seriously… May the earth devour her indeed! Mister Beshkov lay down on the bunk bed. He would often spend the night in his factory – he had to oversee the production process, right? When he opened his eyes, the sky outside was a velvety violet colour. Dusk. Mister Beshkov yawned.
‘I can grant you your wish!’ a voice rattled from the darkness of the stairs.
Mister Beshkov leapt up. He rubbed his eyes.
‘Pardon?’
‘I can ruin the old hag!’ the voice said.
‘May the earth…’ Mister Beshkov started, then he gasped. ‘Hold on! Where did you come from? Who are you?’
A cylinder rolled over from the stairs. It had a gap through its middle. The gap opened like a big mouth and rattled again.
‘You know who I am.’
Mister Beshkov frowned. Of course, he knew what the thing was. But speaking? ‘What the…’ the young man started, then he giggled.
‘Something funny?’ the thing scoffed.
Mister Beshkov cleared his throat. ‘Yes,’ he said. ‘I find it funny that I’m dreaming of a speaking mould. May the earth… A speaking mould! And the mould for my Little Fays at that! Isn’t this funny? It could’ve been some more sinister creature, at least. And not–’
‘Just you watch, you pathetic nit!’ the mould interrupted angrily. Then it rattled loudly once again and… suddenly grew as big as a wardrobe. Its metal hinges creaked and scraped.
Mister Beshkov cowered on the bed. He crawled back away from the thing, pressing against the wall. ‘W-w-what are you… you do-doing?’ His teeth chattered uncontrollably.
‘I am a mould, remember? So, I can change in whatever way I please!’
The rattling voice was unbearably loud.
‘Okay, fine! Fiiiine!’ Mister Beshkov shouted in horror. He covered his ears and shut his eyes. ‘I believe you. What do you want?’
The mould returned to its normal size. ‘Well, you said you wanted the old hag dead, didn’t you?’ it rattled conspiratorially.
‘Wha… Wait, what?! I… I… I didn’t mean that, not really. I was angry!’ Mister Beshkov slowly opened one eye. He shivered.
‘“Not really”, eh? How then? Unreally?’ the mould rattled again. ‘And what do you mean by “I was angry”?’
The sarcasm really bit into Mister Beshkov. He jumped up. ‘That was just talk… I was talking to myself! And I was really angry… with myself. I wasn’t aware that somebody was eavesdropping. I don’t want anybody murdered!’
‘It’s too late for that! Sometimes you need to be very careful with what you wish for! Now, you will get just what you asked for!’ the mould said.
‘Nonsense!’ Mister Beshkov smiled weakly. ‘You cannot harm her!’
‘You think so? Well, I promise you that I can harm her quite badly… And I intend to!’ The mould rolled off down the stairs with loud bangs.
Mister Beshkov jumped to his feet. Without thinking, he just dashed after the metal cylinder, determined to stop it. But it had reached the entrance already. It turned slightly, as if checking whether he’d followed. Then it let out an ominous rattle and the door opened by itself. The mould banged on out on the street.
It means to break into her house… Mister Beshkov realized. Which will wake her up, most certainly!
He chased after the metal monster.
A tall, old-fashioned lamp post stood in front of Miss Elsa’s front door. At its base, it widened like a tree hollow, forming a bench. The mould had stopped next to it. Mister Beshkov plunged forward and caught it. He stood up. The mould growled, opened its mouth and… bit him on the finger. Blood trickled from the wound. Mister Beshkov waved his hand. The mould fell on the ground and opened, letting out a moulded Little Fay. It was, after all, a fay mould. As the small figurine dropped on the ground, its wings broke off.
‘This will happen to you too!’ the mould rattled. ‘Trust me!’
Mister Beshkov sucked at his hurt finger. He bent down and took the clay figurine. A drop of blood fell on the fay’s face and painted it red.
‘What do you mean?’
The mould said nothing. It rolled close to the front door.
‘What is the meaning of all this?!’ Mister Beshkov shouted.
‘Blood to blood…’ the mould murmured. ‘Now sleep! Sleep! And may the blood get to blood!’
Suddenly, Mister Beshkov felt his knees go soft. He turned to the mould. He made to catch it again. But his legs felt like soft clay. He dropped heavily on the bench.
‘What’s happening to me?’ he mumbled.
‘Blood to blood! Sleep, sleep, sleep! And may the blood get to blood!’ the mould repeated sinisterly.




CHAPTER TWO

Mister Beshkov’s body slackened more and more… Until eventually he was fast asleep on the bench. As soon as he fell asleep, the drops of blood on the face of the small fay figurine joined together and oozed into its tiny body. And then, suddenly, the Little Fay… opened his eyes. He waved his legs and arms around. He was alive!
‘Wow!’ he shouted. ‘What’s going on?’
‘I moved you into another body is what’s going on,’ the mould rattled. ‘Hahaha! The fays are about to wake up. Ha! Let’s see you now!’
‘The fays are… What?!’ Mister Beshkov the Fay was confused. ‘This is the most awkward dream I’ve had for quite a while!’
‘Oh, but it isn’t a dream! Hahaha!’
There was menace in the mould’s words. The cylinder then turned and bumped into the bowl of milk left by the front door of the workshop. The bowl tumbled over and the milk spilled on the ground. The mould rolled up on top of the bowl. Then it headed for the rubbery curtain at the bottom of the door. It was hung before a round opening. A cat door.
‘Hey! Hey!’ Mister Beshkov the Fay said anxiously.
He turned to his human body. Then he jumped to the ground with a sigh and ran towards the front door. The mould had already passed through. Mister Beshkov the Fay shot towards the cat door.
I need to stop the mould before it wreaks havoc inside, he thought. Although the worst havoc has already been wreaked. He scrutinized his new body. And now what? He took out two of the hooks hidden in his body. At least I have some tools.
He stuck the hooks into the wooden surface of the door and started climbing slowly. The cat door was close to the ground. Soon he pushed the rubber curtain aside and passed through. He hopped down on the other side, landing on something soft. In the purplish gloom he saw something like grass. He looked around.
Am I in the house or somewhere else? he wondered. He couldn’t tell.
‘Well, it’s me the earth has devoured in the end, it seems!’ he mumbled. ‘I wonder what it’ll cost me?’ Then he shouted. ‘Hey, mould! Where are you, mould?’
And then he was attacked, from two sides. But he had his hooks. He wasn’t going to give in. It didn’t matter that there were two attackers… And that they had brought a strong net with them.
‘Iron!’ one of the attackers squealed. ‘He fights with iron!’
Mister Beshkov the Fay grinned. Installing hooks and magnets into the bodies of the Little Fays was his personal idea. However, the second attacker didn’t seem too impressed.
‘Big deal! Catch!’ he shouted, and then he tossed to Mister Beshkov his… head. Yes, his head! Mister Beshkov froze in terror. He didn’t catch the head, and he dropped his hooks.
The attackers deftly wrapped him in the net. Then they carried him over to a nearby lit candle that rose above them like a huge tree with a crown of fire. The candle spread a dizzying cinnamon scent around. Mister Beshkov the Fay choked.
‘Who are you?’ he shouted.
They dropped him on the floor. The head inspected him from all sides. He inspected it back. Then its owner put it back in its place.
His attackers were quite different from one another. The head-tosser was a goblin. He was covered in fur from head to toe. Long, crooked yellow teeth jutted out from his mouth. The second attacker was a gnome. A rather tiny gnome. Minute even, with an oval face, wrinkled like a raisin. He didn’t have a beard. He was dressed in a multi-coloured hooded cloak.
‘No!’ the goblin growled. ‘You! Who are you?’
‘My name is Beshkov. Mister Beshkov!’
Mister Beshkov the Fay struggled to free himself from the net but he couldn’t.
The little gnome made an effort to repeat his name. ‘Besh-Caw… Misty Bash-Caw, why are you carrying iron with you?’
‘It’s Mister…’ the Fay started but then anger got the better of him and he started shouting. ‘Let me out of this net! May the earth devour you!’
‘Nope. We’re not going into the earth, no,’ the goblin growled. ‘We are taking you back to the village first.’
‘Yes! Such a find gives us a good excuse to return, doesn’t it! And we’ll arrive just in time for the Moon Dance!’ the little gnome chattered cheerfully. ‘So, Misty Bash-Caw, time to go! All sorts of weird things started coming through the door! And they are all made of iron! Ewww!’
‘What do you mean, iron, I am–’
‘Shut up!’ the goblin growled.
Mister Beshkov the Fay fell silent. The goblin tossed him on his shoulder and then started climbing a tall ladder, overgrown with leaves. The gnome followed. When they reached the top, they carried the Fay swiftly through scrub and trees.
The scent of cinnamon still lingered in the air about them when they reached the village. The houses were grouped together around three high fountains. Each fountain shot up a jet of water, and on top of each jet a moon danced. The jets of water were powerful enough to support the weight of the moons and keep them high in the air where they turned over and over in the water. The moons glowed.
Creatures of all shapes and sizes, thin and fat, short and small, long-nosed and flat-tailed, surrounded them.
‘We have a prisoner! We have a prisoner!’ they shouted.
‘Iroooon!’ the goblin growled.
‘Ooo, iron! Iron! Iron!’ the crowd chanted.
Then, still shouting, they dragged their quarry who was still tied up in the net, to a high cavern.
Glistening icicles hung from the ceiling of the cavern. And others hung not from the top down but the other way around, from the floor up.
‘Magician! We’ve brought something from the Gate!’ the little gnome announced.
The cavern shook. A huge wet tongue emerged from its depth, licking the icicles one by one, and then the cavern closed shut with a loud bang. Two eyes opened above it. The entire hill moved and rose… It wasn’t a hill – it was a big troll.
‘What is it again?’ the troll inquired. ‘And how many times do I have to tell you that I am not a magician!’
‘Er…’ the little gnome stuttered. ‘Look, Magician, he has iron…’
At, last, they let Beshko go. (‘Bash-Caw’ is a bit too much but ‘Beshko’ suits a little fay better than ‘Mister Beshkov’, doesn’t it?) So, they let Beshko out of the net and he stood up.
‘I don’t understand why I am held prisoner!’ There was a reproachful note to his demand.
‘You’ve come through the Gate!’ the troll replied. ‘And you’re carrying iron! You’ve turned up exactly in the way Iron Mouth did!’
‘Iron Mouth? And what do I have to do with–’
Suddenly, Beshko fell silent. Something gnawed at him. What if I do have something to do with that? he thought.
‘Iron Mouth showed up seven moon dances ago,’ the troll boomed. ‘He ate the village of Gate, by the Gate. Then he rolled on… He devours every village he comes across!’
‘Seven moon dances ago?’ Beshko perked up. ‘Well, then I have nothing to do with that, as I just came a moment ago and–’
‘The rocks on the outside measure time in a different manner,’ the troll interrupted. ‘Here things happen at a much quicker pace. And you carry iron!’
‘Who? I? Oh… I was… Totally unaware!’ He tossed his hooks aside. The creatures leapt away, shivering in fear.
The troll turned to the crowd. ‘And speaking of quicker pace, shouldn’t the moon dance have already started?’
‘Moon dance! Moon dance! Moon dance!’
Chanting together, the creatures ran towards the village square and they seemed to have forgotten all about the fay and his irons. Beshko looked around. He needed an escape route. The troll nudged him with his finger.
‘So, how is it, out there?’
‘N-n-not bad!’ the fay replied, startled.
‘I’d love to hear more!’
Beshko lifted the hooks. ‘But why are you so worried by the iron? You are made of clay, aren’t you?’
‘Hmmm…’ The troll shrugged. ‘I don’t understand what you mean, fay. According to our tradition, we are made of moon dust!’
‘So, this is what you call he modeling clay?’ Beshko perked up again. ‘It’s quite appropriate, actually. Isn’t it all star dust? However, how can iron be a threat to you?’
‘By itself, it’s not,’ the troll replied. ‘But if it’s in the possession of an iron will, well, then… Never wish for iron! It will bring forth enemies like Iron Mouth!’
‘I think I know who this Iron Mouth is,’ Beshko whispered. ‘I should’ve stopped him when I had the chance.’
‘You too seem to have been made from star dust, you know. I guess iron hasn’t pierced your heart yet!’ the troll said. ‘We still have time, we will stop Iron Mouth. Oh yes, we have time! Here things are still calm. Let us see the fairies’ dance first. Otherwise, they’ll keep nagging about it till the next dance, if not for longer. And their nagging can put even the Green Dwarf on edge.’
The troll lifted him and started carrying him.
I wonder if the fays are really going to wake up? Beshko thought.
CHAPTER THREE

On the village square, the moons glowed in all the colours of the rainbow. Everybody stared at them. Then music started playing. It came from the spheres. The surrounding shadows came to life. Actually, it wasn’t shadows. It was the fairies. They flew around the moons. Their dance provoked unexpected joy. Beshko heaved a sigh.
All of a sudden, one fairy rose above the three moons and started singing. Beshko stared at her, lost for words. It was his fairy! The one that had brought tears to his eyes.
His fairy…

A flower,
A forest,
A tearful tale,
And many more flowers.
A milky moon rising,
A stream,
And love among the stars.
Then song,
And autumn,
And rain,
And dew.
Joy…
The fairy sang. 
And the whole world sang with her. […]
