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			An avid reader since childhood, Marilyn Luther took the opportunity to write these stories for her youngest child after her older children had left home. Today, you’ll find Marilyn in her garden, waging a never-ending battle with oak trees! On the days the trees win, she enjoys working with all kinds of art kits and knitting for her first great-grandchild.
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			I dedicate this book to my son, Christopher. Without him, it would never have been written. He now has children of his own who can enjoy the same stories their daddy once loved at their age.

			I would like to thank my family, without whom this book would not have been written. Your support is invaluable, and I know it will always be there when I need it. A special thank you to Tracy for your administrative assistance!

			The Wizard was bored – and it was only Monday afternoon! 

			All he did, all day, every day was magic, magic and more magic. Spells for this, that and the other. 

			I need a change, he thought to himself. 

			I need a hobby! 

			He jumped up from his favourite comfy armchair so quickly that his cat, who had been busily sleeping on the table, got such a fright that she almost fell off onto the floor! 

			“Now, what shall I do?” the Wizard asked himself. He scratched his head and thought for a minute or two. 

			Then, in a flash, it came to him.

			“I know,” he said. “I’ll put up some shelves for all my bottles and potions and magic books.” 

			Feeling very excited, he ran down to the Do-It-Yourself shop and bought some wood and nails. 

			He found some tools in the shed and a big book, which said: 

			D.I.Y. FOR BEGINNERS

			By

			1. BODJIT

			“This looks easy. I’ll have it done in no time at all,” he said to his cat, who didn’t think it looked easy at all, but she didn’t say anything.
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			He sawed and hammered all afternoon, but by tea-time, all he had done was build a mountain of sawdust in the middle of the shed floor and had hit his poor thumb so hard that he had to bandage it up to stop it from throbbing! 

			His cat looked at the mess on the floor and thought how glad she was that she didn’t have to clean it up!
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			When the Wizard woke up the next morning, the sun was shining brightly, and the birds were chirping cheerfully in the tree outside his bedroom window. 

			“It’s too nice to stay in today. I need a hobby that I can do outside,” he said to his cat. 

			He sat on the side of his bed and gazed out of the window, deep in thought. 

			“That’s it!” he cried gleefully, leaping off the bed. “I’ll take up golf!” 

			Quickly getting dressed, he ran down to the sports shop and bought a set of golf clubs, some tees and a big bag of balls. 

			“I think I’ll practise in the garden first before I join the Village Golf Club,” he told his cat. 

			He pushed his golf trolley outside and pushed a bright yellow tee into the grass. Taking a big swing, he completely missed the ball and fell flat on his face! 

			His cat giggled behind her paws as the Wizard stood up to try again. 

			This time, he did hit the ball – straight into the holly bush by the back door! 

			The next ball bounced off the shed wall, flew over the fence and rolled down the road under a bus. 

			The next two splashed into the pond, much to the disgust of a family of ducks who lived there! 

			“Right!” the Wizard exclaimed. “I think I’ve got the hang of it now. Here we go!”
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			He swung his club, and the ball soared into the blue sky, missing the holly bush, shed and pond. 

			The Wizard smiled as he watched it sail through the air. Suddenly, there was a loud CRASH, and he stopped smiling as he saw that the ball had smashed through his neighbour’s window! 

			“I don’t like this game very much,” he mumbled to himself as he hid behind the shed from his very angry neighbour. 

			“It’s far too dangerous!” 

			The cat just smiled to herself.
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			On Wednesday, the Wizard decided to try something a little less risky but couldn’t think what. 

			Just then, the paperboy arrived to deliver The Wizard Weekly magazine. 

			On page four, the headline read:

			MOHAIR MAGIC

			‘A warm, fluffy jumper to knit for winter’

			“Of course!” exclaimed the Wizard. “What a good idea! 

			I’ll knit myself this lovely jumper. Green would be nice, I think!” 

			So, off he went to the wool shop in the village, where he bought 12 large balls of green wool and a pair of No. 5 needles. 

			At home, he sat down in his favourite comfy armchair and started to knit. 

			“Soon have this done, Puss.” 

			But the cat wasn’t so sure. 

			The Wizard was concentrating so hard on his knitting that he forgot all about lunch and dinner, and it was only when his cat dropped a tin of sardines on his foot to let him know she was hungry that he put his knitting down.
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			At ten o’clock that night, he cast off the last few stitches and got out a big darning needle to sew it together. 

			“There now,” he said excitedly, as he showed his new jumper to his cat. “What do you think of that?” 

			The cat really wasn’t at all sure what she thought about it but was too kind-hearted to say so. She just decided to wait and see. 

			The Wizard couldn’t wait to try it on and quickly pushed his head inside. The trouble was, there was nowhere for his head to come out again! He pushed and pushed, but the neck was too tight! 

			The sleeves felt a bit funny too. One was too short and only reached his elbow, and the other one was so long that it came down right past his knees! 

			It was such a funny sight that his cat fell onto her back and rolled around the floor with laughter. 

			It was a good job the Wizard was stuck in his jumper and couldn’t see her!
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			The Wizard rubbed his eyes when his alarm went off on Thursday morning. He was still very sleepy after having gone to bed so late the night before. At least he had found a good use for his new jumper. He had put it in his cat’s basket for her to sleep on, and she was still happily snuggled up in it. Putting on his dressing gown, the Wizard went into the kitchen to make breakfast. He was just pouring the milk on his cornflakes when there was a terrific screeching noise from the stairs. 

			He was just about to put his cup and bowl on the table when there was a furious flurry of fur as his cat hurtled into the kitchen, hot on the tail of a little grey mouse who had come out to look for some cheese for her breakfast. The Wizard tried very hard not to fall over as the mouse scampered around between his feet, rapidly followed by a billowing ball of tabby fur. He wasn’t having much luck, though, and it wasn’t long before the bowl of cornflakes shot out of his hand up into the air, splashing milk everywhere. As he tried to catch the bowl, he lost his balance on the slippery floor and fell SPLAT! onto his bottom in a pool of milk! 

			As he sat there, the bowl decided it didn’t really like flying very much and came to rest with a squishy PLOP! on the Wizard’s head then fell off onto the floor and broke into tiny little pieces. 

			The cat and mouse had stopped their game (because that’s all it was, a game; they played it every morning) and were watching in amazement as milk and cornflakes trickled down the poor Wizard’s face. 

			The

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
		

	OEBPS/image/9781037103797_txt24.jpg





OEBPS/image/9781037103797_txt3.jpg
MARILYN LUTHER

T
WIZARDS NHOBBY

AUST‘N MACAULEY PUBLISHERS'





OEBPS/image/9781037103797_txt8.jpg





OEBPS/image/9781037103797_txt10.jpg





OEBPS/image/9781037103797.jpg
THE WIZARD'S
HOEBRY

MARILYN LUTHER





OEBPS/image/9781037103797_txt14.jpg





OEBPS/image/9781037103797_txt16.jpg





OEBPS/image/9781037103797_txt20.jpg





