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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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A Sunny Spell

Goldie Drops In

Goblin on the Loose!

A Bamboozled Goblin

Happy Pigs

Twilight Magic

Sneak Peek
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“I feel as if I’m about to melt,” said Rachel Walker happily.

It was a hot summer afternoon and she and her friend, Kirsty Tate, were enjoying the sunshine in Kirsty’s back garden. A bumblebee buzzed lazily around Mrs Tate’s sunflowers, and a single breath of wind whispered through the yellow rose bushes.

The weather had been so warm and sunny, Mr and Mrs Tate had given the girls permission to camp out in the garden that night. Kirsty looked up from a jumble of tent poles and bright orange material she was sorting through. “It’s been a perfect day,” she agreed. “Let’s hope tonight is perfect, too. I don’t fancy lying out here in the rain, do you?”
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Rachel laughed, and started untangling tent pegs with her friend. “I think I’d rather have a shower in the morning, not in the middle of the night,” she agreed.

Kirsty held up some poles. “Right. How do we put this thing together, then?” she asked brightly.

Rachel scratched her head. “Well…” she began.

“Need some help?” came a voice from behind them.

“Dad!” said Kirsty in relief. “Yes, please. We—” She burst out laughing as she looked at her father.

Rachel turned to see what was so funny. She had to bite her lip not to laugh, too. For there, standing in front of them, was Mr Tate, wearing the most enormous sunglasses she had ever seen.

Mr Tate was looking very pleased. He waggled the glasses up and down on his nose. “Do you like my new shades?” he asked.
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“Well, yes,” Kirsty said, trying to keep a straight face. “They’re very… summery.”

Mr Tate knelt down and started putting the tent together. “The weather has been strange all week, I didn’t know whether to buy them or not,” he said. “I hope it doesn’t start snowing again!”

Rachel and Kirsty looked at each other but didn’t say anything. They shared a very special secret. They knew exactly why the weather had been so strange – Jack Frost had been messing it all up.
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Doodle, the fairy weather-vane cockerel, usually looked after the weather with his seven magic tail feathers. But Jack Frost had cast a spell to make his goblin servants bigger and sent them to steal Doodle’s feathers. Without them, the weather had gone completely haywire. Rachel and Kirsty were helping the Weather Fairies to get them back, but until that time, Doodle was just an ordinary iron weather-vane on top of the Tates’ barn.

Yesterday, with the help of Pearl the Cloud Fairy, Kirsty and Rachel had returned the Cloud Feather to Doodle. But there were still four feathers left to find.

“There!” said Mr Tate, stepping back and admiring the finished tent. “It’s all yours.”
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“Thanks, Dad,” Kirsty said as he walked away. She put two sleeping bags inside the tent and then flopped down on the grass. “Phew!” she whistled. “It’s still so hot! I hope it cools down soon, or we’ll never be able to sleep in there.”


Rachel was frowning and looking at her watch.

“Kirsty,” she said slowly. “Have you noticed where the sun is?”

Kirsty looked up and pointed. “Right there, in the sky,” she replied helpfully.

“Yes, but look how high it is,” Rachel insisted. “It hasn’t even started setting yet.”
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Kirsty glanced at her watch. “But it’s half-past seven,” she said. Now she was frowning, too. “So that can’t be right.”


Rachel had just opened her mouth to reply, when suddenly there was a loud Pop! “What was that?” she whispered.

Pop! Pop! Pop!

“It sounds like it’s coming from the other side of the hedge,” Kirsty answered, her eyes wide. “But there’s only a cornfield over there.”

Pop! Pop! Pop!
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Curiously, the girls peeped over the hedge to see what was making all the noise. And then they both gasped out loud.
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“I don’t believe it,” Kirsty said, rubbing her eyes. “Is that what I think it is?”

Pop! Pop! Pop!

Rachel nodded. “Popcorn,” she breathed.

It was an amazing sight. The sun was so hot that the corn in the field was literally cooking – and turning into popcorn! Both girls stared as golden puffs of corn bounced everywhere. It was just as if the field was one enormous saucepan. A delicious smell of popcorn drifted over the hedge, and both girls sniffed hungrily.

Kirsty and Rachel looked at each other, and grinned.

“There’s definitely magic in the air,” Kirsty said.

“It must be the goblin with the Sunshine Feather,” Rachel agreed, feeling her heart beat faster with excitement.
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Both girls peered hard at the field, hoping to spot a goblin lurking somewhere, but it was difficult to see clearly through the blizzard of popcorn. It was still tumbling and twirling in the sky, like a sandstorm. Rachel suddenly grabbed Kirsty’s hand. “Look!” she cried. Kirsty stared. Darting above the corn was a twinkling yellow light. It was zigzagging through the air between the flying pieces of popcorn and heading straight towards them. As it came closer, the air above the field seemed to glitter with a thousand tiny sparkles. Both girls could see a pair of delicate golden wings beating quickly, and the glimmer of a tiny wand.

“It’s Goldie the Sunshine Fairy,” whispered Rachel in delight.


They held their breath as the fairy weaved in and out of the bouncing corn, neatly dodging each piece. Then she swooped down to land on the hedge in front of them. “Phew!” she laughed. “Talk about a bumpy ride!”
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Kirsty and Rachel watched as Goldie shook popcorn dust from her glittering, golden-edged wings. Her face was framed by long, curly, blonde hair, and she wore a gauzy dress in fiery reds, yellows and oranges. A tiny gold tiara glinted in her hair and shiny red bangles glimmered on her wrists.
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“Hello again,” said Goldie. “I’ve been hearing all about how you’ve helped Crystal, Abigail and Pearl. You’ve done brilliantly!”


Rachel and Kirsty grinned at each other proudly.


“The goblin who has the Sunshine Feather can’t be far away,” Goldie went on, looking up at the sky where the sun was still blazing as brightly as ever.

“That’s what we thought,” Kirsty said. “There’s a farm on the other side of this field. Shall we start looking there?”
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“Good idea,” Goldie replied cheerfully. But then her face fell as she looked at the cornfield again. Popcorn was still whizzing around like hot white missiles. “Is there another way across the field, though?”
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Goldie sighed. “I don’t fancy dodging that popcorn again,” she said. She leaned back to examine a scorch mark on one of her wings. “I almost burned myself last time.”

“There’s a lane that runs down the side of the field to the farm,” Kirsty told her. “We’ll ask Mum if we can go for a quick walk before bedtime.”
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Minutes later, the three of them were on their way. The air was practically shimmering with heat. There were cracks in the ground where the earth had become hardened by the sun, flowers wilted in the hedgerow, and the grass was turning dry and brown. There wasn’t even the slightest gasp of wind now. Once they reached the farm, the girls and Goldie started searching for the goblin.
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First they peeped into the stables. Two very hot-looking horses were sheltering from the sun. “Hello,” Goldie said. “I don’t suppose you’ve seen a goblin hanging around, have you?”
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One of the horses shook her mane.

“All we’ve seen is this stable,” she said. “And there are no goblins in here.”

“It’s too hot to go out,” the other horse whinnied.


Next the girls and Goldie slipped into the cowshed. The cows were all half-asleep in the heat, and quite grumpy at being disturbed. There was no goblin.
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At last the three friends came to the duck pond. They wondered if the goblin might be cooling off in the water, but there was no
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