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Dear Reader,

We are so excited for you to read this book. I think books are better than films because while we needed hundreds of people to make all the moving pictures for the Magic Faraway Tree film, you just need your amazing brain and imagination to see the tree and the lands in your mind when you’re reading.

We had lots of fun making the film – even when we had a giant thunderstorm outside Dame Snap’s castle location in Malta. We had to stop filming for hours and when the sun finally came out and we could start again, every church bell on the island started ringing, which gave us quite a surprise.

Even though we worked hard, every day we laughed together and got excited by the story. We hope you will laugh and love the story too. Fran is a brave hero but she is just like you. Once she climbed the tree and started playing in nature and feeling free, she became happier than she had ever been.

I wonder which land in the clouds will be your favourite. Which of the tree gang will you like most? Will it be kind Silky or the silly, funny Saucepan Man? Proud Moonface or forgetful Mr Watzisname? Will the story make you want to play and go on your own adventures with family and friends? I hope so.

Maybe you can find your own Magic Faraway Tree. I think it’s waiting for you out there, whispering to you right now in the middle of a wood …

Have fun and thanks for reading,

Ben Gregor

Director, The Magic Faraway Tree




The magic of childhood is always forgot, But this is the story of one who did not.
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TROUBLE FOR THE THOMPSONS

It was a warm summer’s evening in West London and Tim Thompson was dishing up bowls of spaghetti with his delicious special sauce. As usual, it was a struggle getting his three children off their screens and to the dinner table.

‘Joe, Fran, it’s family dinner night and you know what that means … no screens at the table! Put them in your scratchels, please.’

Fran looked puzzled. What was a scratchel?

Tim pointed to the strange bags made out of oven gloves that hung on Fran and Joe’s chairs.

‘Scratchel. Short for “screen satchel”,’ Tim explained, feeling proud of his latest invention.

Fran was the youngest and the quietest of the three children. She did as she was told and slid her tablet safely into her scratchel.

‘Beth, dinner’s ready!’ Tim called loudly.

There was no reply.

‘Headset off,’ Tim told Joe, who was fighting invisible things in the air around the table. ‘You’ll thank me one day, when you’re the only one of your friends without square eyes.’ He tutted at the continued absence of his daughter.

‘Beth!’ Tim went to the foot of the stairs and sighed. ‘I’m going to have to go and get her, aren’t I?’

But Beth had finally appeared and stomped down the stairs. ‘I was on a call with my friends!’ she complained. Beth, like all her teenage friends, was constantly glued to her precious phone.

‘Phone in the scratchel, please,’ Tim replied, pointing to the bag on Beth’s chair.

Beth rolled her eyes. Another one of Dad’s useless inventions! ‘You really need to get a job!’ she said unkindly.

Tim pretended to clutch his broken heart, then shared his plans for after dinner. They would start with board games, then maybe some dancing.

‘We all hate dancing!’ Beth exclaimed, and Joe and Fran nodded.

Tim tried his best to ignore them. ‘But first, Spaghetti alla Thompson. Just like-a Mamma used to make-a!’

Beth cringed. ‘Your mum isn’t even Italian!’

‘Talking of mammas, where’s ours?’ Joe wondered.

Polly Thompson had an important job as an inventor, working for a big company. She was rarely home in time to eat with the children.

‘We can’t have family dinner night unless the whole family’s here,’ Beth began. ‘You made that rule yourself, Dad.’

They were still arguing when – ping! – Tim’s clunky old phone lit up.

‘Hey, no screens!’ said Joe.

‘Where’s your scratchel?’ Beth teased her dad.

‘This is for emergency use only,’ Tim replied, flipping open his phone.

‘So, what’s the emergency then?’ asked Beth.

As Tim read the message, his face fell. ‘Mum won’t be home in time for dinner. She’s stuck at work.’

‘Hurrah!’ said Beth. No Mum meant no silly games night and no dancing. And with that, Beth pulled her phone out of her scratchel, grabbed her bowl of pasta and stomped off to her room.

‘Try not to make a m—’ Beth’s door slammed shut as Tim shouted after her.

By the time that Tim had sat down at the kitchen table, Joe was just slurping up his last strand of spaghetti.

‘Not bad!’ he said, before wiping his mouth on his sleeve. Then he jumped up from his chair, jammed on his headset and disappeared off into the world of Mindblast again.

Fran went back to her tablet too, scrolling through video clips between forkfuls of spaghetti. They were supposed to be funny, but Fran just stared blankly at the screen without so much as a smile.

Tim sighed. Another family dinner ruined. Still, at least his spaghetti sauce tasted good!

After he had eaten and everything was tidied away, he sat down on the sofa to wait for Polly.

‘I’ll just rest my eyes for five minutes,’ Tim told himself. But instead he dozed off and began to dream.

In his dream, Tim was a young boy again, about the same age as Fran. He was playing in a meadow, laughing and dancing as an orange sun glowed in the sky.

‘This way, Tim, come on …’ said a voice in the dream.

Just then, a key clicked in the lock and the front door opened. Tim blinked his eyes on the sofa. It was Polly, home from work at last.

Tim got sleepily to his feet, flipping a tea towel over his shoulder. ‘I’ve saved you some spaghetti,’ he called.

But Polly wasn’t hungry. Dropping her handbag by the front door, she slumped on to a stool in the kitchen.

‘What’s happened?’ asked Tim. ‘Didn’t your bosses like the fridge designs you’ve been working on?’

‘They loved them,’ said Polly. ‘That’s the problem.’

Tim scratched his head. ‘But your smart fridge is amazing!’ He opened the fridge door. ‘This thing’s so clever. It knows me better than I know myself.’

‘At-this-time-of-night, Timothy-likes-to-snack-on-cheese,’ buzzed a robotic voice from inside the fridge.

‘Well, perhaps it doesn’t know me that well!’ Tim quickly closed the door again.

Polly came over and unclipped a panel from the fridge. ‘It knows you because a secret camera has been watching you all this time. Look! It spies on people’s eating and drinking habits without their permission. I told the big bosses to take out the cameras, but they refused … so I quit!’

That day at work, Polly had deleted all her designs for the robot fridge and destroyed all the back-up files. The only smart fridge still standing was the one in the Thompsons’ kitchen.

Tim was surprised. ‘Wow! Well, good for you.’

Polly frowned. ‘No, Tim, it’s not good at all. It’s the exact opposite. The company wants the flat back, the car, everything. We’re homeless.’

Tim’s face dropped. Maybe it was a little bit bad.

‘And I’ll have to tell Mum. She’ll be so disappointed in me,’ Polly worried.

Polly’s mum, Freda, was impossible to please, so Tim had given up trying years ago. He wished Polly could see herself the way that Tim saw his wife. Clever, hardworking, kind … she was all those things and more.

‘No one’s disappointed in you,’ Tim promised.

‘But I’ve let you down!’ Polly sniffed. ‘I work while you look after the kids. That’s always been the deal.’

Tim sat down next to Polly. ‘You’ve let me down? Have you met the kids lately? Joe is half-cyborg … Beth only exists online … and I can’t remember the last time I heard sweet Franny speak. I can feel their childhood slipping away.’

Polly felt terrible. She had been so busy working, she hadn’t even noticed.

Tim and Polly rested their heads together. For a moment, neither of them spoke.

‘Maybe we could just run away and start a new life?’ Polly broke the silence.

That was it! Tim jumped to his feet and began rummaging around on the bookshelf, until at last he pulled out a ring binder stuffed with pages.

‘The dream binder!’ he said with a twinkle in his eye.

Polly sighed. ‘This is serious, Tim,’ she said. ‘We were so young when we wrote down all our dreams in that folder. We didn’t even have children.’

Tim flicked to his favourite page and laid it down for Polly to look at. ‘You’re right, this is serious,’ he agreed. ‘But the answer is right here.’

And for the first time that evening, Polly managed a smile.
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A NEW HOME

The very next morning after Polly left her job, two men came to take away everything belonging to her old company. The Thompsons packed up all their belongings and bundled into a taxi to the station with as much as they could carry.

At the ticket office, Polly bought single train tickets for each of them. Soon, they were speeding through the countryside in a train carriage packed with suitcases, Tim’s guitar, and whatever else the family had managed to rescue.

It was safe to say that not everyone in the family was happy to be leaving the city.

‘I can’t believe we’re moving to the countryside!’ moaned Beth. ‘What about my friends?’

‘Will there be Wi-Fi where we’re going?’ asked Joe. Playing video games online with his friends was his favourite thing to do.

Tim quickly changed the subject. ‘Don’t worry, I’ve brought books for everyone!’ he said.

‘Books?’ Beth and Joe exchanged an exasperated look.

Tim handed each child a second-hand book. Only Fran seemed grateful for hers – a tattered copy of Fairies and Pixies.

‘We must be poor now,’ Joe declared.

‘Why don’t we ask Grandma to lend us some money?’ asked Beth.

Polly’s mum, the children’s grandma, was super rich. There was no way you would catch her travelling by train; she had her own limousine, as well as a private helicopter!

‘We’ve decided not to tell Grandma about our move just yet,’ said Polly.

Beth raised an eyebrow. ‘Is it because she called Dad a loser?’

Tim clutched his chest, pretending to be broken-hearted.

‘Grandma thinks most people are losers … especially me,’ said Polly. ‘This is a big change for everyone. We’ll need you to trust us.’

‘It’s a disaster!’ Beth declared. She folded her arms and slumped back in her seat.

‘So will there be Wi-Fi?’ Joe asked again hopefully.

Fran was the only one not complaining. She hadn’t said a word since boarding the train. She had spent most of the journey staring out of the window at the fields and buildings that flashed by. Now, though, she was reading her book happily, only half listening to her mum and dad.

‘I just have a feeling this move is going to be amazing,’ said Tim. ‘There’s this wood where we’re going, full of the most beautiful big trees …’

Fran suddenly pricked up her ears.

‘Great, trees. Literally the most boring things in the world,’ huffed Beth.

Tim ignored her. ‘I’m sure there will be a fairy or two living there too,’ he said to Fran.

At last, the train reached the Thompsons’ stop. Netherbridge was a tiny station in the countryside, miles from any large town or city. Along the platform, flowers grew in wooden planters, and bees and butterflies fluttered busily about their business. In the middle of the platform, the family’s belongings were piled in a large heap.

Beth waved her
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