
Copyrighted MaterialCopyrighted Material

Copyrighted MaterialCopyrighted Material

Copyrighted MaterialCopyrighted Material

Copyrighted MaterialCopyrighted Material



Copyrighted MaterialCopyrighted Material Copyrighted MaterialCopyrighted Material

Copyrighted MaterialCopyrighted Material Copyrighted MaterialCopyrighted Material

The Magic of 
Fairy Falls

Veronica Huston



Copyrighted MaterialCopyrighted Material Copyrighted MaterialCopyrighted Material

Copyrighted MaterialCopyrighted Material Copyrighted MaterialCopyrighted Material

Copyright © 2008 Veronica Huston 

All rights reserved.

Cosworth Publishing
21545 Yucatan Avenue

Woodland Hills, CA 91364
www.cosworthpublishing.com

ISBN: 978-0-9821366-8-3

This book is a work of fiction. Any references to his-
torical events, real people, or real locales are used ficti-
tiously. Other names, characters, places, and incidents 
are the product of the author’s imagination, and any 
resemblance to actual events or locales, or persons, liv-
ing or dead, is entirely coincidental.

No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored 
in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by 
any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, re-
cording, or otherwise, without written permission of 
the author.

For information regarding permission, please send an 
email to veronica@themagicoffairyfalls.com.

I dedicate this book to my first, second, and 
third grade teachers, Mrs. Border, Mrs. Hahn, 
and Mrs. Nishida, and, of course, my dad, 
Jimmy Huston, who encouraged me to reach 
my goal and shoot for the stars.



Copyrighted MaterialCopyrighted Material Copyrighted MaterialCopyrighted Material

Copyrighted MaterialCopyrighted Material Copyrighted MaterialCopyrighted Material

Contents

CHAPTER 1 Fairies?    1                    
CHAPTER 2 The Two Gifts   7              
CHAPTER 3 The Big Escape   13
CHAPTER 4 I Babysit a Fairy   21
CHAPTER 5 The Fairy Village   25
CHAPTER 6 A Traitor    33
CHAPTER 7 The Battle on the Roof         39
CHAPTER 8 The Locket    43
CHAPTER 9 The Spell    51
CHAPTER 10 Gariena Alsafa   55
CHAPTER 11 Training    59
CHAPTER 12 The Battle of the Clearing 61
CHAPTER 13 Saying Goodbye   69
CHAPTER 14 I Leave    73



Copyrighted MaterialCopyrighted Material Copyrighted MaterialCopyrighted Material

Copyrighted MaterialCopyrighted Material Copyrighted MaterialCopyrighted Material

Chapter 1

FAIRIES?

Hi. I’m Daniel Andrews. I’m here to tell you 
all about my adventures that I had when I was 
a kid. My first adventure was when we spent 
our vacation at Fairy Falls. No one believed that 
there were fairies, but I did. I’ll tell you about 
my adventures there first.

“Bye Jess!” I shouted to my best friend for we 
would not be seeing each other for a long time.

“Bye Danny, hope you have fun at Fairy 
Falls!” she yelled back.

I swept back a tear. I would miss her a lot.
The older boys started laughing and chanting, 

“Maybe some fairy dust will make you taller, 
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twerp,” and flapping their arms like they had 
wings.

Then something strange happened. There 
was some soft whispering in my ear, and then 
a swarm of fairies started attacking the bullies. 
Since the older boys didn’t believe in fairies and 
that kind of stuff, they couldn’t see them. But the 
younger kids like me could see them because we 
believed in them.

Everyone laughed and clapped at the fair-
ies’ performance. As for me, I ran. The bullies 
would be looking for me once they were rid of 
the fairies. They would beat me up if they found 
me where there were no grownups.

I heard their voices. I sped up to a sprint. I 
saw them just before I slid inside my house and 
locked the door.

“How was your day, darling?” asked Mom.
“Fine, just ordinary,” I answered.
“Since it’s so ‘ordinary,’ it’ll be easier for you 

to tell me about it,” she nagged.
She sat down in the chair facing me with a 

cup of coffee in her hands. I didn’t answer her.
“Why don’t you tell me about your day?” she 

asked again, danger sounding in her voice.
I mumbled, “Oh, it was great.”

“What did you do in class?” she asked with 
artificial sweetness.

“Math, Science, Writing, Art, Reading, Social 
Studies, English, P.E., and I played with Jess at 
recess,” I answered quickly.

Honk! Honk! A smile spread upon my face.
“Dad’s home!” I yelled as I dashed out the 

door. I flung myself into his open arms and gave 
him a big hug.

“Come on, Scout, let’s go inside. I’ve had a 
rough day,” said Dad, while he tousled my dark, 
curly hair.

I led him through the door. Mom immediately 
started whipping up some coffee and got out a 
tin of cookies and got a mug of hot cocoa for us. 
We always did this when Dad came home.

When Dad’s coffee and my hot cocoa were 
done, Mom laid them down in front of us and 
gave us each a kiss. She then laid down a platter 
of cookies. Dad started the fire after this. We sat 
in three lovely armchairs reading books about 
magic and fairies and other extraordinary things 
like that.

How I enjoyed those lovely nights! I could 
fill the whole book about those, but sadly I can’t. 
We must go on.

FAIRIES?
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When I was in the middle of reading a fairy 
tale called Peter Pan, my dad asked, “Dan, are 
you excited about going to Fairy Falls?”

“Yeah, I’m so excited. I’m really looking for-
ward to it,” I answered absentmindedly.

“You know how I said we would be staying 
there for a week?” he asked.

“Keep talking,” I muttered, hoping he would 
say one day instead of a week.

“We’re thinking of staying there for a month 
or so,” squealed my mom.

“What?” I screamed with rage. My mom 
cuddled closer to my dad in fear.

“Why? Can’t we just go for a week? I don’t 
want to spend my whole damn summer there!”

“Daniel!” my mother shouted at the end for 
my bad language.

“I won’t go! I’ll... I’ll stay here! I won’t even 
go!” I shouted.

“Yes, you will! Now pack your things. We are 
leaving bright and early. I will not miss my busi-
ness opportunity there. Now move it!” my dad 
yelled.

He put all the books and cookies away and 
stamped out the fire.

I stomped up the stairs with my plate of good-

ies and hot chocolate. It was lucky I was allowed 
to take them. If I didn’t, there wouldn’t be much 
of a story. When I got to my room, I put down 
the cookies and hot chocolate and threw myself 
onto the bed sobbing. I wouldn’t see Jessica for 
even a longer time.

Reluctantly, I started to pack my things. First, 
I put in my clothes. For some reason, they were 
folded perfectly and smoothed until they were 
as flat as a pancake. My mom usually just threw 
them into my room so I had to do all the folding 
and smoothing, and I usually did a horrible job.

After that was finished, I packed away things 
to amuse myself with. I packed ten books, a 
note pad, a flashlight, and some pens and pen-
cils. I also put in a tennis racket, a soccer ball, a 
baseball, and my mitt, hoping either that my dad 
would have some spare time to spend with me, 
or that there would be some athletic kid at the 
hotel to play with. I put it all by the door and got 
ready for bed.

For the entire time I was getting ready, a 
swarm of fairies were eating and drinking my 
treats. Some even swam in my hot chocolate. 
They felt as you would feel if you swam in a gi-
ant brown jacuzzi.

FAIRIES?



6 7

THE MAGIC OF FAIRY FALLS

Copyrighted MaterialCopyrighted Material Copyrighted MaterialCopyrighted Material

Copyrighted MaterialCopyrighted Material Copyrighted MaterialCopyrighted Material

In the middle of the night I remembered them 
and felt for the plate and mug. They were empty, 
and lying on the empty glass plate was a note: 
Hope you like our cousins at Fairy Falls and 
they are civil to you. The Watkins Glen Branch.

Chapter 2

THE TWO GIFTS

The next morning was super busy. We over-
slept and would have missed the train complete-
ly if Mom wasn’t in the habit of waking up ear-
ly. After a quick breakfast, Dad handed me two 
packages.

“Those are for you, son,” he said with a 
smile. I opened the first package. It was a bright, 
shiny pair of binoculars. I had been begging my 
dad to buy me a new set ever since my old ones                 
broke.

“Oh, Dad! Thank you so much!” I said with 
great enthusiasm. I rushed over and gave him a 
big hug. He chuckled happily.
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“Now open the other one,” he said, now sound-
ing a little depressed, like he knew I wouldn’t 
like it. The second box looked like those box-
es that you put jewelry in before you give it to 
someone for a present. I opened it and there was 
the oldest necklace I had ever seen. It was long 
and very dusty. It had a circle shaped locket that 
was strung on a silver chain. I tried to open it, 
but I couldn’t.

“Dad, I can’t open it. It’s stuck,” I said disap-
pointedly.

“I know. I couldn’t open it either,” he an-
swered sadly. But he suddenly perked up a little 
and had an amused look on his face. “Strange 
thing is, it gave me good luck when I wore it. I 
could always find out what I needed.”

Mom frowned and said, “Oh Richard, don’t 
be putting any silly old superstitions of yours 
into his head. It’s clouded up enough with all the 
technology and video games that those goodfor- 
nothing lazy kids and those good-for-nothing 
teachers keep stuffing in it.” And that was the 
end of the conversation. Breakfast was as quiet 
as a graveyard after that.

We got on the train just before it left the sta-
tion, so we didn’t get very good seats though. 

Once or twice I tried to open the locket, but still 
it wouldn’t budge, so all I did was write in the 
notebook and read a bit, but I soon got train sick. 
I also got deep fried because it was so hot and 
the windows wouldn’t open. Since I couldn’t do 
much else without getting nauseous, I slept a lot. 
As you can see, the train ride was pretty boring, 
so I won’t waste the page on that. 

After three days, we finally got to Fairy Falls. 
The hotel we had to stay at was really busy, so 
on accident they gave us the keys to the ‘Ladies’ 
room. I do not want to talk about that part. It was 
way too humiliating.

They finally gave us the right one. Our room 
was on the second story and stuffed with moldy 
furniture and rotten wood. The unpacking of this 
trip was very bleak.

I finally got to the outdoors, but had to come 
in after two minutes because it had started to 
rain, really hard. After a mug of hot cocoa and 
a few chapters of a book, the rain stopped. I ran 
outside and into the fresh air. I was finally in the 
outdoors! I was free!

I knew I needed to hurry up and go some-
where, for Mom had only given me until six 
o’clock and it was already quarter to five. So, 

THE TWO GIFTS
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after a quick decision, I ran for the woods.
It was damp and dark. I heard the wet leaves 

squish against my waterproofs. The feeling I 
felt as I stepped among the trees was something 
strange, magical, and mysterious. I can’t really 
describe it very well. All I can say is that I felt 
sure something was going to happen, something 
nothing could prepare me for.

I hurried off to see if I could find a wild ani-
mal, or at least an animal’s den before I was due. 
After ten minutes of searching, I saw a bear’s 
den. I could even see fresh footprints going the 
other way. Satisfied, I walked away.

When I had passed an extremely ancientlook-
ing oak, I heard the rushing of a waterfall. Ex-
cited to find something worth seeing, I bounded 
off to the source.

As I ran, I thought about other things the 
sound could be coming from. Rapids, a rushing 
river, a geyser, maybe an underwater spring! I 
ran faster and faster, but then stopped. What if it 
had just started to rain again?

I trudged on, for curiosity rules over caution. 
When I finally reached the roaring water, it was 
already twenty-two minutes after five, and I 
would have to run back home.

And for all my guesses about what it could 
be, my first guess was right. The waterfall tow-
ered over eight feet tall. I stood there beaming 
foolishly at it. At half past five, I remembered 
my time limit and ran through the clearing sur-
rounding the waterfall, past the ancient oak, past 
the bear den, and out of the woods.

The hotel was only ten feet away and it was 
six forty-five when I was on the steps. I opened 
the door and rushed past the usher and into a 
tall, slender man with straight, smooth, black 
hair. He coughed angrily as I crashed into his 
dark blue silk suit.

“Oops! Sorry, sir,” I said politely. Then my 
eye caught on the glint of brass buttons on the 
jacket of a boy’s suit, identical to his father’s. 
The boy looked about eleven, my age. Although 
they were different ages and the father had a mus-
tache and beard, they were exactly like twins.

“It’s fine, young man. You probably have a 
curfew like my son, James. Well, run along now, 
we don’t want your Mommy to worry,” the man 
droned and, with a smirk, walked away. I walked 
awkwardly into the elevator and pressed ‘two.’

‘There was something strange about those 
two,’ I thought as I stepped onto the platform. 

THE TWO GIFTS
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I felt as though I would be seeing them a lot. I 
knocked on the door as a clock struck six for-
ty-five. When the door swung open and I had 
stepped inside, I was nearly suffocated by my 
mother. Then my dad chimed in with a big bear 
hug. Between them, I almost died. After what 
seemed hours, they let go.

“Well, I better start dinner,” my mother 
sighed, wiped her eyes on her apron, and stalked 
into the kitchen.

Chapter 3

THE BIG
ESCAPE

After an hour and a half, my dad and I were 
called to the dining room. On the table were 
bowls full of soup. I sat down and picked up my 
spoon and it dove into my soup, came up, and 
dropped straight back in.

“Mom?” I asked nervously.
“Yes, Daniel,” Mother said politely between 

mouthfuls.
“What is in here?” I asked even more ner-

vously. She smiled at me.
“This soup has boiled potatoes, roasted tur-

key, spinach, avocado, onion, rosemary, fried 
fish, and paprika,” she recited, as though peo-
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ple asked her that a lot. “Why do you ask?” She 
smiled a cheerful smile.

“I just wanted to know what those black balls 
were,” I said.

My mother looked as though she was going 
to be sick.

“I didn’t put in anything black…” she stut-
tered and stopped. There was an awkward si-
lence before they started barfing up beetle soup.

I was sent to bed with no dinner at all. I slept 
with a queasy, empty stomach. The next day, I 
woke up early by the shout of my father.

It was only seven o’clock, but I got dressed 
and tiptoed to the living room and hid in back 
of the couch. There wasn’t much room, for the 
couch was only a few inches from the wall. I 
could hardly squeeze into the biggest crack. I 
had to lie on my side to stop myself from suffo-
cating. Then I went back to my mission. 

My father was yelling at the hotel manager. It 
was probably about the beetles in the soup. Then 
I crawled from behind the couch to the chair, 
which in my case was a much better place be-
cause it was a few feet from the wall and was  
much closer to the fight going on.

As I glanced up again, my blood ran cold. 

There in front of me was the man that had worn 
the silk suit the day before! By his side, I could 
just make out his son, James. They were both 
wearing dark green robes with gold thread stitch-
es that read ‘Bob Samuel Ronald Jones’ on the 
man’s and ‘James Robert Bill Jones’ on James.’ 
Then I had an idea.

I crawled into the hallway and scampered to 
my room. Once safely inside, I stood up, grabbed 
my soundless digital camera, and crawled back 
behind the chair. They were so close to me now 
that I could see that their robes were made of 
velvet. Then my father sat down on the chair 
and the Jones’s were facing me. At this picture 
perfect moment, I snapped a picture.

Then there was a word that caught my ear. 
“Play date” was the word. Because of that word, 
I started to listen carefully.

“Yes. James would love to have a young com-
panion,” exclaimed Mr. Jones. Under that oily 
beard and moustache, you could see a malicious 
grin forming.

“Well, I’ll wake him up in about twenty min-
utes and send him over,” said my dad. They all 
seemed so happy that I just couldn’t object. Ex-
cept Mr. Jones was just creepy.

THE BIG ESCAPE
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For some reason, I knew he wanted something 
and I wouldn’t be safe going over to their room. 
I would be walking straight into their trap. There 
were only two choices for me. Either run away 
for the day or play sick. But if I played sick, they 
would come over to see how I was feeling. Then 
they would think I was weak and take advantage 
of me. I would have to eliminate that scenario. 
I would have to run away for the day and leave 
a note.

When I got back to my room, it was seven-
thirty and the door was closed behind the visi-
tors. I could hear my dad walking into his room, 
waking up my mom so she could get breakfast, 
and getting dressed in his work clothes. His of-
fice was down the road and a mile from the for-
est. It was then that I was called to breakfast.

I ran to breakfast and ate my pancakes and 
eggs as fast as a kindergartner could spell Mis-
sissippi. Then I gulped down my orange juice 
and wolfed down some bacon. I asked to be ex-
cused and ran to my room before I heard a reply.

I pulled on my hiking boots, coat, and hat. 
Then I put two books, a notebook, my binocu-
lars, a pencil, and a pen into my backpack. Out 
of my stash of snacks, I put in a bag of chips, a 

bag of pretzels, a fruit roll-up, a piece of cake, 
Jell-o, and two water bottles. Then I wrote a 
note, but in mirror writing.

“Gniroplxe tnew I. ti pleh t’nlduoc I. ylrae 
tfel I,” it read.

It really said, “I left early. I couldn’t help it. I 
went exploring.”

You might ask why in mirror writing, but the 
answer is pretty simple. To give me more time. 
It would only take them a few minutes to find the 
note, then they would hurry out and chase after 
me, and I would be in mucho grande trouble. 

It would take them a long time to figure out it 
was mirror writing, and then a while to decipher 
it. By that time, I would be at the clearing before 
they even got out of my bedroom. To give them 
a clue, I left a mirror I had found in a drawer 
next to it.

Then I had to find a rope. Under the bed I 
found one. It was the scratchy type so I ran to the 
bathroom at the edge of the hallway. As I looked 
into the kitchen, I could see my parents eating 
a second helping of breakfast. I closed the door 
of the bathroom quietly and started the bath. My 
parents probably thought I was taking my bath.

I put on burning hot water and bathed the 

THE BIG ESCAPE
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rope inside it. After a couple of minutes, I took 
it out and ran my hands around it. All the loose 
plastic came off easily. I then emptied the bath 
and dashed into my room.

I grabbed my sack and threw the rope to the 
ground. You would think it easier just to jump 
out, but the ground was hard and the building 
was standing over 150 feet tall. And we were 
on the third story (The lobby and then the first 
story).

Just to make sure that the rope would stay, 
I tied it tightly to my bulging backpack. As I 
opened the window, a soft breeze blew towards 
me. Then I let down the rope, and as I’d hoped, 
the top stayed with the backpack. I then swung 
one half of my body around the rope and grabbed 
on tightly. The rope didn’t budge. Then I let my 
other half fall down, but with one hand grasped 
the windowsill. Still it refused to budge.

I let go of the windowsill and grasped the rope 
with both hands and knees. It quivered slightly 
and the dark blue of my backpack could be seen 
from where I was hanging out the window.

Fear surged through me. I didn’t want to die. 
Then I remembered a few books I had read. A 
lot of children escaped through their windows. It 

was pretty common with stories like this, except 
this is only for a day, or until someone catches 
me, not like a year or a week or a month. Then I 
remembered that my dad would be coming and 
to climb.

I took about five minutes on my record. When 
my feet touched the ground, I felt a great relief 
swelling. Then I heard footsteps coming from 
the hallway, from the open window. A sharp 
needle slowly punctured my bubble of glee.

I gave the rope a sharp tug and my bag came 
crashing down to mother earth. I ran to catch it. 
Slam! It didn’t fall into my awaiting arms. It fell 
onto the ground. The door opened.

“By jeepers! Richard, come here! Danny’s 
gone!” shouted my mother (I could tell that it 
was her because her voice is always squeaky 
when she’s scared).

I put my backpack on and ran to the woods. 
I had just gotten behind the nearest tree when 
I heard the door shut and a sigh from the open 
window.

I raced to the bear’s den, but saw the bear 
inside sleeping, and cut through the trees sur-
rounding it. When I was clear of it, I went back 
on the trail I had made yesterday. When I found 

THE BIG ESCAPE
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the ancient oak, and turned to the left as I had 
before, I heard the rushing of the waterfall and 
raced to it. When I got there, I started hearing 
strange music and tiny voices, like the tinkling 
of a bell. It was a wonderful noise, but it made 
me feel a little nervous.

Then I heard the twinkling in my ear. It was 
so strangely wonderful and unnerving. I turned 
to see the source, but saw nothing. Then I was 
just plain scared. What was making it? Was 
someone following me? I froze in my tracks. 
Was it Mr. Jones? Or James? If so, why? How 
had they found me? These questions of caution 
swam through my mind.

Chapter 4

I BABYSIT
A FAIRY

“Who’s there? Who are you? What do you 
want from me?” I shouted.

Then there was more twinkling and a small 
voice said, “You silly ass! Shut up or we’ll be 
found.” It sounded female, and bossy. I thought 
I had a clue then.

“And we’re fairies, dumb-dumb,” said a loud 
male voice. And for your information, Tinker-
bell is not the only rude fairy. And, there are 
fairies here, too. They aren’t stranded in Never 
Land as we are stranded on the ‘mainland’ as 
those fairies call it.

“Is this a real Son of Adam, Mommy? Mom-
Pages 22-85 are not shown in this sample.
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