
[image: Cover]



[image: Image Missing]


[image: Image Missing]
www.hodderchildrens.co.uk




Have you read them all?


Naughty Amelia Jane!


Amelia Jane Again!


Amelia Jane Gets Into Trouble!


Amelia Jane is Naughty Again!


Good Idea, Amelia Jane!


Adventures of the Wishing-Chair


The Wishing-Chair Again


More Wishing-Chair Stories


The Enchanted Wood


The Magic Faraway Tree


The Folk of the Faraway Tree


Up the Faraway Tree
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There was a new toy in the nursery. It was a little telephone. It stood on the nursery book-shelf looking exactly like a real one, but much smaller.


The toys didn’t dare to touch it. They were afraid of the real telephone, and they were afraid of the toy one, too.


Outside in the passage they often heard the bell of the real telephone ringing loudly, and it made them jump. Then someone would come along, take the receiver off the telephone and speak into it.


‘Hallo!’ they would say. ‘Hallo!’ And then they would speak to somebody far, far away, and it all seemed very like magic.


Amelia Jane, the big naughty doll, had been away for a few days. When she came back the first thing she saw was the toy telephone.


‘Aha!’ she said, and went over to it. ‘A telephone. Good. We need one in the nursery.’


‘Don’t touch it, Amelia Jane – a telephone is very magic,’ cried Tom the toy soldier. ‘Voices come into it, you know – people who are far, far away can speak to you. Be careful, in case somebody’s voice is in that toy telephone now!’


‘Pooh!’ said Amelia Jane. ‘I’m just going to do a bit of ordering – like Mother does sometimes on the real telephone out in the passage.’
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And, to the toys’ horror, she picked up the little receiver, put one end to her ear, and spoke into the other end.


‘Is that the butcher? Send four sausages to the nursery, please. Is that the baker? Send four buns to the nursery, please. Is that the watchmaker? Send one nice new watch to the nursery, please – and, oh, please see that the letters A. J. are on the back. A. J. for Amelia Jane. Thank you.’ She put back the receiver and smiled round at the astonished toys. ‘There you are! I’ve done a nice little bit of ordering. We’ll enjoy the sausages and the buns. We can divide them up between us. And I always wanted a watch.’


Of course, Amelia Jane knew quite well that she hadn’t been speaking to the butcher, the baker and the watchmaker. She was just making the toys think she was very daring and grand.


But the toys were really very worried. They climbed up to the window-sill to watch for the goods to arrive.


‘The thing is – how are we to pay for them?’ said the teddy bear. ‘I haven’t got any money!’


‘I’ve got a penny that I found under the carpet,’ said the clockwork mouse.


‘Shall we be put into prison if we order things we can’t pay for?’ asked the clockwork clown.


Nobody knew – but they thought it was very likely. Tom the toy soldier went to Amelia Jane.


‘Please, Amelia Jane, ring up the butcher, the baker and the watchmaker and tell them not to send the things after all,’ he said.


‘What will you give me if I do?’ asked Amelia Jane at once.


‘Oh dear – I’ll give you my best hanky,’ said Tom. ‘And the mouse will give you his penny. Have you got anything to give, Teddy?’


‘Just a good scolding,’ said the teddy, rather fiercely. ‘I’ll give that with pleasure.’


‘Give me the hanky and the money, and I’ll ring up the butcher, the baker and the watchmaker,’ said Amelia Jane. So they gave her them, and she went to the telephone.


‘I haven’t given you my scolding,’ said the bear, but Amelia took no notice. She spoke into the telephone:


‘Is that the butcher? We don’t want the sausages after all. Is that the baker? We don’t want the buns. Is that the watchmaker? I’ve changed my mind about the watch. Yes – yes. That’s right. What’s that? You want to send a message to the teddy bear? Oh, yes, of course, I’ll give it to him.’


The toys were listening with all their ears. ‘Right,’ said Amelia, into the telephone. ‘I’m to tell the bear he is a nasty, fat, tubby little creature, who can’t even growl like a bear. Yes, certainly I’ll tell him!’


‘Don’t you dare to tell me,’ said the bear fiercely.


‘All right, Teddy, I won’t tell you that you are a nasty, fat, tubby little creature who can’t even growl like a bear,’ said Amelia Jane, annoyingly.


‘But you have told him!’ said Tom.


‘No – I just told him what I wouldn’t tell him,’ said Amelia Jane.


She climbed up on to a shelf where nobody could reach her, not even the bear. She thought about the toy telephone. It would be very very useful, she could see that. She would be able to make up all kinds of rude messages to pass on to the toys. She began to make a little plan.


Yes – she would invent somebody at the other end – somebody who would keep ringing up – and she would pretend to answer the telephone, and then give the horrid messages to all the toys. That would keep them in order all right!


She slipped down and went to the small toy bicycle that stood at one end of the nursery. It had a tiny little bell. She unscrewed it and put it into her pocket. She could ring it whenever she wanted to – and she would pretend it was the telephone bell ringing. That would make the toys jump!
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The toys made up a song about Amelia Jane.


Amelia Jane


Is naughty again,


Let’s go and leave her


Out in the rain.


Nobody loves her,


Nobody cares


If she gets eaten


By lions or bears.


She wants a scolding,


It’s perfectly plain;


Amelia Jane,


You are naughty again!


Amelia listened to this song and felt very angry indeed. How dare they sing that? Why, even the clockwork mouse was singing and waving his tail about in time to the tune. Amelia walked over to the telephone and sat down by it.


She put her hand into her pocket and rang the little bell. It sounded just like the telephone bell suddenly ringing. The toys stopped singing in great surprise.


‘The telephone rang!’ they said to one another. ‘Would you believe it? The telephone rang. Answer it, Amelia. See who wants to speak to us.’


Amelia picked up the receiver and put one end to her ear. ‘Dear me – is that really Mr Mumbo-Jumbo?’ she said, sounding astonished. ‘This is Amelia Jane. What do you want, dear Mr Mumbo-Jumbo?’


The toys listened to this in amazement. Amelia Jane went on speaking. ‘Yes, yes – I’ll tell the bear. You’re coming for him this evening, and you’ll pull his nose for him till it’s as long as an elephant’s trunk. Yes, Mr Mumbo-Jumbo. Oh, yes – he is a bad bear. He deserves it. I’m sorry he was once so rude to you. Goodbye.’


She put down the receiver. The bear was trembling like a jelly, he was so scared.


‘I was never rude to Mr Mumbo – Jumbo,’ he wailed. ‘I don’t even know him. I never met him. I won’t have my nose pulled, I won’t, I won’t.’
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