March 12

T oday Sorrel and T ook « stroll on the cutskirts of the city. T he
weather was iuﬁ@ lovely for the season and we walked €or z(u’r@
some time, simply for the joy of it, no destination in mind. W hile

on our journey, we crossed po(Ha; with « youn g man, c@rhu'my no

older than twent,-five, bmﬁhhcy@o{ with youth. Sorrel, likely in

au od’roﬂac’,i%@r unnecessary attempt to impress me, cho&l\@w;@d
the lad to o duel of wits €or his name. AlH/\ouj[/\ T have never
seen it l/uxpp@w before they claim it is typical for the fac.

At first T thought nothing of it, but as the battle went on and
the boy fell behind b@yomd’ ho/@, it cccurred to me that he had no
wunderstanding of what the contract meant. T don't wish to 50 nto details,
but now he wanders the countryside with no recollection of his identity.
Seeing amother human in such « state hurt me beyond belief. Was T right
to stand by idly while o human €ell victim to the fae tricks? T he human did
not dishonour the Court (or, as Queen Camellia would Soy, nazhonashonit
tom mlu tom yelar), nor did he cause any harm to Sorrel or to me. I knew
that fae could do this, but T never ima gined the pain it would cause. What
swm T in this scenaric? Am T « victim of the fxe aund their tricks as well?

T am uncertain of how human T am ow;ymor@~f wo lon ger feel hum;@r, £
never tire. Food and sleey have ceased to be necessities. T have been so
readily mcc@p%@d’ as one of the fae that T fear even Sorrel, as clever and
ms,ﬁhﬂm s Haey are, has Forjo’r+ew that T am only human, just like the
boy who they robbed of « life. My humanity wanes with each day and T
worry that scon I will be the oue 5%@0(“14; names, instead of b@iw; one

whose name has been stolen.

March 14

Tt is difficult to tear my mind away from what happened two days « 50,
and it was especially difficult to do so during Queen Camellia's visit. T
appreciate all the help she has givew me towards becoming Queen, but T
am b@;mwm; to have doubts about my dedication towards the fae.



However, until T can think more upon my. current situation, T will continue to
T

dedicate leselF to l@o(rvn‘w(j: the ?oyo(l on gue.

Todmy, our discussion was centred arcund the final /o(r’r of the coronation.
T o prepare for this, T must summon the Queen's Crown. Queen Camellia
has hidden the crown behind o lock of some kind, sncd T must reveal both
the Crown and its hiding place by saying the following n the Koyal T om gue:
T am queen and T will rule. T his crown was crafted with the forest's

figwers. With it, T will uct dishonour the queens who ruled before.”

T oday's lan gua ge lesson focused around crafting Crafting, & can such «

word be o(ffli@o( to me? Are the fae cro({:f’iwj me into 50W|@H/uw(7 T am not?
T trust Queen Camellia »\/hony, but after Sorrel's display of trickery, T am

not so sure of their intentions.

T will craft « crown. ikrfs[/\fyown rem o yaya.
T+ will be o great crown epiya ki om aya gya
With flowers, T will craft it. oto ;\Cru/@ynm, ikrislm'yow: rem iki.

T will uot craft « necklace before the celebration. ikr‘iSl’lo(yif' rem o kaklu ipro

tom yenyamin.

T asked Queen Camellia what the crown would ook like when T summoned it,
what flowers would it be woven from? She simply lau ghed ancl said
romkosfmycxm tom aya oto tom ifeya nalutri the crown will Sfoﬁrklé with the
moon's grace. T do vot kuow what this means, but T @x/@c’r it will be clear

to me when My coronation occurs. T¢ my coronation occurs.

March 19

Sorrel o(//o(r@wﬂy noticed my sour mood after our walk last week. Tw an
attempt to bm;h%@w my mood, they, suggested that Wisteria and I join
them in watching « “human show,” which T have learned is what the, call «



play, o name T €ind mildly, offensive. T he show was Sl/lo(k@sf@o(r@'s
Midsummer Nzﬂalfﬁ's Dream, which T must admit T have never seen before.

Sorrel and Wisteria seemed porticularly amused with their selection, which
T did ot ot first understand. But it became clear why the, thousht it was
so funny soon after the play started. i H/\oujWL that the actors were
lovely and displayed such passion, both €for their craft and for the
audience, but Sorrel and Wisteria took issue with nvearly every, clement of
the play. T hey witpicked anc critiqued every detail, constantly pomting
out what the, would have dove in the place of Puck and makin g suide
comments about how unrealistic the whole thing was. T tried to explam to
them that the play is fiction, written years * G0 by & human not so
different from me and that /@rho&ps the court of Oberon and T itania held
different rules than ours, but this only made them fault the play more. T
wanted to tell them that the, couldu't see the forest for the trees, but
somethin g that Queen Camellia said stopped me: pai tom itlepeyim tom

itlekak. T he trees are the €forest.”

As they grappled with their identities, T was taken back to watching the
boy lose his name and become « 5’rrownﬁer to himself. Will he ever recover
and find o life, find love, find an identity? What about me? Do I still have
my identity? Am T still Alice? Again, T'm reminded of something Queen

Camellin saic: pai tom etin p@yo(show anosodel; the soul is grief's garden.

T decided to stay in o small London hotel €or the vnﬁ[/nL to jo(fh@r‘ My,
Hf\oujl/l’rs and have some time to mysahc. Mmybe o miﬂahf alone will do me

some jood’.

March 19 (entry 2)

Ale xander. T he name of my ouly child. T left him behind when T accepted
my role here. Mewories with him come to wme in this lonesome moment of
warest in an unfamiliar hotel. T remember « picnic we hod oune sunny summer
afternoon We went to « nearby field, full of flowers, lush and bri ght

Ale xamnder ran around the cutskirts of the field, lau ghing with deli sht and
drenched iv the ho(pflw@ss of summertime ot’uriwj chitdthood. He had run €or,



but never strayed from my sight. T remember that he brou sht me « bunch
of blue cornflowers, my favourite colour. He was the light of my life,
brin gin g me joy every day. Tt is not often that T think of him, but when T
do it is d@vo(s+o(+iwar:4 T have been told by Queen Camellia that T should not
worry about my human linea ge or le gacy, rather that T should dedicate
myself to the queenship and the fae. But T ache to kuow how Alexander has
fared in the years since T've left him. pai tom frupe tom yeklo napelin; the
flower is the seed's le gucy. Ah, how T long to see my beautiful flgwer!

T realise now that I do wot even kuow the xge of my own son. T ime passes
strangely in the fae realm. T ime has blurred, and the concept of « year
has grown rather nebulous to me. Has he growm u/? Has he Grown old? Has
he married and had children of his own? Has he passed on without my

knowin g7 T hese are questions T will never find the answers to. I could
return to my previous residence i the green hills of Hampshire, but T do
not kuow if Cornelius and Alexander still reside there. I have no doubt that
the human world has chan ged in my absence, and T do wot have faith that T

could re-enter it now. poi etin narem se tom yitlekak. "My soul is in the

forest.”

T miss you dearly, Alexander. T lf\op@ your father cares for yOoUu os T cuce
did.

March 21

T have never felt so overwhelmed as T do when T attempt this new

lam gux ge. T he responsibility of learning it aud doing it justice weighs so



unbelievably heavy on me. Aud now, with my current doubts towards
Queenship and the fae, T find it even more difficult to commit Queen
Camellin's teachin gs to memory. She visited me today with the intention of
discussing my duties as Queen in more depth, reviewing the coronation

phms@ T vow dread: "T am queen and I will rule.”

Rule appears to be the subject of today's lesson; who rules and who tends
and what responsibilities that entails.

T he bird rules the trees. ayish@w tom mirmir tom yl‘f'l("/‘ﬂ@yim.
T he tree ruled the forest. ayishone tom itlepe tom yitlekak.

T he queen rules the people, who rule the birds. ayishen tom ayafei tom

ifeiyim, inis ayishém tom imirmirim,

T will tend the birds who rule the trees. p@yashfyow: rem fFom imirmirim, inis

ayish@m tom yffl@/@yim.

T will tend the birds and the forest's frees. p@yashiyom rem fom imirmirim

plu tom yitlepeyim anitlekak.

Queen Camellia has been kind and occc@phwj to me. T suppose this is in port
because she wants me to be her successor. But to this day, I do vot kuow
why she chose me to be Queen. Ts this ancther fae trick? T highly doubt
it; Queen Camellia has never seemed mischievous. Yet the idea still lfwj@rs
in « corner of my mind. Sp@culo(ﬁow will do me no jood’; T will ask her durivrj
our next lesson. Maybe by thew TN have « better Grasg on my \C@@Hm;s
towards the fae and my humanit,.

March 21 (6v@inIj)

My mind wanders +owi(§h+ and, o(@spif’@ no lowﬁ@r w@@diw; to rest, T \owj
for it. T have thought much about my humanity and my duty, to the fae,

and o clear answers seem o be in 5:0&#. T wish +o thivk vo more, to simply



dream, but T suppose T will settle €or another distraction. T he Qoyod
/l—ow;u@ is still dif€icult for me, sg T will practice the simple phms@s
Queen Camellin +o<u(7h+ me in winter. Maybe after o few lines, sleep will

returu to me.

T he bird eats the fish. kashen fom mirmir fom isulyi.
T he €ish is eaten by the bird. g kashenti tom sulyi am tom imirmir,
T he person for ges the sword. akreshen tom fei tom ikl got.

T he sword was \Corj@o( by the person. sapu akreshenti fom klo(jo( am tom

ifei.

March 22

T feel as H/\oujl/\ this love is kilin g me. T feel suffocated, unable to
breathe, as T am never alone. As much affection as T hold for Sorrel and

Wisteria, they are always there.

L low; for time to myself, « rarity these doys. T wish for &« moment alone,
and no matter what T sy or how T say if, Sorrel and Wisteria ignore my
words and continue to cling to me like bees to honey. T oday was the last
straw. T have felt so i;mor@d, so unheard, so taken for jrownL@d’, that T
simply could not continue on. i Jrl/loujh% that T wujl/\’r have « rare moment
alone after my, low;;tuxj@ lesson with Queen Camellia, but Sorrel and
Wisteria were limgering in the hallway, perhaps listenin g in. My lesson ended
« bit carly and ’rh@y were not @xf@chwj me so soon. L was leavin g the
room and saw Sorrel attempt o poor mockery of the boy whose name he

stole, much o the amusement of Wisteria.

T vever thought Sorrel was capable of such cruelty and mockery. Tt was
distressing to see them make fun of o« human whose life they ruined. A
humoan like me, robbed of « life to live. I ran AWy Upon seein g this, but not
before Sorrel and Wisteria saw me. T hey tried to chase after me, but T

got away and found « place to weep. How could they betray, me like this?



Tu times like these T fear H/l@y have \Corjo’mL@m that T myself am o human,
not o fae like them.

March 22 (@v@wiwj)

Sorrel and Wisteria eventually found me, despite my attempts to hide
from them T hey questioned why T was so distraught. T tried explainimg
to thewm, but they seemed to not understand. It confirmed my fears that
they barely see me as human anymore. Ou vuﬁh’rs like these, T lon g for my
old life back and wish to return to the human world, even if just for o short

time.

Why did they choose me? T resent them for what they've done to me. T
wish that T could turn back time to before they found me. T he more days
that pass, the more T feel like T am b@commi more and more isolated,
isolated €from the human world of My origins, but alsg isolated from My new
home as T learn o ‘O(Vljb(oﬂj@ that is just for me, away from everyone else. i
thou ght T felt louely and trapped in my old life, but sitting here now,

there has never been o time where T have felt more alone.

March 25

Over the past few days, T have used my time to calm down and focus on
whoat T want in my life. What T want, not what others want from me. T he
question that T keep returning to is if T want to be queen T he longer T
endure this process, the more T feellike T am losing the « gency to decide.
T have been crafted imto o faerie, carefully, moulded over time, slowly, in
the hopes that T would not notice the changes that were swallowin g me
alive. Now that T am trapped, T notice. But it is too late. T have wo choice.
T he queen was the ruler; this queen will honour me. sapu tom ayafei fom

ayisbuxlow:; o(zl/lomxs[/nycxw tol ayafei irem.

T am queen and T will rule. T must o(cc@‘p+ that and move forward as
plowm@o(, even with all of these doubts that gnaw af me. T see no other

Q/hOMS.



March 26

Tho&wk@ully, today has been less teunse, but little has been resolved. T am
very grateful for Sorrel and Wisteria leavin g me to be alone the last few
days. It has allowed me to €finally think about the future in my terms
without their influence and interference. I decided to break my solitude
today and venture out, kmo»\/iwj that Jrh@y would find me. I was correct,
and they did.

T hey asked to talk in private, which T did vot initially understand, but the
reason became obvious once we had found o quict corner. T hey gave me «
UciH' for my coronation: « stunnin g necklace that has been passed down from
queen to queen ahead of coronation. A//ocr@wﬂy it is «le gacy of every
queen that has ruled over the % g€s, and each queen has added 5om@+lflmi
to it. Tt symbolises the union of the two Courts: pai tol fenei tom lemizhef
anedri. T his beauty is the sun's quality.” pai tol rayun tom lemizhe € nalutri.
*T his wisdom is the moon's quality.” But the necklace has both. T he necklace

is the winter and the summer: poi tom klaku tom sazh plu tom fizhef.

Tt is o most +hou;lz\+€ul gift, H/\ouaclz\ it is & painful reminder that T get
closer and closer every day to b@comm; the queen. Upon ’rhmkmi about it
more, T think that their mtentions may have been to make me want to
become queen. Are they trying to manipulate me? T had uo doubts before,
but as I sit here, T question their values. But this is my fate. T must

accept it, for T am post the point of wo return. T have no choice.



