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The Good Turn

Old Mr Turnabout was always doing good turns to people. He was a nice old fellow, very poor, but always willing to help anyone. You would be surprised at the number of good turns he did in a day.

He would help a child across the busy road. He would take a bundle from a tired washerwoman, and carry it for her. He would take anybody’s dog for a walk. Really, he seemed to spend his time doing things for other people.

He was a very happy man, for he had dozens of friends. One of his friends was little Billy Smith, the small boy next door. Billy often used to see Mr Turnabout doing his good turns, and he always knew what the old man was going to say when people thanked him for his help. He always said the same thing: ‘Don’t thank me for the good turn I’ve done you! Just pass it on!’

That was a strange thing to say, wasn’t it? ‘Pass it on!’ Billy asked him about it one day.

‘Why do you ask people to pass your good turns on?’ he asked.

‘Because the world would soon be full of good turns if we all passed them on!’ said old Mr Turnabout. ‘Then we should all be happy and friendly, shouldn’t we? And that would be very nice.’

‘Well, when I do a good turn to anyone I shall say the same as you do,’ said Billy. ‘I shall tell them to pass it on!’

‘Yes, do!’ said Mr Turnabout. ‘And you’ll notice a very strange thing, Billy. Sooner or later your good turn will come back to you! Yes, it will! It will be a different good turn, but it will be the one that you began!’

Billy thought that was very odd – but old Mr Turnabout knew what he was saying. And this is the tale of Billy’s good turn and how it came back to him. Just listen!

The very next day Billy went to play with Wilfred, a great friend of his. They played marbles, and had a grand time. Then they thought they would go and call on Timothy, who lived in the next street, and show him their marbles. So off they went – but dear me, on the way there Wilfred’s very best marble, a great big one of blue glass with pink stripes inside it, rolled down a grating into the cellar of a shop.

Wilfred stopped at once and looked through the grating in dismay. Now what was he to do? The shop was empty and locked up, for nobody lived there.

‘That marble has gone for ever!’ said poor Wilfred, almost ready to cry, because it really was a splendid marble. ‘The shop is locked up and empty, and there is no way of getting the marble.’

But Billy had an idea.

‘My daddy knows the man who has the keys to the shop,’ he said. ‘If I ask him perhaps he’ll ask for the keys so that I can get your marble for you. I could unlock the shop, go down to the cellar and find it.’

‘Oh, Billy, but it would be dark down there and lonely,’ said Wilfred, looking at his friend. ‘Wouldn’t you be frightened?’

‘Only a bit,’ said Billy. ‘Anyway, I’ll try, Wilfred. As soon as my daddy comes home tonight I’ll ask him.’

Billy kept his word. He told his father about Wilfred’s beautiful marble and how it had dropped down the grating, and he asked him if he might go and get the keys from Mr White, the caretaker down the road, and find the marble for Wilfred.

‘If you like,’ said his father. He wrote a note to Mr White and gave it to Billy. The little boy ran off to Mr White’s house, and in a minute or two he had the key of the shop in his hand. Good! Now he could go and hunt for Wilfred’s marble!

It was getting dark so he took his torch with him. He unlocked the door of the empty shop and went inside. It was dusty and smelt stale and nasty. Billy found the steps that led down to the cellar and climbed down them. The cellar was full of spiders’ webs and he didn’t like it at all. But he really must find Wilfred’s marble. He flashed his torch here and there, and at last found the blue marble in a corner. He picked it up, put it into his pocket and went up the steps again. In a minute or two he was out of the shop and was giving back the key to Mr White. Then he ran to Wilfred’s house with the marble.

‘You are a brick!’ said Wilfred, delighted. ‘See, Billy, do take one of my little green marbles for getting back my big blue one. You did do me a good turn!’

‘No, thank you,’ said Billy. ‘I don’t want a reward for doing a little thing like that, Wilfred. But you might pass on my good turn to somebody else. See? Just give somebody a helping hand when you can. It’s a nice feeling and tell them to pass on the good turn, too, won’t you?’

‘Yes, I will,’ said Wilfred. ‘It’s a good idea.’

The next day Wilfred was running to buy some sweets from the sweet-shop when a lady in front of him slipped and fell. The bag she was carrying burst open and everything fell out. Papers went flying in the wind, books tumbled out, pencils and pens clattered on to the pavement.

‘Oh, dear!’ said the lady, and tried to clutch at her papers.

‘I’ll help you,’ said Wilfred, remembering that he had a good turn to pass on. So he rushed after the flying papers, picked up all the other things, put them into the bag and handed it to the grateful lady.

She opened her purse to give him a coin, but Wilfred wouldn’t take it.

‘No, don’t give me anything, please,’ he said. ‘I’m only passing on a good turn. Will you pass it on to somebody else?’

‘What a splendid idea!’ said the lady, very pleased. ‘Yes, I’ll certainly pass it on!’

It wasn’t long before she was able to keep her word. As she hurried home that evening she saw an old woman standing at the edge of the pavement waiting to cross the road. There was a great deal of traffic rushing up and down the street and the old lady didn’t quite like to cross, even when there was a clear space.

The young lady went up to her and took h9r by the elbow.

‘Let me help you over,’ she said. ‘You’ll b quite safe with me!’

She took the old woman safely across, and smiled at her kindly.

‘That was a good turn you did to me, my dear,’ said the old woman gratefully. ‘Thank you.’

‘Then pass it on to somebody else!’ said the young lady. ‘Don’t forget! Pass it on!’

The old woman didn’t forget. She kept wondering and wondering how she could do a good turn to someone, and at last her chance came.

Mrs Jones, her next-door neighbour, hung out her washing on the line, and then went off to do her shopping. The old woman happened to look out of her window and was just in time to see the washing-line snap in two! Down went all the clothes in a heap!

‘Oh my! Oh my!’ said the old woman in dismay. ‘Look at Mrs Jones’s fine washing! It will all get dirty if something isn’t done at once. I’ll hurry round and pick it all up myself. I’ve got a good turn to pass on, and that shall be it!’

She went round to the next-door garden and unpegged all the clothes from the broken line. She was just gathering them all up when Mrs Jones came back from her shopping and saw what she had done.

‘Oh, you kind soul!’ she said. ‘Thank you very much indeed. That’s a great help to me. You have done me a good turn today! I should have been miserable if I’d come back and found I had all my washing to do again. Thank you for your very good turn!’

‘That’s quite all right,’ said the old woman, pleased. ‘Just pass on the good turn, will you?’

‘I certainly will!’ said Mrs Jones.

She didn’t forget. She looked out for a chance to do a good turn and it soon came. Old Mr Lacy across the road was in bed with a bad cold, and Mrs Jones thought she would make him some good hot soup and take it to him last thing at night, so that he could have it before he went to sleep. So she carried him a basinful that night and he was delighted!

‘This is really very kind of you,’ said Mr Lacy, gratefully. ‘I shall enjoy the soup so much, and I am sure I shall have a good night after it. Many, many thanks, Mrs Jones. I hope I shall be able to return your kindness some day, for this is a real good turn you have done me.’

‘Well, pass it on!’ said Mrs Jones, laughing. ‘It’s a good idea to pass kind turns on, isn’t it, Mr Lacy!’

Now Mr Lacy lay in bed and thought about what Mrs Jones had said. He wasn’t usually a very kind man. He was really rather mean. But now that he had plenty of time to think about things, he wished he had done more good turns in his life.

‘Well, it’s not too late to begin,’ he said to himself. ‘There’s heaps of time to do plenty of good turns even though I am an old man. Now what shall I do? Who is there that I can do a good turn to?’

Mr Lacy had a toyshop: two people worked for him, a girl in the shop and a man who did odd jobs, delivered parcels, mended broken toys, cleaned the window, did the books, and many other things. Mr Lacy thought about him.

‘Smith will have had twice as much work to do since I’ve been away with this cold,’ he thought. ‘He is a good workman. I think I will do him a good turn. I will ask him if he has any children and I will send a nice toy to each of them. That’s how I shall pass on the good turn that Mrs Jones did me.’

He felt quite excited about it. He stayed in bed three days more and then went back to his shop. The man, Smith, had helped the young girl in the shop, and had done all his own work and Mr Lacy’s work too. Mr Lacy was pleased.

‘Have you any children?’ he asked Smith.

‘Yes, one boy,’ said Smith, surprised. ‘He is eight years old and his name is Billy.’

‘Oh, I was hoping you had three or four children,’ said Mr Lacy, quite disappointed. ‘I wanted to send them each a toy. Well, as you’ve only one child, Smith, you must choose him a very, very nice toy. What do you think he would like?’

‘Oh, Mr Lacy, how kind of you!’ said Smith, surprised and pleased. ‘Well, there’s one thing my boy would be so pleased to have, and that’s a good clockwork engine. He’s just broken his, and he’s so miserable about it. It would be a real good turn to him if you’d let him have another engine.’

‘I want to do a good turn,’ said Mr Lacy, delighted. ‘See, here is the best clockwork engine in the shop, Smith, and take two carriages and a signal with it. Tell your boy I’m pleased to do him a good turn, and say to him: “Pass it on!”’

Smith was very anxious to get home that night. Whatever would Billy say when he saw what he had brought him! The little boy had been very sad over his broken engine, but now he would be happy. Smith did up the engine, the two carriages and the signal in a big parcel and ran home all the way that night!

‘You’re all hot and out of breath, Daddy!’ said Billy in surprise. ‘Why did you run?’

‘Because I have a lovely surprise for you!’ said his father, smiling. ‘Undo the parcel and look inside.’

When Billy saw the new train and fine signal he was overjoyed. ‘But did you buy it for me, Daddy?’ he asked.

‘No,’ said his father. ‘Mr Lacy said he wanted to do somebody a good turn, so he asked me to take this home for you. But he said I was to say to you: “Pass on the good turn!”’

Billy looked at his father in surprise and said: ‘Oh, how funny! That’s what I said to Wilfred the other day when I got his marble for him out of the cellar of that empty shop. Do you suppose it’s my good turn come back to me, Daddy?’

‘Well, that’s a funny thing!’ said his father. ‘I wonder if your good turn has been passed on from one to another and has come round to you again. We’ll find out! First of all you must ask Wilfred who it was that he did his good turn to.’

So the next day Billy asked Wilfred.

‘Oh, I picked up all the things that fell out when a lady’s bag fell open,’ said Wilfred. ‘I don’t know who she is, but I see her every day. We could ask her if she passed on my good turn, if you like.’

So they waited for her that day, and when she came down the road as usual, Wilfred stepped up to her and asked her very politely.

‘Oh, I remember!’ she said, smiling. ‘Yes, I did pass on the good turn! I helped an old woman across the busy road just there. It was just about this time of day, so maybe she is doing her shopping again. Look! I do believe that is the old lady over there! Yes, it is! We’ll go and ask her if she passed on the good turn.’

When they asked the old woman, she nodded her head and smiled. ‘Oh, yes,’ she said, ‘I did pass it on! Of course I did! I picked up all the washing when my next-door neighbour’s line broke.’

‘We’ll go and ask her if she passed on the good turn!’ said Billy, feeling very much excited. How wonderful that his good turn should have started so many others!

So they went with the old lady to Mrs Jones and asked her the great question – had she passed on the good turn?

‘Of course!’ she said. ‘I took some hot soup to the old man across the road. If you want to ask him about it, you will have to go to the toyshop in the next street. He will be there.’

Off they all went, Billy, Wilfred, and the young lady, who was just as excited as they were. Mr Lacy was in the shop, and when he was asked the question he nodded his head and said, yes.

‘I sent home an engine and two carriages and a signal to the little boy belonging to Smith, the man who works here,’ he said. ‘That’s how I passed on my good turn.’

‘And I’m the little boy!’ cried Billy. ‘So my good turn worked all the way round back to me! How marvellous! I must set it going again, because I’ve still got to pass it on! What fun!’

So the next day he set another good turn going, and said: ‘Pass it on, please!’ Isn’t it a fine idea! I’m going to do it too, aren’t you?





The Boy Who Heard Too Much

There was once a boy called Harold, who had very sharp ears. He heard a great many things he shouldn’t have heard, and he listened hard whenever he thought anyone was telling a secret.

He listened behind doors, too, which was a horrid thing to do. And sometimes he hid in the hedge and listened to what passers-by were saying, hoping that he would pick up a good secret.

His mother used to get angry with him.

‘Something will happen to you one day!’ she said. ‘And then you’ll be sorry you were such a nasty little listener!’

Something did happen as you will see! Poor silly Harold!

It happened one day that he was going through Windy Wood when he saw a bent old woman trotting along in front of him. It was Old Mother Two-Shoes, who was supposed to be as wise as anyone in the village. Where was she going?

Harold made up his mind to creep after her and see what she was going to do in the wood. Perhaps she was going to pick some strange herbs to make magic from. Perhaps she was going to dig up some hidden gold she kept in the wood!

But she didn’t do either of those things. No, she went trotting on, humming a little song without much tune, until she came to a small tumble-down cottage in the heart of the wood.

Harold was surprised to see it there for he didn’t know anyone lived in the wood. Aha, he was going to learn something about Mother Two-Shoes!

The old woman knocked at the door. Someone opened it and she went in. Harold saw the door shut, and he was disappointed. He couldn’t hear much with the door shut! But the window was open – if he crept underneath that he might be able to hear what Mother Two-­Shoes was talking about to the person who lived quite alone in the heart of the wood.

So he crept up to the window and bent down underneath. He pricked up his ears and listened hard.

‘And how are you keeping, Goody?’ he heard Mother Two-Shoes say. ‘See, I’ve brought you a fine medicine, and a pound of my best butter.’

‘I’m better, thank you,’ he heard a quavering old voice say. ‘Make some tea, Mother Two-­Shoes. The kettle’s on the boil.’

Mother Two-Shoes took down a teapot and poured some boiling water inside to warm it. Then, taking it to the window she flung the hot water out, meaning to put in the tea-leaves and make the tea.

And, of course, the hot water fell straight on to Harold, bending down under the window. It gave him such a shock that he yelled out:

‘Oooooh!’

‘My goodness, whatever’s that!’ said Mother Two-Shoes, startled.
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