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    To Jess, Liesel and Jonathan, who don't need a Pixie Detective to find where my love can be found.


Dedicated to the brave heroes who go on with life, despite enormous challenges.
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Chapter 1 – Pickalee’s House
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“I think it’ll be very exciting to stay with a magical pixie,” Liesel said to her brother, Jonathan, as they walked up the winding path. 

“Much better than staying inside at home and helping move house,” Jonathan agreed. “Though, I do hope we have brought enough books.” 

Their mother looked at the large suitcase, where they had packed a few changes of clothes, toiletries, and a stack of books. “I believe Pickalee has plenty of books you could borrow if you run out. And anyway, I think you’ll be far too busy exploring Pickalee’s house while you’re here.” 

Looking around them, the children stared in awe. The pixie’s house rose above them, many storeys high, bright colours splashed across the walls, like a rainbow that had broken apart and been glued on willy-nilly. Fruit trees grew on the flat roof. Birds chorused beautiful music down to them as they stood in front of the pink front door. Luscious gardens sprawled around them, full of an assortment of flowers and elegant-looking plants.

“I’m going to miss you, Mum,” Liesel said, turning and throwing her arms around her. 

“Me too,” agreed Jonathan. “It won’t be the same without you and Dad.”

“Oh, you two make me smile. You know, you will both have so much fun that you won’t want to leave. Time will go so quickly, it’ll feel like I wasn’t even gone, and you’ll get to stay in our new house when the week is over. That’ll be incredibly exciting,” Mum said. She paused thoughtfully. “I used to stay with Pickalee when I was younger. I always had so much fun playing with all the magical furniture and having such wonderful adventures.” 

“What kind of adventures?” Jonathan asked in amazement. He had never thought of their mother as a young child before. 

“Pickalee must be old,” Liesel said, disappointed. She had wanted someone younger, not some wrinkled, old prune who would be cranky at any little noise. “I thought perhaps—”

But what Liesel thought, nobody found out. The door opened wide, revealing a smiling face at eye level with the children. Pointy ears sat comfortably next to spiky black hair.

“Well, hello,” the pixie said. “I thought I heard visitors over the music of my bird friends.” Pickalee looked up at the children’s mother and smiled warmly. “Jessica,” she gasped, “you have grown like a beautiful flower. It seems like only yesterday that you were at my door to stay, and now—” she looked at the two children, “I get to meet your children. Liesel.” Pickalee looked at Liesel and shook her hand. “And Jonathan.” Pickalee shook Jonathan’s hand. “What an absolute pleasure to have you both stay with me. Please, come inside,” she said, stepping back to let them in. 

The children walked in, Jonathan carrying the heavy suitcase. Their mum followed, ducking to avoid the door, which was shorter than their own house. 

Pickalee’s kitchen was large and ordered, with no clutter or dirty dishes like the children were used to at home. Every benchtop sparkled in the sunlight which streamed brightly through the window. A bowl on the counter held a rainbow of fruits: bananas, mangoes, apples, oranges, blueberries, plums, cherries, strawberries. Jonathan licked his lips eagerly, his mouth watering at the delicious-looking feast of fruit waiting to be eaten. Floral scents wafted through the window from the garden outside, a fragrant mosaic most delightful and wondrous. 

“I really must be off,” their mother said, kissing each child as she embraced them in turn. “Please behave for Pickalee, and have fun.” 

After the children said goodbye, Mum left, closing the pink door softly behind her. Pickalee turned to them, smiling broadly. “I will show you to your bedrooms soon. I may be called to work during the week, and I know you two will be a great help to me. What do you say? Ready to go on adventures and learn with me?”

“What sort of adventures?” Jonathan asked. “Mum never said anything about needing to work.” 

Pickalee sang softly:

“Working is never a chore, nor is it a bore, 

if you only learn to sing a little more. 

Sing with me, sing with me, little ones. 

Sing with me, sing with me, have some fun.”

Liesel and Jonathan stared, not sure whether to join in or not. They didn’t know the words and weren’t used to singing pixies. 

“Anyway, my work is a little out of the ordinary,” Pickalee admitted. 

“What do you do?” Jonathan asked. 

“I’m a pixie detective. I investigate strange happenings and solve mysteries across all of the fairy lands. If anything is abnormal, I’m called to make things normal again.”

“That sounds very exciting!” Liesel exclaimed. “Did Mum ever help you?”

Pickalee nodded enthusiastically. “Quite often,” she said. “Your mother helped me solve many mysteries, and helped many kings, queens, fairies, and other magical creatures. She was extremely observant and intuitive.”

“What does that mean?” Jonathan asked. 

Pickalee giggled with delight, clapping her hands. “Excellent question, Jonathan! Observant means she always looked at things around her and saw things most people miss. Intuitive means she used common sense and her gut feeling to find solutions.”

“Sorry for asking silly questions,” Jonathan said, hanging his head slightly. 

“There’s no such thing as a silly question,” Pickalee said cheerfully. “In fact, when it comes to finding answers, asking questions is exactly what you need to do.”

“Jonathan always gets in trouble for asking too many questions,” Liesel said matter-of-factly, glancing at her brother.

“Well, you and I will get on fine,” Pickalee said, smiling straight at Jonathan. She rubbed her hands together. “So, what do you say? Will you help me when the need arises?”

The children nodded. “That sounds wonderful,” Liesel said. 

“I can’t wait!” Jonathan added. 

“Excellent!” Pickalee exclaimed. “Well, why don’t you both get yourselves sorted in the bedroom and come back down for some lunch. I’ve made a special welcome meal for you to enjoy.”

Jonathan went to pick up their suitcase, but stopped when Pickalee began talking once more.

“Oh, and please keep in mind that nearly everything in the house is magical, and may appear to have a mind of its own,” Pickalee said. “Although there’s nothing dangerous, I have found some of the furniture to be a bit... cheeky.”

“Cheeky?” Liesel repeated.

“Yes, yes. Cheeky, mischievous, impish. I have warned them all, but they rarely listen to what I say. I’ve even gone to use furniture, and found myself in one of the magical lands that needed my expertise.” The pixie smiled at the children. “Well then, hurry up, please. 

When my tummy rumbles in its time of need,

it’s time for me to have a feed.”

The children hurried up the stairs, which seemed to move downwards like an escalator, making them walk faster to reach the top. By the time they had set foot on the top floor, Jonathan, who was carrying their suitcase, was puffing. Both children were sweating in the humid air. 

“It seems like... those stairs were... making fun of us,” Liesel said through gasps of air. “I could have sworn... they were moving downwards.” When the children looked back at the stairs, they were motionless, like the normal stairs in their own home.

“Definitely peculiar,” Jonathan said. They walked along the hallway, looking at each artwork and photograph that adorned the walls: pictures of smiling people, landscape art and photographs of interesting places beyond the realm of imagination. “I wonder if Pickalee has been to these places,” Jonathan wondered.

“I imagine these people are her friends,” Liesel said, pointing to a group of two tall people standing next to Pickalee and a young girl about their age. 

They reached a door with a large sign that read “Liesel and Jonathan’s bedroom” in a colourful, cursive font. “I guess this is our room,” Liesel said, eyes wide open in wonder. “This is a beautiful sign! I wonder if Pickalee will let us take it home with us.”

“But we don’t share a room at home,” Jonathan said, opening the door. “You can have it. With all these rooms in the house, I wonder why we can’t have our own rooms.” 

“Perhaps they belong to other people?” Liesel suggested. “Or maybe they are doorways into other lands for Pickalee to use for her...” Liesel paused, staring into their bedroom. Two beds were running around the room, thumping loudly as the legs clomped across the floorboards. 

“What are they doing?” Jonathan asked, putting the suitcase on the floor. One bed reached out with its leg and touched the other, before running away from the first.

“I do believe they’re playing chasey,” Liesel said. “How extraordinary!” 

“Hey, beds!” Jonathan called. They stopped moving and turned, as if they had eyes to see. “We’d like to put our things away, if you don’t mind stopping your game for a moment.”

The beds curled in the middle, like a child hanging their head in shame, before moving slowly into position next to a chest of drawers and lying down. 

“Pickalee was right,” Liesel said. “This is a magical house.”

The siblings put away their things neatly into the drawers, before heading back down to the kitchen for lunch. The stairs remained unmoving as they walked down and, as they reached the kitchen doorway, they stopped at the sight before them. 



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter 2 – Foodland 
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Pickalee stood next to the open fridge door. Instead of shelves holding an assortment of food, the fridge seemed to contain a portal into a bizarre world. Beyond the portal was a world made from food. 

“Is that one of the magical worlds?” Jonathan asked.

“Indeed, it is,” Pickalee said, smiling. “Our first adventure together. Ready to go?”

“But what about lunch?” Jonathan asked.

“Oh, I’m sorry,” Pickalee said, the smile fading from her face. “Sometimes duty calls at the most inconvenient of times. I promise we will find you some lunch in Foodland.”

“Foodland?” Jonathan repeated. “Why is it called Foodland?”

“Obviously it’s Foodland,” Liesel said. “Can’t you see all the buildings and things made from food?” 

“Oh yeah,” Jonathan said, grinning sheepishly. 

“The Mayor of Foodland called me and asked for help. It seems a giant is eating all of the buildings in his path. They urgently need me to find out why and help stop him from eating all of Foodland.”

“That sounds extremely dangerous,” Liesel said, imagining the large teeth and feet the giant must have. 

“We will encounter some...difficulties,” Pickalee said. “But that’s part of the fun!” Her large smile spread across her face again, however, the children still felt anxious. 

“What if we get hurt?” Jonathan asked, trying hard to stop his voice from trembling.

“I promised your mother I’d look after you, and look after you I will do. Plus, I have a feeling I know why the giant is eating everything. Let’s go meet Mayor Mayonnaise now.”

“The mayor’s name is really Mayonnaise?” Jonathan asked, giggling softly with Liesel.

“Yes, it is. And I will ask you to please not make fun of her name,” Pickalee said, frowning. “It is most unkind.”

“Yes, Pickalee,” Jonathan said. “We’re sorry.”

“I’m sorry, children. I forgot how completely new this all is for you both. I’m used to things being strange, whereas everything is out of the ordinary for you.” Holding out her hand, Pickalee encouraged the children forward. 

They held onto her hand as she led them through the fridge, the children bending forward to avoid hitting their head. A strange sensation of coldness shivered through their bodies, until they emerged on the other side. 

Hundreds and thousands sprinkles pattered their heads and arms, the rainbow balls bouncing as they hit the mint leaf grass. The three of them stood on a long, straight street with houses on either side. Each house was made from large, thick slices of bread, with pizzas used for roof tiles. The gardens of each house had large broccoli florets of various sizes growing among the mint grass.

“Are the clouds made from fairy floss?” Jonathan asked, covering his eyes as he looked up.

“Yes, they are. And here’s a fun fact,” Pickalee said. “At midnight, they float away and return in the morning.”

“Wow,” Liesel said, looking at the clouds.

“I almost forgot,” Pickalee said, clicking her fingers in a fancy pattern as sang a few foreign words. A bright pink umbrella formed in her hand, and she passed it to Liesel. “You might need these to keep the rain off.” She repeated the process, handing a blue umbrella to Jonathan, before conjuring a purple one for herself.

“Where is Mayor Mayonnaise?” Jonathan asked as he put up his umbrella, looking around as if he expected her to be walking towards them.

“She will be in her office, a short walk that way,” Pickalee said, pointing in front of them through the multicoloured rain. She led them down the street, the two children gaping in awe at the food around them which formed the land. Their stomachs rumbled and their mouths watered. The rainbow-coloured rain pattered on their umbrellas, bouncing on to the ground and sinking beneath the mint leaf grass.

“Can we eat any of this food?” Jonathan asked. 

“Oh, not at all,” Pickalee said, frowning as she shook her head. “They need these things to go about their daily lives. It would be like eating the houses and street signs in your own world.”

“I’m sure that wouldn’t taste very nice at all,” Liesel admitted glumly. 

“I promise we will eat when we get to Mayor Mayonnaise’s office,” Pickalee said. As they walked past houses, the children saw jelly babies peering out of their windows, sometimes hiding behind lettuce leaf curtains. Chocolate frogs sat beside chocolate milk ponds, croaking softly. A short distance away to their left, a forest of broccoli rose behind a row of bread houses, continuing on as far as the eye could see.
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