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  ‘What’s going on?’ Ella Brown fluttered down the spiral staircase at the Guardian Angel Academy, coming to land at the bottom

  next to her friend, Tilly. The hallway was crammed full of angels gathered around a notice board, and excited chatter filled the air. Something was definitely happening!




  ‘Come and look at this!’ Tilly pulled Ella through the crowd. ‘Excuse me! Excuse me, please,’ she said to the other angels until they reached the front.




  The notice was glittery and sparkly and kept changing colour. ‘The Guardian Angel Academy First-Year Firework Display,’ Ella read aloud. ‘Friday the twenty-fifth

  of October. Oh, angel-tastic!’ she exclaimed, pushing her dark brown hair behind her ears. ‘We’re having a fireworks display in three days’ time.’
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  ‘I know!’ said Tilly, her eyes shining. ‘It’s the day our parents come to collect us for half term.’




  Ella clutched her arm. ‘Look – the paper’s changing again!’ They watched excitedly as the paper turned purple.




  Tilly read the words. ‘All first-year angels will be expected to take part in the display.’




  Ella caught her breath. ‘So we’re all going to actually perform in the fireworks display?’




  ‘Yes, indeed,’ came a voice from behind them. Everyone swung round. Angel Seraphina, Ella and Tilly’s form tutor, was standing there. ‘Every first-year angel will get a

  turn at carrying the different lights through the sky, and the very best angel will get a starring role in the finale.’




  ‘Oh halos and wings!’ breathed Ella.




  ‘That would be really scary,’ said Tilly, her eyes wide.




  ‘It would be amazing!’ said Ella, imagining everyone watching her as she swooped and dived, setting off fireworks in the sky.




  ‘One thing’s for sure, you’re all going to have fun whether you have a starring role or not.’ Angel Seraphina smiled. ‘And I’m sure your parents will enjoy

  watching the display, before taking you off home for the half-term holiday. However, if you want that starring role you’d better practise your flying.’ Angel Seraphina flew away.




  Ella turned to Tilly. ‘I’ve seen a fireworks display before, but to actually take part in one – maybe have the main part – wouldn’t that be totally

  glittery!’




  ‘I wouldn’t get too excited, Ella Brown,’ came a haughty voice from behind them. ‘It’s not likely you’ll get the starring role, is it?’




  Ella turned and saw Primrose standing there. She was the most annoying angel in the whole school. With her sparkling blue eyes, and pretty blonde hair curled into ringlets, she looked perfectly

  angelic – but she so wasn’t.
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  Ella felt Tilly shrink back – Tilly hated arguments – but she wasn’t scared of Primrose. ‘And why shouldn’t I get the starring role?’ she

  demanded.




  ‘Didn’t you hear what Angel Seraphina said?’ Primrose nudged the angel standing beside her, who had red hair and giggled when prompted. ‘Only the best angel will

  get the starring role. And one thing’s for certain – you definitely don’t fall into that category.’ Her eyes swept snootily over Ella. ‘All you’re best

  at is getting into trouble!’




  Ella put her hands on her hips. ‘You’ve been sent to the Sad Cloud as often as me, Primrose.’




  ‘Ella, don’t get into a row now,’ Tilly pleaded, tugging her arm. ‘You heard what Angel Seraphina said – everyone will get to take part in the display. It

  doesn’t really matter who has the starring role.’




  ‘Come on, Veronica.’ Primrose turned to her friend. ‘We’ve got better things to do with our time than stand around talking to trouble-makers like Ella.’ And with

  that she flounced off.




  ‘Right! That’s it!’ Ella sprang after her.




  Tilly grabbed her. ‘No, Ella! Ignore her. She’s just trying to make you mad so you get into trouble.’




  Ella stopped herself. Tilly was right. Primrose loved to make her lose her temper – usually when there was a teacher around. Angels were never supposed to lose their temper. It

  said so in the handbook that all the first-year angels had been given a copy of. ‘All right, I won’t go after her,’ said Ella, ‘but she is just so annoying! I hope she

  doesn’t get the starring role in this display.’ And I hope I do, she added to herself.




  ‘Forget Primrose,’ said Tilly. “Let’s find the others and tell them all about the fireworks display.’
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  Ella and Tilly hurried outside into the courtyard where they found Poppy and Jess, their other two best friends, sitting underneath the marble statue of their founder, Archangel

  Emmanuel. Jess was bouncing a ball back and forward against a wall and they were sharing cloudberry biscuits, their white halos gleaming in the sun. Archangel Emmanuel had been sculpted in full

  song, mouth open, eyes wide. It was one of Ella’s favourite statues in the whole of the school grounds.




  ‘Where have you two been?’ Poppy asked. As usual, her curly blonde hair looked like a bird had been nesting in it and the rest of her looked just as untidy – her white dress

  even had a splodge of sauce from breakfast! Jess was much neater – her dark hair was tied back in a ponytail, and her uniform was clean.
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