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By Frosty magic I cast away

These seven jewels with their fiery rays,

So their magic powers will not be felt

And my icy castle shall not melt.



The fairies may search high and low

To find the gems and take them home.

But I will send my goblin guards

To make the fairies’ mission hard.
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Toy Trouble

Mirror Magic

A Goblin Drops In

Goblin Getaway

After that Goblin!

Going Up
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“Wow!” Kirsty Tate gasped, her eyes wide with amazement. “This is the biggest toy shop I’ve ever seen!”

Her best friend, Rachel Walker, laughed. “I know,” she agreed. “It’s brilliant, isn’t it?”

Kirsty nodded. Wherever she turned, there was something wonderful to see. In one corner of the toy shop was an enormous display of dolls in every shape and size, together with a spectacular array of dolls’ houses. A special, roped-off area was filled with remote-control cars, buses, lorries and aeroplanes, and nearby stood rows of bikes, trikes and silver scooters.
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Shelves were piled high with every single board game Kirsty had ever heard of, stacks of electronic games and a variety of computer consoles. Colourful kites hung from the ceiling, along with multi-coloured balloons and marvellous mobiles. Kirsty had never seen anything like it, and this was only the ground floor!

“Look over there, Kirsty,” Rachel said, pointing at the dolls.

Kirsty saw a sign saying, Meet Fairy Florence and her friends. She stared at the dolls grouped around the sign. Fairy Florence wore a long pink dress, and looked rather dull and old-fashioned. Kirsty and Rachel glanced at each other and burst out laughing.
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“Fairy Florence doesn’t look anything like a real fairy!” Rachel whispered, and Kirsty nodded.

Rachel and Kirsty knew what real fairies looked like because they’d met them, many times. The two girls had often visited Fairyland to help their friends when they were in trouble. The cause of the problem was usually cold, spiky Jack Frost, who was always making mischief with the help of his mean goblin servants.

Just a few days ago, King Oberon and Queen Titania had called on Rachel and Kirsty to help them, after Jack Frost had stolen the seven magic gems from the Queen’s tiara. The seven jewels were very important because they controlled much of the magic in Fairyland.

Jack Frost had wanted the magic for himself, but after the heat and light of the jewels began to melt his ice castle, he had angrily cast the gems out into the human world. Now it was up to the girls to find the jewels and return them to Fairyland, before the fairies’ magic ran out.

“I hope we find the rest of the magic jewels before I go home,” Kirsty said to Rachel, looking a bit worried. “After all, I’m only staying with you till the end of half-term.”

“Well, we’ve found India’s Moonstone and Scarlett’s Garnet,” Rachel reminded her. “We’ve just got to keep our eyes open.”
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“Yes, for goblins, as well as magic jewels!” Kirsty pointed out. The girls knew that Jack Frost had sent his goblin servants to find and guard the gems, to stop the fairies from getting them back.

“Ah, here you are, girls,” said Mr Walker, Rachel’s dad, as he joined them. “Do you two want to look around on your own? We can meet up later.”
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“Dad can’t wait to get to the train section,” Rachel told Kirsty with a grin. “It’s his favourite bit.”

Mr Walker laughed. “Ah, but today I have the perfect excuse,” he said. “I’m buying something for my godson, Mark. It’s his birthday soon, and he’s mad about trains.”

Toot, toot!

The sudden sound of a whistle made Kirsty jump.

“Look out, Kirsty,” Rachel cried, with a smile. “There’s a train coming!”
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Kirsty looked up. For the first time she noticed that a train track ran all around the shop above their heads, weaving its way in and out of the displays.

A toy train was whizzing along the track towards them, blowing its whistle.

“Fantastic, isn’t it?” Mr Walker said, beaming as the train sped past. “I’ll see you two later. Meet me at the shop entrance in half an hour.”

“OK,” Rachel replied. She grinned at Kirsty. “Come on, let’s have a look around.”

The girls walked off across the shop. They wandered past the dolls, and over to the roped-off area where customers were playing with remote-control cars.
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“Aren’t they fast?” Kirsty remarked, staring at a bright red, shiny car which was zooming up and down the floor.

“I think we should buy this red one.” The woman standing beside Kirsty said, turning to her husband with a smile. “Stuart will love it!”

Her husband, who was operating the control, pushed a button. The car skidded to a halt, then flipped right over and landed on its wheels again, before zooming off.
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“That’s great!” Kirsty gasped, looking very impressed.

“Isn’t it?” the woman agreed, giving the two girls a friendly smile. “Our little boy, Stuart, will really enjoy playing with it.” She glanced at her husband, who was now making the car whizz round in circles. “If he gets a chance, that is!”
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Rachel and Kirsty laughed. They were just turning to move away when, suddenly, Kirsty blinked. She had caught sight of something out of the corner of her eye: something silvery and glittering…

Kirsty spun round. There was a long mirror on the wall near her, and the surface of the glass was moving – rippling and shimmering, just like a pool of clear water.

“Oh!” Kirsty gasped.

“Rachel, look!”
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Rachel stared at the shimmering surface of the mirror, and her eyes widened. “Is it magic?” she whispered.

As the girls watched in amazement, a reflection appeared in the shimmering glass. Rachel and Kirsty could see a small boy, about seven years old, playing with the same shiny, red car the girls had seen a minute earlier. Smiling as he watched the toy, the boy pushed the joystick on the remote control. The little red car came whizzing straight towards the girls.

Rachel and Kirsty turned round quickly, ready to jump out of the way of the speeding car. But to their astonishment, there was nothing there. The boy and his toy car had vanished!
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Both Kirsty and Rachel blinked hard, and stared around the shop. There were other little boys, but they couldn’t see the boy they had been watching in the mirror. How could he have disappeared so quickly?

“What happened?” Rachel asked, rubbing her eyes. “Were we seeing things?”

Kirsty turned back to the mirror again. The magical shimmer had gone from the glass now, and it looked completely flat and normal again. In the mirror, Kirsty saw the man and his wife who had been looking at the red car, now paying for the toy at the counter.
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“But the boy looked real,” she said to Rachel in a puzzled voice.

“It must be fairy magic,” Rachel whispered, as they walked off. “But what does it mean?”

“I don’t know,” Kirsty replied. “Maybe we’ll find out soon!”
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The girls walked into another part of the shop which sold jokes and pocket-money toys. There were shelves full of rubbery fake spiders, plastic soldiers, dinosaurs and farm animals, as well as pencils, erasers, paints and beads.

“Mum!” A little girl was running down the aisle towards Rachel and Kirsty. She looked very excited, and was waving a large, plastic bottle of bubble mixture in her hand.
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“Mum, where are you? I want this one! It says it blows the biggest bubbles in the world!”

But just as the little girl passed Rachel and Kirsty, the bottle slipped from her fingers. It crashed to the floor and cracked open. Frothy bubble liquid spilled out all over the white shop floor.

“Oh!” the little girl gasped, and burst into tears.

“Don’t cry,” Kirsty said quickly. “It was just an accident.”

Just then, the little girl’s mum hurried towards them, followed by one of the shop assistants.

“Oh, Katie!” her mum said, giving her daughter a hug. “Don’t worry, I’ll buy you another one just the same.”

“And we’ll get that cleaned up right away,” said the shop assistant kindly.

“Thank you,” Katie’s mum said gratefully.
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Smiling now, the little girl and her mum walked off to find another bottle of bubble mixture, while the shop assistant went to get a mop.

“Shall we go and look at the dolls’ houses?” Kirsty suggested.

But Rachel was staring at the floor in amazement. “Kirsty, look at that!” she whispered, clutching her friend’s arm.
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Kirsty looked down. The pool of spilt bubble mixture was shimmering and rippling, just like the mirror! Slowly, the girls saw a picture begin to form in the liquid. It was Katie. She seemed to be playing happily in a sunny garden, blowing beautiful, big bubbles.

“This has to be fairy magic,” Rachel said as the picture faded. “I think we’re seeing things that are going to happen in the future! We saw Katie playing with her bubbles at home, and the little boy with the red car must have been Stuart.”
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Kirsty looked thoughtful. “Do you think the magic Emerald could be
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