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I’m sure you’ve heard of fairies.


You’ve probably heard of pixies too.


But maybe you thought they only existed in stories. You might imagine fairies with colourful wings, sitting on toadstools, eating tiny cupcakes and living in harmony. That’s what I thought, too. Until I found myself on an adventure and discovered that everything we’ve been told about fairies – and pixies – is completely wrong!
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I was at the foot of a huge mountain, staring up at the icy peak and wondering just how to get there.


Well, I was actually in the living room of our new place, staring up at the pyramid of still-unopened cardboard boxes that the removal men had left there. But in my imagination, it was a mountain. My little brother Oscar was next to me, holding the flag that I’d made for my mission – the flag which I’d soon be planting at the very top.


I was halfway up when Dad ducked his shiny, bald head in from the kitchen, and gasped. ‘Alice – careful!’


‘But I’m near the top of the mountain, Dad,’ I said.


‘And I’m worried you’ll slip on the ice and plummet,’ he said. ‘Rescue helicopter incoming!’


He dashed over, making a helicopter sound – WOKKA-WOKKA WOKKA – lifted me off and placed me on the carpet next to my brother.


‘Oscar,’ Dad added. ‘Flags are for waving, not for eating, please!’





[image: image]


Dad went back to the kitchen to finish cooking and, just like that, my attempt to reach the peak of Mount Cardboard was over.


When Mum and Dad told me that we were moving to a quiet village, not far from the sea, but a really long way from all my friends, I was miserable. I didn’t know anyone here – and there was nothing exciting to do.


Our new house is an old cottage with a roof made from straw. Because of the story of the three little pigs, I was a bit nervous about the whole ‘straw’ thing, but Dad said it was super-strong and not to worry – no amount of huffing or puffing would blow it down.


Because Dad had ruined my climbing expedition, I found the box that he’d marked ‘Alice’s Adventure Equipment’, pulled out my binoculars and looked out of the window.


Our new garden is long and dotted with a few big trees and patches of tall white-and-red flowers. There’s a tiny stream at the end and, beyond that, huge fields surrounded by hedgerows and more trees. It’s true what Mum says – that the sky seems much bigger and bluer here. The scenery’s beautiful too, just as she said it would be. But it just seemed… too quiet. What adventures could possibly happen here?


I sighed. I was stuck. It was just me, lots and lots of trees, my unadventurous parents, and my super-dribbly baby brother – who had put down the flag but was now chewing his toy giraffe. Oscar is only one and a half and his hobbies are chewing things, smearing food all over his face, and following me around all the time.


Dad called, ‘Dinner’s ready!’ so I scooped Oscar up and carried him into the kitchen. He is a heavy lump but luckily I’m strong – like all adventurers. Dad, in his ‘World’s Greatest Chef’ apron, was serving up bowls of macaroni cheese with peas on the side. This is my all-time favourite meal, so I could tell that he was trying to cheer me up about the move.
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Dad wears glasses and has a head that’s as smooth as a pebble. He bakes delicious cakes, does funny voices and makes up songs about ordinary things like brushing our teeth and cleaning our bedroom, which makes those things more fun – a bit, at least. Dad’s job is looking after me and Oscar and he is mostly great at it. He was singing one of his songs as he put our plates in front of us, accompanied by a wiggly dance.


‘Whose peas are these? Alice’s peas! And what about these? Oscar’s peas! And look at this – macaroni cheese! Do I want it in my tum? Mmm. Yes, please!’ We giggled, then heard the front door unlock and swing open. ‘Who’s at the door?!’ Dad sang. ‘It’s Mummy – for sure!’


Oscar bopped up and down as Mum appeared in the kitchen doorway in her purple work scrubs. Mum is super-tall and has fabulous curly hair, which she kindly passed on to me. She loves cups of tea, reading books and fixing things like clothes and vases (I sometimes break things while on adventures). She’s a surgeon, which means her job is to help fix people too.
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Mum came over and kissed Oscar on the one tiny patch of his face that didn’t have macaroni cheese on it. He clapped delightedly. Then she kissed me on my forehead. I smiled – but only a bit. Because even seeing Mum and eating my favourite food couldn’t make up for the fact that we’d moved to the middle of nowhere.


‘Give it a chance, pal,’ said Dad gently. ‘There’s plenty of animals around here – ones that you won’t see in London.’


‘Dragons?’ I said.


‘Well, no but…’


‘Monkeys? Hippos? Penguins?’


‘No, but – you know: cows, sheep, chickens…’


‘There’s absolutely nothing to do here,’ I said, ‘and I don’t know anyone. It’s no fun, going on adventures by yourself.’


‘You’ll meet new people,’ said Mum, reaching over to ruffle my hair. ‘And you will find adventure. I just know it.’


Oscar, feeling left out of the conversation, blew a big raspberry.
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