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Mira Desai bounced up and down on her bum in her car seat, her legs swinging around wildly.

‘Stop kicking my chair, Mira,’ said her mum, turning the car into the leisure-centre car park.

‘I’m just so EXCITED!’ Mira yelled.

‘You are so LOUD I can hear you over my music,’ said her big sister, Rani, taking out one of her headphones and glaring at Mira. ‘Do not disturb me again.’ She put her headphone back in and turned towards the window.

‘I’m just excited about the Firework Festival,’ Mira said to her mum and dad. ‘I bet the fireworks at Unicorn School are five hundred million times better than the ones back home. Even though I didn’t get to see those.’

‘They’ll be brilliant, love,’ said Dad, giving Mira a grin. ‘Even better than the cricket club.’

Last weekend it had been the Diwali fireworks at the cricket club, but Mira hadn’t been very well, so she’d had to stay at home with Mum while Dad and Rani went to the display. Dad had tried to FaceTime Mira when the fireworks started, but he had his camera the wrong way round, so Mira could only see his chin.

Her mum had covered herself in colourful strips of paper and made up Firework Dances to make up for Mira missing the real thing, until she put her back out pretending to be a Catherine wheel. They’d also made some Diwali fudge treats, called burfi. Mira had brought a box of burfi to give to her Unicorn School friends (plus an extra box for her unicorn, Dave, as Dave didn’t like sharing food).
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So Mira’s fireworks night hadn’t been THAT bad, but she was still desperate to see some real fireworks. And she knew the Unicorn School ones would be extra magical and awesome!

‘BYE!’ yelled Rani, as soon as the car stopped. She jumped out and slammed the door, disappearing behind the bins in the leisure-centre car park.

Mira kissed her parents goodbye, grabbed her bag and jumped out of the car.

Her friend Darcy rolled up in her wheelchair. ‘Hey, Mira! Happy Fireworks Festival!’ she said, holding up a hand for their special best-friends high-five.

Darcy’s parents were running to catch up with her.

‘Darcy!’ shouted her dad. ‘Give them back!’

‘What, Dad? Can’t hear you, bye!’ Darcy called and made a break for the bins.

‘Stop right there, young lady!’ called her mum, holding her side as if she had a stitch. ‘You are NOT allowed to take sparklers to Unicorn School!’

Darcy’s mum and dad grabbed her backpack, but Darcy wouldn’t let go. As they tussled over it, Darcy yelled, ‘There are no rules about sparklers at Unicorn School!’

‘Actually there is one,’ said a voice behind them. ‘School Rule number 62: no sparklers.’

Darcy dropped her backpack. ‘Raheem!’

Mira and Darcy launched themselves at their other best friend, Raheem. They had a group hug.

‘Don’t worry, Darcy,’ said Raheem as Darcy’s parents opened her backpack and confiscated the sparklers. ‘There will still be sparkles at Unicorn School. Me and my dad did these fireworks-themed science experiments at our fireworks night, and we made a sparkle volcano! I’m going to ask the teachers if we can make one for the Fireworks Festival.’

‘That is awesome Raheem – argh, MY EYES!’ shouted Darcy, shielding her face with her hands.

Mira and Raheem turned to see what Darcy was looking at. Their classmate Jake had just been dropped off in clothes brighter than the actual sun. His T-shirt and jeans were neon orange. His arms were covered in glowstick bracelets with more glowsticks poking out of his rucksack. And he was wearing bright green sunglasses, a matching bandana and a high-vis jacket like the ones the emergency services wear.

‘Hey guys,’ he said. ‘We had the most epic fireworks display in my back garden last night. It went on so late I haven’t been to bed yet. I came straight here.’
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Another car door slammed and out hopped twins Flo and Freya. ‘Our park fireworks were amazing! We had a candyfloss food truck!’ said Freya, who was holding a big bag of candyfloss. Flo had some in her hair which made her look like a super-sticky alien.

‘Yeah, well, our bonfire was, like, eleven metres high,’ said Jake.

‘Our fireworks spelled out “EPIC” in the SKY,’ said Darcy.

‘I heard the fireworks at Unicorn School go on for three hours,’ said Raheem.

‘I heard they went on for three DAYS,’ said Freya.

‘I heard they empty the swimming pool and fill it with candyfloss!’ said Flo.

‘I heard the water in the taps turns to hot chocolate!’ said Darcy.

As everyone talked about how awesome the Firework Festival would be, Mira drifted into a daydream. She could see them all – the rockets, the Catherine wheels, the fizzy crackly ones she didn’t know the name of that kept on popping every time you thought they had finished – and they’d all be extra magical and rainbow-coloured because that’s what everything was like at Unicorn School!
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Going through the Magic Portal to Unicorn School was a bit like going down a super twisty slide, except it was a rainbow and you were surrounded by sparkles. This time, as she whooshed along, Mira was sure she could hear the WHIZZ, POP and CRACKLE of fireworks too – maybe the Firework Festival had already begun!

Mira fell out of the portal and on to the landing haystack. She looked around the Unicorn School paddock. There weren’t any fireworks yet (which did make sense, really, because it was eight o’clock in the morning) but funfair stalls and stripy tents were already popping up all around the school and some teachers and their unicorns were piling up wood for the bonfire.

All around Mira, the other children were meeting up with their unicorns with hugs, high-fives and hoof-fives. One boy from Class Blue and his unicorn were performing a very complicated greeting dance.
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Mira grinned to herself. She absolutely couldn’t wait for the fireworks, but the BEST thing of all was that she’d be watching them with her unicorn, Dave.

Dave wasn’t like the other unicorns at Unicorn School. While they were sparkly and elegant, Dave was grumpy and greedy. While the others were very well behaved and rarely caused trouble, Dave once set off all the fire alarms and evacuated the whole school when he did a super-powered mega-fart. But he was Mira’s UBFF (Unicorn Best Friend Forever) and she always had the most fun when she was with him.

Mira found Darcy and her unicorn Star taking selfies and adding a filter that turned their faces into cats.

‘Have you seen Dave?’ asked Mira, but Darcy shook her head.

Mira looked around. There were sparkly, elegant unicorns everywhere, but no little grumpy ones called Dave. Then she noticed something else. She started sniffing the air.
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‘Super-powered mega-fart?’ said Darcy, who knew Dave well.

‘No,’ said Mira. She pointed to some stalls in the corner of the paddock. ‘Food trucks!’

Mira knew that wherever there was food, there would be Dave. As Mira, Darcy and Star made their way over to the food trucks, they waved hello to their friends from Class Red, who were already helping out a rather frazzled-looking Miss Glitterhorn, their class teacher.

More amazing smells wafted over from the food trucks. Sweet candyfloss and churros, cheesy spicy pizza and shawarma kebabs, and toasted marshmallow scents filled the air. All of these were in Dave’s Top Fifty Favourite Snacks, so which stall would he be at?

Then Mira smelt it – a very, very sweet sugary smell. It was coming from a big vat with ‘THE CARAMEL CAULDRON’ written along the side. There was a commotion going on around the vat.

The Unicorn School PE teacher, Miss Hind, was waving a massive spoon. ‘Grrr, I turned my back for one second!’ she was saying crossly.

And from inside the cauldron came a very loud slurping sound.
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Mira peered over the edge of the Caramel Cauldron. Right in the middle of all the warm caramel, two hooves and a little unicorn bum were poking up in the air.

She knew that unicorn bum!

‘Dave!’ cried Mira happily.

‘DAVE!’ called Miss Hind, crossly.

She poked the big spoon at Dave’s sticking-up bottom to try and fish him out. But every time the big spoon got close to the little unicorn bum, the bum moved away. The slurping sound continued and Mira realised that the level of caramel in the cauldron was going down. Dave must be drinking it!

A crowd of children and unicorns had gathered round the cauldron and were laughing at the swimming unicorn bum. Mira felt a little rush of pride. She liked it when her unicorn made everyone laugh!

‘Wait a minute,’ said Jake. ‘Isn’t that caramel for the toffee apples? What happens if Dave drinks it all?’

‘You’ll have to have plain apples on sticks,’ said Miss Hind with a shrug.

The laughter was replaced by horrified gasps.

‘NOOOOOOO!’ cried a girl from Class Yellow, falling to her knees.

‘Don’t worry – I’ll get him!’ said Mira quickly. ‘Star, will you help me up there?’

Darcy’s unicorn crouched down so that Mira could climb up to the side of the cauldron. The slurping continued. Mira shuffled further along Star’s neck and stretched her hand out as far as she could. She almost lost her balance, and for
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