I Hate Fairies!

The Adventures of Katie James
by
Kay Potter
Illustrations by Kalpart

E
Strategic Book Publishing and Rights Co.

Copyright © 2013
All rights reserved by Kay Potter
Book Design/Layout, Illustrations and Book Cover
design by Kalpart. Visit www.kalpart.com
No part of this book may be reproduced or
transmitted in any form or by any means, graphic,
electronic, or mechanical, including photocopying,
recording, taping, or by any information storage
retrieval system, without the permission, in writing,
from the publisher.
Strategic Book Publishing and Rights Co.
12620 FM 1960, Suite A4-507
Houston, TX 77065
www.sbpra.com
ISBN: 978-1-62516-992-1

I dedicate this book to
anyone who still believes in fairies!

In memory of my husband Daniel, A.K.A. Sasquatch,
who supported me throughout the writing process. He
will be in my heart always.
I would like to thank William Jarema for giving me
the nudge to start writing my stories down, and
sticking with me throughout this process with your
advice and expertise.
My gratitude also goes out to my family and friends
who have always believed in me.

Prologue
Have you ever noticed a twinkling light out of the corner of
your eye you could not explain? Have you ever seen a beautiful
flower on the roadside or in the woods, way too gorgeous to belong
in the place it had chosen to grow? Have you heard the hum of a
hummingbird, but could not see the actual bird? If you said yes to
any of these questions, you may have had a close encounter with a
fairy. If you did not see the fairy, I’d thank my lucky stars if I were
you. Believe me, you never want a fairy to notice you, unless you
like lots of trouble. Read my story and you will know why I hate
fairies!
My name is Katie James and I have to warn you about fairies.
You probably think a real fairy would be a charming, enchanting
creature. They’re not! They will make you wish you were never born.
I’m old enough to know the difference between make-believe and
what’s real. I thought fairies were make-believe. When I was really
little, I would imagine what a real fairy would be like. It would be
the cute sparkly creature of storybooks. It would zip around scattering fairy dust, and maybe help make some lucky kid’s dreams
come true. Yep, that’s what I thought, until a fairy came into my
life. I hope once you read this you won’t be naïve enough to think
fairies don’t exist. The price for crossing a fairy, even accidentally,
is more than I would wish on my worst enemy. Well, maybe not
my worst enemy; if it happened to Sylvia Johnson, I might think it
was hilarious. So if you aren’t the Sylvia Johnson in my class, let me
help you avoid the heartbreak and scandal a fairy will bring into
your life. When dealing with fairies you must give them the proper
respect. I learned that the hard way, and a fairy almost ruined my
life. So before you even read this, know the moral of this story is
STAY AWAY FROM FAIRIES!
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Chapter 1: An Ordinary Girl
efore I met the fairy, I was a
normal average girl. When I
say I was average, I mean that to the
extreme. My hair is not blond nor is it
brown but somewhere in the middle.
My eyes are brown, not golden or
chocolate, just plain brown. I do have
a few freckles on my nose, but that
hardly makes me feel special. When
I went for a checkup at the doctor’s
office the other day, he showed my
mom charts illustrating how I am
“normal” for my age in size and weight.
The doctor meant that Katie James is
merely average, as though I needed
any more confirmation on that fact.
I have always been in the middle of
my class whether we’re talking about
height, weight, looks, grades, or anything else you can come up with to
compare me to. Heck, now I’m even in
middle school! I’m one of those people
nothing out of the ordinary ever happens to. Sylvia Johnson, who I
have known since kindergarten, always stands out.

B

Sylvia Johnson is the tallest, prettiest girl in the class. I’m sure
you can imagine the type. Her waist-length chestnut hair shines like
someone polished it. When she wears green, her eyes seem almost
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to glow in emerald. Then there are her dimples in each cheek that
the boys think are “so adorable.” Her flawless skin has yet to have a
single pimple. I think there is something written into the whole law
of nature that requires me to have at least one pimple at all times.
Perfection should be looked at as an abnormality. I wonder
sometimes if Sylvia is even human. Plus, she’s one of those people
who can go into a secondhand clothing store and come out looking
like a fashion model. If I try to do that, I come out looking like
someone wearing hand me down clothes from Great Aunt Bertha.
One day I saw Sylvia in the mall, and a boy asked her where she
goes to high school. Last week, the neighbor across the street asked
if I had turned eight yet. I wondered if an eight-year-old could get
away with kicking her in the shin but figured that would probably
get me grounded for a couple of years.
My mom thought it was “cute” last month when I asked her
to buy me a training bra, since at this point there is absolutely no
need for such a thing. I guess since my best friend Mandy Jones
has been wearing one of those things for a year, I thought it might
be time, even if my body doesn’t agree. My mom keeps promising
I’m just a “late bloomer.” Whether I “bloom” when I’m sixteen or
thirty-two, it all seems like a million years from where I am right
now. Sylvia Johnson definitely doesn’t have any problems in the
area of development either.
Everyone in the school knows Sylvia’s name and, as she likes
to point out, not even everyone in our own class knows my name.
My theory is I have an invisibility disorder, since no one really sees
me. For example, my fourth grade teacher, who I saw every day for
a whole year, had no idea who I was when I saw him at the start of
fifth grade. He forgot me in the few months of summer break. I’ve
never heard of that happening to anyone. Of course Sylvia Johnson
was walking by at just that moment, so of course she laughed her
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head off when she heard him ask me if I was new at West Mountain
Elementary.
Sylvia would really laugh if she knew that my grandmother on
my dad’s side of the family has yet to use my real name when talking
to me. I have learned to respond to whichever of my cousin’s names
Gran is using when she looks at me, usually Patricia or Brenda.
There are worse things than being invisible. I could be Martha
Jenkins. She has the misfortune of being known as the least popular
person at school. She is in my grade, but I think this year science and
chorus are the first classes I have ever had with her. She lives on a
farm so she has to do chores in the morning. Sometimes she comes
to school filthy, with manure on her boots, and the clean, popular
girls such as Sylvia love to point out the stench when Martha walks
by. This of course has caused any disgusting odor to be blamed on
Martha. Plus, she is usually wearing hand-me-downs from her older
brothers, which in no way fit. The occasional manure scent, plus
her clothes combined with the horrible haircut she clearly gave herself, does not help to ease the popular kids’ snide remarks. I feel
bad when I see her sitting alone in the lunchroom, but anyone who
shows her any kindness becomes the target of the snotty gang.
Therefore, if my choice is to be invisible or be Martha, I’ll take
invisible any day. Before the fairy, the only people who acknowledged my existence regularly were my mom, dad, brother, cat,
grandfather, best friend Mandy, and her brother Jake. For someone
with an invisibility disorder, I always thought that was a nice-sized
list. It was what I knew. Now that I think about it, I never wanted
to be visible.
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Buy the B&N ePub version at:http://www.barnesandnoble.com/w/i-hate-fairies-the-adventure
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