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  The Ghost Pipe
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Just after dark, on a blustery September evening, in the year 1667, an English hob named Hawthorne stood beside the rough-hewn door of a wilderness cabin, intently watching his mistress, Alice Miller. The twenty-year-old young woman sat, dimly visible in the hearth light, wiping the brow of her father Daniel with a damp linen cloth. The sun faded over the ridge above the tiny cabin, which hugged the mountainside of the Carolina territory. Hawthorne turned to close the shutters against the night. 
In the three months since Daniel completed the cabin, it had proven a snug shelter for the two humans and the quiet hob who had attached himself to them. The recent immigrants to North America had needed a safe place to protect them from the elements, the wolves, and the wildcats roaming the vast wilderness they now called home. Alice and Hawthorne, between them, kept a spotless home using the meager tools at their disposal. 
Unlike many of his kind, Hawthorne also prided himself on his appearance. Though visible only to Alice, tonight he wore his consistently neat breeches and a dark red leather doublet with separate sleeves, all topped by a white ruff, which he never allowed to grow dirty. Equally immaculate were the stockings visible above his buckled shoes. His dark brown hat, trimmed with silk, its brim pinned neatly back with a good-sized ruby, looked as good as it had the first day he’d donned it. Completing his ensemble was a serviceable brown wool cloak which kept him warm. It, too, despite the rain and the beatings it had taken, was none the worse for wear. 
In contrast, Alice wore a plain brown linen dress, which begged for a wash. While she kept her face and hands as clean as she could, she’d neglected her hair, which had grown limp and oily since her father’s accident. Her only bonnet kept it hidden, but the bonnet, too, needed a soaping. Normally Hawthorne did their laundry at night, but Alice had not allowed herself to change from her day clothes for the past few evenings. And, as she refused to leave her father’s side for rest or food, she’d also become increasingly weak and exhausted. 
Tonight, the normally peaceful cabin felt heavy and dank with sickness and despair. Throughout the previous spring, Alice’s father, Daniel, a master carpenter, had worked tirelessly constructing this shelter from the trees he felled, while flaxen-haired, hazel-eyed Alice tended their humble garden in the spaces opened by the felled trees. 
But they hadn’t made their way entirely alone. Aside from Hawthorne’s assistance, they’d had unexpected aid from two members of the local Cherokee clan. Only a few days after they’d first arrived on this mountainside, they had been startled one morning when a small, gray-haired woman and a tall young brave had shown up presenting a basket of dried beans and a nice, pliable deerskin as gifts. Through bountiful use of hand signs, the visitors had communicated that the woman should be addressed as Grandmother Welela, and the young man, her grandson, as Degataga. 
For the rest of that spring and summer, these two friendly Natives arrived at least once per week. Their help saved the newcomers countless hours of labor and mistakes. In time, Grandmother Welela gifted a variety of seeds to Alice and instructed her on how to raise them. Degataga, an amiable young man, lent his back power to help Daniel with heavy lifting and difficult saw work. He introduced Daniel to new methods and tools for building that proved quicker and more efficient than those he had learned back home in the English Midlands. Daniel and Alice, grateful for their help, were eager to learn what the Cherokee had to teach. In return, they shared what they could of their meager supplies. 
Thus, the time passed quickly and fruitfully. The Millers had been much more hopeful of making it through the upcoming winter with help from these two friendly neighbors. But just a week ago, Daniel’s axe had slipped while he worked hastily to build a small corn crib, which would store the sustenance meant to get themselves and their small collection of livestock through the winter. In doing so, the tool’s sharp edge had nicked the bone in his right shin. Unfortunately, their friends, who had not been back to visit since the accident, had not known they needed help. Daniel tried to make this easier for Alice by telling her it was better that the locals did not discover their misfortune. Some of them might wish to take advantage of the situation. 
Alice had done her best to clean and bandage the wound, which included removing the chips of bone embedded in his flesh. At first, Daniel’s wound had seemed to improve, though he fretted endlessly about his inability to finish the corn crib. After the first shock had passed, he worked on whatever he could, spending a few days planing and smoothing the small rough table and pair of chairs he had built to make them more comfortable. He’d spent an entire day sharpening knives and whittling utensils for Alice to use for cooking and other chores. 
But by the fourth day after the accident, the flesh around the cut had grown red and begun to fester. Despite Alice’s ministrations—she had used their precious supplies of soap and rum in her efforts to keep the wound clean—pus began to form, and it increasingly oozed from the site. Then the ankle and foot below the wound began to lose color, slowly turning a dismaying gray. For the past two days, he had been unable to leave his small bed at all, tossing and turning fretfully, with alternating bouts of heavy sweating and shivering. Alice’s concern had turned to anguish as he’d gradually lost his senses as well. At times, he muttered, cried aloud, or labored to breathe.
Tonight, the smell of rotting flesh was nearly unbearable as Alice drew back the covers to bathe the lesion. His clothes soaked in sweat, Daniel’s glassy eyes rolled back in agony. Hawthorne stood impotent at the young woman’s side. For the first time, he allowed himself to think that Daniel, the strong, upright man who had kept his daughter alive, might not make it through the night. That was bad enough. But if he were to pass, what would become of Alice, a woman essentially alone in this wild and hostile territory? 
Alice spoke without taking her exhausted eyes from her father. “We need help, Hawthorne. You and I … we can’t face this alone. Please. Go find Grandmother Welela and Degataga. They will surely know what to do.”
Hawthorne felt a stab of anxiety. “But you remember what your father said only days ago—it’s better the local people do not know of our predicament. They may use your father’s vulnerability to harm you both.” Seeing the protest in her eyes, he added quickly, “Not Grandmother and Degataga, of course, I trust them too … but their kin, Alice. Once their clan discovers our vulnerable state, some may wish to do us harm.” 
After taking a ragged breath, Alice answered, her voice strangled with emotion, “If we don’t get help now, we may be doomed regardless. My Friend, we must take the chance. If you and Father don’t trust the Native people, perhaps you can find the Others … you remember. The Little Ones who brought us home back in the early summer on that night we were lost on the mountain.” 
Hawthorne shuddered. He did remember. And she was right. The Little People, the Yunwi Tsunsdi’, had saved them from the prospect of an unprotected night lost on the mountain several months ago. But despite their aid, Hawthorne could simply never trust the Others. Hard experience back in England had taught him how treacherous they could be. 
And here, in this strange and haunted land, everything was different … like those dreadful, waxen flowers he and Alice had seen glowing in the moonlight that night. They reminded the hob of the corpse flowers back home, only with a ghostlier, more sinister aspect in his eyes. The fauna, too, had tricky members like those testy raccoons with black rings around their eyes and tails. Even the humans here, abnormally tall and copper colored, required he adjust his expectations. And beyond even that, the landscape menaced with its sharp rocks and nearly vertical inclines … everything about this country was alien to Hawthorne. 
But even if that weren’t the case, he remained sure that the Fae beings here were no better, and likely worse, than his capricious kinfolk back home in England. No, he thought reluctantly: of the two options, asking help from the humans would be the better choice, though not by much. 
When he had first laid eyes on Alice, nearly twenty years before, he had pledged himself to her happiness and safety. He understood that as a motherless child, she was vulnerable to evil forces her father alone would be unable to shield her from. But without her father, could Hawthorne keep his vow? Common sense told him no. Daniel could not be allowed to die. Not on his watch. Still, they needed to be sensible. 
He looked at Alice with his bottomless brown eyes. “It would be wise to wait until morning, Alice. My eyesight is so poor at night I cannot fly. I might become lost. Perhaps, in the morning, your father will improve. The fever may break. But even if it does, I promise to go forth with all speed at first light.” 
Alice sat motionless, gazing at her father’s prone form. Hawthorne settled lightly at Daniel’s feet to wait. 

      [image: ]Eight months had passed since the trio had first arrived in these remote mountains from the coastal plain. Over a year before that, Daniel and his daughter had fled a fabricated charge of witchcraft, escaping to America aboard a supply ship. Hawthorne, pledged to Alice for life, had invisibly accompanied them. Once they’d landed, they spent their first few months in the Virginia colony, where Daniel had earned a decent living with his carpentry skills in the burgeoning tobacco production settlement at Henricus. 
But even here, an ocean away from England, safety eluded them when Daniel suspected he’d glimpsed a relative of Alice’s accuser. Fearing they had been tracked, they fled in the night, taking their mule, money, and what household goods they could carry. 
They had headed southwest, stopping at village outposts and forts where Daniel traded labor for food, seed, cloth, and equipment of all sorts. They made their way west, not daring to stop for long at any place. But they had been forced to spend the cold winter months in a small hamlet in the piedmont of the Carolina colony before heading farther west to the mountains in the spring, where they hoped to disappear completely. 
In mid-March, after loading their wagon with supplies enough for several months, and purchasing a milk cow and some laying hens, they eventually entered these endless, forbidding mountains. Then, one fine spring morning, they’d chanced upon this level land only a short walk from a river with a natural spring nearby. Daniel had felt they’d not likely find a better spot. 
Here, they raised a cabin, its rock-covered back wall buried a few feet into the mountain’s side, otherwise protected by thick patches of vines and trees. Then, they quickly set to work clearing a patch of land large enough to raise root vegetables, like potatoes and turnips, to set aside for the winter. Daniel planned to use his musket to hunt for meat and fowl. If all went well, they hoped to survive their first year. They hadn’t allowed themselves to think beyond that. 
All three felt grateful to have this chance to begin once again, hidden from the capricious British law. They knew that their prospects for survival had increased a dozen-fold when their two Native friends appeared. 
On one of their first visits, Hawthorne caught Grandmother Welela looking directly at him with her sparkling ebony eyes. When he returned her gaze, she’d given him a small nod. He knew that Daniel had long ago accepted him as a household spirit, but he’d never given any indication that he saw Hawthorne directly. Except for Alice, it was the first time in years a human had acknowledged his presence. 
Hawthorne turned his attention to his mistress now as she buried her face in her hands. He could sense the fear and frustration radiating from her, as he shifted uncomfortably. If only he had the ability to heal. Some of his kind possessed that worthy gift, but alas, he was not one of them. 
And while Alice knew of plants that could heal wounds and illnesses at home, she was unfamiliar with the plants here. Even if she’d been proficient in their use, all her available time had been spent in growing food and making the cabin a livable space. This accident had happened at a terrible time. 
Alice uttered a heart-rending moan. Hawthorne could sense her thoughts—he had been such a help and support in the past. Why was he so obstinate now, when she needed him most? Her voice held a wheedling note as she cajoled him. “You need not fear becoming lost if you go in search of the Little People. They helped us before, and I have no doubt they would help us again. Remember, when we needed them, they found us.”
He thought back to that evening. It had been too late for chores, and still too light for sleep. After promising Daniel she would not go far, Alice had left, with the hob by her side, to explore the mountain top above. Hawthorne knew, though he never chided her for it, that she was searching for the path taken by tiny Grandmother Welela and her strong, handsome grandson, Degataga, when they had left earlier that day. Hawthorne had seen the shy, but keen looks that passed between the tall, brown-skinned, black-haired Native and his pretty mistress.
That they would be curious about one another was normal. But with time, Hawthorne had noted that they sought out one another’s company, often out of eyesight of their elders, more than was necessary. As the weeks unfolded, he began to sense they were developing feelings for one another. 
He watched one day as Degataga presented Alice with a gift he had removed from the pouch that hung from his waist. It was a lovely polished green stone that hung from a cord of finely wrought leather. Alice’s breath caught as the young man lifted it over her head, settling it around her neck. He had smiled at her appreciatively as she’d reached up to touch it. Hawthorne had turned back to the cabin then, leaving them in peace. 
Later that evening, Hawthorne and Alice set out together on their scouting expedition. The early part of their journey had gone well. It really wasn’t their fault they had become lost. At first, they’d followed a narrow but clear path as they traveled up the mountainside. But gradually the trail played tricks on them, frequently disappearing altogether, only to reappear at odd spots. They began to see the eerie plants that reminded Hawthorne of the snowdrops at home, called corpse flowers by the Fae. Only these looked more ominous, balanced on deathly white stalks instead of the snowdrop’s heartening green ones.
When Hawthorne suggested they turn and retrace their steps, Alice had insisted on continuing, ignoring his increasing agitation. From years of living with Alice, Hawthorne knew that it was futile to try and convince her to give up on any quest once she’d begun. But his disquiet turned to fear as sounds of ghostly drumming and piping reached them from the ridgetop above, just as the sun disappeared beneath the treetops. 
Alice assumed they were nearing a Native village, but Hawthorne, whose extra senses were on the alert, recognized that the music came not from humans, but from Faekind. Rattled, he had insisted they turn back, but it was too late. As they faced the downhill slope in the waning light, they saw that not only was there no footpath to follow, but the way back was blocked by impenetrable thickets of briars. 
As the music grew louder, twinkling lights began to descend from the mountain top, tumbling over the ridge. With the lights, he sensed small beings, roughly matching his own three-foot frame. The music grew steadily louder. Suddenly, they were surrounded by people who looked like small Cherokee—not children, but adults. In listening to their musical speech, Hawthorne, who had a gift for communication, found to his surprise that he could understand them perfectly. 
“Have no fear. We are here to help.” Variations on those words flooded into Hawthorne’s mind from every direction. Despite these assurances, Hawthorne stuck close to Alice as they travelled. Two of the beings, who called themselves Piper and Ash, moved close and tried to talk with Hawthorne without success. Having been tricked by their kind before, he had no doubt their goal was to distract him from Alice. But the beings had led them back to their cabin where Daniel waited, wild with worry. 
Though they had helped that night, Hawthorne remained unconvinced the beings could be trusted. Back home, their favorite ruse was to draw a person in, gain their trust, then spring the trap. He didn’t want to give them a second opportunity.
Now, Daniel cried out in pain as Alice unwrapped the bandage from around his leg, searching in vain for signs of healing while she bathed it. Finally she gasped, running for the door while retching from the smell. She stood outside a moment, her shoulders shaking as she inhaled the fresh air with deep, quick breaths. He watched from her father’s side as she sank to the ground outside the doorstep. 
A forceful wind swept into the cabin, slamming the door on Alice who still sat outside. Out of her sight, Hawthorne examined Daniel. The scent of rotting flesh was difficult to bear. Hawthorne took the soiled bandages and washed them out in a bucket of water with a bit of the precious lye soap remaining. Then he placed them in the caldron above the fire to boil. As he worked, he could hear Alice outside, sobbing. He left her alone, knowing her tears would provide a needed release.
He stopped short as he brought clean bandages to the bed for Alice to use. Daniel was looking directly at him. 
Through the years, he had been in Daniel’s presence countless times. Often he stood right at Daniel’s elbow as the man read aloud to Alice from their books in the evenings. The carpenter’s gaze had always slid by him, oblivious to his presence. But now, Hawthorne was startled to see Daniel’s light brown eyes fixed intently upon his own. 
“Take care …” Daniel began. He held a hand toward the hob. “Alice … take care of …” and then he laid back with a groan. 
The door flew open, and Alice materialized at his side. “He spoke! I heard him. Oh Father, here I am! It’s Alice.” She begged, “Please speak to me again!” 
But Daniel had slipped back into semi-conscious delirium. He neither heard nor saw her. Alice picked up the bandages Hawthorne had laid on the bed and looked at her father’s foot, before squaring her shoulders. She turned her attention back to the hob. 
As Hawthorne expected, her bout of crying had strengthened her. When she spoke to him next, her tone was matter of fact. “He may not make it through the night.” Determination had overtaken her fear. She walked to her father’s corner toolbox and took out a saw. Then she moved to place it on the flames. “With help or without, I know what I must do.” 
Now Hawthorne felt a blast of cold, hard fear. He realized she was right. And no one, especially not Alice, should have to do something so dreadful with only the pitiful help he could give. He came to a decision.
Hawthorne rested his hand on hers. “I will go now, Alice, and try to find Grandmother Welela. … Please don’t do anything rash until I return.” 
She brought his hand to her heart. “If you can’t find her … please, Hawthorne … bring the Little People. There were two who talked with you on that night. I trusted them. I feel sure one of them would help.” But the light in her eyes faded as she turned away from the hob and looked at her father. “I’m sure one of them would help,” she repeated.
Hawthorne donned his cape and bowed from the waist. “I will return as soon as I can,” he promised. “Wait for me, Alice. Don’t do anything rash.” 
As he went through the door, he heard her begin to sob once again.
Wrapping his cloak tightly about him with one hand while grasping a stout walking stick with the other, Hawthorne left the cabin’s small, swept yard. The wild wind sent newly fallen leaves whirling by while the clouds scuttled, one behind another, between the earth and the moon. In the moon’s light, he could see a bit better. Flying was out of the question. His robin’s sight was so poor, he’d be easy pickings for any predators nearby. But he made his way as rapidly as possible on his short legs. 
He had been honest with Alice; he had no idea where Grandmother Welela and Degataga lived. But he surmised that if he followed the river, he would find their place eventually. 
He noted with displeasure that the pale, slender plants, which reminded him of the ill-omened snowdrops back home, were still dotted about the hillsides in clusters. The sight brought back a sense of foreboding. He reminded himself that the snowdrops were only thought to be dangerous if one picked them and brought them into a home. If left alone, they’d do no harm. Consoled by the thought, he gave them ample leeway and continued to the flowing body of water below the cabin. 

      [image: ]Over a hundred years earlier, Hawthorne had been a child in the English Midlands. Back then, he had often wondered about his father, a knight named Sir William Hampden, who was away in France serving King Henry. Hawthorne, born exactly nine months after his father’s departure, spent his happy early years on a rambling estate that belonged to his mother’s father, Sir Humphrey Cavendish. His mother, too frail to look after her husband’s estates, lived with her father while Sir William paid an overseer to mind his own. 
Even though he was quite small for his age and had uncanny, intimidating eyes, Hawthorne was accepted and loved by the residents of his grandfather’s manor. Though he’d overheard people whisper that he looked nothing like his tall, fair father, he never gave it much thought. Not even the word “changeling,” which had been whispered by adults or flung at him by some of the children, had ever bothered him.
His mother, the Lady Katherine, was a gentle, kind soul, though she was also given to flights of fancy intermixed with melancholy. In his memory, she was a beautiful woman with long, rippling auburn hair, sky-blue eyes, and a smattering of freckles across her small, upturned nose. He’d heard older servants remark that before his father left for France, his mother had been active, vivacious, and carefree. 
But overnight, after Sir William left for France, she became so unlike her former self it was as though she had fallen under enchantment. Her health declined, forcing her to spend days in bed. Occasionally, she would join her son Hawthorne in the garden while she embroidered something—perhaps a girdle for him to wear or a small table covering. On those happy days, she would sing to him and tell him stories about long ago, and about the Good Folk who lived in the nearby forest. On days when she stayed in, Hawthorne would sometimes spy her gazing with longing toward the forest. 
As a child, Hawthorne wanted for nothing in the way of physical comforts. Lady Katherine was Sir Humphrey’s favorite heir. And as her only child, Hawthorne became an indulged grandchild. While Sir Humphrey ascertained early on that Hawthorne would never have the physical ability to become a knight, the boy did possess a preternatural intelligence combined with a grave demeanor, which marked him for Oxford, where he would one day become a distinguished scholar. Due to his high-born station, he would be useful—if not to the crown, then to the church—one day. 
So Hawthorne spent a carefree childhood with his faithful dog, a black and gray mutt named Flag. Together, the pair of them, along with the other children, tumbled about the manor and nearby village. His best friend was Rupert, a tall, thin lad who was the son of the local blacksmith. And there had been his stout, rosy-cheeked nurse, Margery, who, like his mother, told him stories of the Good Folk. But where his mother’s stories were romantic and mysterious, Margery’s were practical and dark. Hers served as a warning to stay clear of the moat, the spring house, and a nearby pond, lest he attract the attentions of Jenny Greenteeth and her ilk. 
Since he was a naturally serious child, Hawthorne usually obeyed his elders. When he wasn’t reading or studying, he, Rupert, and Flag spent engrossing hours exploring the fields that surrounded the manor keep. But they always carefully avoided the waterways and the great wood at the orchard’s edge.
But on the day before his thirteenth birthday, on an uncharacteristically warm, early spring afternoon, Hawthorne found himself restless, unable to attend his books. Sir William, his father, was expected to arrive at any moment. Lady Katherine seemed excited and troubled; it had been nearly fourteen years since they’d parted, and she anticipated finding him changed. Hawthorne suspected she was also concerned as to how he might react to her own altered appearance. 
He could sympathize. Hawthorne, too, felt an uncustomary nervousness. Would he meet his father’s expectations? At scarcely a yard in height, and with his large and ill-proportioned head, he knew that he proved an odd sight when people first met him. Would Sir William be as kind and understanding as his grandfather had been? He would soon find out. 
On that afternoon, the normally sleepy manor grounds bustled with excitement and activity. Both a hog and a calf had been slaughtered for the evening meal. Bedrooms and bedding were aired, with fresh rushes spread underfoot. The stables were mucked and clean straw brought in. Hawthorne, knowing he was not likely to be missed among the clatter, finally laid his grammar book aside and made his way to the orchard near the road. There, he climbed a low-hanging apple tree. From that spot, he would be the first to see the company as it came. 
While ensconced in the tree’s branches, Hawthorne inhaled a mixture of woodsmoke and thawing earth as he listened to the sounds of the farm and the workers in the fields. Besides the shouts of the servants, he heard a distant yelp of a hunting dog. Flag, at the bottom of the tree, took note—he had heard it too. Hawthorne wondered for a moment if Flag understood the bark. Did dogs talk to each other through barks and yelps? From down the road, toward the village, a gnarled old yeoman scolded a plow horse as he worked a lower plot in the barley field. Roosters crowed, chickens cackled, mothers scolded, all of it a familiar song. Hawthorne became lulled into a drowsy state as he listened for the sound of horse hooves. 
Just as he was about to nod off, he jerked awake as he heard music coming from inside the forest. Straightening himself on the branch, he perked up his ears to make sure he hadn’t dreamed it. Yes, there, from beyond the trees, came the distant sound of pipes and drums. Could it be that his father’s party was coming through the dense, unmapped forest? He doubted it. Intrigued, he noticed the sound was distinctly merry. Not only that, but as he trained his eyes deep within the forest’s gloom, he could make out lights twinkling on and off. He rubbed his eyes. No troop of men would be wasting lantern oil in the daylight. 
He eased from his branch and moved closer to the dark shadows within the tree line. Suddenly his heart began to burn with an unexpected longing. For what? He did not know. For his entire life, he had been safe and snug within the shelter of the manor. Now his heart began to beat with a strange new rhythm. It was as though the trees themselves were whispering, “Come to us and be free …”
As though in a trance, he drew within six feet of the forest’s edge, but stopped on hearing his mother calling him from behind. He’d always loved and obeyed his beautiful, auburn-haired mother. Vaguely, he thought her voice sounded desperate. But why? His eyes wandered to Flag, whose hackles were raised as he growled, looking beyond Hawthorne into the forest gloom. But Hawthorne’s feet turned, as though of their own accord, back to the woods. The sound was enchanting. Then he heard soft laughter. With one final glance, he took in the sight of his mother and his faithful dog. But then his heart compelled his feet to turn toward the thick trees and tangled vines nearby. 
Though he remembered early warnings about the wildwood from the women who’d raised him, he scoffed now. Child’s tales, weren’t they? All of them only meant to keep him safe from wild boars and bears that might be lurking about. But he was almost a man now, at age thirteen, and he had nothing to fear. 
“I’ll only peek inside for a minute,” he told himself as he pivoted away from his tame, safe past. Then he headed into the freedom offered by the disorderly interior of the wood. His life would never be the same. 
Once inside the forest boundaries, all sounds from outside it—his mother’s voice—Flag’s growls and whines, faded away to nothing. He had paused until he heard an aching, plaintive note sound from a pipe, and he found himself irresistibly moving his feet forward again, deeper into the shadows. With a vacant mind, he followed the sound that, maddingly, always seemed to come from just beyond the next tree. 
The outside world now forgotten, he lost track of time, but the light inside the woods grew neither darker, nor lighter. Finally, two beings who at first seemed made of light, drew nearer, until at last they revealed themselves to be adults, though much like himself in size. 
“Hawthorne! Well met! We’ve been expecting you!” 
How had they known his name? Wondering at this cheerful, somehow familiar greeting, he followed them deeper into the forest until they reached a glade from which the music he’d been following seemed to emanate. In addition to the pipes, strings, and drums, he heard tinkling laughter and cheers. It sounded as if a large group of people were engaged in a performance. 
But when the music stopped, it was as though he found his senses again. Looking back, he realized he was far from the forest’s edge with no path to follow to take him home. Looking up, he saw that the sky, blue when he’d climbed down from the apple tree, was now deepening to a deep shade of violet. Where was faithful Flag? Why had he not followed? Uncertainty blossomed in the center of his chest. 
When he and his two companions entered the open glade, all became completely still. Hawthorne temporarily lost his sight, blinded by a large ray of moonshine piercing the canopy above and landing directly in his eyes. Then, through the sweet-scented air, he heard a booming voice call, “Welcome, My Son! Everyone! On your feet. Let’s welcome our Lost Prince Hawthorne!” 
As his eyes adjusted, Hawthorne beheld an incredible sight. On a dais seemingly built of deer antlers and honeysuckle sat a small but incredibly handsome, well-formed, dark-haired man with a crown of gold studded with emeralds. His hand held a golden goblet. Surrounding his chair was a coterie of beautiful but miniature young women with wild, freely flowing hair and gauzy dresses that, to his eye, seemed quite indecent. He had grown up among demure women covered in wool and linen from head to toe. 
The entire company turned to him and applauded as he walked across the clearing. 
“Come closer, My Boy!” shouted the man, rising from his seat. The young women, all with glowing eyes of impossible colors, smiled, bowed, and backed away with musical giggles. As Hawthorne approached the dais, the man shouted, “Robin! Puck!” He looked around. “Where is the fellow?”
Suddenly another being leapt into the clearing. He was almost identical to Hawthorne except for his curly black hair, which exactly mirrored the man on the throne’s locks. Hawthorne’s head, in contrast, was adorned with the thick auburn hair of his mother. 
His counterpart’s eyes were both merry and cunning. He appeared to be about eighteen years of age. He looked down his nose from a superior height of a few inches to meet Hawthorne’s gaze with his own black eyes. “Here, Father! I’m always right where you need me to be, aren’t I?” His voice was resonant, yet to Hawthorne, it contained an undertone of menace. 
The man barked out a hearty laugh and held up his goblet. “Indeed, you are, my boy. Here now. Say hello to your half-brother Hawthorne!” 
Gasping, Hawthorne looked again at the man on
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