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      This book is dedicated to my mom and dad (who started this whole thing, to begin with), to my siblings (who still love and support me, despite my weirdness), to my children and grandchildren (who love and/or tolerate the stories), my dear Philip (who held my hand through the lost and found years) and to my beloved Faeries (who are always in my heart and magically in my life).
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        As a young child, I recall the hues:

        Vibrant tones of yellow, orange, purple, and blue.

        I remember the sparkle they left in my heart

        and the lovely inspiration they did impart

        as we played with them on summer nights.

        They danced and floated, twinkling their graceful lights.

        I completely took it for granted, at that tender young age, that things aren't always what they seem.

        As an adult, it occurred to me that lightning bugs only come in yellow and green.

        Wondering if my memory served me correctly, I asked my sisters, to be sure.

        "When you were a child, outside at night, do you remember what color the fireflies were?"

        They took on a far-away gaze, lost in the memories of our yesterdays.

        They answered fondly, "Of course, we recall the hues! They were different colors of yellow, orange, purple, and blue!"

      
        Feeling better about my mind, I'm now faced with a new query:  Were they fireflies at all, or do children see fairies?

        COLLEEN COFFMAN
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      Inside these pages, you will find an assortment of fun images and the intriguing stories behind them. While this book is completely inspired by and dedicated to my friends, the Faeries, it's also a very candid look through a window into my life, odd and amusing as it has been (and continues to be).

      You see, I'm an intuitive. I see, hear and feel things most people either can’t or refuse to. This diary is based on my relationship with exactly that. You don't have to believe me, and you don't have to believe in Faeries to appreciate the wonder, education, beauty, and magic they've brought into my world. I spent many years pouring my mind, heart, experience, and soul into this diary.

      The title, “Adventures of a Sketch Diary” is meaningful on multiple levels: It’s a visual record of some of my most interesting encounters and experiences, and the book itself enjoyed adventures I can only speculate about–the likes of which began in February of 2012.

      Then, as lives tend to do on occasion, mine decided to spin into a regulation shit storm. There was a divorce, a few moves, and my storage unit was burglarized by drug addicts, who stole many precious items that were meaningful only to me and mine. It was in the midst of all that chaos my treasured diary went missing. I was heartbroken at this huge loss and assumed it was lost forever. Sad as I was though, I still had a few low-resolution photos from it which I cherished deeply.

      Cut to June 2020.  I was house and pet-sitting for a friend while she was out of town. A little after dusk, I sat in the backyard having a smoke while the dogs played, and I was enjoying the hundreds of fireflies lighting up the lush, spring night. It made me think of a time when I watched the Faeries dance in the nightfall. I missed them terribly, but I hadn't been able to settle down long enough to connect in many years. At that point, I did some meditating on those good 'ole days. It brought me comfort and made me smile.

      So, you can well imagine my surprise when the next day, completely out of the blue, I received a random message from a young man I hadn't heard from since 2014. He said he had my sketch diary and would like to return it. I almost fell over.

      I went the following day and picked it up from him, crying with joy. My long, lost friend had come home! I'm still not quite sure how it fell into that young man’s hands, but it did. Why did it take over six years for him to return it, and why was he so compelled? I don’t know.

      This sketch diary is full of my Faerie sketches. Isn't it a tad more than coincidence that I was focused on these wonderful friends just the night before, for the first time in many years? In all my life of experience, I've concluded there is no such thing as coincidence. I fully accept that the Faeries and I reconnected that night, and it delights me to the core.

      With that, and at the insistence of my family, I decided to finish the diary and share it. I’ve printed these drawings as they were in my sketch diary, including all the scribbles, mistakes, and notes. I tried several methods of capturing the images, but photos and scans simply don’t do the drawings justice. Some of the drawings came out a little light but have been adjusted for brightness and contrast.

      This is such a great adventure; after all, the sketches are fun, but the story is the stuff dreams are made of. So, without further ado, welcome to my strange and magical world!

    

  


  
    
      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            THE BARN

          

        

      

    

    
      My mom and dad got this sketch diary for me on my birthday. I don't recall which year, but I think it was 2000-ish. At that time, I was traveling all over the United States as a professional airbrush artist, special effects, makeup artist, and body painter, all the while being a wife and the mother of four awesome boys. So, I was on the road a lot and this sketch diary kept me company on some long, lonely trips.

      When I wasn’t traveling, family time was a priority, and we spent a lot of that time together at the barn. The barn was about 50 acres of land on the south side of Kansas City, Missouri that we took care of for a local elderly couple who were friends of my then-husband. It was like an unknown oasis with a patch of timber, a lot of pasture, a small pond, a big pole barn and a small horse barn.

      We built a stone spit in a two-acre yard next to the horse barn and we spent a lot of quality time there enjoying the grounds, cooking on an open fire, roasting marshmallows and lighting fireworks.

      At the beginning of this story, my ex-husband was a mechanic, and he used the big pole barn as a storage space for dozens of parts cars. He took this out in trade for being the caretaker of this property. We spent countless hours mowing, maintaining and generally keeping an eye on things and it was a good trade for all of us until someone started vandalizing the cars. Once that started, it continued almost daily for way too long. For weeks, we would walk the boundaries of the barn at all hours of the day and night, hoping to catch whoever was smashing windows and tearing up the cars.

      It was on one of these twilight walks, that as my ex-husband and I stopped to take a break against the back fence line, we noticed some glowing, orange orbs in a bush growing out of the fence. They were about the size and color of softly lit cigar cherries, but there wasn't any smoke or smell.

      Upon closer inspection, we found the bush was absolutely full of them, but we couldn't figure out what they were. Fungus, maybe? Optical illusion? The more we looked, the more we found, but it was getting dark enough, we just couldn't tell exactly what they were.

      The next morning, we went back to investigate in the daylight and couldn't find anything that even remotely resembled what we had seen. It was just a bush with no discerning or remarkable qualities. There were no seed pods, bulging branches, fungus, or, for that matter, anything at all that could account for what we had seen the night before.

      It made us scratch our heads, but at that moment we had more important fish to fry, so we let it go and went on about our business of trying to catch the idiots destroying our property.

      It was a short time after that when we came across a giant Faerie ring in the middle of the field. It was composed of several dozen extra-large mushrooms and was every bit of 20’ or more in diameter. Then, we started seeing a lot of lights zooming to and fro, all over the property. At first, they were mostly little white balls of light, about the size of golf balls, zipping through the field at night.

      But it wasn't long before those lights evolved into colorful orbs and started making an assortment of sounds. They were even apparent to people who didn't believe in the paranormal at all, who were seeing them without any influence from the rest of us. 

      Through all of this, it became obvious and indisputable that we were all being accepted and included in the lives of the property’s resident Faeries.

      Now, my whole life I've been able to peek through the veil to see and hear ghosts, specters and entities. I even spent several years as a professional “psychic” (I hate that word!) and many decades as a paranormal investigator (which I still engage in every chance I get), but I had never had such close contact with Fae before. I had no idea what they were about, beyond the fairy tales we all grew up with.

      Fortunately, I was honored with a crash course that started at the barn, which, as you’ll see, is the locale for a number of the stories and sketches in this diary.

      The Fairies began coming to me at home, in dreams, in visions, and in meditation. They were sweet, beautiful, kind, and curious. The manifestations became so physical, our cats would chase the little lights through the house, playing with them and really freaking us all out.

      It was a very natural decision to dedicate my sketch diary to the Faeries, drawing each one as they presented themselves to me. This is where the artwork begins. I'll share with you everything they are to me - the good, the bad and the ugly.
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