

[image: image]



[image: image]



To Becky, Robin, Sibéal and Tia – RLO For Rapha, my UBBFF – LB To Emma – David O’Connell

[image: image]

Cover and interior illustrations by David O’Connell
Special thanks to Liz Bankes and Rebecca Lewis-Oakes

First published in Great Britain 2023 by Farshore

An imprint of HarperCollinsPublishers
1 London Bridge Street, London SE1 9GF

farshore.co.uk

HarperCollinsPublishers
Macken House, 39/40 Mayor Street Upper,
Dublin 1, D01 C9W8

Text copyright © 2023 Farshore
Illustrations copyright © 2023 David O’Connell

eISBN 978 0 00 85021 6 4

A CIP catalogue record for this title is available from the British Library

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted, in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording or otherwise, without the prior permission of the publisher and copyright owner.

Stay safe online. Any website addresses listed in this book are correct at the time of going to print. However, Farshore is not responsible for content hosted by third parties. Please be aware that online content can be subject to change and websites can contain content that is unsuitable for children. We advise that all children are supervised when using the internet. 



[image: image]



[image: image]



Contents

Chapter One: Neon-orange Snow Boots

Chapter Two: No Snow Festival

Chapter Three: The Wrong Crack

Chapter Four: Chilli-farts

Chapter Five: Chilly Fart-blasts

Chapter Six: Growing Pains

Chapter Seven: Good Egg

Chapter Eight: Let It Go

Chapter Nine: Bum Snow

Chapter Ten: Unicorn School Forever



[image: image]



[image: image]

‘This is going to be the best trip to Unicorn School EVER!’ Mira jumped and punched the air in excitement.

‘OW!’ yelled Mira’s big sister, Rani.

The only problem with Mira’s excitement was that she was still strapped into the back seat of the car. And she had whacked Rani in the eye.

Dad turned around from the front as Mum parked the car in the leisure centre car park. ‘Calm down, girls. You’ll have a lovely time with your friends and unicorns, like always. Just try to make it there in one piece.’

Mira jiggled up and down in her seat. ‘But Dad, it’s going to be the Festival of Snow!’

Dad smiled. ‘And what happens then?’

‘I don’t know! But it sounds like SNOW much fun!’ said Mira.

Rani rolled her eyes at the joke, but Mira could tell her sister was super-excited about the festival too. They’d only had rubbishy rain-snow so far at home, but Mira didn’t care, because snow at Unicorn School was extra magical. And there would be loads of it – Rani had told her that at last year’s festival the snow came up to her elbows! Also, they would be playing in the snow with their unicorns, which would make it even more magical (approximately seventy million times more magical, Mira estimated).

As they got out of the car they saw the queue of people by the bins, where the magical portal to Unicorn School was. Usually they were one of the first to arrive, because Mira and Rani would wake up at 5 a.m. and chant ‘CAN WE LEAVE NOW?’ at their parents until it wore them down. But today they’d been a bit delayed as Mira couldn’t decide which snowsuit to pack (cats, pugs, pigs or watermelons). Eventually she packed all of them, plus a special snowsuit she’d made for her unicorn, Dave.

‘I’m going to build the BIGGEST snowman at the festival,’ said Rani, striding across the car park.

[image: image]

‘I’m going to build the HUGEST snowwoman,’ said Mira. She was dragging her snowsuit-filled bag along the ground and had to run to keep up with her sister.
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‘Well, I’m going to build a snowdinosaur!’ said Rani. ‘I’m going to build a snowcat!’ said Mira.
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Rani scoffed. ‘That’s tiny compared to a snowdinosaur.’

‘You didn’t let me finish! I’m going to build a snow-cat-robot- giant-from-space.’ Mira threw her arms wide to show Rani just how big it would be, but unfortunately managed to whack Rani again, this time in the other eye.
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Rani stomped off towards the bins and joined the queue. There were only a couple of other children left waiting to go through the portal and Mira tried to drag her bag a bit faster – she didn’t want Dave to be waiting and wondering where she was. (When Mira arrived at Unicorn School, Dave was usually busy snacking, napping or causing mischief – but maybe this time he’d be waiting for her by the landing haystack?) 

As Rani stepped into the bush behind the bins and went through the portal, Mira heard two familiar voices.

‘Hey, Mira!’

Mira hugged the twins, Freya and Flo, from her class. They were late too!

‘I’ve heard you can do snow-surfing at the Festival of Snow,’ said Freya. ‘It sounds awesome!’

‘I want to try snow jumping!’ said Flo.

‘What’s snow jumping?’ said Mira.

‘You jump in a load of snow!’ said Flo.

‘Amazing!’ said Mira.

She was about to tell them about the snow-cat- robot-giant-from-space, when something bright orange appeared by her foot. It was a big neon boot and it was attached to their friend Jake. He was standing on one leg and wiggling the boot at them.

‘Ah! I see you’re checking out my superpowered snow boots,’ he said, changing legs and wiggling the other one. Then he stomped on the ground and lights flashed up and down the sides of the boots.

‘Very cool!’ said Freya.

‘Actually, very warm,’ said Jake. ‘They’re heated to melt snow and ice.’

‘My snow boots have googly eyes,’ said Flo.

Jake said that the snow activity he was most looking forward to was snow laser quest. ‘Pegasus has been training for it,’ he said.

‘But we all know what the unicorns’ favourite snow activity is . . .’ said Freya. 

‘Making snow angels!’ they all said together.

Unicorns LOVED rolling in the snow and making shapes. Although Mira knew that her unicorn would be more interested in the festival snacks.

Dave was a bit different to the other unicorns. While they were sparkly and glossy and pranced around very elegantly, Dave was grumpy and greedy and did giant poos in places where you weren’t meant to do giant poos. Although he’d not been the unicorn Mira had expected when they first met, no one made her laugh as much as Dave! She loved her UBFF (Unicorn Best Friend Forever), and she couldn’t wait for another adventure full of snacks and giant poos! 

Soon it was Mira’s turn to go through the magic portal. She dragged her bag into the bushes and reached for the special portal-opening flower. Mira gave the flower an extra-hard squeeze as she imagined the deep, sparkly snow that awaited her on the other side.

With a WHOOOOOSH Mira and her bag were sucked into the portal. She felt the familiar tingling in her chest as she hurtled along the rainbow. Stars and sparkles zoomed past her. This time Mira was sure she saw flurries of snow spiralling past as well!

Then the colours and flurries faded and Mira was falling through the air. She squeezed her eyes shut and landed with a FLUMP on the landing haystack. Mira opened her eyes and looked around to see . . . NO. SNOW. WHATSOEVER.
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‘How can you have a Festival of Snow without any snow?’ said Mira’s friend Darcy, who was trotting along on her unicorn, Star, as they headed through the paddock. Darcy and Star were both covered in sparkly white fur: fake-fur-lined boots, hats, gloves and capes – even furry earmuffs and a horn-warmer for Star. They looked magnificent, but also a bit sweaty as it wasn’t that cold.
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‘Do you think they’ll rename it the Festival of No Snow?’ said their friend Raheem, putting the matching bobble hats he’d brought for him and his unicorn, Brave, back in his bag. 



But Mira had a much bigger question on her mind. How could you have Unicorn School without your UBFF? She couldn’t see Dave anywhere!

Her unicorn was often off causing mischief when Mira arrived, but she’d usually found him by now. She’d checked all the usual places – the rainbowberry bush at the corner of the paddock, the canteen kitchen bins, his five secret snack hideouts – but there was no sign of her little grumpy unicorn. And now the teachers were calling them for assembly!

So . . . where was Dave? 



[image: image]

‘It’s okay, Mira,’ said Raheem, squeezing Mira’s shoulder as they walked towards a big stage that had been set up in the paddock. ‘Dave probably just got distracted during his third breakfast or his seventh nap. We’ll track him down.’

The worried feeling in Mira’s chest eased a bit. ‘Thanks, Raheem!’ she said, as they sat down with the rest of Class Red and their unicorns.

Assembly was outside because of the Festival of Snow. Everyone fidgeted in their hats and scarves and big coats as they realised they were actually quite warm. Mira left a Dave-sized space next to her.

‘What do you think that is?’ said Darcy, pointing at the stage.

Behind the head teacher, Madame Shetland, there was a glittering silver sheet draped over a group of round lumps that looked like rugby balls, but bigger. Surrounding the lumps were some little bar radiators. Mira recognised those. Her grandma Nani-ji had ones like them in her house. But she had no idea what could be hiding under the sheet!

‘Maybe it’s something to do with the festival?’ Mira said.

Their class teacher, Miss Glitterhorn, shushed them and Madame Shetland began the assembly. 

‘I know everyone is looking forward to the Festival of Snow!’ she said. ‘And here’s

Dr Goodwhinny, who organises the festival each year, to give you a little update.’

Dr Goodwhinny was the geography teacher.

‘I have something wonderful to show you!’ she declared, as she stepped up onstage. Dr Goodwhinny’s unicorn, Longshore-Drift, followed, dragging a tube-shaped machine covered with lots of little dials and screens.

‘This is the Snow-o-Meter,’ said Dr Goodwhinny proudly. ‘It will track the snowfall at the Festival of Snow. It measures snow to the nearest nanometre and it goes up to two metres, which is the highest snow level ever recorded at Unicorn School!’ 

‘What’s it at now?’ called out a girl from Class Green.

Dr Goodwhinny pressed a button and the machine started whirring and juddering. It gave a loud beep and she peered at one of the screens. ‘Zero!’ she said.

There were disappointed murmurs around the paddock. Then Madame Shetland, Dr Goodwhinny and some of the other teachers had a whispered conversation around the Snow-o-Meter.

Madame Shetland stepped forward. ‘The Festival of Snow is postponed until tomorrow,’ she said, ‘while we wait for the snow.’

Dr Goodwhinny and Longshore-Drift dragged the Snow-o-Meter back offstage and the disappointed murmurs got louder. 

Madame Shetland raised her hand. ‘Never fear, children and unicorns – we have a few things to keep you occupied until then.’ The paddock quietened down. ‘The festival isn’t the only special event we have this week. In two days we’re having an Open Afternoon, for next term’s new pupils to visit and see what Unicorn School is like, so I’d like you all to make them feel very welcome.’

‘My little brother Calvin’s coming!’ said Jake. ‘He’s just like me but smaller. And less awesome, obviously.’

Mira thought the Open Afternoon sounded really fun. She had a brief daydream about the new kids following her around as she dispensed wise advice and told stories of her Unicorn School adventures and they hung on her every word. And she couldn’t believe there was going to be another Class Red – they wouldn’t be the youngest ones any more!
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Madame Shetland gestured to the mysterious lumps under the silver sheet. ‘Finally,’ she said, ‘this is a little surprise for you all. And here’s our special guest to unveil it!’

A woman ran onstage. She had wild grey hair and was wearing a dress made of leaves. Mira realised it was Ms Mustang, their old campingtrip instructor! Ms Mustang’s unicorn, Wildebeest, suddenly appeared next to her. He was a trained survival unicorn and had camouflaged himself to blend in with the paddock fence.

‘Afternoon, everyone!’ said Ms Mustang.

‘It’s morning, Ms Mustang,’ said Madame Shetland.

‘Not for me – I get up at three a.m.,’ said Ms Mustang. ‘So, yesterday, I was out doing my daily powerjog, when I found these!’

She whipped off the silver sheet to reveal a clutch of brightly coloured eggs nestling in a pile of straw. They were a fiery orange colour and Mira thought she could see bits of gold on them too.

‘Can anyone tell me what they are?’ said Ms Mustang.

‘I CAN!’ Raheem shouted, loudly enough to make Mira jump. He had his
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