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Chapter 1. Brooke and the Magic Spectacles
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Spring at the Murphy Family Farm couldn't have been more pleasant. The weather could be counted on to be just right for the growing season. Some found it strange that it was warmer at the Murphy Family Farm, as if an unusual wave of heat cycled through the fields every now and then. Every season, fresh produce such as watermelon, squash, cucumbers, tomatoes, radishes and carrots grew large. Their pumpkins were the biggest in the county. 

Mrs. Stella Murphy's sunflowers were the talk of the town because of their enormous size and perfect color. The Murphy's corn was famous for its sweet delicious flavor. Many a rural housewife envied her mother's strawberry jam and her apple butter. At the county fair, the Murphy family received many blue ribbons and honors which they accepted with modesty. 

When it came to harvest standards in Cahill County, there was only one way for farmers to measure quality, and that was by comparing their harvest to that of John Murphy's. The other farmers constantly asked the Murphys why their vegetables turned out so large and delicious. John always replied that it was because of all of his little helpers tending to things whenever he couldn't. Everyone laughed, including his daughter, Brooke. Her father had a great sense of humor and he liked to joke around. Brooke always thought joking was his way of keeping his farming secrets. She hoped that someday, he would share them with her.

One sunny afternoon after supper, Brooke Murphy decided to work on some chores on her family's farm. She filled her bucket with chicken feed and gave it to the hens. She went into the barn and petted her horse Lucky. She gave him a red apple which he really enjoyed. Lucky nuzzled her face as she ran her fingers through his soft mane. He was in need of a good brushing, so she went into his stall to complete the task. When Lucky's coat was shimmering, she led him into the pasture so that he could enjoy the afternoon. 

She couldn't be happier about living on a farm. Brooke enjoyed visiting the barnyard and taking care of all the animals. Every animal helped Brooke's family in some way. The hens gave her family eggs, the cows provided dairy, and the cats kept the mice away. A dog named Big George and a rooster named Absalom guarded things. Lucky was a fine horse and her best friend. She entered him at the county fair the year before, and they won a trophy. Brooke's dad installed a shelf for it at the back of the barn.

When Brooke finished her chores, she decided to go for a walk through her mother's garden of wildflowers, marigolds, petunias, roses and sunflowers. She loved the wooden swing at the center of the garden. Next to the swing was an enclosed pond her father built for her mother's butterfly koi. Brooke enjoyed looking at their scales, which shimmered in orange, white and gold. She liked how their long fins flowed behind them like a fine netting. She felt like spending the afternoon feeding the fish and picking a bouquet for her mother. 

She wondered if her parents would mind if she took a break from her chores to enjoy the sunny spring day. After thinking about it for a moment, Brooke decided that they wouldn't mind just as long as she didn't go too far or lose track of time. The Murphy farm was quite large, and even though Brooke had lived there her whole life, sometimes even she got turned around.
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THE ORIGINAL MURPHY Farm was a hundred and twenty acres, and her father had managed to keep every inch of it, even through the tough times when other farms were being divided and sold piece by piece. The original homestead that her grandparents had built was still standing and in excellent shape for its age, despite the fact that other houses were falling down. 

It made her sad to see the old Walters place falling apart. Old Mrs. Walter's daffodils still popped up fresh ever spring in front of what was left of the crumbling house. Nothing was falling apart on the Murphy Farm. Even with modern additions here and there, the farm offered a rare view of simpler times gone by. When people visited the Murphy family, it was like stepping into a painting of an 1800's farm. 

It was such a beautiful, historic farm that the mayor asked if her father would open it up to the public as a local attraction. In response, John Murphy said, "This is a working farm, not a petting zoo!” The state declared it a centennial farm, and the sign was displayed proudly in the front yard. Yes, it was true that the Murphy Farm had prospered for over a century.

Just as it was true that the Murphy Farm was fruitful and perhaps lucky, Brooke's parents always said that just as long as they were thankful, it always would be. This was a motto at the Murphy Family Farm since its founding, and they lived by it. While Brooke's parents sold their produce and country made items at the farmer's markets and prospered, they always remembered those less fortunate, and donated some of their crops to people that needed food. When the family got together to can tomatoes and pickles, plenty of those jars went to the local churches to help feed others. If the other farms needed help, her father wasn't above offering his advice and assistance. In fact, John Murphy was at the Smith Farm helping Sam's son Jake fix a tractor that very day.

On her way out to the garden, Brooke stopped when she heard Absalom suddenly crow. Her attention was drawn to sunlight glinting on glass. She saw a pair of unusual spectacles resting on a stump. Curious, Brooke picked them up. The silver frames had rounded rectangles of gold tinted glass mounted inside them. In addition, there was an extra set of green lenses that went over the main lenses with just a turn. She had never seen glasses like them.

As Brooke carefully looked them over, she could tell that they were antique and clearly handmade. She decided to try them on, not expecting them to do anything unusual. Surely there were more advanced types of spectacles in the modern world. But when she put them on, her surroundings looked drastically different! 

The farm looked brighter and everything was moving. The sky was more vividly blue than she thought possible. Her mother's ornamental grass swayed, almost as if rocking back and forth in rhythmic waves. Brooke took the glasses off, and looked around. Everything was the same as before and there was nothing remarkable.

When she put them back on, wow!

Everything changed. The plants and even beams of sunlight moved in tune to some kind of unknown harmony. A few paces away, she noticed the tall grass fold to reveal a paved stone path into the garden. She has never seen the path before. Interested in finding out where it led, she began to walk down it. With an adventure on the horizon, she easily forgot about not losing track of time. 

She had walked a few yards when she heard the delicate strumming of a stringed instrument akin to a harp. Brooke tried to find the source of the music. In the distance, she saw a beautiful fairy dancing on a toadstool.

Brooke put her hand to her mouth in awe, amazed at what she was seeing. The lovely, delicate music surrounded the fairy as if she were the source of it. 

The irresistible tune made her want to dance. Her feet began to tap as she moved towards the fairy, feeling an irresistible urge to dance with the tiny lady. The music charmed her and her feet began to move faster in tune with the lovely melody. Brooke put her head back and looked at the blue sky. She raised her arms and began to spin.

This was better than a dream!

Suddenly the music stopped abruptly when she got close to the fairy. The tiny lady was startled that Brooke could see her. She heard a tiny voice.

“No don't dance, or you'll never be able to stop!” The fairy exclaimed with worry on her face. "What is your name?” Asked the fairy.

“My name is Brooke Murphy.” She replied, leaning in to admire the beauty of the lady before her. Her gleaming auburn hair was swept upward in an elaborate twist held in place by a golden barrette. Baby's Breath decorated her tresses. Her skin was the palest peach, and her eyes seemed impossibly green.

“Murphy, hmmm, I see.” The tiny lady paused to think. Her translucent wings caught the sunlight as they fluttered. Her dress was made of layered orange gossamer fabric that made Brooke's blouse look plain and dull. The only thing she could compare the fabric to was her mother's opal ring. When Brooke looked at the stone from one direction it looked pink, but when she turned it, she could see lavender along with shimmering multicolored specks of every hue. She imagined that a person could look at a fairy all day and it would be endlessly fascinating. She was mesmerized until the fairy snapped her fingers.

“Attention, young one! I can see you are new to this world and its wonders but you must listen. Would you happen to be a daughter of Joe Murphy?”

Brooke giggled. The sound of her laughter startled the small lady and she nearly fell off her toadstool. She tried to be quieter when she spoke.

“Miss, Joe Murphy is my grandpa. He moved out of state a few years ago. John Murphy is my dad.” The little lady began to clap and dance with joy until a strand of her reddish hair fell over one eye.

“Little John? Why of course! Time gets away from me. I knew there was a reason to dance today! I'm Marigold, and I help the plants grow. They love me because the more I dance the more they grow.” Marigold shrugged and then whispered, “I get a little help from good old fashioned pixie dust of course.” After hearing this, Brooke began to understand why the Murphy farm was special. She wanted to give her thanks.

“You are doing a great job! Everyone thinks our pumpkins are the best.” Brooke told Marigold. The fairy began to clap and make a delighted sound.

“Yes, the pumpkins are my pride and joy! Thank you for the compliment, young Brooke!”

“You're welcome.” Brooke told her, holding the glasses on so she could continue to see her new friend. Marigold smiled sweetly and clasped her hands in the front.

“Perhaps as you travel down the path you could help me a little. Would you tell my sister Violet to bring some more pixie dust? I seem to be running low! If she asks why, just tell her that the pumpkins would like a boost.” 

Brooke promised Marigold she would pass along the message without knowing who Violet was or what she looked like. Marigold warned Brooke to be careful along the path because there were magical creatures around every corner, and it was always best not to surprise them all at once. She told Brooke that she would always be safe just as long as she remembered everyone's name and was always gracious.

“All good little people liked to be appreciated. In this you must always be consistent. And what does consistent mean, young Brooke?” The fairy asked gently.

“It means I have to say thank you and mind my manners all of the time.” Brooke replied. Marigold clapped and danced, impressed with Brooke's ability to remember.

“That's right. Above all, just because you're human doesn't mean you can't help from time to time, but you already knew that didn't you?”

“Yes I do, Miss, I mean Marigold.”

“Wonderful. I bid you welcome to the inner web of Lismore Baile, our world.”

“Lismore Baile?” Brooke repeated, struggling to pronounce it. The fairy shook her head, and said it slowly to Brooke sounding out each syllable. Lismore seemed easy to say, but the other word sounded strange to Brooke, a little like bale-ya.

“Lismore means bountiful and Baile means home. This may be Murphy Land, but it is our home just as it is yours.” Marigold tilted her head as if in thought, trying to remember something.

“The agreement was made long ago with the Murphy Clan back in Ireland, yes, that's what happened. The good little people and their kind friends are always welcome on Murphy Land. It's always been so.” 

“I see.” Brooke told her, unsure if she understood, but wanting to be polite. She found it wondrous that Marigold and her friends had been there since the family's origins in Ireland!

“Well I am very happy to have made your acquaintance at last, young Brooke, but I must go about my work. The pumpkins are missing me, they need cheering up!” Brooke decided to practice showing her gratitude, so she made a small curtsy. Marigold nodded her auburn head once in approval and lifted her gown on both sides and curtsied in return.

“Farewell for now, kind child.” With that, Marigold flew away in search of the pumpkins, her gossamer wings propelling her quickly over the tall whispering grass. Brooke heard Marigold's parting reminder in the air.

“Don't forget my message to Violet!" 

Brooke called out to Marigold that she would do her best. She smiled, satisfied with herself. She was pleased that she was making a good impression so far. She continued to walk, ready to find Violet and give her Marigold's message.

Brooke went a little further into the garden, near her mother's roses. She heard some rustling from one of the rose bushes. She moved in, ever ready to see another amazing being. She didn't see anything, but she heard a little voice nearby.

“Come now, Fireglide, it's time we warmed things up for the evening!" On an impulse, Brooke moved the green lenses over her spectacles. A fairy holding a tiny torch came into view. She was flying above a small orange dragon, trying to coax him to her. 

Knowing that she'd been seen, the fairy turned and saw Brooke. The dragon began to stomp, not knowing how to react.

“Gentle, Fireglide, she's just a girl, and a Murphy child at that!"  I can tell by the freckles. Tell me, little girl, what is your name and who have you met?”

“My name is Brooke, and I've met Marigold so far. She told me to deliver a message to her sister Violet.” The fairy smiled, her wings moving with a barely perceptible sound as she hovered in front of Brooke's face. Her fine silk dress glimmered against her delicate frame.

“I see, Marigold probably wants more magical ingredients, right? Well, she must know that Violet takes her time in all things.” She said.

“Yes, she asked for pixie dust.” The fairy looked concerned at Brooke's reply.

“The way she's going, Fireglide and I will have so much more to do! Goodness, this farm is already unique, much more and we'll be attracting all kinds of attention!” Brooke smiled as she listened to the fairy's concerns. Suddenly, the fairy noticed that Fireglide had hidden himself.

“Oh crickets! Where was I? Where has that dragon got to?” Brooke looked around, trying to help.

Brooke knew the dragon's name, but not the fairy's. She decided there was no harm in asking. 

“May I ask your name?” Brooke asked in her most polite voice.

“You may, but don't forget it, our names are how we are connected in Lismore Baile! I'm Aurora. Fireglide and I like to warm things up now and then. Oh I hope he hasn't gone too far! Fireglide! Where are you?” In response to his name, Fireglide crept out from behind the leaves of the rosebush. Aurora offered her torch to Fireglide, and the dragon opened his mouth and consumed the flame. A plume of smoke came out of his nostrils and then he burped. A tiny fireball came out. All at once, Brooke felt a blast of warmth.
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