
ONCE UPON A TIME  
                                                          Chapter 3 

Final Chapter by Scout C. and Celia-Marie B. 

“What a day!” said Claire as she flew off with Dot. She checked her blossom watch and 
the time was only 12:05! Well, she thought, I’ll be home in time for lunch. A couple minutes later, 
she found herself sitting down at the table for lunch. “How was your morning? I had a fabulous 
morning,” said her father. “I had a marvelous morning. I met with my little friend again. He is very 
nice.” She answered. “I’d like to know more about this “friend”. What’s his name? Is he a fairy?” 
he asked. “Uh, I just remembered something!” Claire said as she flew off to her room. Hmm...  The 
king thought. That’s a description of a fairy I know… he thought as HE flew off. As Claire was 
thinking of a plan in her room, she did remember something. In her room, there was a secret door, 
that only she and the builder who built the castle knew about it. She opened the door and flew 
outside. 

Claire checked her blossom watch again. 12:45, she thought. Just before he goes on his 
lunch break. She halted in front of the library to see Mr. Stoven exiting the building with the little 
shuffle he had. He was a very short thing with a walrus mustache and a big round belly. 

“Afternoon Princess. How are you this fine morning?” 

“I’m in a bit of a rush but I need your help and your library.” 



Mr. Stoven looked dumfounded. “Never in all my life I would have though you of all people 
would come asking for my help.” 

  Claire giggled with delight. “Oh Charles, just because my father, and his father, and his 
father, okay I can see where you’re coming from. Just because my family hasn’t asked help from 
you,” she counted on her fingers. “Recently…doesn’t mean that you’ll never be asked for help.” 

“Well yes,” he said twisting his hands together. “I suppose you’re right. Well, what can I 
you for?” 

“I need a book.” 

“Obviously,” he chuckled pointing behind him to the great building with books.  

“About humans.” 

Mr. Stoven stopped chuckling immediately. “Your father had them all burned when he came 
into power.” 

“I know you Mr. Stoven,” Claire said slyly. “You just had to keep one record.” 

“Well yes,” he stammered. “But you’re not here on your father’s doing, are you?” 

“Oh no. My father doesn’t know where I am. Please, I only need to see the chapter on 
when humans and fairies used to live together.” 

“Well alright,” he said hesitantly while unlocking the front door. “I do have to follow all 
your orders. Come in.” 



The sight was marvelous. Books lining each wall; dim lights illuminated the place; it smelled 
dank and musty, but it was absolutely marvelous. “It’s beautiful!” Claire gasped. 

“Here it is,” Mr. Stoven said slamming a very large book onto the nearest table. “Chapter 
thirty-seven is what you’re looking for. Good luck Princess,” and he turned on his heel, locked the 
door, and left.  

It took almost three hours to find what Claire was looking for, but she found it. She was 
very tired but very satisfied with the work that she had accomplished. Her wings fluttered fast as 
she raced home to tell her father the great news. She burst into the throne room to find her father 
communing with his advisors.  

“Father!” she shouted. “We do not have to fear the humans anymore!” 

“What?!” her father shouted in return. “Not fear the giant beasts?!” 

“Fairies and humans used to live together in harmony!” The council gasped. “We used to 
play with the big creatures, and grant them wishes. In return they would free us from danger. It’s 
how it’s always been until great-grandfather cut off all interaction with the humans. Then 
grandfather tried to keep us hidden even more, and you father,” she said turning to face him. “You 
tried to get rid of all knowledge of the humans whatsoever, but I couldn’t let that happen, so I 
stole a history on the humans when I was little, before they were burned. I completely forgot about 
the book until I was let free for once. 



“We don’t need to live in fear of the creatures we were trained to fear. We can live in 
peace with them, maybe even for eternity. If the human community is ready to accept us, I think 
we should accept them. It’s not very nice to forget someone or something that means so much in 
your life.” Her eyes lingered for a second over Mr. Stoven and he smiled. “We as the living things 
we are can do wonders to improve the world we live in, as long as we’re willing to take a chance.” 

The room was silent. Then as soon as the silence had come it left and was replaced with 
applause. It filled the whole chambers and could be heard for miles. After it had died down the 
king spoke. 

“And what makes you think that I would be willing to do this manner of madness, child?” 

“Well you can’t really do anything, can you?” one of the guards spoke up. “The princess is 
of age to become queen. From yesterday she is technically assigned to the throne. If the people 
agree with her choices and not yours, then she will be our ruler.” There was an agreement 
throughout the quarters.   

“All in favor of Princess Claire Russell (writers note: bottom) in becoming Queen Claire 
Russell, say I!” said the pope. There was an outbreak of “I”s in the room. “Then let it be known. 
Princess Claire Russell, from her coordination on, will be known as Queen Claire!” 

There were shouts of joy and even her father came and joined the celebrations, and since 
her coordination she and the human creatures have lived in harmony ever since. 

The End 


