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T'had ideas, bl | never really KNEW. You can see That we had fo come back ts England.
Well, T hod 1o come back, el | hadfush YOU. | knew you felt-fhem around you . Mknew,
thes upc S e That Fi5T gt sputook of I ilhThe-faies B
would” eventially hove o come. heve—That you had  place n all of This. | also kel you
woulda't o't whless | 1old you NOT 5, so°F aced like it was The laél fhing | wawed

o 1o Jo. You vere alyas 2 STubborn [l thingand of cautse wolitbigiths GfingTon
%Al(. And l'tfejou ave-) knaw you sovicll. YU, vy deaves!” Maddi, ave a Cotlinafon.
And ot means s have fairy blood ~and " 1S cirse, make no mistake abou it Fova
owd | 1Wed with by years —until we had The couraap To leae. We had dealings it
e e Thatied B b e T focres.caled ove, b ey CANT love.
Oh, MMd;h’ci; Wovld is & Woaoezﬂ wewt n onlae ?"‘7"2 nce, whhﬁava/an;
We came vd awgfiting, perhas even sli ad. | covld never do
5, o TR o Al s o T
awithing inThe wovld Dul they Wouldi'{ lel us back T They wawiled 15 keep we a fie
Hil, bt theg wouldt et s back info Thew world. Cruel “They ave cruel. Ne tried fo
b o b g o T e o bt s Ao 1
cam?ld':ly.% Wal us TEn ons here. They NéED us heve, and they pullus
back frowd whevgver on This earth we try o hide: But they wanl us onthew-terms.
They drive us wad, but YOU ave slrontg. YOU ave the one who will discoler the secrat'-
becamse there 1S a secret, ) know That wweh—and you will brl»ainm 4
litfle Maddi, because we Cotfingfons can keep the seeret. | dont Ve(’ls% o
W Swperiors: I could just be Qeﬁmn us, AnLF i was, en we cowld do S0 much,

A44i—S0 Very much, if gow Just tell methe secret.

. So, deav givl, '\ be"waitingfor you here, oufsice-The gates. | kuaud yowcan do
s, 1Ye a,lu/uﬁg seen’ jm—-w\a ILLTo swrvive, o thvive.

oy loving focther;
Y‘E\Jrev:/rﬂ%dﬂ\"@l'ow.
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Next day
1 dreamed about them—b

I think it was a
nice dream, but I can't remember now, I saw the others too.

They were calling to me—

miling and beckoning. They
wanted me to come with them into the woods—and NOT
through the beehive hut, They wanted me to come straight
in and be.with them. ‘Always’that's the word I kept

hearing, aybe “all ways,” I hope it was a dream.

My watch sfapped,
| don't know what Tiwe’ ¢t i‘. btk Aﬁﬁm
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June 10, 5 OOJ Totlnch
Well, | lly, that’s no vev sportw .
= Dnmc«d'« ;’Q ka\: ust st on o 4’;: .fa:,le
w'wz "Lu% rbekf fau Stawns and smells; and &
s wa\ IAm ome overTs Gk e T
a scm\t\st Jonf w know! This |5|mrcﬂauf wock
ve stopping, aind truly lcant allow't. i vered,
)ﬁl‘, D s D ToH Gonke vt listen o
agam, and Jmu not “‘“_’ﬁw\""ﬂ else tlemy fytﬁm
unless ou 30 Wb the V\l\mje and visit tﬁevuamje

tea 1 Kow you hale goiing tcre, but yeul (L ha
ﬁc)mwu ymwa mzzhﬂ etk =
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6300 a.m.—Againl SO early!
Maybe I'l1 get the hut cleared today so I can go inside. I

HAVE to see what's in there, There's a bee carved over the

doorway-1 can

that already.
There's so much of Quentin's notebook missing. I'm
going to see 1f there are more pages lying around in the

archive room. I can’t quite make out what he's talking

about-something about a ‘mark” on all of the Cottingtons in

the past, What does that mean? A birthmark? He was SO into
stains and smells and weird things like that—more than
Just SEEING the fairies or pressing them like Jelly, Why
would you want to smell them? Or lick the stains they
leave?
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as always, thank you Howard Reeves, for being our wonderful editor;

and to all of the people at Abrams Books who believe in us and help us achieve what we
do—we thank you!

‘This book is dedicated to the bees and the fairies.

Editor: Howard Reeves

Book Design: Brian Froud

Design Manager: Danny Maloney
Production Manager: Anet Sima-Bruder

Library of Congress Control Number: 2015956323

ISBN: 978-1-4197-2085-7
eISBN: 978-1-61312-323-2

Text copyright © 2016 Wendy Froud
Tllustrations and photographs copyright © 2016 Brian Froud

Published in 2016 by Abrams, an imprint of ABRAMS. All rights reserved. No
portion of this book may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in
any form or by any means, mechanical, electronic, photocopying, recording, or
otherwise, without written permission from the publisher.

Abrams books are available at special discounts when purchased in quantity for
premiums and promotions as well as fundraising or educational use. Special editions
can be created to specification. For details, contact specialsales@abramsbooks.com
or the address below.

115 West 18th Street
New York, NY 10011
www.abramsbooks.com





images/00079.jpeg
The big fairies are so tricky. I know that now, I can feel %
them all the time trying to get me to come to them, to

follow them into the woods, but they never let me get close
enough to talk to them. Half of me wants to, but the other
half KEALLY doesn't!
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Jane (0, 1919, 3:00p.m-

Jelly,—~ mr-faue 11l What a <pectacle’ Yo made of
yourself! Tt's agood m\n?ﬁ‘(\'azlzit wasw'tavound
fo seeit. By the way, | g6t e S ter workin
agaw; )ust'a few mnor ad) ustments~ | added A
Sack nd Sowe samolina 15 \ﬁtmnér chamber ~ and
U ticks over as good as gold now. Migt | come aver to

our W"‘ﬂ and have a g0 m e liflle tower room 2
?IL et you fook for fairies over heve, Fyom like. They
NUﬂ'\«ow by now That your wing of the house 1o
Terribly mcommodions, with al :pe slamm and

pressing and snay n9 mv\sfanf mg on. \t (eact |
don't préss them. “Fawies dow t seen To mwnd being
swifed or licked ~but 5 hard 1o tell. PO lelme come
over: Ul wail in the hall. | won'k come fyou dont
want we Go.

Your Tinmy.

¥
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Look af we
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COTTINGTON ARCHIVE

June ///éj:: 304m % g

OR, ming., o0 doar Aarbmg . Twrsit J
coutd -;nagt&ﬂ may.d%m%mfam@m
abowk Two bunmes A{:o&n}a ﬁnla n tﬂ/ﬂ»\m,
bt 2 pasnlf a OPECIAL dream Like yonss. Tpme-
Homes 9 deeam aborlt e slrange man we-uaed
4o e at e edge agﬁﬂm&%@m&m. b
2pon nemenor’ A, and.the 3t of #hom? I
Trearn abont thom’ ofon., bt oy hovor make
/e foel, ufdo «€ a.6¢ and none of. Fawe w
Jomelomes J wonder:iff ecther of s Rnonrs
Ot t5. D don 't 2hinie Jve ever gett particulanly.
Jdﬁ o A )fm,lutﬂwwf}ua jon b st
il e parns aftr A DioncKon amduth that.

' guarid yow vvith 4 bow and awnoni 4
aF el ki3 il ot syon
wustaRe . J worldn't mean , 4o Rnowl thak,
bt Om not a gord ofisz OF, iy oo e
- I net what D /mean by at,

éuldmt D0 be canegul. 4

Gt 2l

Found a Quertin mrfrmfh'm,
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June 10, 1919, 9:00am.
0k, old wlwf’m mslst Must mkem‘mck dash
Ao 6 152 ik, Cooks nfficed a peculiar stam
Leaki eutfm« belind thie copboard, ’ Lw i iselt
Rufflés Havent seen him since Mdme& 'ﬁd‘ Wous€
info the pasctiy on Tuesday. No, Cook would have heard
him Nk«uw’, surely. Do cmnerwa and havea Lok, I

Your Tiny:

Tz 10, 1919, 1]: 00 a.m-
iy o absolute Gl Yu Rnso that s
A?.y cake. GroR Baked 2L es, ially for me.5Ke
awon't makle ancther one now. fuxf Rnor Ske wont.
0K lo Kate gou (74«7 REALLY O & Fobep can't

22 9t soas Soporgict kst N

sl
amd J }Iﬂ‘mx\d g’«t/}m:'muﬁ%‘m&)
'rné& on't cava . CooR
made WWM%’M"M for hem,
Teally. Hey lve p sy caks, u#mmam@zm)
9 as W&ymfw rysu;.mq&o\
/ﬂ%wm:,ﬁ eat ib. And mmda-uye runed ik

qxx (Te%

Whats Tir.?j (nke?
Som&s\jaod ‘W\w&k ~ tush | had some!
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June7, 11:00 am.
.Zve md u‘omet’ﬁmj amazing! Tts 4 whole room with a
lght in I that stll, works! I Hent up dome really steep
aws, and lheve v Was. Its an archive room (T know that
éeca,ars s Saygs do on the daor/duh) but s really more
lke an old _jonk room. Zts Furlof Koﬂ‘/@ftm stuf:
books and papers and clothes and even Some drmor amd
really, Vgﬂ/{j J[’mnja biks of machmnes and tﬂmjx

Noon -

OK, I just hadl THE MOST TRAUNMATIC EXPERIENCE
EYE,Q M Ope @/ Hose weird machie m:ngs ATE My HAIRI!!
I was beh//mj down To Look at ik and T only J just Touched
b and it Started B wake fﬁmﬂn ing noise” and then ot
Kindl of pulled vy hair ins 4 gear on thie ate —a whole
BIG Strand of it ! I conddn got th out. I had to cut
off— thank God there ave scissors here! I had to cut the
rest of hair” lo mateh. Actually, I like it, 7, guess.
Wmac/uu M—mf seems Io be working all by zﬁrefmw %
h//urwry /‘7 bo ot needed b ea,t hai b
Aa /My& led My/mlr Thats kind afjﬂipfj ‘y/(o/uz
it doesn 't M.ed

There are Stuff e;y badpers 4;141, skonk ﬁrmayb« itr a newt)
Weres abso an Md /oehmtey and a stack of paper ! T think
1 mightt wse lhat from now on. /1. hand gebs So twed
writong like ths, 6MIZ«4€¢ Mnfm aﬁnwf‘ even
fzfs like Wt/ w/ ]mn u.sfsﬁs?rﬁefa/psm/’

Jaurnm[ as Z ,chm T wish Mere was more /¢

vies won't eep bl in one place lon enmjh

16 see anythurg clear onovgh, and e éﬁtéuﬂz Is rm%y
dim. deb ed 4 néte book 4nd<‘omﬂ pholoc and Took tiom
back 6'ny”room. Thats nwhere I am now. I made a rest
fw self on an old bed 1n the correr of the room. Theve
are ktd of pillows and velvet covers, and L&r/pradj bush

and exstic. And it doesnt smell bike mice or Prold —d
smells like honey and lavender. T found matches and a
Whole box of candles— beesrax. Tha smell is—fabulous!
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Thtne 2, 9:30am. ) ; .
Now that; we're here in London, the thungs I Kesp seeing
ars_getting worse, NOT better like I hoped. I mean, they
don't LOTK porse, but there seem b be more of r@m;ﬁgﬁ'ﬁ
around me all the Zime. I'm kirl of used s Sesing them every
Once in a While, becanse they've been arovnd as /wg as [ can
remember; buk Since ne lavided at Heathrow Ive seen them
wost of e time —I/ Jnean EVERYNHE?ET I g0~ and it
DRIVING ME CRAZ ! They're alwas just ont o e liie,
on The edges a«@y/ﬁi .)I ialdys/wfm and ;r/ve/ ;E;yﬁﬁmf
whatever I do, I can'¢ % Dad abouk it being worse . fles
S0 weurd about me see}rjzﬂ«r}j:‘ and Mom Saxys 7 can't
;f«et him, net when hes slarting tins, job here, whatever
HAT Is. fle can't falke abouk it But then, ho never tatks about™
lus wor k angwey- I have No idea what he does. Tont that
erazy? L@ n¥uer been able o oy & argone That- my Dads
a fahu;man or q Sceenlist ora _garbage csllector { wett, I
Lnow bes nel & garbage collector or & policeman) orin the
secret s@yv'«ce./"/a»ybe he /S 1n the secret service LOL - Kho
Knows® Not me. ~
The Cottinglons (that’s us) came from here. Not London, but
England. Mj Dad came by America with his sistey, Fora,ishen
cy were Kicls, and K5 never been back over here as Saras L
kiow—bd anotherthing he doesn't tutk about—but he still
Sovnds Enghish.My family goes wan, way back in English.
lustory. ,3‘ /‘E/h\embf:r .Da;vy/:qﬁ:z s ancestor, Sir
&ombo@ or Oher (1 cant pemember bus name) 76‘:741 "
e Crusades which is pretty amazing when gou Think about
A, and buwilt a maror house Somentere in Somerset
(where ever That is). Doss that make us Gentry? Maybe
Ima Laay. Ha! Wikipedia says hardly wylﬁ%nj abont
us or owr ancestors. TE like we were Swept yndler the
carpet and forgotten.

Wheve dif these blobs come f/am 2
Tmﬂ weren't here before .
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" 11: 00 p-m.

OMQ!IJ}AStVW the ather book,"Lady Coltin oms
Fressed Fair Alélﬁh/”ﬂnaﬁ/’l‘[— /J‘pwﬁm[@,fzazn See wWhy
Dad daesn’fljf\/aﬂf me lo know. Tus 15 Seviomsby craz: ﬁﬁ,
and I Ahink 2E 1S our family back i Victoridn Times.
books are about Seeing Farras ! This Angelica and the sther
g, Eﬁflé (hor sister or maybe her mothpr—i lsnt clear in 4Ee
boo (‘), Bolh see [ﬁsmfy:ry around theirfaces, and Effie
even Tatks itk them. T1ike me. Like the wg: T See!

June 3, 9:302.m.
Dad Sort of apalogized this mornin , but dn't

explain why he went bartistic on me . He just suud the boo k
Was rubbish, absolute rbbish, and I shoulan't waste my
Hirve reading Sluff like that. fle said ke had thyown the book
awasg. MY book in the trash ! #e was Tatking i a rgn/ijé&
Votce, and T could Gl he was trging & be calm. _7,,;3 &7
Aidnt show hum BorH books! Later, I looked, but there was
no 6'70,&.[.” s o/f}ée anywhere .

Zin in my room because T Said I had a headache. I DO
have a headache, and tha eye tfn{y Is worse foan evey. The blobs
are boginning lo look like bugs Hhying areund —bees T guess.
T swalted one away, and T conld Sort of feel csihen T hit
b wilth my hand. theyre really there, why anfgryamdxz
See them around mz’fjﬁd ke a ow that has fués around it
a great big d'ttynd o wilkfhés around its eges Thats me.LOL.
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Noveuder |, 1921, 7:00 p.w.

| asked el ettwell, (had to shout actuatly (
Lovd, hés deaf!)—and he said That it 15 021 o NAVE
been avios TRat (ougHe sass'tisnt bis place fs quesfion
Wheve I been, but he didsay how sad yeu werd witkout

Nopressings? No ipay ke i g Ty
Sehy, té{f bl W e Bt lo?.‘)wtmj o
rémémber & dosv at e

9 | kow | wa«f Hrough
back of the . /1 remember fhat . Thew | vewember
D alitg ke e ok Moot et b | went
fiwough Tre door; [ would come out omenhere else~ |
VWMMVE“' jeu taat~but it didat-seom very diffevent
o me., Not really” | ik | wandered afl night, butit coutdn't
luwc been wght, becawse t never gt past-favilight |-fllowed &
soré and no matter ho (w9 [walked, | ended op
chk  front o{ fRat doov in bz huck . |fily wrgave ap

aud cama o m,bml' anly w!sf e hut
frd [ittle NMA | pose kNAs o collect #Rat sta | saw
on e wall, | just cant vemenber, [ dis—~

ccmbobulated | k| wight” beill, 0 muf:gw(' il
Magbe | nz.m |

if T dm‘rmjd P rather ofraid o know, I
16t sue | can sTand meve wghts of them o a\‘m Iff cat
oub in tha wight, will yon camt we? Please come like g weed
15, Whew we ere small and youid hold ey hawd whenever| was
*jnjhw Iim fnjhfkmi wow, Jz!ly‘ aw?l ot Know why.

Y Ty 4

dd. |Mvwfat \?amvmlwavdev Y
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Oh, how awful-Quentin died in 1939, In the Institute for
the Criminally Insane and Occasional iest Home.

THAT'S where he spent all those years-1iving there and
still doing his experiments, Oh, poor Quentin, He wasn't
insane (or criminal)l Maybe he just liked staying there—
they seemed to let him do what he wanted, He obviously
could come and go, because he came back to the Hall every
once in a while, And what about the postcards? But—I think
after going into the woods in 1938, maybe he WAS insane,
Why??? Wait, wait, wait—he lost his arm. He lost the tattool
That's what happened! He DIDN'T remember, He came out the
wrong way-not through the hut-and went mad finally, I
knew that was the answerl He came out with an arm made of
metal. He never acknowledged that it wasn't his real arm
(really? KEALLY?). Here's a drawing of it; it says, ‘Arm

made by Wayland Smithy-as recompense.” It's beautiful, But—

no tattoo on it.
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/‘1@ 2/, 10:30a.m.

Ve never kept a journal before —or a diary or scrapbook
or whatever: I don'C think I an say Dear Diary “—it Seunds
Too weird. I could pretend I n wrting b Adeline, #e imagiary
"evil twin I had when I was srx. Every time L did somethur,
REALY bad) I Told Mom and Dad that Adedy'did it. Youlve got
b have SOMEONE G Blame (or just talk &) When dre an only
chid! Or maybe not — maybe IU_just wite b ngself
Miss Madeline Cottinglon. ;
Dad gave me Uiss Jovrnad bofore we bft New York He saud
A Jovrnal Was one of Fe few thirgs ke brought with b from
ngland when ke bft & come b %nm. fo Soaud T shoutd
”VZLa/o/ experences in i Plase. Like T Want b record
anythung on thus trep. I feep aawhj 1 Trip but since we're
7 be //i/uy /}n'/wndan/ T guess ils move than a trip.
HApparently Dads job needls hiin ' be theve, and Mom o
course will go anygnhere f gees. And then there's me. L' be
ghteen ip N;?gmbe{ and I don t Lnow what Ts oo stk
Ufe. We didn't find a college for me for September — i wns
o lale b registey whey Dad decded b mave us % England
(thanks, Ddd)—so masgbe I’ got 4 Job or Sometting. Until
Ican fgu@ ont what I'mf{ry bGo, I_guess T just
keef s Jovrnal and /Dracﬁce m /Aahdmrd'li«y. Ha!
Too badu;y laptop gave ap ~0k, I admct it WAS Faulk
{é fell o Dbedroom Window, buit it wasn't (ke T did
on purpose. Dad says I can have a nen one for my bintf.
but as 1 {Wd, thats '/?Mn/ember .Z{/Gﬁar}‘v/é,pg % _[,Z‘j‘
SIeth part of he real world butawho am I Joing T bxt from
/:er_; anghinyg 25, 71:( in doomed & arde —buk ifs and of fon
Ariting o myself. And masybe my eges wmill tart f5
Ae;ﬂ,eg sla ving at a ZwaZ?hs@Zgln Sareen fora f/l:fle .
Im NOT &lling Mom and Dad how bad e floals things
I see are ée&amr»y, and NO WAY am If,,y b ma{j sses/
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What he, T.!

Back am{fwﬁﬁ n and ot just (ike ane lkase 5
vevaLvm, doos at Selfridges! And wo +\m Jost! !{: cacy
Whew gou know how! Add can't keep me theve!

Ok, ~Ih veso\‘l\r»kjr\but all 4o u’jltxmzak
e old wrish aud bingo, "1 rewember what™ [ doi
Z;\u Know, everyone and tew uncle will want b know about

- | mean EVERYONE, Jely. The WMD«:M s always
on 2(’ we ah{:t ;v?i;gns as € is, puk A.fs? ws«
m [ wew about s, Joor goo

Ite,J Al fs. Joor g 5
l 1 heed a vest soon: 1 been back aud wak so
wnchy, (on be: €ginning B feel “thin "~ alwest asif’ | don't
ALL come back uw e | knon ey |l have my roowm
w the rest howe (| hate #e wovd aghm/auok
ycvey uvlv«ct{twv\r’) Dust a itle vest | kaow 1t
better pr .r Heves o trought, old dear: If s is owr-
w9 back and et —well fhew Ejust
6ta Ped a(’snm oint, didu't 7 quvehful that 't
al stopped whew reat Uncle Septimus died so sudAeu\
W 1802, Pemenber hearng about s nasedive off thatop
of the church bell foner? ,.Z«mb wed T frighfenus
wilk fie otory when We were being ba boistevous. | can
hear her saying, "And thew he spread his arms aut ami

um ed strag L  just ke Wmt almuﬂ’m) | can 4!

,A st aud e didolt nmkarwa; 3

Yie omd of Wiy AND.~gou seeJelly ~he hadat passed
the secvet on ! From thew on, no ove Knew! Ha ! Bul’ Vi
v a b of @ vest now. P be better soom, old w\.«j

K/n uvj?nw’ <
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WTE is this? It was in the archives this morning. I KNOW it
wasn't there before, It's me—just like in that first photo I
took. JUST like it, But it CAN'T be me, can 1t? Oh God,
maybe I DO have an evil twinlll It's so

rie. And there they
are around my head. And this was taped to itz “For you,
Bright One. For things to come—future from the past—for
your returning. The Fairy Painter,

Who painted thisl? I can't deal with it. Does it mean
“the FAIKY painter’ or ‘the fairy PAINTEX'? Painted by a
fairy, or painted OF a fairy, or painted OF a fairy BY a
£airy??2? This is doing my head in.
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A little later
Now that the generator's working, I tried to find a socket
on the side of it or some way to charge my phone, While I
was looking, I laid the phone on top of it-and it's

chargingl Just by itselfl Now I can take more photos and
not worry. I put my watch on it too, and now it's going

again-but backward, and it's kind of sticky.
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It's here in Quentin's diary, The beehive hut. It's in the
woods somewhere, and I've got to find it, because it's
important, I think maybe you're meant to stand in the

beehive hut or pray in there or something. I'm sure it's all

in Quentin's diary.

1919

Ab leadt now, T know what
T Lookivxj {nv
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Wow, now THIS is amazing!!!
1 found a sort of notebook/sketchbook by Angelica's

brother, Quentin (she n

r mentioned her brother in the
bookst), It's falling apart, so I'm going to stick the loose
pages in XY journal to keep them. This is SO cool. He was
an inventor, I guess, And a soldier in WWI, and he had
shell shock and went kind of crazy and “saw things® (well,
he IS a Cottington!), And some of Angelica's writing and
“pressings’ are in it too, She is SO funny (and I don't
think she means to be either)! They write to each other
instead of talking-how bizarre-and they call each other
Jelly and Tinny (that's for Angelica and Quentin-I worked
that out!), And fairiesl Pressed on the pages (they still
look squashed to me) just like in the books I found in
Camden, but for real! Jelly is truly weird, but I don't
think Tinny is-maybe just eccentric. I pressed some more
fairies to see if it would be different here, They still
don't seem to mind, and then I get to see them—but I'd like
to see them better without having to squash them. Maybe I
can make something to capture them—-like one of Quentin's
inventions. I LOVE his diagramsl SO cool! All about how to
what they look like—
like they might be fairies or something., I'm going to try to

capture the essence of stains and

get one of them to work again. Maybe that “Learning How to
Make Useful Things in Case of Disaster’ course I took in

school will come in handy after all. Glad I paid
attention!

QMenH;\’J desk
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fus stuff 7
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Duh. No kidding. I DONT trust them! But she's wrong. I'm NOT
going to choose; I'm going to do both. I'm going to go in
AND I'm going to come back out. Aunt Flora never knew the
secret. She didn't know it was possible to be in both
worlds, but 1 do.

So I'm going. I'm leaving this account here for someone
else to find. Dad can't come in, so it's safe from him, but

there’

going to be someone who comes here someday, and
when they do they'll have to understand, I won't need it
where I'm going, and when I come back-and I WILL come
back—1 won't need it anymore either, because I'll KNOW
whatever it is I need to know, I'm a Cottington and I'm NOT
mad. I'm & fairy (or should it be “I'm a fairy hunter’?),

Maddi
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10300 a,m.

There IS more—just loose pages, but I can figure out most of
the order. Oh, this page is earlier, It's beautiful-like

angels with bows and arrows.
And here he says he's seen them again! At the hut,
maybe? Kind of vague., He calls them “the others™not the

little ones. I feel sorry for him. He seems so lost.
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The Archive was now sending me more evidence of another family member, Euphemia, who had
triumphed in capturing photographic evidence of fairies before she mysteriously disappeared. Much of
this material was left within the crust of meat pies. It was an arduous, if tasty, work to lick the gravy (1
mean restore the photographs) so they could be viewed in the published work, Lady Cottington’s Fairy
Album.

By 2005 the Archive taunted me with a bundle of letters wrapped in string, unpaid bills, and demands
from local wine merchants. The Archive begged that I should destroy them after reading, but
unfortunately I forgot and published them in Lady Cottington’s Pressed Fairy Letters. The estates of . M.
Barrie, Rasputin, Sir Arthur Conan Doyle, and William Shakespeare have all attempted to withdraw their
contributions, without success...yet.

It has often been my onerous task as the recipient of so much Cottingtonalia, to examine, scrutinize,
and verify the often distasteful squashings and odiferous smears, but I continue to o it with a noble
sense of scientific inquiry, for I have long ago abandoned all hope of financial reward or knighthood (or
an open sardine tin). All  can realistically hope for is a third-rate rest home near the gasworks in the less
salubrious sector of Budleigh Salterton.

The series of Cottington books may have provoked outrage or indifference from the discerning reader,
however, some scholars of the esoteric—notably a group in Oxford known as the “Stinklings'—gather
weekly at the Dingly Arms, a rather down-at-heel public house. Here, over hot, buttered crumpets and
pints of Bishop's Finger, they conduct fierce, philosophical debates about the various fairy phenomena
appearing in my books. Past incumbents of chairman for the Stinklings, known as the Grand Pong, have
been Mr. Terry Jones and Professor Ari Berk. Professor Berk used to be an eminent Goblinologist, but
now has retired and is an enthusiastic cheese sculptor and no longer attends meetings, Stinkling or
otherwise.

I have gratefully become—on a very temporary basis and wearing a little hat of my own devising—a
lesser Grand Pong known as a “Little Whiff,” and now preside over meetings in a back room of the pub
next door, on my own, on the first Thursday of April, every alternative leap year.

This has left me the luxurious time to oversee this new volume in the Cottington saga: The Pressed
Fairy Journal of Madeline Cottington. This surely must be the most astonishing in its contents. A new and
very recent member of the Cottington family helps the reader piece together the poignant relationship
between two of the Cottington siblings. The fairies, although still vigorously pursued, are as mischievous
as ever.

So, perhaps, here at last is the indisputable evidence of the existence of fairies and their nature. A new
generation of Cottington, Madeline is transformed by what she discovers into...Maddi C, Fearless Fairy
Hunter!

I have decided, for historical authenticity, to submit this writing as it was sent to me by Brian, who was
on amuch-needed retreat near Southend-on-Sea. Make of it what you will.

—Wendy Froud

December 10, 2015

Note from the Cottington Archive:
Regrettably, the above writing cannot be fully verified. Brian claims to have written this foreword froma
very nice hotel, recommended—and, indeed, paid for—by the Cottington Archive, where there are no
distractions from windows, and the walls “are all lovely and soft.”
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Lots later

I think it must be late, because it's dark now, I don’t
remember seeing the sunset, I'm back in the archives, and
it's really strange, but I think the stuff has shifted
around, There are more things that I haven't seen before.
There are more diary pages from Quentin too, They are
under one of the stuffed badgers, I feel better in my
armor—safer, 1 pressed n just to see

few little ones a
what would happen. It's kind of horrible, but L can't seem

to stop myself, I rou/ 1ike I have to go on pressing. I've

got & real knack for itl And besides, the little ones seem
to like itl
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‘The RSPCF (The Royal Society For The Prevention of Cruelty to Fairies) have
certified that no fairies were injured, maimed, or killed in the making of this
book. All images of the fairies are only psychic impressions that remain
imprinted on the pages after the fairies fly away, free from harm.

Lady Angelica Cottington was the first person to discover the mischievous
marvel of fairies that often competed with each other to produce more and more
artistic shapes and outrageous poses.
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There's a generator here-kind of, I'm sure it's one of
Quentin's contraptions, and it looks like it might work if
I can figure it out, If that old fuse box fails, this might
come in handy. I hope it generates electricity and not
something weird!

2"

A
-\ ":” ’“%1 L i






images/00086.jpeg





images/00096.jpeg
Doaroet future one,
O fove seen pou in mmy duears. {ou Raunll iy drzams
and g waling fours as well. 9 fonnw yow unle be

o i aymor drassed as a dar avenging Gunter.
36 jou lecide to ventivve ints e lo T euter
e ~ entor it Love. and 9 avenb in
g 6«& ,anaowém won't fet s ewber
agein- spek us e Qb cRamged it S0 mruek,
MK%MM.WMSMW
peaki of 1K again. Bub') wncterstandmore nrio.
J'saus e paiitings C justs as.un sy Lreams) thak vewe
W%.L‘)Mﬂmuwm AR hom, and I
Hmow Hats srkon ek, would umdgrstand
that ‘m&.@:mﬁﬂ“ D e ey om
i piierchraatact sy, 133 i 36 rn
\E’\Mmﬁmrié*ucﬂmﬁeh 5 M5 15 what
duu@mm.&umweg&@au@w
Thes Al gl fion o to come. to Rewm. £
me TR I dan'cmaﬁta%umjm,m

=






images/00087.jpeg
uent:
: in must have worked for the War Office. Of course th
overnment would want to ki o ;
now about the othe:
o rworld. Well,
governments would, wouldn't they—if they had proof
o

that it was real? That’
at's what he meant be:
Pore=]
e ore~but it sounds

WAR OFFICE

Top

Q= , \TEHALL

i CRF-g - EE
]

sir Henry Royds Pownall
Director of Nilitary Intelligence

August 11, 1938

Sir Quentin Cottington
Cottington Hall
Near iount
Somerset
7
5

vy Dear [

1 write to congratulate you upon you® brave and single-
handed (no pun intended here. The 10SS of your arm was
most unfortunate) victory over the subtle threat by enemy
‘spics within our most cherished heartland.

I have heard of the dreadful and hopefully
reversible state of your nerves upon returning to
fottinaton Hall snd 1 send my simcerest wishes for a
Speedy recovery. Ve are in great need of your specialized
D es during this time of profound uncertainty and
hope for your invaluable help in the near future.

s requested, I have passed your report on to Violet
Firth, that most brave and far signted of ladies, for as
you say, she WALl know how best to use the information
Jou have provided. -

our. ihoughts are with you and the many yeags we have
cerved this glorious nation together in times of both
pesce and warglet not the phantons trouble your rest.

In all sincerity,

Ll
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Later later

I put on my armor again and explored more of the house—
well, the parts that are still standing. It's not THAT
ruined—or maybe I'm getting used to it., I follow the little
ones, and they seem to want to show me things. I think L
might have found Angelica's room or somebody's since then.
I found a little drawing in a drawer of the desk signed,
“érom ¥lora to Rupert-1974." It's of a kind of house on
wheels, standing on & big lawn (the lawn outside the Hall
probably looked like this at one time), It's funny-kind of
like a gypsy caravan or Baba Yaga's hut on chicken feet,
On the back it says, “he are the travelers between night
and day and moon and sun and here and there.’ The really
weird thing is that my aunt and father are named ¥lora
and Kupert, But this can't be them, because I worked it out
and they'd have been twenty-two and twenty-four in 1974
and they were in America long before then, Weren't they? It
can't be them, I took the drawing back down with me—I
didn't want to stay in there.

But what 1f they WEXE here then, Flora and Dad? Just
like Angelica and Quentin, What if they didn't leave until
they were grown up? Dad never XEALLY said, He would
never talk about it at all, Maybe Mom and I just assumed he
was & child when he left, Or maybe everybody knows but me,
What a lunatic family. But why would they leave here? L
feel like I'll NEVEX want to leave, and I just got here, I
kind of feel like I CANT leave.

I'm going to read more of Quentin's diary. I wish
Angelica hadn't spoiled so much of it with her pressingsill
But they loved each other, Jelly and Tinny. They really

did. "
e
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Later
Lost his arm??7 Mental state?7? The War Office never
believed him anyway. They thought he was crazy.

THAT'S what it's about-going back and forth to the
otherworld, how to go in and out. It's a Cottington thing.
It has been our secret going back to the Crusades:
traveling between the worlds, But-and here's the part that
got lost—you have to go in and especially OUT through the
beehive hut., It's 1ike a decompression chamber: If you go
out any other way, you go crazy, or at the very least you're
changed—and not in a good way. And the bee tattoo? I bet
it's there to remind you of what you have to do to return
safely. From what Quentin said, once you go in to Faerie
(there-I'11 call it what it is), you forget where you came
from and you also forget how to get out again, but with the
tattoo you can look at it and it will remind you and then
you're safe, I think that's it, I'm SUKE that's it, I'm going

to try it tomorrow, I'm going to go in through the hut and
out the other door. If 1 come back again the same way and
I'm NOT crazy, then I'm rightl That is, Lf the others don't
make me stay. I know they'll try to.
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u fakiy offence, old .3 % N«‘lljuu 'l&sé}m«om withme
erm? [cant kave - gou frightening fhem away wilk youvcrics
allyho ! and your infernal swashiwg and blonderiug abot.
I K you conlt Ketp gourserf, buk someliwes you ave e wast
appallingly clomsy wowan whew comes o Steallf fow you g =
over” mas e&ua«m)w | have no 1dea., { must hatie quiet S
and abit Dl peace & iy healy and e taus. | dowt v by
T 50 drauin ot bk buk | . | ik [ gt find an
answer Theve. [ net quite sure whal e question s, bul there's
someThing missing m me. Jt5 been wssing for a lougtime “since
before the av. Maybe % always been niissing and (s justnons
realising (E. Do tiy fs undevstand, Jelly. s
U016 gou have The run of the wes?w;m, while [ out,
In hope,

Your Tinay
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June S, 9:00am., on the train.

I cantt believe I Aid it. I van anay. Well, I drdnt ron—~
I nuck out really quietly around 2:00 am.this morning,
m@hed down Wilhy Stulf: muy new clothes and my Littl priter
andl journal and the Coltiigton books and some oltier thirgs |
1 niight need. I walked 1" Camden looking for a taxi, ard ds
tota creepy at That time e/n/ﬂhl‘/an 7 Ived in New
ork? I tyied not U look at anyone onthe strest but vome
of _tRem REALLY looked at me” Seary!

The Little fairies ~Tin gomg o keep Calling them that—left
me alone. .

« London 1s HUGE and the theetr are all twisty, but T
flha%yjot a taxi B the Tram station. Faddugton (like e
bear=yay!) is the one for e ovthwest. The cab driver
Seemed siice, but he didn't want lo take me 4t first. fe asked
e If I tas sure I wouldnt rather go home, but mhen T tald
him I HAD B get Io where T was, going—thiat (b was really
mportant—he winked at me and aid,"All vight, (e, /'u;{-
making sure.We Wouldn't Want gou Snd/}y v’ Gomenhere
fout (An't want b be” Why did he Say "We"? Huh. Maype
its an Eiylh\';l Thing. When T gave him the tnoney, e handed
me 4 A/A:cbeﬁnﬂiir. "For luck " ko vaid. Nice.

Its kird of ;;?e,éut i feols Like domething 1s sort of
Smao Zﬁmj my pai b get b foﬁayﬁm‘//ﬂﬁ Z inean, my Clacts
?%ée 15 ALWAYS locked there was moneyout on bus dlesk

s hpf:&;ﬂ/;\j}/if&ﬁavmrdm 5 U2, and Mom and
Dad both. asleep—sporinganiy- 1 actually have an aderess,
AND people 1 tha middle o night were styan he,
(Z)r*mp /; Ery//;r/\/x;oph qré'usf &e HKat). I:&ﬁz a /Zq;clh
at Réldington Station untl morning, after a woman—1 gucess
shewas a”bag lady, but hee —said pot b worry, sha'cl
look out for me (which felt OK avd not scary Uike i shoutd
have). And she DID stay with me, but she was gone when
I woke up, and lhere Was thus while fealfier where she'd
been Ji/t/rij, 50 I liok ik There was a Train at 7:00 am-, and
Imon it Nr/f'/iy this. Tts Like Wk/'yj 13 Mjse% only people
don't }'A/hkjal)fe crazy when ow're Just wriding. Lin
beginning o see Why people used f writéjwm/ﬂ‘a lt. Tts
Z t eefuy al z‘ga Tirne.
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O Fonrrs’ Aow rmnchs sfon Love lo e sTasins,
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U operied £ast CRrsTmas and put tom in-the
Soctp . TRey 4y0Red a it Lo monld, bt its
A swme ,4on'€ 2 I pust panted to
makeo an ext ceald reat -OR dear.
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Yorning
1 saw Dad again, I KNOW I did. He

hanging around outside
the gates, That's SO creepy. He KNOWS I'm here. He has to

know, Why is he just watching me? Is he making sure I'm 0K?
Does he care? I don't understand. I'm NOT going out to him.
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1 found this letter today from an ancestor named Flora,

and so it seems that we Cottingtons have always been
“different’ and the woods have always been important to us,

The letter's so sad and beautiful-though, granted,
slightly insane. I wonder if she ever came out of the
woods, Somehow I don't think so. But maybe that's OK too.

“flora’ must be a family name from way back. Why was
the family always trying to stop them-the ones who saw
things, that 1s? Just like my dad. I guess there are the
Cottingtons who believe and the Cottingtons who think the
other ones are crazy. Well, I know which side I'M on,
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Later
I found the plan for the hut, It IS old-1298., Wow, I think
the first Lord Cottington drew this and then had it bullt
It's got to be thi

her me hut.






images/00099.jpeg
E Velynhe\s j"}‘y 17
want one % these!
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One last thing. I just found these photos and according
to the writing on the inside of the hat, tis is Quentin's
version 863.2 of his "Semi-patented Portable Portal
Device", used to travel between the worlds without having
to go through the beehive hut, Either that or he's going to
a really weird party, Who knows?
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Novembor |, 1931, 9:08pm.
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Afternoon it
I hear someone pounding on the big gates, I know it's

the
I get the feeling he can't come into the house or onto

. L]
grounds, but he wants ME to be here, I'll walt until he goe .
away again. , T
's & s
1 found this letter tied to the gates., He left it, He's

coward, but at least now I know.

Dearest Madd,

L dont know how o begin 5 tell jou aboit Cotfington Hall and w hat fs be
i o e 2 i LA

out explufiv.%ﬁe grounds, and ['ve séen %: c(eav‘v awa e ivy from
b

cansee that.
walched hy
W Flora and | Wy Jound it S(?avgn,_ t We Iived heie uilil e weve in

Tt
s discavired balf of it |
Sur Tenties but nevew discovered half of wi imagine youve already uncovered. T
S, goitve boen in o avchisen. | dont e Wldt of Wethings it but | hepe fhe
intings ave stil there. Have you foond them yet ? | hadut roalizad alil & few mont 490
B Ty s ndeed Yoa/-,w‘v. Wi 0p To be the woman i The paimings.
And 10,7 dont know who paivtfed them =it Flora, allfough she was always an
excellant” artist—but whoever ' iyas magined you Al Those  years a —r,tf, before
o werg born. Maabe'\t" was mo,raﬁewthg-ﬁ:r;gs, I mean (tieghave alwoigs hie
“?Mw owh unknowable agendas)—er one. of he strange people Tiova and | enterfained
while we weveiwchave of he house. We' had some ol tends back'ma Those daus.
1 paries. | o Ve s bl o B e e bt
1’1«2) were all v b or wheve the Jni’?ha\(ﬁ‘hm. e
When we LS, Floca and | (and ofer The e we HADTE leave, make no wizlake SbusE
: fon pomised never o alk abeut any of t-And we didet B superions |
<an’s Tell you ang wore about Thew) kst iding somethin from thew. Theure

Seviouns peoy k,ﬂﬂm{d\, avdTrey don't pay games. They wartr wiilion, and
el m b T juem@n%f Ve »laﬂﬁln m’rﬁ,w Seams T o
worked for T'G.?ew associates ove here 'n some Capacity before T Second Korld Way
the War Office has long avins and an even longer wumnvj), 8o, you see?
nglon secrots have alwoys been desirable fo Feo power. They wart-

fe |y
Them —iatever e sociels arb—gnd o pon 1o ST |t e Op-But
) can'f&l\/ch what' | dont know T NEVER kv?sw, Madd(
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Well, I'm heve. Tt ook longer than T thought "tk would,
and just watking up the drive Za%;( fovever. It felk Like st
Was meles long, but masbe that was becavise T kept
Seeing The house loowiirg «p al e end of the drive and
For vuch a Long lome vt dnt seem qiwy closer and thon
ah of o mﬂw & was right thieve = op 1 guess, I was
rightt Hare. Its ke o manor house tn an old movie .

Even thawgh The Flall ts one big ruin and it looks like one
wing burved down, 16s a bearduful ruin, all romantic and
galfa/'c' , made with Warm old-colored stone walls. Where
“the roof s smvﬁn/"_d\'s' zm‘ﬂqla}:ej and there ave a lot of
chimnzys. Theres stht gloss in Some of the windewss and tts
all [ittle panes i diamond shapes amd the whale thing looks
like a 7‘:Mry’i‘m house, with a big woad land growing akmost
right wp To bhe loft Side of it overgrown lawns, and an
0belisk on afie rght. When I arrived at the /l?!jﬁdwf
door Ut Was Standing open, like I pas expected. Instead
?/ld'eemmy stnister; b felt like comrgHome. Not 7 a home
ve everlived m, but to my capital "H " Home. Tm Home .
e looked arovnd a Liltle bit. There are Some rooms st
usable, but I don't know £ andone lwes heve atal—1
haven't seen anyone yet. T glad I saved some sandnnchos
fom e Yrain-

8:00p.m-

725;»«9'5 no phone, and I can't get 4 signal for my cell
evther. The electricily 1sn't working asfavas I can tel.
“Theve ave Swilehes and Wall Sockets and a fen Lightbulbs
Sl in place, but nothing comes on. I have a liltle flashlight,
but thats ik Maybe toworrow I can il the fuse box and
Sses and see )T can try o gt Some Lights 1o work-

There are LIGHTS, though,~the Little floating lights. Tts
ras /myjlm/ hen They gather togelfier in a bunch,
I can see py the light. T dontfeel so alone with them heve . I
fol/au{ed them arodnd, and they led e To :#a and Some
cusbhions amd a th(xkst m one of the voomws. Ay\rg /wé}):,y me’
L So tired-~T think I can sleep-
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6300 pem.,—It's not raining! ¥AX!

I found the beehive hut, It's really overgrown with vines
and brambles, but I can tell that it's there, The little
fairies are driving me crazy today. They were buzzing
around my head the whole time I was looking for the hut,
and when I found it they just went wild trylng to get me to
leave (I think). They even pinched me! I caught some of
them in my book, but they still wouldn't stop, But-and this A
is kind of scary-I heard something coming from inside the

hut: whispers. MY name. Someone whispered my name. S
Somebody wants me to go in there, even if the little ones |
don’t (Just realized that's what Angelica called them toot), -
It's really late already. I --’Wo*\w-ﬂ;-,xby this morning,

and now it's evening, Twelve hours—I can't remember being

near the hut that long at all, Funny. Sc
happened to Quentin,

There’s food in the kitchen again,
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Wiale I'm fguring owt what & do, masybe Tua
arowund (n 4Ke m& InsTory —after alt, s mire Zoo—
and vee what happeved #1‘,{ rest of the Catv&_\jbns:
L mean, we have (o have Family SomENHERE. Z don'f-
Know #hat happened & vy Grandparents, but Hey
st have been around G bring my dad and Aont- Flora over
% America if they were only Kids. 7 had one Set of Them —
Mom's parents, Gran, ,and Granapa — but iﬁe‘jvejone
now. Dad nevey 1aiKs about™ tns parents, and s ndtas
Thowugh I haver't asked hin enoygh times! T don't even
KnoW their hames. Its like fo and Avnt Flora came from
another plaret (But masghe FNGEAND /S anolher planet—
T don't non yet?). He gets r%afwf whencver I ask
guestions about the Yamcly. T mean REALLY vpset H And
e loks at me ke I'm Erazy, cspeciatty when I talk
abont eye problems— I dont talk bt hion aboitc
ANYTHING - 5

ot & Stop Writing nevi. My head i killing ime, and T
'ﬁseg them ﬂ,hfﬂlyh/h;zﬁ Mn‘\zr.: of my e E!J;Zlk’e fre

eyes, even Vf/I Know e nitIf the 'dJ'usflrf

v & Second, Td be able & cee better wi at they are: \
Z covtd w;;«}m_ Them thas clearly before I came heve, but T
Ccan now. Its kmd of creepy because almost luwk like
Z‘j hawe JA“/’?"‘,%{{ %jj/\lwe thjfgf blobs or g
Fore. Teez, is bod ertosh having b i gure s co,;ﬁz,h

Qe

out wilhiout having Iy mZ?fny € problems getting worse -

e
T like where we're living here, ﬂioga. :Z‘é': @ parfol London
calted Belsize fark and there's lts of cool Sluff in the bg
Slea market Aown Ke roadt in Camoton.
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ANOTHER IN THE BESTSELLING SERIES OF
_LADY COTTINGTON'S PRESSED FAIRY BOOKS

“oM6 11 Snapeed s e balive G5B
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Brian and Wendy Froud bring readers back into their world
of bestselling books about the Cottingtons and the fairies.

Within these pages the backstory of Cottington Hall and its
intriguing inhabitants—the family of Cottingtons and the fairies
living among them—comes to life. The rise and fall of this
el eccentric British family gives us humorous, and sometimes tragic,
glimpses into how the Cottingtons became inexorably entwined
with the fairies over the centuries. When a descendant, Madd,
visits the dilapidated Cottington Hall, she finds herself caught up
ina story of intrigue and mystery. Keeping her own journal, as
well as reading the letters of her ancestors, Maddi begins to
wonder if there is a way to enter the fairy world and return
unharmed .

Brian Froud, one of the most respected mythic artists of our
time, has won numerous awards, including the Hugo Award for
Best Original Artwork. Wendy Froud is a sculptor, writer, and
puppetmaker and is best known as the fabricator of Star Wars's
Yoda. The Frouds live in Devon, England.

; | 3 oy i ’
N They look Just like Angelrea’s pressed 741:.}(/9[& Amazing !
5 NA‘Za, i}/ oing. 1. be/;'zve s at alt. But s true! And tbs

N ME pressing. them!

Am I erazy?

- Moddi €. Tasme:
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I'm in the archives, It's a tattool That's the Cottingtons'
“mark.” It's & tattoo of a bee. There are all these drawings
of ancient Cottingtons with the bee tattoo on their arm.
It's a key. It's got to be a key. Quentin says something

about it here,
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Tune 6, 9:00am.
It not SO much a ruin.There ave rooms and staivs and
Walls Witk old-fashioned wallpaper, and Somz places sl
hawe cecings Too, wilh plastevwork i complicated designs.
Theres mf ruitiure thSome of e rooms and ];a‘mtm s
on the Wals. It's beautfut. I love'vb: IAound a fussbox
An the Kifchen and some old fuses . At least someof thie
@htf work now. I can see the lttle faivies, but they don't
low when #heres Aaylight. I shonld be afraid shoulntI7
£5 bike ore of Uhose hotises In @ really scary film, but Tin
NOT Stared, at all - And T wasn't scared last nght. I dreamed
abouk the faires, and there Was wwsic in The dveam andsome
Sheep and maybe o Hama. Wewd- Mom and Dad must be
/ookny v me
Tieis worning when I came Ty the kitehen,there was food,
Laid out, witha white Seathier on the table oo - Strange —ks
like The ones I was given in London. There's GOT f5 he
Someone living Aeve Somewhere. They pukt out bread amd
butter and honey and nulk. Tt really good. Its kmd of
ke “Beauty and the Beast," wheve setvants are muisible.
I hope theres not a Beast ( hell, unless haivrfulﬁ/ a prince ~LoL).
7 {cel leke The houce LIKES me — the house and Ita woods
adong lhe side of the house too. I can see em from e window
/n my /aumr\ﬂuajra beautifud. Tve pever seer Woods likethus
before. SO otd and the trees are S0big . The Liltle fares
o/:;mp ear Inls 1K woods somelimes. I want &5 /v//ow anod see
Where they o, butt nt yeb. Rain. Rain.Ram. ein. Rain ki .

g I

Found 4 whole bunch of
archive stickers —
and theyre skl sticky!
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All these clothes! My phone takes such crazy pictures now
that I've attached it to this machine thingl I'm a Lady! I'm
Lady Madeline Cottington.

Look at melll I'm ¥ad Maddi C.~I'm a Cottington and I'm a

fearless fairy hunter!
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4:00 pom.
1 think they're here for me. The “others’-Quentin's ‘others,”

I've

en the fairy man again and an old couple, It's really
weird, but they look a lot like the cab driver and the old
bag lady in the train station., Maybe they're fairies and
were there to guide me, If they're here, I think they must

be the ones leaving food out for me too. That's why there’

white feather on the kitchen table, They must want me here,
but why won't they talk to m

-

177

6100 pom.
I'm SO00 tired of bread and honey and milk. It's nice that

they're there, but I'd die for a hamburger and fries right
now, Maybe not die-maybe not.

I heard someone shouting to me. I think it was Dad,

but I'm not sure, and I didn’t answer, I don't think he’
me. ¥ad Maddi, Let him
worry. He's NOT going to lock me up in Tonawanda with Aunt

recognize me now even if he did

Tillyl It's kind of strange, but I feel like if Dad WANTED
to find me, he could. Why do I get the feeling he WANTS me
here? I'm crazy.
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Late night

&'m going to make my own bee tattoo, The little bottle of
honey, blackberry, and fairy essence ink (falry essence???)
I found is still good, That's what Quentin used, and I'm
going to use it too. If I put it on my left wrist, I can do
it myself. If I connect a quill pen to the generator with
some string and dip it into the ink and.poke myself with

it, I think I can make the tattoo stay on like a real one.
Things I make seem to work here, and I don't need
electricity for them either, at least not E;. kind I'm used
to. 1t's 8111 enorgy, jur without plugs and wiring. I bet I
could even get the lights to work without the fuses, but I'm
not going to try, just in casel All I have to do is “know” it
will work and it does. I think Quentin figured that out
too—that it's all connected somehow and wires or string or
whatever are only here to make us believe it works, It's
magic—but it's not, It's REAL, It's fairies, I think the
fairies (the little ones anyway) are the invisible stuff
that holds everything together, They're in between what we
see and INSIDE everything we see at the same time, It's not
quantum physics, it's quantum fairiesl All we have to do is
believe in them! I DO believe, but I'm still going to use

string.

I need the bee tattoo, I'm not sure exactly WHY you
forget where you are once you're in the woods, but if the
tattoo keeps you remembering, then it's important, so I'm
going to do 1it,

Ow ow ow owl 0K, done now.
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Foreword

Itwas my dubious honor to introduce to an unsuspecting (and soon-to-be horrified) world, the
extraordinary Lady Cottington and her now infamous book of pressed fairies.

At the very first moment of the year 1990, at the stroke of midnight, a rather grubby envelope was
pushed under the door of my gypsy caravan, “The Flying Fandango.” I had been sitting alone, with the last
of the Malmsey wine, and had been trying unsuccessfully to open a celebratory tin of sardines. I was then
completely unaware of the life-changing properties of the envelope’s contents. There was no note or
explanation within the envelope, only a scrap of paper.

After many months of careful study of the pressed flowers stuck onto the scrap of paper, one Thursday
Inoticed that what I assumed was a vegetable or fruit stain was seemingly a miniscule form of a fairy.
Imagine my excitement at the discovery. | was inspired to now renew my efforts to open the
aforementioned sardine tin, but alas, with no success. | had dedicated my professional career to the
pursuit of the actual proof of the existence of fairies. Was it possible | had now found it? I lay for days in
the dark space of my caravan, feverish, often singing loudly in a falsetto voice the old songs of Marie
Lloyd.

The following Tuesday at 9:37 AM, simultaneously the fever broke, I sneezed, and another envelope
was delivered. It was from the “Cottington Archive.” I had never heard of it before but I was soon to learn
that they were a shadowy and secretive organization. Suffice to say they swore me to complete secrecy of
who they are and where they are, and | have completely forgotten the sherry trifle and Miss Darymble’s
revelations that evening at 6 Mafeking Villas, Dreary Lane, Bovey Tracy.

Gradually the Archive released to me more and more astonishing documents pertaining to the
Cottington family. These have been published over the years. The first, Lady Cottington’s Pressed Fairy
Book, reveals in its disclosures the life of the Victorian Lady Angelica's lifelong pursuit of fairies and the
comprehensive collection of psychic pressings she made.

As more and more material from the Archive accumulated—sometimes left in old paper bags on the
roof of the caravan, or in rusting biscuit tins under the wheel—the existence of Angelica’s twin brother
Quentin emerged, along with his early scientific work investigating psychic olfactory-phenomena. His
work was published in Strange Stains and Mysterious Smells, now avidly sought after by collectors in the
hope that all copies can be destroyed.
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OMG—he WAS lost, He went through the hut and was away for
two yearsit!t How spooky is that? She's SO mad at him-but
it's so sad. I'm not going to go in after all. Jelly wouldn't
g0 in, Maybe she's not as crazy as I thought,

No—there's GOT to be & way in and out that's safe,
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Novewber [, (924, 6:00 p.ma

| don't know what woreto say., [ve NOT been away
two years, oMJiVL | can't have dowe. Justnt possible.
| wmean, qive a fellon some credik~1d know, don you think?
1'd have to kwbow wouldn't 12
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June 25, 193%
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OK-1 looked.

it's m

It's me NOW-but it's me if I was a fairy, I
think. Hal I'm looking at the ears, and theyre NOT mine, I
don't have fairy ears, Is this what I'm turning into? Is it
all planned out already and I'm just doing this because it's

part of something preordained? Something bigger than me?
It's my dad and Aunt Flora and Quentin, Poor Angelica

didn’t have a clue. She just pressed them. She never
understood them. It's beautdful, I'¥ beautiful-but SO
serious-and kind of cold looking. Maybeif I go with them—
Just walk right in with them—this is whatel'd be, But I bet

I wouldn't come out again. Ever.
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He's crazylll My dad is out of his poor, crazy, stupid mindl

He WANTED me to find out all this stuff. He KNEW I'd
come if he made that crazy fuss and told me he was sending
me away., Does Mom know? I bet she doesn't, I bet she is
truly trying to look for me, But him? He knew. He knew all
along that I'd come back here, But why can't he and weird
¥lora come back? Why can’t they come inside? And who is it
that looks like my fairy twin from all those years ago? IS
it me? Is it a fairy? Who the hell am I? I always thought
Dad was a strange man, but this is just insanel And who or
what does he work for? Spooks? The War Office, like
Quentin (speaking of insane)? I think he's just waiting for
me to go into the woods and come back out still in my right
mind. He doesn't know everything. He doesn't know about the
tattoo, Well, I'm NOT telling him so he can go running to
whoever wants to know, And if he thinks I'm going to ‘do
his bidding’ and help him rule the world (jeez, that sounds
1like something out of some crappy sei-fi film), he can
think again. I may be Fey Maddi or Mad Maddi, but I'm ME,
T'11 go into Faerie on my own terms and for my own reasons.
I belong there, AND I belong here. I'm going to walk
between the worlds, and I'm going to stay sane.
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10:00a.m., Castle Gary Station
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Juve 10, 1919, 11:30 am.
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October 19, 9:00am.
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5:00p.m.
The fla market 15 ahw Iﬁnfds/;i‘/[ﬂ/ffq&{y Sound
the greatest clottes—Stuft loke my Mom wore when he ias
my age (whe boked pretly cool then): a lealhes jacket and a
air of amazing lace= Veltorian boot's. SO mansy Stadls o
reak staft! But liday was e BEST T found his ane
Olalt Fat Was piled with books. Books everymhere —about
Plants peopl, fusTory, places. New books, oL books, and
really, really old ones. I asked the vendor |f he had books
about genealoqy, and he cid. LOABs! Tous Is England
afbr 2. And there n one of e piles T sound Two
books about e Cdttz‘gt‘ans/ 7Egy'm Jat t be about us. Tow
many C’oﬁffytow antheve be? I bought them.
f

He tire up m /’;“’é
?f the bookstal too!

10:00p.m.
Ok. That was loo neivd—REALLY Tso weird. I shoned Dad one
of the books after dimer; and he LoST it Not fhe book —his Temper!
‘/fejmébed&t out of my hands and started ripping the pagesop,
and lthen he Slormed out with k. Mom looked at me like 75 Jqu
committed some HUGE crime and said,” Didn't I toll you
NEVER T tadk about the Cottingtons P "She gets U0 vpset
when Dod loses it like this. When she Finished screammng at
e, Mom burst inls Years, and T Was cryiing amd she was crymng
and Dad wias locked in s offrce rom.

I want G g0 home.
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June 8, 6200 a.m.~I NEVEK get up this early!

Wowl Quentin was amazing. I keep digging around in the
archive room, and there's just S0 much down here, There are
lots of boxes stamped with the symbol of a beehive with
bees flying around it. I looked over the main door, and

it's the same symbol there too, I guess it must be the

Cottington coat of arms or something, But it's funny,
because when you look really, KEALLY closely, they're NOT
all bees, Some of them are fairies (of coursel), but they're
all mostly worn away. So the Cottingtons always knew about
fairies—not just Angelica and Quentin and Euphemia and
¥lora (poor Flora), but way, way back to Sir Somebody-
Somebody Cottington who came back from the Crusades (1ike
my dad said), He built this house, and he built something
else on the grounds too, I can’t figure out ‘what it is or
where it is, but it has to do with be

, I'm pretty st
Maybe the Cottingtons were beekeepers—or fairy keepers, Can
you get fairy honey???
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There are whole d]uﬂ missing from the diary. Where did

Quentin go? Theré's a postcard from Belgrade and other

ones from Bucharest and Prague and Brighton too., But
they're all postmarked from somewhere in Somerset: the
Institute for the Criminally Insane and Occasional iest

Home, Jeez, Is that what he meant by them having his room

ready? Strange..

It feels like a test. I'm supposed to be learning
something, but I don’t know what it is, That's not true—I DO
know what it 1s, It's surviving, I think that's what
Quentin was trying to figure out—how to survive in the
“other place” and how to get back here from there without
going crazy. They went crazy—all the Cottingtons after
Great-Uncle Septimus, that is—after they went in the woods.
Or they disappeared and never came back, like the first
Flora and maybe Euphemia too. And Angelica was just crazy
anyway. Either way, it didn't work for them, But Quentin
was different. He was an inventor., Figuring things out and
making them work-that's what I'm good at too. I didn’t take
robotics class for nothingl
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June 13.

I'm going up to the archives one more time. Maybe theres
still something important I haven't seen., There's a big pile
of stuff in the corner that I haven't even tried to look at
yet. So much stuff-but I'm going to have a dig through it

anyway, just to be sure,

I never thought to look on the back of the last painting,
but there's an envelope taped to it, OMG! It's & map with

something written on the back. It's a letter to me (or sort

of to me) from Aunt ¥lora.
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Morning again

Another weird dream, I grew wings! I could feel them
coming out of my back, and I could move them a bit-not fly
exactly, but open and close them, It felt amazing,
actually. Then I dreamed I saw the fairy man again, and he

opened his arms to me like I should walk right into them.
I wanted to.
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5:00 pom.

I've been hiding in the archive room because the police (I
THINK they were police) were here looking for me! They
shouted and tramped around the garden and grounds, and
then they came into the house, I could tell they didn’t
think there was anyone here, and they gave up pretty
quickly. One of them actually got really close to where I
was. When he opened the archive room door, I could swear
he looked straight at me, but he didn't see mel The fairies
seemed particularly thick then, It's like the fairies don't
want me to be found. I can tell. They're helping me. They

want me to stay here,

7:00 p.m.

1 made this fairy-catching book out of my phone and some
stuff that was lying around here. I'm glad my printer runs
on batteries too, because the wall sockets here are really
old-fashioned and my plug doesn’t fit, but now it prints
out photos and what I catch in my book AND I can print on
leaves as well as paper! I'm going to try fixing some of

Quentin's contraptions, I bet I can get them to work. I've
looked at them enough times that they're beginning to make
sense to me, I can ‘feel” how they should work-like I can
see into his mind. I think it has something to do with
quantum physics, making sense of things you can't see or
can’t explain, There's a lot going on here that I can't
explain, that's for surel Glad I got A's in math and science
last year! My brain hurts when I think about all this, but
1 just realized I'm not getting headaches anymore,

I Wonder i | can get it 15 work.
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I was afraid to look again because I knew what I would
find, Another one., I KNEW it was there, I almost saw it
before, but I just couldn’t look.
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Later later
I cleared the rest of the ivy away, and it's all uncovered

now, I went in and looked around, It's a dome inside, It's

Just big enough to stand up in, and I can touch the walls
all around if I stretch out my arms. I've seen pictures of

buildings like this in Greece and Ireland and lots of
other countries too. They're mysterious, and nobody seems to
know exactly what they were used for, They're beautiful.
IT'S beautiful. There's a door in the opposite side, but as
far as Mn it just opens into the woods, There isn't
anywher, ’:5-- for it to go. I opened the door a crack and
lno&ue, but somehow I just couldn't make myself step

through it, I will, though, 1 saw the strange couple again

by the edge of the woods, but before I could call out to
them, they just -{m-a to melt into the trees, Somehow I
can’t imagine I'll get a photo either,






