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The Beautiful Pattern

ONCE UPON a time there was a little boy called Morris. He went to school, and he was very good at all his lessons – except drawing. You should have seen the pictures he drew!

‘Well, really, Morris, I don’t know if this drawing is meant to be a dustbin, a house, an elephant or a banana!’ his teacher said one day. ‘And is this the best pattern you can make for me? Well, I really do think you might have done better than this!’

The children often drew patterns in the drawing lesson, and coloured the patterns they made. Sometimes they were quite simple ones, like this:

[image: A series of circles connected through a chain.]
or prettier ones like this:

[image: Four sets of three circles each connected by a pair of plus signs.]
They could draw what patterns they liked, and they could use the letters of the alphabet or figures or anything they pleased, so long as they made a really pretty pattern. It was fun to chalk the patterns.

Poor Morris could never think of a good pattern at all. Once he thought it would be a good thing to do a pattern of Spitfires, but when he drew the aeroplanes they looked rather like birds with no head and two tails – so it wasn’t such a good pattern after all!

One day the teacher gave her children some homework to do at the weekend.

‘I want you all to think of a really lovely pattern,’ she said. ‘The sort of pattern that would look nice on our wallpaper. Now, do think of an unusual and beautiful one, draw it out on a sheet of paper and then colour it.’

Poor Morris! When he got home and sat down with his sheet of paper and a pencil, do you suppose he could think of any pattern at all? Not one!

I expect you could think of plenty, and draw them beautifully.

It’s a shame! thought Morris, leaning his head on his hand. I can do sums well, and I’m always top in history – but I just CAN’T draw!

‘Morris! Whatever are you looking so worried about?’ called his mother. ‘Don’t sit and look so gloomy. Put on your hat and coat and go out into the snow. The sun is shining, and it will do you good to go and play.’

So Morris put on his hat and coat and out he went into the snow. He thought he would go to the little wood nearby. It was a lovely place, because the trees grew very close together and made it rather exciting and mysterious.

Off he went, and into the little wood. And there he saw something he had never seen before. It was a little house made of snow! It had snow walls, a snow chimney, windows made of little sheets of ice and no door at all – just an opening.

What a dear little house! thought Morris. I wonder who made it. Surely no one can live there?

He went to the house. He peeped in at the window, but he could see nothing through the icy panes. He went to the doorway and peeped through the opening.

And inside he saw a long-bearded magical brownie, very busy papering the snow walls of his house!

‘Good gracious!’ said Morris. ‘Are you really a magical brownie? I didn’t think you lived anywhere except in books. Are you real?’

‘Well, what a question to ask anyone!’ said the magical brownie crossly. ‘What a funny boy you are! Do you think I’m a dream or something?’

‘Well, you might be,’ said Morris. ‘I say – what a lovely wallpaper! Where did you get it from?’

‘I made it myself,’ said the magical brownie. ‘I did the pattern myself too. Do you like it?’

‘It’s a marvellous pattern,’ said Morris, looking at it. ‘How did you think of it? I can never think of patterns like this.’

‘Oh, I don’t think of them,’ said the magical brownie, his green eyes shining as he looked at Morris. ‘I just go out and look for them!’

‘Look for patterns!’ cried Morris. ‘Well, I wish I could do that! I’m always getting into trouble at school because I can’t do patterns. Where do you see your patterns when you go to look for them?’

‘Well, last summer I made a beautiful pattern of daisy heads,’ said the magical brownie. ‘Quite easy too, it was – just a little round middle with petals all round it. I made a most beautiful wallpaper of that. And another time I went out into the woods and found some green bracken just beginning to grow, and to uncurl its green fingers – and I made a pattern of that too.’

‘What lovely things to make patterns from!’ said Morris. ‘But this wallpaper of yours hasn’t daisies or bracken on. It’s not a flower pattern at all. What is it? I’m sure you’ve made it up.’

‘No, I haven’t,’ said the magical brownie. ‘I got this pattern from the snow.’

Morris stared at him in surprise. ‘But I’ve never seen the snow in patterns like that!’ he said.

‘Ah, that’s because you haven’t looked carefully enough at the snow crystals,’ said the magical brownie. ‘Each snow crystal is a little pattern in itself – didn’t you know that?’

‘No, I didn’t,’ said Morris. ‘I don’t even know what you mean.’

‘Whatever do they teach you at school?’ said the magical brownie in astonishment. ‘Why, at the school I went to we all learnt about the beauty of snow crystals. Well, I’ll tell you. You’ve seen snowflakes falling, haven’t you?’

‘Of course,’ said Morris. ‘They are falling again now.’

‘Well, each snowflake is made up of snow crystals,’ said the magical brownie. ‘And now, here is a funny thing. Every snow crystal is different, and yet it is the same in one thing – it is six-sided! Shall we go and catch some snowflakes and look at them through my magic glass? Then you will see what I mean.’

So out they went into the wood, where the snow was beginning to fall quite thickly. The little magical brownie took with him a piece of black velvet, and he caught a snowflake on this. Then he took out a round glass in a frame and made Morris look at the snowflake through the glass – and to the boy’s great surprise he saw that the flake was made up of snow crystals lightly joined together, and every single crystal had six sides to it! Not one of them had four sides or five sides or seven sides – each had six. They were all quite different, but they were very beautiful.

‘How perfectly lovely!’ said Morris, astonished. ‘Oh, I do like them! Look, here is one rather like the pattern on your wallpaper! No wonder you managed to get such a pretty pattern. Why, there are dozens of different patterns for you to use in one snowflake!’

‘Yes,’ said the magical brownie. ‘I chose one the other day, and drew it out on my paper. Then I coloured it. Don’t you think it will look sweet on the walls of my new little snow-house?’

‘I do,’ said Morris. ‘You’ve given me such a good idea, I’m going straight home now to make a snow-crystal pattern. That’s my homework this weekend. I ought to get top marks, for I am sure no one else will have such a lovely pattern as mine!’

‘Well, goodbye,’ said the magical brownie, going back into his house. ‘I must go on with my papering. Come back on Monday afternoon and tell me if you got top marks.’

Morris ran home. He burst into the sitting room and told his mother all about the magical brownie and his magic glass.

‘I wish I had asked him to lend it to me,’ he said. ‘Then I could have chosen the prettiest snow crystal to do – I’m afraid I shan’t remember one very well.’

‘I have a kind of magic glass you can see through,’ said his mother. ‘It’s Daddy’s magnifying glass! It makes things look much bigger when you look through it. I’ll get it.’

She fetched it, and Morris went outside to catch a snowflake on his coat sleeve and look at it through the magnifying glass. Goodness, how lovely the six-sided crystals were! Like stars or flowers, very small and perfect.

‘I’ll make a pattern just like that one there,’ said Morris to himself, and he looked at the crystal very carefully indeed to get it into his memory. Then he went indoors and got his sheet of paper. He drew a row of six-sided crystals, then another and another and another, till he had a whole page of them. Then he coloured them beautifully and took his pattern to his mother.

‘How marvellous!’ she cried. ‘This is the loveliest pattern you have ever done! How I would like to have it for my wallpaper!’

Well, as you can guess, Morris got top marks for it, and the teacher pinned the pattern up on the wall for everyone to see. Morris could hardly wait for the afternoon to come, because he so badly wanted to tell the magical brownie that he had done a beautiful snow crystal and got top marks! He looked out of the window. The sun was shining brightly and felt quite hot on his hand.

Morris rushed off to the wood as soon as he could – but oh, what a disappointment! The sun had melted the snow, and there was no little snow-house to be seen! There was only a wet pile of paper on which Morris could just see the pattern the magical brownie had made.

His wallpaper! thought Morris. Poor little magical brownie! His house didn’t last long. Well, he did me a good turn, no doubt about that! I shall know where to get my patterns from now – I shall look about in the fields and woods for them!

Would you like to make a pattern of six-sided snow crystals? Well, catch a snowflake on something dark and look at it through a magnifying glass! You will see what Morris and the magical brownie saw – dainty six-sided crystals, all different, and all beautiful!
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Christmas at Last!

‘CHRISTMAS IS coming,’ said Bobs to Bimbo and Topsy. Bobs was a black and white fox terrier.

‘Who’s he?’ asked Topsy the fox terrier puppy. ‘A visitor?’

‘No, silly,’ said Bobs. ‘Christmas is a day – we all get presents and everyone is happy.’

‘Who brings the presents?’ asked Bimbo.

‘Santa Claus, of course,’ said Bobs.

‘Any relation of mine?’ asked Bimbo the naughty Siamese kitten, stretching out his twenty claws for everyone to see. ‘I’m Bimbo Claws, as you can see. Is Santa Claus an uncle of mine, do you think?’

‘Don’t be funny,’ said Bobs. ‘Santa Claus is a kind old gentleman. Gillian and Imogen call up the chimney to tell him what they want in their Christmas stockings. They hang up a stocking each, and Santa Claus fills it on Christmas Eve. We had better hang up stockings too. It would be lovely to find bones and chews and biscuits in them, wouldn’t it!’

‘That seems a very good idea,’ said Bimbo, sitting up. ‘Did you say this nice old gentleman lives up the chimney?’

‘No, I didn’t,’ said Bobs. ‘I said that the children call up the chimney to tell him what they want.’

‘Well, if he can hear them, he must be up the chimney then,’ said Topsy. ‘Bimbo, you’re used to chimneys. You climb up them all, one by one, and see which one Santa Claus lives in.’

‘No, thank you,’ said Bimbo. ‘No more chimneys for me. We’ll call up, though, and say what we want, shall we?’

‘And we’ll hang up stockings too,’ said Cosy the tabby cat.

‘We haven’t got any,’ said Topsy. ‘We don’t wear them. Can’t we hang up our collars instead?’

‘I suppose you think our collars would easily hold things like biscuits and chews,’ said Bobs. ‘I do think you are silly sometimes, Topsy.’

‘Well, you be clever and tell us what to do about stockings then,’ said Topsy, snapping at Bobs’s tail.

‘Don’t do that,’ said Bobs. ‘Let me think a minute. Oh, I know!’

‘What?’ cried Topsy, Bimbo and Cosy.

‘Well, you know that the children’s socks are hung up on the line to dry, don’t you?’ said Bobs. ‘Well, what about jumping up and getting some for ourselves? We can easily do that!’

So the next day all four of them went to look at the clothes line. And, sure enough, there were two pairs of long socks there, one belonging to Imogen and one to Gillian. It wasn’t long before Bobs was jumping up to get hold of one.

But he couldn’t get high enough. So Cosy tried. She caught hold of a sock with her claws. She hung on for all she was worth and, oh, dear, the clothes line broke, and all the clothes fell in a heap on poor Cosy!

How scared she was! She tore off down the garden with the line wound round her body, and all the clothes galloped after her!

It was the funniest sight to see. Bobs, Topsy and Bimbo sat down and laughed till they cried. But when their mistress came out and saw how all the clean clothes had been dragged in the mud, she wasn’t a bit pleased. Cosy got a scolding and sat and sulked all by herself in the corner.

‘That was a very bad idea of yours,’ she said to Bobs.

But when Christmas Eve came, what a lovely surprise! Gillian and Imogen came into the playroom with four stockings and showed them to the surprised animals.

‘You shall hang up your stockings just as we do!’ said Imogen. ‘Here is one for you, Bobs, and one for you, Topsy, and smaller ones for the cats.’

The four stockings were hung just above the animals’ baskets. They did look funny, hanging limp and thin and empty.

‘If you go to sleep, and don’t peep, perhaps Santa Claus will come down the chimney here in the night and fill these stockings for you,’ said Imogen. ‘Perhaps you will have a new collar, Bobs – and you a rubber bone, Topsy – and you a ball to roll about, Bimbo – and you a new rug for your basket, Cosy. And maybe you will have biscuits and sardines and bones and other nice things as well! So go to sleep and don’t make a sound, in case you frighten Santa Claus away!’

‘Isn’t this exciting?’ said Topsy, when the children had gone out of the room. ‘I’m going to settle down in my basket and go to sleep straight away!’

‘So am I,’ said Bimbo. ‘Ooh, I do hope I shall get a tin of sardines. I wonder if Santa Claus will have any in his sack?’

‘I really would love a new collar,’ said Bobs. ‘Mine is so old. Well, goodnight to you all. I’m going to sleep too. And if we hear old Father Christmas, we mustn’t peep! Do you hear, Topsy? No peeping!’

‘Well, don’t you peep either,’ said Topsy. ‘And don’t think he is a robber or something when he comes, and bark at him, or you’ll frighten him away! Goodnight, everyone!’

And very soon all the animals were fast asleep. Bobs and Cosy were curled up together in one big basket, and Bimbo and Topsy were fast asleep in the small one.

They dreamt that their stockings were full of all the things that animals love: bones and biscuits, sardines and kippers, balls and saucers of cream!

In the morning the four animals awoke. Topsy woke first and put her head out of the basket. She sniffed hard. She could smell a lovely smell.

‘Oh! It’s Christmas morning!’ she wuffed in Bimbo’s ear. Bimbo woke up with a jump.

‘What about our stockings?’ he said. ‘Did Santa Claus come in the night and fill them? I didn’t hear him.’

‘Look!’ cried Bobs, waking up too. ‘Our stockings are crammed full! I can smell bones.’

‘And I can smell sardines!’ cried Cosy. All the animals got out of their baskets and sniffed round the exciting stockings.

‘A new collar for me!’ barked Bobs, dragging one out in delight. ‘Just look at it; brass studs all the way round. My goodness, I shall look grand. I wish I had a tie to go with it, like people wear.’

‘A rubber bone for me!’ wuffed Topsy, and she took the bone from her stocking and tried to chew it. But the more she chewed at the bone, the less she seemed to eat of it. Most peculiar!

‘That bone will last you for years,’ said Bobs with a grin. ‘It’s all chew and no taste! Give me a real bone any day!’

‘A fine new ball for me!’ mewed Bimbo, rolling a lovely red ball over the floor. ‘Come and play with me, Topsy. Throw it into the air and make it bounce.’

‘What about my new rug?’ said Cosy, dragging a knitted rug into her basket and lying down on it. ‘Now, this is what I call a really nice present. I shall be able to lie on it and keep myself warm, and you, Bobs, will be able to hide all kinds of goodies under it, to keep till you want them.’

‘What, hide them under your rug for you to nibble at when I’m not there!’ cried Bobs. ‘No, thank you, Cosy. Oh, tails and whiskers, there are other things in our stockings too! A real big bone for me, full of crunch and nibble!’

‘And there’s a tin of sardines for me and Bimbo,’ said Cosy. ‘Oh, I hope Gillian and Imogen come along quickly to open it. I just feel as if I could do with three or four sardines inside me.’

‘There are biscuits at the bottom of my stocking,’ said Topsy, putting her head right down to the bottom of the stocking and nosing about in the toe. ‘Biscuits! Big ones and little ones! I’ll give you each one if you like.’

She got some in her mouth, but, dear me, when she wanted to take out her head and give the biscuits to the others, she couldn’t get rid of the stocking. It stuck fast over her head and Topsy ran about the room in the stocking. The others did laugh!

Then in came Gillian and Imogen. ‘Happy Christmas, Bobs, Topsy, Bimbo and Cosy!’ they cried. ‘Oh, Topsy, whatever are you doing? What are you wearing that stocking on your head for? Did you think it was a hat?’

They pulled the stocking from Topsy’s head, and the four animals crowded round the children. Topsy was glad to have her head out of the stocking.

‘Here’s a bar of chocolate for you two girls,’ said Bobs, and he pulled one out from his basket. ‘I’ve sat on it for the last week, I’m afraid, so it’s a bit squashy.’

‘And here’s one of my very best biscuits,’ said Topsy, fetching one from her basket. ‘It’s the biggest one I have had in my dinner bowl for weeks. Try it. I’ve nibbled a pattern all round the edge to make it pretty for you.’

‘And I’ve been into the hen run and collected you a few feathers,’ said Cosy. ‘I hope they’ll be useful. Good gracious, Bimbo – whatever have you got there?’

‘My collection of kipper heads from the rubbish heaps all round,’ said Bimbo proudly. ‘They’re the best I could find. I hid them in the landing cupboard in a hatbox there.’

‘Gracious! That was what made that awful smell, I suppose!’ said Gillian. ‘And, oh, dear, Bimbo, Mummy keeps one of her best hats in that box. I can’t imagine what she’ll say if she goes out smelling of kippers.’

‘I should think she’ll be very pleased,’ said Bimbo. ‘Kippers have a gorgeous smell. I’m surprised people don’t make scent of them, instead of silly things like honeysuckle and sweetpeas!’

‘Well, thank you all very much,’ said Gillian. ‘You’ve given us lovely presents. Now, let’s all go to breakfast, and we’ll show you the presents we had too!’

So off they all went, Bobs wearing his new collar, and Topsy carrying her rubber bone for another long chew. Cosy had to leave her rug behind, but Bimbo rolled his ball all the way to the dining room.

The sardines were opened, and Cosy and Bimbo shared them with the dogs.

‘Delicious,’ they all said, and licked their whiskers clean.

They had a lovely Christmas, and even had a taste of the great big turkey. They had a special supper that evening of biscuits soaked in turkey gravy, and then, full of good things, they all went to their baskets to sleep.

They curled up together, put their noses between their paws and dreamt lovely dreams of sardines, bones, collars and balls! And there we will leave them, dreaming happily.
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The Pantomime Wolf

THE SCHOOL was breaking up for the Christmas holidays and all the children were excited.

‘I’m having a fine Christmas party!’ said Ann. ‘I’m having a Christmas tree that will touch the ceiling!’

‘I’m having a new bicycle for Christmas,’ said Peter.

‘We’re going to the pantomime,’ said Jane and Leslie, the twins.

‘Are you doing anything exciting?’ Peter asked Tom and Shirley. They had been putting on their boots and hadn’t said anything.

‘Nothing much,’ said Tom. ‘Mother’s been ill and she hasn’t been able to arrange anything for us yet.’

‘Bad luck!’ said Peter. ‘Well, happy holidays to you! Goodbye!’

All the children ran off home. Tom and Shirley went too. They passed a big poster showing Red Riding Hood and the wolf.

‘The pantomime this year is Red Riding Hood and the Wolf,’ said Shirley. ‘I do wish we could see it. But I’m sure Mother won’t be able to afford it, Tom – so we’d better not ask her.’

‘She hasn’t paid the doctor’s bill yet,’ said Tom. ‘We can’t expect much this Christmas, Shirley, with Daddy away, and Mother only just getting better.’

So they were very good indeed, and didn’t ask for a party or a Christmas tree, or to go to the circus or the pantomime. Mother thought they were very unselfish and she did wish she could give them all the treats they wanted. But she couldn’t.

The other children went to the pantomime, and when they met Shirley and Tom they told them about it.

‘It’s wonderful!’ said Peter. ‘You should just see the old wolf!’

‘And Red Riding Hood is lovely,’ said Ann. ‘The old grandmother was funny. She made me laugh. And the woodland scene is gorgeous, Shirley – you’d love it, because fairies fly among the trees. It looks exactly as if they are flying, but my daddy says they are on wires.’

The more Shirley and Tom heard about the pantomime the more they longed to see it. They opened their moneybox to see if by any chance they had enough for tickets; but no, they had spent nearly all their money at Christmas time on presents, and there were only a few pennies left.

‘I wonder if we could earn some money by doing errands,’ said Tom suddenly. ‘If people gave us a penny here and there, we might just get enough before the pantomime is over.’

So they began to run errands for people the very next day. They took the washing out for old Mrs Brown and she gave them a penny a time. They fetched the shopping for Miss Lucy and she gave them tuppence each. They took Mr Jones’s dog for a walk three evenings running and he gave them a penny each time too.

Very soon they had nearly enough money. They felt very pleased with themselves. Tom put all the money into a little leather purse and kept it in his pocket.

The day before the pantomime was performed for the very last time the children had just enough money. They counted it out in the street after they had been running errands all day and were really very tired.

‘Just enough for the cheapest seats of all,’ said Tom, pleased. ‘Isn’t that good, Shirley? We’ve just got it in time, because the pantomime stops after tomorrow. We’ll go on the last night. That will be fun!’

Now, on their way home a dreadful thing happened. Tom put his hand into his pocket to make sure the purse of money was there – and it wasn’t! It was gone! His pocket was empty and there was an enormous hole at the bottom.

‘Shirley! Oh, Shirley! The purse is gone!’ cried Tom, and he went quite pale. It had taken them so long to earn the money – and now it was gone.

‘Tom! How dreadful! We must go back up the road at once to find it,’ said Shirley. They turned back – and oh, how they hunted and hunted for that lost purse. But they couldn’t find it anywhere. It was quite gone. Someone must have picked it up.

Very sadly indeed the two children turned to go home again. Shirley was crying. They had both worked so hard. Now there was no money – and no pantomime.

‘I had looked forward to it so much,’ said Shirley. Tom slipped his arm
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