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Dedication

	 

	To everyone who believes in fairies.

	 

	
 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Flutter Club Declaration

	 

	Flutter Members:

	Thistle (President)

	Lilly (Vice-President)

	Weedy

	Clover

	Rose

	 

	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.
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	Trouble Starts

	 

	 

	School. What a bore! Every day I, Thistle Greenbud, have to flit to Fern School to learn how to be a good fairy. I’m supposed to pay attention to the lessons, because that’s what a “good” fairy does, but try not to become bored while listening to Miss Babiesbreath. Just you try! You’d be as bad at it as I am. Miss Babiesbreath is standing before my class, also known as Level A, or average. Boogles! I’m not average. At least I’m not in Level F, though. Level F stands for Fairy Failure.

	Dusty and Moss, the worst fairies in class, had been in Level F for a year, but now they’re back in my class. I’m not too happy about this. I mean, to be in the same level as Dusty and Moss? They like to cause trouble with me, and when I try to get even, I’m the one who gets caught. That’s how I’ve gotten the nickname Bad Fairy.

	My parents want me to be in Level E for Excellence. I guess I better start paying attention to get there. I sit up straighter on my mushroom chair and fold my hands on my pinecone desk, pretending to be the perfect student.

	“I need someone to help me,” Miss Babiesbreath says. Her beady gaze roams around the class. Just as quickly as I sat up, I slide back down in my chair so I won’t be called on. Already I’m not doing a fine job at being a good fairy. Oops.

	“Slate.”

	Slate, who sits beside me, jumps up, knocking over his mushroom chair. His face turns as pale green as a baby leaf. “Yes.” His wings droop, and his shoulders sag. I almost feel sorry for him. Almost. I’m just glad she spotted Slate before reaching my desk.

	Miss Babiesbreath waves Slate to the front. Thinking he’s in trouble, he slumps to her, with the tips of his wings dragging in the dirt. “Please pass out these books.” She plops a pile of books in his arms. As he passes them out, he grins at us. He’s never been called on to do something for the teacher before because he’s usually in trouble. Now he will brag forever—helping Miss Babiesbreath will get him one step closer to being a good fairy. Boogles! Maybe I should help Miss Babiesbreath more often.

	Then I glance at the title of the book and moan along with everyone else.

	Miss Babiesbreath clears her throat. “Class, settle down.” She straightens the green-leaf belt on her sunflower-petal dress and pushes her glasses higher up on her nose before lifting the book. “This is The Book of Fairy Land Rules. Mayor Fernway has announced a contest for everyone in Pine Cove Grove, including the students, so I am giving you weekend homework.”

	Homework? On a weekend? We groan and lay our heads on our pinecone desks.

	“Yes, I know,” she says, holding up her hands. “But this homework could get a lot of you out of trouble.” She glares at me, then at Dusty and Moss. I gulp and avoid her look. “This contest is special. You are to write up a new rule for Fairy Land. If it is exceptional, it will be published in our book of rules.”

	Ugh. That did not make me feel any better. I break rules because we have far too many as it is. Why would I want to make another?

	When it’s time for us to go home, Miss Babiesbreath stands in her usual spot by the bark door with her tulip purse hanging from her arm. We grab our leaf sacks and try to march out the door in an orderly fashion, but there’s a little pushing and shoving. Once past the classroom door, we run as fast as we can without flying, which is a no-no inside the school. Can you believe that? Fairies can’t fly in school. Boogles.

	The moment I get outside, Lilly, my best friend, flies around my head. “Meet you at the club?” Today she wore a blue dress that matches the blue tint in her wings. All of that blue makes her look like a blur. Except she has short golden hair and violet eyes.

	“I have to go home first, as always,” I remind her. “We’ll meet in half an hour.”

	“Okum sokum!” she hollers as she speeds off, giving our rallying cheer.

	“Okum sokum,” I yell back.

	Zipping down, I can’t help but smile at our home, which is in a small patch of fern under a protective blackberry bush. And we need protection. On the edge of our magical forest live the real bad fairies—trolls, goblins, ogres, and the worst…boggarts. Our backyard is hidden from their view with plenty of branches to climb, blackberries to eat, and vines to keep back big critters. The wildflowers Mom and I planted around our house from seeds are now bursting with a rainbow of colors.

	While I’m at school, Dad works at Sparkles Factory where fairy dust is made. You see, baby fairies aren’t born with fairy dust on their wings. After they are born, the special dust is sprinkled on their wings, a little each day, until they are able to fly. And Mom gathers dandelion fluff, spider webbing, and thistledown, which she sells to Nutter Mills, a factory that makes our fabric, clothing, furniture, and hammock beds. Both of their jobs are essential for fairy lives. And they say I’m doing my part by going to school to learn how to be a good fairy.

	“Hi, Mom!” I run into the kitchen, throw off my sack, and grab an acorn shell of peach nectar. I gulp down the sweetness.

	Mom is cooking at the stove. She’s wearing one of her flower-print dresses, and her golden-brown hair is in a bun. “How was school today?” She’s chopping vegetables and adding them to a pot of something that smells really good.

	“Everything was fine until Miss Babiesbreath gave us homework for the weekend. Boogles.”

	“Oh, now, now, Thistle.” Her honey-colored eyes sparkle at me. “The sooner you do the work, the sooner you’ll be done. Right?” Mom always tries to make everything sound more pleasant than it is, but her trick doesn’t work. Nothing will make weekend homework pleasant.

	“You know The Fairy Land Rule Book?” I ask.

	Mom nods.

	“There’s a contest for a new rule to be put in the book. How are we supposed to make up a new rule when there are a ton of them already?” I lean heavily on the counter, frustrated.

	“I’ve heard about that. The contest is for everyone in Pine Cone Grove. I’m glad they’ve included students. Knowing you, though, you’ll put it off all weekend and write something just before school starts on Moon’s Day.”

	Mom knows me too well.

	I smile. “So does that mean I can go to my Flutter Club meeting?”

	“I’ll need you to make biscuits and set the table later, so don’t be gone long.” She adds cabbage to the delicious-smelling pot. “Did I tell you about the rule I printed in the book?”

	I know it by heart, but I love to hear it anyway. It has to be the best
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