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One Christmas Night


ONE CHRISTMAS night a very strange thing happened to Jack and Mary. You see, they were both in bed, and fast asleep, dreaming of Christmas Day, when a curious noise awoke them, and they sat up in bed at once.


‘What’s that grunting, stamping noise?’ said Jack. ‘It sounds as if it’s coming from outside.’


He got up and looked out of the window. It was rather dark, but he could just make out something moving about their garden.


Oh, dear – had their pony got out of his shed? ‘Mary! I believe Cloppetty has got loose,’ he said. ‘We’d better go and put him back, or he will spoil the garden.’ So they put on dressing gowns.


And down the stairs they went. They opened a window there to look out and make sure it was Cloppetty – and …


Goodness me, what was this out here – something that stamped and then put a big head in at the window – a head with antlers! ‘It’s a reindeer!’ said Jack. ‘He’s staring in at us – where did he come from?’


And then a voice spoke out of the darkness. ‘Who’s there? I’m Father Christmas, and one of my reindeer has hurt his leg. Have you a lamp, please, I can use?’


Well, Jack and Mary could hardly believe their ears! ‘Take my torch,’ said Mary, and out went Jack into the garden. Yes – it was Father Christmas, and there was a big reindeer too, holding up one of its legs.


‘One of the others kicked it by accident,’ said Father Christmas. ‘He can’t gallop now, poor thing. He’ll have to have a rest. Have you a shed I could borrow just for tonight?’


‘Yes,’ said Jack, and led the way. ‘Over here, Father Christmas.’ Then the moon came out from behind a cloud …


And up on the roof Jack saw Father Christmas’s sleigh, and three other reindeer, patiently waiting! What a sight to see!


Jack opened the shed door and Cloppetty whinnied a surprised welcome. ‘Good gracious … A dear little pony!’ said Father Christmas. ‘Will there be room for my reindeer?’ The pony clip-clopped out, and nuzzled against Father Christmas, putting its head over his shoulder, whinnying.


‘What a loving little thing!’ said Father Christmas. ‘My word, I’ve got a most wonderful idea!’


‘What is your idea?’ asked Jack. Father Christmas didn’t answer. He gave a whistle, and down from the roof came the three reindeer and the sleigh.


They landed in the garden, and Jack stared in surprise. Then Mary came running out to see what was going on.


‘Boy, would you lend me this pony of yours, to go with my reindeer, pulling my sleigh tonight?’ asked Father Christmas. ‘See how he nuzzles them – he’s friends already!’


‘Cloppetty – would you like that?’ said Jack in excitement. Cloppetty neighed softly and went to stand in the hurt reindeer’s place. He tossed his head up and down.


‘He’ll be all right,’ said Father Christmas, pleased. ‘Would you like to come too? He might get nervous, you know, and then you could call out, “Steady there, Cloppetty.”’


‘Father Christmas, is this a dream?’ said Mary suddenly.


‘Bless us, no!’ said the old fellow, lifting her into the sleigh. ‘If it is, you and Jack are both in the same dream!’


Then Jack got into the sleigh too, and Father Christmas harnessed Cloppetty to the others. They stamped their hooves, longing to be off.


Father Christmas locked the hurt reindeer in the shed. ‘He’ll be all right after a rest,’ he said, and got into the sleigh. He tucked a great rug round them.


Then he clicked to the reindeer and the pony. ‘Up!’ he said. ‘Up, up – and away!’ And my goodness me, what a wonderful feeling it was to feel the sleigh lifting into the air! The reindeer galloped up into the sky, and little Cloppetty galloped too, so proud to be there that he couldn’t help tossing his pretty head.


‘We have to go down soon,’ said Father Christmas, looking over the side of the sleigh. He whistled twice and the reindeer and Cloppetty galloped down to a big roof. Father Christmas took a great many toys out of his sack, and then he got out on to the roof.


‘Lots of children here!’ he whispered. So there were. It was a hospital for small children and Father Christmas didn’t mean to forget them! He slid down the chimney and disappeared. Cloppetty whinnied.


‘It’s all right, Cloppetty,’ called Jack. ‘Stand still now. Ah, here comes Father Christmas again!’ And there he was, coming out of the chimney!


It really was a marvellous adventure for the two children. Away they galloped again, over woods and hills. Down below, the houses looked very small indeed.


Father Christmas disappeared down a great many chimneys, and at last his sack was empty. He shook it out over the side of the sleigh. ‘No more toys!’ he said. ‘I must take you home. Well, your Cloppetty has done very well. Is there any present I can give him?’ Off they went again, while Jack and Mary thought hard.


‘He might like a nice blanket,’ said Mary. ‘It’s cold in his shed.’


‘Right!’ said Father Christmas. ‘Well, here we are again, in your garden. Out you get.’


They ran to the shed and unlocked it. Out trotted the reindeer. The rest had done him good. He rubbed noses with Cloppetty. Then Father Christmas patted Cloppetty, and said goodnight to the children – they waved to him as he rose up into the sky once more.


And next morning you should have seen their stockings! Why, they overflowed with toys of all kinds – on the floor and everywhere. When did Father Christmas put them there? And will you look at Cloppetty wearing his new blanket now?


No wonder he’s feeling proud – it’s Father Christmas’s Very Own Rug!
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The Christmas Pudding that Wouldn’t Stop 


GUBBLEUP AND Gubbledown were two little goblins and they lived in Gubble Cottage. They were both dressed exactly the same in little high caps, green tunics and green leggings, but you could never mistake one for the other, for Gubbleup was very tall, and Gubbledown was very small.


It was nearly Christmas time, and Gubbleup and Gubbledown had been to a great many parties.


‘We really ought to give a party ourselves,’ said Gubbleup.


‘Yes, we ought,’ said Gubbledown. ‘We’ve been to so many. What about having one tomorrow?’


‘Have you got any money?’ asked Gubbleup.


Gubbledown turned out his pockets.


‘I’ve got six pennies and a halfpenny,’ he said. ‘That wouldn’t go far towards paying for a party. How much have you got, Gubbleup?’


Gubbleup took down a little china pig from the mantelpiece and unscrewed its head. Inside were some pennies, halfpennies and a silver threepenny bit.


‘One threepenny bit, ten pennies and nine halfpennies,’ he said.


‘What does your money and mine make altogether?’ asked Gubbledown.


‘That’s very difficult,’ sighed Gubbleup, taking a pencil from his pocket. ‘It’s the sort of sum we did when we were at school. Now, let me see – one threepenny bit, ten pennies, nine halfpennies, six pennies of yours and a halfpenny.’


After a great deal of thinking and scribbling and rubbing-out, the goblins decided that they had exactly two shillings.


‘Oh, dear – that won’t go far towards buying things to eat,’ sighed Gubbleup.


‘We must have a Christmas pudding,’ said Gubbledown firmly. ‘You can’t have a Christmas party without a Christmas pudding.’


‘But how can we have a Christmas pudding?’ asked Gubbleup. ‘They cost a lot of money – and besides, we don’t know how to make one.’


‘Well, let’s go and ask the old Sugarstick Gnome if he’ll make us one for a shilling,’ said Gubbledown. ‘If he will, we can spend the other shilling on jellies and cakes, and that will be enough for a party.’


‘The Sugarstick Gnome won’t make one for a shilling!’ said Gubbleup. ‘Don’t be silly!’


‘I’m not silly,’ said Gubbledown, offended. ‘Come on, and we’ll see.’


So the two goblins put on their pointed caps and went through the wood to the Sugarstick Gnome’s.


He lived in a funny shop, whose chimneys looked like barley-sugar sticks, and whose walls were as brown as chocolate. His pretty curtains had a pattern of cakes, tarts and sweets all over them, and altogether his shop was a most exciting one to visit.


The Sugarstick Gnome made puddings and pies, cakes and tarts, sweets and chocolate. He had a little kitchen at the back of the shop, and here he made everything. No one knew how he made his goods, for he always kept his kitchen door shut and the curtains drawn tightly across the window.


There was never any smell of cooking at the shop of the Sugarstick Gnome. So people said that he made all his goodies by magic – but nobody knew exactly how.


Gubbleup and Gubbledown soon reached the shop, opened the door and went in.


No one was there.


The two goblins waited for some minutes, and then grew impatient.


‘Wherever can the Sugarstick Gnome be?’ exclaimed Gubbleup.


Gubbledown rapped on the counter.


Nobody came.


The kitchen door was shut, and no sound came from the kitchen.


‘Perhaps the Sugarstick Gnome is ill,’ said Gubbleup at last.


‘Shall we go into the kitchen and see?’ asked Gubbledown.


‘No,’ said Gubbleup. ‘He might be cross. People say he has a very bad temper. We don’t want to be turned into peppermint lumps or anything.’


‘Good gracious!’ said Gubbledown, startled. ‘I should think not. But what can we do, Gubbleup? I’m getting tired of waiting here. And he may be ill, you know.’


‘Well, let’s go and see if we can peep into the kitchen window,’ said Gubbleup, jumping off his chair.


So the two goblins ran out of the shop and went round the garden to the back window. The curtains were drawn tightly over the window – all but a little crack at one side.


‘We could peep in through this crack!’ whispered Gubbledown, and put his eye to it.


What he saw made him stare in astonishment.


The Sugarstick Gnome was not ill. He was making Christmas puddings. There they were, spread out in delicious rows on the table.


But dear me, he made them in a most extraordinary way!


The goblins saw him take up a tiny black currant and put it on a plate. Then he danced solemnly round it and chanted an odd song:


‘Little black currant of mine,


Make me a pudding, I pray,


A Christmas pudding as fine


As anyone’s baking today!’


Then, right before Gubbleup’s and Gubbledown’s astonished eyes, the currant seemed to swell, and gradually a fine plum pudding grew up on the plate. It grew bigger and bigger and bigger until it was as large as a pumpkin.


The two goblins were so surprised that they sat down on the grass outside and stared at each other.


‘So that’s how he makes all his things!’ whispered Gubbledown. ‘What powerful magic must be in that currant!’


‘Let’s peep again!’ said Gubbleup. Once more the goblins put their eyes to the crack and looked.


The Sugarstick Gnome was just taking out the magic currant to use again for another pudding. Immediately the first pudding stopped growing.


The goblins watched him put the currant on an empty plate, and heard him sing the magic song again. Once more a pudding grew.


Gubbleup and Gubbledown didn’t wait for the end of that one. They marched back into the shop and stamped loudly on the floor.


‘If he’s got so many, surely he can sell us one cheaply,’ said Gubbledown, hoisting his little body up on a chair.


The Sugarstick Gnome came into the shop and shut his kitchen door behind him.


‘Good morning,’ said Gubbleup. ‘Would you please sell us a big Christmas pudding for a shilling?’


The Sugarstick Gnome laughed.


‘No, I won’t,’ he said. ‘Big puddings cost four shillings.’


‘Oh, dear,’ said the goblins in dismay. ‘Are you sure you couldn’t?’


‘Quite,’ said the Sugarstick Gnome. ‘Anything else you’d like?’


Gubbleup and Gubbledown were most disappointed.


‘Oh, well,’ said Gubbleup, sighing. ‘I suppose we’d better make do with cakes and jelly. How many can you let us have for two shillings?’


‘One red jelly, two yellow jellies, six chocolate cakes, six cream buns and twelve currant cakes,’ said the Sugarstick Gnome. ‘Very cheap too.’


‘All right,’ said Gubbleup. ‘We’ll call for them tomorrow at two o’clock. We’re going to have a party in the afternoon, so please have them ready.’


The goblins paid over their money and went out. They were so disappointed about the pudding that for a minute or two neither of them spoke a word.


Gubbledown heaved a sigh.


‘It won’t be much of a Christmas party without a Christmas pudding,’ he sighed.


‘No,’ said Gubbleup. ‘Still, we shall have twenty-four cakes and three jellies, and you know we’ve got a tin of chocolate biscuits.’


‘And we’ll make some lemonade,’ said Gubbledown, cheering up. ‘And play lots of jolly games.’


‘Let’s call and ask everybody now,’ said Gubbleup.


So the goblins called on their friends, and asked them all to come to their party the next day. Everyone was most delighted and accepted at once.


Then the two goblins hurried home and cleaned up their living room. They put holly all round the pictures, and made paper chains to go across the ceiling. That took them all the day, and they went to bed tired out.


Next morning they were most excited. Gubbleup made the lemonade, and Gubbledown got out the tin of chocolate biscuits and arranged them in nice little patterns on blue plates.


Then he got out all his best glasses and washed them ready for the party.


By that time it was a quarter to two, and the goblins thought they had better fetch the jellies and cakes from the Sugarstick Gnome’s.


‘Everybody’s coming at three o’clock,’ said Gubbleup, putting on his cap. ‘So we’d better hurry, Gubbledown.’


Off they went through the wood, and reached the cake shop at just exactly two o’clock.


The shop was empty, and Gubbleup knocked on the counter.


Nobody came. Gubbleup knocked more loudly. Still nobody came.


Then Gubbledown saw a note on the counter. On it was written:


Dear Gubbleup and Gubbledown,


I have to go out before two o’clock, but you will find your jellies and cakes in two big baskets under the counter.


From the Sugarstick Gnome


The goblins ran round the counter to look for the baskets underneath. Sure enough, there they were.


Gubbleup stooped to get them, but he was so tall that he bumped against the kitchen door just behind him. It flew open. Gubbledown was just going to shut it when he caught sight of something that made him stop.


He saw the magic currant all by itself in the middle of a plate on the kitchen table!


‘Look! Look, Gubbleup!’ he cried. ‘There’s the magic currant!’


They stared at it – and the same naughty idea crept into their minds.


‘Shall we borrow it, just for today?’ whispered Gubbleup. ‘The Sugarstick Gnome’s out, so we can’t ask him if we may.’


‘We’ll ask him afterwards,’ giggled Gubbledown. ‘We’ll take it back tonight and tell him we borrowed it. He can’t say no then! We’ll make a fine Christmas pudding for our party!’


The two rascally goblins picked up the currant, slammed the kitchen door, caught up their baskets and ran off.


‘We’ll give our guests such a surprise,’ grinned Gubbleup. ‘We’ll let them see a Christmas pudding made before their eyes!’


The goblins hurriedly turned out the jellies into pretty dishes, and spread out the cakes on their blue plates.


Right in the middle of the table they put a great big plate, and in the centre they placed the magic currant.


Soon the guests began to come, and very soon the party was in full swing. They played games and laughed until they were all out of breath.


‘Now we’ll have something to eat!’ cried Gubbledown, leading the way into his bright little kitchen, where the meal was set out. Everyone took their places and looked hungrily at the jellies, cakes and biscuits.


Then someone saw the empty plate on the table, with the little currant set in the middle.


‘Whatever’s that?’ he cried.


Everybody looked. Gubbleup and Gubbledown laughed.


‘Aha!’ said Gubbleup. ‘That’s a great surprise for you all when you’ve eaten up everything else!’


Well, everybody was most puzzled. They couldn’t think what the surprise could be, though they tried their very hardest. They ate up all the biscuits and cakes, finished the jellies and drank the lemonade.


Then they waited to see what the surprise was.


‘Watch!’ said Gubbleup.


Then he and Gubbledown danced solemnly round the table, and sang the magic song:


‘Little black currant of mine,


Make me a pudding, I pray,


A Christmas pudding as fine


As anyone’s baking today!’


And as before the currant seemed to swell and a little pudding began to grow on the plate. How everyone stared!


‘My!’ they cried. ‘Good gracious! What a wonderful thing to be sure! A Christmas pudding growing before our eyes!’


‘How do you stop it growing?’ asked someone.


‘That’s easy!’ said Gubbleup. ‘You just take out the magic currant, and the pudding stops at once!’


The pudding went on getting bigger and bigger. Soon it was the size of a cricket ball, then of a melon, then of a football.


‘We’ll let it grow just a little bigger,’ said Gubbleup. ‘It does look such a nice one.’


They waited a minute longer, then they decided it was big enough.


Gubbleup bent over the pudding to take out the magic currant.


But oh, dear me! All the currants looked exactly alike, and Gubbleup didn’t know at all which was the one he wanted.


He picked out first one and then another – but he didn’t get the right one, for still the pudding went on growing! He tried again, and Gubbledown helped him.


Not a bit of good! The pudding went on growing!


‘Ha, ha! Ho, ho!’ laughed everyone. ‘We shall all be able to have a great big helping, Gubbleup!’


The two goblins went on hurriedly picking out currants, hoping to come to the right one – and still the pudding went on growing.


It was bigger than the plate now, and little by little began to spread over the table. It grew as big as a pail – then as big as a dustbin, then as tall as a pillar box, but much wider.


The two goblins were getting frightened. Suppose they couldn’t find the magic currant! Every minute was making it more difficult, for the pudding seemed to be getting fuller and fuller of currants!


The guests thought it was a fine joke. They thought Gubbleup and Gubbledown were giving them a great treat, and they longed to begin on the pudding.


‘Yes, cut yourselves big slices!’ said Gubbleup, suddenly thinking that the pudding would certainly be made smaller then. So everyone cut a huge slice and began eating.


But the pudding went on growing! Soon it reached the ceiling, and was squashed down flat. But that made it grow wider, and it was soon bigger than the table.


Then bits fell on to the floor and made a dreadful mess. The guests began to think something really must be wrong. They felt afraid.


‘Can you really not stop the pudding growing?’ asked one of them.


‘No!’ said Gubbleup, almost crying. ‘Oh, dear, oh, dear, it will grow as big as this room, I do believe!’


‘Gubbleup!’ said Gubbledown in despair. ‘Let’s go and ask the Sugarstick Gnome to stop it for us!’


‘You go,’ said Gubbleup.


So off went Gubbledown and ran all the way. He burst into the shop, and to his great relief saw that the Sugarstick Gnome was home again.


The Sugarstick Gnome was looking terribly cross. He frowned when he saw Gubbledown.


‘Did you take my magic currant?’ he thundered.


‘Yes, yes,’ stammered Gubbledown. ‘We – we b-b-borrowed it, and now we c-c-can’t stop the p-p-pudding growing. Would you come and take the currant away?’


‘No!’ said the Sugarstick Gnome. ‘You can keep it.’


‘Oh, please, please, please!’ begged Gubbledown. ‘The pudding will force our roof off, I do believe.’


‘What will you give me if I come?’ asked the Sugarstick Gnome.


‘We haven’t any money,’ said Gubbledown sadly.


‘Well, will you both come and chop up firewood for me each day for a month?’ asked the Sugarstick Gnome.


‘Yes, yes, yes!’ cried Gubbledown. ‘But please do come now!’


The Sugarstick Gnome went off with him. When they came to Gubble Cottage they saw the pudding bulging out of the window. It was so big that everyone had had to go out of the room. Poor Gubbleup was terribly afraid the walls would be broken down.


The Sugarstick Gnome wriggled into the room, and quick as a wink picked out a currant. At once the pudding stopped growing.


‘Oh, thank you, thank you!’ cried Gubbleup.


‘You are two bad little goblins to borrow something without asking,’ said the Sugarstick Gnome. ‘I’ve a good mind to punish you both. Mind you come every day for a month and chop firewood for me as a punishment.’


He stalked off. All the guests said goodbye too, and went.


Gubbleup and Gubbledown stared at each other.


‘The party’s quite spoilt,’ said Gubbleup sadly.


‘It’s our own fault,’ said Gubbledown miserably. ‘But oh, Gubbleup – what are we to do with that great pudding filling up our kitchen like that?’


‘Eat it, I suppose,’ said Gubbleup.


The next day they went to chop firewood for the Sugarstick Gnome, and he kept them at it all the morning. For a month they worked for him, and very hard they found it.


But the horridest thing of all was eating the huge Christmas pudding. They got so tired of it that they vowed they would never touch another one all their lives long.


So if you ever meet two goblins who can’t bear the sight of Christmas pudding, just ask them if their names are Gubbleup and Gubbledown!




OEBPS/xhtml/nav.xhtml




Contents





		Cover



		Title Page



		One Christmas Night



		The Christmas Pudding that Wouldn’t Stop 



		She Didn’t Like Parties!



		Grandpa Twinkle



		Wanted – a Royal Snow-Digger



		Santa Claus Makes a Mistake



		The Grateful Pig



		The Sleigh Bell



		Nid-Nod’s Mistake



		At Christmas Time



		The Hungry Little Robin



		Amelia Jane and the Snow-Doll



		A Coat for the Snowman



		The Mistle Thrush and the Mistletoe



		The Lost Presents



		Santa Claus Goes to Mr Pink-Whistle



		Tracks in the Snow



		Fairy’s Love



		One Christmas Eve



		Look What I’ve Done!



		Is There Anything Particular You Want?



		The Tiny Christmas Tree



		A Hole in Santa’s Sack



		Knock, Knock!



		When Billy Missed the Party



		Santa Claus Gets Busy



		The Snowman in Boots



		Witch Grufflum’s Plum Pudding



		It’s Like Magic!



		Jack Frost Is About



		Santa Claus Gets a Shock



		Poor Mr Tumpy



		Acknowledgements



		Copyright













		Begin Reading



		Table of Contents











OEBPS/images/part1.jpg
One Christmas

g Night






OEBPS/images/part2.jpg
The Christmas
Pudding that o
“Wouldnt Stop






OEBPS/images/title1.jpg





OEBPS/images/title.jpg





OEBPS/images/9781444977707.jpg
*






OEBPS/images/logo.jpg





