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The Cloud-Kitten


A FUNNY thing happened to Joan and Ronald one day. They were playing out in the garden after dinner, when something made Ronald look up.


‘Look!’ he said to Joan. ‘There’s something falling from the sky! What can it be?’


They both watched. The something grew bigger and bigger – and then it landed with a bump on the grass! It mewed loudly.


‘Gracious! It’s a snow-white kitten!’ cried Joan in astonishment. ‘How could it have come from the sky?’


The kitten had landed neatly on its feet, as all cats do when they fall. It was very frightened and it lifted its little head and mewed to Joan and Ronald. Joan picked it up and cuddled it.


‘Go and get it a saucer of milk, Ronald,’ she said. ‘Poor thing – it’s terribly frightened. And I don’t wonder either, falling down from the sky like that!’


‘But, Joan, I can’t understand it,’ said Ronald, puzzled. ‘Where did it fall from? I didn’t see an aeroplane, or hear one either.’


‘Perhaps it is raining cats and dogs,’ said Joan. ‘Maybe we shall see a few more kittens and puppies, cats and dogs, tumbling down! Do go and get the milk, Ronnie.’


Ronald went. He came back carrying the saucer very carefully so as not to spill the milk. He set it down by the kitten. Then he looked up into the sky again to see if by any chance there was an aeroplane there. Perhaps an airman had taken the kitten up with him for luck, and it had jumped out. But no – there was no aeroplane at all.


‘There’s a rather funny little cloud in the sky,’ said Ronald. ‘It keeps sailing about here and there, backwards and forwards, in a way I’ve never seen a cloud sail before. Look – all the other clouds are going to the east. That little one is zigzagging about all over the place, taking no notice of the wind at all!’


The two children watched the cloud as the snow-white kitten lapped its milk. Then Joan gave a loud cry.


‘Look! The cloud is coming lower! Gracious, whatever is going to happen?’


Sure enough, the funny little cloud was coming lower. It came down far below the others, and at last stayed still right over the garden, just a bit higher than the house.


And then another peculiar thing happened. A thin, silky rope-ladder was thrown down from the cloud! It unrolled itself as it fell, and at last it reached the ground. It swayed a little in the wind, for it was made of some fine silken rope. The children stared in surprise.


Then down the ladder came a small figure dressed in some misty stuff that changed its shape just as clouds do. Right down the ladder came the little person – right to the ground. Then it jumped off the lowest rung and turned to face the surprised children.


‘What are you?’ asked Joan at last.


‘I’m a cloud-elf,’ said the little person, her misty dress blowing in the wind. She had the pointed ears of a fairy, green eyes and a mop of hair that shone like the sun. She smiled suddenly at the children, and they felt as if the sun had come out.


‘Do you live in the clouds?’ asked Ronald. ‘I never knew anyone lived up in the clouds before.’


‘Oh, there are a lot of things you don’t know,’ said the cloud-elf. ‘I came to look for my kitten. He fell off my cloud. I see you have given him some milk to drink. It’s very kind of you.’


‘We couldn’t imagine where he had come from,’ said Joan. ‘Isn’t it rather dangerous to keep him up on a cloud? Doesn’t he often fall off?’


‘Oh, no,’ said the elf. ‘He’s very good as a rule. But yesterday an aeroplane flew right through my cloud and made a hole in it. I mended it as best I could, but there was still a bit of a hole left, and the kitten must have tumbled through it. Is that what you did, Snowball?’


The kitten ran to the elf with its tail straight up in the air and mewed. It rubbed against the elf’s long legs and purred loudly.


‘You know, I did warn you about that hole,’ said the elf. ‘You’ve been lucky to fall down into the garden of such nice, kind children. You might have fallen into a pond – or even into the sea. And what would you have done then?’


The kitten jumped on to the elf’s shoulder and gently nibbled at her ear. ‘Isn’t it a dear little thing?’ said Joan. ‘I wish it was mine. Does it really live up in the cloud with you?’


‘Of course,’ said the elf. ‘I was lonely, you know, so I thought I’d get something to keep me company. And I got this kitten from my aunt.’


‘What do you do up in the sky?’ asked Ronald. ‘Just sail about on your cloud all day long?’


‘I have work to do,’ said the elf.


‘Work!’ said Ronald, surprised. ‘But what work can you do in the sky?’


‘Well, haven’t you seen the clouds that have a silver edge to them?’ asked the elf. ‘Who do you suppose paints that round the cloud, and polishes it to keep it bright? I do, of course!’


‘Do you really?’ said Joan, surprised. ‘I do wish I could see you doing it. I say – I suppose we couldn’t climb up your ladder and sit on your cloud for just a minute, could we? We wouldn’t fall through, would we?’


‘Not if I rub your feet with magic,’ said the elf. ‘Of course, if you go and tread in a hole, like my silly kitten did, you will fall through. But you must just be careful, that’s all.’


‘We’ll be awfully careful!’ promised the two children, feeling suddenly excited.


‘Come on then,’ said the cloud-elf. She led the way to where her ladder swayed over the grass. The kitten stayed on her shoulder as she climbed up the silken rungs of the rope-ladder. Joan went next and then Ronald. It was more difficult to climb than they had thought, because the ladder swayed about so. But at last they got to the cloud.


It was a funny cloud, rather like a big fat cushion, white, with blue shadows in it. The sun shone down hotly on the other side of it as the three of them climbed over the edge and sat down. The elf quickly rubbed them with magic to prevent them from slipping right through the soft cloud.


‘It’s very bouncy,’ said Joan, bumping herself up and down.


‘You’ll bounce yourself off if you’re not careful,’ said the elf. ‘Now, hold tight. We’re going up among the other clouds. Off we go!’


And off they went! The little cloud sailed up and up until at last it reached the other clouds. Then it sailed merrily along with them. The children were wild with joy.


‘Aren’t clouds beautiful!’ cried Joan as she looked round and down on great white clouds. ‘They look like fields of snow. And, oh, I do love the way they keep changing their shape. Elf, can you make your cloud change its shape?’


‘Of course,’ said the elf. ‘That’s easy. I’d get tired of having the same-shaped cloud every day. Look – watch our cloud change its shape now. I’ll make it go like a rose.’


And even as the children watched, the little fat cloud changed its shape and formed itself just like a big white rose. The elf pulled it out a bit here and there. She was very clever. The kitten helped too.


‘Now, Snowball, be careful! You nearly fell down that hole again!’ cried the elf. The children peeped down the little hole in the middle of the cloud. They could see the world far below. It was very strange.


‘The houses look just like doll’s houses, and the river is only a thin thread of blue,’ said Ronald. ‘I say – don’t take us too far, will you, elf? It’s getting near our teatime and Mother will be cross if we are late.’


‘Well, I’ll take you back now,’ said the elf. She swung the cloud round, and it went the opposite way!


‘We shall bump into the other clouds!’ cried Joan. But the elf was very clever. She steered her cloud in and out, and never once did they bump into another one.


Suddenly there was a loud whirring noise and the elf called out sharply, ‘Aeroplane coming! Look out!’


The children crouched down on the cloud, and the aeroplane roared by, making such a wind that the little cloud swayed about tremendously. The children had to hold tightly or they would have been blown off.


‘Gracious! That was a near squeak!’ said Joan, rather frightened. ‘I really think we’d better get back home now, elf, please.’


The cloud sailed along and then sank slowly downwards until it was not far above the roof of their house. The elf threw out the silken rope-ladder again.


‘Be careful how you go down,’ she said, holding it steady. ‘Goodbye. Thanks for being kind to my kitten. Look out for my cloud now and again, won’t you? I’ll always be somewhere about when you see a cloud with a silver edge, because I’m the elf that does those, as I told you.’


‘But how shall we tell which is your cloud?’ called Joan.


‘Listen – whenever I’m anywhere near you, I’ll always make my cloud go into the shape of a kitten,’ called the elf. ‘It will look like a snow-white kitten with a fluffy tail. When you see a cloud like that, you’ll know it’s mine!’


‘All right!’ shouted back the children, who were now halfway down the ladder. They reached the ground and jumped off. They waved to the elf, who quickly pulled up her ladder. The little cloud sailed upwards, joined the other clouds and was soon lost to sight.


‘Well, that was a marvellous adventure, wasn’t it?’ said Joan. ‘Let’s go and tell Mother.’


So they went to tell her – but wasn’t it disappointing, she didn’t believe them!


‘I’ll believe you when I see a cloud shaped like a snow-white kitten!’ she said.


So they are all looking out for a cloud like that. When you see clouds with a silver edge up in the sky, look out for a kitten-shaped cloud too. You’ll know who it belongs to, won’t you, when you see it!
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The Enchanted Cream-Jug


BOLLO THE magical brownie was very much upset. He was having a big party that afternoon, and there were strawberries for everyone. But he had not any cream to go with them.


He had been to the dairy to buy a jug of cream, and could not get any because they hadn’t any left. Bollo was dreadfully disappointed. Strawberries really must have cream, especially at a party!


Now, as he went along he happened to pass Dame Crosspatch’s cottage, and he looked over the wall, as he always did, for you never know what strange things Dame Crosspatch may be doing.


Dame Crosspatch was in the garden, and she was eating strawberries and cream from a blue plate. Bollo looked at the cream with a sigh. If only he had been in time to buy some too!


Then he opened his eyes wide, for he saw a most peculiar thing. Dame Crosspatch suddenly chanted a little song that went like this:


‘Cream-jug, pour


Rich thick cream,


More and more,


In a stream!’


As she spoke, the cream-jug tilted up all by itself, and began to pour a fine lot of cream on to the plate. That was very interesting to watch. Bollo was so excited that he did not catch what Crosspatch said to stop the jug again.


Then the large black cat that belonged to the old dame came out of the cottage.


‘Come along, Cinders!’ called Crosspatch. ‘You shall have a full saucer of cream.’


She chanted the song again, and once more the wonderful cream-jug began to pour out cream in a saucer. When the cat had finished it, the jug poured out still more.


That’s a magic jug, thought Bollo. It’s the sort that is always full of cream, no matter how much is taken out. How I wish I could borrow it for my party – but I daren’t ask Crosspatch!


After a while the old dame went indoors, and then Bollo saw her walk out of the front door and make her way up the hill where Mother See-Saw, her friend, lived. She had left the cream-jug in the garden.


And then a very naughty thought came to Bollo. Why shouldn’t he borrow the jug for his party, and take it back when it was finished with? Crosspatch wouldn’t miss it, for she would be out on the hill. Yes, he would do it!


The naughty magical brownie jumped over the wall and snatched up the precious jug. Carrying it carefully, he crept back to the wall and jumped into the road again. Then he set off home as fast as he could.


When the time for his party came, everybody was delighted to see fine large plates of strawberries; but they were surprised to notice such a very small jug of cream for such a large party.


‘It’s magic,’ explained Bollo. ‘There’s enough in there for all of us, and even when we’ve had all we want, the jug will still be full. Now, listen and watch what happens.’ He began to speak the magic words:


‘Cream-jug, pour


Rich thick cream,


More and more,


In a stream!’


At once the magic jug tilted up and began to pour cream on to the plate that Bollo held out. When there was enough on that, he held out another, and then another and another, until all his guests had plenty of good cream, and only his own plate was empty.


But when Bollo’s own plate was full of cream, the jug did not stop pouring. Oh, dear no, it still went on, and soon the plate was overflowing. Bollo fetched a dish and held that underneath, trying to think what he should say to stop the jug from pouring any more cream out.


But he had forgotten to listen to what Dame Crosspatch had said to stop it. It was no use Bollo saying, ‘Stop, cream,’ or ‘Don’t pour any more, jug,’ because it simply took no notice at all and went on just the same.


Soon all Bollo’s dishes and saucepans were full of cream, and his pail too. He could not find anything more to let the cream fall into, and soon the jug began to pour the cream on the table, and then it fell from there on to the floor and made yellow puddles.


‘Stop! Stop!’ called Bollo, but the jug still went on pouring cream.


Bollo began to cry. All his guests were astonished at what was happening, and when the cream began to trickle over the floor they hurriedly said goodbye to Bollo and went home, puzzled and surprised.


Soon all the floor was covered with cream, and wherever he trod, the magical brownie stepped into thick, rich cream. It ran down the steps into his cosy little bedroom and began to make a terrible mess there. He tried to take hold of the jug and place it outside, but it seemed too slippery for him to hold.


‘I had better go up to Mother See-Saw’s cottage and find Dame Crosspatch, and tell her what a dreadful thing has happened,’ he decided at last.


So off he went, trembling and frightened, for he did not know at all what the old lady would say to him.


When he got to Mother See-Saw’s, he asked for Dame Crosspatch, and she came to the door, looking very fierce.


‘Please, Dame Crosspatch, I borrowed your cream-jug without asking this afternoon,’ said Bollo in a very small voice, ‘and it won’t stop pouring cream, so please would you tell me how to stop it? I’m really very, very sorry.’


‘Well, you naughty little magical brownie!’ said Dame Crosspatch in a stern voice. ‘Don’t you know it’s very wrong to take things without asking?’


‘Yes, I do,’ said Bollo with tears in his eyes. ‘But I didn’t mean any harm, really I didn’t. I meant to take the jug back after I had used it.’


‘You may have done a great deal of harm to the jug,’ scolded Dame Crosspatch. ‘It’s never a good thing for magic crockery to change owners, even for a few minutes. I expect you’ve quite spoilt it.’


‘Oh, no, I haven’t! I’m sure I haven’t!’ said Bollo, wiping away an extra-large tear. ‘Do – do tell me how to break the pouring-spell.’


‘I’m not sure that I want the jug back at all,’ said the old dame. ‘You can keep it, Bollo, and much good may it do you!’


She slammed the door and left the magical brownie on the step, very much dismayed.


‘Oh, oh, oh! Now what shall I do!’ he wept. ‘Everything will be all over cream! All my furniture will be spoilt! I shall never be happy again!’


He banged at the door and rang the bell loudly. Soon Dame Crosspatch opened it again, looking very angry.


‘Now, go away, you naughty magical brownie!’ she said crossly. ‘Mother See-Saw is getting very cross.’


‘Please – please listen to me,’ begged Bollo. ‘I’m so sorry, you can’t think how sorry. I’ll never do such a thing again.’


‘Well, I’ll listen to you this time, but next time – no!’ said Dame Crosspatch. ‘It would serve you right if I let that jug go on pouring till midnight!’


‘Oh, no, no!’ wept Bollo. ‘It’s spoiling my carpet and making a dreadful mess. It will take me ever such a long time to clear it up.’


‘I hope it will,’ said Crosspatch. ‘Well, since I’m sure that your party was spoilt, and you’ll be all night clearing up the mess, perhaps you’ve been punished enough. Go back and say:


“Cream-jug, stop!


Do not pour


Another drop


From your store!”’


Bollo ran back and, oh, dear! When he came near to his cottage he saw that the cream had run out of the door and all down his garden path. Quickly he waded through it and went to the jug, still steadily pouring out its cream. Then he said:


‘Cream-jug, stop!


Do not pour


Another drop


From your store!’


At once the jug stood upright and stopped pouring. Bollo wiped his eyes and ran to Dame Crosspatch’s cottage with it and put it carefully on the table from which he had taken it. Then he ran back home again.


And Bollo spent all that night cleaning up the dreadful creamy mess that lay over everything. He did feel sorry for himself. It took him hours and hours, and at the end of that time he felt that he never wanted to taste cream again.


So if ever you chance to meet a magical brownie who can’t bear cream, just ask him if his name is Bollo.
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The Pedlar’s Needle


FLIP AND Binkle Bunny were at breakfast when Pedlar Polecat knocked at their door.


‘All sorts of things for sale!’ he said. ‘Cloth for coats, cloth for trousers, buttons of all colours and needles to sew them on with!’


‘Let’s see them!’ said Binkle. ‘We’re going to a party tomorrow, and we’d rather like a new suit each. My! What pretty colours they are!’


‘Let’s buy some,’ said Flip. ‘We’ve got some money.’


So they bought some striped material for coats, and some checked cloth for trousers. They bought some buttons and some needles, and gave Pedlar Polecat the money.


‘Thank you!’ he said. ‘Now, would you like to see something very rare?’


‘Yes!’ said Flip and Binkle both together.


The pedlar opened a tiny box and showed them a little red needle.


‘It’s a magic needle,’ he said. ‘It was given to me by Witch Weasel in return for a bit of help I once gave her.’


‘What’s magic about it?’ asked Binkle.


‘I’ll tell you,’ said the pedlar. ‘If ever I get a hole in my sock, I just say “Sew, needle, sew,” in a loud voice, and it mends it all by itself!’


‘Goodness!’ said Flip. ‘What a wonderful thing, to be sure!’


‘Now I must be going,’ said Pedlar Polecat, and packed up his bag. ‘Goodbye!’ he called, and went on his way.


Binkle and Flip carried their goods indoors.


‘We’ll have to hurry up and make our suits if we’re going to wear them tomorrow,’ said Flip.


‘What a bother,’ yawned Binkle. ‘I did so want to go fishing today. Can’t you make them both, Flip?’


‘No, I can’t!’ cried Flip indignantly. ‘Here, help me clear the breakfast table, Binkle, and we’ll start.’


Binkle took the tablecloth to the door and shook it. He noticed something lying on the step, and bent to pick it up. Then he stared at it in surprise.


‘Flip!’ he called. ‘Do come and look. Pedlar Polecat’s dropped his magic needle, and it’s on our doorstep!’


‘You’d better run after him with it,’ said Flip.


‘All right,’ answered Binkle. Then he stopped and thought.


‘Flip!’ he said in an excited voice. ‘Let’s borrow it for a bit, and get it to make our new clothes for us. Then we can go out fishing!’


‘All right,’ agreed Flip. So the two bunnies put their new checked and striped cloth on a stool, and placed the needle on top of it.


‘Sew, needle, sew!’ commanded Binkle.


At once the needle began to fly in and out of the cloth, as quickly as could be. Flip and Binkle could see no cotton, but that didn’t seem to matter.


‘Look! It’s finished a coat,’ Flip said excitedly, ‘and now it’s beginning on the trousers!’


The bunnies watched until the needle had finished its work, and once more lay still on top of the two nice new suits.


‘Now we’ll go off for our day’s fishing!’ chuckled Binkle. He and Flip took their rods and lines and started out. They fished all day without having a single bite, and at last started home again.


Flip looked rather gloomy.


‘Cheer up, Flip!’ said Binkle, laughing. ‘Think of going to the party tomorrow in two fine new suits that we haven’t had to make ourselves!’


They arrived home and put on the kettle for tea. Then they went to try on their new suits.


But oh, what do you think? There were no new suits there! Only a neat pile of checked and striped cloth and buttons. The magic needle was gone.


‘What happened?’ cried the bunnies. Then Flip saw a note on the table. It was from Pedlar Polecat. He read it out loud.


‘I came back to look for my needle,’ it said, ‘and found you had used it instead of running after me to give it back. I’m afraid your new suits will have all the magic taken out of them when I have gone away with my needle! P.P.’
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