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Amelia Jane and the Sailor Doll

Once a new sailor doll came to the playroom where Amelia Jane and the rest of the toys lived. He was such a chatterbox.

‘You know, sailors have adventures, plenty of them,’ he said. ‘And you should just hear mine . . .’

‘We don’t want to,’ said Amelia Jane. ‘You’ve told us about twenty times already.’

‘You’re the rudest doll I’ve ever met,’ said the sailor doll huffily. ‘Well, as I was saying – one day when I was out at sea in my ship – I was the captain, of course – an enormous storm blew up, and the ship rocked to and fro, to and fro, just like a . . .’

‘Rocking-horse,’ said Amelia Jane with a giggle.

‘Please be quiet,’ said the sailor. ‘Well, I somehow steered the ship to land and everyone was saved. Another time I went out in a lifeboat to rescue two people who couldn’t swim. I got a medal for that. Look.’

‘It’s not a medal,’ said Amelia Jane. ‘It’s a button you picked up at the back of the toy cupboard. It’s been there for ages.’

‘I don’t believe you’ve ever been in a ship or a boat,’ said the clockwork mouse. ‘You just talk and talk.’
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Well, the sailor doll wasn’t going to stand any rudeness from the mouse and he chased him all round the room. Then he made a face at Amelia Jane and turned his back on her. He began talking all over again.

‘How can we stop Sailor from going on and on about adventures I’m sure he never had?’ said the teddy bear. ‘He’s like a record that won’t stop.’

Well, Sailor went on like that till a day came when the children took the toys out to the garden for a picnic. They took little chairs and tables too, for the toys to sit on, and gave them tiny cups of lemonade and plates full of biscuit crumbs. The toys really enjoyed themselves.
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After the picnic the children went indoors and left the toys by themselves. They were beside the little round pond where water lilies floated on the water. Amelia Jane wanted to take off her shoes and paddle in the water. She called to the sailor doll.

‘Come on, Sailor! You love the water, don’t you? Let’s paddle up to our knees – and you could take off your suit and have a swim if you wanted to.’

‘I don’t want to,’ said the sailor.

‘You could sit on a water-lily leaf and have a very nice time,’ said Teddy.

‘Don’t be silly,’ said Sailor.

‘Well, just come and wet your toes,’ said Tom the soldier. ‘Come on – you’re always talking about what a wonderful life it is on the water – here’s plenty for you!’
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‘I’m sleepy,’ said the sailor doll. ‘Leave me alone. I wish there was somewhere soft and cosy to curl up on – I’d have a nap in the sun.’ 

Amelia Jane stared at him and a wicked look came into her eyes. ‘I know what you can do!’ she said. ‘Look!’

She took hold of the toy table and turned it upside down. She took some small cushions off the toy chairs and tucked them into the upside-down table. It looked a bit odd with its four legs sticking up into the air.

‘A nice cosy bed for you!’ said Amelia Jane to Sailor. ‘Get in and have a nap. You do look tired.’

Sailor was surprised to have so much kindness from Amelia Jane. He got into the table-bed and lay down. He yawned loudly. ‘Nobody is to disturb me,’ he said.

‘No, your Majesty,’ said the clockwork mouse with a giggle. Sailor frowned and closed his eyes.

‘Don’t disturb him,’ whispered Amelia Jane to the others. ‘Let him fall fast asleep.’ They were all puzzled. Why was Amelia Jane being so nice to the sailor doll? Nobody liked him much. ‘I’ll tell you in a minute,’ she whispered.

Soon the sailor doll began to snore. He often snored, and usually Amelia Jane pinched him to stop him. But she didn’t this time. She tiptoed to the table-bed and smiled all over her face. She beckoned to Teddy, Tom and the clockwork clown.

‘We’ll carry the upside-down table to the pond,’ she whispered. ‘And we’ll set it floating on the water like a little boat. Whatever will he say when he wakes up?’

The clockwork mouse giggled so loudly that the bear gave him a sharp push. ‘Be quiet! You’ll wake Sailor!’

Very gently the four toys each took one leg of the table and carried it to the pond. They set it down on the water and Amelia Jane gave it a push. It floated off beautifully to the middle of the pond, bumping into a yellow water lily as it went. The goldfish were very surprised. They popped their red noses out of the water and had a good look.

‘There he goes,’ said Amelia Jane, with a chuckle. ‘He’s got a boat at last! Hallo, Captain! Hey, Captain, wake up, you’re on a voyage to far lands!’

The sailor doll woke up with a jump. He frowned. Hadn’t he told the toys he wasn’t to be disturbed? He turned over crossly on his cushions, and put one hand out over the edge of the floating table.

He got a sudden shock. Goodness! He had put his hand into something cold and wet! He sat up in a hurry.

He gazed around in fright. He was bobbing on the pond! Goodness gracious, what had happened! Why, the land seemed a long, long way away! He saw the toys standing on the edge of the pond, laughing.

‘How did I get here?’ he shouted. ‘Save me, quick!’

‘You’re the captain of your boat!’ shouted Amelia Jane. ‘You’re sailing far away. You’re having an adventure! Ooooh – mind a storm doesn’t blow up!’

‘I don’t like it!’ wailed Sailor, clinging to one of the table legs. ‘I feel sick.’

‘He’s seasick,’ said the clockwork mouse.

‘No, pond-sick,’ said Teddy with a grin. ‘Our brave and wonderful Sailor, who has been through so many marvellous adventures, feels seasick on the pond. Hallo – here comes the rain!’

Plop, plop, plop! Great raindrops fell on Sailor. The wind blew a little and ripples came on the pond. The table-boat bobbed up and down and sailed all by itself into the very middle of the water lilies.

‘Help! Help!’ yelled Sailor. ‘I shall drown! I shall fall in and drown!’

‘Swim then!’ shouted Tom, enjoying himself. ‘Swim like you say you do when you go and rescue people.’

‘I can’t swim!’ wailed Sailor. ‘I can’t, I can’t! Save me!’

‘The table’s bobbing about on those little waves – I think it will turn over,’ said the clockwork clown. ‘Hey, Sailor! Your boat may sink! Get out and sit on one of those water-lily leaves – they are nice and flat!’

Sailor really was afraid that his table-boat would sink. He jumped on to a big, flat water-lily leaf. He sat down on it – and immediately it started to sink beneath him, and there he was, sitting in the water, yelling at the top of his voice.

‘Goodness. He’ll drown! He really and truly can’t swim, for all the tales he’s told us!’ said the bear suddenly. ‘Look, he’s slipping off that leaf – he’s right in the water!’
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And will you believe it, the plump old teddy bear suddenly plunged into the pond and began to swim as fast as he could towards poor old Sailor! Wasn’t it brave of him?

Sailor clutched hold of him and Teddy swam back, puffing and panting. All the toys crowded round. They patted Teddy on his dripping wet back, and told him he was very, very brave.

‘I’ve had an adventure now!’ said Teddy, trying to squeeze water out of his furry little ears. ‘I swam out and saved somebody.’

‘Yes. But your adventure is a true one and Sailor’s never are,’ said Amelia Jane. ‘Are they, Sailor?’

Sailor was standing all alone, his clothes making a puddle of wetness round his feet. He looked very much ashamed of himself. ‘Thank you, Teddy,’ he said in a small voice. ‘You were very brave – braver than I’ve ever been.’

‘That’s the way to talk!’ said Tom, pleased. ‘Come on – the sun’s out again, so you and Teddy can sit in this sunny corner and get dry. Whatever will the children say when they find you dripping wet?’

Well, both Teddy and Sailor were dry when the children came back – but the little table still floated upside down on the pond! How surprised they were to see it there.

‘Cushions in it too!’ they said. ‘What have the toys been up to?’

The toys didn’t say a word, of course, but Amelia Jane looked even naughtier than usual.

And now when Sailor forgets himself and begins one of his tales, Teddy interrupts at once, in a very loud voice, and begins his own tale.

‘Once I swam out to rescue a silly sailor doll who couldn’t even swim. It was a wonderful adventure for me. I’ll tell you all about it.’

And then, of course, Sailor stops boasting at once and creeps away. A sailor doll who can’t swim! He will never, never be allowed to forget that.

What naughty things you do, Amelia Jane! How ever do you think of them?
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Amelia Jane’s Hair Goes Flat!

One day Amelia Jane quarrelled with the clockwork clown, who was playing with the picture bricks very nicely and quietly all by himself in a corner. He was making a picture of some hens in a farmyard, and was turning each brick over and over to find bits of hens to fit into his picture.

Along came Amelia Jane and looked at the half-made picture. ‘I’ll help you,’ she said.

‘I don’t want any help, thank you,’ said the clockwork clown very politely. ‘I like making pictures all by myself.’
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‘Don’t be mean,’ said Amelia Jane, who did love poking her nose into what other people were doing. ‘Let me help. Look – that brick shouldn’t be there; I’m sure it shouldn’t. It should be over here.’

She took hold of a brick that the clown had neatly fitted into place and put it somewhere else. It was quite wrong.

The clockwork clown glared at Amelia Jane. ‘It should not be there,’ he said, and put it back into its place.

‘I tell you it should,’ said Amelia Jane, and she picked it up again. ‘Look – that bit of hen’s tail goes on to this bit of brown body.’

‘Amelia Jane, you’re wrong, and even if you were right I wouldn’t want you to help,’ said the clown crossly. ‘I do like making pictures by myself. Go away.’

‘Shan’t!’ said Amelia Jane.

‘You jolly well will!’ said the clown angrily. ‘I’ll push you to the other side of the nursery.’

‘You couldn’t. I’m too big,’ said Amelia Jane.

This was quite true. Amelia Jane was far too big to push. So the clockwork clown turned his back on her, said something rude under his breath, and went on with his brick picture by himself.

Amelia Jane was angry. ‘If you don’t let me help, I’ll throw all your bricks out of the window!’ she said.

‘You won’t!’ cried the clown in horror.

‘I just will!’ shouted Amelia Jane, quite losing her temper. And do you know, she picked up two bricks and threw them straight out of the window!

The clown was angry and dismayed. His lovely bricks! Now he couldn’t make his picture. He was so cross that he picked up a brick and threw it straight at Amelia Jane.

Then, as you can imagine, Amelia Jane went quite mad. She picked up all the bricks one by one and threw them right out of the window! Not one was left. The clown and the rest of the toys stared at Amelia Jane in horror. What would the children say when they found all their lovely picture bricks out on the grass?

‘Look!’ cried the clown suddenly. ‘It’s beginning to rain! Just look!’

So it was. The first big raindrops began to come down, splish-splash. Amelia Jane went rather red. She knew that rain spoilt things.

‘It’s going to pour, simply pour!’ said the teddy bear. ‘And I know what’s going to happen to those bricks. The paper on them, that makes the pretty picture, is going to get soaking wet and peel off. Then there won’t be any picture. That’s what’s going to happen.’

‘Oh, Amelia Jane! It is tiresome of you!’ said Tom. ‘Just because you lost your temper with the clown you spoil all the lovely bricks. You deserve to be punished.’

For once, in a way, Amelia Jane was ashamed of herself. She liked the picture bricks, and had often made the hen picture, the dog picture, and the rabbit picture. Now they would all be spoilt.

‘I’ll go out and bring in the bricks!’ she cried suddenly. ‘Yes, I will. I’m sorry I threw them out now, but I didn’t know it was going to rain!’

‘You’ll get soaked!’ cried the bear. But Amelia Jane didn’t listen. She ran to the door and down the passage to the stairs.

‘Amelia Jane! At least put something over your head!’ cried the clown.

But Amelia Jane wasn’t going to stop for anything. She never did! Down the stairs she ran and into the garden. And my word, how the rain did pelt down! The raindrops hit Amelia Jane very hard!

‘Don’t!’ cried Amelia Jane – but they didn’t stop, of course, and Amelia Jane couldn’t fight raindrops. She ran to the bricks and began to pick them up as fast as she could. They kept tumbling out of her arms, and she had to pick them all up again. The rain went on and on pouring down, and soaked Amelia Jane from head to foot. All the bounce came out of her hair and it hung down like rats’ tails!
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At last Amelia Jane had all the bricks and she went indoors again. When she came into the nursery the toys cried out in horror: ‘Amelia Jane! You are dripping wet!’

‘Yes,’ said poor Amelia Jane, ‘and I do feel cold and horrid. Here are the bricks. They are rather wet too. What are we going to do with them?’

‘I’ll put them into the hot cupboard on the landing and let them dry slowly,’ said Tom. ‘Help me, Bear. And you had better take off your wet things, Amelia Jane, and put on a nightie or something, so that your clothes can be dried in the hot cupboard too.’

Whilst the toy soldier was taking the bricks to the hot cupboard, Amelia Jane took off her wet things. She put on her nightie and a coat, and felt a bit warmer. The bear took her wet clothes to be dried in the hot cupboard.

‘What about your hair?’ asked the clown, feeling it. ‘Goodness! Isn’t it wet! And all the bounce has come out, Amelia Jane. It looks awfully flat and funny!’

‘Perhaps the bounce will come back when it’s dry,’ said Amelia Jane anxiously. ‘Get a towel, Clown, and help me to dry it.’

So the clown, the toy soldier, the other dolls, the bear and even the clockwork mouse all took a turn at rubbing Amelia Jane’s wet hair. Soon it was quite dry and Amelia Jane brushed it out. But, alas! It was now as straight and as flat as a poker, without a single wave anywhere! The rain had spoilt all the bounciness.

Amelia Jane cried. ‘I have been asked to a party tomorrow. The children were taking me with them to Judy’s birthday party. And I can’t possibly go with hair like this. I look such a fright! Oh, dear, I do wish I hadn’t thrown those bricks out of the window like that! Then I wouldn’t have needed to go out in the rain and get them.’

The toys really felt sorry for Amelia Jane. She didn’t look a bit like herself, sitting there with flat hair and a very miserable face.

‘Well, Amelia Jane, you were very silly,’ said the bear at last. ‘But it’s a pity if you have to have two punishments for one silliness – having your hair all straight and missing a party too! I wonder if we could curl it for you. How is hair curled, I wonder?’

‘In curlers,’ said Tom. ‘A little girl once came to stay the night here and I saw her nanny putting her hair in curlers.’

So the toys hunted for curlers but they couldn’t find any at all, which was not surprising, for there were none in the house. Then the clockwork mouse had an idea.

‘What about curl-papers?’ he squeaked. ‘I know people sometimes use bits of paper to twist hair up in, and we could do that to Amelia Jane.’

So they hunted for an old newspaper, or paper of any sort – but there wasn’t a piece to be found at all! Amelia Jane was quite in despair.

Then the clown looked into the toy cupboard and saw the kite lying there, with its long tail made of twisted bits of paper.

‘Look!’ he cried. ‘Just the very thing! Kite, may we borrow your tail, please? We will put all the papers back tomorrow.’

Well, the kite had seen how Amelia Jane had run out into the rain to get the bricks, so he was quite willing for his tail to be used. The toys spent a long time untying the twists of paper that made his tail, but at last they had finished. And then they had some fun twisting Amelia Jane’s long straight hair up in the bits of paper. Soon, she looked very funny indeed, with curl-papers all over her head!

‘There! It won’t be long before your hair is all nice and curly again!’ cried the clown.
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Amelia Jane kept the curl-papers in for a long time. In fact, she wouldn’t take them out – and the children came into the nursery the next afternoon to look for her to take her to the party! How astonished they were to see Amelia Jane with curl-papers all over her head!

‘Goodness, Amelia Jane, who put those in?’ they cried. ‘What a funny sight you look!’ They took the curl-papers out – and you should have seen Amelia Jane’s hair! It was bouncier than it had ever been before, and when it was well brushed it did look nice.

‘You shall wear one of my very own hair ribbons!’ cried one of the children. So Amelia Jane went to the party very happily, wearing a bright red ribbon in her bouncy yellow hair.

‘I’ll bring you each back a sweet if I can,’ she promised the toys. ‘You’ve been really kind to me!’

And what about the curl-papers? Well, the children threw them into the waste-paper basket because, you see, they didn’t know that they had come off the tail of the kite! But the toys took them out of the basket, and, long before the children and Amelia Jane came back, they had tied the papers on to the tail of the kite again.

‘I guess no other kite has a tail that was used for curl-papers!’ cried the kite. And he was right!
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Poor Amelia Jane

Once it happened that some new people came to live next door to the house where Amelia Jane, the big, naughty doll, lived.

This was most exciting for the toys. They did enjoy looking out of the window and seeing all the new furniture being taken out of the van.

‘Oooh! What a big sideboard!’ said the teddy bear. ‘How will it go in at the front door?’

‘Gracious! There must be lots of children there!’ said Tom. ‘I’ve seen three cots go in already.’

‘One of them was a doll’s cot, silly,’ said Amelia Jane. ‘I wonder if the new people will do anything to the garden. It’s a dreadful mess.’

The new people did. They cut the grass and pulled up all the weeds. They pruned the trees and cut back the bushes. And then they dug a pond!

The toys were excited about that. ‘We haven’t a pond in our garden,’ said Amelia Jane. ‘Now on moonlight nights we can take the toy boats and go and sail them there. And I can paddle.’
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‘That will be fun!’ said the clockwork mouse. ‘I must be careful not to drop my key in the pond, in case I can’t find it again.’
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