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The Sailor Doll’s Chance

THE SAILOR DOLL sat on the shelf in the nursery and sighed so much that he made quite a wind in the air.

‘Whatever’s the matter?’ asked the blue rabbit, just below. ‘You make quite a draught with all your sighing.’

‘I’m sad because I have to live in a nursery and never go out in a boat or a ship although I’m a sailor doll,’ said the doll. ‘I’m dressed like a sailor, and if you read what is written round my cap you will see it says, “H.M.S. Glorious”, which means that I belong to His Majesty’s Ship Glorious. Well, where is my ship? Where is the sea? Here I am, wasting my time sitting on a shelf instead of doing my work, sailing a brave ship!’

The blue rabbit agreed. It did seem a waste of time for a sailor doll – especially as Betty, the little girl he belonged to, never played with him.

So the sailor doll had a very dull time. But one night he got his chance. Just listen!

It was a bright moonlight night and the sailor doll was sitting up on his shelf watching the other toys playing on the floor. He was so dull and miserable that he didn’t want to join in. He just watched. As the toys played about, something happened! A small fairy flew in at the top of the open window and shouted to the toys.

‘Help! Help! Can one of you come down to the river and rescue little Sylfai? We were sitting on a leaf sailing down the stream, and the wind upset it. I flew off – but Sylfai fell in – and her wings are wet so she can’t fly out. Oh, help! Help!’

The toys stopped playing – but not one of them knew what to do. Nobody could swim – except the floating swan, and he knew he wouldn’t be any use because he would have to float where the river took him.

But the sailor doll jumped up at once. ‘I will rescue Sylfai!’ he shouted. ‘Where’s the little boat Betty had when she went to the seaside?’

He scurried to the box where the bricks and little toys and odd things were kept. He hunted through them all, throwing everything out in a great hurry – and at last he found the little blue boat. Then he looked for its oars and found them with the tea set. Betty had been using them for teaspoons.

The sailor doll was little but strong. He put the oars in the boat, put the boat on his shoulder, and ran to the door with it. He slipped quietly down the stairs and climbed out of the scullery window. He slid down the pipe outside, first throwing the boat down to the flower-bed below.

The little fairy picked up the oars for him. Once more he put the boat on his shoulder, and, guided by the fairy, set off down the garden path to the river.

‘Look! There’s Sylfai, still struggling!’ cried the fairy, pointing to the middle of the river. The sailor doll put his boat into the water. He got into it and pushed off. He began rowing. He was very happy.

‘I’m being a proper sailor for the first time!’ he said. ‘And I’m doing something really worth while.’

He rowed and he rowed. The river was strong and tried to take him away with it instead of letting him go to the struggling fairy. The sailor doll found that it wasn’t so easy to row as he had thought. It was very hard work.

His arms ached. His back felt as if it were breaking. He would never, never get to Sylfai! The other fairy flew beside him, begging him to be quick, quick, quick! 

The sailor doll panted and puffed. He was so hot that he felt as if he were on fire. He rowed and he rowed and he rowed – and at last he came near to the little fairy struggling in the water. But do you know, she was now so weak that she couldn’t pull herself into the boat.

‘Oh, whatever are we to do?’ wept the little fairy, flying over the boat.

‘Now listen to me,’ said the sailor doll firmly. ‘Take hold of the boat, fairy, and hold it here if you can. I’ll dive in and see if I can get Sylfai.’

The fairy flew down and held the little blue boat as hard as she could. The sailor doll dived into the water with all his clothes on. He could swim, of course, because he was a sailor. He swam up to the little fairy and caught hold of her. He turned her on her back, put his hands under her arms, and kicked out hard with his legs. He knew this was a good way of life-saving people in the water.

But he was so tired, poor sailor! He had hardly any kick left. If the other fairy hadn’t managed to get the boat near to him, he would never have got to it. At last he felt the boat bumping gently against him and he caught hold of it. With the help of the other fairy he got Sylfai into the boat, and then they all had a rest, for nobody could move.

The river took them away. They floated on and on and on – and at last the fairy gave a cry of delight.

‘The river has taken us to the shores of Fairyland!’ she cried. ‘Look!’

The sailor doll sat up and looked. What a beautiful sight met his eyes! The river was lapping against a golden shore, and in the distance, silvery in the bright moonlight, he could see towers and spires and turrets gleaming and glittering. Fairyland!

It wasn’t long before they were safely in a fairy’s cottage, drying their clothes. The sailor doll wondered however he could get back to the nursery. But Sylfai put her arms round his neck and hugged him.

‘You’re not to go back,’ she said. ‘You must stay here and grow wings, and be a fairy sailor. The queen wants one to row her across the river every week. Won’t you stay and ask for the job?’

So the sailor stayed, and he got the job. Now he is ferryman to the queen herself, and you should see him rowing across the river in a golden boat, his new blue wings gleaming brightly. He is grand!

Betty often wonders where he is gone. Tell her, if she asks you.
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