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For Jasmine.


The definition of Black Girl Magic!


T. O.


For my niece Ayélé Baka.
Keep shining bright!


J. R.


For Lola Morayo.
You women are fire!


C. R.
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‘Pass the felt tip, please,’ Otis asked, bending over the piece of card in front of him.


Aziza stared at the jumble of coloured pens littering the dining table. ‘Err, which one?’


It was the first day of the holidays and she and her brother were busy making Jamal Justice-themed Christmas cards to send to their family.
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Otis’s tongue was sticking out now in concentration. ‘The dark red one, I need to get JJ’s cape just right.’


Aziza rolled her eyes. Otis was obsessed with Jamal Justice, the superhero star of the graphic novels her parents wrote and illustrated.


‘Here you go.’ Aziza handed him the red pen. ‘Can you pass me those sequins please?’


‘You can’t give JJ sequins.’ Otis stared at her, horrified. ‘Anyway, don’t you think you’ve made everything sparkly enough?’ He looked around the room.


Aziza followed his gaze. Twinkling fairy lights and glittery tinsel hung from every possible surface. She loved this time of the year and felt a fizz of excitement as she thought about all the fun things her family had planned.
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Glittersticks, I missed a spot, Aziza thought, spying a tinsel-free corner by the speaker. I’ll add more later. Right now, I need to finish this card for Great Aunty Az. But something wasn’t quite right. There was JJ in his superhero pose. He even had his Ray Atomizer. So, what’s missing? Aziza nodded to herself. I know. I’ll add Peri and Tiko. She missed her magical friends from Shimmerton.


Her hands flew over the sheet as she drew their bodies. One had a pair of feathery wings. The other a furry face.


‘Why have you put a fairy and a bear on your card?’ Otis peered at Aziza’s drawing.


‘He’s not a bear, he’s a—’


‘Hey Zizzles, you still helping me with the cake later?’ Dad asked, popping his head through the doorway.


Otis’s face creased into a disgusted frown. He hated the Jamaican Christmas cake Dad insisted they make every year, but Aziza couldn’t get enough of the sweet sticky stuff. She loved it almost as much as the spicy jollof rice Mum made during the holidays.
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‘Yes, please!’ Aziza replied. ‘I just need to finish this drawin—’


‘Aziza’s going on about fairies again,’ Otis interrupted. ‘She’s even added a fairy and a bear to her card.’


‘Good stuff. Zizzles has got an amazing imagination just like her Dad.’


‘And her mother,’ Mum called from the kitchen.


‘That’s right, honey,’ Dad agreed. ‘He turned back towards Aziza and winked. ‘Let me know when you’re done.’ Then his head disappeared again.


It didn’t take long for Aziza and Otis to finish making the cards AND tidy the table. Aziza spotted a box of left-over tinsel. It was crammed with different colours. She decided that she would deal with the tinsel-free areas in the flat and then go help her dad with the cake. While Otis settled on the sofa to watch TV, Aziza set to work with the tinsel, whistling as she went.
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Otis groaned. ‘Cut it out, Zizi. I’m trying to watch the new episode of Captain Bones.’


‘I’m not stopping you,’ Aziza replied.


‘You’re whistling. Really loudly, and I can’t see the screen past all that tinsel.’


Aziza gasped. ‘But it’s pretty.’


Otis rolled his eyes. ‘Pretty awful you mean. And your whistling is terrible.’


‘Well, that’s not very nice—’ she broke off as she noticed the teasing glint in Otis’s eyes and realised he was just messing with her.


‘I’m going to check if my room needs any more tinsel. Then I’m going to help Dad make your favourite cake,’ Aziza announced. She started whistling again . . . even LOUDER and Otis’s groan followed her as she left.
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‘Hey Lil,’ Aziza called to her peace lily as she entered her bedroom. ‘You don’t think my whistling is awful, do you?’ She skipped past the fairy dolls and books lying on the floor and straight to the windowsill. ‘Would you like some tinse—’


Aziza gasped. A thin white film of frost covered the plant’s glossy green leaves, and they were beginning to droop. Oh no. What’s happened? Aziza looked around in confusion. Her room wasn’t cold, and the window was definitely closed.


‘What’s the matter, Lil?’ Aziza whispered as she bent towards the little plant. She stopped as she spotted her fairy door that always stood next to Lil. It was covered in frost too.


The metal hinges and stick-on gem doorknob glinted white, like Mum’s special cookies after she dusted them with icing sugar.
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Is this the sign? Aziza wondered. Peri had told her before she left Shimmerton that the fairy door would let her know when it was time to return.


A tingle went through Aziza’s fingers as she reached for the tiny doorknob. The fizzy feeling spread up her hand, then through her arm as a familiar warmth filled her whole body.


‘It’s happening again,’ Aziza breathed.


Soon she was shrinking, and the glittering doorknob now filled her whole palm. It had transformed into a real jewel. She tugged on the door, but it wouldn’t budge.


Aziza frowned. This isn’t right. She tugged at the doorknob again, but still nothing. It must be stiff from the frost, she realised.


Aziza gritted her teeth and YANKED. The door swung open and a golden beam of light surrounded her. With a happy sigh, she stepped across the threshold and into the wonder beyond.
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Aziza was on the other side of the doorway, which faced out onto Shimmerton Green. Except it wasn’t green anymore. Instead, the frost-tipped grass shone white in the afternoon sun.


I’m back! She gazed up at the familiar candyfloss-coloured sky with its spiral-shaped clouds. In the distance, she could see that a thick layer of frost covered Shimmerton’s grassy hills and colourful houses. The frosty cobbled path which wound through the green was filled with Shimmerton residents who slipped and slid along it. Nearby, Aziza spotted a wooden bandstand filled with flowers. Oh no, she thought as she noticed the drooping heads of the blooms. It must be too cold for them.


But Aziza wasn’t cold.


Her jumper and jeans were gone, replaced by the most gorgeous green velvet dress. The hem and sleeves were trimmed with lace and sewn-on sparkly silver stars. Even her pockets were edged with the pretty trim. She reached down to touch the delicate material and noticed that a piece of tinsel was poking out of her pocket.


Aziza smiled. I bet Tiko will love it. She pushed down the glittery tinsel so it was completely out of sight.
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