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Winter came early in the year. It was nearly the middle of
December and stormy winter weather was everywhere, from the
Atlantic shore to the Pacific shore. As swift as a spinning dervish
the snow storms came and laid a suffocating cloak of ice upon the
small city where Anne Greene lived. The ice storm had encased
everything: utility poles, houses, cars and trees. Being that the
city received snow and ice perhaps only once every three years,
whenever it was dressed in full winter garb the city shut down.
Which meant that school was out! A delight to all children
everywhere and none of them more delighted than Anne! She gazed out
of her bedroom window, wondering what her friends were doing;
whether she should build another snowman and how many maple candies
she could make – and eat, before mama said enough was
enough!

Maple candies were something mama had learned to make when
she was a girl. You gathered a big pan of snow or ice, poured a
dollop of maple syrup on top of the snow and let it sit for a while
outside in the cold or in the freezer until it became hard. Then
you just popped them in your mouth! Anne could smell the savory
scent of beef broth simmering in the big pot in the kitchen. It was
early morning and dad was out shoveling snow from the driveway
again. Anne hopped from her chair and flew downstairs. She suddenly
remembered that a special package had arrived for her before dinner
and it was high time she found out what it was! She went rummaging
around in the coat closet, throwing out all and sundry that
didn’t look like a new
package.

“Anne? I can hear you in the closet. What are you
doing?”

“Looking for something!”

“The package is in the kitchen!” Mama said. Anne stuffed
everything haphazardly back into the closet and bounded into the
kitchen.

“Where is it, mama?”

“Right here on the counter. It's from grandma
Barbara.”

“Goody!” She cried with glee. A long, brown box sat on the
counter near the refrigerator. She glanced at the label, trying to
guess where it came from.

“Your grandma is in Scotland right now.”

“Scotland?”

“It's near England and Ireland. Here, I'll open the box
for you.”

“But I want to open
it!” Anne protested.

“Alright.” Mama said patiently. Anne tried ripping the
thick tape off but the box was held fast by it. Try as she might,
she could not get it open.

“OK. You can open it.” Anne pouted. Mama gave her an
expectant look, raising a brow.

“Can you please open it for me, mama?” Mama wiped flour
from her hands on a towel and with a pairing knife, cut at the tape
slowly, opening the box. Anne eagerly took the box and pulled out
her new gift. It was a royal blue cloak made of velvet with tiny
silver stars stitched into the bottom hem and it had a plush, fur
trim of midnight blue with a fur trimmed hood! The inside was light
blue dyed wool. It was so beautiful! Anne had never owned a cloak
before and especially one so wonderful as this! Mama exclaimed in
wonder and delight and she helped her put it on. Anne twirled and
swirled this way and that. She felt like a royal
princess!

“When can I wear it? Can I wear it to school?”

“Well I suppose… ”

“Please, mama? I want to wear it to school!” She said
excitedly, flouncing around the kitchen.

“You can wear it to school then. After all, it's cold
outside and that looks like a very warm cloak. I just wonder
though, sweetie. I don't want it to get soiled or
dirty.”

“Oh, I won't mess it up!”

“Now remember, you'll need to thank grandma when she calls
next time.”

“I will!” Anne tried on her hood, running her hands along
the soft fur. Mama laughed.

“If you plan to wear it to school, then I want you to put
it away in the coat closet. You can either wear it today or you can
wear it when you go back to school.” Anne screwed up her face in a
frown. She didn't much care for those choices but mama didn't leave
her much room to negotiate and she did
want to show it off at school. She skipped from the kitchen
and down the hall. Grandma Barbara knew her favorite color!
I wonder where grandma will go next? What will she send
next? Anne reluctantly took her cloak off and
laid it carefully on an occasional table by the coat closet. She
went to the living room and gazed outside. It had begun to snow
lightly again. More snow. She
thought. The trees looked like white spires, heavy with ice and
snow. She heard the front door open and in blew a giant snowman!
Or, rather, it was just dad.

“Well! Old Man Winter really laid a number on the whole
country this month!” He said, wiping fat snow flakes from his face.
The walk was partially clear but as it had begun snowing again, dad
gave up the fight for the day in frustration.

“Got anything planned today, little one?”

“I'm going to make another snowman.”

“Another one! Soon we'll have an army of them out there.
Did you find your gift?”

“Yes! I love it!” She said. Dad winked. Anne thought he
looked quite comical and a rather dramatic looking snowman, all
covered in bright white crusts of snow framing his dark brown
face.

“One of your friends is coming to visit.” He said,
pointing towards the window. There, waving and bundled up in her
pink snowsuit and scarf was Emma. Yay!
Anne ran to the door, pulling Emma inside. They hugged each
other, both chanting: 'School is out! School is out!'

“I hear company!” Mama called from the kitchen.

“It's Emma! Can she stay for dinner?”

“Of course!” Both Anne and Emma melted into a gale of
giggles and then ran upstairs to play. If only Tanya could be here,
but she lived across the river, clear across town. At least they
would see her at school. That is, if school ever opened
again.

 

 

All that day Anne and Emma made snowmen, ate maple
candies, collected frozen pine cones and made snow angels as big,
fat snowflakes fell lightly in their hair and on their cheeks. They
simply did as children will do; play and bask in the fun and beauty
of winter. After all, they would go inside when their hands became
too cold and when it became too dark to see. But deep in her mind
Anne knew that behind the wonder and sparkle, the dark hand of an
evil winter was rising.
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Snow day play time extended itself until Thursday when it
was then decided by the school district that school was in session
again. Until that day, Anne helped with the baking and cooking, as
usual. Thursday morning was the day she got to wear her blue cloak.
Putting on her white snowsuit and matching moon boots, she waited
outside on the back porch, twirling around in her cloak and making
wispy angels with her breath in the air. The air was sharp and
freezing and she could feel her cheeks becoming numb. Early though
it was, the sky threatened more snow still. It was light gray with
swift, slate gray clouds pouring across the horizon like wild
horses. It even had that odd smell of snow and ice in the air that
she found hard to describe. Then mama appeared on the porch and
they were off to school.

As they approached the front entrance of John Adams Grade
School there was a giant snowman that had been built in front of
the doors to greet them. Everyone was dressed in their best winter
jackets or coats and boots but no one had a blue hooded cloak! She
felt giddy as she wondered what Emma and Tanya would
say.

“OK sweetie, I'll come pick you up later.”

“I want to walk home with my friends.”

“You don't want me to come for you?”

“No, that's OK mama.” After all, they didn't live far from
school.

“Alright then.” Mama sounded disappointed which made Anne
feel slightly guilty but she was 8 years old! She didn't need her
parents to walk her home in the snow! They hugged each other and
Anne plowed through the snow and up the steps, dragging her
backpack along. Usually her friends were waiting for her at the
front steps but not today. The school halls looked sparse – many
kids stayed at home. Unfortunately she happened to run into the
last person in school that she wanted to see or talk to. Lauren
Noble. The most popular, richest girl in school. She was also the
meanest girl in school. Lauren had all of the Fairy Princess dolls
in her collection, and their fairy pets and all of their
accessories. She flaunted this, among many other things, and she
took particular delight in ridiculing Anne. She stood with her
gaggle of friends around her, watching with contempt as Anne came
down the hall towards homeroom.

“Well, if it isn't stupid Anny Fanny!” They all exploded
in laughter. She looked Anne up and down, noting the
cloak.

“That coat is sooo ugly. Why would you wear that to
school?” Lauren wrinkled her nose.

“It's not a coat. It's a cloak!” Anne snapped,
frowning.

“A what?” Lauren cupped
her ear as if she couldn't hear.

“Never mind.”

“Whatever it is, it's ugly. Why would you wear something
like that anyway?”

“Her mom probably made her wear it.” Chimed one of
Lauren's friends.

“Her mom is dumb. Mine would never make me wear something
like that.” Sneered Lauren.

“Awww. Little Anny Fanny's mama made her wear something
from their dusty attic!” They all laughed. Loudest was Lauren, in
her brand new, chocolate suede and wool coat and fur boots to
match. Some of the boys, the ones that were always up to bad
mischief, were coming down the hall and joined in.

“Hey, you look like that fairy godmother in
Cinderella!”

“Bibbitty-bobbitty, BOO!” Yelled another one. Whether the
boys were really making fun of her or just making a clumsy
observation Anne couldn't tell but she sorely wished her friends
were here now. Especially Tanya, who could think of what to say and
say it better than any of them. But they were not here. She was by
herself. She fought back angry, hot tears and ignored them and
hurried to her homeroom class, her blue cloak dragging behind her.
What was once her wonderful, blue princess cloak suddenly felt as
burdensome as an ugly old drape.
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Finally, the last bell rang after a miserable eternity of
feeling like a blue bulls' eye all day. She could finally go home.
Anne waited in the girls' bathroom until most of the kids had
already left. Then she started for home. The wind bit at her
fingers, her nose and lips. The tears froze on her cheeks. She
dragged her backpack behind her. Trudging down towards the trail
that led to the little old shed she could hear the sound of
laughter and jeering from the group of
5th grade boys from school
that teased her about her cloak and were always up to some mischief
around the shed. She slowed her pace and hid behind a clump of
bushes. There were four of them and they were throwing snowballs at
a small child. Zing! A snowball
flew and thwacked him right square on the head.
Laughter.

“Here's another one!” Thwack!
On the head again, then the snowball went falling and landed
with a soft thud on the ground.

“Hit him harder! Harder! Whoop!”

“Hey, where did he go?”

“Where did who go? Who cares?”

“That boy! Or whatever.”

“I don't know. He just jumped behind some bushes and
disappeared or something.”

“Yeah but where? That's weird. He couldn't have gotten
away that quickly!”

“Who cares? It's getting cold anyway. Let's go.” The boys
scrambled off, throwing snowballs at each other and screaming and
yelling all the way home. As soon as they disappeared Anne plowed
as quickly as she could through the snow. She ran up to the clump
of bushes where the boy fell.

“Hello? Little boy?” She looked around.
Is he hurt? She wiped the tears from
her face, forgetting her own troubles. There could be a little boy
lost in the woods because of those bullies.

“Hello?” She called out again. It was getting colder and
the sky was quickly becoming dark.

“Would you be speakin' to me, little girl?” Said a merry
voice behind her. Anne whipped around in surprise. The little boy
was standing behind her, smiling and covered in snow.

“Oh. I thought you… ”

“No need to be worryin'. The snow won't bother me a
bit.”

“So you aren't hurt?” Anne asked in curiosity. On closer
inspection, he wasn't a little boy at all. He was little but looked
like a full grown gnome, except he didn't have a beard. She thought
that she recognized him even though his face was unknown to her.
There was something in his eyes that looked familiar, though she
wasn't sure why that was so.

“Oh no! Snowballs are no matter. It is a far, graver thing
I come here for, child. That's a mighty fine cloak you have there.
What a color!”

“My grandma gave it to me.”

“Well you look like a princess!” This made her
beam.

“So why did you come?”

“Well, winter has come early and many of my kin fear it
will never leave. I thank you for your care and concern after my
person, Anne but I came to see about you! They were naughty boys,
weren't they?” He smiled and winked at her. Anne nodded. They were
always naughty and they always seemed to get away with all sorts of
things. The gnome pulled out a handmade cigar.

“Those boys can be mean. I don't really like them. I'm
just glad you didn't get hurt.” Anne said.

“So am I. Now, about my business here, when you get home,
you will find a friend has left you a gift.”

“A gift? From Zi?”

“Now, who is that? I wonder! I best be goin'. You have a
secret about you I think, one that only you and Great Grandfather
Whitestone can see. I'll be off now and don't you be worryin' about
those boys! When they get home they will each receive a boil for
every snowball they flung at me.” With that, the little man
vanished in a cloud of frost and icy mist and standing in front of
her was a small snowman. She wasn't sure if the little man was
being truthful or teasing. And boils! She almost felt sorry for
those boys. Almost. Did Zi come to see
me? She wondered. She hadn't seen him in nearly a
month. If he had come for a visit he must have a fat, orange winter
coat by now. Her spirits lifted a little and she trotted off home
and all along the way, snowflakes fell harder and
swifter.

 

Anne dropped her cloak on the floor and took off her
boots, shaking off the snow and went straight to her room. If
something had arrived from fairy hands it had to be there. She
looked on the windowsill but saw nothing but flying snow. There was
nothing on her chair or on the bed. Anne went to the bed and threw
off her pillow; nothing under the pillows. Footsteps sounded up the
stairs and towards her room. Anne looked under the bed, swiping her
dragon slippers aside impatiently. Nothing. Where
is it? She thought, confused. The door opened and
mama came in with the blue cloak draped over her arm and a
concerned look on her face.

“Anne, I found this on the floor downstairs. That's no way
to treat grandma's gift.”

“Sorry. I'll hang it up.” Anne said. She got up and sat on
the bed. Mama opened the closet door and hung it up for her and
then sat on the bed by Anne.

“What happened at school today? I can tell you're upset
about something.” Anne frowned and folded her arms. Mama put her
arm around her shoulder.

“No one liked my cloak! They said it was ugly!”

“You mean Lauren and her friends?”

“Yes.”

“I'm sure there was someone
who liked your cloak.”

“Well Sandy, my homeroom teacher, liked it. But they made
fun of me all day! I don't want to wear it to school
anymore!”

“You know, Anne, sometimes we encounter people who don't
like us because we're different from them. Your blue cloak is
unique, just like you are. The color is deep and beautiful with
glittery silver stars and soft fur. Everyone else just has old
ordinary jackets.”

“But why does she always pick on me?”

“Because she doesn't understand you. Some people don't
like anything different or anyone that isn't exactly like them.
Things that are different frighten people like her but they hide
their fear by becoming bullies. They want everything to be the same
and they want everyone to follow them. She can't control you like
she controls her friends. If people like that can't force you to be
like them, they attack you.”

“That's wrong!”

“Yes, it is. You know what? You don't have to let her make
you feel bad. She wants you to run and cry or to change yourself
and be like her friends. You don't have to listen to her or her
boring friends. The next time she has something mean to say to you,
look her straight in the eye and don't blink and tell her you enjoy
whatever it is that she doesn't like, that you don't care what she
thinks and further more, you'll do it again tomorrow just to
irritate her and the next day too so she'd better get used to it.
Don't let bullies stop you from being
you.” Anne grinned, the little gray
cloud lifting from her heart.

“I will! Um, but, I think I still just want to wear one of
my normal jackets tomorrow!” Mama laughed.

“That's fine. How about next week, sweetie? The snow is
picking up something terrible out there. We're keeping you home
again tomorrow!”

“Hooray!” Anne shouted. She hugged mama.

“Now, I need some help with dinner tonight, Anne. Just
remember – don't let boring, mean kids tell you what to do. Don't
be afraid to be yourself.” They went downstairs and put on their
aprons and started dinner.
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That night she lay in bed listening to the wailing wind
outside. Although it was night, the sky had that strange, pinkish
gray color of a snow night. Thick drapes of flurries flew down in a
fury. Anne's mind wandered from the strange little man, whom she
suspected was a relative of the Whitestone family, and the gift she
hadn't found. She also thought of winter. Queen Faye had said she
would grant her a wish, likely thinking that she would never guess
the answer. Queen Titian was being held prisoner at the castle on
the Ice Sea. So, how would this help her and her friends in Other
Land? There had to be some way that these things fit together.
Unless, there was a missing piece. Or missing
pieces.

She had the answer! She would tell Queen Faye that she
owed her a wish for the question she posed. She would just tell her
to release the Summer Queen. Looking at it that way, it seemed
quite simple. If only she could find that gift! She wondered what
it could be. Some special weapon even better than her hammer? Then
she had a thought. Anne got up from her bed, turned on the lamp
light and went to her toy chest. She carefully took out all of her
toys, looking for her leather bag. Careful to make as little noise
as possible she finally got to the bottom of the chest and pulled
out the bag. With her many toys spread out about her she rummaged
around in the bag and then finally dumped its contents on the
ground. She saw something new sitting under the tiny tin of salve
Zi had given her months ago. Amongst her arsenal was a miniature
helmet that fit in the palm of her hand. A helmet of gold and
silver and strong braided leather. The top of the helmet gleamed
with a soft, golden light and she saw, etched in the sliver band
around it familiar characters that were on her leather armor. It
looked exactly like one of the helmets she had admired at the Great
Whitestone Lodge. Her own helmet! But wait! I
can't use it! It's too small! Maybe it'll grow overnight, like the
pumpkin did. She felt a sudden, icy chill wash
over her toes and feet. A draft was seeping in from somewhere. She
looked towards the window but the icy air was coming from under the
closet door. She got up and slowly opened the closet door, peeking
in. Just beyond her clothes and shoes stood a wintry night with the
full, twin moons glowing brightly like silver eyes, hanging over a
snow capped mountain, just barely visible in the night. Far off in
the distance she heard baleful howls. A dark speck, like a black
pupil on one of the moons drew closer. It grew and grew until Anne
could discern the flapping of wide, dark wings of a creature high
in the sky, swiftly covering the distance! Her heart knocked in her
chest and she shut the door quickly! An unlocked doorway in her
room! Anne, trembling, snatched a pillow and the comforter from her
bed and raced downstairs to the living room and slept on the couch
for the night, listening for and jumping at any and all sounds she
heard, real or imagined.
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Rainfall
(short story) (2012)
A man with a mysterious illness hears voices and sees strange
visions - but only when it rains.



	


The
Lady Moons (Sample Chapters) (2012)
Spring has arrived and with it, the fragrance of new flowers,
warmer days, the promise of new life in the garden and. . . bad
dreams?

Good dreams are swiftly disappearing from the world and the bad
dreams are increasing everywhere and the answer lies within the
murky waters of the Mirrored Lake. The Mirrored Lake is the realm
of the Lady Moons, the fairy queens of Sleep and Dreams. One has
fallen into a deep sleep, yet her sister continues to weave all
sorts of unpleasant dreams and casts them into the world. Anne and
her friend Zi, the tree sprite, journey to the Sister Moons to try
and set things right again. Yet, on this journey, Anne finds that
some things are not always Black or White, nor are they always what
they seem. . .
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