
[image: cover]


[image: cover]



[image: images]



www.rainbowmagic.co.uk

www.orchardbooks.co.uk



 


[image: images]






 


[image: images]



 


Jack Frost’s Spell

 

The fairies want stories to stay just the same.

But I’ve planned a funny and mischievous game.

I’ll change all their tales without further ado,

By adding some tricks and a goblin or two!

 

The four magic stories will soon be improved

When everything soppy and sweet is removed.

Their daft happy endings are ruined and lost,

For no one’s as clever as handsome Jack Frost!
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Chapter One: The Storytelling Festival

Chapter Two: A Magical Library

Chapter Three: Into the Pages

Chapter Four: The Flower Prince

Chapter Five: Brave Thumbelina

Chapter Six: Woodland Wedding
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Rachel Walker skipped along the riverside path, enjoying the warmth of the sun and the scent of flowers in the air. Her best friend, Kirsty Tate, did a cartwheel beside her and laughed. It was always exciting to spend a weekend together, but this weekend was going to be extra special. They were going to the Wetherbury Storytelling Festival, and they could hardly wait.

“Hurry up, Mum!” called Kirsty, looking back along the path. “It’s almost time!”

Their favourite author, Alana Yarn, was going to be sharing her best storytelling tips, and the girls were really looking forward to seeing her.

“Don’t worry, we won’t be late,” said Mrs Tate with a smile. “Look, the festival tents are just up ahead. Besides, my cartwheeling days are over, Kirsty.”

“I’m never going to stop doing cartwheels, even when I’m grown up,” said Kirsty.

She grinned at Rachel.

They reached the bright festival tents, which were decorated with bunting and huge book pages.

“They look as if they come from a giant’s book,” said Rachel in delight.

“I do miss getting lost in storybook worlds,” said Mrs Tate. “The books I loved best as a child were filled with imaginary things like magic and fairies.”
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Kirsty and Rachel exchanged a smile. They knew that fairies were real, not imaginary! In fact they had lots of fairy friends, but they were the only two people who knew about it.

“Oh look!” Kirsty exclaimed.

She pointed to where a boat was moored by the riverbank. There was a sign on the path beside it, saying ‘Story Barge’, and the boat itself was piled high with books. A man was standing on the barge, smiling at them.
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“Are you here to see Alana Yarn?” he called.

The girls nodded, and Mrs Tate smiled.

“Have fun, both of you,” she said. “I’ll see you later.”

She hugged them goodbye and then they skipped over to the Story Barge.
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“Welcome to the Storytelling Festival,” the man said. “Alana Yarn is about to start. Go and sit over there, in the grassy hollow. She won’t be long!”

Rachel and Kirsty hurried over to where a large group of children was sitting on cushions. They were in a circle around a bench, which was shaped like a book. There weren’t very many empty cushions left, but the girls found two next to each other and sat down.

“I feel as if I might burst, I’m so excited!” said Rachel.

“Me too,” Kirsty replied. “I can’t believe that Alana Yarn is actually going to be here!”
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They had read all Alana Yarn’s books, and had even queued up in bookshops when a new one came out. The other children in the group looked thrilled too.

“She’s here!” someone exclaimed.
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Heads bobbed and necks craned as everyone tried to see the famous author. Rachel and Kirsty glimpsed a mane of curly black hair. Then Alana Yarn took her seat on the book-bench, and smiled around at her audience. She had a wide, warm smile and sparkling blue eyes with thick, black lashes.

“Welcome to the Wetherbury Storytelling Festival,” said Alana. “I hope you’re as excited as I am about this weekend. I want you all to be inspired to tell stories yourselves, and to let your imaginations soar. At the end of the weekend, you will all have the chance to tell a story of your own, using the new skills you’ve learned. Are there any questions?”
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Rachel felt as if she was fizzing with questions! She put up her hand, and Alana nodded at her.

“How do you bring a story to life?” she asked.

“Sometimes the simplest way is the best,” Alana replied. “Right now we’re going to begin by reading aloud.”

There was a stack of books beside her, which she handed into the crowd of children.

“Make sure everyone gets a copy,” she said.

When Rachel and Kirsty got their copies, Kirsty gave a little squeak of happiness. The book they were going to read was Thumbelina – one of her favourite stories.
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“Follow the story in your own book,” said Alana, opening her copy and starting to read aloud. “Once upon a time there was a woman who longed for children, but had none. At last she went to visit a fairy, and said…”

Rachel and Kirsty were swept up in the story. Alana had a lovely reading voice, and the girls felt as if they could almost see tiny Thumbelina in her happy home, sleeping in her little walnut-shell bed.

“One night, when Thumbelina was asleep under her rose-petal quilt, a goblin crept in through the window,” Alana read. “The goblin thought that Thumbelina would make a pretty wife for him, so he scooped up the walnut-shell bed and jumped out of the window into the garden.”
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Kirsty and Rachel glanced at each other.

“That isn’t how the story is supposed to go,” Kirsty whispered.

“But that’s what it says in the book,” Rachel replied in a low voice. “Look!”

Kirsty frowned and put up her hand. Alana stopped reading.

“Is everything all right?” she asked in a kind voice.

“I’m sorry to interrupt,” said Kirsty, “but I think these books have a mistake in them. Thumbelina is supposed to be carried away by a toad, not a goblin.”

“Oh!” said Alana, looking surprised. “I’m certain that it’s a goblin. After all, that’s what the book says.”

All the other children in the circle shot puzzled glances at Kirsty. They obviously thought that she was wrong too.

“She’s right,” said Rachel in a loud voice.

But the other children were shaking their heads and making hushing noises. Alana started reading the story again, and Kirsty looked at Rachel with a worried expression.

“Something’s wrong,” she whispered. “I know this story very well and there definitely aren’t any goblins in it!”
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Just then, the empty cushion beside Rachel gave a little quiver. Kirsty and Rachel stared at it in astonishment. The other children were gazing at Alana, so no one else noticed as the cushion hopped, shook and jumped. Then, surrounded by a sprinkle of pale-blue fairy dust, a beautiful fairy fluttered out from under the cushion.

“Hello!” she said in an excited whisper. “I’m Elle the Thumbelina Fairy, and I’ve come to take you both to Fairyland!”

Rachel and Kirsty were so surprised that they stared at Elle in silence for a moment. She was as tiny as Thumbelina herself, with long wavy hair and an exquisite pale-blue dress. Her wings were dusky pink with curly tips, and her shoes were a delicate shade of lilac.

“Will you come?” Elle asked. “We need your help!”

“Of course we will,” said Rachel. “But how can we leave now? We’re surrounded by other children.”
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Elle smiled.

“Stories make their own magic,” she whispered. “The others are too spellbound by the story to notice what’s happening.”

She waved her wand, and there was a flurry of pale-blue confetti and glittering thimbles. The girls closed their eyes as the magic whirled around them, and when they looked again, they were standing in a vast library. They had been transformed into fairies, and their gossamer wings were fluttering on their backs.

“Welcome to the Fairyland Library,” said Elle, giving a delighted twirl.

“It’s incredible,” Rachel whispered.

“It’s the kind of place I’ve dreamed about,” said Kirsty.

The high shelves were a treasure trove of beautiful books with spines in every colour of the rainbow. The arched ceiling was made of glass, flooding the room with natural light. Three deep, squashy chairs with plump cushions were arranged in a horseshoe shape, and three other fairies were curled up inside them.
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“I’d like to introduce you to the other Storybook Fairies,” said Elle, leading Rachel and Kirsty forward. “This is Mariana the Goldilocks Fairy, Rosalie the Rapunzel Fairy and Ruth the Red Riding Hood Fairy.”
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The other fairies jumped up and smiled at Rachel and Kirsty.

“It’s wonderful to meet you,” Rachel said, recovering from the surprise of being whisked to Fairyland. “But why have you brought us here?”

“I’m afraid that Jack Frost and his goblins have done something truly terrible,” said Elle, sinking into one of the chairs.
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She raised her wand and pointed it at one of the bookshelves. A large book swept itself off the shelf, opened in midair and showed a big, blank page. As it hovered there, blurry pictures began to appear on the page. The pictures grew clearer and the girls drew in their breaths.

“It’s a picture of this library,” said Kirsty.

“With Jack Frost and his goblins sneaking around inside,” Rachel added. “What did they do?”

“They took our most precious belongings,” said Elle.

The girls watched the picture in the book. Jack Frost undid the golden clasp of a wooden box. He raised the lid and scooped the contents into a bag, laughing. Then he handed the bag to a goblin, threw the box on the floor and left the library.

The picture faded and the book closed itself and slotted back into its place on the shelf.

“What was in the box?” asked Rachel.

“Four magical objects that have power over the stories we protect,” said Elle. “They give the holder control of the stories. We use them to make sure that the stories go as they are supposed to, so
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