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3

THE THRUSH AND HIS ANVIL


I

t was a lovely spring morning. The birds were singing and the 

sun shone into Jane’s room so brightly that she woke up early 

and jumped out of bed without waiting for her mother to come 

and call her.


I must go out and see how my plants are getting on,she thought. We have had so many wet days lately that I have not been out in the garden for quite a long time. I’ll go before breakfast, while it is fi ne.

She dressed quickly and ran out into the garden. The air 
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STORIES FOR EVERY SEASON

smelt warm and moist after the rain.

Jane had a little piece of garden of her own that she looked after with special care, and she hoped to find that her plants had grown quite big. So they had, but – oh dear! – nearly every leaf had a piece bitten off it! Jane was most upset. She ran round the rest of the garden, and found that Daddy’s plants were just the same. Lots of his young lettuces were eaten too.

She rushed back to the house and burst into the dining room where her parents and her brother Peter were sitting down to breakfast.

‘Daddy,’ she cried, ‘something is eating all our young plants! Something big too – not just a caterpillar or a grub.’

‘It’s probably the snails,’ said her father. ‘After all, they have about fourteen thousand teeth on their tongues, you know. They can do a lot of damage in one night! And there are generally a lot of them about after rain.’

‘Gracious, have snails got teeth on their tongues?’ said Peter. ‘I never knew that. Fourteen thousand teeth – why, their tongues must be like rasps then!’

‘They are,’ said Father, ‘like files. Of course, they are not the kind of teeth you and I have, Peter! But they are very 
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THE THRUSH AND HIS ANVIL

strong, and a snail can eat most of a young plant in a night, using his ribbon tongue.’

‘But doesn’t he wear it out?’ asked Jane.

‘Yes, but it is always growing,’ said Father.

‘Well, what are we to do about our snails?’ asked Jane. ‘We can’t let them eat everything in the garden. There must be dozens of them about.’

‘Finish your breakfast,’ said her father, ‘and then we will go and look at the damage.’

They were soon out in the garden and looking at the plants.Suddenly Father stopped and pointed to something.

‘Look at that!’ he said. ‘We needn’t worry much about your plague of snails. Somebody else knows about them and is dealing with them. See that stone? That is the thrush’s anvil – the place he comes to when he has caught a snail and wants to smash its shell.’

The children saw a flint beside the path. Round it were scattered many fragments of broken shell.

‘Did the thrush really have the sense to come and use this stone for an anvil?’ said Peter, half doubtful.

‘Well, come into the summerhouse here and we’ll watch,’ 
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STORIES FOR EVERY SEASON

said Father. ‘It’s always better to see a thing for yourself than to hear about it second-hand. Come along.’

They sat down in the summerhouse and waited. They didn’t have to wait long. Soon a thrush with a speckled breast fl ew down to the stone.
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THE THRUSH AND HIS ANVIL

‘He’s got a snail in his beak!’ whispered Jane.

So he had. Then he began to deal with the snail. He struck it hard on the stone anvil again and again. Tap, tap, tap, tap! Tap, tap, tap, tap!

‘I’ve often heard that noise before and I didn’t know what it was!’ whispered Peter. ‘Now I shall know it’s a thrush using his anvil!’

The thrush worked hard. The snail shell was strong and it wouldn’t break. The thrush beat it down with all his might. Crack!

‘It’s broken!’ said Jane. ‘Now he can get at the soft body inside. He’s eating the snail, Daddy.’

‘Poor snail!’ said Peter. ‘But he shouldn’t eat our lettuces!’‘Clever thrush!’ said their father, getting up. ‘Well, I think you can leave him to deal with your snails, don’t you?’
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GILLIAN AND THE LAMB


O

‘I shall take my doll Betty with me,’ she said to her mother. 

‘She has had a bad cold, and the sunny air will do her good. I 

shan’t be long, Mummy.’


nce upon a time Gillian went down to the farm to fetch some eggs all by herself.

So Gillian tucked her doll up well, put her purse with the egg money under the cover of the pram, and set out down the lane, feeling rather proud to think she was out by herself.

She went over the bridge and peeped at the brown stream 
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GILLIAN AND THE LAMB

underneath. She saw a great many white daisies in the grass, and some early buttercups. She heard a lark singing so high up in the sky that she couldn’t see him at all.

‘I hope you are enjoying this nice walk,’ she said to Betty, her doll, who was sitting up with her woolly hat on her curly hair.

Soon Gillian came to the farm. There were so many hens running about that she had to be quite careful where she wheeled her doll’s pram. They said ‘Cluck, cluck!’ to her in loud, cheerful voices, and she said ‘Cluck cluck!’ back. It was easy to talk hen language.

She wheeled her pram up to the farm door. She knocked. Nobody came. She knocked again, a bit harder this time. Still nobody came.

‘Oh dear!’ said Gillian. ‘That means no one is in – and I shall have to go home without the eggs. What a pity!’

So she set off home again. She had just passed the field where the big haystack stood when she saw something moving in the hedge. She stopped to see what it was.

‘Oh, it’s a tiny baby lamb!’ said Gillian in surprise. ‘It’s escaped from the field. Go back, lamb! If you don’t, a car may come along and knock you down.’
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But the lamb wouldn’t go back. It came limping over to Gillian, and then she saw that it had torn its leg on the barbed wire that ran along the hedges there. She knelt down and looked at the leg.

‘When I hurt my leg, I have it bathed and some good stuff put on it,’ said Gillian. ‘Your mother sheep can’t do that – but perhaps she will lick it better if you go back to her. Look – there she is, peeping through the hedge at you!’

Sure enough there was a big mother sheep putting her head through the hole in the hedge, baaing loudly. Gillian picked up the tiny lamb and carried it back to the hole – but it wouldn’t go through it! It kept limping back to Gillian.

‘Whatever shall I do with you, lamb?’ she said. ‘I can’t leave  you here in the lane. And you won’t go back to your mother. And there is no one at the farm this morning to look after you.’

She stared at the lamb and the lamb stared back at Gillian, ‘Maa-aa-aa!’ said the lamb in a small, high voice, and it wriggled its tail like a hazel catkin on the hedge.

‘I shall take you home to my own mother,’ said Gillian. ‘She is kind and will know what to do with you. She will make your leg better.’
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GILLIAN AND THE LAMB

‘Maa-aa-aa!’ said the lamb.

‘Come along then,’ said Gillian. ‘Walk close behind me, lamb.’ 

But the lamb wouldn’t. It just stood there in the middle of the lane, maaing and wriggling its tail.

‘Well, really, I don’t know what to do with you!’ said Gilllian. And then an idea came into her head. Of course! She could wheel the lamb in her pram! It was quite small enough to go in.
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STORIES FOR EVERY SEASON

So she picked up the tiny lamb, and put it gently in the pram beside Betty, the doll. ‘I’m afraid you will be a bit squashed, Betty,’ said Gillian. ‘But I can’t help it. Lie down, lamb. I’ll cover you up nicely.’

The lamb was surprised to find himself in a pram. He lay quite still. Gillian covered him up. She tucked him in well in case he wriggled loose. ‘Maa-aa-aa!’ said the lamb, and he sniffed at Betty, the doll.

Gillian wheeled the pram up the lane. She met Mr Logs, the woodman. ‘Good morning,’ he said. ‘And how’s your doll today?’

‘She’s a bit squashed because she’s sharing the pram with a lamb,’ said Gillian. Mr Logs bent to see – and when he saw the little lamb looking at him, how he laughed!

‘That’s a funny sight!’ he said. ‘Well, well, well!’

Then Gillian met Mrs Thimble, who did sewing for lots of people. ‘Good morning, Gillian,’ she said. ‘And how’s your doll today?’

‘She’s a bit squashed because she’s sharing the pram with a lamb,’ said Gillian. Mrs Thimble bent down to see, and how she laughed when the little lamb said ‘Maa-aa-aa!’ to her.

‘No, I’mnot your ma-aa-aa!’ she said. ‘I can hear your ma 
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GILLIAN AND THE LAMB

baaing for you in the fi eld!’

‘Oh, there’s my mummy!’ said Gillian. ‘I must go and show her my lamb. Goodbye!’

She wheeled the pram in at the gate of Old Thatch. Her mother was weeding a bed nearby. She called her.

‘Mummy! Here’s a lamb with a hurt leg! It wouldn’t go back into its field – and there’s no one at the farm – so I’ve brought it home for you to mend.’

Her mother stood up in astonishment and looked for the lamb. She didn’t think of looking into the pram!

‘Where isthe lamb?’ she said.

‘Maa-aa-aa!’ said the lamb, waving one of its feet over the pram cover. How Gillian’s mother laughed! She laughed and she laughed to see the lamb lying in the pram with Betty, the doll.

‘Whatever will you do next, Gillian?’ she said. She took the lamb out of the pram and looked at its leg.

‘Go and get me a basin of water,’ she said. So Gillian ran off. Very soon the lamb’s leg was washed and some good stuff put on it. It wasn’t very bad. It didn’t even need a bandage, though Gillian badly wanted to put one on.

Just then the farmer’s wife came by the gate, home from 
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shopping, and she looked in. How surprised she was to see the lamb in the garden of Old Thatch!

Gillian told her all about it, and the farmer’s wife laughed when she heard about the lamb being wheeled in the pram.

‘Thank you for being so kind as to look after it for me,’ she said to Gillian. ‘I’ll carry it back to the field now, and mend the fence.’

So she did – but always after that, when Gillian went down the lane, the little lamb watched for her and maa-ed to her. It put its tiny head through the hedge, and you may be sure that Gillian always stopped to rub its little black nose!
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A LITTLE BIT OF MAGIC


F

anny had been reading a book of fairy tales. My goodness, 

the magic there was in Fairyland! The way wizards changed 

people into different things – and the way that spells were 

worked and magic done – it was wonderful!


‘Oh, Mummy!’ she said when she had finished the book. ‘I wish I could see some magic. But I don’t believe there is any nowadays. Things don’t change suddenly into something else – there don’t seem to be any spells about at all.’

‘Well, I can show you something that seems like magic,’ said 
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