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Dear Mr. Board, and publishers to whom this may concern,
Although this story is set in Fairyland in the beginning, it is not a Tinker Bell type of Fairytale.  It is an untraditional, modern day fairytale.   I chose this category because the fairies in this story break the laws of traditional mainline fantasy.  It allows me to be creative in my effort to tell this story.  These are fairies about four feet tall at maturity with thoughts and actions that are human-like.  I believe you’ll find this story to be very timely according to current events in the world today.

Reasons for writing this book:  In today’s world, our young people are exposed to a sub-culture that has either forgotten or shelved any principles they may have been taught, or possibly didn’t have to start with.  Watching all this happen through the eyes of a Christian, my concern for them has increased to the point where I felt a need to use my background in scripture and my talent (imagination) to inspire them and help them understand how important it is to be principled in their everyday lives.

These characters are actually good or evil personified in a fairytale.  I use the action of magic in the most unusual circumstances to demonstrate the principle concerned.  Stories about good overcoming evil have been done before, of course, but the ways in which it is overcome in Wings of Promise is a first, and the reason this book is different from all the others.
To reach this audience, I have made it the most enjoyable adventure possible, with a lot of comedy, diabolical twists and subplots that can’t be second-guessed because they were created out of my own imagination.  However, as romantic as it is, the story and its characters take the high road to glorify morality rather than pervert its concepts or deliberately override it completely with pornographic acts or scenes. I hope that this concept is appreciated so that this story will have its chance to ultimately inspire and fulfill its potential in the hearts and minds of our youth and all those who just love a good story.

     Wings of Promise is approximately 85,500 words and 381 pages, Format is in Courier New, Font size 12, on disc and hard copy. I have prepared a flier to yet be published with excerpts and pertinent information regarding book and author.

Thank you for the opportunity to have a portion of this work reviewed on Writer’s Edge.

Sincerely,

S. JoAnn Teeter, author
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Once upon a very long time ago, when Mother Earth was in her primeval, unspoiled state, when the inland streams and all bodies of water were fresh, the forests were verdant and rich in their untapped wealth, another land came into being.  It was Fairyland, the invisible, magical land of the fairies. 

Suddenly and miraculously, in the wake of all this creation, streaks of rainbow-colored light began flashing across the great Northern sky and all the land thereabout.  Lights the mortals have since named the Aurora Borealis. From that ancient time, to this modern day, the secret of what causes them is still unknown to humanity.  Only the fairies know that the well-kept secret is the reflections of Fairyland’s Crystal Castle casting prisms of light reflected by the sun and all the magical lighting from within Fairyland itself. 

Fairyland is home for numerous orders of fairies from four-inch pixies to giants of unknown dimensions.  Out of the many different orders, there are some very human-like fairies.  They are alike in their nature and size. At maturity, they reach a height of about 4 feet and are exceedingly beautiful.  Another order of this size is the Wood Nymphs. They are endowed with special powers to assist the humans in a joint effort to care for the trees, to protect and nurture Mother Nature’s delicate balance, as she sustains life on earth.         

In Fairyland, there are two distinct classes of fairies. One is a class of beneficial fairies from all orders called Seelie Court, including the Wood Nymphs. This court has acquired the title “Court” because they also act as arbiters in fairy disputes.  They are of the more aristocratic fairies; and are friendly towards humans.  They are known as trooping, heroic fairies, a host of light and benevolence riding on the night air. 

The Unseelie Court or Unblessed Court is not one that  anyone cares to mention.  According to Scottish legends they were all once members of the Seelie Court who fell from grace, only to be banished, cast out forever.  These fairies are the most malicious, malevolent and evil of all fairies, monsters of horrible appearance with fearsome abilities as well.  They are of the unsanctified dead who fly above earth, stealing mortals and they take great pleasure in harming them.  This court travels on the eddy night winds from which their unnerving cackles and howls can be heard. When these evil outcasts declare war on Fairyland, Fairyland’s awesome military finds itself having to defend its Fatherland and all it stands for with even the might of the Great Source.  Thus, as in the world, it is an ongoing battle of good forces conquering those of the evil.

This story is about how in this solemn day of worldwide terrorism and destruction of the forests, etcetera, the Unseelie Court is working hard against good mortals and their beautiful world.  Now humankind will no longer have to be so totally oblivious to some of the major causes of these disasters or not know who to blame for so much of the ongoing moral decline of society as a whole.  However, it is also about how in contrast Seelie Court’s good fairies so abundantly enrich human lives and the world as a whole. And now, the hope that Fairyland has in its Queen of Peace, Sylvia, to bring about the will of the Great source with the correct solution to whatever problem she points her wand.

                                                                       OVERVIEW

                                 OF
                           WINGS OF PROMISE
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1. Theme or Premise:  Finding the faith and courage to stand on correct principle and trusting God to help will ultimately defeat temptation and attacks of the enemy forces. Based on 1 John 5:3-4. Living Bible, “Chpt. 3, Loving God means doing what he tells us to do, and that isn’t hard to do at all, Chpt. 4, for every child of God can obey him, thus defeating sin and evil pleasure by trusting God to help him.”  This story is about how a principled person characterized by humanlike fairies, trusting God their “Great Source” and His word can win out in the end over evil adversaries. 

2.  The protagonist: Princess Sylvia, is a beautiful, Auburn haired fairy.  A child of prophecy with a destiny to defeat the wicked Shamuth Shamma. Born with exclusive golden wings.  She is almost life-size, about four foot tall.  
3. The hero: Prince Raemeir, is Sylvia’s best friend and later, her husband. Prince Raemeir is from Wyndir Province in Fairyland, and descends from a line of Fairyland military officers and generals.  He becomes a Seelie Court military officer——a captain.  Then, the King of Seelie Court puts him on loan to the C.I.A. Ultimately- Queen Sylvia’s Central Command Commander, General Raemeir Veryan.
4.  Antagonist: Shamuth Shamma, is a rogue fairy and is decidedly an overpowering personality. This character was created this way deliberately to point out the overcoming qualities of a faithful, principled person of good character, who is trusting in God to help them. Ref. Theme. 

5.  Creature Characters:  Sylvia’s interaction with the creature characters that live in her woods that she and Prince Raemeir have been given dominion over, is fun and helps to establish Sylvia’s character as she tries to corral and care for them and teach them by her actions the principle of “I am my brother’s keeper.” Sometimes it worked——sometimes it didn’t.  

6. Good and Evil Forces:  The idea of good and evil forces working in conflict of each other has been done before, of course, but the unbelievable and totally unexpected ways of combating evil in this story has not. It is a first and an enjoyable one.

7.  Scythian Castle: Hell.  In our world’s ancient history, the city of Scythia, in Palestine, was actually overtaken by fierce looking, human, nomadic invaders. I used this piece of ancient history as background. In the 21 century,(now) Shamuth Shamma, and her evil fairy army are banned from Fairyland, to become members of the nomadic, evil Unseelie Court in the world of the human. History repeats itself when they capture and exile the King and Queen and take over the Scythian castle for their headquarters.  (Seelie Court are good fairies, Unseelie Court, wicked, banned fairies of Fairyland. (taken from old Scottish or Gaelic fairy legends)
All characters are exemplary for this reason: They personify Christian virtues, Satan and his acts of destruction, terrorism and ecology.
Characters Represent:

     A. The Great Source = God.

     B. Princess Sylvia = a female type of Christ,(deliverer) born with this destiny, but has to grow into the role.

     C. Prince Raemeir (hero) = A type of Joshua. Dependable and beloved by all.

     D. Shamuth Shamma = A type of Satan.

     E. Trixie = (voice of conscience, moral support, companion) but her personality is uniquely her own, and provides a source of comedy.  A 4-inch Pixie warrior who can’t be intimidated even by the giants in her life.

     F. The Fairies including Princess Sylvia represent young people who are learning how to incorporate correct principle into their lives that will help them overcome evil when under attack or temptation of the enemy.

     G. Incidents:  Attacks of the enemy. Some severe and life    threatening.     

     H.  Magic Wands:  Represents Christian authority to act in the name of Jesus. However, for a fairy the wands are awarded “in trust” to enforce the good laws of Fairyland. But only after learning how to discern good acts from evil and the consequences of using the wand for evil purposes.

     I. Outcasts: Serious crime would bring the curse of the Unseelie Court upon them; a terrible curse the Seelie Court judge pronounces upon them and banishes them from Fairyland. As outcasts in the world of the human, they represent Satanic forces. The banned, once beautiful fairies turn into hideous poltergeist monsters wreaking havoc upon humankind such as: influencing terrorism, forest destruction including fires, anything to hurt the wood nymphs. A good fairy causes the wand to put out positive power.  Once they cross the line to do evil, it then becomes negative evil power. 

     J. Black Magic and Transmutation: Represents how Satan can appear as an Angel of Light. As Satan can’t duplicate the light of Christ, (his Glory) Shamuth Shamma, even with transmutation that turned her into the perfect image of Sylvia, she couldn’t duplicate Princess Sylvia’s golden wings.  

     K. Enchantments. To contrast the good vs. evil.

     L. Seelie Court, Fairyland’s Celestial Kingdom = Heaven (pre-existence, prior to great battle)

     M. Unseelie Court = earth (fallen state)

     N. Dungeon at Scythian (Hell)

SCRIPTURE REFERENCE FOR

WINGS OF PROMISE
1. 2nd Corinthians 12: 1-10  “Live in the present not the past.”  God has power in Circumstances.

2. Joshua chpt. 2,  “God delights in using the weak in accomplishing his purposes.”

3. Joshua Chpt. 3,  “Wait on God, God honors radical, risk-taking faith.”  Consecrate yourself to him, and step out in faith.

4. Joshua Chpt. 3,  “A righteous person (holy person) set apart is a mark of distinction, not an “odd” person, but a person who reflects God to others.”

5. Joshua Chpt. 8: 1-28.  “When we prepare ourselves for life’s battles, God turns our tragedy into triumph, defeats into victory, and calamity into conquest.”

6. Joshua Chpt. 10:1-15  God made the sun stand still so the Israelites could defeat the Amorites.

7. Joshua Chpt. 7,  It is sin to hurt someone to achieve our own purpose.    
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OUTLINE
TITLE:

              WINGS OF PROMISE

TIME and GENRE: 
Today (21st century, but fashion, custom and dialog is carried over from Renaissance era) 

                                            Genre:  Fiction, Category: Contemporary Fantasy. Audience slant YA 8 to 19 yrs.
PROTAGONIST:
Princess Sylvia is a beautiful, 4 feet tall fairy, born in fulfillment of prophecy to her parents, the king Rhynhardt and queen Xanja of Fairyland. She is born with unique golden wings, an outward sign of the prophecy that holds a secret that the princess must find out.  She is kind and considerate, beloved by all except the antagonist, Shamuth Shamma, who is her archenemy.  Princess Sylvia is an innocent, who develops with age, wonderful tutoring, experiences, and conflicts with the wicked Shamuth Shamma.  Because of her naivety, and innocence she has many secret self-doubts about becoming the fairy she is meant to be to accomplish her life’s mission.  She finds a great friend in Prince Raemeir who helps her overcome her self-doubts.       

HERO:                              Prince Raemeir, the fairy, and the enchanted deer, Prince Regent, are the same.  He is Blonde, handsome, with congruent- almost sculptured features, intelligent, principled and very romantic.   He is Sylvia’s closest friend and confidant all through school, and always stands by her through her many conflicts with Shamuth. He has a military career, and is a hero to Sylvia and all Fairyland.  
ANTAGONIST:               Shamuth Shamma.  The messenger gave warning to the king and queen of Fairyland about a fairy child from another province whose parents will be banished for their wicked ways. The adoptive parents try to save their 5 year old child, but they are unable to turn her around from the psychological damage caused by the violence and hatred her parents taught her. But in fact, her wicked thoughts and ways seemed to be actually innate. She is Sylvia’s worst and only enemy.  Cast out of Fairyland into the world of humankind, her features turn ugly.  She is one of the hideous, fairy Slaugh of the Unsealie Court, Slaugh = “host”.  A euphemism used to keep from summoning them up by calling them by name.  Terrorism and destruction ensue.

PREMISE and THEME: Finding courage to make choices based on correct principle, and trusting God to help, ultimately defeats evil in one’s life.  Based on 1 John 5:3-4. Living Bible.  Chpt. 3, “Loving God means doing what he tells us to do, and really, that isn’t hard at all, Chpt. 4, for every child of God can obey him, defeating sin and evil pleasure by trusting God to help him.”  This  is a story of good and evil personified in the characters.  How the good and innocent learn hard lessons and grow in character meeting the challenges that evil perpetrates upon their lives; challenges they are totally unprepared to meet according to their life’s experiences. By making right choices and trusting God and standing firm, they find they do have courage sometimes amounting to even valor, and become absolute conquerors in their war against evil.

PLOT:   Princess Sylvia grows up in Fairyland with Prince Raemeir, and Shamuth Shamma.  Out of jealousy, Shamuth bullies her in school and threatens her in everyday life.   A true love romance blossoms between Sylvia and Prince Raemeir. Shamuth is in love with him also but in a sensual way.  A love triangle develops.  Shamuth’s love is unrequited, and this infuriates her further. Vengeance is carried out in an ongoing series of wicked subplots against Fairyland, Sylvia and the prince personally wherein each suffers in their own hellish experiences with her evil plots.     It’ll be only If and when  #1. Sylvia develops the character she must eventually have. #2. She earns the right to know the secret of her golden wings without knowing how to do it.  It is only then a special power will be granted to her to further enable her to defeat the wicked Shamuth to become the great deliverer of all the destruction and terrorism that Fairyland and the world of the human will be experiencing at the hands of Shamuth and her evil army.  
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WINGS OF PROMISE SYNOPSIS (14 pages)
It was closing time at Fairyland treasury.  Alarmed at the vacant places on the dispensary shelf, Princess Sylvia started the inventory over again thinking that she had surely misplaced the missing items: one gold crown, 1 bag of pixie dust, and a magic wand.  “Not here, but where else could they be?”  Panic stricken, she sat down at the dispensary desk, pushed her long, auburn hair to the side and looked out of the dispensary window into the hallway towards the information desk. She couldn’t stand the thought that there could possibly be a blot on her reputation, not one ounce of suspicion that she could have had anything to do with these missing valuables.  But she was responsible.  It had happened on her watch. 


She thought back over the last few minutes of Mrs. Ingram, the departmental Manger’s shift which ended around 3:00 P.M.  Princess Sylvia had just come back from her break and noticed that Shamuth Shamma Macmillan was standing down at the information desk talking to Zoral, one of the guards.  Somewhat alarmed, she asked Mrs. Ingram if she knew who she was. Mrs. Ingram said, “Oh yes, that’s Shamuth Shamma, she comes in once in awhile and talks to Zoral.  While you were on break she asked me about any job openings here, but I told her there weren’t any at this time, but you never know when someone might get called on assignment. She’s a real pretty girl isn’t she with that dark hair and green eyes. ”  “Well, yes, Sylvia said, “I’d have to agree to that, all right.” 


Putting the pieces together, she knew from experience that disaster usually follows a sighting of Shamuth, at least where the princess was personally concerned. Suspicions mounted, she thought, but how could this happen?  This area is all locked up.  No one is ever allowed in here.   She thought that somehow whatever scheme Shamuth had worked out, it was probably connected to Zoral.   After Sylvia closed the dispensary, she went directly to Mrs. Ingram’s house to report the missing valuables.  Mrs. Ingram was not worried and told her that possibly she had put them in the vault accidentally, and to not give it any further thought.  She would take care of it in the morning when she went in.


That night at Crystal Castle, Sylvia paced back and forth in her bedroom, unable to sleep. Trixie, her little four inch, pixie friend who had the ability to pick- up on her friends anxieties or serious problems, suddenly appeared to find out what was wrong.  The rest of the evening was spent going over the growing up years that she and Sylvia, and Prince Raemeir, her other close friend, had experienced with Shamuth’s on-going harassment and torment of the princess. Prince Raemeir was now in the military and lived in the Principality, Wyndir, on the north edge of Fairyland. His father was reining Prince Veryon.  The princess and he became close friends while still in elementary school.  With Trixie’s understanding of the princess’ anxiety, they spent a couple of hours going over the many other times during the past years that Shamuth had harassed the princess.  This brought up the night that the princess’ mother and father, King Rhynhardt and Queen Xanja, had their visitation from a messenger relating the prophecy regarding the birth of their daughter.  The messenger said also that another child would be adopted by good Seelie Court parents who were trying to save the child of some wicked parents who had been banished from Fairyland for their crimes.  She, however, would never be rehabilitated from the damage done to her mind and character which had been formed out of hatred. She would grow into a very wicked being.  Their daughter was to be a counter to her, a saving grace for Fairyland and the world of the human.  She was to eventually overcome her.  The princess related her dilemma regarding this part of the prophecy.  She just didn’t see how that could happen being the peaceable person she was.   How she could ever live up to those expectations when there was not a warring bone in her body? She felt that something was incredibly wrong. That she just had to be a mistake.

Their conversation drifted into another aspect of the prophecy that there was to be an outward sign on the child born to the King and Queen.  A sign that was supposed to be proof of the prophecy which turned out to be her unique golden wings.  They were one of a kind that the messenger said could never be duplicated even with all the magic in Fairyland.  The wings held a secret that would be revealed only after she had earned the right to know it, how to earn it was a secret also. Poor Princess Sylvia was in a state of frustration all her life. 


After Trixie left, Sylvia went to bed and tried to sleep, but to no avail. Her mind drifted from one past happening to another recalling the day that Prince Raemeir took her to his beautiful hidden valley with Trixie along as a chaperone, where he showed her all his first enchantments: a musical waterfall, huge flowering trees, fruit trees that were ripe year around, where he gave the princess a locket with their pictures in it, and asked the princess to go steady with him until he could finish at the military academy or when he was in better circumstances to ask for a formal engagement, where from a cherry tree, with a mouth full of cherries, Trixie witnessed their first kiss and told the princess later her perspective on the issue.


Finally with this cherished memory, the princess fell into a deep sleep, however, it seemed more like a short nap as the housekeeper woke her very early and told her that Mrs. Ingram had sent word that she couldn’t take the early shift that she would have to go in instead. At the dispensary, Princess Sylvia started her inventory. The first thing she saw were the things that were missing the night before were back on their places upon the shelf. “Wa- am I losing my mind?”  Suddenly she understood what it was all about.  Shamuth had somehow taken those things and then put them back on the shelf so that when Mrs. Ingram came to work the next morning she would think that the princess was at least negligent to have misplaced those items, and for a clerk in the treasury to be so irresponsible, perhaps incompetence was a better consideration. She was sabotaging the princess’ inventory to get her fired in order to get her job. Sylvia said, “I know that’s it.  That’s just like something she would do, but how did she do it?  Oh, I’ve got to figure it out.” But she knew that accusations at this point would prove nothing.   She would have to be quiet and watch.  As soon as Mrs. Ingram came in to work she just mentioned the fact that she had found the missing things, nothing more. At lunch time, she went straight to find Prince Raemeir because she knew that with his training in Intelligence, he would know what to do. 


However, look as she may, she couldn’t find him because Prince Raemeir had already been found.  Earlier in the day, and as a matter of habit, Prince Raemeir had stopped by the drinking fountain in the center of the courtyard at Crystal Castle.  Just as Shamuth had planned, he stood in line behind her. When it became her turn to get a drink, one of her cohorts ran up behind Prince Raemeir and pushed hard against him causing him to knock Shamuth right into the free running fountain, drenching her to the skin. 

The prince was absolutely beside himself with apology even though he wasn’t the direct cause of the incident.  Shamuth stamped her foot and said, “Oh, how can I go anywhere like this.”  The prince asked the very question that he was supposed to ask. “Oh, I’m so sorry, is there anything I can do to make up for this rude conduct?”  His only thought was to perhaps treat her with a soda at the Sweet Shop, or something to that effect, but she had far greater plans. She said, “Well, perhaps there is something you could do,” quickly taking full advantage of his chivalry.  She explained that her escort who was taking her to a ball had to cancel at the last minute, and there wasn’t enough time to find another escort. Would he please be so kind as to substitute for him so she wouldn’t have to miss such an important event?  Her conniving strategy was right on track. She truly was a fairy damsel in distress, and with his talent for cleaver thinking failing him, and his predictable sense of rescue finally unavoidable, for the first of future episodes to follow, he is ensnared and plunges head long into the vaporous darkness of the nether region. Though he was in truth innocent, he was in principal going steady with the princess. One way or the other he was in trouble and as one might expect, his strategy lesson at the academy that afternoon falls on a dulled listening ear as he succumbs to a royal siege by a healthy conscience.  

As just an escort, he wondered how much trouble could he actually be in. His question was answered when he arrived at her home and she answered the door wearing a filmy dressing gown, instead of a ball gown.  She informed him that she was so exhausted after such a day that she simply couldn’t think of going anywhere.  She had dismissed the servants, her mother and father had retired for the evening, and they had the whole downstairs at their disposal, with refreshments waiting.  He realized he had been manipulated into a situation he didn’t want to be in.  He was angry, and spoke very harsh words to Shamuth.  She handled the situation as only Shamuth could, with politics and formidable grace dripping from her tongue.  He finally agreed to have one drink before he left, and sat down on a sofa by the fireplace. During their conversation, Shamuth sat down beside him and reached across him for a shawl that was draped over the sofa.

After about an hour in conversation, he said good bye, left the house and sprung into flight.  It was only a few minutes after he was airborne when suddenly a troop of officers dressed in Seelie Court police uniforms surrounded him and demanded that he land immediately.  Setting foot on the ground, he was informed that a robbery had taken place at Crystal Castle and some of Queen Xanja’s (Sylvia’s mother) jewelry had been stolen. It had been reported that he was the last person to visit the castle that day. A search through his pockets produced a diamond necklace.  “Is this yours?”  The officer asked.  “No, it's not mine; I’ve never seen that before.  What is this?”

He is handcuffed and taken to Thol jailhouse and interrogated. Before he knew it, he was booked and incarcerated regardless of his protests. They informed him that since the arrest took place in Thol, only Lord Macmillan or his representative could help him now. “Well, of course, I’ll see either one of them; get one of them in here now!” In the next hour, to his astonishment, Shamuth stood in front of his cell with an officer. As the jailer unlocked the cell door he said, “As you requested prince, this is Lord Macmillan’s representative.”

The following few minutes were the most shocking moments of his short lived life as the wicked, conniving, cold hearted Shamuth related the terms of his release.  She left him in utter shock and frustration to come to her terms with the words, “Confinement always challenges endurance, prince,” and parted with a wry smile that conveyed the unmistakable message, yes, my prince, you’ve been utterly had.

  He was left to contemplate his plight knowing he could never comply with her terms, or even come up with a compromise.  He was seemingly stymied and as the old idiom goes, left to ‘stew in his own juices’ with one of the main ingredients being anger at himself for allowing her to manipulate him into this hellish predicament knowing her reputation, and that she was not to be trusted.   

He lay on his jail house bunk with one arm resting over his eyes. He was fatigued and stressed out from considering any possible options he could negotiate with or whether a plan to escape his captors altogether wasn’t the only thing to do, when someone close by called his name.  “Prince Raemeir, hey! Wake up, it’s me.”  Opening his eyes he was startled to see cute little Trixie standing on his chest.  She was holding the bell of her green pixie hat with her hand.  He managed a smile and whispered, “Why Trixie, how’d you- What are you doing here?” Closer scrutiny revealed a slight variation in her normal footwork.  He laughed a little under his breath, “What’s wrong with your shoes?”

“Sh—sh,” she said, with her finger up to her lips.  Then whispered with definite aggravation in her voice, “Oh nothing, these bells can sure be a curse sometimes when you’re trying to be quiet, so I just push ‘em down inside and hold ‘em with my toes the best I can.” 
 He laughed again, “You character!  What are you doing here? How did you know I was here?”

“Oh, I’ve told you that I always know when my friends are in trouble.”  Her highly arched eyebrows furrowed, and she shook her finger at him, “And trouble is what you’re in all right!”  She hopped down on the edge of the bunk as he sat up, pulled the pillow up against the wall, and leaned back.

“What’s goin’ on here? I eavesdropped a little out by the desk.  They said something about a stolen necklace, and there’s a sign out there that says Province of Thol Jail.”

“Yes, that’s right.”

“Yeah, but there’s something crazy here, ‘cause this is not the Thol jailhouse.  It’s nowhere near Thol. “

“What!”

“It looks the same all right, but it’s not the real one, she said shaking her head.

“How can that be?” Maybe it’s a second facility that we didn’t know about.”

“I don’t think so; it’s not even in the province.  If it wasn’t for this warning inside me when my friends are in trouble, and then by concentrating really hard I can fly right to them wherever they are, why, how in the world—would you have been found? You might not have ever--.” 

He raised an eyebrow, “Yes, that’s quite a sobering thought all right.” He slid his fingers through his tousled blonde hair, “Hmm, not even in the province?  There’s something crazy here all right, she’s up to something down right bizarre!”   

Trixie squinted her intense, brown eyes, “Who?”

He asked Trixie if she would do him a favor. “Of course” she said, “But what’s this all about?”  He told her that he got set up today by Shamuth, and blushed just getting the words out.  He told her about going to her home to escort her to a party, but when he got there, she wasn’t dressed or intending to go anywhere.  While he was there, she evidently planted that necklace on him that the officers found when they searched him.  Trixie asked why she would do this, and then realized what had happened.  Prince Raemeir confirmed her suspicions that Shamuth was trying to force him into a relationship with her, and that meant an absolute end to his and Sylvia’s relationship. 

He explained what he had learned from Shamuth when she came to the jail as Lord Macmillan’s representative. She had promised him riches he’s never even dreamed of, adventure, and the best of everything-.not to mention the riotous love life of unfathomable realms he would have with her.  That it would be anything but the life of baby-sitting with Sylvia. Then he said, but there was more to it than that.  All these officers and all the other fairies that are usually with her are recruits, that she was forming an army separate from the Fairyland military and wanted him to be the general and to see to the organization of the troops, and the training of the recruits. He told Trixie that she told him that mortals would dread the very thought of his army and his reputation as a conqueror.  He said he was stunned, and that he warned Shamuth that this was subversive tactics, high treason, that she was headed for the Unseelie Court. But nothing he said made any difference because she didn’t believe she would ever be found out by anyone in Seelie Court.  She was too smart for them.  He told Trixie that that was all he could get out of her as to what she was up to, and that she just left him to make up his mind about whether he wanted out of jail or if he indeed just liked it in there.  He knew she was cooking up something big and he just had to find out what it was.  
He asked Trixie to go to Crystal Castle and without saying anything to anyone, to try to find out if there had actually been a robbery and somehow secretly find out if the real necklace was in fact in the royal safe.  If so, the one they had out at the desk had to be a duplicate, and he would know what he had to do. 

 After giving him a dressing down for agreeing to escort Shamuth anywhere she told him that his ego had gotten overinflated when a beautiful woman came on to him, and he’d better never ever be this naïve again.  Trixie was upset because she knew this would hurt Sylvia, but understood how he got trapped, so she agreed to help him.

            With Trixie on her secret mission, he lay on the jail house bunk and lapsed into retrospect.  Past happenings flooded his mind, but none so vivid and disturbing as the memory of the morning he and Sylvia asked her parents, King Rhynhardt and Queen Xanja for permission to go steady until he was in a better position to ask for a formal engagement.  Suddenly, he sat up, turned around and planted his feet firmly on the floor and slapped his head with his hand.  “Oh, no! What have I done!”  How could I have been so –so-stupid? How will they ever trust me after this?  His stomach did a flip-flop, he fell back on the bunk and buried his head in his pillow thinking about his sure to be damning words to King Rhynhardt when the king said he would be willing to give his consent with the condition, “That you honor your relationship, that you respect each other and remember who you are, the fine example you are to all Fairyland.” Then raised his hand slightly, “A true maxim to remember is that true love will not leave either of you with sorrow, regret or disgrace. It will only be interested in your long-term welfare, your best interest, and it will preserve your reputation. Do you understand?’”

        “Well, yes Sir,” he had replied, “I’ve been taught to be a gentleman of high moral standards, and that a gentleman shouldn’t be morally unrestrained. That he shouldn’t sink to the level of a rake, or libertine. I have always tried to live up to those principles, Sir, and I am expected to.”  

        Now in his present reality he thought, how could I ever prove that I did? She could claim that more happened in her living room than just having an innocent drink, and with no witnesses, I wouldn’t be able to prove it’s a lie.  He remembered how pleased King Rhynhardt was, “You’ve been taught well, Prince Raemeir. Yes, a gentleman always adheres to a gentleman’s code of ethics in every situation. It’s a matter of honor.”

         “Yes Sir and he should try to not put himself or his lady in a compromising situation. Like yesterday, we took Trixie along. We had privacy with what we talked about, but she was in sight every minute. And besides all that, Sir, having your trust is important to me.”  

         “Well now, I appreciate that. It’s important to me to be able to place my trust in you and know that you will respect it.”  

         “Yes, and I will.  Sylvia and I both have always had high ideals, and that just about excludes anything that could cause a scandal or shame, especially to people who love us.  At least—that’s what we expect of ourselves.”

         “Hmm, well, expectancy is probably the key to it all,” the king said.      

          Now in his present set of circumstances he could only hope that Trixie would return with good news about the necklace so he could make plans to turn the tables on Shamuth, and secure his threatened honor with Princess Sylvia and her parents.

         Trixie did return with good news.  There had been no robbery, and with her secretly charming the lock on the safe, she had found that the necklace in question was in deed in its special place in the safe. Prince Raemeir then was able to work out a plan to get himself out of jail by making Shamuth think he was interested in her proposition, and talked her into going over negotiations somewhere in a different atmosphere. She believed him, and decided that the best place for that was in her private apartment in her father’s home.   There, some of her plans were discussed, but not enough to gain a complete understanding of her intentions. “I can’t divulge all my plans, some of them are still in the developing stage.  Now, as soon as the troops are trained, out of them I want you to choose your own officers. And of the best, help me choose my Chief of Staff. You alone will be in on my plans as they take shape.  Are you equal to the challenge?”

The prince was stunned at what he heard. 

           “Well, don’t look so surprised, I told you I had big plans. Do you think you can pull it off?

        “Yes, I’m capable of doing all that, but I still don’t know what you have or are planning.

         “I will tell you that I already have a cabinet chosen, except for what you will do to complete it, a new Justice system worked out under the principles of Farrant!”

“Of what?  How’s that spelled.”

“F-a-r-r-a-n-t.”

“Well, that’s a new word for me; someday soon maybe you’ll tell me what it means.”

“Maybe, when I’m ready.

            Setting her drink down, she sat down beside him, then got up and turned around and sat down facing the back of the couch, leaned sideways across his lap, pulled her folded legs up on the sofa. With one arm resting on the arm of the sofa, she put her other arm around his neck and said  “I do need you and want you, Prince Raemeir, and you know as well as I that we would be great together, a matchless team.  Ohh, passion steals my soul away when I’m near you.  I’ve always known this day would come.” Her moist, voluptuous lips almost devoured him. He was momentarily submerged into the all consuming darkness of her dissolute soul--suspended in the eternal vapor of the evil underworld. 

Prince Raemeir immediately took hold of her arm and pulled it down, and pushed her away. 

“Wh- What’s the matter?” Shamuth asked, 

Silence fell for a few seconds, and then he stood up.

“I’m sorry Shamuth, I-I guess I just don’t have the heart for betrayal.  I’m very much in love with Sylvia and she is everything to me.  I agreed to at least try to establish a relationship with you, but I see I’ve failed.  Please don’t take this personally. You are indeed very desirable, most desirable.  I’m just not the right man for you, I’m afraid.”

“But can’t you feel the chemistry between us, the passion? It’s gripping, electrifying!”

“Yes, chemistry does that all right, but I can’t value that alone above what I have with Sylvia; ours is a deep, true love and perfect chemistry, as well as trust. I would indeed have to be a fool to take any chance on losing that. 

“You’ve got to be kidding!”

“I’m sorry, Shamuth, you’ve asked for something I don’t have to give. I guess if nothing else, this proves to me that my relationship with Sylvia is nonnegotiable.”

What Shamuth didn’t know was that Trixie had been hiding in his pocket all this time, taking in every word of their conversation. At just the right moment, she put in her surprise appearance. If anyone had ever been told off in bold pixie language, Shamuth got some of the boldest.  Trixie let Shamuth know how much trouble she was in with her as a witness to her whole, wicked victimization of the Prince. She told her too, that if Shamuth ever told anyone that he was ever even anywhere near her house that Shamuth would be “streakin’ through oblivion” when Trixie got through with her. 
         Prince Raemeir was then able to get her to sign a confession he had written out in his jail cell beforehand, listing all the things that she had done to break the law and harm him personally.  He warned her again about how anyone doing these evil things could very well wind up in the Unseelie Court; a destination no one in their right mind would take a chance on.

        Now realizing that she was in trouble for the first time, and that she had been outsmarted-- bested by the very one she was trying to victimize, she was outraged.  The prince and Trixie left with her screaming “Get out, get out!” and dodging her hurled objects like missiles of war that went crashing against the wall.   But since she had not as yet revealed her whole plot, or why she was doing what she was with her troops, he knew he would have to be quiet about it for awhile and put into practice some of his secret service tactics.  He now knew her well enough to know that nothing he said, nor the confession would thwart her wicked, self imposed mission whatever it was.  She would just be more discrete.  

        In flight, Trixie giggled and said, “That was the most fun I’ve had in my whole life.”     

He told her she was great, and how proud he was of her, and then just off the top of his head, not expecting an answer he asked, “What the heck does Farrant mean, anyway?” Trixie answered, “Oppression!” 

“What? How’d you know that?” 

“I have a built in interpreter.” 

“You’re kidding, what language is it?”

 “’Can’t say, it just interprets.”


Now his thoughts turned to how he was going to explain his three day absence.  Being the predictable type of young man he was, he knew his parents and Sylvia had to have been under a lot of stress and worry, and probably had the troops out looking for him; a thought his father was soon to verify. His parents listened to him and Trixie give a full account of their horrific episode and the prince was happy to report that after all he had been through, the blackmail Shamuth tried to use on him to force a relationship, and to partner with her in her wicked plot, that his honor was still intact; a fact that Trixie was anxious to verify. After he helped the prince lock the signed confession in the safe, he said he was going immediately to check on their Homeland Security System.  The prince and Trixie then left to go to Crystal Castle to try to explain everything to Sylvia and her parents which was truly causing him to feel like his stomach was in a few well tied, double cinched knots.


As he had done with his parents, he asked to tell them as a group what had happened so he would only have to relate the story once. Again with Trixie’s input, he laid it all out step by step, being absolutely as honest and forthcoming as he could be.  It wasn’t an easy undertaking.  He tried to explain how he came into possession of the necklace, and was somehow failing to reach Sylvia’s understanding because she was stuck back on the part where he said that it had something to do with Shamuth. He said, “I told her that I had come there to escort her to a party and nothing else. I was very upset.  Then she talked me into going into the withdrawing room for drinks before I left.  So I had one drink and during that time is—-when it happened.”

“What!” Sylvia yelled in a little less than a scream and stamped her foot.

“No! I mean that’s--when--she--planted—-the--necklace—on—me,” he said slowly with deliberate accent and tone, and then sat back with a sigh of exasperation.

“Ohhwahhahhaa,” King Rhynhardt exploded in laughter.  

“Rhynhardt!” the queen said, in a shame on you tone, but smiling and trying very hard to keep from laughing aloud herself at Sylvia’s misunderstanding.

Finally hearing what he had said, Sylvia asked,

“Necklace?” 

“Do you want me to take it from here?” Trixie asked with a slight laugh. 

“Yes, go ahead,” he said, red-faced and somewhat indignant at Sylvia’s “jumped to” conclusion.

       
When Trixie finished telling the story, it was clear that everyone believed the story and agreed that they would say nothing or do any thing about it while he watched Shamuth’s actions for further developments.  The king gave him special commission to act in service of the King in his investigations. Sylvia then told him that the day he went missing, she had tried to find him to tell him about what had happened in the treasury and her suspicions about Shamuth. He was alarmed and promised to do something about it

Sylvia sat back in her chair, and smiled.  Sitting very still, she looked at Prince Raemeir with her hand over her mouth, and giggled.  Pretty soon it had progressed to a full-blown laugh.  

“What’s so funny? I don’t see anything funny about any of this,” Prince Raemeir asked, slightly agitated that she could think that all the torturous, emotional stress he’d just been through was laughable.
“Oh, there is, there is,” she said, trying not to laugh.  Finally she said, “There’s the beautiful, sultry Shamuth with all her cunning and seductive powers, successfully trapping you by flattering your ego, which had better never happen again, by the way,” she said glaring at him. “I do believe you and Trixie.  That is, that you just went along with her, and were there to extract information, and the rest was not your fault.  Anyway, what’s so funny is, she turns all her seductive powers that have never failed her before, on the prince of her dreams with a passionate, all consuming kiss, only to get stifled in her tracks when she discovers that not only is he a prince with scruples, but one with a pure and simple heart, who’s not even capable of deceit or betrayal.  One who up to that point doesn’t even know himself all that well, much less about the wiles of a wicked woman on a sexual conquest.”  Sylvia laughed again, “Who could have guessed that that’s what it would take to unravel her?  I’m sorry, I can’t help it. I’m not laughing at you, dear, but at the mental image I got of her getting stifled by your reaction to her notorious powers of seduction.”

His face was now a brilliant shade of red, but he smiled even in his embarrassment. He’d certainly not anticipated this outcome, but was willing to settle for the fact that they all believed him, and forgave him, and his major concern regarding the status of his honor, for the quirky reasons she just mentioned had been even elevated-- he guessed.  However, he was a little irritated because of all the anxiety he had caused himself in even confessing any of it at all, and as it turned out, he was emotionally spent for nothing.

The next day, he took the princess to his secret valley. There, a beautiful love scene takes place with him presenting her with an engagement ring.  Their long six month period of going steady was over and it was the scene of much happiness expressed in fairy fashion by two beautiful, overjoyed fairies now ready to make their wedding plans.  

Two months passed, and during this time enough evidence had been gathered to arrest Shamuth Shamma for her crimes.  She was tried in Judge Roland’s court and with all the absolute irrefutable evidence against her; she is banned from Seelie Court.  However, simultaneously, the prince and princess have been married in the cathedral, and are now at the reception.  Here, as the first gift to the bride and groom the assignment committee read their announcement.  Prince Raemeir and Princess Sylvia are called to serve a mission together, and are given dominion over a large wooded area on the North American continent to manage a troop of wood nymphs.  Neither the princess nor the prince were wood nymphs, but were very happy with this assignment because they will be serving their mission together.  Their hopes and dreams were just about to be fulfilled.  However, the prince will be on call as an operative in the secret service as needed. As the happy couple are about to cut their wedding cake, they heard a commotion just inside the door, but being so absorbed in the never-to-be repeated moment they had failed to see a volatile, approaching disaster that was about to strike with a devastating force. In seconds, an irrational Shamuth Shamma grabbed Sylvia by the arm and violently turned her around to face her. In a rage, she had broken loose from the guards and as always, had blamed Sylvia for what had happened to her. Shamuth screamed, “There you are!  I’ll never forgive you for this mean trick.  This exile is all your fault, and I’m going to see that you pay for it!”

“Uhh,” Sylvia gasped, “What?”

 Prince Raemeir raised his voice, yet tried to stay in control, “What the-- What’s your problem?” He grabbed and pulled Shamuth’s hand off Sylvia’s arm.

Shamuth’s anger as usual had over-ridden any sense of common decency or courtesy, and at this point she could not be intimidated by the King himself.

“I have something to say, and I’m going to say it before I leave this place, which is in the next few minutes.”

Princess Sylvia still quite shaken held up her hand and said to the guards, “Wait, I want to hear why she is so upset with me. So Judge Roland did banish you from Seelie Court?”

Shamuth said with bitterness dripping from her mouth, “As if you didn’t know!”

The prince took that statement as his cue. “Oh, we all know why you were called into court today, but Sylvia and I may know a little more than the others.” 

 “Do you mean that the judge took your word for this, knowing that you’d do anything for Sylvia?”

“You’re surely not implying that I would do anything dishonest.”

“How do I know what you’d do?  Did he take your word that I did that?”

“No, not just my word; they had good, solid evidence, Shamuth.”

“What evidence? There was no such thing!”

“Yes, I’m afraid there was.  When I learned that her work was being sabotaged, I set up a surveillance camera, a Hologram projector, which is now permanently installed.”  

“A camera?”

“That’s right, a hologram projector.  It projected your image right into the security office. Sylvia and I and the Security Council watched you do everything you did right in front of us. They saw it all; eyewitnesses watched you steal the crown, wands, and everything, and then watched you change the records. Now, do you want to deny all that?”

Stunned by what she was hearing, she screamed at him, “Ohh! You viper at large!  You’ll be sorry for that, I promise you!”

“The first time you stole all that stuff so that Sylvia couldn’t balance the inventory, and then put them back for Mrs. Ingram to find the next morning to make Sylvia look incompetent.  Then finding out that you could actually gain access to the dispensary, the second time you actually stole the items for yourself and altered the inventory records.”  

She screamed at him, “Ohh! You snake in the grass!” 

Sylvia, having regained her composure, “If I were you, Shamuth, I’d consider the fact that blaming someone else under these circumstances can only further add to your disgrace, in that you’re not only a criminal, but you’re acting the role of the fool as well. I simply don’t see why anyone would go so far.”

Screaming now, tossing her long black hair, with her green eyes flashing like neon lights, her face flushed in outrage, “You paragon of virtue!  It should be obvious why.  If I had succeeded, I would have had the pleasure of seeing you knocked off that marble pedestal you’ve been on forever with the satisfaction of knowing that I did it!” she said, jabbing Sylvia’s chest with her finger.

Seeing that her hatred was beyond anything that anyone could change or even appease, Sylvia said, “Well, all I can say is that it will be a relief to know that you won’t be here after we leave.  No one is beyond the treachery and deceitfulness you’re capable of to get what you want.”

“That’s exactly right!  I get what I want!”

“Well, you certainly do try hard enough anyway.”

Shamuth blushed knowing that she was referring to the time she unsuccessfully tried to force Prince Raemeir to give in to her demands in that conjured up jail.  So far, every bragging claim or statement she had made was turning on her, and once again she was the cause of her own embarrassing humiliation.  

 She narrowed her eyes in a maniacal siege, “One day I’ll make all of you sorry and miserable for this humiliation.  Mark my words, Sylvia; I’ll get you, both of you!”  She looked at Prince Raemeir with fierce anger and shook her fist at them. A crimson rage flushed her angry face, a rage of insane hatred boiling over from the blackened cauldrons of the evil underworld.  Then suddenly she lunged at Sylvia.  Prince Raemeir shouted, “Watch out!” Instinctively, Sylvia’s parents pulled Sylvia behind them, and Queen Xǎnja shoved Shamuth away with one hand, with the other held in a halt position; looked her straight in the eye, then pointed her finger at her and commanded sternly yet retaining her royal dignity, “That’s all from you, not another word nor a step closer!”

The guards then took control and restrained her. King Rhynhardt, outraged, shouted for an immediate expulsion, his arms up in a throwing gesture, “Out! Get them all out of here, now!”  Shamuth and those of her band who had been sentenced were taken to the courtyard and then escorted to the outer gates of Fairyland. Now they were banned from their own homeland; exiled to be members of the Unseelie Court. 
It has now been two years since the prince and Sylvia, and Trixie as Sylvia’s companion, and their band of wood nymph’s left Fairyland.  With the wood nymphs organized and carrying out their duties, Prince Raemeir, Princess Sylvia and Trixie, situated in their new home, a fifteenth century Renaissance cottage that the prince had sort of whipped up with his magic wand out of one of the larger trees, they had found happiness that they had not experienced before.  They had made a few new friends, Jeopardy the little badger was their official door keeper.  Sylvia had saved him from a mad wolverine when he was only a baby, a finch and a canary singing from their cages brightened everyone’s day. 

One day there was a knock on the door.  It was officer Kiley delivering a dispatch from Fairyland for the prince; orders to report to Fairyland immediately. This time, Sylvia felt a foreboding about the trip, and expressed her feelings to the prince, but he only tried to reassure her that he would return as soon as possible.  He had left on official business many times before, but this time, for some unknown reason Sylvia was bothered about it.   

It was this trip to Fairyland that Shamuth finally began to carry out her threats she had made at their wedding reception. Cast out into the mortal world, Shamuth had refused to feel any remorse or to change her wicked ways so she could return to Fairyland on probation. She and her army have reaped the rewards of the Unseelie Court, as well as becoming prey to the deteriorating elements of a fallen world. The curse of the Unseelie Court was now full upon them.  She had rejected every warning, saying she was too smart to ever be sentenced to the Unseelie Court.  So now, she and her followers are witnessing firsthand the folly of their evil choices.  They are as the legends proclaim, an ostracized part of the court that comprise the Slaugh, which means “host”, a euphemism used by mortals to keep from calling the name, which might summon them up.   

“What in—the—what is this?”  Prince Raemeir asked, as the strange army on wild, walleyed green mounts surrounded them.

“Greetings Prince!  What’s the matter, don’t you recognize me?”  She said with a wicked laugh.  “I told you you’d be seeing me again.  Remember?  I always keep my promises.”

With a faint recognition of her, he said, 

“No, I didn’t recognize you, Shamuth, you’ve changed considerably.”

What he could see of her grotesque features in the moonlight were partially hidden under her black, hooded cape. He didn’t really care to see a full exposure.  

“Well, my beauty was an asset, but the change has had its advantages. Fear is now my greatest weapon.  One look at me, and I usually get my way. You and Sylvia did this to me, and you know I don’t forget disfavors all that easily.” She pulled on the reins with her bony hands.  Her nails were long and grotesque.  

“I take it that this is not a chance encounter.”


“Of course not, I’ve come to make good my long standing promise.”

“How did you know what route we’d be taking?” 

“Oh I have my resources.”  She pointed her wand and shouted to her soldiers, “Take them!” 

They fought a valiant fight, but outnumbered by hundreds, their resistance was short-lived.  In a mid-air battle, the evil ones overpowered them, took them off their white mounts and took them to the unbelievable cold country of Norway. There they were thrown onto the frozen ground.  Shamuth walked around them and kicked at them and began her evil curse. Prince Raemeir was suspended in fright just long enough to give evil its foothold in a horrible transformation.  Shamuth transformed him into a warm blooded deer, thinking out of sentiment; that the elements would take care of the end results that she wasn’t quite ready to induce herself, and then changed his name to Prince Regent.  He was to roam the valleys and woodlands, but he was never to tell anyone who he was or return to his home or the one he loved would fall under a far worse curse. Officer Kiley was changed into a mole and was commanded to dig into the earth. And this he did. Prince Regent was in a bad way; in such cold as he had never experienced. 


Trixie at home felt the warning she gets when one of them is in trouble.  She concentrated as hard as she could and found herself in a blizzard in Norway with no one in sight except a deer.  “Well! Where is he?  He’s sure not here--nothing in sight but that deer.  Hmm that’s not a reindeer, wonder how he got here.  Guess I’ll go back home and try it again.” Three times she tried to go to him to no avail.  How was she supposed to know who that deer was?  

Now on his last legs, Prince Regent had collapsed and had nearly frozen to death, when he heard someone call his name.  “Prince Raemeir, Prince Raemeir, Open yer eyes! Ve hoff come to elp yeu, by golly.   Prince Raemeir opened his eyes to see a blur of color surrounding him; little people wearing all shades of pastel colored suits.  They told him they were the Getta of Norway, the underground fairies who bless the harvest of the human.  That in his digging, officer Kiley had found them and told them what had happened to him and Prince Raemeir.  They had put the mole in a knapsack.  With a flick of his hand, Trogg magically lit a fire to warm Prince Regent, and made him some broth from last season’s grain. They all gathered around him and prayed to the Great Source to restore him, and worked all night to keep him alive. With the sunrise, from a cloud that had gathered overhead, the Great Source spoke to them.  “My faithful ones, the forces of positive energy have been set in motion by you and your little company’s acts of kindness to Prince Raemeir and Officer Kiley; energy that will draw goodness and mercy to you in the days that follow.” Oonar opened the knapsack so Kiley could hear.

The voice out of the cloud continued, “Prince Raemeir, have patience in this evil affliction. Evil was brought to bear upon you and Officer Kiley, but I have, and will yet cause good to come of it.  I admonish you also to have patience and endure what seems impossible to you right now until this ordeal is over. Call upon your courageous heart in the days to follow. Officer Kiley, you have served a very important purpose known only unto me.  Your courage in the face of such abominable evil served you well.  Neither of you are to say anything of this, nor the curse you are under to anyone. This is a commandment. Remember my words, I am with you always even in terrible circumstances. Turn around now to see that the first phase of your redemption is at hand.”

They turned around to see an exceptionally beautiful rainbow touching the ground just behind them. Sounds of wonderment and pure delight echoed throughout the chilly, morning air,
“No vonder ve had to vait for da sunrise.  Dere could be no rainbow witout it,” Trogg said.

 and reached up as Prince Regent held his head down and hooked the strap as close to the center of his antlers as he could and secured it.

The voice then said, “Now, Prince Raemeir, walk over to the rainbow, and step on the invisible force inside.  It will take you and Officer Kiley directly to your homeland where your princess is waiting for your return.” Then, repeated what seemed to be a warning. “Neither of you are to speak of this happening nor that you are under this evil curse. This is a commandment. No one is to know who you are.”

“All right, Great Source, though we don’t understand,” Prince Regent said, “We will obey.”

 They all thanked the Great Source for intervening.

They boarded the rainbow’s special invisible platform and it started moving upward and onward,

over thousands of miles, then downward towards what seemed to be familiar woods.  As the platform touched the ground, Prince Regent took a few running steps forward and to his disappointment, turned to see the rainbow disappear and to hear one voice from a flock of Magpies in a tree overhead. “Hey did you guys see what I just saw?”  No amount of drama convinced the rest of the flock that that deer just jumped out of a rainbow.  “Whewwee! Isobel, that’s the best one yet!”   Chipper, her mate said.


Now it was a trek through the woods to find Princess Sylvia and his own familiar domain. He was just sorry for her to see him in his present pitiful condition.  Sylvia lovingly cared for the deer when she found him, nursed him back to health having not a clue as to who he was. He soon became her very close friend and confidant. She very much loved who she thought was Prince Regent, the beautiful seven point deer.  


One day Princess Sylvia received a message that she was to attend a summit in Fairyland.  She and Trixie left immediately.  When she returned, she asked Prince Regent if they could take a walk down the old deer trail further on into the woods. He could see that she seemed unhappy or sad which was not her normal demeanor. He asked her if she wanted to talk about it and she said yes, she would try. She told him that she had learned some things at the summit about what was going on in the world.  She told him that they thought that Shamuth Shamma was causing a lot of the problems all over the world.  She told him that all her life she has known about a prophecy that was given to her parents about her, that she was going to conquer Shamuth someday, bring her to justice.  “Can you imagine that?”  Well, just before you came here, my magic wand started doing the strangest thing.  If I could see a problem and wanted to make it right, all I had to do was just point my wand at the problem.  I didn’t have to give one command; it just brought about a perfect solution.  It was a little disconcerting in that none of the other fairies could do this.  One evening about nightfall, Trixie and I were down in the glen burning some limbs that my husband had gathered up off of the trail, and suddenly a voice spoke to me, it seemed like it was coming from the fire, and then a beautiful woman appeared and called me by name.  She said it was time I knew that I had earned the right to know the secret of my wings.  I didn’t even know I had earned anything.  Then with him being a deer, Sylvia just had to ask him—well, do you know anything about “clean hands and a pure heart Prince Regent?”  He answered, “Yes, princess, that means that your hands have done no wrong or evil thing, or you have not wanted to do harm to anyone. A pure heart means your motives are pure.  You only want to do good things, like you do all the time.  You never have a thought to do harm to anyone.”   

“Well, that’s what she said.  She said that that’s why my wand was working the perfect solution, and how I had earned the right to know the secret of my golden wings. Well the secret is that I can wish on my wings and my wish will come true.  But I can’t ask for selfish things, only for the good of others.  My wings are to be a back up for my magic wand.  They are to help me against Shamuth or any enemy.”  

“Well, now, isn’t that amazing.  You’ve waited all your life to know that.  Princess, that’s wonderful.”

“There’s something else I could tell you, I guess. Well—I was told that since that has happened, that now I am to be crowned a Queen, the Queen of Peace.  They are planning a coronation celebration in Fairyland. Oh, Prince Regent, I am so sad because my wonderful husband isn’t here. I know he would want to be here when all this happens.  He’s been gone for many months now, and there’s never been a  trace of him or his whereabouts.  I do so want you to know him. Since he’s been gone, I don’t know what I’d do without you Prince Regent; you have always been here when I needed you just like he always was.  It never fails that you always have just the right thing to say, just as he did”

If anyone ever sat in the cat bird’s seat, he was now. And if it was to require him to sacrifice his honor to ask the next questions –well--

“Oh, well tell me about him, was he handsome and intelligent?

“Oh, you should see him.  He is the princeliest prince you could ever see.  And yes, he is very intelligent.  He was the Valedictorian of our senior class.  I tell you there is just no one like him anywhere you could possibly look.”

“Well, you are one lucky princess.”

“Oh yes, without a doubt.”     

That evening, Sylvia confided to Prince Regent some of her worst fears; fears that Sylvia had never voiced previously. With his wise counsel, she was put in remembrance of the principles of her magic wand, and just who the fairy “Princess Sylvia” really was, or who and what she was in essence. She came to realize her strengths that she was unaware of.  That she could have faith in herself and in the Great Source.  Her self doubts had been addressed and dressed down. She had a new belief in herself thanks to Prince Regent.

Sylvia looked at him and said, “It’s absolutely amazing. How in the world can a deer know anything at all about the principle of the magic wands, or the degrees of power? You get more amazing every day.”

At one of her stations set up somewhere in the rain forest of Mexico, Shamuth received intelligence that the princess was going to be crowned a queen, and she had to do what she could to keep this from happening. One day before it was expected, a beautiful coach with four white horses arrived at the Princess woodland home.  Princess Sylvia was informed that they had come to escort her to her coronation. She was unprepared to leave, and should have taken into consideration that Crystal Castle was always on schedule.  Against all her protests and questions she is hurried into the coach and is kidnapped.  It was indeed the worst nightmare of her young life.  Shamuth didn’t believe that it was because of Sylvia’s clean hands and pure heart that her wand was performing the way it was; bringing about the perfect solution to whatever it was pointed at.  She thought it was a special wand of some kind and was determined to have it for her own.  
After many tiring hours in the air, the magic coach with its very special contraband descended just outside the city of Scythia, and landed in front of the castle that Shamuth Shamma and her evil army had captured.  A dismal gray fog-like cloud hovered over the entire region. An unnatural, eerie atmosphere had veiled the city in a perpetual state of gloom and despair since the takeover. It seemed to have a presence and a will of its own.  Like a shroud, it wrapped its unwelcome greeting of peril upon all who ventured into its domain.

The magic wand is confiscated and Princess Sylvia is thrown into a filthy dungeon, and is finally told it was Shamuth Shamma’s orders.  Through the art of black magic, Shamuth turns herself into a perfect image of Sylvia with the exception of her golden wings.  These she had to camouflage.  This was done so that she could ruin Sylvia’s reputation by doing all the evil things she was doing as Sylvia, especially, the destruction of the rain forests, fires, and etc. Then she went to Fairyland as the princess and went through the coronation herself.  Now one part of her lifelong ambition had been realized.  In her mind, she was the queen of Fairyland.

Back home, Trixie and Jeopardy the badger were having problems with the new replacement Fairy.  She, of course, was one of Shamuth’s recruits.  She was doing nothing she was supposed to do as for filling in for the princess in her absence, and everything she wasn’t supposed to do.  She walked by Jeopardy where he was lying in his place by the door as the door keeper,  kicked him very hard and told him to go out and dig a whole or something. This made Trixie very mad and they got into a verbal battle.  The bad fairy ties Jeopardy up outside to a small sapling.  Trixie threatened to go to Fairyland and report her, and finally the bad fairy leaped and caught Trixie in mid-air. Then she tied her up in a piece of Sylvia’s silver lariat that is used to tie up a bad fairy and keep them from dematerializing.  Next, she put Trixie in one of Sylvia’s bird cages and took her pixie dust bag away from her. Now, she hopes she can have some peace and quiet for a long, uninterrupted nap.  She said she had a few choice words for whoever posted her in this “pixie sassin’, badger bitin’, bird singin’, lullaby of the timber lost.

It wasn’t long until Trixie starts getting feelings that Sylvia was in some kind of trouble and because of the lariat, she couldn’t go to her to help her.  The next morning Jeopardy is told by the birds that Trixie was telling them before the bad fairy put them out that she thinks Princess Sylvia is in trouble, and now she can’t get out to go to her.  Jeopardy is really upset, and sends the little birds down to the creek to find his friend Bridger the beaver to come help him.  Bridger comes and chews down the little sapling tree so they can get in to free Trixie.  They find that Trixie had rocked the wooden birdcage off the table onto the floor hoping it would break, but it hadn’t. Jeopardy, seeing Trixie in such an unusual, restrained circumstance, however serious this matter was, and with Trixie being Trixie, thought it was slightly amusing.  He teasingly whacked at the birdcage with his paw, and sent it spinning across the floor, around and around making Trixie dizzy.  Trixie yelled at Jeopardy and cussed him out a little, calling him a four legged canine.  These are fighting words with Jeopardy and he tells Trixie “Well, maybe that’s the best place for you after all.” Trixie reluctantly apologized, and finally Bridger started chewing on the wooden slats to free Trixie.  And that is pretty hard to do when you’re smiling.  

After Shamuth, as Sylvia, was briefed by the military officials regarding Shamuth Shamma and the havoc she was causing world wide, she left Fairyland, and returned to her station she had set up in the rain forest in Mexico.  Her workers finally recognized her and cheered at the absolute duplication.  Shamuth has not liked the vibes the wand gives off in her hand, but raised it to show off its unusual powers.  Suddenly, acting according to the principles of Seelie Court positive power that has come in contact with Shamuth’s negative power, Sylvia’s wand power-locks itself to Shamuth’s hand and started blasting those wicked fairies wherever they stood, then pointed itself at all the forest destruction by the bulldozers, reversed the damage and restored it to its original beauty.  The wand then pulled Shamuth in flight and went straight to other stations and repeated the restoration and destroyed all the evil fairies. Shamuth sat down on a fallen log and cried her woes.  “All my work is ruined, all my workers are gone, and I’ve done it as Sylvia and now she’ll probably get honors for it.” The wand lifted her arm and pulled her into flight again, this time towards the north, stopping and crashing through the trees in Sylvia’s woods down and in front of Prince Regent and the little mole beside him.  Seeing it was Sylvia, he asked, “Well, what happened?  The war can’t be over this soon?”  Shamuth was shocked that this deer that she left in Norway is now here in Sylvia’s woods.  The wand raised Shamuth’s arm and pointed itself at the deer and the mole.  In a flash, there stood Prince Raemeir and Officer Kiley, in full dress uniforms.  Shamuth was screaming at them for being there.  

“What is this?  What’s happening?  How’d you do this?”  Shamuth spoke finally and said, “I didn’t do it, this insufferable wand did it. I can’t even shake it out of my hand.  Do you know how to unlock its power-hold on me so I can give it back to Sylvia?”  

Then he remembered the rules of the Seelie Court magic wands and laughed. Now he knew the time had finally arrived that the Great Source had promised, the curse was finally being reversed.  But he asked where the real Sylvia was.   Shamuth assured him that Sylvia was all right, and then the wand took off again pulling Shamuth up, up and away with the prince and officer Kiley following.  Shamuth screamed for them to stay there, but no one was listening because they knew that to follow her meant finding Princess Sylvia.  This they did.  At the door to the dungeon, Shamuth still in the body of Sylvia told the Prince that they couldn’t go in because she didn’t have the key.  Suddenly the wand lifted her arm and pointed itself at the lock and the metal lock oozed into molten drippings and the door swung open with the prince laughing out loud.    
Bursting in, they find poor Princess Sylvia in quite a disheveled condition after three days, but the wand immediately transformed her back into her well groomed state.  Suddenly, the wand raised Shamuth’s hand over her head, then another bolt of power flashed and the evil Shamuth emerged, once again herself, but the wand was still power-locked to her hand. 

Shamuth, stunned by the quick transformation, offered very little resistance as Sylvia quickly retrieved her wand and crown. It immediately released its hold on Shamuth’s hand when Sylvia touched it.  With quick thinking on Sylvia’s part, she magically called forth a measure of her silver lariat and bound Shamuth so she couldn’t do a disappearing act.
During the conversation following all the excitement, Prince Raemeir mentioned that the day she left their home in the woods, that he had a feeling or a premonition that something was wrong.  As Sylvia computed those words, she asked, “You had a feeling, how did you even know that I left?”  Now he had to explain that he was Prince Regent and had to let her believe it because he was sworn to secrecy.  She wasn’t long in remembering the day she poured out her heart to him and told him all her inner most secrets and feeling about him; that her beloved husband was both handsome and intelligent. When the subject came up again at a more amiable time, she told him that, “You’d better be careful beguiling someone like that or you’re just liable to grow another set of horns, and they won’t be antlers either!

They made the trek to Fairyland and delivered Shamuth and what was left of her workers to be tried in Judge Roland’s court for the atrocious crimes of terrorism and bloodshed of the innocent, and the crimes committed against Prince Raemeir, Officer Kiley and Princess Sylvia.  

After sentencing, Shamuth made another break from the guards, but Trixie had just arrived at the Court house looking for the princess and happened to see Shamuth making the break and took out after her.  She had managed to capture her when Sylvia and Prince Raemeir caught up.
Trixie explained to Sylvia why she hadn’t been able to come to her.  This brought up other questions about how all the couriers who had been dispatched from Fairyland with messages to the princess regarding Prince Raemeir, never arrived.  Shamuth finally confessed that she had had them stopped in- route. Shamuth called Sylvia horrible names, and with both hands in restraints swung around in a circle and knocked Princess Sylvia down.  Shamuth didn’t have a clue, but this was to be the last of her evil deeds.  Princess Sylvia picked herself up off the ground, swished her magic wand over her clothes, and emerged in a white karate suit, then over Shamuth for the same results. The princess was about to put into practice all her black belt experience and the karate lessons she had had over the years from an instructor her mother had brought in from the human world.  Shamuth had also had lessons and Sylvia told her that she hoped that she had paid attention because she was in for the fight of her life.  Sylvia handed her wand to the prince who stood speechless, not knowing what to expect, because he had no knowledge of her karate training.    

A scream from the depths of her diaphragm with every ounce of strength she had in her body exploded out of Sylvia’s mouth that could be heard all the way back to Crystal Castle.  She landed a sun fist punch right in Shamuth’s face.  Shamuth, stunned, screamed and grabbed her jaw, just as Sylvia spun into a spinning back kick making a powerful impact with her foot right to the solar plexus, knocking Shamuth to the ground as a totally shocked Prince Raemeir and Officer Kiley watched in unbelief, not to mention Shamuth.  Trixie was jumping up and down, “Wahoo!  Get her, Sylvia, give her one for me!” She screamed, hitting her open palm with her fist, “Pow!” Trixie said.

Sylvia reached down and grabbed Shamuth by the shoulders, “Stand up, you miserable excuse of a fairy, you’re going to take the beating of your life.”  Though Shamuth was screaming, Prince Raemeir stood by and let all of Sylvia’s frustrations and anger from years back spend its worth.  Sylvia’s face was as red as her hair, and it was streaking flames of red-hot outrage in her spins. When this fight was over, Shamuth would have to realize, but would never admit it, that she was standing face to face with a true queen of a far superior power-- morally, physically and mentally, with the battle courage of a storm trooper who was fully trained and ready for battle.  This she never expected nor would she dare challenge it, because with the combination of these powers, Sylvia was an unbeatable force, one who wasn’t afraid of even her.  Now she had to face the fact that she was the coward of the two, beaten and sorely shamed.  If Shamuth had been King Kong she couldn’t have won this fight. 

They took Shamuth back to Seelie Court to fulfill her sentence, there was a new coronation for the princess, and then Prince Raemeir, in his new assignment as Queen Sylvia’s Central Command Commander, put out a “call to arms”.  The troops mounted their war horses for the last war on Shamuth’s enemy occupied cells and evil army. In flight, Queen Sylvia fell into deep thought.  With what I  learned from the angel,  it is very comforting to know that as the inevitable various battleground scenarios play out, with wishes on my golden wings,  all my righteous, unselfish wishes will come true.,  And there will be a perfect solution to all that my wand needs to correct, as the will of the Great Source brings it about.  Then thinking over the last words of that thought, Hmmm, whatever made me think that? For goodness sake! How..in...How did I know that? Oh my! She suddenly realized that those words had come to her. That wasn’t my thought. Well of all things! It isn’t magic that brings about the “perfect solutions” after all.  Then in question, she concluded that if it was because of her clean hands and pure heart, that through her, the Great Source was enforcing his own will and performing miracles.  My goodness! who, knowing this, wouldn’t admit that having clean hands and a pure heart can result in marvelous rewards? Now there is no doubt that her mission will be successful.  She stands up in her stirrups, with a smile and a radiant countenance she looks back at her troops, (puzzled as to her sudden ecstatic confidence) raises her banner, and screams aloud; “Well of course we’ll win the war! What else could be expected?”

The end
Reader Reviews 
Professor Ronald Messer (from Critique)

     “Your prose is just excellent!  I was also delighted at the cleanness (editorially speaking) of your own prose, as well as the economy of language.  My favorite scene is when the evil Shamuth is flying through the air destroying her own army and performing only good because Sylvia’s wand, which she has stolen, can do no evil.  It is excellent comedy and pure poetic justice.  Still the following scene is pure imagination and delightful.  “As far as the hunters are concerned, there are other woods managed by less capable fairies and there is where the hunters will most likely find their prey.”  How fun to imagine that hunters succeed where fairies fail to manage properly.  The story is full of Old Testament poetic images and though subtle, is very religious in its connotation.  C. S. Lewis’s purpose in the Narnia series was to personify Christianity, yours ecology, terrorism and Christian virtues.  You have put a great deal of work into a timely, modern day fairy tale.  I hope it is a success.  

 Mary Jane Fritzen, editor,

     “The main characters are well defined and have a commitment to mission.  In contrast to decadent modern popular media, their language and motives are virtuous, clearly good or evil.  Character definition includes the minor characters,  Sylvia’s friends, each active in his/her own simple roles.  Thank you for avoiding profanity and obscene language and for flying in the higher routes, for acknowledging gender roles, which are simply presented in the animal world and the realm of fairies.  This fulfills a crying societal need today, when human gender roles and marriage are distorted and where infidelity is common.  Thank you for showing fidelity in “Sylvia”.   
Adult Male test reader,

      “Thank you for giving of yourself to all the world- to adult and child alike.  Thank you especially for your message of love, tolerance and the duty of all to preserve and protect all of God’s creations.  This book offers so much more than other books.  Most books are viewed as being one or two-dimensional or are focused on a solo subject.  “Wings of Promise” is multi-multi dimensional, containing everything from humor to very serious intent.  It therefore offers a “spiritual uplift not found in other books.  I hope that your readers are in tune with that special awareness that will let them grasp the author’s subtle messages.  Your imagination is beautiful and completely limitless.”  R.K.T. 

15 year old girl, Young Adult test reader.  

     “I have thoroughly enjoyed reading this manuscript; it was hard to find a place to stop.  Princess Sylvia is a true heroine and it broke my heart to see such a good fairy go through such torment and persecution as she did at the hands of that wicked Shamuth Shamma.  The all out final confrontation and fight scene between Sylvia and Shamuth was absolutely unforgettable.  I could actually see every karate chop and backward kick- it was amazing.  I would also like to comment on the romance throughout the book between Princess Sylvia and Prince Raemeir.  I thought it was very well done.  I personally would recommend your book for any audience.  The grade school age child as well as YA need now, more than ever, role models with high ideals such as these characters have.”  D.K.
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