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A Brief History of the Fae

In the early morning of creation, when the violent forces still raged uncontrolled across the Earth, the wind beat against the waves and rocks. Fire consumed the young world. Mist covered the earth like a veil. Mother Earth and Father Time worked tirelessly, trying to soothe the elements, to bring balance to the turbulence that surrounded them. They realized that the two of them were not enough. They had great power but could not be everywhere at once.

So they created the Fae, magical creatures of all shapes and sizes, out of the turmoil. Mother Earth gave them powers over parts of the land and sea. Father Time gave them long life so the Fae could see the rhythms of the ages and see how time affected the elements.

The Fae had many forms. Some were gargantuan, and others were smaller than a flea. They had different talents, like flying, breathing water, tunneling deep into the Earth, and many more variations than can be mentioned here. There were those forms that could give today’s monsters nightmares; others were of such exquisite beauty that the stars groaned with sadness when day approached for fear of never again seeing the Fae’s splendor.

The Fae’s service to Mother Earth and Father Time enjoyed a period of peace. Mealoch, a Fae of fire and shadow, became disgruntled with submitting to the Lord and Lady of Time and Earth. He quietly began to spread discontent and gloom throughout his kinfolks. In time, he had gathered quite a force; their rage and misery twisted their forms in darkness. They began to fight against the Lord and Lady. A grand battle began with Mother Earth and Father Time fighting Mealoch. In the end, Mealoch limped away mortally wounded, but Mealoch’s actions had divided the once unified Fae.

The Fae broke into factions, quarreling amongst themselves and with Mother Earth and Father Time. The dwarves and gnomes left the Fae ranks for the deep earth. The dragons became protectors of Mother Earth and Father Time. Trolls, ogres, goblins, and other less intelligent beings followed the Fae into battle, but the Fae treated them little better than beasts of burden. The ruling elite of the Fae were the flying elves with pointed ears and only as tall as a small child. It was this elite group that splintered and fought age after age, striving for power.

For eons, the Lord and Lady of Time and Earth tried to get the Fae to become united once again. They saw only slow progress. Over thousands of years, a fragile alliance formed between the differing factions of the intelligent Fae.

Mother Earth and Father Time saw their chance to unite the Fae with Merlin, a wizard who led a small faction of the humans to peace by guiding the young King Arthur. When he beat the Golden Dragon in a great riddle contest, they suggested to the Golden Dragon that Merlin be given longevity as a prize, and the Golden Dragon agreed.

Merlin was now considered Fae, so he was allowed to court Varina, the Queen of the Fae. He won her love and became her King. This displeased the Fae council and caused the weak alliance of the Fae kingdom to split, dashing the hopes of Mother Earth and Father Time. Those that followed Merlin became the Fairy, and the Fae were those who fought against Merlin. The civil war that followed was terrible, and both sides lost many Fairy and Fae. Yet, in the midst of great destruction, Merlin became the planner of peace with the Merlin Sylph Accords.

This peace led to great movement towards the union of the Fae and Fairy. Mother Earth and Father Time were overcome with happiness to see their efforts finally succeed. Then, on what was to be the brightest day of peace, the Fae and Fairy divisions were to meet in the Grand Hall of Braceton Castle, and Merlin the Grand Wizard was poisoned. Accusations flew, and the wonderful day of harmony descended into shadowy night. With all groups calling for blood, it became the Second Great War after Merlin’s rise to the Fae throne. Varina, Queen of the Fae, threw herself into mourning and was never heard from again. Maritus, Merlin’s firstborn, gathered together Merlin’s supporters and all that called themselves Fairy to battle against the Fae.

Maritus was fierce in battle and overcame tremendous odds through the use of the Chrysalis, his mother Varina’s final gift to him. The Chrysalis allowed him to grant wishes to worthy humans so they could become Fairy and fight for their cause. Though the war was bloody, he was able to reduce the Fae army to ragtag soldiers spread throughout the world. Mother Earth pleaded with Maritus to stop the war before it wiped out the whole of the Fae Nation.

The Fae were given small areas near human settlements that enjoyed the tricks and rituals of the Fae to live in peace. The Fairy Kingdom did all that it could to keep its people in check and honor the wishes of Mother Earth. But some children just don’t listen...
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The sky was clouded but not overly gray; the light was losing its grip on the day. The trees’ leaves sang sweetly in the breeze. The grass grew tall around the city of Aleton, the wheat almost ready to harvest.

Aleton is not a particularly large or small city; it merely exists on the edge of Ohio, U.S.A. The rolling hills and the flowing fields of corn and wheat give the sense of serenity. Serenity is what folks in Aleton generally said they wanted but rarely received. Serenity was hard to come by, mostly because of the constant drama of life that sounded and echoed through their streets.

Drama gave life spice; it broke up conversations about fields and cattle or any other number of mundane items of small-town gossip. There are many houses here in which drama plays, but none quite as dramatic as where Lucia lives.

Lucia desperately hated her mother almost as much as she loved her father. This may seem strange—to love one parent and hate the other—and Freud would have much to say on the subject, but it was not at all strange to Lucia. Lucia had seen it play out daily in the lives of her friends and neighbors.

It only became a problem for them and the city of Aleton when she and her mother excelled at creating drama. Her mother was a large woman, stout and always ready for a fight. Her father was the exact opposite, a small man with a quiet and wise demeanor. He could do nothing about the war going on around him in his house.

Lucia called her father and mother Mama and Papa, and so it was.

On a normal day, Lucia and her mother would brood, with tension mixing in the air, until Lucia would break the silence. “Mama, why do you wear such awful clothes?” or a similar comment would slice through the air toward her mother. Then the clash would begin.

Mama would let loose on her daughter such a storm of indignation as to make the skin slide off the neighbors’ backs. Most of this part of the confrontation is not appropriate to print. The tirade would continue throughout the rest of the afternoon.

Each slur and curt word was carefully tucked away so they could be vividly remembered whilst the teller could swoon with misery and discontentment with her friends.

It is in this life of cultured storminess that Lucia grew up. She was a pretty girl, although no exquisite beauty. She had a round Polish face and a mid-size sixteen-year-old frame. Her hair reached down to her shoulders, with a brownish-black hue.

She wasn’t spoiled because the family was very poor, but even without money she became very stubborn and demanding. This stubbornness was the heart of the act that played out in the house.

Lucia was quite bright and loved her Papa’s stories of the old country; this meant Poland. He had come over when he was still young enough to believe in faeries and the like. He would describe in detail the many things one must and mustn’t do around them.

She became somewhat of an expert concerning faerie-human rituals. She became so entranced with the stories her Papa would tell her that she even began to make faeries out of wire to impress her father.

He still has them, though he can barely stand the sight of them anymore. Lucia loved the daily ritual of anger with a dab of ferocity that kept spice and vigor in her life.

At the end of a skirmish, Lucia would crash, slam, and throw herself out of the house with feigned desolation to make sure her Papa and the rest of the neighborhood knew how innocent and distraught she truly was.

Make no mistake; her mother enjoyed these little encounters just as much as Lucia.

Mama would muddle through the day, breathing the tension, waiting for her chance to shine. Then it happened, and it was just as though she were giving a present.

She unwrapped the thoughts she had conjured up and stowed away all morning and gave them to her daughter. Then she would get to see Lucia run out of the house trying very hard to look miserable; these moments were very precious to Mama.

They fueled the fire for the next day’s tension and epithets.

This fighting would have gone on forever to the mutual enjoyment of mother and daughter if Papa hadn’t ruined it. He was concerned because neither Papa nor the rest of the town enjoyed the act so much as Mama and Lucia.

The whole town was talking about the daily fight in his house. He endured many eyes that said, “Why don’t you take control of the situation?” or “Tsk, tsk, tsk, you should do something.”

It was really the eyes that made him act, for they would not go away. They chiseled holes through his skull and made him bear an awful weight upon his shoulders. He had to silence the eyes. These were once his friends, but they had turned on him.

At last, tired of the drama, they wanted the theater to either calm down or leave.

Papa did the only thing he could think of; he bought a house in the country, somewhere in the outback of Ohio. There, amongst the weeping willows and soft brooks, he could finally find peace and tranquility.

There was no one to speak to for miles and no eyes with a chisel or any other sharp implement. He did this so he could go fishing in the small creek running through his property instead of listening to his wife, child, or his neighbors.

Although this outdoorsy arrangement worked extremely well for him, it was a crushing blow to the women of his house. They couldn’t argue with each other with satisfaction if they couldn’t gripe about it with their friends afterward.

“My Mama called me a—” “Did you hear what my daughter said about my dress—?” Papa had unwittingly destroyed an otherwise good relationship.

Things became black in the house out in the country. Lucia and Mama’s act became real.
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“Here it is, master.”

Trogk, a small gnome, handed his lord dinner. Trogk was small for a gnome, but what he didn’t have in height he made up for in width. Trogk wore a tall, pointy red hat so his master could find him. He had black hair with squinty matching eyes. He looked very much like a pastry that had been overcooked.

He had deep black creases in his facial features, which made him have a permanent look of discontentment. Although the gnome was very pleased to be his master’s servant, this pleasure couldn’t undo the effects his previous experiences in the gold and silver mines had on his body and spirit.

Trogk looked at his master for his cue to leave the table and return to his other duties. His master seemed distracted, and after some time without acknowledgment, he turned to leave. As he walked from the table, his master Allucien finally lifted his hand and grunted towards the gnome in acknowledgment.

Allucien was a tallish faerie with black hair and eyes that were what the observer wished them to be. His enemies saw what they feared the most, his servants saw the reward they most desired, and his equals saw how they wished to be admired.

He wore fancy clothes made from the finest spider silk; they were purple and green. His skin was smooth and shined like silver.

He was an intimidating sight, though few understood why such a skinny and pale faerie should inspire fear at all. Allucien was a faerie that understood what he wanted and always seemed to know how to obtain it. His wings were transparent and rested against his back, but one could still see that they were as long as he was.

The room was well lit; the walls were decorated with magnificent tapestries of Allucien, his numerous victories. Behind the tapestries was a solid, smooth stone wall; it looked as if the whole room had been carved from a single stone.

This effect was carried through the rest of the mansion, both inside and outside. The rug on the floor was a magnificent work of art itself. It was burgundy with silver thread woven throughout; there were many letters written in a very old form of faerie, which basically was a blessing on the house.

The dinnerware and decorations were made from silver; Allucien hated gold. Gold’s purity and grace mocked his ambitious designs. However, to prove that he was indeed wealthy, everything was encrusted with splendid jewels—diamonds, sapphires, and emeralds.

The table was large and long, made from a single trunk of an oak, massive in design; it shimmered with polish. Everything in the room sparkled and was proof of the gnome’s ability to keep his master’s possessions like new.

There was a single fireplace behind Allucien that made his features look dark but lit up the rest of the room exceptionally well.

A dwarf seated on the other end of the table waited until the master of the house had taken the first bite before he indulged himself. There was a silence, heavy and musty, that filled the air.

The dwarf was short, muscular, and didn’t quite understand why he was there. He had on dusty clothes and a hat full of patches; his ragged appearance was due to his occupation of working in the garden.

The dwarf had nice clothes but preferred to wear these in case his garden might need him at any time, day or night. He was always prepared, in spite of the fact that the garden always had more than it needed from the attentive dwarf.

He sat awkwardly on the expensive leather dining chair, shifting his weight; he was uncomfortable because the master of the house hadn’t even bothered to look his direction.

So it went for a long time—through supper, then dessert—and, finally, while drinking a warm beverage that tasted like apples and chocolate (the faeries call it rankle), the lord of the house spoke at last.

When Allucien spoke, it was as if he was speaking to you from a dream. It was magical; he drew the listener into his world and would take them exploring in his fantasies. He made the idea or vision seem so clear and real you could almost touch it.

He began to entrance the dwarf in his fanciful visions of what might be. “Hubert, I find that you may be lacking enjoyment with your work here in my gardens.”

“No, no, not particularly...” The dwarf was astonished. He enjoyed nothing more than to garden. His father had taught him; they were sort of outcasts from the dwarf realm because of their love of things that grew.

Dwarves by nature love to mine and make things from metal and ore. Hubert and his father fell out of favor and moved away when their secret was discovered by the Dwarf Council.

In his early years, it had been tough not having any friends that were like him, but he grew to find friends in the flowers. His disgrace made him shy, and he rarely spoke to anyone besides his flowers.

Trogk had treated him with mild kindness; this was a large step towards friendship between a dwarf and a gnome, considering the war between their two nations. However, Trogk knew better than to become friends with his master’s servants; most didn’t last long.

“It was not a question, Hubert, it was a statement... I see your frame hustling here and there, and it seems wasted on the putrefying compost and the prickly weeds here in my gardens. No, you were meant for something greater, a canvas that is larger and more worthy of your skill.”

Allucien’s voice was electrifying; the dwarf wouldn’t be able to disagree for long. Allucien’s eyes showed the dwarf what his life could be like, and the dwarf reveled in the faerie’s eyes.

Hubert saw his garden, large and near town where it could properly be appreciated. He envisioned fairys coming to see it and praise him for his work. Then suddenly he snapped out of the dream; he desperately wanted to go back to the praise and beautiful garden.

“I was?! Well, I guess it is a bit small, and I do wish more people could visit...” Hubert was searching for something that would let him agree with his master.

The vision started up again, this time more vivid; he saw himself working and making the plants flourish with color and perfumes flowing from the flowers. Then he was snapped out of the dream again, and he could barely keep himself sitting; he wished to go and accomplish what he had seen in Allucien’s dreamlike eyes.

Allucien continued, looking away into the tapestries, focusing on his own vision, ignoring what the dwarf was saying. Suddenly he looked straight into the dwarf’s eyes and spoke, “So I have thought long and hard about it, and I have decided that you will go to Nasha’s house and be her gardener.”

The dwarf felt uncomfortable with Allucien’s penetrating gaze directed at him. Allucien could see that he had given the dwarf a new mission in life, and he smiled as if he had won a great prize. The prospect of giving the dwarf as a gift to the fairy obviously gave Allucien great pleasure.

“But doesn’t she already have...” Hubert had seen Nasha’s gardener in his trips near Swan Berg, the fairy city. He never understood why he went there because the city was far off the trail from his normal route of mushroom gathering.

He gathered wild mushrooms for his flowers and plants; they make an excellent spice for a hungry flower’s compost. He was drawn not only to the city but that particular garden. He would sit lazily and dream of gardening there.

It was a large plot with many groves of trees and flower plots. Watching the stick fairy garden was painful; he only paid enough attention to the garden to make it beautiful.

What kind of gardener settles for beautiful! This is a plot of earth destined for glory but stopped short by a lazy gardener.

“That was a terrible gardener, and it was eaten by a daisy—imagine that, the friendliest of all flowers eating a gardener!”

Hubert looked angry when he heard this; he had tamed a variety of flowers through constant care and couldn’t imagine a daisy lashing out unless there was severe neglect.

His master noted the effect his story was having and continued, “The proprietor, Nasha, is small and weak when it comes to taking care of gardens. Hubert, what will she do? The poor thing without a gardener... I just can’t stand it. So, in the interest of the flowers, Hubert, I want you to garden for her.

“Just don’t tell her I sent you, sort of an anonymous gesture. I love for fairys to be unaware of their benefactors, and you know how they think of me. If you told them, you wouldn’t be allowed to help those flowers.”

“What about...” Hubert grew concerned; he knew that something had to be done about the neglect that Nasha’s garden had obviously suffered, but he loved the gardens surrounding Allucien’s mansion.

There were the dragon lilies with splendid colors; they showed themselves only because of his hours of work coaxing them. The lilac trees, the roses, the carnations—and what would his daisies think? It is well known that daisies are the friendliest and kindest of all the flowers.

Daisies will befriend anyone, and Hubert was concerned about this naivety; he wished to protect them.

“Don’t trouble your dwarfish heart, Hubert. I am about to gain a new employee; they will take care of the garden, even the daisies. See, everything is taken care of so you can go and create the most fabulous garden in all of the fairy kingdoms. So take care, and don’t forget to come and visit often.”

Allucien motioned to Trogk, who then shooed Hubert out of the door. Trogk was sorry to see the dwarf leave and hoped that he could see him again, but he knew that the master wouldn’t permit it. He shut the door softly and retired to his bed.

Hubert was stunned and slightly dizzy from his experience, turned, and started the long walk towards the fairy city. His heart was fixed on the neglected gardens on the edge of Daryn.

As he left, his heart turned to the garden he was leaving. He just wished that he could have said goodbye to his loving plants; he only allowed himself a mournful sigh as he left.
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Nasha was beginning to think that she was cursed. She had suffered several odd losses, with her gardener being the latest casualty. She was saddened by his death; he had been kind to her, and to be eaten by a daisy, and that was really weird. Weird enough to send up some red flags.

Nasha knew that when things didn’t feel right, and when things didn’t feel right you could bet a faerie was probably involved. Faeries were notorious for making life hard on those who belonged to the fairy kingdom. Nasha, being a Guardian, had learned to trust her feelings, and she went to the Annals of Fairy History to look up how to nab the mischievous faerie. There were several good books about it, all written by the same fairy, the Earl of Bearstock; she began to read.

She read far into the night and then well into the next day. Fairys only need sleep once every week or so; when they rest it is to speak to Mother Nature or to Father Time. The latter is not at all concerned with wasting others’ time, as his name might suggest—just his own—and he is rarely concerned about that. As a result of Father Time’s carrying on and on, he was rarely visited by the fairy, only when they had the time for a four-day nap or wished to escape reality.

Nasha found some information about traps that were made specifically to not harm the offending faerie and went to the best trap maker in the town to have it made. When she got to the old willow tree where the trap maker lived, he was outside; his name was Willus.

Willus had very distinct pig-like features, as he was a pig fairy. Fairys tend to look like the tree, flower, or animal that they watch over. Nasha, for example, looked very much like a maple tree; she was strong and yet bent to the blowing winds; this made her very resilient to passing fads. When she spoke she produced sweet nectar that could almost be tasted.

Willus had a very good snout; this is what made him an excellent trap maker. He was very offended when humans made dogs their trackers. “What’s so good about a dog’s nose...” he would retort, “...it is so small, and insignificant compared to a pig’s.”

Willus was very kind, even though he had a talent of making newcomers feel thoroughly uncomfortable. His rough personality was not helped by his dirty clothes and lackluster wings. He generally smelled as good as those who were in his charge. Nasha didn’t care; she had the enviable ability of being able to look through a fairy to see what potential they held. She saw the warm-hearted fairy Willus was, and she saw the pain he had gone through to become rough, took pity, and gave mercy.

Willus’ father had been in the fairy wars, and Willus was his father’s squire. He was very proud to have a chivalrous, lordly father. Yes, this pig fairy’s father was a knight in the Royal Fairy Army. Willus saw his father cut down in battle, and he saw into the eyes of the faerie that had done the cutting, and in that instant he found his anger; it flowed and tasted of fire. Willus became a knight, but he forsook the law of chivalry and sought revenge. He found the faerie a few years after he had grown tall and muscular; the faerie had become a cripple and weak from the wars, that were long since finished.

Willus was angered because he felt cheated out of the great battle he had imagined. He raised his sword and brought it down. It was easier than killing a fat, lazy goat for a feast—too easy for Willus’ anger. The experience changed him. He received no glory for ending the life of the faerie that had destroyed his father. No closure to the bleeding wounds that still punctured his heart.

For his actions, he was thrown out of the Order of the Round Table for breaking the laws of chivalry, which expressly forbids revenge and the murder of feeble old creatures. He wandered for many years without purpose, until he came here to the Earldom of Bearstock. Here he stopped, and he wasn’t sure why. He became a trapper, ridding the world of mischievous faerie that plagued the earldom in these obscure woods.

Willus wasn’t a believer in a faerie’s ability to change, because he had seen no mercy in the eyes staring at him during the wars. He was not about to give mercy to those who had taken the life of his father. This is why Nasha came armed and prepared with schematics of non-lethal traps; she was a believer. She could see in the faerie the purpose Mother Earth and Father Time had instilled in them. She saw her ancestor, who was also a faerie, in them and desired to give them mercy and peace.

“You know that faerie are dangerous and not to be toyed with. They are not pets.” Willus was furious at the mention of saving them. His heart was still hard with anger and pain.
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