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Fireworks in Fairyland

Once upon a time there lived in Fairyland a number of little workmen, all dressed in bright green. They had very long legs and very sleepy eyes, and they sat in the grass all day to do their work.

They were the fairies’ knife-grinders, and whenever a fairy wanted her knife sharpened you could hear the buuzz-z-z of the blunt knife held against the little grindstone that each workman had by him.
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The fairies used to bring their knives each morning early, and then, as they were being sharpened, they sat on toadstools and talked.

‘The North Wind is in a terrible temper today,’ said one. ‘I met him just now.’

‘Ah!’ said one of the knife-grinders. ‘I know why. It’s because the late roses came out yesterday in the Queen’s garden, and she won’t let the North Wind blow till they’re over!’

‘And he says he must blow, else he’ll burst himself with keeping all his breath in,’ went on another workman, stopping his grinding because he was so interested.

‘Yesterday I saw Hoo, the White Owl, and he told me a lovely story about those three naughty little gnomes, Ding, Dong, and Dell,’ began another fairy.

‘Oh, do tell us!’ begged all the workmen, stopping work at once to listen.

The fairy told them the story, and the workmen forgot all about their knives. When the story came to an end the sun was high in the sky, and it was nearly twelve o’clock.

‘Oh, I’m so sleepy!’ yawned a knife-grinder, lying down on his back.

‘I can’t finish these knives!’ said another, and fell asleep beside his grindstone.

There those lazy little workmen slept soundly until four o’clock, when the Fairy Queen happened to come along, bringing a crowd of elves with her.

‘Oh, your Majesty, look here!’ cried one, pointing to a sleeping workman. ‘He’s fast asleep, and it’s only four o’clock!’

‘How disgraceful!’ exclaimed the Queen. ‘And look at all those blunt knives! They ought to have been sharpened long ago! Does this often happen?’

‘We don’t know,’ answered the elves, ‘but Hoo, the White Owl, lives near here, and could tell you.’

So Hoo was called and flew silently down to the Queen.

‘Yes, your Majesty,’ he said, in answer to her question, ‘they are good little workmen, but terribly lazy. They are for ever talking with the fairies, and going to sleep any hour of the day.’

‘Wake them up,’ commanded the Queen to her elves. ‘I can’t stop to scold them, but you may stay behind and do it for me.’

The Queen flew on and left some of her elves behind.

‘We’ll give them a fright,’ whispered the elves. Then each elf flew down beside a workman and shouted a most tremendous shout in his ear. Then, quick as lightning, they hid themselves behind toadstools.

You should have seen those workmen jump! They all woke up at once, nearly jumped out of their skins, and looked all round in great terror.

‘What was it?’ they all cried.

Out came the elves from behind the toadstools, looking very stern.

‘The Queen has just passed,’ they said, ‘and found you all asleep with your work not done. She is very cross indeed!’

But the workmen hardly listened. ‘Was it you who woke us up like that?’ they asked, looking very fierce.

‘Yes, it was, and it serves you right!’ answered the elves.

‘Then you are very unkind, and we’ll pull your ears!’ shouted the workmen, rushing at the elves. But, quick as thought, they spread their wings, and flew away, laughing at the angry little knife-grinders.

‘It’s a shame!’ stormed one. ‘Those horrid little elves are always playing tricks on us and making us jump!’

‘Can’t we pay them back somehow and give them a fright?’ asked another.

‘Yes, let’s! How could we make them jump just like they made us?’

‘I’ve got a glorious idea!’ said another. ‘Let’s go to the world of boys and girls and get some fireworks. It’s November 5th tomorrow and there will be plenty about.’

‘Yes, and go to the palace and play tricks on those elves with them!’ cried all the other workmen, looking really excited.

So it was all arranged. Two workmen were sent off to get rockets, Catherine Wheels, Golden Rain, and jumping squibs from our world. They soon came back with a big sack full of them, and the knife-grinders made all their plans.

Next morning a message came to them from the Queen, saying they must all go to the palace that day, as she was holding a great party and dance for her elves, and wanted all the knives sharpened.

‘That’s better still!’ cried the workmen, and hurried off at once.

They sharpened all the knives very quickly and then asked if they could help lay the table for the feast, and polish the floor for the dancing.

‘Certainly!’ answered the Head Steward. ‘You are very good to help us.’

So those knife-grinders slipped into the banqueting hall, and began preparing their tricks. They put some crackers in the dishes of sweets and chocolates and some in the middle of a big ice-cream pudding.

‘I’m going to put Golden Rain fireworks among all these flowers round the hall!’ called a busy workman. ‘The elves always smell the flowers!’

‘And I’m pinning Catherine Wheels on to the wall!’ chuckled another. ‘The elves won’t know what they are, and they’ll be sure to poke about and see!’

‘Look, do look! I’ve had a glorious idea! I’ve tied rockets to the front legs of every chair! Won’t those elves jump?’ called another knife-grinder, looking most delighted.

‘Isn’t it lovely? Won’t they be cross? They will be sorry they made us jump!’ called all the workmen.

‘Now we’d better hide somewhere and watch. We’ll go behind those big curtains. Have you all got squibs in your pockets?’ asked the biggest workman.

‘Yes,’ answered the rest.

‘Now, all be quiet whilst I say some magic. We shall have to use some to make the fireworks go off directly anyone touches them.’

Everyone was quiet, and the leader sang some strange words.

‘There!’ he said. ‘Now, directly anyone touches those hidden fireworks, they’ll all go off bang! Let’s go and hide.’

The knife-grinders ran behind the long curtains, and there they waited till the guests came in to the party.

Soon the elves arrived, all in beautiful dresses and shiny wings. Then came the Queen, and gave the signal for the feast to begin.

Everything went well until an elf asked for some ice-cream pudding. For directly the Head Steward began to put a spoon into it, there came a most tremendous noise!

Crack! Splutter-crack!! Bang!!!

It was the cracker inside the pudding, gone off directly it was touched!

‘Oh, oh! What is it?’ gasped the Head Steward, looking very astonished.

Then suddenly—

Crack! Bang! Crack!

The elves were helping themselves to chocolates and sweets, and the crackers in the dishes were exploding!

How those elves jumped! And how the naughty little workmen laughed, behind the curtain.

‘Someone has been playing tricks,’ said the Queen, looking rather stern. ‘If you have all finished, get down, and we will start dancing.’

The elves got down, and went into the dancing hall. The workmen followed, making sure no one saw them, and hid behind the curtains there.

‘What glorious flowers!’ cried the elves, and bent to smell the wonderful roses round the walls.

Fizzle-fizzle-fizz! Whizz-z-z!

Out shot Golden Rain, directly the fairies smelt the roses!

‘Oh, what is it?’ they cried, falling over one another in their haste to get away. ‘It must be some new sort of caterpillar! Ugh, how horrid!’

‘Yes, and what are those funny curly things on the walls?’ asked the Queen.

An elf went up to a Catherine Wheel and poked it with his finger.

Whirr-r-r-r! Whirr-r-r-r!

The wheel spun round and round and shot off sparks!

‘Oh, it’s alive! it’s alive! What is it, what is it?’ shouted the elves, crowding together in frightened astonishment.

‘Never mind,’ said the Queen, looking sterner than ever. ‘Begin your dancing.’

The elves began dancing round the room.

‘Throw your jumping squibs on the floor!’ whispered the biggest workman. ‘That will make the elves jump!’

Quickly the squibs were thrown on the floor of the hall.

Crack! Splutter-jump! Crack! Jump!!
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Those squibs were jumping all over the place!

‘Oh! Get off my toe, you horrid thing!’

‘Goodness me! Go away, go away!’

‘Oh, oh, what are they? They jump us and won’t let us dance!’

The elves were really frightened.

‘Go and sit down,’ commanded the Queen, ‘and I will find out who has done these naughty things.’

The elves went to the chairs round the hall and sat down.

Whizz-z-z! Whoosh-sh-sh! Bang!!!

All the rockets tied to the chairs shot up in the air directly they were touched by the elves!

‘Oh, oh!’ cried the elves, nearly jumping out of their skins with fright.

‘Keep where you are,’ called the Queen, ‘and see what else happens.’

Nothing happened, and the elves began to feel more comfortable.

‘Lord High Chamberlain,’ commanded the Queen, in a dreadfully stern voice, ‘go and look behind those curtains over there.’

The Lord High Chamberlain stepped across and pulled the curtains aside.

And there were all the naughty little green workmen, looking very frightened indeed!

‘Come here,’ said the Queen.

They all came and stood in front of her throne.

‘What do you mean by playing such naughty tricks on my elves?’ she demanded.

‘Please, your Majesty, they made us jump the other day, so we thought we’d make them jump,’ answered the biggest workman.

‘You know quite well that that’s not the right thing to do at all,’ said the Queen. ‘I am quite ashamed of you. You are not fit to be in Fairyland. You have spoilt our party and frightened all my elves.’

‘Oh, please, we are sorry now,’ sobbed the workmen, feeling very miserable.

‘You don’t do your work well and you are lazy,’ said the Queen. ‘I think it would do you good to do some jumping and stretch those long legs of yours a bit. I am going to punish you, and perhaps you will remember another time that I will have no one in my kingdom who does not do his work well and beautifully.’

‘Please let us sharpen the fairies’ knives for them,’ begged the knife-grinders. ‘We really will do it beautifully now.’

‘Very well, you may still do that,’ said the Queen, ‘and as you are so fond of making people jump, you had better jump a lot too.’

She waved her wand.

And every little workman there turned into a green grasshopper!

‘Go into the fields,’ said the Queen, ‘and do your work properly.’

All the green grasshoppers turned to go, stretched their long legs, and jumped out of the hall! Hop and a jump, and a jump, and out they went into the fields.

They still sharpen the fairies’ knives for them, and you can hear their grindstones buzzing in the summer somewhere down in the grass. And when you see them hopping you will know why it is they jump instead of run!

Fireworks are forbidden in Fairyland, now, and I really don’t wonder at it, do you?




Betty’s Adventure

There was once upon a time a little girl who didn’t believe in fairies. ‘But, Betty, there are fairies, because I’ve seen them,’ said her brother Bobby.

‘Pooh! You’re telling stories!’ answered Betty crossly. ‘There aren’t fairies, or gnomes, or elves, or anything like that, so you couldn’t have seen any!’

Now the magical brownies heard her say this, and they determined to teach her a lesson.

‘What can we do to show her she’s wrong?’ asked one.

‘Don’t you think it would be rather funny if we took her to the middle of Fairyland, where there’s crowds of fairies and elves, and see what she says when she sees them?’ laughed a merry little brownie.

‘Yes, yes! Let’s!’ cried the others. So they made their plans and waited.

One day Betty was out for a walk by herself, when she saw a big notice up, which said: ‘PLEASE DO NOT WALK THIS WAY.’

‘How stupid!’ said Betty. ‘It doesn’t look like a proper notice. I believe it’s only a joke. Anyway, I shall go that way!’

‘We thought she would! We thought she would!’ chuckled the brownies, who had put up the notice and were hiding in the bushes.

Betty walked past the notice, and down a little lane. She came to a stream, and by the side of the bank rocked a little golden boat.

‘There’s no one here! I’ll just get in and see how it feels to rock up and down like that!’ said Betty. She jumped into the boat and sat down.

Out sprang the brownies, gave the boat a push, and ran back laughing.

Betty didn’t see the brownies, and suddenly felt the boat jerk. Then it floated out into midstream, and began going down the river!

‘Oh! Oh! Stop! Stop!’ cried Betty, feeling frightened. But the boat wouldn’t stop. It went by magic. Betty had no oars, and could do nothing.

Presently it passed cottages on each side. Old women in pointed black hats stood at the doors.

‘They look just like witches in Bobby’s storybook,’ thought Betty, ‘but I know they can’t be.’

On and on the boat went, until Betty, tired with the sun, fell fast asleep. At last the boat stopped with a bump, and Betty woke up. She found the boat had stopped by some steps, so she got out and ran up them.
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‘Wherever am I?’ she thought. Then she stared in astonishment. She saw a fairy dressed in blue, with long blue wings, coming towards her.

‘It can’t be a fairy!’ thought Betty. ‘It must be somebody dressed up for fun.’

‘Welcome to Fairyland!’ said the fairy.

‘Don’t be silly!’ said Betty. ‘There isn’t such a place. And what are you dressed up like that for? Is there a fancy-dress party?’

The fairy looked puzzled. ‘No,’ she said, ‘I’m not dressed up. I’m just a fairy!’

‘You’re telling stories!’ said Betty rudely. ‘I shan’t speak to you any more!’ She walked on by herself, turned a corner, and came straight into a noisy market-place, full of fairies, elves, brownies, and gnomes.

‘It is a fancy-dress party!’ said Betty. ‘Oh dear! I wish I’d got a fancy dress too, and had been invited!’

‘Buy a magic spell?’ asked a little brown gnome, running up to her with a tray full of curious packages.

‘Oh, don’t be silly!’ said Betty, getting really cross. ‘I know you’re not real, so you needn’t pretend to be! There aren’t any fairies!’

All at once there fell a great silence. No one spoke, but everyone turned and looked at Betty in astonishment. Then a grandly dressed fairy, with great wings, stepped over to her.

‘You must be making a mistake,’ she said. ‘You’re in Fairyland, you know, and we think it is very bad manners, besides being very stupid, to say there aren’t any fairies when you are surrounded by them.’

Betty began to feel alarmed. After all, it didn’t really look like a fancy-dress party! Perhaps Bobby was right, and there were fairies!

But Betty was an obstinate little girl, and she hated to say she was wrong.

‘I don’t care what you say!’ she said. ‘I don’t believe in fairies!’

The crowd round her looked angry.

‘Call for Giant Putemright!’ shouted someone, ‘and put her in prison till she’s a bit more polite!’

Betty felt frightened. She looked round for a way to escape, but there was none. Suddenly there was a shout!

‘Here comes Giant Putemright!’

Betty looked and saw a great giant lumbering down the street. She saw everyone was looking at him, and not at her, and she turned and ran away as fast as she could. She ran and ran and ran, till she had no breath left. Then she turned and looked back. Far away she could see a crowd of little people, but they were going a different way.

‘They won’t catch me after all!’ said Betty, sinking down on the grass for a rest. ‘Oh dear! I don’t like this adventure. I wish I’d never said I didn’t believe in fairies. Why, here’s hundreds and hundreds of them; all sorts!’

Just then she heard a little puffing noise. She looked up, and saw near by her a pair of railway lines, and over them was coming a tiny little train. It stopped near her, and the driver leaned out.

‘Are you waiting for the train?’ he called. ‘We’re going to the Glittering Palace.’

Betty jumped up. Yes! She would get in the train, then if the fairies tried to find her any more, she would be far away!

She scrambled into a little carriage and sat down on one of the cushions on the floor. There was a elf on another one, but he took no notice of her. The train whistled and went on again.

‘What lovely country!’ thought Betty as they went through fields of wonderful flowers and past gardens filled with roses.

‘Oh! That’s the Glittering Palace!’ said Betty, as they came in sight of a great shining palace, with turrets and pinnacles gleaming in the sun.

The train stopped and Betty jumped out. ‘I’d better ask the way home,’ she thought. She went up to the driver.

‘Could you tell me the way out of Fairyland?’ she asked.

‘No, I couldn’t,’ said the driver. ‘But if you go and ask at the Glittering Palace, I dare say someone would tell you.’ He blew the engine’s whistle, waved to her, and drove away.

Betty made her way to the Glittering Palace. She came at last to some great open gates. There was no one to speak to, so she went through them and up a great flight of steps. At the top she came to a big hall, hung with wonderful blue curtains.

‘My goodness!’ whispered Betty, stopping. ‘Why, I do believe that’s the Fairy Queen on that throne that Bobby talks about such a lot.’

Sure enough it was! Around her was a crowd of fairies, and elves, all chattering excitedly.

‘Silence!’ said the Queen. ‘Sylfai, you tell me what all this excitement is about.’

‘If you please, your Majesty,’ said Sylfai, ‘there’s a horrid little girl come to Fairyland, who doesn’t believe in us! She’s run away from us, and we thought we ought to come and tell you, so we all flew straight here!’

‘Oh! Oh! There she is! There she is!’ shouted an elf, pointing at poor Betty. She turned to run, but this time she was not quick enough, and the gnomes surrounded her, and dragged her to the Queen.

‘Please! Please! I do believe in fairies!’ wept Betty. ‘I’m sorry I said I didn’t.’

The Queen looked grave. ‘You’re a silly little girl,’ she said. ‘Because you can’t leave Fairyland now! No one is allowed to if she comes here and disbelieves!’

‘Isn’t there any way of going back?’ asked Betty. ‘I didn’t mean to come.’

‘Yes, there’s just one way,’ said the Queen. ‘And that is this: If you know anyone who really does believe in fairies, and loves them, he can take you back!’

‘Oh, Bobby does, Bobby does!’ cried Betty. ‘Please bring him here!’

The Queen looked at her. ‘Are you quite sure he does?’ she asked. ‘Because we don’t want two people here who don’t believe.’

‘Yes, he does, he’s always talking about you, and how he loves you!’ said Betty.

The Queen turned to a gnome.

‘Go and fetch Bobby!’ she commanded. He sped off.

‘Let’s have a dance while we’re waiting,’ said a fairy. And they all began dancing in the hall, while the Queen looked on. Suddenly Betty gave a cry of delight.

‘Bobby! Bobby!’ she called.

And there was dear old Bobby, coming up the hall with the little gnome. He looked delighted to be with the fairies, but most astonished to find Betty there.

Betty told him all her adventures and begged him to take her home again.

‘Of course I will, if the Queen will let me,’ he answered.

‘Yes, take Betty home!’ said the Queen. ‘She has learnt her lesson, but I am sorry she has not had a happy time in Fairyland. Still, it was her own fault. Will you bring her again, Bobby, the next time we have a party, and we’ll try to make her love us, as well as believe in us.’

‘I’d love to!’ said Bobby, smiling in delight. ‘What fun! Now then, Betty, hold on to me! I know the way home. Shut your eyes, turn round twice—One, two, three!’ and down came a great wind, picked them up and set them down in their very own garden.

Betty rubbed her eyes. ‘Oh, Bobby!’ she said. ‘I’m so glad you fetched me. I’ll always love the fairies now, and oh! won’t it be fun to go to their next party?’

‘Let’s go and tell Mummy,’ said Bobby excitedly. ‘My word, what an adventure!’




Bufo’s One-Legged Stool

Once upon a time the King of Fairyland called all his fairy subjects to his palace. They came flying and running in great excitement, wondering why his Majesty should want them.

The King sat on his beautiful, shining throne, waiting until every fairy was there. Then he held up his hand for silence and spoke to them.

‘Fairy-folk,’ he began, ‘once every year a prize is given to the fairy who thinks of the cleverest idea to make the world more beautiful. Last year, you remember, Morfael won the prize with his golden polish for the buttercups.’

‘Yes, we remember!’ shouted the fairies.

‘Well, this year, I’m going to make a change,’ said the King. ‘I am going to give the prize to the one who thinks, not of the cleverest idea, but of the most useful! And please tell the rabbits and frogs and birds about it, because it’s quite likely they would think of a good idea just as much as you fairy-folk.’

Well, the fairies were most excited. They rushed off telling everyone about it.

‘I’m going to think hard for a whole week!’ said one.

‘And I’m going to use some old magic that will tell me the most useful thing in the world!’ said another.

‘Let’s go and tell all the animals,’ shouted a third.

So they visited the grey rabbits and told them. They called out the news to the grasshoppers. They gave the message to Hoo, the White Owl of Fairyland, and he promised to tell all the other birds.

‘Now I do believe we’ve told everyone!’ said the fairies.

‘No, we haven’t. What about ugly old Bufo the Toad, who lives on the edge of Fairyland?’ asked an elf.

‘Pooh! What’s the good of telling him?’ cried a pixie scornfully. ‘He’s so stupid and ugly, he’d never think of any good idea. Leave him alone!’

But it happened that next door to Bufo lived a brownie called Bron. He had decided to make a beautiful scarf for fairies to wear when the wind was cold. He thought it would be most useful. He was making it of spiders’ webs and thistledown, and as he sat in his little garden at work, he sang a little song:

 

‘Oh! I am very wise,

I’m sure to win the prize,

And when I’ve won the prize, you’ll see

How very, very pleased I’ll be!’

 

Bufo the Toad kept hearing him sing this and at last he got so curious that he crawled out of his cottage and asked Bron what prize he was singing about.

Bron told him. ‘The King’s giving a prize to anyone bringing him the most useful idea this year!’ he explained. ‘Why don’t you try, Bufo?’

‘I’m so clumsy!’ said Bufo. ‘But I’d like to try all the same. Yes, I think I will.’

‘I’m making a wonderful scarf for when it’s cold!’ said Bron proudly. ‘It’s made of cobwebs and thistledown!’

‘My! You are clever!’ said Bufo. ‘Now I’m going indoors and try to think of something myself!’

He waddled indoors. His cottage was very strange inside. Bufo was so fat and heavy that he had broken all the chairs and his sofa, through sitting on them too hard! So there were none in his cottage at all. He had a big table, and as he really did want something to sit on, he had made himself one large stool. He was so stupid at making things, that he thought he had better give his stool just one large fat leg in the middle. He was afraid that if he tried to make three legs to it like Bron’s smart little stool, he would never get them the same length. So inside his cottage there was only one table and a strange one-legged stool.
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Bufo the Toad climbed up on to his stool, shut his great yellow eyes, and thought!

At last he opened his eyes. ‘I’ve got an idea!’ he cried. ‘I’ll make an eiderdown of pink rose petals! That will be a most useful thing, and it will smell lovely!’

So he hopped out into his garden and collected all the largest rose petals he could find. Then he begged some spider-thread from a spider friend and began.

But poor Bufo was clumsy. He kept breaking the spider’s thread, and the wind blew half his rose petals away.

‘Ha, ha!’ laughed the rude little brownie. ‘Ha, ha! Bufo! It really is a funny sight to see a great toad sewing rose petals! Don’t you worry your stupid old head! I’m going to win the prize, I tell you!’

But Bufo wouldn’t give up. He went and sat on his stool again and thought. He thought for three days before he found another idea.

That was really rather a good one. He caught a little pink cloud, and decided to stuff a pillow with it. He thought it would be so lovely and soft for fairies’ heads.

Bron laughed to see Bufo poking the pink cloud into a big white pillowcase with his great fingers. He called his friends and they came and watched Bufo and teased him.

‘Poke it a bit harder, Bufo!’ they called over the fence. ‘It’s a naughty little cloud, isn’t it? It won’t let you win the prize.’

Bufo took no notice for a whole day. Then he suddenly got angry, left the half-stuffed pillow on the grass, and hopped to the fence to smack the rude little brownies.

But alas! As soon as the half-stuffed pillow had no one to hold it, the little pink cloud began to rise in the air, to go back to the sky, and it took Bufo’s lovely pillow-case with it!

‘Oh, oh, now look what you’ve made me do!’ wept Bufo, trying to jump into the air and catch the pillow. But he couldn’t, and the naughty little brownies laughed harder than ever.

Bufo went and sat on his stool again. This time he thought for six weeks. When another idea came, he was so stiff with sitting that he could hardly jump off his stool.

‘I’ll make some wonderful blue paint, to paint the Queen’s carriage with!’ he decided. ‘I know it wants repainting, so that will be useful.’

He lumbered off with a huge sack. He got the dawn fairies to give him a scraping off the blue of the sky. He asked the blue butterflies for a little powder off their wings. He took one bluebell flower and one harebell. Then he lumbered home again with his sack full of all these things.

When he got indoors, he took a blue shadow, mixed it with honey and water, and poured it into a large paint-pot. Then he emptied his sack into it, and stirred everything up well.

‘It’s the most glorious blue paint ever I saw!’ said Bufo, very pleased. ‘This will be useful, I know.’

Now the next day was the day the King had arranged to hold a meeting to judge all the ideas, and everyone in Fairyland was most excited. When the day came, Bufo put his paint outside his cottage door, all ready to take, and then began tidying himself up. Suddenly he heard a terrible yell from Bron, his next door neighbour.

‘Help! Help! Arran the Spider is stealing my lovely scarf!’

Bufo rushed out to help, and saw Arran running off with Bron’s scarf. He quickly stopped the spider, and took the scarf away.

‘He stole some of my thread,’ grumbled Arran, running off, frightened. ‘I thought I’d come and punish him!’

‘Oh, thank you for helping me,’ cried Bron. ‘If he’d taken my scarf, I wouldn’t be able to win the prize.’

‘Yes, but it’s wrong to take Arran’s thread, if he didn’t want you to,’ said Bufo severely. ‘You ought to say you’re sorry to him, and give it back!’

He waddled back to his cottage, but, oh! he quite forgot he had put his pot of blue paint outside the door. He walked straight into it, and splish-splash! clitter-clatter! It was all upset.

‘Oh! Oh! My beautiful paint!’ wept Bufo. ‘I’ve spilt it all, and there’s no more time to think of other ideas!’

Some fairies passing by stopped to listen.

‘You must take something, Bufo,’ they called mischievously. ‘The King will be cross with you if you don’t.’

Bufo believed them. ‘Oh dear! Will he really? But what shall I do? I’ve nothing else but my stool and a table!’

‘Take the stool, Bufo!’ laughed the fairies, flying on.

So poor old Bufo the Toad went indoors and fetched his one-legged stool, and joined the crowd of flying fairies. How they laughed to see him waddling along carrying a big one-legged stool.

At last they all reached the palace, and the King soon came to hear and to see the useful ideas that the fairy-folk had brought.

‘Here’s a wonderful necklace made of raindrops!’ cried a fairy, kneeling before the King.

‘It is beautiful, but not useful!’ answered the King gently. ‘Try again.’

‘Here’s a new sort of polish for the sunset sky!’ said the next fairy.

The King looked at it. ‘That’s no better than the one we use now,’ he said. ‘Next, please.’

Fairy after fairy came, and rabbits and birds and other animals.

Some had beautiful ideas that weren’t useful, some had stupid ideas, and some had good ones.

At last Bron’s turn came. He showed his beautiful scarf.

‘It is lovely, Bron,’ said the King, ‘but it is not warm enough to be useful. Also I know you have been unkind to Bufo, and you took Arran’s thread without asking. I am not pleased with you. Go away, and do better!’

Bron hung his head and crept away, blushing and ashamed.

At last everyone had shown their ideas, except Bufo. He crawled up to the King and put his one-legged stool down.

‘I thought of many ideas, but they all got spoilt,’ he said. ‘Is this one any use? It is a good strong stool, easy to make, and quite nice-looking.’

The King looked at it thoughtfully. Then the Queen leaned forward and spoke.

‘Don’t you think, Oberon,’ she said, ‘that it is just the thing we want to put in the woods for fairy seats? Think how easy, too, they would be to put up in a ring for a dance!’

‘Well now, so they would!’ said the King. ‘It really is just what we want. It is certainly the most useful idea we’ve had given to us today. We could grow these one-legged stools by magic in the woods, and use them for tables or for stools!’
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‘Then we’ll give Bufo the prize!’ said the Queen. ‘Three cheers for Bufo!’

How surprised the fairies were to see ugly old Bufo win the prize! And oh! how delighted Bufo was! He could hardly believe his ears. He almost cried with joy. He was given a little golden crown to wear, and though he certainly looked rather strange in it, he didn’t mind a bit, because he was so very proud of having won it!

One-legged stools were put all about the woods that very day, and they have been used ever since by fairy-folk. Sometimes you find them growing in a ring, and then you’ll know there has been a dance the night before.

They are still called toadstools, although it is many, many years ago since Bufo the Toad won the prize. Not many people know why they have such a funny name, but you will be able to tell them the reason now, won’t you?
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