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Mr.
MacGregor’s Hat


Mr. MacGregor had
a new hat. It was a very expensive hat and his wife said it made
him look very elegant and important. Mrs. MacGregor had given it to
him as a birthday present. She had been so fed up seeing him with
the battered old cap he used to wear. Mr. MacGregor's old hat was
now perched on the head of a scarecrow in the bottom paddock. Most
people agreed that it suited the scarecrow better than it had ever
suited Mr. MacGregor.

Mr. MacGregor was
a short, round man with fat, rosy cheeks and a bald head. He needed
a hat to stop the sun turning his bald head as red as his cheeks.
He loved his old flat cap. It was soft and bendy and fit his head
perfectly. His new hat was round and hard and he thought that it
perched on his head like half a bowling ball and was about as
comfortable.

One sunny, but
windy morning Mr. MacGregor decided to take a walk. "Don't forget
your hat," said Mrs. MacGregor. "It will keep the sun off your
head. Look after it, or there'll be trouble."

"Yes dear,"
replied Mr. MacGregor with a smile. He was used to his wife's
fussing.

Mr. MacGregor
strolled across the top paddock. He ambled down the gentle slope to
the bottom paddock, past the cows grazing contentedly in the
morning sun. He walked past the scarecrow and admired the
scarecrow's cap. He thought about swapping hats with the scarecrow.
Then he thought about what Mrs. MacGregor would say and changed his
mind. "You'd like this hat, scarecrow," he said. "One day you'll
get it."

Mr. MacGregor came
to the creek at the bottom of the hill. He stopped for a while to
catch his breath and admire the water lilies, which were just
opening their blue flowers for the new day. Suddenly a big gust of
wind came out of nowhere. Mr. MacGregor's hat was blown clean off
his head. It sailed through the air and landed with a splash,
upside down, in the middle of the creek.

The hat floated a
few metres and came to rest among some water lily pads. Mr.
MacGregor watched in horror as his expensive new hat soaked up the
water and took on a very soggy appearance.
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Mr. MacGregor
wondered what to do. He didn't fancy swimming in the cold water to
get his hat back. In any case there were stories of a big crocodile
that lived in the creek. Mr. MacGregor had never seen him, but he
didn't like to take chances. He might end up as the crocodile's
dinner.

"I know," he spoke
to himself out loud. "I will go and get my fishing rod. I'll hook
it and pull it in like a big fish." Mr. MacGregor set off up the
hill, back to the house. He managed to sneak inside and get his
fishing gear without Mrs. MacGregor seeing him. He
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