November 3

T his is almost ivvt/ofsiblc to write. Visit from Queen Camellin today - oh,

what o visit.

She brought tea and laid it out methodically, just as careful as
she is with everything she does. Until we were halfway, throu gh our
cups she kef+ silent owm \«/hy she'd chosen to visit me, only sm:'lm;
and askin g me about myself. I knew she would wot reach the
poran before she was reacy, so T waited. And theun — and

theu!

She said that she wanted me +o be her successor. Me! T he next Queen!

T can [/uxro(ly describe how T felt. Shock, €irst, then joy and elation, /rid@
and o touch of fear. Even now I am still a little unsure. Am T really suited
for such « role? But then « gain, perhaps the sur ge of love and pride T feel
ensures I will rise to whatever cl/\odlewj@ is necessary and become « good

Queen. Good is all T can l/\op@ to be when T ima gine myself crowned.

T asked Camellia if there has ever been o human Queen before, and she
said not to her kuowled ge. T hen T asked if T uniper or Sorrel had put her
up to this as o joke, and she lom;l/\@d, 1(4:'@% and controlled, and said of
course H/\@y didn't, but that an abundance of \ove for me had drawn her
attention. T hen she told me that she would be visiting me re gularly to

teach me 6v@ry+hiwj that « Queen needs to kunow.

T dicdu't kuow before today that the Queens have their gwn lomiuaﬁ@,
spok@w by neither the Summer or Winter Courts. Camellia told me that she
keeps all her journals in this lam gua ge, but of course T am uot expected to
do that yet secing as T do not speak it. However, as it is important to get
in the habit T will trauscribe here the phrases she taught me today. T have
never had o mind €or \Cor@iﬁm lan gua ges, so i c’/xpc’/mL Camellia has her work
cut gut for her in ’r@occl/uwj me. But T want this more thaun I can ima gine

wantin g owny+hm; else in the universe. T will learn, whatever it takes.

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



T will uot craft « necklace before the celebration: ikrisl/lo(yif' rem ¢ kaklu ipro

tom y EVy aMin.
T he bird rules the trees: ayishen tom mirmir tom yitlepeyim.
T he sword shines with €ire: rikeshen tom klo«jm oto iko(;ol.

T will tend the birds and the forest's trees: /ayashiyom rem fom imirmirim

plu tom ylﬂep@yim anitlekak.

Afterwards T ran 5+ro<ijlr1+ to Sorrel to tell them what hod lf\o(//@m&o(. &
could see the joy shmm; in their eyes as they nodded alon g, always hocppy

to listen intently to OQVly‘H/HVlj fwvolviwj newfound kwou/ladj@.

November 20

How T love Siff’iw(ﬁ and m/rihw; under my biﬁ ook, T+ is true what Camellia

says. ayishone tom itlepe tom yitlekak: T he tree ruled the forest.”

Today Sorrel Wltho(j@d to aa@f their hands on all these lovely little bits of
metal and clockwork., T, haviw; previously said T was bored, was told in vo

uncertain ferms that T was to learn o create tiny metal z;ovﬁro(fﬁoms.

T hus held grisoner by My oh-so-cruel love's words, T jladly took on the

task which T'df beeun set.

Sorrel walked me through creating o little metal beetle which, imbued with
« spark of faerie ma gic, scuttles eundlessly over tree stumps after being

wound up. T heun they bade me work alone to create « surprise
for them. T found it quite difficult ot first, but quickly >
warmed up to the process of fitting gears together 7

and sh«x/iw; metal

We worked H/\rou;fn the aftervcon and into the mﬁhh Sorrel
refusing to show me what the, were workin g ou even when T pried. Once T
tried to peek and quickly €ound myself wrapped in Sorrel's arms and \Coccm&

the other way. First compelled to work and then imprisoned - what o



+rym5 day for poor little me. How jooof that T have Sorrel beside me for

comfort. I ouly Wisteria were here as well,

T made for Sorrel « little metal robin which \Clocps its win gs ool sin gs o quiet
melody. T he latter was My own invention, andl Sorrel told me T was the

cleverest of all. T almost believed it until they, showed
me what the,'d made: a cunningly curled silver iris,
which at first didu't appear to do anything, but when
T raised it to my vose to smell it b@jom to tick and
unfolded itself, spirallin g into tiny pieces and ch‘mbm; My
face until it settled on my brow, now « multitude of small
fiowers in the form of & crown. T couldu't Sy okl/ly‘H/liVl(j thew, so
5 just looked o«f Sorrel in the Wloomli(jh’r, the one who, today,

was the first to make me feel truly like o Queen.

P@rlf\o(fs ove day I will be as clever with my hands as Sorrel. ikrishiyoan rem o
yaya. oto ifrupeyim, ikrishiyan rem iki. epiye ki om sy gyo. rankoshiyan tom
aya oto tom ifeyu nalutri T will craft a crown. With flowers, T will craft

it. T+ will be « jr@oﬂL crown. T he crown will somxrkla with the moon's grace.!

December 12

I+t is so odd b@m; the Queen's successor. Fae I don't kuow have b@aatm to
appronch me, introducing themselves, plyin g me with cunmin g tales or clever
;iﬁLs, Col/ljr‘o("'(lltxf'l’l/lj me or iVljr‘o(‘ho(‘thj themselves. T adore them all, of
course, but it does get tiring Most of them are unwilling to tell me
ow:yHm‘wj that T actually need to kuow, /r@@@rrm(j instead to
flatter me with platitudes or boast of their own intelli gence.
Meanwhile T sit whiling away my days with Sorrel s the

coronation ticks closer aud T still kuow nearly uothing of

what it will mean o be Queen.



Nearly, Hf\ou(ﬁh; not onfuwj at all. Ouce « little fxerie T kuow as Fern
bounced up to me as T was ﬁo&’rh@m’w; mushrooms near the crocked cak.
Queen Tris, he said, his voice trembling = they already refer to me as
Queen more often than not. He said that he was just waiting for the day
he saw me crowned with the Queen's Soul in My, hand, and
that it would be the most exciting day of his life to be gin
to serve someone so capable. Baseless flattery aside, T was
curious about the Queen's Soul. Fern explained to me that
the Soul is an item T will be jrowﬂr@d ot the time of the
coronation and that in order to keep it T must be approved

of by all the Sage Court. How T hope that they will aliow me to
serve them! Perhaps they will think of me as « majestic Queen,
or p@rl«xps they will think simply: nazhonashonit tom fei tom yelar. ' T he
person did not dishonor the Court:

T spent hours today puzzling out « riddle that Wren shared with me, and
T think T've stumbled upon the answer. T must ask Sorrel if they think T am

correct.

December 24

Finally ancther visit from Camellia. T+ seems that « Queen has « lot of
responsibility — well, that should be obvious, but it was harder to ima gine
exactly what T would have to do before I heard it from her directly. T
once @X/r@ss@d’ My, doubt in vmysalF, but she said snmlply: azhonashone tom
ayafei irem; azhonashiyan rem imani. T he queen honoured me; T will honour

youl"

She told me that « Queen's term lasts one hundred years and that for
that entire span of time she must be wholly dedicated to her people. A
Queen's word has influence on everything from the politics of the Court to
the way the moss grows on « tree stump. While teachin g me «ll this she
slipped €rom time to time into the royal tongue, which T am be gimmin g to

understand. She gave me three rules which T will continue +o +hink oun:



I¢ you think ouly of your le gacy, you dishonour your people.
T€ you rule unbendingly, you rule as « tyrant.

And o third one, more l:(;:Hh@aM@d: T he queen rules the people, who rule
the birds. (Ln the Queen's tom gue: ayishen tom ayafei tom ifeiyim, inis

uywhaw tom imirmirim.)

Of course T do not want to be « tyrant, but the first rule gives me pause.
T+ will be hard to give myself to the people in such o selfless way that T
do not even think of what they think of me. T hey love me now, but perhaps
that love will fade, and if it does T must carry on without it. Even if it is
hard for me T must use my love as « motivation to learn @v@ry’rl/\iwj A
need to learn and fulfil my r@SFomSibih‘h‘@S. L@;cxcy — it will come whether or
not T think of it. T he flower is the seed's le gacy, or as o Queen would

say, pai tom \Crup@ yeklo tom napelin,

She also introduced me to & bit of what will ho(pp@m at my corounation. First,
T will have to extract several objects from the places Camellia has hidden
them, provin g my cleverness sufficient for the role of Queen T will have
to assemble « sort of lock in order to (7@+ to them. T ¢ summon the
Queen's Soul and its hiding place = she described it as & glowing sphere -
T must say these words in the Queen's tongue: "T am queen and T will rule.
T he soul shines like the moon. With it, T will uot dishonour the queens who

ruled before me”

T he last Jrhiwj Camellia Fold me was this: "brendi fom okyoucci yaltuni ijyo(."

T he queen has ;r@o& cleverness.")

After all this, despite my doubts, T am yet more excited to be Queen.

jownucxry 3

Letter from Wisteria today. My heart is full. Sometimes T miss her so, but
T must remember: T am completed by the two halves of each yeaur. pai tom
Zhamanehen tom sazh plu tom fizhef. etutna rikeshen rayun rikeshen tom

sazh. etutna rankoshen feya rankoshen tom fizhe€. " T he song is the winter



and the summer. T he winter shines like wisdom. T he summer sparkles like

Uaro(c@."




Lo oo st Bedtifl (i of the goust :

6’“‘6

dg et

(WDM U\PN‘QWOQ.MW\Q/W Wuﬂwg WQM\M*WW“’&
re mt the ol oy Clwhwzg on e wesk.
oA wed mwwewwm%wi”&
L %o\d\nbhﬁ w(/uim.,,w%é\) MW*O*W*

L xow  dwew dn sthe muorted vk
: onotWA  nde Bcome L.
(ne, poscieny U B M\L% Lkt Wuu MLM(MQ/}
g Hwe b F sy et Ttk st Hode "W‘(
ACaAM w&*w& ol k- wondaek Wy Ware St &0 Mo £k we
WAL ey dove - U would M&a o ok foor Wy Y brg Vl/tv}/
WAL — i, o, Mo madia éw\- "Wu od Sy MUEE e W“"”Zf(

| \eep dne WAM/\»K W Mo B(b VYJUFA{% WER e
wnn | v O U A g M?' wor - ol APty ne
Gpecce, ond “Tne ey W Wes S wlun wpv Lol e me .

™o v\@v’ AR ()0 P Ody qertidan, ne Mﬂdmc&
Appmotte. i Ao, SO et BN e ok

WU kiew  whdt Ut pemy b’ iy T Dk @eﬁ,‘m@
<o Weok U\(? \‘ (et Sttt ‘)& \/\% o Pl
VRdtoaR. WD ook e WLE  bagl  pp )

Yawambes At ( Love 7/1/,
Wttt dio,



jow:uo(ry L1

Basalt's nickname does not suit him ot «ll. He is o little spritely H/\mi full of
ener gy and vigour, not at all in possession of the slow measured wisdom
that oue would expect from o Basalt. T had the chance to observe this
quite closely today. We happened to try to pick the same mushroom from
under my ook tree simultaneously - o situation T suspect he engmeered -
andd he subs@iu@mﬂy cl/\odl@wjad me to « battle of wits over ow/m&rflt\i/ of

the tiny bit of F(mﬁu. Of course T agreed. How could T not?

He b@ﬁom with the easy one about the river: "What can run but never walks,'
Yc, %c. OF course T had heard that oue before, so T
answered it ridczM thew and there. He beamed up at

me. Such un-competitive behaviour = how sweet of
him. T hen T asked him the one about the sun,
which he «lso kuew in an instoant. T his weut on
for a white, sg much so that T cannot
remember all he asked me, but even when T
didd vot kuow at cuce T was able to puzzle it out

after o few moments' careful H\oujhf.

Finally T thought to use o riddle T had gotten ot from Sorrel or
another So(j@ Court companion, but from My own mother. T ’ro(ujl/l’r it to my
son once he was old @wouﬁh to sp@o&kA (Oh, My Alexander. Sometimes T
wonder how old he is now, but of course there is no way for me to kuow.
Sometimes T think: pai tom etin p@ymshow ancsodel. "T he soul is jm‘&xc's
garden’) T he riddle, however, is simple: T am full of keys, but none can
open & lock. What am I7?

T he answer is piano, something with which Basalt was uot at «ll familiar,
youn g os he is. He Jrhouer and ’rhou;lfnﬂ but could not wrop his mind sround
it. So the mushroom fell +o me, but he locked so downcast that I picked
him another just to see him smile. T hen he bade me goodbye. He startled

me by callin g me Queen.



Just as T b@jow: to finish this entry I saw « little swallow ho/pmi about ou
« branch. T+ has captured my heart entirely. (Poor Sorrel and Wisteria, no
lon ger €irst in my heart.) As Queen, /@yocshiyom rem tom imirmirim, inis

ayish@w tom y:H@p@yivm. "T will teud the birds, who rule the trees.”

f@bruo&ry 13
T am alread,y \Codh'm; aslee/. T his entry will be short.

T oday T pointed out o frozen pond to Sorrel and meuntioned that T used
to SO ice 5k<x‘riw;4 T o my surgrise, H/\@y had never heard of such « ’rhiw;,
but they were quite mtrigued when T explaimed the competitive aspects of
€igure skating and hockey. OF course T was never au athlete, but T eunjoyed
ima ginin g myself as o graceful beauty as T glided, quite awkwardly, across
the ice. T thought Sorrel had thoroughly put it cut of mind until this
evenin g, when they showed up unexpectedly at my sleeping place with o
pair of shiny blades in hand. Evidently they, had made the skates themself.

We traipsed over to the lake in the moonli ght, me chattering excitedly, as
Sorrel nodded and smiled. When we had gotten there and strapped the
skates to our shoes, T bo«r@ly remembered how to start Mmovin g = but
Sorrel, oh, Sorrell T have never seen them so un gainly. T he, fell the
instaunt their feet touched the ice, fell * RN KS e /Mll@ot’ them to 5’ro&wdiwﬁ,
and only after hal€ an hour's work mana ged to establish « gait that kept
them uprt;[mL the majority of the time. We had to cross the ice mitten in



hoand. How charm:wj it was to see them as such « novice. How cho&rmm; H/l@y
found it to be bested of sovma’rlz\m;.

Winter is almost over. T he H\oujh’r is bitter, yet sweet. T H\oujh’r that
summer was the most beautiful season, but now I kuow: rankoshen tom sazh
oto ilemizhef. brendi tom lutri irayun i gy T he winter sparkles with color.

T he moon has great wisdom.

Sorrel is callim g me to sleep beside them now. T must 50.




