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The Lost Motorcar


ONCE UPON A time, George had a toy motorcar that wound up with a little key. It was a yellow car, just big enough to take a little tin man to drive it and one passenger, who was usually somebody out of the Noah’s ark.


One day George took the car out into the garden to play with. But it wouldn’t run on the grass very well, even when it was fully wound up, so he left it there and went to fetch something else.


While he was in the house it began to rain and his mother called to him to stay in the nursery until the sun shone again. So George forgot about the toy car and left it out in the garden all day long.


The rain rained on it. Spiders ran all over it. An earwig thought it would make a nice hiding place and hid under the bonnet. A large fly crept there too.


George didn’t remember that he had left it in the garden. He wanted to play with it in two days’ time and he hunted in his toy cupboard for it – but of course it wasn’t there. So he didn’t bother any more, though he was sad not to have the little car, because it really was very nice indeed and could run at top speed twice round the nursery before it stopped.


The little yellow car lost all its bright paint in the next rainstorm. Red rust began to show here and there. Its key dropped out into the grass. The little tin man at the steering wheel split in half. One of the wheels came loose – so you can see that the toy car was in a very bad way.


And then one morning two little men with baskets came hurrying by. They were pixies, and not much bigger than your middle finger.


In their baskets were loaves of bread and cakes, for the two men were bakers and sold their goods to the little folk.


They suddenly saw the old toy motorcar and went up to it in surprise. ‘What is it?’ said Biscuit.


‘It’s a car!’ said Rusky, his brother. ‘An old toy car! Will it go?’


They pushed it – and it ran along on its four rusty wheels, though one wobbled a good bit, because it was so loose.


‘It does go!’ said Biscuit. ‘I wonder who it belongs to.’


‘I suppose it belongs to the little tin man at the wheel,’ said Rusky. ‘But he has split in half, so he’s no use any more. I say, Biscuit – if only we could have this car! Think how we could take all our loaves and cakes round in no time. Our baskets are sometimes so heavy to carry and when it rains, they get wet. But if we had a car … !’


‘Oh, Rusky! Do let’s have it!’ said Biscuit. ‘We’ll hurry along and deliver our things today, and then we’ll come back and see what we can do with the car. It’s just falling to pieces there, so we might as well have it for ourselves!’


Well, after about an hour the two little bakers came back. They pushed the car off to their tiny house under the hazel bush and then they had a good look at it.


‘It wants a fine new coat of paint,’ said Biscuit.


‘It wants that wheel tightened,’ said Rusky.


‘It’s got no key,’ said Biscuit. ‘How will it go?’


‘We’ll have to rub the wheels with a bit of Roll-Along Magic,’ said Rusky, getting excited.


So they set to work. They took the poor little tin man away from the wheel. They screwed the loose wheel on tightly. And then they bought a tin of bright red paint and gave the whole car a beautiful coat of red.


‘I think we’ll paint the wheels yellow, not red,’ said Biscuit. ‘It would look more cheerful.’


So the wheels were painted yellow. Along the sides of the car the two bakers painted their names in yellow letters on the red – ‘Biscuit and Rusky, Pixie Bakers’. When they had finished, the little toy car looked very smart indeed.


‘Now for a bit of magic to rub on the wheels!’ cried Rusky. So they got a bit of Roll-Along Magic and rubbed it on each of the four yellow wheels. Then in they got and drove the car off for its first spin.


It went at such speed! They tore round the garden path and back, and all the little folk came out in surprise to see them. And next day Biscuit and Rusky piled their bread and their delicious little cakes into the car, and drove off to deliver them to all their customers. It didn’t take them nearly as long as usual and they were just as pleased as could be!


They even bought a tiny horn for the car that said ‘honk-honk!’ whenever a worm or a beetle ran across their path. And it was this horn that George heard one day when he was playing out in the garden near the hazel bush!


He heard the ‘honk-honk!’ and looked round to see what could be making the noise. He suddenly saw the little red and yellow car rushing along, with Biscuit and Rusky inside, and he stared in such surprise that at first he couldn’t say a word. Then he called out, ‘I say! I say! Who are you? Stop a minute, do!’


The car stopped. Biscuit and Rusky grinned up at George. He stared down at the car. It looked like the one he had lost, but this was red with yellow wheels and his had been all yellow.


‘That’s a dear little car you’ve got,’ he said. ‘Where did you get it from?’


‘We found it under there,’ said Rusky, pointing. ‘It belonged to a little tin man, who sat at the wheel, but he had split in half, so we took the car for ourselves and painted it brightly. Isn’t it fine?’


‘You know, it’s my car!’ said George, remembering the little tin man. ‘It really is! I must have left it out in the garden. I’m sure I did!’


Biscuit and Rusky stared up at him in dismay. ‘Oh, dear! Is it really your car? We do love it so – and you can’t think how useful it is to us, because we use it to deliver our bread and cakes now, instead of carrying them over our shoulders in baskets. But, of course, if it’s yours, you must have it back.’


They hopped out of the car, looking very sad and sorrowful. George smiled at them.


‘Of course I shan’t take it from you! I shouldn’t have left it out in the garden. You’ve made it simply beautiful – and your names are on it too. You keep it. I’m very pleased to give it to you and I’ll often be looking out for you. Do hoot your horn whenever you pass me, will you? Then I’ll know you’re there.’
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Loppy and the Witch


THE QUEEN OF Fairyland was very much upset. The Green Witch had stolen from the palace a magic bag, a magic key and a magic jug, and nobody dared to try to get them back for fear that the witch would turn the pixie or elf who tried into a black beetle. Then who should put up his long-eared head but Loppy, the sandy rabbit!


‘I’ll get them back for you, Your Majesty!’ he said. ‘Goodbye!’


Off he went and stole into the Green Witch’s cottage. She saw him and pounced on him. ‘Ha!’ she cried. ‘I’ll have you for dinner! Now I wonder what is the best way to cook a rabbit!’


‘With onions!’ said Loppy. ‘I should taste fine with onions.’


‘But I haven’t any!’ said the witch.


‘I’ll get some for you!’ said Loppy. ‘Can you lend me that bag to carry them in?’


The Green Witch was delighted to think of cooking onions with the rabbit, so she gladly gave Loppy the bag (which was the magic one, of course) and he ran off. But you may be sure he didn’t go back with any onions! Not he! He gave the bag to the queen, and she was delighted.


Next day Loppy wandered into the witch’s garden, and she caught hold of him by his long ears. ‘Ha! I’ve got you again!’ she cried. ‘Why didn’t you bring back those onions? I wish I could cook you for my dinner, but my fire is out and I haven’t any sticks to light it with.’


‘There are plenty at home in my woodshed,’ said Loppy. ‘But it’s locked and I’ve lost the key. If you could lend me that key in your belt I believe it would unlock the door, and I could bring you back a bundle of sticks.’


The witch was pleased. She gave Loppy the key (which was the magic one, of course!) and he ran off. But you may be sure he didn’t go back with any sticks! He gave the key to the queen.


Next day he went to the Green Witch’s again and once more she caught him. ‘I shan’t let you go this time!’ she said. ‘I’ve got my fire going well, and I’ve plenty of onions. Ha, ha!’


‘Yes, but have you any new milk to make nice rabbit gravy with?’ asked Loppy. ‘I shan’t taste nice unless I’m cooked in milk.’


‘No, I haven’t,’ said the witch, ‘and the milkman doesn’t call again today!’


‘Well, lend me that blue jug over there and I’ll go and buy two-penn’orth of fresh milk,’ said Loppy. ‘I shall taste beautiful then.’


So the witch gave him the blue jug (which was the magic one, of course!) and he ran off. But you may be sure be didn’t come back with any new milk. Not he! He gave the jug to the queen.


‘You shall be knighted for your bravery!’ she cried. So Loppy became Sir Loppy the Sandy Rabbit, and very proud he was, as you can guess.


As for the Green Witch, she was so ashamed at having been tricked three times by a rabbit that she mounted her broomstick and flew away to the moon – and a very good thing too!
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Mary, Mary, Quite Contrary


THERE WAS ONCE upon a time a little girl called Mary. She went to a school with other boys and girls, and because she was gentle, and they were rough, she used to get a great deal of teasing.


‘Do you believe in fairies, Mary?’ they asked one day.


‘Of course I do!’ said Mary in surprise. ‘Oh, fancy! She believes in fairies! Isn’t she a silly!’ called the children, dancing round her in fun.


Mary went red, but just then the school bell rang, and all the children ran in.


One day, not long after, the teacher said she would give a prize for the prettiest garden. The children could bring their own seeds and plant them in a corner of the garden, and look after them. Whoever had the prettiest garden should have a big, fat storybook for a prize.


The children were most excited.


‘I shall plant poppies!’ cried one, dancing off.


‘I shall grow mignonette and candytuft,’ sang another joyfully.


‘What will you plant, Mary?’ asked a third.


‘I shall ask the fairies to give me some seeds!’ said Mary.


‘Oh Mary, Mary, quite contrary, ask a fairy, ask a fairy!’ shouted the children rudely. ‘Why don’t you buy seeds like us? You never do as we do!’


Mary went to the fairies she knew, and asked for some seeds.


‘Oh, dear! We’ve nothing that’s any good for flowers!’ said the fairies. ‘We’ve given those to the gnomes to plant!’


Suddenly a little fairy laughed. ‘Here’s three bagfuls of pixie-seeds,’ she said. ‘The pixies grow the strangest things. Plant these, and see what happens. You won’t get flowers, I’m afraid, but you may get something exciting!’


Mary took them and ran off. When she got to school next morning, she began to plant her seeds.


‘Whatever seeds are you planting, Mary?’ asked the children curiously. ‘Oh, do look! She’s got a bag full of the tiniest tiny shells! What is the good of planting those? They’ll never grow!’


‘And see!’ cried another. ‘Here’s a bag of teeny-weeny things that look like bells! Oh Mary, Mary, quite contrary, you are silly!’


The third bag held curiously shaped and curiously coloured seeds, which looked like nothing in particular. Mary planted all three bagfuls of seeds in rows.


On the day of the prize giving, teachers and children flocked to the gardens to see who should win the prize. The little gardens were bright and colourful with roses and candytuft, poppies and snapdragons.


‘Now let’s go to Mary’s garden!’ laughed the children, running over into the corner where her garden was. There was Mary, looking in astonishment at it!


‘Oh Mary, Mary, quite contrary, how does your garden grow?’ cried the children.


Mary laughed a happy laugh, and clapped her hands.


‘With silver bells, and cockle shells, and pretty maids all in a row!’ she answered.


And sure enough she was right! For there grew a row of little green plants each with a silver bell swinging from it – and there grew a row of the finest, shiniest cockle shells – but best of all, there sat a row of the dearest, darlingest little girl dolls ever seen anywhere out of Fairyland!


‘Pixie-seeds! Pixie-seeds!’ cried Mary, dancing up and down in delight, and laughing at the astonished faces of the children.


And, of course, you can guess whose garden won the prize, can’t you?
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The Spick-and-Span Stone


ONCE THERE WAS a little gnome called Pinkie, who was always in a muddle. His bed was never made, his dishes were always dirty, his mats were full of dust and his garden was full of weeds. He could never find anything either. If he wanted the cloth to wipe up, he would spend an hour looking for it under all sorts of things. If he wanted to write a letter, he could never find his pen.


His neighbours were fed up, because when Pinkie really couldn’t find something, he borrowed theirs, and lost that too, which was dreadfully annoying.


In the end, nobody took any notice of him. Nobody asked him to parties. Nobody called on him. They weren’t going to bother with an untidy little gnome any more. Pinkie was very miserable, and wondered what he could do about it.


Then one day he went for a walk and passed old Mother Bumble’s cottage. She had been ill in bed, and now she was trying to put her cottage straight. Pinkie saw an odd person going up her front path. He was long and thin, with big flapping feet and a big nose. Mother Bumble seemed very pleased to see him and he went inside.


‘That looks like the Flip-Flap Man,’ said Pinkie. ‘I wonder what he’s gone to Mother Bumble’s for?’ He peeped in at the window and saw a curious sight. They were standing in the parlour, and on the table was a big yellow stone.


‘That is my spick-and-span stone,’ explained the Flip-Flap Man. ‘Now, we’ll soon get your cottage nice and tidy for you, Mother Bumble!’


He stroked the stone with his hands and sang in a funny, high voice, ‘Oh, spick-and-span stone, we’ll leave you alone. And while we’re away, work hard, I pray.’ Then he and Mother Bumble went out. Pinkie watched them go.


Then he stared in surprise! For the spick-and-span stone swelled and hummed like a top. And all the dust on the table and chairs went rushing out of the window and past Pinkie’s nose, and bits of fluff flew up the chimney, and the brass shovel and candlesticks suddenly shone dazzlingly bright, and the books all straightened themselves, and even the tablecloth pulled itself straight.


Pinkie’s mouth fell so wide open that he nearly swallowed a pile of dust that came whisking out of the window. Then suddenly the spick-and-span stone became smaller and stopped humming. Its work was done. Everything was tidy.


Pinkie thought of his own untidy cottage, and how nobody was friends with him any more. He longed to have the spick-and-span stone.


But I know the Flip-Flap Man wouldn’t lend it to me, he thought. Nobody lends me anything now. I’ll borrow it without asking, and give it back afterwards.


And the bad little gnome slipped in through the window, snatched the stone, and ran home with it without anyone seeing him. He put the spick-and-span stone on his untidy table and stroked it. Then he sang in a little high voice, ‘Oh, spick-and-span stone, I’ll leave you alone. And while I’m away, work hard, I pray.’ He slipped out into the garden, and waited until the humming noise made by the stone stopped. Then he went indoors.


‘Did ever you see such a lovely room!’ he cried. ‘Thank you, Spick-and-Span!’


He took it into his bedroom, and it did the same there. Then he put it in the garden, and it tidied up in a marvellous manner. Pinkie couldn’t see how it was done, because things flew about so. He took it in, and put it on his mantelpiece.


‘I don’t think I’ll return you just yet,’ he said. ‘I’ll borrow you a bit longer.’


Now, that was being naughtier still, and Pinkie knew it. In the morning he got up late, and untidily got his breakfast. ‘I needn’t bother to wash up,’ he said, grinning. ‘Spick-and-Span will do it for me. It can make my bed too.’ He put the stone on the table. ‘Oh, spick-and-span stone, I’ll leave you alone. And while I’m away, work hard, I pray.’ Then he went out and waited.


It seemed to him that the stone hummed rather strangely – very high and shrill. It sounds as if it were angry, thought Pinkie uncomfortably.


When it stopped humming, he went into his kitchen. It was very tidy – very, very tidy. Pinkie was astonished. ‘Where are my plates and cups?’ he said. ‘Where’s my kettle? Where are my books? And where are my apples and sweets?’


Then he stared in surprise – for there they all were, stacked in a neat pile on a very high shelf that Pinkie never used.


‘Bother!’ he said. ‘That’s a silly trick. You’ve been a bit too tidy, Spick-and-Span! I’ll take you back!’ But the stone wasn’t there. It was gone, and the table was bare!


‘That’s odd!’ said Pinkie. ‘I suppose it’s gone back to the Flip-Flap Man.’


He went out to buy a ladder to reach the very high shelf. It cost him a lot of money, and he was very cross. When he got home, he took down all his things and put them in their proper places. The room looked so nice that Pinkie decided to go and ask Pippit, his neighbour, to come for tea. He got two cups and saucers out and a tin of cocoa, and he put the kettle on to boil. Then he ran to Pippit’s house, and Pippit, having noticed Pinkie’s tidy garden, decided Pinkie was trying to be good, and said he would come back with him.


Pippit was most surprised to find everything so tidy. But Pinkie was even more surprised at something. His cups and saucers, his kettle and the cocoa were gone! Quite gone! He couldn’t think where to.


‘Dear me, Pinkie, why ever do you keep all your things on that very high shelf?’ Pippit said suddenly.


Pinkie looked up. There was everything, piled up on that shelf! And when he went to get them down he found his ladder was up on the shelf too! Dear, dear!


‘I’ll have to buy another ladder,’ said Pinkie, rather frightened, and off he went, leaving Pippit to go back home again, very puzzled. Pinkie bought another ladder and hurried home. He climbed up it, and brought everything down again. And all the time Pinkie could hear a funny little humming noise!


That’s the stone! he thought, and it sounds like it’s laughing at me! If only I could find it, I’d soon take it back! But though he hunted everywhere, he couldn’t find it. And everything kept vanishing to that very high shelf! If Pinkie left so much as a knife out of place, it would be gone next minute, and he’d have to climb up and get it. He had to make his bed too, because if he didn’t the bedclothes would vanish to the shelf. He had never worked so hard, nor been so tidy, in his life before. And all the time he heard the stone laughing.


At last, when Pinkie had to buy a third ladder, because the other two were whisked up to the shelf again, the little gnome grew desperate. ‘What shall I do?’ he said groaning. ‘The spick-and-span stone will ruin me.’ He looked round his kitchen. Somewhere that stone was laughing. He could hear it, humming merrily.


‘If only I could find you!’ said Pinkie. ‘You wouldn’t be here a minute longer! But I don’t dare to go to the Flip-Flap Man without you. He might turn me into a black beetle or something – and that would be dreadful!’


But the more he thought about it, the more he felt he ought to go and confess the naughty thing he had done. Besides, it was terrible to live with a magic stone; you never knew what it was going to do next. So Pinkie set out for the Flip-Flap Man’s cottage. He knocked gently, and almost wished the Flip-Flap Man was not at home.


But the Flip-Flap Man opened the door, and Pinkie nervously told him what he had done. Pinkie cried and said he was very, very sorry indeed.


‘And please, Mr Flip-Flap Man,’ he begged, ‘will you take your stone back?’


‘All right,’ said the Flip-Flap Man. ‘I think you have learnt your lesson for taking it. But mind, Pinkie, even if I do take it back, it will leave its magic behind, and if you’re untidy you may still find things flying up to that very high shelf!’


‘I’ll never be untidy again,’ said Pinkie, and he really meant it.


The Flip-Flap Man went home with him. And there was the spick-and-span stone in the middle of Pinkie’s kitchen table! The Flip-Flap Man put it in his pocket and said goodbye. Pinkie heard the stone humming loudly, as if it was very happy.


And after that Pinkie was as tidy as could be, and everyone was delighted. There was just one time that Pinkie was untidy – and that was the day he didn’t brush his hair and had a hole in his stocking. What do you think happened? Why, he found himself whisked up on the shelf, and there he had to stay till Pippit called and got him down! I don’t wonder he tries very hard to be tidy now, do you?
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