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Inspiration
This story is inspired by Irish lore about fae switching their kind with human-kind, and other mix-mash Irish lore.
About This Book
Death to the one that enters the cauldron, the fae said.
Death to the one that destroys the cauldron, the fae said.
Death to the one that abandons the cauldron, the fae said.
Sometimes, cauldrons are meant to be broken, and sometimes, fear is the only thing stopping me from living.
This story has some mature subject matter. Approximately 2500 words.
chapter: a haon
claws are out
For me entire life, I've been told I'm useless and don't belong. It doesn't take someone very observant to notice that I'm different. I've had a pop of blue under me veins for as long as I've been in this town, and I'm the shortest creature there is around, as far as me eyes can see.
"Are ye claws acting up again?" a fae asks me.
I always come to the town square when I’m searching for answers about why I seem to be flickering towards fae these days. The fae in this town seem to smell my thoughts.
I tuck me claws into the pockets of me flannel coat, and watch a flutter of snowflakes fall from the mouth of the afternoon sky.
"Isn't ye concern," I say to Byrne, a fae, four feet taller than me, and six shades of white fairer than me.
Since I can remember, I've always been told I'll die by cauldron, if I go too close to the town square cauldron.
Everything revolves around the cauldron, that use to bring the dead back to life. This town is like a cult, following orders from unknown masters. I don't know what I am, or why I'm here, but there has to be more than following what everyone else does, just for the sake of it.
"Mannix, are ye leaving?" Byrne asks.
"This place never was for me. I don't belong here," I say.
"What if ye die?"
"And if I don't?" I ask, with more certainty than I feel.
I look up at the stone cauldron, in the middle of the town square, adorned with powerful faces of fae queens of old.
If I don't get out of this town tonight, I might turn into a full-blown monster, or as the fae would say, ‘A fae with teeth and claws.’
Growing up in this place, I'd never wanted to be the outcast that everyone looked at sideways, but never directly at, but becoming more and more fae...I don't even know how old I am – no one tells me much of anything around here.
"If ye is leaving, let's get up to the bell-tower, and see if ye bleed."
"I'll be going to the bar. Don't wait up," I say, walking towards the closest bar.
"I won't," Byrne says with a grumble.
Entering the cauldron right now would be suicide, as all fae in this town would see me diving into it as ‘tainting’ the cauldron for centuries, so the stories would go. But ten strikes past midnight, and hours after that, everyone in the town of Gilroy will have fallen over plastered, with their wits completely gone. And that will be me time to leave. No one the wiser.
chapter: a dó
goodbye gilroy
The bar is thick with fae dust and sexual tension. A typical Friday night, down to the mysterious sheen I find on me arms, that resembles mirrors.
I’ve been in the fae-world for who knows how long. It's hard to track time here, and I don’t know where I come from, or who me parents are.
Being switched at birth was just some fae's twisted game.
I feel the shimmer of golden hair brush me skin, and I see a flash of the eye...then nothing.
This bar is the closet I get to seeing this lass...this mysterious lass…
“I’ll have a fae-whiskey,” I shout out to the fae bartender.
The bartender takes longer to serve me than everyone else in the bar, because everyone here is fae, and I am not.
Being a changeling in the fae-world doesn’t exactly get me quick friends.
I don't even know what kind of creature I am – I don't look like anyone else I know.
The bartender has the bottle of fae-whiskey and a shot-glass in his hand. I grab for the bottle and quickly walk out of the bar, as the bartender yells at me to pay-in-trade – I don’t feel like making trade with a fae, because I usually end up on the loosing side.
I walk right into a young fae of ten.
“Kin, ye about scared me good,” I say, as the bar door closes behind me.
“Yeah, well, I’ve got what ye asked for, Mannix.”
The good alcoholic spirits are saved for creatures of me kind, whatever I am, so fae can get us wasted and play tricks, or for adult fae. Kin is fae, underage, and tried bribing me to get him fae-whiskey, the good stuff. I turned it into a trade.
"Hand over the jelly-jam?" I say, lying me hand out flat in the air.
Kin is the only one I trust in this town.
“Take it, but don’t say I never warned ye.”
“I won’t blame ye,” I say, pocketing the jelly-jam into me flannel coat.
“Death to the one that enters the cauldron. Death to the one that destroys the cauldron. Death to the one that abandons the cauldron, the fae say,” Kin reminds me.
“Got it,” I say.
“Me mom’s a gonna kill me for giving ye that jelly-jam.”
“Thanks, all the same,” I say.
Kin and I both run in opposite directions of each other, as the bartender bursts through the bar doors, yelling at me to pay.
As I run, I feel the light breeze hit me face, and I smile.
Somehow, I know I'm going home tonight.
chapter: a trí
nose bleed
The bell strikes midnight, and I sit on the balcony ledge of the bell-tower. Underneath me, I see fae fall all over the streets of Gilroy, like a mist of sleep-gas came through the town, letting no one escape. Reality, fae love to drink, and hate any rules that are pushed on them.
I look down into the seemingly never-ending darkness, into the mouth of the cauldron.
I stand up, hold the jar of jelly-jam, that Kin stole for me, in one hand, and jump into the cauldron.
Wishing words at the neck of death seems futile –
To me surprise, I don't die. I fall face first into a picnic with a group of lasses, who all scream and run away, except for one. That lass stays and stares at me.
Me nose is bleeding. I can feel the warmth of the blood down me lips. A nose bleed is nothing much, but the lass, with bright pink hair, stares at me, as a single drip of blood rolls down her lip and onto her white shirt.
The lass hands me one of the napkins from the top of the picnic blanket, and grabs one for herself. We wipe our noses clean of blood with our napkins, and throw the napkins away in the little garbage on the picnic blanket.
"It took ye long enough to get here."
"I don't really know...where here is?"
"This is Gilroy. A small town, not so far away
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