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Granny’s Lovely Necklace

Granny, Mummy, Daddy, Eileen and Jim were all down by the sea. It was such fun! The weather was fine and sunny, the sea was blue and the sands were smooth and yellow.

Granny was very happy. She did like being with everyone she loved. Eileen and Jim were very kind to her, because really she was the sweetest old lady you could imagine. She was always diving into her big bag for sweets, or cakes, or apples for Eileen and Jim, and she was always ready to listen to all they said or to tell them stories about the exciting things she did when she was a little girl.

Granny had a lovely necklace which she nearly always wore. It was made of shiny crystal beads with pretty blue ones here and there. Mummy and Daddy had given it to her for a birthday present, and Granny was very proud of it. Once she let Eileen wear it for a whole afternoon, and Eileen felt as grand as could be.

One day Granny lost her necklace. She simply couldn’t think where it had gone. She felt for it round her neck – and it wasn’t there!

‘Oh dear, oh dear!’ she said in alarm. ‘My necklace is lost! Eileen! Jim! Tell me, can you see my lovely necklace round my neck or anywhere on me at all?’

Eileen and Jim looked – but there was no shining necklace to be seen.

‘Granny, it must have dropped off your neck when we went out in the boat this morning,’ said Jim suddenly. ‘You know, I thought I heard something fall into the water – it must have been your necklace.

‘Oh, dear, do you really think it fell into the sea?’ said poor Granny. ‘Well, it’s lost for good then. I shall never find it again. I am so sad about it.’

Granny looked so unhappy that Eileen and Jim felt unhappy too. They knew how horrid it was to lose anything they really liked. Once Jim had lost his favourite blue pencil and once Eileen had lost her second best doll – and they had both worried all day long.

Mummy and Daddy were told about the necklace. They were very sorry too.

‘You had it on when you got into the boat this morning with the children,’ said Mummy. ‘I remember seeing it flash in the sun. Yes, Granny dear – you must have dropped it overboard when you leant over to look at the fish or something.’

‘Well, it’s gone now,’ said Granny. ‘I must just put up with it.’

That afternoon Jim and Eileen were to go off for a picnic with Mummy, and they were going to leave Daddy to play golf and Granny to read by herself. But somehow the children didn’t like going off to enjoy themselves when Granny was feeling rather upset.

‘Let’s put off the picnic till tomorrow,’ said Jim to Eileen. ‘We’ll get out our big shrimping net and we’ll go shrimping to see if we can catch lots of shrimps for Granny’s tea. You know how she loves shrimps. That will be a treat for her to make up for her lost necklace.’

‘That’s a good idea, Jim,’ said Eileen. ‘I’ll fetch the net. I know where it is.’

Jim told Mummy about his idea. Mummy was pleased because she thought it was kind of the children. ‘Granny won’t be alone for tea if we don’t go for a picnic,’ she said. ‘And won’t she be pleased to have a feast of shrimps!’

Eileen and Jim went off with their net. The tide was coming in. ‘It will bring the shrimps with it!’ said Jim. ‘I do hope there will be lots of big ones.’

They took off their shoes and stockings and ran to the edge of the water. They had seen the fishers with their enormous nets shrimping at a certain place on the beach, and they guessed that was good for shrimps. They began to push the net lightly over the surface of the sand, a little way in the water.

‘You can have a turn first, Eileen,’ said Jim. ‘I’ll carry the basket.’

So Eileen went first. The little waves curled round her legs. They were warm and tickly. Eileen liked to feel them. She pushed the net along, hoping there would be lots of shrimps in it when she looked.

‘Have a look now,’ said Jim. So Eileen lifted up the net carefully.

‘Oooh! Oooh! Look at them jumping!’ cried Jim in delight. ‘You have caught a nice lot, Eileen! Let’s put them into the basket.’

They put them into the basket. There were eleven! Six of them were so big that they really almost looked like prawns.

‘Now your turn, Jim,’ said Eileen. She gave him the shrimping net, and took the basket. Jim pushed the net along the sand eagerly. It was such fun to shrimp. He did hope he would catch as many shrimps as Eileen.

‘I’ll look and see how many I’ve got now,’ he said at last. He lifted up the net – but will you believe it, there was only one tiny green crab in the net! Not a single shrimp jumped there! Jim was so disappointed.

‘Have another turn, Jim,’ said Eileen generously. But Jim shook his head.

‘No,’ he said, ‘it’s your turn, Eileen. I’ve had mine. I’ll have another in a minute.’

So Eileen had a second turn – and do you know, when she lifted up the net again she had fourteen shrimps! They were nearly all big ones. She could hardly believe her eyes.

‘I really am lucky,’ she said to Jim, as they emptied the shrimps into the basket. ‘Now your turn again, Jim.’

Poor old Jim! He didn’t catch any shrimps when he had his second turn either, and not even a crab – only a big piece of seaweed. He was dreadfully disappointed. He couldn’t think why he was so unlucky.

‘Perhaps you push the net too deeply into the sand and frighten away the shrimps before they get into the net,’ said Eileen. ‘I’ll have my third turn now. I wonder if I’ll catch any more!’

Eileen was certainly lucky that afternoon. She caught forty- three shrimps altogether, though poor Jim didn’t catch one. But he caught something much better. Listen!

He was having his last turn. He lifted up the net to see if he had got a shrimp this time – and he saw something glittering in the net. Whatever do you think he had caught? Guess!

He had caught Granny’s beautiful necklace! What do you think of that? The tide had brought it in to shore and it was lying half-buried in the sand at the edge of the waves. Jim had shrimped just there – and the necklace had slid into his net.

‘Eileen! Eileen! Look, I’ve got Granny’s necklace!’ shouted Jim in great excitement. ‘Oh, do look!’

‘Jim! Oh, how lovely! What a surprise! Whatever will Granny say!’ cried Eileen in delight. ‘Quick! Let’s go and tell Mummy.’

So off they ran. Mummy was simply delighted. ‘I know what we’ll do,’ she said. ‘I’ll cook the shrimps for tea and we’ll put them into a covered dish, and we’ll wash the necklace and put that into a covered dish too – and we’ll tell Granny that you’ve each caught her something for tea! Won’t she be excited!’

So at teatime there were two covered dishes on the table.

‘I caught you what’s in that one!’ said Eileen.

Granny opened the first dish. It was full of delicious shrimps.

‘Oh, how lovely!’ she cried. ‘What canbe in the other dish?’

She took the cover off – and when she saw her lovely necklace glittering there, she could hardly believe her eyes!

‘My necklace!’ she said joyfully. ‘Oh, my lovely necklace! Children, do please tell me how you found it.’

So they told her how they had given up their picnic to catch her some shrimps for tea, and how Eileen had caught her such a lot of shrimps – and Jim none – and then how he had caught the glittering necklace!

‘You are two good, kind children,’ said Granny, hugging them both. ‘You have given me two beautiful surprises, and now it is my turn to give you one! I shall buy Jim that steamer he wanted so much yesterday – and I shall buy Eileen a new spade because hers has a broken handle.’

‘Oh, Granny, Granny, it was a good thing after all that you lost your necklace!’ cried the children. ‘You have got a feast of shrimps – and we shall have new toys!’

‘And I have seen how kind my two children can be,’ said Mummy, smiling. ‘So we are all happy.’

Granny had a new clasp put on her necklace, and she still has it. She told me this story to tell to you. I do hope you like it!
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