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Chapter 1 – A Mystery in Fairytale Land
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“Pickalee’s garden always seems like a fairy tale,” said Liesel as she finished her breakfast, peering at the beautiful rainbow assortment of flowers all in a row. 

“Except the garden is real,” Jonathan pointed out. “Fairy tales aren’t, are they, Pickalee?”

Pickalee the Pixie Detective giggled as she put her empty teacup on her garden table, where she and the children had been enjoying the early morning sunshine. The children looked at her, puzzled expressions scrunched into their faces. 

“I assure you, Jonathan. Fairy tales are more real than you think.”

“Have you forgotten all our adventures with Pickalee already, Jonathan?” Liesel asked incredulously. “We just get back from Nursery Rhyme Land, and you say fairy tales aren’t real? You’re silly!”

“Am not,” Jonathan said, crossing his arms and huffing sulkily. 

“It’s funny you should mention fairy tales, actually,” Pickalee said. “I received a letter last night while you two slept.”

“Who was it from?” Jonathan asked eagerly, interrupting Pickalee’s story.

“Stop asking so many questions and you’ll find out,” Liesel said, brushing the toast crumbs from her lap.

“Remember, Liesel, that questions are a good way to find out answers. Curiosity is important for detectives like us,” Pickalee said kindly. She looked at Jonathan with a smile. “And Jonathan, sometimes listening is the only way to find out what you need. Then fill in the gaps with some good questions.”

“Sorry, Pickalee,” Jonathan said guiltily. 

“No problem. There’s nothing to forgive,” Pickalee said. “Now, after I put you into your beds—yes, with magic, Jonathan—I was sitting by the fire when the letter came down the chimney. Ordinarily, this would be strange, however, I am in high demand as the only pixie detective in all the lands.” 

Pickalee poured herself another cup of tea from her ornate floral teapot. She observed the children as she sipped from her cup, watching them almost explode with curiosity. Their eyes bulged as they held in a flurry of questions.

Finally, she giggled and continued her story. “I read the letter and discovered a strange tale, told hurriedly with minimal facts. It intrigued me so much, that I thought I’d check it out today. You’re welcome to join me if you wish, although, I do understand if you’d rather stay home and re—”

The pixie was interrupted by Liesel and Jonathan exclaiming excitedly that they’d both like to go.

“I thought you might like to join me.” Pickalee sipped her tea once more, delaying the story.

“Who was it from?” Jonathan asked again. His body relaxed, as if the question was growing inside him until he could hold it in no more.

Pickalee smiled. “There’s the question again. Congratulations on holding it in for so long. The letter came from the most unlikely of people. Someone you might know as the Big Bad Wolf.”

“The Big Bad Wolf?” Jonathan exclaimed.

“The Big Bad Wolf,” Pickalee repeated. “His real name is Beema, though very few people know it.”

“Beema?” Jonathan said.

“Yes, Beema,” Pickalee confirmed. “It seems that he’s in jail for committing a number of crimes that he says he didn’t do.”

“Do you think he’s innocent?” Jonathan asked.

Pickalee sighed. “I’m not sure. It’s impossible to know without doing some investigating, which he’s asked me—us—to do. How could I turn down such an interesting case as this?”

“He has featured in a lot of fairy tales,” Liesel said. She used her fingers to count them as she listed the stories. “Little Red Riding Hood, The Three Little Pigs, The Boy Who Cried Wolf, Wolf in Sheep’s Clothing. No wonder he’s been accused.”

“Yes, indeed,” Pickalee agreed. “We will need to interview each of those along the way. And investigate the scene of each crime to see what clues are still left... There may not be anything so long after the crimes. But we have to try.” Pickalee drained her cup. “Ready to go, detectives?” 

“Yeah!” the children cheered. With a wave of her hand, Pickalee cleared the table. Liesel and Jonathan were already dressed: leather boots, long pants with pockets, and long-sleeved shirts. 

“Fairy tale lovers, take my hand. Let’s all go to Fairytale Land,” Pickalee sang. There was a huff of wind, followed by a puff of wind, which swept the detectives off their feet and swirling into the air. Their eyes closed against the wind, they blinked and, when they opened them once more, they were surrounded by a forest of pine trees towering above them. Squirrels danced in the branches. Birds sang beautiful melodies among the whispering leaves.

“This place is beautiful!” Liesel gasped. “It’s like a... Like a...”

“Fairy tale?” Jonathan offered, grinning.

“Yes, I guess so,” Liesel agreed.

“Well, no time to lose,” Pickalee said, clapping her hands. She pointed towards a path that led between the trees. “The Fairytale Land jail is this way.” She walked briskly, the children following close behind her. 

The path led through the forest. Between the trees in the distance, the children saw a house made from a number of sweet items.

“That must be the witch’s house where Hansel and Gretel were,” Liesel whispered. 

They kept walking and saw another house closer to the path; this one was made from wood.

“That’s the three little bear’s cottage,” Pickalee explained, not stopping for the kids to inspect it closely.

Eventually, they emerged at a large expanse of grassed land. A number of houses speckled the landscape, made from different materials: straw, wood, bricks, mud. 

“That’s the jail over there,” Pickalee said, pointing at a large building with bars at the windows. “Unfortunately, they won’t let us inside to talk to Beema, so we’ll have to talk through the window.”

“Beema, are you in there?” Pickalee called. 

A grimy face peered through the bars. “Not me, I’m not, to be sure,” the man said through a thick, orange beard. His voice was deep and gruff. “He’s down that way aft. Due to walk the plank, he is.”

“Thank you,” Pickalee said, ushering the kids onwards.

“Who are you?” Jonathan asked bravely. 

“Arrrgh,” the man yelled. “Ye don’t know me, eh? I should be offended, if ye weren’t a little squidling. I’m Firebeard, the most afeared of pirates to ever have lived, I am.”

“Pleasure to meet you, Mister Firebeard, sir,” Jonathan said, ignoring Pickalee’s subtle shoves to move on. “My name is Jonathan. I’m a big fan of yours.”

Firebeard smiled, revealing a number of missing teeth. “Well, Jonathan. Glad to have met ye. If ye have time later on, how about ye help me escape and join my band of buccaneers as we sail the seventy seas.”

“I thought there were only seven seas,” Jonathan said. 

“Clever lad,” Firebeard said. “I see ye are a seafaring squidling. Ye will be welcomed aboard ship, if ye have the nerve.”

“Thanks, Mister Firebeard, sir. I better go,” Jonathan said, following behind Pickalee and Liesel, who had left him behind to talk to Firebeard moments earlier. 

“He’s not the greatest friend to have,” Pickalee whispered when Jonathan had caught up.

“Perhaps not,” Jonathan replied. “But it doesn’t hurt to make friends with pirates instead of make them our enemies.”

“You’re a wise boy,” Pickalee said, smiling down at him.

“Pickalee? Is that you?” A voice growled from a nearby window. 

“Is that you, Beema?” Pickalee said, stopping outside the window. 

“Yes, it’s me,” Beema said, holding the bars with his paws and lifting up his face. His long snout stuck out between the bars, revealing large teeth. Large bulbous eyes stared sadly out at them from behind the bars. “Who’s that with you there? Is that children?”

Pickalee looked at the children, introducing them individually. “They’ve helped me solve many mysteries, and will be invaluable to your case,” Pickalee said. 

“What big eyes you have,” Jonathan said. If it worked in the fairy tale to reveal the wolf’s nature, then maybe it’d work in real life.

“All the better to see you with, boy,” the wolf said, sounding bored.

“And such big teeth, too,” Jonathan added.

“Is this where you expect me to say ‘All the better to eat you with’? I’m not going to eat a boy. I’m a vegetarian,” the wolf said.

“Sorry, Beema,” Jonathan said. His plan hadn’t worked. He stared at his feet.

After staring at Jonathan for a few seconds, Pickalee continued her questions. “Could you explain the facts in more detail, please? Your letter was quite brief.”

“Yes, they charge per piece of paper here,” Beema said. “Particularly for innocent wolves such as myself.”

“Why do they call you the Big Bad Wolf, if you’re innocent?” Jonathan asked. He ignored his sister, who glared daggers at him.

The wolf stared at Jonathan. “Names have power boy,” the wolf said plainly. “If I call something bad, or dangerous, you’re more likely to dislike it. Common storytelling trick. Speaking of tricks, someone has tricked everyone to think I’m bad. I’m really the Big Misunderstood Wolf.”

“Quite so,” Pickalee agreed. “What happened?”

“They all accused me: the boy, Red Riding Hood, the three pigs, the shepherds. All because someone decided to call me big and bad. I didn’t do anything! I haven’t even been near them! Well, I walked past the pigs’ houses and I sneezed. Maybe they were just scared of that? I do sneeze quite loudly! But that’s all, I swear. It isn’t fair!” Beema started crying, loud sobs shaking his body.

“That doesn’t sound very fair, Mister Beema, sir,” Liesel said, mimicking her brother’s attempts to befriend Firebeard. “Don’t worry, we’ll help clear your name.”

Beema wiped a clawed paw across his eyes and sniffed deeply. “Thank you, Liesel.”

After saying their goodbyes, Pickalee led them away from the jailhouse, back towards the forest.

“It’ll be a tough mystery to solve if he hasn’t been near them. It’ll be hard to think of where to start. Thoughts, children?” Pickalee asked.

“Beema mentioned the boy who cried wolf. He has lied many times and, if the wolf is telling the truth, then we might as well start with the boy and find out why he lied, and what actually happened to those sheep,” Liesel said.

“That’s a good enough place to start,” agreed Pickalee. “For when one wants to solve a mystery, one must search for clues at the most logical spot.”

“Is there a spot that’s most logical?” Jonathan asked.

“In a case like this? No,” Pickalee admitted. “I’m afraid we’ve got nothing to start on, other than the fact that Beema is presumed innocent of many crimes for which he has been accused. Since we are aware of some of the crimes and their locations, we must visit each of them in turn to discover the truth.”

“That’s assuming Beema is telling the truth though,” Liesel said. “We only have his word to go on. What if he’s lying? What if we find clues that suggest he’s innocent, when he’s really guilty? What if he goes out and terrorises more people in Fairytale Land?”
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