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Dedication

	 

	To all fairy lovers.

	



	

Flutter Club Declaration

	Flutter Members:

	Thistle (President)

	Lilly (Vice-President)

	Weedy

	Clover

	Rose

	Lacey

	Flutter Helpers:

	Dusty

	Moss

	Flutter Rules:

	1. Love your fellow Flutter.

	2. A Flutter can never threaten another Flutter.

	3. Consider your fellow Flutters’ feelings.

	4. Always welcome new ideas and thoughts.

	5. In case of a tie, the president gets to vote.

	6. Don’t judge others!

	 

	 

	
 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	1

	Spring Fair

	 

	My name is Thistle Greenbud. Sometimes I’m known by other fairies in Pine Cone Grove as Bad Fairy, but I’m not all that bad. Honest.

	Today is the Spring Festival, which is a celebration that happens every May. Dancing and singing fills the air while fairies enjoy the festivities. This year, the flower fairies are hosting the festival in Petal Patch. Mom and Tumble, the pixie Mom hired to help out at home, are as busy as bees preparing for the fun. The kitchen table contains all kinds of goodies, from my favorite chocolate chip and sunflower seed cookies to dripping bites of honeycomb, and jugs of different herbal teas.

	After everything is packed, Mom, Tumble, and I carry a basket as Dad pulls our wagon, leading the way through our small grove. We pass homes made of pinecones, twigs, and tree bark. Each one is decorated with colorful streamers in honor of the festival. We follow the pebble-covered streets. The sun filters through fern, bushes, and vines that hide our grove from human eyes.

	“Come on, Orla,” Dad shouts to Mom. “I see a good spot to display your goodies.”

	Mom shakes her head as Dad bounces like a flea.

	We laugh, trying to catch up. Today is going to be so much fun!

	A dandelion seed floats in front of me, so I grab it; we use the seeds to talk to each other.

	I put the seed to my ear, listening for a message.

	“Thistle, it’s Lacey. Are you at the festival? Are you meeting Dusty? I’m seeing Moss after my parents set up their booth. My mom has an armload of spider web knitted coverlets to sell. Dad has flutes, pipes, and bowls he carved. Over and out.”

	Talking into the dandelion seed, I answer, “We just got here. I might meet Dusty later. First, I need to help my parents set up. We’ll all meet for a Flutter chat soon. Over and out.” I hold the seed into the air and watch the wind float it toward Lacey.

	Not far from where I’m standing is the maypole with dangling colored ribbons for fairies to hold. I grab the red one. We flap our wings to rise off the ground and dance in a circle around the pole. As we move, we zoom faster and higher. When we stop fluttering, our speed takes us round and round. Many of us do tricks. Unfortunately, some get tangled, and I am a master at getting tangled.

	The ringing of the Canterbury bell flowers announces the start of the festival. Fairies wander through the crowd, creating happy music with hollow reed flutes and tambourines. Merriment echoes throughout our magical forest.

	“Hi, Thistle!”

	The voice startles me, and I turn to see Dusty Withers. Dusty and I were once rivals. He and his sidekick Moss Kelp always caused trouble and made me get blamed for it, earning me the nickname Bad Fairy. After a twisty hit, destroying much of our grove, Dusty, Moss, and the Flutters worked together to rebuild homes. Dusty and Moss proved to us they changed. Since then, Dusty and I have become friends. Ssh! Don’t tell anyone. That’ll be our secret for now.

	I smooth my skirt. I’m wearing a strawberry-colored top and a green web skirt, making me look as though I’m a strawberry, only upside down. I hope he doesn’t notice. “Oh, hi,” is all I manage to say.

	Dusty steps closer. “Do you want to share lunch with me? I have a coverlet we can use, and food, of course.” He holds up a basket and looks at me with hope bright in his brown eyes. I can’t help but notice how cute he looks wearing a vine crown over his curly brown hair. He’s wearing a clean shirt and knickers with brown leggings. Before, he used to wear ratty shirts and dirty shorts from playing rough and getting into mischief.

	Secretly, I want to go with him, but I can’t. Only Lacey knows Dusty and I are hanging out.

	“I…uh…” Fuddlebug! I can’t talk.

	I try again. “I’m sorry, but I promised to eat with my mom and dad.” My wings droop. “Then I have a Flutter Club meeting.”

	Dusty puts on a grin, and says, “Moss and I could join you at the meeting.”

	“Sorry, but it’s a Flutter girls thing. I know you and Moss are Flutter Helpers, but everything is good. If we need you two, we’ll call you to a meeting.” I try to calm the twitching in my wings.

	“Okay.” He smiles and gives me a wink before walking away.

	He winked at me! Flea bumpies form on my skin.

	I turn to see the Flutters watching, so I speed over and greet them. “Hi, Flutters. It looks like the dancing is going strong.” Music fills the air as fairies swirl over flowers, making them sway to the tune.

	“I saw you talking to Dusty,” Weedy snaps. As always, she’s wearing her usual green outfit, blending her in with the grass.

	“She what?” Lilly asks, while swishing her purple skirt that matches her eyes. Her vine crown has white feathers and jingling bells on it, highlighting her cropped golden hair.

	“Uh. We were just talking,” I say.

	“About what?” Clover crosses her arms. Her pretty crown of clover flowers can’t hide how her hazel eyes glare at me. “I hope it wasn’t about them joining our club. Who even suggested we let boys in our club?” She tosses her chestnut hair over her shoulder.

	“You were there when we all agreed they’d be Flutter Helpers,” I remind her.

	Lilly moves forward. “And when did Dusty ask you about him and Moss being permanent members?”

	Everyone waits for my answer.

	I gulp. “Well, um…” I try to think fast, but my brain acts as though it flew away.

	“Go on, tell us,” Weedy demands.

	“He asked me when we were at Spinners Café.”

	Here it comes, the next dreaded question.

	Rose fluffs up her red frizzy hair and digs in her goodie bag of pumpkin seeds. “What were you doing at Spinners Café with him? Were you on a date?” The pink tone of her skin turns pinker.

	My mind flashes to the past. After Mom was released from the hospital, when she had hurt her wings, Dusty was kind enough to bring her yellow buttercup flowers, and he surprised me with a forget-me-nots. Then we went to Spinners Café for cranberry floats.

	I gulp again. I am in trouble.

	Finally, I say, “He came to my house to give my mom flowers after her fall.” I pause for a second. “Then he offered to take me out for a cranberry float. I wanted to get out of the house for a while, and I can’t resist a float.”

	“Oh, those are so good,” Rose interrupts and licks her lips.

	Weedy and Clover continue to glare, so I continue to explain. “You know we worked together after the twisty, and he seems nice.”

	“You have to be kidding. Nice?” Weedy almost drops her bag of pine nuts. She manages to spill a few, and Rose looks down in horror at the nuts in the dirt.

	I am thinking of something else to say when Lacey finally speaks up. “He and Moss have
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