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THe WIsHIng-chaIR what magical adventure
will it take the children on next?


The playroom at the bottom of the garden is where
nearly all the wishing-chair’s adventures begin . . .


PetEr


MolLIe



BINky is the most helpful
pixie you ever did meet












Chapter ONE


THE HO-HO WIZARD


One day when Peter and Mollie ran down to 
see Binky the pixie in their playroom, they 
found him reading a letter and groaning loudly.


‘What’s the matter, Binky?’ said the children, 
in surprise. ‘Oh, I’ve had a letter from my 
cousin, Gobo,’ said Binky. ‘Gobo says that 
my village is very unhappy because a wizard 
has come to live there, called Ho-Ho. He is 
a horrid fellow, and walks about saying, “Ho, 
ho!” all the time, catching the little pixies to 
help him in his magic, and putting all 
kinds of spells on anyone that goes 
against him. I feel very unhappy.’
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‘Oh, Binky, we’re so sorry!’ said the children 
at once. ‘Can’t we help?’


‘I don’t think so,’ said Binky sadly. ‘But 
I would very much like to go off in the 
wishing-chair to my village, next time it grows 
wings, if you don’t mind.’


‘Of course!’ said the children.


Then Mollie cried out in delight, and 
pointed to the magic chair. ‘Look! It’s growing 
wings now! How lovely! It must have heard 
what we said.’


‘We’ll all go,’ said Peter, feeling excited to 
think that yet another adventure had begun.












‘Oh, no,’ said Binky at once. ‘I’d better go 
alone. This wizard is a horrid one. He might 
quite well catch you, as you are clever children, 
and then think how dreadful I would feel!’


‘I don’t care!’ said Peter. ‘We’re coming!’


He and Mollie went to the chair and sat 
firmly down in it. Binky went to it and sat 
down too, squeezing in between the two. ‘You 
are such nice children!’ he said happily.


The chair creaked, and before it could fly off, 
the pixie cried out loudly, ‘Go to the village
of Apple-pie!’
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It flew slowly out of the door, flapping its 
rose-red wings. The children were used to 
flying off in the magic chair now, but they 
were just as excited as ever. The village of 
Apple-pie! How magic it sounded!







It didn’t take them very long to get there. 
The chair put them down in the middle of 
the village street, and was at once surrounded 
by an excited crowd of pixies, who shook 
hands with Binky and asked him a hundred 
questions.












He talked at the top of his voice, 
explained who the children were, and why he 
had come. Then suddenly there was a great
silence, and everyone turned pale. The
Ho-ho Wizard was coming down the street!


He was a little fellow, with a long flowing 
cloak that swirled out as he walked and showed 
its bright golden lining. On his head he wore 
a round tight cap set with silver bells that 
tinkled loudly. He wore three pairs of glasses 
on his long nose, and a beard that hung in 
three pieces down to his waist. He really was a
strange-looking fellow.














