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TheSecret People
In a world within our world, aworld defined by the relative sizesof thingsdwell asecret

people – pixies. No one in our human world knows they exist, although there are stories

about them aswell asmisconceptions that stem from the human imagination, ideassuch

as that they have gossamer wingsand flit and frolic at the bottom of gardensand that

children see them all the time. These are untrue, to thepixies it isall important that

humansdo not truly believe they exist for if they did then pixieswould cease to be,

probably hunted out of existence to be put in freak showsor on television, anyway their

way of life would bedestroyed and they would soon pine away, asdo polar bears, in

captivity.

Being no taller than six incheshas itsown problems. Pixiesare long lived, not

immortal, asaccidentsdo happen, and they are not thehighest in the food chain; owls,

and stoatsand foxesare above them and all these creaturessometimeseat pixies. Over

many centuries, through a long vigil, pixies have disappeared from human perception,

they have even vanished from the awarenessof many of theother hidden folk, many of

the fairiesand elves that exist intermingled and disguised amongst human society, those

that, but for a faint appearanceof strangenessaround theedges, can pass for human. This

suits the pixies for they have alwaysconsidered themselves to be the secret people.
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ThePixies of Picty Wode
In Yorkshire, in an areaof sprawling farmland and villages there isan ancient wood. As

it isancient, it isprotected by the National Trust. At its centre is an old Celtic stone circle

that may even have been put up before Stonehenge. To the locals it is known asPicty

Wode. Why? According to local folklore thenamemeans ‘ the pixie wood’. The Picty

Wode coverssome ten acres, which may not appear large but seems like awide world to

the pixies that live there. The local villagershad long believed pixiesdwelt in the Wode,

but no-one truly knew it (other than the pixies themselves, of course). Still, the villagers

nearby thought of the Picty Wode asarather strange place with ancient gnarly treesand

at least oneold pagan stone circle that the locals thought washaunted. Anything strange

that happens to folks that visit the Wode isput down either to the pixiesor to ghosts,

depending on whether theperson involved isa local or not.

Pixieshave lived in Picty Wode as long as they can remember, and, asapixie isa

kind of fairy, that isan extremely long time indeed. Most of the pixies live around the

stonecircle known as the Crannock, in akind of gully at theheart of the Wode. They

dwell in avillage which they call Faern. Pixiehousesare not particularly noticeable.

They are concealed at thebase, the top, or thecentre of trees. Not all pixies live in Faern,

some live in variouspartsof the Wode, either in small groupsor all alone.

Picty Wode standson WaddiesFarm and around it lay four magog villages;

Brambleweed, Waddleberry, Stumptmountain and Meerich. Pixiescall humansmagogs

as Magog wasagiant who lived in Britain a long time ago and to pixiesall humansare

giants.

How do pixies look?Well, they are between four and six inches tall when fully

grown. They have pointy earsand large noses. Unlike thepicturesdrawn in books in our
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world, pixiesdo not have wings. Their skin colour tends to beone shadeof nut brown or

another, theolder thepixie thedarker theshade. They come in all shapes, some are thin

and tall, some fat and tall, some small and thin or fat and small. Much likehumans really.

Their hair isof numerousshadesand various lengths, some are even bald. The simple

truth is that they are simply people but on a much smaller scale. They do not wear clothes

as we know them, but rather dress in dried leaves that they treat with amixtureof various

flower juices to make their outfits comfortable and durable. Pixies like to blend in to their

surroundings.

Pixiesuse flower magic, by this I mean they make potions, tinctures, oilsand

powders from all sortsof flowers, grasses, herbsand funguswhich, when treated

correctly, can have an effect upon the world around and about. Powderscan beused to

cause sleep or forgetfulness; tinctures can beused to allow heightened hearing; to show

only three examples. Pixiesknow many usesof herb and flower lore that thepixiesknow

which are now lost to mankind.

On aday-to-day basis, pixiesare much like everyone else. They must eat and

sleep and drink. They gather food from nearby fields in season. They eat berriesand

flowersand honey. They make mead and beer and wine from varioussubstances. They

purify water for drinking and many centuriesof trial and tribulation has taught them to

keep their toilets far from water sources. They have children – though not often. They can

suffer injury and have accidents, they can die, eventually. Pixiesare not immortal but

they live to agreat age, which isasnear to immortality asmakesno difference really.

Our talesdeal with a lot of the pixiesbut still some characters, who because of

their daring for adventure, willingness to take risks to help the village, or their knowledge

of fairy lore or their great age and wisdom, will feature again and again in thesestories

and we should take time to look at them.

Popkin is the first of our characters. He is very young for a pixie, only two

hundred and twenty-five yearsold. He is the most daring of all thepixiesand isalways

away exploring. He isquite tall for apixie, standing at six inchesexactly. He haspale,

brown skin with ahead of shocking auburn hair. He isslim and quite muscular, living an

active life. He wearsonly bark trousersand sleeps in the open except during winter. He
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can often be found looking around the magog villages. Any risky task heundertakeswith

the carefree invincibility that is the mark of youth.

Next wehave Old Gawse. Old Gawse has forgotten how old he is, but he was in

Picty Wode when the great Merrin Forest stretched from shore to shore. Hehas

incredibly long, jet-black hair that reachesdown to his ankles. He isa bit stooped over so

isonly four and ahalf inches tall. He isstill pretty sprightly though, and as the oldest

pixie in Faern isconsidered very wise. Nothing takesplace without first consulting Old

Gawse. Thiselder pixiehas taken Popkin under hiswing in thehope that hecan stop the

youngster from being so reckless.
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Next we meet Muguet. Although only middle-aged in pixie termshe seemsolder,

his face iscraggy but hasnumerous laughter linesasMuguet isalwayssmiling. Hisblond

hair isa deep contrast with hiswalnut skin. He is the closest thing to aNew Age mystic

the pixieshave. Like Popkin now is, he wasonce extremely reckless, especially when

seeking out magical knowledge. He knowssome magogspersonally and sometimesgoes

to speak to them. So far these humanshave kept the pixieexistence asecret. Theother

pixies would behorrified to know that anumber of magogsactually knew they were not

merely apart of folklore but real beings. Muguet believesOld Gawse knowsof his

meetings, but the elder hasnever broached the subject. Muguet isbrave but experiences

have muted his recklessnessso that now he thinksbefore rushing in. Muguet is also the

nearest person to a true magician thepixieshave. He learned hismagical skills from

magogs, but no-oneelse knows this. Heuseshismagic only sparingly though, believing

that it bringsmoreproblems than it solves.
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These three pixiesall live within Faern but the two ladieswenow meet have tree

homessome way from the village.

Cherryblossom has the honorific Beldame becauseshe isconsidered an almost

endlesssource of knowledge about flower lore. She isalmost asold asOld Gawse. She

stands tall and straight-backed for an old pixie. She isvery proud and has been known

before now, to stare down afox. Cherryblossom is fairly pale-skinned but isasbald as an

egg and alwayswearsacap. Shehasan almost bottomless supply of every flower, grass,

herb, and fungus juice, tincture, oil or powder that can be made, in her tree home.
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Finally we come to Thistledown, a young pixie woman, full of energy and the

love of life. Although she doesn’t know it, all the other pixies feel that she is the heart of

their community. She alwayshasahelping hand or a kind word. She cares for the sick,

helpswith the birthing. In fact a myriad of things that enrich the pixies’ lives.

Thistledown isabout average height but iswillowy. Shehas lovely soft brown, long hair.

Every pixie talks to and confides in her. Next to Old Gawseshe is the closest to a leader

Faern has.
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We will meet other pixiesalong the way, but these five feature strongly in the

storieswhich are about to unfold.

It was a midsummer evening, not yet dark but the night wasdrawing in. The

pixies were celebrating the birth of ababy girl. Girlswere so rare that it made them

special so the whole village was taking part. Sliversof wyrm jewelshad been brought out

to provide light for the festivities. The pixies’ band had gotten agood percussive rhythm

going and pixieswere starting to dance about, when they heard magog voices.

“ It’s thisway, ladies. Be careful, the sidesof the gully are quite steep. Now keep

together, ladies,” said ahigh-pitched magog female voice.

Thepixiesscattered and the lightswent out. Within seconds there wasno

evidence that any little folk had been here. But they had and they were - watching from

hidden nooks and crannies.

A lot of noise wascaused as bushes were shoved out of the way by the clumsy

magogs.

“Did anyone see lights then?I would have sworn I saw lights,” said asmall, dumpy

woman who was fifth in the lineof thirteen women who made their way noisily down the

gully towards the Crannock stone circle.

Thistledown was hiding next to Old Gawse. “How did they get past the alarm

wards without setting them off?” she asked.

“ I have no idea,” Old Gawse said. “ I wonder what they are doing here. Thirteen isa

magical number, this looks like acoven. Oh, dear!”

The women were gathering around a large, fat woman all in black, who was

standing just outside the stonecircle.

“Thisplace wasonce sacred to the Earth Mother Goddessand tonight and tomorrow we

will attempt to commune with thisGreat Spirit. Now gather around, ladies,” the woman

said.

Whilst the women shuffled about, the pixies took in what they were seeing. There

were, asstated, thirteen women. They were all agesand sizes. Some were soberly
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dressed, some were quite ridiculously dressed. Black played abig part. But they all

seemed dumpy and uncomfortable in the countryside. Obviously these were townsfolk.

The leader, who wasnamed Madge, as thepixiesheard, started to lay out their

plans, “Now as fellow Wiccanswehave aright to worship at our sacred sites to

commune with nature and fill ourselves with the spirit of the Earth Mother,” she said.

“Now tonight we will not go sky-clad that is for tomorrow’s worship. No, now we are

here we will bless the stonesand try to raise someenergy. Then we will familiarise

ourselves with thissacred place.”

“What will happen tomorrow then, Madge?” asked one of the women.

“Well tomorrow is the big night when we will try to bind the spiritsof thisplace to reveal

themselvesand do our bidding. Now, ladies, go to it.”

Thepixieswatched, bemused, as first the women touched all the stones lovingly

and drew apentagram around them in the dirt. Then chanting and dripping oil and water

from small vials they carried in their handbags, they proceeded to go around thehidden

village and hug all the trees. After doing this for over two hours, the women chattering all

the time, noisily departed the way they had entered.

When the magogswere gone from sight, but not from hearing, the pixiesall

rushed into the Crannock. Old Gawse caught their attention. “Quick follow them, make

sure they don’t comeback!”

“How?” asked apixie.

“Cherryblossom, have you got any of the flower ‘honesty’s’ juiceon you?” Old

Gawse said.

“Of course, you never know when it’sneeded,” she said.

“Pass it out to the youngsters. Listen, the juice of the flower known as ‘honesty’

bringson forgetfulness. Rub some of it under their noses. I for onedon’ t want to see this

lot dancing naked around our Crannock,” Old Gawse said. “Hurry, go now before you

lose sight of them.
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With that, about thirty pixiesdived into theundergrowth after the coven of

Wiccans.

Following the women without being seen wasno problem for thepixies. When

the women got to the exit of the path that had brought them to the Picty Wode, they

started to get into what the pixiescalled their ‘ Infernal machines’. The pixies quickly ran

and jumped onto thebumpersof the machinesas they sped off. No-one thought about

what they were doing. They didn’ t even consider how they would get back to the Wode.

If Old Gawse wasworried enough to send hiskinfolk after these Wiccans, on the spur of

the moment, the pixies must be in great trouble.

Popkin and Muguet had jumped onto the bumper of one of the infernal machines

and now it wasspeeding off into the dark. They hung on tightly.

It took half an hour but eventually they pulled up outside ahouse in amassive-

sized community, much bigger than either pixiehad ever seen. Magogs called them

towns, they knew that much. Thisplace, where thehouse stood, seemed to go on forever.

By the time the woman got out of the infernal machine the two pixies were waiting for

her. They flung themselveson her jacket and hung on. Luckily she didn’t notice. Now

they simply had to hope shedidn’ t have adog or someone with whom she lived in the

house, otherwise, their current position, clinging to the back of her jacket, made them

both highly visible and vulnerable.

The woman let herself in and taking off the jacket flung it on to her sofa. The

pixies went sprawling over theback of the couch. They landed, like cats, on their feet.

They waited to see what would happen. But the woman went into the kitchen and no dog,

cat or other magog appeared so the two pixiesbreathed asigh of relief and hid

themselves.

By dawn all the pixieswereback at Faern. All had summoned birds and following

the ley lineshad flown back to the village. They all had tales to relate. Popkin told how

the woman they had been following had fallen asleep on her sofaafter making some hot,

brown looking liquid and gulping it down. Shehad put on an infernal machine which had
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moving images. This, Popkin admitted, had caused him pause, until Muguet reassured

him that it wascalled a television, and that they were captive imagesand couldn’ t get out

of the box. Anyway, the two pixiesput a liberal doseof the ‘honesty’ juice under her

nose, then made their way back home.

All the pixies had similar storiesexcept for young Mugtin, a slight, dark-skinned, short

pixie, who had been attacked by acrow ashe lay gripping theback of the infernal

machine. The bird had caused him to fall off. After chasing thecrow away, he tried to

follow the infernal machinebut it was long gone. Thismeant that twelveof the women

now forgot where they had been or what wasplanned, but the last woman had not been

diverted from her course of action. The magog who had gotten away turned out to be the

leader, Mugtin had recognised her as the magog that had done most of the speaking.The

mission had failed.

The meeting wrapped up and Old Gawse, Cherryblossom, Muguet, and

Thistledown sat down to discusswhat to do now. Popkin fell asleep at the elder’s feet

while thediscussion went on.

“What do you think these ‘wiccans’ can do?” Thistledown said.

“Maybe nothing. When we entered theCrannock tonight, whatever they thought

they were doing, they raised no power, they created no ward. They did nothing in fact,”

Old Gawsesaid. “What do you think, Muguet?”

Muguet had sat silently rubbing hischin with an anxious look on his face.

“Well, I know some magic. If they are successful in calling forth the spiritsof thisplace,

that probably meansus. We havebeen part of Picty Wode for yearswithout end almost.

Old Gawse, you talk about the Gogmagogs, the real giants that walked this land. To the

humans, the magogs, such beingsare mere legend. But you saw them. Cherryblossom,

you remember the namesand still have thepowder of plants that have come and gone for

good,” Muguet said. “ I guesswe will be these spirits. We will be forced to reveal

ourselves, abad thing in itself, but if they bind us to their will, well, it will mean the end

of Faern.”
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“Right then, we must takeprecautions! Cherryblossom, what flower loredo you

know that can protect us?” Old Gawse said.

“Buck bean would put someone in aquiet repose and they might ignore such a

magical summons. Then there isDate-plum which makes the user resistant to charms,

amongst other things. But I haven’t got much of either, only enough for oneperson. Plus

the strain of resisting a powerful summoning will sap the strength of anyone. It should be

someone young,” stated Cherryblossom. “We would have to rely on whoever waschosen

to rescue us; to save the day as it were. Without knowing exactly what would need to be

done it would bedifficult. He or she would have to be resourceful.”

Asone they all looked down at Popkin.

“What else?” Old Gawse said after a thoughtful moment. “Have you got

something to deal with the coven members?”

“There isarum, which will snare them, and make them fall over if spat into their

eyes. Then Crocus juice would knock them out, but we would need to bind them to our

will, to control them and stop them revealing our presence. I’m not sure any flower juice

or powder will last that long. Oh, and of course weshould make them forget again with

the juiceof the ‘honesty’ flower. Like we tried tonight,” Cherryblossom said.

Muguet spokeup again. ”We need some skin, or nail clippingsor abit of blood

from them, or hair. I know a spell which would give uspower over them. This isavery

old magic, long forgotten except in the Unseelie Court.”

 “All this is only if they see us, isn’t it? I mean you aren’ t going to do it anyway?”

thiswasThistledown, “Perhaps they may not come, and if they do, maybe they will be

ineffective and after a little dance, go away!”

“Yes, of course, dear!” Cherryblossom said patting the young pixieon the leg.

“You are wisebeyond your years. But we should strengthen the alarm wardsso that we

will be more forewarned this time.”

“ I’ ll take a few of the folkswith me and takecare of that,” Muguet said.
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They talked for a short time longer then the four older pixies left to go to their

beds. Popkin opened one eye and watched them leave with amischievous little grin. Then

he snuggled up to go back to sleep.

The Wiccansarrived late, but they did arrive. From the overheard discussion, it

was obvious that most of them were still confused over what they were doing in the Picty

Wode, well, all of them except the leader. It had taken Madge aconsiderable amount of

time to cajole the women, all of whom, it now seemed, had arranged other things, to

come and do the ritual tonight. They were still complaining that all this should have been

pre-arranged agesago, and what about examining and blessing the site?Madge got sick

of explaining they did that the previousnight. Something strange was definitely going on,

she thought. Perhaps it was that rival coven at the King’sArmspub that wasdoing this.

She would show them.

Whilst this lengthy discussion wasgoing on, Muguet, Old Gawse, and abunch of

pixies were in another part of the Wode tying Popkin to achair in Cherryblossom’s

house. When they were ready, she administered the Buck Bean as atincture to Popkin’s

nose and as he fell asleep rubbed some Date-plum juice on his forehead.

“ I will stay with him,” Cherryblossom said. “You lot had better get back to Faern,

I know you sensed the alarm wardsgoing off, so our uninvited guests must behere.”

“ I hope thisworks, Cherryblossom. That is if we need him, and hedoesn’ t rather

just sleep through a fairly boring night,” Old Gawse said.

When the party of pixies got back to the Crannock they couldn’t believe their eyes

The Wiccansweredancing and chanting around the stone circle. Some were sky-clad, but

morehad drawerson or were fully clothed. They made for a rather silly sight.

Thechanting went on for some time, but to his relief Old Gawse felt nothing.

Then he saw, from where he washiding, Madge bring her two hands together. She

seemed to beholding two long sliversof crystal. A flash of light followed and then….

Popkin woke up screaming. He struggled at his bonds. He saw Cherryblossom walking as

if in adream out of her door. He tried to break thechair but he couldn’t. and threw

himself about wildly. Sweat flew from hisbrow splashing against the walls. Then he
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arched hisback and collapsed. The ropes fell from him and he slumped to the floor,

exhausted.

He rested for aminute, then picking himself up, he realised that he felt perfectly

fine, other than aslight humming in hishead. Obviously the Date-plum worked. Popkin

grabbed hispouch, which had been filled with everything the pixies thought he might

need to complete hismission, and ran out thedoor.

Back at Faern, thepixieshad shown themselves. They walked likepuppetson a

string, fighting against each movement, into the centreof the stone circle. The magogs

had stopped dancing and chanting, they simply stood dumbfounded looking down at the

pixies. Then someone broke the spell.

“Fairies!” she shouted.

The women began to chatter amongst themselvesand then for some reason, began

to quickly pull on clothes if they needed them. When they were all decently dressed, they

followed Madge asshe walked up to stand over where thepixieswere gathered.

“Are you the spiritsof thisplace?” Madge said.

Although he tried to resist, the wordswere dragged out of Old Gawse’s mouth

“Yes…mistress…what…is…your…wish?”

Madge squealed and turned round. “You know what thismeans, ladies?Wecan

prove everything wehavebeen saying!”

“What do you mean, Madge?” said awoman to theright.

“Well I see morning television appearances for astart. Newspaper interviews;

picturesof us and these fairies. I can see it all now! We’ll end up rich and famous.

Nobody will laugh and point at me now!” Madge said.

Old Gawse wasgroaning inside. Thiscould not get any worse. The woman would

not put down what he now saw wasasingle crystal. He realised the two slivers must have

joined together when the light flashed. It glowed internally, and wherever she swung it all

the pixies’ eyes followed.
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Then Popkin turned up running. He looked at Old Gawse, but the elder could say

nothing, though he tried. Popkin watched Old Gawse’seyes follow thecrystal as it swung

around in the woman’shands. He made a leap of faith and ran towards the magog;

Popkin reached into hispouch and grabbed ashocker and threw it at Madge’shands. It

hit the crystal with a loud retort and the thing shattered, spewing out a light that shot into

each of the pixies. They were released from the Wiccan’scontrol.

“Get them!” shouted Muguet.

Thepixies ran at the Wiccansand started climbing their clothes. The women

panicked for the most part, and began to swipe at the pixiesand run around screaming,

bumping into each other aswell as trees. But Madge grabbed Thistledown and made for

the path. Thistledown screamed.

The women were falling down as the pixies, already prepared, spat arum juice in

their faces.

“Get after Thistledown, Popkin.” Muguet said.

The young pixie spun on hisheelsand sprinted after the woman.

He could hear her talking madly at Thistledown. “You’ ll do, dear. I’m not having

thischance escape me. You’ ll come and show the world that fairies are real.”

Popkin managed to grab Madge’sblack dressand swung upwards, he came round

to her face and spat the arum juice at her. Madge fell;
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shedidn’t even let out ascream it all happened so quickly. Popkin grabbed

Thistledown as the woman opened her fist; they dodged to the side and just avoided the

crushing blow from the magog’sbody hitting the ground backwards. Thistledown was a

bit shocked at having been grabbed by the magog, but now she was free she wasmaking

aquick recovery. Madge stared madly upwards, unable to move or speak, but still awake.

Popkin knew what to do. He rubbed crocus juice under her nose. The magog would soon

be asleep. Then the two pixies went back to the village. Theother pixieswere also

applying crocus juice to the rest of the coven.

“What now?” Popkin said of Old Gawse.

“Shave their heads!” Old Gawse said.

“What?” Maguet said, “All their hair?We don’ t need so much!”

“No, but we are pixiesand we do play pranks; also it will add to the mystery of

Picty Wode and that isnever abad thing. Maybe a littleof their hair will bind them a
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little and a lot of hair will bind them alot. Let’splay safe. So, shave their heads!” Old

Gawse said

After the pixiesweredone, Muguet gathered all the hair and took it into thecentre

of the Crannock where he performed thebinding spell. Then he spoke words into the ears

of the ensnared women to the effect that they would deny the existenceof the pixies.

Finally, thepixiesall rubbed the juice of ‘honesty’ under the women’snosesso that they

would forget everything that had happened. Then the pixieshid themselves and released

the women. The Wiccans ran screaming from theCrannock, trying to cover up their

baldness. They didn’ t know what they were doing thereor what had happened.

Thepixieswere all laughing at the women. They decided that tomorrow night

they would continue thecelebrations for the new baby.

Faern wassaved for another day.
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TheStoneTroll
No-one from the surrounding magog villages wasscared of Picty Wode. People simply

gave it awide berth without realising they did so. Once in awhile, schoolkids, or the

local toughs, would set adare to each other and off they would go to Picty Wode to see

what would happen.

Today wassuch aday.

Popkin the pixie was away exploring to the east of the pixie village when he got a

message that some magogshad entered the Wode. He rushed back to Faern to speak to

Old Gawse the Village Elder. He found him playing transom with some children.

Apparently the boundary alarm on the south side of Picty Wodehad been tripped.

Old Gawsesent Popkin to watch what the magogswere doing. Normally aband of pixies

would go to play prankson the magogs, in thisway any intruderswould be chased off.

However, as this time the magogshad entered so far away from the village, they only

needed watching. Popkin sped off towards the south to see what wasgoing on.

On the south sideof the Wode wasan old pagan stone circle, small, and not

sacred to thepixies, in fact when pixies went near it the circle seemed to drain energy

from them, so obviously they stayed away. Old Gawse knew something about the circle

but had never confided in any of the other pixies. Popkin knew that he would find the

magogsnear that circle.

AsPopkin approached, hecould hear laughter. A dog wasbarking. To be on the

safe side Popkin took to the trees. Jumping from branch to branch, tree to tree, he got so

close that he could almost seeeverything the magogsand thedog wereup to.

They had stopped in the centreof thenamelessstone circle. Oneof the magogs

was sitting on the grassusing apenknife to scratch something on oneof the stones. The

dog, which Popkin recognised asabull terrier, was digging in the centreof the circle.

Theother magog watched the dog. Then he spoke to hiscompanion.
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Even with grassand dirt flying around it wasobvious the magogsand their dog had

found something. The seated magog quickly stood and joined his friend. Both of them

then squatted down and began to clear thedirt away. Pushing thedog aside, they squatted

only about two feet apart. The dog would not be kept away though, and began digging

again. Then, the animal yelped, jumped into the air and on landing, backed away and

started growling.

Even from where Popkin wasconcealed he could sense that something important

was about to happen. He had to see more. Getting apiece of Holly leaf from hispouch he

brushed it over hiseyesand said: “ Bring me foresight; show me what the magogshave

found!”

Now Popkin could see what the magogssaw. It wasas if he was looking through

apair of binocularsover the shoulder of the nearest magog.

He could see that they were revealing aseriesof stone butterflies. Each butterfly

was pinned into the earth with what looked like a jade spike. The magogs were trying to

wrest one from the earth. Popkin had never seen such athing before but now he was

worried. Obviously these things were acharm or a ward of some sort.

Popkin passed his right hand over hiseyesagain and broke the foresight spell. He

knew he must scare the magogsaway before they broke the charm. Before he could do

anything heheard the magogsscream and saw them fall backwardsonto the seat of their

pants. The stone butterflies then came to life. They took on the form of marbled white

butterflies. The insects flew towards the magogsand thedog. Assoon as they touched

them all three collapsed unconscious to the ground. Popkin leapt from the treebut

miscalculated and fell right into one of the butterflies; he was fast asleep before he hit the

grass.

Now pixies are magical, fairy beings, and are extremely hardy, so Popkin was

awake and on his feet before the magogsor the dog had even begun to stir. He was still

drowsy though so he staggered towards the stone circle. No butterflieswere anywhere

around, nor could he see any sign of the jade pinsbut, in the centreof where the magogs

had been digging, wasnow adeeper hole. The pixie could see that the soil had been

thrown up and outwardsas if something had comeout of the ground. Popkin knew he
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would have to find whatever it wasas it could mean trouble for the villagers. He also

knew he still had to deal with the magogs. He realised if he left them here unattended

they might go deeper into the wood. More importantly, they had had arun-in with magic,

something he knew they would talk about, and which might bring other people to the

Wode. Whilst the pixies liked Picty Wode to haveamysterious, troubling reputation,

they knew that it had to be vague. Therecould be no proof that magic existed here; if

ever that should happen the magogs might discover their village.

Popkin knew what must bedone.

In hispouch thepixie had avial which contained the concentrated juiceof the

canzone flower. One smell of itsodour and the magogswould forget what had happened.

Popkin picked up someuprooted grassstemsand steeped them in the vial. Then after

pressing the stemsunder the nosesof the magogs, he went and examined thehole.

Thehole was only about a foot across. Whatever had comeout wasbigger than a

pixie then, but not by much. Standing near thecentre of the stonecircle Popkin examined

the ground. Something had moved through the grassand washeading east. Thepixie

knelt and pressed hishand to the track.

Popkin concentrated but hecould only pick up asenseof stone. Obviously, being

so close to the stonecircle was interfering with hissenses. Hisonly option was to track

whatever had gone thisway on foot, so he set off quickly after it.

At the edge of the clearing Popkin got abit of ashock. Whatever had come this

way didn’ t go around the first tree it came to but walked through it. The wood had

literally been bashed aside. He could see from the damage that what he tracked wasabout

nine inches tall and quite wide. Popkin looked at the Goat Willow tree, it was in no

danger of dying or falling over; it would recover, but he wondered what sort of mindless

brute thing would simply walk through, and not around, a living tree. Looking forward,

the pixiecould see similar destruction ahead, whatever it was it wasgoing in astraight

line. Some treeshad been knocked over; even large rockshad been tossed aside.

Popkin started to follow cautiously until he realised where thispath of destruction

was pointing towards. Old Beldame Cherryblossom’shouse was in the samedirection.
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Could whatever the magogs released be heading there?Popkin began to sprint. Somehow

he must get ahead of this thing and warn the Beldame.

Running through the Wode Popkin tried to ignore the destruction that hepassed.

Sprinting as fast as hecould he soon began to hear crunching noises; obviously the thing

was now close. Then heburst upon it. Popkin washorrified. Before him, moving slowly

but deliberately, and now approaching Cherryblossom’sabode, was astone troll.

It was about nine inches in height and just aswide; it looked like arock on legs.

Popkin had heard of such creatures, they were greatly feared, but henever thought he

would ever seeone. A StoneTroll wasapowerful faerie creature, they were virtually

impossible to stop. Why was it moving in thisdirection? Hehad no ideabut it was

definitely heading towards the Old Beldame’splace. Popkin had to warn her. He skirted

around the StoneTroll, keeping well out of its reach. If he wasquick enough he would be

just in time to warn Cherryblossom.

Without waiting to knock he stormed into the female pixie’shouse and locked the

door behind him, although what use that would bewhen theTroll could walk through a

tree as if it wasdamp paper, Popkin, had no idea.

Cherryblossom jumped up in shock,”Popkin, what is it?What’s the matter?”

Barely able to catch hisbreath Popkin told her about the StoneTroll.
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“Why is it coming here?” Cherryblossom said.

“ I don’t know,” Popkin said, “Do you think we can stop it, Cherryblossom?

Perhaps if we combine our…”

Just at that moment theTroll broke through the door. It looked at the two

frightened pixies, itsbeady eyes glowed a fiery orange.

Popkin, drawing everything out of hispouch in apanic, threw it all at theTroll.

He knew hehad hornet dust in there, and that might stall the creature while it swatted at

the phantom hornets. The StoneTroll paid no attention to anything though. It simply

began to lumber towards the two pixies.

Cherryblossom grabbed some rest-harrow from ashelf and slammed it into the

floor. Asquick as lightning the wood formed tendrils that wrapped around theTroll’s

legs and armsuntil it waswrapped in asolid pieceof wood.

With aripping sound theTroll was free. It flung the tendrils to the sidepulling up

a large chunk of the wooden floor. The two pixies, which were standing on it, flew in

opposite directions. The StoneTroll ignored them and lumbered towards the fireplace

where it seized the wyrm jewel that was thesource of energy in the tree, and with a

crunch bit into it.

Popkin jumped over to Cherryblossom. “Come on, we have to get to the village

and warn them. Old Gawse will know what to do!”

The two pixies ran outside and began to head towards the village. The StoneTroll

wasn’ t following, so the pixiesstopped ashort distance away.

“ It must have sensed the wyrm jewel,” Cherryblossom said. “Perhapsnow it will leave

the Wode.

“ I don’t think so,” Popkin said. “Once it haseaten that entire wyrm jewel it will

probably go looking for others, the entire village is in danger. Let’sgo!”
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Back at the village, Popkin went to consult Old Gawse whilst Cherryblossom

rushed round all the pixiehousessummoning them all to a moot at the Crannock Stone

circle (amoot waswhat the pixiescalled avillage gathering).

Popkin found the old pixie in hishousedrinking some tansy tea.

He wassurprised by Old Gawse who had some information about the stone troll.

“We buried that stone troll back when the Wode was part of the Great Merrin

Forest which covered the land from seashore to seashore. In those days the Gogmagogs

roamed, the true giants, not the little giantswe call magogs,” stated old Gawse.

“ I didn’ t recognise the charm used to encircle it,” Popkin said.

Old Gawse thought for a moment. “No, no you wouldn’t. That wasvery old

magic, it was adraining circle, it kept the StoneTroll dormant. We no longer can do such

things, we must find another way! Come, we’d best join theothersat theCrannock.”

Thepixiesbegan to gather around the Crannock. When they were all present, Old

Gawse stood and spoke to them.

“A StoneTroll hasbeen released in our beloved Wode. This creature represents

the greatest danger to us. StoneTrolls, assome of you know, consume wyrm jewels to

live, it will eat every oneof our jewelsbefore it moveson. If we have no more wyrm

jewelswecannot create anymore of the arti ficial ones, and the dragonshave long gone,

so we cannot get true jewels anymore. Our very existence isnow under threat, somehow

we must stop thisTroll !”

Thirkut spoke up, he wasayoung pixie full of life and vigour who believed his

strength could meet anything head on and win. “Can wenot fight it?”

“A StoneTroll is too strong, it isa thing from theold times, no-onehere, even

combined, can physically stop it,” Old Gawse said. “No, we need subtlety.”

Much sighing and groaning greeted thisnews.

“What about covering the wyrm jewelswith hair cap moss?” This wasMuguet

who spoke up. He wasoneof theoldest pixiesand well versed in plant magic. “The moss
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would conceal thepower coming from the jewels; perhaps the StoneTroll would no

longer sense them?”

“Good idea,” Old Gawse said, “But there won’ t beenough for every wyrm jewel,

still it isastart. Muguet, take Currant and Ghent and gather as much of the moss from the

village as you can.”

The three pixies ran in different directions towardsvillage houses.

Now Popkin spoke up.

“We could take anumber of jewelsout of the Wode; perhaps thiswill draw the

Troll after usand buy us time.”

“Okay,” Old Gawse said. “Not you though, Popkin, I have another task for you. I

think I know asolution. If we make aRush grassnet and trap theTroll in it, the magic

may make him docile, for a time at least, then maybe we can dispose of it permanently.”

Thisdrew agasp of shock from thepixies.

“You mean kill it?” Cherryblossom said. (Pixiesnever killed anything.)

“Of coursenot,” Old Gawse said. ” Possibly theremay be away out, if we combineour

ingenuity with the infernal machinesof the magogs!”

At thisan even greater gasp followed. Infernal machineswere what thepixies

called all human machines such as trucksand cars. Fairy magic was uselessagainst iron

so merely thinking of going near such a thing was… well pixiessimply didn’t think

about it.

Then the moot broke up as the pixiesstarted to set about their tasks.

“Comehere, Popkin.”

The young pixie walked over to Old Gawse.

“Popkin, I entrust you to get the Rush grass. It will bedangerous, theonly place I

know where Rush grassgrows in theseparts isWaddleberry’s mire beyond the confines

of the Wode. Can you do it?”
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“ I’ ll get right on it,” Popkin said and with that he ran towards thenorth of the

Picty Wode.

Popkin paused for breath at the edge of the Wode. He looked out onto the field in

front, over theother side of which was the Mire. The field was tall with golden corn. It

was going to be difficult to get through. Above, hecould see abuzzard circling in the

sky. He cursed to himself. He realised that when he threw the full contents of hispouch

at the troll he had thrown away the mezereon powder which allowed him to control such

abird, and in hishastehedidn’t get any more, he could call it down but it wouldn’ t let

him mount itsback, so this journey was going to be on foot.

Thiswas going to be difficult because the corn stalkswere so tall he wouldn’ t be

able to get hisbearings. He might even travel in circles. Still hehad to do it somehow.

Normally he would have followed the ley lines but heneeded to eat asmall piece of

Indian cane for that and, of course his pouch was, asalready stated, empty. Popkin had

never felt so helpless.

He moved quickly into the corn. Popkin couldn’t be that careful because he didn’t

know when the stone troll would show up. Hispeople needed hishelp urgently.

Moving five-foot-tall corn stalksout of the way for a pixie that wasonly six inches tall

was proving tiring, and he could see nothing, so when the adder strike came, Popkin was

totally unprepared. The snake’s fangswent right through his leggings just missing him;

the deadly poison soaking his trousersbut not harming the pixie himself. He tried to run,

but the snake’s fangswere caught fast. It panicked, li fting Popkin bodily into the air and

flailing him around. He tried to punch it in thehead but its movementswere so shaky,

flinging him left to right, he could get no strength behind theblow. The adder was four

timesas long asPopkin was tall. The pixie knew he wasnot going to win this fight. Then

his luck held and his legging ripped sending him flying away from the adder. He got up

disoriented, but hisheart waspumping and he attempted to run. It wasuseless in this

corn.
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Then he remembered the buzzard and let out abuzzard screech as he turned and

dodged thenext strikeby the adder. The blow wasvery near and the snake rolled over

trying to crush him, but Popkin jumped over it. Then spinning around, he jumped on the

snake’sback, and ran down the length of thebody. He knew he would have to get away

somehow and going back along the snake’s track was the only option. Unfortunately, the

adder had other ideasand it whipped the pixie with its tail. Theblow knocked thebreath

out of Popkin He couldn’t move. The snake turned and came for him, its forked tongue

testing the air. Then the buzzard wasupon the snake lifting it up and away. Yet again

Popkin’s luck had held. He let out a sigh of relief and lay resting for a few moments.

Then standing he pressed on through thecorn towards the mire.

When Popkin got back to the village it wasnot amoment too soon. He arrived

carrying an armload of Rush grass. The village was in an uproar; three treeshad been

uprooted and lay forlornly on their sides. The StoneTroll was in the centre of the

Crannock, its armsand legscompletely entwined in ivy ropeswith the pixies trying to

hold the creatureback. The stone troll waswhipping thepixiesaround, many were

hobbling away holding their backsor headsor arms. It wasobvious the stone troll would

win.
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Cherryblossom grabbed Popkin by the arm and led him to where Old Gawse and a

group of women were waiting. Without saying aword they grabbed the Rush grassand

began to weave it into a large net.

Popkin wasabout to go and join the fight but old Gawse held him back with a

hand on hisshoulder.

“Wait a moment, Popkin, we will need you to get the net over the troll.”

In no time the weaving wasdone.

“Here, Popkin, take thenet. Listen; climb old Scurrage’s tree and wait there.

When I give the word the lads and lasseswill let the Stone Troll go. When he makes for

Old Scurrage’s, which is the nearest house still with awyrm jewel, throw thenet over

him and hope for the best,” Old Gawse said. “Now go!”

Popkin quickly scaled the wild cherry tree that Scurrage lived in and waited. Old

Gawse gave the signal. The whole thing went smoothly, in no time the net wason the

StoneTroll and it immediately stopped moving.

Popkin climbed down and rushed over to where all the pixieswere gathered in a

semi circle around thenow docile stone troll.

“Why is it swaying from side to side?” Muguet said.

“ I guess it is fighting against the spell,” Cherryblossom said.

“Hurry now, people, get awooden cask, there isno time to lose. I have no idea

how long the Rush grass will hold it,” Old Gawse said. “Muguet, go up the summoning

tree and gather asmany crows asyou can, we have to get thisTroll out of here!”

Old Gawsenow directed the pixies to gather as many ropesas they could.

Everyone ran around, in and out of thehouses. Above a loud crow caw was released by

Muguet. Soon thebirdswould come.

Popkin and several other pixiespushed the Stone Troll over with sticks. It fell into

the wooden cask. They then tied the ropesaround and under the cask. Everyone ran from

the villageclearing as thecrowsbegan to land. Until the birds were controlled they were
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dangerousand might peck out indiscriminately. A crow peck wasa fearful thing to a

pixie who wasonly between four and six inches tall.

Popkin and Muguet were appointed to fly the crows. There wereeighteen of the

birds in total mixing around the Crannock circle. The two pixiesblew mezereon into the

beaks and, pressing special spots in thebirds’ flesh, they soon had them all under control.

The two pixiesmounted abird each, one at the front and one at the back. Thebirds then

grabbed arope in their clawsand flew off with thecask dangling below them.

Popkin directed the murder of crows towards Waddleberry. The road which ran

through thismagog village wasoften frequented by large infernal machinesmoving at

speed both north and south.

When the two pixies reached Waddleberry, they found the roadway empty. They

didn’t know how long thecrowscould hold the cask with theTroll in it, but then their

luck came in again and a large truck appeared. They had nowhere other than a flat top to

drop the cask onto so they were forced to let it down on the truck’s trailer top. They could

only hope that it wouldn’ t fall off or the troll escape before it was far away.

The two pixies released most of thecrowsbut the two they were riding. They

followed the truck for some timeuntil it slowly got further away from them, disappearing

into the distance. The cask seemed steady so the crowsand their riders flew back to Picty

Wode. All they could do now ishope that by the time the troll escaped it was so far away

that it would never make itsway back to Picty Wode.
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The village wassaved for another day.
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