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"What's
in a name? That which we call a rose


By any other
name would smell as sweet."~


 


William
Shakespeare, Romeo and Juliet

















 


Chapter 1


 


Rose – The Summer Fairy


 


Dear fellow
fairies and friendly humans,


I am Rose, of the Summer Glen, an
idyllic rolling green valley filled with red, gold, orange, and purple flowers,
near a sparkling green-blue lake inhabited by mermaids, dragonfish, and other
creatures of the fey. The Summer Glen is in the countryside of the powerful and
warm Summer Kingdom, who rules the land of the fairies known as Fairy Land, or
Feyland, as we of the fey call it. 


The creatures of the fey are
uncomplicated, yet magical, enchanted like the history of our land with a magic
that grows from the land, sky, lakes, mountains, and air itself - melding
ancient history, lore, and dreams together. There are two suns, two moons in
Feyland, and the sky is the color of lavender blues with cream. The night
appears as velvet, generously dotted with twinkling diamond stars.


Music rustles from the grass of the land
through the wind that carries a tune through the silver-gold leaves of the
trees in the Feyland Forest. And the sweet smell of floral perfume fragrances
the land with each petal releasing its essence into the fey bouquet.


I have grown up in Feyland, as did my
brother Rodney, who is but three years older and already a well-known young
knight in the Summer Palace at age fifteen. In the fields behind our cottage,
Rodney and I had playfully fought with each other with wooden swords forged by
our mother. He set off to knight training at age twelve, and had returned home three
years later to further that training at the Summer Palace. Now at age twelve
(almost thirteen in SIGHTLESS or human years), I wonder what my fate would be.
Would I follow in Rodney’s footsteps and become one of the esteem Summer
Knights of the land or something else?


It is from a chance meeting with our
sovereignty, the Summer Queen, who with her flaming red hair and alabaster
skin, willowy tall frame encasing a power so great; one feels an awe in her
presence; that I have been given word of my apprenticeship at last. Rodney, and
I certainly was in awe when we approached her throne, when she requested my
presence at the royal Summer Palace following my great victory over at Clover
Fields. Quite an honor, I was prepared to hear what Her Majesty would say
regarding my apprenticeship. 


What she said was not what I had in
mind, but another, which to my disappointment began the following day.


My consolation in her choice of
apprenticeship for me, as a Summer Harvest Fairy, was that at least I would be
apprenticing with my two childhood friends August, a dark-haired fairy whose
practicality made her wiser beyond her years, and Melony, a light-haired fairy
whose sense of fun and adventure, made her the perfect companion for pulling
pranks on the other fey of the Summer Glen where we spent our endless childhood
days exploring the land, making friends with the various smaller Summer
creatures of the fey – dwarfs, gnomes, brownies, and enchanted deer, firebirds,
and mer-children.


But now the End of the Summer Harvest is
here, and with that comes the Fairy Fair – an event many fey creatures all over
Feyland enjoy together, including sworn mortal enemies – The Summer Fey and the
Winter Fey. The Fairy Fair with its traveling troupe of fairy performers does
not take part in the Seasonal Wars between the two Kingdoms, but are made up of
fey from both Kingdoms, the only time in the war and the only fey in the war
allowed to travel between the lands of Summer and Winter with immunity. The Fairy
Fair is the only time Winter and Summer fey can watch and enjoy a performance
with peace.

















Chapter 2


 


The Fairy Fair and Emily’s
Injury


 


Tis the time of
Summer Eve and the Fairy Fair was upon us. All the fairies in the Glen and in
the Summer lands looked forward to the Fairy Fair where there would be much
feasting and celebration of Summer’s Harvest. Tis a busy time for us,
especially for the Harvest Fairies. There was much work to be done – vegetables
to be grown, fruits to be picked, fairy fruit juice to be made, and so forth.  


As true to my orders from the Summer
Queen herself that I must apprentice in harvesting, I found myself right along
with Melony and August, picking juicy starfruits from the yellow and orange starfruits
trees that grew in the Summer orchards by the Summer Palace. The orchards with
its myriad of colorful fruit trees, with fruit blossoms more colorful than
flowers themselves were ripe with summer fruit of all kinds – starfruits,
passion fruits, oranges, candy apples, peaches and lavender honey barks. 


August looked over at me, carrying my
pail of oranges and said “Rose, can’t you just wave your wand and get all these
fruits magically picked and into those large baskets near the trees?” Her long
dark hair was pulled back off her pretty oval face, and she wore a sweet yellow
dress which was cut in a style that allowed maximum movement. She had been
climbing trees and picking fruit all morning long, and she let out an exasperated
breath of air. “If only I have a bit of the magic you have, I would be using
that instead of using sheer physical force… like the non-magical beings –
humans.”


“Yes,” Melony joined in, her blond curls
bouncing all over her face as she tugged at a particularly large melon pear
from a branch. “Why are we harvesting these fruits like humans? Rose, you have
the magic to, you know, especially after what you did at Clover Fields.”


“Turned the whole field into honey and
got it all packed up and ready to go in great big porcelain pots by the road no
less,” August said.


I cringed. It was precisely my use of
magic from a wand I still did not know how to use, which got me here – this
apprenticeship as a Harvester fairy, rather than what I have truly wanted – an
apprenticeship as an alchemist.  For all that I was ambitious in thinking I
could have gotten an apprenticeship as an alchemist like Alistair, Rodney’s
friend, I did not want to show that I had the magic that would cause me to remain
a Harvester fairy.


“I promised Rodney not to use the wand
until I get a thorough lesson from Alistair. Remember, it was because of our
use of unfound magic that caused all of that mess. I was lucky my wand found
the right magic to use at the time or we would all be the stag’s trophies,” I
said. 


“Well, you can at least help me with
these starfruits on top,” Emily called. Emily, being a year old than us, was
already able to use her wings to help her fly up to the treetops. August,
Melony, and I have wings, but they were not used much for flight until we reach
adolescent age, where physically, our wings would have grown strong enough to
lift our weight and more. Emily hovered at the top of the tree unsteadily. She
had recently turned fourteen years of age in SIGHTLESS or human age, and is
still new at flying with her wings. “I’m afraid I forgot my pail.” She reached
her hands out for an orange starfuit, pulled and then threw it down to where I
caught it with my pail.


“Got it!” I called. “I need only two
more to fill up this pail and then the rest of the starfruits basket. If you
hurry with the starfruits, maybe we can finish early enough for you to go to
the Fairy Fair play for rehearsals.” Emily had always been the dramatic one of
our friends, and she was a natural at playacting. She won the role of the human
girl Juliet in the human play Romeo and Juliet at the Fairy Fair, which is not
a small feat.  It is the role every fairy girl in Summer and Winter would have
wished for.  Except for me. The role of Romeo was to be played by my brother
Rodney.  For the last past week, Rodney had spent his time rehearsing his lines
with me when he would come back for dinner at our parent’s cozy cottage in the
Glen. I ran the lines of the play with him so many times, I knew the play as
well as he did. And so did Alistair, who would come over for dinner with
Rodney.


The thought of rehearsing with her crush
Rodney was enough to get Emily to hurry up with the picking of starfruits. She
grabbed one starfruit after another, filling up her arms and then her dress
pockets with the heavy fruit. Faster and faster, she went as I waited below for
her to throw the starfruits to me. 


“Emily?” I asked. “Don’t forget to….”
Before I could finish my sentence, down crashed Emily to the ground with an
armload of starfruits falling all over her. 


“Ouch!” she cried. “My shoulder.” 


August and I rushed over to Emily, while
Melony was a few trees away. August touched Emily’s shoulder and tried to move
her. With the first pull, Emily let out a loud wail. “I think I hurt my ribs,
too.”


“We’re too young to heal her on our
own,” August said. I nodded. Fairies have the power to heal, but only when we
were of age, like our wings.  


“We will have to go get help,” I said. 


“I see Mistress Honeywell over there by
the baskets…” August said. “I’ll go get her. Don’t move Emily.”


“I won’t,” I say. I look down at Emily
when August left. “How are you feeling?”


“Awful,” she said. “Listen, I can’t go
to rehearsal.”


“Yes, you can,” I said.


“No, I think I fractured one of my ribs.
I don’t think I can heal in time. Bone fractures heal longer than flesh
wounds,” Emily said. “Even if Mistress Honeywell heals me with fairy magic, it
will take a while for me to be in the play.”


“Then who will take your place?” I asked.
“The play is set to begin in two days. We are so busy with the harvest, who
would have the time to rehearse and go on in two days?”


Emily looked at me and smile. “You!”


“Me?” I asked.


“Yes, you!” Emily said adamantly. “You
know the lines. You know the play.”


“But I’ll have to play Juliet to
Rodney’s Romeo.”


“Yes and?”


“He’s my brother!” I practically threw
up thinking about it.


“A very cute brother, too!” Emily said
dreamily.  Like all my friends, Emily’s long-held crush on my tall, confident,
and I guess handsome older brother, was as transparent as a ghost on a
midsummer night’s dream.


“Ah, Emily, I am not playing Juliet to
his Romeo.”


“It’s just acting,” Emily said. “But I
can see your point, Rose. It is gross to be playing a romantic scene opposite
your own brother.  Now if it is Alistair instead…”


My face turned a bright pink. Why did
everyone think I should be with Alistair? My thoughts turned to the
blonde-haired fairy from the Autumn Springs land, and area that was neither
Winter nor Summer, the good-looking fifteen year-old friend of my brother’s,
who was also the nephew of the Duke of Autumn Springs. My girlfriends have
crushes on both Alistair and Rodney. But I - I saw Alistair as just Alistair,
Rodney’s new friend, and who was an apprentice alchemist at the Summer Palace,
who came over for dinner with Rodney all the time. Whom our family have taken
in as our guest when he was not at the Summer Palace with Rodney. He was
practically like Rodney, same build, same sense of humor, except Alistair is perhaps
cuter…to me he was. And yes, he had begun teasing me as much as Rodney had. But
thank goodness, he was not a brother and not Rodney. Two Rodney’s teasing me
would be insufferable, although I know Rodney did it out of affection.
Alistair? I didn’t know why he did it, but it may be because he genuinely
enjoyed it. Now if he was to play Romeo, I would have felt much more
comfortable about offering myself to play Juliet.


 
















 


Chapter 3


A New Juliet and Something Else


 


As it was, Emily
had broken her ribs in two places, and was in no condition to be in a play,
much less stand. Since Rodney was waiting for her at the stage area in the
middle of the Fairy Fair held at the edge of the Midsummer Forest, I ran out to
the Midsummer Forest to tell him and the acting troupe the news. Emily
Thistleberry could not play Juliet in the human play Romeo and Juliet. 


At this, as Emily has predicted, the
actors including the director, Emily’s father – Sir Lionel Thistleberry, except
Rodney panicked.  How could there be a play when Juliet was missing? They only
have two days before the play opened. Where would they find someone to fill in
for the role of Juliet? Someone who knew the human playwright’s William
Shakespeare’s Romeo and Juliet? There was not going to be a play, someone from
the troupe cried out.  And Summer, the host of the Fairy Fair’s play this year,
would look like a fool in front of all the fey in Feyland.


“Nonsense,” Rodney said, “the play must
go on…and we have a Juliet – my sister Rose knows all the lines to the play.
I’ve been rehearsing with her and Alistair.”


“That’s true,” a familiar young male
voice said steadily. “Rose knows the play and her lines just as much as Rodney
does.” Alistair. He walked up on the stage and began reciting lines from the
play. Romeo’s lines, and he reached out a hand to pull me to the stage.  He
winked, as he did so, and my lips moved involuntarily, saying the lines from
Juliet in response to his lines.


My eyes widened. I knew the lines, but I
have not wanted to say it. By magic though – Alistair’s magic, my lips were
saying all the lines perfectly, from my memory of the lines and the play. We
went through the entire Romeo and Juliet balcony scene without a hitch, and
when we were done, Rodney and the rest of the cast applauded.


Rodney was clapping as he bounded up the
stage towards us. “Well done, Alistair. You’ve brought out the Juliet in Rose.
I knew she has her doubts about playing the role, but with you as Romeo, it is
as though Juliet was waiting to burst forth!” I blush crimson. How could Rodney
suggest that I liked Alistair in that way? Burst forth indeed?


“But you’re playing Romeo, Rodney, not
Alistair, and that’s just…” I make a face of disgust.


Rodney laughs and turns to the cast and
director, Lionel Thistleberry. “That’s where I have some news, everyone. I
could not be more delighted that Rose came with the news that she would play
Juliet. Of course I’m saddened this fortune only presented itself because of
Emily’s injuries. But since Rose is playing Juliet…” Rodney smiled and said, “Alistair
can play Romeo.”


“What?” Alistair and I both asked.


“I got word this morning from the Queen
herself to go on a secret mission,” Rodney said proudly. 


“Your first royal quest!” I exclaimed.
“The Queen must have much faith in you.”


Rodney nodded. I knew he could not
reveal the mission, but it was clear it is an important one, if the Queen required
her best young knights for it. And for Rodney to give up his role in this
year’s Fairy Fair play.


Alistair clapped his hand on Rodney’s
shoulders. “Well done, friend. But…” he glances over at me, “I guess I really
am going to play Romeo now.” He looks down at his feet. Is that a blush fanning
his cheeks? I would not believe the thought of playing Romeo for real would bring
a blush to Alistair’s face. He was too confident, too cocky for that sort of
thing. Blushing indeed. Rodney gave him a knowing look and turned to me, taking
me aside.


“Don’t tell Mother and Father, but this
mission…it will be dangerous, and I will not want them worried for me. By
having you be the star in this play, you will be the talk of the town, and they
won’t have time to think of me. Alistair wants to be a knight, I might as well
tell you that now, too. That’s what he really wants to be…that’s why he looks
up to me a bit on that, but he’s good in magic…so he’s well-suited for the alchemy
apprenticeship. If it is not for his apprenticeship, he would not have had the
chance to stay in Summer. He would have remained in the Autumn Springs. So,”
Rodney takes a breath, “I’m counting on you to make this play the best
entertainment for everyone. Make it so entertaining that I’m free to think only
of my mission and not of my responsibilities at home.”


I was astounded. “Me take on your responsibilities
of chaperoning the Duke of Autumn Springs’ nephew? Me taking on the
responsibilities of keeping Mother and Father in line?” 


Rodney’s blue eyes looked into mine, blue
against blue like a mirror of each other. “If you’re old enough to apprentice,
then you’re old enough for these responsibilities, Rose. Got it?”


I nodded. “Got it.”


“I know I can count on you, Pip Squeak,”
Rodney smiled.


I moved away before he can grab my nose.
No matter how old I get, I think Rodney would always try to do the Pip Squeak
thing with me. 


I lean in close to Rodney and whisper.
“Now what is this secret mission you’re going on? Should I worry?”


Rodney smiles and whispers, “Remember
that incident with the Winter Queen, her knights and the magical stag? Well, it
appears the Summer Queen had wanted that stag, too…at least a part of the stag.
Antler or coat. Any part of that stag can be used as a powerful magical
ingredient in one of the Queen’s potions. Ask Alistair…every alchemist will
know that,” Rodney winks. “She, or rather, one of her favorites had set the
stag free from the Winter Court. Now it is my turn to retrieve from it again.”


My eyes widened. “You can’t! It is the
Winter Queen’s stag. Remember how she protected it from her own knight’s
arrows? You are right - this is a very dangerous mission. You must promise me
to be careful!”


“As long as I know everything at home is
taken cared of by you, I shall set my entire mind and being in accomplishing
the Queen’s task.” Rodney’s eyes glistens and I know he thinking of coming back
victorious. This mission is the chance he has been waiting for as a
knight-in-training, which if he succeeds, will turn him into a full-fledge
knight. But if he fails, it could mean life or death.


I assured Rodney that I will take care
of everything at home, and that I will be the mature fairy, no longer just the
little sister - to rest assure, he shall put all his might, training, and
talents into becoming the knight he is destined to be.


Then I look over at Alistair on the
stage, who appeared to still look stunned, in a good way, that he would be playing
Rodney’s role in the play. He looked happier than I have ever seen him before. 


“Rodney,” I said. “Now that Alistair and
I are in the play, does that mean we will be traveling together through Summer
and then Winter lands, with immunity?”


Rodney nodded, and I could see that he
was catching drift of what I was thinking. I leaned in close enough so no one
can hear me except Rodney. “Then it looked like Alistair and I have now become part
of the Queen’s secret mission, too.”


With a knowing smile, Rodney said
simply, “Exactly.”
















 


Chapter 4


The Plan


 


That night at
dinner, after Rodney and Alistair helped Father prepare dinner, and we were all
set to begin, Rodney grabbed his mug of fairyfruit juice, lifted it high into
the air, and said, “Here here! I have an announcement. Let us toast to the new
stars of the Fairy Fair – Rose and Alistair!”


Mother and Father raised their mugs and
joined in the toast with Rodney, Alistair, and I, but looked questioningly at
us. “To the new stars of the Fairy Fair – Rose and Alistair!”


“Who will be playing Romeo and Juliet,”
Rodney continued.


“Oh, but you won’t be in the play,
Rodney?” Mother asked, after we set down our mugs.


“I’m afraid I could not, Mother.” Rodney
looked apologetic, but that soon changes. “I have been called by our Queen to
perform a secret mission of hers, at the same time of the Fairy Fair.”


“The Queen’s secret mission!” Mother and
Father both exclaimed. “That is quite an honor, son,” Father said. “The Queen
must have much faith in you to trust you with her secret mission, while you are
still in training.”


“So you see…it is fortunate that
Alistair knows the lines and role so well, he can step into the role of Romeo
easily. And that Rose, knows Juliet’s role so well, that when Emily
Thistleberry fell out of the sky and injured herself, Rose is able to step in
just as easily.”


Mother and Father looked proud at the
moment and nodded.


“Romeo and Juliet,” Father said. “That
human play of star-crossed love. I have heard of it when I had ventured into
the human world. So foreign, that concept of star-crossed love. So foreign –
love, the human emotions we fairies have the fortune not to feel.”


“As I remember,” Mother said. “Love is
the madness humans have, which drives them to do incredibly stupid
things…things that have no reasons whatsoever!”


“It should be interesting how you two,”
Father pointed at Alistair and me, “will pull off playing these two human roles
in a very human play all about that emotion: love.” He smiled. “And I do
remember, as a moral to the story to all fey, love is an emotion that is
dangerous. Look at Romeo. Look at Juliet…the star-crossed lovers. Well…I don’t
want to spoil the story for you, dear,” Father takes Mother’s hand in his, “but
this play shows how sad, painful, and tragic…this human emotion love, can be.”


Alistair chimed in, “At the same time,
Sir, it shows how wonderful it could be, too, especially for the two who are in
love.”


“And human emotions or not, some of us
fey have experienced it, right, Mother and Father?” Rodney said, not really
expecting an answer. 


Mother and Father shot each other looks,
and it was apparent, they were the exception to fairy rules. Mother and Father
were amongst the few fairies who have fallen in love, experienced it, and
married. Looking at them, no one would believe them to be rule breakers. But
they were… not so much as being criminals, but in that they challenged rules by
not following them blindly. It was a value Mother and Father have taught Rodney
and I throughout the years.


“Ahhh, we should enjoy this play,”
Mother said to Father. “I have yet to see a human play, especially one about
love.”


“It is a treacherous and dangerous
journey across the river to the human world, but one day, my dear, I shall take
you. Then you can experience all that is human!” Father told Mother. “Humans
can be quite entertaining and not at all as simple as we fey think of them,
despite them having no magical abilities at all.”


“That they do not have magical abilities
and have to do everything the hard way, makes for an excellent comedy,” Mother said.
“I shall like to see more human plays because of that.”


“True,” Father said. “Now Rose and
Alistair, I suppose you will be playing Romeo and Juliet as close to the human
playwright’s Sir William Shakespeare’s vision of it? Or will you play the roles
with fey elements?”


“I don’t know!” I said. “I guess I will
play it as it comes to me, to play it as best as I can.”


Alistair smiled and touched my hand with
his briefly, very briefly. “I will play it as it comes, Sir. In today’s
rehearsal, Rose had already proven herself to be an excellent co-star and
actress. I am sure if I follow her lead, we will be alright.”


My heart suddenly made a leap, which was
an odd sensation, and my stomach began to flutter. I was then conscious of
Alistair sitting so close to me, next to me, with his hand touching mine. It was
not like him to be so complimentary of me, especially since he had been teasing
me relentlessly since he first met me. I look over at him, and he was smiling,
but there was again that slight pink of a blush that was making him look not
only sweeter, but also a lot more adorable.


Rodney took a look at both of us and
laughed. “Why would you take a look at these two lovebirds…they are practically
crimson together!”


“We are not lovebirds!” Alistair and I
say together.


“Just because I play Juliet…”


“Playing the role of Romeo doesn’t
mean…”


Mother, Father, and Rodney burst out
laughing. 


“I jest. I jest,” Rodney said. “I jest
with you two to bring out your best. You never know where two roles will go…but
you better know, as any actor knows, playing it for real may be best for the
show.”


I rolled my eyes. Rodney the Knight had
become Rodney the Jester.


After Mother and Father got up and
retired into the living room to leave us to clean up, I pulled Rodney aside and
asked, “So, how are we supposed to help you with your mission?”


Rodney pulled up a chair close to
Alistair and I. “Simple. I need you and Alistair to put on the most
entertaining play Feyland have ever seen…so entertaining that everyone will be
watching…and then I can slip in and accomplish what I need.”


Alistair and I looked at each other. “We
will!”


Then Alistair’s hand that had brushed
against mine briefly during dinner, covered mine entirely. I felt a strong
squeeze from him, and knew, just knew, he and I would pull this off. We would
make Rodney proud.


 
















 


Chapter 5


Lessons with Alistair


 


The next morning,
I heard a knock at my door. Still wiping the sleep from my eyes after a long day
of harvesting and rehearsal, I got up, pulled on a robe, and reached for the
doorknob, expecting to see Mother or Father. I was not a morning fairy girl. I
detested mornings and preferred the night so I wondered what could be so
important that Mother or Father would come knocking at my door this early.


Mother and Father it was not. Instead,
Alistair was standing there, dressed in a white and gold tunic, his blond hair
shining, and his blue eyes twinkling. He was smiling as he said, “Good morning,
Rose. I thought I would begin your lessons in Alchemy bright and early this
morning.”


I almost slammed my door on him, I was
so embarrassed to be caught wearing a robe with my hair tangled and in a mess,
and eyes looking half-asleep. “It’s so early,” I moaned. “Can’t you come back
another time?” 


Alistair stopped me from closing the
door on him and leaned in to whisper. “Come on, Rose, I need your help… ah, to
help Rodney with his mission.” 


His mission! I have almost completely
forgotten about the mission. “Right, I’ll be right there. Give me a second.” I
close the door and quickly washed my face, teeth, and brush my hair. Next I put
on an orange marigold sundress, and pushed my hair back off my face with an
orange ribbon. I grabbed my wand from my dresser and headed out the door. 


There standing in front of my door when
I opened it was Alistair with a smile. “Gosh Rose, you are one of the fastest
girls I know. You have just closed the door on me and a minute later, you’re
ready! No wonder I like you.”


Like? I examine Alistair’s eyes to see
if he is teasing me, but he is looking at me earnestly, openly. Did he just say
he like me…as in Romeo and Juliet like? I decided to ignore it. I haven’t had a
boy tell me that before, especially a boy as talented and good-looking as
Alistair. 


“So,” I said. “Bright and early is how
you like to practice?”


“Well,” Alistair said, looking a little
disappointed. Was I supposed to say something about him liking me? “We have one
day to pull this off, and what I am about to teach you isn’t so simple. Rodney
is counting on us to help him. And as he is my best friend like a brother, I am
not going to let him down.”


Oh, so that is why he’s helping me with
the alchemy lessons and with the Romeo and Juliet practice. Because of Rodney.
I took a deep breath. Was I disappointed that he could have said more about his
possible “like” of me? “One day? You’re right, Alistair, we don’t have much
time. Come on then…let’s get going.”


With that, we headed straight out the
house and into the wheat fields behind. Alistair took my hand and led me into
the middle of the field away from any prying eyes, if there were any. He
settled me there, and moved in front of me. “Rose, tell me,” he said. “What do
you wish for the most?”


“What?” I asked.


Alistair shrugged but continued. “What
do you want in life?”


“Why?” I asked. 


Alistair fixed me a look with his blue
eyes that said I can be honest with him, and he would believe me. “Rodney said
you want to be an alchemist. Why?”


“Because I enjoy magic and learning how
to use it and being able to control…”


“Like the magic that came with your
wand?” Alistair asked.


“Yes,” I said, “Like the magic from the
wand and the kind you have…”


“Me?”


“That one time you were right here in
the fields, and you showed up with your horse, invisible. That was amazing!” I
blurted.


Alistair smiled a slow smile. “That is
the first thing they teach you as an apprentice. In order to be an apprentice
in court, you have to sort of know how to perform that one already.”


“Really?” I said. “Then I would have
never gotten the chance to become an apprentice. I don’t think Mother and
Father nor Rodney knows how to become invisible.”


“That’s where I come in,” Alistair said.
“Rodney knows how much you want to become an apprentice in alchemy. It’s as
much as I want to become a knight.” 


“So you’re helping me with alchemy so
Rodney can help you learn to become a knight?” I asked.


Alistair nodded and said, “Uhh, something like that,
plus…” he reached out a hand to touch my face. “You’re kinda cute.” He grinned and
then said, “What's in a name? That which we call a rose by any other name would
smell as sweet." As I smile back at him, getting lost in his baby blue
eyes, his face came closer and closer until his cheeks were against mine.
“Shakespeare had you in mind when he wrote that line, Rose.”  


I pulled away, happy, but confused. Alistair had just
told me he, no, not just told me, but demonstrated to me that he liked me, and
instead of being repelled by having a cute boy like me as I have before, I now
found that I thoroughly enjoyed it. “Good,” I said almost surprised by what I
was about to say next, “this feeling you have for me, and this feeling I’m
starting to have for you…well, it can only help us make Romeo and Juliet’s love
for each other look convincing.” 


“And?” Alistair said smiling.


“To help Rodney succeed, we need to look convincing…so
kiss me, Alistair.”


His eyes widened in surprise, but lit up. He moved
closer to me, grabbed my waist, pulled me in tighter and laid his lips on mine.
It was a soft, but sweet kiss, the kind that sends flutters into your stomach.
We pulled back, and we were smiling at each other. “I think,” he said,
swallowing. “That was pretty authentic.”


I looked down, swallowing. “Yes, um pretty authentic.”
I looked away. “Glad we got that kissing thing down pat.”


“Sure did,” Alistair agreed. “But of course practice
makes perfect, and anytime you need to or want to practice some more on
that…you know where you can find me.”


I cleared my throat. Our alchemy lesson was turning
out to be a lot more interesting than I thought. 


“Now… how about I show you how to glamour,” Alistair said.
“Becoming invisible is the second level of glamouring. You have to learn the
first level to learn that one…”


I asked, “What’s the first level?”


“Learning how to take on the appearance of someone or
something else.” Alistair went on. “Like a disguise. We of the fey have always
enjoyed glamouring into humans, taking on their simple appearance. It is much
more difficult to glamour into other fairies, though.”


“Why is that?” I asked, thinking I should probably
have learned this history of fairy magic already.


“Because fairies can often sense when another fairy
had used glamour. They could detect glamour and be able to see through it.
Unlike humans, fairies were complicated creatures. It takes more effort, more
magic to be able to fool another fairy, especially an older stronger fairy,
into believing a fairy guise we put on when we glamour.”


“Can we glamour ourselves into anything else besides
fairies and humans?”


“Mermaids, perhaps, sometimes giants, and the human form
of anything that looks human but is a hybrid of human and something else. Like
centaurs, satyrs, mer-creatures, and werewolves. The pixies are not human at
all, but with great effort and alchemist magic, fairies may be able to glamour
as a pixie, but pixies are more likely to glamour as fairies.”


“That’s good to know, Alistair, because aren’t pixies
supposed to be enemies to the Summer Kingdom?”


“They have a long-set quarrel with fairies, yes,”
Alistair said. “But they have yet to make their move. Rodney believes they will
be soon enough…” Alistair looks up into the sky, and the two suns of Feyland
have moved across the sky to a position of mid-day. “But that is another lesson
for another day, Rose. It is now mid-day, and I have yet to teach you what you
need to know in order for us to help Rodney with his mission. Come here, Rose,
close your eyes, and imagine yourself as the person you want to be.”


At that moment, still thinking about Alistair and our first
kiss, as Romeo and Juliet, the first thoughts of who I wanted to be came in
crystal clear.


“Concentrate and pull up your magic from within
yourself, will it to be, as it must be.” 


I thought only of the play, and how I really truly
wanted to be the best Juliet any fey and even any human have ever seen. I
concentrated so hard that I felt like my head was about to explode, when all of
a sudden, I felt a warm tingle spread through my entire body from my toes to
the top of my head, like a spark of electricity. When the tingling sensation
subsided, and I opened my eyes, I saw Alistair staring at me, his eyes taking
me in with a look that made me feel pretty. 


“Well?” I asked, “what happened?”


Alistair just stared, his mouth turning into a wry
smile. “You’re beautiful. I mean you were before, but now you’re even more.” He
took my hand, and we ran fast, almost as fast as flying over the fields and
into the nearby forest where there was a stream. “Take a look,” he said.


I look down into the stream and noticed how the
sundress I was wearing had turned into a gossamer silk orange-red gown, my body
had grown taller, more womanly, my hair fuller and longer. On my head was a
bejeweled gold and red cap.  My eyes looked larger, my eyes a deeper blue, and
my lips rosier. “Why I looked like Juliet,” I say. “Or how I think Juliet looks
like.”


Alistair laughed. “I guessed that was who you were
glamouring yourself into… but it’s still you, only better.” 


“I imagined myself as Juliet, Alistair, that’s
all…that’s why it’s still me.”


Alistair looked proud. “Astounding Rose. You really
should be in the alchemy apprenticeship. You got it on your first try. You will
not believe how many times the other apprentices took just to learn to change
into themselves only bigger and stronger.” 


“How long did it take you to glamour the first time?” 
I asked. 


Alistair looked down shyly. “Five times, and I glamoured
into a knight of all things.”


I patted his shoulders and laughed, “At least you did
it, and you became a knight.”


Alistair leaned in close and said, “I wish to become a
real knight one day. I know you want to be what I’m apprenticing for, Rose, and
I think being an alchemist is admirable, but for me, I have always wanted to be
a knight…it is a boyhood dream.”


“But why can’t you?” I ask. “You are a Duke’s nephew.
From what I’ve seen, you are very handy with a crossbow and arrows.”


“I am from the Autumn Springs,” Alistair said. “We are
neither Summer nor Winter. We are neutral. I can learn combat and everything a
knight can learn, but I cannot become one, not in the Autumn Springs. Because
we are neutral, we do not have knights.”


“You have alchemists, though,” I said.


“Yes, we do because we value the crafts of alchemy.” 


“And performance…performing human plays,” I joked. 


Alistair gave a chuckle before he said, “Hold on a
second.” He turned around and from what I can see he was shivering. When he
turned around a minute later, Alistair was taller, broader, and more handsome.
He was dressed in blue and gold silk, with a long gold cape flying behind him. 


I was speechless. If I ever thought Alistair looked
good, he really looked good now. Standing in front of me, was Alistair, only he
looked just like how I imagined Romeo to be.


 

















Chapter 6


The First Performance 


 


“Are we ready, fairies?” Director Thistleberry asked all
the castmembers. “Ready to be humans in this all-too human play tonight?” 


“Yes,” the cast of Romeo and Juliet said
together. 


“Juliet?” he looked at me expectantly.


“Ready,” I said brightly.


“Romeo?” Thistleberry looked at Alistair.
“Ready?”


Alistair looked confident. “Yes.”
Alistair glanced over at me, and in the look that passed to me, I knew he was
ready to begin the play, to set in motion the very play that we both have been
practicing intensely for the last full day. In the day we spent glamouring
ourselves, practicing our lines and scenes from Romeo and Juliet, we have also
formed a stronger friendship. With the kiss and playing Romeo and Juliet as
authentically as we could, we have also ventured into an area beyond friendship.


In the crowd made up of fairies,
centaurs, wolves, elves, trolls, and many others; I could see Mother and Father
sitting with August, Melony, and Emily. Alistair’s uncle, the Duke of Autumn
Springs was there, sitting near the royal Summer family. A handsome older man
with light blonde hair and chisel features, I could see where Alistair got his
noble bearing and light good looks. There was the Summer Queen with her steady
staple of royal knights. The Summer King was seated by her, looking regal yet
bored - a magnificent man as large as the Summer sun. 


“Now is our moment!” Thistleberry said.
“Our moment to shine. It is an honor that Summer gets this chance to put on the
Fairy Fair play for all of Feyland this year. Despite all the differences, the
battles, and the war; we are tonight merely performers – performers to cheer up
and lift up the spirits of those in Feyland.” Thistleberry look around us, and
then said, “As the human performers say, ‘break a leg’!”


With that, and his dramatic flair, the
actors got into places, and the heavy red velvet curtains opened, revealing a
set resembling the streets of a place call Verona.  In the orchestra pit, the
nymphs and sirens began their music, a melody composed of dramatic octaves and
high-pitched strings. Then the excitement began, and I, like the crowd of fey
creatures assembled from all over Feyland in the Midsummer Forest for tonight’s
performance, was drawn into the world of the star-crossed Capulets and
Montagues, rival families whose daughter Juliet fell in love with the son,
Romeo. 


In a moment of time, Alistair and I
playing Romeo and Juliet fell into this human world where there was love and
longing, pain and happiness, family rivalries and bitter losses. We got swept
away into the lives of two humans – swept away by the madness of love, fight
for fight, to the bitter end. When the curtains closed, and the two rival
families found their beloved children dead due to the madness, and the craze
that drove them to it; the fey clapped loudly, thoroughly enjoying the play and
seeing how foolish human nature is.  Because it was a human play, which many
fey creatures often wondered what humans are about, the interest in the play
soared. 


The play was a success, and the audience
ate it up, demanding to see Alistair and I on the stage once again. The
applause was thunderous, and when we looked up to where the Summer King and
Summer Queen were sitting, they have joined in the applause. They demanded an
encore, and once again, Alistair and I assumed our roles as the star-crossed
lovers. 


When the play had finally concluded for
the night, everyone swarmed around us, and congratulated us. 


I looked over at Alistair, and he was
looking at me, too. The first night’s performance had gone well. Now, can we
pull off tomorrow’s performance at the White Woods nestled on Winter’s lands?


 

















Chapter 7


Then Winter


 


Alistair, the cast
members, and I traveled all day to our next performance’s location: The White
Woods, home to the magical stag whose antlers was a highly-sought after ingredient
for all magical potions. The trip was a long one since we were not allowed to
fly, to use our wings, or magic. 


It was Thistleberry’s decision, as he
wanted everyone to feel human – helpless with no ability for magic. To make
sure we keep in the character of Romeo and Juliet, he also made sure Alistair
and I were seated next to each other on the traveling wagon that housed the
stage. “You two are the most romantic fey couple anyone have seen in a long
time. Fey usually do not sympathize with human stories, but they highly enjoyed
your performances on opening night,” Thistleberry said. Then he places my hand
into Alistair’s saying, “Go ahead, don’t be shy about showing affection for
each other. You are playing humans after all, and they show affection to one
another all the time!”


Turning a little red, I could only look
apologetically at Alistair, and he smiled back, obviously amused at
Thistleberry’s attempt to get Alistair and I close to each other. But as we
continued to hold hands during the trip, I felt Alistair move closer to me
until our sides brushed each other from shoulder to toe.  At first, it felt
awkward, but as we got closer, it began to feel natural and comfortable. Then
Alistair leaned in, brushing his lips lightly against my temples. “Rose,” he said
softly, “you did a remarkable job as Juliet, and an even more remarkable job
with everything else.” He put his forehead against mine and said, “You’re
amazing.” Then instead of holding my hands, he placed his arm around me,
pulling me closer to lean into his chest. “If you need a nap,” he whispered
into my ears, “take it now, because we are going to need all our energy for
what we need to do tonight.”


I nodded, agreeing with him, while
laying my head against him, snuggling up to him. He began stroking my hair with
his fingers and tapping a soft rhythm on my scalp, lolling me to sleep. When I
woke up, we have entered the White Woods.


******


The White Woods was one of the most
beautiful places I have ever seen. On the royal lands of the Winter Kingdom, it
was an area bristling with acres and acres of silver, white, and gold trees,
which glistened in the sun. Crystal leaves grew like jewels along the trees’
branches, and even the breeze that blew through the trees sparkle with
trillions of tiny stars. Taking it all in, I turned to Alistair by my side. 


His face was like mine, filled with the
wonder of entering a wintry wonderland that childhood dreams were made of. He held
me closer, his arms enveloping me. “Isn’t it beautiful, Rose?” he asked. 


“Yes,” I said. “Certainly one of the
most beautiful places I’ve seen in Feyland.”


“No wonder why these woods are filled
with some of the most mythical fey creatures around – unicorns, white timber
wolves, silver-tailed foxes, and of course, the magic stag.”


I looked into Alistair’s eyes and said,
“Yes, the magic stag.” I then said, “Rodney’s task…”


“Shhh,” Alistair said, “yes, it revolves
around the magic stag, which happened to be the Winter Queen’s favorite in the
White Woods…” He traced his fingers along my arm as he leaned in close to
barely whisper into my ears, “Listen, Rodney had made it here already. While
you were asleep, he sent word…carried by a silver sparrow, that he had made it
through the Winter borders and into these very woods. Tonight, during the
performance, he will make his move.”


“And we will play our part in his ruse,”
I say. 


“Which shall begin soon,” Alistair said
pointing out the grounds where our play will be staged. Rows and rows of white
benches lined the area in front of the stage, all filled with the creatures of
Feyland who lived within the Winter borders. Like Summer, these creatures were
fairies, elves, centaurs, mer-folks, giants, trolls, wolves, and others whom I
myself did not know what they were. High above these benches as though it was
an extension of the trees was an open box room, evidently furnished luxuriously
with crystals and snow sparkles, and white satin walls. Even from our distance,
I could feel and see the wintry power that emanated from the woman who sat
there – the beautiful Winter Queen. Tall, graceful, with a long slender pale
neck extending to a perfectly oval face, the Winter Queen was one of the most
beautiful women I have ever seen. Silky hair flow like black ink down her to
her waist, blue stormy eyes gazed over us, while her red lips whispered over to
a young man around Rodney and Alistair’s age, leaning towards her to hear. 


Magnificently beautiful like his mother,
the Winter Prince, with the same eyes, coloring, and haughty jut of his chin;
was easily one of the most handsome men in Feyland. If he was not Winter, I
could have easily develop a crush on him, the kind of crush my friends have
developed over Rodney and Alistair. But where was the Winter Queen’s daughter?
In our chance meeting regarding her stag, she mentioned having a daughter a
little older than I.  Knowing the Winter Queen was also a mother like my
mother, for some reason, and seeing her with her son, made me see her as
someone not as dangerous and deadly as we Summer fey thought of her. Yet, here
she was, about to watch a play we, her enemy were presenting. 


Thistleberry had started the setting up
the stage, while a jester performed. The Queen barely laughed, and the Prince
smiled once in a while, but never laughed. Looking at him, he was no doubt as
cold as his mother. Little was known about this Winter Prince, except for the
fact he was deadly with his sword, and he was never around, often traveling all
over fighting in battles in faraway lands. We heard very little of the Winter
Prince, and for good reason – Summer did not want its citizens revering the
Winter Royal family nor start seeing them as  anything other than Summer’s
mortal enemies. 


The jester was done, and the jugglers
came out, performing impossible juggling acts. They twirled, they spinned, and
they juggled balls of fire and ice. The crowd laughed and was entertained.
Between the jester and the jugglers, the crowd was now ready for the human
play, of such woe; they were now ready for the tale of Juliet and Romeo. At
last, all was in place, and the curtains were drawn, revealing the streets of
Verona once again.  


Like the Summer fey, the Winter fey
laughed and cried throughout the play; so drawn into the tale of the star-crossed
lovers, that they barely noticed anything was amissed. On stage, Romeo and
Juliet enthralled the crowd. Backstage, another drama was taking place. 


Sword drawn, Rodney was facing an
enraged magical stag – the very one that was the Winter Queen’s favorite pet,
and the very one whom the Summer Queen wanted a part of in order to make a
special magical potion. The stag’s antlers were poised and ready to charge
straight into the young knight’s breast. It charged, and Rodney was nimble
enough to jump out of the stag’s way. But then the stag turned again once more
to face the red-haired knight. 


“Whoa,” Rodney said, calmly and easily.
“I’m not going to hurt you.” He steadied his sword, ready to pierce through the
stag, if the stag came close enough to charge through him.


“You have better not,” said a deep and
melodious feminine voice. Rodney turned around and nearly fell back. It was the
Winter Queen. And besides her was her son, the Winter Prince. 


Rodney gripped his sword, ready to fight
the icy Queen and Prince “I meant no harm,” he said hastily. “I merely sought
out the stag for its medicinal purposes…”


The Winter Queen looked haughtily at
Rodney. “I see…young knight. That is why you come with your sword and in secret,”
She stepped forward.


The Winter Prince pulled out his sword,
which glistened in the blue winter moonlight. 


Rodney took a step back. “I apologize,
your Highness, for that. You see, I was afraid so very afraid of even being
found in your royal White Woods, let alone being this close to the magical
stag.”


“What is your use for the stag’s
medicinal abilities?” the Winter Queen asked.


“To help prepare a potion to help cure
my mother’s ailment. She suffers from a lack of appetite, and has for days not
eaten a single bite. I am afraid she would wither away, and no magic would be
strong enough to bring her back.”


The Winter Queen looked questioningly at
Rodney, “Why not go to an alchemist, child,” she asked. 


“Because, my Queen,” Rodney said, “my
father is an alchemist, and he asked me to find the one ingredient he needed to
make his magical tonic – a shaving of the antlers of the magical stag.”


“So you have consulted with an
alchemist,” the Winter Queen said. “And you are sure it is the shaving of my
stag’s antlers that is the sorely needed ingredient for the potion that would
cure your poor mother?”


“Yes,” Rodney said solemnly.


The Winter Queen looked over at the
Winter Prince, who still held his sword aimed at Rodney. “Do as you must,” she
told the Prince.


With that, the Prince raised his sword,
and before Rodney could jump out of the way, the Prince leaped over to the
stag, and with the deftness of a highly-skilled swordsman, shaved a part of the
stag’s antlers, and tossed it to Rodney.


Rodney bowed and said, “Thank you, my
Queen.”


“It is the least I can do for a loyal
young Winter knight of mine,” the Queen said. 


Rodney bowed deeply, wrinkling his
silver and blue Winter knight attire. “My Queen,” he said. “You are too kind.”


The Queen gave a ghost of a smile before
turning away. “Come, son,” she said, “We shall not miss any more of that play.
It amuses me how foolish humans can be, letting an emotion like love lead them
to such madness.” The Queen walked off, while the Prince stayed.


“Your Highness?” Rodney asked. “Is there
anything I can do for you?”


The Prince shook his head, but a hint of
laughter glinted from his stormy blue eyes. 


“Then I must take my leave, Prince,”
Rodney said, bowing.


“No,” the Prince said. “You cannot
leave.” His eyes have now turned hard and fierce. “Not until I uncover this
deception.”


Rodney’s face grew pale, and his right
hand slowly inched its way over to the hilt of his sword. “My Prince? I do not
know what you mean.”


“It appears there has been a bit of a
deception here tonight, knight,” the Prince said smoothly. “My mother may have
been fooled, but I have not.” 


Rodney stepped back. “I’m sorry, Prince.
I was under orders…”


The Winter Prince raised his eyebrows
before he let out a big laugh. “Oh, this is rich indeed! Finally, a way to get
you back for all the teasing you’ve heaped on me over the years!”


A look of confusion furrowed Rodney’s
face as he struggled to understand what the Winter Prince was talking about. 


That was then that the Winter Prince
quickly walked over to Rodney, grabbed his nose with his two knuckles, and
moved Rodney’s nose back and forth, and side by side. “How does it feel, to
have the tables turned on you, Pip Squeak!” I said, unglamouring myself from
the Winter Prince into myself again.


“Rose!” Rodney said, shocked and
embarrassed. “I would have never guessed.” 


I bowed and pretended to be the Winter
Prince once again. “Rodney, Alistair and I said we’ll help you with your secret
mission, so here we are.”


“But you’re playing Juliet in the play.
How did you manage to be the Winter Prince here when you’re supposed to be
there?”


I laughed. “We’d better get back,
Rodney, before the Winter Queen realized her son, who was away on a battle, had
 not truly returned, and that the handsome young man she thought was her son,
was truly a Summer fairy girl.”


Rodney patted my shoulders. “Well done!
But that doesn’t explain how you are here while you are supposed to be with
Alistair in the play.”


“That,” I said, “my dear brother, is
worth taking a look.” With that, we sneaked back into the stage area and took a
quick peek at the play. 


It was the balcony scene between Romeo
and Juliet. Romeo was as handsome as ever, sprouting his lines to Juliet up on
the balcony. Rodney nodded at the stage. “Who’s playing Juliet?” he whispered.


My eyes gleamed bright with mischief.
“Alistair. And…” I almost laughed, “he’s playing Romeo.” Rodney and I almost
laughed aloud at that. “Afterall, he knows the play so well, he can play both
roles.”
















 


Chapter 8


The World’s a Stage


 


When all was
done, and Rodney had completed his very first mission for the Summer Queen,
successfully, presenting the Queen with a shaving of the magic stag’s antlers; 
Rodney, Alistair, and I found ourselves standing in the wheat fields behind my
mother and father’s house.


“Well,” Alistair said, coming up to Rodney
with a greeting. “How does it feel to be a full-fledge knight now, Rodney?”


Rodney grinned. “Wonderful!” Then his
grin turned to a smile. “But I couldn’t have done it without your help
Alistair, and your help, Rose.” Rodney snaked his arm around Alistair, and with
his other, he pulled me in close, too. “Who would have believed I would have
such talented and brilliant allies?”


Alistair laughed. “Rose came up with the
idea of her glamouring as the Winter Prince. That she could do, but as far as
being able to clone herself and glamour her clone as well? That takes another
level of glamouring magic. I had to do that…but that too was Rose’s idea.”


“Alistair is a remarkable actor,” I
said, breaking away from Rodney and turning to Alistair. “He can play any role
he wishes.”


Alistair smiled down at me, and all of a
sudden, it was as though Rodney was no longer there…just Alistair and I.
Alistair pulled me in close, until we were standing just an inch apart from
each other. “I’d rather be playing Romeo to your Juliet,” he said. “Than Romeo
to my Juliet.”


I can’t help looking at him
mischievously. “That can be arranged, easily,” I said. I closed my eyes and
concentrated on what I really wanted. I felt the shivering that went through my
entire body from head to toe. 


Then I stood before Alistair, as Juliet.


In a matter of minutes, he had glamoured
too into Romeo. 


We held each other’s hands like the
star-crossed lovers of human lore. Fairies did not believe in love. Fairies
believed it was an emotion, a disease even, which afflicted only humans. 


As we looked into each other’s eyes,
suddenly we leaned in for a brief kiss.  It was short and sweet, yet filled
with promises of tomorrow.


We heard laughing and turned around,
expecting to see Rodney laughing at us. Instead, we were greeted with a green
flame that lit up the wheat around us. 


“Tsk tsk,” a young man with pale blonde
hair and sharp features said. “Fairies trying to be humans. Now that is a
comedy that ends in tragedy. Luckily pixies try to avoid you all the same.”


Alistair pulled me back, and before we
could run, the pixie fired another green flame, which missed us by inches.
“Think you have deceived the Winter Queen? Think again. Because of your ruse,
you will see, fairy girl and boy, that Summer’s victory is yet to be
proclaimed. The Winter Queen is sure to take aim. One point for Summer this
time. The next for Winter. And on and on, this game is played, just like it is
in the human play. For this ruse, pixie magic was used. Fairies using pixie
magic is forbidden, for that, someone must pay. On and on, the fairies play,
until all fey are slayed.”


With that, the pixie disappeared into
the air. When I turned to look at Alistair, he was gone.


******


Book 3 of the Fairy Rose
Chronicles continues in


Pixies vs. Fairies


Available Now
















Are you between the ages
of 12 to 23 and would like to discuss books, school, fashion, music, movies,
boys, loves, life, and more with creative smart girls like yourself?


 


 


visit


 


Shy Girls Social Club


 


http://www.shygirlssocialclub.com/


 


The social club for girls free to be
strong and smart, free to pursue their creative endeavors and get feedback from
peers and guidance from mentors.…


 


 


Based on the book series that inspired it
all:


                                             
















 


Shy Girls Social Club


The Fiction Book


 


 


The battle is on! 


The battle between the Shy Girls vs. the Mean Girls. This is the
book that started the club. Shy Girls Social Club is the story of how four
friends formed a club to rival the cliques, mean girls society, and bullies in
high school while beginning a revolution on teen girl issues. 
















 


Combat Bullying in Your School and
Neighborhood. It takes a community to curb bullying.


 


Get Your School or Group to Order


 


Handbook for Dealing
with Bullies and Other Meanies (Shy Girls Social Club)


 


On Amazon.com, BN.com,


www.shygirlssocialclub.com


This book has been selected by the
Parents Teachers Association as part of their school recommended program and
fundraiser:
















Other Middle Grade and Up Series
from the Author of Harold the Kung Fu Kid


 


The Alchemists Academy


 


 


 


What do
you learn here...at the Academy? Wirt asks. Magic? The
responsibility to use your powers responsibly? 


 


Uh...something
like that, his roommate Spencer said. More like how to rule worlds. 


 


Wirt,
is used to being shuffled from foster home to foster home, adopting a
devil-may-care attitude toward the world along the way. Now he is in a school
he can’t escape, learning to develop his latent magical abilities, for what
use, he doesn’t know...to save his world or to destroy it...


 
















Want to Know More about The Fairy Rose Chronicles,
Author Insight, Author Appearance, Contests and Giveaways?


 


Join the The FROST Series Official Facebook Fan
Page at:


 


http://www.facebook.com/theFrostSeries


 


 


Talk to Kailin Gow at:


 


http://kailingow.wordpress.com


 


and


 


 


on Twitter at: 
@kailingow
















 


 


The Frost Series


About the Snow Queen and Winter Fairies


Bitter Frost (Frost #1)


All
her life, Breena had always dreamed about fairies as though she lived among
them...beautiful fairies living among mortals and living in Feyland. In her
dreams, he was always there the breathtakingly handsome but dangerous Winter
Prince, Kian, who is her intended. When Breena turns sixteen, she begins seeing
fairies and other creatures mortals don't see. Her best friend Logan suddenly
acts very protective. Then she sees Kian, who seems intent on finding her and
carrying her off to Feyland. That's fine and all, but for the fact that humans
rarely survive a trip to Feyland, a kiss from a fairy generally means death to
the human unless that human has fairy blood in them or is very strong, and
although Kian seemed to be her intended, he seems to hate her and wants her
dead.


 


 


 





cover.jpeg





