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Introduction

Enid Blyton (1897–1968) is one of the world’s best-loved storytellers, writing over six hundred books in her lifetime. From the Famous Five to the Magic Faraway Tree, her characters and their adventures continue to delight children today. Step into a world full of picnics, trips to the seaside and endless summer days.

Here is a selection of some of her best summertime stories.

Enjoy the stories – and your summer holidays!
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The Fish That Got Away

‘Look!’ said Stella, suddenly, sitting up straight. ‘Look – there’s a boy throwing stones at those seagulls!’

The others uncurled themselves from the warm sand on the beach and sat up to look. Sure enough, they saw a big boy throwing stones at a group of seagulls at the edge of the sea.

‘He’ll have to be stopped,’ said Peter, but he didn’t do anything about it.

‘He nearly hit one of them,’ said Jean. ‘The beast. Peter, go and stop him.’

But the boy throwing stones was much bigger than Peter. Peter didn’t move. It was John that got up in a hurry and ran yelling down the beach.

John was smaller than Peter, but he had a very loud voice. You should have heard him shouting at the boy.

‘Hey you! Stop that! Throwing stones at birds is NOT allowed! STOP THAT!’

And would you believe it, the boy stopped throwing stones at once, and ran off. He saw everyone on the beach sitting up and staring, and he was ashamed and afraid.

‘One of those gulls is hurt, I think,’ said Jean, and she got up. ‘Good old John – he’s the smallest of us all, and yet he was the bravest. You’re a coward, Peter.’

‘Same to you,’ said Peter, at once. ‘You’re my twin, aren’t you? Why couldn’t you have gone and shouted?’

‘Well, I’m a girl,’ said Jean. ‘It’s boys who should do things like that.’

‘That’s right – make excuses for yourself,’ Peter said sulkily. He didn’t get up to join Jean as she went down the beach to John. Nor did Stella. But Stella was the most ashamed! Oh, dear – why had she let John go shouting at that boy all by himself? She ought to have gone with him.

John had gone to the seagull. The others had flown off, but this one stood looking rather dazed. It moved away a little as John got up to it, but didn’t fly.

‘It’s just stunned by a stone, I think,’ said John, going carefully up to it. ‘Look, Jean, its wing is hurt. I wonder if we could take it home and look after it for a day or two till it recovers. It doesn’t seem very badly hurt.’

The gull let John pick it up. Jean was afraid of the big bird and wouldn’t touch it, but Stella came running down to help.

‘You were brave, John,’ she said. ‘I should have come with you and shouted, too.’

‘You needn’t worry! I can manage things like that by myself,’ said John. ‘Anyway, bullies like that boy are always cowards – they run away at once! Help me with this gull, Stella.’

The gull stayed quietly under John’s arm till he reached home. Its eyes were half-shut. It seemed quite dazed.

Mother was very sorry to hear all about it. She bathed its wing, and then told John to take the gull into the garden and put it into the shed, so that it could keep quiet till it felt better.

‘Leave the door open,’ she said. ‘Then it will not feel it is a prisoner. It can go out when it wants to.’

Well, just as the children were sitting down to their tea, they heard the sound of a loud seagull cry: ‘EE-ew, EE-ew!’ Then they heard the flap of wings. They looked up. Standing on the window-ledge was the gull, its eyes wide open now, looking at them.

‘Ee-ew,’ said the gull, more quietly, and then it spread its great grey wings and flew off into the sky.

‘Well! It came to say thank you!’ said Stella. ‘It’s better now. I’m so glad.’

Everyone was glad. When they went out after tea they went down to the rocks to see if they could make out the gull they had helped. But they couldn’t.

‘They all look so alike when they are in a bunch together,’ said Jean. ‘First I think it’s this one, then I think it’s that one – I just can’t be sure.’

No gull came flying down to them, as John half hoped. He thought it would be very nice to have a friendly gull walking round them. But all the birds kept together, and not one gull even looked at the four children.

They walked home by the pier. Peter saw a big notice up. He went over to look at it. Then he called the others.

‘I say – look! There’s a fishing competition on the pier tomorrow – a prize for the biggest and best fish caught – children under twelve. Well, we’re all under twelve. Let’s go in for it. You just never know, we might be lucky and catch a big fish.’

‘Yes – let’s,’ said Jean, who liked fishing with a line off the pier. ‘I’m sure Mummy will let us.’

Their mother was only too glad to say she would pack up sandwiches and cake, and let them join the competitors in the fishing on the pier. ‘Dear me – how wonderful to get rid of you all for a whole day!’ she said, with a twinkle in her eye. ‘Now I can go and see Granny.’

About twenty children crowded on to the pier the next day, armed with fishing-rods or lines, and plenty of bait. They all went to look at the prizes – first, second, and third.

The first prize was a big book on ships. ‘Hope none of us wins that,’ said Stella. ‘We’ve got that book already.’

‘The second prize is that shrimping net,’ said Peter. ‘I’d like that. It’s a very fine one.’

The third prize was a beach ball, a nice one. But the four children didn’t particularly want that, either, because they already had a very nice one themselves.

‘We’ll have to hope to win the second prize,’ said Peter. ‘Bags I do!’

‘Bags you don’t!’ said a boy near him, and Peter grinned.

‘Hello, Ken – you in for the competition too? I hope we all get some good fish.’

‘My dad says we won’t,’ said Ken, who was a fisherman’s son. ‘He says the wind’s not right today for fishing off the pier. He says we’ll be lucky if we even get a good-sized mackerel! We’ll only get tiddly little dabs.’

Well, it was great fun going in for the competition. Peter, John, Jean and Stella all chose good positions and let down their baited lines. They had no fishing-rods, but they considered lines were just as good.

The competition began at twelve. Not one of the twenty children had caught a fish by the time it was one o’clock. It was very disappointing.

They called a halt to their fishing while they gathered together and ate sandwiches and cake and talked. Most of the children knew one another, and it was fun.

At two o’clock they all began fishing again. Ken got the first bite. He hauled up his line in glee. Then he gave a shout of disgust. ‘A crab! Look at that! Back you go, crab, I don’t want you.’

Back went the crab just as Peter gave a shout. He had felt something pulling at his bait. He hauled up the line but it was only a tiny little dab wriggling on the hook. That wouldn’t win any prize at all.

It was rather a slow afternoon, because, as Ken’s father had said, the wind was not right for fishing off the pier. One or two more dabs were caught, and a peculiar fish that nobody knew the name of. Two more crabs were caught and thrown back.

Then John caught a fish. He felt the sudden big tug at his line and sat up at once. ‘I’ve got one!’ he called in excitement. ‘And a big one, too. My word, he’s pulling!’

He hauled up his line. Everyone waited breathlessly to see what fish would come swinging and wriggling out of the water.

‘It’s a cod! My word, quite a big one!’ yelled John in delight.

‘You’ll win the prize!’ called the children.

‘It’s a beauty!’ said Ken. ‘You are lucky!’

‘Isn’t he struggling hard?’ said Jean. ‘I hope the line doesn’t break, John.’

It didn’t – but just as John was carefully pulling the fish up to the pierside, something happened. The fish gave a sudden strong flap, and somehow or other got off the hook. It fell downwards to the sea with a splash, gave a flick of its tail, and disappeared.

Loud groans came from everyone. The pier-master, hearing all the excitement, came up.

‘Hello – anyone caught a real fish at last?’ he said.

‘It got away,’ said John, dolefully. ‘It was very big, indeed, Mr Wills. As big as this!’ And he stretched out his arms.

‘My word, was it?’ said Mr Wills. ‘Well, well – it’s always the biggest ones that get away, you know. Better luck next time.’

‘Bad luck, John,’ said Ken. ‘You really deserved the prize for that fish. In fact, I think you ought to get it, even though it got away. Nobody will catch a fish half that size!’

They all went on fishing. Ken caught a plaice, the biggest fish yet, though not half as big as the one that had got away. He put it proudly into his basket.

Then somebody caught a small cod, a codling, but it wasn’t as big as Ken’s plaice.

Ken suddenly gave a groan. ‘Look at those gulls – they’ve settled on the water round the pier, and now they’ll get the fish, not us. Blow them!’

The gulls bobbed up and down, and two or three of them dived in for fish. It really was annoying for the children, but, still, it was almost teatime now, and the competition was nearly over.

The pier-master came up again. ‘Time!’ he said. ‘Put your fish into your baskets, please, and come to the scales to weigh them. Anyone with tiny fish needn’t bother – I can see one or two good plaice and a codling, anyway.’

‘Oh, I do wish I’d caught that fish that got away,’ said John, pulling in his line. ‘Ah, look – here comes the steamer!’

The gulls all rose up into the air as the steamer approached, sounding its siren. One of the gulls flew over the pier. As it flew over, something fell from its beak right at John’s feet, making him jump.

It was a large mackerel! John stared in amazement and then looked up at the gull, which had now flown off. What a lovely big fish! But could he put it in for the competition? He hadn’t caught it.

The others crowded round. ‘Yes, you put it in,’ they said. ‘You caught a much bigger one that got away. And anyway, the mackerel has been caught, and given to you by the gull. It’s yours!’

‘Yes – we’ll let you give it in!’ said Ken. They all liked John. ‘You had a piece of bad luck – now you’ve got some good luck!’

‘No, I shan’t put it in,’ said John. ‘It wouldn’t be fair. But thanks all the same.’ He went with the others to see the fish weighed. Ken’s plaice was the heaviest. Then came the codling, and a large dab. The pier-master suddenly caught sight of John’s mackerel.

‘Here – wait a minute! There’s another big fish here,’ he said, and took it out of John’s basket. He swung it on to the scales. ‘Why, it’s second best,’ he said. ‘You’ve won second prize, John!’

‘No, I haven’t really,’ said John, and he told the pier-master the story of the gull and how it had dropped the mackerel at his feet.

Stella suddenly interrupted. ‘John! John! Do you know, I believe it must have been that gull you saved yesterday – when you made that boy run – the one who was throwing stones! It must have been the very same gull!’

Well, everyone thought the same. ‘How extraordinary,’ said Ken. ‘Well, you’ll have to have second prize, John – you deserve it.’

‘No, thanks,’ said John. ‘I didn’t catch the fish, as you all know very well.’

‘Now, I’m the judge of this competition,’ said the pier-master, ‘and what I say goes. There shall be two second prizes, exactly the same – one for the mackerel, and one for the codling. I’ll get another shrimping net. Is that all right, everyone?’

‘YES!’ yelled everybody, and John grinned in delight. The pier-master went to his store cupboard and brought out another net. ‘Here you are, John,’ he said. ‘Share it with the gull, if you like – but we all think it’s fair to give you a prize!’

Everyone cheered. John went off with Stella, Jean and Peter, glowing with pleasure. Overhead a gull soared, and the four children heard its laughing cry:

‘EE-ew, EE-ew, EE-ew!’

‘I bet that’s our gull,’ said Jean. ‘He’s glad you got the prize. And so am I.’

The children’s mother said it couldn’t have been the same gull, it was just a bit of luck that one had let its fish fall near John. I don’t know what to think. What do you think? Whatever anyone says, it seems right that the fish should have gone to John, doesn’t it?
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The Enchanted Toadstool

One day Daisy and Jack went for a picnic in Cuckoo Wood. They had their lunch in their pockets, and they wanted to find a nice cool place to eat in, for the day was very hot.

‘Look at that little path,’ said Jack, pointing to a narrow winding way that left the main path and ran between the trees. ‘Shall we go down here, Daisy?’

‘It’s only a rabbit path, isn’t it?’ said Daisy. ‘We shan’t get lost, shall we?’

‘Oh, no!’ said Jack. ‘This is only a small wood, you know. Come on.’

So off they went down the winding rabbit path. They hadn’t gone far before they saw a very curious sight.

‘Did you see that?’ asked Jack, in excitement. ‘That rabbit, Daisy! It had a pair of spectacles on its nose and it carried a bag under its arm.’

‘Yes!’ said Daisy, with her eyes open very wide. ‘I did see it, Jack. Fancy that! Could we really have seen it, do you think?’

‘We must have, if we both think we did,’ said Jack. ‘Oh, Daisy! Do let’s go the way he went, and see if we can see him again!’

Off they ran, taking the same path as the rabbit. It wound between the trees, which got thicker and thicker.

‘It must lead to the very middle of the wood,’ said Jack. ‘Isn’t it dark here, Daisy? The sun can hardly get between the branches!’

‘You’re sure we shan’t get lost, Jack?’ said Daisy, nervously. ‘It would be awful if we couldn’t find our way back.’

‘Look! there’s the rabbit again!’ said Jack.

Sure enough, there he was, hurrying along in front of them. The children ran faster.

Suddenly they came out into a round clear space, with oak-trees all around in a ring. In the very middle was a large toadstool with red spots. The rabbit sat on this, called out something in a loud voice, and then, hey presto, the toadstool sank swiftly down into the earth and disappeared, taking the rabbit with it!

‘Good gracious!’ said Daisy, startled. ‘Just look at that, Jack! Where has he gone?’

‘Into the earth!’ said Jack, astonished. ‘Come and see!’

They ran to the place where the rabbit and the toadstool had disappeared, and looked at it carefully. There was no sign of anything at all. The grass grew there exactly as it grew all round.

Then suddenly the toadstool came back! It shot up out of the earth just as if it was growing very fast, and caught Jack under the chin. Over he went and over and over, for the toadstool gave him quite a blow. Daisy ran to him and asked him if he was hurt.

‘No,’ said Jack, rubbing his chin. ‘Only surprised, that’s all! Fancy it coming back like that, Daisy! And without the rabbit too! Where has he gone, I wonder?’

‘I don’t know,’ said Daisy. ‘Isn’t it funny, Jack! It’s like a story in a book.’

The children went to the toadstool again and looked at it.

‘Did you hear what the rabbit said when he sat on it?’ asked Daisy.

‘It sounded something like “Hi-tiddley-hi-toe, down we go to the land below”.’ said Jack.

‘Let’s sit on it for a moment!’ said Daisy. ‘It would be so exciting! But don’t you say what the rabbit said, because I don’t want to go down into the earth like that!’

Jack sat on the toadstool. He was just making room for Daisy, when a loud voice cried out:

‘Hi-tiddley-hi-toe, down you go to the land below!’

And then, oh dear me! The toadstool shot downwards, taking Jack with it! Daisy was left standing alone, her eyes and mouth wide open with fright.

‘He’s gone!’ said the voice again, and Daisy looked round to see a grinning gnome, who thought he had played a fine trick on Jack.

‘What did you do that for?’ said Daisy, too angry to wonder at the sight of a gnome. ‘Make the toadstool come back again with Jack on it.’

‘Can’t be done!’ said the gnome, with a chuckle. ‘Why don’t you sit on it and go down too?’

‘I’m afraid,’ said Daisy. ‘Oh, you horrid little gnome, you’d no right to send the toadstool down like that!’

‘Why not?’ asked the gnome. ‘It’s my toadstool! Your brother shouldn’t have sat on it without asking my permission!’

‘Well, we saw a rabbit sitting on it,’ said Daisy.

‘He’s my servant,’ said the gnome. ‘He’s gone to take a message for me to my cousin the Blue Goblin. He’s allowed to use my toadstool whenever he likes.’

‘Will the Blue Goblin send Jack back safely?’ asked Daisy.

‘I don’t know,’ said the gnome.

‘Then as soon as the toadstool comes back I shall go and find out!’ said Daisy. As she spoke the toadstool suddenly reappeared, and she ran to it. She sat down on it and called out, ‘Hi-tiddley-hi-toe, down we go to the land below!’

In a flash she felt the toadstool sinking swiftly into the ground, and she clutched at the sides. Down it went and down and down. Then bump! It came to a standstill and Daisy was shot off.

She stood up and found herself in a round room, very small and lit only by a glow-worm in a glass lamp. The toadstool suddenly shot upwards again, and made Daisy jump. She looked all round for her brother, but she could see him nowhere in the little room. There was no one, and nothing there except the tiny lamp.

‘Where’s the door?’ thought Daisy. She felt all round the room, and at first could find no way of getting out at all. Then she suddenly came to a tiny knob about three feet up the wall. She pressed it, and an opening came, just big enough for her to slip through.

On the other side was a passage, lit by more glow-worm lamps. She made her way down it, and at last came to three turnstiles, each standing at the entrance to three passages. She stood outside them, and wondered which Jack had gone through.

She could see no one to ask for advice, so she pushed through the middle turnstile and ran on down the passage. It led to a yellow door, and she knocked on it.

‘Come in, come in, come in!’ called a voice. Daisy opened the door and went through. She found herself in a cellar, and saw a flight of stone steps leading up to an open trapdoor. She went up them, and saw a small room in which a brownie sat. He had a very long beard and a long nose. He was writing quickly in a big book, with a large quill pen.

He looked up as Daisy stepped into the room, but didn’t seem at all surprised to see her.

‘Please, could you tell me where my brother Jack is?’ asked Daisy.

‘He hasn’t been through here,’ said the brownie, dipping his pen carefully in the ink. ‘He probably went through one of the other turnstiles.’

‘Oh dear!’ said Daisy in dismay. ‘Have I got to go right back through that dark passage again?’

‘Not unless you want to,’ said the brownie. ‘I can find out where your brother is in no time, if you will pay me one penny.’

‘Here’s a penny Daddy gave me last Saturday,’ said Daisy, and she gave him a nice bright penny. He put it in his pocket, and then picked up a large mirror.

‘Come here,’ he said to Daisy. ‘Look into this mirror and think of your brother.’

Daisy looked into the mirror, and to her great surprise she could not see herself at all. She thought of Jack, and there came a picture into the mirror of a little boy sitting on a chair, peeling potatoes, while a rabbit with spectacles on his nose was watching him.

‘Oh, there’s Jack, and there’s that rabbit we saw!’ cried Daisy. ‘But I don’t know now where Jack really is, Mr Brownie. Do you?’

The brownie put on a pair of blue spectacles and peered into the magic mirror.

‘Yes,’ he said at last. ‘He’s in the kitchen of the Blue Goblin, and I’m afraid he’s a prisoner. That rabbit led him there.’

Daisy began to cry, and this upset the brownie very much.

‘Don’t do that,’ he begged. ‘I can’t bear it. I’ll help you all I can.’

‘How can I save Jack from being a prisoner?’ asked Daisy, still crying.

‘I don’t know,’ said the brownie, pulling at his long beard. ‘I never heard of anyone escaping from the Blue Goblin.’

‘Can’t anyone save him?’ asked Daisy.

‘Well, there’s the Dumpy Wizard, who’s very kind and very clever,’ said the brownie. ‘He might be able to tell you how to rescue Jack. He lives on Blowaway Hill, a good way from here. You could go and ask him.’

‘Thank you very much,’ said Daisy, drying her eyes. ‘Which way shall I go?’

The brownie took her to his door, and pointed out a steep hill in the distance.

‘Do you see that castle?’ he asked. ‘Well, that’s where the Dumpy Wizard lives. But it’s very, very difficult to see him, so people say.’

Daisy thanked the brownie and started off in the direction of the castle. She went along a lane whose hedges were starred with the loveliest flowers she had ever seen. She met fairy folk of all kinds, and they seemed just as surprised to see her as she was to see them. She asked her way several times, and at last she seemed to be getting nearer to the hill.

Soon she came to a stile and climbed over it. On the other side was a small elf, crying bitterly, and Daisy stopped to ask what was the matter.

‘Look!’ said the elf. ‘I’ve broken my lovely new necklace! All the beads have rolled here, there and everywhere! I can’t find them because I have left my glasses at home, and I can’t see very well without them.’

‘I’ll find them for you,’ said Daisy. She went down on her hands and knees and looked for the beads. They were very small, but Daisy had sharp eyes, and soon she had quite a lot to give the little elf. He counted them, and thanked her very much.

‘There are only three missing now,’ he said. ‘It is so kind of you to have helped me. I’ve got three extra beads at home, so don’t bother to look any more. Where are you going?’

‘To Wizard Dumpy’s castle,’ said Daisy. ‘I’m going to ask his help for something.’
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