CHAPTER 1

In a time before chocolate, Gargoyles roamed Aberdeen. Ten feet and a thurock tall, they terrorised the Tartan Kingdom singing their foul-foot-stomping songs.

‘We are Gargoyles-we don’t laugh.
We eat onions and fart in the bath.
We are Gargoyles, we’ll never say please.
We smell of socks and stinking cheese.’

In nearby Fairy Glen, Jullip grew tired of the Gargoyles destroying her land. Jullip was the perfect Fairy. Eight and a quarter inches tall, golden hair and blue eyes. She’d lived alone since her parents disappeared in the Great Forgetfulness of Elva. When a wicked Witch cast a spell, causing Fairies to wander off and forget who they were. Her father Hector was King, and in his absence, Jullip ruled the glen with help from the High Fairy Pod.

One summer’s day as she worked in the kitchen, a dark shadow filled the room. Out of the window, Jullip spotted a lumpy Gargoyle squishing the school. 

‘Thank the bluebells it’s the weekend,’ she cried, accidentally knocking a saucepan off the cooker. 

As she mopped the spill, a crumpled faced Cabbage Patch kid skidded through the door. The kid bowed, straightened his waist-coat and introduced himself. Bashed and out of breath, Brian wheezed out his story. ‘Your Fairyness, as I took my patch-nap, a Gargoyle stomped my face and squashed Polly the Unicorn. She’s in the Magic~Hat hospital bleeding rainbows.’

‘We have to stop these bullies,’ Jullip groaned. Scribbling a note, Jullip asked the Mythical creatures for help. She added RSVP. The young Queen wasn’t sure what it meant, but she’d seen it on birthday invitations before.                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                   

Creatures were quick to reply. The loyal Builderdykes didn’t hesitate, offering to repair any damage the Gargoyles did on the day. The giant horse-like Dabby Dingles said they’d transport creatures to the battleground and drop the injured at the Magic~Hat hospital. The Worrywarts weren’t sure if they could make it and ran in a panic before deciding on, maybe? The Unicorns were already on their way. Caroline from Loch Ness RSVP’d in impeccable writing. Whilma, head of the three-legged Whigmaleeries, skirled up her bagpipes ready for battle. The Sneezy Snaffles and Fire-breathing Frogs from Fraserburgh said they wouldn’t miss it. Jullip made a note not to put the Snaffles too near the Frogs as they might sneeze out their fire. It happened at the Fairy Highland Games last year. 

She then called an emergency meeting of the High Fairy Pod to discuss her plan to rid Aberdeen of Gargoyles.




 CHAPTER 2


They met in the library. Fairies ducked as books on battles whizzed overhead. The library always knew which book a Fairy needed. 

‘Silence, silence,’ shouted Jullip, raising her voice above the Pod’s muttering. ‘Everyone except the Trolls, Dee and Don have answered my request for help.’

The Trolls not replying worried one old Fairy with a ratty-tatty beard and a limpy loup. Creaking to his feet, Sith spoke. ‘I’m afraid Don, the largest of the Trolls, may join the Gargoyles. Maybe Jullip should ask him whose side he’s taking?’

The Pod stopped muttering and nodded.

‘Perhaps you’re right,’ agreed Jullip, ‘Will I also speak to Dee?’

Gar, keeper of secrets, shook his head. ‘I heard from the Gowpy Gossips in the village, she’s gone to live in the Tartan Islands.’

Jullip thought Gar might be right. No one had seen the shy hunchback for ages. Grabbing her cloak, she set off for Don’s bridge.

‘Don’t you think you should check on Dee?’ shouted Fairy Sno, who had overheard the conversation as he worked in the buttercups outside.

‘You know nothing, Fairy Sno,’ mocked the Pod.

No one ever listened to the mild-mannered Sno. Deflated, he sank back into the pasture as Jullip flew over the catkins on her way to see Don.

On his bridge an excited Troll apologised for not answering her note. ‘I’d love to help, but I’m going on holiday,’ he said, sucking in his tummy. He’d overindulged on jelly babies and put on a few pounds. Wishing Jullip luck, he wobbled off to pack his case.

‘Don’t forget to send a postcard,’ shouted Jullip, flying home to inform the Pod Don was going to Benidorm.

On hearing the news, the Pod resumed their muttering. ‘Why must they mutter?’ Jullip groaned. Clapping her hands and calling for quiet, she addressed the Pod. ‘High Pod, soon creatures from the five corners of the Tartan Kingdom will gather to help banish the Gargoyles.’

The Pod let out a half-hearted cheer. ‘Yay.’

Sno noticed Jullip’s fingers crossed behind her back. Maybe the young Queen wasn’t so confident after all?

It was true. Even with help, Jullip worried she wouldn’t be able to overthrow the Gargoyles. Remembering what her father told her before he disappeared. ‘Never just depend on plan A Jullip. Always have a B tucked under your hat.’ Jullip put her own Plan B into action. Ask the Wizard McShoogle for help.

McShoogle was the only Wizard in the Tartan Kingdom who’d defeated a Gargoyle. The Wizard lived twenty miles from Aberdeen as Caitlyn the shoogley crow flew. Tucked away in the Shoogley Mountains in a shoogley house in the village of Auchtershoogle. The Wizard stood round as he was tall. His red hair poking out in three directions from underneath a tatty tartan bunnet. 

McShoogle lived with his wife Shenga, twins Shooie, Shammy, and daughter Starlight. Google McShoogle, their ginger cat completed the Clan. All the McShoogles, except Starlight sported the auburn hair and ruddy complexion of the Wizarding Celts. 

With her pale complexion and emerald eyes, Starlight was unlike to the rest of the McShoogles. Her blonde hair which tumbled to her tippy toes, she piled high on her head, secured with an oyster shell from Balmedie Beach. Each night she wrote in her diary before slipping the key on to a gold chain she wore around her neck.
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