
 

 

   
 

Moonsong 

 

Azia was so sleepy that she 

curled up with Adria on the 

front step.  She fell asleep just 

as Adria recited the list of 

mother cats who could provide 

milk for the foal.  “Jablonski 

comes at sun-up.  Then Tabby 

from one street down will 

come.  Puff, the new white one 

from near the park comes on 

after she gets her noon meal.  

You’ll notice, she gets a noon meal.  Misha comes 

again at...”  

 

Adria stopped and looked at Azia.  “Harrumph!  

People never listen to me.  See?  You fell asleep 

while I was talking to you.”   

 

Adria bestowed some loving licks as Azia grew in her sleep.  In her bed the double 

that took her place under the blankets vanished.   

 

A few moments later, Azia’s dad opened the front door to get some veggies for the 

morning omelets.  He rushed over.  “Sweetie, what are you doing here?”  He 

checked her over to see if she was alright.  He picked up the bowl of raspberries 

beside her and helped her up. 

 

Azia mumbled, “I have to talk to the cats about the pony’s milk.”  She realized 

what she had just said and stopped.  Then in typical ten-year-old fashion she 

declared herself to be “OK” and stomped inside.  She went to her bedroom to get 

dressed.  Azia was tired AND grumpy!  

“Sometimes everything 

goes wrong.  But you 

always have to try.” 

Heatherbow 

Band of the Stone



 

 

 

Dressed and hungry, she paused in the hall to listen to her parents talking in the 

kitchen.  As usual her Dad was standing at the counter, tasting bites of breakfast as 

it was being prepared.  He was saying, “Tashi, this morning I found Azia out on 

the front steps trying to feed the cat.  The refrigerator door was left wide open.  

The cat’s bowl was turned upside down.  She had gathered some raspberries.  And 

she had locked herself out of the house.  I'm sure she did it all in her sleep.  I think 

we’d better let her feed the cat the way she wants to.” 

  

“Well it’s OK with me, Sunjeong, as long as she doesn't overfeed her and takes 

care of cleaning her bowl.  I don't see why she worries about that cat so much.  But 

we'll give it a try.   

 



 

 

“I think Azia may be having waking dreams, though.  She woke me up last night 

because she thought she heard someone crying in the night.  But you were snoring 

so loud, I'm not sure why she thought she could hear anything,” teased her Mom.   

 

“The music of the spheres, right?” asked her Dad with a grin.   

  

“Well, Azia,” said her Mom as she came into the kitchen.  “We’ve decided you can 

feed the cat three times a day if you wish.  But we don't want you sleeping outside 

again.  It’s not safe!” 

 

“Oh boy,” interrupted Azia.  “I'll go tell Adria.”  She dashed off to find her.     

 

Adria was gratified at the prospect of three meals a day, and scampered off to find 

extra help for feeding Moonsong.   

 

 

The school day started in a dull gray fog.   

 

Azia's Mom and Dad left for work.  Azia took the bus to summer school.  Teacher 

Sara took the 5th graders to the park to learn about mushrooms.  

 

Sara explained, “Fairy rings grow because the mushrooms use up all the food in 

the soil.  Once the nutrients are used up, the mycelium sends up a flush of 

mushrooms.  The mycelium is like a root for the fungus.  The mushrooms that you 

see are the fruiting bodies of the fungus.  After each flush of mushrooms, the 

mycelium can only grow outside of the first little circle of mushrooms.  Every year 

the ring gets bigger.  The mushrooms eventually form a large circle called a fairy 

ring.” 

 

As they walked on, one of the mushrooms started to follow them.  Azia slowed 

down to let the other children pass her.   

 

Heatherbow was waving at her from underneath it.  The mushroom had such a 



 

 

large cap that Azia thought the elf looked pretty comical.  Heatherbow whispered 

loudly as Azia bent down.  “We'll come and get you tonight.  Queen Iris will give 

you the power to talk to ponies so you can be a friend to the foal.  Is that OK?” 

 

“OK,” whispered Azia.   

 

“No, that mushroom is not OK,” declared Sara, who was suddenly standing over 

her and plucking the mushroom from the ground.  “This mushroom might make 

you very sick if you eat it.  It’s hard to tell though.  You would have to leave the 

cap of this mushroom on a piece of white paper for several hours and study the 

color of its spores.  Then you’ll know whether it’s poisonous.  You should always 

let a grownup who knows mushrooms help you before you pick them.” 

 

Azia blushed but sighed with relief as Sara put the mushroom into the sample box 

she was carrying.  After a moment Heatherbow climbed out of the box and 

dropped to the ground as lightly as dandelion fluff.  Azia turned to watch her go.  

Heatherbow gave a light wave and a squirrel came to pick her up.  “She'll have 

quite a tale to tell,” thought Azia.   

 

Azia asked to take a nap at recess and Sara allowed that.  She also dozed on the bus 

on the way home.  When she awoke, she was dreaming of ponies.  She wondered 

what it would be like to talk to them.  At home she fell asleep on the couch after 

dinner.  Her Mom woke her and took her up to her room for the night.   

 

Azia was well rested when the elves arrived.  Heatherbow tapped on the window 

and it slid open as Azia shrank to elf size.  “We have sponsorship tonight,” 

whispered Heatherbow, and touched Azia's back with a twig.  Azia felt something 

new and peculiar: she was growing wings.  She also felt a little dizzy.  Her new 

wings began to stretch the back of her pajamas.   

 



 

 

 

 

“Ow! Ow! Ow!  That hurts!” cried Azia.  

 

Heatherbow shook her head.  “Ack!  I forgot.”  Heatherbow took out a little knife 

and cut holes in her pajamas to let the wings out.  “Badra will have proper clothes 

for you at the Council.” 

 

Azia looked nervously at the distant ground and wondered if she should really 

jump into the air as Heatherbow had.  But she didn’t have to jump at all.  As she 

looked longingly after Heatherbow, she found that the wings already knew how to 

fly.   

 

She followed Heatherbow into the moonlight.  As long as she looked at 



 

 

Heatherbow the wings took her where she wanted to go.  When she faltered, 

Heatherbow grabbed her hand.  They flew all the way to the place where 

Moonsong had been born.   

 

As they landed, Azia was astonished to see that the mare now had wings. 

 

Badra dashed past and unceremoniously threw some soft blue flower petals at 

Azia.  “Duties to do, fairies to meet,” she called over her shoulder.  Azia gathered 

the petals and with a few bits of cob web.  She used these to arranged an elvish 

dress over her pajamas.  She took the vine in the pile of petals and used it for a 

belt.  Finally, she pulled her pebble button out of her pocket and placed it carefully 

below her shoulder. 

 

Azia felt shy but she took several leftover petals and made little capes for the mare 

and Moonsong.  “Is that comfortable?” she asked Moonsong, wondering if she 



 

 

might already be able to talk to ponies.  But Moonsong and the mare showed no 

signs that they heard or understood her question.  Azia shrugged and finished the 

little capes. 

 

After a few minutes Heatherbow dashed over.  “I forgot to introduce you. This is 

Dancer.”   

 

“Hello,” said Azia.  “We met last night.  Do you remember me?  You were very 

sick.” 

 

Dancer looked at her and then whinnied to Heatherbow.   

 

“She remembers you and knows you’re a friend.  At first, she was afraid of you 

because you took Moonsong.  But now she knows you helped Moonsong to live,” 

explained Heatherbow.  “You’ll be able to talk with each other as soon as you gain 

the power to understand ponies.” 

 

Moonsong was playing around Dancer’s legs.  Iris’s stone lay on the ground next 

to them.  It cast a pale blue light that pulsed on and off.  The mare now looked a lot 

like Knockers.  Moonsong still appeared translucent, as though she might be made 

of brown glass.   

 

Fairies were everywhere.  They were a little larger than the elves but they moved 

much faster.   

 

Marquez arrived with gossamer ribbons, each of which carried a pebble button.  He 

put one carefully over Dancer’s head, and then one over Moonsong’s neck.  “Do 

you need a button?” he asked Azia. 

 

“I still have mine right here,” said Azia with a proud smile.  She patted her button 

to show him.  

 

Marquez grinned.  “So many of them get lost.  I’m glad to see you still enjoy 

yours!” 

 

The elves were bringing food and drink to everyone in the clearing.  Several elves 

and fairies sang lovely harmonies together.  All the cats that had helped Moonsong 

were off in a corner being brushed until they shone.  Each one wore a little collar 

embellished with pebbles.   



 

 

 

 
 

 

Around the edges of the fairy circle stood a ring of animals.  A deer, a bear, several 

frogs, a turtle, a cougar, and three rabbits were in the audience.  Some of the 

animals had wings.  Dozens of smaller animals with wings dashed through the 



 

 

crowd and played tag.  Eagles and smaller birds gathered and chattered 

companionably in the trees. 

 

“The fairies are putting on this joint council meeting,” exclaimed Skillywidden as 

he rushed over to her.  “Isn't it wonderful?  We all have sponsorship since there 

were too many of us to come on Knockers’ back.  Say something!  Aren't you 

excited?”  He poked her in his glee. 

 

“Oh yes!” said Azia delightedly. “I’ve never seen anything like it. I just don't know 

what to say.” 

 

“Neither have I,” said Skillywidden as he ran off.  With each step he flew into the 

air a little, taking advantage of his wings. 

 

“He sometimes acts a little silly,” said Heatherbow shaking her head.  “But he 

loves animals and he will take excellent care of the new fairy.” 

 

“What new fairy?” asked Azia. 

 

Heatherbow replied, “Dancer the mare is now a fairy.  Knockers is a fairy.  That’s 

why he can fly.  Dancer was so sick that even Iris and the Stone couldn’t save her 

as a mortal being.  In order to save her life Iris used the Stone and made her a fairy 

pony too.” 

 

“What about Moonsong?” asked Azia. 

 

Heatherbow continued.  “Since she was saved by you, Moonsong can be both a 

real and a fairy pony.  By her father’s side she’s a fairy pony.  The fairies would 

like to ask you a favor since you saved her life.  You’ll hear all about it when 

Skillywidden and Dancer choose whether to be made friends.” 

 

Azia frowned.  She was still confused.  Just as she was about to ask all of her 

‘whys’, the fairies rose into the air.  Queen Iris greeted Azia and took her into the 

center of the fairy ring.  “What happens now, Iris?” asked Azia.   

 

“You'll see,” said the Queen.  “There’s no time to explain.” 

 



 

 



 

 

Two fairies dressed in yellow came and landed beside them, accompanied by the 

music of the flutes.   

 

“I, Ananda, declare the issue.  The problem is as follows: Knockers and Miro, you 

brought joy and you brought trouble.  You have pledged three years and a day for 

the fairy magic which empowered the stone to heal Dancer.  We have joy in a new 

fairy pony.  But you also brought humans into our lives.  This may yield trouble.” 

 

Ananda turned to the community.  “Iris of the Stone had to transform Dancer into a 

fairy pony to save her life.  As far as her people are concerned, she died.  But 

Dancer is one of us now.  Knockers and Miro both pledged three years and one day 

of their magic and their effort to save her.  The halfling girl, Azia, and her friends 

the cats saved the foal’s life.  Because Knockers is a fairy pony, his foal Moonsong 

is both a fairy pony and a real pony.” 

 

He turned around twice and scanned each face before he spoke again.  Everyone 

waited in thrilled silence.  Azia nodded and smiled when his gaze fell upon her. 

 

“This is where it becomes complicated,” Ananda continued.  “The mare belonged 

to a little boy named Tom.  He is broken-hearted because he believes that the mare 

is dead.  He’s happy about the foal.  We think the foal should be a mortal pony and 

live with Tom to make up for the loss of the mare.” 

 

Ananda turned toward Knockers.  “Knockers wants the foal to be a fairy pony.  

The mare Dancer also requests this because Moonsong is their child.”   

 

At this, the Fairies all frowned.   

 

Ananda turned to face Queen Iris and held both of his hands over her head.  “The 

Queen of the Elves wants to propose a solution to this mess.”  Ananda dropped his 

hands as if he were placing the whole issue on her shoulders.  

 

Ananda flew upward abruptly and sat on a branch.   

 

Queen Iris bowed her head to the assembled fairies.  “Well said, Ananda,” she 

began.  “I propose the following solution to our dilemma,” she said self-assuredly, 

as if she did this every day.  “The purpose of our law is to be fair and to apply 

reason in all situations.” 

 



 

 

Ananda interjected from above, “The purpose should also include everyone’s 

happiness.” 

 

Queen Iris nodded. “I propose that Knockers and Miro work to offset the drain on 

magic created when they asked me to use the Stone to save Dancer.”   

 

Iris turned twice to study each member in the gathering. 

 

“I propose that the mare Dancer become Dancer, Friend of Skillywidden.” 

 

She turned twice again. 

 

“Skillywidden begs the Fairy Council to become Skillywidden, Friend of Dancer.  

Dancer and Skillywidden offer to stand with Miro and Knockers to serve magic for 

three years and a day.  For his part, Skillywidden has been promised the 

opportunity to walk beside Knockers’ first foal and win the title of Friend.” 

 

She turned twice again.   

 

“I further propose that we, the Band of the Stone, bestow on the boy Tom the same 

powers that Azia has, so that he can decide along with us what to do about the foal 

Moonsong.  In addition, I propose that the elves give each of these esteemed cats 

the support of the Stone for health and long life.”  

 

Queen Iris paused with hands outstretched and turned in a full circle to assess the 

response.  Hearing nothing, she continued.  

 

“Despite the additional effort required from all of us, I see no reason that the foal 

could not remain both real and fairy.  If that’s true, then Azia and Tom can share 

the foal.  On the other hand, Azia might be willing to give up her claim if I grant 

her the power to talk to ponies and you offer her permanent sponsorship.”   

 

A gasp went up from the fairy gathering.  Ananda took the hand of the tall fairy 

next to him.  They glanced at each other, and then both looked over their left 

shoulders.   

 

The Queen broke in quickly.  “I know that no human has ever been given 

permanent sponsorship by the fairies.  Even to propose this is perhaps outrageous.  

I just want to present one honorable choice that we could make.  If this is not 



 

 

acceptable, perhaps Tom will share the pony in exchange for being given elf vision 

and being able to talk to ponies.  That’s within my power to grant, and would cost 

the fairy band little to agree.” 

 

 
  



 

 

 

 

Ananda and his consort glanced at each other once again, and then both looked 

over their right shoulders.   

 

The Queen nodded to Miro, who was already astride Knockers.  They were out of 

sight before Azia could blink.   

 

While voices buzzed, discussing the proposal, the Queen turned to Azia.  

 

“I think I finally understand everything,” whispered Azia. “I like your plan.” 

“In a moment Tom will be here, elf vision and all.  He lives in that house right over 

there.  They just have to persuade him to come.  This band values honor.  We must 

find a way to make this work out well.” 

 

“I feel a little sorry for him.  I was scared when you sent for me,” confessed Azia. 

 

“I know, child.  It’s not always such a welcome thing as it was for me,” said Iris in 

a soft faraway voice.  “Did you know that most of us were once human?” 

 

There was no time to answer.  The buzz quieted as Miro, Knockers and a still 

shrinking boy flew into the center of the fairy ring.  Tom looked dazed.   

 

As Miro helped Tom off of Knockers, Azia ran up and started to explain.  “Don’t 

worry – everyone here is nice.  You'll be OK.  I'm a girl, not an elf.  We're just all 

here to talk about the pony.” 

 

“Excuse me,” interjected Iris.  “Can I speak with him?” 

 

Queen Iris sat down with Tom on a nearby rock.  “I am here to beg your pardon,” 

began Iris in her softest voice.  “I think we've got a lot of explaining to do.”   

 

She told him about the elves and fairies, about Azia and Skillywidden, and about 

mortal and fairy ponies.  

 

One of the fairies brought Tom some strong tea so he could wake up.   

 

“Dancer is here with us,” said Iris.   

 



 

 

Tom appeared electrified by this news, craning his neck and scanning in every 

direction.  Iris was still speaking but he was no longer listening.   

 

 

 

 

When he spotted Dancer, he leapt to his feet and rushed to her.  In moments his 

arms were around her neck and he was weeping great tears of joy.  Dancer 

playfully nudged him with her head, and soon they were greeting each other 

fondly.  Dancer spoke to him gently and offered him a ride.  After a short flight, 

Tom seemed settled and pleased, ready to take the whole situation in stride.  His 

pony was alive, and he couldn’t stop smiling. He walked over and hugged 

Moonsong and touched her wings gently.  After a while Tom turned back toward 



 

 

Iris of the Stone. 

 

“I think Tom has something to say,” said Queen Iris. 

 

Tom stood up on the rock and gestured grandly.  “I have decided that my pony 

should be both a real and a fairy pony.  I don't really care about talking to cats, but 

I do like talking to Dancer, ponies, and horses.  I only get to play with my pony on 

weekends anyway, so Azia can have her during the week.  Azia can call her 

Moonsong if she likes but I think it’s a strange name.  I want to see Dancer often.”  

Tom sat down abruptly.  Then, as if he remembered his manners, Tom stood up 

and bowed as the elves do before sitting down again.   

 

The fairies all flew into a nearby tree and started talking.  Occasionally Azia could 

hear their voices saying words like “No! No! No!” or “Permanent sponsorship,” or 

“Humans!”  But she couldn't make out much more.   

 

Dancer came and stood beside Tom with her head touching his shoulder.  

Skillywidden came and put his hand on Tom’s other shoulder.   

 

Finally, Ananda came down into the fairy ring.  

 

The Queen led Miro and Knockers into the center of the circle. 

 

Ananda looked over his right shoulder, then over his left shoulder and began.   

“Miro and Knockers!  This elf year you will go to all of the bands, both fairy and 

elvish.  Tell them what has happened.  Ask that each band make appropriate laws 

to prevent fairy and mortal from having babies.  We want to avoid a loss like the 

one Dancer experienced.  This will be part of your first year of service to magic.” 

 

“We accept this task proudly,” said Miro.  Miro and Knockers slowly backed out 

of the fairy circle. 

 

The Queen led Dancer and Skillywidden into the circle. 

 

Ananda looked over his right shoulder.  He placed his hand affectionately on 

Dancer and then on Skillywidden.  “Dancer and Skillywidden, you have said you 

are willing to walk together into life.  Skillywidden, I declare you ‘Skillywidden, 

Friend of Dancer.’ Dancer, I declare you ‘Dancer, friend of Skillywidden.’  This is 

a nomination and not a fixed blessing.  You must prove yourselves.  In this elf 



 

 year, each of you can come back to us and step out of the relationship at any time.” 



 

 

The cats trotted into the center of the group in single file, and Queen Iris followed 

them.  They took their places next to Dancer and Skillywidden.  The Queen spoke.  

“The band welcomes you as Friends of the Band of the Stone.  We will use the 

Stone to give you long life.  We will help you as you have helped us.  You can 

become elvish if your life becomes daunting.” 



 

 

 

The Queen called Azia, Tom, and Moonsong into the circle as the cats bounded 

happily away.   

 

Ananda rang a small bell and all of the fairies gathered in more closely.  Queen Iris 

continued, “We agree to Tom's plan.  Moonsong will fly over to Azia's house on 

weekday evenings.  On weekends, Moonsong belongs to Tom.  This plan will last 

as long as Moonsong is a youngster.  As an adult she must make her own choices.  

Skillywidden and Dancer will also care for Moonsong while she is young.  Will 

you all willingly share responsibility for her life until she is grown?”   

 

Azia, Tom, Skillywidden, and Dancer all nodded.  Knockers and Miro watched 

quietly from the edge. 

 

“Then here’s how it will work.  Call Moonsong to you, Tom.”    

 

“Come here, Moonsong!” he called.  The little brown foal trotted up and spread her 

wings.  

 

“Now, Tom, call her by the name you gave her when you didn't know she was a 

fairy pony,” said Ananda. 

 

“It’s ‘Chocks,’ because she’s the color of chocolate,” Tom explained.   

 

At the sound of Tom’s chosen name, the foal's little wings disappeared, and she 

began to grow to normal size.  Her feathers became a fuzzy coat of soft chocolate 

brown hair.  They all looked on in amazement.  Fairies gathered overhead, waving 

their flutes and handkerchiefs in the air.  “Chocks!” Tom whispered in delight.  

Chocks was huge in comparison to Tom’s elf size.  He was staring straight up at 

her. 

 

“What an awful name,” thought Azia.   

 

“Now,” said Ananda.  “Azia, call her by the name you gave her.” 

 

“Moonsong?” Azia asked questioningly.  The wings reappeared as the foal shrank 

to fairy size, and she was once again covered with feathers.   

 

“This is easy,” said Tom.  “Chocks!”   



 

 

 

Chocks’ wings faded.   

 

 “Moonsong,” said Azia and the wings reappeared.   

 

“Please,” said Ananda looking plainly exhausted.  “Every time you do that, it uses 

up a lot of magic.  You must do it very carefully too.  If you change the name 

while she is flying, she could fall and be badly hurt.  From this time forward, 

neither of you should name her unless you know it is safe to do so.  If you call her 

‘the little one’ or ‘that one’ we will all understand who you mean, and it won’t 



 

 

change her.  No one else’s naming or words can affect her at all.”   

 

“OK,” said Tom.  He hooked his arm around Moonsong’s neck.  “Can we have 

some food now?  How about a carrot for Dancer?  She loves carrots.  Can 

Moonsong have some milk?  And, I haven’t forgotten that Miro promised me all of 

my favorite foods when they came to get me.” 

 

“Yes.”  Queen Iris smiled.  The elves rose and began to prepare a feast.   

 

Azia soon discovered that one of Tom's favorite foods was turnips, which she 

didn't like at all.  But there were also scrumptious treats like raspberries, corn on 

the cob, spinach pie, and pudding.   

 

The elves’ feast was a generous one.  The fairies were eating honeyberries, sweet 

peas, and daylilies with Badra’s plum salad dressing.  There was plenty of fish for 

the cats, who mysteriously returned just as the food appeared.  There were apples 

for Dancer, and mare’s milk for Moonsong.  All of the animals that gathered 

around the circle found something delicious to eat.  The birds were eating their 

favorites from a suspended platter.   

 

Miro stood apart with Knockers and Adl.  After some consultation Adl moved to 

the center and rang a small bell.  “Miro and Knockers have a proposal.” 

 

Miro came forward and said, “Knockers and I will collect and spread mushroom 

spores each year for the fairies.  Over time we can expect that more fairy circles 

will appear.  You’ll then be able to move a little farther away from the cities.  We 

know the loss of fairy circles has been a problem for you.  We can do this for each 

band we visit.” 

 

The fairies looked at each other.  Many of them nodded.  “That works,” confirmed 

Ananda with a nod. 

 

One of the fairies asked for Badra’s recipe for the Plum Vinaigrette.  Badra, clearly 

pleased, immediately began to create an instruction picture in the air.  Tom leaned 

over to Azia and asked, “Don’t they have computers?”  

 

Moonsong trotted over and asked Azia, “Do you have apples at your house?” 

 

Azia was astonished.  “I understand you!” 



 

 

 



 

 

 

“Yes.  I understand you too,” responded Moonsong.  “My Mom says I will like 

apples when I grow up.  Do you have any?” 

 

“We always have apples!” declared Azia. 

 

Moonsong hurried off to tell her mother about the new source of apples.   

 

Azia shook her head in wonderment.  “She is a lot like the cats.  The first thing we 

talked about was food.” 

 

When the feasting and the toasting were done, Azia flew home with Heatherbow.  

Sleep came easily.   

 

When Azia awoke there were plump raspberries in a bowl on the table.  There was 

also a pretty recipe card for Plum Vinaigrette in tiny precise handwriting.  Clearly 

Badra had left them on the doorstep.  Azia wondered what Badra had sent for 

Tom’s parents.   

       

 

Plum Vinaigrette 

 

   16 small pitted Italian Plums 

   1 cup Olive Oil 

   ½ cup vinegar 

   ¼ cup honey 

   ½ tsp pepper 

   ¾ tsp salt 

 

   Blend until it is smooth.  Taste it and see if it needs more plums  

   or honey or salt. 

  


