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			Summertime on the Mainland

			The fairies of Pixie Hollow did not dream.

			Far away in Never Land—the land of mermaids and pirates, giants and lost boys and fairies—what need could there be?

			In Pixie Hollow, magic was no fleeting shimmer that appeared in the night and disappeared with the dawn. Magic was the reality of the fairies’ waking hours, the basis of their very existence, woven into the life of the land. There was no need for dreaming, strictly speaking.

			But something more than need drove Periwinkle as she drifted through the gathering twilight along the border of Winter and Spring. A soft snowfall dusted her pale shoulders, her short silver hair. The wind smelled like pine resin and frost, and somewhere far away, she heard the cry of a snowy owl.

			As a winter fairy, Periwinkle could not cross the bridge that linked these two quarters of their realm; her winter wings wouldn’t last in the warmth of the spring sunshine. But hovering at the edge of Pixie Hollow’s Winter, she could smell the flowers that were forever blooming in Spring, and she could see the soft green grass. And, if she let herself pretend just a little, she could imagine she saw butterflies and fireflies floating like jewels and stars on the air.

			Periwinkle found herself here more and more often: caught between her world and another one. Caught on the brink of—something.

			There was just something about boundaries, and edges, and borders, and other kinds of in-between spaces, she thought. Something about the way she couldn’t predict what might happen there, or what might appear. Found things, Periwinkle sometimes called these little surprises. Trinkets and tokens of the unexpected.

			No, it wasn’t need that drove Periwinkle to the border. Because her life was fun, and free, and exciting. She and her best friends Spike and Gliss were always bursting with ideas and energy. They were frost-talents, nature fairies who brought winter to the Mainland at the end of every autumn, and they spent the better part of the year busily preparing for it. Everyone in the Winter Woods knew them, and they knew everyone—well, almost everyone—in the Winter Woods.

			Periwinkle loved her friends, and she loved her talent. They were beautiful constants in her life, like fixed stars in the winter sky.

			But no matter how much Periwinkle loved and counted on her guiding stars, there was always a little piece of her searching for surprises. Seeking after the promise of found things, full of curiosity that only grew as it was fed.

			Yearning to welcome the magic of the unexpected.

			She finally found it there, that summer evening in Winter, close to its border with Spring.

			For a moment, she thought the little puff on the ground was a small white flower, something that had drifted over from some delicate, waxy-leaved Spring tree and hadn’t yet frozen in the chilly Winter air. When she got closer, it looked more like a tuft of cotton—impossible, since cotton couldn’t grow through the snow that never melted, and the thing glittered with iridescent light, like a frosted cloud of rainbow.

			Periwinkle fluttered softly to the ground, feeling the powdery snow give way beneath her feet, and bent to pick up the little shimmering puff—

			“Jingles!” She gave a quiet gasp of surprise as it began to melt into her skin.

			One minute, she had been cupping it in her palms, watching it sparkle like a handful of gems. And the next, it had disappeared, sinking into the pale skin of her hands like melting ice.

			The unexpected—there, and gone.

			Or was it?

			Periwinkle didn’t feel any different, at first. There was no change to the way her wings carried her home, no difference in the way her talent worked as she experimentally frosted a birch branch on the edge of the Frost Forest.

			But there was a reason the winter fairies weren’t supposed to wander so close to the border. And for the first time, Periwinkle wondered if the warmth of its sunshine was the only reason why they were meant to keep well away.

			She didn’t know just how impossible it was to control what happened in those in-between places, where reality threaded itself through gaps in the rules. Where the ordinary could be altered into something sparkling and rare.

			Periwinkle had her first dream that night.

			She had her second the night after that.

			And with them, a new kind of in-between place became magically open to her.

			Periwinkle was pretty well used to threading the gaps in the rules that governed life in Pixie Hollow. But the adventure she found—there at the heart of the dream magic, at the end of the thread—was a rare and sparkling one, indeed.
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			The Last Day of Autumn on the Mainland

			The Frost Forest sparkled like a diamond beneath the winter sun the day before the winter fairies were due to cross the Never Sea. From roots to treetops, it was covered with icicles and frost and snow, and full of fairies practicing.

			Tomorrow, Periwinkle and the rest of the nature-talent winter fairies would leave to take winter to the Mainland. Today was the last day of autumn there, the close of a season of long golden light, rich harvests, carpets of red and orange leaves, and all sorts of other things Periwinkle had only glimpsed at their withered, faded ends.

			It would be up to her and her friends to bring the turning of the season—to shepherd animals into hibernation, to brush the last of the leaves off the trees and change the color of the earth and the sky, to send snowflakes spiraling from the clouds and to tuck the world beneath a blanket of frost.

			With winter, the humans mostly retreated inside, and nature curled up to sleep after a long year of doing and growing and making. The fairies who stayed behind in the Winter Woods would get a rest, too; as soon as the nature fairies made their way to the Mainland, the Frost Festival would begin for everyone left.

			But there was no time for a rest for Periwinkle and her friends yet. They had a busy, exciting winter season ahead of them, and talents that had needed stretching and shaping after a long, lazy spring and summer.

			And for that, they needed to keep practicing.

			“On your marks—”

			Gliss was counting them down. Spike’s wings brushed Periwinkle’s with an impatient flutter. She hovered wing to wing in a clearing with them, her two best friends, watching the shift of the sunlight through her closed eyelids.

			“Get set—”

			It was the only thing she saw when she shut her eyes during the day. Light, or darkness.

			It wouldn’t be until she shut her eyes at night, to go where sleep would take her, that she’d find something else completely.

			“Go!”

			Periwinkle opened her eyes. The Frost Forest glittered around her, evergreens and silver birches above, icy undergrowth and frozen ponds below. A breeze at her back told her Gliss and Spike had raced off toward opposite edges of the forest, Spike toward the Juniper Glade side and Gliss toward Snowlight Square.

			And as Periwinkle bolted in the direction of Snow Globe Mountain, she remembered she’d been in the Frost Forest with her friends last night, too—in her dreams.

			In the beginning, everything about dreaming had confused her, and the few books about human dreaming that she’d secretly studied at the Hall of Winter hadn’t made things much clearer. But the dreams made more sense to her, now. Most of them were like if her daytime life had been shaken up, dumped out, and pieced together into a story that only partly made sense.

			She, Gliss, and Spike had been practicing in the Frost Forest every day for weeks, so of course she’d dreamed about being there last night. Except, in her dream, every time she’d tried to frost a tree or a patch of brush, she’d glazed it in sugar, instead. She’d been totally bewildered, trying over and over to make frost and finding instead she’d candied a pine tree.

			Remembering it now, Periwinkle understood why she’d craved a cinnamon roll from Lattice’s Bakery the second she’d opened her eyes.

			Dreams were weird. But wonderful, too.

			At the edge of the clearing, the first tree she reached was a fir, spicy-smelling with soft, fuzzy needles. As Periwinkle laid her palms on it, she felt her magic rise and expand, like she was blowing out a breath, and a sparkling layer of frost swept over the fir’s needles and branches and trunk.

			An instant later, she’d moved on. A skinny silver birch was next, and then a clump of bushes. Up in the trees, other fairies were practicing, too: snowflake fairies unrolled layers of snow over tree bark, or carved snowflakes and sent them cartwheeling to the ground; icicle-talent fairies practiced hanging icicles to glitter and shine from every branch.

			On and on Periwinkle flew, cutting a straight line through the forest, frosting whatever lay in her path. Nearly everything in the Winter Woods was already dusted with ice and snow, but Periwinkle and her friends were taking one last chance to build the speed and energy it took to frost whole fields, whole forests, whole houses and towns.

			“Done!” Spike called, her voice far away but getting closer as she returned to the clearing where they’d started.

			“Me too!” Gliss’s voice rang out, before a brief pause. “Periwinkle?”

			“Done!” Periwinkle called a second later; she’d been distracted. Following the sound of her friends’ voices, she made her way back, and felt her heart give a sparkly little thump in her chest when she saw them waiting for her.

			Her friends were just the same as they’d always been. Only Periwinkle, hiding the new, secret, dreaming part of herself, had changed.

			The girls worked in the Frost Forest the rest of the day, switching up their technique with every run. Sometimes they worked alone, sometimes together, this time focusing on speed in case a human appeared, that time prioritizing attention to the tiniest detail.

			By the time the woods had gone soft purple with twilight, they finally felt ready. Spike and Periwinkle were discussing a trick they’d used together in a clump of ferns when Gliss broke in with a giddy whisper, silver ponytail whipping like it was just as excited as she was.

			“Peri. Peri. Over there.” Gliss pointed back over her shoulder, toward a stand of spruces. Her grin was huge. “Look. It’s Fletcher, with the guys.”

			Fletcher. Periwinkle sighed. “Don’t look over—don’t look!” she whispered to Spike, who, of course, looked.

			Spike rolled her eyes. “Oh, no, Periwinkle, it’s the cutest sparrow man in the Winter Woods. Oh, no, everyone freak out and drop everything,” she said, not bothering to lower her voice.

			Periwinkle cringed. “Are you hoping they can hear you all the way in the warm seasons?” she hissed. But there’d be no convincing Spike to be subtle. So when Gliss darted away toward the guys, Periwinkle let herself turn and watch her greet Slush and Sled. And, of course, Sled’s friend Fletcher.

			Slush hopped off his snowboard first, wearing his usual laid-back smile. He was a glacier-talent fairy, but from the wild state of his hair and clothes, he didn’t look much like he’d been practicing. “Where were you boarding?” Spike yelled, hands cupped around her mouth. “The Drift? Snow Globe Mountain?”

			Slush made a face, jamming his beanie on over his hair. “Yeah, right. If I wanted to wipe out that hard, I might as well head over to Skull Rock.”

			Their other friend, Sled, was an animal-talent fairy, pale with dark hair and a natural charm that never let him down. From the animal fur all over his shirt, he looked like he and Fletcher had been saying goodbye to Sled’s favorite family of rabbits near Snowcap Glade.

			And Fletcher…Well.

			He’d essentially clapped eyes on Periwinkle at his Arrival and decided he’d seen enough to fall for her. Periwinkle was still deciding what she thought of this.

			“Serious question,” Spike said, turning to Periwinkle. “Does Fletcher ever stop smiling?”

			“Come on, Spike. Fletcher’s…nice.” Periwinkle winced at the strain in her own voice.

			“He’s like a puppy,” Spike said. “But I guess if you want someone to stare at you adoringly, follow you around wherever you go, and slobber all over you—”

			“This metaphor is getting really weird,” Periwinkle interrupted.

			“You’re inevitable,” Spike said. “It’s boring. He’s boring. But you’re pretty, and he’s pretty, and we all know it’s going to happen, so. Whatever makes you happy.”

			As Gliss and the guys crossed the glade back toward her and Spike, Periwinkle tried to study Fletcher objectively.

			Objectively, he was handsome. Gold hair, green eyes, fair skin, sturdy build. Fletcher was an icicle-talent, popular for being straightforward and cheerful—pleasant, always, with everyone.

			Pleasant. Handsome. She might as well have been talking about the weather, or a really friendly animal.

			There was another thing, too. Periwinkle dreamed about her friends all the time—Spike and Gliss, and Dewey, the Keeper who oversaw the Hall of Winter. Sled and Slush showed up sometimes, too.

			She hadn’t dreamed about Fletcher even once. And yet she felt somehow like she was just drifting toward him, like a glacier in a long slow slide.

			“Hear me out,” Gliss said, spreading her hands as her smile spread across her face.

			“No,” Spike said. “No. The guys aren’t invited.”

			“Well, I wasn’t going to invite them over,” Gliss began.

			“Good.” Periwinkle gave a sigh of relief. She turned to explain to Slush and Sled, doing her best to avoid looking at Fletcher, who’d come to stand beside her. “Tonight’s our last girls’ night before we head to the Mainland. We’re going to talk, cuddle up with our snacks, do frosty eye masks, go to sleep early—”

			“Gliss said you guys might come to that snowflake prep party in Juniper Glade,” Fletcher said, giving an open, friendly smile. “It could be fun.”

			Gliss winced, looking guilty. Periwinkle gave her a long-suffering stare.

			She’d gotten an invitation, of course. Periwinkle was always getting invitations. And the prep parties were fun.

			But Periwinkle had had a long fall season, and she’d planned for an evening in with her best friends.

			She’d also been counting on a long night of dreaming.

			“Peri, you know we don’t have to go tonight if you don’t want to,” Spike said. She was squinting curiously at Periwinkle, like something was just dawning on her.

			Gliss held up a hand. “Um, yes she does?” And then she and Spike were at it, quicker than anyone but Periwinkle could follow, and she couldn’t help laughing.

			“So.” Fletcher looked down at her. “What do you think? It could be fun to hang out.”

			His eyes really were a nice shade of green.

			When Periwinkle gave a polite smile and a nod, his answering smile was sunshine-brilliant. “I guess,” she said. “If everyone else wants to.”

			It was all she could think to say. Because Fletcher was asking her about the party, but he was asking her about more than that, too.

			All their friends were so confident she and Fletcher would be great together. And who was to say? Maybe Periwinkle didn’t have to feel certain about him. Maybe her friends knew her well enough to be certain for her.

			But Periwinkle’s friends didn’t know she’d never dreamed about Fletcher. Didn’t know that being with him didn’t feel like falling softly into sleep, or waking up fresh from it.

			Maybe her friends knew better than she did. But something about the way Fletcher was looking at her just then gave Periwinkle the feeling of staring at the ceiling over a long, frustrating night, wishing she could fall asleep at all.
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			Juniper Glade got its name from the trees that ringed the Hall of Winter. But as they made their way to the snowflake prep party that night, Periwinkle found herself staring at the huge crowd gathered beneath the trees, instead.

			Periwinkle was one of the most social fairies in the Winter Woods. Tonight, though, her thoughts were already wandering back home, focused on the promise of dreaming. Not that dreaming was more important than being with her friends, awake—but because tonight might be her last chance all winter.

			Would the dreaming still work on the Mainland? Or would her thoughts go still and empty again at night?

			Periwinkle forced her attention from her worries back to the present and her friends. “How’s my hair?” she asked Gliss, raising her voice over the music-talents playing in the trees.

			“Perfect! Both of you are perfect.” Gliss brushed Spike’s bangs to one side, then wrapped her arms around her friends. “This is going to be the best party ever.”

			“You always say that,” Spike said with a laugh. But despite Periwinkle’s distraction, as the three of them flew into the trees, she wondered if Gliss might actually be right this time.

			Music-talent fairies—drummers and icicle pipers and a singing-talent—stood in the space between four juniper trees. Every tree was hung with glittering lightcatchers, icicles crafted to catch sunlight or starlight or moonlight and release it at a touch. Winter fairies danced between the trees, laughing beneath the lightcatchers and singing along with the music-talents. Baskets were lined up on the ground outside the circle.

			“Heads up!” A whistle came from high in the branches, and hoots and cheers went up from the fairies dancing down below as the snow began to fall. Periwinkle twirled and spun alongside Gliss and Spike, feeling like she was dancing in a snow globe as the snowflakes cartwheeled down in a curtain around the dance floor, falling from the trees into their woven baskets below.

			“Periwinkle!” A light-talent fairy in a shimmering party dress flittered across the crowd and seized her hands. “It’s good to see you! I’m so glad you came!”

			The fairy had luminous light brown skin, with sparkling brown eyes and pale hair she wore in two braids. And Periwinkle, to her own horror, could not remember her name.

			“Of course!” Periwinkle said. She drifted with the light fairy toward the edge of the dance floor, racking her memory even as she smiled her brightest smile. Spike and Gliss waved hello but kept dancing; they were no help at all. “I love cheering on the snowflake-talents. How close are they to meeting their Mainland quota?”

			“Well, things were going really well for a while—they were almost halfway there before a bunch of wolf pups came barreling out of the clearing into three of the baskets.” The light-talent tossed a braid over her shoulder, giving something between a grin and a grimace. “Let’s just say we’re not there yet. But we’ve got snacks and drinks—I’m handling those—so even if it takes a while, the snowflake-talents will be able to keep their strength up.”

			“They should’ve made sure they had animal-talents around instead of musicians,” Periwinkle said, and she and the light-talent fairy broke into giggles. When they’d gotten ahold of themselves again, she asked, “What can I do? How can I help you?”

			“Well, like you said, the music-talents are here. Obviously,” the other fairy said loudly, gesturing to one ear and then to the dancing crowd. “We’ve got five or six fairies rotating out the snowflake baskets as they get full, and Lattice brought pastries over from her place in Snowlight Square. But if you aren’t too busy to help out—because I’m sure you’ll have a hundred fairies to talk to—would you mind keeping the melted ice and winterberry juice frosty?” She asked the question almost apologetically, shrugging her shoulders and holding up her hands.

			But Periwinkle was insistent. “Of course I don’t mind!” she said. “Point me to the table and I’m there.” So when the light-talent led her across the clearing, Periwinkle followed her to the table and immediately got to work frosting the drink pitchers.

			It was good to have a job to do. Even if the job meant ignoring the dishes of petits fours on the table for a few minutes. Even if some of the petits fours were caramel, and some were pumpkin, and some were pomegranate, and some were—

			“Periwinkle?”

			Her shoulders tensed.

			She didn’t even have to look up from the table, or strain to listen over the music. Periwinkle knew who’d said her name just from the slightly dreamy expression of the light-talent still beside her.

			She only shut her eyes for a second as Fletcher came around the table to her side. But it was enough to help her get control of herself as she took in his pleased smile and easy body language. “Hey, Periwinkle, Flare. It’s good to see you both.”

			Flare! That was the light-talent fairy’s name. Periwinkle smiled, feeling a rush of relief—and then a trickle of misgiving when Fletcher smiled back even more broadly.

			“Your hair looks cool,” he said.

			Periwinkle brushed the ends of her two tiny pigtails. “Thanks. Spike did it.”

			“Cool.” Fletcher bobbed his head, throat working. Flare raised her pale eyebrows at Periwinkle, who did her best to act like she didn’t notice.

			“Periwinkle, could I talk to you about something?” Fletcher blurted the words out so quickly she could hardly understand them.

			“Um, sure.” Periwinkle didn’t feel sure. Another batch of snowflakes tumbled down from the trees, and flurries kicked up in her stomach.

			“I…” Fletcher paused. “Ah. A few of us are running through some joint techniques together out in the clearing—you know, different nature-talents practicing together. Just a last-minute thing. I thought you might be interested.”

			This was not what Periwinkle had thought Fletcher was going to say. Honestly, she was pretty sure it wasn’t what Fletcher thought Fletcher was going to say.

			“Oh, that’s a good idea. Have you tried putting the light-talents and the snowflake-talents to work together?” Periwinkle asked, nodding at Flare. “I bet it’s hard to deliver a snowfall in the dark.”

			Fletcher glanced up at the trees. “Well, the snowflake-talents are kind of busy.”

			“Right.” Periwinkle winced. “Of course.”

			“But we’ve put the fast-fliers together with the animal-talents, seeing what they can do with animal scents on the wind,” he said. “Seeing if they can help them into hibernation. It seems to be working.”

			“Wow.” Periwinkle was impressed. “That’s an incredible idea, Fletcher.”

			“Well, now I sort of wish it was my idea.” Fletcher ducked his head, blushing a little. “Sled suggested it, though.”

			“Oh!” Periwinkle nodded. “Got it.”

			She pressed her lips together and tried not to wince at herself. Again.

			“Fletch! Peri! Flare!” Periwinkle jumped at Sled’s voice. But she gave a sigh of relief when he chose that moment to swoop over and rescue them.

			“Nice idea with the joint talent practice sessions,” she said, bumping him with her shoulder.

			“Oh yeah?” he asked. “My next idea was to put the frost-talents to work with the icicle-talents. I’d be interested to see how well you guys work together.” Sled fluffed his dark hair, cutting his eyes from Periwinkle to Fletcher and then back to Periwinkle. There was a significant pause as both sparrow men waited for her to reply.

			The music-talents kept playing, and the snowflake-talents kept working, and Periwinkle just kept staring back at Fletcher and Sled, searching for the right thing to say.

			When a lightcatcher went out just over her head, it felt like a bad sign. Like—all her thoughts and ideas had disappeared, and whatever answer she gave them, it wasn’t going to be the one they wanted to hear.

			She was grateful when Flare chimed in unexpectedly. “What if icicle-talents team up with the light-talent fairies going to the Mainland?” she asked. “They could work on creating lightcatchers on the fly.”

			“That’s brilliant.” Sled latched avidly onto the idea, and Periwinkle slipped gladly into the background as he, Flare, and Fletcher started turning it over.

			As she watched Fletcher’s cheerful conversation with the others, though, Periwinkle couldn’t help wondering if there was simply something wrong with her.

			Anyone else would be happy with him, whispered her thoughts. Why can’t you?

			But even as she was fretting over this, the sound of an argument cut through the party.

			“I’m too low on supplies!” someone argued. “You promised you wouldn’t let us get this low again. Not after last time. It simply isn’t safe.”

			“I have written to Queen Clarion. She has spoken with her healers and the warm-season gatherers.” This voice—deep, strong, but restrained—she recognized immediately as Lord Milori’s. “The supplies you’ve requested will arrive very soon.”

			“What’s going on?” Gliss whispered. She, Slush, and Spike had flown quickly to join them at the table. Periwinkle fluttered a little farther off the ground to get a better look at whoever was talking.

			“I don’t know,” she said. “Who is that? The sparrow man Lord Milori’s arguing with?”

			Lord Milori’s broad figure was familiar, with his pale skin, silver hair, serious eyes, and slow, deliberate gait. He’d guarded the Winter Woods for as long as Periwinkle—as long as anyone—could remember.

			But the other fairy’s name escaped her. Brown-haired, slim, and fair-skinned, he wore an oak-leaf shirt with a snowy owl–feather sash across his front. Given how young he looked, Periwinkle was surprised to notice the wrinkles around his eyes and on his forehead.

			“It’s Dougal.” Fletcher grimaced. “You know. The healer.”

			Oh.

			Dougal’s Apothecary was an inconspicuous little place in Snowlight Square with a stone face and carved-ice windows, near Gliss’s house and Lattice’s Bakery. Periwinkle had never been inside the apothecary, but she’d peeked in at its shelves filled with jars of herbs and tiny bottles full of tinctures. She’d always thought it must smell nice inside.

			Periwinkle didn’t know Dougal personally. But everyone knew what had happened to him.

			“Your priorities are misplaced,” Dougal said too loudly, jutting a finger. “The winter fairies are clamoring for the start of the Frost Festival and the First Frost Ball, but the threat of illness—”

			“I am not distracted with the Frost Festival or the ball,” Lord Milori said sternly.

			“But I mean, even if he were, who could blame him?” Gliss whispered, making a face. “Everyone says the Frost Festival’s really exciting, and we’ve all worked so hard. Fairies who aren’t going to the Mainland should get a break and a chance to celebrate. Even if, like, we can’t go.” The Frost Festival would begin after the fairies bound for the Mainland left. It would be six days of feasts and games and celebrations, with the First Frost Ball—a masquerade, at the Hall of Winter—marking its end. Periwinkle and her friends always missed it while they were away, but the Frost Festival was supposed to be one of the most fabulous events held in the Winter Woods.

			“True,” Fletcher said. “But healing supplies feel kind of important.”

			Spike just frowned. “Poor Dougal.”

			“As I said, our supplies will arrive in a timely fashion,” Lord Milori said. “We will not have to go to extraordinary lengths to retrieve them.”

			“Forgive me if I struggle to trust your assessment of the situation,” Dougal said, lips pursed tightly. “Last time, we were the ones to pay the price for your mistakes.”

			Periwinkle drew in a sharp breath, glancing wordlessly—instinctively—to Spike and Gliss.

			The music fairies had stopped playing and singing by now, and snowflakes had stopped tumbling down from the trees. Periwinkle and her friends exchanged knowing looks.

			They knew what Dougal meant. The whole Winter Woods knew.

			Dougal’s wife, Selene, had gotten lost retrieving flu supplies last year—near Snow Globe Mountain, everyone thought.

			Nobody could be positive, though. Because Selene had never come back.

			“I have much on my mind,” Lord Milori said. His voice was as even as ever, like somehow Dougal’s accusation hadn’t ruffled him at all. “The Winter Woods are mine to lead and protect. The festival and the ball are, indeed, priorities. But if you’re truly insinuating that merrymaking has distracted me, you’ve become more contrary than I believed, Dougal.”

			“And you remain blind to your own limitations,” Dougal snapped. “Do let me know when you’ve remembered them again.”

			He flew away from Juniper Glade then. And though Lord Milori gently gestured to the music-talents and snowflake-talents that they ought to continue, the whole party felt like a snowflake knocked off course on its way to the ground.

			Gliss was always the best at smoothing over a situation, so she was the first to go back to dancing, dragging Slush back along with her as the musicians struck up again. When Flare went back to fussing over pastries and Spike asked Sled something about winter animal movements, Periwinkle was left more or less alone with Fletcher, watching snowflakes fall sporadically from the juniper trees overhead.

			“Do you want to dance?” Fletcher asked. Periwinkle hesitated.

			“It’s not that I don’t,” she said. “But…”

			Her voice trailed off. Fletcher waited patiently for her to finish whatever she’d meant to say.

			Periwinkle prodded her feelings experimentally, just once more. Her feelings rolled over like a possum playing dead.

			“But it’s not that you do, either,” Fletcher finally supplied, when she’d been quiet for too long.

			Fletcher had heard a lot of but from her over the last few months.

			Staring up at him, searching his face for something even Periwinkle herself couldn’t name, she wondered desperately if maybe Spike was right, and they were inevitable, and she was just being too picky.

			Periwinkle didn’t dislike spending time with Fletcher; that wasn’t the problem. The problem was that being with Fletcher felt like waiting—and not like she was holding her breath, anticipating something. It felt like hanging around, passing the time.

			But Periwinkle knew the anticipation of searching for magic, of waiting on dreams. And she wanted that feeling. She wanted to feel like she was waiting for something, not waiting for something to pass.

			“I’m going to call it an early night,” she said to him quietly. She nodded toward Lord Milori, who was making his way toward his snowy owl. “Apart from anything else, all of that was kind of upsetting.”

			Fletcher nodded, ever gracious. “I understand,” he said. “Do you want me to fly home with you?”

			Spike and Sled looked over, surprised. “You’re leaving?” Spike asked. Periwinkle avoided her eyes.

			“Thanks, Fletcher. But I’m good,” she said. “I’ll see you in the morning, okay?” she added, feeling a pang of guilt at Spike’s curious expression as she flew away.

			It seemed like Periwinkle felt guilty more and more often, these days. Over Fletcher’s feelings, over her own secrets.

			Because who was she anymore, hiding things from her friends? She felt like another person keeping the truth about her dreams from Gliss and Spike. But would they understand? Periwinkle could never be sure.

			Yet there was no denying her relief as she cleared Juniper Glade’s tree line and the night grew quiet around her. While Gliss lived in Snowlight Square, and Spike’s home was in an evergreen near Chilly Falls, Periwinkle lived in a little snowball of a place high above the Frost Forest. It was where she went to sleep every night, wondering where her dreams would take her next. Where every morning she woke up, trying to understand what was happening inside her own head.

			It might’ve helped if she could talk to someone about it. Lord Milori might have known something, or Dewey, the Keeper of All Fairy Knowledge. But the dreams had to be kept a secret from them, as well as from her friends.

			At first, she hadn’t felt the need to talk to anyone. Because at first, the dreams had just been hodgepodges of her thoughts. They’d been silly nonsense dreams, like the one where she’d sugared birch trees like bonbons. There had been a funny dream about a snowball fight with Gliss and Spike, and a mildly anxious dream where she’d been late leaving for the Mainland. She’d once had a very confusing dream where she’d tried to get an iced chamomile tea from her favorite tearoom, but they’d told her they only had ferrets and rabbits in stock.

			But I don’t want a ferret or a rabbit, she’d said. I want tea! And the sparrow man running the tearoom had just shrugged and pointed to a group of animals in the corner. One huge white rabbit had blinked its glassy black eyes at her, like it didn’t know what it was doing there, either.

			The nightmares had started a few weeks after that. And in them, she’d been afraid as she never had in her waking life.

			It wasn’t that nothing bad ever happened in Pixie Hollow; accidents could happen anywhere. But one of Periwinkle’s nightmares saw the Winter Woods’ Pixie Dust Well completely dry up—just disappear, like the wind had blown it away. Another nightmare held a snowstorm so ferocious that it ripped trees from the ground by their roots, tore off whole branches. Periwinkle had been overwhelmed by an inexplicable sense of horror, of sickness, both of them strange and terrible new feelings.

			In the nightmares, a haze of violet obscured the world around her. There was chaos, there was destruction, there was bone-deep terror.

			But there was also something else.

			Even in Periwinkle’s darkest nightmares, there was always a spark of—something. She couldn’t remember what it was the next day. What it had looked like, or how she’d found it, or even, really, what it had done. But she knew it had been there.

			It had felt like a friend standing beside her. Like a hand to hold in the dark.

			These nightmares weren’t like her other dreams; they didn’t look anything like her life during the day. She couldn’t understand why they’d begun.

			But she had come to realize that dreams were an in-between space. They were just as full of possibility as the borders between the seasons. Anything could, and did, happen there.

			The nightmares had nearly driven her to ask Lord Milori for guidance, or Dewey. But Lord Milori wouldn’t have been happy to find out Periwinkle had been tiptoeing around near the border of Winter and Spring, for one thing. Dewey would’ve worried.

			Still. If she’d only had the nightmares to reckon with, she might have done it. They probably would’ve looked for a way to make them stop.

			And Periwinkle wasn’t ready for the dreams to go away.

			Because the dreams felt like finding a new way to frost. They were like finding a new way to fly. Periwinkle felt like she’d found a new way to see the world.

			Every dream, every nightmare, even, had that spark of something in it. A light that could outshine a nightmare. That hand reaching out to her.

			And Periwinkle was determined to hold on to it.

		

	
		
			
				Found in Dougal’s Apothecary, in Healer’s Bag:

				List of Cures for Headaches

				
						
						More Sleep

						Patient merely groggier than usual.

						

						
						Forehead Frosting

						Nothing.

						

						
						Less Sleep

						Worse pain than before. Do not attempt again.

						

						
						Increased Melted Ice Consumption

						Helped? Or imagined improvement?

						

						
						Head Massage

						Helped temporarily. Patient fell asleep.

						

						
						Peppermint Oil

						No change, excepting patient’s briefly smelling like candy.
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			Periwinkle woke up looking at the night sky.

			Her thoughts were slushy, sluggish. She knew she’d fallen asleep in her bed, tucked beneath her favorite feather blanket, the dregs of an iced chamomile tea on her nightstand.

			When Periwinkle had finally shut her eyes, she’d expected to be in her own room the next time she opened them, seeing the sunrise the day of their trip to the Mainland. But though she glimpsed what might’ve been the dawn in her periphery, the moon was still high, and the stars shimmered brightly overhead.

			Still, an unpleasant heat lingered somewhere around her stomach. Why?

			And then Periwinkle remembered. She’d had a nightmare.

			Somehow, it had brought her here—barefoot, deep in the woods, not far from the Pixie Dust Well. And when she looked to the sky again, she saw that what she’d taken for the sunrise was something else entirely.

			Strangely colored lights hovered in little wisps just over her head, some of them luminous green and rose and blue, others a slick, oily black-purple hardly visible against the night sky. They floated around her temples and the crown of her head like a halo, as if they’d been sprinkled with pixie dust. Periwinkle sat up and nudged at one small, rose-colored wisp of cloud with her index finger, but it disappeared into her skin the moment she touched it.

			“What are you?” she whispered to the night.

			Periwinkle didn’t expect the night to answer. But it did.

			“They’re your dreams,” said a voice behind her. Periwinkle turned, startled to find that she wasn’t alone, and fluttered up from her place on the ground.

			The owner of the voice was a sparrow man. Another winter fairy, of course, but she couldn’t quite place him. He was much taller than she was but just as pale, with thick, tousled black hair that curled around his ears and forehead and just above the high collar of his raven-feather waistcoat. Despite his relaxed posture—he was almost slouching, really—his cheeks were flushed, like he’d flown over to wherever they were in a hurry.

			His most striking trait, though, was his eyes. They were almost black, the dark of a night that promised something—a party, a story, a dream. But despite that promise, the look in them made Periwinkle feel like she was reckoning with a nocturnal animal in the dark. Like he could look at her and see everything, and she could see nothing at all.

			“How did you know I was dreaming?” she asked. His brow furrowed.

			“Because,” he said, like it was simple. Obvious. “I dream, too.”

			Obvious, like seeing dawn on the horizon when the second star was still out. Simple, like waking to find yourself wearing the aurora borealis like a crown.

			Just four little words. And yet, hearing them, Periwinkle could hardly breathe.

			“You dream, too?” Her voice sounded airless. “How?”

			The sparrow man frowned. “It started right after my Arrival. Didn’t you…?”

			He trailed off. When Periwinkle didn’t fill in the silence, he spoke again. “I was nearby when I heard you cry out. I thought someone might be hurt.”

			“No, I’m not h—What is that?” Periwinkle yelped.

			A spider the size of her pinky nail had just hopped out of the sparrow man’s breast pocket. It sat on his shoulder now, glowing iridescent and staring at her out of eight liquid black eyes.

			“He’s a spider.”

			“I know he’s a spider.” Periwinkle grimaced, fluttering backward a bit. She couldn’t decide if she was more curious or repelled. “Why is he on your shoulder? Why is he the same color as my dreams?”

			The sparrow man shrugged. “I think he is a dream. I haven’t quite figured him out. But I woke up one day, and there he was. His name is Legs.” He paused. “Because, you know. He has so many legs.”

			“Yeah,” she said faintly. “I got it.” Periwinkle felt almost dizzy, like she might drift out of her own body and float wingless into the sky.

			For three whole months, she’d kept her dreaming to herself. She’d been living half inside her own head, mesmerized by what her mind could do, unable to tell anyone else for fear of being misunderstood or losing the dreams completely.

			And here he had appeared, like magic, somehow able to understand without any explanation at all.

			She realized then that she knew what to call his spider, but not him. “Um, my name’s Periwinkle, by the way,” she added uncertainly. “I’m a frost-talent. I—”

			“I know who you are.” He dipped his head, eyes significant, never leaving hers. “I’m Weaver.”

			She bit her lip. “I know I recognize you. We’ve just never—I mean, I’ve never—”

			“We move in different circles,” he said. “It’s fine.”

			He said it almost neutrally. Periwinkle might not have noticed the hint of sarcasm in his voice if she hadn’t been paying attention. But Periwinkle was paying attention, and for her part, she felt more than a hint of embarrassment.

			She should know him; the Winter Woods weren’t impossibly large. And it hadn’t escaped her that it was the second time that night she’d met someone and not known their name.

			But Weaver ignored her sheepishness, looking again to the lights drifting over her head, floating higher and higher like snowflakes caught on a breeze. “What were you dreaming about?”

			Periwinkle tensed. “Why?”

			“Long story,” Weaver said. “Hold still.”

			Periwinkle held more than still; she held her breath. The world seemed to slow around her as he stepped close, slid a glove over each long-fingered, broad-knuckled hand, and caught at the dreams, pulling them out of the air to cup them in his palms.

			He worked at them carefully, separating the dark-colored dreams from the lighter ones, their glow reflected in the deep wells of his eyes. Then he put the dark ones in a black spider-silk pouch and stuffed it in his pocket.

			Periwinkle’s breath caught. “How did you do that? You touched them, and they didn’t melt away.”

			“Of course they didn’t.” Weaver frowned. “I’m a dream-talent. I work with dreams.”

			Periwinkle had never heard of a dream-talent. She thought hard, heart beginning to race. “My dreaming doesn’t feel like a talent. It’s not like when I’m working frost magic,” she said. “Frosting is something I do. Dreaming is just something that happens to me.”

			It didn’t sound like it just happened to Weaver.

			It sounded like maybe he could help her understand what was going on inside her head.

			“Ah.” His shoulders fell, almost imperceptibly. “So if your dreams didn’t start when you arrived, when did they start?”

			Periwinkle hesitated. “I found something,” she said. “Near Spring one evening.”

			His eyes narrowed. “What did you find?”

			“Nothing. I mean—well, not nothing.” She was babbling now. “Something. But I find stuff all the time. It’s kind of my thing.”

			“Okay, Sparkles.” He exhaled slowly through his nose. “Specifically, what did you find that you think caused you to start dreaming?”

			Sparkles? Periwinkle’s hackles went up, but she pushed past her irritation. “It looked sort of like—” Then she stopped and nodded at the light-colored dreams Weaver still held cradled in his palm. “Like that.”

			The dream was like a soft white-petaled flower, or a tuft of cotton. Like fiber made of shimmer and light and color.

			It looked like the thing she’d picked up off the ground three short months before.

			“I found it near the border of Spring. And when I picked it up, it melted into my hand. Inside my skin. The dreams started after that.”

			She was whispering, though they were the only two there in the woods. But Periwinkle wouldn’t have broken the delicate quiet between them any more than she would have shredded a bird’s nest or shattered a line of icicles.

			In the wide, strange light of the moon, Periwinkle almost thought she could have been dreaming then, except for the piercing look Weaver was giving her from beneath his eyelashes.

			“What were you dreaming about tonight?” Weaver asked again.

			Periwinkle didn’t particularly want to talk about her nightmare. But she remembered at once where sleep had taken her.

			In her dream, she’d been frosting a field on the Mainland with Spike and Gliss. It had been early morning, the grass spiky and dry and winter-pale, the sky as white as a pearl. The air had been so cold and clear that Periwinkle could see the breath of a family of soft-eyed cows trundling out of their barn. And there had been something in her hand—something like a thread, bright as gold, both running ahead of her and trailing behind like her glow.

			When
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