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        Fairyland, everyone knows of it, the place between a twinkling of an eye and a vanishing instant, just a shooting star from Father Time.

        There are hundreds of ways to get there, from forked trees and holed stones, antique wardrobes, down rabbit holes and through the dusty pages of enormous old books, found in deserted attics and under floorboards.

        Only the purest in mind and soul can see it. Those with their mind on mundane tasks, power, greed, and jealousy will never notice the little movements out of the corner of an eye or take a chance to follow a tail around a corner.

        But those who can SEE— the fey invite to their land, to enter with open heart and mind, take the trials set before them and earn the title Hero or Heroine,

        Friend of the Fey
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        * * *

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
        
        Magic and all things beside

      

        

      
        if you don't look you'll never find

      

        

      
        or hear the changes on the tide

      

        

      
        whispering what needs to die

      

        

      
        or hear the challenge to the self

      

        

      
        a power beyond mortal health

      

        

      
        seeking to steer us to farther places

      

        

      
        than we could reach with mortal paces

      

        

      
        but close your eyes and soul to hide

      

        

      
        wake young wishing you had died

      

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Introduction from the Head Archivist

          

        

      

    

    
    

  


  
    
      
        
        The Origins of The Eternal House (Sometimes called: The Enchanted House, House of All Worlds, or The Original Portal, among many other titles), remains a source of great mystery, even to Myself & the other Eldest of The Realms.

        

        While many believe that it is a younger Concept or Place of Magic, it is my theory that it is in fact, another of the Eldest. I believe this House, and possibly other places or entities, chose to incarnate in a more, let us say, unique form rather than the Mobile bodies the known Eldest have chosen. I became more convinced of this idea when I heard recently that this House in fact communicates by means of a Book and can interact with the Residents in various ways.

        

        So, I decided it was time to investigate more about this place. If my theory is true, this means there may be other Living Places or Things worth finding.

      

      

      

      
        
        What follows is a record of what I learned about The House & its unique collection of inhabitants as I observed and spoke to them over the course of a year in seasons. I was absolutely grateful to coordinate this visit with the timing of the birth of the Young Phoenixes, which is an important event for all the Realms & would also be required for records. As any good researcher, I did my best to interfere as little as possible and simply record observations, but have made note of the major events in my time with The House or stories as they were told to me, by The House itself and other inhabitants.

        

        Signed,

        Minerva Vivian

      

      

      
        
        Head Archivist of the Nine Realms with the Blessing   of the Original Phoenix, Custodian of The Great Library, & an Eldest of the Realm of Knowledge

        Archivist Record Volume #91827374654

        Year of the House Triplet Hatching

        in the 5th Age of the Eldest Memories

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Mushroom Friends

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        
         

         

        Once upon a time, the ancient forests dreamed. Moss crept slowly across the ground, weaving between roots and rocks. Mists drifted through the branches, splintering in sunbeams. Deep even breaths swayed across the land, lasting decades... centuries before coming to rest again.

      

        

      
        The mushrooms met as spores, floating on the misty waves. Swirled together, they wove and danced and played in the sunlight beams and slept in the darkness of the branches.

      

        

      
        When the breath had ended they found themselves drifting down, down, down in a little curve of land at the base of an old tree, long since fallen, yet its echo still rippled through the land.
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        Happy they had survived the current together, they nestled low into the old roots, sprouting and spreading to maintain a firm grip before the next breath. To pass the time, they told each other stories.

      

        

      
        One said the squirrel ran about like mad collecting acorns because legends told that in one of them he would find the key to rescue his love.

      

        

      
        The other said the birds sang together so they would never forget the ones who came before.

      

        

      
        Stories and stories and stories they told each other, dreams and desires and destinies, until without them even realizing, they had grown into one form with two faces— two hearts entwined together.

      

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            In Which the Bookwyrm has his Birthday and Eats Cake

          

          WHILST CONTEMPLATING A FOX-IST TAKEOVER

        

      

    

    
      The House had started as a cozy little cave in the woods, long ago, before anything wandered the world humans unimaginatively called “Earth.” Over the many eons of life growing and changing it took many forms, always maintaining the highest standards of its calling, to be a True Home, a place of refuge and renewal to all who had the Heart to enter.

      It had been a cave, a glade, a log cabin, a stone hut, and countless other structures, attempting to fit into the world at different times, but now it felt it had found its true form; with a shift into new, innovative architecture, it took advantage of the chance to express itself in new and wondrous ways. It dreamt of vines and mushrooms, sunlight and fireflies. It drank in the light of the moon and stars, it bathed in rain and snow and brilliant flashes of lightning. And with all this inspiration, it rose into a grand multi-story work of art, full of gables, turrets, and porches.

      It took great pride in its appearance, making sure its gutters were clean, its shingles even, and its stones stylishly mossy. When Mabel first saw it, she caught her breath in awe, it made her think of the little hedgehogs that would occasionally come out for snacks and cuddles - all prickly guard walls in the front and soft belly spread open across the beautiful yard, rich with mossy carpets that swept out in graceful curves, scattered with flowers and gardens and winding pathways; orchard trees with jewel bright fruits lay nestled against its porches and along the borders of the rose bushes and berry hedges. No matter the season, the garden always looked like it was bursting with fresh, delicious foods and fragrant flowers.

      

      No one remembered a time before The House, the town simply built in around it, accepted it as a part of the landscape, eccentric as the Lady who lived there. But no one dared to go near, though there was never a clear reason why.

      Despite crossing the street to avoid walking in front of the house, the townspeople would stare in hunger at the garden. Children in town would tell each other ghost stories about it, crossing the road so they didn’t pass in front of it, whispering over campfires and giggling at sleepovers. They'd dare each other to cross the hedge and pick a flower, always seeing a shadow and running at the last moment, like their parents and grandparents and great grandparents did before them. No one ever made it, running away at the last minute.

      

      Even as they spread stories about her, people avoided greeting the Lady of the House, Mrs. Mabel, in public, though her habits were quite consistent. Twice a week she visited the market, the craft store, and the bookshop, accompanied by her little shaggy black dog pulling a huge cart to haul the piles of books and bags home. While still strange, this would be fine by itself, except for how she was dressed, which was a surprise every week.

      Corsets and cloaks, tall boots or barefoot, little frilly sundresses and long Victorian gowns all made their way into the mix, depending on season and weather, each matched with some ridiculous hat or wild parasol, gloves and fanciful scarves.

      Everyone watched, and whispered, “A woman her age dressing like that? No wonder she lives alone in that weird house.”
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        * * *

      

      
        
        
         

        My Friends call me a fairy child

        A little quiet, a little wild

        Lots of spice, but plenty sweet

        Definitely naughty, rarely neat

      

        

      
        I love flowers, trees and skies

        Romantic stories & long drives

        Mountains of books, lakes of ink

        Anything that makes me think

      

        

      
        Tea & chocolate & sushi will do

        To feed my fairy tummy too

        My friends call me a fairy wild

        But my love for Them is never mild
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      No one spoke to her unless necessary, and yet no one was surprised when she would show up unannounced, just in time for a difficult birth that would become suddenly easy, or to leave a gift for a family in hard times who suddenly found good luck showing them the way out.

      Well, sometimes.

      

      Sometimes she would never arrive and a mother would be lost, and it would be found out she had abused the children in her care. Or a wealthy family would lose everything, and it would be found they were cheating in business or cruel to their neighbors. She was never wrong, and they feared her for it. Despite all the people she had helped, she had no real friends in the town. Human ones at least.

      

      So, Mabel didn’t care in the slightest that the stock boy at the market thinks she’s crazy when she buys fifty pounds of sugar, thirty pounds of oats, a bottle of spirits, and a single hot pepper. She laughs when the blond sour-faced lady yells at her for taking all of the wool, cotton, and angora yarn and every single container of paint except black at the craft store.

      She winks at the blushing young woman when she puts her pile of bodice rippers on the counter with the piles of notebooks and pens. But when the girl finally smiles and giggles a bit, Mabel’s face breaks into a grin. There’s hope for this one, perhaps.

      “Quite a load today,” said Rupert, panting as he pulled the little cart, piled nearly overflowing with oats and books and yarn.

      “I know, I know, but we need it to make a cake for Inky. Three millennia is an important milestone I think.”

      “True,” the dog conceded, “but I expect a second helping since I’m doing the heavy lifting”. He grinned up at her good naturedly, tongue lolling out.

      “Absolutely, my old friend,” she laughed, patting his head.

      After she got all the bags put away in the pantry, Mabel woke up Ember and put the tea on to boil. One yawn from the sleepy Phoenix set it to a perfect low simmer. She shared tea and cookies and creamy mushroom sandwiches as she discussed plans for Inky’s birthday with Rupert and Ember,

      “Well, after dinner I’ll start work on the new blanket. Inky’s old one is near worn through from the winter, and it’ll be here again in a flash. Tomorrow, we can get started on the cake. I’ll need at least a five-gallon bucket of apples for the cake. And a big basket of violets,” said Mabel.

      “Thissssssssss is exccccciiiting,” Ember trilled, “my eggsssss are almossssst hatccccched and will enjoooooy the extra heeeeeat.”

      “I’ll haul in some extra wood from the forest tomorrow then,” said Rupert, “It’s good to work up an extra appetite for cake!”

      “Your appetite needs no help Rupert; you just ate four whole sandwiches!” The dog’s tail thumped happily as the little family laughed.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      

      Lanterns hung between baskets of flowers, giving a soft radiance to the quiet evening. Mabel sat with her slender crochet needle flashing like lightning in the lamplight, already twelve skeins of yarn into a magnificent landscape of color. As she worked, the sound of hooves came from the woods and soon a massive figure emerged from the trees. His huge ebony horns were hung with little bits of vine, and large black eyes shone with joy behind his spectacles, hooves carefully polished and tail caught up to keep from dragging. He carried a basket piled with mushrooms,

      “My chanterelle and hedgehog patches are quite happy this year, I thought you’d enjoy these!”

      “Derrick! How excellent to see you! And yes, the mushrooms are perfect. Let me get the notepaper and new pens you needed,” smiled Mabel.

      “Oh, excellent, thank you! That new essay on the variations of Portals across worlds is really coming along. I can find or make most everything I need from materials in the forest and a bit of hard work. But I simply go through so much paper I could never make enough to keep up!” his warm low voice vibrated in the evening air.

      “I’m happy it helps, let me know when it’s finished, I’d like to read it before you send it into the Academy. But don’t forget Inky’s birthday tomorrow! He’ll be devastated if you don’t make it.”

      “Ah yes, certainly, perhaps it’d be best if I came early, to keep the guest of honor distracted for a bit?”

      “That would be perfect! We’ll do it as a proper tea. Speaking of which, let me get some for you and enjoy this nice sunset with me.”

      “What are you working on?”

      “Inky’s birthday present, a blanket like the cover of one of his favorite books. I’m so very happy it doesn’t have faces, the details are so hard to get right on people.”

      “Hmmm, yes, words and faces are why I need these spectacles!”

      The two laughed and chatted as they drank tea, and by the time Mabel said goodnight to the Minotaur, she’d finished the blanket; and by Midnight, it was folded and wrapped in preparation for the big day.

      Morning came early, and Mabel went to the kitchen to start on her cake.

      “Good morning Scraps dear, you were out late last night, hmmm?” The little blotchy sunset pink dragon on the windowsill box stretched and yawned in his nest, before climbing down to rub himself against Mabel’s hand. He helped himself to the last of the tea in Mabel’s breakfast cup. “Now, first we need to collect the eggs, then grind down the oats, pick the violets….” she trailed off as she wandered outside with a basket.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        
        The sun gazed down on the beautiful day, smiling with joy and seemed to say,

        “Hey, Hey, what joy I share with the day, hello little violets, hey, hey.”
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      The violets had danced, but now stopped askance, shocked and surprised came their timid replies, to the sun’s cheerful song of “Hey Hey!”

       

      
        
        
        “Good sir,” came a voice, a sound so choice that a singer of fame it could be, “I am quite shocked, you see, you are talking to me, I’m not sure I may be free.”

        “HO, HO!” laughed the Sun with a voice like a gun, boomed across the great stretch of sky.

        “You’ve no reason to fear, little violet my dear, I just wanted to say that I’m happy I’m here.”

         

      

        

      
        The Violets sighed and with joy in the eyes, conversed with the Sun and spent the day in great fun. But as the Moon rose, the Sun yawned for the repose, sighing,

        “Sorry, my dears, the day’s over I fear. But I’ll be back tomorrow, so don’t have great sorrow. Good night now, my friends, this isn’t the end, I love you, each and every one.”

      

      

      

    

  


  
    
      Before long she had a basket of eggs, a bucket of apples, pile of oat flour, and was busy cooking down a Violet syrup to drizzle over a beautiful vanilla buttercream frosting. Ember was singing as she heated up the stove, and Scraps was running around the counter and floor like mad collecting every tiny food scrap or crumb that fell and sorting them into the row of canisters with
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      hand painted animals and calligraphy of “Birds”, “Bunnies”, “Chipmunks & Squirrels”, “Possum”, “Deer”, “Fox”, and “Trash Panda”, being careful that each got their favorites and everything was distributed equitably.

      

      Rupert padded in with a bucket of wood, setting it down in front of Ember, “Last one! I need a nap after all that!” and dropped to the floor with a whuff.

      “Move! Move! Move!” snapped Scraps in a panicked little shriek, “You’ve tracked wood chips and fur everywhere! Out of the kitchen while I clean all this!”

      The dog stood up good naturedly and grinned at Ember, who hid a laugh, as the tiny dragon scurried like mad to collect all the little bits around the fire, tossing the wood chips to Ember and weaving the little dog hairs into his nest.

      “I’m going to need a lot of baking pans for this one…” said Mabel to the pantry, as she glanced at the giant pot of cake batter. The House opened up a cabinet and out poured a pile of cake pans of all sizes and shapes. She poured the batter and in went the pans, one after another, layered and stacked in the oven that never quite got too full, as Scraps paced nervously and offered advice.
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      “Now for the buttercream…” she mixed and whipped as the smell of Apples and Vanilla grew.

      “Oh, that’s a lovely smell to visit,” came Derrick’s deep voice, “it led me right out of the forest!”

      “Oh, good, you’re here,” said Mabel, “I need you to set up and lay the table out back, then keep Inky company until the tea is served. Scraps and Rupert will help you.”

      At last the cake was ready. It was piled onto the wheeled kitchen cart, layer after layer of different shapes, slathered with scoops of buttercream and covered in sugared flowers and ropes of candied apple peels.

      The wild mountain of cake and cream wobbled dangerously as it was wheeled out onto the patio and barely fit under the door mantel even as House stretched high as possible. Cheers went up as it arrived safely.

      

      “Can we come down now?” Derrick called from the roof of the porch.

      “Yes, please!” called Mabel. The House shivered a little as the roof turned into a slide to the garden, and down came first the Minotaur and then, with some shaking, the BookWyrm. He limped slightly on his right side as he came up to the porch and sat on his hind legs. The smell of ink and old books from his scales mixed wonderfully with the smell of the cake.

      “Ooooooh! Oh! Oh! How simply marvelous! What a wonderful birthday!” he whispered loudly, paws clasped to his chest over a plump tummy. “This is so very exciting! All of us together celebrating a new year of life!”

      “Do you have any new wisdom to share with your growing age?” teased Derrick.

      “Well, I am still quite young, by Dragon standards, so I don’t know that I have any real wisdom yet, but I have been trying to learn more about the way community works and, Oh, it reminds me of this book I was reading…”

      “Of course it does, you’re always reading,” Rupert interrupted, “but story time comes after cake!”

       

      Everyone chuckled as the BookWyrm blushed, and they set immediately about demolishing the cake mountain, the platters of sandwiches, and gallons of tea as Inky told them all about the new book he’d read in excited whispers⁠—
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TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
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DISCLAIMER
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