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This book is still dedicated to my wife, Judi, because all of them are but...

A second dedication goes out to my nieces and nephews: Sara, Hilary, Hannah, and Abby on one side; Christopher, Steven, and Matthew on the other. I like that it’s nice and neat; girls on one side of the family, boys on the other. To all of you, let me say that it has been a pleasure watching you grow up. You’ve all turned from small children into grown capable adults. That is no small thing. 

I’m very proud of each one of you. You provided the inspiration for the book and some of the characters have some of your traits. Although I don’t think any of you can do magic, right? I mean, you would tell me if you could, wouldn’t you? Anyway, keep up the good work. Uncle Mike is going to need a lot of looking-after in his old age!
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If you ask any “normal” twelve-year old American student what his favorite subject in school is, you will invariably get the smart alec answer, "Recess!” 

And similarly, if you were to ask Agnes Goodfellow what her favorite subject was in school, she, too, would answer, “Recess,” just not so enthusiastically.  

Only, she really meant it.

Recess was her time. Forty-two minutes a day when no one bothered her. Forty-two heavenly minutes every school day without people coming at her from all directions. “Agnes, where is your homework? Agnes, why didn’t you read this? Agnes, where did you get that jumper dress? Agnes, what about boys!?!”  

Sheesh! Why didn’t they ask her about Middle East peace for cripes sake?

So, Agnes was a student who appreciated recess. One period a day where she could rest and recharge herself from all the “stuff.”

You know, “stuff.” Things that were happening at home, both to her and to her parents, like Mom having to go to work. Things happening to the rest of her family, like her Uncle Mike going missing. Even things happening with the rest of the world, like Three Mile Island. Agnes hoped President Carter was up to the challenge. Not to mention if she was even up to it!

Her own body had stuff happening to it as well. She was changing, maturing. She was going to have to deal with this menstrual stuff every month now it seemed.

She was standing on the perimeter of the playground, which technically was across 4th Street from William Alexander Middle School. It was a small blacktop area surrounded by a huge cyclone fence.
As the weather and the winos and bums allowed, the kids would come out for playtime. Agnes hung on the fringes, next to the fence. She was good at that; just hanging on the edge. Close enough to see what was going on but not so close as to touch.  
She felt reasonably good on this warm spring day of May 7, 1979. She was reasonably certain she was going to pass her next math test, which would move her along academically into the world of seventh grade.

“Reasonable, fringes, move along.” Those words weren’t adjectives, yet they accurately described her.

She was tall, nearly five three with coltishly long legs. Trim and uncoordinated at nearly a hundred pounds, she had an “unfinished” face. She wasn’t ugly nor was she pretty, exactly. It was sort of like the jury was still out on that question. “Unfinished” described her best. Glasses and frizzy brown hair completed the fringe look.

A pair of pretty brown eyes were visible behind the lenses of her glasses, if she would ever look anyone in the eye, which she never did. “Maybe I should look into those contact things.” She thought absent-mindedly.

While she stood at the edge, absorbing the sun’s rays and reveling in the stillness, the rest of the school kids arrayed themselves along strict social and age strata, established since kindergarten.  The combined sixth and seventh grade classes ate lunch during this early lunch period. That was another thing she was having to deal with; recess wasn’t “recess” anymore. It was now the “early lunch break”. The eighth graders ate during the later lunch period and they didn’t bother going out to the playground. They went to a study hall, intended to keep them from smoking cigarettes behind the school, where half the faculty also lit up.

Her classmates were spread out on the playground similar to a complex battle formation. The cool, older seventh graders could not be bothered with childish things, so they draped themselves on the swing sets in the center; alternately lounging, hanging, and twisting around while they discussed “important matters.” Swings weren’t for swinging anymore.  

Some of the more athletic boys in both grades were trying to get a game of basketball going, but the mixed races and economic diversity of the Park Slope neighborhood of Brooklyn was reflected in that only one or two of them was proficient enough to play well. It all added up to a lot of yelling and only a little actual playing of the game.

Some of the younger girls Agnes had known for her entire life, walked along the outside path. They watched the proceedings on the playground with an intensity that startled Agnes.

That group, which included Laurie Metcalf and Persephone Jackson, the two most popular sixth grade girls, was the ultimate arbiter of “cool” at William Alexander Middle School.

The levels of cool and the manner in which one achieved “coolness” differed wildly for each student. Smoking, football and basketball, along with cheerleading, were activities that got one pronounced cool.

Being super smart, funny or talented in some way earned a kid the next level down on the social ladder. First runner up.

Heck, even being at the total opposite end of the spectrum, super weird or a foreigner, or having some other sort of abnormality, got you off the bottom rung on the social ladder.  The rest were clumped in the grey “fringy” middle.

The fringy middle was where Agnes Goodfellow lived her life.

She stood where she always stood at recess (oops, after lunch period) staring out of the fence at 5th avenue.

She saw without really seeing.

The Park Slope version of Fifth Avenue bore little in common with its Manhattan cousin. Little bodegas, liquor stores, deli’s and beauty salons competed with bars and restaurants on both sides of the street. The slowly decaying storefronts looked sad. Trash, old cars and old worn out people lined the sidewalks.

Mr. Caprese’s vegetable store stood strongly however, amidst the rot. It was the only shop Agnes’ mother would still frequent on “Freaky Fifth.”

She absent-mindedly fingered the crystal pendant hanging on its chain around her neck as she watched the “ladies” move back and forth on the other side of the busy street. The cut and polished crystal was large and purple in color and contained a “terminated” end, which meant it looked like the top of the Washington monument; a pyramid. A gold cap was on the opposite end with the gold chain strung thru its eye. The pendant was a gift from her Uncle Mike. It was a birthday present of sorts, delivered in the dead of night off the back of some sketchy truck. That was April 5th, two days after her official birthday. But Uncle Mike was never known for his attention to the calendar. He was (“is” darn it!) her mother’s older brother.

The package delivered was just like Uncle Mike, late, wonderful, and full of rocks. The crystal pendant was in a little box tied with a bow, written on the card, “For Agnes. Happy Birthday! G’Day mate!” He was currently in Australia, after all. The other contents were: a large softball sized uncut crystal of purplish color, an envelope filled with six thousand US dollars, and a scrap of paper with a name written on it, “Lana Aziz, 212 555-1212.”

The package caused a lot of adult whispering and strange looks. The kinds of whispering that always made kids’ ears perk up. Agnes got the birthday present, the uncut crystal got shoved in the closet, while the money and the paper were whisked away without a word of discussion. No one ever mentioned who Lana Aziz was, but Agnes did look up the crystal in the Encyclopedia Britannica. It was an Amethyst. A purple colored variety of quartz valued by ancient cultures. There was some technical stuff she didn’t really understand; a trigonal crystal system with a trapezohedron crystal class. Even more confusing was the notation of “crystal habit,” a six-sided prism ending in a six-sided pyramid. 

She got totally lost on the twining column entry when it said, “Dauphine law, Brazil Law and Japan Law,” What the heck was that? 

She did read one interesting term that she actually understood. Under “Other Characteristics,” the entry said “piezoelectric.” That meant if you squeezed the pendant, a small electrical charge would flow out of it. Cool! They’d studied piezoelectricity in Earth Sciences earlier this year.

Three days after the package arrived, more whispering occurred. Uncle Mike was missing. And not the kind of missing he usually got into. Missing as in, hadn’t called and no one knew where he was, missing, to even the Australian Geological Society people. No one seemed to know what to do, least of all Agnes. No one seriously took her suggestion of calling that Lana Aziz lady. Her mother gave her a withering look when she’d suggested it.

Agnes just wore her pendant in silent support of her Uncle. It made her feel better when she had it on. Must be the Dauphine law coming into play, she thought. The pendant even caused a minor tear in the social fabric at school. The first day she wore it, she was briefly “sort-of-cool”. The pendant looked good on her and people noticed. That only lasted a few days until Persephone Jackson showed up with diamond earrings, bringing balance and harmony back to the social universe once again.

The warmth of the sun bathed her face as the last of the painted ladies crossed the street. Agnes absorbed the rays and the peacefulness in her corner of the world.

The fairy falling out of the sky caught her eye.

The tiny bright point of light fell at the speed of a large lazy snow flake, leaving colored trails splintering the air in its wake.

She watched with fascination. This marked the fifth fairy Agnes had seen fall to earth. Not that she’d have mentioned what she’d seen to anyone, of course. That kind of talk got you sent to the nut house!

She’d been catching glimpses of the fairies out of the corners of her eyes for the last two years. In the last two months, she’d seen five of the bright creatures fall to earth.

And this was one of the brightest yet. So much so, she had trouble looking at it directly. The fairy had scintillating lines, or rays of light, emanating from its middle. She would be loath to admit it, but pinned down, she would say that the fairy looked exactly like the light the “Who’s” sang at the end of “How the Grinch Stole Christmas.” You know, The show where all the Who’s down in Who Ville, the tall and the small, get together and sing, “Fahh who lorries, Fahh who dorries....”

Anyway, it looked just like that to her.

And maintaining its rainbow lazy snowflake flight path, Agnes watched it fall over the fifth avenue storefronts across from her. The apartments on top of the grimy stores were no impediments to the ethereal creature as it fell gracefully toward the earth.

Only it didn’t quite make the ground.

Agnes watched, without moving a muscle, as the Fairy swayed and drifted toward her and, without a sound, settled into her pendant.

A warm rush infused her whole body.

Suddenly sounds were louder, unusually crisp to her ears. Colors were brighter to her eyes. She felt powerful in every fiber of her body.

Holy Schnikies!

Looking around the playground, Agnes could, with amazing clarity, hear the shrieks of the girls and the thud of the basketball. The colors in Laurie Metcalf’s scarf looked amazing!

She...

...completed her turn and locked eyes with Bradley Kusick, who stood twenty feet away from her. She was stunned to see recognition, and understanding, in his eyes.

He sees the Fairies, too! The thought blossomed in her mind. Agnes could neither breathe nor move.  

The boy took a ragged breath and said clearly to her ears, “I’ve never seen them do that before!”

Whaaa? 

Bradley Kusick can see the fairies? That’s not fair! That’s my thing! Her outrage was extreme.

She’d known Bradley since their time together at P.S. 39, Bristow Elementary. He was a grade ahead of her but inhabited much the same middle ground as she. The quiet skinny boy she had known throughout elementary school had suddenly grown larger. Not just the six inches in additional height, but the weight gain was also evident. An affection for chocolate had led to a disproportionate belly and pimples for the young man.

He just stood there on the playground, looking at her with his big dumb glasses and his big dumb braces and his big dumb hair and...

“He isn’t looking at me!” She realized with a start. He was looking at her pendant.

Agnes’ gaze darted down to her chest to see the purple stone glowing with an inner fire.

The fairy was inside her crystal! She couldn’t stop staring at the pendant until...

The clattering of the bell announcing the end of recess, breaking whatever spell existed between the two.

Darting ahead of the boy, Agnes ran as fast as she could to the school building. Bradley followed closely, clearly wanting to say more, but she never gave him the chance. Unusual for her, she didn’t trip or falter and she beat almost everyone off the playground, across fourth street and into the school building. The halls were just starting to fill with kids as she reached her locker. The tricky combination lock rotated smoothly like it almost never had. She grabbed her book bag and hauled off to class without missing a beat.

Normally, the trip upstairs to Mr. Boeckman’s Social Studies class would have winded her, but she felt great as she arrived with minutes to spare. Getting to her desk quickly and sitting quietly, she opened her book on its edge, hiding her face.

With her left hand she slowly raised her pendent on its chain to her face.

Yep. The fairy was in there all right; glowing away, seemingly giving off sparks of color and energy as she stared. The fairy favored a spot halfway up the crystal near the junction of two of its six sides. Wait, weren’t there more sides inside the thing? She stared intently. A ghostly image of another six-sided stone was actually inside her crystal. Weird.

She was engrossed with the light and the fact that she’d actually captured a fairy (well, “captured” was perhaps a little strong). The creature had literally imprisoned itself in her uncle’s gift. 

Caught up in that contemplation, she missed the question directed at her, “Ms. Goodfellow, perhaps you could help the class remember the common form of government shared by Europe and ancient Japan?” Mr. Boeckman asked her directly.  

Oh, schnikies, she thought to herself.

She panicked, thinking, We talked about that!

“Feudalism!” The answer popped out.

It was impossible to say who was more shocked: Agnes, because she’d remembered the answer, Mr. Boeckman, because she’d remembered the answer, or the rest of the class, because she’d remembered the answer.






“Oh! Uh, yes. That’s right. I thought you were daydreaming, Agnes. Very good. Now class, feudalism is the...,” class went on.

This wasn’t the first question Agnes had ever answered in class, it’s just that she wasn’t so good at instant recall of facts under pressure; in other words, tests.  

The pendant glowed, and Agnes glowed along with it for the rest of the day. Her last two periods (gosh, they’re going to have to rename those things!) flew by. At the final bell, she gathered her math homework and her book and shoved them into her bag. Running down the hallway, she burst out the end hallway door into the chaos of the car/bus/bike loading zone.  

Kids milled about waiting for parents or for the bus to pick them up. Several lucky children started walking home if they lived close enough  

Another contingent, Agnes among them, descended on the bike racks. As she worked her bike lock, Agnes Goodfellow reached into the pocket of her school jumper. The key was there, of course. They’d had to come up with a whole new definition for kids like Agnes, “Latch key kids.”

After the oil embargo and the economic swings of the last few years, a larger and larger percentage of women had entered the work force. Two incomes were now necessary to afford anything. At least, that’s what daddy says, Agnes thought. Without the built-in daycare of a stay-at-home mother, a whole generation of kids was being left on their own for a few hours each day after school.

The lock gave way in seconds and she threw the book bag and the lock into her basket. Pulling the heavy bike away from the rack, she wished for a sleek ten-speed, yet again. No lightweight fancy bike for Agnes. She had an ugly old Schwinn. “Big Red” was 24 pounds of pure US steel. The bike had the huge rusty fenders to prove it.

Dodging bodies, she walked the bike to a clear path on Fifth and mounted up. Getting “Big Red” going was a chore, but she was soon rewarded with a high seat and a squeaky ride along the north side of Fifth, going past the massive bulk of William Alexander Middle School.

Had she bothered to turn around, she would have noticed two people seemingly very interested in her comings and goings. One was Bradley Kusick, who still desperately wanted to talk to her. The other was an adult man who stood by a storefront across the street, unnoticed. The man had a red beard, a decent grey suit and decent shoes. He was just a passerby on the avenue, but he watched the little girl leave on her bike with avid interest. While he watched, he absent-mindedly fiddled with a large, beautiful green ring on the little finger of his right hand. An emerald ring glowing with the same brilliant fire as Agnes’ pendant.
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CHAPTER TWO
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Dodging trash, bums, and shoppers, Agnes only had one tough turn going home on the bike. She had to stop at Fifth Avenue and Eighth street to cross the avenue. She hated stopping at that corner. It was very sketchy up here. There were two reasons she hated it. One, it took her forever to get her bike back up to speed and get across the wide avenue in the short time the signal allotted. And, two, you never knew.  

That’s what her mother always said to her, “Agnes, you never know.”

But she did know.

She knew all too well what lurked out there, danger; from the bums, from the weirdos, from whomever.  

Several people eyed her with interest as she waited, but the light was kind today, and soon she got the signal to move again. Agnes stood on the pedals and lurched the bike into action. Big Red was a study in the laws of motion: whatever was at rest tended to stay at rest.

Soon enough, however, she was whizzing along Eighth Street on the broad sidewalk past the art school building. The concrete stoops of the houses or businesses created little concrete peninsulas she had to weave around, but the going was light today. She shot past the Episcopal Church at full speed and was now on more familiar ground. The large red brick building on her left was her old primary school. PS 39, Henry Bristow Elementary School, had let the smaller kids out a half hour earlier so the coast was clear as she approached home.

The houses got larger and nicer with each revolution on her wheels. Her house was near the end of the block, close to Seventh Avenue.

685 8th Street was typical of a Park Slope brownstone in the late seventies. So named for the dark stone cladding the exterior, these homes went up during the two decades between 1890 and 1910. This close to Prospect Park, these homes were built by the successful business people of the gilded age. Doctors, Lawyers, and larger shop owners loved the large formal homes. The details were state-of-the-art for the time: gaslight fixtures, coal burning furnaces and indoor toilets. The years had been both kind and unkind to the houses. Upgrades in the form of electricity, gas heat and telephones were met with most of the places being chopped into multiple-family residences, along with the inevitable wear and tear.

Indeed, Agnes and her family shared their brownstone with another woman. Of course, both tenants paid rent to her grandmother, who owned the home. The rent was one reason why Mom had to go to work. Grandmother was raising the rent.

Agnes slowed and dismounted Big Red as she reached the stoop. Hauling the bike up the six large steps was always difficult, but she dared not leave the bike outside. It would be gone in sixty seconds, lock or no lock.

Unlocking the massive front door, Agnes wheeled the bike into the darkened hallway. Two small bundles of mail were at the front door, near the landing to the staircase. She grabbed both bundles and put the larger one in her book bag. Carrying the small packet of mail and groping her way down the hall, she made some creaking sounds on the wood floor. The dirty hallway carpet runner did little to dampen the sound. The only light was the small window on the back door which led to the yard. Plus a little glow from her friend in the pendant, she noticed.

She continued down the hall past a door on her right and stood the bike up on the right side of the hallway across from the basement door. She was careful not to block the outside door. Mrs. Davito might want to go out to her garden. Agnes eyed the basement door.

She hated the basement. It was her nightmare. Damp, dank, dangerous, disgusting.... and dark. It was not a place she liked to go. She was occasionally sent down to help carry up Christmas stuff or get a jar of preserves or tomatoes that her mother had put up, but she avoided it like the plague if she could.

As quickly as a bunny, Agnes returned to the downstairs tenant door she’d passed earlier. Knocking twice she said loudly, “Mrs. Davito, I’m home and I have your mail.”

Mr. and Mrs. Davito had arrived at the brownstone at the same time as the Goodfellows; Margarete and Frank with their newborn daughter Agnes, twelve years ago.

Mr. Davito had died nearly five years ago, and Agnes had trouble remembering him clearly.

The door opened and diminutive, chubby, Philomena “Philly” Davito smiled out at the girl.

“Thank you, darling,” she said, taking the mail and trying out an accent that failed miserably. She turned in to the kitchen, the doorway to which was next to the front door. “You want a cookie? I’m making pizzelles.”

Agnes loved the thin waffle-like Italian treat. “Yes, please. And thank you!”

Mrs. Davito’s apartment was small but stuffed with all sorts of interesting things. Masks, statues, carved animals, drawings, photographs and other knicknacks she and her husband had picked up while traveling the world.

The front parlor was full of the things. Agnes looked over the black-and-white photos while the old lady retrieved her cookie.

One picture particularly caught her eye. Two young women, one with a baby on her thin hip, stood side-by-side. The one without the baby was very stylishly dressed. Wearing a hat with a veil, a form-fitting fringy dress, with some killer high heeled shoes, the pretty woman looked like a flapper.

“That’s my mother and her friend,” Philly said proudly. “The little baby is me!” She handed the cookie to the girl, who accepted the morsel. “1914! Before the First World War!”

Agnes bit into the wafer, the anise flavor meeting her tongue. “MmRFFF,” was all she could manage. She didn’t want to get into a history lesson today.

“I’ll take that as a compliment,” Mrs. Davito said with a smile. She looked at the little girl. “What’s going on, Pumpkin? You look different.”

Agnes stopped chewing. I have a fairy in my pendant! she almost blurted it out. Instead she swallowed and said, “Nothing much.” None of the other kids in school had been able to see her fairy (except Bradley, and she was not thinking about that!) and she didn’t think Mrs. Davito could either.

“You meet a boy?” Mrs. Davito always assumed any problem, good or bad, going on with her was “boy related.”

“Boys are gross,” she said with finality.

‘Pah,” the old woman said. “You’ll see different soon.”

Agnes didn’t see how. She was struggling with so much in her life right now, boys would just be an added burden; not to mention the fairy sitting in her pendant.

Excusing herself with a mumbled, “Gotta do some homework,” Agnes left the apartment and went upstairs.

Unlocking the top door, she placed the bundle of mail on the side table and dropped her book bag next to it.

The house was standard non-standard for a brownstone layout. The large houses had been chopped up so many different ways, there didn’t seem to be a set layout.

The Goodfellow home was large. A small entryway had a coat closet on the right and a pattern on the wooden floor. The dining room was on the left as you came inside further and another formal parlor that looked out over Eighth Street was on the right. A big kitchen and pantry was on the left as you went toward the back of the house. A small room her parents used as an office sat at the end of a small hallway. A bathroom was tucked next to the wall back here. A staircase led up to the three bedrooms and two additional bathrooms on that level. The whole apartment had faded carpets over the wood floors. 

But the real reason one would never want to play hide-and-seek in the place, was because there was another whole level of attic space above the bedrooms. Easy to get lost up there. The attic was Agnes’ sanctuary; warrens of rooms filled with boxes, old furniture, equipment, papers, and clothing of all types. You could get lost up there, and it might take a while to find you. The stuff had been up there her entire life and she was unsure to whom it belonged; not her mother and father for sure. They were constantly trying to get her out of the attic.

But this time she didn’t go to her sanctuary to study her fairy. Instead, she returned to the kitchen. 

She had responsibilities. The rotary dial phone was colored yellow-ivory and “sort of” new. It had one of those extra-long cords, so the handset could move more than one foot away from the base unit. Of course, it was a twisted mess on the counter top.

Agnes scratched at a stain on the Formica as she dialed the number.

“Archibald and Jacobsen, Attorneys at law!”

Her mother’s voice always sounded different on the phone when at work; stuffy, professional. She was a paralegal/secretary at the Brooklyn firm.

“Hi, Mom. I’m home,” Agnes said. 

“Oh, Agnes, good. Now remember, turn off the crockpot at 4:30, make sure you set the table and, for goodness sake, no TV until that homework is done!”

Her mother could “parent” over the phone lines from the other side of Brooklyn.

“Mommmm.”

“Don’t ‘Mom’ me, young lady, just do it,” Margarete said, not allowing any dramatics.

“Okay,” Agnes relented.

“Thank you, Honey. Daddy should be home at 5:30 or so, and I’ll be in right after that,” Margarete said, her voice dropping, “I have to go. Bye!”

Agnes hung up the phone and looked at the stove clock. The grimy plastic obscured most of the red-colored clock hands but she guesstimated that it was 3:38 or so.

Maybe I’ll get a watch for Christmas, she thought.

Despite her mother’s warning, she wandered over to the TV in the front parlor. The big standup Zenith TV was a color unit that was almost 20 inches across diagonally. The rotary channel dial could click thru 22 channels, both UHF and VHF. There was a raised outer dial that squiggled with something that daddy said was “fine tuning.”

Persephone Jackson couldn’t wait to tell everyone at school that their new TV had a remote-control unit that could turn the TV on and off and even change channels if you pushed the right button, all the way from across the room!!

Agnes was extremely jealous over that little item. She was the remote control when the family watched TV at night; as in “Agnes, turn it over to ABC. That’s Incredible is on!”

Well, there was nothing on now except soap operas and a talk show. In a few minutes a cartoon show would be on the independent station, but she didn’t really want to watch that. Maybe there’s an Afternoon Special on. Then she realized that ABC, like its cousins, CBS and NBC, was finished with original programming for the year, Reruns all summer until September.

A flash from her pendant decided it for her. She would go to her room and try to figure this thing out! She mounted the stairs slowly and went into her room.

The bed was still covered in stuffed animals and pillows. Her one nod to coolness was the Leif Garret poster on her wall. He was the least threatening boy she was allowed to look at.

Okay, let’s look at this thing.

***
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“Agnes!” I’m home! Where are you?” her father’s voice caught her deep in contemplation about universal truth and beauty and ... Schnikies! I forgot the crockpot, and my homework and...

She flew down the stairs and turned to meet her father coming out of the kitchen. They almost collided.

“Hey, kiddo, how are you?” Frank Goodfellow said, kissing the top of her head. “How was school?” he went on without really looking at her, much more interested in the mail he was holding.

“Fine, Dad!” I’m...” She slowed down and tried to explain that she’d lost track of time and...

“Thanks for making the salad for me, sweetheart. I appreciate that.” Frank flipped thru some bills, trying to find something interesting. “You want me to look over your homework? The math looked pretty good when I glanced at it,” he said, finally looking at her.

“Uhhh...” 

The words “I forgot” were just about out of her mouth when she had a vision. In her brain, Agnes saw herself flying around the kitchen doing her chores at record speed. Setting the table, chopping lettuce like a ginsu chef, flicking off the crockpot and finally whipping thru two pages of math without breaking a sweat.

She remembered doing it because she had done it!

“Uhhh... no problems, Poppa! I think the homework is OK.”

“Okay, sweetie. I’m going to get changed for dinner. You should, too...isn’t that jumper from school?”

Agnes looked down at her dress. Yes, indeed, it was still the school uniform she hated. Only two more weeks and she would be done for the year!

Agnes returned to her room and sat on the edge of her bed. If she concentrated, she could remember the entire afternoon with excellent detail: the bike ride home, Mrs. Davito, the cookie, the chores and the crystal.

What stood out in her mind was the sparking and flashing from the fairy. It seemed to be saying, “All right, what do we have to get accomplished? Chores? Right, let’s crack on!”

The trip around the kitchen was more a ballet than chores. Plus, it wasn’t like she didn’t know how to do the math. It’s just that normally she needed much more time. Like an hour instead of the ten minutes it had taken her in her enhanced mental state.

She also knew how to chop up cucumbers. Now she could do it like nobody’s business.

Was that the fairy taking over her body? Was she turning her into a zombie? Would the creature in her pendant make her rob banks or kill someone or eat brains or...?

Okay, maybe she was getting over dramatic.

Changing into some embroidered bell-bottom jeans and a knit shirt, she kept on the Keds sneakers. As she heard her mother come into the house and call everyone downstairs for dinner, Agnes made up her mind: Whatever was going on, the fairy wasn’t a bad creature. It hadn’t made her do anything she didn’t want to do (not really, anyway). It just helped her do it better. That wasn’t so bad, was it?

Dinner that night was a completely normal affair for a normal American family: crockpot roast, salad and various drinks: milk for Agnes, Iced tea for her mother and Coke for her father. The paralegal and the insurance salesman talked briefly about their jobs and then soon devolved into an argument about the state of the country. Her father, being a dyed-in-the-wool Republican, hated what was going on, while her mother, the liberal Democrat, felt things were going okay.  The term “stagflation” was mentioned several times. Agnes only had a vague idea what that meant. Something about inflation and stagnant growth? The argument was only an excuse for another flare up of whatever argument they’d been having the last month or so, ever since “the package” had arrived. Agnes was of the opinion they were using the government argument as a substitute for another fight.

The twelve-year-old was not listened to, as to her opinion about any subject other than the fact that she was ready for school tomorrow, a Friday. 

The last big topic of discussion was the outing to Prospect Park on Saturday.

Agnes loved the park. It was huge and full of hidden wonders. Why, you could see a huge mansion and a zoo and baseball fields and a band shell and even a monument to a French guy who’d fought in the Revolutionary war, The Marquis De Lafayette. 

The family planned to ride bikes from the Lafayette Memorial all the way to The Soldiers and Sailors Arch, and back again. That would be almost five miles’ round trip on her bike!

Agnes had never ridden that far in one shot before, and she was worried she might not be able to make that distance, but of course she couldn’t let that show! She never got to do anything fun, ever.

After dinner was over, she washed the dishes by hand, because the Goodfellow family didn’t believe in labor-saving devices like dishwashers, not when they had a perfectly good one named Agnes. 

Since there was nothing good on TV, she gathered her homework and school bag for in the morning and excused herself to go upstairs and read.

Which, of course, was Agnes-ese for “going into the attic.”

The glow of her pendant shone in the dim light of the dusty attic. The one bare-bulb floor lamp that actually worked, looked like it may have once been owned, or even built by, Thomas Edison. The main room was the storage spot for all her grandmother’s things. Things that she didn’t have in her house in Saratoga Springs. A huge old couch, several chairs (some covered in sheets), and box after box of old papers and photos.

Agnes stretched out on the couch and really looked at the crystal. 

It appeared no differently. The fairy still clung to a junction point where the pyramid bottom joined the column on a side. The glow was the same and the fairy still gave off the occasional tiny spark inside the stone.

She found herself entering the trance-like state she’d apparently undergone this afternoon. Agnes struggled against the total immersion. She tried to maintain some direct level of control on the fairy.

Soon enough, the glowing was pulsating in perfect rhythm with her heart.

Schnikies, that’s cool!

After a few minutes of that, the fairy seemed to be ready (willing?) to do what Agnes wanted.

Would you like to come out and play?

Feeling more than a little foolish to be mind-speaking to a fairy, the little girl directed the intensely focused thought into the pendant.

The pulsating glow steadied, and the fairy smoothly rose out of the pendant to hover a few inches above the supine girl.

Holy Schnikies!

The fairy swayed a little in mid-air but didn’t leave the color trails Agnes had seen before.

“Uhhh..”

And as soon as she said that aloud, the fairy wildly shone forth in brilliance.

Then all kinds of H-E double hockey sticks broke loose.

The bare bulb in the lamp fixture flared as brightly as the sun for a brief second and then went out with a loud “Pop!”

The rest of the house was plunged into darkness after a significant buzz-pop sound.

A muffled swear word came up thru the floorboards.

Agnes panicked, “Uh oh!”

The fairy smoothly slid back into its new home inside the pendant without so much as a sound or a bother.

Jumping up off the couch, she knew she’d better get downstairs ASAP and pretend like she didn’t know what was going on. She crept down the wooden pull-down ladder in the hallway by her bedroom door.

“Dad! The powers off!” Agnes threw that statement down from the top of the stairs as she peered at her confused father who stood at the bottom step.

“Gosh darned power company!” he groused. “Breakers tripped. I gotta go down to the basement to reset the panel. Stay there, Honey,” he said, grabbing a flashlight from the junk closet under the stairwell.

A scant few minutes later and Agnes was again basking in the warmth of familiar lighting. Her father had replaced the bulb for her and left her alone to wonder. She swung the pendant up to her face.

The fairy glowed away, oblivious to anything.

“That was my fault. Sorry.”

There was no reaction from the encased creature. Agnes went down to shower and dress for bed. She needed to be more careful when playing with the fairy. That sounded awfully strange when she thought about it.

Saturday, June 2nd 1979, was a beautiful day for a bike ride in the park. Seventy-eight and a little muggy, the clouds were building early. There might be some rain this afternoon. But that was for later, as Agnes and her parents pushed off down the Eighth Street sidewalk toward Prospect Avenue. She was dressed sanely in a pair of shorts, her ABBA tee shirt, and, of course, her pendant. It was still relatively early and quiet at 8:50 a.m. as the post-Memorial Day crowds were smaller, and fewer people were using the park. Oh, there would still be a lot of people, but that would be on their return trip. For now, it felt like they had the place to themselves as the wind blew back her frizzy hair.

Agnes was suddenly glad her dad hadn’t gotten her that new helmet thing they were talking about for bikers. She would have hated to wear a helmet on a day like today. Of course, she had never cracked her head on the sidewalk either, so...

The family managed to get across Prospect Street with a small crowd of pedestrians and entered the park proper at the Lafayette Memorial. Agnes stopped to read the plaque. Wow, he fought in the American Revolution and then went home and fought in the French Revolution. That’s a lot of revolutions.

Yesterday at school had also been something of a revolution. A  100% on her math homework, and she also answered a question during her science class. It turned out that she did know something about mitosis. Additionally, Agnes was able to avoid Bradley Kusick for the whole day, but she knew that wouldn’t be possible for the rest of the year. She was going to have to talk to him sooner or later.

But the real revolution was at recess (sorry, after lunch period).

Laurie Metcalf walked right up to her at her spot near the fence and asked, “What’s different about you?”

Strange, wild answers to the girl’s question bubbled up in her mind. 

What do you mean, Laurie?

I have hair sprouting in weird places?

This new bra doesn’t fit right? 

I’m getting moody again near my period? 

Oh, and maybe do I have A FAIRY TRAPPED IN MY PENDANT AND I DON’T KNOW WHAT YOU MEAN?!!

Agnes was practically vibrating, she was so on edge. Not trusting her voice, she just looked at Laurie Metcalf.

“Did you get your braces off?” the girl tried a probe.

“I’ve never worn braces, Laurie, you know that. We’ve known each other since Kindergarten,” Agnes remarked, trying for cool disdain.

“Yeah, we have. But something is different and I’m not sure what it is.”

Agnes tired of the game. “Well, nothing has changed, but thanks for checking!”

Laurie turned on her heel, not used to being dismissed so abruptly. Her long brown hair flicked back at Agnes, resisting the urge to pull the hair and take a swing at the girl.

Oh, boy! Fairies and fighting. That is not good! Ya’ know what? Who cares?

But it was a revolutionary thought that caught in her mind. Agnes suddenly no longer cared what Laurie or Persephone or anyone else thought about her. She no longer cared what level of cool she did or didn’t inhabit. 

Agnes Goodfellow now wanted to break out of that fringy middle. She wasn’t sure how, but she knew that she was going to do it. And a little weight felt lifted off.

Guiding Big Red down the bike path on Prospect Park Street West was certainly easier without that weight. She had her pendant, she had her Bubblicious chewing gum in her mouth, and her parents were right behind her. All was right with the world. 

Except...

Well, you know. Her Uncle Mike was missing, she still had a fairy trapped in her crystal and she was still getting used to her body and all the rest of the stuff going on in the world.

But she no longer cared what they thought. And that was big for a little girl. Check that, young woman.

Close to where they’d entered the park was the first big attraction, the Litchfield Villa. The huge Italianate mansion was built in the 19th century by a prominent family and served for years as a beacon of civility and status in the area for builders. Like all things, it had fallen into disrepair and was renovated by an anonymous donor and donated to the city. It now housed the Parks Department in the grand old rooms, sacrificing the fine murals and decorations that had adorned the walls.

As the family approached the brick-columned west face, Agnes always had the same thought whenever she saw a big house, Was it bigger than Grandmothers house?

This villa was bigger. Not by a whole lot though, she thought, just by looking. It certainly was grand. Several buildings that were part of the original structures; a barn, a guest house, a carriage house and even a chicken coop; had not survived the decay and were not present to contribute to the impressive whole.

“Can you imagine living in there?” Frank Goodfellow asked his daughter, looking at the domed ceiling of the Grand Ballroom.

No, she could not. Too many servants and people running around; too big, too fancy. She verbalized that last thought for her father.

He laughed. “Come on, Fancy Pants! Let’s go.” 

The rest of the trip to the Grand Army Plaza was simply a pleasant bike ride through the park. The bike path was a wide flat ribbon of asphalt that wound among the trees. Occasionally, glimpses of the cars moving along Prospect Street could be seen as the path swayed to the north for at least a mile.

The arch was a local landmark where several streets came together around the oval that made up the plaza. Flatbush Avenue angled in to the east and south. That wide famous street cut thru the east side of the park. You had to take Flatbush if you wanted to get to the zoo. 

Agnes didn’t really like the zoo. She didn’t like keeping animals in cages, as she believed in animal rights. 

What about fairies?

The sudden thought came into her mind fully formed. She missed a downward stroke on her right pedal and swerved to recover. She didn’t believe in....

Well, then what was in her pendant? Of course it’s not a fairy! 

Another question came to her now-aching head, “Riddle me this. What looks like a light, floats on air and can knock out power to a house?

Uhhh.

She was thinking “Uhhh” a lot these days. Ever since the fairy had entered her universe.

“Right, the fairy you don’t believe in,” her conscience got in a quick jab.

So engrossed was she in the conversation in her head, Agnes barely oohed and ahhed over the arch. Even though she did think it was cool beans. The formal Roman arch looked just like Constantine’s Arch outside the Coliseum, like she’d seen in pictures. The columns and statues were very nice. Of course the inscription was in English and not Latin. “To those who served,” read the plaque.

The arch was the halfway point in the ride. Her mother and father looked a little red-faced and out-of-breath on their older three-speed bikes. They leaned on one of the round concrete balls scattered around the open plaza. Traffic whizzed by without regard for anyone’s safety.

Agnes, on the other hand, was just fine. Even pedaling Big Red this far, she felt great. Maybe it was the ongoing “fairy question” and whether it was right to have it imprisoned in her crystal, that made her ignore the strain of the ride.

Was “imprisoned” even the right word? She didn’t know.

They started back home as Agnes wrestled with the problem. She just concentrated on the internal argument and ignored everything else. One pedal down, one pedal up. One down, one up.

Soon she found herself fifteen or twenty yards ahead of her parents.

“Agnes! Not too fast, please!” Her mother’s voice wasn’t faint exactly, it’s just that she was around a little bend.

“Okay!” 

She slowed her bike a smidge and glanced up.

Two fairies were in a slow, swirling dance coming down from the sky.

Holy Schnikies! Two!

The problem was they were already low in the sky, and they were going to come down ahead of her.

Agnes ignored the call from her mother and jumped on the pedals. She only saw the bright (well, not that bright) specs as they fell.

Big Red came up to speed quickly as she pumped up and down.

The colored trails marked where the fairies were headed and Agnes triangulated like Pythagoras, glancing at the path.

“Get out of the way!” she called to a group of walkers impeding her quest.

“Agnes!”

She ignored the call, swerved around the startled people and concentrated. Almost there!

Skidding Big Red to a stop, she willed the pair of fairies into her pendant while holding it up like a talisman. 

They went in just like her first conquest, without a sound.

Again the familiar rush of bright sound and colors hit her. Not nearly as big this time, she realized. Was she used to fairies already?

“Agnes!”

She could hear her mother’s aggrieved voice plainly. 

Going to get into a little trouble. That’s okay, she reasoned, looking at the two dull (duller?) specs circling each other on the other end of the crystal. They were nowhere near the first fairy (spec). Did they hate each other? Why were these two together? Why were they darker? (less bright?) 

“What does this mean?”

She was unaware she had spoken aloud until the look on her father’s face as he rode up confirmed that he’d heard her.

Uh oh.

“Sorry, Dad. I’m still new to this woman thing.” Agnes employed one of the first things she’d learned about menstruation - it freaked men out.

Even men like her father.

“That’s okay, honey, we’re nearly home. What do you say we grill up some burgers for lunch when we get back?” 

Agnes felt just a tad guilty. Her father was trying his best. “That would be great. Thanks Poppa.”

She got a lecture from her mother, who caught up to them a minute or two later, as she wouldn’t be fooled by the “woman thing”. She was a bit chagrined that they might fight again over her behavior, when her dad stepped in to stop the lecture. Her mom clenched her teeth and said no more. Agnes seemed to be more irritated at her mother lately. Margarete Goodfellow simply had no idea what she was going through right now! And strangely it was becoming harder and harder to talk to her about these things. Agnes felt like she was turning inward to deal with her problems. It was a strained ride home and a strained lunch. 
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CHAPTER THREE
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The meeting she’d been trying hard to avoid happened on Tuesday at school. Agnes was trying out a new spot on the playground. She wanted to hide nearer to the building, in a cutout alcove that hugged the sidewalk on Fifth Avenue. The passersby were only separated from the school kids by the width of the wire in the chain link fence. She had no such luck on the hiding part.

Bradley Kusick marched up to her with a determined look on his big dumb face with his big dumb glasses and his big dumb boots.

That look changed to amazement as he got closer and saw the two new fairies in her crystal.

“Two?” His voice cracked at the “ooh” part. Agnes actually felt very sorry for him and didn’t laugh.

“I’ve never seen two together like that,” he went on when she didn’t shut him down. “Admit it, you can see them too!”

“Of course, I can see them, Bradley. Keep your voice down,” she cautioned.

“I thought I was going crazy,” he admitted, looking down.

The girl took pity on him. “Yeah, I did too. I’ve been catching glimpses for the last two years right after my...” She stopped. She couldn’t admit that she started seeing the fairies immediately after her period came on.

Bradley seemed to understand and nodded. “Yeah, me too. Not the other thing, but I’ve just started seeing them in the last year. These bright trails appearing in the sky. How come no one else can see them?” he asked after a second staring at her pendant.

Agnes shrugged. “I have no idea. Just like I don’t know what they are or why they want to stay in my crystal, or why there are two of them together or why they...” She stopped because there were too many questions.

“Can I...” The boy reached a tentative hand to her neck level, toward the stone.

Agnes stepped closer. No way was she going to remove the pendant and let him have it! She lifted her chin.

It was an intimate movement and motion. Bradley shyly took the crystal in his big clumsy hand and pulled the pendant up to his face. He had to lean in to get close enough to see the fairies.

Bradley had grown, and he was about three inches taller than Agnes. His dark hair was long and shaggy over his heavy face. His chewing gum gave his breath a nice minty smell as he ogled the crystal. Hmm, no dandruff, he must be using Head and Shoulders, she thought.

“Can you feel that?” Bradley straightened up, dropping the pendant and stepping away, gesturing at the air.

Agnes nodded. “I can. The fairies have been giving me energy ever since that day.”

‘Fairies?” the question came with hesitancy.

‘Well, what would you call them?” She challenged.

“Uhhh... aliens?”

She snorted in an unladylike way.

‘Yeah, right. Aliens are in my pendant!”

“Is that any more unlikely than fairies?” Bradley shot back.

Good point.

The two children stared at one another for a few seconds.

“They give you energy?” Bradley asked.

“Yes. I’ve never been athletic or anything, but I rode my bike for miles last weekend without any trouble.” She went on to tell him about the park and trapping the paired fairies.

“Wow.”

She also related the story of the power outage in her house and what she suspected was the cause.

“My gosh!” Bradley was polite enough not to swear. “You can move them in and out of the trap?”

Agnes stopped to consider that. Technically she did ask the fairy to come out and play. “I guess.”

“Can you do it now?”

“Uhhh...”

She took the pendant in hand and tried to relax. She’d been laying down before, so she wanted to try that relaxed feeling again. Staring intently at the paired, duller (less bright) fairies, she willed one of them to come out and play.

For at least a minute nothing happened. But as she concentrated, Agnes could see the fairies clearly, tiny as they were. Again, the glowing and sparking synced up to her heartbeat.

Bradley gasped. He could see what was going on. The uniform pulsing of all three lights was mesmerizing.

Slowly both of the new fairies detached from the crystal and hovered in-between the two kids at face level. The points of light slowly circled each other.

I only wanted one of you! Agnes thought furiously

The world held still for a beat.

Not wanting a power outage at the school or the neighborhood, Agnes silently asked the fairies to go back home.

Like obedient motes of light, the beings went back into the pendant to regain their normal place, opposite their first friend.

“Ohhh, boss!” Bradley could not contain his excitement.

Agnes felt a thrill of accomplishment and looked at Bradley, who looked back at her.

“You know, that’s what is different about you,” Bradley said earnestly as she blushed. “The look on your face. It’s like you have an ace up your sleeve or something.”

Like I have a fairy in my pendant? 

“Like you’ve got the best friend in the world maybe, I dunno.” The last clause of his praise brought her up short.

Best friend?

Huh. Maybe that was true. Agnes never had many friends. And by many, she meant none. Not that she was lonely, she wasn’t exactly. Just alone. Her mother and father didn’t really count. They had to listen to her (when they did listen at all, that is!) That wasn’t necessarily being lonely. And there was a difference in that distinction she could now see.

“No. I just decided that I don’t care what some people say or think about me anymore,” Agnes told him.

Bradley considered that.

“I asked my mom if I could have a pendant crystal thing like yours,” the boy admitted.

HUH?!? Well, duhh! Of course, Bradley would want a fairy of his own. Who wouldn’t?

Now that that concept was out there, she could see why and how he wanted it.

They discussed the possibility of the pendant being the trigger to catch the fairies or if the person was the trigger. Bradley was adamant. “If you can do it, I can too.” 

She told him about her studying in the Britannica about Amethysts.

“Ancient stone, huh?” the boy muttered.

The two of them couldn’t think of another kind of ancient stone or crystal. They discussed it for another five minutes or so. 

Finally, Bradley asked the big question. “Are you going to tell anyone?”

Agnes pondered that for a long time. Somehow, she just couldn’t bring herself to talk to her parents. “Not yet,” she said. “Not my parents, and there is no one I can trust right now... that I can reach, so...” What she didn’t tell him was the other problem with the one person she’d thought of to talk to about this; Uncle Mike, the guy who’d sent her the amethyst in the first place. Only he was missing!

“Hey, are you going to camp or anything this summer?” A small smile bloomed on the boy’s face. “I...I... mean, if you are around, we could...” he stopped, red rising on his cheeks. School would let out in just over a week. Both of them had finals over the next few days.

Agnes had to consider that. She didn’t have any plans right now for the summer. She didn’t normally go to camp, but the Brooklyn Public Library had a summer program she was going to go to. It had taken the weekend bike ride to convince her parents that she could make the distance. The library was right on the Army Plaza off of Flatbush, near the arch.


“I think we could get together during the summer,” she said, suddenly self-conscious.

Did a boy just ask me out? 


“That’s great. Thanks! Can I have your phone number and I’ll call?”

The blush threatened to consume both of them in the heat as she shyly wrote down her number on a scrap of paper.  

The bell saved them both from possibly dying from embarrassment. As the two kids went into the school together, several people noticed them walking together.

Laurie Metcalf and Persephone Jackson both eyed the couple with judgmental expressions as they followed the pair into the building.

From his spot near the front of the red brick building, the red-bearded man also was watching them enter the building. He didn’t have a judgmental look on his face. His was one of shock and amazement. The things he’d heard and seen from those two kids! That look of amazement changed to one of concern as he fiddled with his ring and walked on down Fifth Avenue. They were going to have to take some action.

Another interested observer was stationed across Fifth near the liquor store doorway. The seedily dressed bum was intent on both the kids and the red bearded man. But the kids especially. The look on his face wasn’t shock or amazement or judgment. It was equally evil and avaricious. It twisted the face of the bum so much another wino got up from the curbside to move away when he saw it. No one wanted to mess with that guy! The watcher got up from his curb and moved down to a pay phone on the corner. Digging a quarter out of his dirty pants pocket, the man dialed a number from memory. Good thing, because the braided security cord which normally held the phonebook, terminated with only sharp wires.

“Yeah, it’s me. I marked her. She has the stone. It’s functional” the man said quietly into the phone. 

That must have upset the other person on the phone because the bum adopted an aggrieved tone. “How should I know?!” 

He was silent again.

“I told you, I don’t know. Maybe the Uncle?! By the way, Barbarossa is involved.”

A long period of silence held while the bum listened.

“I don’t know!!” the guy was practically shouting when he answered whatever had been asked. The wino edged even further away.

“All right... All right... Yeah.”

The bum hung up the phone and started walking west on Fifth. He had a pretty long walk to get to Eighth street.

Fairies in pendants are one thing. Finals are another.

Only this year was a little different. Agnes knew what she knew. It seemed like her mind was clear and she could concentrate and recall facts as she needed regarding schoolwork. That was different for her, better. 

The past four days had been spent studying for her big rounds of tests. Monday the 11th would be the first of three long days. The teachers had made a concerted effort to slot tests, so no one had five or six of them in one day. The whole thing made Agnes feel kind of grown up. There were no classes. They just came and took tests in a two-hour block for each subject. They could leave when they were done. Her schedule was nicely spaced: Two on Monday, three on Tuesday and two the last day of school, Wednesday. Schnikies!! There was a darn P.E. final!

She even thought she was going to do well on that hated P.E. final.

The pendant and it occupants were her cheats. Sort of. Maybe.

The 9 a.m. Monday math final set the tone. She scored a 97. That was far and away her best score. So good in fact, she got some looks from the teacher, Ms. Friendly, indicating she might be suspected of cheating. But Agnes had on the same short sleeved white shirt that everyone else wore, and she dutifully turned out her pockets to show...lint.

The crystal hung on her chest and glowed to her eyes only (well, Bradley- but he didn’t count) and she stared down Ms. Friendly. 

And just like that, her “C” became a “B” for the year.

Social Sciences was the same, except that Mr. Boeckman complimented her instead of accusing. “Agnes, you’ve made some real progress this year. Keep it up!”

She thanked her favorite teacher and wished him a good summer.

Things went sideways on Wednesday, two days later. At 11 p.m., she was heading to the cafeteria to get some lunch before her noon P.E. final, when she spied Bradley standing at the end of the hallway. The Vice Principal and his parents were surrounding the boy. He looked miserable.

Agnes stopped in her tracks to watch the scene. Several other children had stopped to look as well, kids’ radar alerting to possible adult goings on.

The adults were all whispering and gesticulating and discussing, while Bradley just hung his head.

Agnes felt for him. What had he done? Had he told anyone? What could she do? Were they coming for her next? She looked around wildly.

Bradley raised his head and caught sight of her. A wan smile and a shrug warned her off. 

The trio of adults frog-marched him down the hall and out the door. 

Agnes couldn’t help herself. She let the crowd of about twenty kids drag her to see what was going to happen.

It was anticlimactic. Bradley Kusick was put in the back seat of a Ford Galaxy 500, next to a red bearded man and his parents got in the front seat, then drove off.  

Uhhhh???

Agnes was getting tired of “Uhhhh.”

She couldn’t even enjoy the look on her P.E. teacher’s face as she completed the mile run in time to earn an “A”. 

What about her date with Bradley? Well, it wasn’t really a date in a literal, technical, “boyfriend-girlfriend” kind of way.

But it felt like that.

Now Bradley was gone, and she wasn’t sure what was going on. She had passed P.E. and had a fairy in her pendant (no, fairies, plural!), and she...

Looked down to see her pendant flashing wildly.

Uh oh. I disturbed the little motes!

As she calmed down, the fairies quit pulsating and flashing.

Huh. Look at that- Mood fairies!

Agnes looked at the pendant one last time and then packed up her locker. At least she was free for the summer!

The weather was pleasant as she rode home from school. It was early in the afternoon, and no one was around in the neighborhood. Even the bums and winos and painted ladies were strangely absent. Other kids were either in a test, at home or away at camp already. The wind sang in her ears as she hit home.

Agnes knocked on Mrs. Davito’s door as arranged. Mom and Dad would be home a little early to take her for an “end-of-the-year” dinner. (Oliveto’s, yum!)

Until then, she would be with Mrs. Davito.

Seated in the parlor eating a cookie, after the woman let her in, Agnes had time to reflect on her end of school year, memorable to be sure.

“What’s up, Pumpkin?” Mrs. Davito could see the changes and was concerned.

Agnes admitted to a highly edited version of the truth: Uncle Mike missing, her parents sort of fighting, school, and now Bradley...

“Bradley Kusick? Bo Kusick’s little boy?” The old woman inquired.

Bo? What kind of name is “Bo,” for an adult? Agnes thought. Then she remembered her dad had a friend who went by “Mo,” so, who knew?

She nodded and told the woman that Bradley and she had “kind of set a date for the summer,” but now she wasn’t sure what was going on.

“Pumpkin, don’t you worry. Sooner or later boys always see what’s best for them. They may stop and start some but they do come around, eventually.” “Look at my Henry! He chased a few hussies until I set him straight!”

Agnes wasn’t so sure that Bradley was chasing hussies, whatever that was. She thought he was in some kind of trouble. Fairy trouble.

The thought came unbidden to her mind. Am I in trouble too? 

That thought got pushed down. If she was in trouble, it was going to come, whatever she did about it. No sense in worrying.

The older lady and the little girl had a pleasant afternoon reminiscing about old Brooklyn and the crazy people who used to inhabit the place. Philly had had a lot of wild friends back in the day. 

“I was seventeen when the Great Depression hit hard,” she told the young girl. “We had barely enough food to survive. I used to have to hustle for a meal, let me tell you.”

Agnes couldn’t believe the story. Lines of men out of work, queued up for even the sniff of a job. Soup kitchens where people got their only meal of the day. Children running in packs all over the city; stealing, begging, whatever they could do to survive.

“That was 1929, right?”

“No, pumpkin. Most folks believe the depression just hit ‘boom’ in ‘29. That’s not how it worked. The stock market crashed in 1929, and that was bad enough.” Philly looked at Agnes, “You know about the stock market?”

A shrug of the shoulders was Agnes’ answer.

“Let’s just say it is a way for people to use their money to make money,” the older, wiser woman tried to simplify the concept for the girl.

“The net result is that things cranked along for a couple of years, but in ‘32 it got bad. Real bad.” Her eyes took on the mists of time as she remembered the bad times.

“But I met Henry in ‘33 when I was nineteen and we started dating.” Agnes nodded to keep the story going. 

“Anyway, we both took some tough jobs. I worked in a sewing shop for a while. Henry worked in a factory making shoe machines; you know, the machines that make shoes?”

Agnes didn’t but that didn’t stop the flow.

“We knocked around and decided to get married in 1935.” Philly stopped, and Agnes figured there was a whole lot more to that part of the story that the woman wasn’t telling her.

“Henry was working during the day when he could and trying to go to night school. He finally finished in 1938 and then he got the bright idea of volunteering for ‘The Hump’.”

Agnes had no clue what “The Hump” was and said as much.

Philly laughed. “What are they teaching nowadays? The Hump was the Himalayan Mountains. In 1936, Japan invaded China and took over most of the country. A group of Americans, led by Robert Scott, flew resupply missions between Burma and China to help out old Chiang Kai-Shek.”

Agnes was pretty fuzzy on communist China and the Taiwanese and the whole deal, so she just nodded like she understood.

“My Henry was a radio operator on the planes. They flew those C-46 cargo planes over the mountains in all kinds of weather. They crashed twice, that he told me about!” She said it proudly. 

“That was before December 7th?” Agnes asked.

“Yes, Sweetie. Mr. Roosevelt had this lend-lease program...”

The two chatted for a couple of hours about the WAY WAY WAY distant past, forty-two years ago. It helped take Agnes’ mind
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