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The Sailor Doll’s Chance

THE SAILOR DOLL sat on the shelf in the nursery and sighed so much that he made quite a wind in the air.

‘Whatever’s the matter?’ asked the blue rabbit, just below. ‘You make quite a draught with all your sighing.’

‘I’m sad because I have to live in a nursery and never go out in a boat or a ship although I’m a sailor doll,’ said the doll. ‘I’m dressed like a sailor, and if you read what is written round my cap you will see it says, “H.M.S. Glorious”, which means that I belong to His Majesty’s Ship Glorious. Well, where is my ship? Where is the sea? Here I am, wasting my time sitting on a shelf instead of doing my work, sailing a brave ship!’

The blue rabbit agreed. It did seem a waste of time for a sailor doll – especially as Betty, the little girl he belonged to, never played with him.

So the sailor doll had a very dull time. But one night he got his chance. Just listen!

It was a bright moonlight night and the sailor doll was sitting up on his shelf watching the other toys playing on the floor. He was so dull and miserable that he didn’t want to join in. He just watched. As the toys played about, something happened! A small fairy flew in at the top of the open window and shouted to the toys.

‘Help! Help! Can one of you come down to the river and rescue little Sylfai? We were sitting on a leaf sailing down the stream, and the wind upset it. I flew off – but Sylfai fell in – and her wings are wet so she can’t fly out. Oh, help! Help!’

The toys stopped playing – but not one of them knew what to do. Nobody could swim – except the floating swan, and he knew he wouldn’t be any use because he would have to float where the river took him.

But the sailor doll jumped up at once. ‘I will rescue Sylfai!’ he shouted. ‘Where’s the little boat Betty had when she went to the seaside?’

He scurried to the box where the bricks and little toys and odd things were kept. He hunted through them all, throwing everything out in a great hurry – and at last he found the little blue boat. Then he looked for its oars and found them with the tea set. Betty had been using them for teaspoons.

The sailor doll was little but strong. He put the oars in the boat, put the boat on his shoulder, and ran to the door with it. He slipped quietly down the stairs and climbed out of the scullery window. He slid down the pipe outside, first throwing the boat down to the flower-bed below.

The little fairy picked up the oars for him. Once more he put the boat on his shoulder, and, guided by the fairy, set off down the garden path to the river.

‘Look! There’s Sylfai, still struggling!’ cried the fairy, pointing to the middle of the river. The sailor doll put his boat into the water. He got into it and pushed off. He began rowing. He was very happy.

‘I’m being a proper sailor for the first time!’ he said. ‘And I’m doing something really worth while.’

He rowed and he rowed. The river was strong and tried to take him away with it instead of letting him go to the struggling fairy. The sailor doll found that it wasn’t so easy to row as he had thought. It was very hard work.

His arms ached. His back felt as if it were breaking. He would never, never get to Sylfai! The other fairy flew beside him, begging him to be quick, quick, quick! 

The sailor doll panted and puffed. He was so hot that he felt as if he were on fire. He rowed and he rowed and he rowed – and at last he came near to the little fairy struggling in the water. But do you know, she was now so weak that she couldn’t pull herself into the boat.

‘Oh, whatever are we to do?’ wept the little fairy, flying over the boat.

‘Now listen to me,’ said the sailor doll firmly. ‘Take hold of the boat, fairy, and hold it here if you can. I’ll dive in and see if I can get Sylfai.’

The fairy flew down and held the little blue boat as hard as she could. The sailor doll dived into the water with all his clothes on. He could swim, of course, because he was a sailor. He swam up to the little fairy and caught hold of her. He turned her on her back, put his hands under her arms, and kicked out hard with his legs. He knew this was a good way of life-saving people in the water.

But he was so tired, poor sailor! He had hardly any kick left. If the other fairy hadn’t managed to get the boat near to him, he would never have got to it. At last he felt the boat bumping gently against him and he caught hold of it. With the help of the other fairy he got Sylfai into the boat, and then they all had a rest, for nobody could move.

The river took them away. They floated on and on and on – and at last the fairy gave a cry of delight.

‘The river has taken us to the shores of Fairyland!’ she cried. ‘Look!’

The sailor doll sat up and looked. What a beautiful sight met his eyes! The river was lapping against a golden shore, and in the distance, silvery in the bright moonlight, he could see towers and spires and turrets gleaming and glittering. Fairyland!

It wasn’t long before they were safely in a fairy’s cottage, drying their clothes. The sailor doll wondered however he could get back to the nursery. But Sylfai put her arms round his neck and hugged him.

‘You’re not to go back,’ she said. ‘You must stay here and grow wings, and be a fairy sailor. The queen wants one to row her across the river every week. Won’t you stay and ask for the job?’

So the sailor stayed, and he got the job. Now he is ferryman to the queen herself, and you should see him rowing across the river in a golden boat, his new blue wings gleaming brightly. He is grand!

Betty often wonders where he is gone. Tell her, if she asks you.
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The Sneeze

DION THE PUPPY was looking at the moon sailing in the sky. Suddenly he felt a sneeze coming, and he shut his eyes – a-tishoo, a-tish-oo, a-TISH-oo! It was a very loud sneeze, and when Dion opened his eyes, and looked for the moon again, it was gone.

‘Tails and whiskers!’ said Dion, in a fright. ‘I’ve blown the moon out of the sky with my sneeze! Whatever will Mistress say?’

He trotted off to where Bimbo the cat lay asleep on a mat, and woke her up.

‘Bimbo,’ he said, ‘what shall I do? I sneezed so hard that I blew the moon out of the sky! Whatever will Mistress say?’

‘Mercy me,’ said Bimbo in surprise. ‘Let’s go and tell Terence the toad.’

So they went to where Terence sat in his hole under the wall, and told him the news.

‘Terence,’ said Bimbo, ‘what shall we do? Dion sneezed so hard that he blew the moon out of the sky! Whatever will Mistress say?’

‘Good gracious me!’ said Terence in surprise. ‘Let’s go and tell Thomasina the tortoise.’

So they went to where Thomasina was digging herself a hole under a thick bush, and told her the news.

‘Thomasina,’ said Terence, ‘what shall we do? Dion sneezed so hard that he blew the moon out of the sky! Whatever will Mistress say?’

‘Dear, dear me,’ said Thomasina in surprise. ‘Let’s go and tell Bobs the dog.’

‘Yes, let’s tell Bobs,’ said everybody. ‘He is wise and clever. He will know what to do.’

So they all went to where Bobs sat out in the yard, and told him the news.

‘Bobs,’ they said, ‘what shall we do? Dion has sneezed so hard that be blew the moon out of the sky. Whatever will Mistress say?’

Bobs looked up at the sky, and at once saw that the moon had gone behind a cloud.

‘I might be able to put the moon back,’ he said, with a twinkle in his brown eyes.

‘Oh, Bobs!’ cried everyone. ‘You are the best and wisest dog in the world. How will you do it?’

‘Well if Dion sneezed the moon out of the sky, perhaps I can sneeze it back,’ said Bobs, seeing that the moon was about to come out from behind its cloud. ‘Watch, all of you.’

He threw back his head, and A-TISHOO! What a tremendous sneeze he made! And at the same moment the moon came sailing out again! How glad all the pets were!

‘No wonder the Mistress loves you best!’ they cried. ‘There’s no dog like you in the world! Thank you so much for sneezing the moon back, Bobs.’

‘Don’t mention it,’ said Bobs, ‘I never mind doing little things like that!’ Then off he went to tell the Mistress all about it.


	
		



[image: image]




The Lost Baby Mouse

THERE WAS ONCE a little mouse who was far too daring. He ran out of his hole at any time of the day or night, and his mother was very cross with him.

‘One of these days you will get caught by the cat,’ she said.

‘Oh, I’m too quick for the cat!’ the little mouse said, and he twitched his whiskers to and fro in a way that made his mother very angry.

‘Don’t make faces at me!’ she cried crossly. The little mouse gave a squeak and ran right out of his hole. Luckily for him the cat was not there, or that would have been the end of him. The hole led out into the kitchen, and there were often crumbs and scraps of food to be found on the floor.

The little mouse hunted round for some, but there were none because they had all been swept up. Well, I’ll look round the world a bit and see what I can find somewhere else, thought the little mouse. So he ran out of the kitchen door into the hall.

He came to the stairs. He saw the first step – and the second step – and the third step – good gracious, it seemed to him as if these enormous stairs must lead up to the sky!

‘Now I’ve heard that the moon is made of green cheese,’ said the baby mouse to himself, ‘and if so it would be a wonderful place to live. These great big steps must surely lead up to the moon. Tails and whiskers, how high up they go!’

The mouse began to climb them one by one. It seemed a very long way up to him. But at last he reached the very, very top. There was a landing at the top, and four or five doors led off it. The mouse ran into the nearest one.

It was the playroom where the children had all their toys, and played happily together. The mouse was very frightened to see a bear, a horse, a dog, an elephant and a pink rabbit staring at him.

‘Oh, pardon me!’ he said, trying to back out of the door quickly. ‘I didn’t know this was the zoo.’

The teddy bear laughed so much that he couldn’t speak. So the pink rabbit spoke up.

‘Of course it’s not the zoo, silly. We are only toys.’ 

But the mouse had gone in a fright. He ran to another door. A bedroom was behind that, cold and empty. All the other doors were shut.

And then the cat appeared! My goodness! It came stalking round the corner of the landing, tail in the air, green eyes gleaming!

The mouse gave a squeak of fright. He ran into the playroom, with the cat after him. The cat pounced – and the baby mouse’s tail was scratched by the cat’s big claws. It dashed into an open brick-box and the teddy bear neatly shut the lid on him!

‘Ssssss!’ hissed the cat at the bear. But she didn’t like his staring glass eyes and she turned and went out of the door again.

‘She’s gone,’ said the bear, opening the box. ‘Are you hurt, Baby Mouse?’

‘My tail is bleeding,’ wept the poor little creature. ‘Oh, whatever am I to do? I am quite, quite lost. I was looking for the moon up here to have a good feast of green cheese – but it didn’t seem to be anywhere.’

‘You won’t find the moon up here, Baby Mouse. Hasn’t your mother ever told you about the playroom? We see her sometimes when the children take us downstairs,’ said the pink rabbit kindly. ‘I say, where’s Angela the doll? She knows how to put bandages on. Angela! Come over here and see to this dear little mouse.’ 

Angela came up. She was a beautiful blue-eyed doll, with thick curly hair. She loved the tiny mouse as soon as she saw him. She made the pink rabbit fetch some water out of the goldfish bowl on the bookshelf to bathe the mouse’s tail.

He climbed up with a dish out of the doll’s house, and soon came back carrying the water very carefully. 

‘Good rabbit,’ said Angela. ‘Put the bowl down there. Get the sponge out of the doll’s house bathroom.’

There was the tiniest sponge imaginable in the bathroom, and the rabbit fetched it. Soon Angela was bathing the mouse’s tail. Then she tore her tiny white handkerchief in half and bound it neatly round the little tail.

‘Oh, thank you,’ said the mouse gratefully. ‘I do think you are kind. What shall I do now? Is there a mouse hole anywhere in this playroom? I could go down it and live there. I shall never, never dare to go out of this room in case I meet the cat.’

‘Well, there isn’t a mouse hole,’ said the pink rabbit. ‘We’ve often and often looked, little mouse. I suppose you wouldn’t like to live in the brick-box?’

‘No, thank you,’ said the mouse. ‘It’s not very comfortable – and the children might tip me out with the bricks.’

‘True,’ said the bear. All the toys thought hard – and then the pink rabbit gave a squeal and clapped his fat paws together.

‘I know!’ he cried. ‘Why can’t the baby mouse live in the doll’s house? Nobody lives there at all, because the children took all the little dolls out to live in the toy farmyard and look after the animals there. The baby mouse is just small enough.’

‘Oh, that is a good idea!’ cried everyone. ‘Come along, Mouse – we’ll take you in at the front door.’

So they all trooped across to the doll’s house, and the teddy knocked on the little brass knocker. Of course there was nobody to answer, so they just pushed open the door. Only the mouse was small enough to go in at the door, and he ran into the tiny hall in delight.

‘Oh, it’s lovely!’ he cried. ‘Really lovely! Look at the tiny stairs! Are there bedrooms above?’

‘There is one bedroom and a tiny bathroom,’ said the rabbit, looking in at the window. ‘Here, Mouse, take the sponge and put it back again in the bathroom. And you can have a bath if you like.’

Well, the baby mouse had a wonderful time. He filled the bath with water by turning on the tiny tap. He got into it and washed with the bit of soap there. He got out, stood on the teeny-weeny bath mat and dried himself with the towel. He did feel nice and clean after that.

‘I feel dreadfully tired,’ he called to the toys, who were all peeping in at the windows, watching the mouse with joy. ‘Do you think I might sleep in this bed? It’s just big enough for me. Would it matter if I got under the blankets, do you think? I love to be cosy.’

‘Oh, do get into the bed!’ cried the doll. ‘I will put my arm in at the window and tuck you up. You will look really sweet.’

So the baby mouse got into the tiny doll’s bed, and the big doll put her arm in through the open window and tucked him up. Just his ears, pointed nose and whiskers showed above the sheet. He shut his eyes and in half a minute he was fast asleep.

All the toys came to peep at him, even the old plush monkey who was bad-tempered. Everyone loved looking at the baby mouse asleep in the doll’s tiny bed.

‘He can live here as long as he likes,’ said Angela the doll. ‘He can have his meals in the kitchen off the little table. We will teach him good manners. He can keep the house clean, and sometimes, for a treat, he can cook us some tiny cakes on the stove. We’ve always wanted to use the doll’s house stove, but we are all too big to go inside the kitchen door! Next time the children take me downstairs, I will tell his mother that he is quite safe with us.’

So the baby mouse lived in the doll’s house, and felt quite safe there if the cat happened to come into the playroom. Once the cat came and looked in at the doll’s house window, and the mouse sat on the kitchen table and made faces at her. Angela said he shouldn’t have done that because it was bad manners.

‘But I did so like making faces at the cat,’ said the mouse. ‘Really I did. Oh, toys, I’m so glad I came to your playroom. I do so love my little house. The only thing is – how I wish one of you was small enough to come and have tea with me!’

And now the little mouse has got his wish! A clockwork mouse has come to live with the toys – and today the real mouse is having the clockwork mouse to tea! Wouldn’t you love to peep in at a window and see them both sitting in the kitchen together? I would!
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Rain, Rain, Go Away!

JANE AND ROBIN were going on holiday. They were to stay with Uncle Ben and Auntie Pat at their farm – and how they looked forward to it!

‘Only three more days now!’ they said. And then there were only two more. And then at last the day came for them to pack everything in their little suitcases.

‘It’s summertime, so you won’t need to pack a lot of warm things,’ said Mummy. ‘Cotton frocks for you, Jane, and shirts and shorts for you, Robin – and one warm jersey each in case there’s a cold day or two.’

‘I shan’t take a mack or an umbrella or goloshes or anything like that!’ said Jane.

‘Oh, you must!’ said Mummy. ‘Rain comes at any time of the year. It’s no good thinking that because it’s summer we shan’t get any more rain!’

‘Uncle Ben won’t like rain in summertime,’ said Robin. ‘He wants plenty of sunshine then, for all the things he grows.’

‘Well, he can’t stop the rain from raining if it wants to,’ said Mummy, bringing their big rubber boots. ‘You’d better take these as well as your macks. Auntie Pat will be cross if you haven’t brought them to wear when it rains. The farmyard gets so muddy and messy then.’
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