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The Lively Snowman

DADDY CAME in from the snowy garden looking angry. He stamped the snow off his boots, and called to Mother.

‘Someone’s forced the shed door open in the night and half my tools are gone!’

‘Oh, dear!’ said Mother, looking worried. ‘That’s the second robbery. Mr Smith next door was robbed the night before. It’s a pity none of us has a dog!’

‘Oh, Mother, have our tools really been stolen?’ cried Patrick. ‘Daddy – are mine taken too?’

‘Yes, your small spade is gone and so is the fork I bought you,’ said his father. ‘If only I knew who the thief is! I’d hand him over to the police at once.’

‘Were there no footprints in the snow?’ asked Patrick’s mother.

‘No – fresh snow fell this morning,’ said her husband. ‘Any footprints would be covered up. Well – I must go and ring the police.’

Patrick went down to the bottom of the garden, where the tool shed was. The lock of the door was broken. The shed looked quite empty, because so many of the tools had been taken.

The thief came next door first – and then here – and I guess he’ll go to the next house as well, thought Patrick. That’s got a tool shed too.

The boy stood and thought hard. Suppose he came down that night and watched for the thief? He might see him and recognise him. Then he could tell the police who the man was. But how could he hide without being seen?

I know! Of course! I’ll pretend to be a snowman! he thought, beginning to feel excited. I’ll build one today with all the other children in the field at the back of our garden. I’ll build it quite near next door’s tool shed. And when the others have gone, and it’s getting dark, I’ll knock down the snowman we’ve built and stand in his place myself!

The more he thought about it, the better an idea it seemed! I can borrow an old white sheet out of the cupboard and drape it round me! he thought. I shall look as white as snow then. There’s a moon tonight. If the robber comes, he’ll think I’m just a snowman – and I’ll be able to see who he is. Dear me – I hope he comes!

So that morning Patrick called his friends, and they all began to build a big snowman. It took them quite a long time. They stuck an old hat on his head, and a pipe in his mouth. They gave him a stick in his snow hand. He really looked fine.

Patrick didn’t at all like knocking him to pieces when it began to get dark. The other children had gone home now. He was alone with the snowman. He worked hard, kicking him to bits so that he could stand in his place.

He fetched an old sheet from the house. Then he stood exactly where the snowman had been and wrapped the white sheet round him. He put the snowman’s hat on his head, and took his stick in his hand. He even put the snowman’s pipe in his mouth! It tasted horrid.

Then Patrick stood and waited. The moon came up. It shone down on the white snow everywhere. Patrick felt cold, and thought longingly of the bright fire in his house. He wished the thief would hurry up and come. And then he heard a little cough behind him! Someone was coming over the thick snow, across the field. Someone passed him and went to the hedge beyond.

‘Hello, Snowman,’ said a rough voice, and the someone gave Patrick’s snowman’s hat a tilt as he went by. It almost fell off. It startled Patrick and made him jump.

The man disappeared through the hedge. Patrick heard him fumbling at the lock of the tool shed there. There was a grating noise. Then a creak as the shed door was opened. The thief was inside, taking the tools!

Patrick hadn’t seen who it was. He thought he would creep towards the hedge and look over. Maybe he would see the man as he came out.

The sheet caught at his legs as he tried to walk in the snow. He struggled on – and then, at that very moment, the thief came through a hole in the hedge, carrying some tools that clinked softly.

‘Grrr!’ said Patrick, growling like a dog, though he really didn’t know why.

The thief stopped in great alarm. What? The snowman was moving towards him – and growling! Then Patrick lifted up his stick as if to hit the man.

That was too much for the thief! He fled through the snow, dropping some of the tools as he went. Patrick struggled after him, wishing he hadn’t wound the sheet so tightly round his knees. He growled all the time, ‘Grrr! Grrr!’

The thief went across the field and over the stile. Somehow Patrick followed. The thief gave a yell as he saw the snowman still following. ‘It’s coming after me! It’ll get me!’

And then a dark figure loomed up from the shadow of the hedge and took firm hold of his arm. ‘What’s up with you? What have you been doing in that field? Where did you get that spade and fork?’

Patrick was still struggling across the field. He saw the policeman’s dark figure and yelled out, ‘Catch him! He’s a thief! Catch him!’

So the policeman held on to the man till Patrick arrived panting. ‘My,’ said the policeman, ‘you look just like a snowman. Gave me a fright, you did!’

‘I pretended to be one,’ said Patrick, ‘to catch this thief! He stole my daddy’s tools last night – and he went to get the ones from next door tonight. I saw him.’

‘Ha! Good work!’ said the policeman. ‘You come along with me, you wretched thief – and you come too, Snowman, and tell us your story at the police station!’

Patrick did, of course. He went to the police station, still with the sheet round him and the snowman’s old hat on his head, looking very comical indeed. The policemen laughed when they saw him.

But the thief didn’t. He was taken away and locked up. And the very next day the police went to his home and found there all the tools he had stolen!

‘I’ve got my spade and fork back!’ Patrick told the other children. ‘And all because I was a snowman – a very lively snowman too – you should have just seen me get across that field!’

I’d like to have seen him, wouldn’t you? I would have been very surprised indeed to see such a lively snowman!
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Amelia Jane and the Ink

AMELIA JANE was in a very bad mood, and when Tom the toy soldier asked her to play with him, she pushed him away and started to quarrel with him.

‘You can’t play games,’ Amelia Jane shouted. ‘You are so foolish.’

‘I’m not foolish,’ said Tom.

‘Yes, you are,’ said Amelia Jane.

‘Stop it, you two,’ said the bear. ‘Don’t take any notice of Amelia Jane, Tom.’

‘It’s difficult not to,’ said Tom.

The toys began to talk together, but they wouldn’t talk to Amelia. When she was in one of her silly moods, they just took no notice of her.

She didn’t like that. ‘Be quiet, stop talking,’ she said. ‘I’m going to write a letter.’

‘Well, write it. We don’t care!’ said the bear. ‘Who are you going to write it to?’

‘Father Christmas,’ said Amelia.

‘Well, tell him to come and take you away and put you in his sack, and pop you into a stocking in some other nursery,’ said Tom.

Amelia Jane was angry. ‘You’re unkind,’ she said. ‘I shall write to him – but I shall ask him to come and take you away. So there. You’ll be sorry you were nasty to me then.’

Tom felt rather frightened. He wasn’t at all sure that Father Christmas might not do what Amelia Jane said.

‘Father Christmas never reads any letters unless they are written in ink,’ he said at last. He knew Amelia Jane only had a pencil to write with.

She looked at him. He said it so loudly that she thought it must be true. ‘All right!’ she said. ‘I’ll write my letter in ink then!’

The toys stared at her in horror. Not even the children in the nursery were allowed to write in ink. Their mother said they were not old enough. So the ink was always kept out of reach on the mantelpiece.

‘Amelia Jane! You’d never dare to write in ink!’ said the bear.

‘Wouldn’t I?’ said Amelia Jane. ‘Well, you just see! I shall write my letter in ink, with a pen, and I shall blot it properly and everything.’

‘You can’t reach the ink,’ said the bear.

‘I can,’ said Amelia Jane.

‘You’re not to,’ said the clockwork clown.

‘I just shall then,’ said Amelia Jane. She went to the coal scuttle and climbed up on top of it. From there she climbed on to the top of the nursery fireguard, which went all round the hearth.

Then she leant on the mantelpiece to try and reach the bottle of ink. She just could!

She edged it carefully towards her. Then she took the bottle into her hands.

‘I’ve got it!’ she cried. ‘Look!’

She turned to show the toys – and lost her balance! She fell off the guard on to the hearth rug – bump!

The bottle of ink flew into the air and then fell bang on to Amelia Jane’s head. Its cork shot out and the ink poured all over Amelia Jane’s face! Some went into her mouth. She spat it out at once. ‘Poof! It’s horrid!’

The toys stared at Amelia Jane in horror. Her face was blue all over. She did look funny. The toys didn’t like her at all. She didn’t look like Amelia Jane.

‘What’s the matter?’ said Amelia Jane, as the toys began to edge away from her.

‘We don’t like you. You’re all blue in the face now,’ said the bear.

‘As blue as the sailor doll’s trousers,’ said Tom.

‘You frighten me!’ squealed the clockwork mouse, and raced into the toy cupboard as if a cat were after him.

‘Don’t be silly,’ said Amelia Jane, trying to wipe her face with her hand. It made her hand blue. She stared at it and wondered what she looked like. There was a mirror over the bookcase. Amelia Jane pushed a chair by the bookcase, climbed up it and stood on the top of the bookcase. She looked at herself in the mirror there.

‘Oh! Oh!’ she squealed. ‘It isn’t me! It isn’t me! I’m somebody else! Oh, where have I gone? It isn’t me!’

The toys looked at her. Certainly Amelia Jane didn’t look like herself at all.

‘There’s only one thing to do, Amelia Jane,’ said Tom. ‘You’ll have to scrub your face!’

‘Yes, I will, I will,’ sobbed poor Amelia Jane, taking another look at herself in the mirror, and then scrambling quickly down to the floor. ‘Tom, get a scrubbing brush, quick.’

Tom went to the basin and climbed up on to the chair below. He knew there was a nailbrush there. He took it and rubbed it on the soap. Then he climbed down and went to Amelia Jane.

‘Shall I do the scrubbing?’ he asked. Amelia Jane nodded. So Tom began to scrub her face. How he scrubbed!

‘The soap’s gone in my eye!’ yelled Amelia Jane. Tom took no notice.

‘Now it’s in the other eye!’ sobbed Amelia Jane. ‘Don’t scrub so hard.’

Tom went on scrubbing. ‘You’re scrubbing my face away,’ wailed poor Amelia Jane. ‘Don’t scrub my nose so hard. Oh, it’ll come off, I know it will!’

All the toys stood round, grinning. They couldn’t help thinking that it was a very good punishment for Amelia Jane, after quarrelling with Tom so much, and trying to take the ink.

How he scrubbed! Amelia’s eyes smarted with the soap, but Tom wouldn’t stop until her face was perfectly clean again. All the toys cheered him on. At last his arm ached and he put down the nailbrush.

‘There,’ he said. ‘Now you’re all right.’

‘Thank you,’ sobbed Amelia Jane. ‘Oh, dear, oh, dear, why ever did I say I’d write in ink? Look at the mess on the hearth rug!’

Poor Amelia Jane had to set to work and scrub that clean too. She put the empty bottle of ink back on the mantelpiece, feeling very guilty.

‘You ought to look in your moneybox and put some money by the bottle to pay for some more ink,’ said the bear.

So Amelia Jane looked in her moneybox and put five coins on the mantelpiece by the bottle. The children found them there the next day, and they were surprised!

‘Where did this money come from?’ they wondered, and they turned to look at the toys. ‘Goodness – isn’t Amelia Jane’s face clean! Whatever has happened to it?’

They might have guessed when they found that their nailbrush was blue with ink – but they didn’t!

As for Amelia Jane, she told Tom she was sorry she had quarrelled with him – so one good thing came out of her naughty prank after all!
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He Was Much Too Clever!

THERE WAS once a rabbit who was very greedy. Nobody was pleased to see him popping in at teatime, for they knew that when he went there wouldn’t be a sandwich left on a plate or a bun in the tin.

‘Hoppitty is such a greedy chap,’ said the hedgehog. ‘If ever I see him coming along my way, I lock up my larder door at once.’

‘And I put all my cakes into a tin marked “Tea” and hope he won’t think of looking for them there,’ said the squirrel.

So, very soon, Hoppitty found that it really wasn’t much good popping in at teatime – for his friends never seemed to have anything to offer him. This upset him very much.

‘If only somebody would give a party!’ he said to himself. ‘A real good old-fashioned party, with heaps of jellies and trifles and blancmanges and sandwiches and chocolate biscuits and lemonade! If only somebody would!’

One day Hoppitty mentioned his idea of a party to Brock the badger.

Brock was a kind and generous animal, and he really loved being friendly to everyone. He listened to everything that Hoppitty said and nodded his striped head gravely.

‘Why don’t you give a party, Hoppitty, as you are so anxious to have one?’ asked Brock.

‘Well, you see, I’m very poor,’ exclaimed Hoppitty. ‘I’d love to give one, but it wouldn’t be much of a party, I’m afraid, Brock – just a few grass sandwiches, that’s all! Now, if you gave a party, my word, how grand that would be! How people would love to come!’

‘It might be a good idea,’ said the badger, who loved having all his friends around him. ‘Yes, I’ll give one, Hoppitty. You shall make out the list of guests and write the invitations, for I’m no good at that sort of thing. I’ll see to the food – you see to the other part.’

Hoppitty was delighted – especially as a very clever idea had come into his long-eared head!

‘Now, just suppose I ask all those animals who go to sleep for the winter!’ he said to himself. ‘They won’t be able to come to the party, of course – so when I arrive I’ll be the only guest, for I don’t sleep in the cold weather. And I can eat everything! My word, that is a good idea!’

He did a little jig of joy as he thought of it. Then he sat down to think again. ‘Whom shall I ask?’ he said. ‘Well now, Prickles the hedgehog sleeps in the wintertime, so I’ll ask him. And Dozy the dormouse does too – and so does Flitter the bat. That’s three. Then there’s Bushy the red squirrel. He’s nearly always asleep in the wintertime. And Slither the snake too. I found him asleep in the hollow tree last winter, so I know he doesn’t like the cold weather. Oh, and Croak the frog and Crawler the toad, of course! They sleep soundly in the wintertime!’

Very soon Hoppitty had sent out the invitations for the seven guests. He told Brock about them, but he didn’t tell the badger that each of the guests would be fast asleep by the time the party day came! Oh, no – Hoppitty was really being very clever.

‘Well, they sound all right,’ said Brock, pleased. ‘With ourselves, that makes nine. A very nice number for a party. And here is the list of things we’re going to eat, Hoppitty.’

He handed Hoppitty a list. The rabbit’s eyes nearly fell out of his head as he read it.

‘Twenty radish sandwiches. Twenty lettuce sandwiches. Twenty tomato rolls. Six chocolate blancmanges. Six trifles. Six pink jellies. Six yellow jellies. Two pounds of chocolate biscuits. Six jugs of sweet lemonade.’

‘Oh, fine, fine!’ said Hoppitty. ‘This will be the best party ever given in Bluebell Wood, Brock. You are really most generous. Now, what about the date? I think the first of November would be a good time.’

‘Very well,’ said Brock, who hadn’t much idea of time. ‘I’ve got a calendar on the wall of my den. I tear a day off each morning. I shall know when November the first is coming near. You can depend on me.’

All the guests answered their invitations, and they all said they would come. Hoppitty grinned when he read the letters.

‘They will all be fast asleep for the winter!’ he chuckled. ‘None of them will be able to come then – and I shall have the finest feast I’ve ever had. Brock will eat a few of the things, I dare say, but I’ll eat the most.’

Hoppitty could hardly wait till November the first. Frosts came in October, and the animals shivered. The last swallows left. The leaves fell, and a good many of the smaller animals began to feel very sleepy.

The hedgehog found a hole in a bank, lined it with moss and dead leaves, and fell fast asleep. The dormouse slept in a cosy hole underneath a tree root. The snake found a hollow tree and coiled up there with its brothers. The toad slept soundly under a big mossy stone, and the frog went down to the mud at the bottom of the pond. The squirrel decided to take a nap too, till a warm spell came, and the bat shivered and went to hang himself upside down in an old barn he knew.

November the first came at last – a fine, cold day with a round red sun in the sky. Hoppitty was tremendously excited. His sister had knitted him a new blue scarf to wear for the party, so he really looked very smart.

‘I’ll try and bring you home a lettuce sandwich,’ he promised her. ‘Now, it’s four o’clock – I must be off. My, there will be a spread in Brock’s den!’

He sped off, chuckling to think that all the other guests were fast asleep. How silly they were – and how clever he was!

He came to Brock’s hole. It was blocked up, but there was a bell pull outside. Hoppitty rang it and heard the bell jangling loudly. Nobody came to open the hole.

Hoppitty rang again. Still there was no answer. The rabbit was puzzled and cross. This was November the first and Brock should have got everything ready! Wherever was he?

‘Brock!’ shouted Hoppitty. ‘Do come and open the door! It’s me! Hurry, because it’s cold standing out here.’

There was no answer at all. Hoppitty began to pull at the bracken that was stuffing up the hole, but it was so firmly wedged in that he couldn’t move it.

‘I say, Brock!’ he called, drumming on the ground with his hind feet. ‘Come at once!’

A thin red nose poked out of a hole nearby, and Rufus the fox looked at Hoppitty with a sly grin.

‘Why do you want Brock?’ he asked.

‘Because he’s giving a party today,’ said Hoppitty, rather scared of the fox. ‘I can’t think why he doesn’t come to the door!’

‘But I can,’ said Rufus slyly. ‘He’s asleep.’

‘Asleep!’ cried Hoppitty. ‘You don’t really mean that?’

‘Of course I do,’ said the fox. ‘Don’t you know that badgers sleep in the wintertime, the same as hedgehogs and dormice and snakes? Brock stuffed up his hole two weeks ago, and he and his family are snoring away deep down at the bottom. I know because I’ve heard them. There won’t be any party today.’

‘Oh, dear!’ wailed Hoppitty in despair. ‘And I did so want a really good tea. I’m terribly hungry.’

‘So am I!’ said Rufus the fox, coming out of his hole. ‘I want a really good tea too – a rabbit tea!’

He shot after the frightened bunny, who ran for his life. He was very nearly caught, for the ends of his new blue scarf flew out behind him and the fox caught one of them in his teeth. But the scarf tore in half, and Hoppitty just managed to run down his burrow in time, startling his sister almost out of her skin when he rushed full tilt into her.

He told her all about the party, and how he had had such a good idea, asking guests that he knew couldn’t come.
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