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Not So ImaginaryBy Emily Witt  ©2010
The thing about imaginary friends is that they can be whatever you want them to be. They 
like and dislike what you like and dislike. They look how you want them to look and they 
never say, 'As a matter of fact, you‘re bum does look big in that' but are sure to tell you that  
you look gorgeous. Huh. I wish mine had been like that. The other thing about imaginary  
friends is that you’re expected to grow out of them when you’re about ten years old. Before 
then, adults think it’s cute to see you muttering to no one, sharing tea parties with people  
who aren’t really there, but once you reach a certain age, these invisible friends are meant 
to just disappear and most kids seem to go along with that. By the time they’re thirteen or 
fourteen, they’ve all but forgotten the fun they used to have. Not me, though. You see, my 
imaginary friend wasn’t strictly… well, imaginary. True, I was the only one who could see 
him, but he wasn’t a figment of my imagination. 

Spurik was a sprite, a cute little guy about five centimetres tall, with wings sprouted from his 
back. He was a year older than me, and had become separated from his parents en route to 
a fey gathering when I was one year old. It had been a windy day and while he was flying, he  
was hit by a blowing tree branch and knocked into my pram, which happened to be passing 
straight underneath him at the time. Now, a creature Spurik’s size being hit by a tree branch 
is no small matter and he was knocked unconscious for a while. By the time he came to, his  
family was nowhere in sight and so he stayed with me. Though we were almost the same 
age, Fey naturally advance faster than humans and so he became a sort of conscience for 
me. He never left my side, was always perched on my right hand shoulder, except for a few 
times before I learnt to talk properly when he got sick of my babbling and left to look for his 
parents. He always came back. 

When I had been very small, I had found it hard to accept that I was the only one able to see  
him. When I was old enough to understand, he explained that it was because I  was still  
young and relatively unaffected by the whole fairies-don’t-exist line of thought popular in 
general society when I first saw him that I was able to see him for a long time after. Humans 
only  see what  they want  to see,  if  they don’t  see a  fairy  or  sprite  before  their  second 
birthday, it’s not likely to ever happen (though there are the lucky few who do spot them 
later in life).  However, he also explained that if he left for any length of time, there was a 
chance I wouldn’t be able to see him if he returned; the magic that allowed me to see him 
could wear off very quickly if he wasn’t around.

Now,  I’ve  told  you all  about  Spurik,  but  who are  you to  believe me if  you  don’t  know 
anything about the person telling you? So here you are, my name’s Molly Emerson, and I’m 
seventeen. Spurik has lived on my shoulder for sixteen years, but I learnt a long time ago  
that there were certain times and places when I shouldn’t speak to him. In public being the 
main one. That didn’t mean he didn’t talk to me, and at times it drove me crazy. But some 
people say that one of the things they like about me is the way I look down and smile, as  
though I’m sharing a joke that only I had heard. Half the time, they’re probably right.
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So I suppose the best place to start would be one night in September when I was lying in 
bed, Spurik sitting on my pillow. I had learnt that the best way to conduct a conversation  
with Spurik, especially at this time of the day, was for me to speak in a loud whisper. Well,  
actually the only time I could really have a conversation with Spurik without whispering was 
when I was home alone, but that didn’t happen very often. Luckily, with the size of Spurik’s 
ears, my whispers were considerably louder to him than to me. 

I was thinking about my best friend, Alicia, and her announcement that day at school that 
she had a new boyfriend. I was seventeen and had never had a boyfriend in my life, whereas 
this was Alicia‘s third since the beginning of the year, and she was still sixteen. 

I was full of congratulations, as my kind and caring personality dictated. Spurik, however, felt 
a little differently, and the first words out his mouth were, “Let us know when you’ve slept  
with him.”

I bit my lip in an attempt to prevent myself from grinning at his remark. Alicia had a bit of a  
reputation for  her  promiscuity,  though most  of  it  was  based on rumours  only.  I  turned 
slightly to glare at Spurik, who was standing casually scuffing his shoes on my jumper and 
looking oh-so-smug. I shook my head slightly at him, but it didn’t do any good and to my 
friends, my looking away was seen as an act of jealousy. 

“I’m sure  your  Prince Charming will  come along soon enough,”  Linda,  one of  my other  
friends said, comfortingly patting my shoulder. 

“Well,  he’s  sure  taking  his  time about  it,”  I  replied,  shrugging  her  hand off,  and  nearly  
throwing Spurik to the ground at the same time. 

Perhaps I was just a little jealous; Alicia did seem to have all  the luck. Later that night, I  
repeated the same conversation I had with Spurik every time she found a new guy to start  
going out with. 

“Do you think she really likes him?” I asked, “or do you think it’s just for show?”

“Maybe it’s just me, but I’m getting a great sense of déjà vu here,” Spurik replied, “have we  
had this conversation before?”

“Yes.”

“Shall I ask you the same question I asked you that time?”

“What was that?” He gave me a look. “No, really, I don’t remember.”

“How many guys have you genuinely liked enough to consider as boyfriend material in the 
last year?”

I thought about it. “In the last year? Well, none really.”
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“Okay, in the past five years?” 

“Maybe… two…”

“Two.”

“So, what?“ I wasn’t sure where this conversation was going exactly.

“Well, perhaps you’re just picky, and other girls actually are more inclined to like guys than 
you, and perhaps I’m just biased, but I think that these three-week relationships that Alicia  
gets into are… well, as you say, showy.”

“I wish I had a boyfriend,” I sighed. “Someone to take me out to candlelit dinners, walks on 
the beach… that kind of thing.”

Spurik just looked at me and raised his eyebrows sceptically. “You’ve been watching too 
many romances from the 50’s,” he declared. 

“I have never watched a romance from the 50’s in my life,” I argued. Old movies were not 
really my thing. s

“Molly, darling, what do you call Carousel?”

I paused. “Well, that was made in the 40’s, wasn’t it? And anyway, I only watched because 
they were doing it for the school musical.” 

“That is no excuse.”

“And you have no excuse for calling me ‘darling’ again, either!”

“Oh, yes, I know how much you hate it.” He was teasing me now, the mocking tone of voice 
said it all. “Sorry… darling.” He didn’t look a bit sorry. 

I turned away from him to look at the ceiling, but then turned back, looking at him closely. A 
question had suddenly entered my head, something I’d never actually thought about before. 

“Why exactly do you call me darling, anyway?” 

He suddenly became very interested in a stain on my pillow slip. I continued looking at him 
until I made him uncomfortable enough to give him some sort of an answer. 

“Well… you’re my best mate, aren’t you? Can’t I be a bit affectionate now and then?” 

I left it that. I knew from experience that Spurik couldn’t be pushed into letting you know 
anything more than he wanted you to. He had the unfair advantage there: while I only knew 
what he wanted me to know, he had the ability to read my mind if he wanted to know 
something. He didn’t do that very much anymore, though, because there was often no way 
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of controlling which thoughts he read. He caught me in a daydream about a certain boy at 
school once and had tried to steer clear of mind-reading since. That said, I was always wary,  
just in case.

“When do you think he will come along?” I asked after a pause.

“Who?”

“My Prince Charming, of course.”

Spurik shrugged, and again picked at the pillow slip. “Who knows?”

I looked at my clock, and realised it was starting to get late. Deciding I should get to sleep, I  
wished Spurik a goodnight. He replied, and folded himself into a tuck in the material of my 
pillow slip. 

The next morning was school as usual and I wasn‘t expecting anything interesting out of the 
day. I had been in the gate probably ten seconds when I saw Paul for the first time. This is  
going to sound corny, but I couldn’t take my eyes off him. He had - it’s hard to explain - there  
was just something about him. He was quite tall and his hair was black and just long enough 
that I was sure his mother would be bugging about him getting a haircut, but at the same 
time it didn’t look bad. I couldn’t see his eyes at that stage, but I was pretty sure they’d be 
just as nice as the rest of him.

“Who is he?” I asked Spurik, “where’s he from? Is he taken?” I knew Spurik well enough that 
I didn’t even have to look at him to know that he was rolling his eyes, but it didn’t stop me. 
Today he was going to be doing some mind-reading whether he liked it or not. 

Shaking his head at me in despair, Spurik concentrated his attention on Paul. Depending on 
how focussed the subject was on their particular line of thought, it was sometimes a little 
hard for a sprite to find the particular thoughts he was looking for. 

“His  name’s Paul  Johnson,”  he said eventually,  “he’s  moved down from the Gold Coast.  
Single.”

“What kind of stuff’s he into?” 

Spurik rolled his eyes again. “You know, I’m pretty sure that somewhere in Fey Law it would 
say this is illegal.”

“I thought you adopted me before you were old enough for school?”

“I did, but I’m just saying.”

“So, what’s he into?”
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Spurik concentrated again. “You’re not going to like this, but he’s into classic movies.”

“We can work with that, I’m sure we can,” I replied, not about to allow Spurik to dull the  
shine. 

“Um… he owns a blog and likes getting comments on it. Wants to join the army when he 
finishes school.”

“Can you get the URL for his blog?”

“No.”

“Why not?”

“Because, Molly, this is like an invasion of privacy or something and I’m stopping right now. If 
you want to know about him, go ask him yourself.” He ruffled his wings self-righteously.  

“Fine.” 

The bell went just then, otherwise I would have gone and spoken to Paul right away. Really. 

Okay, yes, I’m a bad liar. The bell ringing was a welcome excuse for me to avoid going straight 
up and talking to him. The truth is, when it comes to guys, I’m about the least confident 
person in the world. Even with Spurik giving me forewarning of what the guy’s going to say, I 
still get the whole heart-in-throat-get-me-out-of-here-a.s.a.p. feeling.  Spurik used to give 
me hell about it, until I told him that since he’s hasn’t met another fairy in the last sixteen 
years, there’s nothing to say he wouldn’t be exactly the same. He shut up then. 

As it turned out, three periods later, Paul was in the same music class as me and played 
guitar. As it happened, the seat next to me was the only one spare, so that was where he sat  
after our teacher, Mrs Waters, had introduced him. My heart went all fluttery. Yes, I confess, 
I had regressed to fourteen years old. I am not proud of it, just for the record.

“You know, I really wish that I was the same size as you so that I could dig you in the ribs,”  
Spurik complained as I drummed my fingers nervously on the desk and tried to think of  
something to say to Paul to break the ice. 

“How about you introduce yourself for a start?”

“Shut up,” I muttered back, but took his advice. “Hi Paul, I’m Molly.”

Once he had unpacked his stuff onto the desk, he replied, “Paul Johnson.”

“Nice to meet you,” I said, and then became stuck for something else. 

“Ask him where he’s moved from.”
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“I know already.”

“It’s called conversation!”

When I looked back, Paul was giving me a bit of a funny look. Now you know why it drives  
me crazy when Spurik talks to me too much in public. 

Going red, I quickly dismissed it with, “Don’t mind me. Where have you moved here from?”

“My family used to live on the Gold Coast.”

“You moved here from the Gold Coast? Why?”

“My dad’s job transferred him down here, so the whole family came.”

“Is it weird, being … cold, all the time?”

He laughed. “It’s not really all that different, weather-wise,” he replied, “it’s not too bad.”

“Oh. Well. I felt colder when I came home after the last holidays.”

He would’ve replied, except that Mrs Waters began the lesson at that point, so we couldn’t 
continue. I admit, however, I felt proud of myself for keeping the conversation going for so 
long, even if I did sound like a complete idiot for some of it. All in all, I thought mine and  
Paul’s relationship was off to a good start. 

Over the next few music lessons, we talked a fair bit and got to know each other better, and I 
even got the URL for  his  blog all  by my little  self.  However I  still  got  a surprise when I  
answered a knock at the door the following Saturday and found Paul standing on the porch. 

“Paul!” I exclaimed, not quite sure how to react, “what are you doing here?”

“Well, I was just on my way home from the beach and thought I might drop in.”

“How did you know where I lived?”

“I only live down the street from you,” he replied, motioning in the general direction of his 
house, “I saw you get off the school bus yesterday.”

“Oh, duh,” I said, remembering, “Come in.”

As Paul followed me into the lounge room, Spurik whispered, “Molly, he’s stalking you. I’ll  
keep him occupied, you go call the police.”

“Have a seat,” I said to Paul, “would you like a drink or anything?”
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“Just some cold water would be great, thanks,” he replied, sitting down in an armchair, “it’s 
really hot out there today.”

As  I  walked into the kitchen to get  drinks organised,  I  resumed the conversation Spurik 
began. 

“You’ll keep him occupied, huh? Doing what?”

“Hey, the poltergeist is my first cousin,” he replied, pretending to look like I’d insulted him by 
doubting his ability.  

I poured Paul’s drink, along with one for myself and said, “Spurik, I love you dearly -”

“Aw, shucks, Mols,” he interrupted. 

“-  but I really don’t think Paul is stalking me, nor do I think you need to scare him so much  
he’ll never speak to me again.”

By this time, I had reached the lounge room where Paul was sitting and gave Spurik my “Shut 
up or else” look. 

“So, you’ve been at the beach,” I commented, handing Paul his drink. “Do you surf?”

“Yeah, I do,” he replied, “but the surf’s not quite as good down here as back home. The Gold 
Coast, I mean.” 

“See, and you wonder why I was surprised when you said that was where you’d moved 
from! Maybe you could teach me? I’ve never managed to get much further than paddling 
out.”

He grinned. “Sure. That’d be cool.”

I gave a small grin of my own in Spurik’s direction. If there was one thing that really didn’t 
agree with Spurik, it was water. Water and fairy-wings don’t mix in much the same way as 
water and electricity don’t - except in this case it was magic that gave the shock and not 
electrons. That was half the reason that he left me alone when I was in the shower. The 
other half was … well, a girl’s got to draw the line somewhere!

Up until then Paul had been sitting in a single armchair and I had been sitting on the arm of  
the  double  one  next  to  it.  The  conversation  continued  for  a  little  while  with  nothing 
changing until Paul did something I never expected. Placing his empty glass down on the 
coffee table, he stood up and came around to sit on the lounge behind me.

I looked quizzically over my shoulder at him and was about to get up and join him on the 
lounge when he grabbed me around the waist, forcing me to slide backwards off the arm of 
the chair into his lap. 
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I didn’t even have the time to exclaim, “What are you doing?” before his mouth was pressed 
against mine. My first thought was Well, this is unexpected. My second was Wait, if I didn’t  
say this was okay, does it classify as sexual assault? My third was For heaven’s sake, Molly,  
stop thinking! 

So, there I was, lying across Paul’s lap, with him kissing me. I was pretty happy with the 
situation; when I had first seen Paul walk through the school gate, I hadn’t expected to get 
this far in a week.

After a few moments, we were rudely interrupted by a bright flash of yellow light. I was so 
startled that I managed to tumble onto the floor where I lay blinking in an attempt to rid 
myself of the dots in front of my eyes. When I was finally able to see again, I looked up at  
Paul. He had one hand as a shield across his eyes as though he was expecting there to be 
another flash, and he was still blinking furiously.

“What the hell was that?” he asked as soon as he could see me. 

“I don’t know,” I lied, though I was pretty sure he wouldn’t believe me. I knew what it was, 
but I knew about as much as Paul did when it came to why. 

I eventually clambered to my feet and extended a hand to Paul to help him up. “Are you 
okay?” I asked. He looked pretty weirded out. 

“Yeah… I’m okay,” he said tentatively, “I think I’d better go. I’ll see you at school.”

He didn’t give me time to apologise or try to convince him not to go before he pushed past  
me and out the front door. I watched through the window as he walked very quickly down 
the street back towards his own house. As soon as he was out of sight, I turned around to  
Spurik. He was lying on the arm of the lounge, breathing heavily. 

“What do you call that?” I asked him angrily.

He lifted his head up to look at me and shrugged. “I dunno,” he replied. 

“What do you mean, you don’t know? You have to know!”

“I… I didn’t even realise I was doing it, it just happened.” 

“But why did it happen?” I paused. “You’re not jealous, are you, Spurik?” I grinned. 

“Of course not!” he snapped, perhaps just a little too hastily. 

“Listen,” I said, eager to end the argument (for the moment) and get away from him for a bit  
- after all, he had pretty much just ruined any chance I had of striking up a relationship with 
Paul. “I’m going for a shower, then I’m going to lie down for a bit because that light of yours 
has not only temporarily blinded me, but also made my limbs feel tired and lethargic. Next 
time, instead of using magic, you can just say something to the effect of, ‘Hands off, she’s  
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mine!’” 

I left him in the living room, blushing furiously. Usually, he would have had a witty comeback 
for any such comments from me - I wondered what was up with him today. 

I did have a short nap afterwards. What I had said about the magic affecting my body had 
been completely  true.  I  fell  asleep  pretty  quickly,  though  not  before  I  heard,  or  rather 
sensed, Spurik enter my room. He didn’t draw any attention to himself and so neither did I,  
though I knew he was there. 

It  was  only  about  twenty  minutes  later  that  I  woke  up,  but  I  could  immediately  tell  
something was different, and not in a good way. Looking around, I checked for Spurik, but  
couldn’t see him anywhere. This hadn’t happened since before I learnt to talk. 

Spurik was gone. 

“Spurik?” I called his name softly a few times, but the tight knot in the pit of my stomach 
told me he had officially disappeared. I could hardly register that it was happening. What 
had possessed him to go? Sure, I’d teased him a bit earlier but we’d spent our entire lives 
teasing each other and it had never bothered him much before.

Just then, my computer beeped and I realised it was turned on, when it hadn’t been before I 
fell asleep. Going over, I discovered a message alerting me I had an unread email. I logged on 
and was surprised to find the message was from me… or rather, the alternate email address I 
used  when  registering  with  websites  and  things,  so  my  “official”  account  didn’t  get 
inundated with spam. It was, however, the subject line of this email that caught my eye:  
“From your fairy friend.” I quickly opened it to see whether it could shed any light on Spurik’s 
whereabouts. It read:

Dear Mols, 

You know how I’m always going on about Fey Law? Turns out one of the Laws they’re really  
big on is you’re not allowed to perform magic on/in front of humans and, well, I kinda did  
both this afternoon. Not only that, it was big enough the Fey Council were able to track it  
down and they’ve got me now. Don’t worry, I’m fine… at least until my trial starts…

Which brings me to my next point. They want you as a witness coz I’ve been hanging out  
with you for sixteen years, but that’s against the Law too. I think they’re going to try to make  
out that you kidnapped me or something. Anyway, be at the Big Oak at four tomorrow - it’s  
the entrance to the fairy realm - time passes faster there than in your world, so don’t worry  
about people thinking you’ve gone missing or anything - think Narnia. 

Anyway, must dash, see you tomorrow, 

S.

On the one hand, I couldn’t believe that was all he told me. On the other hand, I felt a rush  
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of excitement. I  was probably the first human in the history of humans to be allowed a  
glimpse of the fairy world. For now, all I could do was wait until the next afternoon. The Big 
Oak had been right in the centre of the local park for as long as anyone could remember and 
no one had ever bothered coming up with a more original name. As I thought about it, I  
smiled; it was the perfect place for a fairy gathering. It was going to be a long wait until the  
next afternoon.

Twenty-four hours later, I was standing beneath the Big Oak, probably looking like a bit of an  
idiot, and definitely feeling like one. Luckily, there weren’t too many others around that day.

Finally, I heard the quiet patter of wings and a familiar voice said, ‘That’s her!’ Before I knew 
it, Spurik was hovering in front of my face, an older fairy on either side of him. 

“What are you doing on this side of the tree?” one of them exclaimed, flapping his hands  
about in the air, frustrated, “Get around the other side where no one can see you!“ The way 
in which he spoke made me think that he was deliberately trying to make me feel stupid, but 
how was I to know what was going on and what they wanted me to do?

Alighting on my shoulder, Spurik whispered, “Just ignore them. They’re fairly high up in the 
hierarchy, and they’re a bit pompous.”

“You’re telling me?” I replied.

As we got to the other side of the Big Oak, I felt a shiver run down my spine and turned to 
see both the older fairies staring at me intently. I realised after a moment they were casting  
some kind  of  magic  on  me.  A  moment  later,  I  worked  out  what  the  magic  was:  I  was 
shrinking to their size. 

As I began to get very small, I felt myself lift straight off the ground and drift towards the  
now gigantic trunk of the Big Oak. Though I gathered we were going inside, there was no 
visible opening in the wood and this worried me more than a little.

“Spurik, what are they trying to do, give me concussion?” I asked, expecting to bang into the  
wood at any moment.

“You’re perfectly fine,” he replied, taking my hand. I turned to look at him, and it was all I  
could do to stop my jaw from dropping. 

Spurik had always been “the cute little guy on my shoulder,” but when a person’s small  
enough to live on your shoulder, you really don’t notice just how cute they are until you’re 
shrunk down to their size. He was kind of baby-faced - it made me want to pinch his cheeks.  
His eyes were an interesting shade of purple and his hair, close-up, was more bluish than the 
brown I had always assumed it to be. His wings were different, too: intricate patterns danced 
over them and in the right light, they were definitely sparkling. Being so much bigger than 
him, I’d never been able to see any of this before and I was absolutely awestruck. 
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Obviously, I stared a little too long, because he broke my silence by saying, “What? Haven’t  
you ever seen a good-looking sprite before?”

“You look so different,” I said, then followed it up with a yelp as I came into contact with the 
trunk of the Big Oak… and passed straight through it. It felt like I was passing through a big 
bowl of jelly. As I watched, the wood around us seemed to disappear and was replaced with 
hanging baskets of flowers and climbing vines surrounding a gilt gallery at one end of which 
was a high bench like the ones you see in courtrooms. 

“Welcome,” said Spurik, “to the real Fairyland. Or the High Court of the Fey Council at least.”

The  two fairies  who had accompanied  us  made their  way  up  to  the  bench,  but  Spurik 
beckoned me to follow him out of the courtroom through a small door at the opposite end. 
It led into a much smaller chamber, where a lady-fairy was waiting. 

“Molly,” said Spurik, “I’d like you to meet… my mother, Basia.”

The fact that Spurik had found at least one of his parents, I hate to admit it, filled me with 
absolute dread and not happiness or anything it should have. The first thought that entered 
my head was that even if he did get off at the trial, he might not want to come home with  
me now that he had his own family, one who actually knew he existed. 

Basia must have read my thoughts, because she put her hand on my shoulder and said, “I’m 
sure Spurik will not forget the kindness you have shown him these past years.” 

“Um, thanks,” I replied, even though it wasn’t quite the phrase I was looking for. 

“Here,” said Spurik, turning around and picking something up off a chair behind him. “Wear 
this. We can’t have you going into the courtroom in a pair of jeans, can we?”

He handed me a gorgeous dress. It  was a stereotypically “fairy” gown, with rainbows of 
colour dancing across it, but it was still absolutely beautiful. In the back were two slits, which 
puzzled me for a second, before I realised they were for a pair of wings to poke through. 

The two fairies left the room and let me get changed. Once I had the dress on, I couldn’t 
resist spinning around a couple of times to hear it swoosh.

A few minutes later, Basia came back, but Spurik wasn’t behind her. “Come,” she said, “the 
trial  is  going  to  start.”  She  looked  nervous  and  I  didn’t  blame her.  After  sixteen  years, 
possibly longer if you work in fairy time, she’d just been reunited with her long lost son, only 
to be in danger of having him thrown in prison and torn away from her again. I was just 
relieved she didn’t hold anything against me.

I followed her back out into the courtroom. Looking around, I saw Spurik leaning against a  
railing a storey or two above. I guessed this was the prisoner’s dock. He looked down and 
waved at me. He pointed at me, then tugged on his clothes and gave me a thumbs-up sign. I  
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was puzzled for a moment until I realised he was saying that he thought I looked good in the 
dress. I grinned to show I’d understood, and then followed Basia to my seat. It was towards  
the front, so I could see most of the action as it unfolded. 

A regal looking fairy in a blue robe stood up to open the case. “Ladies and gentlemen,” he 
said, “My name is Howe. We are here today to examine the case of that sprite,” he pointed 
up at Spurik, “who has not only fraternised with humans,” he cast a glare in my direction, 
“for  sixteen  years but  has  also  used  powerful,  unharnessed  magic  in  view  of  humans 
previously unaware of our existence. He claims he was knocked unconscious en route to the 
Fey New Year’s Gathering, but this story seems highly improbable. It seems more likely to 
me that he deliberately left his family in an attempt to rebel against our ancient Fey Law.”

I saw Spurik stand up sharply in the prisoner’s dock and grasp the railing angrily. “Come off  
it!” he yelled down at us, “I was two years old!”

“Silence!” said one of the fairies that had met me at the Big Oak. 

I looked up at him and realised he was one of eight fairies seated along the high bench. 
Between them, with four on each side, was a female fairy who I took an educated guess was  
descended from a royal family of some sort. The purple gave it away a bit. Everything about  
her was purple - her clothes, her hair, her eyes - except her skin, which was a dark chocolate  
colour.

I leaned over to Basia. “Who is the women in the middle?” I asked. 

“That is Shari,” she whispered back to me, “she is the last of a line of royal Fey. She has no 
real power in the courts, but is impossible to tell a lie in her presence, which is why she 
presides over cases.”

I nodded, informed, and turned back to listen to what was happening. The same fairy that 
had begun the case was now banging on about  the responsibilities each fairy,  sprite or  
whatever had to protect the Fey from humans, and all  the kind of  stuff  you’d generally 
expect a pompous fairy to bang on about. 

When he finally finished, another fairy stood up on the other side of the room. This one was  
wearing a shimmering, emerald green robe. He too addressed the courtroom.

“Ladies and gentlemen, my name is Zuriel. Might I begin by saying that today’s proceedings 
can hardly count as a trial. What we have here is a boy who, before being old enough to 
learn Fey Law or anything else, lost his way and took refuge where he could find it. Yes, with 
a human girl. The girl was young enough to be able to see him, but no one surrounding her  
was, and so what harm could there be of him staying with her? Yes, he had associated with a 
human, but he never knew any better. The Fey in general are still protected from the human 
world. And even if she were to return from our world, proclaiming that fairies do exist, who, 
really, is going to believe her?” He turned around to the fairy in the blue robe, and gave him 
a look as though to say, “Try answering that one,” before sitting down again.
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A fairy sitting on the end of the Bench stood up and spoke. “We will begin,” she said, “by 
questioning the defendant.” All heads turned in Spurik’s direction as Zuriel began. 

“Spurik, can you please explain to the court how you became separated from your parents?”

“Sure can,” Spurik said, his generally disrespectful personality poking through even when it 
probably shouldn’t have been. I was pretty sure I saw Howe flinch at this, but Spurik wasn’t 
fazed in the slightest. 

“As  you  know,  it  was  Fey  New  Year.  My  family  and  I  were  on  our  way  here  for  the 
celebrations. My wings weren’t fully formed by then, so I was still getting the hang of flying,  
but as you know, I have younger twin sisters and my parents had their hands full with them. 
It was windy outside, and as I couldn’t control my flight path completely, I was sort of blown 
off course and into the path of a waving tree branch. I was knocked unconscious, and didn’t 
come to until much later.”

“Did you have any intention to leave your family?” Zuriel asked. 

“Of course not,” Spurik replied and Zuriel nodded, satisfied.

“How did you meet Miss Emerson?” he asked.

Spurik  glanced over my way and grinned.  Being called “Miss Emerson” either by school 
teachers or anyone else, really bugged me. If someone can’t call me Molly, I’d rather them 
not call me anything. 

“I met  Miss Emerson,” Spurik was saying, “when I fell into her pram. She was only one, I 
actually woke to the sound of her crying. By the time I came to, we were back at her home. I  
found my way out of the house, but I had no idea where I was or how to get back to the Fey. 
Eventually, I went back to Molly. She could see me, which I knew was because she was still  
young. I made her smile a few times… you’ve got to remember, by human standards one 
year old is still pretty much babyhood… she couldn’t talk, if I remember rightly she was still 
crawling…”

The tone of voice he was using, not to mention the few snickers that circulated the room, 
gave me a nasty suspicion that he was using the opportunity to take the mickey out of me, 
knowing full well I couldn’t get back at him. 

Zuriel continued his line of questioning. “Spurik, did you make any other attempts to find 
your parents?”

“Well, yeah, I went out more than once trying to find them, but I didn’t know any magic to  
help - I hadn’t been to Fey School remember.”

“One more question, Spurik,” said Zuriel, “did you at any time, think of betraying the Fey, any 
time at all?”
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“No, never.”

Zuriel turned and bowed to Shari and the rest of the VIPs. “That is all.”

As he sat down, Howe stood up, fixing Spurik with a look that pretty much said, “I am so 
going to tear you to pieces.” I bit my lip and looked up at Spurik. He met my gaze for just a  
moment and grinned assuredly down at me. 

“Spurik, are you aware that association with humans is forbidden among the Fey?”

“I am now, yeah,” Spurik replied, not even attempting to hide his dislike for the fairy who 
was trying to land him in gaol. 

“Are you saying you were not aware of it before leaving the Fey? Your parents had not begun 
to teach you the rights and wrongs of the world?”

“Mate, I was two. They were teaching me stuff like hitting other people is bad, not the Law 
for heaven’s sake. Anyway, isn’t that what gets taught to us at Fey School?”

“So, your parents wouldn’t say anything to you if you passed a human in the street, anything  
like that?”

“You do realise you’re asking me to remember things that happened seventeen years ago? 
Seventeen human years ago at that?”

“Answer the question!”

“I don’t freaking know! Maybe they did, I don’t know!”

“Watch your tongue, young sprite!” Howe’s voice had risen angrily.

Spurik begrudgingly behaved. “I don’t know,” he repeated, sullenly.

Howe continued. “Can you explain the reason for the magic you used the other day?”

“I…” Spurik began, and trailed off. He glanced up at Shari and I remembered what Basia said 
about  not  being  able  to  lie  in  her  presence.  This  was  a  question  the  answer  to  which 
interested me very much. 

Spurik looked Howe squarely in the eyes. “I don’t want to answer that,” he informed the 
older fairy.

“Answer it,” Howe hissed back. 

“I don’t want to.”

“You’ve got no choice!”
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“Then make me!”

Their voices had both risen to the point that Shari herself intervened in order to settle them 
down. 

“Gentlemen!”  she  exclaimed,  “this  courtroom  is  no  place  for  petty  arguments!  Calm 
yourselves.” Her voice was deep and silky, the kind you can’t help but obey. She continued, 
“Howe, Spurik has said he does not wish to answer that question. Please continue.”

“With all  due respect, your Highness, the answer to that question is a vital point in this 
case.”

Shari looked back at him. “And with all due respect, Howe, I think we’ll find out that answer 
soon enough if you just let it be for now…”

Argh. I was little more impressed than Howe. 

“Well, then, if we cannot receive an answer to that important question, I suppose that is all.” 
Howe bowed like Zuriel had, though he didn’t seem to be too pleased about it.

I leant over to Basia and whispered, “Am I going to be up soon?”

She whispered back, “I don’t think so. The trial started late to begin with, so you’ll probably  
be on tomorrow.”

“Tomorrow? I’ve got to stay here tonight?”

“Didn’t Spurik tell you that time travels faster here? No time will have passed in your own 
world when you return.”

“Oh, well, okay.” I wasn’t sure I wanted to stay so long in the Fey World, but I didn’t seem to 
have much choice.

Shari  stood  and  bowed  to  the  Court.  This  seemed  to  be  the  sign  that  the  court  was 
adjourned, because people began filing towards the exits. Basia and I waited for Spurik to fly 
down and then the three of us headed out, Spurik between us.

“My God, he annoys me,” Spurik exclaimed.

“He’s just doing his job,” Basia replied, “and you technically can’t refuse to answer questions. 
I don‘t think it‘s ever been done before.”

“Mum, you’re not siding with the enemy, are you? Besides, Shari herself let me off.”

“You still shouldn’t have done it,” she said, “but come on. Zuriel wants to speak to Molly 
about tomorrow and he’s invited us all to dinner at his house tonight.”
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Perhaps  not  surprisingly,  Zuriel’s  home  was  in  the  same  tree  as  the  Courtroom. 
Unfortunately for me, it was several branches up, so Basia had to levitate me. Having never 
been levitated before, and having never been fond of heights, this made me not the least bit 
comfortable. Spurik helpfully covered my eyes with his hands so that I couldn’t look down, 
but it didn’t really help. 

Finally, my feet touched the firm ground again, and Spurik steered me in the direction of a  
door  down  the  corridor  before  I  had  a  chance  to  look  down  over  the  ledge  into  the 
courtroom.

Once inside, we were met by two identical girls who looked a year of so younger than Spurik  
and I. 

“Is this her?” one of them asked excitedly, looking from me to Spurik and back again. 

“Yeah, this is her,” Spurik grinned back.

At this, the girls literally squealed and both promptly threw their arms around me in a group  
hug of sorts.

“Um… hi,” I said. 

Spurik, still grinning, decided introductions were in order. “Molly, these are my sisters, Tahira 
and Tenae.”

“It’s  so  good  to  meet  you!”  Tahira  gushed.  Their  excitement  at  my  arrival  was  a  little 
disconcerting. 

Tenae pulled out of the hug and attempted to shake my hand vigorously, however, as she 
was shaking my right with her left, it didn’t quite work out. 

“Tenae, I taught you the other day, it’s done like this,” Spurik explained, demonstrating for 
his sister. 

“Oh, okay,” Tenae replied, and tried again, getting it right this time.

“Wait, ‘the other day?’” I asked, suddenly realised what Spurik had said. “How long have you 
been here?”

“Well, by your standards about a day. Working in Fey Time, about three weeks.”

“Three weeks?” I exclaimed, “thank God that’s only in Fey time.”

“Aw, did you miss me?”

I blushed. “Well… yes,” I replied.
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“I’m touched,” he said, grinning.

“Well… you know, you get used to someone being there after sixteen years.”

By  this  time,  Tahira  and Tenae  were  in  a  huge  fit  of  giggles,  and I  couldn’t  help  being  
reminded of teenage girls back at home. Tahira and Tenae were around sixteen, but seemed 
to be acting at least three years younger. Maybe it was a fairy thing.

Thankfully, Basia ushered us all through the door at that point and the girls’ laughter soon 
subsided. We entered a small entrance hall with a high ceiling. A light hung down, partly 
enveloped by some sort of foliage. Basia led us through the next door, where Zuriel was 
waiting for us, a lady-fairy by his side. 

They greeted Basia and Spurik and then I was introduced. “This is Molly,” Basia said, “Molly, 
this is Zuriel, as you know, and his wife, Ekala.”

“Pleased to meet you both,” I said, smiling politely.

“It’s nice to meet you too, Molly,” Ekala replied, “come and sit down.” She led me towards a 
large table in an adjoining room, set for eight people.  I  did a mental  head count of the  
people I was with and wondered who the eighth person would be. As I sat down, I realised  
that I was going to be eating a Fey meal and hoped that I would find any nasty surprises in  
my bowl. 

As Spurik sat himself down next to me, I asked him, “What do you lot eat here?”

“Oh, you know, newt’s tail, cat whiskers…”

“Haha,” I replied dryly, “what really?”

“It’s pretty average, really. You’ll be fine. There might be a few sparks running through it, but 
they’re harmless.”

“Sparks? What kind of sparks?”

Spurik mimed hitting me over the head, except without actually touching me. “What kind of  
sparks do you think, Mols? You think we cook our food in an oven? I am the only sprite over 
the age of fourteen who hasn’t been to Fey School.”

All this seemed perfectly obvious once pointed out to me. Why would anyone bother with 
conventional cooking methods when it could all be done by magic? I grinned sheepishly and 
he smiled back. His eyes were a lovely shade of purple…

Just then, there was a commotion at the door as an older sprite who at first glance reminded 
me of Rocky Balboa with wings strode inside and made his way over to the table. 
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“So, you’re the girl then? You’re the one who carried off my son?”

This remark took me rather by surprise and I mimed wordlessly for a moment. It was kind of  
awkward. 

Finally, Spurik said, “Um, Molly… this is my dad, Akar. Dad, this is Molly.”

“Hhm,” was all Akar said, before sitting down. He kept an eye on me for the rest of the meal,  
which made me immensely uncomfortable. 

I leant over to Spurik and asked, “Does he not like me?”

Spurik glanced at his father and rolled his eyes. “Let’s just say he’s slightly more on Howe’s 
side than ours.”

“But you’re his son! Why does he want you in gaol?”

“Oh, he doesn’t want me in gaol… but he wants your memories of me wiped.”

I  only just  managed to refrain from spitting out the mouthful  of water I  had just taken. 
“Sorry?” I said, “They’re going to wipe my memories if we lose?”

“Ah, well,  I  didn’t tell  you before, but… well, they’re probably going to do that whoever 
wins.”

I placed my glass slowly back down on the table. “What makes them think they’ve got that  
right?”

“Molly…”

“No, seriously! These are my memories of you, they’re not for anyone else to play with!” I 
was aware of everyone’s eyes on me. I looked at Zuriel, at the head of the table. He seemed 
quite intent on studying his as yet empty soup bowl. However, after several moments with 
my eyes on him, he eventually decided to speak. 

“Molly, it’s the Law… no human is supposed to know the Fey exist.”

“It’s also the law in Florida that unmarried women can’t parachute on a Sunday, but do you 
really think people would give a damn about that? What harm am I going to do, anyway?”

“That’s not the point, Molly,” Zuriel began, but I cut him off angrily.

“I’m beginning to think there isn’t a point!” I got up from the table and stalked out of the 
dining room. I knew I was being rude, but I was too upset to care. I opened the door that led  
into the house and sat outside in the corridor. 

Back in the dining room, I could hear the general “I’ll go talk to her” - “No, I’ll go” talk and 
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the sliding back of a chair. A few moments later, Spurik joined me outside, sitting down next 
to me. 

I guessed I had probably embarrassed him, and didn’t really know what to say to him now. I 
looked at him out of the corner of my eye, and noticed him looking at me the same way. We 
both looked away. It was very awkward, and that was strange. I’d never felt awkward with 
Spurik before. 

“Hey,” he said, breaking the silence eventually. 

“Hey,” I replied. 

“Listen, I’m really sorry I broke it to you that way,” he said, “I guess I could have been a little  
less… casual about it.”

I grinned, and then feigned shock. “Spurik? Apologising? Now there’s a world first!”

“Hey,  leave  me  alone,  I’m  trying  to  be  serious.”  He  hit  me  playfully  on  the  arm.  

“I’m sorry,” I replied, “I just couldn’t resist. But you’re forgiven.”

He grinned back, but then became serious again. “Molly… there’s something I want to tell  
you.”

“What?”

‘Molly,’ he began, looking directly into my eyes. This proved to be a bit of a distraction. Did I  
mention he was cute? I wondered if this was a typical male Fey trait, and occupied myself by  
fiddling with a fold in my dress so I could better concentrate on what he was saying. 

“That’s me,” I replied. 

“I’m well aware that’s you,” he retorted, almost snappishly,  but then said, “Molly” again 
before trailing off and clearing his throat. 

This sudden shyness caused me to look back up at him. He’d never been like this before; he’d 
always been completely open and honest with me and vice versa - that’s why we were so 
close. Now, however, he couldn’t even make eye contact with me. 

“Hey, what’s up?” I asked, reaching out and tilting his head back around to face me. He took 
my hand from his cheek, and stroked the back of it with his thumb. I looked from this to his 
face and back a couple of times, not entirely sure what he was leading up to. 

“Mol,” he began again for the third time, “haven’t you ever, not once, noticed what I… how 
I…?”

Whatever he wanted to say certainly wasn’t coming out, but it hardly needed to. His eyes 
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said it all. Here he was, after sixteen years, informing me that he was in love with me. 

Initially,  I  was  surprised,  to say the least.  And then it  sort  of  started making sense.  His 
“darling” taunts,  his  jealousy of  Paul… I  couldn’t  believe I  had been quite so dense.  No 
wonder he always got so annoyed at me when I liked another guy!

“Um,” I said, because he was looking at me expectantly and I had absolutely no clue what to 
say. 

He took me by the shoulders and looked me in the eye. “I just want to know, Molly,“ he said 
emphatically, “have you ever… do you feel the same way?”

“Spurik, I-” I felt so confused, I didn’t know whether I felt that way or not, but I never got a  
chance to say anything to that effect because that was when he kissed me.

The first time it was quick, little more than a peck on the lips, but when I didn’t show any  
sign of slapping him for it or anything like that, he kissed me again. This time was longer and 
fuller. His hands left my shoulders as he put his arms around my waist and I let my own 
drape around his neck. The whole situation was cause for a dilemma: once the trial was 
over, I was likely to be returned to around thirty times the size of the person I was pretty  
sure I was falling in love with.  

Suddenly I realised what we were doing. The accused and the principal witness in a major 
trial  making  out  before  the  trial  had  even  reached  its  conclusion!  Hardly  appropriate 
behaviour if we wanted to get Spurik off. 

Though in no way did I want to end the kiss there, I took my arms from around him and 
gripped his shoulders, pushing him away. He seemed reluctant at first, but eventually got the 
message. It was a couple of seconds before I was capable of saying anything coherent. 

“Spurik,”  I  said  finally,  “we  can’t  …  do  this.  Not  now.  What  if  someone  comes  out  or 
something? There’d be no hope for you if you were caught kissing me in the midst of the 
court case.”

He sighed and rolled his eyes at me. “Do you think that bothers me, Molly? I’ve told you 
now, and that’s all I wanted to do! I don’t care what happens to me after this!”

“Well… I do,” I whispered in reply. “A mere twenty-four hours without you was sheer hell 
and, Spurik, if anything happened to you so that you can’t come back with me…”

“Molly,” he said gently, taking my hands, “even if I’m not imprisoned for life, I’m not going to 
be allowed to come back with you. Now that they’ve found me, they’re not going to let me 
go in a hurry.”

I guess deep down in my heart I had known this all along, but hadn’t wanted to admit it to 
myself.  Planting a kiss on my forehead, Spurik drew me into a hug … and it  was at that  
moment that things managed to get even worse.
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There was Howe, a triumphant gleam in his eye. Behind him were two others, each about  
the same size as Akar or bigger. It was obvious why they were there, and they both looked as 
though they took their jobs pretty seriously. 

“Get them both,” Howe said, and they came towards us. 

Though I initially held onto Spurik for dear life, I decided I wasn’t going down without a fight. 
As one of the bulky soldier-fairies none too gracefully put his arms around my middle and 
hoisted me off  the floor, I  managed to kick open the door to Zuriel’s house and scream 
something incoherent. It was enough to attract attention. 

As Spurik and I were dragged towards the ledge where the rest of the Big Oak’s trunk spread 
out, Zuriel appeared behind us. 

“Howe!” he yelled, “what are you doing?” 

The two soldier-fairies stopped in time for me to see Howe magically project a movie of the 
last minute or so’s events in that hallway. Spurik had managed this once before, in order to 
remind me that I had promised my mother I would finish a history assignment that night and 
leave the weekend free, but this was much different. Watching yourself kiss someone is a 
profoundly weird experience and should not be attempted on a regular basis. 

However,  that  didn’t  bother  me for  too long.  There were more  important  things  to  be 
worried about. Like the fact that I was watching myself kissing someone at all. 

“This is voyeurism!” I yelled, “In my world, it’s illegal!”

“Shut up!” Howe snapped, turning to us as the image disappeared. 

“Zuriel!” I yelled.

Spurik yelled, “Zuriel, do something!“ in almost perfect unison. 

Zuriel stood there, doing nothing, which was frustrating, to say the least. The two big fairies 
dragged Spurik and I towards the edge of the corridor and then literally jumped off, giving us 
no warning whatsoever. It  was okay for Spurik, he had wings of his own, but if the fairy 
holding me let go, I would have been free-falling. I screamed. 

Looking back up to try and stem the wave of dizziness washing over me, I saw Akar yelling 
down at Howe, who was following us down. I  couldn’t hear what he was saying, but he 
didn’t look too happy, and a moment later he flew down above the rest of us. 

As soon as we were back on solid ground, Akar marched over to Howe and only just seemed 
to be able to restrain himself from spitting in the lawyer’s face. 

“What the hell do you think you’re doing?” he yelled. 
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“Your  son  was  discovered  in  a  somewhat…  compromising  position  with  this  girl.”  The 
smugness in Howe’s voice was sickening. Even if Akar hadn’t glared at me, I knew that this 
remark would make him dislike me even more. 

“Even so,” he said, turning back to Howe, “you can’t just drag out the entire population of 
the Oak just because -”

“What is going on here?” asked a none-too-pleased voice behind us. Everyone shut up and 
even Howe’s expression became one of respect. Craning my neck around, I saw Shari there, 
a hand on her hip. 

“Your Highness, something has come up regarding Spurik’s case,” Howe said. “I found -”

“I know,” Shari cut him off again. “Couldn’t you have waited until the morning?”

“But, your Highness, the Law!”

“At least have them separated,” Akar added. 

Shari’s lips formed a tight line. Eventually she nodded. “Yes. Molly, you will come with me 
tonight.”

This didn’t appear to be exactly what Howe and Akar had in mind. They both opened their  
mouths to protest, but Shari cut them off with a wave of her hand as she took me by the 
wrist and led me away. 

“Where are we going?” I asked as we walked back in the general direction of the courtroom. 

“You and I need to have a talk,” was all she said in reply. 

We walked straight through the courtroom and out the other side. Once there, Shari warned 
me that we were going to be in the air again, and then holding my wrist tightly, she levitated 
the both of us to a dwelling thankfully only about three storeys up this time. 

Upon landing,  I  found myself  in an ornate corridor decorated with purple and yellow. It 
didn’t take too long to work out that this was Shari’s own personal place, presumably where 
she stayed when she was presiding over a court case.  

“Have a seat, Molly.” 

I  sat on one of the large, comfy armchairs, but stiffly;  I’d never been in the company of  
someone royal before… hell, I’d never even been in the company of anyone even remotely 
important before, let alone royalty. 

Shari snapped her fingers, and a servant brought in a tray of food and drinks. Shari poured 
out  and handed me a  goblet  full  of  a  sweet-tasting drink  I’d  never  had before.  All  this 
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politeness and civility and silence was making me nervous – I expected Shari, as a princess, 
would be just as mad at Spurik and me as Howe and Akar were, and I wished she’d just say  
whatever the hell it was she wanted to say and let me get out of there. 

After taking a long sip from her own goblet, Shari fixed me with a cool stare and said, “Well,  
Molly. It’s an interesting situation we have here.” 

“Yeah…” I agreed uncertainly, and not knowing what else to say, trailed off. 

“Howe will most certainly bring this up at the trial tomorrow,” she continued, and perhaps 
she could read the thoughts that went through my head (none of them complimentary) at 
the mention of Howe’s name, because she seemed to almost smile, but she concealed it  
well. 

“Is it going to affect the trial too much?” I asked. 

Shari nodded gravely. “I think it will,” she replied, “unless…”

“Unless what?” 

She  shifted  her  weight  and leant  forward.  “Molly,  I  assume you’ve  been told  that  it  is  
impossible to lie in front of me?” I nodded, and she continued, “how do you suppose that 
works?”

I frowned; I hadn’t really thought about it. “I guess…” I began slowly, “is there something  
that just stops the words coming out or something?”

Shari  nodded, a knowing smile on her lips.  “It’s  amazing how many people think that.  I 
perpetuate the school of thought, though, as it makes them less likely to bother trying.” 

“What? You mean, you can’t tell when they’re lying?” 

“Make no mistake, Molly, I do know when someone’s lying, but it’s not a case of the words 
not being able to come out. It’s only once they’re spoken that I know.” 

I mulled this over for a bit, and then looked back at her. “I’m not entirely sure where you’re  
going with this.” 

“Molly, think about this. Howe, Spurik, you and I are the only ones who know for certain that 
what happened tonight happened. For all everyone else knows, Howe completely invented 
that scenario.”

“But why would he do that?”

Shari’s eyes darkened as she frowned. “It wouldn’t be the first time,” she muttered. 

“What?”
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“One thing you have to understand, Molly, is that Howe thinks higher of himself than any  
other Fey, even me. As such, there are certain things he thinks he can get away with. It’s only 
because those old fools on the Council are usually on his side that he’s allowed to stay in 
office.”

“So, you’re suggesting that Spurik and I lie about tonight in order to show Howe up?”

“Do you love Spurik, Molly?” When I hesitated before answering, she added, “I will know if 
you lie, remember.”

Realising that she was right, I gave her the answer that I had by then decided was true:  
“Yeah, I do.”

“And we both know that he loves you. So you’ll have to do what you have to do.” 

This was far too good to be true. “Are you sure?” I asked. 

Shari smiled, and the sparkle in her eye was not lost on me. “I’m sure,” she confirmed. “Now, 
you need to get some sleep. I’ll get word to Spurik.”

~*~

The  next  morning I  awoke with a  huge knot  in  my stomach.  Today was the day:  today 
Spurik’s  fate  would  be  decided.  I  got  out  of  bed  and  managed  to  choke  down  of  the 
breakfast that had been left on the bedside table. 

I’d been up about ten minutes when Shari knocked on the door and came in, holding yet  
another dress for me. This one was less colourful than the other - the whole thing was a  
brilliant magenta - but it was no less classy. 

Much to my surprise, Spurik was allowed to visit me after breakfast. Obviously, Shari was  
pulling more than a few strings with this case. Upon walking into the room, he looked me up 
and down and whistled, grinning. 

“Well, well, you manage to make even one of Tenae’s dresses look gorgeous.”

“I’m flattered, but that’s not a very nice thing to say about your own sister.”

“You don’t know her.”

“You barely know her yourself!”

“Shut up, Mol, I was kidding.”

“So this is Tenae’s?” I swished it a bit.
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“Yeah. The one you wore yesterday was Tahira’s and Tenae insisted that you wear one of  
hers as well.”

I laughed, and then we spent the next few minutes making sure our stories about the night 
before were similar so that neither of us mucked the other one up later on. It felt really 
strange and I felt that I shouldn’t have been doing it, but I comforted myself with the fact 
that if the Fey’s own Princess said it was okay, then it must be okay. 

So that no one would know we were together, Shari magically transported Spurik back to 
Zuriel’s side of the Big Oak, then she and I headed down together. Zuriel met me at the 
bottom and Shari went up to the top bench and took her place there. 

“Molly,” Zuriel said, putting a hand on my shoulder, “Shari has told me what’s happening… I 
can’t say I like the idea much myself, but I’m not going to argue with her. I only hope it works  
out for the best.”

I smiled. “Don’t worry, Zuriel. I know we’ll be fine.” 

“Well, you’re the only one to be called today, so you can get into position.” He led me over 
to a desk behind which was a wooden stool. “You’ll have to sit here,” he told me. “Now, I’m 
going to have to magically amplify your voice, just so you know.” 

I fought the urge to ask him why he had to let me know something trivial like that, but saw 
no need to inform me that my memories were likely to be removed. It wasn’t his fault if the  
stupid law was like that. 

About ten agonising minutes later, the courtroom was full and it appeared everything was 
about to begin. Spurik was back up in the same dock he had been in the day before, and the 
eight fairies around Shari had all taken their places. Shari nodded at Zuriel, and he stood up 
to begin the day’s proceedings.

“This morning we will be examining Miss Molly Emerson. Spurik has lived with her as long as  
either of them can really remember. I am sure the court will find that she had nothing to do  
with Spurik’s disappearance; that she just happened to be in what some may see as the  
wrong place at the wrong time. Spurik has already told the Court how he had no way of 
finding the Fey again, and I think the Court will definitely find that Molly had nothing to do  
with Spurik missing for so long.”

He turned to me and nodded, which I took as a sign to stand up. “Miss Emerson,” he began, 
and I flinched again, “a fairy or sprite of two years old would be capable of putting together 
the rudimentary plans for some sort of kidnapping. Could the same be said of a human 
child?” 

I raised my eyebrows; though I had known that the Fey advanced faster than humans, I had 
been previously unaware of this fact. It  must have been because Spurik started hanging 
around with me and learnt at the same speed as me from then on that prevented him from 
developing this kind of intelligence. 
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“No, that’d be impossible. A human would have to be at least in their teens before they’d be 
able to plan something like that.”

“And how old were you when Spurik arrived in your life?”

“About one and a half, I think.”

At that, Zuriel turned to the Council. “Honestly, what more proof do you need? Molly was 
not the least bit involved in Spurik’s disappearance. Any fool can see that. Nothing more 
needs to be said.” He nodded to the High Council and then took his seat again. Unsure what 
to do, I remained standing, feeling a little awkward.

When Howe stood up a moment later, he had that same smug look on his face again. “Ladies 
and gentlemen,” he said, “What Zuriel has shown us may be true, but I believe that I have 
evidence that Miss Emerson’s influence is not entirely lost on Spurik.” 

He waved a hand and once again, the projection of our kiss appeared in mid-air. Once again, 
I felt completely grossed out, but tried not to show anything other than indignation. 

“What is that?” I exclaimed, “that never happened!” 

“Don’t lie, Miss Emerson,” Howe replied, “it will do you no good in this courtroom.”

“I’m not lying!” I yelled, hoping I was sounding convincing. I looked up at Spurik. “Spurik! Tell 
him!” 

“She’s telling the truth!” Spurik called down to us. “The only thing that happened in that 
corridor was me explaining to her that her memories may be wiped when all this is over. I  
mean, seriously, I’ve been around Molly so long she’s more of a sister than anything else!” 

The projection had disappeared by this time, and Howe was looking fidgety. He turned to 
look up at the High Council, in particular at Shari. She stared back down at him and frowned,  
shaking her head slightly. I resisted the urge to smile, and instead kept up the act. 

Howe was getting worried now. “But… Members of the Council… this happened. I know it 
did! And her Highness knows this as well as I do! Or at least it appeared last night that she 
did!” 

“I’ll thank you not to presume what I do and don’t know,” Shari replied to this. 

Howe pointed an accusatory finger in her direction. “Molly spent the night in your dwellings! 
Did you plan this amongst yourselves?” 

A loud murmur rippled through the crowd; no one had ever dared challenge Shari like that  
before.
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“How dare you?” Shari thundered, standing in her place to stare Howe down. “How dare you 
imply  that  I  would  put  something  before  my  duty  to  this  courtroom?”  I  was  suitably 
impressed by her performance.

Even Howe backed down then. “I apologise, your Highness. I take back my comments.” He 
bowed slightly to her. 

This was where Akar stood up and marched over to Howe’s desk. “Damn it, Howe!” he yelled 
in Howe’s face. “I thought you said you weren’t going to try and get away with this kind of 
thing anymore!” He towered over Howe and looked pretty angry, and I fully expected him to 
strike Howe. However, Shari intervened not a moment too soon.

“Akar!  I  told  Howe and Spurik  yesterday  that  this  courtroom is  not  the place for  petty 
arguments. Nor is it the place for violence of the kind you intend to inflict. Please. Sit back 
down.”  Akar  gave  a  small  bow  and  then  returned  begrudgingly  to  his  seat,  and  Shari  
returned her attention to Howe.

“Howe,” she said, her voice calm, but somehow deadly, “I think now would be a good time 
for you to leave. You have once again shown your lack of respect for the Court by once again  
attempting to fabricate evidence. I am sure that this time, Howe, the Council Members will  
agree with me that your career is in jeopardy.”

Howe wasn’t giving up just yet. “It happened, I tell you!” he cried, even as a couple of guards 
were dragging him out of the room. “It happened! I don’t know what you’re doing, but I’ll  
work it out, and then you’ll all be sorry!” His voice faded as he was dragged further down 
the corridor outside. I almost felt sorry for him, the way everything had turned against him. 
Almost. 

“Well,” Shari continued, “it seems that this trial has turned into a complete farce. Molly, 
Spurik, the two of you are free to go.” 

Relief flooded through me. I looked up at Spurik and was met with an ear-to-ear grin. He was 
feeling exactly the same as me. I began opening the gate of the stand where I had been, and 
Spurik extended his wings to fly down to join us. Basia, Tenae and Tahira were all hugging 
each other happily, and even Akar seemed to be begrudgingly pleased. 

“Wait just a moment,” said the fairy to Shari’s right. Even Shari looked puzzled as she turned 
her  attention  to  him.  Once  he  had  our  attention,  he  went  on,  “I  agree  that  there  is 
insufficient evidence to make any kind of arrest here today. However, the fact still remains 
that there exists a human with intimate knowledge of the Fey and our ways. It is my opinion 
that Miss Molly Emerson’s memories of Spurik and the Fey should be removed for our own 
protection.”

“What?” Spurik, Shari and I all exclaimed in unison. 

One of the fairies on Shari’s left agreed. “The laws regarding human relations with the Fey 
are explicit,” he explained. “We must follow these laws. All in favour?” 
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Spurik and I watched in dismay as each of the members of the Council raised their hands. All 
our hard work had been for nothing. I was going to be sent home with no memories of 
Spurik whatsoever. He was going to be stuck with the likes of these guys for the rest of his  
life. And even Shari’s opinion could not outvote all eight members of the Council, so there 
was officially nothing left for us to do. 

As we left the courtroom soon after, none of us really knew what to say or even feel. Spurik  
was fuming; his face was flushed and there were sparks of magic shooting out the tips of his 
wings. I touched his arm gently in the hope of calming him down: no one wanted a repeat 
performance of the event that had started all this trouble in the first place. 

We all  stopped and turned back for  a moment at  the sound of  raised voices inside the 
Courtroom. Shari was clearly still arguing with the High Council, despite not really having the 
power to do so. I thought perhaps the sound was muffled, but Basia explained to me that 
Shari was using the Old Language, a language really only used by the dwindling aristocracy 
now. 

Basia had offered to put me up for the night and we arrived back at hers and Akar’s house 
soon after. It was more modest than Zuriel and Ekala’s house, and I felt more at home there.  
In fact, apart from various bits of fairy paraphernalia, it felt like any standard house in my 
own world. 

Akar stalked off to bed straight away, but Basia placed a hand on my shoulder and one on 
Spurik’s. “I imagine you two have a lot to talk about,” she said, motioning to a sofa in the  
corner. “I’ll leave you to it.” 

“Your mum is awesome,” I commented as I sat down. As I often did when I was upset, I 
crossed my legs and curled myself into a ball. When Spurik also reached the sofa, he took  
one of my hands and uncurled me again. 

“Sitting like that is all very well when I’m on your shoulder,” he reprimanded as cheerfully as  
he could, “but not when I’m right here next to you.” 

I ended up lying with my head on Spurik’s lap for most of the night. Even when it was clear 
everyone else  had well  and truly  gone to bed,  we stayed up chatting  in  hushed tones,  
reliving good memories and laughing off the bad. We kissed once or twice but, even in the  
middle of the night, we were both paranoid that someone would discover us and so there 
wasn’t  too  much  canoodling  going  on.  After  all,  we  were  supposed  to  be  giving  the 
impression that we were more like brother and sister than anything else. 

At some stage I suggested we each go to bed, but Spurik disagreed. “I want to spend as  
much time with you as I can,” he argued. 

“Now you’re starting to get all cheesy on me,” I teased. 

“It’s all your terrible influence,” was his retort. I grinned. 
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We ended up falling asleep exactly where we were and the next thing I remember is feeling 
my stomach clench with anxiety as I awoke the following morning. Not too long after that, 
Basia emerged from the bedroom and told us it was time to get up and start getting ready. 
As Spurik headed towards his bedroom, Basia handed me the jeans and t-shirt in which I had 
arrived. 

“No more fancy dresses, then?” I asked jokingly and Basia smiled.

“I’m afraid not,” she replied, and then her expression turned sombre. “I’m so sorry it has to 
be this way, Molly.” 

“It’s not your fault,” I replied, reaching out and touching her on the arm. “Thank you for 
everything you’ve done for me these past few days.” 

“It was no trouble, Molly.” 

“And...”  I  felt a lump forming in my throat and swallowed hard. “And...  keep him out of  
mischief for me, won’t you?” 

The smile spread back over Basia’s face. “I’ll try my best.” 

About half-an-hour later I was back in my normal clothes and we were heading back to the 
courtroom, where we would meet the two members of the High Council who had met me at 
the Big Oak two days ago. 

“Miss Emerson,” said one of them, stepping forward, “you have ten minutes to say your 
goodbyes before we will begin the process.” 

They at least had the decency to leave the room and give us some privacy. For a while, 
neither Spurik nor I really knew what to say, and we just stood in front of each other, a little  
pathetically. 

“So... this is it, I  guess.” It seemed a bit of a pointless thing to say, but at least as I was  
breaking the silence.

“It’s all right for you,” Spurik replied. “You won’t remember a thing. I’m the one who’ll spend 
the rest of his life knowing that out there somewhere there’s an amazing girl who doesn’t 
even know I exist.” 

His tone was snappish, and even though I knew it wasn’t me with whom he was angry, I felt 
the need to defend myself. “Hey, you know this wouldn’t be happening if I had my way!” 

I blinked, and it seemed we were both a little taken aback by my outburst. It helped, though: 
we both snapped back to reality at that point and realised that our last few minutes together 
were fast ticking away. 

I stepped towards Spurik, and he opened his arms to welcome me into a hug. I clung as close 
to him as I could, and bit my lip again to stop myself from crying. 

He kissed the top of my head and whispered, “I’m going to miss you so much.” I wanted to, 
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and almost did, respond that I would miss him as well, but then remembered with a jolt to 
my stomach that this wasn’t to be the case. I bit my lip again.

I heard the creak of the courtroom door opening and quickly whispered, “I love you,” before 
pulling myself out of Spurik’s arms. Moments later, Basia and the two Council  fairies re-
entered the room. 

“Are you ready?” one of them asked, and I nodded. As he stepped towards me, I recognised 
him as the fairy who had performed the magic on me two days, the magic that had shrunk 
me to the size of a fairy. It seemed he was going to be doing the honours again, since he was  
staring at me the same way he had before. 

I hadn’t expected the magic to hurt, even if it was purging my mind of some of its most 
treasured possessions. Sharp pain shot through my head, as though there were sparks of 
magic jumping across all the synapses of my brain. I cried out, clutching my head, and was 
vaguely aware of Spurik once again yelling angrily as he raced to my side. I think he caught 
me as I collapsed but I’m not really sure because that was the moment when I blacked out. 

The next few weeks confused me greatly. Paul wouldn’t have anything to do with me and I 
didn’t know what the problem was. My younger brother pointed out the fact that I didn’t 
talk to myself anymore, but I didn’t recall ever having done so. I felt lonelier than I ever had 
before and I couldn’t put my finger on why. And I felt myself drawn to the park, to the extent 
that I was willingly volunteering to walk the dog, when I’d never been an outdoorsy person 
before. 

One Sunday, I was sitting in the grass, leaning against the Big Oak, watching our dog, Ashton, 
running around with a few other dogs when I heard a commotion around the other side of 
the trunk of the Big Oak. There was a great deal of frustrated yelling on the part of one boy’s 
voice, and he sounded as though he was addressing another person, though I heard no one 
reply.

Getting up, I went round to see what was going on. Standing there was a boy about the 
same age as me, with dark eyes and hair with blue streaks in it. He was rubbing his arm as 
though he’d just fallen out of the branches of the tree. Something niggled at the back of my 
mind, but I ignored it.

‘Hey,’ he said, looking up and noticing me. 

‘Hey,’ I replied, ’are you okay?’

‘Yeah, I, uh, tripped.’ 

‘Oh, okay.’ There was a pause. I’d never seen the guy before in my life, and there didn’t seem 
to be much more to say. Not to mention, he was looking at me funny, which made me feel 
awkward. 
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‘Well, okay, then. See you.’ I turned to go back to my spot in the grass, but he grabbed me by 
the wrist, forcing me to turn around again. 

‘Molly, wait,’ he said.

‘How do you know my name?’ I asked, frowning, ‘who are you?’

He sighed, and then replied, ‘I’m… Stuart. Listen, can you just… uh, can you close your eyes 
for a second?’

Thinking the guy was nuts, I nevertheless did as he asked. I flinched reflexively as I felt his 
fingertips touch each of my eyelids. As he made contact, I felt something ripple through me, 
and I shivered. 

‘Okay, you can open them now.’

As I opened my eyes, all the memories that had previously been lost to me came crashing 
back with a great thud. 

‘Spurik!’ I squealed, finally recognising him and throwing my arms around him. 

‘God, I’ve missed you,’ he replied, hugging me back. 

‘How long has it been? In Fey time, I mean.’ 

‘Almost two years. Shari convinced the Council that I should be allowed to be with you if I 
wanted…’

‘So they know we lied.’

He grinned. ‘Yeah. They know. You should have seen Howe’s face when he found out, but 
what could he do when I had Shari on my side?’ I laughed, and he continued, ‘but the 
Council said I had to learn the fundamentals of magic before I was allowed off on my own 
again.’ 

‘So you went to Fey School?’

‘Well, sort of. I pretty much only did the beginner’s course, and Zuriel was my teacher. I can 
do the easy stuff, like reading thoughts and hiding my wings and stuff. And control my 
powers when I’m angry…’ 

‘Or jealous,’ I finished, grinning. ‘But how are you going to… I mean, you’ve literally appeared 
in this world out of nowhere, what are you going to do about a job and stuff?’ 

‘What do you mean, I appeared out of nowhere? Here’s my birth certificate, passport, keys 
to my flat…’ He handed each item to me as he mentioned it. I raised my eyebrows, 
impressed. ‘Oh, yeah, and I’ve been going to your school for the last five years. Ask anyone.’
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‘Well, then. Seems like you’re all prepared.’ 

‘Of course I am,’ he replied, stashing his documents back in his pocket and draping his arm 
around my shoulders as we began walking. 

I couldn’t stop grinning. Right then, I was the luckiest girl alive.


