Arkansas Tech University
Online Research Commons @ ATU

Theses and Dissertations from 2017 Student Research and Publications

Spring 5-1-2017

The Valley of the Dead

Morgan A. Frazier
Arkansas Tech University

Follow this and additional works at: https://orc.library.atu.edu/etds 2017

Part of the Fiction Commons

Recommended Citation

Frazier, Morgan A., "The Valley of the Dead" (2017). Theses and Dissertations from 2017. 4.
https://orc.library.atu.edu/etds_2017/4

This Thesis is brought to you for free and open access by the Student Research and Publications at Online Research Commons @ ATU. It has been
accepted for inclusion in Theses and Dissertations from 2017 by an authorized administrator of Online Research Commons @ ATU. For more

information, please contact cpark@atu.edu.


https://orc.library.atu.edu?utm_source=orc.library.atu.edu%2Fetds_2017%2F4&utm_medium=PDF&utm_campaign=PDFCoverPages
https://orc.library.atu.edu/etds_2017?utm_source=orc.library.atu.edu%2Fetds_2017%2F4&utm_medium=PDF&utm_campaign=PDFCoverPages
https://orc.library.atu.edu/student_research?utm_source=orc.library.atu.edu%2Fetds_2017%2F4&utm_medium=PDF&utm_campaign=PDFCoverPages
https://orc.library.atu.edu/etds_2017?utm_source=orc.library.atu.edu%2Fetds_2017%2F4&utm_medium=PDF&utm_campaign=PDFCoverPages
http://network.bepress.com/hgg/discipline/1151?utm_source=orc.library.atu.edu%2Fetds_2017%2F4&utm_medium=PDF&utm_campaign=PDFCoverPages
https://orc.library.atu.edu/etds_2017/4?utm_source=orc.library.atu.edu%2Fetds_2017%2F4&utm_medium=PDF&utm_campaign=PDFCoverPages
mailto:cpark@atu.edu




THE VALLEY OF THE DEAD

By

MORGAN FRAZIER

Submitted to the Faculty of the Graduate College of
Arkansas Tech University
In partial fulfillment of the requirements
For the degree of
MASTER OF LIBERAL ARTS
May 2017



Permission

Title: The Valley of the Dead
Program: Liberal Arts

Degree: Master of Liberal Arts

In presenting this thesis in partial fulfillment for a graduate degree from Arkansas Tech
University, | agree the library of this university shall make it freely available for
inspection. | further agree that permission for extensive copying for scholarly purposes
may be granted to my thesis director, or, in that professor’s absence, by the Head of the
Department of the Dean of the Graduate College. To the extent that the usage of the
thesis is under the control of Arkansas Tech University, it is understood that due
recognition shall be given to me and to Arkansas Tech University in any scholarly use
which may be made of any material in my thesis.

Signature

Date



© 2017 Morgan Frazier



Abstract
Fay, a princess, lives in a secluded valley realm whose inhabitants were slaughtered 45
years ago. She has chosen her eighteenth birthday as the day she will commit suicide to
join them. When her mentor and guardian learns of her intentions he stops her and tells
her about what he remembers of the event and reminds her that it is her responsibility as
Queen to live and take care of them. With this knowledge, the new Queen leaves the
valley on a quest to find the truth about what happened the day the villagers were

massacred so that she can set their spirits free.
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Prologue

Fay knew that she had chosen well, just as Martha, a witch woman and her
adoptive mother, had taught her. Sunrise was the perfect time for taking serious action
and that golden green clearing, close to the cliff’s edge and the waterfall would be the
right place. Her connection to the clearing was strong; it almost seemed like it was tied to
her soul. So, if anything important were to be a success it would need to be done here.
This was the place to take her life.

The hazy dawn light would soon reveal the clearing almost exactly she had found
it, as a child on her eighth birthday, exactly ten years ago to the day.

The ground of the clearing was covered with a thick, soft dark green moss with
the occasional rock or patch of dirt peeking through. The air had the earthy smell of
decomposing leaves and the occasional hint of mint in the summer. On the cliff side, the
clearing was open; the trees would never grow there. So, when standing in the middle of
the clearing looking out she could see the entire span of the valley. As if to make up for
this gap, the rest of the surrounding trees grew very large and their branches spanned the
entire upper space of the clearing. At noon, this would create the effect of a randomly
patterned, green stained glass window, and at all times of day there was usually a green
tint to the light. All of this together, the sights and smells always calmed and centered
her, her soul.

Ten years of living in the valley below had caused her to come to the conclusion

that she needed to die to finally live.



Chapter One

“Child, I want you to go to the market. You will find your birthday gift there.”

Martha called out to Fay from the kitchen as she finished making a pot of tea. She
walked to the front door, opened it, and waited for the girl to leave her room. Fay slowly
left her room. The sunlight brightened the room and shone on her dark brown hair.

She looked at Martha, with wide brown eyes with silver starbursts around the
pupil, eager and ready.

“What is it? What does it look like?”

“You will need to guess my dear.” It was answers like these that helped build
Martha’s reputation as an outsider. When it was combined with her knowledge of
medicine, she was labeled as a witch woman. She also happened to be the only person
with fiery orange-red hair in the valley.

Fay became impatient with her answers. “Martha, just tell me what it is!”” She was
beginning to become visibly impatient. Her left hand held to her side repeatedly
scrunching up and releasing the skirt of her dress. She slowly rocked back and forth.

Martha gave Fay a kind smile, amused at her childish impatience. “Fay, my child,
just go. You shall know it when you see it. Now shoo.”

Martha gently pushed Fay out the door, then stepped back and closed the door.
Fay shook her head exasperated by Martha’s answers, and then sprinted towards the

village.



The forest blocked out the sounds of the village, but eventually Fay could hear the
villagers as they conducted business in the village square. The sounds of the market day
activities were varied and predictable. She is soon out of the cover of the forest, and able
to see the village. As she entered the market, Fay’s attention was immediately drawn to
the potter’s table and a blue bowl there. As she hurried to look closer at the bowl, she
accidentally knocked into one of the horses the farmers used to bring their goods to
market. It was a big nervy blue roan that quickly shied away from her, giving a hard jerk
to the farmer holding it. Fay turned her attention back to the bowl, forgetting the horse
and the farmer.

“Fay, have you come to play?” A young boy ran up to Fay, evading his father’s
grasp. His clothes and hair show signs of recently playing in the mud. He looks to be a
year or two older than Fay.

“No, I'm getting my birthday gift. I’'m eight today. Martha said my gift would be
here.” Fay said all of this with a big smile, looking over the boy’s shoulder at the bowl.

“What is it? Is it fun? Can we play together once you get it?”

The boy was out of breath by the time he finished speaking.

Fay was becoming impatient, ready to get her gift. “I don’t know, Johnny. Martha
just told me it would be here.”

“Martha is weird. She’s always weird. Daddy says people with red hair are
weird.”

“No she isn’t. I'm going!”

Fay resumed her path to the potter, shoving Johnny as she passed him. All of her

attention was on a deep blue bowl. When she was closer she could see that the inside of



the bowl was a beautiful bright blue, the same color as the center of the deep pool at the
base of the waterfall when the clear summer sky reflected on and in it. The outside of the
bowl was a deep dark blue like the pool on a cloudless night with a full moon. The bowl
fit in her hands perfectly. It was like the potter knew the colors she dreamed of and
placed them on the shining bowl.

Fay didn’t think that this could be what Martha had sent her for. There was
nothing like it in the cottage. Everything in the cottage was all earthy browns and greens,
but this, this was not. Martha believed in things of the earth and practical. This was too
beautiful to be either.

Fay moved to set the bowl down, but was careless in her placement. The bowl fell
to the ground, in its way was a large earthy brown vase, something that would have fit in
Martha’s collection. As the two pieces of pottery connected, they shattered and created a
loud sound.

The pieces of the blue bowl, small and delicate, were covered up by large dull
brown chunks of the vase. It felt like even in this the bowl was delicate because the
pieces were small and beautiful, but not jagged or too big.

Behind Fay, the nervous horse broke free from the hold of the farmer. The horse
ran into the market. In its path was Johnny, playing in the mud and oblivious to
everything outside his puddle. Fay was only able to stand and watch as the horse ran up
to Johnny. One hoof went down, then the next, through Johnny’s body. He continued

playing and the horse continued running.



As it ran, the horse passed through several more people. They did not seem to
notice, and no one was hurt. The only person that was moving because of the horse’s
actions was the farmer as he ran to catch it.

Fay finally began to move from her completely frozen state. At first, her eyes
widened as shock took over her emotions and face. Finally, her body began to move, as
she turned and ran to Martha’s cottage.

When Fay threw open the door, she saw that the room was just as she had left it,
bright from the sunlight coming in the large windows. The smell of the dried plants
hanging from the ceiling and jars on the shelves filled the air. Martha was next to the
table preparing herbs, cutting and mixing and placing things in various jars. Martha
looked up at Fay as she rushed into the room.

“I...I saw something Martha. At the market. It was, I just, I had to come to you. |
knew you would know the answer. You have to tell me.”

Fay stood by the door as she spoke to Martha. She was out of breath and on the
edge of panicking.

“Stop. Child just stop and breathe. Tell me what you saw and what you need to
know.”

Fay took a big breath and slowly walked a few steps closer to Martha.

“There was a horse; it ran through the people like they weren’t there. It ran right
through Johnny while he was playing and he didn’t even stop playing.”

“Well child, I guess I should explain what happened, or at least how it happened.”

Martha motioned for Fay to sit at the table as she walked to the kitchen to make

Fay a pot of tea to calm her nerves.



“The first thing you should know Fay, is that what you saw was normal. Well, at
least normal for here and the villagers.”

“But, but the horse went right through them, Martha! I don’t see how that can be
normal.”

“Everyone can do that, or have that done to them. We’re dead, spirits, so our
bodies are different.”

“How can you be dead?”

“You see child, we all died forty-five years ago. You know the Great Death you
heard about; well that’s when it happened.”

Fay looked confused as she tried to understand everything Martha was telling her.

“How are your bodies different?”

“Besides not always being solid you mean? Well, unlike the living, we are not
always visible and we can go through solid objects.”

As Martha was explaining, she picked up the teapot. She held it in one hand and
moved the other through it. The moment her hand passes through, she turned invisible for
a second.

“Our skin is also paler than it was in life.”

Martha brought Fay a cup of tea and went back to her work.

“Drink this, but take your time, it’ll help you calm. The herbs in that are for
calmness and a few for clarity of mind.”

“You should know that you have no reason to worry about our being spirits. It
won’t have an effect on your life, so don’t worry about it.”

Martha let Fay think about everything she had said and drink her tea.



“Why’ve I never seen anything like that before?”

“You just never paid attention and you have never seen a living person to notice
the differences. Besides, everyone just went on living like they had before they died and
could do what they can now.

“Now, you finish your tea, and then help me with this.”

Fay sat at the table trying to understand everything that she had seen, and that
Martha had told her, but she just could not take everything in. She had known a bit about
the Great Death, but she did not know about the spirits. The only thing she knew, for
certain, in that moment was that she needed to be alone.

She slowly stood from the table and walked out of the cabin. Martha let her go,
understanding that she needed to be alone. Fay walked slowly at first, and then picked up
speed the farther she was from the cabin, until she was running.

She did not have a specific destination in mind. She just knew that she wanted to
be alone and in nature. Eventually she was at the cliff face. She began to climb without
thinking about the height or the path. She just followed the feeling that told her she would
find the peace she would need to think everything over.

Once she was in the clearing, she finally felt peace. She took a moment to look
out at the valley in its entirety. She saw the villagers performing the actions of their daily
lives. They were working in the fields and trading in the market. The scene was
confusing because of its familiarity and disturbing because of what she realized the
villagers were.

The villagers were tending fields, trading goods in the market, cooking meals, and

working jobs to keep a village and kingdom running. Their figures sometimes faded out



of view in the bright sunlight and would reappear a few feet down the road. She had to
cover her eyes against the bright light to see their faded figures hurrying about the valley.
As she watched, she realized that their actions were completely unnecessary. The
villagers were all spirits, ghosts that died long before Fay was born. There was no need
for a market or farmers or even a potter because all of the people in the square that she
saw were dead, and for some reason they just preferred to continue on like they were

alive.



Chapter Two

The day was hot, and that was fine. But what was not, was the oppressive
humidity and near wetness in the air that told Fay and everyone else that there would be
rain, there needed to be rain. To get away from the air that was too heavy to breathe, she
decided to skip her lessons with Bernard and swim in the pool at the base of the waterfall.
The water was cool, coming from the mountain, and the way it sprayed in the air as it fell
into the pool helped take away the humidity.

She quickly grew bored of just swimming back and forth, so she grabbed a small
gray stone from the side of the pool and wrapped it in blades of the long, bright green
grass that grew beside the pool. She left out a feathery tail and tied it so the grass would
not slip off, perfect to fetch from the bottom of the pool.

She found it easy to see the wrapped stone and its grassy tail on the bottom of the
pool; it mainly had pebbles and dark, large mossy rocks on the bottom. Every time Fay
threw the stone, she threw it closer to the center where it was deeper. Every time she
grabbed the stone, the pebbles beneath it were disturbed and scattered. She had worked
her way to the center of the pool.

Just as she was going to let the stone drop onto the bottom of the pool again, she
saw a bright glimmer. None of the pebbles or few fish in the pool glimmered. The fish
were only moving shadows or colors and the pebbles or rocks were dark and dull. She let

the stone drop from her hand without noticing.
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She was waiting for the glimmer to happen again. She tried to stay in place,
looking down intently at the bottom. She had drifted slightly, but there, there was the
glimmer. Keeping the spot in her mind, she dove down, deep.

The glimmer was deeper than she ever swam and the water was colder. She
almost went back up, feeling the pressure of holding her breath, but she was determined
to know what it was. Her fingers finally touched the glimmering, metal something. Fay
was having trouble moving the pebbles. She was too buoyant, but curiously only in her
rear. Leaving her folded in half trying to stay on the bottom and move the pebbles at the
same time. She saw a small ledge near the piece of metal and wedged her shoulder and
hip under it.

Fay could use both hands now, and did, uncovering the metal as her chest grew
painful with the lack of air. The feeling of pressure built.

Just a bit longer and she would be able to see what she had found. It looked like
the edge of a round shield, similar to the ones lining the castle’s entrance hall. It was
silver, with engraved lines, and small tacks forming a larger pattern.

She found the edge of the shield and pulled it towards her. The tacks circled the
edge and crossed in the middle, disappearing where the engraving took over, which was
normal, like the shields Fay had seen before. The engraving was different from any she
had seen in the castle.

The engraving was of a woman’s severed head with drops of blood formed by
diamonds falling from the neck. There were so many drops near the bottom, that she
could barely see any metal around the diamonds. The woman’s eyes were wide and

pleading, her mouth was open like she was screaming, but it was silenced by the water.



11

Fay abruptly let go of the shield, startled by the gruesome details. It slowly settled
back on the pebbles. She did not want anything more to do with it, and started to swim
out from under the ledge.

She was stopped. Then tried to swim out and up again.

She was stopped again. She was stuck, caught under the ledge.

She was wearing a short tunic and pants, something appropriate for swimming,
how could she be stuck? She nearly breathed in as she started to panic.

She was reminded of the ache in her lungs and the need to breath. She had to get
free.

She turned away from the shield and the picture of the dead woman, and tried to
look under the ledge. Her eyes were getting tired from being open so long under the
water. She could only see the blurry tan shape of her torso against the gray of the rocks.

As Fay started pulling at her tunic, her hand scraped painfully against the ledge.
She gasped and could not resist the urge to breathe in. That was it, the hot pain in her
mouth and chest was replaced by cold as the water came in.

Cold sharp pain and her hands were grasping, trying, trying to get free.

Her head began to press in with a dull pain that started at her ears and pulled
behind her eyes. The cold pain in her chest intensified. The muscles in her arms and legs
started to cramp and tense from pain and fear.

She tried to move but was unable to do so.

The water closed in tighter. It was death, the end.

She stopped.

Then, she could see movement.
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Still stuck. Still in pain.

But, warmth and suddenly...air.

She was trying to breath. A voice.

“Water, I ask that you leave her lungs. Let the magic of the valley work to let her
live. Please, | ask that you let her live. Do your work to help her. Please, | beg that you let
her live.”

Bernard spoke with urgency and strength as he desperately watched her. The fear
was clear on his face.

“I have tried to raise this child; please do not take her now, when she is still so
young. She is alive, bright, and vibrant. I cannot, we cannot lose this child.” This was
said almost as a prayer.

The water slowly flowed out of Fay’s mouth, weakly at first, then stronger. She
started to breathe in, coughing to get rid of the little bit that was left.

“Thank you for saving the child. I know that she is reckless, but thank you.”

She opened her eyes. They were wide, and she was clearly frightened by what
happened. As her eyes adjusted, she could see Bernard, her teacher and other guardian.
His face was haggard and creased with fear. His brown hair was wet from the water. For
a moment, she wondered at the fact that it had not turned white with the stress she put
him through, before remembering, he was a spirit.

“Bernard! I, I almost... Thank you!”

“Fay, what do you think you were doing? You could have died if I had not seen

you from the castle. How can you be so careless?”
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“I’m sorry Bernard. I didn’t mean to have that happen. It isn’t like I would do
something like that on purpose. I was just swimming.”

She sat up slowly, still trying to catch her breath. Bernard tried to give her a stern
look, but worry still seeped through.

“Why are you so reckless, Fay? I just want you to be more responsible and safe. |
know that it is my job as the head of the royal guard to protect you, and | have grown
accustom to protecting the vulnerable. 1 will not let you die because I neglected my job,
and from now on | will not let you risk your life.”

“I didn’t know, I didn’t think. I’'m sorry Bernard.”

“Do you understand me? If it had not been for the magic of the valley, you would
have died.”

Fay begins to answer, but Bernard stops her with a look. She looks down
ashamed, chastised by Bernard. She does not look at him as she responds.

“I’ll just go clean myself up. Good afternoon, Bernard.”

Fay slowly walks away from Bernard towards the cliff. She needed to think.
Martha told her two years ago that the villagers were different from her, that they were
dead. She never thought about how that meant that she was alive, how she could die. It
gave Bernard’s arguments against her actions more strength, now that she realized the
outcomes she was worried about. It was hard though, to think about how death applied to

her when she lived among the spirit.



Chapter Three

Fay did not want to stay for her lessons with Bernard, they usually ended up being
boring and long. He had decided to educate her because he thought Martha was too
dangerous. Especially after he found her showing Fay how to make poisons and how to
distinguish between the three, the key was taste.

He dragged her out reciting a list of rules that were boring and funny. “You will
not use fire. You will not be using herbs, roots, or anything of that sort. You will not be
using knives. You will not be using potions, tonics, tinctures, brews, remedies, or
anything else you make with Martha.” Bernard took a breath so he could continue. “You
will write with the quill I provide. You will not sharpen it; | will do that for you. You will
not learn to make your own ink. You will read what | tell you to, and only what I tell you.
You will learn what | tell you to learn for that day. You will sit where I tell you. You will
arrive on time and stay for the length of the lesson. Do you understand?”

He gave her one last rule and it was the hardest to follow, “I will allow you to ask
questions, but only at the end of the lesson.” In the end she decided to ignore that one,
after all how was she expected to learn anything if she had to wait so long to ask a
question. Besides, questions were an important part of learning, or annoying, depending
on how you used them.

Fay sat across the table from Bernard, trying give him her best pleading look. She
had just asked to go outside again to avoid another long boring lesson on math and she

hopped he was weakening. Bernard tried his best to look determined, despite the
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frustration just under the surface. He took a moment to look at the large skylight and
calm down.

“Fay I would like you to stay and listen, you cannot avoid lessons every day. |
know that this is a topic you have wanted to discuss before, many times before, so, seeing
as you are fourteen, | think you are old enough to learn about your family.”

Fay immediately interrupted what he was going to say next. Fay leaned in, eager
to hear what he had to say. She had never known her family and no one spoke of them, so
this was something she just had to hear. She kept her eyes focused on him, instead of
letting them wander across the three floors of bookshelves.

“Your grandparents were the last official king and queen of our valley kingdom;
they were also the only people in Arcady to survive the Great Death. They did so by
keeping the castle closed when the attack occurred. It was well stocked and had a source
of fresh water. That is important because, after the attack they decided to never leave the
castle grounds.

“They had been young at the time of the Great Death, but it took five years before
your mother was born. She was the only one to be born alive. They stopped trying to
have children after her birth.”

Bernard stopped a moment to collect his thoughts for what he was going to say
next. Fay was a bit surprised by how much he was telling her. She could understand now,
with the actions of her grandparents, why the villagers did not like the royal family. They
had been abandoned and left to die.

“They did not even look out at the valley during their time in the castle. The three

lived in the castle for the next twenty years. The king and queen raised your mother as if
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the Great Death never happened and the valley did not exist. They eventually died of a
cold that Martha could have cured, had she wanted to. Even in death, they did not leave
the castle. They had told your mother that they wanted to be placed in crypt beneath the
castle when they died.

“Your mother decided to leave the castle after this. She noticed the work that had
happened and thought it was the magic of the valley. Because of this, she decided to
move into a small home on the edge of the town near the castle. She lived like that for
two years before meeting your father.”

Bernard let out a large breath and placed his hands on the table. He looked like he
had finished reading from a history book. He was waiting for Fay to say something about
what he had told her.

“My father wasn’t from Arcady, was he?”

“No, he was not of the valley. He happened upon the valley while on a mission
for his king. He rode into the village, by the house where your mother chose to live. Like
your mother, he was not able to see us. He only saw her.”

“I think it would have been that way even if we were not spirits. Your mother,
Loah, was beautiful.”

“How is it that my parents couldn’t see all of you?”

“I think it must have something to do with their connection to Arcady. They were
not close enough to the spirit of the valley, what helped make us I think, to see the dead.”

Bernard is about to continue with the lesson when Fay interrupts him again.

“So, I’'m different from them because I can see all of you?”
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“Yes, you are. However, | also think that it had something to do with our
willingness to be seen, or not, by your parents.”

“Now, back to the lesson,” here Bernard paused to give Fay a look that told her to
not interrupt. “Loah was glad to see your father; after all it had been a long time since she
had seen anyone living. The two spent the day together, and the night. Then, the next
morning your father left.”

Fay waited for Bernard to continue the story. She knew that he never returned
when she was alive, but what about between the first meeting and her birth?

“Well, did he come back?”

“No. He never returned. Your mother however, she eventually had you and died
while giving birth.”

“But my father, there was never any sign of him again?”

“No, Fay. I have told you everything I know about him.”

Bernard could tell that she was disappointed, but there was nothing he could do.
Her father was the only loose end, and she would never know everything about him like
she did with the rest of her family.

Fay slowly got up from the table and left. She wanted to think about everything
she learned. She decided to leave through the portrait hall. It was the place that had
started her questions about her family years ago, and it had been some time since she had
been there.

There was only one window that was only a foot high, set right under the ceiling
that ran the length of the room. All of the frames were tarnished and dusty with an

abundance of carvings. The walls they hung on were made of the same stone as the cliff.
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It caused the paintings to look even darker against the dark marbled gray of the stone.
The main source of light came from the torches that were affixed on either end of the hall
and the candlestick Fay carried in her hand.

The shapes in the portraits barely resembled human beings under the weight of
heavy fur cloaks and a thick coating of dust. The faces though, they were hazy but
familiar. She could just make them out, usually at the palest points of the picture. The
dust softened and blurred the features so that all of the faces looked alike, and many of
the women’s faces looked similar to hers.

They all had dark brown eyes that had radiated silver from the center and were
ringed with a band of dove gray. She had only ever seen eyes like that the few times she
glanced at her reflection. The gray ring was something all of the inhabitants of the valley
had, but the silver, what she thought of as a starburst, was something she had seen only in
her eyes.

Until today, these portraits were the closest things she had to family. The villagers
avoided her, for reasons she now knew. Moreover, Martha and Bernard were more
guardians and mentors than family. By finally getting Bernard to tell what he knew, she

gained more family member.



Chapter Four

The villagers would be celebrating in the town that day. Fay decided that she
would join them in the evening when they would be playing music. If she could celebrate
with them, then she would be one step closer to being part of the community.

As she left Martha’s cottage, she was nervous. She had never tried to join in on
celebrations before. She always knew that the villagers did not like her because of her
family. She hoped that things had changed over the years as she had interacted with them.
There had never been anything extraordinary in her interactions. She just tried to be a
good person and show the villagers that she was different.

When Fay arrived at the village center, night was just starting to fall. There was a
large fire that showed the villagers and many tables laid out for a feast. The villagers
were happy and loudly celebrating. They were already dancing and playing music.
Martha was the only villager not present.

The music was joyful and Fay could not wait to join in. She hastened her step so
that she was at the edge of the celebration. At first, no one noticed her as she swayed to
the music. Then, as they saw her, they moved away or stopped what they were doing. The
music’s volume lessened and its joyfulness dimmed. Instead of singing, there were
whispers.

Fay knew that it was all her fault. She was the reason the celebration had stopped.

She slowly turned around and left the villagers. The further she got away from them the
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louder the music became. They started celebrating and dancing once she was out of the
village.

As she walked on the path, she could hear someone running behind her. When she
turned around, she saw Johnny, the same messy little kid she knew when she was eight.

“Fay, where are you going? Why didn’t you stay to listen to the music?”

“I’m just going home. No one wanted me there. I thought that might have
changed, but I was wrong.”

“I want you there, Fay.”

“That’s only you Johnny. I care so much about all of the people of Arcady, and it
hurts that they don’t like me. | have tried to make them like me for eight years, but
nothing has changed.

“I have tried to belong here, to become part of a family, but it hasn’t worked. You
just wouldn’t understand Johnny.”

Fay left Johnny and walked home.



Chapter Five

It was her eighteenth birthday, and it was time for her to act on her plan. She had
been thinking about what she was going to do for many years. It was the last chance she
had to get what she wanted. Fay made sure that she would wake up early enough to walk
to the clearing unnoticed and have enough time to carry out her plan by sunrise. She
knew exactly what would be waiting for her in the clearing; she knew every aspect of its
life. What was unknown was what would happen in-between there and Martha’s cabin.

She had dreamed that she was looking down on the valley in the springtime.
Everything in the clearing was bright and green around her. The air smelled like it had
just rained. When she woke up she felt happy and calm, if superstitions were to be
believed this would mean good luck for her endeavor. But, where else would she dream
of than her favorite place in the valley. As Martha said, “It is better to accept all of the
good luck and magic that comes to you because it can only help.”

She had taken precautions and gone to bed dressed so that she would not wake
Martha. She was in her riding outfit: a dark green sleeveless dress with side slits in the
skirt over a close fitting long-sleeved brown tunic and pants. She had chosen the outfit
because of the stealth and ease it would offer while climbing. And when Fay died, she
thought it was something she could live with wearing for her afterlife.

She had prepared everything she would need to take in her pack the day before

when Martha had been tending the garden and would not notice her riffling through their
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stock of dried herbs and other things. She only had to quietly put on her boots and grab
her bag before slowly walking out of her room and then the cottage.

With the door shut quietly behind her, Fay started towards the wooded path that
would take her around the village and away from any people. The large trees were spaced
far enough apart that the moonlight could come down and light the familiar path. She still
needed to be silent, but this part of her journey would be the easiest. She would not have
to worry about accidentally waking Martha or anyone else; no one would be on this path
this early.

This was the wrong time of year for anyone to be out on this path. Winter was the
last time she had been out at this time.

Martha had forced her out of bed early to go digging for roots. That would be fine
if it were not for the fact that it was the height of winter and Fay had just fallen asleep,
burrowed deep in a pile of furs and woolen blankets. She had hurriedly dressed in her
daily wear, a mid-weight off white linen chemise and heavy dark brown wool sleeveless
overdress, and added a black fur lined cloak to try and maintain some of the warmth she
had. As Fay left her room, she started with questions in a hope that Martha would get
frustrated and call the whole thing off. Of course, that had only worked with Bernard so
far, but there was always the possibility that she might get lucky with Martha.

“So, why are we going out now?” Simple, easy, and guaranteed to annoy with
enough repetition and variation.

The path was dark and empty, except for the two women and patches of snow.

Martha was quick to reply. “Moonlight, child, moonlight.” That was not a real

answer. And Fay found it more annoying than her pestering.
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She needed to try harder. She had just stepped in a snow pile that went up to her
knees. She was quickly losing her feelings of sleep and warmth.

“Yeah, but why now?”” She made sure that she drew out the words just right and
added just enough whine. For good measure, she rolled her eyes, even though Martha
was walking in front.

“These roots are cold roots; you should know that child.” Fay did know that, and
almost felt ashamed by the disapproval that Martha placed in the last portion of her reply.

She had to take a moment to consider her next attempt. It was obvious that her
standard Bernard level questions were not going to cut it. She decided to study Martha a
moment to see if she could think of anything better. Fay knew that Martha knew
everything about herbs and potions and healing. The woman could cure almost anything
and had books that covered every possibility, all of which Fay had read, most of which
she was not supposed to even know of.

She sometimes wondered if Martha was even human, it would not surprise her if
she were not. She was the only villager with red hair, and she had a golden bronze color
skin that was not from the sun. She had a natural intuition for herbs and plants and
animals, but not people. She was quickly walking down the path, barely using the light
from the lantern she carried, seemingly unaf