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This book is dedicated to Jenny – because without you, none of these books would have happened. Thank you, Miss Richardson. Wonderful English teachers like you change the lives of unruly pupils like me.
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‘Fairy roses, fairy rings, Turn out sometimes troublesome things.’


 



 — William Makepeace Thackeray
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Before the Begininning
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The moors were deserted that day.

The stones stood still and silent, as though they were waiting for something. At the centre of them all, a jagged piece of amber glowed in the growing darkness. Lights fizzed softly around it, turning pink, orange, purple, blue.

No one saw it. No one ever did. No one ever got as far as the amber. Why would they? No one knew about its magic; not any more. They had forgotten all about such magic a long, long time ago. About the same time as they stopped believing in fairies.

More fool them.
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The boy grumbled to himself as he crossed the darkening moors. ‘It’s not fair!’ he muttered, panting as he clambered up the hill that lay halfway between school and home. It was mid-winter and the light was fading fast. The roads would have been quicker, but Tommy preferred the moors where there was no Danny Slater to trip you up and laugh at you on your way home.

Tommy’s cheeks burned with anger and shame from Danny’s latest bout of bullying. It had been in the morning’s gym lesson – but could just as well have been anywhere, and any time.


‘Wimpy Williams can’t climb a ropel Wimpy Williams What a dope!’ The taunt had followed him around all day, and now it had led him to the moors.

‘I’ll show him!’ Tommy said out loud as he reached the stone circle that stood at the top of the hill. ‘I’m not a wimp. I can climb. I can climb better than he can!’

And with that, Tommy slung his school bag on the ground and made for the stone in the centre of the circle – the largest of them all. He found his first few footholds easily enough, his toes poking into sharp holes in the side, his arms wrapped round the stone in a bear hug.

With a determination known only to those who  have ever been desperate to escape the taunts of the Danny Slaters of this world, he climbed on, finding foothold after foothold. He pressed himself against the stone, felt around for crevices for his aching toes and burning hands. Breathless, filthy and sweating, he finally grasped above him and felt the top of the stone. Mustering every last ounce of his strength, he heaved his body up, pulling himself to the very top of the stone. He’d done it!

Looking down, he laughed. ‘Now who’s the wimp?’ he shouted to the moors, his voice dying on the mist that was beginning to settle around him, along with the deepening darkness.

He clambered across the top of the stone, looking for a gentler route down than the sharp climb that had led him here. His parents would worry if he was-n’t home before dark.

But then he stopped. Something was glinting at his feet. Something shiny among the grey that now seemed to envelop the whole moor. What was it? He bent down and scrubbed at the moss and grime surrounding it. It wouldn’t budge.

But then Tommy had a thought. This will prove I was here. Take this back to the class and tell them it was from the highest stone at Tidehill Rocks, and no one will call me a wimp again!


And so he scratched and scrubbed and pulled and heaved until, eventually, it came loose. It was like nothing he had ever seen, and Tommy was mesmerised. A shining, glistening piece of pure amber, it  glowed and sparkled as he looked at it. It felt to Tommy as if he were holding pure magic in his hand.

‘Wow,’ he said, staring at the jagged rock in his palm. As he held it, it began to throw light out around him like a fire, crackling and sparkling and lighting up the moors.

Stunned and awed, Tommy held the rock carefully as he picked his way back down the stone. Grabbing his school bag and throwing it over his shoulder, he glanced once more at the rock, now almost alive with colour. It seemed to dance in his hand.

‘Ever climbed the tallest stone on the moors and found one of these, have you, Danny?’ he asked out loud, laughing at the thought of the confrontation he imagined taking place the next day at school.

But there would be no confrontation the next day. And, for Tommy Williams, there would be no school, either. Because the moment he walked through the gap in the stones to leave the circle, something quite unexpected happened.

Tommy held tightly on to his rock, took the step that divided the inside of the circle from the outside – and disappeared.

[image: 005]

The moors suddenly felt colder than usual. The darkness hung more heavily. The stones were even more still.

The amber had gone – and nothing would ever be the same again.




Chapter One

Daisy
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I’d been with Admin and Liaison Department for nearly two months when the news hit my screen.

To be honest, I almost missed it. Not because I wasn’t concentrating – although I have to admit, ALD is the most boring department in the whole of ATC. (That’s Above The Clouds, fairy godmother headquarters.) I’d been put here after what happened with Robyn’s dad when he’d trapped me in a jam jar. My wing still hadn’t got back to normal since it had got crushed in the jar. But I was on the mend and couldn’t wait to  get back to doing proper assignments again.

In the meantime, my job was to cross-reference fairy godmothers with their departments and match them up with their clients. I could do it standing on one wing. Provided it wasn’t the poorly one. So I hardly even thought about what I was doing. Punching in names, numbers and departments didn’t take a lot of concentration.

Which might have been why I almost missed it when it came up on the screen.

Jenny Fisher. FGEagle5197. SRB.


SRB? No! I must be mistaken. I shut the page on my screen and walked across the office to the  Clients file. I tried to saunter as casually as I could so no one would have any idea what I was doing. Interfering with an assignment from another department is strictly against Fairy Godmother Code. If I was caught doing it, I’d be in terrible trouble.

Luckily no one looked up. They rarely did. ALD are generally quite a serious bunch. There’s a reason why the fairies here aren’t out on normal assignments. Sometimes it’s injury-related like it was for me. Others are here because they’re not up to standard for any of the ‘live’ assignments. Both of which helped give ALD the nickname, Angry, Lonely & Demoralised’.

I grabbed the file of clients’ records and looked up Jenny Fisher. I checked all the details from my screen against the ones in the book. It was  definitely her. Philippa’s mum. I went cold. Why was she getting a fairy from SRB?

I glanced round to make sure no one was watching what I was doing. Then I jotted down all the details of the assignment on the back of my hand, carefully replaced the file, shut down my screen – and ran out of the office as quickly as I could.




Philippa 

‘Are we nearly there?’ I asked for the twenty-fifth time.

Dad gave me the same response he’d given me twenty-four times already. ‘Nearly!’ he said, smiling at me in the rear-view mirror and giving Mum a nudge in case she hadn’t noticed his funny reply.

I sighed and got back to reading my book.

But then I noticed something outside the window. ‘Wait!’ I sat up a bit straighter. ‘I recognise this road.’ I leaned forward and looked through the front windscreen. ‘It’s the woods!’ I said. ‘We are nearly there!’

‘I told you we were,’ Dad replied.

‘To be fair, you also said we were nearly there when we hadn’t quite reached the end of our street,’ Mum added.

But we were this time. We were on the outskirts of Ravenleigh. I felt a jiggle of excitement go through me. We were nearly at Robyn’s house!
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Robyn and I had met a few months ago when Mum, Dad and I went to stay at a holiday cottage in her village. We’d kept in touch ever since and she was one of my best friends now. The other one was Daisy. Daisy had also been my fairy godsister (which is like a fairy godmother, only one that’s the same age as you).

Robyn and I had had a bit of a rocky start – especially after her dad trapped Daisy in a jam jar and tried to cut off her wings. But once everything had been sorted out, he’d completely changed. He was like a different man and had ended up getting on really well with my parents. So well, in fact, that he’d asked if we’d like to come back during the Christmas holidays. They’d booked us into the same house we stayed in last time – their old home!

Unlike my previous friend, Charlotte, who I’d lost touch with since she moved away, Robyn and I had kept in touch with each other since that week, emailing and texting each other virtually every day for the last three months.

We drove up the gravelly drive as it was starting to get dark. It was only four o’clock but the evening was starting to close in around us already.

‘Can I go round to Robyn’s?’ I asked, swinging the car door open the second Dad switched the engine off.

‘I was thinking we might at least make it through the front door first,’ Dad replied over his shoulder as  he skipped up the drive, holding Mum’s hands and twirling her round and round.

‘But I haven’t seen her for ages!’ I said, vaguely wondering what it would be like to have parents who could make it all the way from a car to a house without breaking into a dance.

Mum let go of Dad’s hands and came back to the car. ‘Let’s get in and unpack first,’ she said, opening the boot. ‘Then you can nip over to tell her we’re here.’

‘Great!’ I grabbed my bag and ran to the door. Minutes later, I’d squashed a week’s worth of clothes into drawers, flung a bundle of books and magazines on the bed and shoved my suitcase under the wardrobe.

‘See you later,’ I called as I closed the door behind me and ran round to Robyn’s.
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Robyn and I sat in her room above the shop her dad owns, and caught up on all our news.

I couldn’t help comparing it with what had happened when I’d gone to visit Charlotte for the first time after she’d moved away. We’d spent a week not knowing what to say to each other. With Robyn, you couldn’t shut us up if you tried! I don’t know how we still had so much to talk about – but we did, and I wasn’t complaining.

I checked my watch. Nearly six o’clock. ‘I’d  better get going,’ I said reluctantly. Mum had told me to be back for tea. ‘See you in the morning?’ I asked as I headed down the stairs.

‘Definitely! I’ll come over to yours as soon as I’m up.’

‘Great.’

I was about to turn to walk through the shop to go out, when something moving across the floor caught my eye.A mouse! It ran across the shop floor and right over to my feet!

I screamed and ran back to the stairs. The mouse followed me. I stumbled halfway up the stairs and the mouse tried to clamber up too, but the steps were too steep and it kept falling back on to the floor.

It stood at the bottom of the steps looking up at me with tiny green eyes.

‘I’ve never seen a mouse with green eyes,’ Robyn said. She’d heard me scream and come out of her room.

‘Me neither,’ I replied, although at this moment, I didn’t care what colour its eyes were; I just wanted it to stop chasing me.

‘It likes you,’ Robyn said with a laugh.

‘Well I don’t like it!’ I replied. ‘Make it go away!’

‘Look, it’s got something in its mouth,’ she said, coming down the stairs, bending down and reaching out towards it.

‘Don’t touch it!’ I screamed. Just then, the mouse dropped whatever was in its mouth, looked up at me once again, and scampered away.

I gingerly made my way down the steps as Robyn was examining what the mouse had left behind. It was a torn, scrumpled up piece of paper covered in mouse-spit.

‘Nice,’ I said.

Robyn laughed. She dropped the paper into the bin as we headed through the shop. ‘See you in the morning,’ she said at the door.

‘Can’t wait!’ And with that, I waved to her, and to her dad who was busily chatting with a customer at the till. And then I headed back to the house for an evening of moussaka and Monopoly with my parents.
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The next morning, Robyn was at the door before Mum and Dad had even woken up.Which isn’t that amazing, really. When Mum and Dad go on holiday, you don’t get much more than snores and grunts out of them before lunchtime.

‘Come on, let’s go out,’ Robyn said. I scrawled a quick note, propped it up on the kitchen table and followed Robyn outside.

We wandered round the village, talking and looking in shop windows. I paused outside the pottery shop. Pot Luck was owned by Robyn’s friend, Annie. She used to be Robyn’s mum’s best friend, but Robyn’s mum had died just over a year ago and  Annie and Robyn’s dad hadn’t seen eye to eye since then.They’d made up last time we were here, though.

‘How are things?’ I asked nervously.

‘Fine,’ Robyn said with a smile. ‘She and Dad are totally sorted now. She comes round for dinner every Friday, and I’m allowed to see her whenever I want. She and Dad even go out walking together at the weekends sometimes.’

‘I’m so glad,’ I said. The shop was closed, but we stood looking at all the plates and bowls and animals in the window.

I was admiring a particularly handsome dragon when suddenly someone barged into me out of nowhere, knocking me forwards so hard I almost bumped into the window. they!’ I spun round and came face to face with a woman staring into my eyes in a way that really creeped me out. She was hunched over, with an enormous multi-coloured shawl looped over her shoulders and round the top of her head, a tiny little face that you could hardly see as the shawl was spread halfway across it, and a pair of beady bright green eyes boring straight into mine.

‘Sorry,’ I said automatically, and then felt foolish. Someone barges into me, almost bashes my nose against a shop window and I apologise to them!

The woman stared into my eyes for another moment. Then, wrapping her shawl more firmly over her shoulders, she glanced round. She seemed to see something in the distance as she suddenly shook herself and began to turn away. ‘Look after your mother!’ she said in a rasping voice.
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‘What?’ I said. ‘Why? Surely my mother looks after me!’

But the woman was already walking away. A dark storm cloud seemed to follow her down the street. ‘Just do it!’ she called over her shoulder.

A moment later, the cloud had turned to rain; fat heavy drops plopping down on to the pavement all the way up the street. As the woman scurried away and out of sight, Robyn and I hunched together in the shop doorway and waited for the rain to stop.

‘Well, that was bizarre,’ Robyn said.

‘Wasn’t it just!’

‘Did you see the way she stared at you?’ Robyn threw her coat over the top of her head, wrapping it round her face just like the woman’s shawl. ‘I’m a strange little lady in a very weird outfit,’ she said, imitating the woman’s rasping voice. ‘And you must do as I say!’

Then she laughed and pulled at my arm. ‘Come on,’ she said, as the rain shower passed. ‘Let’s go back to mine.’

I followed her back to the shop, lost in my thoughts. I’d laughed at Robyn’s impression, but my laugh had been forced. There was something about the woman. Something about the way she’d looked at me. Her eyes. I couldn’t get them out of my mind. They reminded me of something but I could-n’t think what it was.

I shook myself as we headed round the back of the shop and poured a couple of glasses of juice. I was being silly. Imagination working overtime as usual.

By the time we went upstairs to Robyn’s room with our drinks and some magazines from the shop, I’d forgotten all about the weird woman.
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‘Want to play a computer game?’ Robyn asked.

I looked up from my magazine to see her opening up a bag from the side of her desk. ‘I didn’t  know you had your own computer,’ I said. Robyn had emailed me loads of times in the last few months, but she’d always used her dad’s computer downstairs in the shop.

‘Annie gave it to me for Christmas. It’s her old one.’ She pulled a laptop out of the bag and opened it up on her desk. ‘It’s pretty old, but it works well enough. Come on, I’ll show you a new site I’ve found.’

I shuffled onto the seat with her and waited while the screen booted up. Before long, we were having ketchup-bottle gun fights, bursting balloons over each other’s castles and chasing each other round virtual mazes.

I scanned the list for a game we hadn’t played yet. As I looked down the screen, something caught my eye. ‘What’s that?’ I asked, pointing to a tiny little star, flashing in different colours around the screen. First it was orange, then it changed to yellow, then blue, flashing on and off so gently and moving around the screen so swiftly it was hard to follow it.

‘What’s what?’

‘Wait, it’s gone.You’ll see it in a minute.’

A moment later, it was there again, flashing at the top of the screen, so faint you would miss it if you weren’t looking out for it. ‘That!’ I said.

Robyn shook her head. ‘I don’t know. I haven’t noticed it before.’

The flashing star had caught my curiosity. ‘Let’s see what it is,’ I said.

We tried to trace it round the screen, me pointing and shouting ‘There!’ every few seconds, and Robyn chasing after it with the mouse and clicking – just a second too late each time.

‘It’s impossible!’ she said, passing the mouse to me. ‘Here, you have a go.’

I tried for another minute or two, with no luck.

I was about to give up and suggest having another ketchup-bottle fight instead, when the star appeared again. This time, I somehow managed to click at the right moment, and the star was instantly replaced by a bright white box with some squiggly text slowly coming into focus. ‘Got it!’ I said with a smile.

‘I hope we get more than a little box saying “Congratulations” after all that effort,’ Robyn said.

We stared and stared at the squiggly writing, but it didn’t get any clearer. It just carried on squiggling across the box, rising and falling in sharp peaks and troughs.

‘Not even that!’ I said. ‘Great game, I must say!’ I moved the mouse over to the cross in the top corner, to close the box. ‘Come on, let’s go back to- ’

‘Wait!’ Robyn grabbed the mouse off me. ‘Look. What does it remind you of?’

I watched the lines squiggle up and down across the page a bit more. ‘I dunno,’ I said. ‘Maybe those charts you get in hospitals that record your heartbeat and stuff.’

‘Exactly. It’s showing the levels of something. Hold on a sec.’ Robyn moved the mouse to the  volume button in the corner of the screen. It had a red line through it. She clicked the icon and the red line disappeared. Instantly, a crackling, screeching sound came through the speakers.

‘Yikes — what’s that?’ I clapped my hands over my ears.

‘I don’t know! Hang on.’ Robyn opened the sound control box. She adjusted the levels of the various controls and the crackling died down to a faint hum.

‘What’s that one?’ I asked, pointing to a button that stood apart from the others. It looked as if it had been added on separately. The others were all square boxes with a circle inside them. This one had a star inside it, with a red line through it.

‘No idea,’ Robyn said.

‘Try it.’

She clicked the star. As she did so, the red line disappeared and the humming sound instantly stopped. The computer was silent. For about two seconds. Then something incredible happened. We heard voices coming through the speakers! And not just any voices.

‘That’s – that’s – ’ Robyn stared at the screen, watching as the squiggly lines danced up and down in perfect time with the rise and fall of the two voices.

‘I know!’ I said, although I could hardly believe what I was hearing. ‘It’s Daisy!’




Chapter Two

Daisy
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‘What did you think you were dosing?’ My supervisor’s voice boomed through my MagiCell so loud I had to hold it away from my ear.

‘I – I -’ What could I say? I’d run out of the office so fast I hadn’t even thought of making up an excuse. Since then, all I’d focused on was trying to get a message to Philippa to warn her about her mum – which had turned out to be impossible when I couldn’t appear as myself. That would be the one way to guarantee an instant image link to ATC. I didn’t even want to think  about the kind of punishment that would have  meant. Interfering with another fairy’s assignment is one of the worst things you can do – especially when it’s not even your department!

‘I’m waiting,’ FGRaincloud74921 said.

‘I needed some air,’ I said feebly. ‘It’s the office, it makes me a bit claustrophobic at times.’

Silence at the other end of my MagiCell. Did she believe me? Had I got away with it?

‘How dare you treat me like a fool!’ FGRaincloud74921 burst out so angrily her words turned to sharp drops of rain, splattering down at me like arrows.

‘I’m sorry,’ I said. ‘But I haven’t really done anything I shouldn’t have.’ In a way it was true. I’d  tried, but I hadn’t got anywhere. Well, how was I to know that if I became a mouse, I’d go and chew up the note I was trying to pass to Philippa? Or that she’d shrug off the woman as a weirdo? I’d thought that somehow she’d always know it was me, no matter how I transformed. I’d even kept my own eyes both times, in case that would help.

‘You are to return to ATC immediately,’ FGRaincloud74921 said, ignoring my plea of innocence. ‘We will deal with it there.’

‘Right’ I said. ‘I’m on my way.’

‘You are close to Portal BZ 589245. Go there now We will send someone to meet you. Do not talk to anyone, look at anyone, interact in any way with anyone or anything until you are back  at ATC. Understood?’

‘Totally; I said. With shaking hands, I turned off my MagiCell, let out a heavy breath, and headed for the portal.




Philippa 

‘You’re sure it was her?’ Robyn asked for about the seventh time.

‘I’m positive! I’d know Daisy’s voice anywhere!’ Once Robyn had clicked the star and removed the crackle, the voices had come through as clearly as if they’d been in the room with us. ‘I’ve just got no idea what they were talking about.’

‘Me neither,’ Robyn agreed. We’d only heard a small slice of a conversation. Probably about ten seconds – and none of it had made sense.

‘Is there any way of playing it again?’ I asked.

We searched the screen. Robyn held the cursor over the bottom of the box, and a new line of controls came into view. ‘There!’ I said. A button in the middle had an arrow on it, like the ‘play’ button on a remote control. ‘Try that.’

Robyn clicked the button – and the snatch of conversation that we’d already heard played over again. If I’d had any doubts before, I certainly didn’t now ‘It’s definitely her,’ I said. ‘But what are they going on about?’ The other voice was telling Daisy to go back  to ATC, and then reeling off a load of numbers and talking about something called a portal.

‘I don’t know,’ Robyn said. ‘But those numbers – they must mean something.’

‘It sounded like they related to the portal. But what the heck is a portal?’

Robyn shook her head. ‘I don’t know. There’s something about the style of those numbers, though. It reminds me of something. Like a map reference, perhaps.’

‘Of course!’ I jumped to my feet. ‘Haee you got a pen and paper?’

Robyn pulled a drawer open. ‘In there.’

I grabbed a pen and opened up a spiral notebook. ‘OK, play it again,’ I said.

Robyn hit the ‘play’ button and the conversation started over again. When it got to the bit with the numbers, I scribbled down exactly what I heard.

‘Right. Come on,’ I said, tearing the page off the pad.

‘Where are we going?’ Robyn asked, getting up from her seat.

‘Downstairs to the shop. The maps section! There must be something there that’ll help us figure out what this is.’

She paused. ‘I don’t know. Do you think we should? We don’t know what we’re messing with. I mean – this was Annie’s computer. I guess it was OK for her to hear conversations like that. I’m sure it wasn’t meant for our ears!’

Annie’s a fairy godmother herself. We only found out when I was here at half term. She’s actually a really important one. The Dream Maker – that’s the fairy godmother in charge of creating and distributing dreams all around the world. That was probably why her computer had access to fairies’ conversations like the one we’d heard. I was sure Robyn was right – we hadn’t been meant to hear it. But at the same time, it was Daisy’s voice we’d heard! And I knew Daisy well enough to be able to tell from the tone of her voice that something was seriously wrong.

‘I can’t leave Daisy to get into trouble without trying to help,’ I said.

Robyn nodded. ‘I know. You’re right,’ she said, leading the way down to the shop. ‘Come on, let’s see what we can find.’
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Half an hour later, we were back in Robyn’s bedroom with a pile of maps and guidebooks. We’d looked up the word ‘portal’ while we were in the shop and found it was a kind of doorway. So Daisy had been told to go to a fairy doorway!

We’d narrowed it down to a map co-ordinate but hadn’t figured out whether it was some kind of GPS thing, or an Ordnance Survey grid reference or what. I sat by the radiator, leafing through an atlas.
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Then Robyn picked up a map from the pile we hadn’t looked at yet. ‘Philippa – look!’

I put the atlas down and looked to see what she was holding. It was a local map, with the words  Chiverton Maps, Rangeover to Ravenleigh:JK & BZ on the cover.
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