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To Isla, who is full of light and joy
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Jack Frost’s Spell

Ignore Eid and Buddha Day.

Make Diwali go away.

Scrap Hanukkah and make them see –

They should be celebrating me!

 

I’ll steal ideas and spoil their fun.

My Frost Day plans have just begun.

Bring gifts and sweets to celebrate

The many reasons I’m so great!
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It was teatime in late October. Wetherbury village had already settled down for the night. Every house had its lights glowing and its curtains shut. A blustery wind whirled russet leaves along the pavements. Thick, heavy clouds scudded across the sky.

“The clouds are pressed together as if they can’t bear to be apart,” said Kirsty Tate, her nose pressed up against the sitting-room window.

“Just like us,” said her best friend, Rachel Walker.

The girls shared a happy smile. Rachel had come to stay for the weekend, and they were looking forward to having lots of fun.

“I wonder if we’ll see any of our fairy friends,” said Kirsty. “Adventures always seem to happen when we’re together.”

Magic had been a part of their friendship from the beginning. When they first met, they had been plunged into an exciting mission to save the Rainbow Fairies from Jack Frost and his naughty goblins. Ever since, they had helped the fairies many times.

“Someone’s coming to your house,” said Rachel, pressing her nose against the window too.

A lady in a glittering sari was walking up the path.
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“That’s our new neighbour, Mrs Anand,” said Kirsty. “She moved in last month.”

The doorbell rang, and they heard Mr Tate go to the door.

“Does she have children?” Rachel asked.

“Yes, a boy called Kirin,” said Kirsty. “He’s in my class at school.”

Just then, Mr Tate called them. They found him standing next to Mrs Anand, beaming at them.

“Mrs Anand has come with a very special invitation for you both,” he said.

“This week, Kirin and I are celebrating Diwali,” said Mrs Anand. “It’s the Hindu festival of lights. Today is the main day of the festival, and we’re having a party. I’m inviting a few of Kirin’s classmates and their parents to join us. Would you like to come?”
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“Yes please,” said Kirsty.

“That sounds lovely,” said Rachel.

“Come over now if you like,” said Mrs Anand. “You can help Kirin with the decorating, and he can tell you a bit more about Diwali.”

Soon, the girls were gazing up at Mrs Anand’s house.

“I’ve never seen it looking like this before,” said Kirsty.

Ropes of golden lights hung from the walls. Multi-coloured curtains were draped in every window, and the front door was decorated with embroidered door hangings.

“Those door hangings are toran,” said Mrs Anand. “And these flower patterns on the hall floor are called rangoli. They are symbols of good luck and prosperity to all who enter our home.”

“They look as if they’re made from petals,” said Rachel.

“So they are,” said Mrs Anand. “They’re meant to show strength and bring good luck.”

“What about all these pretty lamps?” asked Kirsty, pointing at rows of oil lamps flickering like tiny candles around the front door.
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“They’re diyas,” said Mrs Anand. “Aren’t they lovely?”

A boy appeared at the top of the stairs.

“Hi Kirin,” said Kirsty.

“Hi,” he replied. “I’m glad you came. Is this Rachel? I’ve heard loads about you.”

“Thanks for inviting me too,” said Rachel. “I’ve heard about Diwali at school but I don’t know much about it.”

“Come up and I’ll explain while I finish decorating the attic,” he said.

The girls had to go carefully up the stairs, because there were strings of paper flowers on every step, each one a different colour. Kirin led them up a narrow little staircase to the attic.

“Will you help me hang some more lights across the window?” he asked. “Mum loves everywhere to be lit up for the party.”

He held up a string of lanterns, and the girls helped as he hooked them up around the room.

“Diwali lasts for five days, but today is the most important one,” said Kirin. “It’s the day of light, when Hindus celebrate the triumph of good over bad.”

“So that’s why there are lights everywhere,” said Kirsty.

“Not just lights,” said Kirin, giving her a sideways grin. “There will be fireworks later, and mithai – the best sweets you ever tasted.”

“Kirin, more of your guests have arrived,” Mrs Anand called.

“We’ll finish this,” said Rachel.

“Are you sure?” said Kirin. “Thanks, both of you. See you downstairs!”

He bounded out of the attic. As Rachel and Kirsty hooked the last lanterns across the window, they started to glow.

“Did you turn on the switch?” asked Rachel.

Kirsty shook her head.

“Neither did I,” Rachel said. “That’s a magical glow!”

One lantern was shining brighter than the rest. Each of its sides was made of differently coloured glass. The orange side clicked open, and a fairy leaned out.

“Quickly,” she said, beckoning to them. “I need your help!”
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The fairy threw a handful of sparkling fairy dust out of the lantern. As soon as it touched Rachel and Kirsty, they dwindled down to fairy size. Lacy wings unfurled and lifted them into the air. With fairy dust glittering around them, they fluttered into the lantern.
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“I’m Deena the Diwali Fairy,” said the little fairy.

She was wearing a long purple and pink dress with a gold sun pattern across the bottom.

“Have you come to celebrate with Kirin and his mum?” Kirsty asked.

Deena shook her head.

“I wish I had,” she said in a worried voice. “There’s something wrong in Fairyland. Please will you come and help?”

“Of course we will,” said Rachel.

With a flick of Deena’s wand, the tiny orange lantern door clicked shut. Suddenly, everything went dark. Coloured lights flickered high and low, left and right. Rachel and Kirsty blinked and rubbed their eyes. Then the lantern door swung open.

“Welcome back to Fairyland,” said Deena.

Stars were twinkling overhead. Rachel and Kirsty stepped out on to a white marble floor, decorated with bright rangoli. There were colourful beanbags at each corner, and red toran were hanging from the trees around them. Spices, perfumes and incense made the air sweet.

“What a beautiful place,” said Kirsty.

“I can hear running water,” said Rachel.

“Look behind you,” said Deena, stepping out beside them.

Rachel and Kirsty turned, and saw a river gurgling and splashing its way among the trees. Rows of diyas flickered and floated on the surface.

“That’s the Golden River,” said Deena.

“I’ve never seen this part of Fairyland before,” said Kirsty. “Where are we?”

“This is Festival Island,” said Deena. “Here, the Festival Fairies make sure every human festival is happy and successful.”

“Is it always this quiet?’ Rachel asked.

Deena shook her head.

“Usually the river is lined with fairies,” she said. “But I warned them not to come. Something is sure to go wrong.”
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“But we’re in the middle of Diwali,” said Kirsty. “Isn’t this the most important day of the festival?”

“It should be,” Deena replied. “But because of Jack Frost, everything has changed.”

Just then three fairies zoomed towards them through the trees.

“You’re here!” they called out. “Welcome!”

“I’d like to introduce Hana the Hanukkah Fairy, Elisha the Eid Fairy and Bea the Buddha Day Fairy,” said Deena. “We’re the Festival Fairies.”

“It’s lovely to meet you,” said Rachel. “Deena said that you need us.”

“Queen Titania said we should fetch you,” said Hana. “She told us about all the things you’ve done to help Fairyland, and we’re hoping that you might help us too.”

“Tell us what happened,” said Kirsty.

“We were making mithai with Deena when we had a visit from Jack Frost,” said Bea. “He arrived shouting orders at us.”
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“What sort of orders?” Rachel asked.

“Let me show you,” said Deena.

She raised her wand and waved it as if
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