





[image: Book cover for Perfect Pet Stories by Enid Blyton, with small stars scattered across the background. A group of cartoon animals, including a dog, a cat, a fish in a bowl, a hedgehog and a turtle, stand on a podium, each holding a first-prize ribbon. A turtle and a snail carry trophies on their backs. Around the book’s title are a snail, a bird and a small rodent. At the top of the cover, a circular badge reads ‘Over 25 stories’.]












Look out for all of these enchanting story collections by Enid Blyton


Animal Stories


Animal Adventure Stories


Christmas Bedtime Stories


Christmas Stories


Christmas Tales


Christmas Treats


Christmas Wishes


Cosy Bedtime Stories


Fireworks in Fairyland


Five-Minute Stories


Five-Minute Magic Stories


Five-Minute Summer Stories


Goodnight Stories


Magical Fairy Tales


Magical Stories


Nature Stories


One-A-Day Christmas Stories


Pet Stories


Rainy Day Stories


Sleepytime Stories


Spellbinding Stories


Springtime Stories


Stories for Bedtime


Stories for Christmas


Stories of Magic and Mischief


Stories of Mischief Makers


Stories of Rotten Rascals


Stories of Spells and Enchantments


Stories of Tails and Whiskers


Stories of Wizards and Witches


Stories of Wonders and Wishes


Summer Adventure Stories


Summer Holiday Stories


Summertime Stories


Tales of Tricks and Treats


Winter Stories









[image: Title page of ‘Perfect Pet Stories’ by Enid Blyton, illustrated by Mark Beech and published by Blyton Books. An animal sits smiling and holds a first?prize ribbon.]

www.hachettechildrens.co.uk












[image: A starburst in the middle reads “Bobs and the Basket”. Around it are birds, with some holding ribbons that read ‘Best’ and ‘First’. At the bottom, an animal is sitting and holding a first?prize ribbon. Small stars are scattered all around.]



Bobs and the Basket


THIS IS a story of Bobs the dog, and Gillian, his little owner. They hope you will like it. Every day Gillian went down to the farm to fetch the eggs, and Bobs went with her. They took a basket with them, and Bobs carried it there, and Gillian carried it back. Bobs was very proud when he took the handle into his mouth and trotted off beside Gillian!


Once Gillian bumped into the gate when she opened it coming home, and one of the eggs broke. It ran all over the bottom of the basket, and Bobs sniffed at it and thought how funny it smelt. After that, even when the egg dried up, the basket always smelt a bit eggy to Bobs.


Now, one day Gillian’s mummy said to her, ‘Will you go shopping for me today? I am going to be very busy in the garden, and it would be a help if you could go and get the butter from the dairy, and ask for my shoes at the cobbler’s, and fetch my brooch from the jeweller’s, if it is mended.’


‘Oh, yes, Mummy, I’d love to do that!’ said Gillian joyfully. ‘That will be a treat for me, because I don’t usually go shopping by myself.’


‘Well, here is a purse full of money,’ said Mummy, and she put it at the bottom of the basket. ‘Take care of it. And here are two letters to post. Take Bobs with you, if you like.’


‘Bobs! Bobs!’ called Gillian. But Bobs didn’t come. He had gone for a walk by himself, just to see how many different smells he could find. So Gillian set off alone, and went up the lane to the village, instead of down the lane to the farm. It was fun to go shopping!


She posted the letters. She came to the dairy, and bought the butter. It was big and yellow in its packet, and smelt of milk. Gillian opened the purse and paid for it.


Then she went to the cobbler’s and asked if Mummy’s shoes were ready.


‘Quite ready,’ said the cobbler, and he took off his glasses to look along his shelves of mended shoes. He found Mummy’s shoes, and wrapped them up in a piece of brown paper. ‘That will be three shillings and ninepence,’ he said.


So Gillian opened the purse again and counted out four shillings. She had some change. Do you know how much? Yes, you are quite right, she had threepence! Back went the pennies into the purse.


Then she went to the jeweller’s. He lived at the clock shop, and Gillian loved all the clocks and watches ticking away so busily there. When they chimed and struck all at once she was happier still. First one clock struck the hour, then another and another, until there were twenty at once.


‘Is my mummy’s brooch mended?’ Gillian asked.


‘Yes, I think it is,’ said Mr Brown, and he hunted in his big drawer. He took out Mummy’s lovely blue brooch. ‘Yes, the pin is mended again. I will put the brooch into a little box and you can take it back. Be careful with it because it is a very nice brooch.’


‘Yes, I know,’ said Gillian. ‘It is Mummy’s favourite brooch. Daddy gave it to her one Christmas.’


She watched Mr Brown put the brooch into a tiny box that had white cotton wool in it. It did look nice there. Mr Brown gave it to Gillian and she put it into her basket.


‘How much is that?’ she asked.


‘One shilling, please,’ said Mr Brown. So once more Gillian opened the purse and took out a shilling. There was plenty of money left there to take back to Mummy.


Now the basket seemed quite full. There was the butter in it, the parcel of shoes, the box with the brooch in, and the purse. Now just one more thing – she had to ask if Daddy’s paper had come.


It had – so that went in at the top of the basket. And now it was time to go home.


‘I’ll just go past the toyshop on my way home,’ said Gillian. ‘I haven’t got any money of my own to spend, but it would be fun to look in the window and see if there are any new dolls there.’


So she crossed the road very carefully, and went to look in the toyshop. She put the basket down beside her and gazed in at the window. There was a fine new doll there with red hair, dressed in a green frock with green sandals. There was a new ship with a red sail, and a big humming top sitting by a large box of coloured bricks.


Gillian was so interested in everything that she didn’t see a naughty boy coming up quietly behind her. She didn’t notice him looking at her basket. She didn’t see him picking it up and running off with it! Poor Gillian!


When at last she turned round to go home, she couldn’t see her basket anywhere! It was quite gone!


Gillian stared round in dismay. ‘Where’s my basket?’ she cried. ‘I put it down here, I know I did! Oh, somebody must have taken it! And it had Mummy’s beautiful brooch in it – and her money – and her shoes. Oh, dear, oh, dear, whatever shall I do?’


The poor little girl was so upset. She didn’t know whether to go hunting for her basket, or whether to go home and tell Mummy all about it. It was really dreadful.


At last she made up her mind to go home. So with tears in her eyes she set off to tell Mummy how the precious basket had been stolen by somebody.


But I don’t know who, thought Gillian. I didn’t hear anybody at all. Oh, I do wish Bobs had been with me, then this wouldn’t have happened!


Where was Bobs? Well, he had wandered up the lane, sniffing at everything. He had gone into the village to see if his friend Rover was anywhere about. He had walked into the butcher’s shop to see if any bones had fallen on the floor. He was having a fine time.


‘And now I’ll just go along to the sausage shop and have a smell at the sausages,’ said Bobs. He knew quite well it wasn’t any good hoping for a sausage or two. The sausage man didn’t like dogs, and it was really quite difficult even to sniff at the window there.


So down the street to the sausage man’s went Bobs. Standing looking in at the window was a boy. He was wondering if he should go in and buy some sausages. He was the boy who had stolen Gillian’s basket, and he had found the purse inside, and wanted to spend some of the money.


The basket was standing beside him. Bobs ran up and sniffed at it. He always sniffed at baskets and boxes.


The more Bobs sniffed the more surprised he was. Woof! he thought to himself. This basket smells just like ours! There’s that eggy smell at the bottom where the egg once broke. And there’s a smell of the mistress’s shoes. And just here, on the handle, is a smell of Gillian’s little hand. How very strange!


As Bobs stood there sniffing the basket, the boy made up his mind not to buy sausages. So he popped the purse back into the basket, picked the basket up and went off with it.


Bobs followed him, very puzzled. The boy heard the patter of his feet and shouted at him.


‘Go away, dog! Don’t follow me like that!’


‘Woof!’ said Bobs, and went on pattering behind the boy. He gave a little growl, and this frightened the boy.


Woof! thought Bobs. How is it that Gillian has given this bad boy her basket? I am sure she ought not to talk to boys like this, or to give them her basket. There is something wrong here.


So he went on following the boy. The boy didn’t like Bobs behind him and he began to run. Bobs ran too. The boy ran faster. Bobs galloped like a small horse. It wasn’t a bit of good that boy trying to run faster than Bobs!


At last the boy turned into a yard and ran to a shed, where he meant to hide the stolen basket. He felt in his pocket for the key to open the shed. It had got tangled up in some string and the boy put the basket down to untangle it.


‘Woof!’ said Bobs, pleased. ‘My turn to have this basket now!’ And quick as lightning the little dog took the handle into his mouth and scampered off with the basket!


‘Hie! Hie!’ yelled the boy angrily. ‘Come back, you bad dog!’


But you may be sure Bobs didn’t come back!


‘Stop him! Stop him!’ shouted the boy to two men. ‘He’s got my basket!’


The two men he was shouting to ran at Bobs. But he ran through one man’s legs and bumped him over, and he growled so loudly at the other that the man was too frightened to touch him.


Down the street ran Bobs, round the corner, and back to the village. Then through the village he went, until he came to the top of the lane. And there he really had to put the basket down because it was so heavy! He was only used to carrying it when it was quite empty. Now that it was full it hurt his mouth very much.


But he was very plucky. He wasn’t going to give up, you may be sure! So after a bit he picked up the basket again and ran down the lane with it. And who should he come up with at the gate of Green Hedges but Gillian! Yes, poor Gillian had just got home and was wondering how to tell Mummy about the lost basket.


‘Woof!’ said Bobs, making rather a strange sound, because he had the basket in his mouth. ‘Woof, Gillian!’


Gillian turned round. She saw Bobs – and she saw the basket. Her face went red with joy, and she gave a squeal.


‘Bobs! You wonderful dog! Where did you get my basket? Oh, how very, very clever of you!’


‘Woof, woof!’ said Bobs modestly. ‘It was quite easy. But you really shouldn’t give bad boys your basket to carry.’


‘I didn’t!’ said Gillian. ‘I was looking in the toyshop window, and somebody ran off with it without my knowing. Oh, Bobs, thank you so much. You are the best dog in the world.’


Well, that is the tale of Bobs and the basket. Wasn’t he clever? You won’t be surprised to hear that Gillian went to the butcher’s and spent her Saturday penny on a large bone for him, will you! He did enjoy it!
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Gilbert and His Friends


GILBERT LIVED in a little cottage with his father and mother, and on his way to school each day he passed a big field. In this field the farmer kept his horses, and Gilbert used to climb on the gate and watch them.


There was Short-Legs the pony, a brown animal with a long tail. There was Blossom, a big horse with a brown and white coat, and Sturdy the colt, a two-year-old horse who had done very little work so far. Sometimes Captain, the carthorse, was in the field too. But more often he was away down at the farm, helping the farmer to plough his fields, or to take loads of carrots and swedes from one place to another.


Blossom often used to take the farmer to market, and then she was saddled, and Mr Straws, the farmer, rode her off at a trot. She liked going to market. Sturdy the colt longed to go too – but he had no shoes on his feet, so he was not allowed to go on the hard roads. He had to stay in the field and play.


Short-Legs the pony belonged to the farmer’s wife and her little girl Ann. Sometimes he used to draw the little pony-cart for Mrs Straws and Ann, and sometimes Ann rode him. Gilbert knew all the horses and their names, and when he called them they would come trotting over to him, neighing to tell him how pleased they were to see him!


Gilbert sometimes gave Blossom a carrot and sometimes an apple. He kept pieces of sugar for the pony, and if he found a swede in the lane, dropped from the cart, he would save it for the colt, or for old Captain the carthorse. The horses loved him.


One day Mr Straws the farmer was very much upset. Dick, his helper, was ill, and there was no one to catch Blossom and take her to the smith to have new shoes. She had lost two the day before, and the farmer could not ride her to market the next day unless she had new ones. But who could he send to the smith’s with Blossom? He could not go himself.


He went to the field – and then he saw Gilbert, who was on his way home from school. Gilbert was giving the pony a lump of sugar that he had saved from his breakfast cup of cocoa.


‘Hi, Gilbert!’ said the farmer. ‘Do you think you could catch Blossom for me and take her to the smith’s? Dick’s ill and can’t go with her, and I haven’t the time.’


Well! What do you think of that! Gilbert almost fell off the gate with joy.


‘Yes, Mr Straws, of course I will!’ he said. He opened the gate and ran up to Blossom, who had wandered away. She let him catch her and put a rope halter on. Then, very proudly indeed, the little boy led her out of the field, down the lane and into the village to the smithy. How all the other children stared to see him! How lucky he was to lead a big horse to the smith’s all by himself!


‘Please, Mr Straws says will you shoe this horse?’ asked Gilbert. The smith nodded and blew up his fire. Before long he had made and fitted four beautiful new shoes, and there was Blossom, stamping her feet in pride, for each hoof had a bright new shoe!


Gilbert led Blossom back to the farm.


Mr Straws was very pleased. ‘You are a good lad,’ he said. ‘I see you can manage horses well. Now, whenever you want to ride to town for your mother’s shopping, let me know, and you can saddle Short-Legs the pony, and ride on him!’


Gilbert thanked Mr Straws, and ran home in delight to tell his mother what a big boy he had been. And now, if you meet a happy little boy trotting along on a pony called Short-Legs, you’ll know who he is – Gilbert! Isn’t he lucky!
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The Tale of Mary’s Frock


ONCE UPON a time there was a little girl called Mary. She lived on a farm where there were many, many sheep. In the spring of the year, little lambs were born, and how Mary loved them! They were such dear little skippitty creatures, and frisked about all over the place, wagging their tails and baaing in their little high voices.


One mother sheep had three lambs, and Mary’s father said that was too many. A mother sheep could only manage two. What was to be done with the third little lamb?


‘Oh, Daddy, let me have him!’ begged Mary. ‘Oh, do please let me have him for a pet. I will feed him out of a bottle and take care of him, really I will!’


‘Very well,’ said Mary’s father. So the little lamb was given to Mary, and she was so proud of him. He was the dearest, tiniest little creature, full of fun, and soon became as tame as the old farm cat.


Mary fed the little lamb five times a day at first, out of a baby’s bottle, which she filled with warm milk. The lamb drank the milk greedily. He liked it very much. He grew and he grew. He followed Mary about all over the place. He would not leave her for a minute. You know the rhyme about him, don’t you?


‘Mary had a little lamb,


 With fleece as white as snow,


And everywhere that Mary went


 The lamb was sure to go!’


He even wanted to go upstairs to bed with Mary, but Mother said no, he was certainly not to go up the stairs. It was bad enough having him trotting in and out of the house, and nibbling at her ferns on the windowsill, without having him jumping up on the beds too.


So the lamb had to let Mary go upstairs to bed alone, and he slept in the garden outside. But as the weather grew warmer, he slept in the field with the others, and what games he had with the dozens of naughty little lambs there!


The lamb grew fast. His coat was thick and woolly. He was a fine little fellow, and still he followed Mary everywhere! Mary’s granny laughed to see him. She lived in a little cottage down the road, and very often when Mary came to see her and ran into her little kitchen, the lamb came trotting in behind her too! Click-click-click went his little hooves on the tiled floor.


‘Mary,’ said her granny one day, ‘next year that lamb of yours will have to be shorn, for his coat will be as thick as can be. It is growing into a fine fleece already. Now, if you will tell Daddy to keep his wool separate from the others I will wash it and comb it and card it and spin it for you, so that you may have a woollen dress made of it. Wouldn’t that be fine?’


‘Oh, Granny, how lovely!’ cried Mary in delight. ‘I would so like to have a dress made from the wool that my little lamb grows on his back!’


All through that winter the lamb grew a thicker and thicker coat. He grew big too, so that he looked almost a sheep, but he still behaved like a little lamb, and followed Mary everywhere. He even followed her to school one day and how all the children laughed to see Mary coming in with the lamb trot-trotting behind her!


One day in June, Daddy took Mary’s lamb and sheared off the woolly coat from its back. What a funny, bare little creature it looked after that! But it seemed pleased to be without its thick, heavy coat and pranced off in glee. Daddy took the wool to Granny. There was quite a big pile of it.


Granny knew all about preparing wool. She washed it carefully, and then she dried it in the sun. How fine and soft it was! She showed Mary the many, many hundreds of little woolly hairs that made up the fleece.


Granny worked hard at the wool. It took her a long time. She sat all day at her old spinning-wheel, and showed Mary how she worked it. Mary tried to work it too. It was not difficult. It was lovely work, she thought.


Soon Granny had spun all the wool into threads or strands. Now she would knit Mary a woollen dress! But first it must be dyed a pretty colour. Granny got some blue dye and mixed it with boiling water. All the wool went into it. Then it was taken out and dried. What a lovely blue colour it was!


Granny made the warm woollen frock for Mary in time for her birthday. The little girl put it on, and it fitted her beautifully. How proud she was! She danced to school in it and showed it to everyone. ‘Look!’ she cried. ‘I have a frock made of the wool that my pet lamb grew on his back!’


‘How lucky you are, Mary!’ cried everyone. And I think she was too, don’t you?
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Ginger Really Is a Help


BOBBY TOOK his kite out into the garden to fly it. ‘It’s such a lovely windy day,’ he said. ‘Kite, you will fly right up to the clouds today.’


He unwound some of the ball of string. The cat next door, who was sitting on the wall, saw him, and jumped down at once – it loved playing with string.


‘Now, you go away, Ginger,’ said Bobby, who wasn’t very fond of animals. ‘I don’t want you tangling up my string and messing it about. Cats can’t help to fly kites, so go away.’


But the cat wouldn’t go away. It waited till Bobby had put the ball of string on the ground for a minute while he went to look at his kite – and then it pounced on the string. Bobby gave a shout.


‘Didn’t I tell you NOT to play with my string! Go back over the wall, Ginger. You are a nuisance of a cat. Last week you sat on my garden just when my seeds were coming up – and this week you tangle my kite string!’


The cat leapt away at Bobby’s shout. But it sat and watched while the boy threw the kite into the wind and then let out some of the string.


It was a fine kite with a long tail. It liked the wind and flew into the air, tugging and pulling at the string.


‘Up you go, kite, up you go!’ cried Bobby in delight. The wind was very strong and the kite pulled hard. Bobby let out the string as fast as he could.


But suddenly a knot came, and he looked down at the string. ‘Bother! Now I’ll have to undo a knot. Wait a bit, kite. Don’t pull so!’


But the kite wanted to go much higher and it gave such a sudden pull that Bobby felt the ball of string jerked right out of his hands! It fell to the ground, unravelled a little – and then, as the wind took the kite along, the ball of string rolled down the garden, bumping along at top speed!


‘Oh, stop! Oh, I’ll lose my kite! Mother, I’ve dropped the ball of string! Oh, stop, string!’ cried Bobby.


But the kite, feeling nice and free, was glad to fly off in the wind, dragging its string behind it! The ball came to the wall and ran up it. It caught on a rambling rose and stuck there for a few minutes. Bobby ran to it and almost grabbed it – but it got free and hopped right over the wall, dragged by the flying kite!


‘Oh, DEAR! Now the string has gone into the field!’ shouted Bobby. ‘I’ve got to go over the wall too – I’ll never catch it! I’ll lose my kite!’


Ginger the cat was watching everything in great surprise. What was happening? He saw the ball of string rolling down the garden – he saw it swing up the wall and get caught on a thorn. Then over the wall it went and disappeared.


Ginger was puzzled. Where had it gone? Had it suddenly come alive? What fun to chase it! Bobby was chasing it, so why shouldn’t he?
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