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1

CLEMENTINE AND THE MIGHTY

BATTLE HONK

Claire Barker

O

ne spring evening a greedy farmer was given the

gift of a goose egg. It was beautiful, huge and as

white as the moon.

The farmer scratched his head as he puzzled

over how to hatch it out. He thought of keeping it warm in his

pocket, but he worried he’d break it. Then he thought of putting

it in the oven, but he was concerned it might cook, and a single

egg was hardly a feast.

He looked out into the farmyard and saw a chicken
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scratching about, searching for worms and bugs. Fluffed up

like a dandelion clock, she was making a

cluck-cluck-cluckitty-

cluck

noise. ‘Aha,’ he smiled, licking his lips. ‘The answer is

right under my nose.’

While she was busy eating her dinner, the farmer tiptoed

over to the henhouse and opened the door. Tucked away in the

shadows was a nest lined with soft feathers and moss. Sitting

inside was a clutch of nine warm, brown eggs, just as he had

suspected. He carefully placed the white goose egg in the

middle and tiptoed away to bed.

When Mama Chicken returned home, she noticed that

something was different. She counted her eggs. ‘1-2-3-4-5-6-7-

8-9 . . .

10

.’ She carefully counted again. ‘1-2-3-4-5-6-7-8-9 . . .

10.

’

She had only been gone for a few minutes, yet here was a

new egg. What a mystery! She carefully inspected it. It

was a different colour to the others and very large.

It reminded her of something. She went out and

checked the sky, but the moon was still there,

so she dismissed this idea.
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‘Well-well-well,’ she clucked as she climbed back on to the

nest. ‘Fancy me forgetting I’d laid a great big egg like that. I’ll

forget how to cluck next!’ She did her best to snuggle down,

spreading her feathered skirts out as far as they would go.

‘Phew. This chicken is going to be something else!’

She sat on her eggs most patiently, watching the sun go

up, then down, then up again. February became March, the

snowdrops gave way to daffodils and the spring sunshine came

out in all its glory.

One day Mama Chicken felt the eggs start to move beneath

her and, finally, she knew the time had come. There was a

crack-

crack-crack

and one by one damp little chicks popped out of their

brown shells. ‘Look-look-look,’ she clucked, puffed up with

pride. ‘Look at my nine lovely chicks!’

But there was still one egg left to hatch – beautiful, huge and

as white as the moon. Spellbound, they all watched as it rocked

back and forth. ‘Behold children! Soon we will meet the most

special chicken in the world,’ she told them, and all of the little

yellow pompom chicks cheeped happily.

Crack

Crack

C-R-A-C-K!

Out poked a beak, then a head . . . then a big, orange, webbed

foot.

‘Oh,’ said Mama Chicken, rather taken aback. ‘That IS unusual.’
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Big pieces of white shell fell away to

reveal a huge chick, its blinking blue

eyes looking straight at Mama Chicken.

Now, one of the remarkable things

about newly hatched geese is that the

first creature they see

is who they think

they are

. If the farmer had hatched the egg

in his pocket, then the goose would have thought

that she was a person. If a pig had kept it warm, then she would

have thought she was a piglet. But in this case, the first thing the

baby goose saw was Mama Chicken.

‘MA-MA!’

It was love at first sight. ‘Oh, my special little one!’ Mama

Chicken cooed and fussed. ‘Oh, my youngest, my pet, my

darling, my angel!’ She didn’t seem to notice that this chick

was three times the size of all of her other children, or that she

was the wrong shape and had blue eyes, when all of the other

chickens in the farmyard had brown. She adored this new fluffy

bundle. And she wasn’t the only one, as all of the new chicks were

devoted to their sibling too. After much peeping and cheeping

they settled on a name:

Clementine.

Mama Chicken got to work setting them their first lesson.

‘Here,’ she said, pointing her beak at the ground, ‘is a delicious

breakfast buffet: worms, beetles, woodlice and sweet roots. But

first you will have to find them.’
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‘How do we do that, Mama?’ chimed the chicks all at once.

‘With your chicken feet, of course! Just watch and do what

I do.’ She gave two sharp scratches and a worm appeared. She

picked it up and gulped it down like spaghetti. ‘It’s that easy. Fill

your hungry tummies, my poppets!’

‘Yes, Mama!’

Scratch scratch scratch

, they went,

peck peck peck

,

and soon they were all feasting on delicious snacks.

Clementine tried very hard, but her feet didn’t seem to know

what to do. She inspected them closely and discovered that they

didn’t look the same as her brothers’ and sisters’ feet. Their toes

were long and sharp and very good at raking through the dirt.

But Clementine’s feet were very flat and wide and made a

flip-

flopping

sound when she walked. It wasn’t long before she toppled

over and fell into the grass, her feet waving in the air.

‘Oh dearheart! An accident!’ squawked Mama Chicken (for

she was quite dramatic in this way).

All the little chicks ran over and tried to push Clementine

the right way up, but she was too heavy. ‘Don’t worry,’ said

Clementine. ‘I can do it!’ She used her big beak to grab at a tuft

of grass and soon she was back on her feet.

‘How strong you are, Clementine!’ cried Mama Chicken. ‘You

must take after your grandpa, Mighty Brown. He was a tug-of-

war champion.’

Soon Clementine discovered that she could pull up whole bunches

of grasses and flowers with no trouble at all. They were delicious!
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‘Look, children . . . your sister doesn’t even have to scratch!

Isn’t she the strongest chicken you have ever seen?’ All of the

little chicks peeped in agreement.

By day they always travelled one by one in an orderly line,

for getting lost is a chicken’s third worst fear. Mama Chicken

marched at the front, followed by Posy, Daisy, Rosy, Ava, Myrtle,

Nathaniel, Billy, Buttercup and Nigel. Bringing up the rear was

Clementine, her long neck towering over them all, her

big orange feet going

flip-flop-flippitty flop.

Sometimes Clementine would see something exciting and an

unexpected HONK would pop out like a hiccup, which made

everyone giggle.

One day, they were on their way to the orchard when one of the

chicks fell down a drain. He stood at the bottom, peeping and

crying. ‘OH NO!’ wailed Mama Chicken, her eyes popping as

she flapped her wings in despair. ‘Nathaniel is DOOMED!’

‘Don’t worry, Mama,’ said Clementine. ‘I think I can reach

him.’ She stretched her long neck into the drain, carefully picked
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up the little chick in her beak and deposited

him safely back on the path. All the chicks

peeped themselves silly with delight.

‘How clever you are, Clementine!’ cried

Mama Chicken. ‘You must take after your

grandma, Professor Clever-Clucks. She was

a

very

intelligent chicken. She won a quiz – it

was in all the newspapers. Look children,’ she

said, her wing around a trembling Nathaniel.

‘Isn’t Clementine the cleverest chicken you’ve ever seen?’ All of

the little chicks peeped in agreement again. They were all very

proud of their little sister.

The weeks went by and Clementine grew and grew

and grew

,

something that seemed to please the farmer enormously. Soon

Clementine was too big to fit under Mama Chicken any more,

so the chicks decided to snuggle around their sister instead.

Clementine was as happy as a bee in a flower.

One June morning the farm sheepdog said, ‘When are you

going to do something about Clementine?’

‘

Do?

What do you mean?’ said Mama Chicken, her proud

beak held high in the air.

‘She’s all wrong,’ woofed the dog. ‘She’s different.’
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‘Of course she’s different!’ squawked Mama Chicken

‘Clementine is a

very special

chicken!’

‘Are you

sure

she’s a chicken?’ asked the dog.

‘Well, of

course

I am sure. Dear-oh-dear-oh-dear-cluck-

cluck-cluck. How very rude.’ She was all in a flap. ‘What an

impertinent question. Am I sure she’s a chicken? I laid that egg

myself, so I should know. What am I? A giraffe?’

But the farm dog wasn’t the only one to notice Clementine’s

growing differences. As the weeks went on, the other farm

chickens gossiped about little else.

‘Have you seen the

size

of Clementine?’ whispered Red Hen.

‘She’s twice as big as her own mother now.’

‘I know!’ said Big Bertha, her eyes wide. ‘And what about the

length of her neck? It’s much too long.’

‘And that awful voice,’ hissed Spotty Dot. ‘She’s a very strange

sort of chicken if you ask me. Clumsy Clementine!’ Then they

all sniggered behind their wings.

Luckily Clementine had no idea about any of this. She was

much too busy concentrating on being the best chicken she

could be.

Clementine knew that practice made perfect and, in this

respect, she was certain she was making great strides. Admittedly,

she didn’t look as much like Mama Chicken as her brothers and

sisters did, but she felt confident that her honks were starting

to sound a lot more like clucks and that her waddle was hardly
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noticeable at all these days. Yes, it

was true that her neck

was

quite

long, but the other chicks liked

putting daisy chains

around it.

Even the farmer seemed to like her. Only the other day he had

wrapped a tape measure around her and said she was coming

on very nicely.

One hot summer day, all the farmyard chickens walked down

to the riverbank to have dust baths and take cool sips of water.

‘Goodness me, isn’t it warm?’ said Mama Chicken, fanning

herself with a wing. ‘If only there were some shade we could lie

down in.’

Suddenly, further up the bank, there was a flash of white and

a loud SPLASH.

‘OH NO! MY BELOVED CLEMENTINE!’ shrieked

Mama Chicken, leaping to her feet and running around in

circles. ‘My child has fallen into the water! SAVE HER, SAVE

HER! HELP! HELP! SQUAWK! SQUAWK!’
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Everyone else flew into a clucking, squawking panic too, for

drowning is a chicken’s second worst fear. But to everyone’s

amazement, Clementine was sailing up and down the river

gracefully. She dipped her head deep under the water and threw

it back, showering herself in cool droplets.
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‘Look, Mama! Look at me!’ honked Clementine. ‘Come on

in, everybody. Swimming’s fun!’

The other mothers stood silently on the riverbank, staring

in disbelief. Then, all together, they turned their beady eyes on

Mama Chicken.

Mama Chicken clamped her beak firmly shut and said nothing.

That night, when it was time for bed, all the chickens arranged

themselves in the coop. There was a lot of jostling, grumbling

and wriggling as everyone tried to squeeze in.

‘That’s it! I’ve had enough,’ squawked Big Bertha, getting to

her feet and pushing to the front. ‘I want to register a complaint.

Clumsy Clementine is taking up all the room. She’s grown too

big to fit in here.’

Clementine sat in the corner, her head pressed against the

ceiling.

‘Clumsy? How DARE you call her that!’ Mama Chicken was

furious and bristling for a fight. ‘My Clementine is as delicate

as a flower. She’s got as much right to be in the henhouse as

everyone else.’

‘Has she though?’ said Spotty Dot, her head cocked to one

side. ‘Really?’

‘Everyone knows her voice is too loud,’ pitched in Red Hen,
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‘and that her feet are much too orange.’

‘You rotten old bunch of feather dusters!’ growled Mama

Chicken. ‘If Clementine goes, then we ALL go.’

‘It’s all right, Mama,’ said Clementine, trying to make her

voice as small as possible. ‘I don’t want to be any trouble. I don’t

mind sleeping outside if that’s what everyone thinks is best. I

fancy a walk anyway.’

‘Clementine, don’t go!’ protested her brothers and sisters.

‘Clementine!’ wailed Mama Chicken. ‘My precious. My

darling . . . Come back!’

But Clementine had already squeezed herself through the

henhouse door, down the ramp and out into the night.

Clementine waddled across the farmyard and up through the

orchard, her great white body shining in the moonlight.

‘Who am I trying to fool?’ she thought, kicking at the dew-

covered grass and sending a shower of diamond drops into the

night sky. ‘Just look at these long legs and stupid big feet.’ The

moon cast a shadow all around her which just served to make

her look more gigantic than ever. ‘The other chickens are right, I

am

different. I doesn’t matter how much I practise, I take up

too

much space and I’m

too

loud. I’ve tried so hard to be like everyone

else, but I think I must be the worst chicken in the world.’

Clementine climbed the hill next to the farmhouse and plonked

herself down on the top, like a silver ball on a cake. From here

she could see the whole farmyard lit up as bright as day. A single
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tear rolled down her big beak and

plopped into the grass.

This is my home,

she thought,

but maybe it would be better

for everybody if I just went away

.

At this moment, something moved in

the farmyard shadows below. Clementine stiffened and her blue

eyes widened as she watched a creature circling the henhouse,

prowling and sniffing. Clementine’s beak dropped open in horror

– there was a fox in the yard!

Mama Chicken had told them enough terrifying stories for

her to know this was the worst sort of emergency, for being

eaten by a fox is a chicken’s

biggest fear of all

. ‘My darlings,’

Mama Chicken whispered in anxious tones, ‘if you ever see one

then you must run away as fast as you can.’

But Clementine wasn’t afraid, far from it. For the first time

in her gentle life she felt

fierce

. An uncontrollable fizz began in

her slappy feet, bubbled up her orange legs, swelled into her

vast barrel chest, raced up her long white throat, and out of

the megaphone of her beak erupted . . .

A MIGHTY BATTLE

The fox stopped dead in his tracks and looked up. What made

a blood-curdling noise like that? He didn’t have to wait long for

his answer as Clementine zoomed down the hill towards him,
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gathering speed as she ran. When her feet would slap no faster

she unfolded her great white wings, lowered her head, lifted her

legs and soared into the sky like a fighter pilot.

The

bedroom

light

in

the

farmhouse flicked on and all the chickens

woke up, squawking hysterically, adding to the pandemonium.

‘What do you think you’re doing?’ snarled the fox, looking

up at Clementine who was doing a dare-devil loop-the-loop

over the farmyard. ‘What do you care about a bunch of silly

chickens?’

‘Silly chickens? SILLY CHICKENS? That’s my FAMILY

you’re talking about!’ Filled with a fury that only a goose truly

knows, Clementine streamlined her body and divebombed the

fox. She pecked at him savagely, honking, hissing and battering

him around the head with her huge white wings.
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‘Gerroff!’ wailed the fox, covering his ears with his paws.

‘Leave me alone!’

‘Maybe I shall,’ honked Clementine,

grabbing him by his tail and swinging him

across the yard. ‘But only when

you’ve learned your lesson!’

Then the farmer ran out in

his pyjamas and began hurling

potatoes and shouting. In a red

flash, the fox did a ninja backflip

and dived under a gap in the fence. He escaped into the night,

leaving nothing but a tell-tale tuft of fur on the barbed wire.

‘Woof!’ yawned the farm dog, turning up rather too late.

‘Woof!’

‘Woof? Is that the best you can do? What kind of guard dog

are you?’ cried the farmer. ‘Dreaming about squirrels while a

fox tries to eat my chickens, I’ll bet! If it wasn’t for her,’ he

said, pointing at Clementine, ‘those chickens would be pillow

stuffing!’

Clementine poked her head into the henhouse and looked

around. ‘Is everyone safe? Is everyone all right?’
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Red Hen, Spotty Dot and Big Bertha were clinging to each

other in terror. ‘Did you see Mr Fox’s cruel eyes? Did you see his

sharp, white teeth? He would have munched and crunched our

bones. Thank you very much for s-saving our life, Clementine.

Please come back. We need you. We are very s-sorry.’

‘No need to apologise,’ said Clementine, looking very noble

in the moonlight, her head held high. ‘I think I like being big

and loud. Sometimes being different is

exactly

what’s needed.’

Bursting with happiness, Mama Chicken rushed forward

and reached up to wrap her wings around Clementine’s long

white neck. ‘I am so proud of you, my little warrior. No one in

our family has ever been half as brave as you. You will go down

in chicken history!’

The farmer was so pleased with his new guard goose that he

abandoned his secret plan to eat her. Not only this, he built a

new, multi-storey deluxe henhouse which was three times the

size of the last one, so that Clementine could fit in comfortably.

He pinned the big tuft of fox fur to the door as a warning to

other foxes and then put up a sign on the farm gate:
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PS: This story is true. Clementine was my pet goose and one starry night,

her mighty honk really did save her chicken family.

Everyone laughed at his terrible spelling of ‘chicken’.

‘I love my family,’ honked Clementine, as they snuggled up

together in the smart new house.

‘And we love

you

,

Clementine. Our hero,’ they cooed, tucking

themselves under her warm wings. ‘The

strongest

,

cleverest

,

bravest, LOUDEST and BEST

chicken in the whole wide world.’
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FAIRY GODMOTHERS

DON’T EXIST

Ayesha Braganza

‘

C

inderella is a silly story,’ said Naz as he

closed the book he’d been reading to his

sister, Lara. ‘Fairy Godmothers don’t exist.’

Lara hopped off Naz’s lap. ‘It’s not silly!’

she said.

Naz continued, ‘If I had a Fairy Godmother like Cinderella, I

wouldn’t wish for a coach, dress and shoes. No way! There are

loads of better things, like a skateboard or a ride on a rocket or—’

‘Naz! Stop annoying your sister!’ said Mum, walking across
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their tiny room to warm Lara’s milk. ‘Why are you so grumbly

today? You’ve been in a bad mood since school on Friday.’

Naz wanted to tell Mum about his argument with his best

friend, Tom, but before he could say anything Lara ran over.

‘Cinderella IS silly!’ repeated Naz.

Mum looked at Naz. ‘It’s Lara’s favourite story. Look what

she’s wearing.’

Lara was still wearing her tatty Cinderella dress . . . for bed.

‘I love Cind-ella. I love Cind-ella,’ said Lara jumping on her

sofa-bed. ‘I love Cind-ella. Cind-ella.’

‘Well, I hate Cind-ella,’ said Naz. He didn’t know why Lara

was annoying him so much today.

Lara gave him a look. ‘Stop it,’ she said, as she puffed out

her cheeks. ‘Say sorry!’ Lara stamped her foot. Her tantrum

became a RED CARD when she threw her beaker and the milk

spilt all over the floor.

That was why, ten minutes later, Naz found himself on his

way to the shop to buy Lara more milk. Normally, because he

was only ten, he wasn’t allowed to go on his own, but Mum said

that this was a mega-emergency because Lara’s RED CARDS

could last for hours.

As he trudged past Tom’s purple front door, tears pricked his

eyes. Tom hadn’t spoken to him since school on Friday and now

it was Sunday. It wasn’t his fault he’d lost Tom’s football – the

special one signed by their favourite player. Why couldn’t Tom





[image: image]

21

understand it had been an accident? Naz hadn’t meant to kick

it so hard. He hadn’t meant for the ball to fly out of the school

grounds. It wasn’t Naz’s fault they’d got into trouble with their

teacher, Mr Strickland, when they tried to find the ball.

Naz wiped his nose as he glanced at Tom’s door. The purple

colour normally cheered him up, but today it made him feel grey

and miserable.

‘I think I need a Fairy Godmother,’ said Naz, squeezing his

tears away as he tried to imagine her. ‘I don’t want a silly coach,

dress and shoes,’ he whispered. ‘I wish for Tom’s lost football.’

Just then, he heard a loud rustling noise. Naz looked up.

He closed his eyes and opened them again very, very slowly

because he couldn’t quite believe what he was seeing. There was

a woman floating down from high above, her skirt spread out

like a parachute. She wasn’t wearing any shoes and was riding

something made of grass that looked a bit like a skateboard.

‘Coo-eeh!’ said the strange woman.

He wanted to run, but his feet wouldn’t move.
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‘Coo-eeh,’ she said again, waving.

She wore a thick velvet cloak with a hood. It was the same

purple colour as Tom’s front door. Her dark skin was wrinkly

from where she smiled and she was smaller than his mum.

She landed with a soft thud on the pavement. ‘Greetings, my

pumpkin pickle. How pleased I am to be here at last. Your tears

summoned me. I am your Fairy Godmother.’

Naz stepped backwards, unable to speak.

This was clearly not what the woman was expecting. She

threw off her hood and spoke in a slightly louder voice. ‘I am your

Fairy Godmother, called by your tears and your excellent wish.’

Naz stayed silent.

‘Your wish which, according to my notes . . .’ She held up a





[image: image]

23

heart-shaped notebook and peered at it. ‘Yes, here it is. Glittering

gowns! You made your wish a few minutes ago at exactly six

o’clock. Six o’clock is so much better than midnight for wish-

making, don’t you think? Midnight’s way past my bedtime!

So, speak up, young man. What do you want from your Fairy

Godmother?’

‘My Fairy Godmother? But . . . but Fairy Godmothers don’t

exist . . .’ said Naz.

‘Languishing lizards!’ said the woman. ‘What a slippery-slip

of a lie. Of course we exist.

I

am your Fairy Godmother, and I’m

here, aren’t I?’ She sounded a bit cross, like Lara did before a

tantrum.

‘Oh, no you’re not,’ Naz mumbled. ‘You’re not here.’

‘Oh, yes I am!’ she said.

Naz closed his eyes, stepped around her and hurried towards

the shops. He wondered if he was imagining stuff – maybe he

was ill? Glancing behind, he saw the woman was still there; in

fact, she was flying on her grass skateboard, cloak billowing

while she waved at him.

He looked away, but she shouted, ‘Young man! My lucky

pumpkin pickle. You are my first wish-maker. Let me grant

your heart’s desire.’

Naz sped up; maybe he’d be safe inside the shop. He peeked

behind just as the woman began pointing at him.

‘As I was saying,’ she said, as she hovered along the pavement,
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‘at precisely six o’clock, you called me through your tears to

grant your wish. Now, my Why-Fly connection was very weak

so I had trouble hearing you, but I’m pretty sure you made

the standard “Cinderella Wish” for a coach, dress and shoes.

Correct?’

Naz didn’t answer. He simply sprinted towards the corner

shop.

Feeling safer in the shop, Naz searched for Lara’s milk.

Maybe the woman would be gone by the time he had to walk

home. He found the milk and went to pay.

There was a new lady behind the counter. She wasn’t wearing

a uniform, but was dressed in silver trousers and a yellow jacket.

Her hair was curly and the same purple colour as Tom’s front

door.

‘Coo-eeh! It’s me again!’ said a familiar voice.

Naz couldn’t believe his eyes. How had she got into the shop

so quickly? His heart thumped like a ball hitting the back of the

net. How had she changed her clothes? No. It wasn’t possible

. . . it couldn’t be the same lady.

‘What a golden-glisten of a day, wouldn’t you say?’ she said.

Naz decided it was best not to reply. He counted the money

carefully onto the counter, hoping he had enough.

The lady bent down. ‘Pssst,’ she said. Her eyes were like

twinkly stars in a night sky. ‘So, my fine young man. Let’s try

this again. I am Bonnie, and I know I said I was your Fairy
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Godmother, but that’s not quite right . . .’

Naz breathed out. Of course she wasn’t – she was just a

confused old lady.

Bonnie continued, ‘No,

Fairy Godmother

is my old job title.

We are now known as – let me try and remember – Magical

Support People, that’s it. As I was explaining before you ran

away, I’m here to grant your wish – the basic Cinderella wish

for a coach, dress and shoes. It’s nothing to be afraid of, it’s not

as if I’m your Scary Godmother or anything.’

Naz’s mouth fell open. He wondered whether he should

just leave the shop, but then he thought of Lara and her RED

CARD – maybe he should try what worked when Lara was

being difficult. He’d try pretending. ‘Right, yes. Of course,’ he

said, taking out his recycled shopping bag. He opened it quickly

so the lady could put in the milk and he could leave.

‘What would you like first? The dress? Shoes? A coach?’ She

was still holding the milk. ‘Come on. Which one?’ She winked

at him.

Naz stared.

Say something

, he thought.

Anything

. ‘A, a, a coach

. . .?’

‘Okay!’ Bonnie patted the pockets of her jacket. ‘Oh,

miserable mice, I’ve left my wand behind. What can I use?’ she

said, emptying her pockets.

Naz gaped as Bonnie pulled out a toy duck, half a jam

sandwich and a rather sticky hairbrush.
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Bonnie grabbed the hairbrush. ‘This will do! Now, what

am I meant to say? Hey Presto? Ab-ra-ca-dab-ra? Kazoom?

Bibbitibobbityboo? I do get so muddly-muddled-up. Did I tell

you this is my very first day? Aren’t you excited?’

Naz was not excited. He tried bolting towards the exit, but

Bonnie waved the hairbrush in front of him. Naz noticed

the brush was covered in jam; a blob splatted on his

forehead.

BANG!

There was a flash of light.

All around Bonnie, Naz saw twinkly stars as

bright as her eyes.

‘Whoa!’ he couldn’t help yelling. When the stars cleared,

everything looked exactly the same. There was a girl in a hoodie

reading a book and a man in a wheelchair scrolling on his phone.

Neither of them seemed to have noticed anything.

‘TA–DA!’ said Bonnie, twirling the hairbrush. This time Naz

managed to avoid the flying jam.

Bonnie laughed. ‘A glorious, huge coach! Should be in Aisle

One by the crisps!’

Naz and Bonnie went to look in Aisle One. There was nothing

there. Naz didn’t know why he felt disappointed.

‘Wa-a-a-a-ah!’ cried Bonnie, and her chin wobbled. Then her

cheeks began to wobble. Finally, her whole face squished, just

like Lara’s did when she was upset. She wailed, ‘I am no good
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as your Fairy Godmother. I mean, Magical Support Person. I’ll

never pass my test. It’s hopeless. My Wishes Come True test is

this Friday. What am I going to do?’

Naz started to feel sorry for her. He knew how she felt about

tests because that’s how he felt too, especially about spelling

tests.

‘Coaches are the first thing you learn,’ continued Bonnie.

‘They are supposed to be easy! If I fail my test, I will never get

to be a proper Fairy Godmother and your Scary Godmother will

take over.’

Naz gave her a weak smile. He had no idea what she was

talking about. ‘Er, I’m sure you’ll be okay,’ he said. He snatched

the bag and headed towards the exit. When he turned around,

she had disappeared. The only clue was a few blades of grass

floating down from the ceiling. Naz ran all the way home and

didn’t look back.

Later, after Lara was asleep and Mum was too tired to talk,

Naz went to put away the shopping bag. At the bottom of the bag,

Naz noticed something was jangling. He pulled out a keyring.

A keyring in the shape of a tiny golden coach. It was so shiny

it was as if it was made of real gold, and it had a little badge on

its side. The picture on the badge was of two

crossed hairbrushes. Naz’s tummy swirled

as he hid the keyring in his coat pocket and

tried to figure out what it all meant.
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The next day, Naz went to school. It was hard to go past Tom’s

front door and not walk with him like normal. He thought

about knocking, but then he saw the Palace United poster in

Tom’s bedroom window. Naz felt grey. The football Naz had

lost wasn’t just any old ball – it had been signed by Prince

Charmingo, Palace United’s star striker. Everyone loved Prince

Charmingo – even Mr Strickland and their Headteacher, Miss

Simpel, were fans.

Naz plodded to school alone. When he reached the school

crossing, he noticed a new lollipop lady.

She wasn’t wearing any shoes.

Naz had a fizzy feeling in his tummy.

Surely, it couldn’t be the woman who had said she was his

Fairy Godmother? He felt inside his pocket. The coach keyring

was still there; he hadn’t imagined it.

He stepped onto the crossing, determined not to catch her

eye, but as he walked past her, she whispered. ‘Hiya! Sorry

about yesterday. I’m just so worried about passing my test, but I

have decided to be positive, because like they say on the “Magic

Today” app: you have to keep believing.’

Naz kept walking.

Bonnie followed him. ‘I’m here because I know I can make it

up to you. Isn’t that great?’

Naz did not feel great, he felt worried. Very worried.
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‘I know the coach didn’t quite work, but you still have the

shoes and the dress part of your wish. Come on, what’s it to be?’

She was right behind him.

‘Nothing,’ he said, trying to speak without anyone noticing.

‘I don’t need your help.’

‘No shoes?’

‘No!’ he said, but she was still keeping pace with him as the

school gate loomed. ‘Please. Go away!’

‘Go away?’ said Bonnie. ‘Are you sure?’

Naz nodded.

Bonnie’s shoulders slumped as she turned

away, dragging her lollipop sign behind her.

As he watched, Naz realised it wasn’t a sign at all,

but an enormous, sugar-coated yellow lollipop.

Bonnie was right about one thing – she really did

mess everything up, even the simplest disguise.

He looked at all the jostling children.

None of them seemed to have noticed

Bonnie. ‘Hey, d’you know who the

new lollipop lady is?’ he asked one of the

younger kids.

The kid stared at him, confused. ‘What are

you talking about? It’s Mrs Rumple, like normal.’

Naz glanced back at the crossing and sure enough, there

was Mrs Rumple. So where was Bonnie? Naz was beginning
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to believe that no one else could see her. He peered back down

the street, but she was gone. He should have been relieved, but

he found himself worrying about her. He went into school and

hung up his coat.

Naz walked into his classroom and there was Tom, sitting in

the middle row. He hadn’t seen Tom since their argument on

Friday and this was the longest they’d gone without speaking.

Naz walked towards the table, but there was no spare seat like

normal. Kanaye was sitting where Naz usually sat. Naz had

been on the same table with Tom since Year 2.

‘Hey, Kanaye,’ said Naz. ‘You’re in my seat.’

‘Tom said I could sit here,’ said Kanaye.

Naz’s face felt hot like rocket flames. Slowly, he walked past

Tom and Kanaye and went to sit on one of the empty chairs at

the back of the classroom at a table where no one sat. It was

right next to the book corner.

Mr Strickland walked into class. His shoes tap-tapped on

the floor. ‘Morning, Class. Get out your books ready for your

spelling test.’

Naz groaned. With so much happening, he hadn’t learnt his

spellings. When the test began, he tried to write the answers,

but he had to keep scrubbing them out. Naz felt for the coach

keyring in his pocket. ‘Bonnie,’ he whispered. ‘Where are you
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