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Dedication
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This book is dedicated to the four girls that saved my life when I got covid a few years ago. We lost Renae to leukemia, Michelle moved away, but Laurie and Johnna still live nearby.

Because of you, I live to tell these tales!

Enjoy!
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Preface
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Are fairies real? If I answer truthfully, then I don’t know. Furthermore, I don’t want to know! I don’t care if the idea of what you consider a fairy to be is true or not. Believe what you want.

Understand this: the Darrow Brook fairies are real! Are they the fairies that dance in your head? How do I know? Are they the very fairies from all the old tales and myths? I don’t know and I don’t care! I can’t sort through all those old tales and try to decide which are true and which are fake. I’ll leave that to you.  

I don’t claim the Darrow Brook fairies are fairies! They are the ones making that claim. 

​The Darrow Brook 

Fairies
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In early spring 2024 I opened a spam email and read it. It contained one gibberish word. It said, “Rabhadh”.

Like all the unique trash I get in my spam inbox, I let it haunt me.
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Chapter 1
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You’ve Got Mail

[image: ]In early spring 2024, I opened a spam email and read it. It contained one gibberish word. It said, “Rabhadh.”

A Google search was fruitless. Rabha are a Tibeto-Burman ethnic group. Rabha in Rabha language means “to bring.”

Rabhadh is also a Gaelic word for “warning.”

Like all the unique trash I get in my spam inbox, I let it haunt me.

Could it be a real warning? Is it connected to that random guy that just said “Hi?” Should I tell someone? These and many more thoughts went through my head.

Time, passing time, did to the warning what time does. I both forgot it and ignored it. I went back to my computer and started to write The Darrow Brook Fairies, book two, “The Move.”

I really didn’t have much information to go on, certainly not enough to write a book, so I figured that I’d do what most writers do, I’d make it up.

Who would have more authority and knowledge of the fairies to make up details of how they would move from one place to another? If anyone could detail the movements of the fairies and how they would go about doing things, surely it would be me.

That turned out to be a lot harder than I thought. Words were not flowing. Ideas came and went. Fleeting and unconnected from reality, the pages dissolved. I didn’t believe what I was writing, so why would anyone else? It turns out, I’m really not that good at making things up. I did what anyone would do, I took a break from writing.
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Chapter 2
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The BB Gun

[image: ]I bought a gun on eBay. It wasn’t a real gun; it was an airsoft Glock that shot plastic pellets. It was powered by green gas. That means that it didn’t take those little CO2 cartridges. Instead, you can buy a big container of gas and refill your gun at any time. I really liked that idea as I remember in my youth having a CO2 powered BB gun and it worked great at first, but as the cartridge ran lower, the BBs came out slower and slower. Someone else may just replace the cartridge with a fresh one, but being poor I had to use every shot before I could get a new powerful cartridge. With this new system, I could recharge the gun anytime it started to get less powerful.

I used to shoot a lot. I enjoyed target practice and learned to be a very good shot. I figured since I couldn’t get out much, I would enjoy plinking indoors with a BB gun that shot plastic pellets.

You would think there was nothing special with that order, but you’d be wrong. It turned out to be very special.

At the toy store, Katie carried the six boxes to the bench at the shooting range behind the store.  She carried four rifles and two pistols. It was a small store in an even smaller town, but business was good thanks to the sales on eBay. Katie was small but had good strength and the boxes although heavy were not overburdening her. She set the boxes on the bench and opened the first pistol.

The gun was a Umarex T4E Walther. A paintball handgun. Katie reached into a drawer on the bench and retrieved three paintballs. She loaded, aimed, and shot the paintballs onto the target. Perfect, she thought. She then wiped down the gun and affixed the ‘TESTED by KATIE’ sticker onto the hand grip.

The next gun was also a Umarex handgun. It was a Glock 17 Generation 4 GBB Airsoft Gun. She carefully charged the gun with green gas and loaded three plastic airsoft BBs into the gun. She aimed and shot the gun (snap, snap), and then nothing. She racked the slide back and tapped on the upside-down gun to release the last BB. She racked the slide a few times and realized it was sticking.

Katie wiped the gun and released the gas. She put the gun into its box and proceeded to test the next gun. The air rifle worked fine and she affixed her sticker. It was then when her boss opened the back door and called to her.

“Don’t worry about the testing, just bring them in and ship them, we need these to go out today!” he yelled.

“These guns need to be tested and you know it!” she yelled back.

“Not today!” he shot right back, “Get them in here, pack them up and start unpacking the new shipment we just got in!”

“What do I do with this Glock?” she held her ground and continued yelling. “The customer,” she paused as she opened the box to the Glock then continued, “Bob Richey, sure wants me to inspect these before we ship them.”

He finally came out to the bench, scooped up the boxes and carried them into the shop. “Either you ship these out or go home!”

“I’m not putting my tag on the ones I didn’t test,” she complained.

“Fine, tag or no tag they get shipped, hurry up and come help me with the new delivery,” he ended.

What would normally be an ordinary worker-boss exchange turned into something much more. It started a chain of events that would change everything.

Fisss was on a routine patrol. She heard the gunfire almost five miles away and went to investigate. It sounded like BB guns but she wanted to be on the safe side. She was about one mile out when she heard the name. Clear as day, she heard the name ‘Bob Richey’. She hurried to investigate and arrived in time to watch them go inside and close the door.

Fisss examined the outside of the store. All the buildings in this little town were very far apart. This toy store was secluded. She noticed a small window that was left open. The window was to the bathroom and Fisss boldly went inside.

Fisss watched and listened as he scolded her. When he left, Katie got ready and packed the three long guns for sale. She then got two more boxes for the pistols and put the Walther paintball gun into the oversized box. She packed the extra space with brown crumpled packing paper and sealed the box.

The boxes were way too big, but the owner didn’t want to pay to have a lot of different sizes, so it was a two size fits all type of packing for shipment. Almost everything they sold went into either one or the other. If something was too big, or way too small, he would go down to the post office and get the proper box.

Katie got the Glock ready as Fisss watched. She put the ill-working gun into the box, filled it with packing but stopped short of sealing the box. I’ll try to get him to look at this gun tomorrow, he’ll be in a better mood, I’m sure.

Katie went to the computer and printed out the shipping labels. She stuck them on their corresponding boxes, including the one to Bob Richey that wasn’t sealed. She then went off to the front room store area to help set up the new displays.

Fisss darted into the packing room. She looked over the area, and memorized the address to Bob Richey. Oooam will want to know this for sure, she thought.

She flew back through the bathroom and out the window to continue her rounds.

She was late returning from
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