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  This is a story about wishing.




  It is also about a doll and a little girl.




  It begins with the doll.




  





  




  Her name, of course, was Holly.




  It could not have been anything else, for she was dressed for Christmas in a red dress, and red shoes, though her petticoat and socks were green.
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  She was ten inches high and carefully jointed; she had real gold hair, brown glass eyes, and teeth like tiny china pearls.




  It was the morning of Christmas Eve, the last day before Christmas. The toys in Mr Blossom’s toyshop in the little country town stirred and shook themselves after the long night. ‘We

  must be sold today,’ they said.




  ‘Today?’ asked Holly. She had been unpacked only the day before and was the newest toy in the shop.
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  Outside in the street it was snowing, but the toyshop window was lit and warm – it had been lit all night. The spinning tops showed their glinting colours, the balls their bands of red and

  yellow and blue; the trains were ready to run round and round. There were steamboats and electric boats; the sailing boats shook out their fresh white sails. The clockwork toys had each its private

  key; the tea sets gleamed in their boxes. There were aeroplanes, trumpets, and doll perambulators; the rocking horses looked as if they were prancing, and the teddy bears held up their furry arms.

  There was every kind of stuffed animal – rabbits and lions and tigers, dogs and cats, even turtles with real shells. The dolls were on a long glass shelf decorated with tinsel – baby

  dolls and bride dolls, with bridesmaids in every colour, a boy doll in a kilt and another who was a sailor. One girl doll was holding her gloves, another had an umbrella. They were all beautiful,

  but none of them had been sold.
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  ‘We must be sold today,’ said the dolls.




  ‘Today,’ said Holly.




  Like the teddy bears, the dolls held out their arms. Toys, of course, think the opposite way to you. ‘We shall have a little boy or girl for Christmas,’ said the toys.




  ‘Will I?’ asked Holly.




  ‘We shall have homes.’




  ‘Will I?’ asked Holly.




  The toys knew what homes were like from the broken dolls who came to the shop to be mended.
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  ‘There are warm fires and lights,’ said the dolls, ‘rooms filled with lovely things. We feel children’s hands.’
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  ‘Bah! Children’s hands are rough,’ said the big toy owl who sat on a pretend branch below the dolls. ‘They are rough. They can squeeze.’




  ‘I want to be squeezed,’ said a little elephant.




  ‘We have never felt a child’s hands,’ said two baby hippopotamuses. They were made of grey velvet, and their pink velvet mouths were open and as wide as the rest of them. Their

  names were Mallow and Wallow. ‘We have never felt a child’s hands.’




  Neither, of course, had Holly.




  *




  The owl’s name was Abracadabra. He was so big and important that he thought the toyshop belonged to him.




  ‘I thought it belonged to Mr Blossom,’ said Holly.




  ‘Hsst! T-whoo!’ said Abracadabra, which was his way of being cross. ‘Does a new little doll dare to speak?’




  ‘Be careful. Be careful,’ the dolls warned Holly.




  Abracadabra had widespread wings marked with yellow and brown, a big hooked beak, and white felt feet like claws. Above his eyes were two fierce black tufts, and the eyes themselves were so big

  and green that they made green shadows on his round white cheeks. His eyes saw everything, even at night. Even the biggest toys were afraid of Abracadabra. Mallow and Wallow shook on their round

  stubby feet each time he spoke.




  ‘He might think we’re mice,’ said Mallow and Wallow.




  ‘My mice,’ said Abracadabra.




  ‘Mr Blossom’s mice,’ said Holly.




  Holly’s place on the glass shelf was quite close to Abracadabra. He gave her a look with his green eyes. ‘This is the last day for shopping,’ said Abracadabra. ‘Tomorrow

  the shop will be shut.’




  A shiver went round all the dolls, but Holly knew Abracadabra was talking to her.




  ‘But the fathers and mothers will come today,’ said the little elephant. He was called Crumple because his skin did not fit but hung in comfortable folds round his neck and his

  knees. He had a scarlet flannel saddle hung with bells, and his trunk, his mouth, and his tail all turned up, which gave him a cheerful expression. It was easy for Crumple to be cheerful; on his

  saddle was a ticket marked ‘Sold’. He had only to be made into a parcel.




  ‘Will I be a parcel?’ asked Holly.




  ‘I am sure you will,’ said Crumple, and he waved his trunk at her and told the dolls, ‘You will be put into Christmas stockings.’




  ‘Oooh!’ said the dolls longingly.




  ‘Or hung on Christmas trees.’




  ‘Aaaah!’ said the dolls.




  ‘But you won’t all be sold,’ said Abracadabra, and Holly knew he was talking to her.




  The sound of the key in the lock was heard. It was Mr Blossom come to open the shop. Peter the shop boy was close behind him. ‘We shall be busy today,’ said Mr Blossom.




  ‘Yes-sir,’ said Peter.




  There could be no more talking, but, ‘We can wish. We must wish,’ whispered the dolls, and Holly whispered, ‘I am wishing.’
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  ‘Hoo! Hoo!’ went Abracadabra. It did not matter if Peter and Mr Blossom heard him; it was his toy-owl sound. ‘Hoo! Hoo!’ They did not know but the toys all knew that it

  was Abracadabra’s way of laughing.
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