

  [image: cover]





  
    [image: ]
  





  For J.C. and Tony

  
  First published in Great Britain 1968


  by Methuen & Co. Ltd


  Reissued 2012


  by Egmont UK Limited


  The Yellow Building


  1 Nicholas Road


  London W11 4AN


  Text copyright  1964 Jeff Brown


  Illustrations copyright  2012 by the Trust


  u/w/o Richard C. Brown a/k/a/Jeff Brown


  f/b/o Duncan Brown

  
  First e-book edition 2013

This ebook edition first published 2014


  ISBN 978 1 4052 0417 0


  eISBN 978 1 4052 4940 9


  www.egmont.co.uk


  A CIP catalogue record for this title is available from the British Library



All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced,
stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted, in any form or by any means,
electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording or otherwise, without the
prior permission of the publisher and copyright owner.


  Please note: Any website addresses listed in this book are correct at the time of going to print. However, Egmont cannot take responsibility for any third party content or
  advertising. Please be aware that online content can be subject to change and websites can contain content that is unsuitable for children. We advise that all children are supervised when using the
  internet.



  




  
    
	  CONTENTS

	

  


  Cover

    
  Title page

  
  
  
  Dedication and Copyright


  1 The Big Bulletin Board


  2 Being Flat


  3 Stanley the Kite


  4 The Museum Thieves


  5 Arthurs Good Idea

  
  Back Series Promotional Page


    
  




  [image: ]


  The Big Bulletin Board


  Breakfast was ready.


  I will go and wake the boys, Mrs Lambchop said to her husband, George Lambchop. Just then their younger son, Arthur, called from the bedroom he shared with his brother Stanley.


  Hey! Come and look! Hey!
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  Mr and Mrs Lambchop were both very much in favour of politeness and careful speech. Hay is for horses, Arthur, not people, Mr Lambchop said as they entered the bedroom. Try
  to remember that.


  Excuse me, Arthur said. But look!


  He pointed to Stanleys bed. Across it lay the enormous bulletin board that Mr Lambchop had given the boys a Christmas ago, so that they could pin up pictures and messages and maps. It had
  fallen, during the night, on top of Stanley.


  But Stanley was not hurt. In fact he would still have been sleeping if he had not been woken by his brothers shout.


  Whats going on here? he called out cheerfully from beneath the enormous board.


  Mr and Mrs Lambchop hurried to lift it from the bed.
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  Heavens! said Mrs Lambchop.


  Gosh! said Arthur. Stanleys flat!


  As a pancake, said Mr Lambchop. Darndest thing Ive ever seen.


  Lets all have breakfast, Mrs Lambchop said. Then Stanley and I will go and see Doctor Dan and hear what he has to say.


  The examination was almost over.


  How do you feel? Doctor Dan asked. Does it hurt very much?


  I felt sort of tickly for a while after I got up, Stanley Lambchop said, but I feel fine now.


  Well, thats mostly how it is with these cases, said Doctor Dan.


  Well just have to keep an eye on this young fellow, he said when he had finished the examination. Sometimes we doctors, despite all our years of training and
  experience, can only marvel at how little we really know.


  Mrs Lambchop said she thought that Stanleys clothes would have to be altered by the tailor now, so Doctor Dan told his nurse to take Stanleys measurements.


  Mrs Lambchop wrote them down.


  Stanley was four feet tall, about a foot wide, and half an inch thick.
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  Being Flat


  When Stanley got used to being flat, he enjoyed it.


  He could go in and out of rooms, even when the door was closed, just by lying down and sliding through the crack at the bottom.
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  Mr and Mrs Lambchop said it was silly, but they were quite proud of him.


  Arthur got jealous and tried to slide under a door, but he just banged his head.
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  Being flat could also be helpful, Stanley found.


  He was taking a walk with Mrs Lambchop one afternoon when her favourite ring fell from her finger. The ring rolled across the pavement and down between the bars of a grating that covered a dark,
  deep shaft. Mrs Lambchop began to cry.


  I have an idea, Stanley said.


  He took the laces out of his shoes and an extra pair out of his pocket and tied them all together to make one long lace. Then he tied the end of that to the back of his belt and gave the other
  end to his mother.


  Lower me, he said, and I will look for the ring.


  Thank you, Stanley, Mrs Lambchop said. She lowered him between the bars and moved him carefully up and down and from side to side, so that he could search the whole floor of the
  shaft.


  Two policemen came by and stared at Mrs Lambchop as she stood holding the long lace that ran down through the grating. She pretended not to notice them.
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  Whats the matter, lady? the first policeman asked. Is your yo-yo stuck?


  I am not playing with a yo-yo! Mrs Lambchop said sharply. My son is at the other end of this lace, if you must know.


  Get the net, Harry, said the second policeman. We have caught a cuckoo!


  Just then, down in the shaft, Stanley cried out, Hooray!


  Mrs Lambchop pulled him up and saw that he had the ring.
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  Good for you, Stanley, she said. Then she turned angrily to the policemen.


  A cuckoo, indeed! she said. Shame!


  The policemen apologised. We didnt get it, lady, they said. We have been hasty. We see that now.


  People should think twice before making rude remarks, said Mrs Lambchop. And then not make them at all.


  The policemen realised that was a good rule and said they would try to remember it.


  One day Stanley got a letter from his friend Thomas Anthony Jeffrey, whose family had moved recently to California. A school holiday was about to begin and Stanley was invited
  to spend it with the Jeffreys.
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  Oh, boy! Stanley said. I would love to go!


  Mr Lambchop sighed. A round trip train or aeroplane ticket to California is very expensive, he said. I shall have to think of some cheaper way.


  When Mr Lambchop came home from the office that evening, he brought with him an enormous brown-paper envelope.


  Now then, Stanley, he said. Try this for size.


  The envelope fitted Stanley very well. There was even room left over, Mrs Lambchop discovered, for an egg-salad sandwich made with thin bread, and a flat cigarette case filled with milk.


  They had to put a great many stamps on the envelope to pay for both airmail and insurance, but it was still much less expensive than a train or aeroplane ticket to California would have
  been.


  The next day Mr and Mrs Lambchop slid Stanley into his envelope, along with the egg-salad sandwich and the cigarette case full of milk, and mailed him from the box on the corner. The envelope
  had to be folded to fit through the slot, but Stanley was a limber boy and inside the box he straightened up again.


  Mrs Lambchop was nervous because Stanley had never been away from home alone before. She rapped on the box.


  Can you hear me, dear? she called. Are you all right?
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  Stanleys voice came quite clearly. Im fine. Can I eat my sandwich now?


  Wait an hour. And try not to get overheated, dear, Mrs Lambchop said. Then she and Mr Lambchop cried out Good-bye, good-bye! and went home.


  Stanley had a fine time in California. When the visit was over, the Jeffreys returned him in a beautiful white envelope they had made themselves. It had red-and-blue markings to show that it was
  airmail, and Thomas Jeffrey had lettered it Valuable and Fragile and This End Up on both sides.


  Back home Stanley told his family that he had been handled so carefully he never felt a single bump. Mr Lambchop said it proved that jet planes were wonderful, and so was the Post Office
  Department, and that this was a great age in which to live.


  Stanley thought so too.
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  Stanley the Kite


  Mr Lambchop had always liked to take the boys off with him on Sunday afternoons to a museum or roller-skating in the park, but it was difficult when they were crossing streets
  or moving about in crowds. Stanley and Arthur would often be jostled from his side and Mr Lambchop worried about speeding taxis or that hurrying people might accidentally knock them down.
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  It was easier after Stanley got flat.


  Mr Lambchop discovered that he could roll Stanley up without hurting him at all. He would tie a piece of string around Stanley to keep him from unrolling and make a little loop in the string for
  himself. It was as simple as carrying a parcel, and he could hold on to Arthur with the other hand.


  Stanley did not mind being carried because he had never much liked to walk. Arthur didnt like walking either, but he had to. It made him mad.


  One Sunday afternoon, in the street, they met an old college friend of Mr Lambchops, a man he had not seen for years.


  Well, George, I see you have bought some wallpaper, the man said. Going to decorate your house, I suppose?
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  Wallpaper? said Mr Lambchop. Oh, no. This is my son Stanley.


  He undid the string and Stanley unrolled.


  How do you do? Stanley said.


  Nice to meet you, young feller, the man said. He said to Mr Lambchop, George, that boy is flat.


  Smart, too, Mr Lambchop said. Stanley is third from the top
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  To celebrate 50 years of Flat Stanley

  
 make sure youve read all of his adventures!


  The original stories by Jeff Brown:


  Flat Stanley


  Stanley and the Magic Lamp


  Invisible Stanley


  Stanley in Space


  Stanleys Christmas Adventure


  Stanley, Flat Again!


  New adventures by Sara Pennypacker & Josh Greenhut:




  Flat Stanley: The Japanese Ninja Surprise


  Flat Stanley: The Big Mountain Adventure


  Flat Stanley: The Great Egyptian Grave Robbery

  
    Flat Stanley: The Epic Canadian Expedition

	
	  Flat Stanley: The Amazing Mexican Secret

	  
	    Flat Stanley: The African Safari Discovery

		
		  And look out for even more stories, coming in 2015:

		  
		  Flat Stanley: The Flying Chinese Wonders


  Flat Stanley: The Australian Boomerang Bonanza


  Flat Stanley: The U. S. Capital Commotion
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