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Prologue

WHOOSH! Laughter rang out as the little leprechaun 

zoomed across the sky on his brand-new rainbow. “Tee-

hee, look at me!” 

Who is that and where is he going? Come with me—

over mountains, across rivers, under and over rain-

bows—to a mysterious place few have seen or even 

heard about. Until now.

This journey will take you to a house perched on the 

border of two very different places. One is Humanland, 

the place where you and other humans live. The other 

is Fairyland, the place leprechauns have always called 

home. Why isn’t this place called Leprechaunland, then? 

Well, you see, leprechauns are a type of fairy, and they’re 

just one of the many types of magical creatures who 

live in Fairyland. 

Leprechauns have special cobbling (shoe-making) 

skills and wear pointy-toed boots that leave little green 

footprints when they walk. When they’re not leaving little 

green footprints all around, you might see them doing a 

hop-up-on-one-foot-side-kick thing. You know the one 

I mean! They wear green top hats. And of course they 

tend to stash their pots of gold at the ends of rainbows.

No, I’m not a leprechaun. I am the 

Soothsayer (sooth means truth), and 

I know all the magical creatures 

in Fairyland. But this story isn’t 

about all fairies; it’s a story about 

one very special leprechaun. 

Come along and let’s meet 

Lucky the Leprechaun. 

the Soothsayer
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Chapter 1

Good Marnin’!
The house where Lucky the Leprechaun lives is like 

the other houses in Fairyland. Its ceilings and walls 

grow taller and shorter. Explosions of brightly colored 

smoke, flashes of light, and all manner of bangs and 

booms are common occurrences.

And the roof is covered with twisting, curling cotton 

candy. The walkway is lined with belching flowers the 

size of dinner plates. And inside, it is a typical school 

day morning. 

“Mum!” eleven-year-old Lucky the Leprechaun called 

out from his seat at the breakfast table. He scrunched 
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up his freckled face and clutched his round tummy, 

moaning. “Me belly is aching. I don’t suppose I should 

be going to Fairyschool today—’t’wouldn’t be fair to all 

the other kids, ay?”

No one answered.

“Cough! Ack! Dad, I feel so hot, will ya check me temp?” 

Lucky’s mom, a statuesque and keen-eyed woman, 

didn’t pause from applying the rainbow sparkles 

that brightened up her cheeks. His dad, a robust 

leprechaun dressed all in green with red locks and a 

ruddy face, didn’t stop conjuring new colors for her 

to choose from. 

That’s because this was a story they’d heard before. 

And just like before, it was a great big fib.

Dad laughed and said, “Ya know yer not sick, me 

son. Leprechauns don’t get sick. But yer acting’s getting 

better! Now go practice your tricks on Jacalyn and Gil-

lobert. We’re leaving in two shakes of a unicorn’s tail!”

Mom blew some rainbow sparkles at Dad and said 

sternly, “Tell our son to leave the twins alone! You know 

we humans aren’t just target practice for you leprechauns!” 

For you see, Lucky’s mom was all human, and the twins 

seemed to favor their human side and not get any true 

leprechaun blood. Though they loved to stir up mischief, 

they had hardly an ounce of real magic inside them.

“But Lucky’s got to practice!” Dad insisted. “Mischief- 

makin’ don’t come easy.”

“Tell them that,” Lucky grumbled under his breath. 

“Can’t the twins go to Fairyschool instead of me? They’re 

the real troublemakers.”

If this is beginning to sound like typical tummy- 

aching to get out of going to school, it is . . . and it 

isn’t. You see, Lucky is a leprechaun with a tendency 

toward being good. He feels pulled between his 

human qualities, inherited from his mom, and want-

ing to be a mischief-making leprechaun like his dad. 
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Meanwhile, his sister and brother are  

far better masters of mischief than he is. 

B-B-BOOOOMM! A large explo-

sion bellowed throughout the house. 

Jac and Gill bounded down the 

stairs with soot all over their faces. 

The twins were nine years old, and 

although they were younger than 

Lucky, they were taller, louder, and 

much more exasperating.

They were always using the mad 

science skills they picked up in their 

Humanschool to try new experi-

ments, convinced that they 

could conjure up some magic 

in their attic lab.



“Oh Lucky, me boy,” Jac said with an impish smile, 

“we’ll take you to school.”

“Yeah,” Gill bragged, nudging his smirking sister. 

“We’ll set the curve for mischief, scheming, and general 

no-goodery!” 

“It’s tough being human in Fairyland,” Jac said, nod-

ding her head in agreement. “You gotta work twice as 

hard to make your name as a troublemaker.”

“Thank ye for the offer, me wee ones,” Lucky’s dad 

interrupted. “But I’ll be takin’ young Lucky to school. 

I cobbled meself these nifty hover-shoes, so we’ll be 

flying this marnin’.”
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Chapter 2

School Daze
“Let’s have some leprechaun fun, Lucky,” Dad said as they 

zoomed through the sky. Each time Dad showed Lucky a 

mischievous trick, Lucky did his best to copy his father. 

“Practice makes perfect, me boy!” his father added.

Dad lassoed a rain cloud with fairy string and 

placed it over the house next door. The nasty gnome 

of a neighbor who lived there ran outside to grouch 

at them, but he slipped and slid right 

through the new puddle on his door-

step. Lucky and his dad chuckled as 

they zoomed away.



Then Lucky tried the same trick. He managed to 

lasso a rain cloud and pull it over a small house nearby. 

“Good, lad!” his father said. But Lucky’s aim wasn’t 

nearly as sly. Raindrops fell—not on the neighbors, but 

on their newly planted garden. 

“Thanks, Lucky! You’re such a lovely helper,” gushed 

the cheery elf who lived there. You see, instead of mis-

chief, Lucky’s trick brought much-needed rainfall. The 

grass grew twice as tall right before their very eyes!

“Gah! Me magic’s no good, Dad!”

Putting a reassuring hand on Lucky’s shoulder, Dad 

looked at him and said, “I’m just showing you what I 

know. But don’t worry, me boy, you’ll be findin’ your 

own way soon.”

Lucky and his father zipped along to Fairyschool. 

The walls of the school were iridescent, with colors 

that faded from the brightest brights to the palest pales. 

Gold bricks spiraled toward the clouds. And a multi-

tude of magical creatures arrived at drop-off with their 

parents. There were gnomes and fairies and trolls and 

pixies and all sorts of beings. They whizzed, buzzed, 

flew, ran, and jostled one another to get in before the 

school bell rang, clanged, and banged. 

The school principal stood at the entrance and 

greeted each and every student with 

a knowing wink. She looked 

stern and strict, but she 

knew firsthand the fun 

of learning to make 

magic and mayhem 



that awaited her young charges. It was she, during 

her earlier days as a teacher at the school, who taught 

Lucky’s father his superior shenanigans.

Lucky’s dad had saved his best trick to show off 

when they arrived at school.
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When the principal finished her announcement, the 

kids all began talking at once. 

“He’s the coolest!” one whispered over Lucky’s shoulder. 

“A legendary leprechaun!” 

“A master of mischief.” 

“You’d think it would run in the family,” another said, 

and they all snickered. 

“Are Lucky and his dad even related?”

Lucky hung his head. He knew he wasn’t as mis-

chievous as his father or as good a troublemaker as the 

other kids. Being different was hard, and he didn’t think 

anyone would understand or accept him for who he was. 

How could they, when he didn’t even accept himself?

“Keep yer chin up, son,” Lucky’s father said to him. 

“Teasing’s just one way fairies and leprechauns show 

love. Give it right back and you’ll be okay. I’ll see ya 

tonight, me boy!” 

Throughout the school day, from one period to 

the next, Lucky was the best, most eager and help-

ful student in class. Which, for a leprechaun, is the 

absolute worst!

First he spun a web out of fairy string and covered the 

school’s main entrance. Then he snagged up the princi-

pal and stuck her right to it. But instead of screaming in 

protest, she beamed with approval, buzzing her wings 

in delight although they were still too caught-up to fly. 

The students stood with their mouths open in shock 

and the parents politely snickered at the prank, but this 

chief troublemaker insisted on silence. 

“Our first class today,” she roared down to the school-

children, “will be held outside. For obvious reasons,” 

she added with an amused wink. “Today we will learn 

about pranking authority—who can pull pranks on 

whom, when, and why.” 
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Chapter 3

The Most  
Amazing Dream

When Lucky got home from school, he trudged up to 

his bedroom and climbed into bed. “I’m staying here 

for the rest of me life,” he said, and pulled the covers 

over his head. Lucky’s parents weren’t able to coax him 

down for dinner, so, after getting Jac and Gill ready for 

bed, they went to Lucky’s room to check on him. 

“I’m almost a full-grown leprechaun and I don’t know 

how to be mischievous, bad, or even just a little sneaky,” 

Lucky moaned. “No matter what tricks I try, I don’t seem 

t’get it right. I can’t help it!” 
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“You can blame me for that, Lucky,” his mother said. 

“We humans always do better when we get along with 

each other. And that’s not such a bad thing to be good at.”

“Agh! Ya humans just don’t possess the leprechauns’ 

good sense of humor, and yer just not—” 

Dad started to brag, then stopped as he caught his 

wife’s side-eye.

“Whatever it be, whoever I am, I don’t feel like I fit 

in.” Lucky sighed, his eyes getting misty.

“You know, sweetie, you really don’t have to try. In 

fact, you really shouldn’t try to be something else at 

all,” said Lucky’s mom as she smoothed the red curls 

on his forehead. “Just be you.”

“Yer mother’s right, me boy,” Dad said. “Ye 

were born special, with yer own unique 

charm. Just look how naturally lucky y’are. 

Why d’ya think we gave ya that magic clo-

ver in yer hat? That clover is your magic. 

Yer good luck is your charm.”

Lucky thought about this for a 

moment. Was it possible that he really 

had some magic in him after all?

“There’s lots more charms out there, too. They’re 

yours for the finding . . . and the earning,” Dad said. 

“You’ve got yer mum and me, son. We love you. And 

don’t ye forget, you’ve got the Soothsayer on your side. 

She’s a close friend of ours. You may not always see her, 

but she will always be there to guide you.” 

Mom put her hand over Lucky’s heart. “You’re exactly 

who you’re supposed to be.” 

“Are you sure?” Lucky asked, blowing his nose with a 

loud HONK. “Yer so perfectly human, Mum, and yer so 

perfectly leprechaun, Dad. And I’m so perfectly . . . neither!” 

“You’re Lucky, and you’re loved,” Mom said. 

“And tomorrow’s yer twelfth birthday, son,” Dad said. 

“Get some sleep so you can enjoy the day.” Then they 

kissed him goodnight. 

Lucky drifted off to sleep with his parents’ reassur-

ances in his thoughts. He was soon dreaming he had 

his clover and other magical charms as he traveled on 

a rainbow to a time and place far away. 

Lucky danced a jig at the Fairy Castle in front of the 

leprechaun lords and soothsayers. He flew alongside 

dragons and manticores and great beasts of all sorts, 



landing in a shimmering field of clover that swirled in 

the wind and shifted in a series of intricate patterns. He 

saw galaxies and gargantuas and all sorts of astonish-

ments. And there was an unusual blue moon just out 

of reach. Rather than illuminating the night creatures, 

though, they vanished under its glow. 

At every twist and turn, had he noticed, there 

appeared a beautiful rainbow-spiraled horn—the kind 

you might find on a unicorn. And had he listened, he 

might have heard a strange noise . . . PFFT . . . and 

noticed a small rainbow-hued cloud. 
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Chapter 4

A Birthday Surprise
“Good morning!” Lucky called out, bounding out of bed. 

Cheered up by his amazing dream, Lucky skipped down-

stairs. “Happy Saturday, and happy birthday to me!” 

He stopped at the door to the kitchen, where the 

impish leers of the twins caused Lucky to expect that 

the tricksters had their own ideas about what a happy 

birthday should be. 

“Nyah, nyah! Boo hoo hoo. We know way more than 

you,” Jac and Gill sang in unison. 

“Of course ya do!” he beamed, determined to remain 

cheerful. He remembered what his father said about 
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leprechauns being fond of teasing. Maybe humans 

were, too. “Humanschool must teach ya all sortsa useful 

things, like computizing, matheristics, and experimen-

tating. Although from the sounds of that explosion, you 

could use some more practice at that last one,” he said 

with a wink.

“Happy birthday, son!” Mom sang out, giving Lucky 

a big hug. “No time for teasing! Today is a celebration. 

We’re having a birthday party for you this afternoon 

and we invited all your human family on my side and 

all your fairy family on your father’s side. They will be 

here together for the very first time. Isn’t it exciting?”

“And we invited all yer schoolmates, too,” added 

Dad, with a clap and a grin.

Oh no! Lucky didn’t know what to do. None of the 

kids at school knew his big secret: He was the only 

leprechaun ever born to a human mom, and the only 

leprechaun with siblings like Jac and Gill . . . who were 

much better at making mischief than he was. Inside, 

Lucky felt like he couldn’t go to the party. 

“Oh great! Can’t wait!” Lucky sputtered. “Um, er—I 

told some kids from school that I’d meet them at the 

park to watch them try out their new wings. I’ll take 

me brekkie to go.” With that, Lucky grabbed a couple 

of blueberry muffins and apples and took off.

“Come back soon,” his parents called out from the 

doorstep. “Everyone will be here this afternoon!” Then 

the door closed and Lucky was on his own. He looked 

to the left, toward the park. Then he looked to the right, 

toward the Mysterious Forest and away from everything 

familiar. Which way should I go? Lucky wondered.
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Chapter 5

Lost       and Found
Lucky had always been told that leprechauns and fairies 

should avoid the Mysterious Forest. They could travel 

along the edges, but only the most foolhardy and fear-

some folks would attempt to see more of it. Lucky wasn’t 

feeling foolhardy or fearsome, but the Mysterious Forest 

didn’t seem nearly as scary as what he faced back home. 

Lucky stepped forward into the dark forest. Crash! 

Crack! Broken branches rained down on him from above. 

Lucky quickly leaped out of the way. 

Behind him, the crashing and yelping ended with 

a loud “OOF!” and a “PFFT!” Lucky spun around and 
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blinked his eyes in disbelief. Facing him was . . . a 

unicorn butt. 

“H-H-old on,” the young creature sputtered, turning 

his head around and tucking it between his legs. After 

checking to make sure he wasn’t hurt, the unicorn 

raised up his head and exclaimed, “Sorry about the 

toot—I always fart when I’m nervous. Are you okay? I 

almost squashed you. You sure are lucky!” 

“Uh, well, yeah, I suppose I am. In fact, Lucky’s me 

name,” the leprechaun replied. Now Lucky noticed that 

the newcomer was the most beautiful creature he had 

ever seen—a small unicorn with a rainbow-spiraled horn. 

Admiring the magnificent creature’s colorful horn, 

Lucky asked, “What would yer name be—Rainbow?”

Getting to his feet, the unicorn threw back his 

head and laughed, his sparkling mane brightening 

the dim forest. 

“No, I’m Karnelious. But please, call me Karn. I want 

to be a big star—you know, one of those one-name-only 

celebrities. Picture me at a big awards show, and the 

emcee announces, ‘The winner is . . . Karn!’ Catchy, 

don’t you think?” 

“Whoa! Ya know who ya wanna be, a star and all, 

and ya just, like, own it?” Lucky said in awe.

“Well, I kinda have to. My mom’s a centaur and my 

dad’s a Pegasus so they don’t know that much about 

unicorning. I had to figure it out on my own. I don’t 

know anyone else like me. I’m a one-of-a-kind!” 

“Me too! Me mum’s a human and me dad’s a lepre-

chaun. I try to act like I’m full of magic and mischief 

like all the other leprechauns, but I’m not really sure 

what I am.”

Lucky worried that his bold new friend would laugh 

at him. But Karn didn’t laugh. The unicorn just nodded 

in agreement.

“Tell me about it! No matter how 

many apples I bring my Greek theater 

teacher, I still haven’t gotten a 

leading role. He always favors the 

centaurs because—surprise, surprise—

he’s a centaur too. That’s why I’m taking 

my act on the road. I’m starting my own 

troupe. We’re gonna make the world our stage 

and ride home in a stampede of glory.” 



40

Lucky thought about what Karn said.  

It sounded a little scary, but exciting too.

“How do ya plan on doing that?” asked Lucky.

“I’ve always heard of actors who were ‘catapulted to 

stardom.’ So I built a catapult to shoot myself into the 

sky,” said Karn with confidence.  “It hasn’t worked yet, 

but it will . . . soon.” 

Lucky’s stomach rumbled. In all the excitement, 

he’d forgotten about breakfast. He took out an apple 

and offered it to Karn, then unwrapped a muffin and 

took a bite. 

“Where are you headed?” Karn asked while munch-

ing on the apple. 

“Um, I think I’m lost,” Lucky admitted.

“How does a leprechaun get lost in the Mysterious 

Forest? I thought y’all had leprechaun sonar or whatever 

to find your way to Fairy Palace?” 

Karn said.

“Fairy Palace!” Lucky  

exclaimed, remembering his 

dream. “That’s it!” 
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Chapter 6

Lucky’s Charm
Karn tilted his head and waited for Lucky to say more.

“I need to find Fairy Palace. The Soothsayer lives 

there. She knows everything about magical crea-

tures—about what makes us, well, magical. She can 

solve all me troubles. If only I knew which way to go,” 

Lucky sighed. 

“Well, little-known fact: a unicorn horn is also a 

compass,” Karn said proudly. “Let’s see if it can guide 

us through the forest trees.”

“Brilliant!” Lucky cheered, and with that they bravely 

walked deeper into the Mysterious Forest.



44 45

They walked and walked, staying close together amid 

the hoots and wails of the forest creatures.

“Hey, do you think this, uh, Soothsayer could help 

me become a star?” Karn asked hopefully. 

“Hmm. Soothsayers can see the future, but I don’t 

know if they can make the future happen all on their 

own,” said Lucky. “Is it really important?” 

“It is one hundred percent essential that Karn 

becomes a star,” said the unicorn, twirling his mane 

with one hoof. “It would be a crime to keep such talent 

from the spotlight!”

“Oh no,” Lucky cried out, pointing to the little green 

pointy-toed footprints and unicorn hoofprints in front 

of them. They’d been walking in circles and were right 

back where they started! 

Karn snorted and whinnied. “I just don’t understand it. 

What’s the point of this horn if it gets us all twisted up?”

Lucky pulled his clover charm out of his hat, “Me 

parents say me clover charm is full of good luck. Maybe 

if I concentrate . . .” Lucky squeezed his eyes shut and 

placed the hand holding his clover charm over his heart. 

Trying to conjure the Fairy Palace from his dream, he 

said, “Be me lucky charm and show us the path to 

Fairy Palace.” 

“That old leaf thing is a charm?” Karn asked, peering 

at it more closely. 

Lucky laughed at the joke, knowing that sometimes 

teasing is a way of showing friendship. 

Then Karn looked up at the sky, his horn pointing 

straight at the clouds, and yelled, “Oh please, Sooth-

sayer, give us a sign!” 

Instead of a path, a great big shadowy figure 

appeared. It flew round and round over their heads. It 

dove toward them. It was humongous, at least twenty 

times their size. 

Lucky and Karn yelped with fright. “PFFT.” Karn 

trembled as he let loose the toot.

The beastly scale-covered creature with wide wings 

and terrifying talons shot flames from its mouth. On its 

back were Jac and Gill. 

“Help us! Lucky, save us!” they called out. 

And just as suddenly as it appeared, with just two 

beats of its great big leathery wings, the dragon—and 

Jac and Gill—disappeared from sight. 



“Yeesh. Do you know those two?” asked Karn. “They 

seem to know you.” 

“That’s me sister and brother,” Lucky explained. 

What were they doing in the Mysterious Forest? Lucky 

wondered.

“And do you know that dragon?”

“No,” answered Lucky. “But it looks like we’ll soon 

become acquainted.” Then he turned to Karn and said, 

“Well, now we know which path to follow. Let’s rescue 

Jac and Gill.” 

“Yes,” said Karn, “although it’s not the sign I was 

hoping for.”
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Chapter 7

Mischief and Magic
The Mysterious Forest was big, and eventually the 

friends grew hungry and tired. They looked for a place 

to rest. A passel of pixies flitted about, showing them 

the perfect spot: a soft patch of moss underneath an 

umbrella-shaped tree. Lucky thought to try a bit of 

leprechaun magic to trick them. 

He conjured a net of fairy string and threw it over the pix-

ies. But instead of tying the pixies up in knots, the netting 

caught the drooping branches of the tree, creating a tent.

This wasn’t what Lucky intended, but Lucky and 

Karn settled into the soft moss. As they nibbled bits of 
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Instead, Lucky and Karn got to their feet 

and resumed their journey to rescue the twins.

With each step they took, the Mysterious Forest 

became more miraculously magical.

There were the iridescent wombeetles skittering 

on the ground and warbling a high-pitched song that 

made the leaves of the ananseed trees dance. As the 

leaves fluttered, the berries on which the wombeetles 

fed dropped to the ground. 

There were the hologlymphs that were too bright 

to look at directly, with jasmine-scented breath that 

threatened to dull the mind and the senses and throw 

unwitting travelers forever off course. 

And if not for his clover charm’s unprecedented 

levels of luck, the young friends would have walked 

right into the Sphinx’s Den made of glass and mirrors, 

where the walls danced and moved to confuse so one 

could never find their way out. 

As they passed through Pixie’s Paradise, 

Lucky and Karn admired the lush jungle, 

cool rivers, and tree branches heavy with 

ripe fruit. It was so beautiful, 

apple and muffin, Lucky told 

Karn about his family and the 

party he was running away from because he’d kept 

such a big secret.

“Now, I don’t think there’s anything wrong with being 

human or leprechaun,” he said. “But I feel like there’s 

something wrong with being me.”

“Not possible!” Karn told Lucky. “You’re, like, the 

most magical dude I’ve ever met. And I grew up on 

the Great Mystical Plains amid a herd of centaurs 

and Pegasi.”

“Tell me about your family, Karn,” Lucky said. “What 

are their names? Are they as good as Karnelious?”

“No name is as good as Karnelious. Except maybe 

Karn. But yes, my family has great names. There’s 

Aunt Eugenia and Uncle Kopaernikus,” Karn whinnied. 

“They had three girls: Antonia, Cybilius, and Constan-

tanoplia. Then there was Grandpa Zanderon 

and Grandma Majestica. . . .”

When they finished their 

snacks, they resisted the urge to 

take a full-bellied afternoon nap.



they longed to stay awhile. But every way they 

turned, they were overwhelmed by a swarm of 

pixies chattering loudly. 

Although they left as fast as they could, they 

couldn’t leave the pixies behind. They seemed 

fixated with Karn, flitting around his horn and 

making petite pests of themselves. But once he 

and Lucky neared the Dragon’s Nest, the pixies 

all buzzed off. 
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Chapter 8

Inside the  
Dragon’s Nest

Unbeknownst to Lucky and Karn, the dragon had 

dropped the twins in the heart of its lair, given 

them a very warm and friendly lick, then tramped 

off and out of sight. After wiping away the dragon 

spittle, the twins realized they had been placed right 

in among the giant eggshells of recently hatched 

baby dragons. 

Jac and Gill struggled to their feet and began dust-

ing bits of shell off each other. Plucking a piece of 

shell out of his sister’s hair and adding it to the pile 
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in his pockets, Gill said, “I’m curious to see if these 

shells could help stabilize our soaring solution.”

Gill looked around and took in their surround-

ings. “Hey, Jac, remember how we learned in science 

class that animals will sometimes raise other animals’ 

babies? Maybe the dragon mistook us for hatchlings 

that flew the coop. Using dad’s hover-boots did make 

us fly.” 

Jac tugged on her brother’s elbow and pointed in 

the direction the full-grown dragon had gone. “Um, 

interesting theory, but I’m not sure we look like that!”

Emerging from the dark recesses of the dragon’s nest 

were three baby dragons that looked like they were 

covered in radiantly colored leather. 

“Whoa—those are some big babies,” Gill said. 

“They’re taller than we are!” 

The three baby dragons were squawking and squeak-

ing and scrambling toward them. But the twins were 

too stunned to move. Before they could react, the young 

dragons were right up on them and puffing out smoke 

clouds and rings.

Jac and Gill panicked! They swatted at them and 

yelled, “Arrrrgh, get back! Back, I say, or we’ll turn you 

into dragon nuggets!” 

The dragon-nuggets-to-be let out high-pitched keen-

ing sounds. The twins covered their ears and turned 

away. So they didn’t see the worried mother running 

toward them.
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Chapter 9

Braving the  
Unknown

The forest around Lucky and Karn went quiet as they 

approached the Dragon’s Nest. They could feel the 

heat of the fiery beast. Nevertheless, Lucky was shiv-

ering . . . and clutching his clover charm tightly in 

his hand. 

“I think the pixies had the right idea,” whispered 

Karn. “PFFT.” 

“I wouldn’t blame ye for leaving too.” Lucky 

gulped, acting brave. “They’re my family, after all, 
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not yours.” 

Karn said with conviction but ever-so-quietly, “I’d 

never leave a leprechaun or his family behind. So spill 

it, what’s the plan?” 

Lucky buried his face in his hands, trying to think 

of what to do next. He nearly missed the sudden flash. 

Peeking through his fingers, he saw a blue light from a 

blue moon charm glowing at his feet. Lucky picked up 

the charm and the blue hue swelled to surround them. 

And just like that, they were invisible. 

“Galloping giganticores!” Karn exclaimed 

in a stage whisper. “How in Fairyland did 

you do that?” 

“I-I don’t know,” Lucky replied. 

Was this the blue moon charm from his 

dream? And just how invisible were they? 

Lucky wondered. He took a step 

to the side. As he moved away 

from Karn, he became visible 

again. Whoops!

“Take a grip of my mane and 

don’t let go,” Karn said, his voice trembling a wee bit. 

“Okay!” promised Lucky, moving closer to Karn and 

grabbing on tightly.

They crept around the huge rock pile at the entrance 

to the dragon’s nest. As they slowly, softly inched around 

till they could see the great winged creature, they were 

met by a sight they could hardly believe. Jac and Gill 

were huddled in a corner, clutching each other, clearly 

afraid. And the baby dragons were clinging to their 

mother, afraid of Jac and Gill. The big beast was flap-

ping this way and that, confused and concerned, trying 

to comfort the twins and the babies at her feet at the 

same time.

Lucky let go of Karn’s mane and they materialized 

in front of the twins and the dragon. He tucked his new 

charm in his pack for safe keeping. 

The twins leaped up and gasped. They were sur-

prised and relieved, but tried to act cool. 

“Um, hey there, Lucky,” Jac said. “We, uh, heard 

what Mom and Dad said about your lucky charms 

and we followed you to see if there were one or two 

we could have. We could use a little more magic for 

our experiments.”
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Unfortunately, while Karn was preening and Lucky 

was cheering, Jac and Gill made their move. 

Jac leaped forward and snagged Lucky’s pack, while 

Gill grabbed Karn. They were after Lucky’s charms!

“Lucky! Whadda we do?” yelled Karn. “PFFT! PFFT! 

PFFT!”

“I-I-I dunno!” cried Lucky, trying to grab his pack 

back from Jac.

Karn bucked and swung his head back and forth.

“Yeah,” Gill added. “So, now that you’re here, hand 

over the charms.” 

“No. You don’t know what to do with magic. Besides, 

they’re mine,” Lucky said confidently. 

Lucky turned away and looked at the dragon and her 

babies. He then turned to Karn and said, “You got this?”

“Karn’s got this,” the unicorn said, and announced 

to all, “Introducing . . . Karn the Magnificent!” The 

unicorn bowed, then began humming. The humming 

became a full-throated song. Soon the dragon began 

humming too. Little snorts of fire popped out of her 

mouth in perfect rhythm to Karn’s lilting lullaby. She 

swayed, rocking the babies to sleep, and while she 

was distracted, the twins scooted over to join Lucky 

and Karn.

“Wow, you are magnificent,” Lucky said to Karn. 

He started clapping for his new friend, and the noise 

startled the dragon. She stood up on her hind legs, 

towering over them. 

“PFFT.” Karn tapped a hoof nervously and said, 

“Dude, true stars know when the show is over, and 

Karn thinks it’s time to exit this stage.” 
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rainbow charm into Lucky’s lap, then disappeared again. 

Lucky picked up the charm, grabbed Karn’s mane, and 

told the twins to hold on. There was a tremble, and then 

a bright, colorful rainbow shot out of the charm and 

carried them away. 

As Karn shook and 

tossed his horn around, it 

began to glow. Then it sent 

forth rays of bright, color-

ful light. Magnificent and 

mesmerizing, the light pulsed 

in blinding flashes. Jac and Gill let go 

of Lucky and Karn and pressed their hands 

over their eyes. 

The dragon howled, snuffed, and 

squinted her dark eyes to try to block out 

the painful strobing light. She spread 

her wings to protect her babies, then 

huffed and puffed out fireballs.

As the belligerent beast turned 

her head their way, Lucky grabbed 

his clover charm and said, “I have 

everything in me I need to get us 

out of this!” 

And with that, a massive 

beam of colors shot down 

from above, dropped a 
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Chapter 10

The Magic Inside
If the pixies had taken a break from their constant chat-

tering and looked up, they might have briefly glimpsed 

a rare sight indeed: a rainbow with a leprechaun, a 

unicorn, and a pair of mischief-making human twins 

suddenly disappearing as it teleported its passengers 

to the house at the edge of Fairyland. 

They all looked the same, but Lucky felt different. Jac 

and Gill were acting, well, more nice than mischievous. 

“We messed up,” Jac admitted. And Lucky’s new best 

friend, Karn, continued to beam at him like he was the 

most magical pal in Fairyland. 
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Lucky touched the clover in his hat and thought 

about all he’d done. He had used his leprechaun side 

to call on the blue moon and rainbow magic. But there 

was more to it—he had also made a new friend and 

saved the twins, using his human thoughts and feelings 

to get them home safely. Maybe his parents were right: 

Being both leprechaun and human didn’t make him a 

neither—it made him exactly who he was meant to be. 

Still, he wasn’t sure his parents would be all that 

happy that he ran away and ruined the party. He took 

a deep breath and led Karn and the twins toward the 

house, prepared to be in big trouble. Hearing an unex-

pected sound coming from inside the house, they all 

pressed their ears to the door. There was music playing 

inside. And it wasn’t “you’re grounded” doom music. 

It was “let’s party” music.

Karn started tapping his hoof in rhythm. “Time to 

butt in,” the unicorn said to Lucky with a wink and 

a wiggle. Then Karn turned around and pushed at 

the door with his bottom. The door swung open and 

they all tumbled into the house. Karn went in butt-

first, of course!

Both sides of Lucky’s family, and all the kids from 

Fairyschool, were crammed into the living room. And 

they all called out, “HAPPY BIRTHDAY, LUCKY!”

In the middle of the room sat the Soothsayer. She 

was resplendent in a magical purple cape, with an 

intricately braided updo and an all-knowing expression 

on her face. She was framed by the most magnificent 

wings any of them had ever seen. Lucky’s parents stood 

on either side of her. 
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Lucky ran over to his mom and dad. “You gave us 

a worry, son,” his father said. “Don’t disappear on us 

again,” his mother added. Then they wrapped him up 

in a big, relieved, happy hug.

“Mum, Dad, Soothsayer—I truly did disappear!” 

Lucky started to tell them about his Mysterious Forest 

adventure and it all came spilling out—about the clo-

ver, the blue moon, and the rainbow. How, somehow, 

unexpectedly, these charms had come to him at the 

right time, for the right reason. He put the charms in 

his hand to show them. The Soothsayer waved her hand 

over the charms and they started to glow. 

“I was looking for you, Soothsayer. I needed your 

help—” Lucky stopped then, thinking about how he’d 

saved the day. “Well, maybe I didn’t need it as much 

as I thought.”

“Hardly at all!” the Soothsayer nodded in agreement. 

“But I was watching and ready to guide you along the 

way if you needed me. I have friends all over the Mys-

terious Forest. Do you remember the wombeetles?” she 

asked. Then, with a twinkle in her eyes, she warbled a 

little bit of their song.

“You have learned a lot today. I’m very proud of you, 

Lucky,” she said, placing the clover charm back in 

Lucky’s hat. 

“Sounds like you made some magnificent mischief, me 

boy,” Lucky’s father said, beaming with leprechaun pride. 

Lucky’s mother placed her hand over his heart and 

said, “You see, son, your magic is inside you. You are 

truly lucky. And so are we.” 

The Soothsayer nodded and smiled. “When your 

father told me he’d fallen for a human and they would 

marry, I knew it would bring a good change to Fairyland. 

But I had no idea what fun it would be!” 

Just then, Karn started singing and hoof-stomping, 

and Lucky joined in, leading the other kids in a little 

Fairy Castle jig. Even Jac and Gill joined in. Getting their 

hands on Lucky’s charms 

would have to wait for  

another day.
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Epilogue
Settling back into her throne room in the heart of Fairy Palace, 

the Soothsayer opened the windows to let the wombeetles 

and pixies in. She shook out her cape and pulled the book 

marked Lucky the Leprechaun from a shelf that appeared 

to have a journal for every creature in Fairyland. 

She opened it to a fresh page and wrote the simple truth.

Lucky’s dreams and adventures have only just begun 

to unfold. Where will they lead? Who will join him on his 

next one? Who will chase him? I have an idea, but there’s 

too much human in him to say for sure. And it’s so much 

more fun to wait and see what the future will bring.



The End

Or is it?
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