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"GET UP, GLOWBUG, OR we'll be late.″

I groaned before pulling the leaf back over my head. "Just one more dream, Poppy. Then I'll get up."

He cleared his throat, then sternly asked, "Shall I fetch the Thorn?"

I cracked open one eye, then giggled when I saw his smile. He often teased me about the Thorn, but he would never use it on another fairy—it was only to use on humans when they Refused to Close Their Eyes. So far, no human had ever chosen the Thorn, although no fairy was really sure why. But still, my Poppy was a Very Important Fairy, for he was the one in charge of keeping the Thorn safe, just in case it was ever needed.

"Dress quickly, Glowbug. You'll have to eat on the way." He blew me a kiss as he flew out of my bedroom, closing the flower-petal room-curtain behind him.

I yawned, then climbed out of my walnut-shell bed, balancing on the edge. I tugged my flower-petal dress over my head, poking my wings through the slit in the back. I rubbed my eyes, then fluffed my yellow hair with my fingers.

Finally I stood, and nearly lost my balance as I realized how close my head was to the ceiling of my room. Surprised, I screamed, and Poppy buzzed quickly back through the curtain.

"Glowbug, what . . . Oh, my!" he said, as he looked up and down at my suddenly-tall body. He landed beside me, then laughed and clapped his hands. "No more Sprout Garden for you! Today you will visit the Queen!"

I nodded, frowning at my dress, which now clothed only the top of my body. My legs were uncovered, and worse, my bottom was bare! Being uncovered was Not Against The Rules, and fairies often removed their clothing when the weather was warm, or when they went for a swim. But in the Presence of the Queen, It Simply Would Not Do. 

"I can't go like this, Poppy," I whined. "I need a new dress first."

He swung me up in his arms, which felt strange now that my head nearly reached his shoulder, when yesterday I had come up only to his waist. He kissed the top of my head, then smiled at me.

"No one will expect your clothing to fit today. You will be given a new dress as soon as we arrive," he said. "Don't you remember when Cloverflower became a Growed-Up?"

"Yes, I remember," I said. Cloverflower was my best friend when we were both Sprouts. Then she Growed-Up and started her Important Job, while I still had to go to the Sprout Garden every day. But I did remember her Celebration, and I grinned. Today, I would be Celebrated, and get my Job! I hugged myself, thinking about it.

"If you are chilly, take the leaf from your bed with you, Glo . . . I suppose I shouldn't call you that Sprout Name anymore, Flutterglow," Poppy said. "I must remember to use your Real Name now that you're a Growed-Up."

"You can still call me Glowbug when we're alone, Poppy." My head spun with all of the changes that would happen, all of a sudden. I was Growed-Up now! I would have my own house! No one would tell me when it was bedtime! I could eat anything I wanted! I laughed, too excited to contain my joy any longer.

"And you can still call me Poppy, but remember to call me Wildwhisper when we're working," Poppy said, smiling at me. "Working! My Sprout will get her Job today! I am so very proud of you, Glo . . . Flutterglow." My cheeks grew hot with his praise and I flew—literally—into his arms. 

"Thank you for being my Poppy." I couldn't say anymore, I was filled with too many feelings right now to be able to sort them all into words. But I knew he understood.

As we flew into the Clearing, I thought about what was to happen next. I'd seen the Queen before, what fairy hadn't? I'd even stood before her—first when I was a newly-bloomed Seedling (although I didn't remember it, and I wasn't 'standing', but carried by Poppy), then again when I became a Sprout. But today was a Special Day, and as excited as I was, I was also a little anxious. I didn't want to say the wrong thing or giggle at the wrong time, and I really didn't want any other fairies laughing at my bare bottom!

So when we finally arrived, and Poppy—that is, Wildwhisper, which is his Real Name—led me to the Throne, I hid behind his back. I peeked around him to watch and listen to what the Queen would do and say.

But before he could say anything, the Queen drummed her fingers on her Throne. "You're late, Wildwhisper," she said, scowling. "What if something had happened to the Thorn in your absence? Where would We be without Our Very Important Thorn?"

Poppy—I mean, Wildwhisper—nodded, saying, "I apologize, Your Majesty, but a Wonderful Thing happened!" Before I could stop him, he grabbed my arm, pulling me to stand in front of him, while I tried desperately to keep my bottom covered with my leaf blanket.

But the Queen only smiled, clapping her hands in delight. "Flutterglow is Growed-Up! She must have a new dress at once!"

She waved her purple flower-wand in the air. "Cloverflower! Attend Us!" the Queen called, and my best friend buzzed into view. Her dark eyes widened as she saw me, and she grinned, but said nothing as she hovered near the Throne, waiting for the Queen's Command.

My friend worked directly for the Queen, as her Royal Messenger. Never before had the Job been given to a newly Growed-Up fairy, but Cloverflower was the fastest flier, except for me. So when she Growed-Up, the previous Messenger was given a New Job, and Cloverflower took his position.

"Cloverflower, first fly to Peppertwirl. Bring her here at once to make a dress for the new Growed-Up," the Queen commanded. "Go next to the Sprout Garden. Tell Bubblebelle that Flutterglow is a Growed-Up. Bubblebelle is therefore Relieved of her Duties, and must attend the Ceremony. And then spread the word that all must come for the Celebration!"

Cloverflower nodded, making a little curtsy, then leapt into the air, waving at me. She buzzed briefly, then vanished with a *pop*. 

One of the special Magics the Royal Messenger has is the ability to go anyplace, and that includes places a fairy can't normally fly. Cloverflower could *pop* in and out of any place she wanted. But because she and I had been such close friends, I also knew that Cloverflower liked to show off, just a little, and she used her Magic even when it wasn't truly necessary. Like just now, because the places the Queen had mentioned were close enough even to walk to easily, let alone fly.

But it was Helpful Magic, because I was still giggling about it when she suddenly reappeared with a second fairy—a Growed-Up with short yellow hair, and every color of the rainbow in her dress. With another *pop*, Cloverflower vanished again.

The fairy in the rainbow dress, Peppertwirl the Dress Maker, smiled at me, beckoning. I looked up at Poppy—that is, Wildwhisper—and he nodded, smiling as he gently nudged me towards her. So I followed Peppertwirl, curious about the dress she would create for me.

She led me into a nearby hollowed-out tree stump, shutting the door behind us. A rainbow of light filled the inside. I looked up; a crystal had been set into the top of the stump, allowing light to enter through it, and create this rainbow. I hugged myself with the joy of seeing such a Lovely Thing on this Special Day!

"Take off your old clothing, and sit there," Peppertwirl commanded, pointing to a pile of flower petals, "while I determine the correct dress for you."

I did as she said, then looked around the inside of the stump as Peppertwirl rummaged through her things. I had never been inside this special place before—at least, not that I remembered, for I had been brought here as a newly-Bloomed Seedling—and there was a lot to see! Stacks of flower petals and leaves filled every—well, not corner, exactly, as the stump was more round than square, but they lined the inside walls, along with seashells and nut shells full of things like dandelion fluff and spider silk. It looked as if someone had entered this place with an armful of flowers, and scattered them all about just for fun. I giggled, now wanting to do that myself.

But flower petals were still just flower petals, and my gaze was quickly drawn to a Most Unusual Thing standing in one—well, not exactly a corner, but close enough. I knew what a Mirror was, and had stared at my own reflection in the water—far too often, if Cloverflower's words were true—but I had never seen an actual Mirror before today. Once I saw an open clam shell on the beach, and the shape of the Mirror reminded me of that shell. It was as if two round Mirrors were connected in the center, and then balanced on their edges. A fairy could stand between them and see both the back and front of her body at the same time!

Peppertwirl puttered among her things, and I giggled again, for she was so lost in what she did that I wondered if she'd forgotten I was still there. She was the Queen's Dress Maker, and made a new dress for the Queen every day, as It Would Not Do for the Queen to wear anything else but a Fresh Dress Daily. Other fairies didn't need a new dress every day, because Peppertwirl added her magic to them so they would never wilt or brown. Sometimes they were lost, or torn, and would need to be replaced. But when that happened to Sprouts, they were given whatever was leftover or discarded, or they just stayed unclothed unless there was a need to be covered. As a Growed-Up, my dress would be Special, and created just for me.

Peppertwirl finally returned to me with something in her hand. "Stand up!" she commanded. I did, and she wrapped a piece of string around my waist, nodding to herself. Then she asked, "When you get up in the morning, do you wake early? Or does Wildwhisper need to drag you from your bed?" She held one end of the string against my forehead, then dropped the other end, nodding as she looked at my feet.

Get up without being made to? I giggled, why would I do such a silly thing? "He always drags me out, does that matter for a dress?"

"Of course it matters," Peppertwirl said. "Everything matters, if I am to find what suits you the best. You don't like to brush your hair, you giggle at everything, and you probably ate while you flew here, even on this Important Day, correct? Turn around."

I nodded as I turned my back to her. "Poppy—I mean Wildwhisper—had an apple and some acorn milk ready for me. He always does." I smiled, but then had a sudden pang as I realized today was the last day he would make food for me, but the Dress Maker's questions continued.

"When you attended Sprout Garden, which were your favorite activities?" Peppertwirl asked. "Turn back this way, now."

I turned, and then answered, "Flying, mostly. I am faster than Cloverflower. Well, sometimes, anyway. And Smallifying. It's fun to Smallify."

She nodded, then turned to study me. "Let's see. Hold your hands up. Good, good. No, that won't do. Put them back down again. Maybe . . . No, that's not right either."

Suddenly her eyes lit up, and she buzzed to a pile of dark




























d2d_images/cover.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png
-

-

-

7O





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





