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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 a sunny morning in Wetherbury, and Kirsty Tate had been bouncing around her house since she had woken up. Her best friend, Rachel Walker, was coming to stay for the weekend. Kirsty skipped into the kitchen, twirled around three times and gave her dad a big hug.

“Calm down,” said her dad, laughing and hugging her back.

“I can’t,” Kirsty said, glancing at the wall clock. “Rachel will be here any minute.”

“It’s been quite a long time since you last saw each other,” said her mum. “I expect you’ll have lots to talk about.”

Kirsty smiled. Her mother had no idea that the girls had seen each other not long ago. They were secretly friends with the fairies, and when Jack Frost had stolen four magical objects that belonged to the Festival Fairies, Rachel and Kirsty had promised to help get them back.

On the night of the new moon, they had been transported to Fairyland and had saved Elisha the Eid Fairy’s pelita lamp from Jack Frost and his mischievous goblins. Altogether, they had now rescued three magical objects. However, Bea the Buddha Day Fairy’s special candle was still missing, and today was Buddha Day. Time was running out.

A car door slammed outside and Kirsty raced to the door. Was it her best friend at last?

“Yes!” she exclaimed.
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Rachel was running up the path towards her, followed by Mr and Mrs Walker. The girls shared a happy hug.

“Let’s go upstairs and unpack your bag,” said Kirsty.

While their parents went to have a cup of tea, the girls hurried up to Kirsty’s room. Rachel shut the door behind her and leaned against it, smiling.

“Happy Buddha Day,” she said. “I’ve been thinking about Bea all morning.”

“Me too,” said Kirsty. “Wasn’t our adventure with Elisha exciting?”

“Yes, and I was so surprised when you turned up at my window,” said Rachel, laughing as she remembered. “Thank goodness we found the pelita lamp. I just hope that we can find Bea’s magical candle too.”
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She started to unpack her bag. Kirsty always kept one of her drawers empty, ready for Rachel’s visits.

“I hope Bea arrives soon,” said Kirsty, longingly. “Buddhists all over the world are celebrating the birth of Buddha today. It’s called the Vesak Festival. I can’t bear to think of Jack Frost spoiling that, just so he can create his own festival.”

“Don’t forget what Queen Titania told us,” said Rachel. “The magic will find us.”

“So we don’t have to go looking for it,” Kirsty added. “OK, what shall we do this morning?”

The door opened and Mrs Tate came in, holding a leaflet.
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“This has just arrived,” she said. “I thought you two might be interested. There’s a new Buddhist temple on the outskirts of Wetherbury. They’re having an open day today, and they have invited everyone to go along and learn something about Buddhism. Would you like to go?”

The girls shared a delighted smile and nodded. Perhaps the magic was already at work!

“Do you think Bea has arranged this?” Kirsty asked as soon as her mother had left the room.

“I don’t know,” said Rachel. “But it sounds like a great way to understand more about Buddhism.”

The girls ran down the stairs, thrilled to think that another magical adventure might be on the way. They made a little picnic of sandwiches, hard-boiled eggs, carrot sticks and blueberries, and divided the packets between their rucksacks.

“Let’s go on our bikes,” Kirsty suggested.

Luckily, Rachel had brought her bike to Wetherbury. Mrs Walker took it off the rack on the back of the car, while the girls filled their bottles with cool, fresh water.

“Be home in time for tea,” said Mrs Tate.

“We will,” called Rachel and Kirsty as they rode off down the street. “Goodbye!”

They chatted as they pedalled past the little shops and the church, towards the edge of the village. It was lovely to be together again, sharing stories and jokes. Soon they had left the houses behind. Hedges rose up on either side of the lane. They stopped and perched on a wooden stile to have their picnic.

“It can’t be much further,” said Kirsty, checking the leaflet that her mum had given them. “Yes, I think it’s around the next bend in the road.”
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When they had eaten, Rachel jumped back on to her bike, sped down the lane and peeped around the bend.

“Yes, I can see it,” she called.

Kirsty whizzed after her.

“WHEEEE!” she shouted, sticking her legs out and letting the bike freewheel.

She skidded to a stop beside Rachel, giggling. In a break in the hedgerow, an arched iron entrance had the words ‘Wetherbury Buddhist Temple’ written in gold letters. Through the archway was a long, low building made of honey-coloured stone. The girls parked their bikes and walked along a winding path towards the front door.
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The path wound around rose bushes, jasmine plants and knobbly old trees. When Rachel and Kirsty reached the front door, it was opened by a young woman, who put her palms together and gave a small bow.

“Welcome to the Buddhist Temple,” she said, smiling. “My name is Emma.”

“I’m Kirsty and this is Rachel,” said Kirsty. “Happy Buddha Day.”

“Thank you,” said Emma. “Please come in.”

The girls followed her inside. The entrance hall was light and airy, and there was a delicious scent of flowers.

“Do you live here?” Rachel asked.
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“No,” said Emma. “But I spend a lot of time here. I’m one of a group of people who follow the teachings of a wise man called the Buddha. I hope you’ll understand a bit more about him and us after your visit today.”
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“Is this the Buddha?” asked Kirsty, pausing by a statue.

Emma nodded. It was a simple stone figure of a man sitting cross-legged with his eyes shut. There was a candle on each side.

“It makes me feel peaceful,” said Rachel.

“Me too,” said Emma. “In his life, the Buddha searched for wisdom and understanding. On Buddha Day, we celebrate his life and the things he taught. All over the world, Buddhists will be meditating, volunteering for charity work and making lanterns and beautiful art.”

The girls exchanged a worried glance. They knew that as long as Bea’s special candle was missing, Buddhist celebrations everywhere were in danger of being spoiled.

Emma led Rachel and Kirsty into a large room with white walls and oak beams. Inside was a larger, golden statue of the Buddha. There were low tables around the statue, with beautiful items on each one.

“Here are some special things that we use to help us clear our minds and relax,” Emma said, showing them a small copper dish filled with water. “This is one of our singing bowls.”
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She picked up a little mallet and ran it around the outside rim of the bowl. It made a clear, bright sound, and the water inside started to bubble and dance, fizzing into droplets and little waves.
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Next, Emma showed them a prayer wheel. It was a metal cylinder on a wooden spindle.

“There is a mantra carved into the metal,” she explained. “A mantra is a saying that has a special meaning, like a prayer. Spinning the cylinder around and around sends your prayer out into the universe.”

“Is this a necklace?” asked Kirsty, picking up a string of beads.

“They are prayer beads,” said Emma. “There are one hundred and eight beads. Buddhists say mantras over and over again to help them banish negative thoughts. The beads help us to keep count and focus the mind.”

A chime rang out.

“That must be another visitor,” said Emma. “I hope you’ll spend some time with us today. Around the temple you’ll find people telling stories about the Buddha, lessons in how to meditate and some vegetarian food for you to try. If you’re still here later, maybe you could join in the march and prayer gathering.”

“We’d love to,” said Rachel.

Emma pressed her palms together and gave another small bow. Then she went to greet the new visitor. Rachel and Kirsty knelt down beside the low table. There were many singing bowls of different colours and sizes.
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“Which is your favourite?” Rachel asked.

Kirsty leaned over to look at them all, and gasped.

“Look at that one at the back,” she said in a low, thrilled voice.

The little bowl was glowing with a light that the girls had seen many times before.

“Magic!” said Rachel.
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