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Michael Morpurgo

Illustrated by Penny Bell

Open one eye.

Same old basket, same old kitchen.

Another day.

Ear’s itching.

Have a good scratch.

Lovely.

Have a good stretch.

Here comes Lula.

‘Morning, Russ,’ she says.

‘Do you know what day it is today?’

Silly question! Course I do!

It’s the day after yesterday

and the day before tomorrow.

Out I go. Smarty’s barking his ‘good morning’ at

me from across the valley.

Good old Smarty. Best friend I’ve got, except

Lula of course.

I bark mine back.

I can’t hang about. Got to get the cows in.

There they are. 

Lula’s dad likes me to

have them ready for milking

by the time he gets there.

Better watch that one with the new calf.

She’s a bit skippy.

Lie down, nose in the grass.

Give her the hard eye.

There she goes, in amongst the rest.

And here comes Lula’s dad singing his way down to the dairy.

‘Good dog,’ he says.

I wag my tail. He likes that.

He gives me another ‘good dog’.

I get my milk. Lovely.

Off back up to the house.

Well, I don’t want to miss my breakfast, do I?

Lula’s already scoffing her bacon and eggs.

I sit down next to her

and give her my

very best begging look.

It always works.

Two bacon rinds in secret under the table,

and all her toast crusts too. Lovely.

There’s good pickings

under the baby’s chair this morning.

I hoover it all up. Lovely.

Lula always likes me to go with her

to the end of the lane.

She loves a bit of a cuddle, and

a lick or two before the school bus comes.

‘Oh, Russ,’ she whispers. ‘A horse.

It’s all I want for my birthday.’

And I’m thinking, ’Scuse me, what’s so great

about a horse?

Isn’t a dog good enough?

Then along comes the bus and on she gets.

‘See you,’ she says.

Lula’s dad is whistling for me.

‘Where are you, you old rascal you?’

I’m coming.

I’m coming.

Back up the lane,

through the hedge,

over the gate.

‘Don’t just sit there, Russ.

I want those sheep in for shearing.’

And all the while he keeps on

with his whistling and whooping.

I mean, does he think

I haven’t done this before?

Doesn’t he know

this is what I’m made for?

Hare down the hill.

Leap the stream.

Get right around behind them.

Keep low. Don’t rush them. That’s good.

They’re all going now. The whole flock of them

are trotting along nicely.

And I’m slinking along behind, my eye on every

one of them,

my bark and my bite deep inside their heads.

‘Good dog,’ I get. Third one today. Not bad.

I watch the shearing

from the top of the haybarn.

Good place to sleep, this.

Tigger’s somewhere here.

I can smell her.

There she is, up on the rafter,

waving her tail at me.

She’s teasing me. I’ll show her.

Later, I’ll do it later.

Sleep now. Lovely.

‘Russ! Where are you, Russ?

I want these sheep out.

Now! Move yourself.’

All right, all right.

Down I go, and out they go,

all in a great muddle

bleating at each other,

bopping one another.

They don’t recognise each other without their

clothes on.

Not very bright, that’s the trouble with sheep.

Will you look at that!

There’s hundreds of crows out in my corn field.

Well, I’m not having that, am I?

After them! Show them who’s boss!

Thirsty work, this.

What’s this? Fox!

I can smell him.

I follow him down

through the bluebell wood to his den.

He’s down there, deep down.

Can’t get at him. Pity.

Need a drink.

Shake myself dry in the sun.

Time for another sleep.

Lovely.

Smarty wakes me.

I know what he’s thinking.

How about

a Tigger hunt?

We find her soon enough.

We’re after her.

We’re catching her up.

Closer. Closer.

Right on her tail.

That’s not fair.

She’s found a tree.

Up she goes.

We can’t climb trees, so we bark our heads off.

Ah well, you can’t win them all.

‘Russ, where were you, Russ?’

Lula’s dad. Shouting for me again.

‘Get those calves out in the field.

What’s the point in keeping a dog

and barking myself?’

Nothing worse than trying to move young calves.

They’re all tippy-toed and skippy.

Pretty things.

Pity they get so big and lumpy when they get

older.

There, done it. Well done, me!

Back to the end of the lane to meet Lula.

I’m a bit late. She’s there already,

swinging her bag and singing.

‘Happy birthday to me,

happy birthday to me.

Happy birthday, dear Lula,

happy birthday to me!’

For tea there’s a big cake with candles on it,

and they’re singing that song again.

Will you look at them

tucking into that cake!

And never a thought for me.

Lula’s so busy unwrapping her presents

that she doesn’t even notice I’m there,

not even when I put my head on her knee.

Car! Car coming up my lane, and not one I know.

I’m out of the house in a flash.

I’m not just a farm dog, you know, I’m a guard

dog too.

‘Russ! Stop that barking, will you?’

That’s all the thanks I get.

I’m telling you, it’s a dog’s life.

Looks like a horse to me.

Give him a sniff.

Yes, definitely a horse.

Lula goes mad.

She’s hugging the horse

just like she hugs me, only for longer.

A lot longer.

‘He’s beautiful,’ she’s saying.

‘Just what I wanted.’

Well, I’m not staying where I’m not wanted.

I haven’t had any of that cake,

and they’re not watching.

Nip back inside. Jump on a chair.

I’m a champion chomper.

Ooops.

The plate’s fallen off the table.

I’m in trouble now.

They all come running in.

I look dead innocent.
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Doesn’t fool them, though.

‘You rascal, you. Out you go!’

I don’t care. It was worth it.

I go and sit at the top of the hill

and tell Smarty all about it.

He barks back, ‘Good on you!

Who wants to be a good dog, anyway?’

Then Lula’s sitting down beside me.

‘I really love my horse,’ she says,

‘but I love you more, Russ. Promise.’

Give her a good lick. Make her giggle.

I like it when she giggles.

Lick her again.

Lovely.
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Jill Barklem

For many generations, families of mice have made their homes in the roots and trunks of the trees of Brambly Hedge, a dense and tangled hedgerow that borders the field on the other side of the stream. 

The Brambly Hedge mice lead busy lives. During the fine weather, they collect flowers, fruits, berries and nuts from the Hedge and surrounding fields, and prepare delicious jams, pickles and preserves that are kept safely in the Store Stump for the winter months ahead. 

Although the mice work hard, they make time for fun too. All through the year, they mark the seasons with feasts and festivities and, whether it be a little mouse’s birthday, an eagerly awaited wedding or the first day of spring, the mice welcome the opportunity to meet and celebrate.

It was the very end of autumn. The weather was damp and chilly and Wilfred was spending the day inside with the weavers. Clickety, clack went the loom, whirr, whirr went the spinning wheel. Lily and Flax were in a hurry. 

‘We must finish in time,’ said Flax. ‘We promised Mr Apple.’ 

‘What are you making?’ asked Wilfred. 

‘Blankets,’ replied Lily. 

‘Who are they for?’ said Wilfred. 

‘They are for the voles in the High Hills,’ replied Flax. ‘They have just discovered that the moths have eaten all their quilts and they’ve no time to make new ones before the cold weather comes. They’re too busy gathering stores for winter. We’re helping out.’ 

‘Can I help too?’ asked Wilfred. 

‘That’s kind of you, Wilfred, but not just now,’ said Lily. ‘Why don’t you find yourself a book to read while I finish spinning this wool?’

Wilfred went over to the bookcase. On a shelf, tucked between volumes on dyestuffs and weaves, he found a thick book called Daring Explorers of Old Hedge Days. He settled himself comfortably and began to turn the pages.

‘Sir Hogweed Horehound,’ he read, ‘determined to conquer the highest peak of the High Hills, for there, he knew, he would discover gold. Alone he set forth, taking in his trusty pack all he needed to survive the rigorous journey …’ 

Wilfred sat entranced. The whirr of the spinning wheel became the swish of eagles’ wings, the clatter of the loom, the sound of falling rock, and the drops of rain on the window, jewels from the depths of some forgotten cave. Was there really gold in the hills beyond Brambly Hedge, he wondered. 

Suddenly a door slammed. It was his mother come to fetch him home for tea. 

‘I hope he hasn’t been too much trouble,’ said Mrs Toadflax. 

‘He has been so quiet, we’d almost forgotten he was here,’ said Lily. ‘You can send him down again tomorrow if you like.’

Lily and Flax were already hard at work when Wilfred arrived the next morning. He settled down by the window again to read about Sir Hogweed Horehound and his intrepid search for gold. 

The morning flew past and by the time Mr Apple arrived to collect Wilfred, Flax and Lily had almost finished the cloth. 

‘I’m sorry we couldn’t match the yellow,’ said Flax. ‘We’ve used the last of Grandpa Blackthorn’s lichen and no other dye will do.’ 

‘Never mind,’ said Mr Apple. ‘It’s the blankets they need. We’ll take them up to the hills tomorrow.’ 

‘The hills,’ repeated Wilfred. ‘Are you really going up to the High Hills?’ 

‘Yes,’ replied Mr Apple. ‘Why?’

‘Can I come?’ Wilfred asked desperately. ‘Please say I can.’ 

‘Oh, I don’t think so,’ said Mr Apple. ‘It’s too far. We shall have to stay overnight.’ 

‘I’ll be very good,’ urged Wilfred. 

Mr Apple relented. ‘We’ll see if your mother agrees,’ he said. ‘Come on, young mouse. It’s time to go home.

To Wilfred’s surprise, his mother did agree. 

‘It will do him good to be in the open air,’ she said. Wilfred rushed upstairs to pack. He knew just what he would need. Sir Hogweed Horehound had listed all the essential gear in his book: rope, a whistle, food, firesticks, cooking pots, a groundsheet and blankets, a spoon, a water bottle and a first-aid kit. 

‘And I had better have a special bag for the gold,’ said Wilfred to himself as he gathered everything together. 

He went to bed straight after supper. It was a long way to the High Hills and to get to the
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