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	 First light broke over Newman Forest’s 
			   still-dozing brood,
		  but Petalwink the Fairy was awake 
				    in an excited good mood.
						    
			   The Forest Fairy Fest was 
				    mere moments away,
				    and she was nearly ready for	
					     everyone’s favorite day.
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Petalwink was proud she’d been so organized . . .
	 her presents all wrapped,

her generosity exercised.
She couldn’t wait to see the looks 

on all her friends’ faces:
sweet smiles, some tears; their grateful embraces.

Petalwink yawned and stretched, 
preening proudly for the day.

Then as she looked ‘round her room, 
she was filled with dismay!

Her nest had been ransacked 
while she slept through the night; 

her special gifts all missing, boxes empty—
a terrible sight!
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Her holiday felt ruined now 
	 because her friends would never know
	 how thoughtful she was—
as her extravagant gifts would surely show.

She ignored the call to gather by old Rockstack Wall,
deciding instead to pout, bury her face, and curl up in a ball.
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