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THIS IS the story of a strange adventure. It happened to two children, Peter and Mary. They were twins and lived with their father and mother in a small cottage.

Their home was in a most exciting place, for their cottage was just outside the gates of Fairyland. Their mother sometimes did washing for the little folk, and she was allowed to go shopping in the little village inside the golden gates.

The children loved to go with her. At first the fairies had not been very pleased to see a boy and girl in their village beyond the gates, but they soon liked them very much.

‘Come and have tea with me,’ said Fairy Tiptap. ‘I’ll give you lemonade cakes, a kind you’ve never had before!’

‘Come and see my big black cat,’ said the pixie Tippitty. ‘He keeps house for me. Nobody can sweep or dust better than he can!’

But the greatest excitement of all was when Lady Rozabel came clattering along in her coach one day, and saw Peter and Mary. She liked the look of them so much that she stopped her coach at once and leant out of the window.

‘Who are these children? I want companions for my little girl, the Princess Fenella, and I think perhaps they are just the right age to be with her,’ she said.

Out of the window peeped the small princess. She had curly golden hair, eyes like forget-me-nots, and the naughtiest smile that ever was seen.
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‘Mother!’ she said, when she saw Peter and Mary. ‘I like these children. I want them to play with me!’

‘If they come, they will have to work with you too,’ said the Lady Rozabel. ‘Perhaps you will do your lessons better then!’

Peter and Mary went to tea with Fenella, and the Lady Rozabel thought what good manners they had, and how kind they were to naughty little Fenella. That was the beginning of a grand time for the two children!

Fenella had wonderful toys and loved to share them with Peter and Mary. They shared lessons too, and Fenella worked much harder than usual because she didn’t want to be beaten by her two new friends.

After lessons they played in the garden. It was a most exciting place. There was a magic swing, which if you shut your eyes, would swing you to anywhere you wanted to go – but it was dangerous to get off the swing until you were home again, because you might be left behind in some strange place!

There was a little river where they sailed boats, and paddled and bathed. There was a tiny house just big enough for the three children to get inside and play housekeeping. There was a very high tree from which, if they climbed to the top, they could actually see the towers of Giantland, very far away.

And there was the Magic Well. The children were not allowed to go near this.

‘Remember, children, never go near the Magic Well,’ Lady Rozabel told them over and over again. ‘Something dreadful will happen if you do.’

Now one day Fenella lost her favourite ball. The three children hunted everywhere but they couldn’t find it. Fenella flung herself down on the grass, and wailed loudly.

‘What’s the matter with the little lady?’ suddenly said a shrill voice. The children looked round in surprise, and saw a small gnome stooping over a stick, his long beard reaching to the grass. He had bright green eyes that shone strangely.
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‘I’ve lost my ball and can’t find it,’ said the little princess, staring at the strange fellow.

‘Well, go to the Magic Well and wish for it!’ said the gnome. ‘Don’t you know that you have only to bend over the well and whisper your wish for it to come true?’

‘Really?’ said all the children, excited. ‘Well, let’s go!’

‘I’ll show you the way,’ said the gnome, and he hobbled along in front of them. He took them to a small glade, a dim and silent place where no bird sang, and no rabbit peeped. Peter felt uneasy and wanted to go back, but Fenella shook her curly head at once.

‘I’m going to wish!’ she said. ‘I’m not going back till I’ve wished for my ball!’

‘Let Mary wish first, or me,’ said Peter. ‘Just to see if it’s all right, you know.’

‘Well, make haste then,’ said Fenella.

Peter bent over the deep well. The water seemed a long way down. Cold air came up from it and he shivered. He knew what he wanted to wish. His mother was often ill – it would be lovely if she could always be well.

‘I wish that my mother may never be ill again, but may always be well and strong,’ he said firmly.

‘That’s a fine wish,’ said Mary. ‘Now I’ll wish. I wish that my daddy will one day be rich and have a fine house!’ she called down the well.

‘That’s a good idea too,’ said Peter. ‘Now, Fenella, wish for your ball.’

‘No – first it is my turn,’ said the gnome suddenly, in a strange voice. He pushed the children aside and leant over the well. Peter was angry.

‘No – it’s Fenella’s turn!’ he said. ‘How dare you be so rude to a princess!’

The gnome pushed Peter away roughly. Then he caught hold of Fenella and shouted loudly,

‘I wish to be away, away, away!’

And, to the children’s dreadful dismay, the gnome and Fenella vanished completely! Then there was a gurgling of water and the well vanished too! Nothing was left of it, not even a brick or a shining drop of water!

‘Fenella’s gone!’ cried Peter, scared.

‘Whatever are we to do?’ said Mary, trembling. ‘Call her, Peter.’

‘Fenella! Fenella!’ shouted Peter, looking all through the glade. But there was no one at all. Fenella had vanished with the gnome.

‘I might have guessed he was up to mischief,’ said Peter miserably. ‘He had such strange green eyes.’

‘We’ll have to tell the Lady Rozabel,’ said Mary, tears running down her cheeks. So the two of them rushed to the palace with their bad news.

‘Fenella’s gone!’ they cried. ‘A gnome took her away, just by the Magic Well!’

At once there was a great upset. The gardens were searched from end to end. The well was hunted for, but, of course, it could not be found.

‘You bad children!’ raged Lord Rolland, Fenella’s father. ‘Weren’t you told not to go near the well? Now the gnome Sly-One has got Fenella, and goodness knows what will happen. He may keep her prisoner – he may sell her for gold – he may even turn her into a black cat and keep her for a servant! I once turned him out of Fairyland and he vowed he would pay me back for that – now he has!’

‘Go home!’ said Lady Rozabel, weeping bitterly. ‘You should be beaten for letting Fenella go near the well. Go home – and never come back!’

The two children ran off at once, scared and miserable. Through the golden gates of Fairyland they went and back to their cottage home.

They found their mother ill in bed. Their father was tending her, dressed in his rough shepherd clothes.

‘Our wishes didn’t come true,’ said Peter sadly. ‘Mother is ill instead of well – and our father is still a poor shepherd, and not a rich man.’

‘Oh, Mother!’ cried Mary. ‘A dreadful thing has happened!’ She sank down by her mother’s bed and told her everything.

‘This is a terrible thing,’ said her mother. ‘The poor Lady Rozabel – and poor little Fenella! Why, oh, why did you let her go near that well? There is only one thing to do – you must go and find the little princess!’
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The Beginning of the Adventure
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PETER AND Mary stared at their mother in surprise. ‘But, Mother! We don’t know where she is!’ said Peter.

‘I think I can guess,’ said his mother. ‘She will be with the gnome Sly-One, of course, and he will have taken her to his own land.’

‘Where’s that?’ asked Peter eagerly.

‘Well, when the Lord Rolland turned him out of Fairyland, he went to the Land of Storytellers,’ said his mother. ‘A very good place for such a sly rascal too! I’m sure that is where he has taken the little princess.’

‘But how do we get there?’ asked Mary. ‘I’ve never even heard of such a land, Mother.’

‘I can tell you,’ said her father. ‘You must first find your way to the Land of Stupids. It’s a great pity to have to go there – you may find it difficult to get away. Then from there you must travel through Giantland.’

‘Oh dear – I don’t like that,’ said their mother. ‘Try not to be seen there, my dears. You never know what may happen if the giants catch sight of two little people like you.’

‘After Giantland you will come to the Land of Storytellers,’ said their father. ‘When you get there you must find out where the gnome Sly-One lives, and see if you can somehow rescue the princess.’

‘It all sounds very difficult and rather frightening,’ said Mary, afraid.

‘Don’t worry, Mary, I’ll look after you,’ said Peter, squeezing her arm. ‘It will be a great adventure with something worth winning at the end. If we never come back at least we shall have tried to do something. The thing is – which is the way to the Land of Stupids?’

‘I can help you, I think,’ said their father. ‘I will take you to the Enchanted Wood. In the middle of it is an enormous tree, the Faraway Tree.’

‘Whatever kind of tree is that?’ said Mary in surprise.’

‘It’s a strange tree,’ said her father. ‘All kinds of little folk live in it. At the top is a great branch that pierces through the clouds. A little yellow ladder leads up from the branch – and at the top you will find a strange land.’

‘A land – at the top of a tree!’ cried Peter. ‘What land?’

‘Well, a new land comes every week,’ said his father. ‘Sometimes it may be the Land of Spells, sometimes the Land of Secrets, sometimes Toyland, sometimes the Land of Birthdays. And soon the Land of Stupids will be there.’

‘Oh!’ cried Peter. ‘So if we climb the Faraway Tree we may get to the Land of Stupids quite easily. How do you know all this, Father?’

‘I have a cousin who lives in the tree,’ said his father. ‘A little fellow called Moonface. I meet him sometimes, when I am watching my sheep, and he gives me the news of the Faraway Tree, and tells me about the strange lands that come there. We will set off now. If we delay you may miss the Land of Stupids.’

‘Take some food with you,’ said their mother. ‘And look – take this too. It may be of some use. It is the only precious thing I have.’
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She held out to Peter a small round box rather like a pillbox. Peter took it and opened it. Inside was some purple powder as fine as flour.

‘What is it for?’ asked the boy in surprise.

‘You must wait and see,’ said his mother. ‘If you do not use it, bring it back. My old granny, who was half a fairy, gave it to me. It is rare and very valuable. If the right time comes, you will use it – but not until.’

‘Come,’ said their father. ‘We must hurry, or night will be on us. It is a long way to the Enchanted Wood.’

‘Goodbye, dears,’ said their mother. ‘There’s nothing much more I can say to you, except to tell you to be brave and kind.’
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‘We promise to be,’ said the twins, and kissed their mother. ‘Goodbye! We’ll find the princess and bring her back – we’ll do our very best!’

Off they went with their father. He took them over the fields to a big hill, and down the other side. They walked through valleys, and passed many villages, and at last they came to the Enchanted Wood.

The Faraway Tree was right in the middle. When the children came to it they stared in surprise. It was so enormous! They looked up and up, and saw that its topmost branches reached the clouds.

A little squirrel in a red jersey came bounding up. ‘Sir,’ he said to the children’s father, ‘I am sure I have seen you before. You are Mr Moonface’s cousin! Shall I take you up to his little house in the top of the tree?’

‘Thank you,’ said everyone, and followed the squirrel as he bounded up the tree. The children were surprised and delighted as they climbed. There were little windows and doors in the tree, and how they wished they could peep in at the windows and knock at the doors!

But there was no time. They mustn’t miss the Land of Stupids! At last they came to the top of the tree, and saw a little door there, set in the round trunk. The squirrel knocked and it opened.

A little man with a round, shining face and twinkling eyes looked out. ‘Why, if it’s not Cousin John the shepherd!’ he said. ‘And his two children. Come along in!’

‘Well, we don’t know if we’ve time to stop,’ said the children’s father. ‘My two children want to go to the Land of Stupids, and I believe it’s about time it came to the top of the Faraway Tree, isn’t it?’
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‘Yes, it comes tomorrow,’ said Moonface. ‘So do come in and stay the night. How nice to see you all!’

They all went into Moonface’s little round room inside the tree. The furniture was curved to fit round the inside of the trunk. In the middle was a big hole.

‘Don’t go near it unless you want to find yourself at the bottom of the tree!’ said Moonface. ‘That’s my slippery-slip – a short cut to the foot of the tree. It goes round and round and down and down all through the tree.’

The children thought it sounded very exciting and longed to try it. But they didn’t because they were tired, and they knew they would have to climb all the way up the tree again if they found themselves at the bottom!

Moonface gave them a lovely supper, and then the children curled up on a sofa and went to sleep. To think that the Land of Stupids would be there tomorrow! How very, very exciting!

Next morning Moonface woke them up. ‘Hurry,’ he said, ‘I’ve got your breakfast waiting for you. The Land of Stupids is at the top of the tree – I’ve just been to look – it must have come in the night.’

They ate their breakfast quickly, and then followed Moonface out of his strange little house. The topmost bough of the tree reached up through a hole in the clouds.

‘You go up there,’ said Moonface, ‘and then you come to a little yellow ladder. Climb it and you will find yourself in the Land of Stupids. Goodbye and good luck!’

‘Goodbye, my dears,’ said their father and gave them each a hug. ‘I wish I could come with you, but somebody must look after your mother and the sheep. Goodbye!’
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