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For Goziam.

My life with you is the greatest adventure yet!

T. O.

To Tọlá and Cory, what an adventure it has been!

You are both MAGIC!

J. R.

Pre moju Wifeček. L’úbim t’a!

C. R.
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[image: A map of Shimmerton.It shows Peri’s palace, pharmacy, shops, hall, school, post office, police station, playground, supermarket, clockmaker’s workshop, and an Ice mountain with a cave. A pirate ship is in the sea.]



[image: An arched fairy door is ajar. It has two large hinges, knob, and a keyhole. Flowers and leaves are along the curved door edges. Dust surrounds the door.]
‘But my friend Jola has a dog.’ Otis put down his fork and crossed his arms.

Aziza saw her dad share a look with Mum across the dinner table. Dad then sighed deeply. ‘We’ve been through this, Otis.’

‘The flat is too small,’ Mum added with a sympathetic smile. ‘You wouldn’t want the dog to feel all cooped up, would you? Dogs need lots of space.’

Aziza pushed a piece of fried plantain around her plate. She’d lost count of the number of times her brother had begged their parents for a pet. But the answer was always the same.

[image: Aziza, Otis, their mum and dad sit around a circular dining table, eating. There are several dishes of food on the table.]
‘I could make room. And we have the balcony,’ Otis pleaded. ‘I’d take it out for a walk every day so it wouldn’t feel all cooped up.’

‘I’d help too,’ Aziza offered.

‘I’m sorry, kids. We’re also not allowed big pets in the flat,’ Dad said. ‘How about a goldfish instead? They’re cute.’

‘A goldfish?’ Otis exclaimed with a horrified expression. ‘They’re not cute. They’re boring. You can’t teach them tricks or take them for walks.’

Aziza secretly agreed, but she knew better than to get involved in this argument. It’s not like it’s Mum and Dad’s fault we can’t get a dog.

Otis pushed his plate of half-finished food away. ‘It’s just not fair,’ he muttered under his breath.

Dad shared another look with Mum but she just shook her head with a sad smile.

The rest of dinner went quietly. When they were finished, Mum asked Aziza and Otis to clear the table.

‘You know what, Otis,’ Aziza said as she stacked the plates, ‘maybe a goldfish wouldn’t be so bad?’

Otis’s face creased into an annoyed frown. ‘You’re right. Having a goldfish wouldn’t be bad – it would be terrible. I want a dog.’

‘I was just . . .’

‘Just leave it,’ Otis interrupted. ‘You wouldn’t understand. All you care about are those pretend fairies.’

Aziza gasped. ‘That’s not very nice.’

Otis looked down but still wore a stubborn expression on his face.

‘Fine,’ Aziza said, putting the plate in her hand down. ‘You can finish cleaning up by yourself then.’

Aziza walked away. Out of the corner of her eye she thought she saw her brother looking a bit guilty, but she couldn’t be sure.

Aziza shut her bedroom door with a soft click. It’s not my fault Otis can’t have a pet, she thought. Why is he taking it out on me?

Tick, tock, tick, tock.

Aziza paused. She didn’t have a ticking clock in her room. She turned towards the sound. It was coming from the fairy door that sat on her windowsill. The door was covered in tiny spring blossoms and green leaves.

[image: A An open fairy door  with flowers and leaves around its edges. Rays of light radiate from the door.]
She rushed over to it, forgetting all about Otis and their argument. The tick, tocking got louder and the doorknob was glowing. Aziza reached for it and felt a shiver of anticipation race through her body. I’m going back to the magical world of Shimmerton! she thought. I’ll get to see Peri and Tiko again! The fairy door opened, bathing Aziza in a golden beam of light. However, just as she stepped through, her bedroom door crashed open with a loud bang. Aziza whipped around.

‘I’m sorry, Zizi,’ Otis began. ‘I didn’t mean to—Whoa!’ he exclaimed. ‘What’s going on here?’

Otis’s dark brown eyes were super wide.

Uh-oh, Aziza thought. She was the only one in her world who knew about the magic of the fairy door. Not any more, Aziza realized.

Aziza opened her mouth to explain, but she could feel herself shrinking as she got pulled through the door.

‘Wait! Where are you going?’ Otis raced towards her. Aziza saw the fairy door’s golden beam cover him too, and then he was pulled through the doorway with her.

Soon they were through to the other side. Aziza and Otis stared at each other as they found themselves on a cobbled path, surrounded by rolling green hills.

[image: A Aziza and Otis with butterfly wings, stand in front of the fairy  door. Aziza’s wings are rounded and with spots while Otis’s wings are long and plain.]
‘That whole door thing was awesome,’ Otis said. ‘But I have some questions.’

‘So do I,’ Aziza responded. ‘Why did you follow me?’

‘You’re my sister, Aziza,’ Otis explained patiently. ‘What kind of big brother would let you go through some strange magical door by yourself? Now we just need to figure out what’s going on.’

Aziza raised an eyebrow. ‘Maybe I know what’s going on.’

Otis looked surprised and then grinned. ‘You do? Spill the beans.’ He looked around. Aziza saw his mouth drop open as he took in the pink sky, swirled with candy-floss coloured clouds, and the jewel-toned shops that lined Shimmerton’s high street in the distance. ‘They eat beans here, right?’ Otis added.

Aziza smiled, remembering how amazing it had felt the first time she came through the fairy door. ‘They eat beans and lots of other cool things as well,’ she reassured him.

‘Where are we?’ Otis looked back at the closed fairy door. Its edges were already blending into the side of the flagstone wall. ‘The door’s disappeared!’

‘It does that,’ Aziza replied. Her dungarees had been replaced by a simple pair of jeans and a short-sleeve, patterned top. It was covered in tiny flowers that complemented the butterfly wings that now sprouted from her back. ‘We’re in the magical kingdom of Shimmerton,’ Aziza added.

‘It’s incredible,’ Otis whispered in awe. ‘How many times have you been here?’

‘Quite a few,’ Aziza admitted. ‘The first time I came through was the day I got the fairy door.’

‘No wonder you’ve been so into fairies,’ Otis said. ‘I mean, more than usual. You’ve been hiding this the whole time.’ Otis turned around, trying to get a better look at their surroundings. His top rippled with magical colour.

[image: Aziza points at Otis’s wings looking surprised. Otis looks at his wings on his back.]
‘Hey, you’ve got wings too!’ Aziza gasped, spying a silvery set of dragonfly wings flickering behind him.

‘YES!’ Otis exclaimed, spinning on the spot and trying to get a better look. ‘Oooh, I’m going to fly.’ He wriggled his shoulders and leapt into the air. But he dropped straight back down again.

‘They don’t work!’ Otis grumbled. His top flashed red. ‘What’s wrong with them?’

‘It takes a lot of practice,’ Aziza explained as she fluttered her own. ‘It took Peri ages to teach me.’

‘Who’s Peri?’

Aziza smiled. She was actually really loving that her brother was here. ‘She’s my friend. She’s also the princess of Shimmerton, but she’s not a big fan of princess dresses or doing the other boring things that come with the job. Then there’s Tiko, he’s a shape-shifter. He’s super sweet and brave.’

Otis stared at Aziza in amazement. His top turned yellow. ‘A shape-shifter?’

‘You’ll see.’ Aziza grabbed her brother’s arm. ‘There are so many magical creatures that live here. I can’t wait for you to meet them all.’

‘It doesn’t seem like anybody lives here,’ Otis said with a doubtful look around.

Aziza followed his gaze. Otis was right. There was no one on the path or on the high street. Glittersticks! Where is everybody? Aziza thought.

‘Wait a sec,’ Otis said, pointing to a small sign just up ahead. ‘I think that’s our answer.’

Aziza went over to get a closer look. Otis followed close behind her.

[image: A sign points right with text, this way to the spring fete.]
The letters were written in gold paint and beneath them an arrow pointed towards the high street.

‘Of course!’ Aziza said, clapping her hands. ‘They must all be at the fete. Let’s go find Peri and Tiko.’




[image: An arched fairy door is ajar. It has two large hinges, knob, and a keyhole. Flowers and leaves are along the curved door edges. Dust surrounds the door.]
They arrived at the village fete to find the Princess of Shimmerton stamping her foot at the hoopla stand. In her hand, Peri held a wooden hoop. Beside her stood her bear-like best friend, with an anxious expression on his face. Aziza could tell that Peri hadn’t spotted them yet – her gaze was fixed on the stall in front of her and the minotaur that stood behind it. Two thick horns rose from either side of his head in a fearsome display. The ground around him was littered with coloured hoops and Aziza soon saw why. The wooden hoop left Peri’s hand and sailed through the air, missing the minotaur completely.

‘Come on, Princess,’ he chuckled deeply. ‘You can do better than that.’

Tiko’s nose began to twitch with worry. ‘Why don’t you try throwing it gently? You could really hurt someone.’

[image: A minotaur, wearing trousers, is standing behind a hoopla table that has several toys and two hoopla rings placed on it. A girl, Peri, with wings is holding one ring, and more rings are in the air. A small bear, Tiko, is standing near her looking worried.]
‘I am throwing it gently!’ Peri muttered through gritted teeth. She picked up another hoop, reached back and flung it through the air. It whizzed past the minotaur, landing beside a startled goblin in the next stall.

‘This game isn’t fair,’ Peri insisted with a flap of her swan-like wings. ‘He won’t sit still.’ The minotaur chuckled again.

‘What about the strength tester game instead?’ Aziza called out. ‘You’d be good at that since you’re so strong.’

Peri and Tiko swivelled around, their frowns melting away when they spotted Aziza.

‘Aziza!’ Peri squealed and pulled her into a big hug.

‘You came,’ Tiko said. ‘I really hoped you would.’

‘The spring fete is totally the coolest day of the year,’ Peri added. ‘We get to skip school and play games all day.’ Peri paused as she spotted Otis.

‘This is my brother, Otis,’ Aziza said quickly.

Otis grinned. ‘Hey there!’

Tiko took his hand and shook it firmly. ‘We’ve heard so much about you and how much you love the superhero Jamal Justice.’

Otis looked a bit shy. ‘Well, our parents did invent him.’

‘We know all about it,’ Peri declared. ‘Jamal has a Ray Atomizer and he fights for justice.’

Aziza squirmed as Peri talked about the superhero star of their parents’ graphic novels. She could tell Otis felt embarrassed.

‘Have you checked out any other stalls yet?’ Tiko asked.

Otis shook his head. ‘Aziza wanted to find you first.’

‘In that case, come on.’ Peri grabbed his arm. ‘The roulette raffle stall is next door.’

They hurried to an adjacent stall where Mr Bracken the unicorn was busy adjusting a giant wheel. The wheel was divided into sparkly sections numbered from one to ten.

‘Is that unicorn wearing a tank top—’ Otis began.

Aziza elbowed him quickly. ‘Hi, Mr Bracken.’

‘Good to see you again, young lady,’ the unicorn replied. ‘Would you like to have a go?’ Mr Bracken pointed to the wheel.

‘I don’t know how to play.’

‘It’s easy!’ Peri cried. ‘The wheel is magical. You just pick a number between one and ten. If the wheel calls out your number, you win a prize.’

Mr Bracken coughed. ‘Aren’t you forgetting something?’

‘Oh yeah,’ Peri said with a sheepish grin. ‘The wheel decides who it thinks deserves to win.’

[image: A unicorn, wearing glasses, a trousers, and a shirt, points at a roulette wheel. Otis , Aziza and Peri and Tiko stand in front of the wheel.]
Otis scratched his head. ‘So the wheel is kind of alive?’

Peri shrugged ‘Nah – it’s just magic. It’s hard to explain. It’s a Shimmerton thing!’

‘Ok, then. I choose number four,’ Otis said.

‘Eight,’ Aziza added.

Peri grinned and picked her number, followed by Tiko. Mr Bracken spun the wheel.

‘Hold on, we haven’t had a go!’ announced a high-pitched voice.

Not the Gigglers, Aziza thought, as Kendra, Felly and Noon pushed their way in front of the stall.

[image: Three young fairies, Kendra, Felly and Noon, with large, ornate wings stand together. One fairy has a ponytail, another has an afro , and the third fairy has a top knot.]
‘I love roulette raffle,’ exclaimed Noon. The pink-haired fairy clapped her hands.

‘Me too,’ said Felly, fluttering her moth wings.

‘Would you both be quiet,’ Kendra hissed. ‘I’m trying to pick a number.’

Mr Bracken snorted. ‘Well, hurry up then. The wheel can’t be stopped once it starts counting.’

The Gigglers chose their numbers quickly and, almost immediately, a loud voice rang out.

‘One . . . six . . . nine . . .’

Kendra nudged Felly. ‘Look, it sounds just like you when you’re counting.’

‘That’s well rude,’ Felly complained. ‘It’s okay that it takes me a while to work stuff out.’

‘Yeah, Kendra,’ Noon added. ‘You get your nines and sixes mixed up too.’

Soon the Gigglers were arguing and Aziza sighed. This is so typical of them. I bet one

















[image: Otis looks happy and points at a puppy with wings in a basket.]





















[image: Otis holds Hainu the puppy.]
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