
Chapter 1

When Katie got back from the shops
with Mum on Saturday morning she
helped put everything away as
quickly as she could, then hurried
outside. A tangle of bindweed now
covered the wire fence that separated
her back garden from the almost-
meadow beyond. She was filled with
excitement as she wriggled under
the wire and swished through the
high grass and bright flowers. 

The almost-meadow was the only
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patch of wild land that hadn’t been
built on in the whole of the new
estate. No one ever went there and
since she and Mum had moved into
their little house a couple of months
before, it had become Katie’s private
place. Summer was now in full
swing and the blue sky was alive
with singing birds, buzzing bees and
beautiful butterflies. And there,
under the green canopy of the old
oak tree, stood the most beautiful,

colourful, magical thing of
all – the Fairy House.

When Katie had
accidentally left
her dolls’ house

under the oak tree
one night, she’d

never dreamt
that fairies

would move in.
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She hadn’t even thought they
existed – not in real life, anyway.
But here they were, four of them,
called Snowdrop, Bluebell, Rosehip
and Daisy. She still found it hard to
believe that they were really living
in the almost-meadow at the bottom
of her garden!

When she spotted her four friends
under the old oak tree, she couldn’t
help wondering what they were up
to. They had pulled the
bathtub
out of
the
house
and
were all
standing
inside
it, knee
deep in
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bright pink . . . well, bright pink
something. And they were treading
up and down vigorously. 

“Hi! Erm, what on earth are you
doing?” she asked them.

“Making wild strawberry juice!”
cried Rosehip, the flame-haired
autumn fairy.

“And we could use an extra pair
of feet!” added Bluebell, stomping
hard.

Grinning, Katie carefully crouched
down beside the Fairy House and
put her little finger on the tiny blue
door handle, which Snowdrop, the
winter fairy, had bewitched with
fairy dust.

“I believe in fairies, I believe in
fairies, I believe in fairies,” she
chanted. With these magic words
there was a tingle at the top of her
head and a whooshing in her ears.
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In seconds she had
shrunk down, down,
down to fairy size!

“Come on, jump
in!” cried Daisy, the
gentle summer fairy.
“It’s fun!”
So Katie kicked off

her shoes and rolled her
jeans up and climbed
into the bath of pink

juice. She put her arms
round Snowdrop and Bluebell (who,
with her bright blue hair and
sparkly eyes, was the bravest of the
fairies – and the naughtiest by far!)
and copied her
f r i e n d s ’
stamping.
The wild
strawberries
s q u e l c h e d
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between her toes and a sweet, ripe,
pink smell wafted into the air. 

“This is fun!” she giggled. “But
what’s it for?”

“Wild strawberry juice is used for
lots of things,” Snowdrop explained.
“You can dye fabrics with it, or wear it
as perfume, or even drink it.”

“Ew, yuck!” Katie cried. “I
wouldn’t fancy that – not after our
feet have been in it!”

The fairies all laughed. 
“Fairy feet are very clean, as a

matter of fact,” said Rosehip. “Well,
except Bluebell’s, which are smelly!”

“They are not!” cried Bluebell
indignantly. “Yours are, you mean!”

“Are not!” Rosehip retaliated. 
It looked like one of their famous

arguments was brewing, so Katie
quickly changed the subject. “Do
you remember a girl called Lily
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Rose?” she asked, still treading the
strawberry pulp.

“Oh, yes, she’s lovely,” Daisy
replied, and the others agreed.

Just the week before, Rosehip had
trained Katie to horse-ride by using
fairy dust to bring her toy ponies to
life. She’d entered a gymkhana on a
real pony called Ebony, and met Lily
Rose afterwards. They’d quickly
become firm friends, and Ebony had
become Lily Rose’s very own pony.

“Well, she’s coming over tonight
and we’re having a sleepover – isn’t
that great?” said Katie.

“Yeah! Great!” cried the fairies
enthusiastically.

Katie smiled. “You don’t know what
a sleepover is, do you?” she asked them,
and they had to admit that they didn’t.

“Well, it’s when you have a friend
to stay for the whole night and you
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play games and have a midnight
feast and tell secrets,” Katie
explained. “We’re having ours in a
tent in the garden!”

The fairies got truly excited then. 
“Brilliant!” cried Daisy. “I’ll bring

my glowing daisy lights in case it’s
a bit scary in the dark.”

“And Rosehip and I can bring our
bedspreads for us all to sleep
under,” added Bluebell.

Katie’s heart sank. She felt
terrible. Of course she should have
realized that the fairies would want
to come to the sleepover. And of
course they couldn’t. She stopped
stamping the strawberies and sat
down heavily on the side of the
bath.

“And I know this fabulous game
where you—” Snowdrop was
saying, but Katie interrupted her.
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“It’s not that I don’t want you to
come,” she began, “it’s just that,
well. . .” She stared down at the
strawberry slosh between her toes,
feeling four pairs of eyes on her.
“You know no one can find out
about you,” she muttered.

“But Lily Rose won’t tell. . .”
Rosehip began.

“No one can know. Not even Lily
Rose,” Katie insisted, giving them a
stern look. “It might jeopardize the
fairy task.”

But the fairies looked far from
convinced.

“It doesn’t say anything on our
scroll from the Fairy Queen about
not telling anyone,” said Snowdrop. 

She pulled a roll of paper out of
the secret pocket hidden among the
petals of her silky skirt and
unfurled it.
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Fairy Task No. 45826

By Royal Command of the Fairy Queen

Terrible news has reached Fairyland. As 

you know, the Magic Oak is the gateway

between Fairyland and the human world. The

sparkling whirlwind can only drop fairies off

here. Humans plan to knock down our special

tree and build a house on the land. If this

happens, fairies will no longer be able to

come and help people and the environment.

You must stop them from doing this terrible

thing and make sure that the tree is

protected for the future. Only then will you

be allowed back into Fairyland.

By order of Her Eternal Majesty

The Fairy Queen

PS You will need one each of the twelve

birthstones to work the magic that will save

the tree – but hurry, there’s not much time!



She read it aloud and then folded
her arms and said, “See?”

Katie sighed. “I’m sorry, but we
can’t take the risk. We’re doing so
well – we’ve got four birthstones
already, and we’ve found out that
the revolting Tiffany’s father, Max
Towner, is the one who wants to
knock down the tree. Just think
about it – what if Lily Rose
accidentally let it slip, to just one
person, that you exist?”

“So? That wouldn’t matter!” said
Rosehip defiantly.

“But imagine if that person told
another person, who told another
person, who told Tiffany Towner,
who told Max? And what if Max
Towner captured you, to stop you
from saving the Magic Oak tree?
Then you couldn’t complete the
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fairy task and save Fairyland. And
you know what that would
mean. . .”

The fairies’ eyes widened. If
fairies couldn’t come to earth any
more to look after the weather and
the plants and the soil, there would
be hurricanes and floods and
nothing would grow. It would be a
disaster for everyone on earth. They
couldn’t even think about not
completing the fairy task.

The four of them were silent after
that. They didn’t want to admit it,
but they knew Katie was right – they
really couldn’t come to the sleepover.

Suddenly Bluebell stamped her foot
angrily, splattering wild strawberry
juice all over everyone. “I don’t care
anyway,” she shouted. “Sleepy-overs
sound stupid and boring, so there!”

Daisy, Rosehip and Snowdrop
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looked ever so glum.
Katie nudged Rosehip, trying to

make her smile, and said, “Oh,
come on, cheer up. I’ve still got an
hour before Lily Rose arrives. We
could start working out how to get
another birthstone.”

“I don’t feel like it,” she said
huffily. “I’m going to play the piano
instead.” 
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She fluttered out of the
bath, strawberry feet
dripping, and zoomed
into the Fairy House. Katie
winced as the sound of angry
twanging filled the air. 

Not to be outdone by
Rosehip, Bluebell flew straight
up to a branch of the old oak tree and
hung upside down, sulking.

Katie turned to friendly, kind
Daisy, but even she had stomped off
across the grass and wrapped
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herself up in her hammock.
“Snowdrop, surely you aren’t

upset,” Katie cried, exasperated. 
She tugged at Snowdrop’s silky

skirt, but the little fairy busied
herself with pouring the wild
strawberry juice into small glass
bottles, pretending not to hear her.

Katie suddenly felt really cross.
She’d had enough of being sulked at
and ignored. “Fine! Be like that,
then! See if I care!” 

She stormed over to the Fairy
House, grabbed the door handle
and muttered the magic words. As
soon as she’d turned big again, she
stomped off home, all trace of her
happy mood gone.
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