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Jack Frost’s Ode

 

Each goody-goody fairy pest

Says ‘Never cheat’ and ‘Try your best’.

Their words should end up in the bin.

To be the best you have to win!

 

I’ll steal and cheat to find a Way

Of winning every game I play,

And when the world is at my feet

They’ll see it’s always best to cheat!
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It was early morning in the Mistfall Mountains. The rising sun beamed down on a large wooden chalet at the edge of a snowy pine forest. Shafts of sunlight pierced the gaps in the curtains.


Kirsty Tate sat up in bed, rubbing her eyes. She looked around and smiled.


“Even the morning light looks different here,” she said.


Her best friend, Rachel Walker, leaned over the edge of the top bunk and smiled down at her.


“Mum says that Dewbelle is the prettiest resort in Silverlake Valley,” she said. “She worked here when she was a teenager.”
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Kirsty threw back her thick quilt and Rachel half-jumped down the bunk-bed ladder. Together, they pulled back the curtains and flung open the window. A cold, crisp scent filled the little room. Outside, the freshly fallen snow looked as smooth as icing. It had been dark when they arrived the night before. Now they could see far beyond the ski slopes of Dewbelle, to where the Mistfall Mountains rose in the distance.


“The snow looks perfect,” said Kirsty. “We could build a million snowmen.”


Rachel laughed.


“We’re going to be too busy learning how to ski,” she said. “I can’t wait to get started. I just hope that Jack Frost doesn’t spoil the fun.”


It was six months since the summer Gold Medal Games, when lots of children from different schools had come together to learn how to surf and skateboard. Now it was time for the winter games. Kirsty gazed at the ski slopes in silence.


“Are you OK?” asked Rachel, giving her a friendly nudge.


“I can’t help thinking about what Jack Frost said in the summer,” Kirsty replied. “He said that winter was his time. He’s had months to plan something really horrible.”


During the summer competition, Rachel and Kirsty had shared a wonderful adventure. Jack Frost had stolen the magical items that belonged to the Gold Medal Fairies. Calling himself Lightning Jack of the Frost Academy, he had tried to win the competitions by cheating. Rachel and Kirsty had helped to foil his plans, but he still had two of the magical items.


“He’s never defeated the fairies, and he never will,” said Rachel. “Let’s go and have breakfast. This mountain air is making me hungry.”


All the competitors were staying in the same chalet. As soon as they were dressed, they hurried down the wooden stairs. Two boys and a girl joined them on the way, and Rachel and Kirsty introduced themselves.
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“I’m Valentina,” said the girl. “This is Lenny…”


“And I’m Lee Vee,” said the blonde boy. “This place is amazing, isn’t it? I can’t wait to try snowboarding.”


“Be patient, we’re learning to ski first,” said Valentina, grinning.


They arrived at the dining room and found two long wooden tables with benches on either side. Several children were already tucking into breakfast. There was an open kitchen at the far end of the room, where a young woman in a white outfit was standing at the cooker. She was stirring various pots and pans, while a young man dashed back and forth, delivering plates of sausages, piles of hot toast, bowls of porridge, and jugs of milk, orange juice and water.
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“Wow,” said Rachel. “Just looking at this makes my tummy rumble.”


They sat down at the end of a bench and the young man darted over to them.


“Hi, guys,” he said with a broad smile. “My name’s Ty, and that’s Kim over in the kitchen.”
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“Do you own the chalet?” asked Kirsty.


“No,” said Ty with a laugh. “I’m your host, ski teacher and waiter all rolled into one. So what can I get you for breakfast?”


Soon Rachel, Kirsty and their new friends were enjoying porridge, boiled eggs, and toast with jam and honey. They saw Ty go to the front door and come back with a large paper bag.


“Croissants,” he explained when he saw them looking. “The local bakery delivers them warm and fresh every morning.”


“Oh my goodness, my tummy just rumbled again,” said Rachel, laughing.


Kim opened the bag and frowned.


“There aren’t enough,” she said, sounding confused. “The bakery never makes mistakes.”


“There were some funny footprints in the snow beside the bag,” said Ty. “Perhaps someone took them.”


“Let’s share the croissants so we can all have a taste,” Valentina suggested.


Everyone agreed, and Rachel and Kirsty exchanged a quick glance.


“Strange footprints and stolen food?” said Kirsty under her breath. “That sounds like goblins!”
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Rachel and Kirsty finished eating quickly and slipped away from the dining room. They pulled on their boots, hats and scarves, and opened the front door. Three sets of large, big-toed footprints criss-crossed each other and led away from the chalet. Flaky crumbs were scattered across the footprints.


“Croissant crumbs!” said Kirsty excitedly. “The footprints are heading towards the forest.”


“Let’s follow them,” said Rachel.


They sank into the snow as they walked beside the prints. At the edge of the forest, the prints swerved towards the ski slopes and the lifts.
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Rachel started to follow them, but Kirsty didn’t move. She was staring up at one of the pine trees. Every snowy branch was glowing.


“Magic,” she whispered.


“There’s something moving!” Rachel exclaimed.


A tiny figure appeared, squealing with delight as she dropped and skidded from branch to snowy branch in her ski boots. She was wearing red ski trousers, with a red-and-pink top and a matching helmet. Her brown hair gleamed in the sunlight.


“It’s Soraya the Skiing Fairy!” said Kirsty.


“Hi Rachel, hi Kirsty,” said Soraya, panting and laughing.


She skidded to a stop and a little burst of snow sprinkled down on to the girls.
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“Snow is fun even without my skis,” she said, “But I have mountains of energy and swinging through trees isn’t enough to burn it off. I have to find my skis.”


“It’s great that you’re here,” said Rachel. “We’ve just seen some goblin footprints.”


“If you turn us into fairies, we could follow them,” Kirsty suggested.


“Not a chance,” said Soraya, to their surprise. “You can’t miss out on your first skiing lesson!”


She zoomed into Rachel’s hood.


“Come on,” she said “It’s ski time!”


Back at the chalet, the other competitors were collecting their skis and getting into their skiing clothes. Kirsty and Rachel found theirs quickly, and then they noticed Valentina. She was standing still as everyone else was pulling on their jackets, hats and goggles. Tears were welling up in her eyes.
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“Valentina, what’s wrong?” Kirsty asked.


“I can’t find my things,” Valentina said in a small voice.


Rachel put her arm around Valentina’s shoulders.


“We can help,” she said. “I’ve got a spare helmet you can borrow.”


“You can use my spare goggles,” said Lee Vee.


“I’ve got another jacket that’ll fit you,” said Kirsty.


Other people started to offer their spares too. Between them, they soon came up with a full outfit for Valentina. Rachel heard a tiny tapping sound, and guessed that Soraya was clapping her hands together.


“This is exactly what skiing is all about,” she whispered. “Having a blast with friends, and no one being left out.”


Ty showed them how to carry their skis and then led them all to the beginner slope, where a small section had been reserved just for them.
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“This is where we’re going to hang out this morning,” he said.


Rachel and Kirsty looked around. There were already lots of new skiers on the slopes, sliding along on wobbly legs or falling into powdery pillows of snow.


“I hope I can do it,” said Kirsty.


“You’re going to love it,” said Soraya.


Soraya was right. Ty explained how to click their ski boots into their skis. First he showed them how to slide. Then he taught them how to do a snowplough, which was a way of stopping by moving the tips of their skis together.
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“Great snowplough!” he cheered as Kirsty managed to stop without falling over.


“Great landing!” he chuckled when Rachel fell onto her bottom, laughing.


“This is the best fun,” said Rachel as she stood up. “I’ve never tried a sport where going wrong felt so right!”
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“Winter sports are awesome,” said Ty, skiing among them and giving advice. “You’ve got four days of mountain fun ahead, thanks to the Gold Medal Games. Today you’ll be learning to ski, and tomorrow there’s a competition where you can try out your new skills. This is your chance to experience sports you’ve never tried before, so give it your best shot.”
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Just then, three boys tramped across the snow to join them. They were wearing green ski suits, green helmets and green goggles. Their ski boots were enormous.


“You’re a bit late, guys,” said Ty, glancing at his watch. “Let’s get you into your skis.”


Rachel and Kirsty stared
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