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Jack Frost’s Spell

 

I want a funfair just for me!

 (I’ll let in goblins, grudgingly.)

With stolen keyrings in my hand,

I’ll spoil the fun the fairies planned.

 

Their rides will stop, their stalls will fail,

Their food will all turn sour and stale.

I’ll make the goblins squeal and smirk.

This time my plan is going to work!
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Kirsty Tate popped the last, scrumptious bite of hot dog into her mouth and licked her fingers. Her best friend, Rachel Walker, had already finished her burger. She was pulling funny faces in the silly mirrors outside the funhouse.

“I love these,” said Rachel, pulling her ears out so they looked huge and wobbly in the mirror. “I think they might be my favourite thing at the funfair.”

“You’ve said that about everything so far,” said Kirsty, giggling.

The girls were spending the day at The Fernandos’ Fabulous Funfair. It had come to the playing field of Rachel’s school in Tippington, and Kirsty was visiting for the weekend so that they could enjoy it together.

“The Zippy Zoom rollercoaster was lots of fun,” said Kirsty, coming to stand beside Rachel in front of the first mirror.

“So was the Lucky Dip,” said Rachel, moving on to the second mirror. “And it was great to make some new friends.”

Matilda and Georgia Fernando were twin sisters whose parents ran the funfair. The girls had met them when they arrived, and they had got on instantly.

“I look hilarious,” said Kirsty, staring at herself in the first mirror. “I’m just like a beanpole. ”

She bent her knees and bobbed up and down, giggling as her reflection grew tall and bendy.
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“Come and see this one,” said Rachel, chuckling at herself looking as round as a beach ball, with a tiny head.

The girls laughed as they moved along the row of mirrors, changing shape in each one. But when they reached the last mirror, their reflections seemed normal.

“What’s funny about this one?” said Rachel.

The girls stared at themselves, and then Kirsty saw it.

“Look at our feet,” she said, bursting with laughter.

Their feet looked enormous, as if they were wearing clown shoes.

“That’s brilliant,” said Rachel, lifting one foot after the other and waggling them around.

But then Kirsty spotted something in the mirror that made her forget all about her huge feet. Spinning around, she grabbed Rachel’s arm and pointed at a boy walking through the crowd.

“Can you see what I see?” she asked her best friend. “Is that … can that possibly be Jack Frost?”

Rachel gaped at the boy. He had a blue face and a beard that made him look exactly like the fairies’ worst enemy.
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“He can’t be,” said Rachel. “He’s too short, and look at his feet – they’re tiny.”
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Even so, he looked so like the Ice Lord that the girls could feel their legs shaking. Then, as the boy got closer, relief flooded through Kirsty.




“It’s paint,” she said. “It’s just face paint. It must be a stick-on beard.”

Rachel stepped out in front of the boy.

“Your face paint looks cool,” she said. “What is it meant to be?”

The boy frowned, which made him look even more like Jack Frost than ever.

“I asked to be a tiger,” he said. “But the man at the face-painting stall gave me this. I don’t know what it’s supposed to be, but I don’t like it.”

He stomped off, and the girls exchanged a worried look.

“It seems Jack hasn’t finished causing trouble here at the funfair,” said Kirsty.
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Just that morning, they had shared an amazing adventure with Rae the Rollercoaster Fairy. She had whisked them to Fairyland, where the Funfair Fairies were getting ready for the Summer Fair at the Fairyland Palace. Jack Frost and his goblins had stolen magical objects from Rae and the rest of the Funfair Fairies – Fatima the Face-Painting Fairy, Paloma the Dodgems Fairy and Bobbi the Bouncy Castle Fairy. Back at the funfair, Rachel and Kirsty had found Jack Frost’s goblins riding the Zippy Zoom rollercoaster, and they had managed to get Rae’s key ring back.

“Jack Frost still has three of the key rings,” said Rachel. “Without them, the fairies can’t make sure that all funfairs are as fun as can be.”
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Queen Titania and King Oberon had asked Rachel and Kirsty to help the fairies get their key rings back. Until the key rings were back with their rightful owners, there would be trouble at the Fairyland Summer Fair and at funfairs everywhere, including the one in Tippington.

“Everyone’s depending on us to stop Jack Frost,” said Kirsty. “We’ve already helped Rae find her key ring. We can find the other three.”
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Rachel turned back to look into the silly mirrors, and then gasped. A magical glow was coming from the top of the big-foot mirror.

“Look, Kirsty,” she whispered.

The girls leaned forward to have a closer look, and the light grew brighter. Then they saw the tips of two delicate wings, and a tiny pair of eyes peeped at them over the top of the mirror. It was Fatima the Face-Painting Fairy. Feeling excited, Rachel and Kirsty hurried around to the hidden space behind the double-sided mirrors. The little fairy was waiting for them there.
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Fatima was wearing a jumpsuit as dark blue as the night sky, and sprinkled with golden stars. Her sandals were golden too, and her long overshirt glimmered with flecks of silver thread. Even her wings were tinged with gold.

“Fatima!” cried Kirsty. “I’m so glad you’re here. Something is wrong with the funfair’s face-painter. We’ve just seen a boy who was painted to look exactly like Jack Frost.”

Fatima nodded, combing her fingers through her tousled brown hair.

“Jack Frost has still got my magical mirror key ring,” she said. “Without it, face-painting all over the human and fairy worlds is going wrong. There’s nothing I can do to put it right.”
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“We’re ready to help you get your key ring back,” said Rachel at once. “We were able to help Rae find hers, and the more of us there are searching for it, the better chance we have of finding it.”

“Thank you,” said Fatima, giving them a wide, warm smile. “I just don’t know where to start looking.”

“Let’s begin at the face-painting stall,” said Kirsty. “It sounds as if something strange is going on there.”

Fatima darted into Rachel’s pocket and the girls hurried off, looking for the face-painting stall.

“It must be this way,” said Rachel, pointing along the path between the dodgems and the Ferris wheel.

“That boy was coming from this direction.”

Walking quickly, the girls weaved their way among the slow-moving crowds. Their eyes skimmed over the colourful, noisy stalls offering games, food and rides. The school playing field was ringing with laughter and happy voices, but Rachel and Kirsty could think only about Jack Frost, and what he was doing to face-painting all over the world.


 


[image: images]



 


“Look up ahead,” said Kirsty, pointing at two blonde girls in the bustling crowd. “Isn’t that Matilda and Georgia?

The girls quickened their pace, almost running now. They reached out to touch their new friends, and the sisters turned around. Shocked, Rachel and Kirsty took a step backwards.

Both girls looked just like Jack Frost!

“Don’t say anything,” Matilda said with a groan. “We know our face paint looks awful. Can you believe it? I asked to be a flower, and Georgia wanted to be a butterfly. So how come we ended up with blue faces and spiky beards?”

“It’s the worst face paint I’ve ever had,” said Georgia. “I don’t know why our parents hired the new face-painter. Patrice has always done the funfair’s face-painting, and she is brilliant. I can’t understand it.”
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Kirsty and Rachel exchanged a worried glance. A new face-painter? Things were quickly getting worse.

“Where is the face-painting stall?” Rachel asked.

“Oh my goodness, you’re not going to get your faces painted, are you?” Matilda asked.

“We just want to see everything at the funfair,” said Kirsty.

“I’m not sure this is worth seeing,” said Georgia with a rueful laugh. “I think the new face-painter is only interested in painting one style.”

“He’s over there,” said Matilda, pointing across the playing field.

“Why don’t you come with us?” said Rachel. “You could ask for your money back.”
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“We already tried that,” said Georgia with a sigh. “He said no. We’re going to see our parents now. Maybe they’ll be able to stop this new face-painter. See you later.”

The sisters hurried away, and Rachel and Kirsty turned to walk towards the face-painting stall.

“Matilda and Georgia’s parents won’t be able to put this right,” said Kirsty.

“It’s a magical problem, and it needs a magical solution.”
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The girls made their way across the playing field, passing more and more people painted to look like Jack Frost. Blue faces and spiky beards seemed to be everywhere, and the girls went faster and faster until they were running. They only stopped when they got to the large face-painting stall.

“Is Jack Frost there?” asked Fatima.

“No,” said Kirsty. “The only person I can see is a lady.”

The lady was standing behind a sign that said ‘Faces Painted by Patrice’.

“She must be Patrice, the face-painter who Georgia mentioned,” said Rachel. “She looks nice. Let’s go and ask her if she knows about the blue faces.”
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They went up to the stall.

“Hello, are you Patrice?” Kirsty asked.

The lady gave them a kind smile.
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“Yes I am,” she said. “But I’m sorry, dears. My face paints have dried up, and I can’t use a single one of them. They’re rock hard. I might as well pack up and go home.”

“We’ve seen a lot of people with blue faces and beards,” said Rachel. “Do you know who painted them?”

“I do,” said Patrice, giving a sigh. “If that’s the kind of face paint you want, it’s over there.”

She pointed to the edge of the field, which was lined with oak trees.

“Let’s go and investigate,” said Kirsty.

Below the trees was a little face-painting stall. A blue sign arched over a table, with the words ‘WANT TO LOOK
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