April 3

Wisteria and I hardly spoke on the way to the Summer Court. At least
Sorrel will ar gue with me when they're upset-Wisteria just turns silent. But
our arrival was jr&@{’éd’ by an enormous reception: members of the Summer
Court exger to cowiro&ula’r@ me on my future coronation, ch@@rtwi and
/ldyiﬂj music, co(“iwj me, alread,y, “Queen Tris.” flocf"r@rm; of course, but T
confess T was a little overwvhelmed. Can T ever live up to ol this? Tt
seemed that every fae of the Court was there-Mayfly, Amaryllis, T uniper,
Finch, more than T can hope to name-some with le gitimate congratulations
and o few, T thiuk, hopiw; to iw;ro&’rim’r@ themselves to r0y<x|+y, but most
simply there for o po(r’ry. Finch, after o few cups of nectar, 5/@w+ over half
an hour telling me how close « friend andd confidant he hadd been to Queen
O/od, boo(s’riwj that he even knew o« few SQyin gs in the royal lan gua ge and
msisting that T write them down. T don't know how useful they'll be, but

here they are:

T he song is the winter and the summer: i tom zhamanehen tom sazh plu

tom fizhef.
T he person \Cor(jas the sword: akreshen tom fei tom ik|o&ﬁo&
T he queen was the ruler: sapu tom ayafei tom ayisl/lodom.

By the time T was able to slip away Wisteria had gone off on some errand,
nwo one seemed to know what, T suppose it wanted to avoid wme, so T took o
walk to the Seuding T ree to see if any mail had arrived for me. T
dreaded finding « long, detailed letter €rom Sorrel continuing our
ar gument, but €ound myself disappointed when there wasn't oue. Likewise

when T returned to My (tuo(rfc’,rs and Wisteria hadn't come back.

T he beauty of the Summer Court is always « great consolation to me: the
h‘jh’r here never reaches full day or I/Hjl/lf' but spans o sunset spectrum of
purples, oranges, and /iwks,- o liﬁM mist how;ﬁs always over the rivers, and
the soft rains that sometimes fall glitter gold in the 5|ow:+iwj sumh‘;h%.
Ev@ry /lownL from the tallest Wlo(;wolio( to the smallest clover blossoms, and

the fox glove flower that the Court has taken as its emblem is everywhere



in abundance. T he air is sweet with the perfumes and incense the fae here
adore. And alwory s there is music—birdsowﬁ and €roﬁ5 of course, and
wherever fae of the Summer Court jo(f’har ot least one of them seems o

have pgon pipes or & lyre, and almost all will sin g. T can hear zuif'& &

group of them playing and dancin g in the gardens now. Tt reminds gi

me of my first summer here, when Viclet's string ensemble played ﬁi@% @;{:"?
for that wonderful ball, aud Wisteria and L danced €or B g;

hours, hand in hand, how we lmuﬁlﬂ@d’ +oﬁ@+h@r until gur % Pt

sides ached, how she sparkled, always, turned every head in
the room with her charm, and how she it up every time T
said "I love you,” and how beautiful she always made me

feel, and it all felt-well, it felt like « fairy tale.

How lom g has passed since then.?

T thivk T retire o rest early. T+ was o Iowj journey, and T'wm tired.

A/ril rl

Have just had o conversation with T uniper T must write down before T

\Corj@f

T went out to the garden hoping for o little quiet, and they, were there
weeding « fairie circle. When T kuelt to work beside him he save me « nod
in ;re@hwi, but we weeded the garden in our accustomed COIM/OWHOMO(M&
silence—after so many summers at their etbow T uo lon ger need to be told

which plocwfs to pull and how.

T hew he broke the silence to ask me why T had been crying. T thought T
Woks l/uot’iw; my distress so well, but yes, T have beewn cryim g lately, and T
suppose it showed. Tt was as +[40Mjl’\ « dam burst and T told them
@v@ryHm‘wj about the row with Sorrel and Wisteria, all in such an emotions!
\)umbl@ it's « wonder if he understood any of it at «ll, and soom T was
saying things T dicdu't even realise T'd been worried about-that my loves
expected such wonders from me and now they'd realise what « dull fool T

was, that T would lgse them and lose the world T was b@jiwmm; to make My,



home, that cur love had ouly been o passin g whim, too weak to last, « fairy

tale. And now it was over.

Th@y handed me & handkerchiec€, for T had b@ﬁtm to cry & Goin, ond Hl@y

said, now, love is not « Foury tale and it doesn't simply end.

T said if that was true wuxyb@ T didu't know what love was at all. T he Wy

he \ooked ot me thew made me think T was missin g 5om@+hm§ obvious &% Gain.

T his is what love is, he said, and poivﬁ@o{ ot his ﬁmrd@w. You

need gsood dirt and sunshine, but when the rain doesn't come
you water it, when it is too weak to stand you give it «

trellis, when it chokes you prune its branches, and every

'*\ day, you just have to get your hondds dirty oand pull up

\ the weeds. Now sometimes the soil is lacking, or the

S climate is wrong, and you need to give it up. But T think

you have jood soit, Tris.

T thivk so too.

T love Wisteria aund Sorrel, and I'm determived to do the work it takes to
make cur (jo&r&t’éw grow. Wisteria is of€ on an errand now, but when it comes
back we'll talk about what happened. T need to explain how T feel, and T
need to wpolo gise, and this will be hard, but it will be worth it. She is so

grecious to me. Aud T must write +o Sorrel 5’rroujh’r AWy,

When « queen wishes to 5/@0('( very hfﬁhly of someoune without @mbo(rroassiwj
them, there is « modest Soyin g H/\c’,y use —nazhonashonit tom fei fom yelar:

T he person did vot dishonour the Court. T've heard Queen Camellia say
this of Wisteria, and of Sorrel, and it warms My heart to recall how each
of them beamed to hear it. T I really do become Queen, T must say it of
juw!ﬂ@r.

i lz\o/@ someday I can earn such honour for myself, too.



A/rﬂ 6

% entirely \Cor;mL to write in this journal y@s+@rdo<y—ol/\, but what o doy it

was! T rue summer af last and I am « cup OV@rHo»‘/iwj. Where can T b@jm?

T had just mailed my letter to Sorrel when I was told of Wisteria's return
to the Court, and T hurried to meet it at the gates, steeling myself to
o(‘poloﬁise—bu’r before T could say o word Wisteria took my hand in both of
its aud apolo gised to me. She berated herself for impatience and
iws@w5i+ivi+y, and said she understood the pressure T was under, how such
an honour as the Crown would be o« burden too. Tts own high position within
the Summer Court had often caused it the same distress. T felt such «
cloud lift from me as she articulated so clearly the tam gle in my heart-how
well she knogws me! My own o&polo;y seemed so iw@l@jownL in comparison, but
she didn't mindd. Wisteria said too that it wanted to make up for that
disastrous trip during the Equinox Festival, and it had o« surprise £or me:
we were goimg to « ball in the mortal world. Her errands the past few days
had been to seek out a suitable human establishment, to retrieve « splendid
new dress for me from the court tailors, and to commission Viclet's 5’rrm§
quartet to accompany us and play for the ball. All had been arran ged for us
to sueak into the assembly in the suise of ordimary mortals. T had my

mis givin gs, yes, but it promised me it would treat the mortals with the

utmost respect. She was true to her word.

We danced «ll leoujf/l the vnﬁ[/\f *Mon g humans, and Wisteria was
perfectly polite and c[/lo(rmm;. And to watch her dance is always o great
pleasure. Yet, amon g other mortals « gain, T found them . chamged. T heir
manners and fashion were new, their conversation opagque, their voices
strange to me as the calls of birds guce were—the world has moved ou while

T have beew awaky. L Fhink My SON IS & Grown man by now. And

T must have chow:ﬁ@o( too, for that f’houﬁlf\f’ no |owﬁ@r

jf‘i@V@S me.

Wisteria and 1 lin gered by the door, hand in hand,
»./od’c[/\iwj the mortals dance; T felt as +houﬁh 1

were M/O(f'chiwj deer in o field. Beautiful, and



stramgers to me. Did T ever b@lomj to this world? T intimated o Wisteria
thoat T was ready to leave.

T he remainder of the uight we passed in « nearby botanical garden,
talking and lau ghin g just as we always had, and we raced each other to «
willow and I would have won, too, if Wisteria hadn't comjh’r my trailing skirt
to pull me back and get ahead—and we both fell to the dew, Gross in o

tan gle Iaujhiwj uncontrollably. T he earliest ‘ijhf’ of dawn found us there,
anc as we caught our breath Wisteria watched the sunrise spill out its

colours with d@liﬁw in her eyes, and I watched her.

What do T mean when T say Wisteria is beautiful? T speak not just
of its physical appearance, though T appreciate that dearly, T mean
the grace with which it moves, T mean the way it views the world
with such joy. Sometimes T think the Queens made the Koyal

T ougue because no human lan gua ge was sufficient for the beaut,
of their world.

T his b@ouuLy is the sun's iual;’ry: g tol fenei tom lemizhef anedri.

As the sunli ght cpened up the flowers of the garden, Wisteria plucked «
blue iris— the flower whose name T chose and my favourite colour too—
and braided it into my hair with deft €ingers, telling me «ll the while how
lovely T was, teasing and tickling my neck,  we were interrupted when o

scoandalised groundskeeper came upon us, and before he could question us

we dashed away lowjhmj into the trees, slipped back into Facerie.



T his aftervcon we made cur leisurely way back to the Summer Court-
where we found J uniper all in & huff, for it seems Queen Camellia called
yesterday while we were out! Aud neither the leader of the Summer Court
wor the Heir to the T hrone were anywhere to be found, half the court had
gone o(ow:c:‘w; with us, and jump@r was the only foae of any ravk there to

welcome the Queen and he was fresh from the garden and fairly covered

with mud—at this point v his complaimt T could no
lon ger k@@p from |o((4(j;[/lil/l(7 ot the ima ge, and that
set Wisteria lau;hm; too, and T think that
seeing us so happy together mollified J uniper
« little, for they couldu't quite hide « smile.

Camellia is not one to stand on ceremony, and i)
doubt she's as offended by our behaviour as he
is embarrassed on our behalf. Nonetheless, T'm «

little nervous to speak with her u;o«m—ﬂl@ deference the Summer Court

shows to her, even more elaborately than the fae of the Winter Court,
reminds me what an honour it is o be in her gresence. But she KWty s
treats me s her juasf T think about cur W\@@hwﬁ and words iv the ?oyod

A

ongue echo in my, mind.

azhonashiyan tol ayafei irem: T his queen will honour me.

A'prﬂ 7

Queen Camellin always looked so perfectly at ease in the Winter Court, as
H/\oujh she was boru for frost and pine and a hot cup of

tea. I couldu't have ima gined her in summer. Yet today,

she looked just as at home amid the flowers and sunshine of
the Summer Court—the tea we shared was iced, this time, but
otherwise it was much the same os when she visited me in the

winter. She locked at me like she was lookin g into my heart,

andd asked me earnestly how I felt about My Upcomin g
coronation. T had to admit T've been nervous about My oabilﬁy

to rule, for it seems such « lof of r@spowsibilﬁy and T have had such



responsibilities in the past, which T have not fulfilled. And she has set « h:jh

standard for her successor.

She nodded, and said she would have worried i£ T hadu't been nervous, £or
it showed that T took my role seriously and that I cared for the fae who
T was to rule. She too had been anxious about her coronation, and she
assured me it was quite natural T his was of course very gratifying to
hear, but did little to assua ge my fears. R dauntin g to take on such

responsibility alone.

Camellia asked me then if T remembered what the word for “queen” in the
?oyml /)_owju@ actually meant, and T said of course, it was o combination
of the words €or “crown” and “p@rsow”—H/l@ one who wears the crown. She

i

said yes, and no. ry. the one who is the crown.

T he queen is the jewel of the fue, the emblem of their greatness, the
best they have to offer. T hat is why it is « serious responsibility, yes, but
it also means that T am not alone, for My 5’rr@w;’rb\ as Queen will consist of
that of both courts, all of us, foj@’rl/\@r.

T he most important qualification of « Queen is love for the fae. T think
of Wisteria and Sorrel and waterin g my garden, but not just them: T
remember trading riddles with fae of the Winter Court, dancin g with
those of the Summer Court, the wild parade of all of them to gether in the
Eztumox Festivals, T remember standin g in the soft gloamin g li;H of my
garden « lifetime o 50 and looking up to see a fairy for the first time. T
remember the wonder that shot like h‘jh’rwiMﬁ fhroujh my heart. Yes, T

love the fae. T alway s shall,

*T am the queen, and T will rule.” For the first time T feel ready to say
that when the time comes to initiate my coronation. Queen Camellia has
told me only « little of what ho«pﬂ@ws after that— there will be certain
trials T must undertake to grove my worth, after the riddlin g manner of
fae tradition, before T can touch the relics of the Queen. By the time T
reach that point, T think T can be ready. So lon g as T know T have my loves
supportin g me.



Seetw; My confidence somewhat restored, Camellia 5uﬁﬁ@5+@o{ that we

move on to /ro&chsm(j with the ?oyml /)‘owju@. Some of my notes—

T will uot craft o necklace before the celebration: ikrishayit rem o kaklu ipro

tom y EVy aMin.
T he €ire is in the forest: poi tom kajol se tom yitlekak.

T he sword was for ged by the person: sapu akreshenti fom klo o am +om

ifei.

Wisteria kindly checked the Sending T ree for me, but still o letter €rom

Sorrel.

A/ril 147)

i

T must practice with the Koyal T ougue, and Wisteria has « painting it's
»\/orkiw; on, so as L write this we are +o;@+h@r in the courtyard, she ot her
casel and me with My books at the table. T+'s such « treat o watch
Wisteria paint: its intense focus and brfjh’r eyes, its imspiration like fire-
but T must focus ou my work, for now. I've beewn +hmkm; about the
r@spowsibilihes of o queen, and about love, aud about the way the forest

works as oue around me.
T he bird rules the trees: ayishen tom mirmir tom yitlepeyim.
T he tree ruled the forest: ayishone tom itlepe tom yitlekak.

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

ifeiyim, inis ay.'sl/\@w tom imirmirim.



T will tend the birds, who rule the trees: peyashiyan rem tom imirmirim, inis

ayish@w tom ny@p@yim

T will teud the birds and the forest's trees: f@yowhiyowl rem fom imirmirim

plu tom yitlepeyim anitlekak.

Addendum—have just received o letter from Sorrell

Sorrel's Letter,
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M(X)/ l

T was going to spend this mornin g studyin g, lf\owasﬂy T was, but theun
Wisterio gave me those eyes and said it hoad found « lovely place for o

walk down by the creek, where the lilac groves bloomed and

A ,
AN there were always ducks ou the water, aud it really wasn't
IS _ healthy for me to spend so much time hunched over « book,

\\ Q»'_K and wasn't T due for « break?
R : It was every bit the lovely walk Wisteria promised it

would be. Ouce, in breathless silence, we watched o great blue
herow take off from the creek and glide up over the trees, «
perfect silhouette « gainst the pink painted sky. By the time we
reached the water the day was warm enough that « dip in the cool creek
sounded %Mif’@ r@Fr@slf\m;, so L left My shoes and notebook on the bank aund
we waded in up to our ankles, gigging at the cold current ruslam; over our
feet. And, wicked me, T scooped o little water up in my hands, and
beckoned to her like Tt £oundd something until she came to peer nto the
hollow of My hoands—and thew T splo(sl/\@ot’ it into her face. Tu the brief
moment before it started slplushiv% water back at me, the expression of

perfect surprise on its face was adorable. Tu o few minutes we were both

soaked leou;l/\ and lowﬁhiwﬁ umcow+rol|o<bly.



We've come up to the flat rocks overlocking the creek to dry off in the
sunshine, and Wisteria is asleep beside me, its arm around my waist. T he
fae don't need to sleep=-Sorrel never does or at least won't adwmit to it,
but Wisteria likes o sometimes, and she has told me she can ouly £all
asleep when she is ‘p@rxc@cﬂy, bl;ss@ully at case. T scarcely ever feel the
need to sleep leselF, now, and this beautiful 5ijt/l+ T wish to be awake for.
Well, T suppose T study o little after «ll, while T have paper and pen at

haned. T will watch the creatures of the forest and let them inspire me.
T he bird eats the €ish: kashen tom mirmir tom isulyi.

T he fish is eaten by the bird: pai kashenti tom sulyi am tom imirmir.

T he trees are « forest: pai tom itlepeyim om itlekak.

T he flower is the seed's le gacy: pai tom frupe tom yeklo napelin,

T he forest is the queen's jo(rdew: poi tom itlekak tom /@ymshow anayafei



