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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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Stories in a Spin

 

Fairytale Fiasco!

 

Super Scribe

 

Thrilling Tale

 

Success Story

 

Happy Ending

 

Sneak Peek


 

Dedication

 

Copyright

 

If you liked this, you’ll love…
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“I wish I could paint like you, Kirsty!” Rachel said, holding up her friend’s picture so she could admire it. The two girls had attended a painting workshop at Rainspell Lighthouse the day before. “Mum, don’t you think this painting is really good?”
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Mrs Walker was sitting in a deckchair outside their tent, soaking up the sunshine. She smiled and nodded. “You’re very talented, Kirsty,” Mrs Walker declared, taking the canvas to have a closer look. “You’ve got Rachel’s hair and eye colour exactly right, and that rainbow arching over her head looks beautiful.”

“Thanks!” Kirsty laughed. “Artie Johnson, the Crafts Week organiser, told me I should enter it in the competition tomorrow.”

“And she also said you needed to choose a title for the picture,” Rachel reminded her.
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“How about Rachel Under a Rainbow?” suggested Mr Walker. He was also seated outside the tent, book in hand.

“Perfect!” said Kirsty, and Rachel grinned. The girls were spending the spring holiday on Rainspell Island with their parents, and they were having the best time ever. It was Crafts Week on Rainspell and every day there were different activities for the girls to try. The Tates were staying in a B&B in the village while the Walkers had rented a large tent on the campsite. Rachel and Kirsty were enjoying taking it in turns to spend one night at the B&B, then the next at the campsite.

“Whenever I look at your painting, it always reminds me of when we met the Rainbow Fairies right here on Rainspell Island, Kirsty,” Rachel whispered.

“Me, too,” Kirsty whispered back. “I’ll never forget our very first fairy adventure!”

“Girls, are you off to a Crafts Week workshop today?” called Mrs Walker.

“Yes, Mum, but we haven’t decided which one yet,” Rachel replied.

“I think there might be a story-writing workshop this morning,” Kirsty said. “One of the other students at the painting class mentioned it yesterday.”

“Maybe we could write a story about the Rainbow Fairies and take it along to the workshop,” Rachel whispered. “No one would ever guess it was true!”

“Great idea,” Kirsty agreed.

The girls sat on the grass with pens and paper and began to scribble down their ideas.
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“It all started when we both came to Rainspell on holiday and I met you on the boat,” Rachel murmured.

“I thought we met in the village?” Kirsty said, frowning.

Rachel thought for a moment and shook her head. “No, I don’t think so,” she replied. “Then we rescued Fern the Green Fairy from the pot of gold.”

“But we saw the rainbow first,” Kirsty reminded her.

Rachel felt very confused. “Did we?” she asked. “I don’t remember that.”

“Wasn’t it Ruby the Red Fairy we rescued from the pot?” Kirsty wondered. “Or was it Saffron the Yellow Fairy?”



[image: images]




The girls stared doubtfully at each other. Suddenly Mr Walker groaned in disgust and threw his book down.

“This story doesn’t make sense!” he sighed. “It’s about a cowboy in the Wild West and it was brilliant, really gripping. Well, the cowboy’s just taken off in a spaceship. How ridiculous!”

“Oh!” Kirsty’s eyes grew round. “Rachel, I know what’s happening and why the stories are going all wrong. It’s because of Jack Frost!”

When Rachel and Kirsty arrived on Rainspell, they’d been greeted by Kayla the Pottery Fairy, one of the seven Magical Crafts Fairies. Kayla had explained that not only was it Crafts Week on Rainspell, it was Magical Crafts Week in Fairyland, too, and she’d invited the girls to join them for the opening ceremony of this very special occasion. All the fairies were excited because King Oberon and Queen Titania would be choosing the best crafts items to display in their royal palace.

But as Rachel and Kirsty watched Queen Titania’s opening speech, Jack Frost and his goblins had run riot, tossing paint-filled balloons into the horrified crowd. The Magical Crafts Fairies and Queen Titania herself had been splattered with bright green paint, and in the total chaos and confusion, Jack Frost and his goblins snatched the Magical Crafts Fairies’ special objects for themselves.

“I am the best artist ever and no one else is allowed to be better than me!” Jack Frost had declared. Then, with one flick of his wand, he’d conjured up a magical ice bolt that swept himself and his goblins away to the human world, taking the magical objects with them. With the help of the Magical Crafts Fairies, Kirsty and Rachel had set about finding as many of the special objects as they could. Both girls were determined to make sure that crafts everywhere, whether in the human or the fairy worlds, would still be fun and enjoyable and not spoilt by Jack Frost’s selfish behaviour.
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“Yes, Libby the Story-Writing Fairy’s magical object is still missing,” Rachel murmured. “That’s why our stories are all jumbled up.”

Kirsty bit her lip anxiously. “Rachel, wouldn’t it be terrible if stories everywhere were just muddled-up nonsense?” she cried. “We’d never be able to read our favourite books again!”

“I know,” Rachel sighed. “Jack Frost has really gone and done it this time!”

“Let’s look at the Crafts Week brochure and find out more about the story-writing workshop,” suggested Kirsty.
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The girls dashed into the tent and found the brochure. Rachel flipped through it.

“Here it is,” she announced. “Story-writing workshop in the park, led by best-selling children’s author, Poppy Fields.”

“Poppy Fields!” Kirsty exclaimed, thrilled. “Rachel, she’s one of our favourite writers!”

“I know!” Rachel agreed enthusiastically, “She’s amazing. I love the way she retells old fairytales. I have all her books.”

“Me, too,” said Kirsty, a big grin on her face. “Let’s head over to the park now. Maybe Poppy Fields herself will be able to help us with our story!”
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The girls hurried off to the park in the nearby village. When they arrived, they followed the signs and saw a group of children seated on picnic rugs near the playground, waiting for the story-writing workshop to start. A dark-haired woman with a smiley face was perched on a beanbag in front of them, a pile of books by her side.

“Look, Kirsty,” Rachel whispered excitedly as they found a space to sit. “That’s Poppy Fields – I recognise her from the photo on her books!”

Kirsty and Rachel were both delighted when Poppy grinned at them in a very friendly way. “Welcome, girls,” she called. “You’re just in time. Hello, everyone, and welcome to my workshop!”

“Hello, Poppy,” the group chorused.
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“I know you’re all here because you love stories,” Poppy went on. “And so do I! I thought I’d start our workshop by reading a couple of my very own stories to you.” She selected a book from the pile and opened it. “This is the story of Sleeping Beauty. Once upon a time, many years ago…”

Rachel and Kirsty settled down to listen. But very soon it became clear that the story of Sleeping Beauty was completely wrong and very mixed-up. Princess Aurora pricked her finger on a knitting-needle, not a spinning-wheel, and she was only asleep for five years, not a hundred. Then, when the handsome prince woke the Sleeping Beauty with a kiss, she yawned and went back to sleep! All the children laughed and Poppy, who’d been looking increasingly bewildered as she read on, hastily closed the book.
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“Let’s try another,” she suggested, picking up Little Red Riding Hood. But only two pages in, as Little Red Riding Hood walked through the woods to her grandmother’s house, the wolf pounced on her and gobbled her up. So that was the end of the story. Poppy looked very shocked and confused as the girls glanced sideways at each other.

“Poor Poppy,” Rachel whispered, “She doesn’t know why all her stories are going so horribly wrong.”
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“But we do,” Kirsty replied in a low voice. “This is all because Jack Frost’s goblins have Libby the Story-Writing Fairy’s magical object!”

“I think someone’s playing a joke on me,” Poppy murmured, shaking her head. She forced a smile. “OK, everyone, why don’t we write a new story together? That’ll be fun! Now, can anyone think of a character we can write about?”

There was silence. The girls racked their brains but simply couldn’t think of a single idea.

“We could write about the park,” a boy in the front row suggested.

“The park can be the setting for the story,” Poppy explained gently, “But we need a character, someone who does something interesting.”

This time there was an even longer silence. Then a squirrel scampered past, tail waving.
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“Our character could be a squirrel,” Poppy said, “What do you think? Has anyone got any plot
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