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			Dimbleby Dormouse and the First Day of Spring

			It had snowed heavily through the winter months, but now the ice was melting and the snow was beginning to disappear, yellow crocuses were beginning to flower, and the snowdrops were hanging their white heads. 

			Dimbleby popped his nose out of his front door. He had been hibernating and had slept for many months. 

			He looked around and saw the new leaves starting to show on the trees. He trembled with excitement; it was the first day of spring, and it was wonderful. 

			Opposite, he saw two rabbits come out of their burrow and stand side by side sniffing the air. He called to them, “Isn’t it a wonderful day?” They agreed and chased each other playfully in and out of the rays of sunshine, which were breaking through the early morning mist. 

			Dimbleby Dormouse scuttled back indoors and put on his scarf and gloves, as it was still quite chilly. He set off in search of Felicity, whom he had not seen since winter started. 

			He saw her before he reached her house, as she was outside. He ran to meet her. “Good to see you, Dimbleby,” she said. 

			“It’s nice to see you too,” said Dimbleby. “What’s been happening this winter?” 

			“Well, it’s been very cold,” answered Felicity, “and it’s been so cold that the river on the far side of the wood was completely frozen for a while; the otter we saw when we went for a picnic there had to move because he couldn’t fish in the river.” 

			“How exciting,” thought Dimbleby, and asked, “Could we go skating on the river Felicity?” 

			“Oh, no. It’s not frozen anymore,” she answered. “In fact, I think the otter has come back again.” 

			

			“Let’s go and wake up Humphrey Hodgehog,” suggested Dimbleby. 

			Dimbleby knew that Humphrey Hedgehog was nearly always the last to wake up after his winter sleep. 

			Off they went, and when they reached Humphrey’s house, to Dimbleby’s surprise, Humphrey was brushing his front doorstep, and he looked wide awake. 

			“Hello Humphrey,” said Dimbleby. “You’re up early.”

			 “Yes,” said Humphrey. “It’s my new resolution not to be so lazy. I decided to get up early and start spring cleaning,” he told them. 

			Dimbleby and Felicity were surprised. Actually, they admired him; even Felicity hadn’t cleaned her house yet. 

			They told Humphrey about the river, and then Felicity told him that she had seen Benjamin Badger and he had a cold, but she thought he was better now. 

			Just then, Benjamin shuffled down. 

			“Hello Benjamin,” they all said. 

			Benjamin was pleased to see them, as he’d not seen most of his friends for a long time, and together they set off to find Sally Squirrel, who had been asleep during the coldest parts of the winter. 

			When they reached the big oak tree, she ran down to meet them. She admitted that she hadn’t been up as long as Humphrey, but she was full of energy on this lovely spring day. 

			They all decided that they should visit Oswald Owl because he kept an eye on them all during the winter from high above the wood as he flew from tree to tree, and they knew they were safe because of him. 

			When they called at Oswald’s, he was extremely pleased to see them, as he had secretly missed them all during winter. 

			He had laid a table with all their favourite foods, and they all sat down for their feast. 

			

			As they sat about afterwards feeling very full, they thanked Oswald for the lovely spread and wondered what adventures they would have together in the coming year. 

			Oswald made sure they all left long before nightfall, and Dimbleby and his friends enjoyed their walk home, taking in all the new smells and sights and sounds. 

			Dimbleby thought it was like a new world, but he was pleased he had all his old friends with him even so. 

			THE END.
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			Dimbleby Dormouse Visits Harvey Harvest Mouse

			It was a lovely summer’s day, and the wood was full of colour. The trees were thick with leaves on the ground, and there were many different kinds of flowers in bloom. There was a knock on Dimbleby’s front door, and when he answered it, he was surprised to find it was Oswald. 

			“Hello Dimbleby,” said Oswald. “I have brought you an invitation from Harvey Harvest Mouse; he would like you to visit him this afternoon.” 

			“Oh, thank you, Oswald,” said Dimbleby. “I haven’t seen Harvey for a long time. Do you think my friends could come with me?”

			 “I’m sure he wouldn’t mind,” said Oswald. “Enjoy yourselves, and don’t be home late,” he warned as he flew off. 

			Harvey Harvest Mouse lived in the field next to the wood on the same side as Dimbleby and his friends. 

			Now, at this time of year, this field was full of yellow corn, and Dimbleby was sure they would have lots of fun as he looked forward to the afternoon. 

			His first task was to visit his friends and ask them if they’d like to come along. 

			He called on Felicity first, and she was pleased to be invited. They arranged to meet at Dimbleby’s house at 12 o’clock. 

			Next, he visited Humphrey and found that Benjamin was also there. They both said they would come, but they’d rather not be out too long, as the sun was very hot without the shade of the trees. Lastly, he called on Sally Squirrel, who thanked him for the invitation but thought she didn’t want to go because there would be no trees, and she didn’t feel safe on the ground all the time, especially in the open. 

			

			So, at 12 o’clock Felicity Fieldmouse, Humphrey Hedgehog and Benjamin Badger were at Dimbleby’s House, and they set off together to see Harvey Harvest Mouse. 

			It did not take them long to get there, as the cornfield wasn’t far away, and when they arrived, Harvey was pleased to see them. He admitted he was a bit surprised to see four of them, but the more the merrier, he thought. 

			First of all, they chatted about what had been happening in the wood, and then Harvey showed them some of the tricks he could do. He ran up a stalk of corn and then hung upside down, swinging by his tail. The others laughed, although Humphrey and Benjamin secretly thought he was a bit of a show-off. 

			Dimbleby’s eyes were wide with wonderment, wishing that he could do the same thing. 

			Just then, a butterfly fluttered past, and for a moment Dimbleby watched it, thinking what an interesting day it was turning out to be. But he was soon watching Harvey again as he did some more acrobatics. 

			Humphrey and Benjamin were getting restless and hot. In fact, they were getting a bit bored just watching the harvest mouse doing tricks. Soon they told Dimbleby and Felicity that they had decided to go home. Off they went together back to the wood. Dimbleby couldn’t stop them from going, but he was determined to stay a bit longer, and so was Felicity. 

			“Please teach us how to do those tricks, Harvey,” pleaded Dimbleby. 

			Harvey said he would but warned them to be careful not to fall off and hurt themselves. 

			They scrambled up the corn one after the other, and Harvey hung from the top, but the other two clung with their feet and could not swing by their tails. Dimbleby was disappointed, but at least he’d climbed up the corn, and it had been fun. 

			Soon it was time to go home. They thanked Harvey for a fun day. 

			

			“Come again soon,” Harvey said, waving to them. “We can practise our tricks again.” 

			“Okay,” said Dimbleby. “That would be amazing!” 

			Soon they were back home. Dimbleby said goodnight to Felicity, and as he went inside his house, he decided he would tell Oswald all about his visit to Harvey the next day. 

			When he went to sleep that night, his dreams were full of ears of corn. He kept climbing up them, but he couldn’t hang by his tail no matter how hard he tried. 

			THE END.
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			Dimbleby Dormouse and His Friends Meet a Skunk

			It was autumn, and the leaves were starting to fall from the trees. Dimbleby was out looking for things to make his little home warm for the winter. 

			He was passing Felicity Fieldmouse’s house; she opened the door and saw him there. 

			They decided to walk through the wood together, and after a while, they saw Benjamin Badger in the distance huddled by the side of a tree. As they got closer, they noticed something different about him; he looked small and had a large bushy tail. 

			“Hello,” they said. “Who are you? We thought you were our friend Benjamin Badger.” 

			“I’m a skunk,” replied the animal. 

			Just then Benjamin Badger appeared, looking just the same as usual. 

			He shuffled up to join them. 

			“Uggh! A skunk!” exclaimed Dimbleby. “I’ve heard about skunks; they smell,” he said. 

			“I don’t,” said the skunk. He was only a baby. 

			“Skunks only give off a smell when they are frightened,” he told them. “It’s our defence when something is about to attack us, just as you might run very fast and hide in a small hole if something was chasing you,” the skunk told Dimbleby. 

			Then, he began to sob. 

			“What’s the matter?” Dimbleby and his friends asked him. 

			“I’m lost, and I want my mummy and daddy,” said the baby skunk. 

			“How did you come to be lost in the wood?” they asked him. “And where do you live?” 

			

			“I live in the zoo, and I was in a box, and I fell out, and I was so frightened I ran and ran and found myself here.” 

			“Oh dear,” Dimbleby said. “Your mummy and daddy will be worried about you.” 

			Dimbleby and his friends had never seen a skunk before, and as Humphrey Hedgehog arrived, he asked, “Where do you come from then?” 

			“The zoo, of course,” said the skunk. 

			“But where, before that?” asked Humphrey. 

			“I don’t know,” sobbed the skunk. “I was born at the zoo.” 

			Suddenly there was a rustling in the trees, and Sally Squirrel appeared, out of breath. 

			“Hello, Sally, What’s the hurry?” asked Dimbleby. 

			“I’ve just come from Mr and Mrs Green’s garden. I was up a tree, and I saw two men arrive in uniforms – they were looking for a skunk!”

			“Here he is!” cried Dimbleby. “We’ve been talking to him; he ran away from the zoo, and he’s missing his mummy and daddy.”

			“Oh, dear, what shall we do?” said Felicity.

			“Let’s ask Oswald Owl,” suggested Dimbleby. “He will know.”

			So, they all set off to Oswald’s with the little skunk, everyone except Sally Squirrel, who decided to go back to the garden, first to keep an eye on the two men who were still talking to Mr and Mrs Green and secondly because Mr and Mrs Green always threw out a lot of nuts at this time of year; they were supposed to be for the birds, of course.

			When they reached Oswald’s, he was very surprised to see their new friend. “And where have you come from?” he questioned.

			The others explained for him, as the skunk was rather afraid, and Dimbleby was very concerned that he shouldn’t let off his awful smell.

			“So, you come from the zoo, do you?” 

			“I think that’s where you should be now, too,” said Oswald.

			Humphrey asked Oswald where he really came from.

			

			“He was born in the zoo; that’s true, but his mummy and daddy would have come from America, and they were brought here before your new friend was born so that children could learn about them and see for themselves.” Then Oswald said, “I know, I’ll carry him in my large beak to Mr and Mrs Green’s garden, and hopefully if the zookeeper is still there, I’ll drop him in the garden, and he’ll see him and take him home.” So, this is what Oswald did. Later, Sally Squirrel returned and told Dimbleby and the others that the skunk had been taken home and all was well.

			Oswald was so wise, thought Dimbleby. He always knew best, and he was glad he was his friend.

			Dimbleby went to bed that night and slept peacefully. He dreamt about the little skunk and Oswald Owl.

			THE END.
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			Dimbleby Dormouse and the Fire Engine

			Dimbleby Dormouse woke up one morning to find that it was a lovely summer’s day. The sun was shining and the air was warm. It didn’t take him long to have his breakfast and get ready to go out, and he’d already decided to go out for a walk and get some fresh air, as no one could have stayed indoors on such a lovely day.

			Before long, he was making his way down one of his favourite tracks which was covered in moss and soft to walk on, when he noticed something very unusual across the path. At first, he was a bit afraid, as he had no idea what it was, and it was a while before he plucked up the courage to have a closer look.

			He knew it could not have been there long, as he had only walked along there a few days before. He wondered where it had come from.

			He sniffed around it, and pulling aside a few bits of twig and leaves, he climbed inside. After a long time he had to admit, he still didn’t

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
		

	OEBPS/image/Front.jpg





OEBPS/image/9781037120299_EPUB9.jpg





OEBPS/image/9781037120299_EPUB13.jpg





OEBPS/image/9781037120299_EPUB17.jpg





OEBPS/image/9781037120299_EPUB3.jpg
GILLIAN WALLACE

Meéy Dormsuge

Friends

AUSTﬁN MACAULEY PUBLISHERS

LONDON + CAMBRIDGE « NEW YORK » SHARJAH





