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The Spring Festival

[image: Watercolor illustration of a fish with golden-orange and blue-green scales, shown in profile on a white background.]
In the world of Fantasy in the land of Whimsy, there lived two fairies named Rose Petal and Raindrop. They had been friends for as long as they could remember, and like most fairies, their favorite time of year is spring. When spring arrives, a fun and exciting festival comes to the land of fairies, bringing with it lots to explore and friends to greet. Fairies from all around Whimsy come to share what they learned throughout the year. There are cute animals to see, new plants to learn about, seeds to trade, and new inventions to share.

On a rock by Whims Creek watching the frogs leap by and the fish swim along sat Rose Petal and Raindrop, wearing matching flower petal dresses made from the last Christmas poinsettias, their feet in the water making it ripple.

[image: Two fairies in red petal dresses sit on a mossy rock at a pond's edge; one braids the other's hair, feet in the water.]
“Can you believe it is time for the spring festival again?” said Rose Petal, kicking her feet a little harder to make waves dance down the creek.

Raindrop was weaving Rose Petal’s long chestnut locks into a loose braid. “Not really. It feels like we just celebrated Christmas and had the Winter Snow Ball. Hold still so I can braid your hair.”

“I’m so excited for this year’s festival.” Rose Petal sighed in longing. “I really, really want to get a Honey-Eating Wrangler flower.” Hair braided and feet slowed, Rose Petal picked up a pebble and skipped it across the creek. “A pink one if there is one. What about you? Still hope for some new water wheel ideas?”

[image: A frog on a rock beside a pond with lily pads, water lilies, cattails, and a fish swimming by]
“Yes,” Raindrop replied, “and new food for the sparkle spike fish.” Rose Petal watched as Raindrop started to comb her fingers through her hair to get the tangles out.

“They’re bored with their old apple and pumpkin seed feed.” Raindrop looked in deep thought for a moment.

“I’ve never known such picky fish before.” She laughed. Rose Petal remembered last year when they bought the feed and laughed too. The sparkle spikes loved it and would eat every last bit. It didn’t last long before the fish became bored with it, which left the fairies to try and find a diﬀerent feed. She hoped they would be more successful with feed for the sparkle spikes this year.

[image: A smiling green frog sitting on a mossy rock.]
“Anything you need besides your new Wrangler flower?” asked Raindrop.

Rose Petal watched as she pulled her hand through a big tangle and winced. “Just diﬀerent types of honey.”

“Then let’s go get ready for the festival,” Raindrop stood. “It will be open for trade in an hour, and I still need to grab my notebook and woven baskets.”

Rose Petal smiled at her friend who always needed her notebook. “Can’t really take notes on water wheels without a notebook. Okay, I need to gather some more seeds, just in case anyway.” Rose Petal stretched before she stood and gave her friend a hug.

“Meet you in an hour at the Old Oak Tree Path,” said Raindrop.

Rose Petal and Raindrop went their own ways to get ready for the much-awaited spring festival.

Little did they know that this year, there would be a question that would cause quite an upset and send them on a journey far from home.


Trade

[image: Watercolour of two patched cloth sacks tied with cord, one tipped over spilling purple petals.]
They met up at the Old Oak Tree Path ready to have some fun. Both were laden down with stuﬀ to trade and in Raindrop’s case a notebook to draw new inventions in. Rose Petal’s hair looked almost completely undone, no longer in a nice braid, and stood looking like she got caught in a windstorm.

“What happened to you?” asked Raindrop. She looked ready to laugh.

Rose Petal huﬀed and blew some hair out of her dark eyes and oﬀ her petite porcelain face. Sighing, she lifted the sack on her shoulder a little higher. “I had some trouble finding my lavender seeds”— Rose Petal sighed again—“when I remembered they were in Nona’s cellar.”

“Oh no, you went into Nona’s cellar?” asked Raindrop with a cringe.

“Yes, I went to get them and ended up digging through more seeds and bulbs than one should have.” She lifted the sack higher a second time. “I found the seeds under sacks of tulip bulbs that fell on my head.”

“That explains the hair.” “I almost didn’t make it. Do I look that undone?” she questioned. While Rose Petal looked a mess, Raindrop didn’t. Her black hair gracefully flowed down her back and bangs framed her olive-toned face and clear gray eyes. At least one of them didn’t look like they got caught in a storm.

“Your hair is almost undone, oh, and you have dirt on your chin.” Raindrop giggled.

“Oh, help me get cleaned up quickly! Please!” begged Rose Petal. She didn’t want to look frazzled at the festival.

“All right. I’ll rebraid your hair. You just get the dirt oﬀ your chin.”

They worked swiftly, once done, they headed down the path passing some local fairies also headed to the festival.

Carrying their burdens, they made it to the entrance ready for a day of fun.

Rose Petal and Raindrop immediately went to trade what they had brought.

Rose Petal went straight to the flower vendors in search of a pink Wrangler flower while Raindrop went to seek out new feed for the sparkle spike fish and then to the new inventions.

Rose Petal found the Wrangler flowers, but the vendor only had yellow, purple, or orange. She slumped in disappointment; she really wanted a pink Wrangler flower.

[image: A fairy in a pink petal dress carries a potted purple flower through a meadow of mushrooms, bluebells and buttercups.]
Not wanting to miss out on such a beautiful flower though, Rose Petal traded her lavender and sage seeds for a purple one. It was close enough to pink. “Hey, Rose!” called out Raindrop. Rose Petal cradled her new Wrangle flower lightly, wondering what types of honey it would eat. Clover? Maybe orange blossom? You just never knew what type of honey your flower would take to till you tried them, she learned. “I see you found your Wrangler flower.” “Yes, they didn’t have pink”—she hugged her flower a little closer —“but purple is just as pretty, don’t you think?” asked Rose Petal with a bit of a sad smile.

“You’re sad they didn’t have pink, aren’t you?” “Yes, yes, I am. But I-I’ll learn to like purple,” she replied, determined to make herself like the color purple even if pink was better.

“It will be the prettiest Wrangler flower in the area, I’m sure.” Raindrop giggled. “I wanted to tell you I’m headed to the seed and grain booths, then to see the new inventions.”

“There wasn’t any new fish food?” “No, so I’m going to make some,” said Raindrop, sounding ready for a challenge.

“I’ll come with you. The honey booths are on the way.” She shifted her Wrangler flower to one arm, less weighed down without the extra seeds. “After we stop by the inventions”— Rose Petal took a deep breath—“let’s go see the animals!” She bounced with excitement. “I hear there are baby chicks here today!”

She saw Raindrop shake her head. Yes, Rose Petal sees baby chicks all the time, what with her mother being an animal fairy and all. But they were so cute. Thankfully, Raindrop didn’t say anything before she led the way down the path to the honey and seed and grain booths. Afterward over at the inventions, Raindrop took notes and drew diagrams on every waterwheel there. Finally, they went to see the baby chicks.


The Question

[image: Watercolor illustration of a small yellow chick bending its head toward the ground]
They finally made it to the animals passing by baby chipmunks, bunnies, and an odd herd of toads. As Raindrop led the way to the baby chicks, Rose Petal would stop every now and then to wave to her family.

But before they made it there, Raindrop and Rose Petal stopped at Mother Kit’s booth where she was caring for the baby squirrels. They stayed long enough to say “Hi” to Mother Kit and drop oﬀ all they had collected so far that day.

“Look! The baby chicks!” shouted Rose Petal. Raindrop covered her ears which were now ringing. “Rose, I’m standing right by you,” said Raindrop giving Rose Petal an odd look.

“Oh, oops, sorry.” Rose Petal giggled, running over to see the babies.

[image: A red hen with spread wings and two yellow chicks on a flowery hillside beside a tipped wooden barrel spilling earthworms.]
Raindrop sighed with a smile and followed. When she reached Rose Petal, she found the animal fairies bickering. Not loud enough to scare the chickens and their chicks but close, Raindrop listened closely.

“No, the egg came before the chicken! I’m telling you. You can’t have a chicken without an egg!” said one fairy.

“I still believe the chicken came first! You can’t have an egg without a chicken!” exclaimed another fairy.

[image: Two winged fairies in petal dresses stand on a wildflower path, one gasping at three large earthworms crossing before them.]
The disagreement got worse turning into an argument. This scared the chickens, which startled the baby chicks. Surprised, the visiting fairies jumped and knocked over the barrel of worms. Worms wiggled about, chickens squawked, baby chicks hid, but the arguing fairies were too busy to notice. To think
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