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  In The Beginning


The park’s serene field of grass and plant life, dotted with colourful fairy houses, and the busy activity of the different fairy species concealed from humans in the urban scape of Evergreen Park. Under an unassuming copse of juniper trees, in a squatter's camp called Juniper Woods Base Camp, lived a young, wingless, green-skinned fairy named Blaze Peppergrove. As happy as Blaze was with his friendships in the fairy camp, the glimmer of hope to buy a fairy house dwindled as dreams of a better life seemed to slip through his grasp. 
Crawling out of the plastic tent, Blaze inspected the damage from last night’s storm. The twig holding up the front of his tent would need replacing after it snapped under the pressure of the rain pouring down from the juniper's mighty branches. The grocery bag’s plastic wasn’t as strong as a treat bag, but it was still holding. Blaze ran his hands through his messy green hair, cursing, “I need to find another piece of plastic to use as a tarp.” Blaze looked up through the fragrant branches of the junipers, studying the dark grey sky and wondering how much time he would have to string up a tarp with his last rope of dental floss before the next storm. With little hope of finding enough silver pieces to buy needed supplies, Blaze checked his money pouch tied to his belt, counting four half pieces of silver and three pieces of copper. Blaze grimaced, knowing he had only two options. “I can buy food or supplies for a tarp to stay dry.” His stomach growled in protest, urging Blaze to find another paying job opportunity. Hopefully, he could scavenge a plastic wrapper near the trash can along the trail through the park while he foraged for something free to eat, saving his meagre earnings for later. The struggle was real, and Blaze felt it weighing heavily.
Blaze's departure from his family’s herb garden and the monotonous routine of a garden fairy was a bold step towards his dream of becoming an independent, financially secure tooth fairy. However, when the Tooth Fairy Agency refused to hire a wingless fairy for anything other than receptionist duty due to his disability, his dream was crushed. The thought of admitting defeat and returning to his parents’ herb farm, just one block south across the Maple Street Expanse, was unbearable. Still, Blaze was determined to earn enough silver pieces through odd jobs, which barely covered his basic needs, meeting all kinds of fairy folk along the way.
Luckily, Blaze recently acquired a fairy-adapted remote-controlled 4x4 truck with large rubber tires. His truck enabled Blaze to travel faster around the block, allowing him to find better paying jobs. Even with a silver payment for the sale of his vehicle, Blaze wouldn’t gather enough silver pieces on his own to afford a fairy house in any of the colonies in Evergreen Park. He refused to sell his flashy black truck even though it was worth a significant amount of silver pieces. Blaze vowed to earn the silver needed to improve his living conditions and maintain his vehicle.
“Aw! It doesn’t look too bad,” Wolf Turtlewing said, patting Blaze on the shoulder with his iridescent blue-skinned hand and trying to uplift his friend's spirits. “I can help you salvage some wrappers to mend your tent. I didn’t hear the garbage truck roll by the big can this morning. Of course, I could be wrong–the water hitting my tarp was quite loud this morning. I was worried I would get my wings wet if I opened my tent to look.” Wolf happily beat his double set of black-veined, thin dragonfly wings under the safety of his overhead tarp.
“No worries. I wouldn’t want to disable you temporarily for my benefit. I'd have to show you how a wingless fairy like me survives daily activities by walking, climbing, and jumping. I doubt you could handle all of that strenuous exercise!” Blaze teased, confident in his strong friendship with Wolf. The strong bond of friendship forged between Blaze and Wolf helped carry one another through their most challenging times.
Wolf rubbed his stomach. “I could use a bit more exercise. The crumbs I have been eating aren’t great for my indigestion.”
“Don’t strain yourself. You're always welcome to ask for a ride in my truck to get where you need to go. I would give you the friends and family discount I charge for my delivery service,” Blaze replied.
Wolf looked up through the mighty branches of the junipers, squinting. “Hopefully, this rain will help the wild berries grow, so the meals here improve. Have you ventured to Fern Forest on the next block to see how close we are to berry season?”
“No,” Blaze said, shaking his head. “Last night, I left my wheels at the Bridgewater lamp post, across the expanse, in line behind someone's green jeep. I doubt another fairy came along to plug it in for me because it was raining steadily. After I recharge it, I will check for berries on those bushes.”
“Are you going to wait for the rain to stop before you walk over there?”
Blaze smiled, flipping the collar of his coat up and preparing to leave the tarped camping area. He walked the trail to the Bridgewater lamppost many times and knew the trail would be slick in wet weather like this, adding extra time to his usual thirty-minute hike. “That’s the advantage of being born wingless–I don’t have to worry about my wings getting hurt in the rain! I can even get deliveries done in this miserable weather when other fairies stay hidden in their warm fairy houses.”
“Speaking of making deliveries,” Wolf hesitated, changing the subject to something less awkward than Blaze's disadvantages. “I have stumbled across a paid delivery job. Would you like to partner with me? I need a friend with a vehicle to transport this cargo.”
“How much is the pay?”
“We will each receive three or four silver pieces to pick up the cargo and deliver it to its final destination.”
Blaze whistled through his teeth, shaking his head. “What kind of delivery pays that much? It doesn’t sound like an honest pay for honest work.”
“It’s legit, don’t worry, buddy. I am getting this information from a fairy from my home colony. The pay is good because we will move a fairy family’s belongings from two blocks over and deliver their possessions to the White Oak colony in Evergreen Park. It’s the distance that makes the move so expensive. My cousin said we would receive adequate compensation for driving to the park's far side to deliver it.”
Counting on his fingers, Blaze replied, “It would be two blocks there, two blocks back and a half a block to White Oak and half a block home–five blocks total.”
“Yeah, a lot of driving in one day,” Wolf agreed.
Blaze sighed, not knowing whether or not he could pass up this job opportunity. “I would need to recharge two or three times; travelling that far will take more than a day. Do we also need to haul their cargo up the tree into the fairy house? We will need floss ropes for anything heavy. I don’t have wings! I would need to climb up with the cargo on my back.”
“I never thought of that. I should have asked more questions,” Wolf replied, rubbing his chin thoughtfully.
“I don’t know what to say, Wolf—something doesn’t feel right about this situation. Why would they want to hire us for this job? Why wouldn’t the family hire someone in their own colony to move them?”
“I’ve already accepted the job. All I need is someone with a transport vehicle to help me. Do you want to do this road trip with me or not?" Wolf stood firm, pleading with Blaze to join him on this adventure. "It will be fun! I'll ride in the cab with you and cover all expenses from my earnings since you'll be providing our transportation. You will get paid to drive your truck; I will get paid to help with the luggage. Deal?”
A million things ran through Blaze’s head, including the uncertainty about the lack of details his friend Wolf had for this job. He couldn’t trust Wolf’s contact, but he could trust his fellow neighbour. Couldn't he? Blaze met Wolf Turttlewing after he left home during his first week of exploring Evergreen Park. Without Wolf, Blaze would still be seeking shelter in a hole in the ground next to a rather grumpy mole. Breathing deeply, Blaze struggled to find a reason not to trust Wolf’s good intentions. “Okay, you have a deal.”
Wolf cheered, patting Blaze on the back. “Great! We will leave early tomorrow morning. Can you park your truck in the camp overnight in case it’s still drizzling? I want to stay as dry as possible.”
“Sure, no problem,” Blaze replied, pulling his woollen cap over his shaggy green hair to ward off the chill and dampness.






  
  Act 1: The Delivery Operation


Later that day, Blaze returned to the junipers with his truck fully charged. Relieved, he found a piece of heavy-duty plastic near the garbage bin and several long blades of grass to braid into ropes. Blaze knew he would need his dental floss for the upcoming job delivering cargo, but he hoped to salvage what he could once the task was completed. The braided grasses would only be a temporary fix to hold down his make-shift tent. 
Blaze started pulling the large piece of plastic out of the back of his truck when Wolf appeared by his side. Looking at his friend, Blaze said, “I’m sorry I took so long getting back to camp. I had to go to the hedge on the Southwest corner of the block to find the plastic needed to repair my shelter.”
Wolf grabbed hold of the plastic, helping Blaze yank it onto the ground, and replied, “I will help you set up, and then we can start packing for our delivery job. If we pack everything up tonight, we can get an early start in the morning.”
“I agree. The sooner we leave, the sooner we will be done.” Blaze grunted, pulling a large bundle of long grass onto his shoulder. He hoped he would have enough grass to make tent lashing and fresh padding for his bedding. He wanted to have a good night's sleep before the next day. “If we push it, we should complete the operation within two days.  Any more than that, and the silver won't be worth our efforts.”
“You start braiding rope while I lay out the plastic sheet,” Wolf replied. The two fairies worked for almost an hour before Blaze had finished erecting his tent with the new plastic, securing it with braided grass ropes.
Wiping the beads of sweat from his green brow, Blaze sat beside Wolf near the campfire to dry himself. Wolf handed him a steaming cup of hot liquid. Blaze cautiously sniffed its contents. His garden fairy upbringing identified several herbs, including bergamot, blue cornflowers, and Darjeeling. Satisfied with its contents, Blaze drank, appreciating Wolf's use of honey to sweeten the tea. “This is good. When did you gather honey?”
Wolf grinned, replying, “I didn’t. My cousin gave me a few drops when I told him I would accept the job.”
“Wait, you didn’t say the job was for your cousin or that your cousin would pay us in honey!”
Wolf’s blue eyes widened with surprise. “Hmm, maybe I should start at the beginning so you can help me with the final planning.” Wolf put his mug down and pulled a scrap of wrinkled paper from his jacket pocket, trying to smooth its surface over his knee. “My cousin Wally is the middleman. He got the job offer from an old friend I've known since I was a wee one. Wally knew that the operation would need a truck or RV to haul all the family’s cargo, and
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