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Sally Gardner is the author of The Fairy Catalogue, The Glass Heart, A Book of Princesses and other popular books for children, as well as the Magical Children series. She started out as a designer of sets and costumes for the theatre. She has a teenage son and twin daughters and lives in London.
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The Invisible Boy


The Boy with the Magic Numbers


The Smallest Girl Ever


The Strongest Girl in the World


The Boy with the Lightning Feet


Lucy Willow


The Glass Heart


The Fairy Catalogue


Fairy Shopping



The Real Fairy Storybook (text by Georgie Adams)


A Book of Princesses


Playtime Rhymes


For older readers


I, Coriander


The Red Necklace


The Silver Blade
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For Dominic With all my love
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Mrs Top opened her front door one grey Wednesday afternoon to find a Fat Fairy standing there.


“Is this 6 Valance Road, and are you Thomas Top’s mother?” asked the Fat Fairy.


Mrs Top looked a little taken aback.


“Yes,” she said, “but I think there must be some mistake. The birthday party has had to be cancelled.”


The Fat Fairy adjusted her glasses and huffed.


“Well. I have got it written down here that I am booked for today, the fourth of May, at three o’clock for Thomas Top’s ninth birthday,” said the Fat Fairy firmly. “And I never get it wrong.”
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“I don’t understand. I didn’t book anyone for Thomas’s party. I mean, we always have Mr Spoons the magician. I never asked for a fairy,” said Mrs Top.


“No one ever does, dear,” said the Fat Fairy, “we are supposed to be a surprise.”


Mrs Top was beginning to feel quite flustered.


“You see the party isn’t happening today because Thomas is ill,” she said. “We had to put it off. He’s going to have it on the same day as his dad’s birthday now.”


“Well, that is nothing to do with me,” said the Fat Fairy. “I am here just to wish him a happy birthday. It says nothing about entertainment or parties.”


“Oh I see,” said Mrs Top, feeling relieved, “you are some sort of singing telegram. I can’t think who sent you.”


“I wouldn’t worry about it,” said the Fat Fairy, smiling.
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Thomas was propped up in bed. He felt terrible, with a sore throat and aching bones. A virus, the doctor had told his mum. He was to stay in bed until he felt better, and today was his birthday and he felt worse.


So far he had been given a book on fishing for beginners from his dad, a pen from his mum, a brown jumper from his Aunt Maud, and a pound stuck with masses of sticky tape to an old Christmas card from his Uncle Alfie. Things were not looking good when suddenly his mum entered the room, with the fattest fairy he had ever seen.


She had bright pink hair and was wearing a tutu two sizes too small. Her wings were lopsided and it looked as if she had sat on her tiara. If Thomas hadn’t been feeling so unwell he would have burst out laughing.


“It’s a surprise,” said his mum anxiously.


The Fat Fairy looked around the room and huffed, then went and sat on the end of Thomas’s bed.


“I wouldn’t get too close to him,” said Mum. “He could be infectious.”


The Fat Fairy took no notice and said in a mournful voice, “Love a cup of tea, dear.”


Mrs Top went downstairs, saying she wouldn’t be a minute.


“Not much of a birthday,” said the Fat Fairy, looking round Thomas’s room and at his presents.


“Why are you here?” said Thomas.


“To give you a birthday wish,” said the Fat Fairy.


“You’re joking, aren’t you?” said Thomas.


“No,” said the Fat Fairy. “Come on, just tell me what your wish is, and then I can be on my way.”


“I don’t know,” said Thomas. He wasn’t sure what to make of her. “This is just a game, isn’t it?”
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“It’s no game,” said the Fat Fairy. “Come on, let’s get this finished with before your mum comes back with tea and fairy cakes.”


“I wish I was …” said Thomas.


“No good,” interrupted the Fat Fairy. “You can’t wish for all the money in the world or to turn Aunt Maud into a sheep. It just won’t work like that. You have to wish for something like having the most beautiful hair or being able to sing like a cherub, or being a whizz at computers. Now do you get it?”


Thomas looked at her again. “Mum doesn’t have any fairy cakes,” he said.


The fairy shrugged her wings. “Come on, come on,” she said. “Concentrate, it’s not every day you get a wish granted.”


“You’re kidding, right?” said Thomas.


“Whatever,” said the Fat Fairy. “Just get on with it.”


“I wish that…” said Thomas.


“No good,” the fairy interrupted. “You can’t wish for your father to be fun. It has to do with you, Thomas,” she said gently. “After all, today is your ninth birthday.”


Thomas looked surprised. “How did you know I was going to wish for that?” he said.


“Quick,” said the Fat Fairy as Mum’s footsteps could be heard coming up the stairs.


Thomas said the first thing that came into his head. “I wish I could fly.” Why he said that he couldn’t think.


“Nice one,” said the Fat Fairy, standing up just as Mum entered the room with two cups of tea and a plate of fairy cakes.


“I’m all done and dusted, dear,” said the Fat Fairy, giving a loud belch. “All this wishing plays havoc with my insides,” she went on, gulping down the tea and putting three fairy cakes in her handbag. “Well, I can’t stay here all day enjoying myself.”


And without so much as a goodbye, she made her way down the stairs. Mum followed, saying, “Wait a minute, I was wondering which company sent you,” but by the time she had made it to the front door the Fat Fairy had vanished.
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