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Jack Frost’s Ode


Halloween’s a time of year


That fills me up with spooky cheer.


My clever plot has now begun


To snatch the Pumpkin Fairy’s fun.





Today will be a perfect day,


When everything will go my way. 


With Paula’s treats and decorations


I’ll spoil all her celebrations!
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“This is the perfect place to spend Halloween,” said Rachel Walker, looking around at the pumpkin field.


Rachel was staying with her best friend, Kirsty Tate, for the weekend. Kirsty’s mum had just dropped them off for the Big Pumpkin Patch Pick at Pumpkin Patch Farm on the outskirts of Wetherbury.


“We always manage to do something fun on Halloween,” said Kirsty.


The girls shared a smile, remembering how they had met Trixie the Halloween Fairy and helped her to stop Jack Frost from spoiling the day for everyone. They had shared many magical adventures together, because the fairies often asked for their help when Jack Frost got up to mischief.


“I can’t wait to pick our pumpkins,” said Rachel. “I want to make the spookiest lantern ever.”


The farmer was a friendly man in green wellies and a thick jumper. He grinned at the families who had gathered in the field.


“Good morning, and welcome to our first Big Pumpkin Patch Pick,” he said. “My name is Peter Pine. There are lots of fun things to do here today, starting with finding your perfect pumpkin to carve. They have been picked and lined up in rows. All you have to do is choose one!”
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Kirsty knew many of the other children there, but she didn’t recognise a tall, blonde girl who was standing apart from the other children. She had folded her arms and was scowling at the farmer.


“I wonder why she looks so cross,” Rachel said.
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“My mum says that sometimes, people who seem angry are actually really unhappy underneath,” said Kirsty. “If we can get past her grumpiness, there’s probably someone really lovely inside.”


Rachel smiled.


“Let’s try to make friends with her,” she whispered.


“These beauties were planted at the beginning of June,” Mr Pine continued. “Pumpkins take three or four months to grow, and that’s why they’re so ripe and orange now.”


Kirsty stepped closer to the blonde girl and smiled at her.


“Hi,” she said.


“Leave me alone,” the girl mumbled.


“We only want to say hello,” Kirsty went on. “This is Rachel and I’m Kirsty. What’s your name?”


“Polly,” the girl said with a glare. “Now you’ve said hello, you can leave me alone.”


As she turned away, Rachel saw tears glinting in her eyes.
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“You’re right,” she said to Kirsty in a low voice. “I think she needs a friend.”


She touched Polly’s arm and tried again.


“Would you like to choose your pumpkin with us?” she asked.


“I hate pumpkins,” Polly retorted.


“Oh,” said Kirsty. “So, er, why have you come?”


“I had to,” said Polly. “I live here. My dad bought this silly place and made me leave the city and come and live here.”


“Wetherbury is lovely,” said Kirsty. “I’m sure you’ll like it if you give it a chance.”


“Who owns that dog?” called out Mr Pine.


A little brown-and-white dog was scampering across the far end of the pumpkin patch. No one replied, but Rachel saw Polly staring at the animal until it disappeared into another field.


“Polly, could you help me?” called Mr Pine. “Some of the pumpkins seem to have gone missing.”


Polly stomped off, muttering under her breath. Rachel and Kirsty started walking along the row, looking at one round, ripe pumpkin after another.


“So Polly is homesick for her old life in the city,” said Kirsty.


“It must be strange to move somewhere new and leave everything you know behind,” said Rachel.


They reached the edge of the field and were about to turn around when they spotted something. Among the long grass, almost hidden from view, was a large pumpkin. Rachel and Kirsty waded into the tall grass to look at it.


“That’s funny, it’s already been carved,” said Rachel.


Stars had been cut into the sides. Suddenly, a glowing light shone through the stars. Then the stalk lid wiggled … jiggled … and popped into the air!














[image: images]







Pumpkin-shaped sparkles burst into the air, and a tiny fairy fluttered out of the pumpkin. Her curly brown hair was gathered in two buns at the front, and hung in thick coils at the back. She was wearing a floaty purple dress with sleeves as gauzy as her wings, and orange pumpkins all around the hem.
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