
        
            
                
            
        

    
	Thomasine used to be called Tamzin. She used to have a boyfriend named Dequan. She used to have two fairy lovers at Dancing Tor. That was before she went to find the fair wind fleet and sail away. More adventures await her, but she keeps her eye on the prize of going home.

	 

	 

	After a life of lies and mystery, Thomasine Forest has fled to the fairy realm of over there. She’s been there for four years, living with a mixed community she knows as the clan. Although she enjoys her life with them, she can’t commit to marrying her lover, Cornelius, because she knows she will eventually return to the human realm to resume her life with her human boyfriend, Dequan.

	It’s still too soon to return home, so Thomasine embarks on a journey that takes her from the leprechaun village of Balla Cloiche to board the ship Unicorn of the fair wind fleet.

	Landing on the Island of Summer brings new adventures with two courtfolk men, as well as the realisation of a long-held ambition to go horse-riding. After leaving Summer, Thomasine experiences a sojourn on a magical island and then, by degrees, she makes her way back to Balla Cloiche. She can go home now, but first, she intends to catch up with her beloved clan. Thomasine knows her life is about to change enormously. For one thing, she won’t be Thomasine anymore. It’s time to leave the fairy realm and resume her life as Tamzin Herrick.
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	For Tina, Jay, Cat and Bri... the mighty women who helped me to bring Being Tamzin to life.

	 


 

	 

	Author’s Note:

	 

	 

	The Fairy in the Bed series features a sprawling cast of characters who wander in and out of one another’s stories. For more about this series, visit Lark’s website at https://larksinger.weebly.com

	Being Tamzin has its own site at https://beingtamzin.weebly.com

	The seven books of Being Tamzin tell Tamzin’s story, but some of the other characters in Being Tamzin 1 will be familiar via the following books.

	Tamzin’s lost boyfriend Dequan Qin first appeared in Queen of the May, and his romance is told in Geese a Laying, and Just Eloped.

	Ancel de Libre and his family appear in Under the Christmas Tree and Love Began at Christmas.

	Bluebell Shand is mentioned in Under the Christmas Tree.

	Foss Chancery and the fleet appear in these books as well as starring in Betony Buys Adventure.

	Andorie Sorenson and her family come from The Red Cat series.

	Tamzin herself had a tiny part in the Counterpoint books where she’s referred to mostly as the Eager Elf. Her disappearance was mentioned in Geese a Laying and that small bit of unfinished business bothered me until there was nothing for it but to write her story and find out what happened. I intended it to be a 30,000-word novella. It ended up more than ten times that length.

	 

	Like Geese a Laying, Queen of the May, and Just Eloped, Tamzin’s story is partly set in 2020 and 2021. When I wrote QotM, Covid19 wasn’t even thought of. By the time it was published, we were in the middle of a pandemic. Since it was far too late to rewrite the story, I had to let it be. That decision in turn affected the other books in this timeline. My philosophy is that as the world of Fairy in the Bed is not quite our world, we can accept that in that reality the pandemic didn’t happen in 2020 and so won’t affect the characters in this book.

	 


 

	 

	Timeline

	 

	 

	Being Tamzin 1- 2009-2013

	 

	The Pear Tree—2011 and 2019 Nelis and Xavier—Begins during Being Tamzin 1 and ends at the beginning of Being Tamzin 6

	 

	Queen of the May—2011- 2020 Lucy and Paris. Begins during Being Tamzin 1 and continues during Being Tamzin 7

	Being Tamzin 2—2013—2017

	Being Tamzin 3—July 2017—late November 2018

	Being Tamzin 4—Late November 2018—March 2nd, 2019

	Being Tamzin 5-July 2019—December 2019

	Being Tamzin 6—December 2019—March 2020

	Being Tamzin 7-March 2020- April 2021

	 

	Betony Buys Adventure: 2019-2020. Takes place during Being Tamzin 5 and 6

	 

	Geese a Laying—2020 Dequan and Martina during Being Tamzin 7

	 

	Just Eloped—December 2020 Martina’s nieces, Chiara and Lili, and Yannick—during Being Tamzin 7

	 



Part One: Balla Cloiche

	 


Chapter One: Seeking the Fleet

	 

	 

	Thomasine Forest, Over There, 2014

	 

	Beginning her travels with the fair wind fleet after she left the clan and her lover, Cornelius, turned out to be a bit more difficult than Thomasine Forest had anticipated.

	It was four years since she’d fled from an untenable situation with people who cared more for their own peculiar agenda than for their unhappy daughter. That was if they even were her parents. Thomasine wasn’t sure. Who were they, anyway? What were their real names? Who was she? Ever since she could remember, her parents, Ada and Mister Sinister, had been changing their identities every two or three years, cutting ties with everyone from their past. They’d changed her name, too, again and again.

	She’d been Angie, and she’d been Abbie. Then, when she was eleven, she’d been called Jade. They’d ripped her away from her first best friend and informed her she was now called Cleo. They’d taken away her belongings and given her new ones. Later, as Tamzin Herrick, she’d been nearing eighteen and about to start a new life with her boyfriend, Dequan. With just weeks to go before she was legally independent, they’d done it again. Her name was now Rochelle Marlowe, and she was stuck in the dead-end town of Macquarie Bay.

	A lifeline came from an unexpected source. A young man she’d seen only once before took her back to the city. Matty’s friend Otto led her through the fairy gateway at Dancing Tor to over there. He’d left her to sink or swim in the fay homeland, and she’d swum. How she’d swum! She’d had four years with the mixed community she thought of as the clan.

	Two of them had loved her. Shay Beech was now happily married with children, and she trusted Cornelius Myriad had by now wed Briar.

	I wish I could have stayed to play the wedding dance for them as I did for Shay and Honoreé.

	No. Better to go when I did. Juliette was displeased with me.

	Juliette Myriad, Cornelius’ mother, had hoped Thomasine would marry her son and give her a grandchild.

	Now, with luck, Briar would do that and with a much better will. Briar would stay with Cornelius and the clan forever. In three more years, Thomasine would be going home.

	Her years with the clan had given Thomasine gifts and skills beyond anything she’d ever hoped for. Her magic fiddle sang whenever she played it. Her art case was stuffed with brushes, pigments, and hand-made paper. No longer the helpless girl who’d arrived through the gate and dubbed herself Thomasine, she was now a confident woman. She had skills to make her way to the fair wind fleet to sail with the galleons and see the world for her last three years before it was time to return to Sydney and take up her life with Dequan as Tamzin Herrick.

	This was... if she could find the place to meet the fleet.

	Everybody she met wished her well in her journey, but few of them had suggestions for where she needed to go.

	It was as if the perpetual galleons she sought had semi-mythical status.

	Yes, they had heard of the butterfly ships that sailed forever, but no, they had never seen them. Eventually, she realised she was asking the wrong people. Treefolk, with whom she felt familiar, knew of the fleet but, like her kind clan adviser Zeph Maple, they were happy in their own districts.

	The courtfolk she encountered were courteous but not inclined to talk to her with more than a cordial greeting. They were beautiful, like folk from a troubadour’s tale, but seeing them made her nervous. Juliette Myriad was courtfolk, and Juliette was displeased with her.

	Thomasine avoided the pixies she saw, because she vaguely remembered Otto telling her to stay away from them when he’d brought her through the gate. She didn’t think he’d ever explained why. In fact, he’d explained scarcely anything. There hadn’t been time.

	Matty had been kinder. He’d been so sweet, but then, he’d felt guilty. His aunt’s boyfriend had something to do with the mess that was her life. Ada and Mister Sinister cut ties with everyone they knew whenever they changed their names and moved on. Almost everyone. They kept in touch with the man Thomasine knew as Shades. Matty wouldn’t talk about him. He found it too distressing.

	Elves seemed the best folk to ask, considering how kind and helpful Mister Herron at Diversity High had always been, and how Matty and Otto had put themselves out to help her, but she didn’t meet any. Over here was as big as the world, and the elves seemed to live far away.

	No one she asked had a map to show her, and their disconcerting habit of suddenly stepping out of view and/or out of nowhere didn’t help. She knew they were simply going, as Cornelius’ sister Kate had when they went to the grotto to discuss Thomasine’s future, but knowing what going meant didn’t help her when she couldn’t do it herself.

	As Juliette had told her, while they were still friends, cars didn’t work over here. She supposed some folk might have bicycles or horses, but she hadn’t seen any so far.

	She wondered if Juliette, who lived so close to the Dancing Tor gateway, ever thought about stepping through to reunite with human friends, or to refresh her memory of cars, telephones, and shopping. It seemed unlikely. Juliette had lived in Sydney for a few years in her teens, but her husband Rain couldn’t pass as human, and Juliette wouldn’t leave him.

	I wonder what her parents thought when she married Rain. She did say her great-aunt-by-love was angry. I suppose she’d set up the modelling job and a business future for Juliette and then she saw it all going to waste.

	Finally, she remembered Shay and Cornelius telling her about the leprechaun man who had occupied her grotto while waiting for his beloved to come back through the gate from the human world. When she did return to his arms, the pair of them had gone with the ships to a place called Erin a’Fee, leaving the grotto free for Thomasine and her lovers.

	It wasn’t much to go on, but it was something!

	 


Chapter Two: Nuala

	 

	 

	Thomasine Forest, Balla Cloiche Village, December 2014-February 2015

	 

	After more days of walking and asking, Thomasine found a leprechaun village and set about making the inhabitants’ acquaintance. Since she was familiar with Shay’s father, Master Treelove, and his sons, the men’s green skin didn’t disconcert her, but their habit of reeling off their pedigrees and lapsing into a babble of Gaelic did. The colleens were more comprehensible, once she got used to multiple buxom mature women bouncing about with their heads on level with her chin. Unlike their men, they had pale skin with rosy cheeks. Many of them had red hair and green eyes.

	Some of the women had spent time over there, and so they understood her desire for maps and directions.

	It was Christmas. It seemed odd to her that leprechauns should celebrate a Christian festival, but they did.

	On Christmas Eve, a colleen, who looked around twenty, returned from where she had been visiting her sister at another village. She came up to Thomasine and introduced herself as Nuala Lightheart.

	Thomasine nodded. She understood leprechauns chose their own last names when they were around fifteen. Nuala’s choice suggested a cheerful nature, and indeed she looked light-hearted, with a rosy face and lips that tipped up at the corners, even in repose. She was dressed in a green skirt worn with a low-necked blouse on which she’d embroidered shamrock leaves for luck.

	“An’ a horseshoe, too,” she confided. She bent and flipped up the hem of her skirt to show a small silver horseshoe charm sewn into the seam.

	“For luck?” Thomasine asked.

	“Tis a come-to-me,” Nuala said.

	“Oh?” Thomasine had heard of such things among the other village women. “Who are you calling to you, Nuala?”

	Nuala shook her head. “Sure, he’s not here, but far away. See, I heard you were for taking the ship.”

	“I’m hoping to travel with the fair wind fleet, yes, if I can ever find them. My friend Master Maple suggested it. He’s a treefolk lad, so he doesn’t travel himself, but he thought I’d like it,” Thomasine agreed.

	After four years she was used to referring to mature men as lads, if they were treefolk. Braeside men were laddies, and leprechauns were gossoons. There were other terms, but elves and pixies, she knew, were boys and later, men, just like humans.

	“I’m taking the ship meself. I’m off to a village called Rósanna Locha. That’s Rose Lake to ye, and it’s a lovesome place in Erin a’Fee, so me cousin Mary-Eileen says. She took the ship three years back and is wed to a gossoon from that village.”

	“Then you can tell me where to go to get on board,” Thomasine said gladly.

	“Ye can’t just yet. They’ll be far out at sea. If ye’ll wait a few weeks, the ships will sail by here, and we could travel together.”

	“That would be marvellous! I was beginning to think these ships were myths.”

	“Not they, but they won’t hurry, and they won’t stay. Miss them and ye’ll wait for half a year or more.” Nuala clapped her hands and held them out to Thomasine. “I see a fiddle on your back, mistress. Anyone wid a fiddle or a flute is thrice welcome at Balla Cloiche. You can help us to play in Christmas.”

	Thomasine saw Nuala eyeing her art case with interest.

	“Leprechaun work, but I doubt I recognise the hand,” the colleen said.

	“This was made for me by a gossoon named Darragh Treelove.”

	“Not a name I know, but he’s a grand hand wid singin’ the wood.”

	“He is so. He made the fiddle, too.”

	“He favoured ye then.”

	“He taught me to play on his own old one, and then he and Master Maple gave me this beauty as a love gift.” Thomasine opened the art case. “In here I have pigments and brushes and some paper. If anyone in the village has paper to trade, I’ll gladly sketch or paint them.”

	“That’s fine, then. We have a cottage spare where ye can put up while we wait for the ships, and we have tatties an’ apples to spare as well,” Nuala said.

	“Thank you!”

	“And the cows are in milk if ye’ve a fancy for makin’ butter an’ cheese. No? Play for the milkin’ then. It makes the milk spurt free fit to stir the gossoons to envy. Green as grass they may be, but to see that milk come out in a jet makes ‘em greener than the young September leaves.”

	Thomasine laughed, hoping it was a joke.

	Nuala caught her hand. “You and you!” she called, jerking her chin at two young gossoons who looked ten or eleven. “Bring these things to the cottage for Mistress... Gift me your name, mistress?”

	Thomasine felt her cheeks heat in a blush. What with the babble of greeting and information, she had forgotten to introduce herself. “I’m Thomasine Forest,” she said, and the boys nodded and grinned at one another as they tried the name out for size.

	Not for the first time, she thought she should have chosen a shorter name. Her first lover, Shay, who was a leprechaun halfling, professed to have trouble getting his tongue around it. Thomabobble was one of his efforts.

	She smiled, thinking his tongue had no trouble getting around her. She’d missed Shay’s enthusiastic bedding so much since he’d married Honorée. He’d got her name right after that, so it had been a game, after all.

	Thomabiddle. Thomosept... Good God!

	Still, this name was the one she’d chosen, and she’d had a good reason. The last gift her boyfriend Dequan gave her before she was dragged away to live in Macquarie Bay, under yet another name, was a miniature rose. She had worn it at their high school formal, then she’d preserved it by dipping it in clear resin. She now wore it on a cord around her neck as a reminder of him, and a promise that one day they’d resume their interrupted plans for a life together.

	The rose was called Elf Maid, and it had been bred from two other roses called Darling Thomasine and Fairy of the Forest. Wearing his gift and using a name he’d spoken to her, although in another context, made her feel closer to Dequan.

	Before she went to sleep at night, she liked to tell him a mental goodnight. And in her mind, she’d hear him respond with an affectionate hug and a Love you, schat. Dequan’s dad was Chinese Australian, but Dequan looked like his Dutch mother, from whom he’d picked up that endearment.

	Thinking of Dequan made her warm inside.

	Nuala and the boys installed her in the spare cottage, which, so Nuala said, belonged to a colleen who was spending time over there in the human realm.

	“Back in a year, she told us, or else not at all if she finds a man to lovie up with,” Nuala said.

	“I hope she won’t mind if I use her place.”

	“Bless ye, Eithne Swift niver stays in it long enough to mind. She’ll be happy for ye to keep the moths at bay. Mind, she did lay in a stay-away.”

	“Is that a charm?”

	“If a bag o’ herbs an’ spice can be termed a charm. Cedar an’ lavender.”

	The cottage was cosy and nicely appointed, and after four years in the grotto, Thomasine found it novel to have doors on her cupboards. The leprechauns didn’t conjure, but they were deft-handed at everything they did.

	That night, she joined with the villagers to play in Christmas, as Nuala had suggested. The festivities lasted for three days, and at the end of it all, she felt accepted as part of the village.

	Nuala and the other colleens taught her to make some of their recipes, and she took her turn at washing and making and mending.

	Her talents with portraiture were also well-exercised.

	She learned to make come-to-me charms, and stay-aways, and she discovered some new pigments. The colleens seemed delighted to bring plants and clays for her inspection. She drew a great many portraits of loquacious leprechaun men, who liked to bring their venerable grandfathers along to be figured, as they put it, before they go to glory.

	These old men, some of them in their nineties, looked and sounded sprightly to Thomasine, but she discovered they weren’t immortal by any means. One gentleman who came to take tay with her every day and to talk of his long and happy life became quieter for a few days, as if he had lost interest in telling the names of his pedigree. A week later, he was laid to rest in a mossy churchyard with
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