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The Story of NIGHT

Once upon a time, NIGHT was spelled with just three letters. It was spelled exactly the way it sounded: nuh—eye—tuh.

NIT. 

The three letters were good friends. They went everywhere together, especially at NIT. But during the day, they lived in a little house in a lane.

One evening, they had an unexpected visit. It was summer. The sun had set and N, I and T were bustling about getting ready for work—just when most people were relaxing at the end of the day. The birds, who had been up and about since sunrise, were tucking their babies into bed. And the babies, who had spent the entire day learning how to fly by falling out of the nest and then climbing back in and falling out and climbing back. . . . Well, they were so sleepy they could barely keep their eyes open.
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In fact, all the birds and all the animals—and most children, too—were snuggling into their beds ready to close their eyes and dream about the adventures they might have tomorrow. 

But NIT was a busy time for N, I and T, and they were just putting on their coats when they heard a knock at the door. N went to open it (she always went first, and I always followed her, and T always followed I), and there on the doormat stood two letters: G and H. They had walked a tremendous long way and they were tired and dusty and footsore. Plus, it was way past their bedtime.

“Please,” said H, “is there somewhere we could sleep?” 

“It’s way past our bedtime,” added G. 

N, who was kindhearted, was going to welcome them inside when she felt a nudge. I and T were looking at her. It was the sort of look people give other people when they simply have to say something, but don’t want to say it in front of the guests. 
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N turned back to G and H. “Would you excuse us a moment?” she said, and closed the door. She looked at the others. “What’s wrong?” 

“For one thing,” said T, “we’re going out in a minute.”

“And for another,” said I, “where would we put them?”

It was a good question. There were only three places G and H could go. They could go in front, in the middle or at the end.

“That’s easy,” said N. “They can go in front of me! I don’t mind.”

The others didn’t think much of that. N was full of good ideas but they weren’t always very practical.

“GHNIT?” said I worriedly. “How can people say GOOD GHNIT?” T said nothing. He just looked at N and shook his head.

“Well, then, they can follow T,” said N impatiently. 

“NITGH?” I looked even more worried. He was always worrying about something. That’s why he was so thin.

“Well, we can’t just leave them on the doormat,” said N. 

T began to pace back and forth, deep in thought. The other two waited, because T was the brains of the group and they all knew it. Suddenly, he stopped.

“What if they were silent?” he said.

I was puzzled. “Silent?”

“Jumping jelly beans,” said N. “How could they be silent?” She thought it was a preposterous idea; she had never been silent in her entire life.

“Let’s see,” said T. Quietly he opened the door and they looked outside. Sure enough, there on the doormat were G and H, fast asleep. They just stood there with their eyes closed, propped against each other.


[image: ]



“You see?” said T. “They won’t make a sound. And if we put them in the middle, they won’t get left behind.” 

By now, of course, it was nearly dark, so there was no time to argue. They pushed the two letters into place between I and T. When G opened an eye someone said, “Just go back to sleep. Everything’s fine.” So he did. 

In fact, both G and H slept right through till morning, and when they woke up, they were back in the little house in the lane with N, I and T. Well! They were so happy to have found a home that while the others went to bed, they dusted and mopped the whole house and washed the dishes—all before breakfast. 

So that’s how NIT became NIGHT.

And when you sound it out, don’t forget G and H. They’re only silent because they’re fast asleep.
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THE END




The HALF-Trained L

The HAF letters were waiting for an L. A silent L. “We’ll have more fun with four of us,” said F, and the others agreed. 

They had heard the rumours. An L had appeared in HALF in a book in the people world. But they waited and waited and no L came to join them. So they made an appointment to see the head of the L Family. 

She listened as they explained the reason for their visit. Then she gazed at the ceiling. They waited patiently. Eventually, she spoke.

“Ls don’t like to be silent,” she said. 

The three letters did not know what to say to that.

“You have a huge family,” said A at last, “and we only want one. Couldn’t you just ask around?”

The head of the L Family pondered. Eventually, she agreed to make inquiries.

The three letters walked silently homeward. “What does she mean, she’ll ‘make inquiries’?” asked F at last. “We have to have an L, don’t we?”

The others agreed. “The head of our family would just assign someone,” said A. 

“Ls are different,” said H. “Ls are . . . very full of themselves.” He shook his head worriedly.

When they got home, they went to look at the spare room. It was a depressing sight. There was a dent in one wall and a large fly on the windowsill, with its legs in the air. When they sat on the bed, the metal springs squawked loudly.
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H and F decided to paint the room, while A got rid of the fly. After the paint was dry, F stencilled flowers in blue on one wall and H hung a picture over the dent. With a certain amount of grunting and groaning, A, who was quite stout, took the oil can under the bed and oiled the springs.
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When they had finished, the spare room no longer looked like a spare room. It looked like the room of someone who actually lived there. It looked welcoming.

But the days went by and the room stayed empty.

One evening, they heard a knock at the door. They found a small L on the doorstep holding out an envelope. H took it, thanked the messenger and shut the door.

It was a note from the old leader. He read it aloud. “The L Family has been disgraced by L Junior. It would be an excellent punishment for him to spend a hundred years as a silent L. Will you take him? If not, please send him home to his mother.”

The three letters puzzled over the last sentence. “How can we send him home?” said F. “We haven’t got him.”

They remembered the messenger. H threw open the door. There stood the small L, with a belligerent look in his eye.

“L Junior?” asked H.

The small L glared at them and stalked inside. He said nothing when F observed that it had been a fine day
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