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Dedication
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This book is dedicated to all the people I mention in this book. Whether I called you by name, or inferred your participation, thank you for helping this memoir come to life.

I also wish to applaud the Darrow Brook Fairies for their excellent decision to allow this publication. The result may bring shockwaves to the paranormal community, but the possibilities of a future coexistence outweigh the concerns.
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The Darrow Brook Fairies

The Darrow Brook Fairies is the true story of how I met the Darbries.

The story may be hard for you to believe, and the ways of these fairies may be very strange, but this is how I remember this happening from my youth.

I admit that I have been known to embellish my stories. I may have even told some downright lies to make my stories more fun, but this is my fair recollection of how these strange occurrences happened.

Of course, I’ve recreated the dialogue, but only for the reason to convey the experience to you.

Enjoy!
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Preface
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I wrote this story in Ellensburg, Washington. I am far, far away from Darrow Brook. I’m an old man now, and I write this fifty-year-old story from a faded memory. However, some of the story is as crystal clear as if it happened just yesterday.

Whether you believe it or not, it doesn’t really matter. Enjoy the story. Always use critical thinking when you hear these tales about the unknown. Check the facts that you can! Investigate the parameters.

Many of the stories out there, especially about fairies, seem more made up than true. Ask yourself, how and why do they know this information about these creatures?

As for this story, I know little to nothing about fairies. I’ve looked up Seely Curt fairies, with little luck finding truth. Big or small, mean or benevolent, I just don’t know. What I can say is...

I know almost everything about the Darrow Brook Fairies.

––––––––
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The Darrow Brook 

Fairies
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I found myself sitting on the ground, leaning against an old hemlock tree. I was deep in the woods, facing the swamp. Tears were in my eyes, and I was holding my dead dog’s collar in my hand when I heard a strange flutter sound behind me.

Suddenly, something flew past me and darted into the swamp. It moved in a blur, faster than you can imagine, but as it flew directly away from me, I thought I saw something.

It was just a flash, but through the tears, I thought I saw a girl’s bare bottom.

[image: ]

[image: ]

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 1
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The Property

[image: ]In the mid-eighties, I bought a piece of land in northeast Pennsylvania. The bare land was on the border of Pennsylvania and New York State. I had made an offer to the owner, and he had refused it, going so far as to call me on the phone one night. In a drunken rant, he called me names and told me what he thought of my puny little offer. He called me again about a month later and accepted the deal.

It wasn’t prime real estate by any means. It was on a major state highway, Route 430, but was deep in the countryside and very sparsely populated. There was only one other family and one old vacation home in the entire one-mile square.

About a quarter of my land was high and dry up by the road, and that made it easy to install a driveway. About half of the property was bare and sloped downward to the south. This land was fertile for crops but susceptible to being too wet in the rainy season or in overly wet years, making it unprofitable for regular farming. It was perfect for my ideas.

The back quarter was my favorite. At the end of the field, the woods began. A huge rock, affectionately named ‘Thinking Rock,’ was positioned on the path directly under the canopy of a huge old hickory tree. My daughter Kristin particularly loved this spot. There were three old hickory trees on the property. Two were on the edge of the woods and one further back on the other side of the creek. A charming creek flowed through the many large hemlock trees in the woods. The water in this creek flowed directly into French Creek, not far from where Darrow Brook branched off.

The woods were bordered by an old pasture to the south that extended one mile straight back to the other side of the square. To the east was a big forest in New York State, some of which was a stand of pine trees all planted in rows. It was planted in the forties as part of the New Deal’s Civilian Conservation Corps tree-planting initiative.

The position of the forest so close to my property made it easy to hunt in Pennsylvania and then take a short walk to hunt game in New York State.

To the west, the square was divided by French Creek and, more importantly, Darrow Brook. Deep in the center of the square, Darrow Brook became more of a swamp than a creek. In fact, it was a huge swamp that was consistently impassable. The swamp was thick with vegetation, and walking through quickly became impossible. The mud was too deep, sucking your boots or shoes right off, and any of the drier, higher ground was filled with swamp bushes. A small path and openings, far too small for a person, probably made by rabbits or muskrats, were the only way to traverse the vast swamp.

I loved the woods bordering my ten-acre piece of property and enjoyed my life there as I ran a landscape construction company. I happily explored and hunted the forest I called home.
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Chapter 2
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Daisy

[image: ]Daisy was an Old English Sheepdog. My mom owned a kennel down the road, and Daisy was her dog. She had another sheepdog as a pet in her apartment, and a cocker spaniel, so when Daisy continually wanted to go home with me, one day my mom said, “Go ahead, take her with you if she wants to go.” Daisy jumped into my truck and sat in the passenger seat, enjoying the ride.

Daisy never looked back; she enjoyed the new place and the freedom to be outside. She watched the three boys anytime they played outside. She went with me many times back to the kennels to visit my mom, but she never missed a beat in jumping back into the truck and heading home.

Daisy was somewhat old when I got her. The only reason my mom allowed me to take her was that she had become too old to breed and have puppies. She wasn’t bouncy or rambunctious as a younger dog might be; instead, she would lie quietly under the table or in a corner, barking at the slightest noise but calming back down quickly.

I lived alone when I first got her; she became my best friend. I didn’t realize how badly I needed her to be around until I got her. She kept all loneliness away.

When my girlfriend and her four kids moved in, Daisy fit right in. She continually watched the children when they played outside. Daisy could always be found at a vantage point, giving her a view of them all. If Daisy was close by, so were all the kids. If Daisy was farther away, we knew the kids were spread out, so we’d call them to stay closer to the house.

On one such occasion, Daisy was barking incessantly. That was not like her, and my girlfriend and I quickly went outside to investigate what was wrong. Daisy was barking at the back, on the start of the path to the woods. You couldn’t see much as the corn in the field was quite high, but we raced down the path past Daisy. Daisy held her ground, watching the other children as my girlfriend found the toddler and scooped him up.

There were other instances of Daisy herding the kids, but none as profound as the protection at night.

Daisy would always sleep in the hallway at night. The baby went to bed first, and Daisy would sleep in his doorway, blocking the path. You could not go back in there without nudging Daisy. She had to be nudged to move, but she would always go right back and take her position. When it was bedtime for the two older boys, she would move into the hall before their door, guarding both their door and the baby’s. The same held true when the oldest daughter went to bed; Daisy moved, now guarding all three rooms. Finally, our room was at the very end of the hall, and when we were all asleep, Daisy would sleep blocking the entire hall.

No one had noticed this behavior until my girlfriend pointed it out. “Watch where she moves and sleeps every night,” she explained.

It was the same every night. It was fun to watch, and one night, as she was getting the baby ready for bed, I yawned and stretched and said goodnight as the whole family watched me fake going to bed. I walked all the way down the hall, took off my clothes, and got in bed under the covers. It didn’t take long at all for Daisy to start barking. She barked and barked as if refusing this change in the schedule. She would not permit my going to bed out of order! I got back up, calmed and petted her, and returned to my favorite chair in the living room before she calmed down.

I’d like to tell you more stories about Daisy, but this book was not about her. I just need you to know how endeared to her I was, and how sad I was when I found her up by the road, dead.

My heart sank to a depth it had never been. I openly bawled and lay down on the ground, hugging her. I lay there and cried for quite a while, listening beyond hope for a faint heartbeat, but there was none. Her eyes were open, and I touched one without a reaction. Crying
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