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      Hi!

      Long ago, in a land far away, I was inspired to write a story about a fantastical detective.

      That detective was Pixie Pete.

      And I fell in love.

      The story just flew from my fingers and was a delight to write. In my mind, Pixie Pete was a younger, handsomer version of Ernie the Keebler Elf. I told this to no one, and please don’t give me away.

      Pete’s got real world problems in a world where integration of magical and human beings is not an easy task.

      Pete called to me again and again over the years to reveal more of his story. The first of my created characters to affect me in this way. Always before, the story would be done. Finished. Nothing to see here. Move along.

      Come meet him and his friends, get to know them.

      I hope you’ll like them as much as I do.

      

      Karen Fonville

      31 July 2021

      PS. If you’re keeping count, this is book #7 for the year 2021. Whoo Hoo!
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      Pete closed up shop early for the third day in a row.  No sense staying open when work passed you by.

      He contemplated the sign with his hours. PIXIE PETE, PRIVATE DETECTIVE. 8 am to 4 pm.  Should I shorten my hours? Nay, that might scare off anyone who IS interested.

      The building was perfect.  Built into a hollow tree at the edge of the meadow in the Brunbeck woods, the green door was inviting with just enough magic imbued that all beings of all types and sizes could enter if need be. Pixie, faerie, giant and gnome...even human- one touch of the handle granted entry. Pete still wasn't sure himself how that worked, he just knew his customers found his office comfortable.

      From the meadow, Silver Tongue whinnied. The horse was his best friend most days.  Pete filled his feed bag and gave it to him.

      The wind blew overhead in the leaves, rustling and whispering of intruders.  Crickets and birds who'd filled the skies with song fell silent.

      Pete glanced around at the meadow with its fairy ring.  The ring was waiting for something or someone.  Pete decided not to leave just yet.  He'd just settled behind his desk again when the front door opened with a bang.

      A human boy of about ten stepped hesitantly inside, looking all around.  He stood five feet tall, which beat Pete by about two feet.  Covered with the dirt of travel, the boy's jeans were tattered and worn. His flannel jacket seemed a size too big, and his tennis shoes were worn at the heel.  "Excuse me, mister, is Pixie Pete here?"

      Pete rose from his chair and approached the boy. "I'm Pixie Pete, lad. What's your name?" He held out his hand.

      The lad gulped, and gingerly grasped the smaller man's hand, as if afraid he would crush it.

      Pete smiled, and applied a good deal of pressure to the handshake.  The idea was NOT to prove how 'manly' he was, but instead to comfort the lad with a show of the strength that comes from being Pixie.  These American humans were so impressed by size or lack of it that Pete found it necessary at first to address the prejudices they didn't realize they had.  Maybe someday they would accept all beings, but for now, the alliance was so new... it was easier to just forestall any trouble.

      The lad's eyes widened just a bit, and Pete saw the slight relaxation flow over him.

      "Let's sit down, why don't we, and you can tell me your tale."  Pete led the way to the conference area.  "Again, why don't we start with your name?"

      The lad again looked around, his eyes widening. "This place is SO much bigger on the inside. I can't believe it."

      "Hmph, I daresay that T.A.R.D.I.S. of Dr. Who's is designed on our technology... not the magic part, of course, but the whole idea of expanding containment."

      "Y-you know Dr. Who?"

      Pete laughed.  "O'course.  We're still part o'the world, don't ya know? And Dr. Who IS a British program. And we're part o' the Empire.  'Tis possible that one o' us even suggested it.  Now - your name?"

      The lad turned red. "Oh, yeah.  I'm Jamie Southerland.  My sister's disappeared and this lady at the carnival said you'd help me find her."

      Pete sat up straighter. MarJean. He'd talked to MarJean.  "Your sister disappeared? When?"  It took all his control not to ask about MarJean. How she was. How she looked. Why she left.

      If MarJean sent the lad to Pete, she feared the worst.

      Jamie looked at his hands. "Don't know," he mumbled.

      Pete rose from his chair and stood before the lad.  Lifted his chin up so they were looking eye to eye. Got in close so there'd be no misunderstanding.  "Jamie, I need to know everything that happened.  Her life might depend on it."

      Jamie flushed and yanked his chin away.  "Don't know it all. I was... away."  He sprang from the chair, pushing Pete back, and started pacing in the small conference room

      "I ran away 'bout a month ago. Fed up with Dad and his rules. Couldn't stand school. Miss Mom somethin' fierce.  And Cassie didn't help none.  She with her boyfriend and cheerleading tryouts and no time for me anymore.  Figured they'd be better off without me and I'd be better off without them."  Jamie whirled, arms outstretched.  "I didn't count on missing them, so I stuck it out as long as I could, and then came back."

      Pete had a bad, bad feeling.  "What happened?"

      "They're gone. Both of them." Tears welled up in Jamie's eyes and overflowed.  He wiped them away with furious moves.  "Apparently Dad was in a car wreck the night I ran away. He never even knew I was gone."

      "I'm sorry, lad. That's got to be hard."

      "HE WOULDA LOOKED FOR ME. I KNOW HE WOULDA."  The shout reverberated off the walls.

      "You're right, lad. A true father always looks for his son.  But what about Cassie, your sister?"

      "I don't know. She's just ...gone."

      "What does that mean.... just gone? Did she run away, too? Did she go looking for you?"  This wasn't making sense to Pete.  MarJean was concerned enough to send this boy to him, but Pete didn't see that there was anything unusual so far.

      "No one knows.  They don't even remember her."

      A tingle of dread went down Pete's spine.  "Okay, go on..."

      "I got home and found the place empty.  No one home. And they hadn't been there for awhile. I came from the back yard, so I didn't see the For Sale sign.  I figured they were just out somewhere so I fixed me some food, took a shower, and turned on the tv. Fell asleep in front of it."

      Pete grunted. "Just a normal night at home, eh?"

      Jamie nodded. At that moment, his stomach let out a great big growl.

      Pete laughed as he got up and led the way into the kitchen.  "Speaking of food, I haven't eaten yet. Want a sandwich? We can finish this over food."

      Jamie shrugged and then gave a small grin. "I guess I could eat, if you force me. But it will be hard."

      "I'll bet." Pete opened the bottom of the refrigerator.  Looking at his guest, he figured beef tongue wouldn't be a good choice, so he offered sliced ham and holey yellow Swiss cheese. He pulled a fresh loaf of bread from the bread box, placed the mustard within reach and cut enough slices of the bread for several sandwiches each.  A couple of plates on the gleaming oak counter, along with some frosted glasses of cool water, and they were ready for dinner.

      Jamie silently offered thanks, and the two of them dug in. A few minutes later, they were ready to continue.

      "As I said, I fell asleep watching tv.  The next thing I knew, two cops are standing over me with guns drawn.  That's when I found out about Dad." He gulped, struggling not to cry again.  "It didn't take them long to figure out that I am who I said I was.  After all, my and Cassie's pictures are on the stairway wall. They started talking about foster care.  It took a lot of begging to get them to let me stay there the night.  Actually, because I kept asking about Cassie, I think they thought I'd lost my mind and were scared to push it. They asked my neighbor, Mrs. Strickland, to stay with me. Pete, it was really scary. SHE didn't remember Cassie either, and Mrs. Strickland used to babysit us after Mom died."  Jamie had to stop to blow his nose on a tissue Pete handed him. The loud honk filled the room. "What's going on?  Why don't people remember my sister?"

      Pete sat for a moment.  His mind was racing with possibilities. None of them good.  "Jamie, you need to tell me exactly what you want from me."

      Jamie thought for a minute, toying with the plate in front of him.  "What I want is to find my sister. Or to know what happened to her.  If I know that, I can go on. Once we're together, we will face the world together."

      Pete nodded. "Okay. I'm going to have to see your house. To see where Cassie lived. Where she spent her last time. I may even have to talk to your friends to find out what's going on. Only then will I know whether I can do what you ask."

      Pete went back into his office and packed a backpack.  Jamie followed him out the door, and watched as the private detective changed the sign to say he was out for a case.

      With a whistle, Pete called Silver Tongue, loaded the pack on his back, and climbed aboard using a nearby tree stump.  Jamie looked skeptical, but accepted a hand up to sit behind Pete on the horse.  With a click and a tap of his heels to the horse's sides, they were off.

      

      The moment they entered Jamie's neighborhood in Ann Arbor, Pete felt a tingling. Magic at work. When they turned on Jamie's street, it got more powerful. When they turned in his driveway, Silver Tongue stopped and refused to go any farther.

      They slid off the horse and tied him to a light post at the end of the drive.  Pete gave him an absent pat on his nose, promising an extra ration of food once they got back home.

      Jamie's house was a two story, red-brick house, with an attached garage.  No car stood in the driveway, and the curtains were closed in the windows downstairs.  Next door, two Doberman Pinschers stood at attention just inside the fence, their eyes following Pete's every move.

      Pete's feet were having trouble staying in one place.  So much Magic saturated the ground, it was fair near burning him.  "Jamie, what did you do when no one remembered Cassie?"

      " I couldn't believe it."  Jamie led Pete inside, using a key that was hidden beside the garage door.  "I took one of her pictures and went around to everyone on the street.  Every one of them, kids and adults, said, 'What a pretty girl. Is that your girlfriend?' "

      "Hmmm.  Show me the picture."

      Jamie went to the kitchen and brought out a framed picture of a beautiful, vibrant blond sixteen-year-old girl.  Pete examined it, and finally had to put the picture down.  It was burning his fingers.

      They went upstairs, the brown carpet muffling their footsteps.  "Jamie, why did they let you go? They were going to take you to foster care, what happened?"

      Jamie stopped before a closed door.  The bright crepe-paper flowers which festooned it spoke of a happy, cheerful person residing within. "I guess I ran away again. I figured if I went to foster care, no one would care enough to look for Cassie.  So, I waited until Mrs. Strickland fell asleep, and I snuck out."

      He opened the door.  "This is Cassie's room.  I couldn't get Mrs. Strickland to even admit that the room existed."

      A wave of Magic rolled out the door toward Pete, nearly knocking him off his feet.  He staggered back against the hallway wall, and gestured for Jamie to close it again.  As the Magic was tempered, he slid down the wall and landed on the floor.

      Jamie rushed to his side, and helped him back to his feet. They stumbled downstairs to the kitchen and perched on the bright yellow plastic chairs they found there.

      "What was that?" Jamie asked.

      "That was a powerful, powerful spell to erase memories."  Pete wiped his sweating forehead.  "That's why MarJean sent you to me. She can smell these things."

      "What does that mean? Who would cast a spell to erase memories? And why do I still remember my sister when no one else does?"

      Pete shook his head.  "I'm wondering... There's only one person who could make such Magic on such a scale - the Fairy King.  We'd best go ask him."

      

      After a short stop back at his office, Pete led Jamie to the fairy ring of mushrooms, and through that to the Fairy King's throne room.

      "Hail, O King of the Fairy."  Pete shouted.  He bowed low, his green hat doffed and held to the side.  Jamie also bowed low, shouting the same.

      "Why bring you this mortal to my realm?" growled the King.  "Pixie Pete, you know the penalty for revealing the Fairy to mortals. You risk banishment. Why?"

      "Oh, Majestic King, I fear this mortal has already been a guest of the Fairy for some time. Revealing your presence to him serves only to protect the realm."

      "You have my leave to explain."

      "Thank you, Sire.  This mortal ran away from home some time ago. He was gone for over a month, and returned home to find his sister also gone.  But Magic has been applied, Sire, not only to his street but to the whole town, Magic that erases memory."

      "Are you saying that we have taken a changeling?"

      "Yes, and no, Sire.  I believe the lad here was taken as a changeling, but that his sister bargained for his life and agreed to an exchange."  Pete dared to look up from the ground, searching the crowds around the King.

      One pale face began to ease away from the crowd.

      "Sire, I believe the culprit is making a get-away....Right THERE!"  He pointed to the young fairy slipping away.

      The fairy guards stopped the young man and brought him before the King, whose jaw dropped.

      "My son, Prince Idolan, what have you to say for yourself? You stand accused of messing with human affairs. In this new country, we must tread carefully."

      The guards released Prince Idolan, who straightened before his father.  Then he went down on one knee, his blond bangs falling into his face.  "My King, I am guilty. But for this reason, I have fallen in love with Cassie and would have her for my own. I admit to taking the lad, to present him to you as a servant. But when she begged for his life, I fell in love."

      The King roared with rage and sent the Prince to the gaol.  Cassie was brought before him, and reunited with her brother.

      Jamie hugged Cassie, crying.  "Let's go, Cass, we can go home."

      "No, Jamie, I'm going to stay here.  I love Idolan."  Cassie's blue eyes bore into Jamie's.  "Other than you, there's nothing for me back home.  I can't stand the thought of not being with him."

      The King roared.  "What? Will you defy me as well?"

      Jamie looked deep into his sister's eyes, and, satisfied with what he saw there, turned to the King.  "Sire, not only does my sister wish to remain with your people, but I wish to remain with her.  May we have sanctuary within your realm?"

      The King signaled for Pete to rise.  "I don't know what you have done to us, Pixie Pete. But at least, they are choosing this life.  Young man and young lady, if you would live with us, first you must know us.  You have my leave to learn of us for one year. If after that you still wish to stay, so be it."
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      Pete and Silver Tongue returned to the clearing before moonrise.  The wind whispered in the leaves of peace and solitude.

      As Pete groomed his companion horse, he thought of MarJean.  Perhaps some day, they would work out their problems and have a happy ending.

      For now, he hefted the bag of silverware that was his pay from the two youngsters.  They were together for now, at least.  More Magic had been expended to ensure no one among the mortals would look for either of them.  A job well done, if he had to say so himself.
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