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The Dictionary Fairy

Yavuz DEMIRKIRAN



In the village of Willowbend, where cobblestone streets curved
like ribbons, something strange was happening. The sign
outside the bakery no longer said BREAD. It just said B-D, with
a gap where the letters should be. Mira, a quick-moving nine-
year-old in a sunflower-yellow raincoat, noticed first. She
stopped and stared at the sign, her two puffy braids swinging.
“That's odd," she whispered, and pulled a notebook from her
satchel.



Mira was still puzzling over the sign when a tiny voice spoke
from the window box. "You see it too, don't you?" A small fairy,
no taller than a pencil, hovered among the petunias. She had
warm brown skin, silver-lilac hair in a wild curly bun, and
small translucent wings like pressed glass. Round spectacles
sat on her nose, and a miniature leather dictionary hung from
a ribbon around her neck. "I'm the Dictionary Fairy," she said,
adjusting her spectacles.



"Words are vanishing all over the village," the fairy explained,
her amber eyes serious. "The sign at the school lost its L. The
one at the park lost its P. I've been watching for days." Mira's
gap-toothed grin faded. "But why?" she asked. The fairy shook
her head. "I don't know. But I need help. Words are like friends
—they shouldn't disappear." She landed on Mira's pencil and
added, "Will you help me?"



Mira nodded so hard her braids bounced. "I know just who to
ask!" She ran to find Toby, a sturdy seven-year-old in blue
dungarees and a red scarf he never took off. Toby was shy, but
his green eyes lit up when Mira told him about the fairy. "I
collect big words on scraps of paper," he said, pulling a
crumpled note from his pocket. "Like 'enormous' and 'peculiar.’
But I've never met a real fairy."
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The Dictionary Fairy fluttered down to meet Toby. "A word
collector! How wonderful!" she said, her star-shaped freckles
twinkling. Toby's ears stuck out even more when he blushed.
Mira shared her plan. "We could ask Grandpa Ollie. He was a
teacher, and he knows everything about words." The fairy
clapped her tiny ink-stained hands. "A storyteller! Perfect.
Let's go see him."



Grandpa Ollie lived in a cottage with a garden full of winding
paths and secret corners. He was tall and stooped, with a
white beard and kind grey eyes behind half-moon glasses.
When Mira and Toby told him about the disappearing words,
he stroked his beard. "I've noticed it too," he said, leaning on
his question-mark walking stick. "My old word books seem
lighter. Some pages are blank."
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The Dictionary Fairy landed on Grandpa Ollie's green
cardigan. "We need to bring the words back," she said. "I have
an idea—a storytelling festival! If children tell stories full of
new and wonderful words, the words will want to return."
Grandpa Ollie's eyes crinkled. "A festival in my garden! I have
lanterns and a big old story-oak. We can invite everyone."
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Mira and Toby spread the news. They made posters with big,
bold words: TALES! TREATS! TERRIFIC WORDS! At first,
some children were shy. "I don't know any big words," said a
girl in pigtails. Toby pulled out his scraps of paper. "That's
okay," he said. "I'll share mine. We can learn together." The
fairy handed out tiny word lists, and the children practiced
saying new words aloud.



On the day of the festival, Grandpa Ollie's garden glowed with
lanterns. A wooden stage stood under the story-oak, and the
air smelled of cinnamon and fresh grass. Children arrived with
notebooks, drawings, and stories in their pockets. The
Dictionary Fairy hovered above the gate, her teal leaf-stitched
dress fluttering. "Welcome, storytellers!" she announced. "Tell
your tales with all the words you know—Dbig, small, and brand-

new.




Mira went first. She told a tale about a brave explorer who
discovered a mountain of rainbow stones. She used words like
‘courageous' and 'marvelous.' The children leaned in, listening.
When she finished, something amazing happened. The sign on
the garden gate, which had been missing its G, suddenly
shimmered. The G popped back into place with a soft ping.
Everyone gasped.
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Toby's turn came next. His heart thumped, and he almost hid
behind Grandpa Ollie. But Mira gave him a thumbs-up, and the
fairy whispered, "You can do it." Toby took a deep breath and
began. He told a funny story about a dinosaur who loved
peanut butter. He used his biggest word: 'gigantic.' The
children laughed and clapped. And another missing letter
floated back to its sign.
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One by one, the children told their stories. They used words
they had just learned: 'magnificent,' 'curious,' 'enormous.'
Each story made the air sparkle, and slowly, the missing words
drifted back to the village signs. The bakery sign said BREAD
again. The school sign was whole. The Dictionary Fairy danced
in the air, her wings catching the light. "Words are coming
home!" she cheered.




Grandpa Ollie stood up, leaning on his walking stick. "You
see," he said, "words are like bridges. They help us understand
each other and the world." The children nodded, their faces
bright. The Dictionary Fairy handed each child a tiny new
word to keep. Toby got 'eloquent.' Mira got 'inquisitive.' "Use
them well," said the fairy, "and they will never disappear."
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After the festival, the village felt different. Signs were whole,
but more importantly, the children kept telling stories. They
shared new words at school and at play. Mira wrote in her
notebook: 'Words are like seeds—plant them and they grow.'
Toby taped his word scraps to his wall, and every day he
learned a new one. The Dictionary Fairy watched from the
window box, smiling.
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Grandpa Ollie invited the children back to his garden every
month for a story circle. "Words grow best when they're
shared," he said, and the children agreed. The fairy brought
her little dictionary and taught them words from faraway
places. Mira and Toby became the village's official storytellers,
and children came from other villages to listen and learn.
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And so, in Willowbend, words never disappeared again. The
Dictionary Fairy still fluttered from sign to sign, but now she
carried a notebook full of new stories. She had learned that
words are not just letters—they are invitations to understand.
And every child who told a tale knew that with words, they
could build bridges to anyone, anywhere.
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