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It was the morning of the winter solstice. It was the shortest day of the year . . . and the best day of the year. Today at noon, the unicorns would slide on the ice and romp in the snow at the Winter Carnival!

“Time for winter!” Sparkleton yelled the moment he woke up. He jumped out of his bed of dry grass. He galloped to the edge of the glen where his family slept.

Then he sprang into the air so he could dive into the fluffy solstice snow!

CRASH!

Sparkleton dove all right. But he dove right onto the hard, bare ground. Ouch!

Where was the snow?!

If there was no snow this solstice, then—

“They’re going to have to cancel the carnival,” a gloomy voice announced behind him.
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Sparkleton turned around. His best friends, Gabe and Willow, were standing there!

Gabe pawed the ground sadly.

“Snow can’t fall when it’s this warm outside,” Gabe said.

Sparkleton sniffed the air and flicked his ears. Actually, now that they mentioned it . . .
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“Wow,” said Sparkleton. “It feels like spring. It even smells like spring. But the winter solstice is this afternoon. Britta was going to build a snow castle for the carnival luncheon and everything!”

Sparkleton stamped his hoof. If only he had wish-granting powers . . . then one of his friends could wish for snow and Sparkleton could grant their wish.

But Sparkleton hadn’t gotten his magic yet. He was so, so tired of waiting!

“Don’t worry. I’ve got a plan,” Willow said. She lowered her voice. “Let’s ask Zuzu, Britta, and Rosie to use the Pixie Cap to make it snow,” she whispered.

Sparkleton pranced. “That’s a great idea, Willow!” He could always count on her for dangerous solutions to minor problems!
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The Pixie Cap was a magic hat that granted just one wish. Zuzu, Britta, and Rosie had won the cap at this year’s talent show, but they hadn’t used it yet!

Sparkleton, Gabe, and Willow found their friends moping next to Shimmer Lake. Zuzu was dipping her hoof in the water. Britta was staring at the only cloud in the sky. Rosie was holding the Pixie Cap.
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“The Pixie Cap,” Sparkleton said in a slow, hushed voice. He couldn’t take his eyes off it.

“We were going to use the Pixie Cap to wish for snow,” Britta told him. “But then—”

“We thought maybe we shouldn’t,” Zuzu added.

What? thought Sparkleton. He didn’t understand. Why not wish for snow?

“Because you all want to use it, but only one of you can?” Willow asked.

“No,” Rosie said. “Because none of us want to use it.”
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Sparkleton just stared at his classmates.

“You see,” Zuzu added, “we’ve heard things about the Pixie Cap.”

“Bad things?” Willow asked eagerly. Willow loved trouble.

“We heard that the Pixie Cap is a lot of work,” Rosie explained.

“Like, a lot,” Britta said.

Suddenly, Sparkleton saw his chance. If his friends didn’t want to use the cap, he could use it! He could wish for wish-granting powers! He’d get his magic, wish for snow, and be the hero who saved the Winter Carnival!

He stepped up. “Maybe I—” he started.

“Okay!” Zuzu cried.

“Take it!” Britta said.

“It’s all yours!” Rosie added. She dropped the cap on the ground, pushed it toward Sparkleton, then backed away.
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“Well, this seems like a terrible idea,” Willow said cheerfully. “Put it on, Sparkleton!”

“This is not good,” Gabe muttered, but Sparkleton ignored him. Gabe worried about everything.

Sparkleton was so excited that his mane stood on end. The cap granted one wish, and that was all he needed.

[image: image]

Sparkleton stared at the Pixie Cap. His heart was beating so hard he could feel it in the tips of his ears and the bottoms of his hooves.

Stars, he thought, I hope this works.

He lowered his head and moved it toward the Pixie Cap. He held his breath.

“Wait!” Gabe cried.

“What?!” snapped Sparkleton.

“Don’t put it on,” Gabe begged. “Even Zuzu thinks it’s a bad idea.”

“What’s so bad about making one little wish?” Sparkleton asked impatiently. He glared at Gabe. “You never want me to have any fun.”

Gabe looked at Rosie.

“First of all . . .” said Rosie impatiently, “everybody knows you shouldn’t make wishes about the weather. Weather is too complicated! You wish for a rainbow in the meadow and you end up with a typhoon in the dell. But also,” she went on, “we don’t know anything about the cap. For all we know, it was made by goblins.”
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Sparkleton sighed. Everyone agreed goblins were bad news. But no one had ever seen a goblin. No one was even sure they were real.

Well, except for Willow. She was obsessed with goblin lore.

Sparkleton rolled his eyes. “Even if goblins made the Pixie Cap . . .” he said, “so what? Who cares? As long as it can grant a wish!”

“No one is sure what goblins can do . . .” Willow said dreamily.
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“You know what I can do?” asked Britta. “I can build a snow castle—if we ever get some snow!”

“That’s right!” said Sparkleton. He stood up tall. “I am not afraid of goblin magic! I’m brave! I’m going to save the day!”

“And get some wish-granting magic for yourself,” Gabe pointed out.

“Sure,” Sparkleton agreed. “Everybody wins!”

Before Gabe could stop him again, Sparkleton slid into the Pixie Cap.

It was a perfect fit!
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As it settled on his head, Sparkleton could feel the power of the cap.

He was ready to make his wish!

But before he could open his mouth to speak, Willow started shouting from the other side of the meadow.

“Hey, everyone!” Willow called. “Come quick!”

All the unicorns except Sparkleton rushed over to see what was going on.

Hey, thought Sparkleton. What about me? I’m about to save the day!

Now he was all alone with the cap.

“Fine,” Sparkleton said to himself. “So . . . how do I even do this?”

Good question! a voice said. Sparkleton looked around, but there was nobody there.

How are you, young unicorn? the voice added. Sparkleton jumped straight into the air. The voice was coming from inside his head!
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“How—?” he said. “What—?”

It’s me, the voice said. The Pixie Cap!

“You talk?” Sparkleton asked.

I sure do! the Pixie Cap said. In fact, I hardly ever stop talking! That’s the thing about being a magical hat! It’s hard to talk without a mouth. So you have to wait for some young unicorn to pop you onto his head. That way you can speak directly into his mind, using hat magic. And then . . . chatter city! Yammer, yammer, yammer. I love talking!

“I want to make a wish,” Sparkleton broke in.

Oh no, the hat said. I wouldn’t recommend that at all. Terrible idea. Don’t do it.

“Wait,” Sparkleton said. “What?!”

You heard me! the hat said. Hard not to, when I’m yelling directly into your brain. In fact, good luck tuning me out.
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Sparkleton tried again. “Maybe you don’t understand,” he told the cap. “I’m going to use you to wish for wish-granting powers, see? And then I’ll have wish-granting magic forever and ever! And I can use my magic to save the Winter Carnival somehow! I’ll be a hero!” He did a little happy dance.
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He waited for the hat to tell him how smart he was.

Nope, said the hat.

“Nope?!” said Sparkleton. “What do you mean, ‘nope’?”

Against the rules, said the hat.

“There are rules?” Sparkleton asked. He was starting to get annoyed.
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Oh, so many rules, the cap said. And rule number 13 is: No wishing for more wishes.

This was bad news. Sparkleton took off at a gallop and caught up to Gabe.
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“Gabe,” Sparkleton said, nudging his friend with his shoulder. “I need a favor.” He put on a winning smile. “How about you wear the cap instead? Then you can wish for me to have wish-granting magic! Easy-peasy.” He held out his hoof to shake on it. Gabe looked nervous.

Then the hat had to pipe up. That won’t work either, it said. It’s also against the rules. Rule number 215. Good rule. Always liked that rule. Say, kid, you want to hear a really long, boring story?

“Ugh!” Sparkleton cried. “These rules are so dumb!”
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“Wait,” Gabe said as they trotted after Willow and their other friends. “Are you . . . talking to the hat?”

“Yeah,” Sparkleton said. “Though it’s kind of hard to get a word in edgewise. It’s got all these rules.”

Suddenly, he had a great idea.

“What if I wished for the rules to be different?” Sparkleton asked the hat.

Rule number 78 says no to that, the hat replied. So, anyway, about that story . . .

Ahead of them, Willow broke into a gallop, and the others followed.
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“Wait, Willow, I need your help!” Sparkleton called. But she ignored him.

“Over here!” Willow called to Britta, Zuzu, and Rosie. “Look!”

She was leading them toward a tree.

“Is it . . . blooming?” Zuzu asked. “How did that happen?”

“I told you!” Willow said, leaping excitedly. “Something strange is going on. It’s spring in winter!”

Sparkleton trotted over to them.

“Something strange is going on all right,” he told Willow. “I can’t get the Pixie Cap to grant my wish!” He was sure Willow would know what to do.

[image: image]

But Rosie was showing her something. “Is that a robin?” she said, pointing to a bird with a bright red belly. “In the middle of winter?”

“Goblin magic,” Willow said breathlessly. She stomped her hoofs in a unicorn clap. “There’s no telling what it’ll do next!”

Sparkleton looked around. “Wait. There’s a goblin? Where? Did I miss something?”

Britta, Zuzu, Rosie, and Willow all talked at the same time.
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“And that’s
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