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The Enchanted Bellows


ONCE UPON a time there were two little imps called Bubble and Squeak. They lived in Puff Cottage, and they made bellows. They sold them for a penny each, and made quite a lot of money. They carved animals on the handles, and all the fairies came to buy them because they were so well made and pretty.


Now Bubble was good and Squeak was naughty. Squeak was always trying to make Bubble do things he shouldn’t, but usually Bubble wouldn’t do them. Then one day Squeak had a very strange idea.


‘Bubble!’ he said in an excited whisper. ‘Let’s get a wind spell from the Blowaway Witch, and put it into a pair of bellows! Then we’ll sell them to someone we don’t like, and see what happens!’


‘Don’t be naughty,’ said Bubble. ‘And stop whispering in my ear like that. It tickles.’


‘But Bubble, oh Bubble, do let’s!’ said Squeak. ‘It’s the loveliest idea I’ve ever had. Just think how funny it would be to put a spell into a pair of bellows! Why, they’d blow and blow and blow all by themselves, and it would be such a joke.’


Squeak began to laugh, and when he laughed Bubble simply had to do the same, because Squeak’s laugh went on and on like a bubbling stream. And as soon as Bubble began to laugh he felt just as naughty as Squeak.


‘All right,’ he said, when he had got his breath again. ‘Let’s go to the Blowaway Witch now, before I change my mind.’


So off they went. The Blowaway Witch lived on the top of a steep hill, and was friends with the South Wind. There was always a breeze round her cottage, and her chimney smoke never went straight up into the sky. It was always blown this way and that.


The two imps were very much out of breath when they at last reached the cottage. They knocked at the door, and the witch came to open it.


‘What do you want?’ she said.


‘Please could you let us have a wind spell?’ asked Squeak.


‘What for?’ asked the witch.


‘To put into one of our pairs of bellows,’ said Bubble, going red.


‘But that would be naughty,’ said the witch. ‘Besides, the spell is sixpence, and I am sure you haven’t so much money as that.’


‘Yes, we have,’ said Squeak, and he took out a bright new sixpence. ‘Please let us have the spell, dear witch.’


Just at that moment the South Wind came to the door too, for he happened to be having tea with the Blowaway Witch, and had heard all that the imps had said.


‘Give them the spell,’ he said. ‘They can’t do any harm with it!’


So the witch took down her box of spells, and looked inside for a wind spell. She took out one that was not very strong, but just as she was going to hand it to Bubble, she dropped it. The South Wind picked it up, but before he gave it to the imps he breathed on it.


That will make it ten times as strong as the strongest wind spell that ever was made! he thought to himself in glee, for he was a very mischievous fellow. They will get more than they bargain for! What fun!


The two imps knew nothing of this. They took the spell, said thank you, paid the witch, and went off down the hill. When they got home they made a fine pair of bellows with ducks carved on the handle, and then with much laughter they pushed the wind spell right into the very middle of the bellows.


‘Now as soon as anyone uses these, the wind spell will start working, and blow everything all about the room!’ chuckled Bubble and Squeak. ‘Ooh, wouldn’t we like to see it!’


They wondered who would buy the bellows, and they decided to wait until someone they didn’t like at all came along. And that someone arrived the very next day.


It was Grunts, the old gnome from the bluebell wood. He was very bad-tempered and rude, and the imps disliked him very much. So they thought they would sell him the enchanted bellows.


‘My bellows are broken,’ said Grunts. ‘I want a new pair. Show me some.’


So the imps showed him a lot, and then they took out the enchanted pair. The ducks on the handle were beautifully carved, and Grunts liked them.


‘How much are these?’ he asked.


‘Only a ha’penny,’ said Squeak. ‘The others are all a penny each.’


‘Then I’ll take the ha’penny pair,’ said Grunts, and he put a bent and battered half penny down on the counter. Bubble wrapped the bellows up in brown paper, and gave them to the gnome.


Off he went, and the two imps looked at one another and laughed.


‘Let’s follow him and see what happens!’ said Bubble, feeling very naughty indeed.


So they followed Grunts to his home in the bluebell wood. He lived not far away from the palace of the fairy king and queen, and had a very nice little cottage. He was one of the gardeners and kept the grounds of the palace in good order.


Now just as he had nearly reached his home, with the imps close behind him following quietly in his footsteps, someone came running to meet Grunts.


‘The queen wants you!’ panted the messenger. ‘She wants some extra special roses for a dinner party tonight, and says will you please pick them now?’


‘I’ll go straight to the palace,’ said Grunts. So, instead of going home, he turned to the right, and took the path that led to the palace garden. The imps went too, for they thought they would like to see the roses.


Grunts went in at a little green gate, and picked the roses for the queen. Just as he had finished gathering a beautiful bunch, Her Majesty came down the path.


‘Oh thank you, Grunts,’ she said. ‘I’ll take them in myself. Oh dear me, what’s this?’


She had nearly fallen over the brown parcel in which the bellows were. Grunts had put it down on the grass while he picked the roses.


‘I beg your pardon, Your Majesty,’ he said. ‘Those are my new bellows.’


‘Oh, could you lend me them for a moment?’ asked the queen. ‘The fire in the drawing room wants a good blowing, and we can’t find the bellows anywhere.’


‘Certainly, Your Majesty,’ said Grunts. ‘Pray let me come and do it for you.’


He picked up the bellows, and walked down the path with the queen. The two imps were full of horror. Oh dear, oh dear! Whatever would happen in the palace when the bellows blew! They ran after the queen and Grunts, meaning to beg them not to use the bellows.


But they were too late. Grunts was kneeling down by the fire, blowing hard with the bellows, when the two imps looked in at the window.


Then things began to happen. Suddenly a loud wheezing sound came from the bellows, and they leapt right out of Grunts’ hands. They worked themselves, and a great wind came out of them. It blew all the roses out of the vase that the queen had put them in. Then it blew all the newspapers out of the rack, and puffed the curtains right out of the window.


‘Oh, oh!’ cried the queen. ‘Whatever is happening? Take the bellows outside, Grunts! There is something wrong with them!’


But Grunts couldn’t catch them! They went flying all over the place, blowing for all they were worth. Puff-puff-puff! And off went the cushions from the couch, and into the air went the tablecloth! The cat was blown right off her chair, and the dog sailed out of the room backwards. The queen’s lovely golden hair was blown all about her face, and she had to hold tightly to the mantelpiece to prevent herself from being blown out of the window!


‘Ooh!’ cried Bubble and Squeak, as the bellows suddenly puffed at them. Off they went, blown backwards, rolling over and over. Then they sat up and looked at one another.


Bubble began to cry.


‘I do wish we hadn’t been naughty,’ he sobbed. ‘Look what’s happened now! Whoever would have thought that the Blowaway Witch would have sold us such a strong spell for sixpence. And it’s getting stronger every minute!’


So it was. The bellows made a much louder noise now, and blew so strongly that even chairs and tables went rolling over. Then the bellows flew out into the hall, and met a footman carrying a tray of cups and plates. Every single one was blown into the air, and came down in pieces. As for the poor footman, he was blown to the end of the hall, and knocked the king himself over.


‘Now what’s this, what’s this?’ cried the king in a temper. ‘What do you mean by tearing about backwards like this, footman?’


But just then the bellows came near and – puff! The king himself was blown into the air and bumped his head against the ceiling. He caught hold of a swinging lantern, and hung there, very much frightened. The footman ran to get a ladder to help him down.


What a to-do there was in the palace! The king shouted, the queen cried, the footman rushed here and there trying to catch the bellows, and the cook threw a saucepan at them, but only managed to hit the butler, who was very angry.


The bellows thoroughly enjoyed themselves. They sent a large bed sailing into the garden, and went out after it. Then they blew two chimney pots off the roof, and puffed so hard at a gardener that he found himself sitting at the top of a beech tree before he knew what was happening.


Grunts was filled with amazement. How could his pair of bellows be so wicked? Hadn’t he bought them for a ha’penny that day from Bubble and Squeak? Surely they couldn’t have put such a strong spell into them?


As for Bubble and Squeak, they were shaking and trembling, for they knew that they would be found out and punished sooner or later. Whatever would the queen say to them? And how could that dreadful pair of bellows be stopped?


‘Let’s run to the Blowaway Witch and ask her what to do!’ said Bubble, with tears running down his turned-up nose. So off they went.


They didn’t stop once till they reached the witch’s cottage. Then they banged on her door.


When she came, they told her all that had happened.


‘The king was blown up to the ceiling, and the gardener sailed up to the top of the beech tree, and all the cups and saucers and plates flew into the air off the footman’s tray!’ sobbed Bubble. ‘Oh, whatever are we to do? We didn’t know you had given us such a strong wind spell, witch. How can we stop it?’


The witch went very pale, and sat down suddenly.


‘I didn’t give you a strong spell,’ she said. ‘I gave you the weakest one I had, for I was afraid you were up to mischief, as usual. What can have happened to it?’


‘Do you suppose the South Wind did anything to your spell?’ asked Squeak. ‘He was here when you sold it to us, you know.’


‘So he was,’ said the witch, jumping up. ‘Well, I’ll get him here, and ask him.’


She took an old tea tray out to her garden, and banged it with an iron spoon. In three minutes the South Wind came rushing down.


‘What do you want?’ he asked. ‘I heard you calling me.’


The witch told him all that had happened at the palace, and the South Wind looked most uncomfortable.


‘Yes,’ he said. ‘I breathed on the spell and made it very strong indeed – VERY strong indeed – but of course I hadn’t any idea at all that the queen herself would ask for the bellows to be used in the palace. I thought perhaps some old gnome or goblin would get a shock, that’s all.’


‘Well, what are we to do?’ asked the imps.


‘I and the South Wind will come with you and see if we can stop the bellows from blowing,’ said the witch. She put on her best cloak, climbed on her broomstick, took the two imps behind her, and then set off with the South Wind to the palace.


When they arrived there, they found the enchanted bellows still blowing everywhere. The king’s crown had been blown to the top of a chimney, and six hens had been puffed up to the highest tower of the palace. It was dreadful.


The witch hastily drew a circle of white chalk, and stepped inside it. Then she chanted a long string of magic words, beckoning the bellows towards her all the time. Little by little they stopped blowing, and came towards the witch. As soon as they were near the magic circle, she reached out her hand and grabbed them. Once they were in the circle all their enchantment left them, and they became ordinary bellows.


‘Well, they’re cured now,’ said the witch, and she stepped out of her circle. She went to the queen, and told her everything that had happened to make the bellows behave so strangely.


The king and queen were very angry. ‘The imps had no right to play tricks like that,’ they said, ‘and as for the South Wind, he ought to be ashamed of himself for his share in this terrible muddle. Just look at the palace! All upside down and topsy-turvy! He shall be banished from Fairyland for a whole year, and he can take those mischievous imps with him!’


Very sorrowfully the South Wind went away, and the two imps followed him, weeping bitterly. The footman picked up the bellows and threw them after the imps – and as soon as they left the magic circle, their enchantment came back. They began to blow and blow again, and the two imps flew straight up into the air, and found themselves in the clouds.


The South Wind caught the bellows and gave them to the imps. ‘I will look after you and be your friend,’ he said, ‘but you must work for me in return. Sometimes I can’t be bothered to blow the clouds along on a summer’s day, because I’m too sleepy. You can blow them for me with these bellows.’


And that is what Bubble and Squeak do now. If you see the clouds sailing slowly along on a summer’s day when there is no breeze, you will be able to guess what is happening – the South Wind is fast asleep somewhere, and the two imps are puffing the clouds along with the bellows. They hope to go back to Fairyland some day, and if they are good, I expect they will.
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Mr Tweeky’s Magic Pockets


MR TWEEKY was a round, little man, with the jolliest smile you could imagine. He was dreadfully poor, and he lived all by himself in a round, little cottage at the end of Dum-Dum Village. He always wore a red coat that buttoned tightly up to his neck and had two very deep pockets in it. In one of them he kept his dinner, and in the other he put things like handkerchiefs, money and tickets.


One day Mr Tweeky started off to look for work. He had a very dull dinner wrapped up in paper in one of his pockets, and he wasn’t looking forward to eating it. He hoped perhaps he would be able to find some work, and then he might buy a nice bit of cheese to go with his dry bread.


He was just going down the road when he heard someone call, ‘Help! Help!’ He looked to see who it was, and saw an old woman waving to him out of a window.


‘A pipe has burst in the bathroom, and the house is being swamped!’ she cried. ‘Come and help me, do!’


Mr Tweeky rushed into the house. He took his coat off in the hall, and hung it up, with his hat. Then he turned up his shirt sleeves and tore upstairs.


Dear me! What a sight he saw! The water was pouring out of a hole in a pipe and had soaked everything.


‘I’ll put my thumb on it while you go for a plumber,’ said Mr Tweeky. ‘Hurry up, or you’ll have to swim!’


‘Thank you, thank you,’ said the old woman, and she ran downstairs. Mr Tweeky waited for about twenty minutes with his thumb on the hole, and then the old woman came back with a plumber who quickly stopped the water and said he would put in a new piece of pipe.


‘I’m very grateful to you,’ said the old woman to Mr Tweeky. ‘Thank you so much.’


‘Don’t mention it,’ said Mr Tweeky politely. ‘I’m glad to have been of use. I’ll just pop downstairs now and get my coat.’


So down he popped and put on his coat and hat once more. Then out into the street he went, whistling cheerily, glad that he had been able to do someone a good turn.


‘Hallo, Tweeky!’ said a friend of his. ‘Where have you been?’


Mr Tweeky told his friend about the burst pipe.


‘You’re a good chap,’ said his friend Higgle, who was very fond of Mr Tweeky. ‘I wish you could get a bit of good luck. You are always poor, and you never have any treats.’


‘Ah,’ said Mr Tweeky, sighing, ‘I wish the good old days of fairies would come back again. Then I’d wish a few wishes, and get everything I wanted!’


Higgle walked along with Mr Tweeky, and when dinnertime came they sat down together on a sunny bank to eat their meal. Mr Tweeky’s friend had cold sausage and new bread and a nice piece of cake.


‘What have you got, Tweeky?’ he asked.


‘Only stale, dry bread, and not very much of that!’ said Mr Tweeky, sighing again. ‘I wish I’d got cold sausage and new bread like you. And for my pudding I’d like a nice piece of jam roll.’


He put his hand in his pocket and pulled out his dinner. It was wrapped up in paper. Mr Tweeky unwrapped it – and then he stared as if he couldn’t believe his eyes!


‘Buttons and buttercups!’ he cried. ‘Look here! Here’s my wish come true, I do declare! Cold sausage! New bread! And – oh! The finest piece of jam roll I ever saw! Why, there’s magic about still!’


Mr Tweeky’s friend stared with his eyes and mouth wide open. He thought it was a most surprising thing.


Mr Tweeky ate up his dinner with joy. He had never had such a delicious one before. The jam roll was perfectly lovely, and the sausage was really tasty.


‘You’ve got jam all over your nose and mouth,’ said Higgle. ‘You do look funny.’


Mr Tweeky dived into his other pocket for his handkerchief – but when he brought it out he was lost in astonishment.


‘Look at that!’ he shouted in delight. ‘My own handkerchief is an old, torn red cotton one – and it’s changed into this lovely blue silk one! Buttons and buttercups, there’s certainly magic about today!’


‘That’s a wonderful thing,’ said Higgle. ‘Well, Tweeky, I always said you deserved a bit of good luck if ever anyone did – and now that you’ve got it, I’m glad.’


Mr Tweeky beamed all over his round, little face. He was so pleased. He wiped the jam off his nose and put his handkerchief away again.


‘Well, I must go on now,’ he said. ‘I heard that there was a gardener wanted at the other end of the village. I must go and see if I can get the job.’


‘I’m going that way too,’ said Higgle, ‘but I’m going to take the bus – it’s so far to walk.’


‘I haven’t enough money for that,’ said Mr Tweeky, putting his hand into his pocket. ‘Look, I’ve only got twopence!’


He pulled out a coin – and my, didn’t he stare! It was a shilling!


‘Look at that now!’ he said. ‘There’s my twopence changed into a shilling! Did you ever see anything like it?’


Higgle was more surprised than ever. He took the shilling and bit it to see if it was good, and it was.


‘Now you’ll be able to catch the bus,’ he said. ‘The fare is only threepence.’


So they both caught the bus, and Mr Tweeky enjoyed the ride very much, for it was a long time since he had been in a bus.


‘Would you like a toffee?’ asked Higgle. ‘I’ve got one to spare.’


‘Oh, that’s very kind of you,’ said Mr Tweeky. ‘I wish I’d a few to offer you, but I haven’t a single one.’


‘I say! Feel in your pockets and see if you’ve got any now!’ said Higgle excitedly. So Mr Tweeky felt solemnly in his pockets – and brought out a whole bag of assorted toffees!


‘Well, I never!’ he said. ‘This is the loveliest day I’ve ever had, Higgle. My luck certainly is in.’


‘See what else you’ve got in your pockets,’ said Higgle. ‘Perhaps everything has changed into something better.’


So Mr Tweeky looked – and he was so astonished at what he found. First there was a very nice pair of gloves, with fur inside. Then there was another handkerchief, made of yellow silk. There were two lovely pencils and a fine fountain pen. There was a notebook, a purse with five shillings in, and, last of all, a little case.


‘What’s in the case?’ asked Higgle, bending over to see. ‘My, Tweeky, there’s certainly plenty of magic about you today!’


Mr Tweeky opened the case. Inside there were a lot of visiting cards.


‘Oh, fancy!’ he cried. ‘These are cards! I expect they’ll all have my name on! Buttons and buttercups! How grand I shall be!’


He took out one of the cards and looked at it – and then he looked again – and then he rubbed his eyes and looked a third time.


‘Look, Higgle,’ he said to his friend. ‘Do you see my name there?’


Higgle looked. ‘No!’ he said in surprise. ‘It’s someone else’s name! It says Mr Joseph Hubble-Bubble! Now, whatever does that mean?’


‘Well, my name’s Tweeky, isn’t it?’ said Mr Tweeky, puzzled. ‘Something’s gone wrong with the magic. I wonder why they put Hubble-Bubble.’


‘There’s a Mr Hubble-Bubble who lives in the village somewhere,’ said Higgle. ‘I’ve heard of him. I wonder why his name is on the cards in your pocket. This is very funny.’


Then a really terrible thought came to Mr Tweeky. He turned quite pale. He looked down at his red coat, and turned paler still. He quite frightened Higgle.


‘What’s the matter?’ said his friend. ‘Are you ill, Tweeky?’


‘No,’ said Tweeky in a faint voice. ‘But, oh, Higgle! I don’t believe these pockets are magic, after all. I-I-I—’


‘What! Tell me quickly!’ cried Higgle.


‘I-I-I-believe I’ve got someone else’s coat on,’ said poor Mr Tweeky. ‘I hardly dare to look, Higgle. Just tell me, is there a big patch on the right shoulder?’


Higgle looked. ‘No,’ he said. ‘There’s no patch at all.’


‘Is there a button gone from the right cuff?’ asked Mr Tweeky.


‘No, there’s a button there all right,’ said Higgle.


‘Then it’s n-n-n-not my coat,’ said Mr Tweeky. ‘Oh, what shall I do?’


‘But how could you have got someone else’s?’ asked Higgle, puzzled.


‘Why, do you remember that I told you how I went in to help that old woman with her burst pipe this morning?’ said Mr Tweeky. ‘Well, I took my coat and hat off and hung them in the hall. When I came downstairs to put them on again, I must have put on someone else’s red coat. And that’s why all those lovely things were in the pockets!’


‘Then the sausage and jam roll weren’t magic!’ said Higgle. ‘They were someone else’s.’


‘Yes,’ said Mr Tweeky mournfully. ‘And I’ve eaten them. And we’ve eaten all the sweets. And there’s jam all over the handkerchief. And I’ve spent some of the money. Whatever shall I do?’


‘You’ll have to go back and own up,’ said Higgle sorrowfully. ‘I’m ever so sorry for you, Tweeky; I really did think you’d got a bit of good luck today – and it’s turned out to be bad luck after all!’


Mr Tweeky stopped the bus and got down. Higgle jumped down too.


‘I’ll come back with you,’ he said comfortingly. ‘I’ll tell the old woman that you thought it was magic and didn’t know you were eating anyone else’s dinner.’


So the two friends walked all the way back to the old woman’s house. It was evening when they reached there, and when at last they stood outside the house, they heard a voice talking loudly inside one of the front rooms.


‘Come on, we must go in and tell Mr Hubble-Bubble what you’ve done,’ whispered Higgle. So the two went up the path and knocked at the front door.


‘My lovely dinner had changed into dry bread!’ said the voice. ‘And my toffees were gone! I hadn’t got my pencils or my fountain pen, and even my new gloves and nice silk handkerchiefs had disappeared. Someone must have put a bad spell on me, that’s what I think! Oh, dear me, how horrid it is! I really do feel most unhappy!’


The old woman came to open it and bade Tweeky and Higgle come inside out of the cold. They followed her into a cosy room where a little old man, just as round as Tweeky, was walking up and down.


‘Please,’ said Mr Tweeky in a small voice, ‘I’ve come to say that owing to a mistake, and our coats being so much alike, I took yours this morning and left my own.’


‘Bless us all!’ cried the little old man in joy. ‘Then there isn’t a spell on me after all! It was your dinner I found, and your red handkerchief I used! Well, well, well!’


‘I’m sorry to say that I thought I had some magic about me,’ said Mr Tweeky. ‘So I decided your dinner was mine changed into something better. And I’m also sorry to say that I’ve eaten your sweets and spent some of your money, and made your blue handkerchief jammy.’


The little old lady began to laugh. Then Mr Hubble-Bubble began to smile too, and soon he was chuckling loudly.


‘This is very funny,’ he said. ‘Very funny indeed.’


‘I don’t think it is,’ said poor Mr Tweeky. ‘I can’t pay you back for your dinner or sweets, because I’ve only got twopence in the world, and I’m out of work.’


‘Then it isn’t funny at all,’ said the old man, looking grave. ‘But, tell me, how did you get my coat?’


Mr Tweeky told him.


‘Oh, so you’re the kind person who came and helped my wife this morning,’ said the old man. ‘Well, now, I need a really good, hard-working gardener, someone who will look after my wife as well when things go wrong in the house. Would you like the job?’


Mr Tweeky could hardly speak for joy. It was just the sort of work he loved. Higgle spoke up for his friend, and said what a kind, helpful fellow he was; so the old man engaged him on the spot.


‘So it was my lucky day, after all!’ said Mr Tweeky, as he struggled into his old coat and gave up the one he had been wearing. ‘I’m very happy again now.’


And off he marched with Higgle, both of them as merry as blackbirds!
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