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Too-Wise the Wizard

TOO-WISE WAS a powerful wizard. He knew almost everything, and he had travelled in every country under the sun and moon. He had met witches and fairies, enchanters and magicians, and never had he found any wiser than himself.

So he grew proud and boastful. He built himself a wonderful palace right in the middle of Fairyland, and there he made his spells and did his magic. Clouds of enchantments always hung over the topmost pinnacle, and little elves scuttled by quickly at night, for they were afraid of the wizard.

Not very far away was the palace of the King and Queen of Fairyland. They were angry to think that a wizard should come and live so near to them, but they could do nothing to prevent it.

One day Too-Wise decided to give a marvellous party, and invite to it all the witches, enchanters and magicians of the world. He had no right to do this, for they were not allowed in Fairyland unless the queen, Titania, gave permission. But little he cared for that!

The invitations were sent out. This was one of them:

 

TOO-WISE THE WONDERFUL WIZARD

INVITES

GREENEYE THE WITCH

TO

 A PARTY AT HIS PALACE

(SPORTS.)

 

‘What sort of sports is he going to have?’ everyone wondered. ‘None of the witches or wizards is very good at running and jumping. It can’t be that.’

It wasn’t. The sports that Too-Wise was going to have were quite different. They were competitions in magic. He meant to show everyone how clever he was, and to win all the prizes himself.

The King and Queen of Fairyland were worried about the party. They didn’t like to think of all those witches and magicians in Fairyland. For, as you know, there are not very many good ones. So they put their heads together, and tried to think of a plan.

After they had thought for some time they decided that they couldn’t stop the party. But they determined to send someone to it to watch all that happened, and report to them afterwards.

‘We’ll send Tippy the Elf,’ they decided. ‘He loves dressing up, and he is very sharp – he will notice everything.’

So they sent for Tippy the Elf, and told him what they wanted him to do. He was delighted, and clapped his hands gaily.

‘What fun, what fun!’ he cried. ‘I’ll make old Too-Wise think I am the greatest magician in the world!’

‘But Tippy dear,’ said the queen, ‘you know this is rather a dangerous task we are setting you. If you are discovered, you may be spirited away and never heard of again!’

‘I’ll take the risk,’ said Tippy, but he stopped clapping his hands, and looked rather thoughtful.

The great day came, and with it arrived all the guests of Too-Wise the Wizard. You should have seen them! Most of the witches came on broomsticks, which were gaily decorated with ribbons in honour of the party.

The enchanters chose all kinds of ways to come. Some arrived on the backs of eagles, and some on rosy clouds. Some came in golden carriages drawn by goblin slaves, and some made the wind bring them. One came unseen by anyone, and suddenly appeared with a bang just by Too-Wise, as he was standing at the top of the wide stairs, receiving his guests. It upset the wizard very much, and he gave the enchanter an angry glare.

‘Not very polite,’ he said, ‘not very polite!’

And what about Tippy the Elf? Well, he had decided to pretend that he wasn’t much of a magician, and to come on his feet, for he didn’t want Too-Wise to notice him too closely in case he found out that he was not really one of the guests.

So Tippy, in big pointed hat and flowing cloak, humbly walked up to the front door, and took off his boots in the hall, for it was a rainy afternoon. Then he went up the stairs and shook hands with Too-Wise. The wizard didn’t take much notice of him, for just behind Tippy was a very famous witch, who had eyes in the back of her head as well as in the front, and Too-Wise was anxious to meet her.

Then there was tea. It was a wonderful meal. There was nothing on the table at all except empty plates, glasses and dishes, knives and forks and spoons. Too-Wise sat at the head, and asked for silence.

‘You have only to wish for what you would like,’ he said, ‘and I have arranged that it shall appear.’

Then my goodness, you should have seen the things that appeared, when all the guests wished! A chocolate cake as big as a drum sat in the middle, and a red, white and yellow jelly appeared at one end, and a pink blancmange shaped like just a house at the other. It was wonderful!

Sandwiches shot up from nowhere, and strawberry ices jumped into the waiting dishes. One witch, who had a liking for pickled onions, wished for a big jar of them, and they appeared just in front of her. But as it happened that the enchanter next to her hated the smell and sight of onions, they disappeared just as quickly – for he at once wished them away again!

The witch wished them back, and Tippy, who was just opposite, began to giggle when they disappeared again.

But he was hungry so he did a little wishing on his own account, and was delighted to see a ginger cake and a cream bun appear side by side on his plate.

After tea all the guests went into the great hall of the palace, where the competitions were to be held.

First of all there was a competition to see who was the cleverest at turning into something else. Tippy got quite frightened as he watched, especially when one witch nearby changed very suddenly into a large cat, and scratched his leg.

This is no place for me, thought Tippy. My turn will come soon, and I shall never be able to turn into anything, for I don’t know the right magic. I had better hide.

So he slipped behind a curtain, and watched the party through a little hole he made with his penknife.

Dragons and unicorns, lions and tigers, beetles and bears, pranced about the hall, and then changed back again into witches and wizards. Too-Wise looked at them all scornfully, and then, muttering some magic words, he suddenly turned into a seven-headed giant. Tippy began to tremble. He didn’t like it a bit.

‘I’ve won that competition!’ said Too-Wise, changing back to himself again. ‘Now let’s get on with the next. Which of us has got the most wonderful thing in his possession?’

Tippy peered through his hole, and gaped to see all the marvellous things that were handed round. There was a needle that could sew by itself, a glass that could be filled with any liquid wished for by tapping the rim, and a rabbit that could sing. There was a hat which made the wearer invisible, and a cloak that made him handsome to look upon.

But Too-Wise brought out a mirror, and set it before the guests. ‘Think of what you will, and it will appear in the mirror,’ he said.

Then in the mirror came a curious succession of strange pictures, the thoughts of all the guests around. Tippy wished the Fairy Queen could see it, for he thought she would love it. As he thought that, he saw her picture appear in the mirror, and everyone exclaimed in surprise.

‘Who dares to think of that silly queen at my party?’ stormed Too-Wise. But everyone vowed that no thought of that kind had come into his or her mind, so the wizard said no more. But he wondered very much, and cast a sharp eye on all his guests to see if any of them were shams. It was well for Tippy then that he was behind the curtain!

‘I have won this competition too,’ said Too-Wise, boastfully. ‘You will have to make me your king! Now for the third competition. You can each try and think of something I have never seen! Ho ho! If you can do that, I shall be surprised!’

Now all the guests were getting rather cross with Too-Wise. They thought it was a shame that he should win the prizes himself, and they certainly didn’t want him to be their king. So they racked their brains to think of something he hadn’t seen.

‘Hurry up, hurry up,’ said Too-Wise. ‘There’s nothing you can think of that I’ve not seen. You are stupid creatures compared to me, Too-Wise the Wonderful Wizard!’

The witches and enchanters scowled at him. They would have liked to turn him into an earwig or something unpleasant like that, but they feared his power. They were terribly afraid, too, that he really would become their king, for he certainly was clever.

They began to ask him questions.

‘Have you ever seen the star-shaped lamp that hangs in the deepest underground cave of the dwarfs?’ asked one witch.

‘Yes, and I’ve blown it out!’ said Too-Wise, grinning.

‘Have you ever seen the silver wand of the fairy who guards the Rainbow Path?’ asked another witch. ‘She keeps it locked up in a cupboard.’

‘Yes, I have,’ said Too-Wise. ‘I stole her keys one day, and unlocked the cupboard to see the wonderful wand.’

‘Have you seen the green wishing-carpet belonging to the Goblin King?’ asked an enchanter, suddenly. ‘It is said that none but he has ever cast eyes on it.’

‘I have,’ answered Too-Wise, puffing out his narrow chest. ‘I gave him a spell he wanted, and in return he let me see his carpet.’

The witches and wizards sat silent for a moment. It seemed as if Too-Wise really had seen everything! Then a sharp-eyed one spoke.

‘Have you seen the whistling fish belonging to the Prince of Dreamland?’ he asked.

There was a pause, for none of the other enchanters had ever heard of this. But Too-Wise laughed.

‘Ha ha!’ he said. ‘You’re trying to catch me! The Prince has no such thing! I had dinner with him last week, and saw every one of his treasures – and there was no whistling fish!’

‘You are right,’ said the enchanter. ‘I was trying to catch you, for you are too proud.’

‘Have a care what you say!’ said Too-Wise, frowning. ‘If I become your king, I shall not forget those who treat me badly now.’

The game went on – but no one could find anything that Too-Wise had not seen. He sat there in front of them, vain and conceited, certain that he would become their king at the end of the party.

When the last witch and wizard had asked him their questions, there was a silence. Then Too-Wise stood up.

‘I shall make myself your king,’ he said. ‘Not one of you is as wise as me.’

‘We do not want a king,’ said the guests. ‘Least of all do we want you, oh, Too-Wise, Too-Vain, Too-Proud!’

‘What!’ cried the Wizard, in a rage. ‘Well, think of something I have never seen, and I will disappear and never come back! But if you cannot, then I shall rule over you, and make you smart for these words!’

What would have happened next no one knows. But just as a witch was about to speak, someone near the curtain where Tippy was hiding moved back a step, and trod on the elf’s toe.

‘Ow!’ cried Tippy in pain.

In a trice the curtain was dragged back, and the elf, in all his fine disguise of pointed hat and cloak, stood before the surprised company. He trembled, for he knew that things would go badly with him, now that he was discovered.

‘So ho!’ cried the witch who had pulled the curtain back. ‘Who is this?’

Tippy stepped out, and tried to look bold.

‘I am a great wizard,’ he said. ‘Beware of me!’

Too-Wise laughed.

‘Then perhaps you can think of something I have never seen!’ he said, mockingly. ‘Try to think, or you will be turned into a droning fly. Quick!’

Tippy put his hands into his pockets, and wondered whatever he was to do. His right hand closed over a little red apple he had picked from his own apple tree that morning. And he suddenly thought of an idea.

‘I will make all your guests laugh at you and your conceit,’ said the elf boldly. ‘Get ready to disappear for ever, oh Too-Wise!’

Everyone crowded around the elf, and Too-Wise scowled angrily.

‘Speak,’ he commanded Tippy.

The elf took the apple from his pocket, and placed it on the table.

‘Have you ever seen the little brown pips in this apple of mine?’ he asked, with a laugh.

Too-Wise stared at the apple in dismay. Such a simple question – but he could only answer ‘No’! No one could see apple pips before the apple was cut. What was he to do? Everyone began laughing, and fingers were pointed mockingly at the wizard.

‘It isn’t fair,’ said Too-Wise.

‘Yes, it is,’ said Tippy. ‘You shouldn’t have been so conceited, Too-Wise. Everyone heard you say that you would disappear for ever, if anybody could think of something you had never seen. Now, answer my question – have you ever seen the pips in my little apple?’

‘Answer, answer!’ cried all the witches and wizards.

‘I have never seen them,’ answered Too-Wise, and as he uttered those words there came a rushing wind, and it bore him away for ever. How the witches and wizards cheered when he went! They were so glad not to have him for king.

They went home immediately, and Tippy was left alone in the palace. His first action was to take the magic mirror that had belonged to Too-Wise, and hoist it on to his back. He meant to give it to the Queen as a present. Then he ran quickly out of the door. He was just in time. As he went down the steps there came a strange whistling sound. Tippy turned to see what was happening.

The wizard’s castle suddenly changed into blue smoke, and streamed up into the sky. It was gone!

‘Hurrah!’ shouted Tippy, and staggered off to Titania with his heavy mirror. ‘What an adventure! Three cheers for my little red apple!’
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The Little Pixie-Cat

ONCE UPON a time, Grubby the goblin did the Green Witch a good turn. In payment she gave him a little pixie-cat, and he carried it home in delight.

Now a pixie-cat is very valuable indeed, for it has plenty of magic in it. When it is exactly a year old it can turn all it sits upon to pure gold. Only just for that night, though, so that you must be sure to know the birthday of a pixie-cat or it is of no use to you.

Grubby the goblin was poor, and he was also very disagreeable. He was dirty and untidy, and none of his neighbours liked him, for he was always borrowing and never returning, always promising and never keeping his word.

So when they saw him carrying a pixie-cat home one day they didn’t rush out and say how pleased they were. They just stared in surprise, and said to one another, ‘Ho! Grubby’s got a pixie-cat! Perhaps he will wash himself for once on the cat’s birthday!’

Grubby shut the cat in the cellar and went out to tell everyone of his good luck. He was angry that people didn’t seem as glad as he wanted them to be. He went home frowning and scowling.

‘Horrid things!’ he said to himself. ‘They are jealous of me! They know I shall soon be rich. Indeed, I’ll be so rich that they’ll have to make me chief of the village – and won’t I punish them and pay them back for all the rude things they have said to me and thought of me!’

The pixie-cat’s first birthday was in three days’ time, and the goblin became very busy, for he meant to be as rich as possible. He collected three sacks – one of pennies, one of stones and one of dust. Then he took a cushion and put it right on top of the three sacks.

‘Ha!’ he said, pleased with his idea. ‘On her birthday night the cat will sit on this cushion on top of these three sacks – and then when the clock strikes twelve the pennies will change to gold, the stones will be golden stones and the dust will be gold-dust, worth a fortune! Ho, I’ll be richer than any goblin in the kingdom, and my, won’t I make the people of this village sorry they ever looked down their noses at me!’

Now it was the custom for everyone in the village to be present on the first birthday of a pixie-cat, so that they might watch the wonderful magic working when the clock struck midnight. So Grubby the goblin sent out invitations, and at ten o’clock the people of the village began to arrive. There were pixies, brownies, gnomes, fairies and elves, and they all squeezed themselves into Grubby’s little kitchen.

Grubby was there, and so was the pixie-cat, perched up high on her cushion, over the three sacks. Grubby hadn’t provided any buns or lemonade – he was too mean. He just stood there and said, ‘Good evening’ when folk came in, but he didn’t say, ‘How do you do?’ or, ‘It’s a fine night,’ or anything polite and friendly. He really was an ill-mannered fellow.

At eleven o’clock everyone was there. Then Grubby began to talk. How he talked! How he boasted! And dear me, what a spiteful, mean little goblin he showed himself to be.

‘Nobody’s ever had a pixie-cat in this village except me!’ he said. ‘I’m going to be rich – richer than any of you. I shall build myself a new cottage with six rooms, and I shall have two servants. I shall give wonderful feasts to all the witches and goblins I know – but I shan’t ask any of you to my feasts! No, I shall leave you out!’

‘We shan’t mind that, Grubby,’ said a tall brownie. ‘You don’t wash your neck often enough for us to want to come to your parties!’

‘Ho, is that you, Skinny the brownie?’ cried the goblin fiercely. ‘Well, let me tell you this – I’ll buy your cottage when I’m rich, and I’ll turn you out,you and all your children – so there!’

‘You always were a mean fellow,’ said an elf with long silver wings. ‘You’ll be more horrid than ever when you are rich!’

‘You’ll never be rich!’ shouted Grubby angrily. ‘You play about with butterflies and birds all day long, Silverwings! They can’t do anything for you. Why don’t you make friends with witches, as I do? Then maybe you would have a pixie-cat too, to make you rich.’

‘We don’t want to be rich,’ said a gnome. ‘We are quite happy as we are. Your gold won’t make you any happier, Grubby; don’t make any mistake about that. It won’t make us like you any better, or be any more friendly. We’d rather be friends with a lame earwig than with a rich and unpleasant goblin like you!’

Grubby was so angry that he hardly knew what to say. For a while everyone sat silent, watching the hands of the clock creeping slowly round to midnight. The little pixie-cat began to purr loudly. She knew it was nearly time for her magic to work.

Grubby became excited as he saw the time getting so near. He began to talk again.

‘When all these sacks hold gold,’ he said, ‘I shall buy a golden carriage and ride in it. I shall wear a cloak of silver cloth, and lace my shoes with golden laces. I shall ask the Great Wizard who lives in Towering Castle to visit me. And I will walk through the village with him, pretending not to see you.’

Grubby took up his walking-stick and pretended he was walking down the street, looking haughtily from side to side.

‘When I meet any of you on the path, I shall say: “Get out of my way!”,’ he said, ‘and if you don’t move at once, I shall hit you with my stick! Like that! And like that!’

Grubby slashed about in the air with his stick, and the pixie-cat stopped purring in alarm. It was almost twelve o’clock, but Grubby still had one more thing to say.

‘And the Great Wizard from Towering Castle will wave his stick round his head, and change you all into earwigs – like this!’

Grubby swung his stick sharply round his head and the end of it hit the little pixie-cat on the cushion! She gave a sharp mew, sprang fiercely at Grubby, and scratched his arm. Then she leapt out of the window and disappeared into the night. At the same moment the clock began to strike twelve!

‘Oh, oh! I’m hurt! The pixie-cat’s gone and it’s midnight! Catch her, someone!’ groaned the goblin. But nobody moved. Everyone was thinking exactly the same thought.

It serves Grubby the goblin right! they all thought. And so it did. Silently the little folk slipped out of the cottage and went home, leaving Grubby alone.

How ashamed he was! How he cried and groaned! He felt as if he couldn’t possibly face anyone the next day, so he packed up his bag and went. Where he journeyed to, nobody knows, and nobody wants to know either!

As for that little pixie-cat, she went back to the Green Witch, and there she is still. The little folk saw the way she went, because all the stones and earth she ran on as the clock struck midnight changed into gold. They left the gold patches there as a warning to greedy goblins, and you can see them to this day – curious yellow spots in the ground, the size of a little cat’s footprint!
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The Strange Umbrella

TIPTAP THE pixie lived in Apple-Tree Cottage in the very middle of Feefo Village. He had two nice little rooms, a kitchen and a bedroom, and outside the cottage was a pocket-handkerchief of a garden – very small, but quite enough for Tiptap to manage.

Now Tiptap was the only pixie in Feefo Village who did no proper work. He had five golden pounds a week of his own, which his old Aunt Tabitha Twinkle sent him, and he just made this do nicely. It bought him bread and butter, cocoa to drink, apple tarts from Mother Buttercup’s shop, and fresh eggs from the egg-woman.

Everyone else in the village had their own work to do. The egg-woman looked after her hens and sold their nice brown eggs, the balloon-man sold balloons, Mother Buttercup made lovely cakes and tarts, and the bee-woman got honey from her bees and put it into pots. Everyone did something – except Tiptap, who was the laziest little pixie in the kingdom.

Now one day Tiptap went to see his Aunt Tabitha Twinkle, and she told him she had one or two little jobs for him to do to help her.

‘There’s my broom that wants mending,’ she said. ‘The handle has come off. And there’s the garden gate that creaks terribly. You might stop it for me. Oh, and there’s my stepladder too – something’s gone wrong with it, Tiptap, and I’d be so glad if you’d see to it.’

‘All right,’ said Tiptap, rather crossly. He didn’t want to mend things for his aunt. He wanted to sit in her nice new hammock and swing himself in the sun.

I’ll just have a nice swing first, he thought to himself, and he ran to the hammock. But, do you know, he hadn’t been swinging in the sunshine for more than two minutes when he fell fast asleep!

He slept for two hours, and then he heard his aunt calling him in a very cross voice.

‘Tiptap! Tiptap! Why haven’t you done all I asked you to? There’s the gate still creaking, the broom still broken, and the stepladder not mended! You are a very naughty pixie.’

Tiptap tumbled out of the hammock and ran to the garden shed. He took out the oil-can and ran to the gate to oil it – but he was in such a hurry that he put far too much oil down the hinges, and spilt a lot over the gate itself. He didn’t trouble to rub it off with a rag, but left it there and ran to the broken broom.

Quickly he hammered a nail into the handle, and stuck the brush on. Then he looked at the stepladder. One of the rungs was unsafe, and Tiptap saw that it would need quite an hour’s work to take out the bad rung and put in a nice new one.

‘Bother!’ said the pixie, crossly. ‘I can’t do that! I shall just stick the old rung in again and tell Aunt Tabitha Twinkle I have mended it. She will never know!’

And that is what the lazy little creature did. Then he ran to his aunt, and said, ‘Did you call me, Aunt Tabitha? I have done all the jobs you asked me to, you know, so you really mustn’t be so cross.’

‘Oh, you’re a good little pixie, then,’ said his aunt, pleased. ‘Come along in and have some pink jelly. It has just set nicely, and I know you’re fond of it. Then I’ll give you your five pounds and you shall go home.’

Tiptap sat down to eat the jelly. Just as he was finishing it, he saw his aunt’s great friend, Mother Smiley-Face, coming in at the gate – and oh my! She had a fine new dress on, and the oil that Tiptap had left on the gate smeared itself all over the blue silk, and what a mess it made!

Mother Smiley-Face was very cross. She hurried up to Aunt Tabitha Twinkle and showed her what had happened.

‘There’s my nice new dress all ruined!’ she said. ‘Whatever have you been doing to your gate?’
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