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 Faery tales  are not just for children.  

 Sometimes it is how we express our nightmares.


Chapter one

 

Dear readers,

I am sorry to say that my grandmother, Wendy Darling, cannot expand upon her story. A week ago, she was watching the sunset over the docks as was her habit. She wanted this house simply for its view of the docks. She had given the family home to Mother on her wedding day sixty years ago. She claimed it had far too little good memories for her. Upon her death, I inherited this home along with everything in it, whether good or evil.

 

From her window, she saw the ghost ship, as they are calling it. The broken-down ship’s prow was filled with the heads of ten children. The oldest-appearing head was embedded with a blood-coated steel hook. None of the ten heads have yet been identified. Due to the horror of the situation, it has been difficult to find any information about the ship at all. The ship had sailed into the harbor unmanned and had come to a perfect stop at the dock. The ship’s name, Queen’s Gambit¸ had been gouged until it was barely legible. Vengeance had been painted crookedly above it, the red paint flaking in spots. Since there is no crew aboard, officially many questions remain. I have heard rumors about several journals being found aboard. I hope to be able to read them and perhaps finish this story.

 

Wendy seems to have simply lain down in her bed and died. When I found her the next morning







































































 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Four

 

I have managed to acquire access to the journals found on the ghost ship. To my delight, I found them to be more of the journals of James McCafferty, Esquire, also known as Captain Hook. Sitting atop them was a letter requesting the magistrates use the journals to expunge the records of his original crew. His exquisite hand speaks of how they were only going to fight evil and how their names should be cleared posthumously.  I am currently still going through the sheer volumes of information to decipher what will pertain to this tale and what will not. James is such an elegant writer. I realize he goes by Hook now, but some of these journals are from before he lost his hand. The journals are quite a treasure of information about the ship, about Neverland, and about Peter Pan. Some of it is very dark and frightening. I am still processing all that I have learned.

 

Remember how I said it started with Jinxybell? I was correct in that assumption. The faeries used to have a light and a dark court. Good and Evil, as it were. Jinxybell was once the only child of the queen of the dark court. Hook managed to find a faery who could explain Jinxybell and her exile from the lands of the Fae. I believe that he was just as curious as to the origins of Neverland as I was. His descriptions are surprisingly detailed considering his career of choice.  The journal tells it as such.

 

 ~Excerpt from Hook’s Journal~

 The faery society is older than the human race. Some appear more human than others, making themselves able to hide amongst humans in their cities. The Fae have often mingled into human society to allow themselves to learn about humans. Some use the knowledge gained to better both themselves and the humans, others do not. Jinxybell was one who did not. She was a daughter of the Unseelie faeries. The Unseelie did not draw attention to themselves outside of the Fae lands. It was apparently a law amongst their kind. She always was a flashy sort. She demanded the attention of the humans when she was among them. She insisted on being worshiped. When she was defied, she would carve their eyes out and eat them to scare the rest into conformity. As time went on, she grew to love the taste. The Unseelie exiled her for drawing too much attention to the Fae, and the Seelie exiled her because of her desire to eat flesh. The Seelie were vegetarian in nature and were truly disturbed by Jinxybell's tastes. So when I approached the Fae court here in the human lands, they were more worried about ending the embarrassment that she was causing than the mess of the lost boys and Peter Pan.

  

 The journals were undated, so I have had a hard time putting the chronology in place. The ones he sent to Wendy were dated at least on the first page. These were not. The journals described the witch’s den in Wales and how filthy and secretive the witches were. The witches were cautious and xenophobic. Hook described the London lycans as wildly energetic. Their homes were on the more forested edges of London. The demons, and their pit in India, scared him. He felt power there, unlike any that he had ever known. He found the Roman vampires to be darkly seductive, and he spoke of plays and high culture.  I think if he had not been so dedicated to finding what was once Danny, then he would have stayed with them. The time he did spend with them is repeatedly spoken of in multiple journals. Still none of the descriptions equaled the volume of information he wrote about the faeries. 

 

Apparently the faeries can change size, or at least some of them can. So the likelihood of there being something between Peter and his faery is higher. Quite the nauseating idea, I must admit. This is also how so many of the faeries are able to blend in with humans. They apparently have an innate ability to disguise themselves that worked even in areas of low to no magic. I admit I have hung on every detail he provided. The magistrates summarily judged the journals to be mostly fiction. So with my family having a history of spinning tales of fiction—Wendy’s tale of Peter Pan and his lost boys—I had plenty of ability to acquire them for reading.

 

The journals were filled with the most amazing drawings. How with only one hand he was able to have such a neat hand at writing, and such precise lines in his sketches, I will never know. There is a portrayal of each of the beings he talked to for each group. The witch looks like a sad and filthy old woman. The vampire is a stately gent in fancy dress. The demon is a fierce and disturbing fellow. The lycan seems almost a jovial canine, as one would expect. There were two faeries. Jinxybell and one that I believe was the queen of the Seelie faeries. The portrait shows a lovely woman of indeterminate age. She has a grace and style I envy, although her eyes speak of wisdom and sadness. She seems very regal and slightly a tragic figure. I wish I could have known her. Even though I am horrified by all that I have found, I find myself strangely drawn to the idea of creatures of magic and what they represent. Perhaps I will become the fiction writer that some will imagine me to be. I do not know.

 

His drawings, surprisingly, never included the humans.  One would have expected there to be a few pirates, the random island native or perhaps a portrait of one of the lost boys or Peter, but the only “humans” included were the witches.  And in truth, only one of them was included.  It is almost as though he was only drawing to emphasize the mystical. In many ways that is what his story is about, the macabre and the mystical.  Though the chronology of the journals has been difficult to decipher, I believe I have found the last and most recent journal.  In it Hook’s words speak louder than I can.  

 

 ~Excerpt from Hook’s Journal~

  I find myself weary of listing crew lost to the monsters.  I refuse to add the weight of new lives on my conscience.  The faery magic allows the ship to be sailed with no crew at all. It is past time that I stop endangering others for my sins.  We are going to plan a trap for the majority of the monsters.  Depending upon the success,  I will send the ship back to where she belongs and chase the faery on foot. I know that not counting Peter and the faery,  the monsters currently number ten. My current crew is thirty. I believe that we are sufficient. If any of us survive,  the ship and the journals will be sent to the magistrate.  May the lord have mercy upon us,  for the monsters will not.  

 

 One minor note. James McCafferty was a thinking man who was born in an unenlightened age. The British Empire of his birth was mostly Presbyterian with the Catholic Church warring for control. Faith appears to be something that he has struggled with in previous journals. The wonders and terrors of the mystical world were at odds with the teachings of the Christian church. The journals do not touch on how he answered his crisis of faith. There is actually very little in the newest journals about faith and divinity. Such an absence, from a man who is obviously so detailed about everything else, is quite noticeable. 

 The plan was the last entry written in Hook’s precise hand. There was a letter stuck in the back of the journal.  Whoever wrote it was far less educated and nowhere near as neat in his handwriting. The letter was nearly painful to read, so I will summarize it rather than quote it.  The crew followed the plan, and it went well. The lost boys were almost all captured without much loss of crew.  After the beheading of each of the ten, Hook buried his iconic appendage into the severed head of Danny. Then he released the crew and sent the ship home.  He said that their part was done and the remaining two monsters were his alone. I find that I am saddened as I read it as I know that I will never know how this story ends. 
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