Rosie's Tirn

Rosie hated being the "tiny-one-who-eeds-carrying, so when the chime pulled them toward the
ibrary, she begged 1o lead The others hestated—she was till the smallest, her wings a flufter—urti
she poinfed out the pigeons foot was caugit on 4 piece of wire. While Jane talked, Rosie darted down,
Chewed through the thread with her teeth (a fairy trick she'd learned from a mouse), and freed it
The pigeon bibbed grateful and dropped a brass key ot her feet

Later, in the archive, the stairwell door was pmmed Everyine pushed vothing. Rosie slipped thirough
the gap at the bottom, found the vusted bot, and—remembering how Emiy's wind could ibrate

metal-buzzed her wings fill the bot sang lse. The door creaked open

When they redched Sophia's sketoh, | was Rosie's fingertip that first brushed the paper, and the
chime flaved brightest. The portals crack sedled a fraction wore betause her quiet bravery had
reminded the pearl thut wonder isnt about size—it's about daring to gp first. The other girls stared

then grinned. Rosie finaly wasit st the one they protected; she was the one whod saved the way in.
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