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The Goblin’s Dog

ONCE UPON a time there lived a little boy called Willie. He had a dog named Tinker, and they often went for walks together.

Tinker was fond of Willie, but the little boy was not very kind to his dog. He was supposed to look after him and care for him, but many a time he went off to play and forgot all about him.

Tinker lived in a kennel out in the yard. It was a nice kennel, but it needed new straw each day. Sometimes Willie remembered, and sometimes he didn’t.

Tinker liked fresh water to drink, but often Willie forgot all about refilling his water bowl. And once poor Tinker had no water at all because someone had upset it, and Willie hadn’t noticed.

‘Willie, it’s cold weather now,’ his mother said to him one day. ‘Have you seen that Tinker has plenty of good warm straw in his kennel?’

‘Yes, Mother,’ said Willie. But, you know, he hadn’t – and Tinker had made his old straw so flat that there was no warmth in it at all. So he was cold at night when the frosts came. He thought of Willie in his warm bed, and how he longed to be able to curl up there with him. But he had to stay in his icy-cold kennel.

Now, one night a small brownie came by on the way to the dairy to get a drink of milk. He heard Tinker shivering and popped his head into the kennel.

‘What’s the matter with you?’ he said. ‘You seem very cold! Haven’t you any warm straw?’

‘Not much,’ said Tinker. ‘And my water is frozen too, so that I can’t get a drink if I want to. Willie didn’t take me for a run either, so I haven’t been able to get warm. Do you think you could bring me some water, brownie? There is some in the stream not far away.’

‘Certainly,’ said the brownie. He broke the ice in the bowl, emptied it out and ran to the stream. He came back with some water and put it beside the kennel. ‘I wish I could get you some straw too,’ he said. ‘But I don’t know where there is any.’

‘Never mind,’ said Tinker gratefully. ‘Perhaps Willie will remember to get some tomorrow.’

The brownie went to the dairy and had a drink of milk. He was unhappy because he couldn’t forget the poor cold dog. He wished he could get some straw. He remembered that a wizard lived not far off, and he thought that maybe he would know how to make straw out of magic. So he went to his house and knocked.

A black cat opened the door and the brownie went in. Soon he had told the wizard all about Tinker. The wizard listened and he frowned deeply.

‘That boy should be taught a lesson,’ he said. He clapped his hands and the black cat appeared.

‘Fetch the policeman,’ said the wizard. The cat disappeared, and when it came back, it brought with it a large policeman with pink wings and a shiny face.

‘Go and arrest Willie, who lives at the farmhouse,’ commanded the wizard. ‘Bring him before the court tomorrow, charged with neglecting his dog.’

The policeman saluted, flapped his pink wings and disappeared.

And soon, what a shock poor Willie got! He was sound asleep when he awoke to find a lantern shining on his face. The shiny-faced policeman was standing nearby, and he spoke sternly to Willie.

‘Come with me, little boy. I arrest you for neglecting your dog!’

Willie put on his coat and went with the policeman. The big policeman suddenly spread his wings and flew through the night, carrying Willie firmly in his arms. There was no escape at all!

The little boy spent the night at the wizard’s, and then the next morning the policeman took him to a big courthouse. Inside there was a judge who sat solemnly at a high bench, and had great wings like a butterfly’s wings behind him. There were twelve pixies, brownies and gnomes sitting at a table below, and there were six policemen, all with pink wings.

‘This is Willie,’ said the policeman who had fetched the little boy. ‘He is here because of the following things: forgetting to give his dog fresh water, forgetting to give him straw for his kennel, forgetting to take him for a run and altogether being very unkind.’

‘Very bad,’ said the judge, frowning at Willie. ‘Very bad indeed! Jurymen, what punishment shall we have?’

The twelve pixies, brownies and gnomes who sat below the judge began to talk excitedly among themselves. Then a long-bearded gnome stood up.

‘If you please, your worship,’ he said to the judge. ‘We think he should be turned into a dog and sent to one of the goblins.’

‘Certainly, certainly,’ said the judge. ‘A very good idea!’

‘But you can’t do that!’ cried poor Willie. ‘Why, my mother would wonder where I am!’

‘Well, we will make your dog Tinker change into you,’ said the judge. ‘It will be a treat for him to have good food, plenty of fresh water to drink and a warm bed at night. Now stand still please, Willie!’

Willie stood still, wondering what was going to happen. The judge took up a wand that lay beside him, leant over to Willie and tapped him on the shoulder, saying, ‘A curious punishment you’ll see! A boy you are – a dog you’ll be!’

And then he said a very magic word – and my goodness me, Willie found that black hair was growing all over his body! His clothes disappeared. He grew a long tail. His ears became furry. His nose became long and he had paws instead of his hands and feet. He was a little black dog, and when he opened his mouth to speak he could only say, ‘Woof, woof, woof!’

‘Take him to the goblin Workalot,’ commanded the judge. So Willie was led out of the court on a chain and taken to a small cottage in a wood. Here a little green goblin lived. He didn’t seem at all pleased to see Willie.

‘I don’t really want a dog,’ he said to the policeman who brought Willie. ‘Dogs are a nuisance. But if the judge says I’m to have him, I suppose I must.’

There was no kennel for Willie so he hoped he would sleep on a nice warm rug in front of the kitchen fire. But a big grey cat suddenly appeared as soon as Willie sat down on the rug.

‘Phizzz-ss-ss-ss!’ she hissed at poor Willie. He ran back in fright, and got between the legs of the goblin who was just coming in with a bowl of water. Down went the goblin, and all the water splashed over Willie.

‘Clumsy creature!’ cried Workalot. He gave Willie a cuff on the head. Willie hoped he would get a towel and dry him, but he didn’t. So the dog sat in a corner and shivered, for he did not dare to go near the fire when the cat was there.

Workalot was a very busy goblin. He ran here and there, he did this and that, and he grumbled and talked to himself all the time. The grey cat did nothing, but when Workalot needed help with a spell, she walked up and sat solemnly in the middle of a big chalk circle.

Soon Willie began to feel very hungry indeed. The cat had a good dinner of fish and milk put down for her, but the goblin did not give Willie any dinner.

‘I’ll give you something later on!’ he grumbled. But he quite forgot, so poor Willie had to go without. He thought he would whine so that Workalot would take notice of him. But as soon as he began yelping and whining, the goblin lost his temper. Willie put his tail down and ran under the table. But the goblin pulled him out, took him to the door and put him outside.

It was pouring with rain. Willie looked around for shelter, but there was only one bush growing in the garden. He ran to that and crouched underneath, cold, wet and hungry. How dreadful it was to be a dog owned by an unkind master with no love in him!

The rain stopped. Willie crept out from the bush, but the door was shut and he could not get into the house. He looked at the house next door. A dog lived there too. But it was a dog that somebody loved, for it was well-brushed, cheerful and not at all thin. Willie wished he belonged to a good home too. How lovely it would be to be petted and well looked after!

The door opened and the goblin whistled. Willie ran in. The cat spat at him and Willie growled back. Workalot gave him a cuff. ‘Leave my cat alone!’ he said. ‘Go into the corner and lie down.’

Willie lay down. The cat sat in front of the warm fire and washed herself. There was an empty bowl not far from her, and Willie felt sure that it had been put down for him – with some meat and biscuits in, perhaps – and the cat had eaten it all up.

Willie fell asleep at last. But when night came, the goblin woke him up by fastening a chain to his collar and dragging him outside. He had put an old barrel there, on its side, and in the barrel he had put a handful of straw. ‘Get in!’ said the goblin. ‘And mind you bark if the enemy comes!’

Poor Willie! He didn’t know who the enemy was – and he was very frightened to think they might come! He was cold too, for the wind blew right into his barrel, and he was so thirsty that he would have been glad to lick the snow, if there had been any. He began to whine dismally.

Out flew the goblin in a fine rage and shouted at him.

After that, Willie didn’t dare to make another sound. He just lay silent and hoped that the enemy wouldn’t come.

Suddenly, at midnight, he heard a little scraping sound at the gate and he stiffened in fear. The enemy! The gate swung open and in came … whoever do you think? Why, nobody else but Tinker the dog! He ran up to Willie’s barrel and sniffed at him.

‘I heard you were here, changed into a dog,’ he said. ‘They changed me into you – but I changed back at midnight and I’ve come to rescue you. You were never very kind to me, Willie, but I love you and would do anything for you. Now keep still and I’ll gnaw right through your collar.’

Willie was full of gratitude to the little dog. He kept still, and very soon Tinker’s sharp teeth had bitten right through the leather. He was free!

‘Come on!’ whispered Tinker. ‘I know the way.’

The two dogs sped through the night and at last came to the farmhouse. ‘Go to your room and get into your bed,’ said Tinker. ‘In the morning you will be yourself.’

Willie pushed his way into the house and ran up the stairs. He jumped into his warm bed and was soon asleep. In the morning he was himself again.

It’s all very strange, thought Willie as he dressed. How kind Tinker was! How awful it is to be a dog belonging to an unkind master. I have been unkind to Tinker often. I never will be again!

He ran down into the yard. Tinker was in his kennel. He wagged his tail. ‘Tinker! Tinker!’ said Willie, putting his arms round the little dog. ‘Thank you for rescuing me! I’m sorry I was unkind to you. I will always love you now, and look after you properly!’

And so he did. Tinker has a warm kennel, plenty of fresh water each day, good food, a fine walk in the morning and lots of pats. He is very happy – and I do hope your dog is too!
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