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After all the Summer People leave Sheepskerry Island, and the goldenrod is thick on the boardwalk and the asters show their pretty purple faces, the fairies know that fall is hastening near. The days grow shorter and the shadows longer. A chill is in the island’s evening air. The sugar maples begin to hint at the blazing colors to come, the smell of wood smoke is strong, and the fairies put on gossamer shawls at night as they tell stories by the fire.
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At the Fairy Bell house, Tinker Bell’s little sisters—for that’s who live there—were not enjoying the crisp fall day. They were arguing. That didn’t happen very often, as most of the time the sisters got along splendidly. This had started as a very happy discussion, about whose job it was to stack wood in the woodpile. But then it took a wrong turn into a small misunderstanding, and from there it veered off toward ardent bickering, and now it was just short of an all-out fight.

I’m not fond of starting a story with a disagreement, so I think I’ll stop for a moment to give the Fairy Bell sisters a few minutes to try to collect themselves and simmer down.

That will give us time, too, to make some introductions. If you haven’t already met Tinker Bell’s little sisters, their names are:
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Clara Bell
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Rosy Bell
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Golden Bell
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Sylva Bell
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and baby Squeak

This story is about all the sisters, but it’s mostly about Golden.

Golden Crystal Bell is a particular kind of fairy. She is a lot like her big sister Tink. She is probably the most like Tinker Bell of all the Bell sisters. Goldie is headstrong and willful, and very, very stubborn. Like Tink, she always wants to get her own way. Some people may think Goldie is a bit of a bossy-boots. But I don’t think of her like that. Goldie sees the world differently than other fairies do. She notices small things that other fairies do not: the creamy shade of a hen’s egg; the pattern of a spider’s spots; a tiny glittering rock on the beach. She may have trouble doing certain things—I’ll tell you more about that very soon—but she knows what she’s good at. That’s what gives Goldie her great confidence. She believes she’s special. And she doesn’t mind if other people believe it, too.

You may be a bit worried to read a book about such a willful, headstrong fairy.

But before you judge Goldie too harshly, let me ask you this:

Have you ever wanted to shout aloud: “I am so much better than anyone else! It is so wonderful to be me!”

If you believe that is an improper thing to do, or even to think about doing, I’m fairly certain you will not much care for this book. Off you go.

If, however, you’re even a little bit like Goldie, you might find it quite refreshing to read a book about a fairy who knows her own mind; a fairy who leaves her sisters behind to have an adventure on her own (an adventure that very nearly turns into a disaster). If that sounds like a good story to you, then please take the plunge and read on.
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Oh, hooray! You plunged! How glad that makes me.
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I may as well tell you what the Fairy Bell sisters were fighting about before we go much further. Fall on Sheepskerry Island is a time of bonfires and long walks in the rustling leaves. It’s a time of change, and a time to prepare for winter. One of the Fairy Bell sisters’ big chores is to gather firewood from the twigs and branches on the floor of the Sheepskerry forests. It’s hard work, even with wings. Clara had started the woodpile back in the late spring; Rosy added to it, little by little, as the summer days went by; as fall approached, Sylva and her friend Poppy made a contest of it—who could gather the most, the quickest. (Sylva, by three twigs.) And Squeakie was too young, of course, to do more than laugh as the woodpile grew.

And Goldie? Well, so far Goldie Bell had not done too much stick gathering, it must be said. Goldie was good at avoiding work she did not like to do. What she most liked to do was to spend time experimenting with how she looked, which was what she was doing this crisp October morning.

“Honestly, Goldie, you could help with this firewood at some point,” said Sylva from the mudroom of the Fairy Bell house. “I’ve done most of this week’s gathering already.” She stomped her feet on the doormat. “The rest is for you.”

“That’s nice,” said Goldie absently. She was braiding her hair with ribbons she had kept from the last time Tink had sent them a package, long ago. She loved the look of the scarlet ribbons in her hair. She imagined they might have come from Peter Pan himself. “I’ll do it later.”
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“That’s what you said last week, Golden,” said Sylva. Her cheeks were red. “And you never got around to doing it.”

“Well, it got done, didn’t it?” asked Goldie. She was trying to concentrate on her braids. It was tricky to get them all even.

“That’s because Rosy did it instead!” said Sylva.

“I can’t help it if Rosy wants to do my chores,” said Goldie.

“That’s not the point!” said Sylva.

“I didn’t mind doing it,” said Rosy.

“You see, she didn’t mind,” said Goldie.

“You always get away with everything!” cried Sylva. “You can’t just sit there admiring yourself. You’d better help me right now.”

“I’m not just admiring myself,” said Goldie. “I’m working on these ribbons!” The scarlet ribbon was far too long. She had to concentrate to cut it in just the right place. “I’ll do it, but not right now.”

“Clara!” cried Sylva. “Make her do her chores!”

“Golden ... ,” said Clara.

“Will you please stop telling me what to do!” cried Goldie, and she snipped the ribbon exactly where she did not want to. “Oh no no no! That ribbon was from Tink! You made me ruin it!”

Squeak squeaked.

“You ruined it, not me!” cried Sylva.

Goldie’s eyes filled with tears. Her lovely moment thinking about Tink and Peter Pan had been spoiled. She turned to face her sisters. “All we do on this island is work, work, work. It’s not enough that we have to make our own beds and wash our own clothes and fetch the water from the pump. And go to school. And put up with all the boring Sheepskerry fairies.” Even as Goldie said all this, she knew she was going too far. But once she got started, she couldn’t stop. “But now it’s getting to be winter, and the work will triple and it will be freezing cold and dark and miserable.”

“Oh, Goldie,” said Rosy.

Goldie brushed Rosy and her sympathy away. She threw the scarlet ribbon into the fire.

“Goldie! Don’t!” cried Clara.

“Sometimes I just want to leave you all and never come back,” said Goldie. Her voice was hoarse.

She flew to the mudroom and put on her boots in a fury.

“Goldie, please—”

But Goldie paid Rosy no attention.

“I hope you’re happy now, Sylva,” she said. Then she flew out into the cold, slamming the door behind her.


[image: image]four[image: image]

Things can get a bit dramatic among sisters.

By lunchtime, Goldie had come home. She had even calmed down enough to exchange two words with Sylva over lunch. “Butter?” said Goldie. “Thanks,” said Sylva. By teatime, Goldie and Rosy were out in Lady’s Slipper Field, watching for deer. And when the sun went down that evening, the sisters were cozy by the fireplace (made with wood gathered by Goldie), listening to Clara as she read from their favorite story.
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“‘Her voice was so low that at first he could not make out what she said,’” Clara read. Clara had reached one of the most exciting parts of Peter Pan: the moment when their big sister Tink was in the most danger. Even Squeak was perfectly quiet as Clara continued. “‘Then he made it out. She was saying that she thought she could get well again if children believed in fairies.’”

They all knew what would happen next (perhaps you do too), but still it took four mugs—plus one bottle—of warm milk for them all to recover from such a dramatic moment in the story. Once they had settled down, Goldie volunteered to tuck Squeak into her crib in the great room, for it was way past her bedtime. Goldie got the blankets just right. Squeakie’s tired eyes opened for a moment.

“Ma-bo-bo,” said Squeak.

“I love you too, Squeakie,” whispered Goldie.

Just before bed, Rosy handed Goldie her scarlet ribbons. “They’re a little charred from
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