
For my sister, Sarah, who shares my belief in magic – R.T.

For Sammy – S.M.

Illustrated byWritten by

BLOOMSBURY CHILDREN’S BOOKS
Bloomsbury Publishing Plc

50 Bedford Square, London, WC1B 3DP, UK
29 Earlsfort Terrace, Dublin 2, Ireland

BLOOMSBURY, BLOOMSBURY CHILDREN’S BOOKS and the Diana logo are trademarks of Bloomsbury Publishing Plc
First published in Great Britain 2024 by Bloomsbury Publishing Plc 

Text copyright © Robert Tregoning, 2024 
Illustrations copyright © Stef Murphy, 2024 

Robert Tregoning and Stef Murphy have asserted their rights under the Copyright, Designs and Patents Act, 1988, 
to be identified as the Author and Illustrator of this work

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic or mechanical, 
including photocopying, recording, or any information storage or retrieval system, without prior permission in writing from the publishers

A catalogue record for this book is available from the British Library

ISBN 978 1 5266 4889 1 (HB)
ISBN 978 1 5266 4888 4 (PB)

ISBN 978 1 5266 4890 7 (eBook)

1 3 5 7 9 10 8 6 4 2

Printed and bound in China by Leo Paper Products, Heshan, Guangdong

To find out more about our authors and books visit www.bloomsbury.com and sign up for our newsletters



Far, far away, in a magical land,
the fairies had magical business in hand. 

For all of them worked at the Wish Granting Plant,
where banners proclaimed, 

‘THERE’S NO WISH WE CAN’T GRANT!’



Fred would sit sketching and hoping each day,
 that maybe, a wish-mail 

                    might land in his tray.

Fred worked inside the 
Department of Dresses,
where wishes for gowns 

would arrive from 
princesses.



arrived at the plant, with a 
swoosh and a swish.

and sent out his wish-mail, one star-studded night. 

It whooshed in the wind and 
then, like every wish,

He dreamed about helping a person in need,
a person, perhaps, just like Joshua Reed . . .

who sat in his bedroom 
    and closed his eyes tight . . .



Each of them hoped that 
they might win the crown 

of top princess-ball-gown designer in town.

They all tried their best 
     to out-stitch and out-sew, 
         but . . .

Where drafting designs 
in his dressmaking dreams,

Fred watched while his workmates 
stitched sequins and seams.


