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 About the Director’s Cut

Lost and Not Found was the first look at the
storybook universe expanded upon in Forget What You Can't Remember,
More Lost Memories, and Cheating, Death. This “Director’s Cut” of
Lost and Not Found comes closer to my original intent, and to the
original first draft of my 2002 NaNoWriMo novel, originally
released in limited edition under the title Forlorn. Forlorn was
written in the final 8 days of November, after a similar ordeal to
the fictional one presented in Lost and Not Found.

In response to the criticism and feedback from a
very vocal and adamant subset of the people who read Forlorn, and
based on advise about what “all” fiction “needs” I spent the
following year trying to find ways to give the story I’d written in
Forlorn things like conflict, character arcs, and a three-act
structure. I ended up cutting Skythia out completely, and writing a
significant amount about the writer’s life and the journey toward
the heart of the story, which I’ve always believed starts with the
word ‘Forlorn.’

I released the First Edition of that expanded,
“fixed” book as Lost and Not Found in 2004, and I’ve been receiving
two kinds of feedback from readers in the five years since then:
One group of people liked the book right up until the word
‘Forlorn.’ This group thinks the rest of the book is a “wrong
turn”, and they were disappointed by it. The other group of people
typically don’t even remember what happened in the book before the
word ‘Forlorn.’ They understood the heart of the story to be the
same thing I did, and they loved it.

This “Director’s Cut” of Lost and Not Found is bound
to divide readers in the same way, though I expect to a more
significant extreme. The people who would have been disappointed by
the end of Lost and Not Found will be disappointed by this entire
book. The people who would have loved the end of Lost and Not Found
will probably love this entire book. And I, increasingly emboldened
to do what I want to do with my books and with my publishing
company, love the idea of releasing a Director’s Cut of the book,
one that I prefer and that I think my true audience will
prefer.

 


 




Forlorn. Dirty, used, scary. How had he become the person that
those words were used to describe? What had led him down a path to
where meeting new people was a choice between keeping quiet about
everything he’d seen and revealing everything and transforming into
a freak in their eyes? Of course he looked forlorn; did you see the
look on their faces? Did you hear the incredulity in their voices
as they tried to carry on a conversation about things they hadn’t
believed before they met him that any person could have really
done? Did you notice the way they moved slowly away from him, the
way they crossed some mental line and began leaning into him,
looking closely as you would at a circus freak? Five years since
the last time he’d done anything that anyone would even bat an eye
at, and ten since he’s started down the road that had turned him
into this freak in their eyes. How could so few years of his life
have had such an impact on the rest? He didn’t have any diseases,
scars, tattoos or piercings to mark the passing of those years. He
had all his fingers and toes, and if he hadn’t opened his mouth
they wouldn’t know there was anything so shocking about him. It was
all in the past. He knew it was all in the past. Why didn’t they
understand that, too? Why couldn’t they let the past be past, and
focus on now, and look to the future? Everyone always wanted to
know where he’d been. There was always some little thing that he
let slip, some detail he had experience with that he’d forgotten or
never known he wasn’t supposed to know, and they wedged their
fingers into the opening he’d made and just pried and pried until
they saw more than they ever thought they wanted to see. Dirty,
used, scary.

He’d tried getting it all out on paper. He’d tried
going through the remnants of the past and of his memory and
writing a book explaining everything. So he wouldn’t have to
explain it all again. So he could hand out the book and see if they
had the mental fortitude to be able to stand living in the same
world as him, or if they stopped returning his calls and emails and
pretended he never existed. It would be faster that way, with less
guessing, less beginning to get to know someone for weeks or months
before all of a sudden they learned one detail too many and
disappeared from his life. He tried writing it all down. He got
about halfway into the five years of his life that needed
explaining, and it all became too much for him.

He was trying to document in livid detail all the
things that he had been through, all the emotional content, the
mental struggles, every little thing he’d done and place he’d gone,
and it was all there for him in his heart and in his head. He
poured it out onto the page, he dug it up and examined it, and he
was doing okay. He got about halfway. He got to a point where he
was going through old love letters, having to make a calendar to
sort out what order things had happened in, what order he’d said
this, done that, learned one thing or another, and it was just too
powerful for him. Too painful. Not just because it was something
that he’d had and lost, but also because it was something he’d had
and loved, was still effusive with emotion about when he really got
into it deeply, and it was something that when he described it to
other people they became shocked, offended, upset. They called him
creepy, they made faces, they didn’t understand. It was too painful
for him to try to deal with it because he didn’t understand. He
didn’t understand why they couldn’t understand. What was so wrong
with him, with what he’d done, where he’d been, that it caused so
much trauma to the people he’d met? The idea that he was putting so
much of himself, so much raw emotion, happiness, love, pain, sexual
energy, and experiences of the most intense period of his life
right onto the page, and that people would read it and think there
was something wrong with him – he couldn’t take it anymore.

All of a sudden, at the end of a sentence, in the
middle of the page with the details of the calendar finally
starting to line up, to make sense, he stopped. He saved it, but he
put it away and started on something new. He couldn’t take it any
more right now, he needed something else. He needed a new
distraction. He needed something that people would never dream was
true about him, something that he could go and do, someone he could
be, that wouldn’t make people’s jaws drop. Or that would be so far
past what people could comprehend that they’d be blown past
thinking badly of him for what he’d done, for where he’d been, for
the choices he’d made and the situations he’d put himself in, but
would instead just think he was a great and creative storyteller,
making it all up. He needed to go back to what he was like
before.

From his first memories until ten years ago was
“Before”. He had been part of something so much bigger than himself
that just mentioning it to people made them start to believe in
faeries again. He had been part of such a fantastic and varied life
that there were doubts from all around him as to whether he could
tell the difference between fantasy and reality. It was what had
driven him to the darker, though intensely more believable world
that he had been in for five years, people’s not believing any of
it could be true. Of course, there was a point where that much
reality was too much for him, and obviously it was too much for the
people he was surrounded by today, which was why he had descended
out of anything interesting at all and into the dull and everyday
world he now found himself in. Of course, in such a world, where
everything is exactly as it seems and no one has anything of real
substance to hide, he didn’t fit in at all.

Stranger in a strange land, no. He was a stranger in
a totally normal and believable world where only the most dull and
obvious of activities could take place, and where asking someone
about their past meant finding out about their nuclear family and
their high school football team. Which was what got him into so
much trouble, which was what he was trying to take care of by
writing it all down, which drove him over the edge and out the
door. He was leaving. He was leaving this boring world for the
world he had grown up in. He was going to peel back the shroud that
he had so carefully put over his eyes for so long and take a trip
back to what he knew was so much more real and satisfying a world
than the one he’d been trying so hard to be a good and healthy part
of for the last five years.

Before, the Darkness, and After. Before was the best
time he could remember, and was the star he was going to try to
navigate by. The Darkness was the five years that made everyone in
the After see him as a freak of reality, beyond their
comprehension. The After was what he simply had to leave now, to
save his sanity. He knew where he wanted to start, too. There was a
little island he knew, where every memory was happiness and every
day an adventure, and he planned to return there this very night.
He walked to a bus stop and got on a bus, hopefully the last one he
would ever have to sit in, and rode to the little air park on the
edge of town.

There was a small company that ran out of the air
park that did sky-diving runs, and because he’d decided before he
got there that they should be, they were suiting up for a night
time sky dive just as he walked across the tarmac to meet them.
Now, even in the Darkness he’d never happened to sky dive before,
but he had certainly ended up with the silver tongue that talked
him onto the plane with them that night, before they ever thought
to say “We don’t have a spare parachute for you, man.”

“I won’t need one.”

“You just want to go up and watch us jump? We aren’t
set up to do a tandem jump tonight either.”

“I won’t be needing a parachute. Don’t worry about
it. I’m set.”

“Whatever you say, man. I like your style. Where did
you say you were from?”

“Not around here.”

“You’re in town visiting? You should definitely come
back tomorrow; we’re taking a group of first-timers up and dropping
them over the big lake north of town. You’ve just gotta see the
looks on their faces when they think they’re going to land in the
water.”

“I can believe it. Of course, with the winds in that
area, they probably land well east of the lake, where the ground is
flattest. You must charge a fortune for that jump.”

“Well, I’m certainly not complaining about the
money. And I get to do what I love; I jump from planes for a
living. How cool is that?”

“Pretty cool.”

He couldn’t have cared less. He played along with
them because he knew what it would take to get him going in the
direction he wanted to go. He remembered, all those years ago, when
Peter had first flown by. He didn’t miss a beat that night,
Before.

 


* * *

 


“Peter!” he had called out into the night sky.
Peter’s silhouette practically spun twice around as he tried to
figure out what direction the voice had come from, finally
centering on and descending upon him.

“How did you know my name, little boy? Have we met
before?”

“Never. How can you fly?”

“Faerie magic.”

“You’re not a faerie, Peter.”

“No, but I’m friends with one.”

“She isn’t with you now though. Did you run off and
leave her behind again?”

“How did you … are you sure we haven’t met?”

“Not until tonight, Peter. Have you any faerie magic
to share?”

“Of course. Would you like to come with me? I was
just on my way back to…”

He spoke it at the same instant as Peter did,
“Never-never land.” The look on Peter’s face stopped being
astonishment, because he felt certain that he had a new partner-in
crime that night. What fun this would be, Peter thought to himself
as he reached into his pocket and sprinkled the boy with faerie
dust.

“Now just think a happy thought, and we’re off.”

“A happy thought? Like what?”

“Like rousting old Cap’n Hook again, or swimming
with the mermaids in the lagoon! Like the happiest day of your
life, multiplied a thousand times and wrapped up inside you. A
thought so happy it lifts you off the ground and into the air with
me!”

“I think I know a thought happy enough to get me
going, but I’m going to need you to get me started.”

“What ever do you mean?”

“Can you carry me into the air with you? Just for a
moment.”

“Silly boy, if you’d just think of a happy thought,
you’d…”

He cut Peter off, saying “Come on, do you want to
get going or not.”

“I suppose I can. Here, climb on my shoulders.”
Peter finally descended all the way to earth, and turned to allow
the boy to jump up onto his shoulders from behind, then took off
into the air like a rocket, both of them whistling into the sky
above.

 


* * *

 


The door of the plane roared as the air rushed past
it. They reached proper altitude above the earth and everyone was
getting ready, doing the final checks of their equipment. They had
basically forgotten he was aboard; he sat so quietly by himself at
the back of the plane, he practically blended in with the other
equipment there. They started jumping out the open door of the
plane, one by one. As the final jumper leaned out the door, the
dark figure at the back of the plane, without a parachute, without
goggles or even a jacket to keep him warm, stood up and walked
casually towards the soon empty opening in the side of the plane.
Not leaning against the wind or shielding his eyes, without fear or
hesitation, he stepped past the threshold of the plane as though
stepping from one room to another.

 


* * *

 


“This is amazing, Peter!” They were high above the
city, now, its lights twinkling dimly beneath them. The air rushed
by, and the freedom from gravity was exhilarating. This was it,
this was everything he’d thought it would be, this was flying. It
was like nothing he’d ever done, and as Peter started into a barrel
roll, a smile crept up and across the boy’s face and he broke out
into shouts of pure joy.

 


* * *

 


He was falling to earth, faster and faster. The
plane was a tiny spot above him and the closest skydiver was a tiny
spot below him. He could see a couple of chutes already open,
angling around the sky like hang gliders. He let out a series of
short bursts of noise, somewhere between shouting and singing. If
Peter or any of the lost boys had heard him, they might have
started crowing right along with him. This was it, this was that
feeling. The air rushing past him, the world of the After so far
away, he felt free.

 


* * *

 


All of a sudden he kicked free, pushing off of
Peter’s shoulders and flying away in a loop-de-loop around Peter’s
slow barrel roll. He took to the sky like a fish took to water, and
he was off like a shot, flying directly towards the second star on
the right.

“You know the way! How could you know the way?”
Peter called out to the boy when he caught up, finally.

“How did you know the way when you went there the
first time, Peter?”

“I … I followed Tink.” Peter thought for a moment.
“Hey, what’s your happy thought? You’re flying like you’ve been
flying your whole life!”

“Flying IS my happy thought! Isn’t it wonderful? Can
you imagine getting around any other way?

“Well, no, but … haven’t you been getting around
other ways your whole life?

“Not in my heart, Peter. In my heart I’ve always
been flying.”

 


* * *

 


And if the skydivers or the pilot had thought to
look in his direction to see what had become of the strange man who
had talked his way onto their plane without a parachute and jumped
to his seeming doom, they would have seen a strange thing indeed.
You see, while they required their parachutes to even adjust the
direction of their gentle descent, he had turned in the air with no
apparent means, and was moving up instead of down. Faerie dust had
always been little more than a way to break people free from the
paradigm of gravity and to allow their own happiness to lift them
up the way it had always been intended to. He had figured that out
long ago in the Before, but with a happy thought like his, getting
started after so many years anchored to the earth wasn’t as easy as
remembering the exhilaration of the last time he had been rocketing
across the sky under his own power.

He had been on planes since then, had buried himself
in the paradigm that said that only with the aid of huge machines
and science could he be lifted off the ground. He had spent the
last five years trying to be a part of the After, to fit into a
place where happiness was practically forbidden, and it’s higher
properties forgotten. He had needed to be taken thousands of feet
above the earth in one of those huge machines to create the
sensation of flying, to remind his body and his heart of the
sensations it most wanted to feel. He had done it, and after
crowing at the joy of it all and doing a few twists in the air, he
turned towards the second star on the right and flew towards it
with all his might.

Peter had always said it was “second star on the
right, and straight on ‘till morning,” but he had always been able
to fly a good clip faster than Peter, and the horizon was barely
beginning to lighten when the enchanted island of Never-never land
came into view like a giant vessel floating on the surface of the
ocean. How far away Never-never land was had always had more to do
with how much you wanted to be there more than where you started or
how fast you flew, and he wanted to be there more than
anything.

He swooped low over the bay where Cap’n Hook’s ship
was anchored, taking a slow pass over the sleeping vessel that held
all the ingredients for a good adventure inside. He swung slowly
around the island, approaching the big old tree that had marked the
main entrance to the lost boys’ home when he had left the island
only a couple of short decades ago. Instead of the familiar tree
standing firm and proud among the other trees of the forest, he
found that it had been knocked flat to the earth, taking many other
trees with it on its way. He could see straight down into the
ground to where their hideout had been, and he could see it was
full up with stones and boulders of every size. There was growth
peeking between some of the stones, and the giant tree that had
stood over the hole in the ground appeared to have been rotting for
some time now. Some sort of catastrophic attack must have been made
against the lost boys not long after he had left the island. Oh, to
have stayed to see that day; the battle must have been glorious,
and Hook outraged by whatever Peter’s clever revenge had turned out
to be. He couldn’t wait to hear the tale. He didn’t hesitate on his
journey, either. He knew where they would have gone next.

By the time he reached the other side of the island
and the entrance to the maze-like catacombs that weaved beneath the
island for miles in and out and around each other, the sun was
peeking up over the horizon. He could feel its warmth on his back
as he turned the sharp corner ‘round the first great boulder that
hid the entrance to the catacombs from easy view. Soon though, as
he flew this way and that, weaving around stones above the ground
and through arches and tunnels that appeared to have been created
by the natural fall of rocks down the side of the mountain they had
perched on, he found himself flitting in and out of shadow as he
followed the maze-like path that one must take to get into the even
more maze-like catacombs below. All of a sudden he was in
darkness.

Without stopping or slowing, he had made a turn that
instead of just putting him in shadow had dipped him into black as
dark as pitch, and he was flying full speed round the twists and
turns of the catacombs, returned to the deep coolness that being
underground seems only eager to provide. He remembered the first
time he had found these catacombs, he had run into walls left and
right, over and over again in the total darkness that perpetually
filled this part of them. Navigating by feel, it had taken him
hours just to find his way out again, but when he had gone to tell
Peter what he’d discovered, Peter had acted as though he had always
known about the catacombs. Of course, as soon as they reached the
entrance together, Peter turned out to be as much of a clutz as he
had been, running into nearly as many rough surfaces and taking on
just as many bruises and bumps trying to lead the way.

After spending several hours in the catacombs trying
to find his way out in the first place, he had learned quite a bit
about the topology of the passages. He had said nothing as he
“followed” behind Peter, avoiding every jutting stone and making
every turn by memory. It had been weeks of long days flying this
way and that within the catacombs before Phillip had been the one
to first see the lights below. It turned out that beneath a certain
depth, there were stones within the walls of the catacombs that
glowed with an inner light, and by that light the lost boys’
progress discovering their way was increased tenfold. They soon
found a cave big enough to compare to the interior of the largest
cathedrals built by man, but this one had been built by nature
under the enchanted island of Never-never land. They actually
called it the Cathedral.

All around its edges was a series of smaller caves.
Each lost boy claimed one of the smaller caves as his own, and they
used them to store their personal and most valuable treasures,
though they still slept together most nights in one of the larger
caves just off the Cathedral. For finding the catacombs in the
first place, he had won the second largest (though most brightly
lit) of the caves; the largest besides the Cathedral had gone of
course to Peter. After the destruction of the original home of the
lost boys, the Cathedral and surrounding caves seemed the next best
place to go, and when he finally approached through the lighted
passages of the catacombs to the Cathedral, he was glad to see Tink
flitting around the ceiling of the Cathedral as though dancing.

She spun around and around, her arms pantomiming a
partner, dancing a merry dance to a tune she was humming almost
silently to herself. All of a sudden, she must have spotted him,
her spin went out of whack, she flew back and up and collided
headlong into the ceiling of the Cathedral, and hard. A tiny,
lilting gasp escaped her lips as she struck solid stone, then she
was flying straight for him, calling out “it’s you, it’s you, it’s
you, you’re back, you’re back, you’re back!” And before he could
say anything to her, she collided with him, right into the center
of his chest, and he was wrapping his arms gently around her in as
close to a hug as he could muster with their unavoidable difference
in size.

“You’ve grown up! It’s been so long, and you’ve
grown up, and I thought I’d never see you again! It’s so good to
see you, how have you been? Where have you been? How did you get
back? How did you get faerie dust to find your way back to us? Have
you been seeing another faerie?! How dare you!” Tink began pounding
her tiny fists against his chest in anger, and it was all he could
do to laugh out loud.

“Oh, Tink. It’s good to see you, too. And you know
you’re the only faerie for me.”

He could see the tint of her translucent skin turn a
little redder, the closest she came to blushing, and she flew up
and kissed him on the cheek.

“They’ll all be asleep for hours. They were up late
last night tormenting the crocodile again. You know how boys can
be. Let’s go to your cave and talk.”

Before he could either protest or agree, she had him
by the hand and was pulling him through the air towards the cave
that somehow had remained his through all these years. It was quite
a sight, her tiny body pulling his six and a half foot frame with
the power of her miniature wings, but that the two of them were
flying at all was probably just as much a sight. As they rounded
the turns that made the inside of his cave out-of-sight to anyone
passing by and the brightly lit interior came into view, he saw
that everything he had left behind was still here. He could also
see that there was more there than before.

“I claimed your cave as my own after you left, so
the other boys wouldn’t fill it with their stupid ‘treasures’. None
of them dare come in here, so we’ll have some privacy. I left
everything the way you left it, though I’ve added my own touches
here and there. You’ve been gone a long time.”

He could see what she was talking about. The feeling
of the place had changed a little since he’d left. Instead of a
little boy’s space, it felt more like a home. She hadn’t really
moved or removed any of his things, but in subtle ways this had
become a space that he could appreciate as an adult, that he could
really see Tink living in. Tink, of course, was the only one
besides the pirates in Never-never land who was really grown up.
Boys (and sometimes girls) who came to the island, no matter how
long they stayed, never grew out of being children – physically,
mentally, or emotionally – while they remained on the island. Tink
had been centuries old when she had first met Peter, and no matter
how much she enjoyed (and sometimes hated) being surrounded by the
eternal joy of childhood, she was herself an adult, and it showed
in the way she kept her living space.

“So you have to tell me. Where have you been all
these years?”

“I’d like to ask you not to ask that, actually,
Tink. I’m here now. Let’s focus on now, and forever.”

“Forever? Are you saying what I think you’re
saying?” Her wings flapped faster in excitement at what she hoped
he was implying.

“Well, I can’t make any promises yet, Tink. Look at
me. It’s up to Peter to a very large degree, whether someone my age
would even be allowed to stay on the island at all. He may lump me
with the pirates, Tink.”

“Oh, you know you’re nothing like those nasty old
pirates. How could you be? They haven’t an ounce of imagination in
them, and you … you flew here from … wherever you were. How did you
do it without faerie dust?”

“Oh, Tink. You know you’ll always be a part of me.
In my heart and in my head. I don’t need faerie dust when I’ve got
faerie love, Tink.”

Tink was red as a pepper now. “You knew. Back then,
you knew. Oh, I feel so stupid. You were just a little boy. I
didn’t say anything. I didn’t think you’d understand. Of course,
you were always so bright, I should have guessed… And now you’re…
You’re here. You’re here, and you know, and you’re all grown up!
Look at you, all grown up!”

“All grown up. I guess I am. You wouldn’t believe
what I’ve been through, Tink, and I don’t want to talk about most
of it. Can you still… You know…”

“Read your thoughts? Of course, silly. Same as
before, and I have to really kiss you.” She flew backwards, as
though struck suddenly, and her skin changed color again, but this
time back to pink; she was no longer embarrassed. Tink was starting
to see what his intentions were, and if those were his intentions,
then her desires were nothing to be embarrassed about. “Oh,” She
stammered, “Oh! Yes, yes, yes! I really get to kiss you… err… I
mean… Oh…” and she started doing something only he and Peter knew
she could do, she grew.

And grew.

And grew.

And grew, until she would have been almost five feet
tall, standing. Which she did, slowly floating down to the floor of
the cave, hand in hand with him as he floated down with her, their
eyes locked together. So much passed between them as they descended
the few short feet to the floor of the cave, hand in hand, in the
tiny movements of their eyes on each other’s eyes, focus shifting
rapidly back and forth eye to eye.

As she had grown, her skin had changed, nearly
taking on the opacity of human skin and softening in color to an
almost human shade of pink. She had never worn a strip of clothing,
so no magical cloth was needed to cover her curves as they
multiplied in size tenfold. In her nakedness, her radiant beauty,
his eyes stayed locked on hers until they both gently touched the
ground at the same instant, when his eyes were drawn slowly down
the contour of her face to her soft lips. If he’d stayed gazing
into her eyes, he would have seen hers do what his had been doing,
traveling slowly down the lines which his face had not had the last
time she had seen him, to the slightly open lips she began leaning
towards. At the same instant, with no prompting, he began leaning
into her as well, his eyes first fixed on her deep pink lips then
closing slowly. When their mouths met for the first time in a great
many years, their eyes were closed, but they saw so much.

As he knew she could, when she kissed him she could
read his mind. No one had ever told her, but when she kissed him he
could read hers, too. Though ‘read’ may not be the right word to
describe it. It was as though their minds were one, joined as it
were at the lips. In an instant he could remember everything that
Tink had seen and heard and thought and felt and otherwise
experienced in all her hundreds of years, just as though it were
his own memories he was remembering. Tink had the same experience,
but somehow in the years they had spent apart she had done little
new in Never-never land, and he had done and seen and felt so much.
So very much.

She didn’t tear herself away from him as he had
feared she would as it all washed over her, flooded over her,
filled her up and almost knocked her out, but instead drew him
closer, wrapping her arms tightly around him, pressing into him.
Pressing her mouth hard against his and opening it, drawing his
tongue into her mouth for the first time ever, but mostly just
holding him. He held onto her as he had never held another being
before, almost crushing her into his body, feeling the real
security of having someone know everything that had happened to him
and still accept him in her arms passionately and completely.

Before he had left her, in the Before, they had
kissed once. Kissing her now, he re-remembered everything she had
felt for him, and after the Darkness and the After, it all meant so
much more to him, the purity of her love and devotion; his
intervening life experience really changed his impression of what
now passed between them. At the same time, Tink knew why he had
left Never-never land in the first place, why he didn’t want to
talk about everything that had happened since, and why he was back
in her arms. And she also knew how he felt right then to be in her
arms, to be out of the After and part of something beautiful
again.

Then for a while they just stood there in each
other’s arms, tight as they could hold on, their kiss slowly
broken, but their eyes still closed, perhaps closer with their
heads on each other’s shoulders, pressing in together. Their
breaths came together, rising and falling together, and their
hearts beat out in rhythm against the insides of their chests in
harmony. Tink’s wings slowly moved up and back and then down and in
again with the same measure as their shared breath, moving the cool
air around their tight embrace.



Softly she spoke, barely a whisper, “You’ve grown up
so much… so very much… You’ve grown up so much more than you
deserved, seen so much more than you were meant to. I know… I know
now you couldn’t have stayed, couldn’t have stayed a little boy
forever, but everything you went through…” She squeezed him a
little tighter, pressed her whole body against his a little closer.
“Too much. Much too much, too fast. Oh, dear. And the things they
said… don’t listen to them; they don’t know you. You’re not dirty,
you’re not used, you’ve just grown up is all. Someday they’ll grow
up, and they’ll know they should never have said those nasty things
to you. You know I’d never say such things, my dear. I’m so glad
you’re back. Back in my arms. But you know that now, don’t you?”
And she pulled her head back and looked him right in the eyes. She
almost seemed to actually expect an answer, but he knew she had
remembered him sharing her mind before he had left those years ago,
in the Before, and the way it had changed him, and he didn’t
answer.

“You always have so much to say, Tink.”

“And you always say so little.”

“I try to say what I mean.”

“And you always mean so much. So much meaning with
so few words. Always so bright, so articulate. I knew you’d grow
into a good person. It shouldn’t have been so hard though, the
growing up. You deserve better. You deserve to be so much happier
than you’ve been. You should have come back sooner. I could have
made you happy. I could make you so happy. I’m so glad you’re
back.”

“I know. I’m sorry. I’m sorry I left you, and I’m
sorry I didn’t return sooner.”

“Don’t say any more, just hold me.”

They stood there in each others arms for a while,
but just being in her arms was enough to lift his spirits, to lift
them both up off the ground. Tink’s wings didn’t need to beat their
normal hectic beat to keep her afloat, she was lifted by his
lightness, his arms wrapped around her, their legs intertwined, and
they sort of hovered lightly just above the floor of the cave in a
timeless space, as one. They might have stayed like that for hours,
except eventually the lost boys began to wake, to move and crash
about. A very familiar voice came echoing through the catacombs to
them, drawing closer as Peter called out for Tinkerbell. Even Peter
knew better than to enter Tink’s cave without her permission, so he
stopped short at the entrance and called out “Tinkerbell? Are you
in there? It’s Peter!”

“Yes, Peter! Just a moment!” And just as suddenly as
Peter didn’t wait another second to come floating into the cave,
Tink had shrunk down to her proper size and flitted through the air
so she was just over the shoulder she had been resting her head on
moments ago.

“Peter! I said just a moment!”

“But Tinkerbell, I’ve got an idea – who’s that with
you? A pirate? You’ve brought a pirate into the Cathedral? How dare
you…” Tink cut Peter off.

“No, Peter. This is not a pirate. This is an old
friend of ours!”

“I don’t know any grownups, Tinkerbell! I certainly
don’t have any grown up friends!”

“I thought this might happen, Tink. He doesn’t even
recognize me. It hasn’t even been fifteen years, and he’s forgotten
all about me.”

“He hasn’t forgotten you! You just look different!
He’ll remember you! Peter, try to think back! It hasn’t been so
long since he found these catacombs in the first place! You must
remember that!”

“You know I was the one to find these catacombs,
Tinkerbell. He just reminded me where I left them!”

“So you do remember me?”

“Of course he remembers you!”

“Of course I remember you! What happened to you? You
grew up! No one’s ever come back to Never-never land after growing
up before. How did you get back? Tinkerbell! Did you go find him? I
knew you liked him, but without even asking me? What if I’d wanted
to go along? I haven’t been off the island in years! How could
you?”

“She didn’t come for me. I just flew by myself. I’ve
always known the way.”

“That’s right! You did always know the way, didn’t
you. But you had a heck of a time getting in the air that first
night, I remember. How on earth did you manage it without even
faerie dust?”

“I don’t think I could explain it. Tink, does he
know about airplanes?”

“Well, he’s dodged them before. He wanted to hunt
one down once, but I talked him out of it. I don’t think he’d
understand sky diving.”

“Sure I would, Tinkerbell! We dive out of the sky on
the pirates all the time! Did I ever tell you about the time
we-“

“Peter, there will be plenty of time to bore him
with your stories later! He flew all night to get here, and he
needs his sleep. Why don’t you take the lost boys fishing today?
There’s a school of flying fish migrating past the island this
week, I’m sure you’ll have fun trying to hold onto them as they pop
out of the water.” But Peter was already on his way out of the cave
as she said it. He hadn’t been fishing in years, and flying fish
were the best. He could float right above the surface of the water,
and they’d just jump right up into his hands. She’d known it would
be a sure way to get him out of her hair for the day.

“I know you’re tired. I’ve had a proper bed waiting
for you for a few years now. Room enough for both of us. It took a
while to get it all together, but it’s soft and warm. I made it for
you, with my own hands. I thought -- ” He put a finger to her
mouth, quieting her, and led her over to the bed. As he stripped
out of the clothes from the After, she returned to full size and
folded her wings in on themselves until they nearly disappeared.
They lay down on the bed, under a blanket he had no idea how she’d
woven, on a mattress softer than anything science had created, as
though she had stuffed it with only the softest of down from the
youngest of magical birds from the island, and fluffed it by hand
just before he had arrived. Their naked bodies tangled in warmth
and comfort and love together, and he couldn’t imagine anyplace
else he would rather be than right there in her arms, the whole of
his skin pressed up against the whole of hers, the whole of his
person intertwined with the whole of hers because of that
ultra-penetrating kiss they’d shared. He fell asleep memorizing the
smell of her, relishing in the subtle sweetness that was Tink, and
she followed him into sleep totally enveloped in every aspect of
him, and totally in love with every detail of him, now more than
she had ever thought she could have loved a human being, and
knowing she was loved in return.

They slept all day and all night together, and it
was the best sleep he’d had in his entire life. He slept off all
the stress and hardship that the After had been stacking upon his
shoulders. He slept off all the grime the After had made him feel
like the Darkness had left on him. He slept off all the years of
loneliness and isolation in the arms of someone who had loved him
completely since before he had really understood what love was. In
the After, his body had ached, his heart had cried out, and his
mind had begun to crumble, but as he slept there, deep in the heart
of Never-never land, deep in the heart of Tink and all the love she
offered and represented within him, his body healed, his heart was
quieted, and his mind restored to clarity.

When he woke and took a deep breath, his lungs were
filled with the beautiful sweetness of Tink, and it invigorated him
and reminded him that he was alive and well and part of something
wonderful again. He looked at her sleeping beside him, and she was
the epitome of beauty and peace to him. Many people have seen the
beauty of a person sleeping, or the greater beauty of a person they
love sleeping beside them, but not one of these compares to the
beauty of the sleeping face of a faerie at peace and in love. His
wakened mind awakened her, and she looked up at him and smiled,
then leaned in and gave him a tiny kiss. There was a short flash of
love that passed between them as they kissed briefly, nothing like
the full-fledged joining of souls they’d experienced the previous
morning, but more than any kiss between mortals could hope to
be.

“I can’t stay here. I’m grown up, and this place is
all about being a child. Come with me.”

“Where can we go?”

“Anywhere but here or there.”

She understood what he meant, so much more than the
words he’d used. She wanted to go with him, she wanted to never
leave his side again, and if she could have, she would have stayed
there in that bed with him forever. She couldn’t just go without
discussion though. She always had so much to say.

“What about Peter and the lost boys? How can I just
leave them like that? You know how long I’ve been here. How long
I’ve been here for them. They count on me! What would they do
without me? I have a responsibility to them! I brought Peter to the
island in the first place, I should stay with him while he’s
here.”

“No, Tink, you don’t have a responsibility to them.
Yes, you’ve been here a long time, but you know why, don’t you?
Well so do I, and so does Peter. And you and I know better than
Peter does why it doesn’t matter how long you stay here, you’ll
never have him, and it’s the same reason I can’t stay here; this
island is eternal childhood. I know you’ve loved him, and I know
you’ve loved him longer than you’ve known me, longer than I’ve even
been alive here, but he can never love you with other than the love
of a child, Tink. Peter will never grow up, and his love is stuck
just the same. You may have brought Peter to the island in the
beginning, but he’s made it his own, and he couldn’t survive
anywhere else. He and the lost boys don’t count on you, they take
you for granted, and there’s a big difference between the two. I
remember what it’s been like for you all these years, Tink, I
remember all of it. Come away with me. Stop yearning and start
living and loving the way it was meant to be done.”

“I definitely like it better when you say less, my
love. When you go on like that, I know you know what you’re saying,
that you know you’re covering every possible issue, every possible
angle. When you say more than a sentence, I know it’s because
you’re really passionate about what you’re saying, and certain
you’re right. I remember what it’s been like for you, too. You’ve
just said everything I’ve been wishing could be out in the open for
centuries, revealed everything I’ve been denying, been trying to
hide from myself. You have that way about you, and it can be so
startling to be facing your own lies that you thought were your
own… I hardly know how to react.”

“Come with me.”

“There you go again. Three little words. So much
meaning, so much change implied, and bravery required, and I don’t
know if I’ve enough in me to follow you. Do you have another short
phrase that will infuse me with the energy and motivation and
strength to be able to conquer centuries of reluctance and fear and
longing and follow you? Do such words exist?”

“I love you. Come with me.”

“I suppose they do. Three even littler words. So
much more. So much strength and energy and motivation. So much more
than I’ve got here, despite all the years of waiting for just that
thing from someone else. How did you do this to me? How did you do
this to me? I want to go with you. I love you, and I want to go
with you. How did you do this to me? Where were you when I needed
you, before I met Peter? You could have saved me from myself. From
so much.”

“Our love could not be what it is until this very
moment. Without everything that has gone before, there could be no
now. And now, I love you.”

“Did you come back to the island just for me?”

“I might have. I just needed to get away from where
I was, to go someplace safe and warm and I’m not sure I was aware
of what I was doing until I found myself in your arms. I walked out
of a plane, Tink. I was not aware of much but the pain.”

“And how do you feel now? Is the pain any less?”

“It’s gone. This place, our love, has healed me.
Thank you. You’ve saved me.”

“You’re welcome, I suppose. All I did was to love
you.”

“That’s enough. Love is enough.”

“What will I tell Peter? He’s just a boy. He won’t
understand.”

“Tell him the simple truth. Tell him you’re
leaving.”

“And if he asks where I’m going, or when I’ll be
back? And if he asks why I’m leaving, or what he’ll do without me?
What do I tell him then?”

“Just as you said, he’s a boy. He won’t even think
to ask. You saw him when he saw me; as soon as he recognized me it
was as though I’d never left his side. He doesn’t think like more
than a boy. He won’t ask those things.”

“I trust you. I believe you. I love you, and I’ll
follow you anywhere. I’d even follow you there, if you asked
me.”

“There’s nothing there for me. I won’t be going
back. Everything in the After is only good in the After. There’s no
treasure there that has value to anyone not stuck there.”

“What of your treasure here?” She gestured around
the cave at the things she had so carefully preserved for him in
case he returned. He simply shook his head.

“Look at it. These things are to be treasured by
children, enjoyed by children here on this island. They would do me
no good but to remind me of a childhood I could never
recapture.”

“Which is why you can’t stay in the first place. I
understand. I really do. I feel your heart beating with mine, and I
know what you mean. I should have left this place behind long ago.
This is no place for me, for a faerie. This is a place for little
boys and pirates. I should have left long ago.”

“If you’d left long ago, you’d never have met
me.”

“I think I may have. I think we were destined to
love each other. I think life would have led me to you or you to me
somehow. I think it has. Look at us, wrapped up in each other here
like it’s always been this way. Every thing that passed before has
been adding up to create this moment for us together, and this
moment is leading us to another.”

“Let’s follow it.”

They kissed again, and then slowly disentangled
their limbs from each other and rose from the bed she had spent
almost a decade to create for this single night of use. He put back
on the clothes he had brought with him from the After and Tink
shrunk back down to the size she had been known to be by all the
lost boys, unfolding her diaphanous wings and taking to the air.
The two of them locked eyes again for a long moment of resolve, and
then proceeded out into the Cathedral side by side.

Thanks to Tink’s suggestion, the Cathedral and all
the lost boys smelled very strongly of fish, and the floor of the
Cathedral was littered with fish, some still flopping about,
searching for water or anything familiar, anything but the stone
floor of the Cathedral. As they entered the room, some of the boys
were counting the fish, some were doing their very best to stack
them, others were pretending the fish were swords and fighting
playfully with them, and Peter was floating above all of them just
looking self-satisfied with the fun they’d found fishing yesterday.
But as each boy saw the grown man flying into the room they stopped
what they were doing, fell silent, and stared slack-jawed. Like a
slow tide crossing the room, silence descended, and after every eye
had been turned on the intruder, all eyes moved in synchronous
motion to Peter, seeking an answer.

Peter called out “There you two are! Have you slept
this entire time? You missed out! I had the best idea! We all went
fishing, and it was the craziest thing, because the fish saw us
flying and they thought they could fly too! They kept jumping out
of the water, trying to fly with us! Of course, when we caught them
and took them for a ride, they didn’t seem so happy, but what fun!
Have you tried holding onto a fish? They’re so slimy and wobbly and
they just jump out of your hands!”

He went on like that for a while, and since Peter
saw the grown man before them as a friend, the boys accepted him as
a friend as well, and went back to whatever they had been doing
before, as though he wasn’t even there. Eventually Peter ran out of
breath, and Tink addressed him.

“Peter, I’m leaving.”

“Where are we going? Has he got some adventure for
us all to go on?”

“No. He and I are going. Alone. Your adventures are
here.”

“He’s not staying? You’re not staying? We haven’t
had any fun yet! You have to at least help us raid Cap’n Hook’s
ship! You could probably carry more away than any of us! It’ll be
great fun.”

“No. As much fun as it sounds to torment Cap’n Hook
again, you’ll just have to get the twins to work together to carry
whatever it is that needs carrying. Tink and I are leaving this
morning.”

“The twins! What a great idea!”

With that, Peter turned tail and flew over to where
the twins were lifting a fish bigger than either one of them to the
top of a stack of fish, and Peter helped them try to get it to stay
at the top of the heap. Tink sighed.

“Everything you said was right. I was so blind
before.”

“Is there anything here you want to take with you? I
have better pockets than anyone here.”

“No. I’ve had enough of everything this island has
to offer. Let’s just go.”

“Yes, let’s.”

With that, they flew out of the catacombs. This time
as they ascended above the level where the stone walls illuminated
their way, all was not darkness as Tink’s glow lit the cave walls.
They both knew the way entirely by heart, and kept gazing longingly
into each other’s eyes, ignoring the jagged, jutting rocks they
were passing and sharp turns they were making as they proceeded
further from everything childish and into their unknown future
together.

In broad daylight, no stars to guide them,
surrounded on every side by ocean, they flew away simply knowing
that they were leaving Never-never land, and they didn’t look back.
It shrunk behind them and dropped quickly over the horizon as
though it wanted to get away from them as much as they wanted to
leave it behind. Tink returned to full size and they flew hand in
hand as fast as they could. The forever they were going to spend
together meant that they didn’t really know if they flew for an
hour or a day or a fortnight together before they spotted land, and
they didn’t care so long as they were together.

The green rising out of the blue that had been
surrounding them took up more and more of the horizon. This was no
tiny island they were approaching; this was a major landmass. He
could see plains, mountains and the valleys between them, but he
didn’t see any evidence of civilization until they got closer to
the land and began moving along its coast. They rounded a
particularly sheer cliff and found themselves looking upon a huge
bay filled with tiny ships and edged with tiny buildings. Tink’s
hand almost disappeared in his as she suddenly reduced to faerie
size.

A big part of being a faerie comes from the belief
that the people have in them. Tink’s normal size, a scant few
inches, was a result of most people’s belief that all faeries are
just that size. She could be other sizes when she wanted, but only
outside of the view of anyone who believed she could only be tiny.
He had always had an open mind, so when he had first come across
her alone with Peter and bigger than he had been at the time, he
didn’t question it. His total acceptance of her, not as he believed
she should be, but as she chose to be, was what had first made her
realize that he might be worth loving.

As it was, someone in this fishing village believed
in faeries, and they believed that faeries were tiny. He
understood, and while he didn’t like to see Tink forced to live
according to someone else’s beliefs, he was somewhat glad that he
was in a part of the world that believed in faeries. They flew down
the center of the bay together, close to the water, and as they
approached the shore he could see that the buildings he had thought
were tiny from a distance would easily accommodate his size.

He also began to realize why he had perceived the
buildings along the shore as tiny; there was a second town in the
valley, just past the buildings at the water’s edge, and the
buildings there, while of the same general design as those along
the shore, were at least 5 times bigger. Not an optical illusion,
but similar to the juxtaposition that he and Tink must seem side by
side, hand in hand, the tiny fishing village next to the giant
village created a unique vista that assured him that he had not
returned to the world of the After.

He set down at the end of a long pier, Tink flying
along at about his head level as he walked shoreward. Halfway along
the pier, they came across an old man sitting on the edge with a
fishing rod in hand.

“Hello there! What town is this?”

The old man did not even look up to see where the
stranger had come from. He responded as though the answer should
have been plain as day, “Old Titana.”

“Old Titana? Thank you.”

The old man shrugged, but kept staring out at the
water. What he may have seen there was a mystery, and they
continued eagerly along the pier. By the time they reached the
shore, both of them had noticed the same thing about the few
residents they could see of this fishing village; everyone seemed
to be grey-haired, wrinkled, hunched over, and hobbling along
slowly. In a word: old.

“Old Titana. I think I’ve heard of this place. Long
before I met Peter, mind you, so this may not be the place, but if
I’m remembering correctly, Old Titana was supposed to be a village
where old giants went to die in peace. Not that a lot of giants
made it to old age, they’ve always been a violent people, prone to
dying young and in battle, but this couldn’t be Old Titana. These
people aren’t giants. He must have meant that giant village in the
valley ahead.”

“Let’s ask someone else. Ma’am. Yes, you. Could you
tell me, is this the village of Old Titana, or is the village in
the valley there Old Titana.”

“Nitwit,” she grumbled. ”Don’t you know anything?
That village is Titana, and this one is Old Titana. You don’t see
any young titans walking around down here, now do you? Now leave me
alone, and keep that faerie away from me!”

“Old Titana.”

“I suppose so.”

“There must be more to this than we’re seeing.”

“The people here don’t seem very willing to talk
about it. Have you ever been to a giant’s village before? We could
go see what they have to say about it.”

“The only time I ever encountered a giant before, he
was chasing me, shouting something about poaching.” He seemed to be
amused with himself.

“Were you poaching on a giant’s property? That’s not
a very wise decision, you know. Giants are much bigger than you,
and you could get hurt! I don’t know what I’d do with myself if a
giant crushed you alive. I suppose I could go back to Peter, but …
no I don’t think I’d do that. Please try not to upset any of the
giants, will you?”

“Of course, Tink. Not to worry. Let’s go see what
Titana is like.”

He decided to walk the thousand or so yards from the
shore to the edge of the giant village, as he had been flying all
day and didn’t want it to lose its specialness. Considering it was
still special to him after so many years, he didn’t really believe
that it was possible, but he didn’t want to risk it, and it was
such a nice day that he really enjoyed taking in the fresh air and
sunshine, strolling along with Tink at his side.

The giant village seemed as sparsely populated as
the fishing village had been, but there were definitely giants
about. After taking the time to walk to Titana, he found that he
would indeed need to fly just to be noticed by the residents, whose
line of sight was some thirty feet above his own when he was on the
ground.

“Excuse me, sir. We’ve just flown into the area, and
were wondering-”

“Is that a faerie you’ve got with you? You can’t
bring faeries around here. Most titans don’t tolerate faeries.”
Tink flew behind him, out of view of the titan, worried he might
try to strike her.

“I didn’t realize. Titans? Like I said, we’re not
from around here. You’re not giants?”

“No sir! And don’t you dare try referring to anyone
in Titana as a giant, or you won’t be around for long. If we can’t
stand faeries, we absolutely hate giants, and anyone who would
compare us to them.”

“If you don’t mind my asking, what’s the difference?
I’ve never really met a giant. Or a titan before I met you… you ARE
a titan, aren’t you?”

“Of course I’m a titan! What else would I be? A
dwarf? The difference between giants and titans? Giants are born as
small as men, and twice as stupid. They don’t reach full size for
decades, and they eat everything in their path. A right uncivilized
bunch. They relish in war, thank Xaerka, and most kill each other
before they can do too much damage. We titans, on the other hand,
are born 15 feet tall, and grow to full size in months. We’re
civilized. You see the pastures out yonder?” He gestured beyond the
valley to a pasture that was easily 100 miles wide and stretched as
far as he could see. Speckling the pasture were huge beasts covered
in long hair like yaks, but less nebulous; they seemed almost
athletic in build despite their size. He could see a few right near
the edge of the village, standing at least as tall as the buildings
built to house titans.

“I see. What are those creatures?”

“You’ve never met a titan, and you’ve never seen a
duhrik. Where did you say you came from? Anyway, the duhrik are
meat-beasts. I told you we were civilized. We raise our own food
supply, we live in proper homes, and we only make war on those who
take arms against us. No honest man could hate titans.”

“You sound like an amazing people. What about Old
Titana? Do titans have smaller origins, and had to abandon their
homes when they grew too large?”

“Quite the opposite, little man. When titans reach
old age, they lose their sight, they lose their strength, and they
lose their wits, but first they lose their size. We are born and
live in prime condition, the ultimate in strength, ability, and
wisdom, and after we have lived a long, full life, we get a new
perspective. We live our lives close to the heavens, and reflect
the power and potential of the heavens with our every heartbeat. As
we approach the day we will return to the earth, we approach it,
descending to the level of men so we can fully appreciate the
greatness we have been given a chance to experience.”

“So everyone we met back there was a titan? Amazing.
I get it. Old Titana. So, being as wise and powerful as you are,
what do you have against faeries?”

“Legend has it that it’s faeries that take our size
from us. That at night while a full-size titan is sleeping, a
faerie comes and casts a spell, stealing his size and putting him
in an old man’s body that quickly falls apart before his eyes. They
say its because they’re jealous of us, of our hugeness, while
they’re condemned to be so tiny as to almost go unnoticed by the
world. Now, personally I don’t believe that mumbo-jumbo about
faeries stealing our size. I figure that’s just the way it’s meant
to be. You can’t have a chance at greatness without having to
suffer through meekness as well.”

“Did I hear you right? You said you go from your
size to my size overnight? Just like that? I was thinking it was a
more gradual shrinking with age, but … overnight?”

“We don’t age like men do. Titans reach maturity in
months, like I said, and they stay that way until one night,
usually about eight hundred years later, they wake up reduced in
size so much they can hardly find their way out of bed. They look
the same at first as they did the day before, just smaller. Within
a year or two, they start to look older, and most old titans don’t
survive twenty years in their tiny bodies.”

“That’s amazing. Tink, do you know any magic that
could turn a titan into a man?”

“I told you before; I didn’t know titans existed any
more than you did, and I most certainly don’t know any such magic.
And jealous? What does he know about it? Titans should be jealous
of faeries! They shake the earth when they walk, and at that size
they must be cumbersome creatures. I could fit easily through the
cracks under their doors to visit them while they slept, but why
would I want to? They may not be giants, but if they can’t stand
faeries, how smart can they be?”

“Now Tink, don’t get excited. This friendly titan
doesn’t seem to have a problem with you. Don’t get so worked up,
and watch your mouth, or he might start to.”

“Don’t worry about it, fellow. I’m old enough that
even if your little faerie friend did turn me into a man right
here, I’d accept it. Others around here are not as open-minded as I
am though, so you’d best move on as fast as possible. Wouldn’t want
to see you crushed by ignorant titan hands.”

“We didn’t see any other towns as we came up the
coast. How far is the next town, and which direction should we
go?”

“The nearest town, aside from Old Titana of course,
is Haven. It’s about fifty thousand strides in the direction of the
setting sun. You can’t miss it.”

“Uhh... About how far is a stride?”

“A stride is about one step of a titan. I’ve got to
get home for supper now, so why don’t you watch to see how far you
think I go with each step, and multiply that by fifty thousand.
Good luck on your journey, you two. Xaerka be with you.”

“Xaerka be with you,” he repeated back as the giant
turned and walked away. From the look of it, a stride was probably
about twenty feet, which meant that Haven was probably just a
couple hundred miles away. He turned to Tink, who was still hiding
behind him, “Tink, do you know what Xaerka is?”

“Never heard of it. Let’s get going. Look, the sun
is setting, so that must be the direction we’re supposed to go.”
She flew off towards the sun lowering in the sky as fast as she
could go, more a glowing streak than any discernable being. He
followed right after her, and a few minutes out of the village, she
was full size again, able to take his hand as they flew into the
growing night again.

At this size, she only very faintly glowed, so it
was really the moonlight that showed them the way. It allowed them
to gaze into each other’s eyes as they sped onward. He noticed when
he first grabbed her hand in the air that it was still moist with
sweat, and she was shaking a bit. He hadn’t realized she was so
afraid of the titan until he felt her hand grasp his tightly,
seeking the reassurance he was more than willing to offer. Soon,
the twinkling lights of civilization appeared on the horizon. They
were approaching Haven.

Before Haven had resolved to much more than a
cluster of twinkling lights miles away in the night, he began to
angle down to the ground.

“Is something wrong? Why are we landing?”

“Tink, I have an idea. Come on.”

They set foot on the ground, and he began to
unbutton his shirt and remove it.

“Last night you folded your wings in, can you do
that now?”

“I guess so, but what are you doing?” As she
continued to speak, her wings folded up and practically disappeared
behind her. “How can we get to Haven if my wings are folded up?
We’re not going to walk, are we? I haven’t walked more than a few
steps in my whole life, and Haven looks like it’s still miles away!
And why are you taking your clothes off? This is no place for that,
in the middle of nowhere!”

“Calm down, Tink. I’m just taking off my shirt. I
have an undershirt on underneath. I want you to put on my shirt.
You’re small enough that it will cover you like a dress. Here, I’ll
give you my belt as well, you can cinch it up at your waist, and
when we get to town, I’m betting that if people don’t know you’re a
faerie to begin with, their ability to take away your right to
choose your size will be removed as well.”

“But I’m proud of being a faerie!” She grabbed his
shirt hard away from him and quickly found herself tangled in it,
trying to find her way into a garment designed for a much bigger
body than even her largest form. “I don’t want to lie about who I
am, just so I can…” She finally got her arms into the sleeves of
the shirt, and he helped her roll the extra length of the sleeves
up her small arms, until her hands and wrists peeked out. She
started trying to do the buttons up by herself. “Well, I guess it
will mean I can kiss you whenever I like, and I do like to kiss
you, so maybe this is a good idea after all, I mean…” Tink had
never buttoned up a shirt before, and made quite a mess of it. She
made a noise of frustration, but he was already behind her,
stretching his arms around hers, unbuttoning the buttons she’d
started. She almost seemed to purr as she pressed back against him,
feeling the warmth of his body next to hers, submitting to his more
expert hands as they slowly made their way up the front of her
body, button by button. “Quite a good idea after all. I’m sure no
one will suspect that I’m not supposed to be this size. Most people
have never seen a faerie stand and face them. I’m sure we’ll be
fine. I’ve always wanted to get more use out of my legs.” Her voice
was now low and breathy, and as she trailed off, her voice settled
into a soft noise somewhere between sighing and purring. His hands
seemed so big to her, right below her face, closing the last of the
buttons that needed to be closed to keep the shirt from falling
from her shoulders. His hands paused there, just above the curve of
her breasts as they rose and fell with her breath, radiating
warmth, then moved up and straightened out the collar of the
shirt.

“You have wonderful legs, Tink.”

“Thank you,” she purred out as his hands slid down
her body from her shoulders to her waist. Suddenly his belt was
around her waist, and he was pulling the end through the buckle,
finding that her waist was quite a bit smaller than his, and he
wondered what he was going to do. Then her hands moved down on his,
so small in comparison, and when she touched that spot of the belt,
a perfect new hole was there, and her tiny hands closed the belt
through it. She grasped the end of the belt and tucked it into
itself. She was still pressed back against him, close to him, and
she wrapped her arms over his arms wrapped around her, whispering,
“You thought it was going to be too big for me? I do know a touch
or two of faerie magic, love.”

“I know, Tink. I remember.”

“Well, if we want to get to Haven by morning, we’d
better get started. I don’t know how fast these legs can carry me.”
She spoke as though to move, but just stood there warm and in his
arms.

“I have another idea, my love, that I think you’ll
like.” Keeping his arms tight around her, suddenly they lifted into
the sky together. “Tink, I’m going to need you to think of a happy
thought. I’d be more than willing to carry you like this all the
way, but … trust me.”

“I do. I trust you. I just… “ There was fear in her
voice. She had been flying her whole life, but somehow the idea of
flying without the aid of her wings terrified her. “I need my wings
to fly. You know that. I can’t fly like you. That’s why I have
wings.” Where she had been lightly vibrating as she purred before,
she new trembled slightly as she thought of falling to earth like a
stone. Her wings instinctively pressed out and found themselves
trapped, inside his shirt, against his chest, and she was in a
place she’d never found herself before, flying high above the
ground but unable to move her wings.

“Whoa. Calm down, calm down. I won’t drop you, Tink.
I won’t let you go. You don’t need to worry. If you really can’t do
it, you’re still not in danger. I would never let anything happen
to you. You’re safe in my arms. Relax. Don’t worry. I’ll carry you
all the way if you need me to.” He spoke in soft, reassuring tones,
low, so she could feel his voice moving through her. His arms had
never loosed their grip on her, and as she realized that, as he
spoke to her and calmed her, she began to relax. “I love you,
Tink.”

She relaxed, she was at peace, she knew she was safe
in his love, and a lightness came upon her. She stopped being a
weight that his arms were carrying, and they both knew that
suddenly she was flying along with him and just happened to be
wrapped up in his arms. He still didn’t loosen his grip on her
until she loosed her grip on his arms and pushed lightly against
him. He freed her, and as she slid forward through the air ahead of
him and fell in beside him, flying without her wings, flying with
just the happy thought of their shared love, she repeated the same
thing back to him and he knew it was true, “I love you, too.”

As they drew nearer to Haven, they could see a road
that ran in one side, straight through the center of the
asynchronously shaped town, and out the other side, almost
perpendicular to the direction they were coming from. They flew
around, side by side and hand in hand again, smiling and in love,
outside the circumference of Haven to where the road first entered
town. As late at night as it was, they could see all they way
through town and out the other side from ground level, but could
not see a single person out of their homes. It was not long before
they came to an inn. They set foot once again on the ground and
stepped inside. A bell rang against the inside of the door as they
entered, alerting the innkeeper to their presence.

“Just a minute! Hold your horses!” A voice came
calling from behind a door behind the counter that the two of them
approached. “I’ll be right out.”

They were in no hurry, and as they stood there
waiting for the innkeeper, he began to realize that he wasn’t sure
how they’d be able to pay for a room. The only currency he had was
from the After, and even the people there knew it had no real
value, so what value would the people of this land put on it? He
began searching his pockets for something that might be of more
universal value, and as he made an interesting discovery there, the
innkeeper appeared before them.

“Need a room, do you?” The innkeeper cast an
impressive figure, a full nine feet high, and hunched over. He had
what could only be described as a hump on his back, and appeared
old and grizzled, the sort who had seen a little bit of everything
himself. He was wearing giant flannel pajamas with little yellow
duckies on a pale blue background, and wore a matching stocking cap
on each of his two enormous heads. Clearly, they had woken him.

“Yes, err… We need a room.” He stuttered a little as
he spoke, not out of fear of the not-quite-menacing figure before
him, but because he wasn’t sure if they were in the right inn for
people like themselves. Tink, on the other hand, was quite shocked
by the Innkeepers appearance. Not frightened, as she was sure that
as long as she was with him in love, everything would work out
alright, but surprised enough by what she saw asking them about a
room that she didn’t even realize that she’d been seen by someone
and not forced to resume her tiny faerie size.

The two-headed innkeeper lumbered out around the
counter and spoke gruffly, “You haven’t you got any bags, have you?
You’ll have to carry them up by yourselves, if you do.” He
continued on to the back of the room and towards a staircase which
looked like it was not built to accommodate the innkeeper’s size,
and they followed quietly behind him. “Just go to the top of these
stairs. You two are staying in the last room at the end of the
hall. We don’t serve breakfast, and we won’t clean up after you, so
you won’t even ask. Now I’m going back to bed.” With that he turned
and lumbered back across the room, behind the counter and
disappeared through a door that still seemed too small to really
have allowed such a thing to happen.

As they proceeded to follow his directions, up the
strangely winding staircase as far as it went, down the hallway
that seemed longer than was possible considering the appearance of
the outside of the building to the last door there, he realized
that his concerns over how to pay for the room that night had been
unnecessary. He wasn’t sure why exactly, but it had been
unnecessary. The door to their room was unlocked, actually did not
appear to have a lock, and they went inside to find themselves in a
very modern and comfortable living space.

From the outside, the inn had appeared almost
medieval, with a thatched roof and stone walls, and everything in
the lobby appeared to have been hand-made with simple tools, dirty
and long used. Their room was like something out of a six star
hotel in the After. Clean, warm, and with all the modern
accoutrements, including a private bath and kitchen, a huge bed
with white, soft, high thread count linens and an antique hardwood
frame. There was a writing desk with stationary and modern ink
pens, and on the bedside table was an alarm clock like he had only
seen in fiction, the big round kind with bells on top. That the
numbers on the clock went to 15 didn’t faze him in the least, and
he had no desire to set it to wake him; he was so tired after
crossing an ocean and a continent that he just peeled the rest of
the clothes from his body and fell onto bed.

Tink had never seen accommodations such as these,
and assumed that the entire inn was magically tuned to the
expectations of its visitors, but it still amazed her. She kept
poking her head in and out of the door to the room, at the huge,
clean, modern room inside and then at the dirty, cramped hallway
they had crossed to get there. Because of his memories of the
After, she knew what she was looking at when she saw the sink with
running water, or the coffee pot on the counter, but even though
she remembered such things, she had never seen them before in
person. As she picked up and set down and turned on and turned off
every other new thing she came across, she also unbuckled the belt
at her waist, unbuttoned the first couple of buttons of the shirt,
and let it fall off her shoulders, down her body, and onto the
floor of their room.

When she was done poking around the room, she roused
him just enough to get him under the soft covers of the bed with
her. It was almost as soft and warm as the bed and covers she had
made for him, and she wondered who had made such fine things for
them to share as she drifted off to sleep herself, tangled totally
in his sleeping limbs. She dreamed the same dream he did that
night, and it was that they were there together, just as they were,
totally satisfied and in love with each other, sleeping side by
side in peace.

They woke in the morning as a ray of sun light poked
its way between a tiny opening in the curtains that covered nearly
an entire wall of their room, crawling down the wall and across the
bed until it shined bright into their closed eyes. Tink raised a
hand from under the covers to shield her eyes, remembered that the
dream was real, he was there with her now, and let out a slow,
satisfied, smiling and breathy “Morning” as she turned to face him.
Ignoring the possibility of morning breath, they moved together and
kissed again, and the power of love between them did not diminish
with each kiss, but grew, and they lingered there, lips touching
and sunlight crawling across the back of her head and the edge of
his face.

Gradually he moved back, out of their kiss, and out
of the bed, and she looked up at him and smiled and as he motioned
for her not to move. She laid still, laid back, closed her eyes
again and just savored being with him. He stepped softly across the
plush carpet to the kitchen to see what was there. He was happily
surprised to find a refrigerator stocked with food, most of which
he recognized, and some of which was totally foreign. Among the
long list of tired skills he had picked up to get by in the After,
he had invested quite a bit of time and energy and money in
building a gourmet kitchen and discovering that he pretty
instinctively knew how to use it. He applied the practice that the
After had allowed him the opportunity to spend so much time on that
morning, making a beautiful, savory breakfast for the two of them,
and taking advantage of ingredients he had never seen or tasted
before that morning with an intuitive hand.

Soon, the delicious odors of cooking food drew Tink
out of bed and over to the edge of the kitchen, where she watched
him work nonstop preparing dishes she could not even begin to have
dreamt up herself. The cacophony of smells assaulting her nose was
simply marvelous, and unlike anything she had really had the
opportunity to experience since she took up residence in
Never-never land. The extent of the lost boys’ cooking experience
was that they occasionally managed to get a bonfire going, and they
roasted tropical fruits skewered on sticks over it, but that was
primitive compared to the sophisticated way he was chopping,
crushing, peeling, mixing, searing, sautéing and scrambling dozens
of ingredients together to create a multi-course meal. She watched
on lovingly as he plated his creations and laid them all out on the
small dining table, passing back and forth by her as he went,
giving her looks of adoration every time he passed.

Before long the table was set, and he invited her to
sit opposite him at the table and enjoy the bounty before them. She
hardly knew where to start, it all looked and smelled so good, a
virtual cornucopia of colors and textures laid out before her, and
he waited for her to take the first bite before he followed suit,
pleased by the look on her face as the flavours melted over her
tongue and aromas swept up into her nose. He was quite pleased with
himself as well as with the ingredients he had found. Mushrooms not
quite truffles, but that added as much to the eggs, not quite like
any eggs he had cooked with before, but which obeyed the same rules
when scrambled as he was used to. Some sort of aromatic vegetable
that didn’t look like an onion or taste quite like an onion but
caramelized like onions and made him tear up when he chopped them,
and which made an excellent base for the stock he’d boiled the
not-quite-beef-but-probably-duhrik cubes in, with the
not-quite-potatoes-or-rutabagas root vegetables and the ones that
tasted like carrots and were shaped like carrots but where purple
instead of orange to make a sort of stew. The menu went on and on,
as he had found ingredient after ingredient reminded him of
something he’d never tasted, but knew he needed to, and found his
hands preparing according to some automatic need to give him the
bounty that now spread between them.

After a long time, after their eating had slowed,
and slowed, and stopped finally, they set across the table from
each other more generally and specifically satisfied than they had
ever found themselves after any meal of their lives. When he found
he could focus his eyes again quite a while after the clatter of
silver on plates and spoons in bowls and slurping and chewing and
swallowing had ceased and he tried to look Tink in the eye, he saw
that her eyes were just as glassy and unfocused as he was sure his
must have looked just then. She was staring right through him, but
he doubted that she might be lost in thought, so much as simply
basking in the fullness of their time together, their rich, amazing
meal, and he was glad everything had turned out so well, not only
in the kitchen that morning, but in his life generally since he had
set aside his writing and walked out the door. He had returned to
the sky, he had returned to Never-never land, he had returned to
Tink to find he was finally the person she had loved in him all
along, and she had come with him, away from the past and into their
future together.

He stood up, stretched his arms above his head, and
walked right past the dirty dishes, pots and pans and the mess on
the countertop directly into the bathroom. He turned on the taps in
the bath to a comfortably warm temperature, and went back out to
Tink.

“Tink, honey.”

She roused a bit, her head turned towards him,
finally focusing, and after letting out a loud, deep, reverberating
belch that he would not have believed had come from her small body
had he not been there when it did, responded simply “huh?”

“Tink, I’m running a bath, if you’d like to clean
up.”

“A bath?” She seemed so dazed it was as though her
body had filled from toes to top with food and it was pressing
against her brain, keeping her from solid thought. He understood,
as he could almost feel the food pressing up against his own brain.
He pointed at the huge bathtub, filling with water, clearly visible
to both of them through the open double-door of the bathroom.

“Tub. Full of water. For washing. A bath.”

She responded more resolutely this time, as though
finally understanding him, “A bath.”

“Yes. I’m going to go take a bath. You’re welcome to
join me. The tub looks –“

Her sudden understanding and resultant enthusiasm
cut him off mid-sentence: “A BATH!” She was a blur and a flash and
a splash and she was in the tub, looking back expectantly at him as
if to say “Why aren’t you in the bath yet?”
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