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	Hello everyone, welcome to the exciting world of Smidgets! I want to tell you a few important things, before you read the story. It’s important for you to know, so get comfy, and listen well!

	 

	Fireworks are extremely dangerous and should be kept well away from all animals as they are also very frightening to them, and bright fiery lights hurt eyes and the loud bangs hurt their ears especially as their ears are much, much more sensitive than ours are.

	 

	Spiders are very important, they eat our mosquitos and flies and other pests which are not good for humans. They will never bite or harm us if we allow them to live in peace.

	So although all these creatures are the enemies of Smidgets, that is because they think Smidgets are insects and are delicious. 

	 

	 

	 


INTRODUCING THE SMIDGETS

	 

	 

	In the beautiful green hills, far, far away, in the ground under the end of the African rainbow, where there are no human houses, the tiny folk called the Smidgets live. They are so tiny that most of us never see them. They have a hard time not being trampled on when they come out of their tiny Smidget homes – which is why they choose to live far away from human beings. 

	You see, they are only four centimetres tall and as fragile as fairies. In fact, some people believe that once upon a time they were actually fairies and that somehow they lost their wings and magic. They don’t know how that happened or even why – it was such a long time ago. 

	They live in the cracks in the ground and rock crevices and use soft moss for their chairs and beds. Their dining-room tables are made from small stones and they make bowls from acorn caps. 

	Miniature crystals are hollowed out and used as glasses – but only specially chosen Smidgets are able to make these beautiful glasses. Each glass is different and in Smidget Land they are treated just as treasured works of art are in our world. You won’t find any fancy furniture in a Smidget home though, as they are fairly nomadic. In summer, when it is hot, they often move out and stay under bushes to keep cool.

	They love to make new friends, play games and dance. You will almost never hear a nasty word in Smidget Land. I have to say, though, they can have a bit of a temper. They are also very determined, as you will find out if you read the story! 

	You will also find out how they lost their wings and their magic!

	The ants and wasps are some of their worst enemies – they like to eat Smidgets! Of course, I have never tasted one, but I have been told that Smidgets are soft and sweet-tasting! They also smell delicious!

	But please don’t get scared of wasps, because they are a valuable part of our world. They pollinate our plants and spread our beautiful flowers. 

	And do you know they eat insects off our plants and vegetables, so they help us quite a lot. They are quite shy and tend to try to stay out of the way of humans, it’s only Smidgets they eat. Anyway, lets get back to the story.

	Smidgets love their food and have hearty appetites – they especially love strawberries, blackberries and gooseberries. They also like to eat the crumbs that humans drop at their picnics.

	The Smidgets sleep during the day and wake up as the sun is setting, when the sky grows dark enough to hide them.

	On summer nights, when the moon comes up and the world is hushed, if you are really lucky and in exactly the right spot, you may see them come out with their little baskets to gather food for their families. If you are quiet and still, they will not run away. Then you can watch them do their gathering. If they see you, however, they will scuttle away as fast as their little legs will carry them back into their hidden homes and they won’t come out again until they are sure you are gone. 

	When their baskets are full to the brim with berries and herbs and tender green leaves and shoots, they have their own delicious picnics, then play games with the children and dance in the moonlight. 

	Among the Smidget folk lives Drongie. His bright green eyes tilt up at the corners and shine with enthusiasm and humour from the moment he wakes up until he closes them in sleep. He has large, pixie-like ears and keen hearing. His curly brown hair is always all over the place and his pointy nose is ready for any strange scent he may pick up. Drongie often gets his face dirty from his curious nosing around. His mom, who always looks pretty and tidy, has quite given up trying to keep him clean! 

	Because he is curious, clever and mischievous, Drongie soon became keen to know why Smidgets had lost their wings and magic powers. So he asked his dad, known by everybody in the community to be a wise man, if he could go on a quest to find the fairies, who might be able to help.

	His dad thought about this for a long time before answering. Finally he agreed.

	As Drongie set off on his adventures, his best friend Cramble gave him a special gift – a crystal. According to Cramble, it had kept his grandfather safe in the war that took place a long, long time ago between the Smidgets and the termites. “Keep this close to you at all times,” he told Drongie. “I want you to have it to keep you safe, because we all love you and want you safely home again when your magic adventure is over.” 

	Drongie loved his friend too and didn’t want to lose the precious gift given to him with such love.

	He really wished Cramble could come with him.

	 

	 


CHAPTER ONE

	DRONGIE AND THE ANTS

	 

	 

	 

	One warm summer night, when the moon was full, the sky clear and twinkling with stars and the air so still you could hear him breathe, Drongie set off wearing his bright green pointy hat which Granny Ginny had given him last Christmas. “To go with your beautiful eyes!” she had said.

	Drongie loved his hat and never took it off, not even when he slept. Over his shoulder he carried a little red-and-white spotted bundle. Inside he had packed a jacket and the crystal from Cramble, remembering his strict instructions to hold it whenever he thought he was in danger. He also had some food, lovingly prepared by his rather nervous mom. Of course he did not forget his rope, which was actually a piece of woollen thread that had fallen from someone’s jacket in a field after a picnic. 

	“This is a strong piece of rope,” he had said to no one in particular when he found it. “I am sure it will come in handy some day!” He had taken it home and tied a hook on the end of it. He usually carried it over his shoulder everywhere he went, but now it was tucked safely inside the bundle, which he had tied on the end of a stick picked from a sweet-smelling jasmine bush. Smidgets used jasmine to disguise their scent from their enemies, so he felt sure that he would be undetected.

	What he never knew until afterwards, when it was too late, was that he was being watched. He was so busy thinking of his plans and humming a merry tune while thinking all about magic and fairies and how exciting his adventures would be, that he didn’t hear the whispering and chuckling of his enemies who were watching from a safe hiding spot. Unfortunately, they discovered Drongie before he picked the jasmine, so it didn’t help him on this occasion! 

	He went on his merry way, singing his happy song and dreaming about finding out why Smidgets had no magic or wings any more – and what a hero he would be when he got them back – and how wonderful it would be to fly – and how useful the magic would be… and… 

	But, oh dear, Drongie was totally unaware that not far behind followed the ants – not the small black ants, but the big ants with the powerful red pincers!

	Knowing that Smidgets are quite strong and very brave, the ants formed an army and were happy to follow Drongie’s every move. Watching secretively from a distance they waited, oh so patiently, for just the right moment! 

	Eventually Drongie reached a deep donga, which he climbed down with difficulty. At the bottom there were stones and thorns and long grass, which made it a struggle for him to find his way through. To make matters worse, it had been raining that day, so there were huge puddles for him to cross as well.

	Smidgets are able to swim, but they don’t really like water, so Drongie needed a boat to cross the donga. As he was looking for a suitable leaf, he heard the most dreadful sound. He stopped singing and stood still, his ears straining.

	Suddenly, out of the darkness came the ants! They swarmed around him, hissing loudly. He could hear their pincers snapping and could see their eyes glinting with glee as they watched him. They stood on their back legs with all their other legs waving the air in front, as if trying to grab at Drongie while they advanced, closer and closer.

	They were drooling at the thought of the sweet, juicy meal they were about to eat.

	Drongie didn’t know what to do! 

	He swung his jasmine stick in front of him, trying to fend them off. He tried to make for the puddle so that he could swim across, but the ants surrounded him. There was no way through. 

	He was terrified! 

	He knew how badly they could sting. He also knew how their mouths were watering for him! But he was trapped! What was he going to do? 

	Suddenly, there was complete darkness. Luckily for Drongie, a cloud moved across and covered the moon; and the timing was perfect.

	Thankful that Smidgets have exceptionally good eyesight and can see well in the dark, Drongie reached quietly for the leaf he had been planning to use as a boat and clambered aboard as quickly as he could.

	The ants, however, lost a few moments. They couldn’t see a thing.

	Drongie took advantage of the dark and pushed off from the edge of the puddle, rowing frantically with his jasmine stick. He had to reach the other side before the moon came out again.

	Alas, he bumped into a stone. As the leaf tipped he fell into the water. Splash! Just at that moment the cloud moved away from the moon and the light shone on him, like a giant spotlight. 

	Oh you can just imagine how angry the ants were! They stood on the edge of the water, snapping their pincers at him. Their leader, an extra-large, scary-looking ant, told the others that he was not going to give up on such a delicious titbit! He had a plan.

	Drongie heard the ants murmuring as he tried to swim to the opposite shore.

	When he reached the edge, he was dismayed to find his way blocked by a thick hedge of thorns. These thorns would be very small to you or me, but to Drongie they were really dangerous. 

	Being unable to find a way out of the puddle, Drongie was forced to swim back to the middle of the puddle, to the stone that he had bumped into earlier. He clambered onto it and sat huddled miserably with his arms around his legs. He could barely fit onto it.

	That is exactly what the ants needed. They scurried around the edge of the puddle to put their plan into action. Imagine hundreds of ants all swishing their legs in the water to make waves. The more waves they made, the more excited they became and the harder they tried and the bigger the waves grew! They were making a tidal wave for Drongie.

	Poor Drongie was washed off his stone and landed back in the puddle with a mouthful of muddy water. Coughing and spluttering, he had to swim back towards shore, to where the ants were waiting. 

	He had no idea how to escape. It was going to be the end of him for sure. His legs felt like jelly – he was petrified!

	His breath was fast and shallow and his tummy felt as though it was full of wriggling worms.

	Suddenly, out of the darkness, came the loud sound of heavy, stomping feet. The ground shook as something hurried towards the puddle. 

	The ants knew what was going to happen to them any minute now. They scattered in all directions, anywhere, everywhere, falling over each other to get out from under those huge feet.

	Drongie thought he had been saved by a gentle giant and he heaved a huge sigh of relief. But just then a massive hoof landed in the puddle with a splash! This caused another tidal wave and he landed up with yet another mouthful of water; he coughed and choked and spluttered all over again. Wiping his eyes, he was shocked to see a hippopotamus trundling off into the distance as if nothing had happened. Of course, for the hippo nothing had happened! 

	What a lucky escape. The hippo, as you may know, is one of the biggest and heaviest animals in Africa and Drongie would have been squashed flat had the hoof landed on top of him. 

	Luckily for Drongie, the new tidal wave spilled so much water out of the puddle that it became much shallower and he was able to find his footing and scramble onto dry land. For a moment he stood on the bank rubbing his cold, wet body, trying to get warm.

	Then he realised that his bundle was somewhere in the puddle. 

	Should he go back into the water and collect it? He would be without his most important belongings for his survival if he left them. Should he return to his quest to find the fairies with nothing but the horribly wet, muddy clothes he was wearing? What if the ants came back? Were they in hiding, waiting for him?

	He looked around and was relieved to see that the ants had disappeared. They seemed to think he was not worth the effort. Maybe there was easier food to catch.

	Drongie stood shivering on the edge of the puddle and talked softly to himself. “Don’t panic Drongie. Think! Think! What would I do if this was Cramble and he asked me for advice? What would I say to him?” It was a trick his wise old granny had taught him. 

	“Think about what you would tell your best friend,” she would say to him. He loved his wise old gran so much. Now, suddenly, he felt lonely out here all by himself as he thought of Gran, cosy and dry, so far away at home. As he stood under the shining stars he realised how much he already missed everyone at home. Maybe I should go back, he thought. It’s not too late.

	Then, from nowhere, he was sure he heard her voice, but when he looked around to find her, she wasn’t there. A wave of disappointment swept over him and he almost started crying. He thought again about going home. What was he thinking about, starting this silly quest anyway? 

	Then he heard Gran say, “Take shelter for the night under a bush and start again in the morning. Never give up on your dreams, Drongie. They are given to you by the angels.” At that very moment he looked up into the sky just as a shooting star streaked across the darkness, leaving a trail of shining light behind it. He knew then what he must do.

	So, with the moonlight to help him, he looked for a good bush under which to hide. It was not long before he found a thick wild strawberry bush to give him a warm, safe shelter. Thanking his gran, he fell soundly asleep.

	Our little Smidget was exhausted from all the swimming and frightening things that had happened, so he woke up only when the first beams of sunlight were shining on the leaves. He was dry – and his courage had returned. He crawled out from under the bush and stretched. Lo and behold, during the night the puddle had almost dried out, leaving the spotted bundle on the stick lying within reach. With a light heart, Drongie skipped through the mud and collected his belongings.

	He even started singing his song again, the one about how he was going to find the fairies and get his wings and his magic back. This time he added a verse about how he was going to take all that magic back home and give it to the other Smidgets. Granny Ginny would be the first to receive the gift of magic and wings from him. 

	Drongie spread his clothes out in the sun and took out a few crumbs, which to him was like a loaf of bread would be to us humans. Although they were rather soggy, he was hungry and they tasted good. He picked a few sweet strawberries and sat down to a hearty supper. Ah! Life was good again. 

	As he lay in the sun watching the light dancing on the leaves, he wondered out loud, “Gran, should I start my journey again now in the danger of the daylight? That would save me a day and I am behind because of the ants last night. Or should I wait until nightfall?” He crawled back under the strawberry bush to think about it, but being warm and dry with a full tummy, Drongie fell asleep again. 

	After all, it was his true bedtime! 
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CHAPTER TWO

	DRONGIE AND THE BIRDS

	 

	 

	 

	It was midday when Drongie woke to the sound of a robin pecking at fallen strawberries. Smidgets can talk with all the animals, so Drongie greeted the robin and told her about the adventure of the previous night. The robin, being a mommy, was horrified at what had happened to poor Drongie and offered to take him on her back to her house and feed him worms to make him feel better. 

	Drongie didn’t like the thought of eating worms at all! He was a vegetarian – someone who doesn’t eat meat. But he realised that she was being kind, so he smiled and thanked her.

	Alas, he didn’t really know where his destination was, but it seemed to be an answer to his question about where to go next and it also seemed like a smashing idea. He might even meet the rest of the robin family and that would also be fun! 

	“But,” Drongie asked the robin, “do you know where the fairies live? And are you going in the right direction? What if I end up going the wrong way altogether? Then I’ll never find the fairies.” He spoke so fast that the robin had no chance to answer any of his questions.

	She laughed and replied, “Don’t worry, the fairies are all over the place so it doesn’t matter which direction you go, you will still find them. But if you are looking for the Queen of the Fairies, you need to travel north, young man.” She seemed to know a lot and Drongie was sure he could trust her. “As it happens I am going north, so if you would like a lift, hop on my back and hold onto my feathers as tightly as you can and we’ll fly away right now,” she said. 
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	“Yippeee!” squealed Drongie with delight. “I was wanting to find my wings and now I am going to fly before I even get them! This is so grand! Thank you, Mommy Robin; thank you.”

	Mommy Robin spread her wings and tipped one so that it touched the ground. Drongie scampered up and nestled into her feathers behind her neck, holding tight.

	“We’re off,” she called. “Hold on!” With that, he felt the wind in his hair and whoosh, they were in the sky before he knew it. Looking down was the most exciting thing he had ever done. He saw houses and cars and trees and all sorts of things he had never seen before. Houses and cars didn’t even exist in the world he knew and Mommy Robin had a hard time explaining it all to him. 

	Drongie was so excited that he almost let go when a train went chugging by beneath them. He had to balance himself quickly again so as not to fall off. That made Mommy Robin cross. She told him to settle down and not to talk so much. So he sat quietly for a while. Truth be told, Drongie had given himself rather a fright. It would be a long fall to the ground and his heart was beating way too fast.

	Suddenly, they heard a shrill whistle. Looking up, they saw a terrible bird diving towards them. It was a falcon – with fierce yellow eyes, a razor-sharp open beak and long claws outstretched to catch them.

	Mommy Robin cried out in fright and dived to the side to escape the falcon’s talons. Drongie was thrown sideways and nearly lost his grip. He clutched her feathers and hung precariously, his legs dangling dangerously in the air. He squeezed his eyes shut, too afraid to see what was going to happen next! 

	Although Mommy Robin was desperately trying to fly under him to support him, it seemed for a moment as though Drongie would fall. Then, at the very last second, she managed to help him back on again. But the falcon wasn’t finished with them.

	It came diving at them again, claws ready! This time Drongie wasn’t able to hold on. He sailed through the air towards the ground. Down, down he went, the wind singing in his ears. He squeezed his eyes shut again and hung onto his hat. 

	Swooping down once more, with a fast and expert manoeuvre, Mommy Robin flew under Drongie and miraculously managed to land him on her back. He clutched her feathers and held on tight with his weak and shaky legs. This must be the most horrifying thing that could ever happen to anyone in the whole world.

	But they weren’t safe yet. They weren’t safe at all. Back came the falcon, screeching as it raced towards them. This time Mommy Robin had to fly straight down, tipping Drongie forward, then again to the side, trying to escape the terrifying bird. It seemed to go on forever.

	Over and over again the falcon dived, with Mommy Robin zigzagging in a desperate attempt to escape. Drongie, looking up, saw how big and sharp the talons were and believed that this was the end of them both!
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	Everything was taking place so fast, but suddenly, in one of the attacks, Drongie heard Mommy Robin let out a painful squawk and he saw a patch of blood appear on her head. She seemed to drop slightly, almost stagger in flight. Then, with a determined effort, she flew as fast as she could to get out of range of the falcon.

	That was not to be. The falcon came crashing down on them again with talons outstretched and again left a streak of blood on Mommy Robin. Now Drongie was hanging on for all he was worth, sure that he had finally met his end. “We’re definitely going to die,” he whispered.
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