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  Ella sat under the Story Tree and gazed up at the gold and silver branches. Each one contained a record of every story that had ever

  been told near it. To ‘read’ one, all you had to do was touch a branch or a leaf and the story would spring to life in your head. Somewhere up there was the tale of how she and Cole,

  her Fairy Godbrother, had been rescued from an awfully wicked witch by Red, Jack, Anansi and Rapunzel.
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  Ella smiled as she looked at her new friends and picked up a sock with a hole in it that needed darning – so many chores, so little time!




  ‘Hey, Ella,’ said Rapunzel. ‘Can I have my foot back, please?’




  ‘Oh! Sorry!’ replied Ella, dropping Rapunzel’s foot. ‘Was I doing it again?’




  Everybody nodded. Ella had a habit of fixing anything that looked broken, ripped, dirty or torn – even if it didn’t need it. Like the time that she’d sewn up all the

  holes in Anansi’s favourite jumper – including the neck and both arms.




  ‘It isn’t Ella’s fault!’ protested Cole. ‘The wicked witch cast a spell on Ella that makes her want to fix everything – but I can’t reverse it, the

  magic is too strong.’




  ‘Isn’t there anyone –’




  ‘– else who could help?’ asked Hansel and Gretel, who often finished each other’s sentences, meals and crossword puzzles.




  ‘Whaaaat?’ squawked Jack’s magical talking hen, Betsy.




  ‘I don’t think the magic set I was given for my birthday would do the trick,’ replied Jack. ‘You can use it to make it look like your finger’s been chopped

  off though!’




  ‘Cool!’ said Anansi.




  ‘Whaaaat?’ screeched Betsy again. Although she was a talking hen, the only word that Betsy could actually say was ‘what’, but

  somehow Jack always seemed to understand her.




  ‘Good idea!’ said Jack. He turned to Anansi. ‘What about your Uncle Rufaro? He understands magic, doesn’t he?’




  ‘Yeah, but he’s not here at the moment,’ said Anansi. ‘He’s still trying to break the curse on . . . you know . . .’ Anansi shrugged, trying not to look too

  upset that most of his family had been cursed to look like trolls. ‘He should be back by tomorrow night though,’ he added.
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  ‘That reminds me!’ said Jack. ‘Have you seen the posters that Mayor Fitch has been putting up? Telling everyone to report any troll sightings? Well, the troll on the poster

  looks exactly like Rufaro.’




  ‘You mean those posters?’ said Anansi, pointing to the noticeboard which was plastered with them. ‘They’re everywhere! I was standing still earlier and

  nearly had one pinned to my back!’
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  ‘Whaaat!’ interrupted Betsy.




  ‘Well, yes, Mayor Fitch does seem a bit mean . . .’ replied Jack. ‘But he is the mayor of Tale Town, so we shouldn’t be too rude!’




  ‘I think we’re getting off-topic here,’ interrupted Rapunzel. ‘Right now we need to work out what to do about Ella.’ Everyone watched Ella trying to sweep

  the dust off a small pile of dirt.




  ‘What about one of the other fairies, Cole?’ asked Red. ‘Like your Fairy Grandmother, or Fairy Half-Cousin? Do you think any of them could help?’




  ‘They’re all off at some big Fairy Folk meeting,’ said Cole. ‘But there is my Fairy Big Brother, Zak . . . He’s pretty much amazing at, well . . .

  everything – but he likes everyone to know it too.’
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  ‘Can you, like, summon him or something?’ asked Rapunzel.




  ‘I guess,’ muttered Cole. ‘But don’t blame me if he just goes on and on about how great he is.’ He clicked his fingers and a cup with a string poking out of

  the back appeared in mid-air next to him. He leaned forward and spoke into it.




  ‘Zak? Hello? Yeah, hi, it’s me Cole . . .’ He paused and listened to the muffled sound which came out of the cup.




  ‘Yes, of course your little brother!’ Cole rolled his eyes. ‘How many other Coles do you know?’ He paused again and listened to the cup.
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  ‘Look, can you just please come over? I’ve got a bit of a—’




  There was a bright blue flash and suddenly another fairy was standing next to Cole. They looked very similar, with the same bright blue glow, except this boy was older and taller. His

  hair flopped down over his eyes and his collar was turned up.




  ‘Hey,’ said Zak casually, brushing his hair away from his face. ‘So, you kids need a hand or something?’




  ‘It’s Ella,’ replied Cole, nodding at his friend as she tried to sew a petal back on to a daisy. ‘She’s under a spell that makes her want to fix everything. Do you

  think you can lift it?’




  Zak narrowed his eyes thoughtfully and stared off into the distance.
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  Rapunzel, Gretel and Ella all sighed. Cole rolled his eyes.




  ‘I can help,’ Zak said eventually, sweeping back his messy fringe.




  ‘Really?’ cooed Rapunzel.




  ‘You’re so clever!’ breathed Gretel.




  ‘Can I touch your hair?’ added Ella, and then blushed.




  Zak smiled to himself. ‘In fact, I’ll go one better . . . How about I make it so that all magic just bounces off Ella? That way no spells or curses will have any effect

  on her at all!’




  ‘Could you really do that?’ asked Rapunzel.




  ‘Wow!’ exclaimed Gretel.




  ‘That would be AMAZING!’ added Ella.




  ‘No worries,’ said Zak, then bent down close to Cole. ‘It’s pretty simple though,’ he whispered, in the kind of whisper that’s loud enough for everyone to

  hear. ‘I’d have thought even you could do it . . .’




  Blue sparks fizzed out of Cole’s hair. ‘Just get on with it,’ he muttered.




  Zak stood up and smiled as a bright blue ring of light appeared around Ella. She looked down in surprise as the light whirled around her, sparkling and shimmering before it shrank down into a

  blue glass necklace that tied itself around her neck.




  ‘Done!’ Zak said. ‘As long as you wear that necklace, no magic will work on you. Now if you don’t mind . . . I gotta go. Adios, bambinos!’ He clicked his

  fingers and winked before vanishing.




  ‘He’s so cool!’ whispered Ella.




  ‘He’s so annoying!’ muttered Cole, Anansi, Hansel and Jack at exactly the same time.




  





  [image: ]




  Not long after Zak had vanished, everyone went home for tea. Ella and Cole were staying with Rapunzel while they were in Tale Town, although

  none of them were sure if Rapunzel’s parents actually knew about this arrangement. Rapunzel’s parents were the King and Queen of Tale Town, so they were always very busy –

  and the palace was so huge that a couple of extra guests could easily go unnoticed.




  While they waited for the dinner bell, Rapunzel, Ella and Cole decided to play hide-and-seek. Nobody knew exactly how many rooms the palace had – some of the larger bathrooms even

  had mini-bathrooms of their own – so a single game of hide-and-seek could last for weeks.




  ‘Twelvety-nine, twelvety-ten, fifty!’ shouted Cole, who struggled a bit with some of the larger numbers. ‘Coming, ready or not!’
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  As Cole roamed the corridors, Rapunzel found the perfect hiding spot. It was a huge urn on the landing of the East Wing’s staircase. At first she thought about climbing

  inside, but it seemed a bit wobbly, so she squeezed in behind it instead. It was very dusty, and just as she was pulling her incredibly long hair out of sight, she sneezed a HUGE sneeze, bumping

  her head against the urn.
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  ‘Ouch!’ muttered Rapunzel, then added, ‘Oh no!’




  The urn wobbled . . . forward . . . and backwards . . . until with a hollow THUNK it toppled over and tumbled down the stairs.




  ‘Perhaps it’ll be OK?’ thought Rapunzel, as the urn bounced away.




  There was a horrible crashing sound.




  ‘Oh . . .’ she thought, looking at the hundreds of tiny, broken pieces. ‘Perhaps not.’
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  Rapunzel was wondering what to do about it when her parents crossed the hallway, followed by a group of palace staff and a small army’s worth of suitcases. They were

  bound to see the broken urn.




  ‘Ah, daaahling! There you are!’ purred Rapunzel’s mother. ‘I’m so glad we’ve bumped into you. I’m afraid that Daddy and I have to go away on

  urgent official business.’
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