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Dedication
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This is the last of the three books in The Darrow Brook Fairies trilogy. I would like to dedicate this book to Kristin, my daughter. She has done much to help me, but she has been too busy following her own dreams to support me daily in my writing endeavor. Today she is off on a cruise, reading one of my books, I presume. Her entire life has been an inspiration to me, helping to bring my stories to a boil. “I never know if your stories are real or made up?” she would always say.

That has always driven my creative thoughts and motive. 

As far as the trilogy goes, The Darrow Brook Fairies as a whole, is dedicated to Elena. Elena has been right beside me and the story. She has heard all my ideas and thoughts, as I wrote the entire series. She has said yes and nodded in agreement to every thought and proposal that I threw out. We all need a person like that in our lives and work. She also did all the dishes and housework, giving me the time to follow my dreams. To you, Elena, I give my deepest thank you.

Enjoy!
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Preface
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This book, The Darrow Brook Fairies – The Progeny, will attempt to wrap up all the mysteries and antics of the Darbries.

Along with the continuation of “The Reunion” and addressing the cliffhanger that book created, this book will also address all the odd questions, and explain some of their behavior, and traditions.

The fairies are real. But for the fact that you will never be able to touch one of them, and it’s doubtful if you ever will see one of them, they live quite happily, in the minds and the visions of their believers.

Take this story on all your journeys through life, and don’t be in despair, as you learn their true nature and history.

Enjoy!

The Darrow Brook 

Fairies
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The Progeny

Bob Richey
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“We all want the same thing, to find the girls as soon and fast as possible! We must work together.

Some had their ear to the stone canyon wall and others lay in the puddles of water listening to the ground hoping beyond hope to hear a cry for help, a moan, or any sound from the girls at all. 
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Chapter 1
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Frantic

[image: ]As soon as the water subsided enough, they started to dig. They cried and they dug throughout the evening and night, not knowing if they were even digging in the right place. They dug anyway.

They dug and they dug and they dug.

It was complete chaos. Water was still flowing madly, and their work was destroyed as fast as they dug. It was Beetle that turned to Wolf and Spider and pleaded with them to do something.

“Listen to me!” Wolf commanded over the still loud roar of the passing water. “Stop digging now!”

It took a while, with some having to be physically pulled off their search by their nearby friends. Soon they were all alert and waiting for instructions from Wolf.

Wolf chose his words carefully, as the chaos could easily return. “We are exhausting our energy and not making any headway to find our mates!

“We all want the same thing, to find the girls as soon and fast as possible! We must work together. We must make sure our efforts are not hampering the efforts of our friends. We must make a plan!”

Everyone agreed, as they watched the still flowing water erase all the work they had just done.

“First, we will refrain from calling out for our mates, and instead pick one from among us to call out for all our mates, and everyone listen for the slightest sounds or movement. Is that agreed?”

It was agreed and Beetle was picked to be the one to call out every few minutes, while everyone listened with all their might. They did this for the next few hours, and although they did not hear anything, Wolf watched as the water level got lower and lower.

Some had their ear to the stone canyon wall, and others lay in the puddles of water listening to the ground, hoping beyond hope to hear a cry for help or even a moan or any sound from the girls at all.

Wolf’s plan was working, and he and Spider decided to get everyone to start digging a big hole. They started to dig in the middle of where they remembered the burrows’ location. Work went quickly, and they were making progress when the hole slumped and most of the work was eliminated. Much of the mud they had dug out flowed right back in.

Wolf called everyone off digging and went back to listening. After about an hour, they had gotten together and decided to dig like they dug to build the “big arch.” They would now dig and carry the mud off a short distance, guaranteed not to flow back into the hole. This plan worked better, but slump after slump filled the hole.

They worked well into the night before Spider and Beetle convinced everyone but Tiger to get rest and start again in the light of day. Tiger wouldn’t listen to anyone. He was angry and was digging off by himself but not making any more progress. He was crying for his mate, Whoosh.

Tiger and Whoosh were both loners and less joined to their closest than most of the others. They were always together, and they often appeared to be mating, even though they weren’t. They just seemed to like it that way.

Beetle was the first to get up and go dig uselessly with Tiger. He dug with him to comfort him, not to achieve anything. Soon others were there too, helping and consoling him. They convinced him to rest, and the rest of the night went peaceful.

Morning told a sad tale. It was barely a dent. Their progress was not going well. They needed a new plan, but no one had any better idea, so they continued as they were already doing. Even Tiger joined in this time, and it gave renewed spirit to everyone all day. That night they had made some improvement, enough to spur them on and hope for next day’s progress.

That night, Fly got up yelling to everyone to stop sleeping and listen. He swore that he heard something. Spider went to all the guards that were awake and asked them, but none had heard anything at all.

“I am sure I heard something!” Fly would continue to shout. But no one heard anything.

Everyone went back to sleep. Fly volunteered to be on guard duty, knowing he wouldn’t be able to sleep. He thought he heard Oooam, and he was trying his best to convince himself it was a dream.

It was morning and everyone was surveying the hole, a little more than a dent in the canyon floor. They were getting ready to start the digging chore when Fly started yelling again.

“Did you hear that?” he yelled, looking around to all the dumbfounded faces.

“Hear what?” was the confused answer he got from everyone he approached.

“I heard Oooam!” he repeated.

“No one else heard anything,” Wolf said, trying to console him.

“No, you all must listen! I heard her, I am sure! I heard her take a breath.”

Everyone stopped to console Fly. Fairies didn’t breathe like that; in fact, they rarely breathed at all. A fairy might breathe in two or three times a day, but they don’t have to. Fairies can go a long time without breathing, a real long time. A fairy’s mouth is not even connected to its breathing internals, just to its stomach-like insides. Their nose is only for breathing; they don’t have smell.

Fly’s belief that he heard Oooam breathing was just a bit too farfetched to all the other fairies.

Although no one believed him, Fly was certain. He now knew Oooam was alive. He had heard Mr. Bob make a sudden breathing sound in the night, and when he asked about it, Mr. Bob said it was called sleep apnea. Fly was sure Oooam had some type of sleep apnea too. He had heard her make that noise in her sleep many times. He was sure that was what he had heard. He surveyed the dent and decided to do something every other Darbrie would try to stop him from doing. Fly slipped away unnoticed.

That morning, they all started digging again, with no one missing Fly, as they were all encouraged by the tenacity and strength of Tiger as he worked alongside them now.
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Chapter 2
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Katie

[image: ]Fly circled and circled the toy store, over and over, pondering his next move. He should have asked everyone’s permission; it should be a group decision, but he didn’t think they would listen, and he knew it was what Oooam would want.

“Katie?” he whispered at the bathroom window. Fly had watched Dree jimmy it open on a couple of occasions, and he used that trick to open the closed window.

“Katie?” he repeated a little louder. He heard her walking toward the bathroom and knew he had crossed the line.

Katie went into the bathroom and, puzzled, looked around. Finding nothing, she turned to leave when again Fly said, “Katie?”

“Who is that?” Katie answered.

“It is Fly, Katie, my name is Fly,” he explained.

“Fly, that’s a stupid name. Who are you really, and where are you hiding?”

Katie was getting angry, and Fly got worried. “I need your help!” he exclaimed. “We need your help! Will you help us?”

“Help who?” she said. “Where are you?”

Katie then turned to get the owner from the other room.

“Don’t run away,” Fly pleaded. “I am desperate and only you can help us!”

Katie stopped and repeated, “Where are you?”

“I’m just outside the window,” Fly answered.

Quick as a whisker, Katie bolted to the back door and went out into the backyard. “Where are you?” she shouted.

“I’m in the bathroom now,” Fly answered. “Will you help me?”

Katie ran into the bathroom to find it empty again.

“Are you outside again?” she asked.

“Yes, I really need your help, Katie,” Fly said again.

“You fit through the window? How do you know my name?” she asked, getting flustered.

“Yes, I fit easily, and I can explain everything if you will help us. My friends and family are trapped,” he explained.

Katie had a huge heart for all creatures, and when she heard that his family was trapped, her demeanor changed instantly.

“Of course I’ll help! You probably already know that! I’m not going to help you until you show yourself and quit hiding,” she demanded.

“Okay,” Fly replied. “I will try my best not to scare you. Please don’t scream. I might not look like what you expect.”

“I’m ready! Show yourself!” Katie was indeed ready; she had one hand on the doorknob and one foot already outside the bathroom, ready to slam the door and run.

She was standing in the doorway when Fly started to climb through the open window.

Katie slammed the door shut, sealing him inside the bathroom as she rethought what she thought she just saw.

Not sure, she opened the door just a crack and peered in again, quickly closing it. Katie thought she was seeing a tiny, cute boy with wings!

He wasn’t scary at all, but her heart was pounding. She could hear him through the door saying, “Katie?”

At that moment, the owner of the toy store came into the back room of the store. Seeing Katie, hand on the bathroom doorknob, he asked her, “Is everything all right back here?”

Katie yanked the door open and told him, “Door was stuck. I got it now! Thanks!” and disappeared into the bathroom.

Fly had hidden outside again and slowly returned to see Katie sitting on the toilet. Fly’s only knowledge of someone sitting on the toilet was when Mr. Bob insisted on being alone and shut the door to all the fairies in his house.

“Should I leave?” he asked her.

“No, don’t be silly, I’m fully dressed,” she told him with a smile.

Fly breathed a sigh of relief when he saw her smile. “Oooam, my mate, always says that. I miss her so badly.”

“Says what?” Katie inquired.

“Silly! She always says silly,” he explained.

“Okay, she’s trapped you say, where, and how do I help?”

“Our homes were in the canyon, quite some distance behind this store. A flood came down the canyon and dropped about ten feet of mud on our burrows. The girl fairies and all the eggs are trapped under the mud, and they have not made a sound until Oooam made a noise that only I could hear.”

“I have come to you to have you call Mr. Bob. He has helped the Darbries before and will come help us now. Oooam is in trouble, and Oooam is Mr. Bob’s favorite.”

“Who is Mr. Bob?” Katie asked. “How will I be able to contact him?”

“You know Mr. Bob, Katie. You yourself sold him a toy gun that didn’t work, and you knew he would have to return it; do you not remember that?”

“I do remember that. What was his name again?” she asked.

“Bob Richey,” Fly answered.

“If I call him on the phone, will he know what I’m talking about?” she asked.

“Yes! And he will come help!” Fly explained. “Mr. Bob is the one that helped me meet Oooam! He helped all of us find our mates. Mr. Bob will most certainly help.”

“That’s all you want me to do? Call Mr. Bob and tell him some fairies are in trouble? That’s it?”

“Well, there is another thing,” Fly said sadly.

“What is it, what’s the catch, is this a joke?” she asked sternly.

“No, no, I promise, no joke. The other thing is that I need you to promise you will never tell anyone about me or my clan, so we can live in peace.”

“If my phone call is not a joke, and if this Mr. Bob is really going to come help you, then I promise to keep your secret. No one will believe me anyway.”

“Good, good, good, now hurry, go call!” Fly answered excitedly.
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Chapter 3
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Mr. Bob

[image: ]Katie turned and headed for the workbench, where her purse was stashed. She dug in it, finding her personal phone, and turned it on. Katie was not allowed to use or talk on her phone during work, but this was different, and she was not about to make this call on the store’s phone that was given to her.

Katie was breaking a huge rule to make this call. She could easily lose her job for this decision. Katie pushed right past that roadblock in her mind, because that was who Katie was.

Fly had gotten extremely lucky in choosing Katie as the person in which to reveal himself. He did not know it, but Katie had attributes and abilities beyond his expectations. First and foremost, Katie was an animal lover. That would be putting it mildly. She could not work with or approve of any of the groups she learned about, as they were all too moderate for her tastes. Damn the law, she would want to do the right thing, not the legal answer. She never gave up and “put down” an animal, it was not a choice for her. She was a rebel and would protect the lost and injured animals with her last breath if needed. He didn’t know it, but she would come to protect the Darbries in the same manner. She opposed both sides in some conditions and proudly stood alone and held her ground.

This would prove to be only one of her many talents that would benefit them. The Darbries would soon have a good friend in Katie; Fly just didn’t know it yet.

“Hello,” I said as I finally answered the phone.

“Mr. Bob?” Katie sheepishly asked.

“I’m Bob Richey, who is this?” I asked.

“My name is Katie,” she replied. “I am the person who sent you an airsoft Glock, a while back, that you had to return.”

“Oh yes, thank you, that’s all solved. I got a full refund, thanks for asking. If I buy another, I will consider your business. Okay?” I explained, and pushed the end call icon on the phone.

“No! Mr. Bob! That’s not why I’m calling! Don’t hang up!” But click, dead air was all she heard now.

Katie’s phone was not on speaker, but Fly was hovering close enough to hear both sides of the conversation. “Call him again, call him again right now,” Fly pleaded.

“Come,” Katie said as she headed for the restroom. She locked the door and called Mr. Bob again.

“What?” I said angrily. “I am disabled and it is not easy for me to keep getting up to answer this phone!”

“Don’t hang up, Mr. Bob, I have something important to tell you—your friends need help!” Katie was shrieking, and it caught the attention of her boss.

“What’s going on? Why are you in the bathroom again, are you sick?” the owner asked.

“No,” Katie answered, “girl things is all.”

“Okay!” he answered, scurrying away. He did not want any more explanation than that!

“What’s going on? Who are you talking to?” I asked the voice on the phone.

“I’m sorry,” she answered, “my boss wants to know. But we have to talk about your friends that need your help!”

“What friends?” I said and waited.

“Fly? And some girl named something like Oooam?” she answered.

“You know of Fly and Oooam?” I asked quietly.

“Fly is right here, he’s a little cute guy with wings, he’s literally flying right here by me!”

“Let me talk to him,” I excitedly pleaded.
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