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Jack Frost’s Spell

 

I’m a wonderful painter, you must have heard of me,

Marvel at my amazing artistic ability!

With palette, brush and paints in hand,

I’ll be the most famous artist in the land!

 

The Magical Crafts Fairies can’t stop me,

I’ll steal their magic and then you’ll see

That everyone, whatever the cost,

Will want a painting by Jack Frost!
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Camp Breakfast

 

Art in the Garden

 

An A-Maze-ing Artist

 

Litter Louts

 

Living Drawings

 

Vivid Imaginations

 

Sneak Peek

 

Dedication

 

Copyright

 

If you liked this, you’ll love…
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“I think that Rainspell Island is my favourite place in the whole world!” said Kirsty Tate, twirling on the spot.

Her best friend Rachel Walker jumped up and took Kirsty’s hands. They spun around in a circle until they fell down on the grass, dizzy and happy. It was springtime, and the campsite meadow was full of daisies and buttercups.

“The sun always shines on Rainspell Island,” Rachel said, laughing.

Rainspell Island was the place where Rachel and Kirsty had first become friends, and where they began their adventures with the fairies. Now they were back there again with their families for Crafts Week.

Every day, the girls could take different classes in all sorts of arts and crafts, from painting to making jewellery. On the final day there was going to be an exhibition and competition, with prizes! Everyone who had taken part in Crafts Week could enter whatever they had made, with the chance to win something. Rachel and Kirsty were really looking forward to it.

“Breakfast!” called Mrs Walker.

The girls raced back to the tent where the Walkers were staying for their holiday. Mr and Mrs Walker were sitting outside the tent, cooking beans, sausages and tomatoes on their camp stove.
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“It’s a beautiful morning,” said Mr Walker. “I bet your parents wish they were camping too, Kirsty.”

Mr and Mrs Tate were staying in a local Bed and Breakfast, but Kirsty and Rachel had decided to have a sleepover in the tent so that they could spend all their time together.

“So, girls, which crafts classes are you doing today?” asked Mrs Walker.

Today was the second day of Crafts Week, and there were lots of crafts that the girls wanted to try.
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“We haven’t decided yet,” said Rachel, sitting down on a camp stool and holding out her plate for some breakfast. “What do you think, Kirsty?”

Kirsty smiled and held out her own plate for breakfast.

“There are so many to choose from, I can’t make up my mind,” she said.

Mr and Mrs Walker started to talk about an exhibition they wanted to see, and Kirsty leaned closer to her best friend.
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“I wonder if we’ll meet another fairy today,” she whispered.

“I hope so,” Rachel replied in a low voice. “There are six magical objects still to find, and we don’t know where to start looking!”

Yesterday, Kayla the Pottery Fairy had whisked them off to Fairyland for the grand opening of the fairies’ Magical Crafts Week. Kirsty and Rachel had met the seven Magical Crafts Fairies, who showed them the magical objects they used to make sure everyone had fun doing arts and crafts.

The girls started to eat their breakfast, thinking about all the things that had happened in Fairyland the day before. While they were standing in a crowd of their fairy friends, King Oberon and Queen Titania had announced that they would be choosing the best crafts to decorate their Fairyland Palace. But at that moment, Jack Frost and his pesky goblins had thrown paint-filled balloons into the crowd, splattering the fairies with bright green paint. While everyone was distracted, Jack Frost and the goblins had snatched the magical objects from the Magical Crafts Fairies.

“I’m so glad that we managed to find Kayla’s magical vase yesterday,” said Kirsty quietly. “But we must find the rest of the magical objects, otherwise arts and crafts will be ruined, both in our world and in Fairyland.”
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“Jack Frost doesn’t care about that,” said Rachel. “He just wants to get his own way. Oh Kirsty, we have to stop him! What shall we do?”

Jack Frost had decided that he was the greatest artist ever, and he had stolen the objects to make sure no one tried to be better than him. They were hidden somewhere in the human world, so Kirsty and Rachel had offered to help the Magical Crafts Fairies to find them.

Kirsty took Rachel’s hand and squeezed it.

“We just have to keep looking out for the magical objects,” she said. “After all, Queen Titania does always say that we should wait for the magic to come to us.”

Suddenly each of the girls felt a hand on their shoulders, and Mr Walker leaned forward between them.

“What was that about magic?” he asked, raising his eyebrows.

Kirsty and Rachel exchanged worried looks. How much had Mr Walker heard?
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“I’m glad that you think Crafts Week is magical,” said Mr Walker.

Rachel and Kirsty let out sighs of relief. He hadn’t realised that they were talking about the fairies!

“We’re planning to go to an exhibition this morning,” he went on, handing them a Crafts Week brochure. “A local artist called Sara Sketchley is showing a collection of her paintings at her house. Why don’t you come along with us? She’s holding a drawing class in her garden, and you could join in.”

“That sounds like a lovely thing to do on a sunny day,” said Rachel.

Kirsty nodded in agreement, so the girls hurried into the tent to pack their bags with the right equipment. They picked out two sketchbooks and filled their pencil cases with colouring pencils, rubbers and pencil sharpeners. Then they helped Mr and Mrs Walker wash and dry up the pans and plates from breakfast.
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“Time to go to the exhibition,” said Mrs Walker, checking her watch. “The drawing class starts in ten minutes.”

They zipped up their tent and set off across the campsite meadow. Rachel and Kirsty raced each other to the entrance gate and then waited for Mr and Mrs Walker to catch them up.

“We must keep a lookout for goblins today,” said Rachel. “I bet Jack Frost has ordered them to hide the fairies’ magical objects.”

Mr and Mrs Walker joined them and led the way down the lane to Sara Sketchley’s house. It was a pretty little cottage with pink roses around the door, and honeysuckle trailing around the windows. The front garden had been turned into an outside gallery, with paintings hanging from the trees and propped up in the flowerbeds. Everywhere the girls looked they saw beautiful art.
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“These roses look so real,” said Kirsty, gazing at a painting that was dangling from an apple tree. “I feel as if I could reach out and touch them.”

“Sara Sketchley obviously draws from life,” said Mrs Walker, looking around at the flower-filled garden. “She must be a very keen gardener as well as a talented artist.”

“I think her whole house must be an art gallery,” said Rachel.

She pointed to a sign painted on a piece of driftwood.
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The arrow was pointing into the house.

“Shall we go inside?” said Mr Walker.

“Is it all right if Kirsty and I explore?” Rachel asked.

Sara Sketchley’s garden was the size of a small park, and the girls were longing to look around.

“Of course,” said Mrs Walker. “We’ll see you later.”

Rachel and Kirsty found the garden full of wonderful secrets waiting to be discovered. They saw a clear stream gurgling across the garden, over a watermill and under an old stone bridge. They spotted a sign pointing the way to a garden maze on the other side of the bridge.
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“That sounds brilliant,” said Rachel, remembering the other magical maze on Rainspell Island where they had met Fern the Green Fairy.

“Yes, I love mazes,” Kirsty agreed. “Shall we go?”

Rachel was about to agree when she saw a group of children following a young woman to a grassy spot beside the bridge.
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“I think that must be the start of the drawing class,” she said. “We’ll have to try out the maze later. Come on!”
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They ran over to join the others, and took a seat on the grass close to the bridge. The young woman was standing beside an easel, and she smiled at them. She had bright-green eyes and brown curls that flowed over her shoulders. Her long skirt was decorated with a daisy-chain belt, and her feet were bare except for a silver ankle chain.

“Welcome to my drawing class, everyone,” she said in a warm, rich voice. “It’s wonderful to see so many people who are interested in drawing. I am passionate about art, and I believe that doing arts and crafts makes people feel calm and happy. So let’s get started! Please take out your pencils and drawing pads. I’m going to show you how to draw a lifelike rose.”
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Kirsty opened her art bag and put her hand inside. Then she let out a little cry of surprise.

“There’s something inside my bag!” she whispered to Rachel. “I felt it fluttering against my hand.”
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Rachel just smiled.

“It wasn’t something, it was someone,” she said. “Look!”

Annabelle the Drawing Fairy was smiling at them over
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there to save the day and make sure all the baby  #
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