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The Very Surprising Horse


ONE DAY Mr Jiggetty went to market to buy himself a horse. He didn’t want it for riding, but to pull his new carriage along. So he filled his pockets with money and started out.


When he got to the market he looked around. What a crowd there was, and what a noise! Horses neighed, cows bellowed, pigs grunted, ducks quacked and roosters crowed.


Mr Jiggetty liked all the noise. He poked at the pigs and the cows, and gave the horses sugar. Then he set about buying a good strong horse for his carriage.


He looked at brown horses and black; he looked at white horses and piebald ones.


Then at last he chose the prettiest brown one there, with a long tail and mane. He paid the money for it and then took hold of the rope, and went round the market with the horse following behind.


Mr Jiggetty wanted to make sure that he really had got the best bargain there.


Halfway round the market a farmer’s wife in front of him dropped her bag. It flew open, and all the things in it spread themselves over the ground. Mr Jiggetty hurried to pick them up. He threw the horse’s rope round a post, and then went down on his hands and knees to gather up the pennies and shillings, pencils and papers, sweets and keys.


‘Oh, thank you, Mr Jiggetty!’ said the farmer’s wife gratefully. ‘That’s very good of you.’


‘Not at all, madam,’ said Mr Jiggetty.


He dusted his trousers, then turned to take the rope from the post. He placed it under his arm, said ‘Gee-up, there!’ and walked slowly off home.


But if only he had looked round, he would have seen that he had made a great mistake. He had taken the wrong rope off the wrong post!


You see, another farmer had tied his pig there, on the very next post to Mr Jiggetty’s horse – and it was the pig’s rope that Mr Jiggetty had under his arm!


The pig trotted behind quite happily. It had been brought to market, and now it was going home. It didn’t mind at all, for it was very good-natured. Mr Jiggetty was busy thinking hard, and he did not miss the clop-clop of the horse’s feet behind. He didn’t look round once.


At last he got home. His wife was looking out of the window for him, and she was most surprised to see the pig.


‘Hey, John!’ she called. ‘I thought you were going to buy a horse!’


‘So I have!’ said Mr Jiggetty. ‘Look what a beauty I’ve got. She’ll pull the carriage nice—!’


And then he stopped in the greatest astonishment – for he had turned round and seen the pig!


‘Ooh, my!’ he said, and his eyes nearly dropped out of his head. ‘Ooh, my! Look at that! That was a horse when I started out from market, and now it’s turned into a pig. Ooh, my!’


‘Don’t be silly,’ said his wife crossly. ‘You must have bought a pig at the market, John. Horses don’t turn into pigs like that.’


‘This one has,’ said Mr Jiggetty, scratching his head in wonder. ‘I never saw such a peculiar thing in my life. Folks say there isn’t any magic nowadays, but if this isn’t magic – well, I don’t know what is, that’s all!’


‘But do you really mean, John, that you started out from market with a horse, and now it’s a pig?’ asked his wife in amazement.


‘That’s what I mean, as sure as my name’s John Jeremiah Jiggetty,’ said Mr Jiggetty, poking at the pig with his stick to see if it was real. The pig grunted, and Mr Jiggetty scratched his head again.


‘But, John, what about the horse?’ said poor Mrs Jiggetty in great disappointment. ‘You know that you promised I should ride to church tomorrow in my own carriage. You can’t expect a pig to pull a carriage. What are you going to do about it?’


‘I don’t know,’ said Mr Jiggetty. ‘I think, perhaps, if I went to tell Mr Plimp, the policeman, he might help me. But I don’t know how, for he can’t turn a pig back into a horse any more than I can. It’s a mystery, that’s what it is. Anyway, I’ll lock up this pig in the stable, and go and tell Mr Plimp.’


So he locked the pig in the stable, then he trotted off to find Mr Plimp. On the way he met some of his friends, and he told them of the extraordinary way in which his horse had changed into a pig. They didn’t believe him, and he was very angry.


‘Well, you shall all come back with me, and I’ll show you the pig,’ he said. ‘But let’s find Mr Plimp first, for perhaps he can help me.’


By this time it was getting dark. Mr Jiggetty and all his friends looked for the policeman and found him standing at the crossroads. Then Mr Jiggetty began to tell his strange story.


Meanwhile, what had happened to the horse he had left at the market? Well, the man who had sold it to Mr Jiggetty saw it standing patiently by the post where Mr Jiggetty had left it, and he was most astonished.


‘If that silly farmer hasn’t gone home and forgotten to take the horse he bought from me!’ he said. ‘Well, I’m going past his house, so I’ll take it with me and put it in the stable!’


He took the horse to Mr Jiggetty’s. He was rather late, so he thought he would not go and knock at the door – he would just put it into the stable and leave it there.


He unlocked the door and led the horse in. He tied it to a post and then made his way out again. As he got to the door, something big and heavy lumbered up against him and went outside. The farmer couldn’t see what it was.


Must have been a dog, he thought.


But it wasn’t – it was the pig, who had seen a chance of escape! Out he trotted and made for his home, which wasn’t so very far away. He got there safely, snuffled his way to his sty and lay down to dream happily all night long.


Now, presently Mr Jiggetty and his friends came along the road with Mr Plimp the policeman. Mr Jiggetty couldn’t get anyone to believe him, not even the policeman, who had heard some very funny tales in his time.


‘Here we are,’ said Mr Jiggetty. ‘Mrs Jiggetty! Bring a lantern. I want these friends of mine to see I spoke the truth about that horse changing into a pig!’


So his wife brought a fine big lantern, and Mr Jiggetty unlocked the stable door. He held up the lantern so that it lit up the stable.


‘Now, just you look—’ he began, and then he stopped short in the greatest astonishment – for there, standing patiently looking at him, was the very same brown horse he had bought at the market, which he thought had been changed into a pig.


‘Ooh, my!’ said Mr Jiggetty. ‘It’s changed back again into a horse – really it has! Ooh, my! Whatever will that horse do next?’


‘I’m afraid you’re a bit of a storyteller, Mr Jiggetty,’ said Mr Plimp. ‘A horse can’t change into a pig, nor yet a pig into a horse. That’s the horse you bought at the market and brought home. You want to go and buy a pair of spectacles if you really thought it was a pig when you got home.’


Nobody would believe poor, puzzled Mr Jiggetty! Everyone went home shaking his head solemnly, saying that they didn’t think Mr Jiggetty could have been so foolish as to think anyone would believe such a fairy story.


As for Mr Jiggetty himself, he didn’t know what to think! He never learnt how it was that he had brought a pig home, nor did he ever know that the farmer had put his horse into the stable for him, and accidentally let the pig out. It was all a big mystery to him.


‘I’ll keep the horse,’ he said to his puzzled wife. ‘But mind you, if it ever plays me any tricks again, changing into this, that and the other, I’ll sell it!’


The horse never did play any tricks, and Mr Jiggetty has got it to this day, though Mr Plimp says he would never be surprised to see it change into a tortoise, it goes so slowly!
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The Clever White Kitten


ELSIE WAS soon going to have a birthday, and she felt most excited about it. She wondered if anyone would give her a pet for her birthday. She was very fond of animals and would love one for her very own.


‘If I had a puppy or a little kitten, how lovely it would be!’ she said to herself. ‘Or even a canary – but that would mean buying a cage too, and that would be a lot of money. I should have to get a big cage too, because I wouldn’t like to keep a canary in a tiny cage. Oh, dear, if only someone would buy me a pet!’


Elsie’s mother had been thinking what to buy for Elsie, and she made up her mind to get her a nice workbasket, with a pair of scissors, a thimble and reels of cotton in it. She thought Elsie would be so pleased to have one.


‘What shall I buy for Elsie?’ said the little girl’s daddy. ‘I wonder if she’d like a pet?’


‘Oh, I don’t think so,’ said Elsie’s mother. ‘She has never said she wanted a pet.’


That was quite true. Elsie had never said how much she would love an animal of her own. She had just hoped someone would buy her one. But they never seemed to think of a present like that!


Elsie’s daddy couldn’t think of anything else to buy her, so he thought he would just give her ten shillings to spend on herself. Elsie’s mummy took the little girl with her to choose a nice workbasket at the shop, the day before her birthday.


The shop sold all sorts of baskets and leather goods. Elsie looked around. There were dog baskets and cat baskets, workbaskets and shopping baskets, purses and suitcases, dog leads and collars. It was quite an exciting shop.


‘I want a nice big workbasket for my little girl’s birthday,’ said Elsie’s mother. The shop woman took some down. They were lovely, especially one, which was large and round, fitted inside with green silk on which lay a pair of shining scissors, a silver thimble and four reels of cotton. Elsie liked it very much.


‘I’ll have that one,’ said her mother. ‘Will you send it round tonight, please? Thank you. And now I want to see purses for myself. Elsie, you can have a look around the shop while I choose them.’


So Elsie wandered around the shop, looking at everything – and then she suddenly saw the little white kitten!


It was lying fast asleep in a round dog basket that was much too large for it! Elsie stroked it gently and it woke up at once. It stretched itself and yawned, and then rubbed its beautiful white head against the little girl’s hand, purring loudly.


‘Oh, you lovely, soft little thing!’ said Elsie, cuddling the kitten against her. ‘I wish you were mine! What fun we would have together! I would give you a little basket of your own, and you should have bread and milk for your breakfast every morning. I would buy you a blue ribbon for your soft white neck, and we would have the loveliest games!’


The kitten purred more loudly than ever. It liked Elsie very much. It cuddled down against her and patted her with one little white paw.


Another shop girl came up and spoke to Elsie.


‘The kitten is for sale,’ she said. ‘Would you like to buy it?’


‘How much is it?’ asked Elsie, remembering that she had tenpence in her moneybox.


‘Ten shillings,’ said the shop girl. ‘It is a very good kitten. Mrs Brown, the shopkeeper, always gets ten shillings for the kittens her cat has.’


‘I’ve only got tenpence,’ said Elsie sadly. ‘Oh, I wish Mummy had bought this kitten instead of the workbox.’


She ran up to her mother and pulled her arm. ‘Mummy,’ she said. ‘I suppose I couldn’t have something else instead of the workbasket, could I? I’ve just seen something much nicer.’


‘No, Elsie,’ said her mother. ‘You can’t change your mind like that. You know you want a workbasket, don’t you?’


‘Yes, I do,’ said Elsie. ‘But, Mummy, this is a dear little—’


‘It doesn’t matter what it is,’ said her mother impatiently. ‘You have chosen your basket, and I am sure you will like it better than anything else. Besides, the shop woman has made out the bill, and I have paid it. It is too late to change your mind now.’


Elsie was sorry. She had so badly wanted that kitten. Her eyes filled with tears, and she ran back to the corner where the little kitten was jumping up at a fly.


It leapt into her arms as she came near it, quite certain that this nice little girl was going to buy it and take it home. It wanted to live with Elsie. It was quite sure it would be happy with the kind little girl. It was certain that she was going to take it home with her that very minute.


But Elsie stroked it and said no, she couldn’t have it. ‘I’m having a workbasket instead,’ she told the kitten. ‘That big round one there, on the counter. It is being sent round to my home tonight so that I shall have it for my birthday in the morning. But, oh, kitten, I would so much rather have you!’


The kitten mewed and licked the back of Elsie’s hand. It really was the dearest little kitten! It listened to all that Elsie said, and seemed to understand it.


‘Goodbye,’ said Elsie, seeing her mother beckoning to her. ‘I wish you were mine!’


She went out of the shop with her mother, and the kitten was left alone, licking its fine white fur. It was thinking hard, for it was a very clever kitten, especially when it wanted its own way. How could it go to that nice little girl? It wanted to live with her.


Then an idea came into its clever mind. It would creep into the big round basket that was to be sent to Elsie that night, and then it would go to the little girl – and when she opened the basket in the morning she would see the little white kitten there!


She is sure to keep me if I go to her, thought the kitten. It waited until the shop woman had gone to her tea that afternoon, and then it ran to the workbasket, which stood ready to be packed up. In a trice the kitten had lifted off the lid and crept inside. There was just room for it to lie down. The lid dropped down on top of it – and there it was, curled up inside the basket.


It didn’t make a sound. It soon fell fast asleep, and didn’t even wake up when the shop woman came to wrap the basket up in brown paper, ready for it to be taken to Elsie’s home.


‘Dear me! I didn’t know this basket was so heavy!’ said the shop woman in surprise, but she didn’t think of lifting up the lid to look inside! She gave the parcel to the shop girl to take to Elsie’s house, and the girl carried it safely there, and gave it to the maid who opened the door.


That night Elsie’s mother unwrapped the basket and set it on Elsie’s chair, ready for the little girl to find when she came downstairs on her birthday morning. Her daddy put an envelope on top of it with some money in. That was his birthday present to her. Next to the basket was a doll from her aunt, and a book from her granny. There was a pincushion from the cook, and a bottle of sweets from Jane the housemaid. So you see there were quite a lot of things waiting for Elsie!


Inside the workbasket was the kitten too, waiting for Elsie. But nobody knew about that! When everyone had gone to sleep that night the kitten awoke. It lifted up the basket lid and crept out on to the chair. It wandered all round the house by itself, and smelt lots of mice.


‘Ho!’ said the kitten to itself. ‘Mice! I shall have a fine time here! I shall catch all the mice there are!’


Soon the kitten crept back into the basket again and fell asleep until morning. The housemaid came in and dusted the room. The kitten lay quiet. The cook came in and brought the scuttle full of coal. The kitten didn’t move a whisker! Daddy came in and took up the paper. The kitten hardly breathed! Mummy came in and arranged the breakfast things just so. The kitten nearly burst with excitement, for it knew that Elsie would soon be there!


Then there was the sound of someone singing happily, and into the room came Elsie, singing, ‘It’s my birthday, my birthday, my birthday!’


‘Many happy returns of the day, birthday girl!’ cried Daddy and Mummy together, and they kissed her. ‘Come and look at all your lovely presents.’


Elsie ran to her chair and looked at her presents. How pleased she was with them! The doll was lovely, the book was fine, the sweets were just what she wanted, the pincushion was just right for her dressing table and the ten-shilling note from her daddy was simply lovely!


‘And thank you, Mummy darling, for the lovely, lovely workbasket!’ she cried – and she opened the lid! There, curled up inside, was the little white kitten, purring loudly, its eyes blinking up at Elsie.


‘Oooooh!’ screamed the little girl in the greatest surprise and delight. ‘Ooh! Mummy! You darling, Mummy! What a surprise! Oh, you couldn’t have given me anything I liked better! Oh, Mummy, I shall love this dear little kitten!’


She lifted it out of the basket and hugged it. Mummy and Daddy stared in the greatest astonishment. They knew nothing about the kitten at all. How had it got there?


‘A kitten!’ cried Mummy. ‘Why, how did it get into the basket, Elsie? Where did it come from? I don’t know anything about it.’


‘But, Mummy, it’s the one from the basket shop,’ said Elsie. ‘Didn’t you buy it for me and put it in here for a lovely birthday surprise?’


‘No, I didn’t, dear,’ said Mummy. ‘You will have to take it back to the shop, I’m afraid. They will wonder what has become of it.’


‘Then it isn’t mine after all?’ asked Elsie, terribly disappointed. ‘Oh, Mummy, I did so think it was for me. Oh, Mummy, I do want it.’


‘But, darling, you can’t possibly have it,’ said Mummy. ‘It isn’t ours.’


Elsie sat down to breakfast, but her birthday was spoilt. She did so want the kitten. Now she had got to take it back to the shop. The kitten must have wanted to belong to her, or it would never have hidden itself in the basket. What a horrid disappointment.


Tears fell into her cereal and tears fell into her milk. Mummy saw them and was sorry.


‘Don’t cry, dear,’ she said. ‘It’s your birthday, you know, and nobody must cry on birthdays. The postman hasn’t been yet, and he may bring you some more parcels, so cheer up.’


But even when the postman brought five birthday cards and three more parcels for Elsie, she didn’t cheer up. She wanted that kitten. She gave it some milk and it drank it all up. Then it flew round the room like a bumblebee. Then it curled up on Elsie’s lap and fell asleep.


‘You had better get your hat and coat on, and Daddy and I will go with you to take the kitten back to the shop,’ said Mummy. So Elsie sadly put on her coat and hat, and Mummy put the kitten gently into a box with holes in it. Then Daddy carried it carefully, and Mummy took Elsie’s hand, and they all set off to the shop.


Mummy was sorry when she saw Elsie’s sad face. ‘You are a silly child,’ she said. ‘Why didn’t you tell me that you wanted a kitten for your birthday? Daddy would have given you one, or a puppy, if you really wanted one.’


‘But, Mummy, I did ask you yesterday if I could change the workbasket for the kitten,’ said Elsie. ‘But you said it was too late to change my mind.’


‘Well, darling, I don’t expect the shop would have let you have their kitten,’ said Mummy. ‘I’m sure the shop woman must be very fond of it, and wouldn’t want to part with it.’


‘But you don’t understand, Mummy!’ cried Elsie. ‘The kitten was for sale, just like all the baskets and things. The shop girl said Mrs Brown always sold the kittens, and she gets ten shillings for them. She said I could have this one if I liked, but you wouldn’t let me change the basket.’


‘Oh, darling, I didn’t know you wanted a kitten so much!’ said Mummy. ‘What a pity! I’m afraid we can’t change the basket now.’


‘Well, Elsie, you are a goose,’ said Daddy suddenly. ‘You really are a goose. What about my birthday present to you? Have you forgotten it?’


‘No, Daddy,’ said Elsie, surprised. ‘It was ten shillings to spend on myself.’


‘And how much did you say this kitten was?’ asked Daddy.


‘Ten shillings,’ said Elsie, and she suddenly stopped in the middle of the pavement and clapped her hands for joy. ‘Oh, Daddy! Ten shillings! I could buy the kitten myself with your present to me. Can I?’


‘Of course,’ said Daddy. ‘Can’t she, Mummy?’


‘Yes,’ said Mummy, pleased. ‘So, Elsie, instead of taking the kitten back to leave it at the shop, we’ll go and buy it!’


You should have seen Elsie’s face! It was shining all over with joy! She had Daddy’s ten shillings safely in her purse, so she could buy the kitten at once.


The shop woman was surprised when she heard what Daddy had to say about the kitten.


‘Hidden inside the workbasket!’ she cried. ‘Well, what a very strange thing! I hunted all over the place last night for the little thing, and I couldn’t find it anywhere. It must have wanted to go and live with Elsie.’


‘It does want to,’ said Elsie eagerly. ‘So may I buy it? It’s my birthday today and Daddy has given me ten shillings. Here it is. May I take the kitten home again now?’


‘Certainly,’ said the shop woman, smiling. ‘But wait a minute – if it’s your birthday I’d like to give you a little present too. Look, here is a nice little round basket for your kitten to sleep in. It’s the one she has been used to, so she will love it.’


‘Oh, thank you!’ cried Elsie in delight. ‘This is the very nicest birthday I’ve ever had! I shall love that little white kitten. I shall call it Snowball, and play with it all the day long!’


So she does – and you should see Snowball now! She is the prettiest, naughtiest kitten you ever saw, but everyone loves her. Mummy often tells people how Snowball hid herself in Elsie’s workbasket because she wanted to live with Elsie, and the listening kitten pricks up its ears and says, ‘Miaow! Miaow!’ Which means, ‘Quite right! I meant to get what I wanted, and I got it!’
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