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Mrs Twiddle’s Umbrella

‘I’M JUST going out to fetch my paper,’ Mr Twiddle called to Mrs Twiddle. ‘I won’t be long.’

‘Take your umbrella then, because it’s raining hard,’ called back Mrs Twiddle.

Twiddle looked for his umbrella. He couldn’t find it anywhere. It wasn’t in the hallstand, it wasn’t hanging up with his coat, it wasn’t upstairs in his bedroom.

‘That tiresome umbrella!’ muttered Mr Twiddle to himself. ‘It’s always disappearing. Could I have left it anywhere, I wonder.’

He thought hard. He might have left it at the post office. He might have left it at the butcher’s. He might have left it at the fishmonger’s. There were any amount of places where he had already left it at one time or another and might have left it again the last time it rained.

Twiddle felt guilty. Mrs Twiddle always had a lot to say when he couldn’t find his umbrella. She would make him go and ask at every shop in the town if she knew it wasn’t in the hallstand.

‘Haven’t you gone yet?’ called Mrs Twiddle. ‘Do go, dear. I want you back in good time for dinner, you know. And bring back some fish for the cat, will you?’

‘All right,’ called Twiddle. ‘Though I don’t know why that cat should have so much fish. It has far more than we do. And I do hate carrying fish home on a wet day. It smells so, and—’

‘Now, Twiddle, take a basket and go,’ called Mrs Twiddle. ‘Do you want me to come and button your coat and find your hat and put up your umbrella for you? Really, if I don’t, you’ll never get away this morning.’

Twiddle looked once more at the hallstand in despair. Where, oh, where was his tiresome umbrella? He heard Mrs Twiddle coming, and he snatched at the only umbrella in the stand. It belonged to Mrs Twiddle. Never mind, he would borrow it just this once.

He rushed out of the front door and banged it behind him. He buttoned his coat and put up his umbrella as he went down the path, afraid that Mrs Twiddle might call him back. She would be very cross if she knew he couldn’t find his own umbrella and had taken hers.

Mr Twiddle went to get his paper. He stuffed it into his pocket because he didn’t want it to get wet. Then he actually remembered to call at the fish shop for some fish for the cat. Twiddle didn’t like his wife’s cat. It always sat just where he could fall over it.

The fishmonger stuffed some fish heads and fish tails into a bit of paper. Mr Twiddle took the parcel in disgust. Why hadn’t he brought a basket as Mrs Twiddle had suggested? Now his hands would smell of fish all day.

He put up his umbrella again and walked off down the street. Somebody called to him. ‘Hey, Mr Twiddle! The sun is out and the rain’s stopped. Why have you got your umbrella up?’

Twiddle stopped at once, feeling very foolish. Yes, it was a lovely sunny morning now, and he hadn’t noticed. He tried to put the umbrella down with one hand, because he had the fish in the other, but he couldn’t. It was too stiff. So he put the fish on a wall for a moment and then managed to put the umbrella down.

‘Meeow!’ said a delighted voice, and a big tabby cat jumped up beside the fish. It tore at the bit of paper that wrapped it.

‘Stop that!’ said Twiddle crossly, and gave the cat a prod with his umbrella. It yowled and disappeared, taking with it the paper the fish had been wrapped in.

‘Bother!’ said Twiddle, annoyed. ‘Now the fish hasn’t got any paper – look at all the heads and tails slithering about on the wall. I can’t carry them like that.’

He remembered his own newspaper safely stuffed in his pocket. He’d have to wrap the fish in that. How horrid! Still, there was nothing else to be done.

Twiddle carefully hooked his wife’s umbrella on the branch of a tree that hung down over the wall. He wrapped the fish scraps in his paper, and walked off down the street.

He left his wife’s umbrella behind him, of course. He never once thought of it until the rain suddenly began to fall again. Then he found he hadn’t an umbrella to put up!

‘Oh, my! I hooked it on to that branch by the wall where I wrapped up the fish in my paper,’ he groaned, and rushed back to get it.

But it wasn’t there. Not a sign of an umbrella could he see! He called out to the woman in the little sweet shop opposite.

‘Did you see anyone take an umbrella from this branch here? I left it not long ago.’

‘Oh, yes,’ called back the sweet-shop woman. ‘Somebody took it not five minutes ago.’

‘The thief!’ said Twiddle indignantly. ‘What was he like?’

‘It wasn’t a he; it was a she,’ said the woman. ‘It was somebody dressed in a blue mackintosh and a hat with daisies on. She was rather plump, and hurried along like anything.’

‘Thank you!’ called Twiddle. ‘I’ll track down that nasty woman, if it takes me all morning!’

So off he went, hunting for a plump woman in a blue mackintosh and a hat with daisies on it. He couldn’t see her anywhere. He stopped a man on a corner and asked him if he had seen anyone dressed like that.

‘Yes,’ said the man. ‘She passed me at the bottom of that road. She was going towards the bicycle shop, if you know where that is.’

Twiddle did. He raced along to the bicycle shop, getting wetter and wetter as the rain poured down. He felt very angry indeed. To think that that thief of a woman should steal his wife’s umbrella and send him on a goose chase like this in the pouring rain.

He went into the shop. ‘Did somebody wearing a blue mackintosh and a hat with daisies on come in here?’ he asked. ‘Somebody with a very nice umbrella – with a dog’s head on the crook handle?’

‘Yes,’ said the boy there. ‘She did. She said she was going down to the baker’s – you might get her there.’

Off went Twiddle to the baker’s. He peered inside. Nobody there at all. ‘What do you want?’ called the baker’s wife.

‘Somebody in a blue mackintosh and a hat with daisies,’ called Twiddle in despair.

‘Oh, she came in for a cake just now,’ said the woman. ‘She’s only just gone. Hurry round the corner and you’ll catch her!’

Twiddle hurried – ah, there was somebody in a blue mackintosh and hat with daisies, scurrying along with an umbrella up – his wife’s umbrella too! How dared the woman be such a thief? She deserved to go to prison.

At that very moment Mr Plod, the policeman, came round a corner and nearly bumped into Twiddle.

‘Morning, Mr Twiddle,’ said Mr Plod. ‘How wet you are! I thought only policemen had to go out in the rain without umbrellas!’

‘Mr Plod, you’re just the man I want,’ said Mr Twiddle eagerly. ‘Someone’s stolen my wife’s umbrella, and the thief is there – look, down the road in front of us – with the very umbrella! What shall I do?’

‘I’ll deal with this,’ said Mr Plod. ‘That’s what policemen are for. Come along with me, sir.’

So Mr Plod and Mr Twiddle hurried after the thief in the blue mackintosh. Aha! She would soon be very frightened indeed.

‘There – she’s gone into Mrs Chatter’s house,’ said Mr Plod. ‘We’ll have to go and knock at the door and get in and face her. Come along.’

Mr Plod knocked loudly at the door. Mrs Chatter opened it and Mr Plod walked in.

Mr Twiddle stayed at the front door. He thought he would let Mr Plod deal with this. He heard the policeman’s rumbling voice.

‘I’ve had a report that an umbrella has been stolen,’ he said. ‘Was it you, madam, who took it?’

A voice answered him indignantly. ‘Yes, it was me – and why shouldn’t I take it? It was my own umbrella! There it was, hanging on the branch of a tree in the middle of the village street – my umbrella! I’d like to know who put it there! Just wait till I find out who took my umbrella and hung it on a tree in the village street!’

‘Dear me,’ said Mr Plod. ‘Are you sure it was your own umbrella? What is your name, madam?’

‘You know my name quite well – I’m Mrs Twiddle!’ said the voice indignantly.

Well, Mr Twiddle could have told Mr Plod that, of course. He knew his wife’s voice very well indeed. He stood shivering at the front door, feeling very upset indeed.

‘You wait till Mr Twiddle hears about this,’ went on Mrs Twiddle. ‘He went out this morning with his own umbrella – a little later I remembered I had to go out too. But I couldn’t find my umbrella at all, so I put on my oldest hat and my mackintosh and out I went without one. And just imagine how astonished I was suddenly to see my very own umbrella hanging on a tree in the village street! I couldn’t believe my eyes.’

‘Very strange,’ agreed the policeman, wondering what Mr Twiddle was going to say about all this.

‘And now you come banging at my friend’s door and tell me somebody says I’ve stolen my own umbrella!’ went on Mrs Twiddle. ‘I never heard anything like it. Show me the person who says I stole it, and I’ll show you the thief – it must be he who took my umbrella and hung it on that tree! He must be mad. He must be—’

Twiddle didn’t wait to hear any more. Feeling very sick indeed, he stole off down the path. He hoped Mr Plod wouldn’t give him away. If only he could get home before Mrs Twiddle discovered anything more!

Mr Plod didn’t give him away. He apologised to Mrs Twiddle and went off in a hurry before she could ask him any awkward questions. Mrs Twiddle went home with her umbrella, very cross indeed.

Twiddle had got there first He had opened the front door and had fallen over the cat, who, as usual, loved to sit in the very middle of the dark hall.

The cat sniffed him. He smelt very pleasantly of fish. Twiddle felt about for the fish he had bought.

But he hadn’t got it. He had left it on the wall when he had gone back to look for the umbrella!

‘If you think I’m going back there to look for your fish, you’re mistaken, cat,’ he said. But then he remembered that this morning’s paper was round the fish – and he wouldn’t be able to read the news if he didn’t get the fish!

He groaned and went to the front door again, followed by the excited cat.

He peered out. It was pouring with rain. He stepped out valiantly into it – and bumped into Mrs Twiddle hurrying down the path with her umbrella up!

‘Twiddle, you’re not going out again, are you?’ she cried. ‘I’ve got such a lot to tell you. Why are you going out again?’

‘I’ve forgotten the cat’s fish,’ said Twiddle desperately.

‘Oh, never mind for once,’ said Mrs Twiddle, anxious to tell Twiddle the story of her umbrella and Mr Plod.

‘I must go and get it,’ said Twiddle, and shook himself away from his wife.

‘Oh, Twiddle, it’s very kind of you, but the cat can go without this time!’ cried Mrs Twiddle. ‘Come back. Where’s your umbrella?’

‘I don’t know,’ said Twiddle in despair.

‘But, Twiddle, you went out with your umbrella this morning – I saw you!’ cried Mrs Twiddle. ‘Oh, Twiddle, have you lost it again? Did you come home without it? Here take mine.’

‘No, no, NO!’ shouted Twiddle, who felt that he could never touch his wife’s umbrella again. ‘I’d rather get soaked!’

And off went poor old Twiddle into the rain to get back the fish and his paper. But the tabby cat had been there before him, so he won’t find either. Really, he is a most unlucky fellow, isn’t he?
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It’s Going to Rain!

ONCE UPON a time, when the Weather-Man was going down a dusty country lane he fell over a stone. He was carrying a rain spell in a little pot and some of it spilt when he fell.

‘Bother!’ said the Weather-Man, sitting up and rubbing his knees. ‘I’ve spoilt my spell. Now we shall have too little rain!’

‘You spilt it on me, you spilt it on me!’ cried a tiny voice crossly. ‘It hurts! It smarts! I don’t like it. Take it away!’

‘Oh, dear!’ said the Weather-Man in alarm, and looked to see if the spell had fallen on a pixie or elf. But it hadn’t. It had fallen on a small plant with scarlet flowers, tiny and starlike. It was the scarlet pimpernel.

‘I’m so sorry,’ said the Weather-Man and got out his handkerchief. He wiped the little plant, but it still made a great fuss.

‘It’s horrid! It stings! The rain spell is much too strong; I don’t like it.’

‘Shut up your little red flowers then,’ said the Weather-Man. ‘It won’t sting so much if you do. I’m really very sorry, pimpernel.’

He picked up his jar. It was only half full now. Dear, dear, what a lot must have been spilt over the poor little pimpernel! No wonder it had stung.

‘I shall be dreadfully afraid of the rain now,’ said the pimpernel. ‘I want an umbrella in case the rain comes. That horrid rain spell has made me frightened of a rainstorm.’

‘Oh, don’t be silly,’ said the Weather-Man. ‘Whoever heard of a plant wanting an umbrella? Of course I shan’t get you one. Be sensible.’

He went on his way and left the little pimpernel staring crossly at the big golden sun above. ‘I shall always close my petals now when I know that rain is coming,’ it said to itself. ‘Always. If I don’t, that rain spell may set to work again when it rains, and sting and smart.’

Now the next morning, when the sky was as blue as forget-me-nots the pimpernel suddenly shut up all its scarlet flowers. They closed very tightly indeed. Pip and Twinkle, two pixies passing by, called to it in surprise.

‘What’s the matter? Why are you shutting? Is it your early closing day, pimpernel?’

‘Don’t be silly,’ said the pimpernel, opening one small scarlet eye. ‘I don’t have early closing days. I’m shutting my flowers because I know it’s going to rain. I’ve had a rain spell spilt on me. That’s how I know.’

‘Storyteller!’ said Pip. ‘There isn’t a cloud in the sky.’

‘Well, you take my advice and go home for your umbrellas,’ said the pimpernel. But the pixies laughed and went on their way. Will you believe it, in an hour’s time the sky clouded over and big drops of rain fell, soaking Pip and Twinkle to the skin! How they wished they had taken the pimpernel’s advice. They went to talk to it again the next day.

‘Pimpernel! You are very clever. Will you come and live in the garden beside our little house, so that you can always tell us what the weather is going to be? Then we shall never get soaked again.’

‘Yes. I’ll come. Dig me up carefully, roots and all,’ said the pimpernel, feeling rather proud to be asked to grow in a garden, for it was really only a wild flower, a tiny weed.

So Pip and Twinkle dug it up very carefully, took it home in their little wheelbarrow and planted it in their garden. They watered it, made a fuss of it and then went to get their tea.

‘We must hurry because we have to go to a meeting at six,’ said Pip. Before they went, they ran over to the pimpernel. Dear me, what was this? It was shutting up all its petals, though the sun was shining brightly.

‘It’s going to rain,’ it told the pixies. ‘It is, really. I can feel it coming. I shall always know when rain is about now!’

The pimpernel spoke the truth. It does always know when it’s going to rain. Would you like to prove it? Very well then, dig up a little plant, put it into a flowerpot and keep it on your windowsill.

It will tell you truly whenever it is going to rain, so you will always know whether to take an umbrella or not. Strange, isn’t it?
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The Tale of Chuckle and Pip

CHUCKLE AND Pip were two small pixies with pointed ears, twinkling eyes and merry voices. They made sunshades, umbrellas and parachutes, and were really very clever.

They had a shop just outside the king’s palace walls, and they made the prettiest frilly sunshades, the gayest umbrellas and the strongest parachutes that ever were seen. The tiny money spiders bought the parachutes and used them when they wanted to leave their homes and go somewhere else. They swung the parachute into the air, caught hold of it and away they floated on the wind.

The fairies bought the sunshades and the umbrellas – but trade was very bad at the moment. The sun had not really been strong enough for sunshades, the spiders were quite content to stay at home and there had been no rain for weeks.

‘We haven’t sold a single umbrella, sunshade or parachute for ages,’ said Chuckle gloomily.

‘I know!’ said Pip. ‘I really don’t know what we are going to do about it. If only the sun would shine all day long, we could sell our stock of sunshades – or if only it would rain, we could sell our umbrellas!’

‘There’s a party at the palace tomorrow,’ said Chuckle. ‘That means that everyone will pass our shop. Just suppose it poured with rain, Pip, when everyone was going by in their best! What a lot of umbrellas we should sell!’

Pip sat and thought. Yes, if only it would rain! If only they
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