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To all the aspiring writers out there. Your words matter.


T. O.


For Michaela Olufunmilayo Ashaye. Although far away, always close to her daddy’s heart.


J. R.


For all adventurers


C. R.
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An illustration shows the map of Shimmerton.
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The sound of heavy rain beating against the window echoed across the living room. Aziza stared glumly at the big fat droplets sliding down the fogged-up glass. It’s supposed to be summer, she thought.


‘Has anyone seen the tent?’ bellowed Dad from the hallway. ‘I need to get it into the car first, so we can see how much space we have left for the rest of the camping stuff.’


Aziza poked her head into the corridor. She could only see half of her dad. The other half was deep inside a cupboard. He was surrounded by boxes of the Jamal Justice graphic novels that Aziza’s mum and dad wrote. Jamal Justice was a really popular character, and the books took up loads of space in the flat.
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An illustration showing Aziza looking at her dad who is searching for a tent in the cupboard. Aziza’s brother Otis is climbing over the boxes and piles of objects.





‘Nope, no tent!’ hollered Otis, as he leapt over the boxes of books and then dodged past the piles of camping gear to finally get into the living room. He flopped down on the sofa. ‘I did find my rucksack, though, and look.’ He held up a greyish-looking square and waved it at Aziza. ‘I even found a piece of chocolate from last year’s trip.’


Otis popped the prize into his mouth.


‘Eww,’ Aziza squealed at her brother.


‘Otis, what have I told you about eating unidentifiable objects?’ Mum said with a frown as she entered from the kitchen.


‘Sorry, Mum,’ Otis said with a chocolatey grin. ‘I need to keep my energy up if we’re going camping.’


‘Camping,’ Mum muttered. ‘When I married your father, he promised hearts and flowers. He didn’t say anything about soggy tents.’


‘Come on, honey,’ Dad said, striding into the room. A long, red bag was cradled in his arms. ‘I’ve found the tent now. It’s all good.’


Mum raised an eyebrow. ‘Good? Have you seen the weather?’


‘I’m sure it will get better,’ Aziza piped up.


Mum sighed and looked longingly at the glossy holiday magazine on the side table. She picked it up and waved it in the air.


‘Just look at this: sun, sea and sand,’ she said. ‘It would have been simply superb.’


Dad grabbed the magazine, a wide grin splitting his face. ‘Superb kindling for a fire, you mean.’


‘We’ll need a fire!’ Mum replied with a snort. ‘It’s freezing out there.’


Dad laughed and Aziza watched as Mum playfully tried to retrieve the magazine. Aziza had been really looking forward to the trip. They had tried camping for the first time last year and it had been great. But it had also been dry. If we are going to be stuck in that tiny tent together for a whole week, I’d better take some books with me.


‘I’m going to finish packing,’ Aziza said, leaving her parents and Otis behind and heading to her room.


Resting on her sparkly Fairy Power duvet was Aziza’s half-filled rucksack. Aziza looked round her room to find the latest Fairy Power book. She froze when she spotted a thin trail of golden sand and tiny seashells dusting her windowsill and leading past Lil, her pot plant, and right up to the . . . secret fairy door.


Small fragments of smooth sea glass were studded into the door, making it sparkle like a coloured mosaic. The door stood slightly ajar as if it were inviting Aziza to go through. She shivered with excitement. It’s time to go back to the magical kingdom of Shimmerton! Aziza hesitated for a moment and glanced back at her rucksack. But what about the holiday? Then she remembered. Time moved faster in Shimmerton. I’ll be back before Dad has even put that tent in the car!
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An illustration showing the sparkling magic fairy door surrounded by sea glass and shells.





Aziza touched the sparkly doorknob and immediately she felt herself start to shrink. This time she didn’t hesitate, and she ran straight through the fairy door. Bright sunshine greeted her on the other side and Aziza blinked in wonder at the sandy beach stretching out in front of her, leading towards a deep-blue sea.


The sun blazed down from a cloudless pink sky, warming her bare shoulders. Aziza looked down to find her jeans and T-shirt were gone, replaced by a cute playsuit that matched the colours of her butterfly wings. Wow. Aziza did a small spin. She could feel the wings fluttering behind her. I’m definitely not home any more. The fairy door was shut tight again. Its edges blended invisibly into the trunk of a large palm tree. If you didn’t know it was there, you wouldn’t even notice it.
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An illustration showing Aziza in a flowery playsuit.



Just then a beach ball bounced past Aziza and a small Almiraj sprinted after it. His long bunny ears trailed in the wind behind him. In fact, the beach was packed full of Shimmerton residents having fun. Music filled the air, and the leaves of the palm trees seemed to sway in time to the beat. At the edge of the beach was a huge barbecue. The pharmacist Mr Phoenix stood next to it. Flames burst from his bright-red feathers keeping the grill hot, while two ogres chatted as they waited in line to be served their halloumi kebabs.
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An illustration showing a beach ball.



In the water was Neith the weaver. She was whizzing along on a giant inflatable potato. Golden sparkles seemed to cover her and Aziza realized that the inflatable must be powered by some kind of magic. It feels like carnival weekend, Aziza thought, looking at everybody’s smiling faces, as they ate and danced and laughed with each other.


But where are Tiko and Peri? Aziza searched through the crowd, trying to find her friends.


‘You’re having a laugh!’ an outraged voice suddenly protested. ‘Our castle is not a hazard.’


Aziza stood on tiptoe and spotted Kendra, Noon and Felly standing by a very tall sandcastle. It had turrets and even balconies. Kendra was busy waving a sand-covered shovel in the air as she spoke.
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An illustration showing Kendra, Noon and Felly making a large sandcastle.



‘It’s totally epic,’ Noon agreed, dodging flying sand.


‘And we totally didn’t move anyone’s chair, picnic blanket or swimming trunks to make space,’ Felly added.


Kendra rolled her eyes, and Noon elbowed Felly sharply.


‘What?’ Felly grumbled, rubbing her side.


Ugh, of course the Gigglers are here and making a drama as usual, Aziza thought.


‘Young ladies, sandcastles must adhere to strict size limits.’ Officer Alf appeared from the other side of the sandcastle. He had his elf and safety clipboard in one hand and a tape measure in the other. ‘You cannot just go about moving sand around.’


‘Why not?’ Noon asked.


Officer Alf sighed. ‘Because—’


‘You’re just jealous,’ Kendra interrupted with a roll of her eyes. ‘Because we’re the queens of the beach.’


The Elf and Safety Officer’s mouth dropped open in shock and the three fairies giggled. He then jabbed at some notes on his clipboard and started to tell them that all this digging was very disruptive and . . .


Aziza gasped as she spotted a small bear-like creature just a few metres away by the sea shore. It was her friend Tiko! And look, there’s Peri too, Aziza thought as she started to run towards the fairy princess with swanlike wings.


As Aziza got closer, she realized that Peri and Tiko were trying to skim stones across the water and they weren’t alone. Next to them, sitting on a rock that was being lapped by the waves, was a pretty girl with the longest locs Aziza had ever seen. In her hand was a stone and, as she threw it, it danced perfectly across the waves until it disappeared out of sight.


I wonder who she . . . but the thought was left unfinished as she realized something amazing. ‘Glittersticks!’ Aziza breathed. The new girl was a mermaid. An actual mermaid!
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An illustration showing a mermaid sitting on a rock on a beach. Tiko and Peri are skimming stones. There is also a crab holding ice lollies and a frog sunbathing.
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