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The Story of Dilly and Daffo

DILLY AND Daffo were elfin twins, and they lived in Wishing Wood with old Witch Gruffles. They didn’t live with her because they liked to, but because they had to. You see, she had captured them when they were babies. She had found them all alone in their buttercup cradle, and had taken them off with her to be her servants.

As they grew up she taught them to sew. She was the sort of witch who sold magic hats, cushions, sheets and curtains. She would say a spell over a cushion as it was being made, and then whoever put it beneath his head would have pleasant dreams.

Witch Gruffles was very, very bad at sewing, and very good at spells. And, she thought to herself, what’s the use of putting an expensive spell into a badly made cushion? I should never sell the cushion, and the spell would be wasted!

So now you see why she taught Dilly and Daffo sewing. Elves are always clever with their fingers, and witches are usually clumsy, so Dilly and Daffo soon became very useful. In fact, as the witch rarely allowed them to do anything else but sew for her, they quickly became so clever at making all sorts of wonderful things that fairies came from far and near to buy them.

But Dilly and Daffo were very unhappy. They had no friends at all.

‘Everyone seems to think we must be horrid if we live with a witch!’ said Dilly.

‘They think we will weave nasty spells over them, and we wouldn’t,’ sighed Daffo.

‘Could we run away, do you think?’ whispered Dilly.

‘What would be the good?’ whispered Daffo. ‘We haven’t any friends to run away to, and no one would help us in case Witch Gruffles came along and put a spell on them, and changed them into beetles or something.’

‘Oh, dear! Well, let’s be ever so nice to the fairies and elves who come to buy,’ said Dilly. ‘Then, perhaps, one day we will make a friend.’

But it wasn’t a bit of good. All the fairies, elves, pixies and gnomes were too much afraid of old Witch Gruffles to pay any attention to the smiling elves. They just chose what they wanted, paid for it quickly and hurried away as fast as they could.

‘She isn’t nice,’ said the fairies shudderingly. ‘She ought to be sent away from Fairyland, but, as long as no one can say for certain whether she uses bad spells as well as good ones, she will have to stay.’

One day a pixie came in to buy a frilly pleasant-dream cushion. He said something that made Dilly and Daffo feel most excited.

‘Thank you,’ he said, as he paid Witch Gruffles for the cushion. ‘Did you know that the fairy queen is passing through Wishing Wood next week? She will go through Birch Tree Glade just near here. You will see her if you watch.’

The fairy queen! Dilly and Daffo had never seen her, but they had heard all about her, and loved her. They felt most excited when they knew she was coming so near to them.

‘Oh, please may we go and watch for her and welcome her?’ they begged Witch Gruffles. ‘There will be elves and fairies and pixies and gnomes cheering her as she goes, and all the trees will put on their new green leaves to welcome her. We’d like to welcome her too.’

‘Well, you just won’t,’ snapped the witch, who didn’t like the fairy queen at all. ‘You’ll stay indoors, because I shall want you to help me with a spell.’

Dilly and Daffo looked very disappointed, but they would have been more miserable still if they had guessed what the spell was the witch was going to use – for it was a spell to capture the fairy queen.

‘And I won’t let her go till she promises me half the gold in Fairyland!’ chuckled the witch to herself, and began to lay her plans.

Dilly and Daffo were also making plans, for they had thought of a good idea. They had been to Birch Tree Glade to see what it was like, and had found the grass full of quaint yellow flowers, just like long trumpets. Nearby danced some windflowers with little frills of green round their necks.

The yellow flowers were talking among themselves as Dilly and Daffo came up.

‘We do wish we were beautiful!’ they sighed, ‘but whoever saw such ugly fellows as we are! Just long, sticking-out trumpets – no pretty frills like the anemones have! We would like to be pretty and to give the queen a good welcome!’

Dilly and Daffo listened. Then they carefully looked at the quaint flowers – and the same thought struck them both.

‘We can make you pretty!’ they cried. ‘We’ve got some yellow stuff for making cushions at home, and if you like, we’ll make you each a darling little frill and sew it round your necks. Then you’ll be as pretty as can be!’

They had to make the frills when Witch Gruffles wasn’t looking, and they put their very tiniest stitches into them. Then the evening before the queen was expected, they ran to Birch Tree Glade and sewed the yellow frills round each flower’s neck. You can’t think how lovely they looked. They looked quite different and were so pleased that they began dancing merrily in the breeze.

‘The yellow doesn’t quite match,’ said the elves, ‘it’s a bit paler, but never mind, you look simply lovely. Now we must go, as Witch Gruffles wants us to help with a spell.’

Off they went, and the flowers waited anxiously for the queen. To their great astonishment she came much sooner than they had expected – for when the moonlight was streaming down, she floated into the glade as light as thistledown.

‘Welcome! Welcome!’ they cried, nodding their yellow heads. ‘We thought you weren’t coming till the dawn! Oh, welcome, welcome!’

‘Why, you perfectly lovely things!’ cried the queen in delighted astonishment. ‘I’ve never seen flowers like you before!’

Then the flowers told her about Dilly and Daffo, and how kind they had been in sewing frills on, and the queen was most interested.

‘I really must go and thank them,’ she said. ‘Where do they live?’

The flowers told her, and off she went with her court to find the elves.

But as she got near to the witch’s cottage, she heard sounds of crying and weeping coming through the night, and stopped to listen.

And then what do you think she heard? She heard Dilly’s voice, and it cried, ‘You wicked Witch Gruffles! How dare you make a spell to capture our dear queen!’ 

And then Daffo’s voice came, ‘You very wicked witch! I won’t help you in your bad spell! I love the dear fairy queen!’

‘THEN I SHALL CHANGE YOU INTO BEETLES!’ came the witch’s voice, very angry indeed.

‘We don’t care!’ cried the elves – and just at that moment the queen, suddenly realising what was happening, gave the signal to her court, and the Lord High Chancellor ran forward and wrenched open the door of the cottage.

And there was Witch Gruffles just going to turn the poor little elves into beetles! But in a trice she was caught and bound, and the chancellor told her if she spoke one single word she would be turned into a beetle.

‘You are two dear little brave elves,’ said the queen, ‘and I’ve come to thank you for sewing such beautiful frills round my flowers. Your work is so lovely that I would like you to come back to the palace with me, to do all the palace sewing. Do you think you would like to?’

‘Oh, Your Majesty, yes, yes, yes!’ squeaked Dilly and Daffo, jumping up and down with joy; and the queen took them along with her that very same night, and very useful indeed she found them. They have lots and lots of friends now. As for old Witch Gruffles, she was sent away from Fairyland and has never been back since.

You can find the flowers that Dilly and Daffo made frills for, every springtime. They make the frills every year, and sew them on so beautifully that only if you have fairy eyes can you see the stitches. They are named after Dilly and Daffo – and, of course, you’ve guessed what they are – the dancing golden daffodillies that grow so brightly in your garden and mine!
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