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Once upon a time high upon a mountaintop in the land of the enchanted fairies stood Fairymead castle with its towers surrounded with soft, fluffy white clouds most of the time. 

The beautiful dancing fairy named Briony lived here. Briony lived just to dance; it was her whole life. She was the favoured dancer of the King and Queen of fairyland. Her favourite outfit was a soft pink ballerina dress covered in sequins that sparkled and shone as she moved, and she wore it to please the King when she danced for him. In her room she had dancing outfits hanging everywhere which were covered with sequins and were all the colours of the rainbow. 

The walls were covered with portraits of all the other fairy dancers who had danced for the king before Briony. Her one hope was that one day she would be thought of as good enough for her portrait to be hung beside all those wonderful dancers.

One day, the king announced he was holding a huge party for all the fairies in the land. He also said he would be inviting the elves from Leotardia which lay across the beautiful valley of Lockinbah that Briony’s room looked out over. This excited the little fairy as she knew she would be asked to perform in front of all the other fairies, their guests and the king. She immediately began to practice a new dance she had worked out just to please his majesty. The king’s pet rabbit Fluffy Bun, was watching from his usual place near the corner of the beautiful curtains that hung just inside her doorway when it visited the dancer. 

Briony was lost in a world of her own, a world that was suddenly and rudely thrown into turmoil as Caroline, the messenger the king had sent to request her to dance at the party, came running in and tripped over the rabbit. The tray she was carrying the message on went crashing and tumbling across the room, and the parchment with the message on it went flying out the window. Briony let out a scream as the rabbit tumbled out across the floor and tripped her as well. 

Poor Briony lay there for a moment before she sat up and stared at the messenger who was so horrified at what had happened, that she sprung to her feet and apologised profusely to Briony. As she did so, she tried to help the poor startled fairy to her feet. 

“What is the meaning of this!” demanded Briony.

“I a-am so sorry,” stammered the poor messenger. “I did not see the rabbit until it was too late.”

Whilst all this was happening however, Fluffy Bun had scurried out of the room and back to its favourite hiding place near the king’s throne. 

“Oh, poor Fluffy Bun,” cried Briony. “I will have to make sure he is all right. Oh, Caroline, you are so clumsy,” cried Briony in an exasperated voice. “How do you ever expect to get your wings and rise above a lowly messenger if you don’t take more care?”

“I am so sorry, Briony. I get so excited when the message is from the king that I just run without thinking.”

Briony shook her head and said, “Give me a hand to find the message.”

The messenger and Briony started looking for the parchment, but try as they may they could not find it anywhere. Neither had seen it fly out of the window, so they looked all around the room in vain. 

Just as they were about to give up in despair, there was a soft voice calling from just outside the window. 

“Is this what you are looking for?” asked Ariel the court acrobat, holding the parchment out in front of him as he hovered just near the windowsill.

“Oh yes thank you,” cried the messenger. “Where was it?”

“It came flying out of the window and nearly dropped on my head.”

“Oh! I am so sorry, but the rabbit tripped me as I came through the door you see,” cried a very embarrassed Caroline.

“Ah well, all’s well that ends well,” he replied with a cheeky wink.

The messenger took the parchment and handed it to Briony who opened it straight away. 

To Briony, Fairy of Dance.

Please present yourself ready to dance before all the fairies of the land and the elves at the next rising of the full moon, in the presence of His Majesty King Fredrick and Her Majesty Queen Aralia. Their majesties King Leroy and Queen Lynette of Leotardia will also be in attendance.

The king had signed it personally.

Briony, although expecting this, suddenly became totally flustered and had to sit down. 

“Are you all right?” asked the messenger.

“Yes, I think so,” replied Briony looking a little better.

“Well, if you are sure, I will take my leave and return to the messenger’s room before I am missed.”

“Yes, I will be all right but next time, try walking into the room. It is safer that way.”

“All right I will,” she replied, and with that, she ran from the room as fast as she could with Briony watching and shaking her head.

There was a sudden, loud crash and Briony knew that the messenger had run into something and she muttered, “Oh, Caroline.”

As she sat, Briony thought, “Oh, I will never have this dance ready for the king at this rate.”

Then an idea struck her. 

On the level above where Briony lived in Fairymead Castle, there was a stairway that appeared to lead nowhere. It curved up to the ceiling, and then simply stopped - or so it would seem. But the little fairy dancer knew about the wizard who lived in a secret room above the ceiling. She also knew the secret password needed to gain entry to the room, for she had overheard the wizard use it once. 

‘Should I,’ Briony thought, ‘ask the wizard to cast a spell on me so I will dance like no other fairy has ever done before, and become the greatest dancer that fairy land has ever known?’

Slowly, she rose to her feet and floated up the stairs to the floor above her room. She stopped at the bottom of the stairway to the ceiling and stood thinking about what she was about to do. She asked herself over and over if she should knock on the ceiling and hope the sorcerer opened it, or if she should simply utter the secret password and hope he wouldn’t be too mad at her when the ceiling slid back. 

As she stood there at the bottom of the stairs wondering, the head fairy Skimplemyer, appeared as if from nowhere. The fairy’s appearance startled Briony so much that she let out a small cry of surprise. 

“What are you doing standing here, Briony?” asked Skimplemyer sternly.

“Why, why nothing Skimplemyer,” replied Briony.

“Now, now Briony,” scolded the head fairy. “You know fairies are not allowed to tell lies.”

“Yes I know,” replied Briony. 

“Then please tell me what you are doing standing looking up these stairs.”

Briony hung her head and did not answer, for she knew she was doing the wrong thing expecting the wizard to help her.

After a while Skimplemyer said to her, “Briony, how long have you known about the wizard living above the stairs?”

Briony shuffled awkwardly as she felt the gaze of the head fairy upon her.

Finally she answered, “For about a year now.”

“Right, I have to talk seriously to you, let’s go back to your room.”

With a flick of her fingers, Skimplemyer transported them back to Briony’s room in a flash of bright red light. Once there, Skimplemyer sat her down on a stool and floated across to the windowsill where she made herself comfortable. 

“Now, Briony,” the head fairy started as she looked sternly at her charge, “what do you know about the wizard?”

Shifting awkwardly on her seat Briony replied. “Well I know he holds a spell over fairyland to help keep the hobgoblins and other horrible people at bay. That way we can go about our lives in peace.”

“Yes, and what else?”

“Well, he also watches over the land of Lockinbah where the married fairies and elves live, Skimplemyer.”

“Right then, let me tell you that if you had knocked on his door and he opened it and saw it was you and not a messenger or someone more important, then he would have been very cross and you would have been in an awful lot of trouble with the king.”

“Yes, I realise that now Skimplemyer.”

Skimplemyer and Briony talked for ages about the rights and wrongs of trying to be something you are not. Finally, the head fairy floated off the windowsill and looked down at her young charge.

“I hope this has taught you that the only way to be as good as the other fairy dancers,” Skimplemyer said waggling her finger at her, “is to practice and keep practicing until you get it right?”

Briony, who was deeply ashamed of what she had done, stood looking down as she replied, “Yes, I know that Skimplemyer, and I am very sorry for what I have done. I promise it will never happen again.”

“Okay, I know you mean what you say Briony. You are a very good dancer and the King and Queen love you, so just be yourself and you will do just fine.”

“Thank you Skimplemyer, you are very kind. I will get back to my dancing so I can be the best I possibly can for the party.”

“Good, I look forward to seeing this new dance you have worked out,” and with that, the head fairy disappeared in a flash of soft green light.
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