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Jack Frost’s Spell

 

I’m a wonderful painter, you must have heard of me,

Marvel at my amazing artistic ability!

With palette, brush and paints in hand,

I’ll be the most famous artist in the land!

 

The Magical Crafts Fairies can’t stop me,

I’ll steal their magic and then you’ll see

That everyone, whatever the cost,

Will want a painting by Jack Frost!
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Golden Seashells

 

Scattered Pearls

 

Jinxed Jewellery

 

Footprints in the Sand

 

Green Ice Cream

 

Sparkly Surprises


 

Sneak Peek

 

Dedication

 

Copyright

 

If you liked this, you’ll love…
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Rachel Walker sat up and yawned, then smiled as she remembered where she was. It was early in the morning, but the warmth of the sun was already soaking through the canvas of her tent. She looked across at her best friend Kirsty Tate, who was still curled up in her sleeping bag. So far their stay on Rainspell Island had been full of adventure.

“I wonder what today will bring,” she whispered to herself.

Rachel leaned back on her pillow and thought about all the things that had happened since they arrived. It was Crafts Week on the island, and so far the girls had tried pottery, drawing and sewing. There were plenty more crafts left to try, as well as a competition and exhibition at the end of the week. Things had got even more exciting when they met Kayla the Pottery Fairy. Rachel and Kirsty were secret friends with all the fairies. Now, as well as enjoying their spring holiday on their favourite island, they were also in the middle of a magical adventure!

Kirsty stirred in her sleep and turned over. Rachel leaned over and unzipped the tent flap. Sunlight spilled into the tent, turning everything golden. Kirsty yawned and opened her eyes.

“Good morning,” she said, stretching her arms. “I’ve been having a lovely dream. I think I sleep better in the tent than in the bed and breakfast!”
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Kirsty’s family were staying at a little B&B in the village, and Rachel’s family were camping. The girls had decided to have alternate sleepovers at each place all through the week, and it was turning out to be a lot of fun.

“I think I can hear Mum making the breakfast,” said Rachel, wriggling out of her sleeping bag. “Come on, I’m starving!”
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The girls got dressed and pulled on their sandals.

“What crafts would you like to do today, Rachel?” asked Kirsty.

“Well, you know it’s my mum’s birthday today,” Rachel said. “It’d be great to make something to give to her later at the party.”

Mr Walker had organised a surprise party for his wife, and the girls could hardly wait. Just then there was a tap on the tent flap.
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“Come in!” said Rachel and Kirsty together.





Mr Walker came into the tent and put his finger to his lips. He looked very excited.

“I just want to show you the present I’ve got for your mum,” he whispered to Rachel. “I had them handmade by Carys Silver, who runs the jewellery shop on the seafront.”
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He held out a tiny velvet box, and Rachel took it. She opened the lid and drew in her breath. Sitting on a bed of ivory silk was a pair of gold earrings, shaped like seashells.

“They’re beautiful,” she said in a soft voice.

“Really lovely,” Kirsty agreed.

Rachel picked up one of the earrings, but then something awful happened. The seashell fell away from the loop of the earring. It was broken!

“I’m sorry!” cried Rachel, feeling very guilty. “I was trying to be careful!”

“It wasn’t your fault,” said Mr Walker, examining the earrings. “Look, they’re both broken. It must have somehow happened while the box was in my pocket.”

He sounded upset, and Rachel gave him a big hug.



[image: images]





“Don’t worry, Dad,” she said. “I’ve got an idea. Carys Silver is running a jewellery-making workshop in her shop, and we could go down there and make something for Mum’s birthday ourselves.”

“That’s a really good idea,” Kirsty said, giving Mr Walker a reassuring smile. “We can take the earrings back to be fixed at the same time.”

Mr Walker agreed, and then they heard Mrs Walker’s voice.

“Breakfast’s ready,” she called. “Come on, everyone!”

They all hurried out of the tent and filled their plates with bacon, eggs, beans and tomatoes. The girls wished Mrs Walker a happy birthday and ate their breakfast as fast as they could.

“What’s the hurry?” asked Mrs Walker with a laugh.

“We’re just keen to get to the crafts workshop in town,” said Rachel. “Come on, Kirsty, let’s go!”

The girls waved goodbye and hurried off before Mrs Walker could ask them what sort of crafts they were going to be doing. They didn’t want her to guess that they were making jewellery for her birthday!
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The girls ran down through the buttercup-filled fields towards the village. The sea stretched out in front of them, blue and sparkling. A light breeze was lifting spray from the tips of the waves.

“Wouldn’t it be wonderful to live here all year round?” said Kirsty as they reached the village.

“Maybe,” said Rachel. “But I love coming here for holidays – it makes it extra special when we only have a few days on the island.”
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The girls linked arms when they reached the main street. There were already lots of people strolling in and out of the gift shops and taking photographs of the quaint little buildings. Kirsty stopped beside a pretty souvenir shop with bunting hanging in the window.

“Look, this shop sells jewellery,” she said. “Perhaps we could get some ideas to inspire us.”

The girls peered at the jewellery display, but they weren’t very impressed.

“That necklace is damaged,” said Rachel, pointing to a chipped pendant on a silver chain. “And all the bracelets are turned around the wrong way so we can’t see them.”

“Let’s try the next shop,” Kirsty suggested.



[image: images]





But the next shop’s jewellery display was even more disappointing. There were a lot of broken brooches, and the gold watches looked dull and unpolished. In every shop the girls tried, all the jewellery was ruined.

“The strange thing is that all the other souvenirs in the shops look so clean and well-looked-after,” said Rachel.
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Kirsty glanced into the nearest shop. Apart from a jar of tarnished silver rings, the window display was bright and colourful, with lots of wooden toys, hand-painted plates and colourful ornaments.

“Yes, that is odd,” she said in a thoughtful voice. “Rachel, do you think that Jack Frost and his goblins might have something to do with this?”

“I bet you’re right,” said Rachel. “I’m sure that the shops here wouldn’t usually have broken jewellery on display.”

On their first day on Rainspell Island, Kayla the Pottery Fairy had fluttered out of a clay pot and whisked them off to Fairyland for the grand opening of the fairies’ Magical Crafts Week. The Magical Crafts Fairies had shown Kirsty and Rachel their magical objects, which made sure that arts and crafts were fun for everyone. But after King Oberon and Queen Titania announced that they would choose the best crafts to decorate their Fairyland Palace, everything went wrong.

Jack Frost and his pesky goblins had thrown paint-filled balloons into the crowd, splattering everyone with bright green paint. Then they snatched the magical objects from the Magical Crafts Fairies and disappeared to the human world. Jack thought that he was the greatest artist ever, and he had stolen the objects so that no one could ever be better than him.

“So far, we’ve helped Kayla the Pottery Fairy, Annabelle the Drawing Fairy and Zadie the Sewing Fairy to get their magical objects back,” said Kirsty, thinking back over the last few days.

“But there are still four more objects to find,” said Rachel. “We have to keep looking, or the fun of arts and crafts will be gone forever.”

“Yes,” said Kirsty with a groan, “here and in Fairyland.”

At the end of the village’s main street, the road widened and led down to the seafront. As the girls walked onto the promenade, they saw a lady on her hands and knees. It was Artemis Johnson, the organiser of Crafts Week, and she looked very upset.

“Artie, are you hurt?” called Rachel, hurrying over to her.

“No, I’m fine,” said Artie. “But my pearl necklace just broke, and the pearls have rolled all over the promenade! How will I ever find them all?”
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The Baby Animal Rescue Fairies have lost all their

magical items. But luckily, Kirsty and Rachel are

there to save the day and make sure all the baby  #
animals in the world are safe and sound!
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