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The Story of Dilly and Daffo

DILLY AND Daffo were elfin twins, and they lived in Wishing Wood with old Witch Gruffles. They didn’t live with her because they liked to, but because they had to. You see, she had captured them when they were babies. She had found them all alone in their buttercup cradle, and had taken them off with her to be her servants.

As they grew up she taught them to sew. She was the sort of witch who sold magic hats, cushions, sheets and curtains. She would say a spell over a cushion as it was being made, and then whoever put it beneath his head would have pleasant dreams.

Witch Gruffles was very, very bad at sewing, and very good at spells. And, she thought to herself, what’s the use of putting an expensive spell into a badly made cushion? I should never sell the cushion, and the spell would be wasted!

So now you see why she taught Dilly and Daffo sewing. Elves are always clever with their fingers, and witches are usually clumsy, so Dilly and Daffo soon became very useful. In fact, as the witch rarely allowed them to do anything else but sew for her, they quickly became so clever at making all sorts of wonderful things that fairies came from far and near to buy them.

But Dilly and Daffo were very unhappy. They had no friends at all.

‘Everyone seems to think we must be horrid if we live with a witch!’ said Dilly.

‘They think we will weave nasty spells over them, and we wouldn’t,’ sighed Daffo.

‘Could we run away, do you think?’ whispered Dilly.

‘What would be the good?’ whispered Daffo. ‘We haven’t any friends to run away to, and no one would help us in case Witch Gruffles came along and put a spell on them, and changed them into beetles or something.’

‘Oh, dear! Well, let’s be ever so nice to the fairies and elves who come to buy,’ said Dilly. ‘Then, perhaps, one day we will make a friend.’

But it wasn’t a bit of good. All the fairies, elves, pixies and gnomes were too much afraid of old Witch Gruffles to pay any attention to the smiling elves. They just chose what they wanted, paid for it quickly and hurried away as fast as they could.

‘She isn’t nice,’ said the fairies shudderingly. ‘She ought to be sent away from Fairyland, but, as long as no one can say for certain whether she uses bad spells as well as good ones, she will have to stay.’

One day a pixie came in to buy a frilly pleasant-dream cushion. He said something that made Dilly and Daffo feel most excited.

‘Thank you,’ he said, as he paid Witch Gruffles for the cushion. ‘Did you know that the fairy queen is passing through Wishing Wood next week? She will go through Birch Tree Glade just near here. You will see her if you watch.’

The fairy queen! Dilly and Daffo had never seen her, but they had heard all about her, and loved her. They felt most excited when they knew she was coming so near to them.

‘Oh, please may we go and watch for her and welcome her?’ they begged Witch Gruffles. ‘There will be elves and fairies and pixies and gnomes cheering her as she goes, and all the trees will put on their new green leaves to welcome her. We’d like to welcome her too.’

‘Well, you just won’t,’ snapped the witch, who didn’t like the fairy queen at all. ‘You’ll stay indoors, because I shall want you to help me with a spell.’

Dilly and Daffo looked very disappointed, but they would have been more miserable still if they had guessed what the spell was the witch was going to use – for it was a spell to capture the fairy queen.

‘And I won’t let her go till she promises me half the gold in Fairyland!’ chuckled the witch to herself, and began to lay her plans.

Dilly and Daffo were also making plans, for they had thought of a good idea. They had been to Birch Tree Glade to see what it was like, and had found the grass full of quaint yellow flowers, just like long trumpets. Nearby danced some windflowers with little frills of green round their necks.

The yellow flowers were talking among themselves as Dilly and Daffo came up.

‘We do wish we were beautiful!’ they sighed, ‘but whoever saw such ugly fellows as we are! Just long, sticking-out trumpets – no pretty frills like the anemones have! We would like to be pretty and to give the queen a good welcome!’

Dilly and Daffo listened. Then they carefully looked at the quaint flowers – and the same thought struck them both.

‘We can make you pretty!’ they cried. ‘We’ve got some yellow stuff for making cushions at home, and if you like, we’ll make you each a darling little frill and sew it round your necks. Then you’ll be as pretty as can be!’

They had to make the frills when Witch Gruffles wasn’t looking, and they put their very tiniest stitches into them. Then the evening before the queen was expected, they ran to Birch Tree Glade and sewed the yellow frills round each flower’s neck. You can’t think how lovely they looked. They looked quite different and were so pleased that they began dancing merrily in the breeze.

‘The yellow doesn’t quite match,’ said the elves, ‘it’s a bit paler, but never mind, you look simply lovely. Now we must go, as Witch Gruffles wants us to help with a spell.’

Off they went, and the flowers waited anxiously for the queen. To their great astonishment she came much sooner than they had expected – for when the moonlight was streaming down, she floated into the glade as light as thistledown.

‘Welcome! Welcome!’ they cried, nodding their yellow heads. ‘We thought you weren’t coming till the dawn! Oh, welcome, welcome!’

‘Why, you perfectly lovely things!’ cried the queen in delighted astonishment. ‘I’ve never seen flowers like you before!’

Then the flowers told her about Dilly and Daffo, and how kind they had been in sewing frills on, and the queen was most interested.

‘I really must go and thank them,’ she said. ‘Where do they live?’

The flowers told her, and off she went with her court to find the elves.

But as she got near to the witch’s cottage, she heard sounds of crying and weeping coming through the night, and stopped to listen.

And then what do you think she heard? She heard Dilly’s voice, and it cried, ‘You wicked Witch Gruffles! How dare you make a spell to capture our dear queen!’ 

And then Daffo’s voice came, ‘You very wicked witch! I won’t help you in your bad spell! I love the dear fairy queen!’

‘THEN I SHALL CHANGE YOU INTO BEETLES!’ came the witch’s voice, very angry indeed.

‘We don’t care!’ cried the elves – and just at that moment the queen, suddenly realising what was happening, gave the signal to her court, and the Lord High Chancellor ran forward and wrenched open the door of the cottage.

And there was Witch Gruffles just going to turn the poor little elves into beetles! But in a trice she was caught and bound, and the chancellor told her if she spoke one single word she would be turned into a beetle.

‘You are two dear little brave elves,’ said the queen, ‘and I’ve come to thank you for sewing such beautiful frills round my flowers. Your work is so lovely that I would like you to come back to the palace with me, to do all the palace sewing. Do you think you would like to?’

‘Oh, Your Majesty, yes, yes, yes!’ squeaked Dilly and Daffo, jumping up and down with joy; and the queen took them along with her that very same night, and very useful indeed she found them. They have lots and lots of friends now. As for old Witch Gruffles, she was sent away from Fairyland and has never been back since.

You can find the flowers that Dilly and Daffo made frills for, every springtime. They make the frills every year, and sew them on so beautifully that only if you have fairy eyes can you see the stitches. They are named after Dilly and Daffo – and, of course, you’ve guessed what they are – the dancing golden daffodillies that grow so brightly in your garden and mine!
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Mr Very-Smart

THERE WAS once a little girl called Belinda whose mother was ill and very poor. Their landlord, Mr Very-Smart, came along one morning and said if they didn’t pay the rent before five o’clock that afternoon, he would turn them out into the street.

Belinda didn’t know what to do! I’ll go to the wise woman, she thought at last. Perhaps she can help me.

So off she went. When the wise woman heard Belinda’s story she was sorry.

‘I have no money to give you,’ she said. ‘But see – here is a money spell. If you can work it out, you will get a sack of gold.’

Belinda took the piece of paper gladly, and hurried home. On the way she met Mr Very-Smart, and she told him about the money spell.

‘A money spell!’ said Mr Very-Smart greedily. ‘Here, give the paper to me. I’ll make the sack of gold come – a little girl like you couldn’t work a difficult spell like this.’

‘Please give my paper back to me,’ begged Belinda, who knew quite well that Mr Very-Smart meant to take all the gold, if any came. But Mr Very-Smart wouldn’t. He began to read the spell. This is what it said: ‘Find as many white pebbles as there are petals on a wild rose; mix them with as many drops of honey as there are legs on a spider; stir as many times as there are wings on a bee; then sing the next seven magic words as fast as a blackbird sings his evening song. Then, lo and behold! A sack of gold will appear!’

Mr Very-Smart found six white pebbles; he borrowed some honey from a neighbour and put six drops of it on to the pebbles; then he stirred the mixture twice.

Now, how does a blackbird sing? he wondered, for he had never in his life listened to a bird singing. ‘Oh, it’s a big bird, so I expect it sings quickly.’

He chanted the seven magic words very fast indeed – and, oh my! What do you think happened? He was suddenly caught up by a huge wind and swept away! Belinda watched him go – and he never came back!

‘He did the spell all wrong,’ she said. ‘He made the wrong magic come, and it’s taken him away. Now I’ll try!’

Belinda knew how many petals a wild rose had – do you? So she fetched five round white pebbles, not six. Then she poured eight drops of honey on to them, for, of course, a spider has eight legs, not six. And how many wings has a bee? Do you know? Belinda did, for she had used her eyes. She stirred the mixture four times, not twice, and then slowly and sweetly she sang the seven magic words, for she had often listened to the blackbird in the evening time, and knew exactly how he sang. He never hurried his song.

When she had finished there was a BANG! The pebbles and honey disappeared and in their place stood a fat sack. Belinda peeped inside – it was full of gold!

She dragged it home, and how delighted her mother was!

Now I wonder – could you have worked that spell as Belinda did?
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The Pig with a Straight Tail

THERE WAS once a pig whose tail was as straight as a poker. This worried him very much, because all the tails belonging to his brothers and sisters were very curly indeed.

‘Ha!’ said his little sisters. ‘Look at Grunts! Whoever saw a pig with a straight tail before?’

‘Ho!’ said his big brothers. ‘Look at Grunts! Whoever saw a pig without a kink in his tail before?’ Poor Grunts was very much upset about it.

I really must get my tail curly somehow, he thought to himself. Now what can I do?

He thought a little while and then he trotted off to old Dame Criss-Cross.

‘Sometimes her hair is quite straight and sometimes it is curly,’ he said to himself. ‘I wonder what she does to it. I will ask her.’

So he knocked on her little front door with his trotter. Dame Criss-Cross opened it, and was most surprised to see Grunts there.

‘What do you want?’ she asked.

‘I want to know how to curl my tail,’ said Grunts. ‘I know you curl your hair, so I thought perhaps you could tell me.’

Dame Criss-Cross laughed till the tears came into her eyes. Then she went into her bedroom and fetched a great big curling-pin, the biggest she had got.

‘Here you are, Grunts,’ she said. ‘Let me put your tail into this curling-pin and it will curl beautifully.’

She rolled Grunts’s tail up in the pin, and, oh, dear, it did hurt! Grunts groaned loudly, but he so badly wanted a curly tail that he put up with the pain like a hero.

Off he went back to the pigsty, and, dear me, how all the big pigs and little pigs roared with laughter to see Grunts with his tail done up in a large curling-pin.

Next morning, Grunts ran off to Dame Criss-Cross again, and she undid it for him. Oh, what a fine curly tail he had! It twisted itself up like a spring, and Grunts was terribly proud of it. He stood with his back to all the other pigs whenever he could, and they admired his tail very much, for it was even curlier than theirs.

But then a dreadful thing happened. It began to rain. Grunts took no notice, for he didn’t mind the rain at all; but his beautiful curly tail got wet and all the curl came out!

‘Your tail’s straight! Your tail’s straight!’ cried all the pigs, crowding round him. Grunts looked over his back, and, sure enough, his tail was as straight as a poker again.

‘Oh, bother!’ said Grunts in dismay. ‘It’s no good putting it into curlers, that’s quite plain. Now what shall I do?’

‘Go to Tips the pixie and get her to put a curly spell in your tail,’ said the biggest pig of all.

So off went Grunts to Tips’s little cottage and banged at her door with his trotter.

‘What do you want, Grunts?’ she asked.

‘Can you put a curly spell in my tail?’ asked Grunts. ‘It’s so dreadfully straight.’

‘Well, I’ll try,’ said Tips doubtfully. ‘But I don’t know if I’ve a spell that is strong enough. Your tail is really too straight!’

She fetched a blue bowl and put into it six strange things – a golden feather with a blue tip, a spider’s web heavy with dew, a centre of a young daisy, the whisker of a gooseberry, a hair from a red squirrel and a spoonful of moonlight taken from a puddle. Then she stirred the mixture up together, singing a little magic song.

‘Now turn round and put your tail in the bowl,’ said Tips. ‘The spell will make it curly.’

So Grunts turned round and put his straight little tail into the blue bowl. The pixie stirred the mixture all over it, and gradually it became curlier and curlier. Tips was delighted.

‘It has made it curly,’ she said. ‘But I don’t know how long it will stay like that, Grunts.’

‘Will rain change it?’ asked the little pig.

‘No,’ said Tips, ‘I don’t think so. My, you do look fine!’

Off went Grunts back to the pigsty, and all the pigs admired him very much. But – wasn’t it a pity? – the sun came out and shone down so hotly that poor Grunts’s tail began to go limp again! And soon it was just as straight as ever. The sun had melted away the curly spell.

‘Well, I’m sure I don’t know what to do!’ said Grunts in dismay.

‘What’s the matter?’ asked an old witch who happened to be passing by. So Grunts told her his trouble.

‘Oh, you want a very, very strong spell,’ said the witch. ‘You had better come to me – I can give you one that will make your tail very curly indeed.’

Now, the wicked old witch didn’t mean to do anything of the sort. She just wanted to get hold of Grunts and make him into bacon. But Grunts didn’t know she was wicked, and he felt most excited.

‘Come to me at midnight tonight,’ said the witch. ‘My cottage is in the middle of Hawthorn Wood.’

So that night, at just about half past eleven, Grunts set out. It was very dark, and when he got into the wood it was darker still. Grunts began to feel frightened.

Then something made him jump terribly.

‘Too-whit, too-whit!’ said a loud voice.

‘Too-whoo, too-whoo!’ said another. Grunts gave a squeal and began to run.

He didn’t know it was only a pair of owls calling to one another. Then something else gave him a fright. The moon rose and looked at him through the trees.

‘Ooh!’ squealed the little pig. ‘What is it? It’s a giant’s face looking at me!’

He stumbled on through the wood, quite losing his way. Suddenly he heard two voices nearby, and against the light of the moon he saw two witches.

‘Have you seen a little pig?’ asked one.

‘No,’ said the other. ‘Why?’

‘Oh, one was coming to me to get his tail made curly!’ said the first one, with a laugh. ‘Silly pig! He didn’t know I was going to catch him and make him into bacon!’

Grunts crouched down in the bushes, and stayed quite still until the witches had gone away. All his bristles stood up on his back with fright, his tail curled up with fear, and he shivered like a jelly.

What an escape I’ve had! he thought. Ooh, that wicked old witch. I’ll go straight home as soon as it’s dawn.

So when day came he looked around him, found the right path and scampered home as fast as he could. Wasn’t he glad to see the pigsty. But what a surprise he had when he got there!

‘Oh, your tail is lovely and curly!’ cried all his brothers and sisters. ‘Did the old witch put a spell on it?’

‘No,’ said Grunts in surprise, looking at his curly tail in delight. ‘Now whatever made it go like that? Why, I was almost frightened out of my life!’

‘It was the fright that made your tail curl!’ said an old pig wisely. ‘That’s what it was! Didn’t you feel something funny about it last night?’

‘Now I come to think of it, I did,’ said the little pig. ‘Oh, my, what a funny thing! I escaped the old witch, got a terrible fright and a curly tail! I wonder if it will last.’

Day after day Grunts looked at his tail – and so far it is still as curly as ever. He is so pleased about it, of course!
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The Hey-Diddle Pie

IN THE end cottage of Pinniky Village lived old Dame Criss-Cross. She was just like her name, the crossest old woman that anybody had ever met. The pixies, gnomes and elves tried to like her, but oh, dear me, it was very hard work!

Just beyond her cottage the common began. It was a lovely stretch of gorse bushes, heather and fine, springy grass. Bluebells grew in the dells of the common, and in the autumn blackberries ripened in thousands on the brambles.

It was a lovely place for the children of the pixies and gnomes to play. They used to go there every day and shout and laugh from morning till night.

Old Dame Criss-Cross didn’t like children. She hated to hear their jolly voices, and when she heard them laugh, she frowned till her forehead was nothing but wrinkles.

‘Drat those children!’ she said. ‘Why can’t they go and play somewhere else!’

When a ball came rolling into her garden, the children didn’t dare to fetch it, and there it had to stay. They were all afraid of Dame Criss-Cross, and even when little Silver-Toes fell down and made his knee bleed, they wouldn’t go to her cottage to ask for help.

One day, when Dame Criss-Cross was just walking out of her garden gate to go shopping, a crowd of pixie children came tearing round the corner and bumped right into her. Dame Criss-Cross was sent spinning and sat down with a bump. Her basket went one way and her bonnet went another.

The pixies were sorry and frightened. They hadn’t meant to knock the old woman over, of course. They picked up her basket and her bonnet, and gave them to her.

‘You naughty, wicked pixies!’ said the old dame, shaking her stick at them. ‘You did that on purpose, so you did! Well, you’re not to come past my cottage any more, do you hear? If you do, I’ll punish you!’

The pixies said nothing, but they ran home to their parents. The only way to get to the common was past Dame Criss-Cross’s cottage – and surely they might still play among the heather and the gorse!

‘Of course you shall!’ cried the folk of Pinniky Village. ‘Don’t you take any notice of Dame Criss-Cross! We’ll send her a letter that will make her shiver and shake in her shoes!’

Then Trippit, the elfin schoolmaster, wrote a letter and this is what he said:

Dear Dame Criss-Cross,

If you scold our children, we will come and turn you out of your cottage, and you will never be allowed to live here again. The pixies did not mean to knock you over, and they are sorry they did. They will come and play on the common each day as they always do, and if you try to stop them, we shall punish you!

When Dame Criss-Cross got that letter, how she shivered and shook! She knew quite well that if she did punish the pixies or elves, their parents would complain to the queen, and she certainly would be turned out of Pinniky Village!

So she had to let the children run past her cottage as usual, and they played happily on the common all day. But the old dame frowned and brooded, and wondered how she could revenge herself on Pinniky Village.

At last, she put on her cloak and her bonnet, took her broomstick to ride upon – for she was half a witch – and went flying away to see her old friend, Mother Grumpy. She told her all her troubles, and Mother Grumpy listened.

‘Ah!’ said her friend. ‘So you want my help, do you? Well, Dame, I’ve a Hey-Diddle spell here that will do just what you want! It will spirit all those pixie children away, and they will never be heard of again. And no one will know you’ve had anything to do with it!’

‘Give it to me!’ begged Dame Criss-Cross eagerly. 

‘You must let me have ten gold pieces,’ said Mother Grumpy. ‘It is not a cheap spell.’

Dame Criss-Cross sighed and opened her bag. Ten gold pieces were all she had in the world – but she gave them to Mother Grumpy.

‘Where is this Hey-Diddle spell?’ she asked. Mother Grumpy went to a cupboard and took down a bottle full of green powder.
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