
        
            
                
            
        

    
	Tamzin and Dequan had plans, but Tamzin was whisked away to another life. She accepted a lifeline from a stranger and walked through a cave. Ten years on, another Christmas is coming when someone raises the question: whatever happened to Tamzin all those years ago?

	 

	 

	Tamzin’s life is full of new beginnings. Every few years it’s a new town, a new name, and another story to tell. The move when she is seventeen is the worst of all. Along with her name, she loses Dequan Qin and the magical year they were planning after Christmas.

	Unable to contact Dequan, Tamzin, now known as Rochelle, accepts a lifeline from a strange elf man. Matin offers a place for her to stay until it’s safe to be Tamzin again. Through the gateway into over there, the newly renamed Thomasine finds love and acceptance in a world of sparkling beauty. Lovers and friends, ever-sailing galleons, music, and magic offer distraction, but she never forgets Dequan.

	Ten years after Tamzin’s abrupt departure, Nelis and Xavier are having breakfast with their friend Lucy before they head off for the Christmas Eve orgy at the Pear Tree. Lucy is worried about her cousin Dequan. Ever since his girlfriend, Tamzin, left him without a word, he’s unable to commit to any of his lovers. Lucy is embarking on a new life of her own, but first, she puts the question to her friends: whatever happened to Tamzin Herrick all those years ago?
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	Author’s Note

	 

	 

	The Fairy in the Bed series features a sprawling cast of characters who wander in and out of one another’s stories. For more about this series, visit Lark’s website at https://larksinger.weebly.com

	Being Tamzin has its own site at https://beingtamzin.weebly.com

	The seven books of Being Tamzin tell Tamzin’s story, but some of the other characters in Being Tamzin 1 will be familiar via the following books.

	Tamzin’s lost boyfriend Dequan Qin first appeared in Queen of the May, and his romance is told in Geese a Laying, and Just Eloped.

	Lucy Tan, the territorial cousin who amuses Tamzin and who is friends with Nelis, appeared in The Pear Tree. She fell in love with Paris in Queen of the May. The meeting she describes with Dequan took place in Geese a Laying.

	Nelis Winter and Xavier Partridge got together in The Pear Tree, which is also where Nelis met Frances and Niall.

	Flick Dark has appeared in several books. She met her husband, Chas, in Tied up in Tinsel.

	The fay community at Windhill, involved in the chapter Statues, plays a large part in the Pixie Grip series.

	Otto, who assists in Rochelle’s escape, met Nelis in The Pear Tree, and he encountered Lucy and Dequan in Queen of the May.

	Tamzin herself had a tiny part in the Counterpoint books where she’s referred to mostly as the Eager Elf. Her disappearance was mentioned in Geese a Laying and that small bit of unfinished business bothered me until there was nothing for it but to write her story and find out what happened. I intended it to be a 30,000-word novella. It ended up more than ten times that length.

	 

	Like Geese a Laying, Queen of the May, and Just Eloped, Tamzin’s story is partly set in 2020 and 2021. When I wrote QotM, Covid19 wasn’t even thought of. By the time it was published, we were in the middle of a pandemic. Since it was far too late to rewrite the story, I had to let it be. That decision in turn affected the other books in this timeline. My philosophy is that as the world of Fairy in the Bed is not quite our world, we can accept that in that reality the pandemic didn’t happen in 2020 and so won’t affect the characters in this book.

	 


Part One: Tamzin

	 


Chapter One: Plans for After Christmas

	 

	 

	Tamzin Herrick, Sydney, December, 2009

	 

	Tamzin loved the Christmas season, but the morning after the row with Ada and Mister Sinister, she woke up with a sick feeling in her stomach.

	Usually when she had a bad day, everything seemed better the next morning. That hadn’t worked for Tamzin today. Instead of being better, everything seemed immeasurably worse. Her mind scurried like a rat in a glass box. Everywhere it darted, it came up against a hard wall of denial.

	She lay in bed in the room she’d slept in for the past two years. If she’d lived in this house forever, she might have seen remnants of her childhood, with the pony curtains she’d picked when she was nine, or maybe the leadlight lamp she’d found in an all-sorts shop when she was twelve.

	Since she’d moved into this room at the advanced age of fifteen-and-a-half, none of the horsiness was represented. Instead, the room was occupied by elves.

	Ada thought elves were a symptom of—something or other.

	Maybe they were.

	Or maybe, Tamzin thought, they were her daftness showing through the paper-thin veneer of being the seventeen-year-old daughter of Guy Herrick and his partner, Adeline Burns, who had arrived in Sydney a couple of years before. They hadn’t known anyone in the city. No one had known them. That was still mostly the case.

	Dequan called Tamzin daft. She loved that about him. He also classified her as elf-obsessed, but that was fine, because Dequan believed in elves. He’d said so on the last official day of school.

	“Of course I do.” He gave her his wide smile and spread his arms as if to embrace the school library they were about to enter.

	“You do?” She squinted at him in surprise. “Are you humouring me?”

	“Um. Why would I? Doesn’t everyone believe in elves?”

	Well, no. Ada and Mister Sinister didn’t, for two. They disbelieved so violently that they’d banned all mention of the subject.

	Dequan put his arm around Tamzin’s shoulders. She loved that about him, too. He didn’t care who saw him hugging Tamzin, or his kid cousin Lucy, who some people said might be adopted since she looked Chinese and Dequan didn’t. Tamzin knew she wasn’t. Dequan’s dad looked Chinese, and he and Lucy’s mum were brother and sister.

	“There are elves right here at Diversity High,” Dequan went on as they seated themselves at one of the study tables.

	They’d finished their last exams, but the principal said they had to remain on school premises until bus time.

	Or what? We’ll be suspended?

	No one had answered that one.

	“There are?”

	“Sure.”

	“Why haven’t you ever told me that before?”

	“Um... why would I? There are a couple of Canadians here, too. I haven’t told you that either, until now. There’s a bit of chewing gum under table sixteen in the canteen, right near the central stem. I hadn’t told you that, either. There’s lots I haven’t told you—yet. Just give me time.”

	“But I’m not interested in Canadians or chewing gum. I don’t paint Canadians,” she persisted.

	“I didn’t know you were interested in real elves either, beyond the general elf obsession for elf books, elf films, elf-whatevers. That is, I didn’t know until I saw your bedroom.”

	Tamzin flinched. Ada and Mister Sinister had caught Dequan in her bedroom and had made the fuss of the century.

	They’d been taking a break from study-buddying, but they’d had all their clothes on.

	“Studying one another’s tonsils,” was the way Mister Sinister had put it.

	Trust Ada and Mister Sinister to try to ruin something beautiful.

	They were usually disengaged parents, but every now and again they’d suddenly become micromanagers with a side helping of inquisitor.

	The last time they’d made a big fuss about nothing was when Year Eleven went for a field trip to Fiddler’s Bay to visit the maritime exhibition at Oakengrove, a historic house now run as a high-end guesthouse. After the cultural exposé, they’d had free time to look about the town. Tamzin had gone down to the pebbled beach and walked along to the end of the cove with Dequan.

	They’d talked endlessly about music and art and their plans for the future. Dequan had admitted to an eclectic collection of weird stuff his grandmother had given him. Tamzin had confessed to a desire to join Ms Shackleton’s Jam Club. Dequan had said, “Snap!” and added he’d never got the hang of the trombone, but maybe a guitar? It was during that trip that she’d really got to know him. Maybe that was because his shadow, Lucy, wasn’t there, or maybe it was the freedom from timetables and rules.

	They’d sat on the shingle, eating oranges, and Tamzin had opened her notebook and started drawing elves.

	“What are those?” Dequan had asked.

	“Elves.”

	“Why elves?”

	She had no idea, so she said, “Why not elves?”

	He’d smiled at her indulgently. “You daft thing, you.”

	The bus was late, then one of the girls had a migraine. She stretched out on the back seat, leaving nowhere for Tamzin to sit except in Dequan’s lap.

	She’d leaned against him, feeling the familiar but excitingly different outline of someone else’s body against hers.

	He tucked his arm around her, keeping her safe.

	She’d gone home with her head stuffed full of hope and happiness.

	Ada had been waiting, and she’d said, “You’re late, Tamzin. Where have you been?”

	“It was the Year Eleven excursion, remember?”

	“That was meant to take place in school hours.”

	“It did, but the bus was a bit late and—”

	“Bus? Surely you took the train? The Ship Museum’s on the line... just a block or so from Weatherby Station.”

	“We didn’t go to the Ship Museum. It was the Maritime Experience.”

	She’d honestly thought her parents knew that. After all, they’d signed the consent form when she’d brought it home. She now discovered they’d thought they were consenting to a ten-minute train ride to a city venue, not to a trip up the coast to a seaside town.

	“So what? It’s all ships.”

	The word deceitful had been brought out, polished, and reused.

	The term worried sick had been flourished.

	“If you’d let me have a mobile, you could have called me. Or I could have called you when I knew we’d be late.”

	That had not gone down well.

	The row had escalated until suddenly Ada and Mister Sinister had exchanged one of their looks and simmered down.

	No harm done, but next time, we want full disclosure.

	It blew over. They forgave her.

	Tamzin didn’t think she needed forgiving, so she took to spending more time in her room, painting. She also took to painting elves, although she wasn’t sure why. Maybe it was because she knew Ada didn’t like it.

	But through all her time of painting them, reading about them, and wishing her old friend Emily was there to spin them into stories, she had never thought they might be real.

	And now, on the very last day of her school career, Dequan said they were.

	“Who’s an elf, then?” she asked Dequan, still not quite believing it.

	“Mister Herron, for one. And Aria Shale in Year Nine. Edred and Etta Lilly—and Dimity le Fay—remember them? They all left a couple of years back.”

	“I wasn’t here then.”

	“Well, there are probably a few others, but those are the ones I can think of off-hand.” He frowned, and added, “And Doctor Lorelei at the clinic, if you know her.”

	“I don’t.”

	“She’s Mister Herron’s wife.”

	She stared at him, but he seemed perfectly serious.

	“Really elves.”

	“Yes. Thought you knew.”

	She studied him, enjoying his face as she always did. He looked interesting, and she was going to paint him after Christmas. They were going to do a lot of things, once school was over and they were both eighteen. They’d made a list of music festivals and art galleries to visit during Dequan’s gap year. Tamzin was determined to have a gap year too. No problem, since even Ada hadn’t yet started hassling her about university courses to take. They were going to get an old van and be together and no one would have the right to say a thing about tonsils.

	“How can you tell?” she asked.

	“What—elves? Same as with fay in general. You can ask them. If you don’t want to do that, or if you fancy playing detective, you can suss out a few clues. A lot of them have what my grandmother calls le bouquet de fees. It’s a kind of inbuilt cologne. Then there’s their skin. They don’t get zits, and they don’t usually smell of sweat. If you’re in the changerooms with someone after a hard game of netball or footy and he smells of mown grass or plums, then that someone is fay. And if there’s a lurgy going round the school the ones still standing are likely to be fay.” He shrugged. “That’s about it, for the ones you’re most likely to see around here. The traditional ones are a bit more different.”

	“Are you one?” Tamzin asked hopefully. It would be too perfect if he was.

	Dequan laughed. “Nah... well...”

	“Nah well?”

	He shrugged. “Look here, Tamzin. Do you know much about your grandparents?”

	She froze. “Why do you ask?”

	“I’m trying to explain something.” He started counting on his fingers. “Let’s see—on my dad’s side, there’s Gran Qin, and her dad would have been my great-grandad, right? Her grandad was my great-great, and her great-grandad would be my great-great-great—oh, stuff it. I think that’s right. If we call him Generation One, or ground zero, then Lucy-Lou and I are probably Gen Six. Or something.”

	“So why’s he ground zero?”

	“That’s how far back I have to go to find a pure fay ancestor. He married a pure human, and their kids also married humans, so the blood thinned fast. It’s hardly worth mentioning. You probably have a ground zero ancestor from England or Wales, or... I don’t know... Scotland or something, but you don’t call yourself Scottish.”

	“Wow. So, you’re a wee bit elf?”

	“Nah. I’m a wee bit courtfolk. Gran Qin is more, which is why she smells of lemongrass.”

	She supposed she was looking blank because he added, “That’s another order of the fay. Gran Qin could explain it to you, though she does say someone ought to write a book.” He put out his hand and she laid hers in it. “Tell you what, since you’re interested in the subject, I can get Gran to take us to meet some traditional elves—the ones who live over there in the fay homeland—’kay?”

	“Reallio trulio?”

	“Daggers and toes!” He capped the quote from the nonsense poem. He got it when she quoted Ogden Nash. He was the only one who did.

	He squeezed her hand. “It’s a date. We’ll fit it in before the Turnover Exhibition.”

	Tamzin nodded. She had a program for that exhibition, and she would probably keep it forever, because Dequan had scribbled a note on it the day he gave it to her. It was only to remind her they were going for chips after school, but she treasured it. She supposed, in 2009, it was too much to hope for a love letter, especially if you saw the other person nearly every day.

	The siren blasted, and Dequan looked up at the clock. “Finally! Catch you on Friday. I’ll pick you up at your place.”

	It was a fair enough assumption, but after the tonsil-hockey incident, Tamzin felt she had to give it some consideration. “Might be easier if I meet you here.”

	Dequan paused and then nodded. “Right. What colour’s your dress?”

	She smiled, grateful to him for understanding she didn’t want a parent-confrontation before the social. “Need you ask?”

	“Green, then.”

	“Yes. Green.” She didn’t have the dress yet, but she knew it would be green.

	“Tamzin... would it help if I have a word with your dad?”

	She froze.

	“He must know—they both must—I’d never do anything to hurt you. I won’t put you in any situation before you’re ready. Even when you are, we’ll be responsible.”

	“It’s okay,” she said.

	“Sure?”

	“Yes. It’s sorted out now.” It was the first time she had ever told him a direct lie.

	He looked a bit relieved. She wasn’t surprised. What almost-eighteen-year-old boy wanted to talk about safe sex with his girlfriend’s parents?

	“Catch you, schat.”

	He got up, leaned down to give her a kiss on the eyebrow, and walked out of the library.

	Schat meant dear, in Dutch, and was something Dequan had picked up from his mother, Lotte, who was warm and welcoming.

	Tamzin was never sure quite what it meant when Dequan used the endearment to her in public, but she hugged it to her in the knowledge that even though Year Twelve was all but over, they were beginning. She was going to paint him, and he was going to show her some reallio trulio elves. They were going to submerge themselves in art and music, and in one another, and as soon as she’d had her birthday in March no one would be able to stop them from spending nights together if they chose.

	We’ll learn together.

	She was sure he was an inexperienced as she was.

	We’ll be one another’s first.

	And maybe—maybe only?

	 


Chapter Two: The Green Dress

	 

	 

	Tamzin Herrick, Sydney, December, 2009

	 

	The school formal was held in the gymnasium. There had been some talk about hiring a restaurant and having a dinner, but apparently the coordinator had left it too late to book.

	Ada, having ascertained the formal was happening at school and would not be spilling over into bus trips, agreed to take Tamzin shopping for a dress, but somehow the timing was never suitable. On the day of the formal, she had a meeting at work. She promised to be back by four, but she wasn’t.

	Rather than risk finding the shops closed, or attending the formal in ordinary clothes, Tamzin went shopping by herself. She found a gorgeous green mediaeval-style dress in an odd little boutique called Fairings which she came upon quite suddenly in an unexpected lane.

	The owner, a handsome woman dressed in purple and wearing a subtle sweet pea perfume, told her it would be perfect for her. Tamzin discounted this as sales pitch, but when she was offered a good price, she bought the dress.

	Ada still wasn’t home, so Tamzin put on the dress in her bedroom and looked at herself in the mirror.

	It was perfect. It fitted as if it had been custom-made, and she knew she had found her new favourite thing.

	She stood in her room, surrounded by murals she’d painted on huge sheets of card and thumbtacked to the walls, and felt she could step into one of her fantastic landscapes, walk up a green hill, and vanish into fantasy.

	As if! She hugged herself, and she danced a few steps to a tune in her head.

	I’m beautiful. For the first time in my life—

	She teamed the dress with thick green tights and Irish ghillies. She was going to be hot, but the alternative was painting her legs with a chlorophyll paste, and not even Tamzin wanted to go that far.

	Ada’s car was still not parked in its accustomed site, and Tamzin was rather glad. She was sure Ada wouldn’t approve of the dress. It wasn’t low-cut or terribly short, but it was form-fitting, and very becoming.

	Time to go, anyway.

	Tamzin wrote a note and left it on the kitchen table, anchored with an apple.

	Got dress. Gone to formal. See you tomorrow.

	She caught a lift to the formal with Jezz Finchley’s mum, Vicki. Jezz was a next-door friend who was also in Year Twelve, and her mum was so laid-back she was rarely vertical, so it was convenient to say, “Can you drop me off too?”

	Jezz’s mum raised a laconic brow when she saw the dress, but she said nothing.

	Jezz, however, wearing a dark blue dress she had designed and made herself, was quite effusive. “You’ll knock him for six, Tam!”

	How to explain she was dressing for herself?

	This is me, Tamzin—the way I really am.

	“You look beautiful, Jezz,” she said.

	Jezz laughed. “I look just the way I want to look. Pink sparkles and lime green strappy numbers would just make me look like a dandelion in a cut-glass vase.”

	Tamzin smiled at her. Maybe Jezz did get it after all.

	It came to her that she liked Jezz a lot. She painted elves, but Jezz painted dresses. She had a huge pin-up board of fashion inspiration showing everything from retro to antique to the wildly futuristic.

	“Where did you get your dress?” Jezz asked, as they slid into the back of Vicki’s Torana.

	“A little boutique called Fairings.”

	“Where’s that?”

	“I’m not sure. I got off the train and just walked...”

	“Typical Tam,” Jezz said. “You and I will have to go into the city and track the place down. See if they have a place on their racks for an up-and-coming designer!”

	“Love to,” Tamzin said, although she was unsure when she’d have the time. She and Dequan had plans.

	But I will go. After all, Dequan will still want to spend some time with Lucy in her holidays, and I won’t act the jealous girlfriend. I’ll go off with Jezz, and maybe we can all meet up in the city for a Berry-Berry splurge.

	Dequan met her outside the gym. He handed her a tiny rose. It was the size of a fifty-cent piece, but it was perfectly formed in a tea-rose shape, and it managed to be pink and green at the
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