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Untidy William


THERE WAS once a boy who was very untidy. His name was William, and his mother was always scolding him for being so untidy.


‘You never put anything away, William!’ she would say. ‘You leave your shoes out – you leave your cap on the floor – you throw your coat down. It’s simply dreadful.’


‘Sorry, Mother!’ said William cheerfully.


‘You’re not sorry!’ said his mother. ‘If you were, you would try to do better. I am always clearing up after you – and yet you never try to help me.’


‘Well, I will try!’ said William. So the next day he really tried. He hung up his cap on the peg, and he put his shoes into the cupboard. Gracious, he did feel good! But as he dropped his coat on the floor and left his scarf on the stairs, he didn’t really do very well after all!


He went upstairs. He opened the desk he had there to find a favourite pencil. He couldn’t find it, so he scrabbled about in the desk just as if he were a dog scratching in the ground for a hidden bone – and, of course, everything went flying out of his desk on to the floor!


Did William pick them up? Of course not! Hadn’t he hung up his cap on the peg and put his shoes away in the cupboard? Well, that was tidiness enough for one day, as far as William was concerned.


Then William sat down on the clean bedcover and creased that. He knocked his pyjamas on to the floor and didn’t pick them up. His mother came in to speak to him and saw the untidy mess in his bedroom.


‘William I thought you were going to try and be really tidy today!’ she said. ‘And you seem to be worse than ever!’


‘Well, Mother, I like that!’ said William. ‘Didn’t you see how I had hung up my cap on its peg, and put my shoes away in the cupboard? I do think you might have noticed that!’


‘All I noticed was that your coat was on the floor in the hall, and I tripped over your scarf as I came upstairs!’ said his mother. ‘William, I don’t know what to do with you.’


She went out of the room. William sat and thought for a minute. Then he got up.


I’ve often read in stories that people can get spells from the fairy folk to put things right when they are untidy and untruthful or greedy, he thought. I’ve a good mind to go to old Dame Goody and ask her if she knows of one to keep me tidy. Then I wouldn’t keep getting into trouble with Mother. It would be so nice to be tidy without having to keep on remembering it.


He put on his outdoor things and went up the hill to where old Dame Goody lived. She was a funny little old lady, and she had most peculiar eyes. Sometimes they looked grey and sometimes they looked green. That was because her grandmother had been first cousin to a fairy.


Well, Dame Goody was surprised to see William, for usually the children were rather afraid of her, though she was a kind old lady who wouldn’t have hurt anybody for anything.


‘Good morning, Dame Goody,’ said William. ‘I expect you know that I’m awfully untidy, don’t you?’


‘Well, I can see it,’ said the old woman, looking down at William’s shoes, which were both undone, and at his coat, which had the buttons done up wrongly.


‘Do you think you could possibly give me a spell to make me tidy without my bothering much about it?’ asked William. ‘I would so much like one. I could pay you for it. I’ve got a shilling in my moneybox.’


‘Well, I believe I have got an old, old spell tucked away somewhere that my grandmother had by her,’ said Dame Goody, her eyes suddenly looking very green. ‘And if it would do for a tidy spell, you can have it for a shilling.’


She went off into the back room, and William heard her hunting in drawers for the old, old spell. At last she came back, smiling. She held a funny little tin in her hand. It was bright blue, and at the top it had a head instead of a lid.


‘I’ve found the spell,’ said Dame Goody. ‘I’ll scatter it over you, and you will then find that your things will all be terribly tidy!’


‘But I want to be tidy,’ said William, ‘not my things.’


‘Well, it’s easier to make your things tidy than you,’ said Dame Goody. ‘Now stand still, please!’


William stood still. Dame Goody took off the funny little wooden head that was on the top of the tin instead of a lid, and scattered a blue powder all over William.


‘I feel as if you are peppering me!’ said William, beginning to sneeze. ‘A-tish-oo!’


Dame Goody muttered a string of magic words that sounded very strange to William. Then she clapped the lid on to the tin, and nodded her head at him.


‘The spell will work tomorrow morning,’ she said. ‘I hope it’s all right. It’s rather old, you see. It may have gone a bit wrong.’


‘What should it do?’ asked William.


‘Well, it should make anything belonging to you put itself neatly away,’ said Dame Goody. ‘Your pencils should put themselves away in the box. Your cap should hang itself up on the peg. Your clothes should fold themselves up neatly when you take them off, and put themselves on a chair or away in a drawer.’


‘That sounds marvellous!’ said William, pleased. ‘Thank you, Dame Goody. I shall now be known as the tidiest boy in the country!’ He went off, smiling, wishing that the next day would come quickly.


It came. William awoke, dressed himself, and then threw down his pyjamas on the floor on purpose to see if the spell was working.


And do you know, those pyjamas solemnly got up, folded themselves neatly and put themselves into the pyjama case on the bed. It was most extraordinary to watch them.


This is great! thought William. Simply great!


He threw his toothbrush on to the floor. It at once flew up into the air, and settled itself calmly into the tooth mug. William was very pleased indeed.


He went downstairs, in good time for breakfast. His father was there, reading the newspaper, and he looked up as William came in. ‘Hallo, son,’ he said, and then buried himself behind the paper again.


‘Sit down and get on with your porridge,’ his mother called from the kitchen. ‘I’m just getting the bacon and eggs!’


William sat down. He was just about to put sugar on his porridge, when something most peculiar happened. His shoes came off, and his socks unpeeled from his legs!


William looked down in astonishment. Whatever could be happening? To his enormous surprise he saw his shoes hopping neatly together over the floor. They went out of the door, and he heard them going to the hall cupboard! Well, well, well!


His socks rolled themselves into a neat ball, and then bowled themselves out of the door too. They went upstairs and put themselves into a drawer.


Then William’s jacket took itself off William and flew away to hang itself up. His shirt and tie came off and his shorts. They all folded themselves up very neatly indeed, and then went upstairs to put themselves away.


And there was William sitting at the breakfast table in his vest! He simply didn’t know what to do.


My goodness! The spell has gone wrong! he thought in dismay. Instead of waiting until I was untidy, my things  have put themselves away now! I’d better creep upstairs before anyone sees me and dress again.


Well, William was just about to creep away when his mother came into the room with the bacon and eggs. She saw William sitting at the table in his vest and she almost dropped the dish in amazement.


‘William! Why haven’t you dressed? Don’t you know that you are only in your vest? Really, is this the way to come down to breakfast? What in the world are you thinking of?’


Daddy looked up in surprise. How he stared when he saw poor William in nothing but his vest!


‘Is this a joke?’ he asked. ‘Because, if so, I don’t think it is at all amusing! Boys who come down in their vests ought to be punished.’


William fled upstairs. Goodness, this was dreadful! He didn’t like it at all!


William found his things in the drawers and in his cupboard and dressed himself again. He tied his shoelaces firmly in a knot, in case his shoes thought of hopping off again. He did up all his buttons tightly.


It would be simply dreadful if they all came off again, he thought. I really don’t know what Daddy would say!


Well, nothing happened at breakfast time except that a spoon, which William dropped, hopped up to the table again on its own and put itself neatly by William’s plate.


Now that’s good, thought William. That’s the sort of thing I wanted the spell for. If only it goes on working like that, it will be fine.


But it didn’t! William put on his cap, jacket, scarf and gloves, and went to catch the bus to go to school. And in the bus, his cap, jacket, scarf and gloves all undid themselves, and sailed away out of the bus door! They fled home, hung themselves up or put themselves in a drawer – and there was poor cold William shivering in the bus without any of his outdoor clothes! There was only an old man in the bus besides William. The conductor was on the top of the bus. The old man was rather astonished to see William without any cap or coat, but he said nothing.


But Mr Brown, his teacher, said quite a lot. ‘William! How is it that you have come to school like this? Really, what are you thinking of to come without your cap or jacket? You will catch a dreadful cold on this bitter winter day!’


William couldn’t say that his things had flown away by themselves, so he said nothing. He went into his classroom and sat down.


And immediately all the pencils, rubber and pocketknife in his pocket hopped out to the desk and put themselves tidily into his pencil box! Mr Brown heard the noise and looked up.


‘Is it really necessary to make all that noise with your pencil box, William?’ he asked. William said he was sorry, and glared at his pencils and rubber and knife. His pencil box lid shut down with a snap.


And then the books on William’s desk decided that the right place for them was the bookcase! So they took a jump and landed on the bookshelf with a crash. Everyone looked up.


‘William! Did you throw your books on to the shelf?’ asked Mr Brown. ‘What can be the matter with you today?’


‘I didn’t throw them,’ said William.


‘Well, I suppose you will tell me that they jumped there themselves!’ said Mr Brown.


‘That’s just what they did do,’ said poor William.


‘Any more of this behaviour and you will stay in at the end of the morning,’ said Mr Brown sternly.


William looked worried. He did hope that the spell wouldn’t work any more that morning! Oh, why had he ever tried to get a tidy spell? It was getting him into great difficulties.


After playtime that morning, the children settled down to a history lesson. Mr Brown was teaching them about the people of long ago. William listened well, for he loved history stories.


And then he felt his right shoe twisting about on his foot! The spell was beginning to work again. The shoe wanted to take itself home and put itself away into the cupboard. But William had tied the laces very tightly and it couldn’t get itself off!


William tried to keep his foot still – but the spell worked very hard, and the shoe twisted about so much that it twisted William’s foot with it.


‘William! Is it you fidgeting?’ cried Mr Brown at last. ‘Keep your feet still!’


But that was just what William couldn’t do! The spell began to work in both shoes, and so both William’s feet began to fidget about. Mr Brown was very cross.


‘Stand up, William,’ he said. ‘If you can’t sit still, perhaps you can stand still!’


So William had to stand for the rest of the history lesson, and he didn’t like it at all. His shoes twisted about for a while, then grew tired and stopped.


At the end of the morning came a lesson that William liked very much. It was woodwork. William was making a ship. He had a hammer, screwdriver, chisel, pincers, gimlet and nails of his own. He went with the other boys to get his tools from the woodwork cupboard.


Well, the spell began to work again as soon as William was happily hammering nails into his ship. He put down his tools for a moment and took up his ship to ask Mr Brown if it was all right. And when he came back to his desk, his tools had disappeared!


‘Who’s taken my tools?’ asked William, looking all around. Nobody had! It was very mysterious. Then William wondered if the spell was working again. Perhaps his tools had put themselves away in the box in the woodwork cupboard. So he went to look – and sure enough, there they were! William took them out, while all the boys looked on in astonishment.


‘Why did you put them away in the middle of the lesson?’ asked Dick.


William didn’t answer. He didn’t know what to say. He set to work again.


Then he went to look at a submarine that another boy was making, and when he got back to his own work – goodness gracious, his tools had disappeared again!


William knew where they were, of course – in the toolbox! So he went to get them again. Mr Brown looked up.


‘William! Are you going to spend all the lesson in going to the cupboard and back for tools?’ he asked.


Poor William! All he could say was, ‘Sorry, Mr Brown!’ He was quite glad when the lesson came to an end.


Just as the children were lined up to be dismissed at half past twelve, William felt his jacket coming undone. Goodness, were his clothes going to rush off again? No, no – he really couldn’t bear it! William clutched his jacket to himself very tightly, and held it there.


‘William! Have you got a pain or something?’ asked Mr Brown in surprise. ‘Really, you are behaving in a funny manner today!’


William was glad to get outside – and only just in time too! His jacket tore itself off him and flew down the road like a mad thing. Then his shoes and socks flew off too. William simply couldn’t stop them. He stared in the greatest dismay.


The children shouted with laughter. ‘Look! The wind has blown away William’s clothes! Oh, how funny!’


Poor old William! By the time he got home he had only his shorts and vest left, and he was very cold indeed. He crept in at the back door, hoping that his mother wouldn’t notice him. He slipped upstairs. There, neatly hanging up, was his jacket. Folded tidily in the drawer was his shirt. His socks were rolled up in their drawer. His shoes were side by side by the bed.


I simply can’t stand this! thought William in despair. I’m going to go to old Dame Goody at once and beg her to do something about this dreadful spell.


So he dressed himself again quickly and slipped out of the back door to go to old Dame Goody’s. He banged loudly on her door and she opened it in surprise.


‘Dame Goody! That spell worked all wrong!’ said William. ‘It’s done the most dreadful things. Please do something about it.’


‘Dear me, I’m sorry,’ said Dame Goody. ‘Well, step inside a moment. I’ve got a special drink that stops spells from working if they are no longer needed. Now, where did I put it?’


She took what looked like a large-sized medicine bottle from a cupboard and poured out a drink for William. Gracious, it did taste horrid!


‘Now, the spell won’t work any more as long as you try to be tidy yourself,’ said Dame Goody. ‘It will only work if you are very untidy again. So I should be careful if I were you, William!’


‘Goodness! I shall be the tidiest boy in the world!’ said William, and he ran off home.


Well, he isn’t the tidiest boy in the world, but he’s a lot better. I watch him whenever I see him just in case I might suddenly see his tie whisk itself away or his cap fly off home to its peg. It really would be fun to see that, wouldn’t it!
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She Stamped Her Foot


MELANIE HAD a dreadful temper. When she was in a rage she went red in the face, shouted – and then stamped her foot!


‘Melanie! Please don’t stamp your foot at me!’ said her mother crossly. ‘No matter what you want, I shan’t give it to you if you stamp like that. It’s rude.’


Melanie stamped her foot again. It wasn’t a bit of good – she was just sent up to bed!


So after that she didn’t stamp her foot at her mother any more – only at her friends. They couldn’t send her to bed, but they didn’t like her at all when she stamped her foot at them.


One afternoon Melanie went to pick blackberries in Farmer Giles’s field. She knew where there was a fine hedge of them – and as they were the last of the autumn’s feast of blackberries, she meant to have a very nice time!


But she found a little old lady there, picking quickly, and putting the big, juicy blackberries into her basket. Melanie stared in rage.


‘I came to pick these blackberries,’ she said.


‘So did I,’ said the old lady, still picking.


‘I saw them the other day, and I said to myself that they should be mine and no one else’s,’ said Melanie, going red in the face.


‘How funny! That’s just what I said to myself!’ said the old lady, still picking hard.


Melanie stared crossly. ‘I want those blackberries!’ she said.


‘So do I,’ said the old lady. ‘You can share them, can’t you?’


‘You’ve picked all the biggest. You’re greedy,’ said rude Melanie.


‘What an unpleasant child you are!’ said the old lady, staring at Melanie out of curious green eyes. Those eyes should have warned Melanie that the old lady was magic, for people with green eyes are not always the same as other folk.


‘You’re not to talk to me like that!’ said Melanie – and she stamped her foot. ‘You’re not to, you’re not to!’


‘Don’t stamp your foot at me, or you’ll be sorry!’ said the old lady, and her eyes looked rather fierce. But did Melanie care? Not she!


She lost her temper all in a hurry, and began to shout and stamp. ‘I want those blackberries!’ (Stamp, stamp!) ‘I want those blackberries!’ (Stamp, stamp!) ‘I want those blackberries!’ (Stamp, stamp, stamp!)


The old lady looked at Melanie in the greatest surprise. ‘My dear little girl,’ she said, ‘you shouldn’t have been a child at all. You should have been a pony! Then you could do all the stamping you please!’


‘Give me those blackberries!’ shouted Melanie, and she stamped so heavily on the grass that she squashed it flat.


‘I don’t mind horses stamping at me, but I won’t have little girls behaving like this,’ said the old woman, and she waved a thin brown hand at Melanie. ‘Be a pony! Run away and stamp all you like!’


And then, to Melanie’s enormous dismay, she found that she was no longer a little girl, but a small brown pony with a white star on its head! She had four legs and a long tail!


She stamped with her forefoot on the grass, and opened her mouth to shout – but she neighed instead, ‘Nay – hay – hay – hay – hay! Nay – hay – hay – hay – hay!’


‘Well, if you want hay, go and get it,’ said the old lady, going on with her picking. Melanie was frightened by her horse-voice and ran away round the field. Oh dear, this was dreadful! She was a pony – fancy that, a pony! She couldn’t speak like a little girl. She couldn’t pick blackberries, for she had no hands. She could still stamp, and she could wave her long tail about – how very, very frightening!


Melanie wanted to go home, so she ran to the field-gate. But it was shut. Melanie stamped her foot, and the old lady laughed.


‘Stamp away! I always love to see a horse stamping with its hoof – it’s right for horses to paw the ground! Stamp all you like, little pony, and enjoy yourself!’


But Melanie wasn’t enjoying herself one bit. Supposing the farmer came by and put her between the shafts of a trap to take people for rides? Suppose he wanted to ride her? He was such a big, heavy man. And what about her food? Would she have to eat grass?


Melanie put her big pony-head down to nibble the grass to see what it tasted like. It was horrid! She still had the tastes and feelings of a little girl although she had the body of a pony! Whatever was she going to do? Why, oh, why had she stamped at that old woman?


Just then George, John, Lucy and Rob came into the field. ‘Look!’ cried Rob. ‘A new pony! Let’s ride him!’


Melanie was full of horror. What – let those children ride on her back? Never! She ran away to a corner of the field, and the children followed.


The pony stamped her foot at them, and the children laughed. ‘He’s like Melanie!’ they cried. ‘He stamps his foot just like Melanie!’


Just then the children’s mother came along and called them. ‘Come out of the field, children. There’s no time to play before tea. Come along.’


Tea! Melanie felt hungry. How she wished she could go home to eat cakes and jam too. But what would her mother say if a pony came running into the house?


Still – she would go home. Perhaps her mother would know her even though she was a pony. Melanie cried a few big tears out of her large pony-eyes. She cantered out of the gate that the children had carelessly left open, and went down the lane to her home. The door was open. The pony cantered inside – and there was her mother, laying the tea.


‘Good gracious! A horse coming to tea!’ said Melanie’s mother. ‘I never heard of such a thing! Shoo! Shoo! Go out at once!’


Melanie went right into the room and put her big pony-head on her mother’s shoulder. Tears ran down her big brown pony-nose.


‘Well, look at this!’ cried her mother in greatest amazement. ‘A pony crying on my shoulder! Poor creature, what’s the matter? Now, pony, don’t be silly,’ said her mother, pushing it away. ‘Do you think you’re a little dog or something, trying to get on my knee? You’ll be borrowing my handkerchief to wipe your eyes next! Dear, dear, I don’t understand this! I must be in a dream.’


A voice spoke from the doorway. ‘No, you are not in a dream. That is Melanie – but she stamped her foot at me, so I changed her into a pony for a time. Horses may stamp when they please, but not children!’


‘Oh, dear, oh, dear!’ cried Melanie’s mother, putting her arms round the pony’s neck. ‘Now I understand what this poor pony wants. Old woman, you are magic! Change my little girl to her own shape, please! I am sure she will never, never stamp her foot at you again!’


‘Will you ever stamp your foot again, Melanie?’ the old lady asked the pony. It shook its big head at once. The old woman waved her hand and – lo and behold! – the pony disappeared, and there was Melanie, looking rather small and scared.


‘Goodbye,’ the old lady said to her. ‘Remember that only horses stamp – so be careful you don’t change into one again. You never know!’


She went out with her basket of blackberries. Melanie looked at her mother.


‘Don’t let me stamp my foot any more!’ she wept, glad to find that she didn’t neigh this time.


‘Well, you must try and remember yourself,’ said her mother. ‘I can’t tell your feet what to do!’


Melanie laughed through her tears. ‘I’ll try and remember,’ she said. ‘I don’t want to eat grass any more – and you don’t want a pony stamping about the kitchen, do you, Mummy?’


All the same I hope I’m there if Melanie ever does stamp her foot again – it would be so surprising to see her change into a pony! 
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He Was a Bit Too Quick!


WHENEVER ANY of the three children had a sore throat Mother always made them a cup of blackcurrant tea. It was lovely. She took out a pot of blackcurrant jam, put a big spoonful into a cup, and then poured boiling water on to it. She stirred in some sugar, and when the blackcurrant tea was cooling, it made a really lovely drink.


‘It’s almost worthwhile having a sore throat to be able to drink a cup of Mother’s blackcurrant tea,’ said Judy. ‘And my throat is always better after it. Always.’


‘So’s mine,’ said Jack, and Pat said the same. When George, their cousin, came to stay with them they told him about the blackcurrant tea too.


‘Judy’s just had a bad throat, and Mother made her some blackcurrant tea,’ said Pat. ‘It made her throat much better – so Mother gave her another cup of it, and after that her throat was well. It’s simply lovely stuff.’


Now, George was an artful boy and very greedy too. He thought that blackcurrant tea made from jam would be a lovely thing to have – much nicer than lemonade. But what a pity to have to wait for a sore throat before he could have any!


And then he suddenly had one of his ideas! He could easily pretend he had a sore throat.


If I go around coughing a bit, and saying my throat hurts, Aunt Susan will be sure to give me blackcurrant tea, he thought. So he put on a silly little cough, and looked miserable.


‘My throat hurts,’ he told the others. They told their mother. She looked at George, and remembered that he had eaten a most enormous dinner and that she had heard him yelling immediately afterwards. He couldn’t be ill if he ate like that and certainly he wouldn’t yell at the top of his voice if his throat was hurting him so much.


She was used to George and his artful ways. ‘I don’t think George has much of a sore throat,’ she said.


‘I should like some blackcurrant tea to make it better,’ said George at once, and coughed.


‘Well, we’ll see how you are after tea,’ said his aunt. ‘I don’t waste my blackcurrant tea on anyone who hasn’t a bad throat, you know.’


George scowled. Then he made himself cough so much that his throat really began to feel quite sore!


His aunt took no notice, but went out of the room. ‘I think your mother’s unkind,’ said George to Pat.


‘She’s not,’ said Pat at once. ‘I expect she’s gone to get the blackcurrant jam. You’ll find it all ready for you to drink soon.’


George hoped Pat was right. He waited for his aunt to come back, but she didn’t. He went up to his bedroom, took down a book and sulked over it for a long time. Horrid Aunt Susan! His mother always made such a fuss of him if he so much as pricked his finger.


After some time he went downstairs to find the others. They had gone out for a walk. George went into the kitchen, scowling and cross. How horrid everyone was!
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