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CHAPTER 11:  THE BROTHERS TIMM 

 Inside the mountain Glittertind, just beneath the Faerie King’s library, a small cavern had 

been divided into four cells, each fitted with a door of solid silver.  The rock walls and floors of 

the cells had been painted with a thin layer of liquefied platinum mixed with gold powder, and 

silver chains were bolted into the corners of each room.  For a human, to discover these cells 

would be quite fortunate – the doors alone were worth enough to buy a small island.  But to a 

Faerie, they were dark and terrifying chambers of torture, for the heavy metals drained the Fae of 

their shapeshifting and healing powers, causing a great deal of pain and making it impossible for 

them to escape the beautiful prison. 

 The dwarf Faerie brothers, Leek and Fennel Timm, having been brought to the mountain 

from France by the warriors Larkspur and Gomphus, sat huddled in a corner of the smallest cell, 

silver cuffs chained to two of their four ankles.  The brothers were conjoined at the torso, not 

since birth, but since their mid-thirties when they’d gotten into a brawl during a thunderstorm 

and had, at the moment they’d each begun to shapeshift, been struck by lightning.  Many of their 

transitioning molecules had become confused and melded together and, though they could still 

change form into a variety of strange two-headed creatures, they could not separate.  They shared 

a single set of four wings, a pair of arms, and most of their vital organs and, though they still had 

two brains between them, one wouldn’t know it from talking to them. 

They’d been in the cell nearly twenty-four hours.  They were desperately hungry, and 

their throbbing migraines were just beginning to reach blindingly unbearable levels.  So when 

the door opened, allowing a shaft of torchlight from the hall to fall directly onto their faces, the 

brothers groaned in agony and clambered to get out of the light.  Foxglove’s large frame filled 

the doorway, and he lifted a lantern and spoke in French, “The Ard Rí will see you now.”  Then 
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he stepped aside, and the old Swedish human who looked after the King’s prisoners, Herr 

Norberg, hobbled forward with a ring of jangling keys. 

Even after only a few minutes in the prison cavern, Foxglove was already beginning to 

feel the effects of the nearby metals, and he tapped a foot impatiently as Herr Norberg bent 

slowly and, with arthritic fingers, struggled to match the correct keys to the locks on the silver 

ankle-cuffs.  The older of the two brothers, Fennel, had control of their right arm, and he used it 

to massage his ankle where the cuff had just been removed.  “We ain’t French, bruv.  We’s 

English,” he said, his eyes clenched tightly against the lantern light. 

Foxglove ignored the comment and began backing out of the room as Herr Norberg 

opened the second cuff and slowly straightened his back with a few pops of his elderly vertebrae.  

 “We speaks a little Fron-sase though,” added Leek, who also had his eyes closed and was 

grasping wildly for something he could grip to hoist himself up from the glittering floor.  “We 

know how to ask directions to the toilet and the pub.” 

 Fennel chuckled in spite of his migraine.  “The only fings werf knowin’, right mate?” 

 Foxglove rolled his eyes under his bushy eyebrows and repeated, this time in English, “I 

said the Ard Rí will see you now.” 

 The brothers had managed to stand on four wobbly legs and were now squinting at the 

humungous Faerie in the doorway.  “The Ard Rí hisself?” said Leek.  Then he smiled and nudged 

his brother’s head with his own.  “We must be some kinda important if the actual King o’ the Fae 

wants ta talk ta us directly, ‘ey bruv?” 

 Fennel seemed a little less cheerful as he replied, “Important ain’t always a good fing, 

mate.  Depends on why we’s important, don’ it?” 
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 Herr Norberg hobbled silently past Foxglove and disappeared down the corridor.  

Foxglove motioned for Fennel and Leek to exit before him.  The conjoined brothers stood 

uncertainly in the middle of the room for a few seconds until the Chief Warrior, who was feeling 

the beginnings of a headache of his own, shouted in Faerie, “Move!” 

 The brothers jumped nearly out of their skin and then quickly shuffled through the door.  

Foxglove directed them down a long, torch-lit hallway, up a set of steep stairs, and into a 

bathroom, where they were able to use the toilets and wash the dungeon grime from their arms 

and faces.  He then led them through more winding corridors and into the King’s dining room.  

Fennel and Leek stopped so abruptly in the wide double-doorway, that Foxglove almost trampled 

right over them.  Laid before them, on a long, glass-topped banquet table, was an elaborate feast, 

the likes of which neither of the dwarf Faerie brothers had ever seen before, let alone participated 

in. 

 Foxglove scowled down at the brothers and spoke to the King, who sat alone at the head 

of the table reading a newspaper.  “Forgive me, Highness, but the prison has drained me of my 

Light.  I must go above ground to restore it.” 

 The Ard Rí set the newspaper aside and stood.  “Of course, Foxglove.  Take all the time 

you need.  Please announce dinner to the Kingsguard on your way out.” 

 Foxglove bowed slightly and stepped out of the room, leaving Fennel and Leek to fidget 

anxiously before the King.  “Relax gentlemen,” said the King in perfect English, flashing a 

politician’s smile.  “You are guests here.  You have nothing to fear.”  He then gestured for the 

brothers to take a seat near the head of the table. 

 The brothers glanced quickly at each other, and Fennel took the lead, forcing Leek’s legs 

to stumble a little behind his on their way to the table.  They squeezed into a cushioned chair, 
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their pointed chins barely rising above the table’s edge.  The King continued to stand over them.  

He stared curiously at them as if listening to something.  Then he said flatly, “You’re humming.  

As if you are in altered form.” 

Both brothers swallowed nervously as if the King might hold their unstable molecules 

against them.  Then Fennel spoke, “It’s a, uh, a side effect, you’re, er, your Kingship.  We done 

always buzzed, ever since our accident.” 

“Interesting,” replied the King with a sly smile.  Then he said sympathetically, “I must 

apologize for your inhospitable treatment up until now.  The twenty-four-hour wait in the 

dungeon is standard procedure, you see.  For my safety, visitors must be stripped of weapons 

before meeting me, and that includes magic.” 

Fennel and Leek nodded their understanding as sounds of talking and laughter floated 

into the room from the corridor.  The noise faded and stopped completely, however, when 

several of the King’s warriors strode through the doorway.  Fennel and Leek gawked at the five 

fierce-looking Faeries – three male and two female – who moved quietly around the room and 

selected places behind chairs at the banquet table.  They each gave a little bow toward the King, 

who responded by nodding to them each in turn.  When the King returned to his chair, which the 

brothers now noticed sat a little higher than the others, the warriors followed suit. 

 The Ard Rí waved a skeletal hand around the table.  “My Kingsguard,” he said to the 

brothers.  “Or five of twelve, anyway.”  He nodded toward the robust, balding Faerie directly 

across from Fennel and Leek.  “Snakeroot.”  Snakeroot grinned deviously, displaying more gums 

than teeth.  The few teeth that remained were yellow and spotted with cavities.  Fennel 

swallowed nervously.  Leek averted his eyes. 
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 Next, the King introduced a female, Nightshade, who was strikingly beautiful in the same 

way a jellyfish is beautiful: as long as one doesn’t get too close.  She winked, and the brothers 

actually flinched as if she’d shot a poison dart from her sparkling golden eye.  Beside Nightshade 

sat Ragwort, a young male with disheveled tawny hair and a patchy beard.  His left-side wings 

were bent as if he’d just woken up from sleeping on them at a strange angle. 

 Across from Ragwort sat the oldest-looking Faerie of the bunch.  He was called 

Hemlock, and he had short-cropped, white hair and deeply lined, unreadable eyes.  Finally, 

between Hemlock and the brothers, sat the other female, Moonseed, who turned out to be 

Hemlock’s daughter.  Moonseed actually smiled kindly and said, “Hello.”  Her dark hair was 

braided over one shoulder, and her silvery wings fluttered happily when she spoke. 

 “And these are the Brothers Timm,” said the King, now waving his bony hand lazily 

toward Fennel and Leek.  Next, the King lifted a wooden cover from a still-steaming shepherd’s 

pie, and said, "Let us eat.”  There was a great bustle as the warriors began passing dishes around 

the table and talking amongst themselves.  The brothers, whose arms were too short to reach the 

center of the table, waited patiently for something to be passed their way. 

Then Leek spoke for the first time since leaving the prison cell.  “Is those code names, 

your, uh, Your Kingship?  They’s all named after poisons, right?” 

The King smiled slyly.  “Deadly plants, yes.  Clever catch.” 

Fennel chuckled as he heaped roasted potatoes onto his plate.  “We wouldn’t need code 

names if we was guards.  Our mum already done named us after vegetables.”  A few of the 

warriors laughed at this, although whether they were laughing at the joke or at the ludicrous idea 

of the diminutive conjoined Faeries serving as warriors of the Ard Rí, one couldn’t be sure. 
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Once away from the dungeon, the brothers’ migraines had subsided, and they eagerly 

indulged in more food that afternoon than they’d previously eaten in a whole week.  In fact, they 

were quite the entertainment at the banquet table as the warriors watched them take turns 

swallowing so their food wouldn’t jam in the bottleneck of their merging esophagi and 

speculated how the single stomach shared between them could possibly hold such a huge amount 

of roasted potatoes, boiled duck eggs, grilled pineapple, baked pasta, and blueberry crumble, all 

washed down with a carafe of Italian wine each. 

Now full to bursting and more than a little drunk, the Brothers Timm released 

appreciative belches and leaned against the back of their chair, their eyes glazed over and their 

heads wobbling slightly on their short necks.  The King gave a satisfied sigh as he too leaned 

back and pushed his empty plate away.  He had eaten a hearty amount of food himself, although 

to look at him, one would assume he hadn’t had a healthy meal in months.  His ashen skin 

stretched tightly across the bones of his tall frame, and even his thick, fur-lined, velvet cloak 

couldn’t fully mask his sharp lines and pointed shoulders.  If possible, his scarred face seemed 

even more sallow after the meal than before.  In spite of this, the King smiled genially, dismissed 

his Kingsguard from the dining room, and directed his attention toward Fennel and Leek. 

 “Friends,” he said, this time in Faerie.  His smile again looked like it belonged on the face 

of a politician, but the inebriated brothers didn’t seem to notice the inauthenticity.  “It seems we 

have a mutual acquaintance.” 

 “A mutual, er, acquaintance, m’Lord?” said Fennel, his words slurring.  “Us and the King 

o’ the Fae?  Seems unlikely, don’ it?”  He glanced sideways at his brother, who only hiccupped. 

 “Unlikely, yes,” replied the King linking his bony fingers in front of him on the table.  

“But not impossible.  Especially if the acquaintance in question is a traitor to the crown.” 
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 It took a few seconds for the King’s words to sink in, but even in their drunken state, the 

brothers recognized their implications.  Fennel spoke up again.  “A, uh, a traitor, m’Lord?  We 

wouldn’t be, er, affiliatin’ wif no traitors…” He nudged Leek’s head with his own.  “Would we, 

bruv?” 

 Leek hiccupped again, but quickly added, “No sir, no way, no traitors, m’Lord.” 

 “No, no, of course not,” said the King shaking his head slowly from side to side.  “At 

least, you couldn’t possibly have known she was a traitor.” 

A flicker of relief crossed Fennel’s flushed face as he realized the King might be giving 

them an out.  “Right,” he said, shaking his head vigorously.  “Couldn’ a known.” 

“Because as Faeries loyal to your Ard Rí, if you had known the whereabouts of a traitor, 

you would have been bound by law to turn her in.” 

Leek, who seemed to be lagging a sentence or two behind in the conversation, just kept 

repeating, “We don’t know no traitors, we couldn’ a known.” 

“Because to give refuge to a traitor, say, in one’s uncle’s lakeside cabin in the south of 

France, just as an example, would certainly be a punishable offense, would it not?” 

Fennel’s mouth dropped open and the color drained from his face.  Leek began muttering 

unintelligibly as the King continued.  “As would booking passage for a traitor on a flight bound 

for the United States, correct?” 

“Yes sir, m’Lord, er, Your Highness,” said Fennel, suddenly sounding quite sober.  “That 

is, if we’d a known we was, uh, harborin’ a traitor, m’Lord… punishable, yes.” 

At that, Leek became abruptly silent for a moment, then burst into tears.  Before Fennel 

could stop him, a steady stream of words poured out of his sobbing mouth.  “It’s like you said, 

m’Lord, we didn’t now she was a traitor!  The lady Ethne, she, uh, she tricked us, sir!  Yeah, she 
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tricked us into helpin’ ‘er… blackmailed us!  It was our, er, our uncle, m’Lord… the lady Ethne 

woulda killed him, sir! We didn’t ‘ave no choice, m’Lord!”  Then he threw his head hard onto 

the table, tugging the head of the stunned Fennel forward a few inches as well, and wailed into a 

napkin. 

“Now, now, my friends,” said the King softly as he rose from his chair.  “Nothing to 

worry about.”  He walked behind the brothers and placed an icy hand on each of their shoulders.  

Fennel winced at the touch.  “Your King is not unmerciful.  And he has devised a way for you to 

salvage your worthless lives.” 


