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As a young girl, Rovyneza Isaun was always told awe-inspiring stories about the 

great Pirghana fairies of the west. They were depicted as kind and heroic, beautiful and 
courageous. So you could imagine Rovyneza’s disappointment when she finally went to 
live among the legendary Pirghanas and found that they were nothing like the 
Pirghanas in the grand tales handed down through the generations. 

Two years earlier, the Isaun family traveled from their quaint little town in Vizaash 
to the famed city of Pirghan. Two years earlier, Rovyneza felt the harsh discrimination 
placed against her family by the Pirghanas. Two years earlier, she was struck by the 
harsh reality of the world. Two years earlier, her life changed forever. Two years later, 
everything is still the same. 

Rovyneza may not be the only Vizaashim in town, but she most certainly was the 
only one in her neighborhood. None of the Pirghanas wanted her in their neighborhood, 
and they made sure she knew that. 

One bright, sunny day, Rovyneza was taking a morning stroll around the fairy 
garden neighborhood. Fairies were tiny creatures, so all the flowers and blades of grass 
reached high over them. Rovyneza watched wistfully as fairies flew from flower to 
flower, visiting friends. 

A group of Pirghana girls were sitting on a petal, smirking down at her. 
“Why don’t you come and join us?” Soynaide, one of the fairies, called. She flew 

down, swooping so low that her sparkling red wings grazed Rovyneza’s shoulder. She 
tried not to admire the Pirghana’s fancy red wings, but she couldn’t help but stare. 

“Oops, I’m sorry,” Soynaide called back down mockingly, “I forgot that you can’t 
fly.” 

Peals of laughter arose from the flowers above. No matter how much Rovyneza 
strained, she was unable to spot the giggling fairies. 

“She’s a wingless demon!” the Pirghana called Akibeth shouted gleefully. 
Rovyneza rolled her eyes and didn’t look up. It was the same insult the 

Pirghanas had thrown at her for two years. Even though Vizaashims are fairies, they 
don’t have wings. Pirghanas had wings, and they were your typical fairy who flew 
around the place cheerfully. Vizaashims, on the other hand, were wingless, and were 
skinny and tall. Rovyneza towered over everyone her age, and even some of the older 
fairies too. Her nose was unusually long, and the most unnerving of her features were 
her eyes. All Vizaashims had glowing red eyes, exactly like the demons. The Pirghana 
hated demons, so calling someone a “demon” was a huge insult.  

When Rovyneza and her family moved to Pirghan, her parents had warned her 
that the stories she heard about the Pirghanas were not real and that there could be 



discrimination against her because she is different. Rovyneza had refused to believe 
them, stubbornly thinking that beautiful fairies must have beautiful personalities. She 
couldn’t have been more wrong. 

The chitter chatter of the Pirghanas sounded above her, and Rovyneza knew that 
they were watching the spectacle. 

Suddenly, without warning, a Pirghana boy named Dotic plummeted down and 
grabbed the butterfly barrette from Rovyneza’s head. Her dark hair immediately became 
undone and it fell in ringlets to her elbows. 

“Hey!” she protested, “Give that back!” 
“Guys, look!” Dotic yelled, “She’s wearing a butterfly barrette in her hair! And 

what do butterflies have that she doesn’t?” 
“Wings!” the fairies chorused, laughing even harder than before. 
“That barrette matters a lot to me!” she pleaded, “Please give it back.” 
“You don’t matter!” Dotic said, sticking his tongue out, “The barrette doesn’t 

matter! All of you demons don’t matter! So go back to your run-down city. We don’t want 
you filthy wingless creatures around here anyway.” 

Rovyneza’s face turned red as she stared up hopelessly at the daunting figure in 
the sky.  

Laughing, Dotic flew away, still holding her butterfly barrette. Rovyneza felt tears 
coming to her eyes. She blinked them back quickly, turned around, and ran as fast as 
she could home, the giggles of the fairies echoing in her ears. 

Her home was a dirt mound at the foot of a large flower. Even though it looked 
small, it was bigger on the inside. It stretched all the way underground. 

She ran inside and made straight for her room. As she sped through the halls, 
her eyes started watering again. She fell on her leaf hammock and started crying. 

Mrs. Isaun, who Rovyneza passed in the hallway without even noticing, came 
into her room quietly. 

“What’s wrong, honey?” she asked, concerned. 
Rovyneza didn’t answer right away. Tears kept on rolling down her cheeks, and 

she didn’t look over at her mother. But when Mrs. Isaun didn’t move, she started talking, 
blubbering through her tears everything that had happened that morning. 

“And they took my butterfly barrette!” Rovyneza cried, as she cried even harder, 
Mrs. Isaun sighed. 

“Honey, stop comparing yourself with them,” she said, “I know they have wings 
and that they torment you everyday for not having them, but think of the things that you 
have that they don’t!” 

 “You say that every time,” Rovyneza said. 
“Because it’s true,” Mrs. Isaun said, “Stop caring about what they think. How long 

has it been...two years? Two years. For two years you’ve let them bully you because 
you are a Vizaashim.” 



“I hate being a Vizaashim,” Rovyneza said angrily, “Vizaashims always get the 
worst things. All the other Vizaashims in town get treated the same way I’m being 
treated. In this world, Vizaashims don’t matter.” 

“Don’t say that,” Mrs. Isaun said sternly, “Get up, wipe your tears, and quit feeling 
sorry for yourself.” 

“But Mother-” Rovyneza began. 
“No,” Mrs. Isaun said firmly, “You don’t have wings, and you never will. And you 

need to stop moping around and be optimistic.” 
“How?” Rovyneza asked, rubbing her eyes. 
“You are an artist,” Mrs. Isaun said, “You are a very talented musician. You can 

play five instruments. You have a beautiful singing voice. But I haven’t heard you make 
music since we moved here.” 

“If I did that, the Pirghanas will make fun of me,” Rovyneza sniffled. 
“It’s been two years,” Mrs. Isaun said gently, “Don’t you think it’s time you stop 

focusing on what you don’t have, and direct your attention to everything you do have?” 
When Rovyneza didn’t answer, Mrs. Isaun continued, “When your dad and I 

decided to move here to find better jobs, we knew that it would be hard. It was very 
likely that we were going to get treated badly and be discriminated against. But we 
came here anyway. Why? Because we are Vizaashims, and Vizaashims are brave and 
strong-willed. We are proud of our culture, and we will not let anyone change that. I 
hope you will think this over and start using your voice.” 

She left the room, and Rovyneza was left in a pool of her own thoughts. 
That night, she lay on her leaf hammock, staring up at the dirt ceiling above her. 

For the whole day, her mind had been occupied with what her mother had told her that 
morning. Now, in the tranquility of the night, Rovyneza thought about everything more 
clearly. 

She remembered the old Rovyneza, the Rovyneza who was a proud Vizaashim 
and felt comfortable with expressing herself to the world. The Rovyneza who made 
music freely without any worry of being teased about it, and was perfectly comfortable 
with everything she had. The Rovyneza now was almost unrecognizable. She was 
disappointed to be a Vizaashim, closed herself off to everyone else, wanted something 
she didn’t need or have, and most of all, she didn’t make music anymore. It had been so 
long that Rovyneza wasn’t sure if she could sing. 

Terrified of the thought, she opened her mouth and let a few warm-up notes flow 
out, testing her vocal chords. Thankfully, the sound that came out was sweet and pure. 
She started to sing softly to herself, hitting all the high and low notes perfectly. 

As the song went on, her heart felt like it was floating, and for the first time in two 
years, she felt comfortable in her own skin. By the end of the song, she was feeling 
incredibly light-hearted, and enjoyed herself very much. 



With a pang, she realized that that was the happiest she had ever been for the 
past two years. Music was her passion. And it made her happy. Happiness was a 
wonderful feeling, and it made her feel good about herself. And when she felt good 
about herself, she didn’t really care about what the Pirghanas would think anymore, as 
long as she was living her life and having a good time. Music made her feel good about 
herself. So she had no reason to hide it anymore. 

The next morning, Mrs. Isaun placed the breakfast on the table. That’s when she 
heard the singing. At first, it was just someone quietly humming, but soon, the hums 
became lyrics, and the song was belted out at the top of the fairy’s lungs. Rovyneza 
walked, singing, into the dining room. 

Mrs. Isaun stared in surprise. After two years, her daughter had started singing 
again, and her voice sounded as good as new. 

“So I assume you took my advice?” Mrs. Isaun said as Rovyneza sat down for 
breakfast. But Rovyneza simply flashed her a smile, still singing the harmonious 
melody. 

As Rovyneza walked under the flowers for her morning walk, she continued 
singing to herself. Her voice floated up above the flowers, and one by one, Pirghanas 
peeked down from their petals, their eyes wide in awe. Dotic and his friends also stared 
down from their petals, too mesmerized by her voice to tease her. When Rovyneza saw 
their astonished faces, she smiled and called up to them, “By the way, you can keep the 
butterfly barrette. I don’t need it anymore.” 

Then she continued singing, “Flowers grow and grow, saplings become big trees, 
and weeds grow very slow, yet they are important things.” 

Many other Pirghanas flew to the edge of their flower to watch the Vizaashim girl 
they had often teased, but by now, Rovyneza was too immersed in the music to even 
notice. She closed her eyes, and for once, felt that she was worth something. As the 
melody flew out of her mouth, she flew along with it, relishing every moment. 

She had always believed that only the fairies that had some significance were 
gifted with wings, and even though she had no physical wings, she could fly in her 
music, weaving her way through the notes. The song was a blanket that covered her, 
keeping her warm and comfortable, and sure of herself. 

Rovyneza flew off into the bright blue sky, breathing in the fresh air, and singing 
her heart out. She was confident. She was strong. 

She always mattered, with or without wings. She had been put on this world for a 
purpose, and it wasn’t to be obsessing over how to be like the Pirghanas. The truth was, 
she had had her wings all along, she just hadn’t known it. But now that she had finally 
shaken off the boulder holding her down, she could spread her wings and fly off free, 
knowing that she was worth something. And that was what mattered most. 
 


