	
			

			





	
			

			


HH7764©[2]EB_Magical Treasury.indd  ii 2/6/15  12:55 P


Text copyright © Hodder & Stoughton Ltd., 2015
Illustrations © Emma Chichester Clark 2015
 
The acknowledgements on p. 320 constitute 
an extension of this copyright notice.
 
Enid Blyton’s signature is a Registered Trade Mark of Hodder & Stoughton Ltd.
 
First published in Great Britain in 2015 by Hodder Children’s Books
This ebook edition published in 2017
 
The right of Enid Blyton to be identified as the Author of the Work has been 
asserted by her in accordance with the Copyright, Designs and Patents Act 1988
 
All rights reserved. Apart from any use permitted under UK copyright law,
this publication may only be reproduced, stored or transmitted, in any form,
or by any means with prior permission in writing from the publishers or in
the case of reprographic production in accordance with the terms of licences
issued by the Copyright Licensing Agency and may not be otherwise circulated
in any form of binding or cover other than that in which it is published and
without a similar condition being imposed on the subsequent purchaser.
 
All characters in this publication are fictitious and any resemblance to 
real persons, living or dead, is purely coincidental.
 
A Catalogue record for this book is available from the British Library
 
This ebook edition has been created using CircularFLO from Circular Software.
 
ISBN 978 1 444 92392 6
 
Hodder Children’s Books
An imprint of Hachette Children’s Group
Part of Hodder & Stoughton
Carmelite House
London EC4Y 0DZ
An Hachette UK company






	
			

			


Compiled by NORMAN WRIGHT & MARY CADOGAN Illustrated by EMMA CHICHESTER CLARK A division of Hachette Children’s Group HH7764©[2]EB_Magical Treasury.indd  iii 2/6/15  12:55 P





	
			

			


CONTENTS
 
 Introduction  VI
 
Wizards and Witches
 
	Very-Young the Wizard	2	The Witch Who Lost Sixpence   11 	The Castle Without a Door 	17	The Six Red Wizards   26
	Magic in the Afternoon 	32	The Wizard’s Umbrella   39
 
 
Animal Magic
 
	The Dog That Went to Fairyland 	52	Pink! Pink!   63 	Old Bufo the Toad 	69	’Tell Me My Name!’   73 
	The Little Walking House 	78 	Bufo’s One-Legged Stool   89 
The Rabbit Who Lost His Tail   96
 
 
Fairy Stories
 
	You Simply Never Know	104	Winkle-Pip Walks Out   109	 
	The Surprising Blackberry	120	The Prisoners of the Dobbadies   127	
	Lazy Binkity	143	Can It Be True?   148	
The Search  for Giant Osta   152
 






[image: hyperlink]


[image: hyperlink]


[image: hyperlink]


[image: hyperlink]


[image: hyperlink]


[image: hyperlink]


[image: hyperlink]


[image: hyperlink]


[image: hyperlink]


[image: hyperlink]


[image: hyperlink]


[image: hyperlink]


[image: hyperlink]


[image: hyperlink]


[image: hyperlink]


[image: hyperlink]


[image: hyperlink]


[image: hyperlink]


[image: hyperlink]


[image: hyperlink]


[image: hyperlink]



	
			

			


 
Magical Adventures
 
	Extraordinary Afternoon 	160	The Enchanted Goat   172
	Up the Faraway Tree 	184	The Folk  in the Faraway Tree   191	
	Benny and the Giants 	196	The Wishing Carpet   204	
The Magic Pinny-Minny Flower   215
 
 
Extraordinary Objects
 
The Grandpa Clock   220
	The Strange Old Shop	226	The Giant’s Castle   232
	The Enchanted Table	237	The Strange Sailor Doll   247
The Little Roundy Man   255
 
 
Greedy Magic
 
	Mr Snoogle’s Wish	268	The Little Singing Kettle   274
	Gooseberry Whiskers	284	The Golden Enchanter   288
	The Tower in Ho-Ho Wood	295	Princess Goldie and the Goblin   308






[image: hyperlink]


[image: hyperlink]


[image: hyperlink]


[image: hyperlink]


[image: hyperlink]


[image: hyperlink]


[image: hyperlink]


[image: hyperlink]


[image: hyperlink]


[image: hyperlink]


[image: hyperlink]


[image: hyperlink]


[image: hyperlink]


[image: hyperlink]


[image: hyperlink]


[image: hyperlink]


[image: hyperlink]


[image: hyperlink]


[image: hyperlink]



	
			

			


I N T R O D U C T I O N ENID BLYTON was a born storyteller who effortlessly transported her readers to the enchanted lands of her imagination. There they might encounter giants, witches or even talking teapots in worlds filled with excitement and adventure. In these lands anything was possible. Carpets could grant wishes, rabbits rode on underground railways and you never knew when you might bump into a magic walking-stick! Children were usually the heroes and heroines of these adventures. Whisked through a magic door or down an oversized rabbit-hole to a land of make-believe, they would outwit wizards and rescue fairy princesses from cloud castles before returning home, safe and sound – in time for tea! In her autobiography, entitled The Story of My Life, Enid explained how she created her stories, with the characters and situations coming straight into her mind fully formed: ‘I sit in my chair and shut my eyes for a minute or two,’ she explained. ‘In comes the story I am waiting for, all ready and complete in my imagination.’ It was, she said, as if she were watching the tale unfold on a cinema screen. This wonderful gift not only helped her to create stories that were fresh, lively and appealing but also enabled her to write them very quickly.
  Enid was born in East Dulwich, London and spent most of her childhood in nearby Beckenham, Kent where her father, Thomas, encouraged her and her two brothers to take a lively interest in the world around them. Young Enid enjoyed going for long countryside walks with her parents, where she became captivated by the wild life that abounded in the woods and streams close to her home. She delighted too in the meadows and wayside borders with their colourful wild flowers: foxgloves, trefoils, cowslip and many others. She learned everything she could about the natural world around her. She also loved the countryside tales of many of the plants and animals – and of the magical properties that some were said to possess – and she became enthralled by stories offairies and woodland folk that, to the small girl with a vivid imagination, seemed so believable. Her interest in folklore was encouraged by her father who could keep her spellbound with stories of leprechauns and ‘the little people’ that he had heard as a boy from his Irish mother. Enid read everything she could on the subject and in her autobiography she tells us: ‘I read every old folk tale I could find, from countries all over the world.’ Later, Enid used much of this knowledge to enliven her stories and to educate her readers. She introduced wild flowers and animals into her tales, subtly teaching her readers the traditional – and often magical – stories associated with them. HH7764©[2]EB_Magical Treasury.indd  vi 2/6/15  12:55 P





	
			

			


Even as a child Enid spent much of her time writing and her work often featured the animals and fairy folk that she found so fascinating. As she grew older she began sending stories and poems to magazines and was thrilled when, at the age of thirteen, one of her poems was published in a popular magazine. This encouraged her to continue writing but for the next few years she was unsuccessful in having anything further published. Despite her early stories being rejected Enid knew that more than anything else she wanted to write for children and every spare minute she had found her busily writing and sending her stories and poems to publishers. Gradually she began to have her work accepted by magazines such as The Schoolmistress, Teachers World and Fairyland Tales. Her energy seemed boundless and in 1922 she succeeded in having a small booklet, entitled Child Whispers, published. Two years later she was delighted when her first collection of stories appeared in the bookshops in time for Christmas. It was a large, annual sized volume with stories that Enid knew children would love. It was entitled The Enid Blyton Book offairies. In 1926 Enid began writing all the stories for every issue of Sunny Stories for Little Folks, a magazine for younger readers. She wrote many types of stories for the magazine but those about magic and enchantment were particularly popular with her readers and Enid happily wrote more and more of what they wanted. In January 1937 the magazine’s title was changed to Enid Blyton’s Sunny Stories and for it Enid wrote the opening episode of her very first long serial story, entitled Adventures of the Wishing Chair. It was hugely popular with readers who were thrilled at Mollie and Peter’s many adventures overcoming all sorts of wizardly magic. Equally spellbinding were the serialisations of The Enchanted Wood and The Magic Faraway Tree that appeared in Sunny Stories a few years later. In 1953 Enid stopped writing for Sunny Stories and began her own Enid Blyton’s Magazine for which she wrote yet more tales. She wrote over three thousand stories for Sunny Stories and Enid Blyton’s Magazine. Many were later collected and published as books. They all delighted her readers but amongst the best loved were those that featured enchanted happenings. In this collection we have gathered together some of the very best of these – including a few that have never before been collected. So turn the pages and let Enid Blyton’s magical stories transport you to enchanted worlds where anything might happen – and probably will!
  NORMAN WRIGHT AND MARY CADOGAN HH7764©[2]EB_Magical Treasury.indd  vii 2/6/15  12:55 P
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Very-Young the Wizard There was once a wizard called Very-Young. He was quite the youngest and smallest of all the wizards, and he was really rather poor at learning magic.
He made a great many mistakes, and all the other wizards laughed at him.
‘One of these days you’ll work a magic spell on yourself by mistake, and then you’ll be in a fine pickle!’ they said. ‘You must be more careful, Very Young.’ But Very-Young wouldn’t listen to any advice. He thought he knew everything. He went on making spells, stirring up magic in his boiling cauldron over the fire, and muttering enchanted words to himself.
HH7764©[2]EB_Magical Treasury.indd  2 2/6/15  12:56 P





	
			

			


Very-Young the Wizard He had one servant, and that was a faithful little rabbit. Most wizards, like witches, have cats for servants, for they are wise, and can keep secrets. But wizard-cats cost a great deal of money and Very-Young couldn’t afford one. So he had a rabbit instead, for rabbits didn’t want such high wages.
Whiskers was a very tidy, clean servant. He swept and dusted, cooked and mended very well indeed. Sometimes he stirred the cauldron himself, though he was very much afraid of what magic might come out of it.
When he saw that Very-Young often made mistakes, he became alarmed in case the little wizard should do something to harm himself. He was very fond of his master, and wouldn’t have had anything happen to him for the world. He asked leave to look into all the magic books, so that he might learn something of magic himself, and perhaps be able to help Very-Young one day.
Very-Young laughed loudly.
‘Why, you’re only a rabbit!’ he said. ‘You’ll never be able to learn any magic. But you can look at the pictures in my magic book if you like.’ ‘Thank you, Master,’ said Whiskers, gratefully. ‘I know I’m only a silly little animal, but who knows, perhaps I might be able to help you one day.’ ‘Stuff and nonsense,’ said Very-Young. ‘You couldn’t possibly help me, so don’t get conceited, Whiskers.’ The rabbit said no more. He waited until his work was done, and then he took down the magic books one by one, and read them all through. He had a good memory, and very soon he knew a great many spells, and could say hundreds of magic words without looking at the book at all.
One day he saw Very-Young mixing spider’s web, red mushrooms and the juice from a goose’s egg together.
‘Tick-a-too, fa-la-lee-dee, Ta-re, dimon-noo!’ chanted Very-Young.
‘Master! Master!’ cried Whiskers, dropping his broom in a hurry. ‘You’re saying the wrong spell! Instead of making magic to grow a goose that lays golden eggs, you are saying a spell that will turn you into a goose yourself!’ It was quite true. Very-Young had made a mistake. Already feathers had begun to sprout from his shoulders! Hurriedly he began to chant the right spell, HH7764©[2]EB_Magical Treasury.indd  3 2/6/15  12:56 P





	
			

			


Wizards and Witches and the feathers slowly disappeared.
But instead of beinggrateful to Whiskers, he was cross with him!
‘I should soon have found out my mistake!’ he said sharply. ‘Get on with your work, Whiskers, and don’t interfere in things that you know nothing about.’ Not very long after that Very-Young was told that a wicked goblin was somewhere about. One of the powerful wizards came to give him the news.
‘We are all busy,’ said the old wizard, ‘so you had better work the spell that will get rid of the goblin. Or better still, make some magic that will get him into our power. Then we can make him into a useful servant. Do this tonight, Very-Young. You know how to do so, of course?’ ‘Of course!’ said Very-Young, offended. ‘You can trust me to do a simple thing like that! Good morning! The goblin will be in your power before midnight.’ Very-Young at once set to work to get everything ready for the spell. He had to mix green elderberries, powder from a blue butterfly’s wings, a small moonbeam, two thorns from a red rose, and a drop of honey all together. Then he had to count from ninety-nine back to one, and stir all the time from left to right.
He had soon got the mixture ready. Then, stirring very carefully, he began to count backwards from ninety-nine. Whiskers watched him.
‘Ninety-nine, ninety-eight, ninety-seven,’ began Very-Young. He went on counting, and had almost got to twenty, when Whiskers gave a cry offear.
‘Master! You’re stirring the wrong way! You are stirring from right to left, instead of left to right! Oh dear, oh dear, you’ll put yourself in the goblin’s power, instead of getting him into yours!’ Very-Young stopped stirring in fright. Yes, Whiskers was quite right. In a hurry he began stirring the other way – but dear me, you can’t do that sort of thing in the middle of a powerful spell! Something is bound to happen!
And something did happen! There came a tremendous BANG, a blue green flame shot out of the cauldron, and all of a sudden Very-Young flew out of the window, and disappeared!
HH7764©[2]EB_Magical Treasury.indd  4 2/6/15  12:56 P





	
			

			


Very-Young the Wizard The cauldron overturned, and Whiskers cried out in fear, for a long yellow snake crawled out and vanished up the chimney!
Whiskers crouched in a corner and waited for something else to happen. But nothing did – except that he heard a very peculiar laugh from somewhere, that made him shiver and tremble.
‘That was the goblin!’ thought the little rabbit. ‘He knows that Very Young has put himself in his power, and he’s gone to get him. Oh dear, what a very dreadful thing! If only my dear master had let me help him, nothing of this sort would have happened.’ After a bit he came out of his corner, and tidied up the room. Then he took down a book of magic, and studied it hard. Presently he smiled, and clapped his paws.
‘I’ll go and rescue my master,’ he said. ‘I may get taken prisoner myself, but never mind. I’ll try, anyway.’ But what had happened to Very-Young? He had flown out of the window, risen as high as the clouds, and then come down bump in a country he didn’t know!
‘This is a fine thing!’ he said. ‘Now what am I to do?’ At that moment he heard a horrid laugh, and suddenly there stood in front of him the ugly little goblin whom he had tried to get into his power.
‘Ho ho!’ said the goblin. ‘Now you’re in my power, Very-Young. You don’t deserve to be a wizard, when you make such foolish mistakes. Come along, I’m going to put you into my cave, and then, when you’ve starved for a few days, perhaps you will kindly tell me a few of the secret spells you wizards know!’ ‘Never!’ cried Very-Young. ‘I won’t go to your cave.’ But the goblin knew a little magic too. He muttered a few strange words, and at once Very-Young’s feet began to walk in the direction that the goblin wished them to. Soon Very-Young was in an enormous cave, feeling rather frightened.
‘Stay there for a week without food,’ said the wicked goblin, grinning. ‘By the end of that time you’ll do anything for me, I know! You’ll find a little spring HH7764©[2]EB_Magical Treasury.indd  5 2/6/15  12:56 P





	
			

			


Wizards and Witches of water trickles into the cave, and you can drink that. Before I leave you I’m going to draw a magic circle round you, and then that will stop you from using any magic you know to call your friends to help you!’ He drew a white chalk circle round poor Very-Young, who watched him in dismay.
‘Please set me free,’ he begged.
The goblin clapped his hands seven times, laughed mockingly and disappeared. At the same time a great stone rolled over the entrance to the cave – Very-Young was a prisoner! He had nothing to eat, and he could not beg his friends for help. Whatever in the world could he do?
‘No one but Whiskers knows I am gone!’ he wept. ‘And what can a little rabbit do?’ At that very moment the rabbit was speeding towards his master, carrying under one paw a big magic book that he thought might be useful. He guessed that Very-Young had been shot off to the goblin country.
When he got there, he stopped and looked round.
‘Now what was that spell I read about the other day?’ he wondered. ‘If I could think of it, I could soon find my master.’ He had a very good memory, and soon he had thought of the spell, and the magic words that went with it. He pulled three green leaves, and put them in a circle with their ends touching. Then he looked about for a white feather. He blew it into the air, danced round and round on the three leaves, singing a few strange words, and then danced off again. The leaves had vanished!
But the feather was still floating in the air. Just as Whiskers danced off the leaves, it began heading to the west, as if a strong breeze was blowing it.
‘Lead me to my master!’ cried the rabbit, and at once started off to follow the floating feather.
Soon it brought him to the cave where Very-Young was sitting. Whiskers saw the great stone in front, and felt certain that his master was imprisoned in the cave behind.
‘Master, Master!’ he cried. ‘Are you there? It is I, Whiskers, your little servant.’ HH7764©[2]EB_Magical Treasury.indd  6 2/6/15  12:56 P
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Wizards and Witches ‘Oh, Whiskers, is it really you!’ cried Very-Young, in delighted surprise. ‘Oh, can you get me out of here? Can you move that stone?’ Whiskers pushed against the great stone with all his strength; but he could not move it one inch. It was far too heavy.
‘I can’t move it,’ he cried to Very-Young.
‘Well, never mind,’ said the little wizard, in despair. ‘If you could it wouldn’t be much use, for I can’t move out of this magic circle, and I don’t know the spell that would get me out of the goblin’s power. If only I had one of my magic books with me, I might be able to do something.’ ‘Master, I’ve brought one with me,’ cried the little rabbit. ‘The one about goblins.’ ‘Why, that’s just the one I want!’ cried Very-Young. ‘Oh, Whiskers! If only you could get it in to me, somehow!’ Whiskers pushed at the great stone again, but it was no use. He simply couldn’t move it at all. Then he had a great idea! Wasn’t he a rabbit? Couldn’t he burrow like all rabbits do? Surely he hadn’t forgotten how to use his paws!
At once he began to burrow in the hillside, just beside the cave entrance. He sent out the earth in great showers, and very soon he had made a tunnel that ran alongside the cave. Then he turned inwards, and in ten minutes he had made a hole into the cave where Very-Young sat.
He leapt out of the tunnel he had made, and ran to his master.
‘Here’s the book!’ he cried. ‘Look up what it says about goblins, Master, quickly!’ So Very-Young looked. But he found that it would take many days before he could make a goblin spell, and as he couldn’t move out of the magic circle, he didn’t know what to do.
‘When is the goblin coming back?’ asked Whiskers. ‘In a week, did you say? Well, Master, we can manage it. Let me get out and get you all the things you want for the spell, and then we’ll have everything ready by the time the goblin comes back!’ So in and out of his tunnel went the brave rabbit, fetching night-shade berries, red feathers, yellow toad-stools, and everything else that Very-Young HH7764©[2]EB_Magical Treasury.indd  8 2/6/15  12:56 P





	
			

			


Very-Young the Wizard wanted for his spell.
The little wizard discovered from his magic book that the one thing a goblin was frightened of was a green, frilled dragon. His book told him how to make one, so for a whole week he and the rabbit were very busy. Whiskers not only fetched the things needed for the spell, but also bread and meat, for there was no food in the cave at all.
Soon all the things for the spell were neatly piled at one end of the enormous cave. Whiskers put the last one there on the seventh day. Then the two waited for the goblin to come.
Very soon they heard him outside the cave. He shouted a magic word, and the stone flew away from the entrance. Then he strode in. Whiskers had hidden himself, and Very-Young was pretending to be ill and faint.
‘Ho-ho!’ said the goblin. ‘What about a nice hot dinner, Very-Young?’ The wizard pretended to groan.
‘Well, tell me a few secret spells and I will give you some bacon and eggs,’ said the goblin.
‘Here is one,’ said Very-Young, raising his head. Then he suddenly began to chant the spell that would turn all the magic things at the end of the cave into a fearful frilled dragon! The goblin listened, thinking that he was hearing a wonderful new spell.
But just as Very-Younggot to the last words, a strange thing happened. A rushing, swishing noise was heard at the end of the cave, and suddenly a dreadful bellow rang out. Then two red eyes gleamed, and lo and behold! A great dragon came rushing out!
‘A frilled dragon!’ yelled the goblin in fright. ‘Oh my! Oh my! A frilled dragon! I must go! I shall never come back!’ He leapt six feet into the air, turned into blue smoke, and streamed out of the cave with the dragon after him. Whiskers and Very-Young went too, and the last they saw of the wicked goblin was a thin cloud of smoke far up in the eastern sky.
The dragon soon gave up the chase, and turned back to Very-Young.
‘Quick!’ whispered Whiskers. ‘Change him into something else, HH7764©[2]EB_Magical Treasury.indd  9 2/6/15  12:56 P





	
			

			


Wizards and Witches or he will eat us.’ Very-Young clapped his hands twice, and uttered a command. At once the dragon became smaller, and when it was as small as a football it turned into a mass of red flames.
Whiskers hurriedly filled a jug with water from the cave, and gave it to Very-Young. The wizard flung it over the flames – and sizzle-sizzle-sizzle! They went out, and nothing was left of the frilled dragon except for a few wet ashes!
‘My goodness,’ said Very-Young, sitting down on the ground, and heaving a sigh. ‘We have been having too many adventures, Whiskers. I shall be glad to get home, and sleep in my soft bed!’ ‘Poor Master, you must be very tired,’ said the kind-hearted rabbit. ‘Jump up on my back, and I’ll take you home before you can say “Tiddley-winks!” ’ So Very-Young climbed up on Whiskers’s soft back, and very soon he was safely home.
‘I must thank you very much for all you have done for me,’ said the little wizard, hugging the delighted rabbit. ‘I really think you are cleverer than I am, Whiskers. I shall make you my partner, and you shall wear a pointed hat like me! We will do all our spells together, and then perhaps I shan’t ever make a mistake again!’ Whiskers was so pleased. He thanked Very-Young, and said he would always serve him well and faithfully.
‘Well, let’s go to bed now and have some sleep,’ said Very-Young, yawning. ‘We haven’t slept for a week, and I can hardly keep my eyes open. Then tomorrow we will go out and buy you your pointed hat.’ So they both fell asleep, and all night long Whiskers dreamed happily of wearing a pointed hat and helping Very-Young with his spells.
He is still with the wizard, but now Very-Young is Very-Old, and Whiskers’s ears have gone grey with age. Sometimes when all their work is done, they sit one on each side of the chimney corner, and Whiskers says: ‘Do you remember, Master, when you made a mistake in your spells?’ Then they both laugh loudly, and wonder where the wicked goblin went to – for he has never been heard offrom that day to this.
10 HH7764©[2]EB_Magical Treasury.indd  10 2/6/15  12:56 P





	
			

			


The Witch Who Lost Sixpence There was once an old witch who went for a walk on Bumble Common, and lost a silver sixpence. She had a hole in the bottom of her pocket, and the sixpence fell out and rolled away in the longgrass.
When she got home again she looked for her silver sixpence – and it wasn’t there. Then she was dreadfully upset, for it was a magic coin, and very useful to her. She went to her cupboard and took out pen and ink. Then she found a big card, and wrote on it: 11 HH7764©[2]EB_Magical Treasury.indd  11 2/6/15  12:56 P





	
			

			


Wizards and Witches LOST.
A silver sixpence.
Please return to the witch.
She took the card and pinned it outside her gate. Then she waited for her sixpence to be returned to her.
Now, not long after the witch had pinned up her notice Rollikins the pixie passed by. He saw the notice, and read it. Then he went on his way over Bumble Common, thinking that he would keep his eyes open for a little silver sixpence.
It so happened that he passed the very place where the witch had dropped the sixpence, and the sun shone on the little silver coin and made it bright. Rollikins saw it and picked it up. It looked just like any other sixpence, and he popped it into his pocket.
‘I don’t see why I shouldn’t keep it for myself,’ he thought. ‘Finding is keeping, people say. Why should I give it back to the old witch? She is a mean old thing, and won’t even say thank you, I’ll be bound.’ So the naughty pixie went on his way home, and didn’t give the sixpence to the witch, as he should have done. He soon arrived home, pushed open his little door, and began to get his tea ready. He laid the table with a blue cloth, cut some bread and butter put out the strawberry jam, and took a ginger cake from its tin. Then he went to see if the kettle was boiling.
The handle was hot, so he took out his handkerchief to hold it. But the money in his pocket was all mixed up with the handkerchief, so he put the coins down on the table, the silver sixpence among them, and then wrapped his handkerchief round the kettle-handle.
He took the kettle to the teapot to pour the water into it – and almost dropped it in surprise! For to his very great astonishment his blue tablecloth had turned to a bright silver one! Rollikins couldn’t believe his eyes! How could it have happened? One minute it was pale blue cotton, and the next it was gleaming silver.
Then he suddenly thought of the sixpence. Perhaps that had done it! It 12 HH7764©[2]EB_Magical Treasury.indd  12 2/6/15  12:56 P





	
			

			


The Witch Who Lost Sixpence must be a magic sixpence! Rollikins picked it up and put it on a white plate. Very slowly, as he watched, the plate turned from white china to shining silver. Rollikins was filled with astonishment.
‘No wonder the old witch wanted her sixpence back!’ he cried. ‘Why, it is as full of silver magic as it can be! What a lucky thing for me that I didn’t take it back to her! I shall turn everything in my cottage into silver. Then I shall be very rich indeed!’ So he began. He placed the sixpence on each of his plates, in each of his cups, and on all his dishes. Every one of them changed to silver. Then he placed the sixpence on his dust-pan, He turned his spoons and forks into real silver, and his six little egg-cups. He put the sixpence on the wooden table-top; and on each of his little wooden chairs. In half a minute they had changed to silver. Rollikins rubbed his hands in delight.
At that moment Whiskers, his fine black cat, jumped in at the window, and stopped in surprise to see the kitchen looking so different.
‘Isn’t it fine, Whiskers?’ cried Rollikins. ‘I have found a magic sixpence that changes everything to silver. See, I have turned your dish to silver and your basket too. Won’t you feel grand to eat out of a silver saucer and sleep in a silver basket. Why, you will be grander than the Queen’s own cat!’ ‘Thank you, Master,’ said Whiskers, and he ran and rubbed his head against Rollikins, for he was very fond of the pixie. Rollikins loved him too, and would have done anything in the world for his beautiful cat.
‘Where is the sixpence, Master?’ asked the cat. ‘Let me see it.’ ‘There it is,’ said Rollikins, pointing to a waste-paper basket which was slowly turning to silver. ‘It’s in there. Wait a moment, and I will put it on your collar, Whiskers, and change that to silver too. Wouldn’t you love to have a silver collar?’ So when the basket had finished turning into silver, Rollikins put the sixpence on Whisker’s collar. He watched it slowly changing into silver – and then, oh dear, he noticed something else. Whiskers was changing into silver too! In a trice Rollikins whisked the sixpence off his cat’s neck – but it was too late. 13 HH7764©[2]EB_Magical Treasury.indd  13 2/6/15  12:56 P





	
			

			


Wizards and Witches Whiskers sat quite still, and in half a minute was a solid silver cat.
Rollikins spoke to him and hugged him, and begged him to say a word – but Whiskers didn’t speak or move. He was a little silver cat, very heavy and very bright. Then Rollikins began to cry. He wept and wept and wept. He hugged Whiskers and tried to warm him into life, but it wasn’t a bit of good.
The pixie was terribly unhappy. Whiskers was his best friend. He couldn’t do without him, he simply couldn’t. What a dreadful thing to have turned his best friend into a silver statue that could neither move nor speak!
Rollikins fetched some milk and poured it into the silver dish. He set it before Whiskers, and begged him to have a drink. But the silver cat took no notice at all.
‘What shall I do, what shall I do?’ wept Rollikins. ‘Oh, Whiskers, darling Whiskers, do mew. Don’t be silver any more. Be my own, nice, cuddly Whiskers.’ But Whiskers sat and stared with silver eyes, and didn’t make a sound.
There came a knock at the door, and Rollikin’s next door neighbour came in.
‘What’s the matter, Rollikins?’ he asked. ‘I heard you crying. Can I help you? Ooh – what’s happened to Whiskers?’ Rollikins told his friend the whole story, and the elf shook his head.
‘You were very wrong to keep money that didn’t belong to you,’ he said, gravely. ‘You see what a dreadful punishment has come to you. The only thing you can do is to go and confess to the witch, and tell her you are sorry. Then perhaps she will tell you how to get Whiskers back again.’ ‘But she will be very angry with me, and she might turn me into silver!’ sobbed Rollikins.
‘Well, you really deserve it!’ said his friend. ‘You’ve turned poor Whiskers into silver, haven’t you? The only thing you can do to show you are sorry is to go and confess.’ So Rollikins put the sixpence in his pocket and set out over Bumble Common. He cried all the way, and when he got to the witch’s cottage he could hardly see where the bell was. The witch called out ‘Come in!’ and he pushed 14 HH7764©[2]EB_Magical Treasury.indd  14 2/6/15  12:56 P





	
			

			


The Witch Who Lost Sixpence open the door and entered.
‘What’s the matter?’ asked the witch.
‘P-p-p-please I’ve got your sixpence,’ said Rollikins, and he put it down on the table.
‘Well, that’s nothing to cry about,’ said the witch.
‘No, b-b-b-but I’ve got a confession to make,’ stammered Rollikins, and he told the witch all that had happened.
‘So you kept my sixpence and used it,’ said the witch. ‘Well, you’ve had a good punishment, Rollikins. Goodbye.’ ‘Oh, but won’t you please tell me how to make Whiskers all right again?’ begged the pixie, in fright. ‘Oh, please don’t send me away without telling me what to do.’ ‘Why should I tell you anything?’ asked the witch. ‘I don’t think you’re at all a nice pixie. You keep a sixpence that doesn’t belong to you, and then you use the magic in it. You don’t deserve any help at all.’ ‘I’ll do anything for you, anything in the world if you’ll only get Whiskers back for me,’ begged Rollikins, the tears running down his face again. ‘I can’t bear to think of him being a silver statue and nothing else. It’s dreadful.’ The witch sat and thought for a moment.
‘Well, listen,’ she said. ‘You know that fine apple tree of yours that bears hundreds of red apples every year?’ ‘Yes,’ said Rollikins.
‘Well, hidden in the trunk near the roots is a magic toad,’ said the witch. ‘If I had that toad I could make many more spells with its help. If you cut down that apple tree, and give me the toad you find inside, I will change Whiskers back to himself again.’ ‘Oh dear, oh dear!’ groaned Rollikins. ‘That apple tree is the finest one in the village. It gives me enough apples to last me all the year, round, witch. It is a shame to cut it down. It will kill it, and then it will never bear any more apples.’ ‘Well, if you want Whiskers back, that is what you must do,’ said the witch.
So poor Rollikins ran home and found his axe. He chopped down his beautiful tree, and saw the toad sitting in the middle of the trunk, just as the 15 HH7764©[2]EB_Magical Treasury.indd  15 2/6/15  12:56 P





	
			

			


Wizards and Witches witch had said. He popped it into a box and took it to her.
‘That is good,’ she said, stroking the toad on the back so that it croaked in delight. ‘Now go home and stand in the middle of your kitchen. Shut your eyes, clap your hands, and say: ‘Silver, silver, shining bright, Fade away from out my sight.
In this house there must not shine Any silver thing of mine.’ Rollikins raced home again. He stood in the middle of his kitchen, shut his eyes and clapped his hands. Then he said, very slowly and loudly, what the witch had told him to say. When he opened his eyes he looked at Whiskers.
‘The silver’s going, the silver’s going!’ he cried joyfully. ‘Oh, Whiskers, you’re getting black again!’ In a short time Whiskers was himself, a black furry cat, mewing loudly. Rollikins rushed to him and flung his arms round his neck.
‘Oh, Whiskers, I’m so glad you’re not silver any more,’ he said. Whiskers looked round the kitchen.
‘Why, Master,’ he said, ‘nothing is silver now! Look, the tablecloth has gone back to its blue colour, and my basket is yellow again. All the silver is gone.’ ‘Hurrah for that!’ cried the pixie.
‘But, oh, Master, look, your lovely apple tree is down!’ cried the cat in dismay. ‘How did that happen?’ Rollikins told him, and the cat rubbed his furry head lovingly against the pixie.
‘I had to choose between you and the apple tree, Whiskers,’ said Rollikins; ‘so of course I chose you! But, dear me, I’ll never keep anything that doesn’t belong to me again.’ And you may be sure he didn’t.
16 HH7764©[2]EB_Magical Treasury.indd  16 PANTONE 3155 U 2/6/15  12:56 P





	
			

			


The Castle Without a Door Once upon a time a wizard came to live just outside Brownie Town. He was called Kookle, and no one knew much about him.
‘He’s building himself a castle on the hill,’ they said to one another. ‘He just sits on a stone and says odd words, and the castle grows out of the ground. It is wonderful to watch.’ ‘But it’s a very odd castle,’ said Tinker, a fat jolly brownie. ‘Do you know 17 HH7764©[2]EB_Magical Treasury.indd  17 PANTONE 3155 U 2/6/15  12:56 P





	
			

			


Wizards and Witches that it hasn’t any doors at all? How are people going to get in and out, that’s what I’d like to know. The windows are far too high up to climb through.’ ‘That’s very funny,’ said the brownies, and they shook their heads. ‘Perhaps Kookle is up to mischief of some sort.’ It wasn’t long before Kookle was very much disliked. He never spoke to the brownies at all, not even when they wished him good day. He turned one of them into a pillarbox one day because the little brownie had accidentally run into him round a corner, and it took Brownie Town a whole week before they could find the right magic to turn the pillarbox back into a brownie.
‘He is a horrid wizard,’ said the little folk. ‘If only we could get rid of him! But what can you do with someone who lives in a castle without any doors? You can’t even get in and beg him not to hurt us!’ ‘He’ll do worse mischief yet, you mark my words!’ said Tinker.
Now two weeks after that, little Princess Peronel came to stay in Brownie Town with her old nurse, Mother Browneyes. The two of them went walking in Wishing Wood every day.
Then one day a dreadful thing happened. Mother Browneyes came HH7764©[2]EB_Magical Treasury.indd  18 PANTONE 3155 U 2/6/15  12:56 P





	
			

			


The Castle Without a Door running back from Wishing Wood in a terrible state, crying and groaning in distress.
‘What’s the matter, what’s the matter?’ cried the brownies.
‘Oh, oh!’ wept Mother Browneyes. ‘I was walking in the wood this morning, when who should come up but Kookle the Wizard. And no sooner did he set eyes on pretty little Princess Peronel than he said: “Ha! I will have her marry me!” And oh, brownies, whatever shall we do? He caught her up then and there and carried her off to his castle!’ ‘Goodness gracious! What a terrible thing!’ cried all the brownies in horror. ‘Our little Princess with that horrid old wizard! Whatever can we do?’ Well, they decided to go at once to the castle and demand Peronel back. So they trooped off, scores of them, all feeling very angry but frightened too in case Kookle should turn them into beetles or frogs.
They arrived at the castle, and then of course they remembered that it had no doors. They couldn’t knock because there was no knocker, and they couldn’t ring because there was no bell. They just stood there wondering what in the world they could do.
‘Hie! Hie!’ suddenly shouted Tinker, the fat little brownie. ‘Kookle! Kookle! If you’re anywhere in the castle, just listen. Give us back Peronel at once!’ Suddenly the wizard appeared at a window and looked down at the brownies. He laughed loudly.
‘Ho!’ he cried. ‘If you want Peronel, come in and get her. Ho ho ho!’ ‘We can’t!’ yelled Tinker in a rage. ‘There are no doors!’ ‘Then go away!’ said the wizard. ‘If you’re not all gone by the time I count ten, I’ll turn you into muffinbells! Ha ha! Now – one, two, three …’ But by the time Kookle came to ten, there wasn’t a single brownie to be seen. They had all fled down the hill to the town.
‘We must do something,’ said Tinker. ‘We can’t let Peronel be captured like this. But unless we find the door of the castle we can do nothing.’ ‘But there is no door,’ said another brownie.
‘There must be one that we can’t see,’ said Tinker. ‘The wizard comes in 19 HH7764©[2]EB_Magical Treasury.indd  19 PANTONE 3155 U 2/6/15  12:56 P





	
			

			


Wizards and Witches and out, doesn’t he? But by some kind of magic he has hidden it from our eyes. We must find out where it is. Then even if we can’t see it we shall know where to find it and can turn the handle by feeling about for it.’ ‘Well, couldn’t we go to the castle tonight and feel all round the walls for the door?’ said the other brownies.
So that night six brownies went creeping up to the castle. But alas for them! The wizard heard them, and turned them into kittens, so that Brownie Town was in despair to see six little kittens come running back that night instead of six brownies.
Tinker sat in his cottage and thought very hard. He did so want to rescue Peronel, for he thought she was the prettiest little Princess in all Fairyland. But try as he would he could think of no plan.
Next morning when Brownie Town awoke and drew its curtains back, it saw that snow had fallen in the night and all the countryside was white.
‘Hurrah!’ cried the youngsters. ‘Now we can build snowmen, and play with snowballs.’ Then Tinker suddenly had a wonderful idea. He tore out of his cottage to tell the others.
‘We will build a big snowman in the field just outside the castle,’ he said. ‘The wizard will take no notice of that. But, before the moon is out, I will dress myself in a white cloak, and put on the snowman’s hat. You will quickly knock down the snowman and I will take his place! Then I will stand there all night to see where the door is when the wizard comes out for his nightly walk!’ ‘Oh, Tinker, how clever you are!’ cried the others. ‘That is a wonderful plan!’ ‘Six of you go and make the snowman now,’ said Tinker. ‘Make him about my size. Laugh and talk all the time, as if you were really playing and had forgotten all about Peronel.’ So six of the brownies went to the hill on which Kookle’s castle stood. The wizard peeped out of a window, but when he saw them building a snowman he took no further notice.
Before nightfall the brownies had built a nice fat snowman just about 20 HH7764©[2]EB_Magical Treasury.indd  20 PANTONE 3155 U 2/6/15  12:56 P





	
			

			


The Castle Without a Door Tinker’s size. They put a row of stones down his front for buttons, and tied a muffler round his neck. They put a hat with a feather on his head, and stuck a pipe in his mouth.
Then off they went down the hill to Brownie Town. Tinker had been very busy meantime making himself a long white cloak. Mother Brown-eyes had helped him, and together they had sewn six big black buttons down the front. Now the cloak was ready.
So, in the darkness before the moon rose, the seven brownies went silently back up the hill. They quickly knocked the snowman down, and Tinker stood in its place with his long white cloak round him.
The brownies wound the snowman’s muffler round his neck, put the snowman’s feathered hat on his head and stuck the pipe in his mouth. He was ready!
‘Ooh!’ said the brownies. ‘You do look like a snowman, Tinker! Well, goodbye and good luck to you! The moon is just coming up and we must go.’ They ran off down the snowy hill, and Tinker was left alone just outside the castle. He felt rather lonely and a bit frightened. Suppose the wizard guessed he wasn’t a real snowman? Ooh, that would be dreadful!
The moon came up and soon Tinker could see every brick of the castle quite clearly. He stood on the hillside, hat on head, and pipe in mouth, as still as could be, his white cloak reaching down to his heels. He waited for an hour. He waited for two hours. He waited for three, and four and five. At midnight he was so cold that he was shivering.
‘Oh my, I do hope the wizard won’t see me shivering,’ thought Tinker in a fright. ‘But I can’t stop shaking with the cold!’ Just at that moment the clock down in Brownie Town struck twelve. Tinker heard it – and at the same time he heard a voice inside the castle chanting a long string of magic words. Then he saw the door of the castle appearing! He saw it quite clearly, outlined in green flame, with a knocker and a handle, and a very big letter-box.
As Tinker watched, eyes wide open in surprise, he saw the door swing open. The wizard appeared in the opening, and Tinker hurriedly counted the 21 HH7764©[2]EB_Magical Treasury.indd  21 PANTONE 3155 U 2/6/15  12:56 P
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The Castle Without a Door number of bricks from the side of the castle to the door. His heart was thumping so loudly he was afraid the wizard would hear it.
Kookle stepped outside, and at the same moment the door disappeared, the place where it had been becoming part of the wall again. Then suddenly Kookle looked towards Tinker!
‘Ha, a snowman!’ said the wizard. ‘Silly little brownies! How they do waste their time! I’ve a good mind to knock it all down!’ Tinker nearly died offright. The wizard came right up to him and snatched the pipe out of his mouth. What Kookle meant to do next Tinker didn’t know – but just at that moment a witch came sailing through the air on her broomstick.
‘Hey, Kookle! It’s time to join the big meeting. Come along!’ she called.
In a trice the wizard leapt on to the broom with the witch and sailed off into the moonlit sky. Tinker sighed with relief, for he had been very frightened. As soon as the wizard was out of sight he threw off his cloak and ran to the castle. He counted fifty-three bricks from the side, and then felt for the door.
Almost at once he found the handle and the knocker. He turned the handle and the door swung open. He stepped into the castle and shut the door.
‘Peronel! Peronel!’ he cried. ‘Where are you?’ ‘Here! Here!’ cried a tiny voice, far away. ‘Oh, who are you? Have you come to save me? I am right at the top of the castle!’ Tinker ran to the winding staircase and raced up it, two steps at a time. He was soon breathless for there were many hundreds of stairs. But up he went, and up and up, hoping with all his heart that Kookle would not return until he had rescued the Princess.
At the top of the castle was a small tower where Peronel was imprisoned. Her door was locked and bolted, but Tinker quickly drew the big bolts back, and turned the key, which the wizard had left in the lock.
The little Princess, very pale and thin, for the wizard had given her only bread and water since she refused to marry him, ran to Tinker and flung her arms round his neck.
‘Oh, you dear, brave brownie!’ she cried. ‘Thank you so much for saving me!’ 23 HH7764©[2]EB_Magical Treasury.indd  23 PANTONE 3155 U 2/6/15  12:56 P





	
			

			


Wizards and Witches ‘You’re not saved yet!’ said Tinker. ‘Quick, we must get out of the castle before the wizard comes back.’ Down the hundreds of stairs they ran to the big door, which was easily seen from the inside of the castle. But Tinker couldn’t open the door! No matter how he twisted the handle and pulled, that door wouldn’t open! The little brownie was in despair.
For two hours he tried, but at last he gave up. Only the right magic words could open it from the inside, he realised.
‘I know what we’ll do!’ said Tinker at last. ‘It isn’t a very good plan, but it might work. I expect the wizard will see that the snowman is gone and guess that I am here. He will come rushing into the castle in a fearful rage. Now I’ve got some string here. I’ll tie it from this stool to that chair over there, and when the wizard comes in it will trip him up and perhaps we shall just have time to run out of the castle.’ ‘Yes, that’s a good plan,’ said Peronel. ‘But don’t let’s try to run all the way down the hill to Brownie Town, because the wizard would surely catch us. Just outside is a rabbit-hole. Sandy, a very nice bunny, lives there, and I know he would let us shelter in his burrow till the danger is past.’ ‘That’s splendid,’ said Tinker. He quickly tied the string across the hall just beyond the doorway. Then he and Peronel crouched down in a dark corner near the door.
Suddenly they heard the sound of an angry voice outside. It was the wizard, who had discovered the snowman’s cloak on the ground.
‘What’s this! What’s this!’ he cried in a fury. ‘This is a trick! That snowman was a brownie, and he saw me come from the castle! Well, he can’t get out. I’ll catch him, yes, I will!’ The door flew open and the wizard rushed in. He caught his foot on the string and down he fell with a crash! The door began to close, but Peronel and Tinker slipped through in a flash. The Princess led the brownie to a rabbit-hole, and the two crept down it. The bunny came to meet them, and they explained to him in a whisper.
‘Come this way,’ said Sandy. He led them to a little round room, where 24 HH7764©[2]EB_Magical Treasury.indd  24 PANTONE 3155 U 2/6/15  12:56 P





	
			

			


The Castle Without a Door there was a tiny fire and a jugful of cocoa warming by it. ‘Help yourselves to the cocoa, and there are biscuits in that tin. I’m just going to the hillside to see what is happening. Don’t be afraid. You are quite safe here.’ So Tinker poured Peronel a steaming hot cup of cocoa, and gave her some sugar-biscuits. Then he helped himself, for he was hungry and cold. They sat there, warm and happy, till Sandy the Rabbit came back.
‘Ha!’ said Sandy in glee. ‘That old wizard is in a dreadful temper. He bumped his head when he fell down and hurt his knee. He tore down the hillside after you, for of course he didn’t know you had come here. He couldn’t find you, so he’s gone back to his castle to bathe his head. I shouldn’t be surprised to find that he leaves Brownie Town quite soon.’ All that night the brownie and Peronel stayed with the kind rabbit. Next morning they followed Sandy down many long winding underground passages that led to the bottom of the hill. There they came out into the sunshine and said goodbye to the rabbit.
What a welcome they got in Brownie Town! How all the brownies cheered! And how pleased old Mother Browneyes was to see the Princess again! It really was a very happy morning.
Just as they were all as happy as could be, listening to Tinker’s adventures, there came a big BANG! Everyone rushed out to see what was happening and a very strange sight they saw!
Kookle the Wizard, having made up his mind to leave Brownie Town, had worked a spell on his castle. With a big BANG it had risen into the air and was now sailing away to the east, flapping two huge wings that had grown out of the walls.
‘Ooh!’ said all the brownies in surprise and joy. ‘That’s the end of the old wizard! He’ll never come here again! Let’s give a party this afternoon to show we’re happy!’ So they did, and the Princess sat next to Tinker, who was happier than he had ever been in his life before. And when Peronel presented him with a lovely gold watch for saving her, you should have heard all the brownies cheer! I do wish I’d been there, don’t you? 25 HH7764©[2]EB_Magical Treasury.indd  25 PANTONE 3155 U 2/6/15  12:56 P





	
			

			


The Six Red Wizards Once upon a time there lived six red wizards. They dwelt in a castle together, and dressed in red cloaks and red pointed hats. Their eyes, however, were as green as the eyes of cats, and it was said that all six wizards could see in the dark.
Their castle stood right in the middle of the town of Mumble, where lived many merry little folk – but since the coming of the wizards, the people of Mumble had not been quite so merry as before.
26 HH7764©[2]EB_Magical Treasury.indd  26 PANTONE 3155 U 2/6/15  12:56 P





	
			

			


The Six Red Wizards They were afraid of the red wizards. They didn’t like their children to play near the castle in case their shouts annoyed the wizards. They didn’t like to hold dances on the village green in case the wizards came and stopped them. They wished the wizards would go away.
But this was just what the six red wizards wouldn’t do! They were very comfortable where they were, and as they were planning a great deal of magic in their castle they were not going to disturb themselves for anyone.
Now they had a servant called Fum, an ugly, bad-tempered little creature. He had served them for many years, and then, one day, when he had made them an apple pie in which he had put salt in mistake for sugar, the six wizards flew into a temper with him.
Fum let out a howl of rage, picked up the apple pie, and threw it at the wizards. It spilt all over them, and they were half blinded with hot apple juice. Whilst they were wiping their eyes, Fum ran from the room and disappeared.
They hunted all over the castle for him, but he was gone. He knew quite well that he would be turned into a blade of grass, or a dead leaf if they found him – so he had quickly caught up his little bag and off he had sped.
He was full of hate for his six unkind masters. He went into the town of Mumble, and made his way to the big house where the mayor of the town lived. He knocked at the door and asked to see him.
‘His Highness will see you in ten minutes,’ said the butler. Fum was taken into a little room, and there he waited for ten minutes. Then His Highness the mayor of Mumble came in, looking very grand and important.
But he didn’t look so grand and important after he had heard what Fum had to say – for Fum gave away all the wizards’ secrets, and frightened the mayor very much.
‘The wizards are making a marvellous spell,’ said Fum. ‘It is nearly finished. When this spell is used, a million soldiers will spring from nothing, and at the wizards’ command will march all through Fairyland, destroying every town. They cannot be stopped, for no one can kill them. They will banish the King and Queen, and make everyone their slaves. The wizards themselves will sit on six red thrones and rule the whole offairyland.’ 27 HH7764©[2]EB_Magical Treasury.indd  27 PANTONE 3155 U 2/6/15  12:56 P





	
			

			


Wizards and Witches ‘Now this is dreadful!’ cried the mayor, his cheeks turning pale. ‘Are you sure of this, Fum?’ ‘Quite,’ said Fum. ‘Listen, Your Highness. I will take you and three others by a secret way into the castle, and you shall peep through a hole and see the wizards at work, making soldiers out of nothing.’ So that night the mayor and three others were taken by Fum through a secret passage into the castle, and peeped through a hole in the wall. And there, sure enough, they saw one of the wizards standing in a chalk circle, chanting magic words and making soldiers appear out of nothing.
The next day the mayor called a meeting and told the townsfolk all he had seen. He sent a message to the King and Queen themselves, and soon all Fairyland was full offear.
Then a messenger was sent all through the land proclaiming that if anyone could force the wizards to leave the country, he would be made a Prince and should marry the Princess.
Now it so happened that a wandering seller of lamps and candles heard the messenger proclaiming his news, and he marvelled to think that almost in a night a man such as he might become a Prince and marry a Princess.
The candle-seller went to a pond and looked at himself in the water. He saw looking back at him a young and merry face, with twinkling eyes, and black curly hair.
‘Now,’ he said, ‘why should not I be the man who shall become Prince and win the lovely Princess for a wife?’ With that he made up his mind to try. He journeyed to Mumble, and soon came to the castle of the six red wizards. He stood looking over the wall, wondering what to do.
‘Beware!’ said an old woman, coming by. ‘Over a hundred youths have tried to defeat the wizards this week – and not one of them has succeeded. Do you see that big cage in that window over there, full of birds? Well, the wizards turned each rash youth into a bird, and there they will be for the rest of their lives.’ ‘Well, I am going to try my luck,’ said the youth, and he knocked boldly 28 HH7764©[2]EB_Magical Treasury.indd  28 PANTONE 3155 U 2/6/15  12:56 P
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