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  For Sarah, who refused to give up on Peadar and Cäcilia.
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Author Note : This story combines Rapunzel with Peter Pan in a fantastical setting that draws loosely from Scottish lore. It is not a Scottish folklore retelling. That said, here are some of the unusual terms and definitions that fit this story, along with the pronunciation of some of the character names:

Aerlisse (Arr-lees) — A bird with bright blue feathers
Cù dhearg (Que Derg) — A red dog, often used as a messenger between the realm of humans and the realm of faeries
Daoine Sith (Doon-ya Shee) — The term faeries use when referring to themselves 
Faery — A race of beings that look like humans but are often shorter in stature; they have wings they can hide and magical abilities. 
Glaistig (Glass-chick) — The faery term for witch
Tìr nan Òg — The realm of faeries

Characters:
Peadar (Pah-der)
Cäcilia (Tse-tsi-lia)
Amaran (Ah-mar-an) 
Branwen (Brahn-wen)
Eoinan (Oh-in-an)
Jowan (Joh-an)
Maelore (May-lor)
Mara (Mah-rah) 
Thalion (Thal-yun)

Places:
An Dorchadas (Un Dor-kha-dus) — The island where prisoners are exiled
Baileglas (Bally-glass) — Capital of Tìr nan Òg
Castil (Cas-til) — Capital of the Torician Empire
Elpida (El-pee-da) — Human country at war with Toricia
Never Isles — Hidden islands that are part of Tìr nan Òg, encompassing the island Peadar lives on as well as An Dorchadas
Tìr nan Òg — Land of the faeries; it has a vague geographical location, but it mostly exists in another dimension.
Torician Empire (Tor-i-she-an) — Largest of the human nations 
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  Prologue
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The flash of magic that rippled across the sky sent Cäcilia scrambling to the window. Shimmers of color flared in all directions, creating a cascade of light. 
She fell to her knees in wonder, leaning against the windowsill. She wiped tears from her cheeks, careful not to blur her vision. The rainbow that filled the sky was the most beautiful thing she had ever seen, and she wanted to hold onto the memory forever, to sear it into the inside of her eyelids so it would be the last thing she ever saw.
Standing carefully, not taking her eyes off the sky, she leaned out the window. The ground far below her tower hosted a garden of lavender, posies, and more, but the dainty flowers were nothing compared with the riot of color overhead.
As the rainbow paled to the familiar azure blue, Cäcilia slid to the floor with her eyes closed, desperate to hold onto the image. Her vision might’ve been slowly fading, but at least she had the memory of the colors chasing each other across the sky to hold onto when she could see no more.






  
  Chapter One 
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The view out the tower window was one of delight and wonder, though Cäcilia saw none of it. With her eyes closed, she swayed in time with the music pouring from her violin, but even opening them wouldn’t have made a difference. Over the past months, her vision had deteriorated to the point she could no longer see the difference between the greens of the forest-covered hills or the rich blue of the river. 
The sun pouring in her window provided enough light for her to see shapes, though the meager furnishings of the tower room hadn’t moved in the eighteen years she’d lived there. Knowing precisely where everything was kept her from banging into them — and her hair from tangling around them.
She turned her face to the warm rays, imaging the sapphire-blue feathers of the aerlisse soaking up the sun as the birds danced across the sky. Her earliest memories were filled with the dazzling sight, but only recently had she thought to capture them in song. The endeavor was proving harder than she expected.
If only the birds would fly close to her tower again, that she might hear their song and feel their flight on the wind. The last time she remembered hearing them was the day Amaran had left. Even before that, they had been coming less frequently. 
Cäcilia blamed the couple who had visited the castle months before.
Ever since then, the world had felt different. Amaran was gone more. The birds sang less. The colors had been less vibrant.
She couldn’t really blame the last one on them though. They weren’t the cause of the blindness that had been progressing since she was a child.
She missed colors the most.
When she thought about the couple, she saw silver and gold, wrapped in soft purple. 
Amaran was black with a blue that rivaled the aerlisse’s feathers.
Right, the aerlisse. She brought her thoughts back to the song she was composing about the birds. She adjusted the soft cloth for her chin and raised the bow to the strings again. The first few bars were perfect — gentle, lilting notes that rose to the trilling song of an early morning. Then came the measures that reminded her of their rich color and poise, and she smiled as she played the notes where they stretched forth their wings to launch into flight.
And then nothing.
Her fingers stilled on the strings as she tried to imagine the correct notes to capture the playful elegance of the aerlisse on the wind.
She tried an arpeggio and frowned, then a variation. No, neither would do. Her fingers found the handful of notes that sounded right, and she played around with them, straining to find the next step. Maybe if she started down a third and ran up… No, that wasn’t right either. She went back to the last section that was correct and played again, playing it faster than she normally would in the hopes that her fingers would find something new if she raced toward the edge. She reached the last note, and there was nothing but empty air and a yearning for flight.
She dropped the bow to her side in frustration. The last time the aerlisse had flown by her tower was too long ago. She couldn’t remember enough to capture them. Shuffling forward, she felt for the end of the bed with her foot. With the bow and violin in one hand, she ran her other over the quilt until she found the corner of the case. The violin nestled into its spot with ease, and she laid the soft chin cloth over it. A twist of the screw at the end of the bow released the tension on the horsehair before she placed it carefully on the hook on the lid of the case.
She lowered the lid of the wooden box, ensuring nothing was caught on the edge before fastening the buckles. She picked it up by the handle on the lid and moved to the wall, where she lowered the case into its assigned spot.
Straightening with a groan, she stretched her back, then lifted her hair to give her neck muscles a break. She hummed as she moved to the other side of the tower. Even with her eyes still closed, she stepped with confidence.
Well, as much confidence as one could have while also having to push swathes of hair out of the way. Amaran had never given a clear explanation for why Cäcilia’s hair grew to such lengths, but she always seemed perturbed when the girl asked about it.
Her toe bumped softly against the cupboard that stood against the wall, and with deft hands, she found the cup and pitcher and poured herself some water.
A trilling call outside the window sent her heart racing. Were the aerlisse back? She spun around, setting the pitcher down as she moved.
The pitcher landed on the edge, tumbling to the floor. Water splashed over her feet, quickly absorbed by the hair that pooled there.
“No, no, no,” she murmured, crouching down to find the water jug. She lifted it slowly in an effort to preserve the last of the water, but no pleasing slosh met her ears as she tipped the pitcher.
Without Amaran, she had no way of getting more water.
Cäcilia sank to the floor, tears filling her eyes. Was this to be her life? Trapped in darkness, unable to see beyond her tower, alone? 
“Amaran? Where are you?” she whispered.






  
  Chapter Two 
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Peadar balanced on the topmost branch of the tallest tree on his island, his wings fluttering just enough to battle the wind that had driven away the clouds. 
The neighboring island had been hidden behind a heavy bank of fog for as long as he could remember. But something had changed a few months ago, and now not only could An Dorchadas be seen from the Never Isles, but he had also discovered that Tìr nan Òg was much closer than he’d realized.
Peadar watched the prisoners across the water navigate the island on foot with a slight shudder. Being exiled was one thing, but for a faery to have a collar of iron limiting their magic, their ability to fly… That was an altogether crueler punishment.
The newest inhabitant of the island had no wings with which to take flight, however. And while the faeries accepted their fate, this fellow had made several attempts to escape. What the fool didn’t realize was that there was no way from An Dorchadas back to Tìr nan Òg.
Peadar stepped off the branch and fell, letting his wings catch the wind. With a few quick beats, he rose above the trees again and headed for the mainland, a grin spreading across his face. With the fog gone, getting to Tìr nan Òg from the Never Isles was easy. None of the magical barriers around An Dorchadas extended this far.
He noticed the new prisoner watching him, so Peadar flipped onto his back and waved jauntily at the man. Whatever he had done to be exiled was more than enough reason to be teased.
The wind over the open water buffeted him, and Peadar turned into it. A few minutes of skillful flying, and he reached the mainland. With a whoop, he dove down into the trees, twisting and turning among their branches. Every tree on the Never Isles was mapped on his mind, so he could fly through them with his eyes closed. But the unfamiliar forest offered a challenge he’d been yearning for.
He struck out toward the river he’d found the last time he’d gone adventuring. It supposedly flowed into a huge loch where lived a monster of untold size. He laughed. Wouldn’t that be an adventure? To find a monster — maybe to fight it, maybe to friend it!
Peadar’s green and brown clothing blended well with the landscape of the Never Isles, but here on Tìr nan Òg, everything was brighter and bolder. Trees were so green they looked blue. Flowers fairly glowed with pinks and oranges, and even the clouds that dotted the sky were alive with color. 
Diving low, he skimmed over the river, trailing his hand through the water. A song filled his senses, and he danced in time to the notes. His eyes drifted to a close, and he soared upward as the music commanded, pirouetting and twirling.
Abruptly the song ended, and his
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