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The Magic Rubber

ONCE A very curious thing happened to Keith. He was walking home from school with his satchel full of school books. He remembered he had half-finished a sum that rather puzzled him, and he sat down under the hedge and got out his exercise book.

He looked at the sum – and he saw that he had made a mistake in it. ‘Oh, dear!’ said Keith. ‘I’d better rub that out before I forget.’

But he had left his rubber at school. What a nuisance! ‘Bother, bother, bother!’ said Keith.

A funny little man peeped out of the hedge at Keith. He was a brownie with a very long beard and the brightest green eyes imaginable.

‘Anything wrong?’ he said politely.

‘Well, nothing much,’ said Keith. ‘I was just wishing I had my rubber with me to rub out something, that’s all.’

‘I’ll lend you mine,’ said the brownie and put his hand in his pocket. He took out a rather marvellous rubber. It was gold one end, blue in the middle and silver the other end. On it was stamped the brownie’s name, TWINKLE.

‘Just say, “Rubber, rub out!” and it will rub out whatever mistake you have made and not leave a single mark,’ said the brownie.

So Keith said, ‘Rubber, rub out!’ and the rubber slipped out of his hand to his exercise book and rubbed out the mistake so smoothly that nobody could see where it had been.

‘Excuse me a moment,’ said the brownie. ‘I think my telephone is ringing. I must just answer it.’

Keith was rather astonished to think that a telephone should be in the hedge, but he could clearly hear a tiny tinkling noise. And, while he waited for the brownie to come back, a naughty little thought came into his head.

If I ran off home now, I could take this marvellous rubber with me and show it to all the others! Wouldn’t I feel grand with such a wonderful rubber?

Well, it is always a pity when anyone does a mean thing. Keith didn’t stop to think twice. He got up, flung his satchel over his shoulder and ran off with the magic rubber safely in his pocket.

He got home panting and out of breath. Nobody followed him. He had the rubber for himself.

I’ll show it to everyone at school tomorrow, thought Keith. I’d better not show it to Mother, because she will say I must take it back, if I tell her where I got it from.

That evening when Keith did his homework he had a fine time. Every time he made a mistake he said, ‘Rubber, rub out!’ And it obeyed him at once, and rubbed out every single mistake without leaving a mark. It rubbed out ink just as well as pencil, and Keith was able to write out his geography lesson most beautifully. In fact, he sometimes made a mistake on purpose so that he could get the rubber to rub it out.

‘You seem to be a long time over your homework this evening, Keith,’ his mother called up to him. ‘Do hurry up. What are you doing?’

‘Mother, I’ve written out my geography and done six sums and made out a list of French words and I’ve drawn a map,’ said Keith quite truthfully.

‘Well, that’s a lot,’ said Mother. ‘Come along down to supper now.’

Keith put his rubber into his pocket and went downstairs, very pleased with his evening’s work. He didn’t say a word to Mother about the magic rubber, but he kept feeling it in his pocket. It really was marvellous, all silver and blue and gold.

The next morning Keith ran to school in a hurry. He didn’t go the way he usually did because he didn’t want to go by the hedge where the brownie lived. He went a different way. When he got to school he called his friends round him.

‘Do you want to see something simply too marvellous for words?’ he asked. ‘Well, look!’

Keith set out his exercise book with his sums so beautifully done, his geography lesson written out without a mistake, his nicely drawn map and his list of French words.

‘What do you think of my homework?’ he asked. ‘Isn’t it marvellous? Not a single mistake! I shall get top marks today.’

‘How did you do it so nicely?’ asked Bill. ‘Usually you rub out about a hundred times and leave messes all over your page. Mr Brown is always telling you about it.’

‘I’ll show you how I managed it!’ said Keith. ‘Look – I’ve got a magic rubber! Here it is.’

‘A magic rubber!’ cried the boys. ‘How does it work? Where did you get it?’

‘Well, when I say to it, “Rubber, rub out!” it rubs out any mistake for me and doesn’t leave a single mark,’ said Keith. As he showed his friends the rubber and said, ‘Rubber, rub out,’ the rubber hopped from his hand and skipped to where Keith had spread out his homework books.

And my goodness me, in a second it had rubbed out all Keith’s beautifully done homework! Yes – it rubbed out his geography lesson, his nice map, his list of French words and all his sums! The pages shone quite bare and clean. Not a pencil or ink mark was on them.

Keith stared down in horror. ‘Oh, you silly, stupid rubber!’ he cried. ‘What did you do that for? Now I’ve no homework to show to Mr Brown, and I shall get into dreadful trouble.’

He did get into dreadful trouble. You can guess that Mr Brown wouldn’t believe Keith’s tale about a magic rubber that had rubbed away all his beautiful homework. And when Keith put his hand into his pocket the rubber wasn’t there. No – it had slipped out and gone back to the brownie in the hedge. Nobody had noticed it hop-hop-hopping along the lane except a most surprised dog.

Keith had to lose his playtime and stay in after school to do all the homework again that the rubber had rubbed out. And this time his mistakes couldn’t be rubbed out so beautifully, and he certainly didn’t get top marks.

He is now trying to make up his mind to go and find that brownie again, and tell him he is sorry he ran off with his rubber, and he hopes it came back all right. I wonder if he will be brave enough to go and do that. Do you think he will?
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Dame Roundy’s Stockings

DAME ROUNDY was a clever old woman. She made lucky stockings of red, green, yellow, purple, orange and brown. Whoever wore her lucky stockings would be sure to have good luck for a whole day. So you can guess that Dame Roundy sold plenty, and there were always elves, pixies, gnomes and goblins in and out of her front door, coming to buy her lucky stockings.

But she would never sell her lucky stockings to witches or wizards. ‘No,’ she would say, ‘I don’t trust witches or wizards. They sometimes use bad magic instead of good. I don’t want them to have my lucky stockings.’

So the wizard who lived in Windy Wood nearby had to go without a pair of lucky stockings, although nearly everyone else had them. He was called Wizard Shaggy because he had such big black eyebrows. He was not really a bad wizard, but he wasn’t kind or generous as most of the people around were.

One day he badly wanted some lucky stockings. He had had weeks of bad luck, when everything had gone wrong that could go wrong. His chimney had smoked and the sweep wouldn’t come. He had fallen down and hurt both his knees badly. He had had a bad cold and somehow or other he had made himself the wrong Sneezing Spell, and instead of stopping his sneezing the spell had made him sneeze two hundred times without stopping, which was very tiring.

‘I simply must have some good luck!’ said Wizard Shaggy to himself. ‘I shall go and ask Dame Roundy to sell me some lucky stockings – and, if she won’t, I shall get them somehow!’

So he went to ask her. But she shook her head. ‘You know my rule, Shaggy,’ she said. ‘No lucky stockings for witches or wizards! So go away.’

Now, that night Shaggy went quietly to Dame Roundy’s and listened to see if she was asleep. She was. He could hear her snoring very gently, and he grinned to himself.

He knew where she kept her lucky stockings. She had a big red box, and into this she popped each lucky stocking as soon as she had finished knitting it.

Shaggy tried the kitchen window. It wasn’t locked. He opened it very, very quietly. He climbed over the sill into the kitchen. He felt his way to the red box. He opened it and took out as many stockings as he could hold. He only wanted one pair – but he thought he could easily sell the others to wizards and witches, who were always longing for them and could never get them.

He shut the box. He climbed back into the garden. He shut the window. Then he rushed off to Windy Wood as fast as he could go. Hurray! He had plenty of lucky stockings now, and he would soon get some good luck.

But when he got back to his cottage he began to feel rather uncomfortable. Suppose Dame Roundy guessed he had stolen them? She might send Burly, the village policeman, to search his house. Certainly he wouldn’t dare to wear any of the stockings for some time in case people noticed that he had a new pair and told Dame Roundy.

I haven’t been so clever as I thought, said Shaggy to himself. I’ll have to hide the stockings somewhere so that no one will know where they are!

He looked at the pile of brightly coloured stockings and scratched his head. Where should he hide them?

‘I know!’ he said suddenly. ‘I’ll go and hang them up in the trees! Their leaves are all colours now – red and brown and yellow and orange – and the bright stockings will match them beautifully. No one will guess they are hanging up in the trees among the bright autumn leaves!’

So out went Shaggy to do what he had planned. Soon all the coloured stockings were carefully hidden among the leafy branches of the nearby trees. Then Shaggy went to bed, happy that nobody would guess his secret.

In the morning Dame Roundy was amazed and angry to find her stockings stolen. She at once sent for Burly, the policeman.

‘Shaggy the wizard came to ask for some of my lucky stockings yesterday,’ said Dame Roundy. ‘I think you should ask him a few questions, Burly.’

So off went Burly to see Wizard Shaggy – and on the way what did he find but a yellow lucky stocking, dropped on the path that led to Shaggy’s cottage! Then Burly felt quite certain that Shaggy had taken those stockings and had hidden them away.

Shaggy pretended to be very surprised to see Burly, and he told him a lot of naughty stories.

‘No, I didn’t take the stockings. No, I shouldn’t dream of doing such a thing! No, I wasn’t out last night, I was fast asleep all night through. I certainly haven’t hidden the stockings. You just hunt around my cottage and see if you can find a single one!’

Burly did hunt, but of course he couldn’t find any of the stockings. He looked in the shed outside. He looked down the well. In fact, he looked everywhere, even up the chimney, but he couldn’t see a sign of those lucky stockings.

And yet he was sure that Shaggy had them. Still, he had to go home at last, and Shaggy grinned like anything to see the back of him!

‘Nobody will ever find my clever hiding place!’ he said.

But that night a frost came. It was a very hard frost, and it loosened all the autumn leaves on the trees. In the morning the wind got up and blew hard. The leaves, which had been made very loose by the frost, began to flutter down in the wind.

Down came the leaves – down and down. Soon they were ankle-deep in the wood. A crowd of pixies, coming home from school, shuffled through the leaves happily.

‘The trees are almost bare,’ said one, looking up. Then he stared hard. ‘I say – what are those things in that tree up there! And look, there are some more over there – in that bare chestnut tree! And some more in that hazel tree! Are they funny long leaves?’

Everyone stared. ‘They look like stockings!’ said another pixie.

‘They are stockings!’ said a third. ‘Dame Roundy’s stockings – the ones that were stolen. They’ve been hidden in the trees. Quick, quick, come and tell Burly and Dame Roundy.’

The pixies rushed off, and soon came back with Burly and Dame Roundy. While the pixies had been gone, Shaggy had suddenly noticed that all the leaves had fallen off the trees, and that the hidden stockings were now flapping and waving wildly in the strong wind. Anyone could see them!

In a great fright he rushed out and began to get the stockings down – and, just as he was doing that, up came Dame Roundy and Burly the policeman!

‘So you were the thief and you did hide the stockings!’ cried Burly, getting hold of Shaggy and shaking him till his hat flew off. ‘Well, you can just come along with me now. I’ve got a few things to say to you!’

‘Oh, I thought I was so clever, hiding the stockings among the bright leaves!’ wailed Shaggy.

‘I suppose you forgot that leaves fall off in the autumn!’ said Dame Roundy, collecting all her stockings. ‘Well, for a wizard, I must say you are really very stupid. Even a five-year-old child could have told you that!’

‘What punishment shall we give him?’ cried Burly.

‘Let him come to me and learn to knit lucky stockings!’ said Dame Roundy with a smile. ‘It will be a good lesson for him to knit lucky stockings for other people and never be allowed to wear any himself!’

So that is what Shaggy is doing now – and he does have to work hard. Dame Roundy sees to that. If you want a pair of lucky stockings, you’ll know where to go, but you have to be a good, kind person or Dame Roundy won’t sell you any.
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A Spell for a Puppy

THERE WAS once a little girl called Joan. She had a great many toys, books and games, almost everything you could think of. You might have thought she would be happy with so many, but she wasn’t.

She hadn’t the one thing that she really did badly want – and that was a real, live puppy! Her mother didn’t like dogs in the house, and would never let her have a puppy, or a kitten either.

‘Why do you keep saying you want a puppy to play with?’ she often said impatiently to Joan. ‘You have so many lovely toys. What about your doll’s house? You never play with that now, Joan. Get it out this morning and give it a good clean. Take it into the garden. It is nice and warm there, and it doesn’t matter if you make a mess on the grass.’

Joan didn’t want to play with her doll’s house. She was not a little girl who was very fond of dolls. She liked running and jumping; she loved animals and birds. But she was obedient, so she fetched her doll’s house and took it out into the garden. She went down to the hedge at the bottom, where it was sheltered from the wind, for she did not want all the little carpets and curtains to blow away.

She took everything out and cleaned the house well with a wet cloth. She rubbed up the windows and shook all the carpets. She polished the furniture and put it back again.

It was really a dear little house. There was a nice kitchen downstairs with a sink, and a fine drawing room and small dining room. Upstairs there was a bathroom with a bath and a basin. Three bedrooms opened out of one another, all papered differently, each with a little carpet on the floor.

It’s a pity I don’t like this sort of toy as most girls do, thought Joan, as she arranged all the furniture. I wish I did. But people like different things I suppose. I love animals – I do wish I had one of my very own.

Just then the dinner bell rang, and Joan went off to wash her hands and brush her hair. She stood the little house under the hedge out of the sun. She meant to go back after dinner and finish cleaning it outside. The front door knocker wanted a polish and the chimney wanted washing.

But, after dinner, Mummy said she was going to take Joan out to tea, and the little girl was so pleased that she forgot all about the doll’s house out in the garden. She went off with her mother to catch the bus – and the house was left under the hedge.

When Joan came back it was late and she was sent to bed at once. She snuggled down under the blankets – and then she suddenly remembered the doll’s house!

‘Oh, dear!’ she said, sitting up in bed. ‘Whatever would Mummy say if she knew I had left my beautiful doll’s house out-of-doors? I really must go and get it!’

She slipped on her dressing gown and went down the stairs. She went out of the garden door and ran down the path. There was a bright moon and she could see everything quite clearly. She went to the hedge – and then she stopped still in the greatest surprise!

What do you think? There were lights in her doll’s house – and people were walking about in the rooms – and the front door was wide open!

Whoever is in there? thought Joan in great excitement. She bent down to see – and to her delight she saw that the little folk inside were pixies with tiny wings. They were running about, talking at the tops of their voices. They sounded like swallows twittering.

Joan looked into one of the bedrooms through the window – and she saw, fast asleep in one of the small beds, a tiny pixie baby. It was really too good to be true. Joan sighed with delight – and the pixies heard her!

They slammed the front door at once – and one of them opened a bedroom window and looked out.

‘Who are you?’ they cried to Joan.

‘I’m the little girl this house belongs to,’ said Joan. ‘I’ve been cleaning it today, and I left it here and forgot it. What are you doing here?’

‘Oh, we found it and thought it would do so nicely for us and our family,’ said the pixie in a disappointed voice. ‘You see, we lived in a nice hollow tree, but the woodmen came and cut it down – and we hadn’t a home. Then we came along by your hedge and saw this lovely house. It’s just the right size for us, and as there didn’t seem to be anyone living in it we thought we’d take it.’

‘Well, I simply love to see you in it,’ said Joan. ‘I do really.’

‘Would you let it to us?’ asked the pixie. ‘We would pay you rent, if you liked.’

‘Oh, no,’ said Joan. ‘I don’t want you to pay me for it. You can have it, if you like. I am very lucky to see you and talk to you, I think. I am most excited, really I am!’

‘How kind of you to let us have it,’ said the pixie, beaming all over her little pointed face. ‘Can’t we do something for you in return? Isn’t there anything you want very much?’

‘Well, yes, there is,’ said Joan. ‘I want a puppy dog very, very much. I have wanted one for years. But I have never had one.’

‘We’ll give you a spell for one,’ said the pixie. She ran downstairs and opened the front door. She held up a very small box to Joan. ‘Take this,’ she
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