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The Man from the Land of Fandango
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The man from the land of Fandango

Is coming to pay you a call,

With his tri-colour jacket and polka-dot tie

And his calico trousers as blue as the sky

And his hat with a tassel and all.

And he bingles and bangles and bounces,

He’s a bird! He’s a bell! He’s a ball!

The man from the land of Fandango

Is coming to pay you a call.
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Oh, whenever they dance in Fandango

The bears and the bison join in,

And baboons with bassoons make a musical sound,

And the kangaroos come with a hop and a bound,

And the dinosaurs join in the din,

And they tingle and tongle and tangle

Till tomorrow turns into today.

Then they stop for a break and a drink and a cake

In their friendly fandandical way.
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The man from the land of Fandango

Is given to dancing and dreams.

He comes in at the door like a somersault star

And he juggles with junkets and jam in a jar

And custards and caramel creams.

And he jingles and jongles and jangles

As he dances on ceilings and walls,

And he only appears every five hundred years

So you’d better be home when he calls.
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Strange Events in the Life of the Delmonico Family
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The Birthday Present

 


One morning a word wizard was walking home from a successful all-night wizards’ party given to open the Monster Sale at the Wizards’ Bargain Stores. He heard voices coming through an open window. Mr and Mrs Delmonico were having breakfast and discussing important business. The word wizard, who liked to know about other people’s business, stopped and listened carefully.

“Our dear twins are growing up,” sighed Mrs Delmonico. “Sarah is so dashing with her beautiful black curls and shining eyes, and Francis is every bit her equal. He says he wants to be an astronomer and study comets. Do you think that is a good career for a boy?”

“I would rather he went into real estate,” Mr Delmonico replied. “There is a lot of money in land.”

“And what shall we give the twins for their birthday?” Mrs Delmonico went on. “What about a pet of some kind? Children love a pet.”

Mr Delmonico did not want his twins, Sarah and Francis, to have pets, but he did not like to argue with his wife. He decided to get his own way by cunning.

“What a good idea!” he exclaimed. “I wish I could have ideas like yours, my dear. What sort of pet do you have in mind?”

“A pony perhaps,” Mrs Delmonico said doubtfully, but her husband said:

“What a pity! You know I can’t stand creatures with eight legs.”

“But, Mr Delmonico, my love, horses don’t have eight legs. You’re thinking of spiders.”

“Oh!” said Mr Delmonico rather crossly, “how many legs do they have then?”

“Four each,” Mrs Delmonico told him. Mr Delmonico smiled. “But we’d have to get two ponies – one for Sarah and one for Francis. Two horses with four legs each. That makes eight I’m sure you’ll agree, my dear.”

“Oh, goodness me, yes, so it does,” sighed Mrs Delmonico.

(“This man is a very tricky customer!” though the word wizard listening carefully.)

“Well then, what about a dog?” asked Mrs Delmonico.

“A dog!” muttered Mr Delmonico pretending to consider. “The trouble with dogs is their barking.”

“Oh Mr Delmonico, a dog’s bark is harmless.”

“No,” Mr Delmonico replied quickly, “I understand a dog’s bark can be worse than his bite, and not only that – dogs are well known for barking up the wrong tree. I don’t think a dog would suit this family. We’ve got so man trees in the garden the poor dog would wear himself out trying to find the right tree to bark up. No, I don’t think a dog would do.”

“Well, what about a kitten?” asked Mrs Delmonico, crunching toast daintily. “Kittens are pretty and, besides, they’re a good investment. Cats have nine lives you know.”

“True! True!” answered Mr Delmonico, supping his hot coffee. “But they have their disadvantages. You know how any music on the violin brings on my hay fever.”
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“But dear, what does a violin have to do with a kitten for the twins?”

“Don’t you remember, ‘Hey diddle diddle, the cat and the fiddle’?” Mr Delmonico cried.

“But, dear Mr Delmonico, that was only one cat,” his wife protested.

“If one can play the fiddle they all can,” Mr Delmonico declared. “I don’t fancy taking the risk. Besides they’re so everyday and all over the place, cats. How about something more unusual?”

“What do you say to a lion, then?” Mrs Delmonico asked. “Lions are very beautiful and very brave. There is a well know saying, ‘As bold as a lion’.”

“Oh my dear,” Mr Delmonico exclaimed laughing, “The real saying is, ‘Bald as a lion’. Lions are only beautiful to begin with. On their second birthdays they suddenly go instantaneously bald, and the chairs and the carpets are covered in lion hair.” Mrs Delmonico supped a cup of tea in a disappointed fashion. “I should hate that,” she said. “Perhaps we’d better get the twins a pet next year.”

“Goodness me, what a woman you are for good ideas,” cried Mr Delmonico. “You are very wise, my dear. Leave the twins’ birthday presents to me.”

(“Well,” thought the wizard, “here’s a man who uses words for the purposes of confustication. Here’s a man who chops words and changes meanings. A word wizard can’t stand for that. I’ll teach him a lesson. Let me see now – what can I contrive?”)

The wizard tossed an idea into the air. It buzzed off like a mosquito, over the lawn straight to Mr Delmonico and stung him on the end of his nose.
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