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Poppy the Book Fairy
By Elizabeth O. Dulemba


Poppy loved to read in her big oak tree. She read at the tippy top. She read far below. 


And sometimes she read... upside down. 


But what Poppy really wanted to do was read with her best friend, Chico. 


“Sit with me,” she said. “We’ll read each-other the funny parts.”


“Don’t like to read,” Chico replied.


“You’d love this book.”


“Not that one,” Chico said and flew away like a wobbly goose.


“Well, maybe some other book, then.”


“Nope.”


“Oh, butterbeans,” Poppy said. “I bet if I found the right book for you, you’d like to read.”


“Bet not.”


“Bet so.”


“Bet not.”


“You just watch.”


That night Poppy flew to the bookstore and entered through the fairy door. She scoured the shelves and picked out some perfect books for Chico. But as she was leaving gold coins to pay, she heard...


Patter, patter, patter.

“What was that?” There was nothing there.


Poppy shrugged and tried to push her books out the fairy door, but they wouldn’t fit. So she waggled her fingers and said, “Min, min, minify!”


Fwop! The books shrank right down.


Poppy showed her books to Chico, but he didn’t like a single one. 


“I like being a bug,” he said and sang his sweet cicada song. Buzza sweee, buzza sweee.


“Oh, butterbeans,” Poppy said and tried again the next night.


Patter, patter, patter. 


“What is that sound?” Poppy searched as she collected books for Chico. But again, there was nothing there. “Hmm.”


“How about these?” Poppy asked.


“Don’t like dinosaurs, don’t like trucks. Don’t like spaceships very much. I like being a bug.” Chico said and sang his sweet cicada song. Buzza sweee, buzza sweee. 


“I’m not done with you yet!” Poppy said. 


The next night, she went back to the bookstore and found several more books for Chico. But as Poppy left coins to pay, she heard that same patter, patter, patter followed by a low grrrrrr. 


“Oh, butterbeans,” Poppy said as she slowly turned around. When did the bookstore get a cat?

She grabbed the books and darted for the fairy door. But again they wouldn’t fit through. The cat stalked like a tiger as Poppy waggled her fingers. “Min, min, minify!”


Fwop! Fwop! Fwop! The books shrank right down and Poppy tumbled to the sidewalk outside.



But a tiny bit of fairy dust sprinkled on the cat and... 


Fwop! He shrank down too and chased after Poppy... 

Poppy dropped her books and launched into the oak tree. “What am I going to do? Cats climb too. Chico, help!”


Chico landed on the tree next to the cat and sang his sweet cicada song. Buzza sweee, buzza sweee. Which lulled that cat right... to... sleep.


Then everything grew quiet. Too quiet. “Chico?” 


“Poppy, did you know there’s a book here about bugs? I like bugs,” Chico said and began to read.


“I should have known,” Poppy sighed. “You’ve been saying it all along.”


The next day Poppy lured the cat back to the bookstore with kitty treats.


Once inside, she waggled her fingers and said, “Big, big, bigify!”


Fwooop! The cat purrred and purrred, happy to be normal size. 


“Aw, you’re not so bad,” Poppy said. “I’ll bring treats next time I come.”


When Poppy returned home, Chico had a surprise waiting for her. All the books were neatly arranged along the branches, and a new sign hung below, which read, “Poppy’s Library.”


“Oh, butterbeans,” Poppy sniffed.


“Hey, Poppy,” Chico said. “Have you got a book about cats?”


“I think so,” she said... “Will you sing for me while I look for it?”
the end

Illustration Note: Other fairies show up and start reading the books Poppy is collecting as the book progresses.

