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On a sunny Saturday afternoon, Clara Griffin and her younger sister, Miranda, crouched by the creek behind their house. Between the girls, nestled in the muddy creek bank, sat a metal bucket filled with water, shredded leaves, moss, sand, mud, acorns, pebbles, and crushed pine cones.

“The potion definitely needs another handful of pegasus laughter,” Clara said. She reached into the creek and grabbed a fistful of mud from the bottom. Tiny rivers of dirty water ran down her arm as she dropped the mud into the bucket with a giant splash. Clara giggled as potion splattered all over her T-shirt and shorts—and all over Miranda’s blue raincoat, blue rain pants, and blue rain boots.

“Clara!” Miranda said in a voice that was half-annoyed and half-amused. Unlike Clara, Miranda did not usually like getting muddy or wet.

“Oops,” Clara said. “Sorry about that.”

“It’s okay,” Miranda said, smiling and shrugging. “It’s a good thing I put on my rain gear. Anyway, the potion needs more stardust.” She turned to a patch of dry sand and grabbed a handful. She held her hand over the bucket and opened her fingers so slowly that the sand slid into the potion without splashing at all.
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“Now we need to stir it,” Clara said. She stood up, skipped over to a pine tree, and found two sticks on the forest floor. She skipped back to Miranda and handed her one. “These can be our spoons,” Clara suggested.

“Good idea,” Miranda said.

Clara kneeled next to the pot so her knees sank right into the mud. She pushed her stick into the thick potion. But when she tried to stir, the stick snapped in two.

“Maybe this one will work better,” Miranda said, but her stick also broke as soon as she tried to stir with it.

“I know,” Clara said, standing up. “I’ll go get spoons from the kitchen.”

“Dad said we couldn’t take any of the spoons in the silverware drawer out to the creek,” Miranda said.

“Oh yeah,” Clara said, her shoulders sinking. “I forgot.”

The two sisters were silent for a few seconds. And then Clara remembered she had an old purple ruler in her room—maybe it would work for stirring potion! “I know what we can use,” she said, jumping up and down.

Miranda smiled. “You look like an excited kangaroo,” she said.

Clara giggled. “I’ll be right back,” she said, sprinting in the direction of their house.

“Make sure you use the hose to wash off before you go inside,” Miranda called after her.

Clara rolled her eyes. But she also knew her sister was right. Her parents would not like it if she ran through the house covered in mud. When she got to her yard, she ran around to the side of her family’s stone house and turned the blue metal spigot connected to the green garden hose. Soon, water gushed from the hose nozzle. Clara—pretending she was an elephant and the hose was her trunk—sprayed water all over herself until she was dripping wet but clean.

Clara skipped to the back of her house and slid her feet out of her flip-flops, which were still a little muddy. She opened the screen door and ran barefoot into her kitchen. She was relieved to notice neither of her parents was there to tell her she was too wet to be running through the house. Clara dashed across her kitchen and through her living room. She bounded up the stairs two at a time. She galloped down the hall. And she burst into her bedroom.

Clara tried to remember where she had left her ruler. Recently, it had been a drumstick, a slide for her plastic tyrannosaurus family, and a tabletop for a stuffed hedgehog. But she was pretty sure the ruler was now a seesaw for two baby merfairies—mermaids with wings. Clara leaped over a unicorn ski slope she had built out of balls of crumpled purple and pink paper. She crawled through a fort she had constructed from four chairs and all the sheets and towels she could find in the linen closet. She slid around a pegasus sculpture made out of cardboard boxes, milk jugs, pipe cleaners, tin foil, and braided yarn. And then she spotted the ruler on her bureau, balanced on top of an unopened can of tuna. Sure enough, a baby merfairy, sculpted out of modeling clay, sat on each end. Clara opened one of her bureau drawers and gently nestled the baby merfairies between two folded T-shirts. “Have a nice nap,” she whispered to them, leaving the drawer open so they wouldn’t feel scared. She picked up the ruler and was just about to sprint out of the house and back to Miranda when she heard a humming noise coming from under her bed.

Clara froze. The humming noise grew louder. She listened to it for a few seconds, and then she grinned from ear to ear. She hopped over to her bed, kneeled, and pulled out a shoebox she had decorated with sequins, glitter, and paint. She flipped open the lid, and there inside the box was only one thing: a silver feather. Light shot up and down the feather’s spine as it hummed louder and louder.
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Clara sucked in her breath. The feather had been a special gift from the pegasus princesses—eight royal pegasus sisters who lived with their pet cat, Lucinda, in a magical world called the Wing Realm. Each pegasus had a unique power and a special, magical tiara. Silver Princess Mist could turn invisible. Teal Princess Aqua could breathe underwater and make magic bubbles. Peach Princess Flip could do a special somersault and turn into any animal. Black Princess Star had extraordinary senses. Pink Princess Rosie could speak and understand any language. White Princess Snow could freeze things and make winter weather. Green Princess Stitch could sew, knit, and crochet anything. And lavender Princess Dash could magically transport herself anywhere in the Wing Realm in an instant.

Whenever the pegasus princesses wanted to invite Clara to Feather Palace, the wing-shaped castle they called home, they made the silver feather shimmer and hum—just the way it was shimmering and humming right then! To get to the Wing Realm, all Clara had to do was hold the feather in her hands as she ran to a special place by a large pine tree in the woods surrounding her house.

Clara picked up the feather. She crawled back through the fort and leaped over the ski slope. She was halfway through her bedroom doorway when she noticed her soaking wet clothes and her bare feet. As much as Clara enjoyed getting wet and being barefoot, she wanted dry clothes and sneakers for her next adventure in the Wing Realm.

Clara set down the feather and ruler on floor next to her door. She peeled off her shorts and T-shirt and threw them into her green hamper. Then she surveyed her room for clothes to put on. Her favorite rainbow-striped tights hung from her ceiling fan to make a swing for her stuffed caterpillar. She climbed onto her bed, pulled down the tights, untied the knot she’d made with the feet, and put them on. She spotted a peach-colored skirt and a butterfly T-shirt on her bedside table, where she had used them, along with some popsicle sticks, to make a camping tent for her pegasus figures. Clara slid the skirt on over her legs and pulled the T-shirt over her head. Finally, she found her favorite sneakers—lime green canvas ones—in the bottom of her closet, and pushed her feet into them.

She danced back over to her bedroom door and picked up the feather and the ruler. She hid the feather in her skirt pocket and raced out of her bedroom, along the hall, down the stairs, through the living room, across the kitchen, and out the backdoor.

Clara sprinted across her yard, into the woods, and back to the place by the creek where Miranda was adding daisy petals to their potion.

“Try this,” Clara said, out of breath and smiling as she handed the ruler to her sister. “I need to go do something really fast and then I’ll be back to keep playing.” Time in the human world froze while Clara was in the Wing Realm, meaning that even if she stayed with the pegasus princesses for hours, Miranda would think she had been gone for only a minute or two.

“Thanks,” Miranda said. She pushed the ruler into the potion and tried to stir. The ruler began to bend. “I think it’s about to break,” she said.

Clara nodded. “I think you’re right. Why don’t you add some unicorn snort and mermaid singing while I’m gone? I’ll try to bring back something else to use to stir,” she said.

Miranda nodded. “See you in a minute,” she said.

Clara leaped across the creek and ran along it until she was out of Miranda’s sight. She pulled the feather out of her pocket as she turned left, jogging deeper into the woods. She ran down a hill, through a grove of pine trees, and into a small clearing. Pine needles covered the ground, and a large pine tree with green boughs stood opposite her. She took a step closer to the pine tree. In a swirl of glittery light, a green velvet armchair with silver-feathered wings on its back appeared. The armchair hopped up and down and then spun in a circle on one of its legs. Clara giggled. The armchair bounded over to her. It leaned toward her and nudged her—almost, Clara thought, like a friendly dog wanting attention.

“Hello, chair,” Clara said, laughing.

The chair fluttered its wings.

“Will you take me to Feather Palace?” she asked.

The chair hopped up and down.

“Wonderful,” Clara said. She slid the feather back into her pocket. She sat down on the chair and grabbed its arms.

The chair flapped its wings and leaped upward. It landed for a few seconds on a tree branch, bounced for a moment on the bough, and then soared into the air. The chair skidded onto the tile roof of Clara’s house and then beat its wings as it flew upward. The chair began to spin, faster and faster, as it rocketed into the clouds. Clara sucked in her breath as everything went pitch black. And then the chair landed with a clatter on a tile floor.
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Clara blinked and opened her eyes. She knew exactly where she was: the front hall of Feather Palace. Portraits of the eight pegasus princesses and Lucinda hung on the magenta walls. Fountains with pegasus sculptures spouted rainbow-colored water. Pegasus statues reared up with outstretched wings from pedestals. Gauzy curtains fluttered as a warm breeze blew through the tall windows. Light from the chandeliers shimmered and danced on the black tile floors. In the center of the room, the pegasus princesses’ eight empty thrones formed a half-circle. Next to Flip’s peach throne sat a small silver sofa with a back that looked like a cat head. And on the sofa perched Lucinda, who was so absorbed in licking her hind foot that she didn’t even notice Clara.

Clara stood up. Lucinda kept licking her foot. Clara cleared her throat. Lucinda moved on to cleaning the tip of her tail. Finally, in a soft voice, Clara said, “Hello there.”

Lucinda leaped up into the air and hovered above her sofa. For a split second, she looked at Clara with wide, startled, green eyes. Then she let out a loud purring noise and flew straight over to Clara. The tip of Lucinda’s nose touched the tip of Clara’s nose as the cat purred, “I’ve been waiting and waiting and waiting for you. Welcome back to Feather Palace.”

“I’m thrilled to be here,” Clara said, scratching behind Lucinda’s ears.

“Princess Flip told me to call her the instant you arrived. She told me absolutely no guessing games because they take too long. But,” Lucinda continued, “I’m sure there’s time for just one. Don’t you think?”

Clara laughed. She had never met anyone who loved guessing games as much as Lucinda.

Still hovering in front of Clara’s face, Lucinda flipped onto her back with her paws sticking straight up into the air. “How about if you guess this time?” she suggested, swishing her tail.

“Okay,” Clara said, surprised. Usually Lucinda liked to do the guessing.

“I’ll think of an easy one. How about,” Lucinda said slowly, “if you guess my middle name? I’ll give you three tries.”

Clara didn’t think that sounded easy at all. “Okay,” she said. “Would you be willing to give me a hint?”

“Absolutely not,” Lucinda said.

“Um,” Clara said, thinking of names of kids in her class. “Is it Renee?”

“Nope,” Lucinda said, righting herself and flying over to Clara’s shoulder, where she perched and purred. Clara smiled at the feeling of Lucinda’s soft fur on her cheek.

“How about Tolonda?” Clara guessed.

“Wrong again,” Lucinda said, swooping down to the floor and rubbing against Clara’s ankles.

“Um. Is it Kira?” Clara asked.

“Wrong again,” Lucinda said. She puffed up her chest, held her head high, and announced, “It’s Mariettatonya. My full name is Lucinda Mariettatonya Salisbury-Heffenhopper the Third.”

Clara giggled. “That’s a wonderful name,” she said.

“Thank you,” Lucinda said. “And now I think I better call Princess Flip.” She bounded to the center of the front hall and called out, “Princess Flip! Clara got here this very second! We definitely did not play any guessing games! Not even one!”

After a few seconds, Clara heard the clatter of hooves against the palace’s tile floors. The sound grew louder and louder. And then Flip galloped into the front hall wearing goggles and a pointy peach wizard’s hat with a silver spiral design that matched the gemstone pattern on her tiara. “I’m so glad you’re here!” Flip exclaimed, rearing up with excitement. “You’ve arrived just in time. Welcome back to the Wing Realm.”

“Thank you for inviting me,” Clara said.
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Flip looked at Lucinda. The pegasus cocked her head and smiled. “Are you sure you didn’t play any guessing games?” she asked. “Not even one?”

Lucinda sniffed and twitched her tail. “Well, maybe one,” she admitted before sauntering over to her cat sofa and curling up in a ball. “Don’t mind me,” she said between yawns. “I’m due for my morning nap. Her eyelids fluttered and then shut. She let out a loud noise that was half-purr and half-snore.

Clara giggled. Flip shook her head in amusement before she turned to Clara. “I can’t wait to tell you what we’re doing this afternoon. It’s my favorite day of the year. Today is our annual Potion Fair. Teams of creatures from all over the Wing Realm spend the year inventing and perfecting new magic potions. Then we bring them to the fair and share them with each other. Would you like to join us?”

“I would love to join you,” Clara said.

“I’m so glad,” Flip said. “Especially since this year my sisters and I invented a potion with you in mind.”

“Really?” Clara asked.

“Really,” Flip said, eyes gleaming. “We invented a flying potion. If you sprinkle it over your head, you’ll be able to fly even though you don’t have wings.”

“That sounds amazing,” Clara said.

“You can try it as soon as we finish mixing the final batch. Want to come down to Feather Palace’s potion laboratory to help us?”

“I’d love to,” Clara said.

“Follow me,” Flip said. She reared up and whinnied with delight before she trotted across the front hall and down a narrow corridor with black tile floors and lanterns that burned rainbow flames. Clara followed Flip to the end of the corridor and down three flights of a spiral staircase. At the bottom, they came to two wooden double doors carved with pictures of feather-winged cauldrons. Above the doors, a sign read, “Feather Laboratory.”

Flip pushed the doors open with her nose, and she and Clara stepped into a laboratory the size of Clara’s living room. A chandelier made of small silver cauldrons hung from the ceiling. Tall shelves crammed with glass jars, each full of a powder or liquid, lined all four walls. In one corner, towers of stacked cauldrons teetered. In another corner, a giant rack held empty glass potion bottles. In the center of the laboratory, the seven other pegasus princesses gathered around a giant, shiny, peach-colored cauldron. They all wore goggles and pointy wizard’s hats. And they all held purple mixing spoons in their mouths.

As soon as Mist, Aqua, Star, Snow, Rosie, Dash, and Stitch saw Clara, they dropped their spoons into the cauldron and galloped over to her.

“Clara!” Mist called out. “You made it!”

“Welcome back, human friend,” Aqua said, dancing in a circle around Clara.

“We are so pleased you’re here,” Star said, swishing her tail.

Rosie playfully poked Clara’s arm with the tip of her bright pink pointy hat.

Snow and Dash reared up, grinned, and flapped their wings so their hooves lifted off the floor.

“Guess what?” Stitch said. “I have a surprise for you.” She galloped across the room to a large bag made of glittery green fabric. Stitch picked up the bag with her mouth, galloped over to Clara, and dropped the bag into Clara’s hands. “I can’t wait for you to open it,” Stitch said.

Clara sucked in her breath. She stuck her hand into the bag and pulled out a pointy green velvet hat and a pair of goggles.

“Those are for you,” Stitch said.

“Thank you so much,” Clara said.

“You’re welcome,” Stitch said with a wink. “I used my favorite fabric to sew your hat. And I borrowed those goggles from our fairy friends. They’re fairy size extra-extra-extra-large. Hopefully they’ll fit a human girl.”

Clara put on the goggles and the hat. “These fit perfectly,” she said, grinning. She twirled in a circle. “How do I look?” she asked.

“Ready to make a potion,” Flip said, laughing.

“Come on over to the cauldron,” Mist said.

Clara and the eight pegasus princesses huddled around the cauldron. Clara peered down to see a bubbling scarlet potion.

“We’ve already added dehydrated dragon fire, phoenix song, merfairy humming, pink mist, and shredded rainbow seaweed,” Flip explained.

“Because we have hooves instead of hands, two fairies helped us open the jars and put in the ingredients,” Aqua said.

“But they left so they could go finish making their own potion for the fair,” Mist said.

“So,” Flip said hopefully, “we were wondering if you would help us add the last three ingredients.”

“Absolutely,” Clara said.

“The next ingredient we need is one pinch of snail trail. The potion ingredients are arranged in ABC order,” Flip explained. “So the snail trail should be in the S section.”

Clara looked at the shelves. She noticed a card with a Q written on it taped to a shelf. She looked to the right and saw an R card. She looked further to the right until she saw a shelf with an S card on it. Clara skipped over to it. She saw jars with labels that read SATURN RING DUST, SEA BREEZE, SILENT LAUGHTER, and STEW STEAM. Then, right between jars labeled SMILES and SNAKE SLITHER, was a jar full of silver dust labeled SNAIL TRAIL. Clara grabbed the snail trail off the shelf and skipped over to the cauldron, where all eight pegasus princesses eagerly held their spoons in their mouths. Flip nodded encouragingly at Clara.
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Clara removed the lid, pinched the dust with her fingers, and dropped it into the cauldron. As the potion bubbled and churned, the pegasus princesses stirred and stirred. After a few seconds, the potion had turned bright pumpkin orange.

Flip dropped her spoon. “That was perfect,” she said. “Now we need one handful of butterfly flutter.”

“One handful of butterfly flutter coming up,” Clara said. She put the lid back on the snail trail and returned the jar to its place on the S shelves before she skipped across the laboratory to the B section.

Clara saw jars labeled, BAT SLEEP, BEAR GROWLS, and BENT RAINBOWS. And then, right between BUMBLEBEE BUZZ and BURST BALLOONS, was a tall jar of yellow powder labeled BUTTERFLY FLUTTER. Clara picked it up and noticed it felt warm. She skipped back over to the cauldron, opened the jar, and grabbed a handful of what felt like sand that had been out in the summer sun. She dropped the butterfly flutter into the cauldron. The potion frothed as the pegasus princesses stirred it until it was lemon yellow.

Flip put down her spoon and said, “There’s only one more ingredient—a splash of cat purr. But just be careful not to get the cat sneeze by accident.”

Clara nodded. She put the jar of butterfly flutter back and found the shelves with C ingredients. She saw jars labeled CURLED DOG BARK, COBWEB SILK, and CHIPMUNK CHIRPS. Then she spotted a jar of glittery light-blue liquid labeled CAT PURR. It was right between jars with the labels CAT BLINK and CAT SNEEZE. Clara was careful to choose the cat purr. She skipped over to the cauldron and unscrewed the top. She tilted the jar to one side and flicked her wrist as though she were throwing a frisbee. Light blue liquid splashed out of the jar and into the cauldron. The potion bubbled and foamed. Clara screwed the lid back onto the jar and returned it to the shelves while the pegasus princesses stirred.

After several seconds, the potion stopped bubbling. It looked thick and lime green.

The pegasus princesses dropped their spoons into the cauldron. “It’s finally ready,” Flip said. She grinned at Clara. “Would you like to try it right now?”

“Yes,” Clara said, jumping up and down.
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The pegasus princesses reared up and whinnied.

“I can’t wait to see if it works,” Dash said.

“I’m so excited I can hardly stand to watch,” Snow said.

“All you need to do is reach into the cauldron and sprinkle some potion on the top of your head,” Flip said.

“But maybe you should take off your hat and goggles first,” Stitch said. “The potion only works if it touches your head.”

Clara nodded. She took off her pointy hat and goggles and set them down on the floor. She dipped her hand into the potion, which felt like warm chocolate sauce. She scooped some up and splashed it onto her head. Clara smiled as the potion ran down her forehead, nose, and cheeks. Then, she opened her eyes to find that the pegasus princesses were all staring at her with wide, unblinking eyes.

“At least we know this version of the potion doesn’t make you grow a tail,” Aqua said. “That was the problem with the last one.”

“Or horns,” Mist added. “That was the problem with the version before that one.”

“Or whiskers,” Aqua said. “That was the problem with the first version we invented.”

Flip smiled reassuringly at Clara. “Let’s see if it works,” she said. “What happens if you imagine you’re flying up to the chandelier?”

Star and Rosie sucked in their breath.

Stitch crossed her hooves for good luck.

Dash bit her lip.

Snow anxiously swished her tail.

“Here goes,” Clara said. She imagined she was shooting upward. To her amazement, her feet lifted right off the black tile floor, and in a half-second she was hovering right next to the chandelier. She laughed with delight.
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“It worked!” Stitch said, uncrossing her legs and rearing up.

“I can hardly believe it,” Rosie said, shaking her head.

“Hooray!” cheered Aqua and Dash.

“You’re a natural flyer!” Flip exclaimed.

“I’m so glad we made a double batch of this version,” Star said.

“What a relief,” Snow said.

Flip flapped her wings and joined Clara in the air. “Try flying around the chandelier,” she suggested.

Clara imagined flying in a circle. She bolted forward and zoomed around the chandelier, barreling toward Flip.

“Whoa,” Flip said, laughing and ducking to avoid a collision. “I think we’d better go outside before we crash into the shelves of potion ingredients and make a giant mess.”

“My parents would definitely tell me flying is an outdoor activity,” Clara said. She flew downward until her sneakers were back on the floor. Flip landed with a clatter next to her.

“And besides, it’s about time for me to go to the Magic Marsh to make sure everything is ready for the Potion Fair,” Flip said. “Would you like to fly along with me? I’d love to have your help.”

“Yes,” Clara said. Her heart quickened at the thought of flying through the wide open sky, right next to Flip.

“Excellent,” Flip said. She turned to Star. “Would you mind coming to the Magic Marsh a little early and bringing the potion with you? I don’t want to bring it now just in case Clara needs some help flying.”

“Of course,” Star said. “And since we made a double batch, why don’t I bring half of it to the fair and leave half of it here for the next time Clara visits?”

“Great idea,” Flip said. “Thank you.”

Clara turned toward the laboratory door, but then she noticed that the pegasus princesses were exchanging nervous looks. She worried that she had grown a tail, horns, or whiskers after all.

“Um, there’s just one more thing,” Star said. “Though we’re a little embarrassed to ask.”

“Before you go—” Rosie began, and then she frowned.

“Is there any chance you could just—” Snow continued.

“Take off our hats and goggles for us?” Aqua finished.

“The fairies put them on us,” Mist explained.

“And getting them off is just a little complicated with—” Dash said.

“Hooves,” all eight pegasus princesses said at once.

Clara laughed. “Of course,” she said. “I’d be glad to help.”

She skipped over to Flip and pulled off her peach hat and goggles. Then she took off Star’s black hat and goggles, Aqua’s teal hat and goggles, Mist’s silver hat and goggles, Dash’s purple hat and goggles, Stitch’s green hat and goggles, Rosie’s pink hat and goggles, and Snow’s white hat and goggles.

“Thank you,” Flip said.

“And just one more thing,” Star said. “Will you pour half of the flying potion into one of those empty cauldrons? I’m not so sure I can do it without spilling a lot of it.”

“Life with hooves is really tricky,” Aqua said, sighing and rolling her eyes.

“Of course I can help with that,” Clara said. She pulled an empty peach-colored cauldron off the top of one of the stacks. She set it down next to the cauldron full of potion. Then she bent her knees, wrapped her arms around the full cauldron, and used all her strength to pick it up. She poured half the green potion into the empty cauldron. “Phew,” Clara said, putting down the cauldron.
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“Thank you so much,” Star said.

“I promise we would want to be friends with you even if you didn’t have hands,” Flip said.

“But I have to admit it’s helpful that you have them,” Snow said.

“It sure is handy that you have hands,” Stitch said, rolling her eyes at her own bad joke.

Clara giggled.

“Let’s fly to the Magic Marsh now,” Flip said to Clara. She turned to Star and added, “I’ll see you there in just a few minutes.”

“The rest of us will join you there right before the Potion Fair,” Aqua said.

“Wonderful,” Flip said. She turned to Clara. “Follow me!”

Clara followed Flip out of the laboratory, up the spiral staircase, and back into the front hall.

“Do you feel ready for your first trip through the sky?” Flip asked.

“I’m ready,” Clara said, and she felt her heart quicken.

“And if anything goes wrong, I’ll be right next to you,” Flip said.

Clara nodded. “Thank you,” she said.

“At the count of three, let’s both run toward the front doors. One. Two. Three. Go!” Flip said.

Flip galloped and Clara sprinted across the front hall. The doors magically swung open to reveal an expanse of blue sky. Down below, Clara saw an ocean of green treetops. Flip leaped out, flapped her wings, and soared into the air. Clara sucked in her breath, took a giant jump out the doors, and imagined flying alongside Flip. The next thing she knew, she and Flip were flying side by side.
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Clara’s heart raced as wind riffled through her wavy black hair. For a moment, she turned her head and looked back at Feather Palace. The silver, wing-shaped castle’s towers and turrets shimmered in the sunlight. Clara faced forward, gazing at the expanse of blue sky below her and ahead of her.

“Flying is so much fun,” Clara said.
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“I had a feeling you’d like it,” Flip said.

Clara made a fist and then raised her arm so she felt like a superhero. “I’m Super Clara!” she called out.

Flip raised one of her front legs and said, “And I’m Super Flip!”

Clara and Flip laughed.

Clara turned upside down and flew feet first. Flip turned upside down and flew hooves first.

Clara did a somersault in the air. Flip did a somersault next to her.

Flip’s eyes widened and twinkled. “Somersaulting just made me think of a way we could have a little fun while we fly to the Magic Marsh. Do you ever like to play games where you pretend to be different animals?”

“All the time,” Clara said, nodding. “My sister Miranda and I pretended to be wolves and cheetahs this morning before breakfast. And sometimes we’re greyhounds, kittens, and bumblebees.”

Flip flashed Clara an excited smile and said, “Watch this.” The gemstone spiral design on her tiara glittered. She did a somersault. And then there was a large peach wolf with wings flying right next to Clara. Flip the wolf turned toward Clara and winked a glowing, amber eye. Then she raised her head and made a soft howling noise.

Clara giggled. She looked upward and howled back. “I’m a wolf, too,” she said in a low, raspy voice. “Woof! Woof!”

“Sometimes if I howl loudly enough, real wolves howl back,” Flip barked. “Want to try it?”

Clara glanced down to see that she and Flip were passing over a thick, dark pine forest. It looked like a perfect home for wolves. “Absolutely,” she said. “Let’s pretend we see the moon.”

Clara and Flip both looked upward at an imaginary moon and made the loudest, shrillest howling noises they could for as long as they could. When they were out of breath, they stopped and listened. Soon Clara heard high-pitched howling coming from the forest below.

Flip pricked up her wolf ears and grinned.

Clara grinned back.

Flip winked and somersaulted. In an instant, she was a pegasus again.

Clara glanced down and saw that the woods below had thinned into a giant meadow full of wild flowers. Flip followed her gaze. “That’s where the butterflies and bumblebees live,” she said. “I know what we can do!” Her tiara sparkled. She did a somersault. And suddenly a massive, peach-colored bumblebee was flying next to Clara. Flip the bumblebee looked at Clara with giant, shiny eyes. “Now buzz as loudly as you can,” she said in a high, vibrating voice.
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Clara and Flip both made loud buzzing noises. Clara stopped when her nose started to itch from so much buzzing.

They waited and listened for a few seconds. Soon, loud buzzing echoed from the meadow below. “The bees are saying hi to us,” Flip buzzed. “Want to see how bees dance?” She twittered her antennae and wiggled her stinger. Clara giggled and did a bee dance, too. Flip winked her enormous, shiny bee eye before she somersaulted to change back into a pegasus.

“Do you see that peach-colored cloud in the distance?” Flip asked, nodding ahead of them. “That’s the entrance to the Magic Marsh.”

Sure enough, if Clara squinted she could see a tiny peach dot in the sky ahead. She concentrated on flying as fast as she could toward the cloud, and she laughed as she bolted forward. “Wheeeeee!” she called out.

“Wow! You’re fast,” Flip said, zooming forward next to her. “And, speaking of fast, watch this.” Flip’s tiara sparkled. She did a somersault. And then a peach-colored cheetah with dark peach spots raced through the sky next to Clara. Even her wings, Clara noticed with a grin, had spots. “Roar!” Flip called out.

“Roar!” Clara called out, pretending she was a lightning-quick cheetah.

Clara was surprised to hear roaring noises echoing in the distance.

“Those are the Wing Realm’s wildcats,” Flip meowed. “Don’t worry. They’re all very friendly.”

Flip and Clara sped forward. The peach cloud in the distance grew larger and larger until it was right in front of them. Flip and Clara landed on the cloud, which felt slightly soggy, almost like thick mud, under Clara’s sneakers. In the center of the cloud was a puddle of bubbling, peach-colored liquid. “I’d better go back to being a pegasus now,” Flip said. “But thanks so much for pretending to be animals with me. It’s one of my favorite games.”

“I had fun too,” Clara said. “Thank you.”

Flip did a somersault and turned into a pegasus. For a few seconds, she whinnied, snorted, stomped her hooves, flicked her mane, swished her tail, and flapped her wings.

“What are you doing?” Clara asked.

Flip smiled self-consciously. “It always feels a little funny returning to my normal pegasus body after being so many different animals,” she said. “I’m just getting used to being a pegasus again.” She let out a final loud snort and stomped all four hooves as hard as she could. “Phew!” she said. “That’s better now.”

Flip looked at the gurgling puddle in front of them. “Getting into the Magic Marsh is always super fun,” she said, with a grin. “Follow me!”

Flip bent her legs and leaped right into the middle of the puddle. In an enormous splash, Flip sank down into it and disappeared.
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Clara looked at the churning, gurgling puddle. She took a long, deep breath. She bent her knees. She closed her eyes. And then she jumped right into the center. For a split second, she sank deep into the puddle, so she felt as though she were in a swimming pool filled with warm, thick water. Just when she needed to take a breath, everything went pitch black and she felt as though she were falling through the air. Bright lights flashed. And then Clara was standing next to Flip on a wooden walkway. To her surprise, her clothes, skin, and hair were completely dry.

Clara blinked and put her hand on Flip’s shoulder to steady herself. She felt a tiny bit dizzy.

“Welcome to the Magic Marsh,” Flip said.

Clara sucked in her breath as she looked all around her. The wooden walkway cut across a field dotted with scarlet, crimson, magenta, and fuchsia puddles. The puddles gurgled and bubbled. They churned and swirled. They sprayed streams of liquid upward, reminding Clara of the fountains in Feather Palace’s front hall. Between the puddles grew clumps of star-shaped lavender flowers with long, stiff peacock-blue stems.
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“The Magic Marsh is amazing,” Clara whispered.

“I had a feeling you’d like it,” Flip said.

A crimson puddle right next to Clara and Flip suddenly sprayed a stream of liquid straight upward. “Whoa,” Clara said, stepping back and raising her eyebrows. “What kind of puddles are these?”

“They’re wild potion puddles,” Flip said as the puddle shot five jets of liquid into the air and then went back to bubbling. “There are some potions that creatures in the Wing Realm make and there are other potions that form naturally in the wild. The Magic Marsh is full of the wild ones.”

“Wow,” Clara said. “And what are those star-shaped flowers?”

“They’re wild wand flowers,” Flip said. She smiled playfully. “Pick one and wave it in front of you.”

Clara crouched at the edge of the walkway next to a cluster of wild wand flowers. She chose one with an especially long stem and an especially bright lavender star. She plucked it from the marsh, stood up, and waved the stem as though it were a magic wand. Instantly, the wand flower vanished. On the walkway, just in front of Clara’s sneakers and Flip’s hooves, appeared a pile of raspberries.

“The wild wand flowers all make different kinds of fruit,” Flip said. “I have to admit, I was hoping for raspberries.”

“Can we eat them?” Clara asked.

“Absolutely,” Flip said.

Clara scooped up the raspberries. She put half of them in her mouth and held the other half out for Flip. She giggled at the feeling of Flip’s mouth gently eating the raspberries from her palms.
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“Can we try one of the wild potion puddles, too?” Clara asked.

Flip shook her head. “I’ve learned the hard way that that’s not a very good idea unless you know exactly what the potion does,” Flip said, grimacing. “Once I sprinkled a wild potion on my head and ended up with stegosaurus spikes. And another time I ended up three weeks older. And another time I ended up wearing a very itchy ballet tutu that I couldn’t get off. My sisters and I ended up spending a lot of time making an un-dinosaur potion, an un-time potion, and an un-ballet potion.”

Clara giggled. “Is there any way to know what the wild potions do without trying them?”

“Star can use her magic sense of hearing to figure it out. She listens to the gurgling sounds the puddles make and hears a message about what kind of potion it is,” Flip said.

“That’s amazing,” Clara said. She took a few steps forward and kneeled on the edge of the walkway, right next to a magenta puddle that was making loud gurgling noises. She leaned right over it, closed her eyes, and tilted her head to the side so her ear was as close to the puddle as she could get it. She waited a few seconds. All she could hear was bubbling and gurgling.

“I think that one is about to spray potion in the air,” Flip said. “Back up before it sprays your head and we find out exactly what it does, whether we like it or not.”

Clara opened her eyes, stood up, and took a step back. Sure enough, the puddle erupted into a fountain.

“I wish we could keep watching the puddles and playing with the wild wand flowers,” Flip said. “But I think we’d better make sure everything is ready for the Potion Fair. We always hold the fair on top of that hill up ahead.” Clara followed Flip’s gaze to the far side of the marsh, where the walkway ended at a flight of white stone steps that led up the side of a grassy hill.

Clara nodded. “I’m ready to help in any way I can,” she said. “I can’t wait to try all the potions at the Potion Fair.”

“Me too,” Flip said. “And I can’t wait to show everyone else the flying potion my sisters and I invented. The creatures of the Wing Realm will love being able to fly without even flapping their wings.”

Clara skipped and Flip trotted along the walkway across the marsh. They climbed together up the white stone steps to a wide, flat hilltop. At its center were large tree stumps arranged in a circle. “Each team puts its potion cauldron on one of the tree stumps,” Flip explained. “Then we all walk around and sample each other’s potions.”

Clara nodded.

“The main thing we need to do is dust off the tree stumps,” Flip said, galloping over to a stump and using her tail to sweep it off.

Clara skipped over to a different stump and used her hand to brush off dirt and moss. She moved on to the next stump, and as she whisked off a clump of moss, she heard the sound of wings beating the air. She turned and saw Star and Lucinda, both holding the peach cauldron’s handle in their mouths, as they flew over the marsh toward the hill. Star and Lucinda landed next to a tree stump, where they carefully set down the cauldron.

“Phew!” Star said. “That cauldron is heavy.”

“It sure is,” Lucinda said, purring as she rubbed Clara’s and Flip’s ankles. “Sorry we’re a little late. Star gave me six tries to guess her favorite part of outer space. I guessed asteroids, then planets, then moons, then black holes, then comets, and then meteoroids. I ran out of things to guess, so she told me the right answer. Can you believe the answer is stars? I was shocked.” Lucinda widened her eyes in surprise and swished her tail.

Clara laughed and scratched Lucinda behind her ears. Lucinda turned and jumped onto the tree stump next to the cauldron. She stuck her head in it and sniffed. “I can smell the butterfly flutter in here,” she said, purring and inhaling. “It smells peppery to me. It always makes me—” Before she could finish her sentence, she sneezed five times in a row right into the potion.
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“Well,” she said, yawning as the potion in the cauldron began to bubble, “it’s about time for my nap.” She flew up into a tree behind the tree stump circle as the potion turned from green to blue. She flopped down onto a thick branch as the potion bubbled and frothed higher and higher. She closed her eyes as blue foam poured over the sides of the cauldron. She began to make a sound that was a cross between a purr and a snore as a flood of blue foam coated the hilltop and all the tree stumps. Lucinda was fast asleep when, in a swirl of light, blue caterpillars appeared everywhere. They were all over the tree stumps. They were all over the grass. There were hundreds and hundreds and hundreds of them.
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For several seconds, Flip, Star, and Clara stared at the sea of caterpillars. The caterpillars wiggled and crawled. They squirmed, rolled onto their backs, and kicked their legs. They twittered their antennae and grinned.

“Oh no,” Flip said. “This is terrible.”

“What a disaster,” Star said. “I can’t even take a step forward or backward because I’m afraid of squashing them.”

Flip’s eyes filled with tears. “We have no choice but to cancel the Potion Fair,” she said in a high, wavering voice.

“All the creatures have worked so hard to invent their potions,” Star said. “They’ll feel so sad and disappointed.”

“My favorite day of the year has turned into my least favorite day ever,” Flip said, as tears streamed down her cheeks. “I’ll go tell all the creatures who said they would be at the fair that it’s canceled.”

Star nodded. “I’ll go back to Feather Palace and tell Mist, Aqua, Snow, Dash, Rosie, and Stitch not to bother coming.”

“Wait,” Clara said. “Before we cancel the Potion Fair, let’s just think for a few minutes about whether there is any way to quickly and safely move the caterpillars.”

Flip nodded and let out a long sigh. “Good idea,” she said. She furrowed her brow.

Star nodded and bit her lip.

Clara took a long deep breath. She looked down for a moment at the caterpillars as they wiggled, squirmed, twittered their antennae, grinned, and winked. They were, she had to admit, pretty cute. She glanced up at the spiral design on Flip’s tiara and thought about the magic somersault Flip could do to turn into any animal. She looked at the star, moon, and planet design on Star’s tiara and thought about her magical senses. She thought about the wild wand flowers and the wild potion puddles. And then, suddenly, Clara had an idea. She bent her knees to jump up and down with excitement, but then she stopped herself—she didn’t want to accidentally crush the caterpillars when she landed. “I have an idea to save the Potion Fair,” Clara said with wide, excited eyes. “I don’t know if it will work. But we won’t know unless we try.”

“I’ll do anything to help,” Flip said, her eyes filling with hope.

“Me too,” Star said. “Anything at all.”

Clara smiled. She turned to Star. “Flip told me you can tell what the wild potion puddles do by listening to the gurgling noises they make.”

“That’s right,” Star said, nodding.

“If we fly back to the marsh together, could you listen to the puddles and tell me what they do?” Clara asked.

“Sure,” Star said. She flapped her wings and flew straight upward.

Clara imagined flying upward, and she instantly rose a few feet up into the air. She looked down and saw three caterpillars clinging to her left sneaker. Gently, she shook her shoe until the caterpillars fell to the ground.

Flip, Star, and Clara flew down to the marsh. Star hovered over a bubbling crimson puddle. Her tiara glittered. She closed her eyes and pricked up her ears as she listened to the bubbling noises. “This one is a shrinking potion,” she announced.

Clara shook her head. “What’s the next one?” she asked.

Star flew to a gurgling magenta one. Her tiara glittered. She closed her eyes, pricked up her ears, and listened. She smiled with amusement. “This one gives creatures unicorn horns.”

Clara giggled. “That sounds like fun, but I don’t think we need that one right now,” she said. “What’s the next one?”

Star flew to a fuchsia puddle. Her tiara glittered, she closed her eyes, and she listened for a few seconds. “This one makes time leap forward three weeks,” she said.

“That’s exactly what I was hoping for!” Clara said. She turned to Flip. “The next step is for you to turn yourself into a flying elephant,” she said.

“An elephant?” Flip said, cocking her head to the side. “Are you sure?”

“I’m sure,” Clara said with a wink.

Flip shrugged. The spiral design on her tiara sparkled. She flapped her wings, leaped into the air, and did a somersault. Suddenly, a giant peach elephant with wings hovered right next to Star and Clara.

Star giggled. “I don’t think I’ve ever seen you turn into an elephant,” she said.

Flip lifted her trunk and let out a loud, trumpeting noise.

“Do you think you could use your trunk like a straw to suck up that that potion puddle?” Clara asked.

“Sure,” Flip trumpeted. She flew next to Star. She dipped the tip of her elephant trunk into the fuchsia puddle. Then, with a loud slurping noise, Flip sucked all of the puddle into her trunk.

“Excellent,” Clara said. “Just don’t swallow it by accident.”

Clara swooped over to a cluster of wild wand flowers and picked one. “Now we’re ready to go back to the caterpillars,” she said.

Clara, Flip, and Star flew back to the hilltop. For a few seconds, they watched the squirming caterpillars. Clara turned to Flip. “Could you spray the potion in your trunk on all the caterpillars?” she asked.

Flip’s eyes widened. She nodded. And then she flew in circles over the caterpillars, using her trunk to spray them with potion. Glittery pink light swirled around the caterpillars. And, in an instant, they were blue butterflies. The butterflies fluttered their wings. They hovered above the grass and tree stumps. They flew in small circles.
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Clara took a long deep breath. “Perfect,” she said.

“But now there are butterflies everywhere,” Star said, her face falling.

“I think they’re looking for food,” Flip trumpeted. “They probably feel like they haven’t eaten in three weeks. But there are no real flowers here in the Magic Marsh. Just the wild wand flowers. And they don’t have nectar.” Tears welled up again in her eyes. “I still think we’ll have to cancel the Potion Fair.”

“We’re not quite done with my plan yet,” Clara said. “I have to admit that I’m not as sure the next part will work. But let’s give it a try.” She turned to Flip and raised her eyebrows. “Can you turn into a giant mother kangaroo now?”

Flip’s giant forehead wrinkled in confusion. She shrugged her shoulders and let out one last elephant trumpet before she did a somersault and turned back into a pegasus. Then, the spiral design on her tiara glittered. She did another somersault. Suddenly a large peach kangaroo with wings and a pouch hovered next to Clara.

“Perfect!” Clara said. “Now, could you please hold your pouch as far open as possible?”

“Sure thing,” Flip said, in a voice that sounded like a cross between a cough and grunt.

Clara giggled—she had always wondered what sound kangaroos made!

Flip used her front paw to pull her pouch open. Clara held up the wild wand flower she had picked in the marsh and waved it right above the pouch. A giant slice of watermelon appeared in the bottom of Flip’s pouch. For a few seconds, nothing happened. Clara held her breath and stared at the swarming butterflies. But then, to her relief, the hungry butterflies smelled the watermelon. They waved their antennae in excitement. They swarmed and fluttered in circles around Flip’s giant kangaroo body. And then, all at once, they dived into her pouch, carefully closing their wings, to eat the watermelon.

Flip and Star exchanged looks of amazement.

“Remember that meadow of wildflowers we flew over on the way here?” Clara asked Flip.

Flip nodded. “The one where we buzzed to the bees?” she grunted.

“Exactly,” Clara said. “Do you think you could fly there, holding your pouch open so you don’t crush the butterflies, and release them?”

“That’s an amazing idea,” Flip grunted. “I’ll be right back.” With one paw holding her pouch open, she zoomed away from the hill. Clara and Star flew down to the ground as they watched Flip disappear over the Magic Marsh.

“Thank you so much for saving the Potion Fair,” Star said to Clara. “That was one of the strangest, funniest plans that I can imagine. Who knew we’d need an elephant and a kangaroo to save the Potion Fair from caterpillars?”

“It was my pleasure to help,” Clara said. She peered into the pegasus princesses’ now-empty cauldron. Every drop of the potion had turned into caterpillars. She looked over at Star, who had busied herself dusting off a stump with her tail. “Remember how we divided the potion in half this morning? Why don’t you go get the other half so you’ll still have some potion to share with the other creatures?” Clara smiled reassuringly and shrugged. “It’s okay with me if there isn’t any left for my next visit. Besides, we can always make more if we need to.”

“Good idea,” Star said. “Thank you, Clara. I’ll take this cauldron back to Feather Palace and bring back the other one. If I fly my very fastest, I’ll be back in no time. I’ll get my sisters to join me.”

“Sounds great,” Clara said. “I’ll finish sweeping off the tree stumps.”

Star flapped her wings, and, in a blur of black, flew back toward Feather Palace.
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Clara had just finished sweeping off the last tree stump when she heard the sound of wings. She turned to see seven pegasus princesses and one giant peach kangaroo flying toward her. Star and Aqua, holding a shiny peach cauldron together in their mouths, flew straight to a tree stump and set down the cauldron. Flip, Mist, Rosie, Stitch, Dash, and Snow gathered in a circle around the tree stump. “The butterflies are safely in the flower garden,” Flip grunted. “Thank you so much for saving the Potion Fair. What a wacky, creative idea you had. But it worked!”

“Star told us the whole story,” Mist said.

“Thank you so much for everything you’ve done to help us,” Snow said.

Dash, Stitch, Rosie, and Aqua nodded and swished their tails.

“I’m so glad I could help,” Clara said.

Star looked at Flip. “Um,” she said, “it’s perfectly fine if you want to be a kangaroo for the Potion Fair. But I think you could probably turn back into a pegasus now if you wanted to.”

“Huh?” Flip grunted. Then she looked down at her kangaroo paws, her pouch, her long tail, and her enormous hind legs. She laughed. “Oops! I completely forgot to turn back into a pegasus,” she grunted. “Just a second!” She did a giant kangaroo bounce into the air. She somersaulted. In an instant, she was a pegasus again. Flip stomped her hooves, whinnied, snorted, and flicked her mane. “I’m glad to be my normal self,” she said with a smile.

“Did I miss anything?” a voice purred. Clara turned to see Lucinda standing up on her tree branch. She arched her back and stretched forward.

Clara and the pegasus princesses looked at each other. Clara raised her eyebrows. The pegasus princesses smiled.

“Not too much,” Flip said.

Lucinda leaped out of the tree and sauntered over to Clara and the pegasus princesses. She leaped onto the tree stump and peered into the cauldron. She sniffed several times and then Clara heard her making an “AH! AH! AH!” sound. Lucinda was about to sneeze! Clara spun around and quickly lifted the cauldron up over her head just as Lucinda sneezed five times in a row.

All eight pegasus princesses stared as Lucinda sat down on the tree stump and began licking her front foot. They looked at Clara, who still held the cauldron safely up above her head. After a few seconds of shocked silence, Clara, Flip, Star, Mist, Aqua, Rosie, Dash, Stitch, and Snow burst out laughing.
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“Now you’ve saved the Potion Fair twice!” Flip said.

“And just in the nick of time,” Star said, nodding toward a parade of creatures flying into the meadow carrying cauldrons. There were teams of merfairies, phoenixes, winged frogs, fairies, dragons, winged foxes, and winged squirrels. Each group flew to a tree stump and put down its cauldron.

“Lucinda,” Clara said, “might I put the cauldron back down on the tree stump now?”

“Absolutely,” Lucinda purred, moving to one side.

“Um—” Flip began.

“It’s just that—” Star said.

“Well—” Mist said.

“We really want you to be part of the Potion Fair,” Clara said. “But do you think you could stay away from the cauldron? Just so you don’t sneeze in it.”

Lucinda swished her tail. “Well,” she purred. “I suppose I could do that.” She leaped off the tree stump, and Clara put down the potion.

Flip looked at Clara. “Now we get to walk around and try all the different potions. Want to come with me?”

Clara hopped up and down with excitement. “Yes,” she said. “I can’t wait.”

“We can take turns standing next to our cauldron,” Mist said. “I’m happy to stay here for now and tell the creatures who stop by about our flying potion.”

“Thank you,” Flip said. She looked at Clara. “Let’s go test out the frogs’ potion.”

“Okay,” Clara said. She and Flip walked to the tree stump next to theirs, where three purple frogs with gold wings sat next to a green cauldron.

“Want to try our potion?” one of the frogs croaked.

“It will turn you purple for five seconds,” another frog croaked.

Clara and Flip nodded and laughed. Clara dipped her hand into the cauldron, where a violet liquid bubbled. She sprinkled the potion on her head and on Flip’s head. After a split second, both Clara and Flip were purple. Clara looked at her purple hands and fingernails. She grabbed a strand of her hair, and was delighted to see that even it looked purple. And then, all of a sudden, the purple was gone.

“That was fun,” Flip said to the frogs. “Thanks so much.”

“Our pleasure,” the frogs croaked back.

“Now let’s try the foxes’ potion,” Flip suggested.

“Sounds great,” Clara said, skipping alongside Flip over to the foxes’ tree stump.

A bright orange fox standing next to a yellow cauldron grinned invitingly. “The potion we invented will make you able to stand upside down for ten seconds,” explained the fox.

“I’ve never done that before,” Flip said.

“Me either,” Clara said. “Let’s try it.” She dipped her hand into the cauldron and sprinkled orange potion on Flip’s head and on her head. Clara looked at Flip and raised her eyebrows. “Here I go!” she sang out. She put her hands on the grassy ground. She pulled her legs upward as though she were about to do a cartwheel—but then she found she could easily keep her legs up in the air. She was doing a handstand! Clara took several steps forward on her hands, giggling with delight. She looked over to see that Flip was walking on her front hooves with her back hooves up in the air. “This is amazing,” Flip said, doing a dance on her front hooves.

“It’s so much fun,” Clara said.

The potion wore off, and Clara’s legs gently returned to the ground. Flip stood next to her on all four hooves.

Flip and Clara walked the rest of the way around the fair. They tried a dragon potion that let them breathe lukewarm blue fire for twenty seconds. They tried a merfairy potion that gave them amazing singing voices for three minutes. They tried a phoenix potion that made their hands and hooves into talons for fifteen seconds. They tried a fairy potion that made them shrink to the size of acorns for thirty seconds. And they tried a squirrel potion that gave them giant, bushy tails for a minute.

Clara loved trying all the potions, but she was beginning to miss Miranda. Plus, she felt ready to help her sister finish making their potion by the creek.

“I hate to say this,” Clara said to Flip, “but I’m ready to go home to the Human World.”

“I completely understand,” Flip said. “Thank you so much for joining us and for saving the Potion Fair!”

“Yes, thank you for coming,” Star said, galloping over.

Stitch and Snow, both purple, trotted over to Clara. “Come again soon,” they said at the same time, just as the purple wore off and they went back to being green and white.

Dash walked upside down on her front legs over to Clara. “We’ve loved having you join us today,” she said.

“It really was wonderful to see you again,” Aqua and Rosie said as blue flames came out of their mouths and nostrils.

Clara looked down as Lucinda, who was the size of an acorn, wove between Clara’s ankles. “Goodbye, Clara,” Lucinda purred. “Do you promise to play another guessing game with me again soon?”

“Absolutely,” Clara said, giving the cat a final scratch behind her silver ears.

Clara pulled the magic silver feather from the pocket of her peach skirt. “I want to fly one last time,” she said, smiling. She imagined flying up into the air, and she giggled as her body lifted upward. Hovering right above the pegasus princesses, she did a somersault and flew in a final circle. Then, she carefully gripped the feather in both hands and said, “Take me home please.”
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The feather lifted Clara up into the air. She felt herself spinning, faster and faster. Everything went pitch black. And then she was sitting under a pine tree in the forest surrounding her house. Clara smiled. She stood up. Something heavy was in her skirt pocket. She pushed her hand in and pulled out two purple mixing spoons, just like the ones in Feather Laboratory. Clara grinned. She couldn’t wait to share them with her sister. She leaped with joy. And then she jogged back toward the creek where Miranda was waiting.



Don’t miss our next high-flying adventure!
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Clara sucked in her breath as she admired the front hall of Feather Palace. Painted portraits of the eight pegasus princesses and their pet cat, Lucinda, hung on the magenta walls. Chandeliers cast sparkling light on the black tile floors. Pegasus fountains spouted rainbow water. Pegasus sculptures reared up, wings outstretched, from pedestals. In the center of the room, arranged in a half-circle, were the pegasus princesses’ eight thrones. Lucinda’s sofa—silver with a back shaped like a cat head—was pushed up against Star’s throne. And on it Lucinda lay curled in a tight ball, fast asleep.
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Clara looked around the front hall for the pegasus princesses. And then she spotted them next to an open window, huddled around what looked like a purple telescope with eight eyepieces. For a few seconds, Clara watched her friends. And then she called out, “Hello!”

The pegasus princesses jumped in surprise and turned around. As soon as they saw Clara, they reared up, whinnied, and galloped over to her.

“I’m thrilled you’re here,” Star said, hopping from side to side. “You’ve arrived just in time.”

“Welcome back, human friend,” Mist said, trotting in a circle around Clara.

“We’ve been hoping you would come,” Aqua said.

“We have a fun afternoon planned,” Dash whispered.

Rosie nodded.

Flip winked.

Stitch and Snow swished their tails.

“I can’t wait to tell you what we’re doing this afternoon,” Star said in a soft voice. “But I’m going to have to whisper it into your ear so someone—” Star paused and glanced over at Lucinda, who was still asleep, “doesn’t hear. Every once in a while, she pretends to be asleep.”

The other seven pegasus princesses grinned and nodded.

Star leaned up to Clara’s ear and whispered, “Today is Lucinda’s birthday, and I have organized a surprise party for her. Would you like to join us?”

“Yes!” Clara whispered in a voice that was a little too loud. Clara blushed. She had never been good at whispering.

Star laughed. “I had a feeling you’d say yes,” she said. “Are you ready for the best part?”

Clara’s eyes widened. She nodded.

“We are holding the party with Lucinda’s six cousins, the mooncats, on the Catmoon,” Star whispered.

Clara raised her eyebrows. “What is the Catmoon?” she asked.

“It’s the Wing Realm’s very own moon. We were just looking at it through the octogoloctoscope,” Star said, now using her normal voice. “Would you like to see it?”

“Definitely,” Clara said.

“Come right this way,” Star said, and she trotted over to the instrument Clara had thought looked like a telescope. “We used to have a normal monogoloctoscope with just one eyepiece,” Star explained. “But my sisters and I spent so much time arguing over whose turn it was to use it that we decided to get this one. Pick any eyepiece and look through it.”

Clara leaned toward one of the octogoloctoscope’s eyepieces. She closed her left eye and looked through it with her right eye. Clara sucked in her breath with delight. Hanging against a dark lavender backdrop was a silver ball with two mountains that looked like cat ears and two giant green lakes that looked like cat eyes.

“Do you see it?” Star asked.

[image: ]


“Yes,” Clara said. “I had no idea the Wing Realm even had a moon.”

Star leaned toward Clara’s ear and whispered, “We told Lucinda we’re all traveling to the Catmoon this afternoon to help her cousins clean their castle. She’s irritated she has to do chores on her birthday. She’ll be surprised when she discovers we’re throwing a party for her instead.”

“Clara?” a sleepy voice purred. “Is that you?”


Emily Bliss, also the author of the Unicorn Princesses series, lives with her winged cat in a house surrounded by woods. From her living room window, she can see silver feathers and green flying armchairs. Like Clara Griffin, she knows pegasuses are real.

Sydney Hanson was raised in Minnesota alongside numerous pets and brothers. She is the illustrator of the Unicorn Princesses series and the picture books Next to You, Escargot, and A Book for Escargot, among many others. Sydney lives in Los Angeles.

www.sydwiki.tumblr.com
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