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[image: The title page of 'Stories for Eight-Year-Olds', written by Enid Blyton and illustrated by Mark Beech. It features illustrations of several animals, including an elephant and three birds. One of the birds is perched on the 'T' in 'Stories', and it is singing. There's also a lollipop, a bowl of dessert topped with strawberries, an umbrella, a teapot, a trophy, a stack of books and an elf flying on the back of one of the birds.]
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Pockets in His Knees


‘Hey!’ cried Binky the elf to a bee flying by. ‘Give me a lift, will you?’


‘Where to?’ said the honey bee, slowing down a little, his strong wings fanning the air and making quite a draught.


‘I’ve got to take these parcels to Old Man Kindly,’ said Binky. ‘Very important. He wants them for a spell today.’


‘What’s in the parcels?’ said the bee, flying down beside Binky. ‘Are they heavy?’


‘No, small and light,’ said Binky. ‘Keep your feelers out of them now! We mustn’t even look inside!’


‘All right. I’ll take you,’ said the bee. ‘Hop on my back. But for goodness’ sake hold tight, because the last time I gave someone a lift – let me see, who was it now? Oh, yes, it was Bobo – he fell off, and as he fell a swallow snapped him up, thinking he was an extra large fly. Dreadful shock for him. He only just got away in time.’


‘I’ll certainly hold tight,’ said Binky, and he climbed on to the bee’s brown back. He took his parcels with him, but it was very difficult to hold them and to hold tightly to the bee’s back too.


‘Wait, wait!’ cried Binky in panic, as the bee’s wings began to whirr. ‘I’m not ready. I can’t hold on with both hands because of Old Man Kindly’s parcels.’


The bee stopped whirring his wings. ‘Put the parcels in a bag and sling the bag over your shoulder,’ he said sensibly. ‘Haven’t got a bag,’ said Binky. ‘Bother! I’ve dropped one of the parcels. Now I’ll have to get off and pick it up.’


‘We shall never be off!’ said the bee impatiently. ‘Put the parcels in your pockets, Binky.’


‘I haven’t any pockets either,’ said Binky. ‘What about you, bee? Haven’t you any pockets?’


‘Yes. But they are full already,’ said the bee.


‘Full! What of? And where are your pockets?’ asked Binky in surprise.


‘In my knees,’ said the bee. ‘Didn’t you know that bees have nice little pockets there?’


‘No, I didn’t,’ said Binky, peering over the bee’s body to look. ‘Yes, I can see them! What a funny place to have pockets! And whatever have you got in them? They’re full of yellow stuff.’


‘Yes. I’ve been collecting pollen to take back to the hive, to make pollen bread,’ said the bee. ‘I stuff it into my knee pockets. I was just going back to the hive when you called me.’


‘I say, bee – I suppose you wouldn’t empty your pockets and let me put my parcels in them, would you?’ said Binky. ‘Then I could have my hands free, and my parcels would be quite safe. I could hold on tightly.’


‘All right,’ said the bee, and he emptied all the yellow pollen from his pockets. ‘Now put your parcels in, but do be quick.’


Binky stuffed his tiny parcels into the bee’s pockets, then held on tightly as the bee rose into the air with a loud humming of wings. He flew with him to Old Man Kindly’s cottage set in the midst of the moorland. ‘Wait for me, and take me back, bee,’ cried Binky, and he disappeared into the cottage.


Old Man Kindly was delighted to see him and the parcels of magic for his new spell. ‘This is really very kind of you,’ he said. ‘Now what will you have as a reward for your kindness, Binky?’


‘Well, I don’t want a reward,’ said Binky, ‘but you could perhaps reward the bee who brought me and my parcels here, Old Man Kindly. He let me stuff my parcels into his knee pockets, so that I could have both hands free to hold on with.’


Old Man Kindly went out to the waiting bee. ‘I hear you have been helpful and kind,’ he said. ‘Look around you at my moorland. The heather is out and full of honey. Help yourself, bee, and take as much as you like!’


‘Heather honey!’ buzzed the bee joyfully. ‘Best in the world! Thank you very much indeed.’


And off he went to feast and to take back to his hive as much as he could carry. Binky went with him, enjoying licks of honey and a lovely ride.


‘Thanks for lending me your knee pockets!’ he said the bee. ‘I never knew you had any before!’


Did you know that a bee had pockets in his knees? You didn’t? Well, watch the bees coming and going to the flowers in your garden, and you’ll soon see how they pack the yellow pollen into their pockets. Isn’t it a clever idea?
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Mr Widdle on the Train


Once a month Mr Widdle went to see his old mother. He walked to the station, caught the train that went at ten o’clock, spent the day with her, and then came home by the four o’clock train.


And very often when he came home he looked as pale as Mrs Widdle’s front doorstep, and could hardly eat any tea at all. Then Mrs Widdle would shake her head and say, ‘Really, Mr Widdle, you are no good on a train journey. It does upset you so!’


‘I know why it upsets me,’ said Mr Widdle one day. ‘I always feel ill when I sit with my back to the engine. Now the other day I sat facing the engine and I was quite all right. Isn’t that strange?’


‘But, Widdle, dear,’ said Mrs Widdle, ‘if that is all that is wrong with you when you travel, we can soon put that right.’


‘How?’ asked Mr Widdle in surprise.


‘Why, whenever you get into a carriage and find you are sitting with your back to the engine, you must just lean forward to the person in the opposite seat and say, “Madam (or sir, if it’s a man), I wonder if you will be so kind as to change places with me, as I always feel ill if I sit with my back to the engine.” Then you will change seats and be quite all right.’


‘Oh, but I couldn’t say all that to a stranger,’ said Mr Widdle, who was a very shy man.


‘Oh, yes you can if you practise it,’ said Mrs Widdle. ‘Now pretend I am the person opposite, Widdle, dear, and say that speech to me.’


So Mr Widdle practised saying it till he knew it off by heart. He felt very pleased. Now he would always be able to change places with anyone, and could sit facing the engine and never feel ill. How splendid!


When the day came for him to go to see his old mother, he set off happily, but alas! When he arrived home again that night he looked just as pale as ever, and so ill that Mrs Widdle bundled him into bed at once.


‘I am disappointed in you, Widdle,’ she said. ‘I did think you would say that speech you practised.’


‘Well, my dear,’ said Mr Widdle, ‘it was quite all right when I caught the train at ten o’clock. I got into the carriage and sat down. I began to feel ill because I had my back to the engine, and so I leant over to the little boy opposite and said, “I wonder if you’d be so kind as to change places with me, as I always feel ill if I sit with my back to the engine.” And the nice little chap raised his cap and said, “Certainly, sir, I don’t mind at all.” So we changed places, and I felt as well as could be.’


‘Well, go on,’ said Mrs Widdle. ‘What happened coming home? Did you sit with your back to the engine then?’


‘Yes,’ said Mr Widdle.


‘But, Widdle, you are foolish!’ cried Mrs Widdle crossly. ‘Why didn’t you change places with the person opposite you again?’


‘I am not foolish!’ said Mr Widdle, his nose in the air. ‘I would have changed places – but there was nobody there to change places with!’


Then, to Mr Widdle’s surprise, Mrs Widdle began to laugh and laugh and laugh. ‘Oh!’ she said, wiping her tears away, ‘you are even more foolish than I thought you were!’


Poor Mr Widdle couldn’t think why. Can you?
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