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Goblins green and goblins small,
I cast this spell to make you tall.
As high as the palace you shall grow.
My icy magic makes it so.



Then steal Doodle’s magic feathers,
Used by the fairies to make all weathers.
Climate chaos I have planned
On Earth, and here, in Fairyland!
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The Adventure Begins

Cake Chaos!

Goblin Discovered

Up, Up and Away!

Flying High

Bright and Breezy
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“I’m so glad I could come and stay with you!” Rachel Walker said happily as she sat with her friend, Kirsty, in the garden. The sun shone brightly on the neat green lawn and pretty flowering bushes.

“Me too,” agreed Kirsty Tate, smiling. “And it’s very exciting to see the fairies again!”

Kirsty and Rachel had met while on holiday with their parents and they’d had a fairy adventure. They had found all the Rainbow Fairies and helped them bring the colour back to Fairyland, after Jack Frost had cast a nasty spell to banish them.

Now Jack Frost was causing more trouble in Fairyland. He had ordered his goblin servants to steal the seven magic feathers from Doodle, the fairy cockerel. Doodle was in charge of the weather in Fairyland, but without his magic tail feathers, he was powerless! Fairyland’s weather would be topsy-turvy until Rachel and Kirsty could help the Weather Fairies recover all of Doodle’s stolen feathers.
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“I hope we find another magic feather today,” said Rachel. She and Kirsty had already helped Crystal the Snow Fairy return the Snow Feather to Doodle.

The goblins were hiding around Kirsty’s hometown of Wetherbury. And they had been up to mischief – using the magic weather feathers to conjure up some very unusual and troublesome weather in the country village.
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Kirsty looked anxious. “We need to find the six other feathers,” she said. “Or poor Doodle will be stuck on top of our barn forever!” She glanced up at the roof of the old wooden barn where Doodle was perched. Here in the human world, without his magic, the magnificent fairy cockerel was just a rusty metal weather-vane.

Just then, a bush near the garden gate began to rustle. Kirsty and Rachel could see its pink flowers jiggling. Kirsty caught her breath. “Do you think there’s a goblin in that bush?” she whispered. “Yes! I can see it moving,” gasped Rachel. She felt nervous at the thought of facing another goblin. They were much scarier since Jack Frost had cast a spell to make them bigger.

“Come on!” Kirsty said, setting off across the lawn. “He might have one of Doodle’s feathers.”

Rachel followed her.

An angry yowl came from the middle of the bush. Rachel and Kirsty looked at each other in alarm.

Suddenly, two cats shot out and chased each other into the barn.

“Oh!” Kirsty exclaimed, and she and Rachel laughed with relief.
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Kirsty’s mum appeared at the front door. “There you are, Kirsty,” she smiled. “Would you and Rachel like to go to the village fête and give your gran some support in the Cake Competition? She’s hoping to win this year.”
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Kirsty and Rachel looked at each other. “We’d love to,” Kirsty replied. “Gran makes the best cakes,” she added.

Mrs Tate laughed. “Yes, she does. But you’d better hurry if you want to get there before the judging starts.”

[image: images]

A few minutes later, the girls were hurrying down Twisty Lane towards the High Street. It was a beautiful day. Skylarks soared in the cornflower blue sky and wild flowers – like tiny jewels – dotted the hedgerows. As they drew near to a thatched cottage with a pretty garden full of roses and honeysuckle, a sharp gust of wind blew a shower of petals onto the pavement.


Then, a large white envelope landed at Kirsty’s feet. “Where did that come from?” she murmured, and gasped as more letters came spinning and whirling towards her.
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“The wind’s really picked up,” Rachel commented, stooping to pick up some of the letters.

“Hey! Come back!” called a voice. A postman was running towards them, chasing the envelopes that had been caught by the breeze.
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The girls picked up the fallen letters and handed them to the postman who stuffed them back into his sack.

“Thanks,” he grinned. “This wind’s blowing something fierce. Listen, it’s even catching at the church bell now!”

He went off to deliver his letters as Kirsty and Rachel hurried on towards the fête, listening to the church bell clanging in the breeze.
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The wind seemed to be getting stronger and stronger, and when they arrived at the fête, they saw that it was causing havoc. Strings of bunting had come loose and were blowing in the wind like kite-tails. Three marquees strained against their guy ropes as they billowed and swayed. And several stallholders were fighting to stop their goods blowing away.


With a loud snap, the side of a tent tore free from its ropes and began flapping wildly. Some men ran over to tie the canvas down. “Never known wind like this in the height of summer,” one of them complained.

As the girls set off in search of the Cake Competition, Kirsty noticed a small boy struggling to hold on to a yellow balloon. Suddenly, the wind whipped it out of his hand and sent it bobbing away across the grass.

“My balloon!” sobbed the boy.

“We’ll catch it!” called Kirsty, already giving chase.
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Rachel ran after her friend. “There’s something very strange about this wind!” she shouted.

“I know,” puffed Kirsty, jumping for the balloon’s string. “Do you think it could be magic?”

Rachel nodded. And the girls looked at each other, their eyes shining with excitement.
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Kirsty and Rachel caught the balloon and took it back to its little owner who was standing outside one of the marquees. When he saw it, the boy’s face lit up. “My balloon!” he beamed. “Thank you.”

“You’re welcome,” Kirsty replied.

Just then she heard a familiar voice. “Hello, Kirsty,” called a plump, jolly-looking lady, as she bustled over to join the girls.

“Hi, Gran,” Kirsty said. She turned to Rachel. “This is my dad’s mum, Grandma Tate,” she explained.

“Hello, Mrs Tate,” said Rachel. She glanced at the huge cake tin that Kirsty’s gran was holding. “Is that your entry for the competition?”
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Kirsty’s gran nodded. “It’s chocolate fudge gateau,” she said. “That grumpy Mrs Adelstrop always wins. But I think I’m in with a chance this year.”

“Who’s Mrs Adelstrop?” Rachel inquired.

Just then, another woman with a cake tin pushed rudely past. “Out of my way!” she demanded. “This wind is dreadful!” And with that she disappeared inside the marquee.

“I expect you’ve guessed who that was,” whispered Kirsty’s gran.
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“Mrs Adelstrop!” chorused the girls.


“Right first time,” said Gran with a laugh. “Well, I must dash.” And she followed Mrs Adelstrop into the tent.

“Good luck,” called Rachel.

“Shall we go inside, too?” Kirsty suggested. “The goblin with the Breeze Feather must be somewhere nearby. He might be hiding in the tent.”
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Rachel nodded and the girls wandered into the marquee. A tall, thin man with a notepad stood behind a table full of scrumptious-looking cakes. Mrs Adelstrop smiled confidently as she placed an enormous lemon cake on the table.

“That looks pretty good,” Kirsty whispered, noticing the sugared lemon slices on top.

Kirsty’s gran took out her chocolate fudge gateau. Layers of chocolate sponge and butter cream filling were topped with icing and chocolate leaves. Mrs Adelstrop’s smile wavered as she saw it.
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“Wow! That’s Gran’s best cake ever!” Kirsty exclaimed happily.

“It looks delicious,” Rachel agreed.

But as Mrs Tate stepped forwards to place her cake on the table, a ferocious gust of wind blew in through the marquee entrance. A length of coloured bunting snaked into the tent and tangled itself around her legs.

Mrs Tate stumbled and the cake flew out of her hands. It sailed through the air and landed – splat – right in the judge’s face!
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Kirsty’s gran looked horrified. “Oh, how dreadful! Look at the poor judge,” she whispered to the girls. “And there go my chances of winning the Cake Competition this year!” she added sadly.

“What an awful accident,” said Mrs Adelstrop loudly. Kirsty thought she was trying not to look pleased.


The judge stood there, covered in chocolate and icing, as everyone rushed to help him clean up. All around was the sound of rattling crockery and flapping canvas as the fierce wind battered at the marquee.

“The wind’s getting worse,” whispered Rachel. “See if the goblin is hiding under
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