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Chapter One





Poppy Merrymoss’s wings fluttered excitedly as she gazed up at the giant old oak tree. She had dreamed about going to Oakwings Academy her whole life and now it was finally happening!


All around her, hundreds of excited fairies hustled and bustled about as they flew in and out of the school. Poppy had never seen so many fairies in one place before, or so many beautiful wings and outfits. Some wore hats made from acorn cups or flowers. Others had tops and trousers made from colourful petals. There was even a fairy dressed from head to toe in feathers. Poppy felt dizzy looking at them all.
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“Did you know Oakwings has its own swimming pond?” a young fairy said as she flitted past.


“I heard there is a stargazing room!” said another.


Poppy spotted a snow fairy and gasped. The fairy had long white hair and crystal wings which sparkled in the sunlight. Snow fairies were really rare. Poppy fluttered up and down, full of nerves and excitement as she wondered for the millionth time which type of fairy she might become. She wouldn’t find out until she had learned how to use her fairy magic. She looked up at the enormous tree again and gulped. Oakwings Academy was bigger than any tree she had ever seen. She was used to being small – she was a fairy after all – but she suddenly felt tiny. How was she ever going to find her way around? What if she was no good at magic?
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Poppy’s mum squeezed her hand. “Aunt Lily will be here soon to show you around,” she said.


“Did someone say my name?” A sing-songy voice trilled from above.


Poppy could always spot Aunt Lily a mile away. She had blazing red hair and wore the most beautiful flower petal dresses. Nut shell bracelets jingled and jangled around her wrists, and a fluffy white dandelion seed hung from each of her ears. Above one ear was the cochlear implant which helped her hear better.


Poppy hugged her aunt as she landed beside her. “Hi, Aunt Lily.”


She smelled like roses and sunshine, and Poppy felt less nervous. Aunt Lily was a petal fairy and a teacher at Oakwings Academy. Poppy was glad that she knew at least one fairy at her new school.


Aunt Lily beamed, then tried to look serious. “Remember to call me Ms Mayblossom while you’re at school, Poppy,” she said, trying to sound stern.


Poppy giggled. “Sorry, Aunt . . . Ms Mayblossom.”


Aunt Lily glanced around, then whispered, “Of course, I suppose we could break the rules just once!”


She pulled Poppy into another big, squishy hug. “Let’s get you settled in, shall we?”


“We’ll see you very soon,” Poppy’s dad said.


“You’ll have a wonderful time,” her mum added in a wobbly voice.


Poppy gave them each a long hug, then bent down to say goodbye to her baby sister, Daisy, who planted a dribbly kiss on her cheek.


Poppy wiped her face, took a deep breath and followed Aunt Lily . . . Ms Mayblossom, she reminded herself, into the old oak tree.


It was even busier inside. They flew into a great hall filled with fairy teachers and students, old and new. Poppy weaved in and out of the crowd. Aunt Lily waved and greeted fairies as she flew. Everyone seemed to know her. A few fairies gazed curiously at Poppy and she smiled back at them.


Aunt Lily led Poppy down a corridor. Poppy peered into the classrooms as they passed. In one room, a fairy waved his wand as large droplets of water danced around him in the air. Another was filled with shelves of small glass jars containing a rainbow of colourful liquids. I can’t wait until I can do magic like that! Poppy thought excitedly.


They continued up and around a winding staircase, until they reached the highest branches.


“These are the bedrooms,” Aunt Lily explained. She landed outside a wide, wooden door and pushed it open.


Poppy barely had the chance to step inside when a blur of pink wings rushed towards her.


“Hi, roomie!” the fairy called out.


Her hair was in long black braids which trailed behind her as she flew, and she wore a bright pink petal dress. She whizzed around the room, her wings buzzing.


Poppy glanced around. The room had curved walls and two bunk beds, one on either side of a small round window. At one of the beds, another fairy was unpacking a pile of fancy-looking conker shell suitcases.


“Hello! I’m Rose Seedpip,” the flying fairy said breathlessly. She pointed at the other fairy. “That’s Celeste Greenshoot. I’m so excited to be here, aren’t you? Everything is so magical, and HUGE and I can’t wait to start lessons. What type of fairy do you want to be?” she asked in a big rush of words.
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Poppy laughed. Rose talked as fast as she flew and Poppy already liked her.


“Will you stay still!” Celeste snapped at Rose. “You’re making me dizzy.”


Celeste had curly blonde hair and silver wings. Her top and skirt were made from purple pansies and her shoes had curled toes and a tiny bell on each end.


“They were hand-crafted by mice especially for me,” Celeste said, seeing Poppy staring at them.


“They’re beautiful,” Poppy said, with a smile. “I’m Poppy Merrymoss.”


But Celeste had turned back to her unpacking.


“Nice to meet you, Poppy,” Rose replied as she landed with a bit of a bump.


She pointed to the top of the other bunk bed. “That’s my bunk,” she said. “The bottom one is yours. Watch!”


The wooden headboard of Poppy’s bed began to glow. Slowly, golden letters appeared, magically carving her name into the wood.


Poppy grinned as she traced her name with her finger. She still couldn’t believe she was finally here!


“Isn’t it amazing!” Rose breathed.


Poppy couldn’t help but agree. Everything at Oakwings Academy was so wonderful.


A gentle cough came from the doorway and Poppy jumped. She’d been so caught up in the excitement that she’d forgotten Aunt Lily was still there!


“I’ll leave you to make friends, Poppy” she whispered with a smile. “Welcome to fairy forest school.”
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