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Chapter One 

Cornelius sat on his balcony on the top floor of the palace, enjoying the dim glow of the false 
dawn created by lights stuck in the cavern ceiling of the Greater Oregon underground fairy 
kingdom. It wasn’t the same as a real sunrise, no, it was much prettier, with pinks, oranges, 
purples, and reds harmonized across the “sky” as they gained strength.  

The golden temple tower to the east—not as tall as the palace, or as important—gleamed in 
the new light. Darkness gave way, clarity sharpened, and the mere shapes across the land took on 
form and meaning.  

The precision, the order of everything Cornelius saw below him soothed his heart. 
Village lanes were straight and orderly, clean of debris, the thatched roofs all repaired. Fairies 

from the servant caste—farmers—flew peacefully from the village to the fields just visible 
beyond the golden temple. Other servants flew to the palace itself. 

Tinkers and tool makers, tall and thin, mainly from the royal caste, flew to the factory next to 
the palace. Instead of making foreign, alien, clockwork and machinery, they now focused on 
traditional crafts and tinkering.  

No funerals were scheduled that day, so the great graveyard to the west lay still and empty, 
the grave markers covering the entire hill.  

Cornelius didn’t see any fairies from the warrior caste then again, their barracks were on the 
northern side of the palace, outside of his view.  

Everything was so peaceful, now. Cornelius knew the shape of every hour, every day, every 
week. No more surprises—every day flowed the same way, exactly like the one previous as well 
as the one to come. 

Then someone knocked on his door.  
Cornelius wasn’t expecting anyone. His heart pounded in his chest.  
As the head royal of the Greater Oregon Fairy Kingdom, Cornelius had plenty of servants to 

attend to him. However, he never asked them to arrive until after his ritual morning meditations.  
“Who is it?” Cornelius called as he crossed from the balcony to the door, his wings flexing. 

He still wore his dressing gown, made of the softest spidersilk and a lovely gray color, like soft 
morning fog.  

Not appropriate for battle, or even for greeting another member of the court.  
“Bascom, Sir,” came the reply.  
Cornelius threw open the door. “What is it? What’s the matter?” Was there some threat to the 

kingdom that the head of the warrior caste sought him out so early? Cornelius hadn’t seen 
Bascom in a while—he’d claimed he’d been busy, and had been sending his second in command, 
Thirza, instead.  

The warrior stood in the empty hallway, his head bowed. His bare chest was broad and 
muscled, while the legs under his leather kilt were strong. His short brown hair flared out like a 
mane around his head.  



“Nothing is wrong. I merely have a favor to ask. Sir.”  
Should he make Bascom come back later? At least until after Cornelius dressed?  
“Please,” Bascom added.  
Cornelius sighed and opened the door wider for the warrior to step in. Bascom wasn’t as tall 

as Cornelius but he was quite broad.  
“Can I get you anything? Sweet dew? Moonlit wine?” Cornelius asked as he led the way back 

to the balcony.  
“No, thank you,” Bascom said.  
Cornelius settled himself back down on his backless couch, stretching his wings to balance 

himself. “How can I help you?”  
Bascom finally looked up. 
Cornelius caught his breath, trying to hide his shock.  
All the warriors had magical clockwork imbedded in their bodies. The late queen of the 

Greater Oregon fairy kingdom, Adele, had had clockwork wings. Bascom had a magicked red 
jewel instead of a right eye.  

The skin around Bascom’s eye was swollen and enflamed. Even the prominent bony ridge 
running down his nose had veins of red running across it. It looked very painful. 

Fairies didn’t get sick.  
Or at least, in all his centuries, Cornelius had seen merely a handful. The only plague he knew 

about that fairies had succumbed to had been the great Plague in London, just a few decades 
before he’d been born.  

Even if a fairy had been gravely injured in battle, they were difficult to kill. Particularly the 
warriors: In their first days in the New World, Cornelius had seen a warrior still fight on against 
a dwarf even after her arm had been hacked off and both her wings torn asunder.  

Cornelius braced himself for whatever news Bascom had. How sick was he? Was he here to 
resign?  

However, the warrior’s next words were again a surprise.  
“Could you go see Dale, the human tinker, this year? Take my place for the annual visit?” 

Bascom said.  
“Really?” Cornelius asked. The warrior caste had fought the royals for almost a year to get the 

privilege of addressing the boy.  
Though Dale hadn’t seemed to be aware of just how much of an honor it was, and instead, 

always insisted that the fairies go away and leave him alone.  
They still paid him an annual visit. Though the kingdom’s great machine had blown up, 

gravely damaging the palace and parts of the kingdom, there were still many pieces of clockwork 
that could use tuning from a master tinker.  

“You must convince him to help us,” Bascom had told Cornelius. “He may listen to you. He 
won’t even talk to me.”  



“You did try to kidnap him,” Cornelius pointed out. He remembered how frightened the boy 
had been of the warrior caste. It had been five years, though, since Cornelius had seen the 
Tinker. Possibly, it had been that many years as well since he’d left the underground fairy 
kingdom and gone up into the world of the humans.  

“The queen explained that to him,” Bascom said grimly.  
Both men paused for a moment, remembering their loss. Though Queen Adele had been mad, 

they both still missed her and mourned her passing.  
“It’s the time we always go and plead with him,” Bascom pointed out. “The anniversary of 

Her death.”  
Cornelius didn’t need to ask whose death Bascom meant. The Greater Oregon fairy kingdom 

didn’t officially celebrate Queen Adele’s death any more than it remembered her birth: too many 
had been lost in the great explosion caused by the machinery she’d set in motion.  

His wings stirred restlessly. He hadn’t flown hard and strong in such a long while. 
Maybe it was time for him to go up the human world again. See what had changed. How the 

human twins, the Maker and the Tinker, had grown. 
“Fine, I’ll go,” Cornelius said. “I doubt I’ll have any more success than you have had over the 

years,” he warned.  
Bascom shrugged. “He doesn’t have to come back down here,” he said, indicating the 

kingdom. “But the clockwork imbedded in all the warriors needs tuning. Fixing. Adjusting. Or 
we’ll all die.”  

“Surely you’re being overly dramatic,” Cornelius chided the warrior. The members of the 
warrior caste could be so childish sometimes, as Queen Adele had shown time and again. 
Couldn’t their own fairy tinkers take care of their minor ailments? 

Then again, something was obviously wrong with Bascom’s eye. Something that possibly 
even the human tinker couldn’t fix.  

Bascom gave Cornelius a cold stare. “We’re dying, Cornelius. Whether now or a few years 
from now. Queen Adele may have been right—we should have risen from here, left our 
underground kingdom. It may be too late now.”  

“I’ll talk with you more when I return,” Cornelius promised, standing up so he now could 
look down at the warrior.  

Cornelius knew he’d never convince the warrior with mere words. He’d need to find proof 
that the fairies in the Greater Oregon fairy kingdom weren’t dying. Then he’d have to 
demonstrate the truth of it—not just to Bascom, but to the entire warrior caste.  

Really, it was just like leading children sometimes.  

* * * 

Garung rapped his wooden ruler on the teacher’s desk in front of him. “Silence!” he shouted.  
None of his students paid any attention to him, though. They were too excited about the 

formation of a new student troop and the trip he’d just announced.  



They waved their gossamer fairy wings, creating a cool, magical breeze that danced through 
the schoolroom. Their high-pitched voices bounced off the white ceiling set with bright fairy 
lights. They eagerly exclaimed about the marvelous things they’d see, like the ocean lit with 
moonlight, the great redwood trees, maybe even humans! 

None of the students had ever traveled outside the Redwood Fairy Kingdom.  
Several even floated above their mismatched backless chairs, showing off, displaying for all 

how strongly they could fly. Sree did a backflip, stepping gracefully down on her desk as she 
turned, floating back up into the air when it wobbled.  

Garung bitterly remembered when they’d first divided the fairy castes, less than a decade ago, 
adding a new one, one never before seen in the old country: Students.  

The fairies from the Redwood Fairy Kingdom had already informally formed the new caste, 
but it hadn’t been officially declared before.  

Members of the student caste were taller than the other castes, even the royals. They fancied 
themselves smarter and more serious as well.  

Garung remembered the passionate speeches he and his brother Ramit had made, imploring 
the council to grant their caste official status and let them leave the Redwood Fairy Kingdom. 
Since many of the new students had come from the royal caste, it had taken quite a bit of 
maneuvering to get the council to agree and to let the children of the royals go outside, where the 
dangers were constantly enumerated.  

The new student caste was supposed to be formed from the explorers, the adventurers. Unlike 
the royals and the warriors, every student pledged to travel in peace, not to fight with every new 
being they came across, fairy and non-fairy alike.  

They were supposed to leave the Redwood Fairy Kingdom like the warriors, but to learn 
about the world, not to gather supplies and keep their borders clear.  

Their next pledge was to bring that knowledge home. All students were dedicated to 
returning, to fight to get home as hard as any warrior battled a dwarf.  

It hadn’t happened that way.  
Only two dozen of the newly-recognized student caste had actually organized themselves into 

traveling troops. Garung had been surprised by how few had actually gone ahead to do the work, 
and instead, had made excuses to stay behind. 

Then, only one of the original four troops had returned from their adventures.  
So the students turned even more inward, keeping strictly to the underground kingdom, 

locked up in their classrooms, interpreting and re-interpreting the few books that already existed, 
or writing new ones full of myths and misunderstandings.  

Desperate, Garung had petitioned the council to let him form another troop. It had taken 
years. And sticky promises.  

But finally, he’d been successful. Though it hadn’t all been his doing. 



While Garung’s students continued to be overly enthusiastic, his co-conspirator, Adele, still 
sat at the back of the classroom, silent. Her brass clockwork wings folded and unfolded, showing 
her joy and agitation.  

She was the only one who really understood what Garung’s proclamation of a new student 
troop meant.  

She was finally going home, back to the Greater Oregon Fairy Kingdom—her former 
kingdom, where she’d once been queen.  

* * * 

Cornelius started his investigations inside the palace, flying down the grand staircases into the 
depths, where the great machine had once stood, the former king—Thaddeus’—sanctuary.  

The warriors had done a marvelous job rebuilding. Cornelius noted with approval that all the 
holes in the floor were now covered, proper wood and marble. Which meant that all the dwarf 
tunnels that the explosion had exposed were now filled. The walls no longer glinted with magic 
that stabilized them, but were solid and strong on their own. Servants had even repainted the 
workshop down there, replacing the sterile white walls with whimsical blues, pinks, and greens, 
shot through with wavy white or gold patterns.  

Next, Cornelius flew off to the far fields. The lights above him now shone bright and yellow, 
mimicking a perfect sunny day. Green fields of moonberrries, golden fields of wheat, and blue 
fields of flax spread out beneath him like a patchwork quilt. Red berries dotted the thornless 
raspberry bushes, and warm brown nuts filled the orchard. The natural greenery soothed 
Cornelius’ heart, and as far as he could see, all the plants looked healthy and full.  

So what had Bascom been talking about? What had him convinced the fairies were dying?  
Cornelius shot up, spreading his wings and coasting on faint currents and magic. Though the 

day was neither warm or cold, but the usual flawless temperature, Cornelius had still abandoned 
his usual black suit-jacket and top hat for just a vest, pants, and white shirt. The tools of his trade 
as the master jeweler for the kingdom were pressed tightly against his belly, held there by a 
second chain. Joy filled his heart—why hadn’t he flown in so long? He really was going to have 
to remember to do it more often.  

Then again, it was custom for only the warriors to fly great distances, to build up the 
necessary muscles. Royals were traditionally tall and thin, not bulky.  

The factory near the palace buzzed with productivity. It had been re-purposed: instead of 
making the clockwork necessary for the great machine, now it created supplies for the kingdom, 
beautiful hand-made backless chairs for the palace, the softest suits and dresses for the royalty, 
even sturdy beds and benches for the servants.  

Clearly, Bascom was wrong. Since the queen had died and all the fairies had returned to their 
natural work, things in the kingdom were much better. The huts in the village where the palace 
servants and field workers lived were now in good repair; wooden walls shored up, thatched 
roofs patched, cobblestone lanes cleared of all debris.  



Finally, Cornelius flew to the west, to visit the third focal point of the kingdom, the 
graveyard. The golden temple tower in the east represented life, the graveyard in the west 
represented death, and the dark brick palace to the north gave everything order. 

When had the graveyard gotten so crowded? It now flowed down from its original hill and 
pushed into the fields on both sides. Not even flowers could grow there—too many gray stones 
took up space, pushing into each other. Even the crypt under the hill where the most important 
royals were buried had been extended again and again, becoming a labyrinth of markers.  

Now that Cornelius thought about it, the cries of families mourning were a weekly, if not a 
daily occurrence. How many fairies remained if they were dying so frequently? There had only 
been a single census taken, when they’d first established the kingdom. Were they down to five 
thousand souls? Three?  

They weren’t at war. They’d driven off the dwarves and their other enemies. Since the death 
of Queen Adele, every fairy now filled his or her natural place, their roles well defined by the 
castes they’d been born into.  

The Greater Oregon Fairy Kingdom should have been thriving. The air should be filled with 
songs and praise to the old gods.  

Maybe Bascom had a point. Something was killing his people. But what? 
Maybe the priesthood was to blame.  
Cornelius flew to the temple directly, planning to confront the head priest and priestess. 
The temple tower appeared in good repair, all three stories covered in gold foil, the top of it 

roofed with bright red tiles. A small stone wall encircled the complex of buildings, deliberately 
similar to the cobblestone walls Cornelius remembered from the old country. The other buildings 
were traditionally made from moss and stone, round, with thatched roofs.  

When Cornelius lighted down in the courtyard, Sebastian, the head priest for Anabnus, the 
sun god, ambled out in his brilliant yellow robes, the bright matching streamers that decorated 
his wings flowing behind him.  

“About time you came,” he growled. 

* * * 

Garung finally called his class to order. The students settled into the backless chairs behind 
their desks, but the bubbling excitement still flowed through the room. Even the bright white 
walls seemed to sparkle, the high ceiling ringing with merriment. Fairy lights set in every corner 
glowed more brightly.  

“We will be going east, then north,” Garung said, answering the question he was certain was 
the first one on everyone’s tongue.  

“Following the route you once took?” Pravir asked, looking askance. “Going back to the 
northern kingdom?” 



The young fairy was going to have to learn how to control his expressions better, Garung 
noted. Too much warrior influence. Students were supposed to ask questions openly, to get an 
unbiased response. Not to let their own emotions influence the conversation.  

It took training. Discipline. To not let their natural volatile fairy nature reign.  
It was something Garung excelled at.  
“Yes,” Garung replied. “It was the only way we could get the backing of the royals,” he 

added. Which was partially true. Other members of the council had wanted them to explore 
someplace new. “The troop that took that route was the only one to return,” he reminded his 
students. Even Garung’s older brother, Ramit, had never returned.  

“We should be going after the other troops, the lost ones,” Frieda said. “Trying to find them.” 
Several of the students nodded in unison.  

It was an old argument, one that Garung was tired of. “Then you should form your own 
troop,” Garung said impatiently. “Seriously. What’s stopping you? Or do you need to write up 
yet another proof of the importance of moonlight for dancing?” 

Silence strung across the room now, jagged and tight.  
“That’s not fair,” Pravir said. “We have to prove—” 
“Nothing,” Adele said, interrupting. “What you have to do is spread your wings and get out of 

this cave.” She stared pointedly at Pravir. “When was the last time you actually felt moonlight on 
your wings?”  

“At least my wings are natural, not some artificial construct,” Sree sneered.  
Adele stood up, spreading her wings wide. Brass gears, highlighted with blue phosphorous 

fairy magic, turned as her wings spread. The ends were beautifully scalloped like a butterfly’s. 
Some of the framing parts were metal as well, gleaming in the cold light of the classroom. “At 
least my wings work,” she purred. “They were strong enough to get me here. I doubt you could 
even fly to the top of a young tree.”  

“Class,” Garung said, stepping in before the argument escalated too far. “We will only take 
the strongest fliers with us,” he said, nodding toward the former queen. “But we’ll also need the 
brightest and the best of you, the bravest and the stoutest of heart. It’s a journey that will be sung 
of for centuries.”  

“As yours has been?” Pravir asked innocently enough.  
Garung swallowed down the bile. His trip and his troop were only sung about as a tragedy.  
“Don’t repeat my mistakes. Make sure your journey is more memorable,” Garung challenged 

the young fairy. “Find worthy resources, beyond a kingdom on the brink of destruction.”  
They’d lost so many on the trip, not just due to the explosion in the Greater Oregon Fairy 

Kingdom but the journey itself. Fairies were impervious in battle, fighting on even when they 
were practically dead. However, cold could kill them, and a sudden cold snap had taken them 
unawares on the trip back.  



Garung’s troop hadn’t brought back anything of value. Even the damaged queen had actually 
arrived on her own, weeks after Garung and the others. At least Garung had been able to vouch 
for her, having met her at the northern kingdom.  

“Why are we going back to the Greater Oregon Fairy Kingdom?” Titir asked.  
“Not just for her,” Sree said, indicating Adele with a nod of her head.  
“No, not just for Adele,” Garung assured them. “This is a recruitment mission. The northern 

kingdom has many craftsmen trained in the old arts, things we’ve lost.” He’d seen that himself, 
the first time he’d made the trip. 

“Things we don’t need,” Pravir declared, looking stubborn.  
“Who carves the benches you sit in?” Adele asked. “How overflowing are your feast days?”  
Even Garung shifted nervously at that. All the chairs—most of the desks and beds as well—

were in need of repair. They didn’t have enough craftsmen in the Redwood Fairy kingdom, those 
who were both good with their hands and who wanted to work as such. Plus, there had been 
shortages at the last full moon celebration: Not even enough fresh moon wine for everyone to 
have a cup.  

“We were able to feed everyone in my—our kingdom,” Adele said, correcting herself quickly.  
One of the necessary little lies that she’d agreed to, hiding her true heritage from most. Not 

because they wouldn’t have welcomed her as a queen, but the royals were uncomfortable with 
her being a queen and coming from the warrior caste.  

“Why didn’t we send back a troop right after the disaster?” Titir asked.  
“The kingdom didn’t have the resources,” Garung told him. “You know that.”  
Titir shook his head. “No. No, I don’t know that. I don’t know why we’ve waited so long. 

Why we’re going back only now.”  
The other students stilled. Titir was the good one, always agreeing with the teacher.  
When he disagreed, they all wanted to know why as well.  
Garung didn’t have an easy lie prepared for this.  
“Maybe I should answer,” Adele said, folding in her wings and walking between the desks, 

toward the front of the class. 
Garung shrugged and moved to the side. He could always report to the royals that she’d 

insisted fiercely. They’d come to believe most any behavior from the warrior queen—wild, 
untamed, and touched with madness. He’d admired her at first, but her headstrong nature 
conflicted with his own at every turn.  

“We’d thought for years that the thrice-damned dwarf Kostya had been killed in the 
explosion, blown up in his own tunnels, when the Greater Oregon Fairy Kingdom was attacked,” 
Adele said, turning to face the class.  

“We were wrong.”  



* * * 

“What do you mean?” Cornelius asked Sebastian, the old priest. At least they stood alone in 
the courtyard for the temple complex, without anyone nearby to hear the priest, otherwise 
Cornelius, as the head of the royals, might have had to take some sort of action.  

The stillness of the day settled around them, held in by the cobblestone walls surrounding 
them. Fairy lights set high in the ceiling of the underground cavern shone brightly, imitating the 
noonday sun. The songs of the servants in the fields just beyond the temple faded in the distance.  

What did Sebastian mean, that it was about time Cornelius showed up? What was the priest 
implying?  

Cornelius attended the temple more regularly than the other royals, always leading the chorus 
hymns and not falling asleep during the sermons. He said his daily prayers, both in the morning 
and in the evening, thanking the sun and moon gods for continued life.  

Though Cornelius would admit that he missed the days when services were more about 
dancing in filtered moonlight and celebrating the rising sun than sitting and listening to myths 
and stories that he’d learned as a child.  

But those times had been in the old country, back in London, centuries before he’d risked 
everything and traveled across the ocean, following Thaddeus to the New World.  

“About time you finally woke up and looked around you,” Sebastian grumbled at him. He 
shrugged his wide shoulders, causing his yellow robes to settle more firmly across his broad 
chest. “You did wake up, didn’t you? You did notice that there are more funerals than births? A 
lot more? Which isn’t right, particularly for a race that’s as long lived as we are?” The priest’s 
wings opened and closed nervously, the yellow streamers floating in hypnotic patterns.  

Cornelius hadn’t even thought about how few birth ceremonies he’d attended in recent years. 
Births were messy, and not part of the usual order, his typical daily flow. Not that the fairies ever 
had that many children—they lived a long, long time. Too many young ones and the Greater 
Oregon Kingdom would quickly overflow.  

But still. It might have been a year since Cornelius had drunk the new moon wine served at a 
birth.  

“What’s happening to our people?” Cornelius asked. Though Sebastian was younger than 
Cornelius—he’d taken his vows just before they’d left the Old Worlde—he always seemed much 
older than his years.  

“Eh. Come this way,” Sebastian said, turning back the way he’d come, ponderously leading 
Cornelius across the stone courtyard and into the back living areas of the temple.  

Cornelius looked around curiously. He’d only ever visited the tall, golden temple building out 
in the front of the complex, where the royals gathered to worship the sun god and the moon 
goddess. He’d never been in the smaller huts behind the temple, where the priests lived, or the 
large common room all the priesthood shared.  



After looking around, Cornelius swallowed his disappointment. The common room was more 
stark than the warriors’ barracks. Plain wood benches lined the walls of the common area. A 
hearth glowed in the center with a cheery magical fire. The walls were plain as well, made from 
plain brown stone. Unlike the rooms in the palace, both the top and the bottom of the wall held 
the same drab color.  

Only after Cornelius’ eyes adjusted did he realize the walls glowed faintly. Now that he 
looked more carefully, he saw the murals, pictures depicting the lives of the gods, stories he’d 
learned as a child.  

But the murals weren’t static, no, they moved.  
Plionius slowly, gracefully, handed the basket of golden flowers to the first Queen, Georgina. 

On another wall, Klimunia was tricked into a drinking contest by the hero Oswald and forced to 
give up the secret of flight. Next to the hearth showed the blessing of the boats by Comalinka, 
before they crossed the dark stream into the underworld where the greatest fairy souls waited to 
be reborn.  

“Fascinating,” Cornelius told Sebastian when he realized the priest had been standing 
impatiently beside him for some time while he marveled.  

“Old magic,” Sebastian insisted. “Not this new-fangled clockwork.”  
Cornelius stiffened. “What are you implying?”  
Sebastian waved an indifferent hand at Cornelius. “Not meaning anything you don’t know. 

We’ve fallen so far from our past that you don’t even know how this was created.”  
It was the same old refrain that Cornelius had been hearing since he’d first met Sebastian: The 

priesthood all thought the fairies should go back to the ancient times, when they lived barefoot 
and naked in the woods, battling constantly. When the fairies were smaller and much more 
vulnerable, outside and attacked by predators, instead of safely underground. 

“I know how this was created,” Cornelius lied, though none of the royals he knew had such 
magic. 

The priest snorted, obviously not believing him.  
“So give me your counsel, then,” Cornelius snapped. “Or do you believe that the reason our 

people are dying is because we’re too decadent?” This wasn’t helping him at all.  
“While that’s part of the problem, actually, no, I don’t think that’s what’s causing the decline 

of the fairies,” Sebastian said. “It could be a cure, though.” 
“What do you mean? That forgoing our comfort would somehow bring the race back?” 

Cornelius asked. He’d heard this argument more than once and had always dismissed it.  
Fairies who longed for the past and some flavor of the good olde days generally hadn’t 

actually lived through them.  
“You royals have brought peace, yes. Order,” Sebastian said while making a face, as if the 

word tasted bad. “But there’s nothing to strive for. No dreams.”  



“I don’t understand,” Cornelius said. He loved the peace of his days, how one flowed into 
another, predictable as the lights brightening the top of the fairy kingdom every morning to 
simulate the sun so far above. His soul thrived on such predictability.  

“Fairies don’t need moonlight to live,” Sebastian said.  
“I know that,” Cornelius said, exasperated when the priest didn’t continue.  
“However, the dreams that slide down those moonbeams, now that’s something different.” 

Sebastian waved his hand at the fireplace. The flames sparked up, dancing.  
Despite himself, Cornelius found his attention captured by them. It occurred to him that the 

royals should light the great fires in the palace more often, or even have more bonfires in the 
courtyard, set the people to dancing.  

But what would they be celebrating? What great obstacle had they overcome? What 
magnificent triumph had they had?  

Cornelius was starting to see what the priest meant.  
“The people have no dreams,” Sebastian said. “While the queen was mad, and drove the 

castes too hard, at least she gave them a purpose. Merely existing…it isn’t enough.”  
“What would you have me do?” Cornelius asked bitterly. “Declare war on the Redwood Fairy 

Kingdom, to the south?” Since the death of Queen Adele, they hadn’t heard anything from the 
only other fairy kingdom on the west coast—hadn’t even exchanged messengers.  

“War’s always an option,” Sebastian said, giving Cornelius a toothy grin. “That might help 
cure what ails Bascom and the others.”  

Cornelius nodded. Of course. While most of the priests were from the servant caste, Sebastian 
had been born a warrior, and had the spiked teeth of their kind.  

“But that probably isn’t necessary,” Sebastian said, the words falling from him slowly, as if 
he didn’t want to admit them.  

“Then what do you recommend?” Cornelius asked.  
If his people needed something to unite them, a great dream and not a great machine or a war, 

then what was left? 
“Revenge,” Sebastian said. 

* * * 

Adele looked at the students before her. Even that nasty snake Pravir was at least paying 
attention. The students’ rooms weren’t decorated like the rooms in the Greater Oregon Fairy 
Kingdom palace, that nauseating mishmash of colors and designs, with the top half of every wall 
done in a different color from the bottom half.  

However, in the Redwood Fairy Kingdom, the rooms were only slightly better. Everything 
was sterile white here, and no windows, not even fake ones that looked out on painted scenes of 
woods with fairy circles. 



In the student rooms, the desks were mismatched, and the chairs weren’t any better. They 
reminded Adele of the court, or council as they called it here: Not only did royals serve on it, but 
warriors, servants, and students as well.  

And Adele had thought her people had fallen. At least they’d kept the castes separate, each 
fulfilling their traditional roles.  

Mostly.  
When Adele had arrived at the Redwood Fairy Kingdom, still battered from her ordeal in the 

tunnels up north as well as the trip down, she’d expected to be able to rally the fairies there into 
following her, to go back and help her reclaim her kingdom.  

To her bitterest disappointment, no one had even listened.  
The royals here at the Redwood Fairy Kingdom were even more hidebound than those in her 

kingdom.  
And the new student caste? Ugh. They were beyond useless, arguing points of myths and 

stories from their ancient past. They rarely created any new stories, and what songs they did 
come up with were in what they called modern style, dissonant and arrhythmic.  

She’d make them all take warrior training, if she could. Flying for miles and learning how to 
grapple in midair, how to survive falling from a great height, how to bleed an enemy dry—those 
were useful skills.  

But for now, it was enough that Garung had gotten a single troop to return to the northern 
kingdom, to her home.  

“You remember the stories of Kostya, the dwarf? How his ohotnik sabotaged our great 
machine, that would have created a barrier, protecting us from the humans?” Adele asked, as if 
speaking with youngsters or the slowest of the servant class.  

“I still don’t see how this ‘great machine’ of yours could have worked,” muttered Pravir.  
Adele ignored him. “Earlier this spring, while I was working with your warriors, collecting 

supplies for the mid-spring festival, I saw a bird who looked familiar. A robin.”  
The students all perked up at that. Most of them had never actually been outdoors and so 

didn’t know if they could speak to the birds or not. It was an innate skill, though only a few had 
it, and generally only those from the royal caste.  

“He’d spent the summer farther south and was migrating north for the summer. Up the coast. I 
asked him for news of the kingdom, but, alas, he had none,” Adele said, making sure she looked 
sad. She’d practiced her speech more than once, with all the appropriate emotions in the right 
places.  

“He did, however, have news of a strange new dwelling, north of the kingdom. It had more 
garbage collected there than a rat’s nest.” Adele saw Sree about to object. Careful, careful here. 
“Of course, the robin couldn’t tell the difference between a dwarf and a fairy. We all look the 
same to him.”  



That at least brought some chuckles, as “bird-brained” was a common enough insult for 
someone who mistook a student for a royal, though most of them had come from royal stock 
initially. 

“But fairy caves are never messy, not like that. And this creature scavenged alone. The robin 
never saw any companions or mates. It must be Kostya,” Adele concluded.  

“Might not be him,” Pravir pointed out. “Could be another dwarf.”  
“And don’t you think we should know about any new dwarves landing in the New World?” 

Adele countered.  
“America,” Sree corrected stuffily.  
Adele controlled the urge to sigh. “What if this is a scout? What if there are more dwarves on 

the way?”  
“We could set up a study, to see the effects of a long-term immigration,” Titir said, sounding 

excited. “The variables would be—” 
“Useless when an army of dwarves with their axes come knocking your doors down, wanting 

to take over your kingdom,” Adele said harshly. “They are our common enemy. They aren’t 
going to be doing studies. They’re going to bring war.”  

A chill descended over the classroom. The students were all too young to remember the old 
battles: They’d mostly occurred in the Old Worlde, with only a few skirmishes here in the New. 
America.  

But they’d all read about them, studied them: That was what the students did. 
Adele tasted the air. There was also a tinge of excitement. Though these students had only 

ever known peace, and the comfort of their underground kingdom, somewhere, deep within 
them, lay fierce fairy hearts.  

They’d rise to the thrill of battle, if they had a worthy leader to follow.  
And Adele planned on being that leader.  
Even if there hadn’t been any little bird.  

* * * 

“Kostya?” Cornelius asked, incredulously. Surely Sebastian was joking. The dwarf had died 
in the great explosion that had killed the queen and had destroyed the lower levels of the palace. 
He was responsible for the death of the great machine, his cursed ohotnik and its poisonous 
gems, causing the machine to blow itself apart.  

The destruction had damaged the palace severely, and killed more fairies than Cornelius 
thought that it would.  

Cornelius had always found it satisfying that the destruction Kostya had rained down had also 
ended up destroying him.  

The flames in the hearth of the priests’ common area danced higher, then drew together, 
showing the image of an ugly dwarf.  



Like the fairies, the dwarf had a bony ridge for a nose. However, the rest of its skin was 
pocked and marked, with rivers of wrinkles running around its eyes, crossing its cheeks. A mole 
grew high on its right cheek and two long hairs, like whiskers, sprouted out of it. Infected sores 
dotted its jaw. 

“He’s still alive?” Cornelius demanded of the priest.  
Sebastian grinned at the royal. “Aye. Well. Probably. Someone’s been in the tunnels to the 

north.”  
“What do you mean?” Cornelius asked. “Wouldn’t the warriors have stopped anyone from 

entering?”  
Sebastian started at Cornelius with wide eyes. “What, you think they’re still guarding those 

tunnels? Nothing has happened there for years. The guards have grown soft. They left ages ago.”  
“You’re not serious,” Cornelius said, though he remembered now that this had happened in 

the past: They’d chased Kostya away numerous times, only to find he’d come back again, like an 
ill-luck poem.  

“Lucky for you the priesthood has had enough of him,” Sebastian said. He spit on the ground, 
an old cursing gesture that Cornelius hadn’t seen for a century or more.  

Cornelius shifted away from the wet spot on the packed dirt, as if the curse might flow up 
over his boots. “What do you mean?” he asked.  

“We set our own guardians in the hallways,” Sebastian said. “Magical traps.”  
Cornelius frowned. “Those take a lot of energy,” he said, disapprovingly. “A lot of constant 

concentration.”  
“What in all seven hells do you think we priests do when we’re holding prayers?” Sebastian 

asked, aggrieved. “We’re not just a lot of useless buggers, unlike some royals I could name, who 
are only praying for a change of power or a better supper.”  

“Who wants a change of—never mind,” Cornelius said, refusing to be distracted. He could 
name two, easily: Imogen and Gideon. They’d always expected to be awarded the rule, jointly, to 
be crowned the next queen and king.  

However, when Cornelius had challenged Gideon to battle, they’d backed down quick 
enough, throwing their support behind Cornelius as if he’d been their original choice all along.  

If they ever found the nerve to challenge Cornelius openly, they’d still have difficulty 
convincing the rest of the court to follow their lead—something they’d never realized.  

Still, Cornelius was going to have to watch them more carefully.  
“So someone has come back to the northern caves, where Kostya used to live,” Cornelius said 

slowly. “And you think it’s the dwarf.”  
“Probably,” Sebastian said. “Or some of his people.”  
Cornelius nodded. Maybe it would be good to have the people’s attention focused on 

something, anything, other than their useful, prosperous, peaceful lives.  
Really, it was like leading children.  
 



Chapter Two 

“Dale! Come on!” Nora honked the horn of her truck while she still sat parked in the 
driveway. He was going to make them late on the last day of high school—the very last day, 
before they graduated. She was tempted to leave her twin behind, but the only reason Mom let 
her keep the car—an old red truck in perfect running condition, a present from her boyfriend 
Brett—was if she promised to give her twin brother Dale rides to school and share it.  

Nora honked the horn again, but brought both of her hands back quickly from the steering 
wheel when Mom poked her head out the front door. “Sorry!” Nora called, not sorry at all.  

“Don’t just sit there and honk,” Mom said. “Go and fetch him.”  
Nora sighed, turned off the truck, and slid out. Her cutest pair of white sandals crunched 

against the concrete driveway, and she took a moment to tug her brightly-colored patchwork 
skirt and basic black T-shirt into place.  

Damn it! She did not want to be late that morning.  
Brett was supposed to meet Nora at her locker before classes. He’d been hinting at some 

surprise.  
Nora hurried up the driveway, walked through the open front door and into the living room. 

Books filled the built-in bookcases in homey disarray. Scents of toast and coffee filtered through 
from the kitchen. The soft brown-and-white afghan Nora had crocheted three years before had 
been folded neatly and placed precisely against the back of the old gray couch—Mom must be in 
some kind of mood if she was straightening things that early in the morning. 

Instead of calling out again, Nora marched through the living room and down the hallway to 
Dale’s room. “Dale!” she called urgently as she entered his too-neat room—but softly, so as not 
to make Mom more angry.  

Dale’s bed was made, of course, and nothing was out of place. His clock and jeweler tools 
were all neatly lined up on the shelf he’d built, and his books all arranged—first by subject, then 
alphabetically—above his perfectly clean desk.  

If Nora didn’t know better, she would have bet that even his shirts were organized by color.  
However, Dale was nowhere to be seen.  
Maybe the perfection and order had finally overwhelmed him, driven him crazy. 
“Mom!” Nora called, storming back down the hallway toward the kitchen. “Where’s Dale? 

He’s going to make me late!”  
Mom sat at the kitchen table as if she hadn’t moved all morning. “He went out the back,” she 

said. She swiped her finger across the screen of the ereader she was looking at. “Said something 
about the visit being early.” Mom looked up at Nora. “I swear, despite you both speaking 
English, I don’t understand half the words that come out of either of you.” 

“Visit? Early?” Nora stiffened.  
Shit.  



Dale probably meant the annual visit from Bascom, the leader of the warrior fairy caste.  
“I have no idea what he means either,” Nora lied easily. “I’ll go fetch him.”  
Worried, Nora raced out the side door, through the back of the garage, and into the backyard.  
“Dale!” Nora called.  
Her twin walked toward the edge of their property, beyond the young but hearty rowan trees. 

He wore his usual wide-red-and-white-striped polo shirt and shorts. He looked as though he was 
talking to someone just out of sight.  

Then Dale took another step forward and a flash of bright blue fairy magic blinded Nora.  
When Nora blinked her eyes clear, her twin was gone.  

* * * 

No matter how Dale fought the fairies, they still made him do their will once a year. Even 
Nora’s magic couldn’t help. She hung magnets on the walls of his room, placed rowan branches 
woven together with daisies on the window sills. She also made him wear half-a-dozen knotted 
bracelets, trying different patterns.  

Nothing worked, or prevented the fairies from calling Dale to them. 
This year had been no different.  
The fairies had Dale’s name after all, since he’d been foolish enough to give it to them, before 

he’d learned the power names contained.  
Before he’d learned about the true nature of fairies.  
Still, the annual call of the fairies wasn’t that bad, not that Dale would ever admit that to his 

bossy sister.  
Like every year, Dale had nightmares for a couple of weeks before the call actually came, 

dreaming of the death of their mom, the world falling into complete decay and stopping, or even 
the time he’d dreamed of a world where no other people lived.  

Usually, the night before Bascom the warrior showed up, he’d appear to Dale in a dream. The 
next day, Bascom would be there in person, showing up in Dale’s room, usually too early in the 
morning while Dale was still half asleep. Bascom would demand that Dale come back to the 
kingdom with him, just for half a day, to repair some of Master Thaddeus’ failing clockwork.  

Not the great machine, no. Just the parts for Bascom’s people, the warriors, who all had 
clockwork embedded in their bodies.  

Dale knew it would take longer than half a day. But he never bothered to explain to Bascom 
why he wouldn’t go back.  

He couldn’t admit how scared he was that he wouldn’t want to leave the fairy kingdom again. 
Only Nora’s stubbornness had gotten him out the first time.  

This year, though, it hadn’t been Bascom who’d appeared to Dale in a dream. It had been the 
older guy, Cornelius, the Master Jeweler for the kingdom, the lead royal, since he’d never had 
himself declared king. 

“Come,” Cornelius had told Dale in his dream. “To the yard.”  



The Master Jeweler had looked so serious.  
He’d also looked sick. His usual pale face was gray, and it seemed as though the bony ridge 

running down his nose was melting.  
Dale knew better than to follow Cornelius out of the house, out of the protected space that 

Nora had made for them.  
He hadn’t been able to resist, however.  
Dale found himself walking out the side door after breakfast, one foot placed in front of the 

other, as if he was sleepwalking or in a really bad dream and couldn’t wake up or stop himself.  
At least he’d been able to say something about the visit to Mom before he’d gone outside. 

Hopefully she’d repeat his words to Nora, that his sister would realize it was a clue.  
Then Nora just had to arrive in time to save him. Again.  

* * * 

Nora raced forward to the spot where Dale had been standing near the Rowan trees, just 
before the blue light had flashed. She twisted the bracelet on her left wrist, the one she’d knotted 
with all the eyes, willing herself to see.  

The stupid fairies hadn’t decided to kidnap her brother again, had they? She was so going to 
kill him if she had to rescue him again.  

But no, Dale stood unmoving just beyond the trees, trapped in a bubble of blue light. More 
like an image of him, Nora realized—just the barest outline of him, thin and transparent. 

Damn the fairies and their illusions! Nora knew that Dale would be invisible to anyone else. 
The fairies had been learning how to defend themselves against her Maker magic. Plus, seeing 
through their tricks wasn’t her strongest ability.  

Nora knew she wasn’t actually seeing Dale—just a marker, to show approximately where he 
stood, a shadow cast by the bracelet she’d made for him.  

Whoever Dale talked to was hidden.  
Nora couldn’t just walk through the bubble and grab Dale—the circle of power he stood 

inside was too powerful. She cursed again. If only she were stronger!  
But Nora had never found her teacher, someone to show her magic. She’d had to learn 

everything on her own.  
Fortunately, Nora had some tricks up her sleeve as well. She reached down and grabbed a 

handful of wet grass, grimacing at the cold. She glared at her palm when she realized it was now 
stained green.  

She was so going to kill Dale after she’d rescued him.  
With deft fingers, Nora plucked out three of the longer stems from the bunch, plaited them 

together, then brought them to her lips, blowing fiercely. A loud buzzing hum emerged. Nora 
imagined it spreading out like her physics teacher had taught, in waves, breaking against the 
bubble barrier.  

It was part of her latest experiments: Sound with Making.  



Nora blew again, like that old story Brett had told her about, with Joshua and his golden 
trumpet, blowing down the walls of the old kingdom. 

The bubble of light popped with a huge blue flash, leaving Dale standing clearly between the 
trees, talking with…a fairy who wasn’t Bascom.  

The fairy stood willowy tall, almost coming up to Dale’s chest, in a formal black suit and 
vest. His huge, gossamer-gray wings shone pale in the early morning light. Four pairs of goggles 
were stacked one above the other on the brim of the top hat seated on his gray hair. Handmade 
tools hung from the gold chain strung across his waistcoat. Every one of his fingers was layered 
in jeweled rings. His face was slightly more comely than an ordinary fairy’s, though he still had 
a broad, bony ridge down the center of his nose, his mouth was unnaturally wide, and his golden 
eyes whirled madly.  

Cornelius? What was the head of the fairy royalty doing here?  
“Nora—” Mom called from behind her. 
“Hide!” Nora whispered urgently to Dale and the fairy before she turned around.  
Just in time to see her mother fall. 

* * * 

Dale felt as though he finally woke up when he stepped inside the blue bubble of magical 
protection that the Master Jeweler had generated, the flash of magic clearing away the last of 
Dale’s cobwebs. The day was actually clear, not gray, though that was how it had seemed when 
he’d first woken up. He could smell the ocean, though it was a mile away, and that odd trace of 
jasmine that the fairies had.  

As always, Dale was surprised by how wrong the stories about the fairies were: The Master 
Jeweler would fit more comfortably in nightmares, not in dreams. They didn’t grant wishes, 
though they were masters of illusion.  

At least Nora’s bracelets still worked against the fairy illusions. Dale saw the Master Jeweler 
as he truly was: With a bony ridge down the center of his nose, wild golden eyes, dressed 
formally in a black suit coat with tails, a vest, and a starched white shirt. His top hat had four 
pairs of goggles perched on above the other. Gold jeweler’s tools hung from the chain across his 
waistcoat.  

“Good to see you, young man,” Cornelius said. Though he barely came up to Dale’s chest, he 
still nodded as if looking down from a great height.  

“No,” Dale said, automatically. No matter what the royal might ask, Dale would say no.  
Dale refused to get involved with the fairy court. Not ever again.  



Come fall, Dale would be moving away from the region, going to the local Port City technical 
college. Though Dale had his misgivings, Nora insisted it would be safer that way. He’d be far 
away from the fairies. Even if there were others there, they wouldn’t know his name. They’d 
scouted the place as much as they could using the Internet and map views: They’d never found 
anything remotely magical. Nora would go with him when he first left to secure his dorm room, 
too.  

“What do you mean, no?” Cornelius asked, frowning.  
“Whatever you want me to do. No. I won’t,” Dale said. He wondered why it was Cornelius 

there, not Bascom, but he wasn’t about to ask.  
Dale was not going to get involved with the court.  
“Then I won’t ask you to listen, like I would a warrior. I’ll just talk,” Cornelius said.  
The memory stabbed Dale—Queen Adele sharing a joke with him about warriors never 

listening. Dale ruthlessly suppressed it, but he couldn’t help but pay attention to Cornelius.  
“The priests—I don’t think you ever met them,” Cornelius said. “They’re smart, though. 

Smarter than the warriors. Now I’m wondering if they’re even smarter than the royals.” He 
paused and gave a wry grin before continuing. “They left magic traps in the tunnels to the north 
of the kingdom.”  

Tunnels north of the kingdom? Dale stiffened, understanding what Cornelius was talking 
about.  

Kostya, the dwarf. His tunnels.  
“We think Kostya had come back. This time, though, we won’t just send a warrior raid to try 

to capture him. This time, we’re going to bait a trap. Capture him. Make him pay for all the 
damage he’s done to our kingdom, by killing the king, and then killing the queen and her great 
machinery.”  

Dale found himself nodding despite himself. Yes. That was good. Kostya should be made to 
pay for those deaths.  

“We would like your help,” Cornelius said.  
Dale opened his mouth then closed it again, pressing his lips together to keep inside any 

agreement. He hated Kostya, hated him like he’d never hated anything, not even brussels sprouts 
or radishes.  

Though Dale had sabotaged the queen’s great machinery by redirecting the power so it never 
left the machine but just built and built and built, he’d always told himself that it was the second 
explosion, caused by Kostya’s deadly insect—the ohotnik —and her poisonous eggs, that had 
actually killed the queen.  

Dale opened his mouth to ask what exactly Cornelius had in mind, though he wouldn’t say 
yes, not at all, never, when a bright light flashed all around him.  

“What?” Dale asked, looking around.  
Nora stood there, pissed as a winter storm. Before she could tear into him, though, Dale heard 

his mom’s voice calling Nora’s name.  



Dale turned. All his nightmares from the past weeks coalesced as he watched her fall, 
crumbling like an autumn leaf. 

* * * 

Denise sighed as she tried to concentrate on the file she was proofing on her ereader, after her 
daughter Nora had gone in search of her twin brother. Denise already knew she’d have to go 
back and re-proof the last few pages, maybe even the entire chapter. She picked up her half-full 
coffee mug from the kitchen table and debated making a fresh cup, then she glanced over her 
shoulder at the sink. There weren’t many dishes to do—a couple plates scattered with toast 
crumbs, the large glass Dale had guzzled milk from—maybe she should wash those first. That 
way she’d be doing something constructive until the twins left for school.  

At least Denise thought she understood why the twins were being so squirrely, beyond it 
being the last day of high school.  

The five-year anniversary of Denise’s last heart attack—caused by a faulty pacemaker 
battery—was coming up.  

Dale always grew so pensive around this time of year. He’d spend more time at home, not 
hiding in his room and working on whatever bit of clockwork or machinery had caught his eye, 
but hanging out with Denise and Nora. He wouldn’t tease his sister as much, and when Denise 
looked up from whatever she’d been working on, she’d often find him staring either at Nora or at 
her.  

Nora grew fiercely protective at this time of year as well, asking Dale constantly if he was all 
right until he snapped at her. She would make him wear strangely colored and knotted macramé 
bracelets, as well as insisting that Denise wear one or two as well.  

Dale would acquiesce, too, and not fight his sister.  
Neither of them ever talked about Chris, their dad, Denise’s ex. Denise had grabbed the twins 

and run away to Oregon to escape him just before her heart attack. While Dale had seemed to 
understand that Chris had been a bad person—possibly dangerous—it had taken Nora much 
longer to accept the truth. Not until he’d shown up and tried to steal both of them while Denise 
was in the hospital, five years ago. 

The twins would find their equilibrium after a few weeks, falling back into calling each other 
“idiot” and “demented.” Dale would stop wearing Nora’s bracelets until she either badgered him 
into it or he lost one of their crazy bets. And Nora would start spending most of her evenings out 
with her friends. 

But for now, if felt as though they were both dancing around something big, waiting for the 
other shoe to drop, for Denise to get sick again or something.  

With a sigh, Denise pushed her ereader across the table and looked up at the clock.  
The twins really were going to be late for school if they didn’t get a move on.  
Denise got up from the kitchen table, walked out the side door, then stuck her head out the 

door in the back of the garage. 



A flash of blue light stopped her. Suddenly, it was hard to breathe.  
“Nora—” Denise tried to call.  
It couldn’t be her pacemaker again, could it? 
Denise clutched at her chest as the world grew dark around her.  

* * * 

Cornelius nearly laughed as he watched Dale feign disinterest. That Kostya had been 
discovered (maybe, perhaps) held the Tinker’s full attention. It had been a good thing that 
Bascom had come to him the day before, that Cornelius had stretched his wings and left the fairy 
kingdom, come outside, to the human world. He’d forgotten how rich the air was up here, how 
bright actual sunlight was.  

Then Dale’s damned sister, the Maker, had shown up and destroyed the circle of protection 
that Cornelius had set up—she really was getting strong. But before she could do something 
stupid like attack Cornelius, the mother had shown up.  

And fallen.  
Before the humans could respond, Cornelius flew to the mother’s side. He didn’t have a clear 

plan in mind except that he knew he had to help her.  
He must put the twins into his debt. That way, they’d be obliged to help him with the capture 

of the dwarf.  
Cornelius hadn’t thought to approach the Maker to ask for help—she’d never been enspelled 

by the fairies. Only Queen Adele had learned part of her name. Then again, Adele had learned it 
more thoroughly than if Nora had simply told her: Adele had taken apart a sweater Nora had 
made, learning her completely that way.  

The mother lay on her side, her hand clutched to her chest. Her heart? The warriors had 
mentioned how pale the mother always was, how frail she appeared.  

Cornelius placed his hand over the mother’s. It was her heart.  
And there was a machine attached to it.  
It took Cornelius a moment to realize that he hadn’t just moved back, repelled by the 

monstrous thing he’d found, he’d been shoved, magically, and was flying back through the air, 
away from the mother.  

Cornelius spread his wings wide, slowing his progress, catching himself before he fell.  
The twins knelt beside the mother, one on either side.  
He could still help them. Though the electronics actually inside the mother were anathema to 

him, Cornelius still did what he could by encircling the twins in light, loaning them and the 
mother his strength and his warmth, healing what he could. He hovered above them while they 
yelled at each other, trying to come up with a solution.  

It seemed to be enough. The mother blinked open her eyes.  
Then she screamed.  



* * * 

Denise couldn’t believe her luck. She’d had to have pacemakers since she was a teenager and 
the surgeon had botched the operation to repair her congenital heart defect.  

The pacemaker before the one she currently wore had been bad. Of course, the manufacturer 
had never admitted fault. They’d still settled, paying not only her lawyer and the hospital fees, 
but also giving her enough so that the twins could go to college and she could get back on her 
feet.  

Now, the way her heart suddenly hurt, it seemed that lightning had struck twice. How could 
she have two bad pacemakers, one after another?  

Suddenly, the pain in her chest eased. Denise took a deep breath. It was funny—normally, she 
had nightmares of drowning. This time, though, it was like the water was friendly, blue, and 
healing.  

It only took a couple more painful breaths—growing less painful every passing second—that 
Denise could open her eyes.  

The worried faces of the twins stared back at her, both of them tear-stained.  
Beyond them, in the air, an apparition from one of Denise’s nightmares floated. 
She must still be having a heart attack. Or she was delirious. She screamed.  
“What? What is it?” Dale asked.  
Nora merely looked up. “She can see you, you idiot!” she hissed at the thing flying in the air. 

“Get out of here!” 
Nora knew this thing? It was finely dressed, in an old-fashioned suit and top hat. Perhaps its 

gray gossamer wings had once beautiful, though now they seemed ragged. Its face was beyond 
ugly, with mad eyes and sharp teeth.  

“I’m the reason why she’s now awake,” the figure—man?—said confidently. His voice was 
cultured, British, and soothing. “My magic is healing and comforting her. Can you do the same, 
Maker?” he challenged.  

Nora flushed. “It’s an illusion,” she claimed.  
“You know that’s not true, child,” the man replied.  
“You know this thing?” Denise asked, trying to swallow down her fears. If her children 

weren’t running away from it, she could control herself. It wasn’t attacking them. It claimed to 
be helping. She did stop looking at it directly. Really—it came from her nightmares. And would 
probably spout a few more ugly dreams. 

“Uhm, should we get you to the hospital?” Dale asked, deflecting. 
“Yeah, Mom, you’re having hallucinations,” Nora said, her eyes wide.  



Huh. Denise hadn’t realized how good her daughter had gotten at lying. “I’m quite sane, 
thank you very much,” Denise said, affronted. She pushed herself up to sitting without any help 
from the twins and twisted her head to look at the figure, though she kept her gaze on his chin, 
not his eyes. “And you are?” It was much better to confront nightmares than let them grow in the 
dark.  

The creature beamed at her, took off his hat, then bowed in midair. “Cornelius, ma’am. Head 
royal of the Greater Oregon Kingdom of the fairies.”  

Before Denise could reply, Nora interrupted with, “You can call her Mother, or the mother.”  
Denise blinked. The old legends about never giving your name were true? Then she looked 

back at Cornelius. This was a fairy? Obviously, not all the myths were true. “What do you want 
with my children?” Denise asked.  

“We need their help,” Cornelius said. “An old enemy has returned. Kostya, the dwarf.”  
Beside her, Nora stiffened. Obviously, she knew the name.  
But before Denise could ask more, Dale replied firmly, “No. Now go away, and leave my 

family alone.”  
“Very well,” Cornelius said, bowing his head. “But should you change your mind, toss this 

stone out beyond the Rowan trees.”  
A green agate dropped to the ground and bounced beside them. 
If Nora could have set the rock on fire with her glare, it would have burst into flames. “Don’t 

touch it,” she warned both Dale and Denise. “Just leave it there. Let it rot.”  
“Goodbye, for now,” Cornelius said. He sounded…fond? Did he actually care for the twins? 
Slowly, the warmth surrounding Denise faded, like the last of the light from the setting sun. 

She shivered, her butt suddenly cold and wet. Dale helped as she rose to her feet.  
“You want to tell me what that was all about?” Denise demanded, looking first at Dale, then 

Nora. “How did you meet this creature, this, this, fairy? How long have you known about them? 
Why didn’t you tell me?” 

“Uhmm,” Dale said uncertainly.  
“Do we have a choice?” Nora asked seriously.  
Denise thought seriously for a moment. One of the things she’d consciously done was to give 

the twins more and more choices as they grew up, more responsibility for their actions as well. 
She took credit for some of how they’d matured into neat people and conscientious adults.  

“Obviously the fairies must be dangerous, which is why you wouldn’t give them my name,” 
Denise said slowly.  

Nora nodded. “Never give a creature your name.”  
There were creatures other than fairies that her children knew about? Denise couldn’t even 

think about that yet. 



“How about this, then,” Denise said. “You need to tell me enough so I’m not in danger from 
them, now that one has appeared to me.” Though she was dying to know more, and ask for every 
little detail, she knew better than to push. Nora would just grow prickly and stop responding, 
while Dale would resort to one-word replies. 

“That’s fair,” Dale said, glaring at Nora.  
Denise was willing to bet that the twins had had this argument before, about telling her: That 

Dale had argued for it, while Nora had argued against it.  
“Okay,” Nora said, giving in. “But later tonight, after dinner. We really are late for school, 

now.”  
Dale looked guilty. “Sorry.”  
“Pffft. Like you could have stopped him from showing up,” Nora said dismissively.  
“Are you okay?” Dale said, turning to Denise.  
“I’m fine,” Denise said. Her heart felt strong, now, stronger than it had, actually. “Go. Get to 

school. We’ll talk later.”  
“You’re the best,” Dale said, hurriedly leaning over and kissing her cheek. 
“Call me,” Nora said seriously after Dale had left. “If anything weird happens, or if your heart 

gives you any trouble. Call me immediately.”  
“I will,” Denise said. Was this a glimpse of how their lives would shift eventually? With her 

daughter taking care of her?  
Denise stood in the yard for a few moments after Nora had raced off after Dale. Was this why 

the twins were sometimes so protective of each other? They obviously had history with this 
Cornelius, and whoever Kostya the dwarf was. There was so much more going on here. And 
Denise hadn’t had a clue.  

Something sparkled in the grass at Denise’s foot. Without thinking, she bent over and picked 
it up.  

The green agate felt cool and smooth against her palm. She deposited the little stone in her 
pocket and promptly forgot all about it.  

* * * 

Adele wanted to scream. These children knew nothing of the real world outside of their 
classroom. They’d never even danced on a fairy hill during the full moon—the safest time for a 
fairy to be outside.  

Yet they dared to direct her and tell her what she should bring on the Great Trip North, as 
they were calling it. They’d even had the gall to summon her to their rooms, which were ugly 
and stark white. Where were the comfortable, colorful pillows for guests to lean against? The 
customary glass of wine?  

The rooms were as empty as their souls.  



Luckily, after Adele had arrived, the rest of the students had excused themselves to go do 
something else—probably to compose poems and theories about the upcoming journey, rather 
than actually preparing or something useful. Titir had remained to help her.  

Adele despised them all. However, she also needed their help. While it would be possible for 
her to make such a journey on her own, it would be so much easier with their support.  

The table beside Titir was covered in things Adele thought were useless: Scrolls, bags, boxes, 
hunks of cloth, and crudely made wooden cups. How would any of those help on their journey? 

“You were saying?” Adele asked Titir as he looked askance at the small pack she carried 
around her hips.  

“You need to carry something bigger than that on the journey!” Titir said, dismayed. “What 
are you going to sleep in?”  

“I’ll wrap my wings around me,” Adele growled. That was how she’d made it down.  
“No wonder you were nearly dead by the time you got here,” Titir said, shaking his head. 

“Here. You should take one of these.” He handed her a lump of soft, gray material. 
Adele didn’t know what the term was for it. It was only made here, in the south, manufactured 

using new techniques. The material felt like softly spun clouds or woven spiderwebs. However, 
when Adele held it up to the light, she couldn’t see through it. She wrapped a bit of it around her 
hand: It was surprisingly warm. When she shook out the small lump, she was surprised to see 
that there was enough cloth to easily wrap all the way around her, covering even her wings.  

“What is this?” Adele asked, fingering it. Her kingdom could benefit from such things. If only 
regular relations could be established!  

Except that the only time fairy kingdoms usually met was during battle, or afterward, to pay 
tribute. She’d assumed at first that the southerners had only come to her kingdom to find its 
weaknesses. They hadn’t bothered to explain the student caste until after she’d arrived at the 
Redwood Fairy Kingdom.  

“New silk,” Titir said, as if it were obvious. He turned to the table next to him, then handed 
her a stiff container, like new silk that had been coated with glue. “Open it,” he suggested.  

Adele put down the new silk and eagerly opened the container. Inside were wrinkled berries. 
“What are these?” she asked, trying to contain her disappointment. They looked rotted. 

“Try one,” Titir said.  
Suspiciously, Adele fingered one out. At least they were hard and not slimy. She cautiously 

bit into on, just a toothful.  
Sweetness exploded across Adele’s tongue. “That’s good!” She quickly popped the rest in her 

mouth, followed by three more. 
“Those are dried gossum berries,” Titir said, encouraged. “Careful—you don’t need to eat 

many to be full.”  
Adele nearly snorted at him. He had no idea how much energy it was going to take to fly all 

those miles. Still, the dried fruit was light and would travel well.  



“Why are you giving these things to me?” Adele asked. She knew none of the students 
actually wanted her to come with them on their Great Journey North—afraid she might steal 
their accolades, or something stupid.  

“Everyone has to carry their fair share,” Titir said evasively.  
Adele didn’t believe him for a second. Oh, she was certain that the students would insist on 

being fair, that was what they did down here, instead of letting each caste do what came 
naturally to them.  

But that wasn’t why he was helping her.  
“What do you want?” Adele asked, walking closer to the student.  
Titir stood up suddenly. “Nothing! Nothing,” he said, backing away.  
“You want something,” Adele asked, hot on the trail of her prey. They always forgot she was 

a warrior.  
“Just—knowledge,” Titir announced, collapsing in on himself. “Like, how was the great 

machine supposed to work? What was its real purpose? And were you the queen?”  
“Who called me that?” Adele asked, not denying it.  
“Garung did, once.” 
Adele growled at Titir. The royals had promised her that they’d kick her out of the kingdom if 

anyone learned of her true status. Despite their general weaknesses, she did believe them in this.  
“We’d gotten him drunk. Very, very drunk,” Titir explained hurriedly. “He wouldn’t ever talk 

about his trip, except in the vaguest of terms. Not even enough to form a proper poem or song.”  
Adele shook her head. Was that really all the students cared about? Poems and songs and 

stories, not the actual moonlight on their wings or the sunlight filtered through the pines? Just to 
sing about such things, and never experience them?  

“So, my queen, are you going to lead us to greatness?” Titir asked, pushing forward from the 
wall where he’d been cowering.  

Adele laughed at him. “You don’t have the heart,” she sneered. Even the human tinker, Dale, 
had had more guts than these students.  

“I think we’ll surprise you,” Titir said, still daring to look her in the eye.  
“I hope so,” Adele said, sweeping from the room. “I dare you to,” she added over her 

shoulder. 
Let the students follow her, then. Maybe she could inspire them to greatness.  

* * * 

Nora alternated between fuming and worrying on the drive to school. She was going to have 
to tell her mom about the fairies. How much should she tell her? How much could she hide? She 
did not want to talk about what had happened five years ago, when she’d first met the fairies, 
how they’d nearly gotten Dale.  

How was Nora going to keep Mom safe? Particularly come fall, after Nora went to college?  
“Dale—” Nora started. 



“Nope. Don’t want to talk about it. You’ll just talk it to death. Like always,” Dale said. He 
stubbornly looked out the front window of the car, his jaw clenched.  

“I was just going to ask if you wanted a ride home,” Nora lied.  
“Oh,” Dale said, softening. “Naw, thanks, I’ll ride with the guys. Or I’ll catch the bus, head 

home early.”  
“Just be careful,” Nora warned. She didn’t know how bad the situation with Kostya was, if 

Cornelius would come back to tempt Dale.  
And tempt her brother the fairy would: They had his name. He’d never be able to escape 

them, not completely.  
At least Dale seemed to take her warning seriously, this time. “I will, Nor. I told him no this 

morning. I’ll keep telling him no. I promise.”  
Nora knew that Dale could make promises like that all day long.  
She didn’t know if he would be able to keep them.  

* * * 

Dale knew Nora had her doubts. Hell, he did too. The damned fairies did get to him, found 
him once a year, every year, since they’d first found out about them. Made him do their bidding.  

But when Nora had suggested they all move, Dale had refused. They’d been in Port City for 
two years by that time. He’d finally made friends. Settled in.  

Besides, it was only once a year. And they weren’t really trying to make him do anything 
other than see them once a year.  

Dale squirmed on the old truck bench, the vinyl sticking to the backs of his bare thighs.  
At least he’d never called Kostya a friend.  
Had the dwarf really returned? Did it matter? Both he and Nora were leaving in the fall. Nora 

would make sure that Mom was protected. And Dale would call her, every day, just to make 
sure.  

Though maybe, if the threat was serious, maybe Dale could stay here, at home, and not have 
to leave.  

But Dale couldn’t worry about it now. Today was his last chance to say goodbye to Leslie, the 
cute girl in Trig, his last class. Maybe he could finally get up the courage to ask her for her email 
address. Or even her phone number.  

God, he was pathetic.  
Dale hurried through the empty halls of the school, hurrying to his first class, social studies. 

The quietness in a place that was normally crowded and loud reminded him of his worst 
nightmares.  

The one Dale had almost caused, if the fairy machine had been allowed to generate its field, 
dispelling all electronics.  



At least Dale didn’t have to be any later by dropping by his locker and collecting his books. 
There wouldn’t really be much to do the last day of class, as he’d already taken the final. He 
slipped in the door with a nod to the teacher and made his way as quietly as he could to his seat.  

The teacher finished his sentence then turned to Dale. “It’s nice of you to join us, Mr. 
Murray,” he said.  

“Sorry,” Dale murmured, squirming a little in his seat.  
“Want to share with the class what was so important that you couldn’t get here on time?” the 

teacher asked.  
Dale looked up and stared at the man. God, he was going to be so glad to get out of here. “My 

mother fell. She has a bad heart. We weren’t sure if she was having another heart attack, if we 
were going to have to take her to the hospital again or not,” he said defiantly.  

The teacher recognized that Dale was telling the truth.  
“I see. She’s doing better?” he asked, suddenly solicitous.  
“She insisted she’s fine,” Dale said, shaking his head. “Not much I can do except call her 

between every class today.”  
“Keep us updated,” the teacher said, before moving onto another topic.  
Yeah, right. This day couldn’t end soon enough for Dale.  

* * * 

Cornelius hummed happily as he flew down the grand staircase that connected his 
underground kingdom with the outer, human world. It had been exhilarating to go to the surface 
again after all this time. He tsked as he gained speed, though, circling around and around. That 
would never do. He was no warrior, but a royal, and so he pulled in his wings, reduced his speed 
to something more moderate, more sedate.  

More boring.  
Queen Adele had been trying to get her people to leave their underground kingdom and return 

to the surface, to live as they had centuries ago. While Cornelius hadn’t approved of her 
proposal, maybe there was something to it.  

Maybe his people needed to stretch their wings more, go and dance again in the true 
moonlight.  

The thought thrilled Cornelius, and he shot out of the staircase and flew straight up to the roof 
of the underground kingdom, his wings brushing the rough ceiling. The air up so far up was 
warm, humid, and fecund. It reminded him of old London, when the spring rains came to bless 
the fields and the winds nipped at his heels.  

But that had been a different world, and a different time.  
Cornelius looked down on the peace and order of the kingdom spread beneath him. Did he 

have the right to disturb their order? Maybe their time had passed, now that the humans taken 
over the earth? Particularly now, with their infernal machines that no fairy or magical creature 
could tolerate?  



A shout made Cornelius turn. The warriors were doing some kind of drill above their 
barracks, dodging and tumbling in the air. He caught his breath as two collided and plummeted 
to the ground, bouncing off the roof of one of the buildings, only to soar back up again.  

A warrior never gave up. Not unless he or she was so gravely injured no amount of healing 
could cure them. And even then, they might continue to fight until they were dead, or beyond.  

The same fierce heart beat in Cornelius’ chest. He knew it, but he rarely gave it its head.  
Maybe it was time to start.  
His people would not go peacefully into the night. It was better to fight, though it would cost 

dearly, more than he could predict or plan for. 
 
 
 
To read the rest, return to Book View Café or to your favorite retailer!  


