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SIMPLE STORY
- BOOK




TlNA AND TONY’S SNOWMAN}

~TINA and Tony wete twins, and one day
after Christmas they asked Mummy to
let-them make a snowman.

“All right,” said Mummy, and she Wrappcd
them up Warmly in their cosy little coats and
hats'and long leggings, and off they went mto
jthe carden.

Tina and Tony fetched theit own httlc

spades from the shed and began d1gg1ng in
the deep snow. |
| g



' In a: httle Whﬂe thc had made a Iovely :
snowman ‘He had two small- stones fot his
eyes, and a plece of red apple pcel for h13
mouth o
~Tina put a bnght Woo]len scarf around hls’.,‘
neck and Tony put an-old hat on his head.
| The made him. some arms out of some -
small branches which had blown oH the old -
pear tree. He did look a fine fellowl =
— “Let’s mike th ‘

7 45 2 bit b1gger sa1d,
5 ‘Tony. |

“All nght > 'aidl,
Tina, and they dug
hard and smodthcd
some more Snow -
on to the sides of



their snowman, until he- began - to look’
really huge. e L
- ““That’s enough,” said a deep voice crossly;
“let me be, I don’t want to be any fatter
or I'll never get back to snowland!”

Tina and Tony looked at the showman,
theit eyes wide with surprise. -~ =

“Pid—did you speak, Mr. Snowman?’
stancllmered Tony, holding Tina tightly by the
hand. ) S




“Of course I did,” said the snowman
crossly. “And don’t you put any mote snow
on me or—or—I’ll burst!”

“Don’t be cross, Mr. Snowman,” said Tina

and Tony together.
~ Then Tony said, “Why won’t you get back
“to snowland if we make you any bigger?”
. “Because—don’t you sce, silly,” said the
-snowman, “when the sun shmes and melts
away the snow, I’'m so fat I'll take ages to mclt
and I’H have to stay here until all my brot



and sisters are gone and when I- mclt I shana
find the way back to snowland.”
And the poor showman began to cry O
course he ctied icicles, and they froze on h1‘
face and made him even fattet! - |
~ “Oh, dear Mr. Snowman, please don t cry,
~ said Tina gently, and she ran up close to hin
“and put her atms around him., “We promis
not to make you any bigger, and when th
sun comes back we’ll come and help. y01
‘melt away!”
~ “Thank you, Tina,” said Mr. Snowman
drying his eyes with his scarf, “then I shan’
~lose my way. You-are kind children”
And so, when the sun came out next da
. and bcgan to melt the snow, the childres
- rushed out into the garden and started to pul
- down their snowman as fast as they could.
~ When Mr. Snowman had neatly melted the
~ heard his voice coming from far away. .
“Thank you, Tina and Tony,” he said
“I'm on my way home with my brothers an
sisters. T’ll always come back and see yo
when the snow falls; goodbyc, goodbye.”

- -DORA’ COOK
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THE LAZY PIXIE

[0S T of -

“the fairies
who lived 1in-
Pixie Town
were busy little
folk. They liked
to scrub their
doorsteps nice
and - white, to
polish their
knockers and to
see theit WlﬂdOWS Wm.kmo j:e sunshins,

in hlS chair b the ﬁfe and éﬁ:z@: to sles=o
“when he should have been doing g his work,
So of course his house <zs the irTieat

and untidiest in the whole of Pizie Tr—=.
"~ The other Little People felt coite gshem

-~

,ofhlm and at last the Fee-Fam Faimr decis

e e et et

tO tCaCh hlm a4 IESSOL{, q“”:. J—(-r*'-r ; — - ,-:

b“q— R e e o .J;._’_

pretty red shoes and put them oz Shn-T-s
-doorstep Now, elthough thess shoer Jile7

qmte ordinary, i@,ﬁy they wers migic ooen



and the Fee-Fum qury smﬂed to herself as she’f
went back home again. Shut-Eye was’ gomg
to have a surprise.

After a while Shut-Eye came Walkmg up,_'
the street. He had been to the pastrycook’s.
to buy himself a pie for his dinner, for he was.
SO lazy he hardly ever did any cookmg In
any case most of his pots and pans were.
broken and he couldn’t be bothered to mend |
them. '

What was this on his doorstep? A nice pan: ,-
of new shoes? Just the very.things he needed,’
for his toes were poking through the ones




he was Wearmg Wrchout stoppinsz to gnuzs o
whether the shoes belonged to any body &8
‘he kicked off his old pair and put-oft the ,} o )

ones instead. .

Then he sat down by the fire to ct*; o
‘dinner. In the middle of the mantelplece S0
a clock, but it was not ticking. In ?\Mxi
"-hardl ever did, for Shut—Eye counld’s Y

,,,,,,,,,
o b

'bothercd to wind it. The curtains wewe t:s:
and hung crookedly at the window. &%

LY
,',_\_)N\

ﬂoor ‘hadn’t been swept for a week ana TR

o
[N, A

was a dusty cobweb in every cormet o -
room;
No wonder the Fee-Fum Fairy hid ST

it was time he learnt a lesson. o
- Hatdly had Shut-Eye taken ons oix 2 %

- o
“sw\‘\-’t&.\"

pie When the new shoes began to iz 2= &%

-

“Oh, bother the tMgSP' he s e

——
~

stoopmg down to take them of. I—izzs s

-~

horror when he found that they w=s s
fast. He pulled and he tugged, coo =~ °

any good. The shoes just wodlds T o

Shut-Eye cutled up his toes izside S
‘but the shoes pinched worse tham ==

© “Oh dear, oh deat!” he scibel T

ST "
ever shall T do?”

by
AN 1)



Suddcnl hc - shoés-bégan

to ‘sing “in* at
squeaky httle voice: Shut—Ey sat: down and
listened. Ae o

“Shut-Eye, Shut-Eye, ge_ zyz)ur mop and

broom, .

Sweep your house from top to toc, cvcry
single room.

Thete’s dust on the Iandmg, dust on. the
stair,

Dust in the bedtoom and dust cvctywhcrc
Lazy little
fellow, if you
 dare to .try
and shirk,”
Wc will pmch

-you and pmch

N,

—a&



50 the shoes stopped pmchmg hnn but every
time he pretended not to see the d1rt in the
_cotners a sharp little nip would remmd him
‘;to be careful.

It was very late in the afternoon beforé he
was able to eat his dinner.” All the cobwebs
had to be swept away, the hearth had to be
cleaned and- pohshed ' the clock wound up
and the windows rubbed until they kaed
"in the sunshine.

Next day Shut-Eye was up éarlier than any-
‘one else in Pmc Town. He had to be, for he
15



was still wearing the magic shoes whet he went .
to bed and they woke him up at six o’clock.'v N
He made his bed, swept- and dusted the.
room and lit the fire before he had-his break-
fast. S e
The frying-pan had 2 hole in it, so he had
to mend it before he could fry the bacon, and -
by that time he was very, very hungry indeed.
But, oh my! How he liked the nice, sizzly
noise and the delicious smell as he dished it
up on a clean hot plate. He cleared away and:
- washed up without waiting for the shoes to.
pinch him. Then he scrubbed his dootrstep
until it was every bit as white as the Fee-
Fum Fairy’s. |
All day long he was busy and, funnily
enough, he found that he was whistling while
he worked. Why, this was much nicer than
cutling up in a chair by the fire and going to
- sleep most of the time. -
- “Tick tock!” said the clock. The windows
winked in the sunshine and all the pots and
- pans were mended. Shut-Eye felt so pleased
~ and happy that he asked old Mr, Tell-a-Lot
from across the road to come and have a cup
of tea with him. Old Mr. Tell-a-Lot passed on
16



the news to the Fee-Fum Fa1ry and soon: every~ |
body in Pixie Town knew that Shut—Eye had :
turned over a new leaf. |

The shoes came off and on quite easﬂy aftcr
that and never pinched him at all. But, strange
to say, Shut-Eye always wore them. He didn’t
want to go back to his old ways again and he
knew that if ever he should start to be lazy
a friendly little pinch from ‘the magic shoes
would remind him it was much nicer to be
busy and useful than it was to be a lazy little

good—for—nothmg
ELIZABETH WELLS

QOR R . T



ANV

would cal
and Willj
]nn would answer, “In a minute, Mummy
just want to feed my rabbits.” ’
Or, “Run to the baker’s and get me a loaf
and Wﬂhc—jnn would sulk and shuffle at
_reply, “T'll go prescntly, Mummy, -when - I”
finished playing trains.’
- “When he was called in to dinner, he Wam
“ontil it was cold and uneatable; When he w
-told to put his toys away, he left theni until
forgot all about them; when he was asked’
“wash the dishes he took so long to bcgm tt
“in the end Mummy did them herself- =
* “You should be called Willie Wait-a-While

‘said Aunt Jane angrily one day ‘when'he w
18



late gomcr 0 ‘meet her train because he had.:‘
waited until he had finished drawing a battle-
“ship. T never- knew a boy take so long to-
obey.” - , 5
. One morning Willie- fim awoke to hear the *
chimes of the church clock through his openj
window. One. three . seven . exght |
nine.. .

Gooduness! Nine o’clock! He must have
counted wrongly. But no, ‘the little. clock on
“his mantelpiece said the same-—nearly five-
past now. Muminy must have forgotten it
'Was a school mommg because she always

o3
/
////// Ut~ ”““‘4\/




woke him at elght 0 clock and he always said;.
“Wait 3 bit, Mummy. - just anothcr ﬁvc_‘;.
* minutes.’

Willie-Jim leapt out of bcd and puﬂed on
his clothes. “Whete’s my breakfast, Mummyp” |
he shouted as he ran downstaits. - .

But Mummy was enjoying her own pormdge y

“Just.a minute, Willie-Jim, ”” she sa1d CTIE
get it as soon as I've finished mine” =

“But, Mummy, I'm late!” cried Wﬂhe-]nn
~ “It’s past nine o’clock.” ;
© “Yes, Willie-Jim, I 'shan’t be’ long, ‘
answered Mummy calmly.

Willic- Jim was most surprised and anno cd
All the same, he had a rather queer feehng,
that those were the very words he had used.
_yesterday when Mummy had asked hlm to
“clean her shoes. :
~ “Miss Brane told us specially not: to. bc
late,” he argued, adding in despair, “I shan’t.
have time to cat any breakfast now.’ |

Almost in tears, he ran out.of the: house
- slamming the doot behind him. - ‘

- Of course Miss Brane was angry with’ hlm

- for being late. You must stay in after. school‘
to make up for it,” she said.

20



~ The children had just begun to make wind-
mills from squares of lovely coloured paper.
““May I have some paper and scissors to make
oner” asked Willie-Jim.

“Wait until I have finished marking these
sum papers,” said Miss Brane sharply, with-
out looking up.

- So Willie-Jim waited and waited, leaning
first on one foot, then on the other.

At last he said timidly, “P-please, Miss
Brane, have you forgotten my paper and
scissors?”". |

“Why, so I had!” ctied Miss Brane. “I’'m

t 21



so1ty, Wﬂhc—jim but. really it isn’t- 'Wcirthi_;-
starting now because it’s ‘time ‘torpack up,” . ¢

Willie-Jim felt the tears, risiig behind- h1sl :
eyes. Yet a little voice inside” him reminded’
him that the very same thing had happened’
last week when Daddy had asked-him to weed |
the path and he had left it untll it was too_.f‘:
late. "

He kept on being remlndcd all day long
At milk time the monitor took so'long to find -
him 2 clean cup that there was no-milk left:
for him: at playtime he accidentally knocked "
his ball over the playground Wall and Mr.’




Neat, the caretaker, waited so long before he
went to get it back that a little girl picked it
up from the road and took it home. So
Willie-Jim lost it.

At home’ time Willie-Jim came along with
Jacko from next door.
" “Hooray! Here’s a lovely conker tree!” he
cried as they turned the corner of Sandy Lane.
“I'm going to climb up and pick some.”

. 23



So up he went, MgNCT-+alld  SUUL. LIZICL
because the biggest conkers “always - scemec
just above his head. Jacko' followed and stooc
on a comfortable little ledge just below: -

Willie-Jim was just stretching out his. hanc
towards a beauty which grew at the tip of :
bendy branch, when—c-tr-ea-kk! Sss-ppl-iii
tt! “Oh, help,” cried Willie-Jim in' alarm
“This branch is breaking! Get out of 'thc way
Jacko, quickly, so that I can get down.” -

“Wait a minute,” called Jacko chcc1fu11'r
“T’ll )ust get this one, and then I'll .

“I can’t wait!” ellcd Willie-Jim. “I’m fall
ing . .. Ouch!”

.. He landed with a painful bumpmto*"{'ﬁnc
- .Mummy shaking his shouldet. -

7 “Time to get up, Willie-Jim,” %

- Willie-Jim blinked. “If only ]acko hadn
* kept me waiting. . . .” he began. " . |

“Now, Willie Wmt—a Whﬂe > i-;-' .,thscc
- Mummy, “don’t wait any longer or you]
* be late for school.”

- “T won’t!” cried Willie-Jim, ]umpmg ow

of bed. “Pm getting up this ve mmut 92
-\‘Andhewas s s P vry o

W .

GLADYS MBIRD i
24



CHINESE LANTEQN

) 5 »’é’
o ﬂ’&&){\ i \\

upon a
time Yan- “‘".
Ho, a little *
Chinese boy, - = "
was ill, and
could not go -
with the -
other chil- .~
dren to one . ™
- of their fest-
ivals. To
make up for this, his father gave him a
balloon, and Yan-Ho played with it in the
~garden, whete his bed had been moved, for
, the rest of the day.

' When night came, and Yan-Ho’s bed was
‘taken inside, the balloon lay forgotten under
the almond-tree. It was not blown up, and
- that was why Yan-Ho’s nurse did not see
1t. ‘

Next day the little boy was taken into the
garden again, and with a little cry of delight

,,‘






very datk. He looked through the window,
and ‘imagine his delight. and surprise when .
he saw a ball of light where his balloon had

been hanging. - -~ - o
 “Father,” he called excitedly. “Fathet! ‘Do-
come and see! My balloon must be enchanted,
1t’s just like a big golden ball.” S
~ His father and brothers ran into the garden

/////’/////

2"



to look at the ba]loon When they cut it
down from the almond-tree, and took off the"
silk thread, they found several httlc g10W~?
worms inside.

“Why!” exclaimed Yan-Ho. “-They_ must
have been in there all day. They must have.
crawled in when the balloon was 1cft out Iast
night.” '

. His father blew up the baHoon again and

- tied it back on to the almond-tree. -

_ When the news of the fiery ball; as Yan—
- Ho called it, spread, the Emperor ‘himself

came to see it. He was 0 delighted that he

~ gave an otder that balloons with glow—worms.

* 1n them were to hang on the trees all round,

A the Palace.

- And so, pethaps, Yan-Ho’s balloon was the.
first chinese lantern.,

NANCY \WLL@{S-DAVIES E



MRS. BEAR said to Baby Bear one morn-
ing, “Iam going to make a honey pie.”
Baby Bear was so pleased, and promised
his mammy that he would be a very good little
beat whilst she baked the pie.
- Mirs. Bear opened her cupboard, and took
~out a big bag of flour, and a big jar of honey,
and of course a few other things, and she
started to make a honey pie.



; “But Baby:; ‘Bear got '.sg tired. of \valtmg for-’ 2
~the pie, and he kept asking,
~ “Is the honey pie ready yet; Mammy BearD
I do want to eat my honey pic L

So, at last, Mrs. Bear said, “Now you' bc
a good little Baby Bear. See, I will open the
door wide, and you can sit-on the step to wait
until the pie is
cooked. But do
1ot go away, ot
you will get
lost.”

Baby Bear sat
down on ‘the




Step, as he had been told to do, but soon he
- began to grow tired of sitting still, and he
- thought how nice it looked outside, and how
- beautiful it must be in the cool gteen wood.
-+ He did n6t mean to go away, but he took
~two or three steps, then two or three more,
and almost before he knew it he found himself
in the wood. - o B

Oh, how beautiful! Baby Bear had never
been alone in the wood before, and in his
excitement he forgot all about  his Mammy
“Bear and the honey pie.” - ‘ -
~ He climbed up a tree and sat on a nice, low
branch..* Once he heard 2 noise, and he was
going to hide, but it was only Mrs. Badger
-going for a walk. She said, “Good morning”,
and passed on. .

Before long Baby Bear was joined by Baby
-Bunny, who had also come to the wood to
play, and the two got on very happily togethet.
-What fun they had, playing amongst the trees.
It seemed as if they would never tire.

But, after all, he was only a very small bear,
and all ‘at once he grew tired of playing, and
then he remembered his Mammy Bear, and the
honey pie, which she was making for him.



. He wanted to go” back’home, bt hc r“’f |
gonc around so many tfees that he. knew- he
could never find the way, so,:tired and very
unthappy, he sat down beneath ,,af»; blg'*"trcc md
started to cty. ‘ o

“Whatever is the mattcr?” ask _':.Baby
Bunny. T

“I want to go home to my Mammy Bca1
and I want my honey pie,” sobbed poor Baby
Bear.

“Well, don’t cry, Baby Bear T Wﬂl take
you home to yous Mammy Bear. I thmk ]
know the way.’

“Are you sure?” asked Baby Bear
anxiously

- go now.”

At this, Baby Bear jumped up, took Baby
: %Bunny s paw, and the two set off down fhc
ane i
- In a little while they came to 2 pretty, Wec
“house. .
i “Is that ydut house, Baby Beatr?”" askec
2 Bab Bunny Baby Bear 1ooked inside, ther
“he shook his head sadly.

“Oh 1o, that’s not my house, that’ s not: m;
32



Mammy Bear.” And soon they came to
another little, wee house.
- “Is that your house, Baby Bear?” asked
Baby Bunny. o
Baby Bear looked inside, then he shook his -
‘head, sadly. “Oh no, that’s not my house,
that’s not my Mammy Beat.” o
At last they came to another house, .and this
time Baby Bear began to sniff, and sniff. -~
~ “That’s my house,” he cried excitedly. "1
can smell the honey pie.” . L
“And he ran straight inside the house, right
into Mammy Bear’s arms.

SSB—C 33



15 this wieh a
unny; he brought me hom,
ome honey pie.”
Is. Bear lifted Baby Bear into g high chyj

lifted Baby Bunny lntc




And Bab Bear szud ‘Please ‘come to~mor—f -
row,” and MlS Bear szud “Please do.” Mrs.
Bear and Baby Bear stood at the door, and
watched Baby Bunny going bobblty—bobbrcy
bobbity-bob right across ‘the ﬁeld until he -
was out of sight. o

“I am so tired, Mammy Beat,” crie_d Baby‘ *
Bear “Please put me to bed.” )

So Mrs. Bear put Baby Bear into his httlc_ '
cot, and told him she Would make him another
honey pie the next day if he promised to be a
very good little bear and never, never leave

his home again.
D. L. LINDEN
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And Baby Bear sazd Please come to-mor-
row,” and Mrs. Bear szud “Please do.” Mts.
Bear and Baby Bear stood at the door, and
watched Baby Bunny going bobbity ~—bobb1t -
bobbity-bob noht across the ﬁcld until he
was out of s1ght "

“I am so tited, Mammy Beat,” c11ed mey’
‘Bear. “Please put me to bed.” .

So Mrts. Bear put Baby Bear into his little
cot, and told him she Would make him another
honey pie the next day if he promised to be a
vety good little bear and never, never leave

his home again.
‘ D. L. LINDEN




JRUNTY and \
Billy lived /)’"
in 2 town and M&&AC A
cach summer '
- they looked
“forward to v
~.going to stay
" with Granny
on her farm in the country, | -
“I do wish we lived " here abways,”: s
‘Bunty one lovely summer .




mnto the farm kitchen and said that one ‘of the
ambs was missing.
. “Can we come and look for it?” said ‘Billy,
- and John nodded his head. .
- “Yes,” he said. “A nice little lamb she is,
and we must find her before dark.” -
- They searched the green hillside for ages,
but no trace of the little lamb could they
find. Bunty was almost in tears, Then she.
gave a cry. “Look! There’s something white
in those bushes over there,” and John sent
Sally, the sheep-dog, off
across the field.

s

....



By the time the othets caught up W1th Sa]ly
she was gently pulling the lost Jamb from 2
‘tangle of brier and bramble. ~

John stooped down and helped her thcn-
he put the little lambkin over his shouldcr and.
they set off bome again. Bunty stroked the
lamb’s soft black nose and told it that every-
thing was all nght now and it would soon be
with its
moth et
again,
When they
"got home,

Granny - was

waiting with
some warm
milk in.a

bottle. She
“held it out to
‘the lamb and
it began to
driak it
| th1rst11y

“And as it

was’ Bunty‘

who found




- lamb f_or her very

P

- “Here, -hold the
'bottlc, my dear.”

- Bunty, taking the

v

‘her 'm going to

give her this little

own,’” said - 3
Granny, smiling.

“Oh, Granny,
thank you!™ cried

bottle from her.
“I’ll call her
Bramblebetry, *cos she was in the brambles

~ when we found her.” And then her face
fell. “Oh dear, we can’t take her home with
us, and thn we come next year she’ll be

grown up.”

" “You wait and see,” said Granny, and

: srmled “Now come and have your tea.”

Billy and Bunty had lots of fun playing

Wlth Bramblebcrry and soon she would follow
~ them all over the fields hkc a little woolly

white dog.
“When the holidays were over, Mummy and

Dadd came to the farm to take them homr:
‘fBut_ we’re going to stay over the week-



end,” said Mummy, “and" tomonow ‘Daddy'
and I are gomg to show you s'omcthmg It s--j
a sutprise!”
Bunty and Billy could hardly gct to slcc:p.
that night Wondcnng what the surprise was
going to be, and then, after breakfast, they.
all set off across the fields in the direction of
Old Mill Farm—a dear little white house that
had been empty for some weeks. Once it had
been a fine farm, but the farmer had goné
away and now the house was empty.’ ‘
 “Well, how would you like to live, hcrc”
said Dadd , as they reached Old Mill 'ijatm
and the chlldren gazed at him in surpris
“Live herer” ctied Bunty. “Oh,. Daddy
we'd love to—wouldn’t we, Billy?”" ..
“We would,” cried Bﬂl “and thc
could have Brambleberry to hve with us;;
- “Well, we’te going to live hete,: darhngs’«
-said Mummy “Daddy is going to be afarmet
-and you’re going to stay at Granny s while
fi.,Dadd and I see about getting the: fur
“and thmgs moved from town,” and: Bﬂlyf anc
* Bunty agtreed that this was the Ioveh‘
‘Aﬂ,hohday they had ever had! = i

AILEENE: ;PASSMORE;;




THE ROYAL FAVOURITES

fy] m. Al

“‘“‘_—:g
e
\

LD Mrs. Muflet felt very sad. She had
J opened her little sweet shop at the end
of the village street more than a week ago;
but although the big round window was filled
~with delicious things to eat, no one had been
to buy a single sweetmeat, for a man called
Mr. Grig had opened a sweetshop at the other
end of the villagé street on the very same
day, and he sold ice-cream and ginget-pop as
welll -
~ “Oh dear!” sighed poor Mrs. Muffet. “T



shall have to close my" littl ihop again, and.
I did so want to stay here in this dear litde
village.” And then she gavc a start——surcly
that was someone cryinge - |

The sound was coming from the Wood'
behind her shop, ‘and Mrs Muffet hutried
across the piece of grass that bordercd thc
little fir wood.

Going into the litde ﬁr WOOd was’ hke
going into a deep green pool after the brighit
sunlight outside, and for a minute. of. two.
Mss. Mauffet could- hardly see an', f

two children standmg hand in hand Be
fg tall fir tree.

:t:cottmg over to them and the httle g1r op
}‘ctym and said: ‘
i “P-please, we’re lost]! We've- bce
Wood for ages and ages and we, éan.-, find:
ithe ‘way out.”

““Will you take us homc”’ askcdf the

-boy, Wipmg away hlS tears with a:pretty. blue:
hanky. pretty



“Why, of course I will,” said old Mrs.
Mutffet. “But whete do you' live?” | |
“In the royal castle over the hills,” said the
little girl. “We ran away'” And shc startcd —
to cry again. .

“My goodness gracious me, you must bc
the little prince and prmcess"’ cried Mrs.
Muffet. “Why, the Lord Chamberlain came
into the village this motning and told every-
one that you had Wandered away. I Wondcr




why they didet thmk to' Iook: the wood >

“T expect we wete in the old,{.wmdmﬂl up;
on the hill then,” said the little ‘princess.

“Then T must take you home again at once,’
said old Mrs. Muffet, “but ﬁrst I must Iock
my shop door.”

When the prince and prmccss saw the dcar.
little sweetshop and the lovely sweets they
gave cries of delight and clapped their .hands
together, and before they started “off it ‘
royal castle Mts. Muffet gave them:eacl ;
big bag filled with her most dehcxous sweet-
meats.

The king and queen were over)oyed Whag
they saw the children, and the queen wanted
to makc old Mrs. Muffet a duchess thereand
then; but old Mrs. Muffet said. she -would
rather remain just old Mts. Muffet, and aftet
she had had a cup of royal tea in:one of ‘the
best royal tea-cups the Lord Chambetlain'took
her back to her little shop in one of the finest
of the king’s coaches, and the little™ prince: _zémd
ptincess waved to het till the coach was;out
of sight. :

On their way home old Mrs "M |
thf: LOI'd Chﬂthr]qiﬂ a" Q‘\n‘l‘l-ﬁ knrrihn-: +n




leave her little shop, and he said he was vety
VEry sotty. - .
“Next morning old Mrs. Muflett was wakened
‘up by the-sound of someone hammering and
knocking outside her bedroom window, and
when she got out of bed and opened the
window and looked out she nearly fell into
the village street in surprise.
 There were two of the royal servants care-
tully hanging up the royal coat of arms over
the little shop doorway, and over the coat of
arms was another sign that said: BY ROYAL
APPOINTMENT—which meant that the king
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and queen had made old:Mrs. Muffet’s" httle
shop one of their own specml swcctshops.-
And now folk come from far and near to
buy the delicious sweetmeats which old -Mts:
Muffct gave to the little prince and’ princéss
and which are now called; by special request
of the king and queen, “Royal Favourites™,
and every Sunday afternoon old Mis.’ ' Muffet
goes in one of the King’s coaches to have tes
with the little prince and princess ‘at the royal
castle at the top of .the hlgh green hill! - -
* AILEEN E. PASS’\IORE




BINKIE BUNNY o
CHOOSES A LETTUCE

BINKIE BUNNY lived in a cosy little house
under the ground.
He was a fat little bunny with a soft grey
_coat, a white tail that bobbed up and dows,
- two bright black eyes and a pink nose th
was. always twitching.
“Binkie,” said his mummy onec moraing,
“your Uncle Frisky is coming to dinnet; 6
T want you to run to Farmer Hare’s &»i
buy the bzggesL lettuce he has” And »35
" popped sixpence into his litte pav &0 ng g2
‘him the shopping basket. | ioom_ o
. Binkie ran of swrinoine his basker - ¢




he came to Farmer Hare’s fields there was fio
one about. B

“I mustn’t go home without the lettuce,”:
he said to himself, “so pethaps I had better
take one.” And he ran up and down, and in
and out among the lettuces, to see which was
the biggest. SR

At one end of the field the lettuces were:
vety small, and Binkie passed them  with
scarcely a glance, but up at the other end of
the field were big, green, glossy plants, some
almost as big as Binkie himself, = - o

“Ah!” cried Binkie. “Here’s a beauty.”




And he pulled and tugged and nibbled at the
'St?lk: until up came the root and over went
Binkie with the lettuce on top of him. He
5001 picked himself up and, brushing the soil
off his little pink nose, put the sixpence his
mummy had given him on the ground where
Farmer Hare would be sure to see it. 1
His lovely lettuce was too big to go n the
_ShOP-Ping basket, so he set off-for :
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- leaves.

dragging it behind “him anid thmkmg how
pleased his mummy and Uncle Frisky would
be when they saw it, and what 2 clev et bunny
they would think him. -

But when his mummy did see it she threw
up her paws in dismay, for it wasn’t a lctmcc
at all but a cabbage.

Binkie didn’t feel so clever then, because
he knew that only the inside of a cabba _c:‘Was
nice and tender, and Uncle Frisky, be hg-a
visitor, would of course have to have i it, while
he and his sister and brother ate the outs"'" é

Now, as it happened, Uncle Frisky Was

very fond of cabbage, and when he learned
that Binkie had dragged it all the way from
Farmer Hare’s he patted him on the head and
said what 2 strong bunny he was, and he gave
Binkie sixpence to take his brother and s1stéi
to Mzt. Squirrel’s playground.
~ Off scampered the bunnies, their little Wh1t€
tails bobbing up and down, and what lovely
“afternoon they spent on Mz, Squirrel’s swmgs

JULIA M. COOKSON;
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T was a grand ball. It had several bright-

coloured rings round it, and Richard loved

to see it bounce into the air and flash its

colours when it fell. But the trouble was that

it bounced too much. Before its owner could

stop it, that ball would bounce right over the
fence into the next-door garden.

The first time this happened all was well.
Richard climbed on to a box left by the man
who did jobs in the garden and then wriggled
over the fence, got his ball and managed to
scramble back again without anyone secing
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him. T hen he promlsed himselt that-he Wouldi
" be mote careful in future, - . ;‘
“  “You behave yourself, ball,” he said to. the'*
ball, “or you'll get me into trouble” .
That very afternoon the' stupid: ball d1d 1th
again. With a bounce it was over the fence;
and this time Richard " heard .a man say:
“Bother that boy! He’s ruined that. plant.”
The boy tried to get indoors before the old:
gentleman next door could see him, but there




was no time. “Hey!” called out the man.
“Richard!” = .
- “Y-yes, Mr. Smith!” m'umbléd“th"e\boy.y |
“Is this your ball?” asked the man.”

Richatd tried to look sutprised at the ball
‘being in the next-door man’s hands. “Yes,
“Mr. Smith,” he said. “It is a very good
bouncer.” | : L '
“Nomnsense,” snapped the man, “The
‘trouble is that you’re careless.” ‘Then he threw
the ball into Richard’s garden. And what do
you think happened? The-ball bounced right
back again just to show that its owner was
right. o -
“You see, Mr. Smith!” cried Richard. “I
told you it was a  good bouncer.” o
- “Maybe it is,” said Ms. Smith, “but if it
“comes over again I shall keep it. You undet-
stand?”” |

Richard said that he did understand. He
promised faithfully to be very, very careful
in future. And be was careful. He played on
the othet ‘side of the garden, he didn’t throw
the ball too high, and once, when 1t nearly
went over, he didn’t bounce it at ail for the
rest of the afternoon.
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“Oh, Mummy,” he said: When?hc had becn_
tucked up in bed that night, “if:only |
someone to play with. Then we could throw‘.
the ball to each othet.” R
His mother sighed. “Yes; dear I know
she said, “but Joh_nny won’t: be home. fof
another two weeks. You mustbe careful,
that’s all. T’ll tell you what,” she went on.
“If T get my Wcrk done eaﬂy tomorfow
morning T'll come out and play th }ou‘
How’s that?” -
That, of course, was fine, and, sute cnough
just after Richard and his mother Had had a
cake and something to drink in the’ m1dd1c of
~ the morning the next day, there were the two
of them playing with the ball. Thcy had: @
grand game and for the first time. sincehis
friend Johnny had gone away to staywith
his grandfather Richatd really enjoyed: him
self. But, of course, all good t]:ungs come'to
an end at last. .
: “I must go in now, Rlchard"? caﬂed out
ihls mummy. “Hetre. Catch!” And she i:hrew
‘the ball towards him. But the - bo L WASY f
teady to catch it. He missed by scveral feet.
The’ ball bounced high in the air-and.then




over the next-door fence it went. His mother
didn’t even see it go because she had already
gone indoors, hurrying to get the dinner
ready.

“Oh!” gasped Richard. “What shall I do?”
And he waited for Mr. Smith to appear over
the fence.

“Tut-tut!” said the man at last, when he
did appear holding the ball. “What can I do
to stop you throwing this ball into my garden,
Richard?”
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Rlchard couldn t possibly te]l the old gcntlc—~
man that his mother had thrown the ball over,
the fence. “I—I don’t know, Mr Sm1th""
he mumbled.

Then the man smiled. “We]l I do
fssud The smile grew wider. T “can’ invite
you to come into my garden and play. i Yo
‘see, Richard, I've got my grandson Peter'stay-
ing ‘with me. Here he is!”::And+h :hfted up
a boy of about Richard’s own:age::




on,”. he sa1d “chmb of to that old box and I’ll.
,help you ovet. It’s bettetr than gomg nght‘
round by the road, isn’t it?”

- “Oh yes"’ shrilled Richard, and a moment
later he was over the fence and having a
marvellous -game with the old gentleman’s
grandson. What was more; he played with
Peter all the time that boy stayed with his
grandfather. - Yes, and they went out for walks
“with Mr. Smith, and even weit to the circus
when it visited the town. All because his ball
was such 2 wonderful bouncet.

ARTHUR GROOM




s Tree Fa1ry could not
Stand it a¢ o1 She w S sittin ng o

uIldCJ



- Molly had a box of paints; her Cousin Peter
‘had a pencil box; drawing books, crayons,
bags of sweets, trumpets, drums, tea-sets, dolls
and other jolly things wete all given to some--
body or other. - - T
- But the Christmas Tree Faity was not given
to anybody at all. It really seemed most
queet. | . -
And now the nursety was empty. The
twinkling lights on the tree were dimmed,
and still the little fairy doll was perched on the
top-most branch, wondeting what was to
happen next. |

“You’ll be put in a box until next year,”
said a sharp voice. It belonged to a green -
glass ball that had been kept carefully for
many, many years.

“We Christmas Trimmings have to put up
“with things like that. It’s very dull, I can tell
you, lying in a dark box till zex/ Christmas,”
added the green glass ball in a zery dull way
indeed.

-Poor little Christmas Tree Fairy! At the
thought of being put into a dark box she felt
like crying. But what was that? Click. Some-
body had turned the nursery light on. It was ;.
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Molly’s mumfny. Molly was there too, and
her Cousin Peter. He had his “out-of~-door

clothes on, all teady to go home.. |

Then suddenly snip!
they cut the Pretty tinsel
Christmas Tree Faity so
top of the tree, L

The dollie’s heart went  pit-a-pat  with -
fright. R R
- Oh dear, what vas going to happen: now? .

| P But Molly’s ummy was speaking to Cousin
eter. R

went the scissors as
ribbon,that tied the
very firmly to the

» My ‘dear, Take the h'ttlc'-w
] 'her we ate so



sorry she could not come to thc party and we
hope she will soon be better.”

Peter was holdmg the Christmas Tree Falry
~very tightly now. ~She had her first ride in
a car, and in 2 very short time she knew she

was really gomg to belong to somebody at
+last,

To Mar]one Petet’s sistet, who was ill in
_bed with a terrible - cold. She was sitting up
in bed, with a vety A
pink face and very
bright eyes and
looking rathet miset-
~able. But when




Mar;onc saw the “Christmas Lrec rairy she
was as pleased as pleased can. be. -
“Oh, you lovely dollie,” Mar;onc cr1cd ﬂm
a very husky voice. .
“I thought Molly Imght sendf,ﬂ ‘
thing off the Christmas tree, butInevcr,guesscd
it Would be anything as lovely as you. -
So the little Christmas Tree Fairy-was }happy
once more. And if she could speak; I,
" sure she would say how thankful. she’
to have been put away in a ho:crld dark box
- until next Christmas. .




- J ENNIFER’S AWFUL JERSEY -

NE Sunny motning a parcel came for
: Jennifer. It was very exciting to have
a parcel, and Jennifer could hardly wait to get
it undone.

Inside was a jetsey for Jennifer and a note
for Mother. They were from Great-Aunt
Edith. The note said: “1 got this wool in a

sale and I knitted it up for Jennifer. I thought



it would make a Warm ]crscy to ‘wear:to
school.”

Mother and Jcnmfer looked at thc ]uscy
for 2 moment without saying 'mytlnng Thcn
Jennifer burst into teats. |

“I couldn’t weat 7hat,” she sobbed “Its'
dreadfull” -

For the jersey was just thc colour of mua’ !

Mother couldn’t pretend. that it wasnt
~dreadful, because it was.
| “Perhaps we can do
something to brighten it
up,” she said. “You
could wear your pretty
blue beads on it,
Jennifer,”

“I wouldn’t wear my




pretty b-blue-
b-beads on #hat!”
sobbed Jennifer.
“Or I could
embroider some
little animals
round it,” said
Mother.
“I don’t want

my animals on
that!”> sobbed
Jennifer. | :
 “But it’s lovely and warm for cold days,
“darling,” said Mother.

~ “T don’t want to be warm in #hat!” sobbed
Jennifer.

. “Well, we won’t wotry about it just now,”
said Mother. “Perhaps we shall think of some-
thing -else.” ,
 Mother tidied away the paper and string
“and ‘then she ran upstairs with the jersey and
popped it on the spare-room bed. And she
wondered and wondered what she could do to
make it so that Jennifer would like wearing it.
. Jennifer soon forgot about her jersey, be-
cause in the afternoon Gillian and her puppy




came to be looked after the Gllhan S mothcx
went out.

They all had such a gamc in thc gardcn
that the puppy got quite tired out, and'when
Mother called the children in to'tea-he just
flopped down on the kitchen rug and went
off to sleep. So they left him there while thcy
went into the dining-room to have téa. '

They had nearly ﬁmshed tea When Jcnmf %
mother said: i

“Isp’t your puppy good Gﬂhan =< Most
puppies come and worry for somethmg to. ea1
at meal times.”

“Scamp does too,” said Gﬂhan , ncarly
always, unless he’s up to-mischief. 2L

]ust as Gillian. said that the door Whlch
‘wasn’t shut, was pushed open a httlc ledCI
and in came the funniest- little'~objéc
seemed to be mostly the colour of-—MUD

They all stared at it, and then Gillian cried
“Oh, Smmp——-what bave you.got on?’
 “I’s my jetsey that Great-Aunt-Edith sei
‘me,” cried Jennifer. And shc d1dn"“""‘" )

{b1t sotry! ‘
© YT left it on the spare—room “bed;
Mother, “and I supposc 1didn’t shut'the'do
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By this time both thc children were laugh-* | B
ing, for Scamp did look funny. His head

wasn’t sticking out of the neck of the jersey.
He had eaten a big hole in the front and h1s o
head was sticking out of #hat! | |

“Poor little thing!” said Mother. “I sup- |

pose he got himself inside the jersey and then

he couldn’t get out. Pm sure he’ll be very |

glad to have it off.”
So they wriggled the jetsey off, and Scamp -
Iooked very pleased to be out of it. He

agged his tail and shook himself well—and | ,f

thcn he had a2 whole chocolatc biscuit.




“I won’t be able to wear-my jersey: now
will I?” said Jennifer. o o u
“Not like this,” said Mother, as she held i

up, “but Scamp has given me ati idea, Jennife:
If I knit a new front in some wool of 4 nic
colour you could weat the jersey under a littl

jacket and none of the ugly part would show.’
But dow't tell Great-Annt Edith!

CHRISTINE . BRADLEY.




THE ALARM
'CLOCK’S DAY

BR~RR—RR' ” rang thc 'Lﬁ_v
- alarm clock. o <

“Oh, bothet!” cried Bobb crossly He
snatched up the clock and ﬂung it into the
~ farthest corner of the room, where it fell with
a loud bump!

“Oh, Bobby,” crled his twin, Betty, ;ump—

- ing out of bed “Jook what you have done .

- the poor clock!”

- “I don’t care,” said naughty Bobby, as he
‘snuggled under the bedclothes agam “Horrid
old clock always waking me up.’

Betty ran to the corner and picked up the
clock. It had a big dent in it and its glass was
cracked across.
~ “Oh dear!” she cried.” “I do believe it’s
- stopped!”

. She held it up to her ear, but there was not
éven the faintest tick to be heard.

Shc tr1ed Wmdmg it up and shaking 7,
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but it was no use-. . . the clock would not gc
at all.

That day both Bobby and Bctty Wcrc latc
for breakfast, and the next day Jack thcn: bxg
brother, woke them.

“Come on . . . up you get"’ he shoutcd
roughly pulling Bobby out-of bed. .- ..~

Bobby was very cross, but he’ could no
treat ]ack as he had done the clock o




Ie began to wish he had not ‘been so
“unkind to it. L
Then, one day, the twins had a letter from = -
their auntie asking them to spend a day at the -
sea-side with her. - o
“Oh, Mummy, may we gor” they cried -
together. S
“Yes, darlings,” said their mother. “But

“only if you can wake up in time. No one is

to call you. You have been late so often,

now see what you can do. You will have to -

- get up at seven so that you can catch the eatly -
bus!” |
The twins looked sadly at each other . .
how would they ever wake up?
“If only the clock would go,” sighed Betty,
when they were going to bed.

- No one noticed the old clock give a vety
faint “Tick!” .

“Now pethaps they will see the use of -

me,” he thought. “They will never wake
without me.” -
- That night Betty kept dreaming that she
ran for the bus and each time she missed it
and Bobby ‘was chased round and round the
nursery -by a giant clock.

. 71



At seven next motning they were fa‘st asleep.
The only sound in the room was a: “‘T1ck
T1ck"’ on the mantelpiece. :

- Five-past seven . .. ten-past seven 4
quartcr—past seven . . . the old clock, Whpf 7as:
teally very kind-hearted, could bear it 10!
'Ionger
- “Bt-re-1£]” he rang. ,
. 'The twins jumped out of bcd cjﬁicke tha
:_they had ever done before. -
““Oh, Bobby, the clock!” cried’ Bctty
“Wc shall be just in time ifwe: hurry,%



shouted Bobby joyfully. “But T say
when did it. start going?” -
“I don’t know,” ‘said Betty, puzzled R
‘They dressed qulckly, ran down to break-
fast and were soon in the bus on theu: way
to the sea.
“We should never have caught the bus if
the clock hadn’t waked us. I’ll never tréat it "
badly again! Good old clock!” said Bobby. -
I never thought the twins would Wakc‘ .
in time,” said theit mother. “I wonder how .

they did it?”
| Upstzurs the old clock smiled as he t1cked
softly to himself.

CECILY M. DRURY
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WILLIE WHITE PIG

AFAMILY of pigs lived in a Iar e and'
comfortable sty in one of Farmer Brown s
fields. They wete all very happy and con-_
tented except Willie, the white one. - -

His brothers and sisters had - black patchcs
of vatious sizes and shapes, but Willie was all
white from the tip of his funny little snout"
to the last hair at the end of hlS cutly- tail, -
He really was a very handsome little pig and-
should have been vety happy and proud of |
- himself, but he couldn’ bear being fussed
ovet, and his mother fussed over h1m from
i’ Amorning till night. Evet since the day she
- heard Farmer Brown say: “That little white
fella is the best of the bunch,” she could not-
leave him alone. |

All day long it was “Don’t do- that Wﬂhc .

~you'll get dirty”, or “Come hete, Wﬂhc and ~
let Mother clean your ears™, ot “You've run

- about enough, Willie, come and sit down‘:
with me and let your brothers and sisters see

- that you are as good as you are handsomc”, :
© 74 |






“I WISh I was black all over hke that ” he -
said to himself. “Then T’d ‘never have to
worry about keepmg clean and fot domg this
that or the other.” -

“What did you say'r’” asked the p1g nearest “
to him. |

“I said T wished I was black all over hke
you,” replied Willie. “Then I could play about
as much as I liked without getting dirty.” -

“Wn:hout showing the ditt. so much, you/.
mean,” contradicted the other. ~

“Same thing,” retorted Willie.

“But do you really mean that?”

“Mean Whatp” asked Willie. -

“About wanting to be black like us.” -
o “Of course I do,” said Willie crossly.
““Think of the fun you have, while ’'m not

allowed to do 2 single thing I like.” .. =
“Well, that’s easily put right,” grunted the
black pig, and turned to his companions who
“had gathered round. “I say, you chaps,” he
said, “this little pig wants to be black ‘what
‘about it?”
“There’s an old tin of black pamt over
thete by the shed,” said one. ‘
“And a brush,” said another.
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“Pll do it, I can paint,” added a third. -
~ Willie didn’t know quite: what was hap-
pening, but he found himself surrounded by -
the family of black pigs all talking at ‘once,
and in less time than it takes to tell he was
completely blacked over. This was grand,
nothing matteted now, he could get as grubby
as he liked and no one would say anything to
him. ~
- Presently, however, he began to feel tired
and hungry, the black pigs were rather rough,
and although he’d enjoyed himself he was
. very glad he had a home to go back to. So
- he said goodbye and set off. |
 Reaching the sty door he called out: “Hullo,

Mother, I'm back again.” A

“Oh, Willie, where have you been?” cried
_ Mrs. Pig rushing out at the sound of his voice.
“I have . . .” She stopped suddenly. “Who
are you?” she demanded. “I thought it was
Willie.” | ~ -
- I am Willie,” he teplied. .

» “Nonsense,” retorted his mother. “Willie
1s a white pig, a beautiful white pig, and
you’re as black as soot. Oh dear!” She began
to cry. “What .has happened to my poor



Willie? If only he’ll come back I’ll never fuss.
again, he shall do just as he likes: Go away,
you horrid black pig,” she ﬁmshed and turncd.f
awa |
W;hat would have happencd I don t know,
but just at that moment one of the farm boys
came along carrying a pail of Water and Wﬂhe_ |
had a brilliant idea.
“Mother,” he shouted, and fan in front of ,
the farm boy who tnpped over and went -
sprawling on the ground, at the same time
upsetting the pail of water all over Willie, -
Mts. Pig turned back suddenly at the sound
of the com- a
motion, and
.~could not be-
lieve her eyes.




There was the little black pig she had ]ust‘
sent away and he wasn't black at all, the water
had washed all the black paint off. -
- “Willie!”” she gasped. “What havc you bcen
up to? Come here at once.” And the poor -
little pig sobbed out the whole story. =

Mrs. Pig was so pleased to have him backi |
again she didn’t even scold him, and now he
is the happiest little pig there 1s, and vety, very
proud of himself. JOCELYN SHOLTO

MY PICTURE BOOK

My window is 2 picture book,
And all day long I look
At the lovely, living pictures

- In my wondrous picture book.

Sometimes I see two little dogs
That frolic side by side.
Sometimes a little boy and gitl
Off for a cycle ride. :
There are heaps and heaps of pictures
To look at every day,

- 'Till Mummy draws the curtains
And puts thc book away' A. E. PASSMORE
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THE STORY OF

BELINDA BLUE EYES

OOR Belinda Blue Eyes was feeling vety
sorty for herself, for she was the oldest
doll in the nursery and was looking vety
‘shabby. There had been a time when she
was beautiful, but her face had been scrubbed -
and scrubbed until it was all blotchy. One eye
had been nearly scrubbed out, the other was
not as blue as it had once been, and instead
of the head of lovely cutly red hair’she once.
had, there were only nine red hairs. What
made matters worse, she knew that tomorrow
would be her little mistress Ann’s birthday,
and although Ann loved her very much, she
knew also that there would be two newcomers
to the nursery—a lovely baby doll and a very
grand French doll, with long hair and two
~ lovely blue eyes that opened and shut, so she
really should try and make herself look smart.

- But what could she do? C
* Belinda Blue Eyes sat in the toy .cupboatd
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and thought very hard but couldn t think of g
 one single thing she could do to make herself
- beautiful. | -
. “What is the matter?’” asked Gmger Cat .
; strolling into the toy cupboard and secing
_ Belinda Blue Eyes” glum face. Belinda Blue

_Eyes looked at Ginger Cat and statted to cry.
" “T don’t know what to do,” she sobbed. -
“AH these smatt new people coming into the
. nursery tomortow and here am I, with only
: ?ne good eye, a few hairs and a scrubbed

face” |
- All the other toys in the toy cupboard




stopped talking and looked at Belinda Blue
Eyes. They felt sorty for her, for she did look
rather a mess teally. Golliwog sat up and
looked at Belinda thoughtfully. “If only I
could get some hair,” he said, “T would make
you a wig.” | ‘
“Well,” said Ginger Cat excitedly, “my
fur is ginger, not quite yout colour, Belinda,
but if Golliwog could make you a wig out
of that, you are welcome to have some of
it.” | \
“And T can paint,” said Toy Soldier, jump-
ing up, “and could paint in anothet blue eye,
s 82 ; -



but I'm afraid I can’t do much with your
face.” R o
“Never mind,” said Belinda Blue Eyes, dry-
-ing her tears. “If only I could have some new
hair and a new eye it would help.”

“That’s all right then,” said Ginger Cat, :
“we’ll get to work. Come on, Golliwog. A
little bit off near the tail. Not too much
because I don’t want to catch cold.” Golli-
wog picked up the scissors and set to work
on Ginger Cat, and Belinda Blue Eyes sat
petfectly still while Toy Soldier painted in a
lovely new blue eye—in fact it was bluer than




the othet eye—and Golliwog set to work
making a wig. Ginger Cat looked a bit bald
near the tail, but he didn’t mind. - -
At last the wig was teady and Belinda Blue
Eyes put it on. It was a petfect fit. Belinda
Blue Eyes looked at herself in the glass. She
really looked vety nice and felt much bettet.
Dutch Doll lent her a frock which fitted her
very well. That night the wig and the frock
were put away carefully and Belinda Blue
gyes went to bed feeling' a much happier
oll. |
The next day Ann came into the nursety
bringing with het her new dolls. The baby
doll was very sweet, but the French doll
. looked very proud. Ann was so excited over
* it being her birthday that she didn’t notice
Belinda Blue Eyes’ new wig and eye, although
- she thought she looked different. :
Ann was having a tea party in the nursery
~ with a lovely cake with six candles and after-
watds she was having a tea patty for her toys.
. Thete was great excitement amongst the toys
and Belinda Blue Eyes did hope that this time
Ann would notice how nice she looked. -
At last the great moment came. The table
84 '
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looked vety nice with loads of cakes and
jellies and a special birthday cake for the toys
in the middle of the table. The dolls sat round
the table, and Golliwog and Toy Soldier sat
opposite Belinda Blue Eyes. Poor Belinda
Blue Eyes, she was fecling very unhappy-once
more, for her little mistress hadn’t noticed
her and the French doll kept looking at het
very oddly. If only something would happen
to make Ann notice her—and it did.

~ Toy Soldier was passing a piece of cake to-
Belinda Blue Eyes, when, yes, he knew what
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“I was only trymg to make myself bcautx-
ful,” sobbed Belinda Blue Eyes. “I thought
that with the new dolls coming into thc
nursety you wouldn’t love me any more.’

- “You silly goose, Belinda,” said Ann. “Of
coutse I’ll always love you,’ > and Belinda Blue.
Eyes dried her tears and smiled.
French doll, who was very kmd—hearted
really, made room for her by the side of Ann,
and Ginger Cat grinned. He looked very
funny sitting there with Belinda Blue Eyes’

wig on his head. DOROTHY M. SHEPPARD
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ONE morning Robin Redbreast precncd hlS )
feathers and pulled down his little red
waistcoat, put on his hat and set out for a
walk.
He hadn’t gone very far before he met Mt.
Sparrow hopping along in 2 very gay manner.
“Where are you off' to, friend Sparrow:’”.
chirped Robin. o
~ “I'm going to find a little wife,” tw1ttercd‘
Mzr. Sparrow. “It’s the 14th of February, and -
all the birds will choose thcn: little “wives
today.”
“Dear me!” chirped Robin. T ought to
- have a little wife, but P'm much too shy to
find one.” And he hopped on. . |
He hadn’t gone very fat when he saw Mr,

Woodpecker, very busy cuttmg out a hole in
2 tree with I:us beak.,
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“What are you domo friend W oodpccker.?”' -
chirped Robin. |
“I'm making a little home for a little W1fe >
~said Mr. Woodpecker.
“Dear me!” chitped Robin. “Id like to -
have a little home of my own, but I don’t
know how to win a little Wlfe “And he
hopped on.

. Justthen hesaw a largc notice stuck up ina
tree: -

HOW TO WIN A LITTLE WIFE

INSTRUCTION DAILY WITHIN
So he hopped inside

the hollow tree (it was
Mrs. Owl’s house) and
through into the

garden:

‘Mrs. Owl was just
hooting, “ First of all

the Skylark will show
~you how he wins his
little wife.”.

Away sailed the Sky-
lark high into the air,




followed by adrmrmg glances from all- thcv
wood-folk Who wete looking on. Up and up.
he flew, towards the sun, smgmg beautxfully'
all the while.

“How lovely to be able to sing 11ke that :
chirped Robin. “I can only sing a vety tiny
little song, which would never win me a httlc“
wife.” *
“Perhaps you will find one Who doesn t
care for smgmg,” said the Lark-kindly.

“Now Mr. Goldfinch will show you how
he wins his little wife,” hooted Mts. Owl. -

The Goldfinch opened and closed his wings
again and again, so as to show his bcaut1ful
gold bars. '

“How lovely to have wings like . that
. chirped Robin. “Thave such very dull-coloured
) Wil?gs they would never attract a pretty little

wite.”

“Pethaps you’ll find one who doesn t care

for. bright-coloured wings,” said the Goldﬁnch
kindly,

“Now the Woodpigeon will show you how
“he wins his little wife,” hooted, Mrs. Owl.
The Woodplgeon bowed several times and

then flying into the air, glided slowly down,
90



so that all might admite his beaumful back' |
and the white bars on his wings. .

“How lovely to be able to glide racefully |
“down like that,” chirped Robm “I only hop
about in a very ordmary way, which will never
win me a little wife.” ,
~ “Perhaps you will find one WhO doesn t
like gliding,” cooed the Woodpigeon kindly.

The Wheatear had thought of something
very clever. He picked up a picce of gtass in
his beak and laid it invitingly in the crevice
of an old wall, near by, as if to suggest that
it would be 2 nice place to build a nest.

“Oh deat, I should never have thought of
that,” chlrped Robin.

“Pcrhaps you’ll find a little wife who likes
-to suggest where you will live herself,” the
Wheatear said kindly.

Robin felt rather sad. “I wonder what I
can do that is different,” he chirped. And he
hopped out of Mrs. Owl’s house and flew
here, and there, and everywhere.
| He passed M, Drake, who was swimming

in his pond.

“What do you do to win a little wife?”
chirped Robin.
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S e show her all kinds
1 of fancy steps,” quackcd":
-Mr.. :Dfake.. "

“But:1 don’ t kno\v any .
fancy stcps >:chirped.

Robin. - A

tree which has a leaf ; just the shape of
And he flew off with one of the leavesito
home of the dearest little lady Robin
knew, dropped it in her letter—box
hopped off. “Now she’ll know Ive given
my heart, without my having to tell her;w ich
I should never do, I'm too shy,” he ﬁjch1rped
to himself. R
Presently Miss Robin came home and‘,ifo:, d
the littde leaf and she cocked her head: fitst
on one side and then on the other side; and
92



]ust as she was trymg to dec1dc Who had left .
it, up hopped Robin.
- “Did you leave this little heart for meT’”\ |
chirped M1ss Robin. :

“Yes, I did,” answered Robm Redbreast.
| “Then I must give you a friendly little
peck,” chuped Miss Robin. And she did:
~ “T can’t do any of the things the other
birds do so clcverly,” chirped Robin, “but
I thought I might win you as my httle wife
if T gave you a little heart.” -

“I shall love to be your little wife,” said
Miss Robin, “and you have such a lovely red
waistcoat. I love red waistcoats so much I
even wear one myself.”

So they were married, and ever since then
| ]lalobm has been as proud and as daring as can

e

MADELEINE COLLIER
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WELL WON DUCKLING
WISH I had a Watcrmg-can sighcd Davie
Duckling.

“I dare say you do,” said Mrs Duckhng
“Watering-cans cost a great deal of money
these days, my son. You can watef the garden
quite as well with the old jug.” :

“But that’s no fan,” said Davie. “I Want
to water with a walkering-can, Mr. Pigling
has a watering-can. Do you think he Would
like me to water his garden?”

“You had better ask him,” said Mrs Duck-
ling. “And mind you dor’t do any rmschlef
in his garden, now!”

Off ran Davie to Mr. Pigling’s garden, and
- ‘there was Mr. Pigling busy among his young

green peas. There, too, was the Watcrmg—can
standing beside the rain-water tub. |

Davie went in and said politely, “‘Good
morning, Mr. Pigling. Do you want any
Iﬁilpi I could water the garden for you if you

e

“Why, thank you, Davie,” sa1d Mr. Plghng
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“That is a kind offer.. I’ve finished .all the
watering for today but I should hke some
help in sticking my peas. - |
Davie didn’t like to say that wasn’t What' ~
he wanted to do! |
- So Mr. Pigling cut the SthkS the nght
lengths and Davie stuck them beside the rows
of peas. It was very hard work because the
ground was so dry, and once Davie lost his




balance and toppled. .tlght over 111to thc pcas'
himself! 7

When they had ﬁmshed thcrc Was: sull a
nice bundle of sticks left. -

“They would be just enough for Mothcr
Quackling,” said Mr. Pigling, “and I know
she wants some for her peas. I-wonder, Davie,
as you are such a kind, helpful little chap;
if you would like to take them to het: I don’t
think you will find them heavy if we get thcm
on to yout back.” BN

The bundle of sticks didn’t fecl 2 ‘bit hea
when Davie started, but by the time he reachcd
Mother Quackhng 5 cottage it had becomc




much heavier, which was rather peculiat since
.1t only contained the same number of sticks!
© In fact, Mother Quackling thought it was
a bundle of pea sticks crawling up her garden
path and she was quite surprised when she
discovered Davie Duckling underneath!
“Why, Davie, you poor little thing,” she

cried. “Just faﬁcy your carrying those sticks
all the way from Mr. Pigling’s. You are a
good duckling!”
- She took Davie indoots and gave him some
of her home-made wine and ginger snaps all
crisp from the oven, and Davie soon felt much

better.

ssn—r‘ - : o 97



“I suppose, Davie, -youdon’t-pass the
Rabbits’ house on your wiy:lHome, do you,
dear?” said Mother Quackling. “You seé; 1
forgot to put in Mr. Rabbit’s>collars When I
sent home the washing and '’ afraud he won't
have a clean one to go to’ Work in. o

Davie felt that after the ‘wine and thc b1s-
cuits he couldn’t very well be disobliging and
he said, “Well, I don’t really pass the Rabblts
house, but T conld take them.”:

“It s good of you,” cried’ Mis. Ducklmg
“Anyway, it’s only a little- parcel sOvitswon’t
be heavy like the pea sticks.” -

No, it wasn’t heavy, but the rabbi
on the top of a steep hill bccaus “the d
the breezes, and the sun' was: Vety: Warm":
Davie was terrlbly dry and dusty. when' he
reached the top and he- hoped Mrs Rabbit
would think to offer him a nice.cool dtink.

But there was only Mr. Rabbﬂ:'

“Why, Davie, how good" of";y'" \ 'v”mng
my collars,” he ctied. “I Was: :down’ to-'my
‘very last one.” i

.Davie was turmng away wearil
home when Mr. Rabbit said;+ I

"Davie, as you have to'go dowii the. h111 agam




if you would mind taking along Mt. Gosling’s:
wheel barrow and leaving it at his house at
the bottom. I expect he wants it back but
I’ve been too busy to take it. It’s quite empty
so you shouldn’t have any bother with it.” -
But the barrow was a very heavy one and
- the hill was very steep and Davie was veIy
- tired. 4And though he held on as hard as e
could the battow began to run away with
him. Faster and faster - - |
it went until at last it
turned and tumbled into
a ditch, taking poor
. Davie with it!




Davic managcd to’ 151ck;~y-h1msclf otit, feehng
very sote and batteted, and he was W ondenn g
how to get the batrow oiit too wheti a voice
called, “Hallo, Davie, what are you. doing i
the chtch and isn’t that my Daddy s, \vhccl-
barrow?”

It was his friend Jimmy Gosling.

“Yes,” said Davie, “it’s a homd o]d \vhccl—
bastow!” R

“Never mind,” said junmv “Tll help you
and between them they soon had it out and
wheeled it home safely to Jimmy’s garden. .

“Afe you coming to the Sports this aftcr—
noonr”’ asked Jimmy. _ :

- “Are thete Sports?” said Dav1c :r;tubblng
his bruises. :
~ “Yes,” said Jimmy, “in the big ﬁeld Didh’t
“you know? There ate all sorts -Of : taces andf
Jdovely prizes. It'll be fun” %
o, “I don’t feel like Sports,” said’ Dav1
. “You could watch, couldn’t ycup’
“I’ll see

> said Davie.

..h.ls brmses and gave him a mcc cold salaf ‘i_,g;_;
his dinner. 1101



Spotts she said, “I should go if I wete you.
You can sit in the shade and watch the others
and it will make a nice change for you.”

So Davie went to the Sports, and as he sat
watching the others he felt that he would
like to take part, but he was too stiff and sore
to join in any of the running races.

But when it came to the egg-and-spoon
race somebody said, “Why don’t you join in

I0I .



this, Davie? You don’t need to run, It s bcst‘
if you go slowly.” ~

Davie thought perhaps he could 50 hc took
his egg and spoon and started off Wlth the
others.

And all the other competrcors wete hoppmg
and skipping along with excitement, dropping
their eggs because they wete in such a hutry
to get to the winning post. But Davie ‘went
slowly and steadily because of his bruises.

He didn’t drop his egg once and he Won
the race quite easily. |

Such a cheer went up! -

And when the prize-giving came What do
you think his prize was? :

A lovely little red watering-can!

CHRISTINE E. BRADLEY
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j] OU never saw such crosshess on three

Gy §
L

| children starting out for a walk. It simply
stuck out all over them! )
Robert was cross because he had just thought

-
Ve o -

how to paint a sunser all full of splasis
colours, and he wanted to do it wa.

Belinda was cross because she had her bakocy
Summer straw hat trimmed with pink ros=b—2s
and blue ribbon and she wanted tc wezr -
today,”'which Mother said wouid be v
foolish: in such weather when hezrr sooremt
kept coming down without warning,

Mark was cross because of the zzmee”
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crossness, and he scuffed and scrapcd and;_
kicked his shoes, which- was really very bad 7
for them indeed. .
So there they wete, all as Cross as could
be. What a family for Mother to take out! . =
And before they had gone very far, down
came another heavy shower and they all ran.
to shelter under some trees WhiCh had sprcad -
themselves over the pavement. - - y
And what do you think?. Sitting. undet thc L
wall at the back of the pavement where it was
nice and dry was 2 man weating a long dark -
jersey, and he had drawn on the pavemert a-
‘row of pictures in coloured chalks. Some of
them wete of sunsets in lovely splashy colours.
" They all looked at the plcturcs and Robert
said, “I wish I could do one.” -
“Well tty now,” said the man. “There S
a space here.” And he gave Robett some
chalks. \
So Robert reaﬂy and truly made 2 pictute
on the pavement. It wasn’t quite like the
man’s pictures, but they all thought it was
simply beautiful, |

The had been so busy Watchmg Robert‘ "
thcy hadn t not1ced what the man was domg, |
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but when they turned round what do you
think they saw? There on the pavement was
a picture of Belinda in her red mackintosh.
You could see at once it was Belinda because
it was exactly like she looked. -~ =
Belinda was terribly pleased and. proud.
But oh dear me, she did wish she was wearing
her new summer straw hat trimmed with pink
rosebuds and blue ribbon! She said so.




€ man’g
dAvement beside him,
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But just then one of Mé.rk’s shéeé( béhaved
as you would expect a shoe to behave which -
“had been scuffed and kicked in such a manner,

The heel came off. S
Mark said he felt awfully funny walking
without a heel on his shoe. -
- “You’ll have to walk like this,” said the
‘man, And the - :
next minute ‘ = =
he was walk- . 4 ;
ing away .3
down the ™
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up in the air. He tumed rou:nd and came Walk— 3
ing back in the same way, then w1th a sprmg'_
he was tight way up again, - |

“Do it again, please!” ctied the chﬂdren |

“Worked in a circus onice,” said ‘the man,
when he had done it twice more: “It’s:chilly.
on this job sometimes, so I g0 through myA
tricks and -that warms me up/’ B

“Is that Why you wear-a jetrsey, so that the
things won’t fall out of your pockets?” asked
Robert, who was rather good at thinking of
clever things like that, and thc man said it
was,

“Could we do it?” ctied the chﬂdren But.
Mother said they had better wait until they -
~got home before they started practising..
~ So they all said goodbye and thank you'
vety much for such a lovely time. -

And they all went hurtying home to start
practising circus tricks, with Mark getting
- along very well in spite of the heel oft hls |
shoe. |
You never saw such happmcss on thrcc

“children going home from 2 Walk It snnply |
shone out all over them! |

CHRISTINE E. BRADLEY
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THE LONELY GOLDEISH

’ THE little goldfish swam round and round

in his little glass bowl. There wasn’t much |

else he conld do because there was nothing
else in the bowl but water and himsclf.

John, who was just five, had been taken by

his mummy and daddy to the great big fair

which was in the large field at the end of the

village, and he had been—oh so clever—he

_ had bounced a little ball into the narfow

neck of a glass jar and had won the little

- goldfish. ,
Unfortunately the bowl the fajr man had
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" ut the fish into was very small and, asli.' eht

#

d cndlcssly round and round, he thought: ho_v
“Tonely he must be and how very tired He mus

-watched the little golden-red thing sw1mriung

get without any weeds to swim in and ou

~of, ot pebbles to rest against. But, ‘alas; th

< bowl was far too small to put anythmg felsg
“in so John sighed and went slowly out "mtc
._the .garden. o

' He wandered down the path 4l he camc,,«tc

the lily pond at the end of the garden. Héx

he stopped and gazed down at the Jowely i
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waterlily which had come out overnight, It
had becn a fat bud the last time he had 100ked N
- at it. a
John sat down in the sun to look at it
more closely and, somchow—whether it was
the afternoon heat, or whether it was magic—
I don’t know, but he began to nod and vety
soon he was sitting there, leaning up against
the Rockery—fast asleep.

As he slept hc dreamed and in his dream




he heard the Waterhly talkmg to someonc andf:'-,
when he looked into the_clear watet of the”
pond he saw that there was 2. little red ﬁsh
rubbing himself up against her stalk. 3

]ohn listened. “Yes,” the Waterhl Was”
saying, “I know it must be lonely for you in
the pond all by yourself but: there are¢ many-
lovely clumps of weed for you to-play around -
in, and the sun shines so prettily on the water—
and you can always play hide-and-seck behind
the little watetfall—wo,- I really donw's thmk :
you should grumble, little ﬁsh"’ T -

But the httle red fish sighed and rephcd 5’
“I know I should be content Watetlily, but
. if only I had another little fish to share thc-'
‘ Iovely things in this pond with me. .. .” .-
- It was at that moment that John awoke :
- with a start. He looked around hlm——-there
~ was_nobody near. He looked at” the large’

watetlily—she certainly didn’t look as. if she
_could talk! Then he looked at the water and,
-lo and behold, swimming to and fro was a
- little red oldﬁsh

. john scrambled to' hlS fcet and tan back‘-
~ to the house.’ :

| “Mummy, Mummy,’_’ he cned “Thcx;c: s
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another goldfish in the lily pond—oh, can T
put the one I won in with him so they won’t -
be lonely any more?” IR

John’s mother smiled at the eager little face
upturned to her own. “Why, yes, darling,”
she said. “I had quite forgotten that there
might still be a fish in the pond. I thought
Daddy had taken them all out, but one must
have got left behind.” | o B

John carefully carried the small glass bowl
‘down to the lily pond, and very soon he was
sitting once mote in
the sun watching
the two little red
goldfish.

He could see quite
clearly which was
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his fish as it was a little bigger and mote golden
than the other.

At fisst his fish darted away as soon ‘as the
other swam near, but bye and bye, as John
watched, 4is fish swam right up to the little
red one and they seemed to rub noses and
then, as John couldn’t help laughing 'out‘n:lou_d
—off they flashed together and wete'soo ;hap":
pily chasmg each other through’th S
made by the little waterfall, and? _'ueezmg
their httle bodies in and out the- clump
weeds. .

John was smﬂmg as he trotted indooft
carrying the empty glass bowl

POOR MlU[MMY" - ,

When Daddy bought Mummy 2 baske

| wheels

+ . He thought it would help het to- sho

% BUt ltPgets so filled up Wlth M1ck Mc _"an
up,

. That the parcels spill over thc top




~ THE GINGER-WHISKERED CAT = -
“TNARLINGS, I wonder if you would go
to the Jumble Sale for me?” said
‘Mummy to Sandra and Brian one ctisp wintet
morning. “I want you to take a message to
Miss Parrott.” S S
““Oh, Mummy, it’s Saturday!” ctried Brian.
“We always go to Richard’s house on Satut-
- days.” .
XI know, datling,” said Mummy, “but I
can’t go myself because a friend of Daddy’s
is coming to mend the radiogram.”

- “All right,” said Sandra, “we will go.
Perhaps we’ll see something nice to buy.”
“Silly old Jumble Sale!” muttered Brian.

“ Who wants to buy old hats and shoes and

things!”

- After lunch the twins set off for the village

hall. The lanes were white with frost and the

air was ctisp and clear, but it was quite a long
. way to the village, and Brian kept thinking

of the nice time they might have been having

playing games with Richard in the big garden
of his house. ’



When they reached the vﬂlage hall they saW,
crowds of people going 1.
“Look, there’s old Miss Greene, and_ MISS 'Q
Jolly, t00!” ctied Sandta, smiling and waving -
to the two old ladies. “Miss Parrott must be .
inside. She’s going to look aftcr the chma;‘
stall.” ‘
Inside, the village hall was packcd and thcrc .
was tall, thin Miss Parrott behmd a countcrA




‘stacked with old jugs, battered kettles and
ornaments that had been lying about in
lumber-rooms for years, and as her eye roved
over the counter Sandra gave a cry. “Look,
Brian! A china cat with a grin and ginger
whiskers exactly like Aunt Susan’s Rufus! Oh!
Do let’s buy it for her, she’ll love it!”

“It is only sixpence,” said Miss Parrott,
- smiling at the children and holding up the
handsome china cat.

“We’ll have it, please,” said Sandra, handing



Miss Parrott two threepenny bits. * Oh, and
Mummy says will you come to tea with us
on Sunday?” she concluded.” o
“That’s very kind of your mother, dear,”
said Miss Parrott, smiling at them. “Tell her
Il be very pleased to come to tea. Now I'll-
wrap up pussy for you. He 75 a handsome
fellow.” [P
When they got home they showed Mummy
the ginger-whiskered cat and Mummy agreed-
that it was exactly like the one Aunt Susan
had. “We’re going over to see her tomosrtow.
She’s coming back from London tonight,”
she said, “so you can give it to her then.” - °
Next day, when they artrived at “Aunt
Susan’s cottage on the outskirts of the village,
she seemed rather upset. But when the twins
handed her the parcel her face brightened and
then, as she unwrapped the paper and saw
the ginger-whiskered cat, her face broke into-
smiles, and she gave a joyful cry. -
“We thought he’d match Rufus,”” said Brian.
“Match Rufus!” cried Aunt Susan. “He 75
Rufus! Look, here’s the crack in his neck .
where I mended it last week after I-dropped
him. You see,” she went on, “I told the ladiés
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from the Jumble Sale I’d leave the things -
I'd got for them to collect in the garden shed
and I quite forgot I"d been mending Rufus
there and had left him on the shelf to dry!
They must have thought that he was to go
with the other things. I was awfully upset
when I got home last night after the Jumble
Sale was ovet. Now we’ll put him back on -
the mantelpiece. I @m glad to get him back.
I’ve had him since I was a little girl. Your
great-grandmother gave him to me.”

“It was a good thing we went to the Jumble
Sale,” whispered Sandra, as they sat down to
tea and watched Rufus grinning at them across
the room, and before they went home Aunt
Susan gave each of the twins a lovely present
that she had brought all the way from London

for them. " ATLEEN E. PASSMORE

| HOLES
I’ve two holes in my stocking!
Oh, what shall T do?

I only need one—

And I find I have two!
' MARY VIVIAN



Pudding in 2 ~'s‘aUcépan with
tever shal] 1 dor?> L

ovely Pudding, too. Puffin
ad put the last of b s i
|

hole in it. Wha
It was such 3 ]



as little breakfast as p0551ble 50 as to bc surc
of a good appetite for dinner.. )
T shaH have to go shopping,” said Pufﬁn
“and see if I can buy a new saucepan. But'
I’'m afraid they cost a dreadful lot of money.”
‘When he looked in the housekeepmg purse
" he found there was only sixpence left!
“And that’s got ‘to. last until Saturday,”
said Puffin. “Deat, oh dear, I am in a fix.
~Well, anyway, I'll go and have a look round |
the shops Perhaps I might find a second-
~ hand saucepan somewhere for sixpence.”

"[_J'
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Just then, looking out of the .Window,. he
saw Buffin going by with his nose in the air. -
“There’s that Buffin,” said Puffin. “I"guess.
be's got a saucepan. If only we hadn’t fallen
out I might have been able to botrow. it to
boil my pudding in. Oh dear, oh dear, how
unlucky I am!” 2 e
Puffin and Buffin had been the.greatest of
friends until they took allotments side by side.
Then trouble statrted. Buffin said Puflin’s beans
kept the sun off his tomatoes, and Puffin was.
annoyed because Buffin grew the biggest
vegetable marrow and won a prize at.the
show. Since then they hadn’t been on speaking
terms. T
So Puffin went off up the street to look for
a saucepan. And Buffin went on down the
street to the little shop at the cotner to buy
his morning paper. And soon he was coming.
back, walking along with his nose buried in
it as was his usual way. L
“I'd better call in to tell Bluff the news,”
he said to himself, and still ‘scarcely raising
his head he turned in at a gate and walked up
the garden path and opened the door without
knocking -and went in, just as he always did
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When he went to call on Ins fncnd Bluff
“Hallo, Bluff!”” called Buffin. 0
There was no answer, nobody about at.. |

all—only on the table a Iarge puddmg in a

cloth and beside it a vety old saucepan W1th- .

a hole in it. - -
“Oh, what a lovely pudding!” cried Buffin.

“But ]ust look at thc saucepan. Poor Blufi—

he can’t boil a puddmg in an old saucepan like
that!”

Then Bﬁfﬁn thought of something. “I know
what I'll do,” he said to himself. “T’ll take it




home and cook it in my. saucepan and thcn-
I'll bring it back at dinner time. Won t that
be a nice surprise for Bluff!”

So Bufhin picked up the puddmg and hurncd-
off home, and in a vety short timé he had it
boiling and bubbling away in his big sauce-
pan. And on'the stroke of one o clock there
he was back again at Bluff’s. housc bcarmg thc
big steaming pudding.

Bluff was laying the table for dinner, 2 Tittle
sadly because there wasn’t very much for dmner
today. There wasn’t a second course at all.

“Here you are, Bluff,” cried Buffin. “Herc S
your pudding, piping hot and done to a turn!”

Bluff’s eyes grew round when he saw the
pudding.

“Whatever do you mean, BuHinD” he cned
“That isn’t 7y pudding.”

“Of course it is,” said Buffin. “Tt must be.
I found it here on your table waiting to be
boiled, and I saw your saucepan had a hole
in it so I took the pudding home and boﬂed it
in my saucepan.”

“There’s 2 mistake somewhere, Buffin,” sa,1d

| - Bluft. “That is#’'t my pudding. I only WlSh
it was,” Bluff added, Wlstfully ;
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At that minute Puffin burst in.
- “Bluff,” he cried, “somebody’s stolen my
pudding!” |

Puffin had had a very trying morning.
Though he had searched all over town he
hadn’t been able to find a saucepan anywhere
for sixpence, not even a second-hand one,
and now he was very tired and hot—and
hungry. And when he saw his own beautiful
pudding on the table his face grew red with

rage, and, pointing at Buffin, he cried,

“You stole my pudding. I know you did.
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I saw you going past my house and when I
had gone out you went in and stole it!”.
- Buffin, of course, saw now just what had
happened. And his face, too, grew red and
he gulped once or twice and then he said, .
“I teally am very sorry, Puffin. It’s.all due
to my bad habit of walking along with my
nose in the newspaper. I thought it was
Bluff’s house I had come into and Bluff’s
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pudding on the table and I took it home to
boil it for him because his "saucepan had. a-
hole in it. But I see now,” said Buffin, “it -
must have been your house, Puffin, and your- .
pudding, and T really am sorry about it.”
- Puffin didn’t know quite what to say. He
wasn’t really sure whethet he believed Buffin
or not, but it was rather difficult to remain
angry in face of such a handsome apology.




“Anyway,” put in Bluff the puddm s"
here, Puffin. Nobody’s eaten it. Hadn’t'y ou,‘
bettet take it home and havc it while “it’s
hot?”

Puffin looked at the puddm ‘on the tablc,
all swelled out big and round in its cloth’ hkc
a football. And he said,

“But I couldn’t poss1b1y eat it all. Thcrc s
plenty for three. Can’t we all sit down hcrc‘
and have it together?”
~ “Of course we can, Puffin!” cried Bluff hlS

face beaming, as he ran to the cupboard to

get out extra plates and things. | »

And soon the three of them were gathered
round the table tucking into Puffin’s pudding:
and saying it was the best pudding they had
ever caten. And Bluff was delighted to. sce
that Puffin and Buffin wete soon Chattcrmg
away like the old friends they used to be.

When they had eaten all the pudding and
washed all the dishes and had' a little rest,
Puffin and Buffin left the hOUSC together arm

~ in-arm.,

" “If you like, Buffin,” said Puffin, T don't
‘mind havmg my beans in another place hext
“time so that they don’t keep the sun off your
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- tomatoes. ‘They didn’t do very well there,
anyway.” e
- “Thank you, Puffin,” said Buffin. “Aad
you know, Puffin, I could not -help my -
-vegetable marrows growing bigger than yours.
But Tl tell you what Tl do: T’ give you
some of my special seeds and then your -
marfows will be sure to grow as big as
mine,” S L
- “Thank you very much, Buffin,” said Puffin, =
and they shook hands and were the best of

pals ever after. -
: CHRISTINE E. BRADLEY
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MY PETS
I have a little Budgie
With a yellow beak;

He is only five months old
But learning how to: speak

I have a little Bunny,
“Snowy’ is his name:

I have not had him very long.
But alteady he is tame.

I have a little Mouse
With eyes of pinky-white;
b I can hold her in my hand
But I must not hold her tight.

GILLIAN LOWRY




/l, fie Little Christimas Tree
| S T

HE little Christmas tree was crying. All

L the other Christmas trees were tall and -
had long branches covered in green shiny
leaves. They waved their arms to the wind
and called out to him as he blew by.

The little tree heard them talking about
Christmas.

“I am going to the palace for the prince
and princess,” said the first tree, shaking his
head so that little flakes of snow and frost
dropped down the little Christmas  trec’s

neck.
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“And T am going to Fatmet Gﬂcs s b1g )
fatmhouse. ‘They ate going to dr_ess me -
~up for the party on Christmas Day,” sa1d tree
number two.

“Oh, that’s nothing,” said number three |
“I'm bem taken to the children’s hospital
-up on the h111 I’ll have candles on my branches. -
and toys and tinsel. On my topmost branch
Tl have a fairy with 2 star on her wand!.
Hundreds of ‘people will see me!”  And he .
tossed his leaves and bowed right and léft, -

and more drops fell down the neck of the httle ‘.
tree. -
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For you see, he grew mrht in tha, zmddic;
of the big ttees in the wood.

“What about you, child?” said number two,
kindly. “Have you been chosen for Chz;st-*. |
masr”’ |

“No, I haven’t,” sobbed the little tree,

putting his ﬁncrcrs up to hide his tears. “No
one wants me.’ |

“You should grow up, shrimp,” said num-
ber three, teasing him. Which made the little
tree cty mote than ever!

Just then a Robin Redbreast flew by. He
heard the little tree crying and said, “Hey




there, little tree, you mustn t cry, 1t S nearly
Christmas. That won’t do- at all. Why are
you ctying so sadly?”

And so the baby tree told the tobin: all |
about it.

“I'll. soon alter that,” sa1d the. robm
“You'll see.” And he flew to the top of the
little tree and began to sing a most beautiful
song. |

I%Obm sang of the wind and the stars. His )
song was so sweet that a woodcutter who was
walking through the wood stopped to listen.
And robin sang on until he could smg no

more.

‘ 1}‘he woodcutter smﬂed and sald to h1m «

se |
T must have that litdle tree for my chil-
~ dren this Christmas.” And he fetched his
spade and he dug up the little tree and picked
~him up and put him over his shoulder; Then
he began to walk home.

“Goodb e, little tree. Now ou’ll be all
- right,” cned the three big trees “Happy

Christmas!”

“Happy Christmas!” answered the httle tree ,
- smiling through his tears. |
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He Was SO vc1y happy now. And the robin
flew overhead and sang one mote song of joy.

The little tree had a lovely Christmas, He.
was dressed with red candles and colouted -
balls and he stood in a small green tub. The
children danced round him. They loved him
and the little tree’s branches nearly danced
with joy. o

- The little tree had just the wondetful kind
of Christmas he had longed for, after all!

DORA COOK




THE MAGIC
PENCIL

- Nevet
did,” 8asped
- John, staring
" down into his
buttetfly ner,
~"“Oh yes you'
did! You can see you did!” snapped 2p angry
little vojce from inside the ne

t. “Let me out
of here or it will be the worse for you,”
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- “I am sotty, but you did look like a butter-
fly leaping from daisy to daisy like that,”
apologised John. - R -

“Can’t a fellow do a few exercises without
a silly boy catching him in a net?” scolded the
pixie. “Now, will you let me go, young
‘man?”’ | o o
John took a firmer hold of the net so that ™
the pixie could not get out. ‘




“] would like to take you for my mothcr
to see,” he said. RN

The pixic gave a howl of rage | 3

“Metcy me, you can’t do that!” he yeﬂed |
“If 2 grown-up looks at a pixie it just vanishes
and I don’t want to vanish. I am gomg 0 a
buttetcup patty this afternoon.” .

“My mother is different,” said ]ohn “
-am sure you would not vamsh 1f shc looked
at you.” .

“T dare not risk it, groaned the Plxle “I
will tell you what I Wﬂl do. If you WIH let
me go I Wlll give you a wish.” |

“Will it come truer” asked John Who was
delighted.

“There would not be much pomt in givmg
it to you if it didn’t, would there?” snappcd
the pixie.

John wanted to make the most of this lovel
- chance and he tried hard to think of some
thing really wondetful.

Then he thought of school, and he had

marvellous idea.

“Do you think that I could have a pcnc1

that knows evcrythmg>” he asked thc p1x1«
eagetly.
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- “Lazy young scamp, smﬁ%d the pixie.
“Oh well, that is an easy one. \What colour -
do you want?” - -

“Blue, please with a point - that never nceds'_
sharpemng, said. John:

He felt 2 tug in his pocket and looking
down, he saw the pencil alteady there—a
bri ht blue one with a shatp pomt The
pixie escaped from the net whilst John was
admiring his prize and flitted away, into the
grass.

John could hardly wait to get to school to
try out his magic pencil. The lesson was
arithmetic.

For the first time in his life John—or,
rather, the pencil—got every sum right. Spell-
ing was just the same! The penci wrote in
every word correctly.

Then it was geography. The first question
was to wtite down all about Africa. The
pencil set off smartly and it wrote on until it
had filled the whole page of John’s exetcise
book.

That was enough and John tried to stop it,

but the pencil just flicked over the page and
went on.
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John’s friends had ﬁmshed Wﬂ: g
- wete waiting impatiently for Johu, The téach
stated at him in pleased siirpgise:a the yencl
went on until the whole: book ._ ag

Thé master shouted.  The: 'c
]ohn shoutcd back ‘Thete wag-such
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baloo until suddenly all the voices secemed to -
change into that of John’s mother. o
“Come on, lazy bones,” it said. “Time for
supper and bed. You have not caught any
poot butterflies, I am glad to see!” -
“No, and no pixies either, thank goodness!™
said John, with a sigh of relief. |
A magic pencil may sound a good idea,
but I think it is much safer to manage with-
out one, except in dreams, don’t you?
| VIOLET M. WILLIAMS
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