





[image: Stories for Easter by Enid Blyton]












[image: ]


Look out for all of these enchanting
 story collections by [image: ]


Animal Stories


Cherry Tree Farm


Christmas Stories


Christmas Tales


Christmas Treats


Christmas Wishes


Fireworks in Fairyland


Five-Minute Stories


Goodnight Stories


Magical Fairy Tales


Mr Galliano’s Circus


Nature Stories


Pet Stories


Rainy Day Stories


Sleepytime Stories


Spellbinding Stories


Springtime Stories


Stories for Bedtime


Stories for Christmas


Stories of Magic and Mischief


Stories of Mischief Makers


Stories of Rotten Rascals


Stories of Spells and Enchantments


Stories of Tails and Whiskers


Stories of Wizards and Witches


Stories of Wonders and Wishes


Summer Adventure Stories


Summertime Stories


Tales of Tricks and Treats


The Wizard’s Umbrella


Winter Stories









[image: ]


www.hachettechildrens.co.uk









[image: ]


The Witch’s Egg


Once upon a time Sneaky the elf peeped into Witch Upadee’s kitchen and saw her working a spell. First she took a small chocolate Easter egg and put it on a plate. Sneaky knew the kind. You could buy them for a ha’penny each, and they were filled with sticky cream inside. He sat himself on the windowsill and watched to see what happened next.


Witch Upadee took a peacock’s feather and stroked the tiny egg. Then she blew on it hard and chanted, ‘Grow, grow. Quick and slow. Make yourself sweet for witches to eat. Grow, grow. Quick and slow!’


And, to Sneaky’s enormous astonishment, that tiny chocolate egg began to grow big on the plate! How it grew! How it swelled up! My goodness, Sneaky did feel hungry when he saw that great egg of chocolate, all ready to be eaten, growing bigger and bigger! He nearly fell off the windowsill in surprise – and then, what a shock he got! Witch Upadee saw him and gave a shout of rage. She picked up her broom and swept him right off her windowsill!


‘You nasty little sneaking thing, always peeping and prying! Go away! You shan’t see my spells!’


But Sneaky had seen enough. He ran home grinning and rubbing his hands. He would make a chocolate egg grow like that too – and my, what a lot of money he would make by selling it!


He bought a chocolate egg and took it home. He set it on a plate and then went to borrow a peacock’s feather from his friend next door. He stroked the little egg with it, and then blew on it hard, feeling tremendously excited. Then he chanted loudly the magic song, ‘Grow, grow. Quick and slow. Make yourself sweet for fairies to eat. Grow, grow. Quick and slow!’


The chocolate egg began to grow. How it grew! You really should have seen it. It was a most marvellous sight. First it was as big as a hen’s egg. Then as big as a goose’s. Then as big as a swan’s. Then as large as an ostrich’s. Then as big as a coal scuttle – and it went on growing. Sneaky was delighted. He danced around in joy, watching the egg grow.


It grew and it grew. Crack! It broke the plate with its weight. But Sneaky didn’t mind. He could buy lots of new plates with the money for that lovely egg! Then the egg grew bigger than the table – and crack! One of the legs gave way, and down went the table and the egg too. But still it went on growing!


When it was as big as a large wheelbarrow, Sneaky thought it was big enough. After all, he had to get it out of the door and take it to market – it wouldn’t do for it to get too big! So he shouted to it, ‘Stop! Don’t grow any more, egg!’ But the egg didn’t take a bit of notice, no, not a bit. It just went on growing – and however much Sneaky begged it to stop it simply wouldn’t. Sneaky didn’t know the right words to say, you see! Well, it grew – and it grew – and it grew – and at last it couldn’t grow any more, because it was as big as the room itself – and poor Sneaky was squashed flat in one corner. And then, in pressing itself against the ceiling, the egg broke! Out came a great stream of sticky cream – all over poor Sneaky! After that the egg stopped growing, for the spell was broken.


But do you know – the only way Sneaky could get out of the room was by eating his way through the egg! It took him two days – and oh, the mess he was in! And now, if you meet a small elf who says he simply can’t bear Easter eggs, just ask him his name. It’s sure to be Sneaky!
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The Surprising Easter Egg


Anna was going to a party. She was all ready. She had on her new pink silk dress, a ribbon round her hair, her shoes in a bag and a clean handkerchief in her pocket. She felt so excited, for she loved parties almost better than anything else.


‘Now, it’s time you started,’ said Mother. ‘Goodbye, Anna. Have a lovely time – and remember to say thank you very much to Mrs Jones when you leave.’


‘I won’t forget!’ said Anna happily. She ran down the garden path and out into the lane. What fun it was to be going to a party! Little Louise Jones’s birthday fell in Easter week this year, and it was going to be a lovely party, with an Easter egg for everyone to take home. Anna felt very happy.


She skipped down the lane past Mrs White’s house. Anna always stopped and looked over the gate at Mrs White’s, because she had two lovely Persian cats – blue-grey, with great orange eyes and long thick fur. Anna loved all animals – and wasn’t it a pity, she had no pet of her own at all! No dog, no cat, not even a goldfish, lived at Anna’s house. No one had thought of letting her have a pet. Anna’s mother was not very fond of animals, so she didn’t bother about them.


Anna looked over Mrs White’s gate, hoping to see one of the lovely Persian cats somewhere in the garden. They loved Anna and always came running to her to be stroked. Anna knew that they had six little kittens just now – and how she longed to see them! But Mrs White was rather a grand sort of lady, and Anna didn’t like to ask her if she might go and see the kittens.


There were no cats in the garden at all, so Anna went on her way down the lane, thinking of the party, and wondering if there would be red or yellow jelly, and which she would choose. Halfway down the lane she passed an old tumbledown barn – and as she went by it she heard a noise that made her stop in surprise.


It was the mewing of cats! Now what could they be mewing for in the barn? Anna stopped and looked round. She saw a curious sight! One of Mrs White’s Persian cats was coming slowly along under the hedge – and in its mouth it carried one of its kittens! It was holding the kitten by the skin of its neck, as cats do. Anna was so surprised. She watched the cat slip under the hedge, make its way through the wet field and disappear into the old barn.


The mewing still went on. Anna couldn’t understand it. Mrs White’s cat must have taken all her kittens into the barn, she thought. What a dreadful place to take them – so damp and cold and dirty! Poor little things!


Anna found a hole in the hedge and squeezed through it. She went to the barn and peeped in. It was dark and at first she could hardly see anything. Then she discovered where the kittens were.


The mother cat had climbed up a plank, and had put all her six kittens, one by one, on a shelf in the barn. There was a hole in the barn wall just there, and the wind came in. The kittens were cold and frightened. One crawled about the shelf – and then, to Anna’s horror, it fell over the edge, bounced on the plank, and rolled to the ground!


It didn’t seem to be hurt, but Anna was worried. Suppose they all fell off? Silly mother cat, to put her kittens there!


Oh, dear, I shall be late for the party, thought Anna, and I’ve got my best dress on. Whatever am I to do? I simply can’t leave those kittens there.


She looked around for a ladder. There was an old one at the end of the barn. Anna dragged it across and put it up against the wall. She went up it and reached the shelf where the kittens were. There were five there – and one on the floor. The mother cat was there too, and she purred when she saw Anna. Anna took hold of a kitten and carried it down the ladder. Then up she went again, and before long all six kittens were safely on the ground.


Then the little girl found an old basket, without a handle. She carefully put the kittens into it, and, with the mother cat trotting beside her, she went out of the barn and back to Mrs White’s house.


How delighted Mrs White was to have her kittens back again, safe and sound! She was hunting for them everywhere!


‘A dog came into the house and frightened the mother cat,’ she told Anna. ‘So I suppose she thought she had better take her kittens somewhere else. They would all have caught cold in that draughty barn. It is good of you to take so much trouble, Anna.’


‘I love all animals,’ said Anna, ‘especially kittens. I’d love to have a pet of my own. Oh, dear, look at my party dress! It’s all dirty and I’ve torn it! I can’t go to the party, I’m afraid!’


‘Oh, I am sorry,’ said Mrs White. ‘Can’t you go home and put another dress on?’


‘I’ve only got my school dress besides this,’ said Anna. ‘It doesn’t matter. I don’t mind missing the party if I’ve rescued your kitten family! I do love them so much!’
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