the Chrigtmag Party
Fairy

by Daisy Meadows

SCHOLASTIC INC.



Cpecial thanks to Rachel Elliot

If you purchased this book without a cover, you should be aware that this book is
stolen property. It was reported as “unsold and destroyed” to the publisher, and neither
the author nor the publisher has received any payment for this “stripped book.”

Copyright © 2017 by Rainbow Magic Limited.

All rights reserved. Published by Scholastic Inc., Publishers since 1920. SCHOLASTIC and
associated logos are trademarks and/or registered trademarks of Scholastic Inc.
RAINBOW MAGIC is a trademark of Rainbow Magic Limited.

Reg. US. Patent & Trademark Office and other countries. HIT and the
HIT logo are trademarks of HIT Entertainment Limited.

First published in the United Kingdom in 2017 by Orchard UK.,
Carmelite House, 50 Victoria Embankment, London EC4Y 0DZ.

The publisher does not have any control over and does not assume any responsibility
for author or third-party websites or their content.

No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or
transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying,
recording, or otherwise, without written permission of the publisher.

For information regarding permission, write to Scholastic Inc.,
Attention: Permissions Department, 557 Broadway, New York, NY 10012.

This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are either the
product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously, and any
resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, business establishments,

events, or locales is entirely coincidental.
ISBN 978-1-338-20709-5
10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1 18 19 20 21 22

Printed in the U.S.A. 40
First edition, October 2018



P

Crazy Cracker

“I’ve never seen frost look so beautiful,”
said Rachel Walker, gazing out of the
Town Hall window.

“It’s a perfect Christmas Eve morning,”
agreed her best friend, Kirsty Tate, as she
joined Rachel at the window.

The bright winter sun made everything

outside the window sparkle. Kirsty’s



hometown, Wetherbury, looked as if it
had been covered with glittery white icing.
The girls and their families were spending
Christmas there together this year.

“The party tonight is going to be
amazing.” Rachel smiled. “And helping
organize it makes everything even more
fun!”

She turned around, watching the
preparations going on all over the hall.
Lots of people from the community
had come together to throw a special
Christmas party. The girls and their
tamilies were thrilled! The food and
decorations were looking wonderful, but
the highlight of the party was definitely
going to be a beautiful ballet performance.

Mrs. Tate saw the girls by the window

and smiled at them.
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“Come on, you two, there’s work to
do!” she said. “We have a lot to finish
before the party. Could you start setting
the tables for the feast?”

Several long tables had been pushed
together to make a big square in the
center of the hall. Mrs. Tate gave the
girls a cart piled high with tablecloths,

place mats, napkins, silverware, and glasses.
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“Don’t forget to put a Christmas
cracker at each place setting,” she said.
“The crackers are in a box on the bottom
of the cart. I can’t wait to pull them apart
at the party and see the toys inside!”

“I'm so excited about the Christmas
party,” said Rachel. “Just think, people
all over the world are doing exactly the
same thing we are right now—getting
ready for Christmas.”

“Not everyone!” said Kirsty. “At
school, we’ve been learning about other
holiday traditions from around the world,
like Kwanzaa and Hanukkah, and how
people celebrate Christmas in all different
countries.”

The girls worked quickly, laying out
the bright-red tablecloths and beautiful
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place settings. Soon the tables looked
very festive, with gold napkins
and sparkling glasses.
“Just one more thing
to do,” said Rachel,
peering into the box.
“Time to put out
a cracker for each

guest!”

As she picked up one
of the crackers, it gave a loud
bang. Rachel squealed and dropped it.

“What’s the matter?” cried Mrs. Tate,
hurrying over to the girls. “What
happened?”

“I'm OK! I was just surprised,” said
Rachel. “This cracker went off all
by itself!”
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“How strange,” said Mrs. Tate, taking
the cracker and looking at it closely.
“It must be broken.”

Suddenly, they heard another small
bang from inside the box.

“I’ve never had Christmas crackers that
went oft by themselves before.” Kirsty
frowned.

Mrs. Tate opened her mouth to reply,
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but just then one of the other volunteers
groaned loudly.

“This tinsel 1sn’t sparkly at all!” she
said, holding up a long string of golden
tinsel. “It’s just dull. It looks terrible!”

“These decorations won’t stay up, Mrs.
Tate,” called another volunteer from up
on a ladder. “It doesn’t seem to matter
how many thumbtacks I use, they just
tall down.”

Mrs. Tate gave a heavy sigh and
hurried off to deal with the new
problems.

“Maybe I can figure out what’s
wrong,” said Rachel, picking up the
broken Christmas cracker. She peered
into one end of it like a telescope and
gave a little gasp. A beautiful little fairy

was sitting cross-legged inside!





