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Rosemary Whitney sat beneath the willow tree, her book in her lap; Annabelle, confident in her sister's obliviousness, skipped across the field with the breezes, her hands full of daisies.

"Don't step in the fairy ring," Rosemary called.

Annabelle stopped an inch from the mushrooms.  "Oh, that's just an old superstition."  She glanced back over her shoulder.  Rosemary's book was open, but the woman was looking at her.  How could Rosemary have looked up just then?

"So is walking under a ladder," Rosemary answered tartly, "and John still got a bucket of paint over his head."

Annabelle put her hands on her hips.  "Anyway, we've got nothing to be afraid of.  We're part fairy—as you know."

Rosemary said nothing.  Her black hair was neatly put up, covering her ears, but they were still pointed—the legacy of an ancestral seduced maiden.  Her mouth twitched.  "Lady Jane did not find the fairies pleasant."

Annabelle came over by her sister to weave her daisy chain.  "But the story's so romantic."

"I don't find the idea of wasting away from some rakehell romantic—and I dare say that Lady Jane found it even less romantic."  Her finger marking her place, Rosemary swung her book in the air as she looked at her sister.  "And nowadays—do you really find Mad Nan romantic, galloping up and down the highway when everyone else is trying to sleep?"  Rosemary glanced down at the book to remember her place, then returned to her reading.

Annabelle did not argue the point.  She frowned as she tied one of the daisies.  "Is Mad Nan the daughter of Old Peg?"

"Old Peg?" Rosemary asked, preoccupied.

"The fairy woman that lived outside the nursery back at Green Ivy," Annabelle explained.

"I think she. . . ."

The church bells began to ring.  Rosemary snapped the book shut.  "We've been out far too long.  I wonder Mother hasn't sent one of the servants after us."  She rose to her feet.  Annabelle jumped up in a shower of daisies, and the sisters hurried across the field to the road and down to the house.  There was a gray horse to one side of it.

"Is that Mr. Newcastle's horse?" Annabelle asked curiously.

Rosemary felt the first touches of a blush to her cheek.  "I think so."

"That's very odd," Annabelle declared.  "He visited us two weeks ago, and he generally makes sure he visits all his parishioners in turn."

Rosemary slowed and turned her face away from Annabelle.  Surely her face had to be scarlet.  And Annabelle had to be able to guess why Henry Newcastle came so often.

Annabelle skipped on ahead, as oblivious to Rosemary's blushes as to any reason why the parson would come.  Rosemary collected herself and followed.  A thought came to her.  She blushed again:  perhaps Henry had come to speak with Father. . . .

Their father's voice came flying out the window.  "I absolutely forbid you to tell her any of this nonsense!"

"What nonsense?" Annabelle asked, looking in the drawing room window.

Charles Whitney looked away from Henry to the window, quickly seeing Annabelle, but paid no attention to her.  It was when he saw Rosemary join her that his florid face stiffened.

"Tell me what, Father?" she asked.

"Stuff and nonsense," Charles blustered.  Henry shifted his weight; his face was pale but set.

"Father, I would rather hear what Mr. Newcastle has to say from him, than hear it from the maids."  Her hand tightened on the book.  "I am sure that everyone in the house has heard whatever it is."

"It is ill news," Henry said.  He did not meet her eyes.

Rosemary felt her stomach freeze.  She could not move for a second.  If Annabelle had not been missing anything. . . if it had been her seeing too much. . . Rosemary swallowed and straightened.  Then the only thing she could do was not make a fool of herself.

"I stayed with Mrs. Johnston last evening," Henry said, "and was coming home late.  I saw Old Peg, holding her Unholy Court."  He tried to meet her eyes, failed, and deliberately looked away.  "She was half drunk. . . ."

Rosemary snorted; she did not care if it was unladylike.  Old Peg was always drunk.

It almost brought a smile to Henry's face, but he went on  "She boasted of her daughter, Mad Nan."  He drew a deep breath.  "Except that she said that Nan was not her daughter, that she had the first changeling that the fairies had gotten in centuries, that Mad Nan was the true Rosemary Whitney, traded for you on May Day."

Rosemary distantly supposed she must have turned pale—Annabelle had gasped in horror.

"It's nonsense, obvious nonsense," Charles blustered.  "The woman is drunk half the time, and a scofflaw the rest!  Was, even when Rosemary was a baby!  Would lie under oath without qualm!"

"For God's sake, bring Miss Rosemary into the house and give her some brandy!" Henry said.  Annabelle took her sister's hand and tugged; Rosemary felt herself suddenly able to move that much, at least.  Once inside, her sister hovered over her while Charles fetched the brandy, and Henry stood in the background, miserable.

"Old Peg is a dreadful old liar," Henry offered, finally.  "All the fairy folk are."

Rosemary smiled at him a little and sipped the brandy.  She supposed she would not have been able to bear it if he'd kept such a thing from her.

* * *
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A circle of candlelight spilled around the table as Rosemary moved up the library's movable stairs to find the slim, hard-bound book.  The Natural History of Fairies was tucked away in a corner, covered with dust-bunnies but easily found, since she had put it there herself after once reading it.  No one else had been interested in the ramblings of an eccentric great granduncle on the fairy folk.

A draft ran across her ankles as she came down.  She should have waited until morning.  No matter that she had awakened in the middle of the night with the thought of this book obsessing her.  The night was no time to read about the Good Folk.

The bland brown cover looked perfectly respectable.  Half remembered paragraphs from its pages floated through her memory, but the only thing she was sure of was that it mentioned Old Peg.  Her hands clenched it before she put it down on the library table.  She could read it in the morning.

She reached for the candle and started out of the library.  A line floated through her memory:  "Old Peg something-or-other lied."  Rosemary turned and stormed back to the table.  She was going to get to the bottom of her memories.

At least it wasn't thundering, she thought.  Smiling faintly, she began to scan the pages of ancient typeset and tales of milkmaids and four-leafed clovers.

". . . and the parson bound all those Fair Folk to never lie again, and among them were Jack of the Crossroads, Old Peg. . . ."

She felt very cold.  He could have been mistaken in the tale, or it could have been a different Old Peg, but she looked at the lace on her nightgown, and the elegant furniture, and the fine library, with desperate eyes.  Then she carefully put The Natural History and left the library.

* * *
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"Father is taking it hard," observed Tom, leaning against a porch post.

Rosemary shrugged, her hand fretting the cloth of her skirt.  Her brother had returned from the university that day, and been informed of Old Peg's story.  "It is a serious matter."

"Serious indeed!  Imagine wishing a sister like Mad Nan on me and Annabelle!"

Rosemary smiled wryly.  "Well, she is, at any rate, not my sister."  Tom straightened, indignant.  "Nan would want her rights, though," she observed mildly.

"Rights?"  His eyebrows went up.  "Nothing's entailed; Father can leave it where he likes.  And Nan certainly can't have Mr. Newcastle."

Rosemary turned scarlet.  Tom smiled and started off, whistling.  Rosemary watched him for a second, shaking her head more in amazement than in anger, before she returned her attention to her book.

The afternoon wound lazily on; the sun had begun to sink when Rosemary heard the hoof beats.  They were distinctive enough; Mad Nan's horse could be recognized throughout the county.  Rosemary clearly heard the horse pull up in front of the house.  She did not turn, though, content with imagining Mad Nan dismounting, coming into the garden, coming up to the back porch.

"Good evening."

Rosemary started at the greeting.  She turned.

Mad Nan grinned at her, her hands shoved into the pockets of her gypsy garb.  Teeth flashed in a blood red mouth, in a face as pale as moonlight.  Her black hair was pulled back into a braid, showing her pointed ears.

Though not much more pointed than Rosemary's own.  Her hand resting on her amber skirt, Rosemary looked at the fairy and wondered if any of the resemblance was her frantic imagination.

Nan looked smug.  "So.  He told you."

"Certainly," Rosemary said.  "I did not like
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