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himsy is a delicate and dangerous kind of writing to 

attempt. It requires, not the wild and fancy-free turn of 

mind you might expect, but iron control and a sure ear 

for what will work. Those of us who attempt this 

particular brand of fantasy spend many hours trying to work out 

whether that next plot twist, that new character or bizarre 

circumstance you’ve invented, will break the slender cord suspending 

the reader’s disbelief and dump both of you back into the real world 

again, bruised to the bone and determined not to let it happen again. 

To make it work takes a special kind of writer, one skilled at splicing 

the real world together with the new and unreal one seamlessly 

enough not to leave any telltale roughness around the interface. 

Some writers, surprisingly good ones, never get it right. But Jody 

Lynn Nye has mastered this difficult art, and succeeds in making it 

look easy, which is a lot more work than you’d suspect. 

Jetlagged elves, diaphanous telepathic wind sprites and cranky 

subterranean-dwelling bodachs coexist in this world, or move cheek-

by-jowl through it, alongside crooked and weasel-like politicians, 

confused British secret service operatives, hot-air balloon freaks and 

various other mostly unsuspecting or basically clueless mortals, 

almost none of them willing to believe the evidence of their eyes 

when magic happens right in front of them. (But would you…?) Then 
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add to this mix the engaging and (mostly) guileless Keith Doyle, a 

university student who stumbles on a bemusing fact—that there are 

fairies, not at the bottom of the garden, but living downstairs in the 

college library, illegal aliens with a difference—and helps them come 

to terms with the cultural barbed-wire tangle of modern North 

America, and the result is a leisurely and nonlethal explosive mixture 

that goes off, bang, in gales of laughter, when you least expect it. The 

good-hearted Keith manages to juggle his studies and interests with 

the never-ending business of helping his new friends solve the 

problems of being an elf in modern America (for example, your 

small-child size and pointed ears can cause you to routinely be 

mistaken for a Star Trek fan). He is not hyper-competent: sometimes, 

faced with the complexities of learning to handle as much magic as 

is good for one of the Big People, he drops the ball—which makes 

him all the more endearing. Through the course of the books, trips 

to Scotland and Ireland for the enchanted flowers which will 

indirectly allow the birth of the first native American elf, and efforts 

to stop unscrupulous local industries from polluting the elves’ 

smallholding, combine to help not only Keith, but the Little People 

with whom he works, grow into more than any of them could have 

been without the others. 

These books are a graceful and enjoyable romp through a world 

that looks like ours … but has some delightful differences. I hope 

you enjoy your sojourn there as much as I have. 

 

Diane Duane 
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CHAPTER 1 

re all now present?” the Master enquired, squinting over 

the top of his gold-rimmed spectacles. The light of two 

dozen burning lanterns hanging around the huge room 

flickered off the glass and metal frames. It glinted almost 

as brightly from the Master’s coppery red beard and hair. Even his 

pointed ears had tufts of red hair sticking out of them. 

On the benches around the wooden meeting table, the Folk 

shifted to position themselves comfortably. It wasn’t often the whole 

Council attended a village meeting, so though the benches were long, 

the regulars had to suck in their sides to make room for their more 

occasional companions. It was a sign of the seriousness of the 

situation that there was no banter, no friendly arguments between 

the young Progressives and the older Conservatives. 

“Gut. Then I declare that the meeting is open,” the Master 

continued familiarly. “I recognize the Archivist.” He nodded to Catra, 

a young female who wore her long brown hair in a severe braid. 

Catra stood up and shook two sheets of paper at the assembly. 

“These I borrowed from the very desk of the Big Folk Chancellor 

himself. They detail a proposal to demolish our very home! They 

wish to build on this site a new library building of great height and 

size. It will have a new foundation made by filling in all the lower 

levels with concrete.” She shuddered at the image of a wave of 

concrete rolling over their village and handed the document to the 

Master, who blew on the wick of a lantern to ignite it, and read the 
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document through by its light. He nodded affirmation to the others. 

“We’re lost!” Keva shrieked. For all her hundred and seventy 

eight years, she had a voice that carried shrilly to the distant walls and 

echoed off of them. Her fellow villagers looked around cautiously as 

if the Chancellor and his minions might hear her. “We must flee!” 

Her fellow Conservatives nodded solemnly. 

“It’s only a proposal at present,” Aylmer said in a calm voice. He 

was a Conservative, too, but didn’t approve of alarmism. 

Holl, a chunky young fellow with thick blond hair, scratched 

thoughtfully at one tall pointed ear. “I think we should call in the 

help of the Big Ones who are our fellow students.” 

There was a general outcry. “No! You can’t trust the Big Ones. 

They’re too stupid.” “They wouldn’t help us. It’s their own Chancellor 

and his Administrators who seek to put us out of our home.” “Yes, ask 

them!” “Progressive! You want us to be annihilated; to have our culture 

swept away.” 

“The separation of aur folk fro’ theirs must an’ will continue,” 

Curran, Holl’s white-haired clan chief, told him severely. 

“I think there are some that can be trusted not to do more than 

we ask,” Holl insisted. “Ludmilla. No question of her, I hope. Fair 

Marcy, for example. And there’s always Lee.” 

“Yes,” agreed Enoch, a more somber-faced youth with black 

hair. “I know these well, and there are others, but I am not sure I 

would involve the young folk even if I trusted them.” 

“What about those peculiar walkings-about we keep hearing? 

Who’s responsible for that? One of your trustworthy fellow students? 

You don’t know either!” Curran snapped at Holl. 

“I put it to a vote, then,” the Master said, signaling for silence. 

“Those in favor uf asking for help vrom the Big Ones, raise your 

right hands.” He counted. “Hands down, please. Those against, the 

left.” There were no surprises. The Progressives voted in favor of 

Holl’s suggestion. The Conservatives voted against the Progressives, 

whom they outnumbered two to one. He and Catra abstained. The 

Master felt that the Headman must remain neutral. Catra often 

declared that an Archivist could not take sides or it would ruin her 

objectivity. “Very vell. The motion is defeated at present. I adjure all 

uf you to put your minds to a solution, or ve may truly be homeless.” 
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“I must return the document to the Chancellor’s office before 

dawn,” Catra reminded him. 

“Qvite right. I must have a copy to study the details.” The Master 

blew out his lantern. He picked up a sheet of handmade parchment 

slightly larger than both pieces of paper and laid it over the document. 

Stretching out both hands palm down above the parchment, the red-

haired leader closed his eyes to concentrate. Under each of his hands, 

a shimmering blob of black print appeared and spread across to meet 

the other, then the joined mass rippled outward to perfectly straight 

square margins. No one made a sound until he was finished. It was a 

difficult task for one of their kind to work from paper that had been 

printed with iron and steel. 

“There,” he said, examining the big sheet. “Vell enough. It vill 

do.” 

“Master,” Catra chided him gently. “I could have used the Xerox 

machine.” 

 


