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The Fairy Queen was in despair.
She didn't know what to do with me.

Then she had a postcard from Father Christmas.

He lives in the far north, as you know.
And he couldn't get any fairies to help him with the presents,

as most of them can't stand the snow and the frost.

But that's not a problem for a hairy fairy
We hairy fairies don't feel the cold at all

I spend my days wrapping presents,
and FC pays me very well for it.
In fact, I'm almost a millionaire!

Not bad, for a hairy fairy.
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I was a Christmas tree fairy next. Then the Fairy Queen sent me to the hairdresser.

T was sent to live with Mr and Mrs Blair. He looked at me in an odd way

7 (hadn't he seen a hairy fairy before?),
They got a big Christmas free, - but he started to snip.
and put tinsel and glass balls on the branches. 3
They put fairy lights on, too. NS L &
X 7 i ; T sat in that hairdresser's chair all day.

There was hair on the floor, hair in my lap,

And then they stuck me on the top. , AN~ NP
WSy / = hair on the chair ...

But Mrs Blair said that a hairy fairy looked all wrong.
Things went all right for a week or so.

So that was the end of that. But then the hair started to grow back, thicker than before!





