

















For the friends of fairies and pixies everywhere. (And dwarves and goblins too).
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[Message from the Narrator - from the times I have peeked over Rumble’s shoulder, I have often puzzled over the maps he has viewed and composed. When the name of King Nimrood’s country appears on the maps, it is spelled Ahznastria, but when it written out in the text of books and manuscripts it is spelled Azhnastria. So far I have been unable to uncover why this is so. I live in hopes that someday I shall learn the reason for this anomaly].
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CHAPTER ONE

An Unpopular Edict







[THE NARRATOR OPENS the tale:





Thanks for waiting and for your patience. As I wrote at the end of Meribabell and the Crack of Doom, I have been dealing with the cited difficulties, plus many more. The rigor of translating was complicated by the challenges of the diary’s strange behavior. The letters in certain sections were huddled together on the page. I had to coax them to separate and to spread across the page in an intelligible fashion. 


At first, I placed the opened volume in a room next to a roaring fire. I dared not leave and kept a close watch against any mishaps. As it turned out, the danger came not from the flames on the hearth, but to my amazement the letters began to spread onto adjacent pages. 


I slammed it shut, to keep the letters in, and removed it from the hearth. Because it had become almost too hot to handle, I set it on the window sill to cool in the evening breeze. 


This morning, I took it up again. Steam no longer rose from the pages. All looked promising. A peek within revealed that the letters appeared to have resumed their places, and I could now read the fairy Meribabell’s account of the Frost Fairies].







Meribabell writes:





I feel that I can speak for my companions as well as for myself of our happiness upon returning to the Faerie Kingdom after our adventure in the goblin’s Land of Plenty. The sounding of the Crack of Doom had called us homeward. Noralei, on her dragon Rayjil, was accompanied by our fellow fairy Tinadell. And I landed with my friend, the pixie Dunfallon, riding on a borrowed dragon, Cluyjil. In a matter of mere moments the four of us passed from the height of triumph to the pit of disappointment. And the brilliance of our rainbow transport faded to reality.


The High Fairy greeted us upon our arrival at the repository. And its Caretaker appeared right behind him and was about to speak when his excellency ordered him back inside. Then, he presented us with an edict signed by the Faerie Queen. 


It was an order commanding the requisition of any dragons passing under the shadow of the repository to be its property unto perpetuity. 


This immediately drew a protest from all of us - but especially a strident one from Noralei and Dunfallon on Rayjil’s behalf. (Tinadell remained silent - neutral - no doubt due to his probationary status in the kingdom). I challenged this pronouncement by pointing out that in no way could this order be applicable to Cluyjil for he was a member of Merlin’s household. 


The High Fairy acceded to my reasoning upon that point, but in the next breath said he was sorry, but Rayjil would be subject to it and must remain. 


Noralei tried to argue that she may yet hear from the goblin chieftain Glossom about her request for a breeding pair of dragons. But his excellency again said he was sorry, and that Rayjil must stay. 


At these words the Caretaker returned and claimed Rayjil. And to our consternation led her away into the depths of the repository. 


I asked the High Fairy if we could appeal the stipulations of the edict. He said he would go to the Queen and ask her for an audience. 


In the meantime, he advised us to return to Nonin-gal-dith. 


With heavy hearts we all mounted Cluyjil and set out for home. 










[image: ]







I think I can speak for all of us when I say that we are all feeling quite glum. Thankfully no one but Rumble and Noralei’s sister took note of our arrival. Perhaps we need to take in the peace and quiet of Nonin-gal-dith and try to calm ourselves. I know one pixie who should do so. He is still seething over Rayjil being forced to stay at the repository. 


Noralei has agreed to take Cluyjil in, until such time as I return him to Merlin’s castle. But I think it more likely that I will take him on a search for the wizard in Laguayil or Dromadil. 


I think we shall need Merlin to advocate for Rayjil and Noralei before the Faerie Queen - like he did on behalf of Tinadell. Already I have heard from the High Fairy that he cannot get in to see her. This attitude smacks of ingratitude - especially in light of all we have done for the kingdom and for this world. 







Tinadell has settled back into the life of a village weaver. This has upset Dunfallon who is still very much focused on agitating on behalf of Noralei and Rayjil. He simply cannot understand his complacency. 


The pixie and Rumble have asked for permission and got it from the High Fairy for the use of his library here in Nonin-gal-dith to search for any records with which we can make our case before the Faerie Queen. He has set a time for all of us to meet there tomorrow to discuss their findings. 


Dunfallon in particular asked me to be sure to bring Tinadell to the meeting. He seems to think we must make it known what we have all done in service to the kingdom - and more broadly - for the world. And to do so we must talk about it. All of us. 


He thinks that thereby we will enlist the goodwill of fellow fairies (and pixies - as well as other peoples) to our cause. 


I will certainly bring up the option of taking Cluyjil in search of Merlin at tomorrow’s meeting. 







Dunfallon thinks that he and Rumble have caught the Faerie Queen in an illegality. According to their research, before implementing the edict in question, she should have cancelled the older one having to do with denying the entry of dragons into the capital. And since the repository is a crown possession... it is clear to see that the Caretaker has been in violation of the former for quite some time. 


However, Rumble was quick to point out that the Caretaker has certain liberties, and that fact, in conjunction with long usage may allow such a practice to become fully backed by the Queen. 


Our pixie did not receive this graciously, but threatened to take Cluyjil not only into the capital but also into her very throne room in her palace. 


I then interjected that Cluyjil would in no way be used to force the issue. Instead, I announced my plan to depart Nonin-gal-dith tomorrow with the dragon and to seek out Merlin. 


At this pronouncement a clamor broke out - for everyone argued that they must go with me, including Tinadell. 


I brought the meeting to a close with a promise that I would select one to accompany me after a night of deliberation among ‘me, myself, and I.’







It was a quick deliberation. And in many ways obvious. 


There is too much to be done here. So it is imperative that Noralei and Rumble remain close by to see to her interests. 


As for Tinadell, I appreciate his desire to be off on an adventure with me - but given the terms of the agreement worked out by Merlin, he is bound to Nonin-gal-dith until such time as he is needed elsewhere in service to the crown. And since such is not the case, he must remain here. 


And that leaves Dunfallon. I am choosing to take him along - (do not tell anyone, especially him, that he would be my first choice in any event). He is the perfect companion for this adventure. And besides, his gifts will be better channeled there rather than the mischief he would create for everyone if he remained behind. 


Still, there was grumbling from the others when I announced my choice. But that passed quickly. 


I did exact a promise from the pixie before we left - that I would have the final word in any decisions along the way. And that was put to the test immediately. Dunfallon wanted to make our first stop at Gilgorgon’s mountain. (He envisions enlisting the aid of the dwarves in the matter of Noralei’s dragon). But I wanted to stop in at Merlin’s castle to ask word from the owl as to the wizard’s whereabouts. 


And thankfully he submitted to my plan. 







We were off. However, there was some reluctance on the part of our dragon. Noralei had mentioned to us that he appeared to be pining away for Rayjil. And now as we were putting more distance between the two, his sadness was growing. 


Finally, Dunfallon gave him a squeeze about the neck and whispered in his ear. His demeanor perked up immediately and his speed increased. 


And when Cluyjil caught sight of Merlin’s castle, his excitement grew. In a matter of a few wingbeats we were back on solid ground. The dragon deposited us in the courtyard and continued on to his very own pen - quite content. 


The owl, Merlin’s major domo, greeted us and ushered us into the wizard’s study. He knew already why we had come. At last report, Merlin had just left Laguayil and was headed for Dromadil. He had left us permission to use the seer’s stone in his study to locate him more precisely. 


The owl did make a request before leaving us there. He told us that there had been a marked change in the Will’o’the Wisp, and he asked if we could take a look at him. 


We agreed. While I stayed to consult the seer’s stone, the pixie went off to visit his old friend. And I did not see him the rest of the night. 







Late last night (or early this morning) the seer’s stone found Merlin in the territory of the Dromadil pixies. In fact, their city was in his line of sight. However, upon rising this morning and checking again - the wizard had dropped from its view. 


I was frantically searching the stone for any sign of him when Dunfallon came in. And before I could find the words for my distress, he declared to me that we must release Willie from his cage in the dungeon and take him with us. 


To say I was taken aback is putting it mildly. 


I said, “No,” without hesitation. 


But Dunfallon persisted. He agreed that the Wisp had been wholly untrustworthy in our late experience with him. But he sees a world of a difference in him now. And in questioning the owl, the change in Willie was noticed about the time he and Noralei and the others defeated the Dark One. So, he hypothesized that just like in Tinadell’s case - once the enemy was vanquished - all those in his thrall were freed. 


Only then did I tell Dunfallon that Merlin had disappeared from the view of the seer’s stone and that we must depart immediately for Dromadil to pick up his trail. 


All the more then did the pixie insist that we take Willie with us (even in the face of his former promise to heed my commands).


Seeing that he was unmovable on this, I relented - but only after exacting a condition that the Will’o’the Wisp remain in his cage. 


Dunfallon himself, tethered the floating cage to Cluyjil’s saddle and we were off to Dromadil. 










CHAPTER TWO

The Search for Merlin
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We heard not a peep from within Willie’s cage as it floated along with us. A steady glow emanated from within, which hinted to me of a more contented disposition. But perhaps a better indication of a change in the Wisp was his effect on Cluyjil - that is, there was none - no uneasiness, no distrust, no aversion to this strange object tethered to his saddle and the stranger creature within. 


We made one stop on the way to Dromadil. I know that I originally turned down Dunfallon’s desire to enlist Gilgorgon and the dwarves in the cause for Noralei and her dragon - but now I thought better of it. 


Gilgorgon’s mountain was on the way and there were other good reasons to stop. 


Herblas ushered us into the presence of the king of the dwarves who received us gladly. Dunfallon stated Noralei’s case and successfully enlisted his support on her behalf.


And I asked after Merlin and learned that the wizard had stopped by - probably when he was on the way to Laguayil. I then asked that if he should come through here before we caught up with him, to please have him hurry back to Nonin-gal-dith. 


Then we asked to be excused to go on our way - (I know, it is such a hard thing to resist dwarvish hospitality). But we knew if we did not get off right away we would be held up for a day or two. 


Dunfallon’s only regret was not having the opportunity to have a few words with his mountain goat Gabhe. 


And I am happy to record that Willie was civil, even cordial while there. I hope he can be the same with the pixies of Dromadil. 







After a night of rest in the open we were again on the way to Dromadil. There were signs around us while on the ground of a great thaw ongoing in the area - with patches of snow and ice scattered here and there. I was thankful to have the warmth of a dragon available to us. 


There came a point in our flight when we could see that we were passing into an area over which the cold had not yet loosened its grip. And it was not in the mountains. Willie broke his silence to call our attention to a path far below. Dunfallon took us down for a closer look. 


There in the snow we could track the passage of a man wielding a staff. The tracks pointed in the general direction of Dromadil. So, we again took wing - but instead of flying direct to our destination we kept these tracks in view in hopes of discovering where and if the tracks had turned off - believing them to be our friend’s. 


We were eventually rewarded when Willie sighted signs of a great disturbance in the snow. Dunfallon again had Cluyjil take us down. The path there had been trampled much and what we supposed to be Merlin’s tracks went in, but did not come out. 


We agreed he must have been surrounded, and then carried off. But no tracks of any kind led away from that spot. 


With Dromadil clearly in view, I decided that we should press on to the pixie city and make our inquiries there. 







Dunfallon took the lead when we arrived at the capital of the Dromadil pixies. It took all of his assurances for them to allow Cluyjil within the city gates. Even then, we had to stable the dragon well away from the inner city wall. 


They were even reticent about Willie’s presence with us. But they permitted him entry on the condition that he not leave our side. (The sight of his bobbing cage turned every head as we passed by). 


Dunfallon’s friend, the Dromadil king was away at the time of our arrival, so we had to wait for his return this morning. And when he did - to await again his pleasure to receive us. 


When we were finally allowed into his presence, we learned that he had been out in pursuit of some marauders from the North. Such groups have been preying upon the Dromadil pixies since the first descent of the unseasonable frost - the harbinger of the snow and ice. 


Dunfallon explained to him our mission and reason for coming and our fear that Merlin has fallen prey to these aforementioned marauders. 


The Dromadil king was saddened to hear about Merlin’s capture. And we were aghast at his further belief that the wizard must now be dead or irretrievably lost. 


Willie interrupted at that moment and said simply, “No. Merlin was willing.” And could add nothing further as he himself knew not why he had said it. 










This morning we were no closer to a decision about what to do, when I received a note on the scroll from the High Fairy. It complicated things even further. 


His excellency says we must return in five days time or we will miss the only opportunity to meet with the Faerie Queen before she leaves for another extended period of time. Noralei and Rumble have already joined him in the capital to prepare for the now scheduled hearing. But they feel having Merlin there is crucial to their case. 


I wrote him back immediately with the news from our end. Then, we agreed amongst ourselves that we must depart before the day got any older. 


With the Dromadil king’s blessing we collected Cluyjil and set off in the direction recommended by our host - due North. 


No sooner had we left the city behind when my pendants grew warm to the touch and flashed in such a manner that revealed we must bear more to the West in our northerly flight. 


So we willingly corrected our course to follow the sun. 
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Crisp and cold air - and a warm dragon - the only way to travel. 


We were traveling along above pillowy clouds, when Willie commenced counting backwards a series of five tens. As he began the count for the final ten, a break in the clouds opened below us. And upon sighting a tiny village in the crook of a brook, Dunfallon brought us down. 


Before we could even dismount, wee folk brandishing spears and swords, spilled out of the village and surrounded us. A calamity was averted by the timely arrival of Merlin who emerged from one of the tiny houses, growing in stature as he came. 


At his friendly greeting towards us, the wee folk backed down and dropped their warlike stance. Then the wizard introduced us to Emminie, the chief of the Sprites. And the little fellow - one wary eye cocked towards our dragon, welcomed us to their village. 


As our joy over finding Merlin mingled with our urgency, we (diplomatically, I hope) declined the wee folks offer of hospitality and took Merlin aside to talk. 


Dunfallon briefed the wizard on his need to accompany us to appear before the Faerie Queen on Noralei’s behalf. 


Merlin agreed. But revealed that he must first fulfill a promise to Emminie and his people. He went on to tell us that he had gone with them willingly when approached for his help. They were at their wits end over two problems. The first was the unseasonal cold - which he explained to them would eventually pass, and the second was a strange rumbling in the ground beneath their village. For this Merlin asked if we could take a side trip to see the trolls about their mining activity and whether it may be affecting the Sprite’s village. 


I am afraid we rushed him out of there with the briefest of farewells to Emminie and the Sprites. 
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