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The Living Legend of the Galatians

In a far distant Land, swirling with the mists of time, live a strangely mysterious and beautiful people, the Galatians, the Official Minders of the Universe.

How they became to be such, and what led to their beautiful Empress becoming the Keeper of the Universe, and Mysteria the official Keeper of Secrets, is given to the world in the twelve volumes of the Legend of the Crystal Kingdom, a beautiful and heart-warming story, woven from the fabric of time itself.

The telling of such a tale requires the hand of a Master, which, alas, the humble chronicler of this strange and wonderful tale cannot claim to be. He can but try to do it justice, and pray that some of the heavenly magic the Galatians use to mind the Universe will find its way into the narration of this entrancing legend.
Rosstavius 

Humble Scribe to Her Majesty, Empress Astron, 
Supreme Ruler of Lumos.
A NOTE TO PARENTS.
‘Perfection is attained by slow degrees.
It requires the hand of time.’
Voltaire, French Writer (1694 - 1778)

Your children are the most valuable ‘asset’ you will ever be entrusted with. You are but their minder, their ‘Keeper’, until they are ready to face life’s challenges on their own.

By introducing them to the wonderful world of the ‘Galatians’ you are not only stimulating their minds and helping them to be creative, you are also assisting in the endless struggle to preserve their heritage - the embattled planet we live on.

Once the follow-up books in this series and the range of products that will accompany it, is up and running, part of the proceeds of items sold in this range will be donated to institutions concerned with Nature Conservation and the nurturing of children less fortunate than your own. 
There is even a bonus in it for you; the pleasure of revisiting your own childhood!
The Galatians live in the Crystal Kingdom in the Land of Lumos situated in the remotest corner of the imagination. They are without exception fair of form and face, and have the most exquisite wings, flying instantly on thought waves to anywhere they wish to be in the Universe.

They are ruled by an enchantingly beautiful woman, the Empress Astron, from the Castle of Many Dreams situated on the Mountain of Flowers. She is immortal: eternally young and beautiful, forever kind and compassionate, exceptionally wise, and filled with love for the majesty of the Universe and its amazing myriad of creatures.

It is a long story, and like all stories worthwhile, it must be told slowly and with understanding. And of course, one has to start at the beginning, for how else will one know when one has come to the end?

This tale of dreams is related, on instruction of the Empress herself, by her personal scribe Rosstavius.

It is said that only children can see these wonderful beings, for they are pure of heart. The few adults who have been reported as to having seen a Galatian, are fortunate indeed.

To the rest of us our childhood is but a forgotten memory - covered by the grey mists of time, and the often harsh impact of the intervening years.

But you need not despair - simply make haste to share this wonderful world with your child, ever mindful to keep its wonder and magic intact - and then maybe, just maybe, you too will be so privileged as to see one of these magical beings with your very own eyes!
Peter Rossfour 
1994.

THE FIRST STORY

THE BEGINNING OF THE LEGEND.

CHAPTER ONE
Once upon a story, two little sisters, Leitha and Hailjan Windsor, were playing dolls in the nursery of their father’s huge cliff-top mansion overlooking the sea. 

Many people found their names, Leitha and Hailjan, strange, but they loved them; knowing the names had been in the family for centuries. It was tradition for the girls in the Windsor family to be named such – the eldest always Leitha, and the second, Hailjan. One thing they knew for sure, nobody, but nobody else, had names like theirs. And nobody could tell them what they meant! 

Outside a terrible storm was raging. Furious white caps rode the tops of towering waves like ghostly warriors of old, while at the cliff top the howling wind lashed torrents of freezing rain against the streaming windows of the centuries-old manor house.

‘Good thing we’re so high up. Otherwise the sea would be coming right into our nursery,’ Leitha said, her amazing eyes dark.

‘Yes! It’s a … what’s it again Leitha? What did Rupert Bear call it?’ the dimples in Hailjan’s cheeks showed, the incredibly blue eyes sparkling. ‘You know … a … what’s it again, a what kind of evening?’

Leitha laughed. ‘A blustery evening! And it wasn’t an evening, it was a blustery day.’

‘Yes.  That’s it. Blustery! But it is. Look at it. I bet you the wind’s going to blow our house right off the cliff.’

‘No it won’t, Silly! Daddy says this old house will stand forever, it’s built of stone remember?’ Leitha smiled, adjusting the shiny satin dress on one of her many Barbies.

Their Daddy – a retired professor and famous writer – had bought the centuries-old mansion a few years back, having loved the wide expanse of ocean one could see from almost every room, while behind the house the forest went on for ever, with behind that again a misty blue range of craggy mountains. It was the closest thing to Paradise he could imagine.

‘I’m pleased we have such a nice house,’ Hailjan said, fascinated by the rivers of water washing down the huge windowpanes. ‘Can you imagine being out there with nowhere to go.’ The beautiful eyes were troubled.  She often thought about others less fortunate. ‘It must be terrible not to have a home.’

Leitha glanced up, at the moment not really too concerned with the plight of others. Something against the windowpane, the big one in the middle, had caught her eye. She looked again, but it was gone. Wondering if it might have been a twig from one of the many huge trees around the house she carried on playing.

The house won’t blow away she thought suddenly, but the trees might. She had never before seen the wind so angry. But it couldn’t have been a twig she thought again . . . it was too big.  It might have been a small branch perhaps, or a whole cluster of leaves.

‘Hailjan, did you see anything against the window just now?’ she asked.

‘Where?’ Hailjan queried, shaken from her reverie.

‘Don’t worry, you were dreaming again.’

‘Was not!’ Hailjan was just about to contest the issue when, from the corner of her eye, she saw something moving against the window. The next moment however, it was gone. Staring at the window, she was just about to say something when a brilliant blaze of forked lightning lit up the leaden sky. Not waiting one moment longer Hailjan dashed to where Leitha was sitting and grabbed her, holding her tight. Not that Leitha minded the least little bit; she too was becoming scared. 

Just  then  another  flash  of lightning ripped across the sky, washing the warmly-lit room in ghostly silver, booming thunder rattling the windows. 

‘I want Daddy!’ Hailjan wailed, dashing for the door of the nursery.  

Leitha didn’t hesitate, throwing down her dolls she virtually sprinted for the safety of the door and the comforting arms of her father.

At that moment Daddy entered, a huge grin on his face. ‘Now, now, Guys,’ – he always called them ”Guys” instead of “Girls”, something which bothered Hailjan but delighted Leitha – ‘Nothing to be afraid of. Just God shifting some furniture around upstairs.’ He looked heavenwards for a second, kneeled, and stretched his arms out to embrace the two fleeing little figures.

Leitha was the first to speak. ‘We saw something,’ she blurted. ‘At

the window!’

‘Yes Daddy, I saw it too!’ Hailjan affirmed flushed, her cheeks like roses in summer.

‘It’s called lightning,’ Daddy explained with a soft smile. He loved his little girls to distraction. The one eight, with blue eyes and dimples, the other nearly ten, with golden-green eyes and a pixie nose. ‘It’s caused by electrical disturbances in the atmosphere.’

‘Yes Silly, we know that,’ Leitha answered, ‘That’s not what we’re talking about.’

‘It was something else Daddy!’ Hailjan’s eyes sparkled, ‘I don’t know what it was, but I know I saw it.’ She nestled her head against the familiar shoulder, feeling safe and protected.

‘You know you saw it but you don’t even know what it was.’ Daddy grinned, stroking the soft silky hair.

‘Of course we saw it. Don’t you believe us?’ Leitha cocked her little impish face at her father, the green eyes challenging. 

Daddy grabbed her and hugged her tight, kissing her on the forehead.  ‘Of course I believe you Sweetheart! Tell me all about it.’

‘It was just something moving,’ Leitha paused. ‘Or at least I think it was.’ She frowned suddenly. ‘Maybe it was just a twig – or a small little branch perhaps,’ she ended rather lamely.

‘Wouldn’t surprise me,’ Daddy answered. ‘The trees are taking a dreadful hammering. Hope they’ll last the night.’ He hugged his little girls, kissing them on the cheek. ‘You Guys know there’s nothing to be afraid of, don’t you? You’re safe. This old house is like a fortress.’ Smiling, he caressed the smooth rosy faces. ‘Are you going to join me in the study or do you want to continue playing?’ he asked.

Not getting a response he walked over to the big old fireplace and removed the fire screen to stoke the fire. ‘Well Guys, what’s it going to be?’ he asked, his voice nearly drowned by rolling thunder. 

Alarmed the two girls looked up, ready to flee. ‘I told you you need not be afraid,’ he said, ‘it’s just God moving his furniture upstairs.’

‘But we don’t have an upstairs silly,’ Hailjan admonished him. ‘We are upstairs.’

‘No honey, I mean upstairs, you know, where God lives, way up there,’ Daddy explained. 

‘Oh, you mean in heaven,’ Leitha came to his rescue. 

‘He must have awfully big furniture,’ Hailjan said smiling. ‘He sure is making a lot of noise.’

‘Well yes, I suppose so,’ Daddy answered grinning. ‘Well, are you coming to the study or are you staying here?’

The two looked at each other, smiled, and giving Daddy a last hug went back to playing with their dolls, lost in their own world before he had even left the room.

‘Oh well,’ Daddy shrugged. ‘I’m sure that’s what Daddies are for,’ he said out loud, but he might as well have been speaking to the wall.

Downstairs in the large heavily-beamed kitchen with its huge open hearth, Mildred, the family housekeeper, sat knitting in front of a blazing fire. She was a large woman in her early sixties with a kindly face and a heart of gold.

Appointed soon after the girls’ mother had died in a car accident more than five years previously, Mildred had come to love the two as her own.

She looked up as her employer entered. ‘Did you close the girls’ curtains Sir?’ she asked. ‘I don’t like the lightning. They must be frightened.’

 ‘You’re right Mildred. I should have. I’ll do it right away.’  At the door he turned. ‘Yes, they were rather frightened. But not of the lightning. They thought they’d seen something at the window.’

‘Probably their own reflections,’ Mildred chuckled.
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CHAPTER TWO
Upstairs Daddy had closed the curtains and was telling the girls to get ready for bed. ‘Twenty more minutes Guys,’ he said, ‘then it’s toothbrush time and lights out.  I’ll come and tuck you in.’ With that he left the room.

‘I must say,’ Leitha said, ‘it’s much better with the curtains closed. Then we can’t see the lightning.’

‘I think we should open them again,’ Hailjan said, concern written all over the little face. ‘Or at least one of them.’

‘Why? What on earth for?’ Leitha asked.

‘What if what we saw was really a fairy in trouble? Perhaps she was trying to come inside, out of the storm.’

‘There’s no such thing,’ Leitha answered. ‘Fairies only live in books. They’re not real, they’re make-belief.’

‘I know, but just maybe, you know . . .  who says there can’t be? Daddy says they’re real.’ Hailjan smiled wistfully.

‘Daddy believes anything,’ Leitha answered. ‘He’s a writer remember. They’re not the brightest you know.’

‘He’s writing about fairies right now. I saw yesterday when I peeped over his shoulder in the study. He was writing about small little people with wings like butterflies. I think he’s writing a story just for us!’ Hailjan’s eyes glowed with excitement.

‘Really!’ Leitha smiled broadly, pleased at the prospect of Daddy writing them a special story. He usually wrote things for grown-ups. Boring! Grown-ups were so stupid. ‘How do you know it’s for us?’

‘I saw our names in it,’ Hailjan beamed, pleased to know something Leitha didn’t.

‘That doesn’t mean he’s writing it for us.’

‘He said it was. I asked him.’

‘Oooooh! I can’t wait to read it! When can we see it? Did he say when he’ll be finished?’ Leitha was excited now.

‘He said we must be patient. When it’s ready he will give it to us. He said he has a big surprise for us.’

‘Why didn’t you tell me?’ Leitha was annoyed. ‘It’s not fair! Why didn’t he tell me as well?’

‘Daddy said it’s supposed to be a secret, and that I was not supposed to know. I wanted to tell you, but I haven’t had time. Really! I promise. Don’t be cross. Pretty please,’ Hailjan put her hands together, pleading, a wide smile showing the dimples, her eyes full of mischief.

Leitha was about to reply when both girls heard something at the window. They looked at each other, not quite knowing if they should be afraid or go and look. Leitha plucked up the courage and went and drew the curtains aside.  Nothing! 
Did they once again imagine it?

Outside, darkness had settled in. Driving rain streamed against the windowpanes, forced into a myriad of patterns by the wild wind screeching round the corners of the huge old house, the massive trees in the large garden trembling before its vicious onslaught.

‘I’m going to leave them open,’ Leitha declared determinedly.  ‘Then we can see if there is anything.’

‘No! Close them!’ Hailjan was suddenly frightened. It was a scary night with all the lightning and the heavy rain, not to even mention the wind.

‘No!  They’re staying open.  What  about your fairy?  Nothing can happen to us.  I promise.’ Leitha came back to where Hailjan was sitting cross-legged on the thick carpet. A gush of wind rattled the windows, lightning drawing crazy patterns across the dark sky while torrents of rain poured down the glass. Hailjan looked up, frightened, then her face lit up . . . fell . . . lit up again . . . till finally her mouth hung open. Leitha looked at her as if she had gone mad.

‘I saw it! I saw it!’ Hailjan shouted excitedly. ‘Right there, at the window! Then the wind took it away!’

‘Saw what?’ It was Leitha’s turn to be frightened. ‘What did you see Hailjan?’

‘I don’t know. But it was beautiful! A light, a coloured light, like a little rainbow!’ Hailjan got up and ran to the window trying to see into the darkness. Leitha joined her, catching some of her sister’s excitement. ‘Where’s it gone?’ she asked. ‘Maybe you imagined it. Like your fairies.’

‘No I did not! I saw it. It was beautiful. There Leitha!’  Hailjan jumped up and down  with excitement.  ‘There!  To your right.  Do  you

see it?’ 

Leitha was speechless. There, about five yards away from the window, struggling against the raging elements, was the most beautiful light she had ever seen. It was like a small rainbow lit up from inside. Like a flying rainbow.

The wind was playing havoc with it, tossing it violently from place to place. At one stage it fell right down to near the ground, then surged up again, going further away from the girls at the window.

‘What is it Leitha?’ Hailjan was straining against the window pane, trying to see better.

‘I don’t know. It looks like a . . a . . . I don’t know.’ Leitha tried desperately to peer into the ink-black darkness, trying to see through the driving rain that was coming down harder than ever. The object they were looking at was pushed further and further away, seemingly losing the fight against the gushing wind and rain.

‘I’m sure it’s a fairy trying to get into the house,’ Hailjan said decisively. 

‘It’s too big to be a fairy,’ Leitha countered. ‘Fairies won’t come into the house, they stay in the forest. It’s some kind of light. Maybe a balloon, or a lantern, or something …..’ she ended off rather lamely, her pixie nose pressed flat against the window pane.

‘Balloons or lanterns can’t fly.’ Hailjan was becoming more excited. ‘I’m telling you it’s a fairy. A giant fairy! I just know it!’ She pressed her little face against the glass.

‘Oh Leitha, now it’s gone!’ Tears welled up in the large gentle eyes, rolling in bright rivulets down her cheeks.

CHAPTER THREE
Indeed, the strange light had disappeared, swallowed by the stormy night. Leitha stared at where it had been for a long time, furiously wondering what it could have been. It had looked so strange …. yet so beautiful - like something she had never seen before. Was Hailjan right, was it maybe a fairy? But Daddy says fairies are small, only about three inches high, and this was much larger. Not that she could see anything clearly, except the beautiful light. 

‘Maybe we’re dreaming,’ she said to Hailjan. ‘Let’s go and play.’

‘No! I’m going to wait right here. It might just come back.’ Hailjan stood defiantly, hands on her hips, cutting a comical figure of protest. Leitha laughed. ‘Suit yourself,’ she said and went back to where she had been playing.

After a while Hailjan joined her, very quiet and subdued. ‘I just know it’s a fairy or something. And it’s in trouble. The storm’s destroying it,’ she said with a sigh. 

‘If it is a fairy nothing will happen to it. They have magic remember. Daddy says they can do absolutely anything they want to.’

‘I thought you didn’t believe in fairies,’ Hailjan said, smiling smugly.

‘I don’t! I’m just saying if it was a fairy, which it isn’t, it wouldn’t be harmed by the storm, its magical powers would protect it.’ 

But Hailjan wasn’t listening. She jumped up and ran for the window. Leitha followed suit. 
Yes! There it was again! 
Amongst the big trees at the end of the lawn, the ones near the edge of the cliff. But oh no! The wind was plucking it from side to side, smashing it into the lower branches of a tree.

A strong gush from behind drove it straight for the house. The excited little girls could see it more clearly now; it had come within two yards of their window.

Hailjan was the first to speak, her voice thick with tension.

‘Did you see it Leitha?’ She looked at her sister, eyes big as saucers. ‘It’s a …a…a …. person, a little person, with wings that glow! She’s …. she’s …. ‘ Hailjan swallowed twice, not quite knowing if she could believe what she had just seen. By this time the wind had driven it back again towards the trees.

She’s beautiful,’ Leitha finished her sentence for her, ‘Absolutely beautiful! But she’s hurt! I could see it.’

‘What are we going to do?’ Hailjan asked, emotion overwhelming her. ‘Should I go and call Daddy? He’ll know what to do.’

‘No Silly! Grown-ups just spoil everything,’ Leitha answered. ‘If she comes near again we must open the window and grab her.  If she’s real that is …..’ she added slowly, wondering if indeed they were not dreaming. She could have sworn that she had seen what looked like a beautiful young woman with the most exquisite wings imaginable, about the same size as their Barbie dolls, but much more beautiful. ‘I don’t know what I saw Hailjan, but it’s not a fairy. I still think we’re dreaming.’

‘It is a fairy! Just a very big one. And she’s so beautiful!’ Hailjan’s cheeks absolutely glowed with excitement. ‘We must help her Leitha! I’m going to call Daddy!’ With that she turned and was about to go when the light came swooshing down towards the house again. This time it came closer and they could see how the little young woman was desperately trying to get to the window. She was soaking wet, her short golden hair hanging in strands, her wings beating violently against the currents of the wind.

Leitha unfastened the catch on the window and opened it, pushing the bottom sash up. A torrent of ice-cold water flushed into the room, soaking both her and Hailjan.  They were however too concerned about the flying little woman to care, hardly feeling the freezing water on their skin.  Seeing this, the young woman tried even harder, coming to within a foot of the open window.

Leitha leant forward to grab her, oblivious of the nearly twenty foot drop to the ground below. A sudden gush of wind picked the flying girl up and tossed her high into the air. Leitha lunged instinctively and lost her footing on the wet carpet, tumbling headfirst through the open window.

Hailjan screamed. Grabbing for her sister she caught hold of her night-gown, holding on for all her worth, pushing her feet against the wall, bearing back with all her weight. 
Leitha’s  headlong  plunge  was checked.  Instinctively  grabbing  the 

windowsill, with superhuman effort and a shaken Hailjan’s assistance, she dragged herself into the room again, her face white as chalk, trembling like a leaf in the wind. 

Hailjan rushed to close the window, shutting out the blowing rain; then she went and hugged Leitha, very tightly, both of them soaked to the bone.

‘We must get ourselves dry,’ she said matter-of-factly, ‘before Daddy comes to say goodnight. I’m so pleased you’re not dead!’ 

Leitha didn’t speak, she just stood there hugging her sister, trying desperately not to wail out loud, her knees shaking like reeds in a strong wind. Then she remembered about the … whatever it is … the little flying girl. ‘We’ve got to save her,’ she said determinedly. ‘Come help me quickly Hailjan! I know what we’ll do. Remember that Butterfly net Uncle Bill gave us last Christmas?’ Hailjan’s eyes lit up. ‘That’s what we’ll use!’

Hailjan was gone before she’d even finished speaking, digging into their toy box. She returned seconds later, brandishing the net. Eagerly looking out the streaming window they strained to see the little flying creature, but she was nowhere to be seen. All they could see was  . . .

The terrible lightning, and the howling wind and driving rain.

CHAPTER FOUR

Downstairs Daddy was busy in his study, enjoying the ambience of the book-lined room with its blazing fire. ‘I suppose I had better go and tuck in the girls,’ he said out loud, talking to himself, stretching his arms and legs as he got up to leave the room. Passing by the kitchen he stopped to tell Mildred he was going to put the girls to bed.

‘Give it another ten minutes Sir,’ she said, ‘it’s holidays, won’t do them any harm. Come. Sit down. I’ll make us a nice cup of hot tea.’

Upstairs the girls were starting to panic. The glowing flying creature had not appeared again and they knew they were running out of time - it was a matter of minutes before Daddy would come to put them to bed. Apart from that, how on earth were they going to explain how they became soaked and how the carpet under the window got totally drenched.

‘Where is she?’ Leitha exclaimed anxiously, ‘She can’t be far. That last gush of wind couldn’t have taken her over the roof you think Hails?’

‘I don’t know.’ Hailjan was close to tears again, ‘I just know Daddy’s going to be here any minute and we’re going to be in awful trouble. And she’s probably gone.’ Now the tears, big shiny ones, did come. Leitha hugged her little sister instinctively, close to tears herself. Bracing herself she took the net from Hailjan and stood resourcefully at the still streaming window.

Outside the storm showed no signs of abating, actually, it seemed to be getting worse; and still there was no sign of the beautiful little creature that was so obviously in terrible trouble.

‘She has to be alive,’ Leitha said to herself. ‘She has to be!’ She looked at Hailjan, the pert little nose pressed flat against the windowpane, shivering from her wet clothing.  ‘When we see her I’m going to open the window again. I want you to hold onto me tightly, don’t let go, no matter what happens! I’m going to catch her in the net.’

Hailjan nodded her beautiful little head, tears still running down the cheeks. ‘There she is!’ she shouted suddenly, ‘There Leitha! Right in front of us!’

Leitha had also seen her and was already starting to open the sash. Once again ice-cold water drenched them, blowing past them into the warm bedroom. Hailjan grabbed Leitha by her nightgown and braced her little feet against the wall under the window. Leitha was leaning out halfway, rain blinding her, the wind tearing at her hair. In front of her, about two yards away, the little creature was valiantly fighting the howling wind, trying desperately to get to the safety of the net. Hailjan tried to push it out further but the wind was threatening to tear it from her hands.

With amazing strength for one so little the flying girl forged against the wind, coming to within a few inches of the rim of the wildly jumping net, delicate little hands grabbing desperately, only to be taken by the force of the wind and pushed right back again.

‘Hurry Leitha!’ Hailjan shouted, her voice nearly drowned by the renewed force of the wind. ‘I’m wet! The room’s swimming! I can’t hold onto you much longer!’ Where the small hands were holding onto Leitha’s drenched night-gown the knuckles were showing white. Hailjan gritted her teeth. 
Leitha didn’t answer – 
She was far too absorbed in her attempts to catch their flying fairy.

CHAPTER FIVE
Meanwhile, downstairs in the kitchen, Daddy got up, stretched lazily and informed Mildred that he was going upstairs to the girls. 
‘I’ll come up just now to say goodnight,’ she said, knowing that although it was late her employer would not be able to resist reading the girls a story, something the three of them cherished and looked forward to every evening. It was a good thing it was, television was not healthy for children. In small controlled doses perhaps, but to allow them to sit in front of the flickering box for hours on end did more harm than good!

What Daddy saw when he entered the girl’s bedroom would remain with him forever after. There, in front of a wide-open window, rain blasting furiously into the bedroom, was Leitha hanging out the window with Hailjan desperately holding on to her, trying valiantly to prevent her sister from falling! His heart missed a beat. He was about to rush forward when he realised it would startle them and probably send the two of them tumbling the twenty odd feet to the ground below.

Mustering self-control he walked slowly up to the window, careful not to alarm them. Getting close he dashed forward and grabbed both his little girls around the waist, one in each arm, plucking them into the room away from the open window.

To his surprise Leitha just about attacked him, while Hailjan burst out crying. ‘Now look what you’ve done!’ she wailed, ‘Now we’ll never find her!’

Leitha was struggling desperately to get out of his grip. ‘Let me go Daddy!’ she shouted, ‘Let me go!’

Putting them both down within the safety of the room he closed the window and faced them sternly. When he saw what they looked like he didn’t know whether to laugh, to cry, or to scold them. Two more pathetic looking little creatures he could hardly imagine.

‘Could somebody please tell me what this is all about,’ he said, desperately trying to be stern, at the same time greatly relieved they were unharmed.

‘I hate you!’ Leitha said suddenly, still with net in hand. ‘If she’s gone it’s all your fault!’ Then she started wailing as if she had just been

given the spanking of her life.

Hailjan joined in with renewed gusto. Daddy was totally perplexed.  He had never seen his little angels like this before.

‘Please guys,’ he said softly, ‘Just tell me what’s going on.’

‘Look!’ Leitha said, pointing at the window. ‘Look for yourself! If she’s still there!’ Then she wailed again, throwing the net against the wall.

‘What must I look for sweetheart?’ Daddy’s voice was soft. Bending down he instinctively picked up the net, looking through the window at the same time. What he saw made his heart miss a beat. There, not five feet away was the most exquisite little being he had ever seen.

In a flash he understood what his little girls were trying to do. Telling them to stand well back he opened the window again and leaning out as far as he could, he tried to scoop the flying figure in the net. The little miniature girl, sensing his intention, tried desperately to get to him but the wind was growing in fury, pummelling her about viciously.  Sensing, more than knowing, that her power was radiated in the glow in her wings, Daddy realised she was tiring fast. The glow started to fade, then pulse brightly, then fade again.

Behind him, his little girls stood waiting breathlessly, shivering from the cold, but too concerned to bother about it. Then disaster struck! With a howl like that of a lonely wolf the wind hurtled around the corner of the old house, dragging the net out of Daddy’s hands and tossing the little flying figure like a dry leaf high into the night sky.  As she zoomed up he saw the light go out in her wings and the beautiful little form go suddenly limp. Behind him he could hear the girls gasp, then start screaming.

Shutting the sash with great difficulty he immediately hugged his distraught daughters, trying desperately to calm them.

With soft comforting tones, he soothed them, stroking their soaking backs, kissing them on their wet foreheads and tear-streaked cheeks.

Outside the weather was steadily taking a turn for the worse.  The wind raged in frightening intensity, viciously trying to rip the great trees from the bosom of the earth. Driving rain drummed against the panes as 
if it wanted to smash the glass in, while crashing, thundering lightning

lit up the sky like daylight.

Daddy looked at it with a heavy heart. With a terrible crack one of the huge trees split from top to bottom. Hugging his crying little girls still tighter he sighed. 
Whatever they had seen, whatever she was . . . .

She would never survive the night!

CHAPTER SIX
Hours later, after he and Mildred had given the distraught girls a warm bath and a vigorous towelling down and put them to bed with a hot drink, and after he and Mildred had sat with them until they eventually virtually cried themselves to sleep, and after he and Mildred had dried up and tidied the room as best they could, Daddy sat in his study with a heavy heart, gazing deep into the fire.

His mind was troubled. Whatever he had seen earlier that evening had been something extraordinary, something so hauntingly beautiful that he simply could not forget it.

What was she? 
A fairy? 
But that was absurd! Nobody really believed in fairies. He wrote about them, certainly! But that was simply to entertain children, author’s license. He was a grown man over forty. He could not possibly have seen what he had! And yet . . . he was also of sane mind and body and nobody would convince him he hadn’t seen her. Daddy shook his head, his handsome features troubled. How could anything so small be so perfect?  She was easily the most beautiful woman he had ever seen! Now that was really absurd; actually quite ridiculous. She certainly was not a woman. Not by normal standards. More like a giant-sized butterfly. With the most fantastic wings he had ever seen on anything. Like Leitha had said, a flying rainbow lit up from inside. 

A dead butterfly, he thought sadly. He felt sure she was.  That last gush of wind must have shattered her somewhere against the high roof of the house or against a tree or something. He was quite certain she could not have survived. The elements raging as they were … made it simply impossible.

The children are going to be devastated in the morning. And Leitha risking life and limb!  Both of them! He shuddered when he thought of what could have happened.

It was a long time after – the fire had already died to deep red embers – when he fell asleep in the chair, sleeping fitfully, dreaming of a flying little Madonna, and seeing her fade away just as he tried to catch her.

CHAPTER SEVEN
Mildred woke him the next morning, concern written all over her face. 
‘You shouldn’t do this to yourself Sir,’ she scolded. Anticipating his question she answered, ‘They’re still sleeping. Fortunately. The poor dears. With all the excitement and the terrible storm. I wouldn’t be at all surprised if they don’t both catch the death of a cold.’

‘Thank you Mildred. I’m going to freshen up. Please call me when they’re awake.’

‘I will Sir. Come to the kitchen when you’re done, I’ll fix you some breakfast.’

Two hours later two dreary, sad little girls came to see him in the study where he was trying to work on his manuscript, but not quite succeeding; his mind wasn’t in it.

The storm had abated, leaving in its wake a scene of shattered trees and a garden looking as if a bulldozer had ploughed through it. The sky outside was crystal-clear and an ice-cold wind blew lightly. 

‘She’s ….’ Hailjan hesitated. ‘Isn’t she?’ she asked, looking at him with so much sadness he felt like crying himself.

‘Come here you two,’ he answered, putting one on each knee and hugging them very tightly, not saying a word. Leitha put her head on his shoulder, the little head snuggling in as deep as she could.  Knowing his daughter only too well, he knew the tears weren’t far off.

‘I don’t know Sweetheart, I …..’ He was about to make up a little white lie, but he checked himself. He was always telling them truth is the best of all remedies, and here he was about to discredit his own teaching. Hugging them even more tightly he said, ‘Yes honey, I think she is. I don’t believe she could have survived that last blast of wind. It was simply too strong. I’m sorry Sweetheart.’ He felt like an executioner, but it had to be said.

Hailjan looked up at him, her huge beautiful blue eyes welling. ‘Daddy …. do you …. do you ….’, she struggled to say it, the little hands tightly folded in her lap. ‘Do you think we’ll find her? I mean ….. you know. Or do you think the wind blew her away?’ Now the tears rolled freely, the little frame shaking with heart-wrenching sobs.   Daddy felt his own eyes burning – then brimming with tears as his heart simply fell apart.

‘Hailjans,’ Daddy used his pet name for Hailjan, ‘I simply don’t know my love. Perhaps we should go and have a look in the garden. If she’s ….’ he stopped midway, not knowing quite how to put it.

‘Dead, we’ll find her lying somewhere,’ Leitha completed his sentence. Daddy squeezed her hand very tightly, sensing, rather than knowing, the dreadful pain she was going through. She felt responsible, however silly it may seem.

‘You did your best Leitha. There was nothing else you could have done. You very nearly lost your own life. Let it rest honey. I love you Guys so much!’ Daddy snuggled his head in-between that of the two girls. They sat in silence, the three who had seen her, and then lost her; not really knowing if indeed she had been real or not.

After breakfast, they went searching through the vast garden in the hope of finding some trace of the strange little creature they had seen the night before – but to no avail. Discouraged and tired, nearly three hours later, they were just about to give up when Leitha spotted something in one of the largest trees right on the cliff’s edge, very near to it’s top. It looked like an old piece of rag blown there by the wind.

‘It’s a piece of paper Sweetheart,’ Daddy said, tired and just about frozen to death. ‘Come! Let’s go and ask Mildred for some hot Cocoa.’

‘No! I want to know what that is!’ Leitha stood her ground, straining to see exactly what it was stuck so high up in the massive old tree. Hailjan backed her up, as determined to stay. She simply had to know what had happened to the beautiful little being they had seen the night before.

Daddy looked at the two and then gave in. ‘Oh what the heck!’ he said, ‘Why not? What can we lose? Except perhaps a few of my limbs.’

In spite of their misery the girls had to laugh. Leitha was the first to speak. ‘Please Daddy. Will you climb up there? Pretty please!’ She tugged at her father’s trouser leg. She looked up at him with total confidence. ‘I know you can.’

‘Please Daddy,’ Hailjan rolled her big blue eyes at him. ‘Pretty please!’

Daddy looked at the two pleading girls, then at the tree, then at the two girls again, and sighed. ‘I don’t suppose I have any choice, do I?’ he said. ‘Has anybody ever told you two it’s against the law to be cruel to parents, especially to make them climb trees.’ He looked at the huge tree with apprehension.

‘I told you the other day he’s getting really old,’ Leitha said to Hailjan.

‘And when, young lady, was this?’ Daddy pretended to be cross, pleased that the girls’ attention was being diverted for the moment.

‘When you didn’t see that young woman in the mini-skirt crossing the street in town last week,’ Leitha laughed, her amazing eyes twinkling with merriment. 

Daddy looked at his two little princesses and smiled.  ‘Okay!  That’s it!  Come on you two slave drivers, let me find some suitable attire.’ 
With that they went back to the house, the two girls excited, yet dreading what they may find. They didn’t know if they should be pleased …. 
Or scared.

CHAPTER EIGHT
Ten minutes later, Daddy, dressed in an old sweat suit and running shoes with thick rubber soles, prepared to climb what looked to him like Mount Everest; even worse.

The girls cheered him, but Mildred was concerned, looking on apprehensively. ‘Why don’t you wait for Sammy Sir?’ she asked.  Sammy was the teenage son of George the gardener, a keen athlete and a very strong boy.  ‘You’re not as young as you used to be Sir.’ She thought the business at hand foolish, and envisaged her employer toppling head first out of the huge tree.

‘Don’t you start as well Mildred. It has nothing to do with age I’ll have you know. It’s simply skill. I don’t mind informing you that I was deemed the champion tree climber amongst my peers. Nobody could touch me.’

‘Yes, I’m sure,’ Mildred whispered to the girls. ‘A hundred years ago!’

Daddy pretended not to hear the giggles and thought it best not to comment. Instead he hoisted himself onto the lowest branch and started steadily, but also very carefully, to climb the huge old tree.

Progress was slow and at times very difficult. When he looked down about halfway up he regretted his decision not to wait for Sammy. At least he would have been safe on the ground now and not perched somewhere between heaven and earth. He looked up, the top seemed miles away and the branches were getting thinner. ‘If I survive this,’ he said to himself, ‘I’ll probably live to be a hundred and fifty.’

Down below Mildred and the girls watched with bated breath.  Leitha clenched her little hands while Hailjan bit her lip. Mildred had her hand on her heart, praying out loud.

Their hearts missed a beat! Daddy had put his one foot on a thin branch that snapped under the pressure of his weight with the crack of a gun going off. 
‘Daddy!’ Leitha shouted, ‘Be careful!’

Daddy waved at them, then put all his effort into getting to the top where he could see a flash of colour entangled in a small branch near the top of the tree. He doubted very much if he would be able to get to it. He certainly didn’t know if it was the strange little being that they had seen the previous evening, or just a piece of waste, or newspaper, or even a plastic bag.

He looked down again. A big mistake! His stomach turned and he had to hold on real tight. ‘Don’t look down old man,’ he chided himself. ‘Champion tree climber, my eye!’ Then a thought struck him. If going up were this difficult, how bad would the descent be? He wouldn’t be able to see his feet! ‘Oh dear,’ he groaned. ‘All this because I thought I had seen a flying girl.’

Getting closer to the top he couldn’t see where the object he was trying to retrieve was. ‘Mildred!’ he shouted, ‘Where is it? Can you see it? Am I close?’

‘To your right Sir!’ she shouted back, ‘To your right and about ten feet up!’

‘Oh golly,’ he groaned. He wanted to look down again but resisted the impulse.  The branches were thinning out and his weight was beginning to tell on the footholds available to him. Any foolish move might send him plummeting the seventy-odd feet to the ground. Moving carefully to the right he started to ease gently upwards.  Craning his neck to get a better view he fervently looked around for a telltale splash of colour.

Suddenly he saw her!  
She was caught in the fork of a small branch, her one wing twisted at a terrible angle. The glow from her wings was gone and she looked horribly pale. I hope she’s alive, he thought grimly. What am I going to tell the girls? They’ll be devastated if she isn’t!

Stretching precariously, his right foot balancing delicately on a very thin branch he tried to reach the lifeless little form, but his arm was just too short. His fingers came to within inches of her, yet he just could not touch her.

On the ground, they hardly dared to breathe! The girls could feel the tension in Mildred and this scared them.

‘Do you think he’s found her Mildred?’ Hailjan asked anxiously, her beautiful little face strained.

‘Let’s wait and see love,’ Mildred answered softly, squeezing the thin little shoulder.

Leitha didn’t say a word, she just stood there, her eyes riveted on her father, her lips pressed into a thin line. From the sea, a strong wind suddenly came up, rocking the top of the tree. From where they were they could see Daddy hanging on for dear life. For a terrible moment it looked as if he’d lost his grip. His right foot went flying off the thin branch he was standing on while he grabbed wildly with his right arm. 

Mildred and the girls shouted in alarm, but fortunately Daddy regained his hold, clinging to the tree like a wet rag to a glass tabletop. Mildred crossed herself and sighed deeply. ‘Thank God,’ she murmured barely audibly. The girls stood rooted to the cold hard ground like little statues while high above them Daddy’s heart thundered like a steam hammer. 

Suddenly the strong wind moved the little creature’s inert form. Daddy drew a sharp breath  . . . if he didn’t get to her real soon the wind was going to send her plummeting all the way to the ground. If she wasn’t dead already, that . . . 

Would certainly kill her! 
CHAPTER NINE
James Windsor – that was the name of Leitha and Hailjan’s daddy – clung to the branches in the top of the tree, praying that the wind would not dislodge the pathetic little form stuck there. He had to reach her! He simply had to! 
Before she was blown over the cliff into the sea.

That’s where I’ll be going if I fall now, he thought suddenly. Down the cliff! The thought made him more determined than ever to retrieve the limp little form, inches from his grasp. 

I wonder where she came from he wondered, moving cautiously upwards. Another five inches. Then he touched her . . . barely.  Another two inches he thought, just two more!

Stretching his right arm to its limit he eventually managed to gently lift the tiny little creature out of the fork of the branch she was lodged in. To his surprise, she wasn’t all that cold. James touched the sweet little face. He looked carefully. There was a faint hint of colour at the base of her neck. 
She was still alive!  
Thank goodness. She was alive!  Barely so, but at least she had a chance.

Thankful that he had taken precautions before he had climbed the tree, he took out of his pocket a plastic bag he had punched small holes into. Around its neck, like a drawstring, he had tied a long loop of Nylon fishing line.

Careful not to lose his balance he placed the delicate little being in the bag, closed the neck and manoeuvred his position in the tree to such a degree that he could lower her down to the ground.

‘She’s alive!’ he shouted down. ‘Mildred come and take her!  I’ll lower her down to you!’

On the ground the girls were going mad with happiness and excitement, jumping up and down, forgetting for the moment their concern for their Daddy’s safety, intent only upon seeing the little flying girl he was carefully lowering down between the branches of the tree.

Mildred reached for the bag and Daddy dropped the top end of the

line, then he started to climb down to join them, his own excitement knowing no bounds. 

After slipping once and nearly losing his footing, Daddy eventually joined the excited little group at the bottom of the tree. Mildred was totally fascinated by her tiny charge, holding on ever so tightly to the bag, not able to take her eyes off the little creature lying so still and white. The girls had told her what they had seen the previous evening, but she had thought they were over-reacting and been the victim of their imaginations. Now however, like the girls, she couldn’t wait to take her out of the bag.

‘Is she really alive Daddy?’ Hailjan wanted to know, her voice full of concern. ‘Is she breathing?’ Leitha asked, eyes wide, glistening with excitement.

‘She’s alive Guys, but very ill. I don’t know how she made it. It’s a miracle!’ Daddy assured them.

‘We’ll soon get her up and well!’ Mildred chimed in. ‘Nothing a warm bath and rest won’t heal.’

CHAPTER TEN

For more than a whole agonising week the beautiful little young woman did not move or open her eyes. When they had reached the house after taking her from the tree, Mildred had undressed her and given her a warm bath, treating the many bruises with a special liniment she said her Granny had used on her as a child. Then they had dressed her – her clothing had been torn beyond repair – in some of their warmest doll’s clothes and put her to bed in one of the many larger dolls’ beds they had in their playroom.

Mildred was like a mother hen with newly hatched chicks, checking on the inert little form every ten minutes. Not to mention the girls! They couldn’t stay away.  Daddy had said they should give her some rest and just watch her occasionally as Mildred knew what to do, but they simply couldn’t help themselves.

Her wings which had glowed so beautifully the night they had first seen her were folded beneath her, a dull grey colour. The only sign that she was alive was the faint patch of colour at the base of her neck and the gentle rhythm of her chest as she breathed.

‘What if she never wakes up?’ Hailjan asked Mildred, the big blue eyes wide. 
‘Will she die?’ Leitha wanted to know. ‘Will she go to heaven?’

‘She probably is from heaven my child,’ Mildred answered. ‘If I have never seen an angel I have surely seen one now.’

And thus the three, with Daddy looking in regularly, standing staring at her for long minutes, carefully tended this strange little being and made sure she was warm and comfortable, praying that soon she would open her eyes and speak to them. 
And praying as well that they will be able to understand each other.

CHAPTER ELEVEN
On the morning of the tenth day the exquisite little creature’s eyes briefly fluttered open. When she closed them again it was as if a reddish tint had crept into the edges of her wings.

‘She’s on the mend, I tell you,’ Mildred announced gaily, feeling such joy she didn’t quite know what to make of it. The girls jumped up and down with sheer excitement, running to tell Daddy, who was overjoyed. Together they watched her for a whole hour to see if she would open them again, but it proved to be a futile wait.

On the twelfth day, mid morning, the sun shining warmly on her small bed, the beautiful little young woman opened her eyes and looked about her. Mildred and the girls were there, too afraid to speak lest they frighten her.

‘Nan,’ she said in the most beautiful little voice they had ever heard. It sounded like sleigh bells in the snow. ‘Where’s Nan?’ Then she shut her eyes again and lay perfectly still. Slowly the exquisitely formed wings took on some of its original colour, a faint glow emanating from them.

‘Now she’ll be fine,’ Mildred said, her face beaming. ‘I’d better go and prepare some special food, she’ll be ravenous when she wakes up.’ With a bustle she left for the kitchen.

‘When can we speak to her?’ Hailjan asked of Leitha who stood fascinated.


‘Soon! I can’t wait!’ Leitha answered, putting out her small finger to gently touch the cheek of the sleeping young woman.

‘She’s not a fairy, is she Leitha?’ Hailjan asked again.

‘I don’t know. Daddy says he’s not sure either. Maybe she’s a giant fairy. But he says we’re not to tell anyone. It must just be our secret. He says people would want to put her in a cage or take her to a laboratory for tests. And then she’ll surely die!’

‘Would people really do that?’ Hailjan’s beautiful eyes grew wide. ‘I don’t believe it!’

‘Daddy knows best! Mildred also says we mustn’t tell anyone.’

‘A secret! Our own secret! Oh boy!’ Hailjan was excited. Then with an insight unusual in one so young she said, ‘Maybe only people who

love her, or believe in her, can see her.’

Leitha thought for a moment. ‘You’re right,’ she said. ‘Maybe that’s why she came to our house during that terrible storm. Because Daddy was writing about fairies.’

The next day, about midday, the sleeping little woman opened her eyes and stretched lazily, then she sat bolt upright, the full colour and glow of her wings returning as if by magic.

‘Where am I?’ she said, her eyes wandering from Leitha to Hailjan and back again. The two little girls were speechless.

At last Leitha blurted out, ‘We saved you. Daddy fetched you out of the top of our tree. After the storm. Don’t you remember?’

‘And how come we can understand what you’re saying?’ Hailjan chipped in. ‘What are you? A fairy? Are you a fairy?’

‘Where do you come from?’ Leitha wanted to know. ‘Is it far from here?’

‘Did you fly?’ Hailjan asked. ‘Are you a giant fairy?’

Just then Mildred came into the room. 
‘Now, now, girls! Give the young lady a chance. As if the storm wasn’t enough. All those questions!’ 
Coming over to where the girls were still gaping at this strange and wondrous little being, she bent down, asking in a soft warm voice, ‘Are you hungry my Dear? You must be starving.’ 
The little blonde head nodded. ‘I’m going to call Sir,’ Mildred said, ‘and fetch you some sustenance.’ At the door she turned. ‘Now remember Girls, give her a chance to settle. She’s been through enough these past two weeks.’ Then she hurried down the long passage, eager to tell ‘Sir’ the excellent news.

CHAPTER TWELVE

Daddy came as soon as he heard. He approached the small bed standing on the desktop in the nursery with mixed feelings, a strong apprehension and yet a strange kind of excitement. 
It was difficult for a grown-up to believe in Fairies. Ever since they had put her to bed in one of the dolls beds and he had seen her every day for nearly two weeks, he had asked himself if he was dreaming or simply going mad. Yet here she was, alive and apparently nearly well.

Seating himself on a chair next to the desk Daddy bent his head forward and introduced himself. ‘I’m James Windsor,’ he said, careful not to startle her. ‘We found you at the top of a tree. The wind had blown you there.’ He smiled, a lame awkward smile; he didn’t quite know what to say. ‘These are my daughters Leitha and Hailjan.’ He looked up as Mildred was entering the room, ‘and this is Mildred, our housekeeper.’ He smiled. ‘And that’s the whole family, except for Jared, the girl’s best friend, who’s overseas with his father,’ he ended rather awkwardly.

The blonde little being looked at him with big beautiful eyes, then she smiled; a smile that paled the sun. ‘I’m Twinkler,’ she said in a clear melodious voice. ‘I’m sorry if I scared you. I’ve just never been in such a terrible storm before.’ She moved to look at the girls and Mildred who was watching totally fascinated, then she winced, a look of pain crossing the magnificent features.

‘What is it?’ Mildred was at her side immediately. ‘Where do you hurt?’

‘My  wing,’ Twinkler  replied  softly,  ‘I must have hurt  it  more  seriously  than  I thought. But I’m sure it will be all right.’ She put on a brave little smile.

‘I’ll get some of my liniment immediately!’ Mildred said, hurrying out of the room. 
Twinkler looked at Daddy, then she said softly, ‘Thank you for saving my life. I will never forget it. If ever you need me once I’ve left, all you have to do is think real hard about me and I will come to your aid.’

If she wasn’t so serious Daddy would have smiled, a being so small and fragile come to his aid!  With  difficulty  he kept a straight face and

simply said, ‘Thank you.’

Twinkler turned to the girls. ‘And you two, Leitha and Hailjan, I cannot tell you how much I appreciate the help you were trying to give me during that terrible storm. And Leitha,’ she said sternly, ‘you nearly lost your life in trying to reach me. Do not ever try it again! Both of you could have tumbled through that window!’

The girls just looked at her, speechless for once in their lives. 
Daddy laughed. ‘I need you around here,’ he said, winking at Twinkler, ‘Maybe we’ll have a semblance of discipline.’

Just then Mildred returned with the liniment to tend to Twinkler’s injured wing. She also brought a small dish containing honey and grated apple. After expertly tending to the injured wing she fed the tiny little being with a miniature spoon supplied from the girls’ toy box.

‘OK Guys,’ Daddy said, ‘Time out. Twinkler needs to rest. We’ll talk to her again once she’s feeling better.’

As soon as Daddy and the girls left the room Mildred tucked her little charge in and made sure she was comfortable. As she was about to leave the room Twinkler said softly, ‘Thank you Mildred for taking such good care of me. You’re a real angel.’

‘No precious child,’ Mildred answered beaming, ‘you’re the angel!’

CHAPTER THIRTEEN
That evening, after Twinkler had had a sound sleep that lasted most of the afternoon, they all gathered around her little bed, eager to find out more about their mysterious, diminutive guest.

Daddy was the first to speak. 
‘Twinkler,’ he said, ‘I don’t want you to feel obliged to tell us anything, we will respect your wishes, but as you can imagine we are not quite sure if we are dreaming all of this, or whether in fact, it’s real. I mean,’ he smiled a warm smile, ‘we’re not supposed to believe in fairies.’ He shrugged his shoulders.  ‘It’s against all the laws of reality.’

‘Daddy says you’re too big to be a fairy,’ Leitha added.

‘You’re beautiful enough to be one though,’ Hailjan said.

‘Now, now, Guys,’ Daddy admonished, ‘let’s give Twinkler a chance to decide whether she wants to talk with us.’

‘Give the child a rest,’ Mildred warned. ‘Can’t you see she’s tired still.’

‘No I’m not. Thank you Mildred for caring, but I really feel a lot better.’ She smiled. Somehow it seemed to light up the room. Looking at Hailjan and Leitha she said warmly, ‘Yes I suppose you could call me a fairy. But not in the way you think of fairies. Your stories are all wrong. Fairies can take on many shapes; they’re not small little creatures living under toadstools. There are many kinds of fairies.’

‘So fairies are real?’ Leitha asked frowning. 

‘Oh yes!’ Twinkler assured her. ‘But they can only be seen by people who believe in them.’

‘So what kind of fairy are you?’ Hailjan asked. 

‘I’m a Galatian. I come from another land, far removed from yours. So far away your scientists have never heard of it.’ She looked at Daddy. ‘Your father will understand it, he has been studying it for a very long time.’

‘Parallel realities?’ Daddy asked amazed. ‘Are you referring to parallel universes?’

‘Yes,’ Twinkler answered.
‘What are they talking about?’ Hailjan asked of Leitha. 

‘All that grown-up stuff that Daddy is always studying.  It’s so bor-

ing! 
‘Quick! Ask another question. He’ll go on for ever.’

‘No I won’t you cheeky little monkey,’ Daddy said laughing. ‘I’ll talk to Twinkler later when we can discuss things in private.’

‘Hmmff!’ was all response he got from Leitha.

‘So where is your home?’ Hailjan asked

‘I live in the Crystal Kingdom in the land of Lumos.’ She paused, the extraordinary aquamarine coloured eyes sad for a brief moment before she continued. ‘Our country is about the same size as yours, but far more beautiful!’ She smiled at her totally spellbound audience. ‘A very beautiful lady, Her Royal Highness the Empress Astron, is our ruler. She lives forever and can never die. We of course can,’ she looked at Daddy, her eyes and smile soft.

‘Then I can’t tell you how glad we all are that we found you in time,’ Daddy said, smiling warmly. 

‘But if your country is the same size as ours how do you cope?’ Leitha asked puzzled. ‘You are so small. I mean …’

‘I know what you mean,’  Twinkler smiled knowingly.  ‘This is not my real size. 

We can change size and shape at will. We use this size when we travel in the universe. When we are at home, we are the same as you.’

 ‘Where did you say you come from? This what …. Woomos?’ 

‘No you silly child!’ Twinkler giggled. ‘Not Woomos, Lumos!’

‘Where’s Lumos?’ Leitha wanted to know. 

‘At the furthest corners of your imagination,’ Twinkler answered with a smile. 


‘Leitha’s imagination?’ Hailjan asked.

‘No. Of everybody’s that hears about us,’ Twinkler answered. 

‘Please tell us about the Empress,’ Hailjan and Leitha asked simultaneously. 
‘Is she a real old meanie?’ Leitha added. 

Twinkler looked at them and laughed merrily, a sound so happy and beautiful it made them all sit up. It sounded like silver bells in a breeze.

‘No she’s not a meanie. She lives in the Rubrasaph Castle on the highest mountain in the kingdom. The mountain is called Astarosa, which  means  The  Mountain  of  Flowers.  It is called that because  its

sides are  covered  in  millions  of flowers all the way to the top. It’s absolutely beautiful!’

‘And the Rubriwha, the Rubra - , you know the name you called the castle,’ Hailjan queried. ‘What does that mean?’

‘Rubrasaph,’ Twinkler answered. ‘It means The Castle of Many Dreams.’

‘The Castle of Many Dreams on the Mountain of Flowers in the Crystal Kingdom,’ Daddy said. ‘It sounds like a fairytale.’

‘But there are no fairies,’ Twinkler countered, her eyes full of mischief.  ‘Everybody knows that!’

‘Only Galatians,’ Daddy said, smiling broadly.

‘I swear I never thought I would live to see this day,’ Mildred said. ‘If you’re not a fairy Dearie, what are you?’

‘A Galatian Mildred. She’s just told us,’ Daddy said.

‘I know Sir! But what do they do? I mean we know what fairies do,’ she pointed at Twinkler. ‘And her being so beautiful.’

‘I’m a Star Ranger,’ Twinkler said with a little laugh. ‘We are charged with the continued wellbeing of all the plants and the animals in the entire Universe.’

‘But how do you do it?’ Daddy asked perplexed. ‘I mean, the Universe is an almighty big place. I don’t believe anybody realises just how enormous. And it’s still expanding. It’s impossible to traverse it like you obviously do.’ He looked at Twinkler. ‘Or do you have special space craft?’

‘No, we don’t need such cumbersome equipment,’ Twinkler smiled amused. ‘Only humans do. We travel on thought waves. On the wings of thought really. We all know the Universe in detail.  All we have to do is think of the place we want to go to and we’re there.’

‘But why do you need wings then?’ Leitha asked.

‘We can only use thought travel once we are free of the gravity of any planet or star or whatever we’re on,’ Twinkler answered. ‘We have very powerful wings to enable us to do that.’

‘Then you won’t be able to leave here,’ Leitha said looking at Hailjan who added with an impish grin, ‘Until your wing is healed!’ 

Twinkler smiled. ‘Yes. If you won’t mind. I can only go once my wing is strong enough.’ 

‘Mind!’ the girls chimed, ‘We want you to stay with us forever!’

Here ends

THE FIRST BOOK  –  THE FIRST STORY.

The Legend of the Crystal Kingdom

The story is continued in the next volume,

THE SECOND BOOK  –   THE EMPRESS REQUESTS.
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