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Hoporuae petsral

[lepes Bamu KHHra, B KOTOpPOH COOpaHW paccKasu AAd AeTell anr-
JAHACKHX M aMepHKaHCKHX apTopoB. B HHX paccka3srlsaeresl 0 [eTHAX
M B3POCHBIX, O IITHIAX H XHBOTHHIX, O CTApPOM aBTOMOGH/E H CTAPOM
aBTofyce, O A10M€, KOTOPHIH YMea XONUTh, H O MHOTOM JPYLOM.

Bbl no3HakoOMHTECh C MA/IEHBKHM aHTJHACKUM MaJbUHKOM, KOTOPO-
ro 308yt [lur. Kaxauh penw It BeTpeyaercsi ¢ pasHEIMH JIOAEMH
H OXOTHO MOMOraeT HM B ueM-HUOYMb, '

B xaxiom pacckase ecTb 4TO-TO MHTepecHoe. B oanom rosopuTes
0 TOM, KaK OTMeya/H [eHbt POXAECHHA MAaJbukKa, B APYTOM — O jAHe
poxaeHHdA NIOOHMOH co6aKH, B TPEThEM — KakuM 06paszoM B NHPOT
Mofa)]] HANEePCTOK, & B YeTBEPTOM — O TOM, KakoiH 3alaBHuii crnocol
#30Gpenta obeabsinka, uTo6hl corperbesi. HekoTtophle pacckasn ouenb
BeCeAble, H, UMTAA #X, Bhl 06SA38TE/IBHO YALIGHETECh HNH PACCMERTECD.

Pe6ara! [lpn urtennn noaesyfiTeck CHoCKaMu W ciosapem. OnHa-
KO He HYKHO o6pamarbes K CAOBApIO KaxKAblll pas, KOrga Bl BCTpe-
yaere He3HaKOMoOe CioB0. Ecay BB MoXeTe noragaTthcsl O 3HAYEHHH
C/10B&, €C/AH Bbl IOHHMAETE COAEPIK AHUE PACCKA3A, TO U B CJIOBaphb He
06A3aTeNBHO 3arIAbBaTL. 3AKOHYUE YHTATh pacckaa, NocTapanTech
OTBeTHTE HA BOMPOCH H BBIIOJHHTD 33/1aHKHA, KOTOPbIE AaHbl B KOHLE
KHHTH (nmepeg caoBapeMm).

Hy, a rtenepns npnunmafirech 3a uteHue!
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} FOR JOHN

(After Vera Colwell)

JOHN was very excited that morning because it was his birthday —
and what luck, it was snowing!

He ran downstairs to breakiast. The table was laid for break-
fast” and there was a special brown egg for him. But there was not
the usual pile of presents at his plate. There was only one little
box.

John was very disappointed.? Was he only going to have one
present this year?

His mother smiled. “Open that box, dear, and see what's inside
it,” she said.

John opened it. Inside there were three keys — a big one* a
middle-sized! one and a small one. There was a piece of paper too,
and on it he saw a big letter “J”.

“What is it, Mummy?” he asked. He was very surprised.

“Well”, said his mother. “You had your Christmas presents not
long ago. So your father and I wished to give you your birthday pres-
ents in a different kind of way. We've hidden three presents for you.
When you find out where these keys fit,” you'll find your presents
too. Each one will have a big ‘J for John’ on it so that you will
know it is for you.”

“Can [ begin looking now?” asked John.

“When you've eaten your breakfast.”

After breakfast John had a good look at the three keys. “I'll

try the middle one first,” he decided. He ran round the house in .

a great hurry, and tried to fit the key in all kinds of locks. Some
of the locks were too large, and the key almost disappeared in them.
Others were too small, and the key did not go in at all. He had no
luck downstairs, so he went upstairs to his mother’s room. He tried
the drawer in the dressing-iable and then in the wardrobe. The key
fitted — CLICK — it turned and he looked inside.

' The table was laid for breakfast — Cron GH BAKpPRT K 3aBTPaKy

? John was very disappointed [ disa'pamntid].— ok 66 cueHb Pa3odspoBaH,

" a big ome — Gonbuiol KMou {C060 one YroTPpeDARSTCA GMECTO DOHEE YHORA-
nyrozo cioon key so uslexanue ezo noaTopenis.)

! middle-sized — cpenverc pasmepa

* When you find out where these keys fit — Koraa tul y3naeiub, Kyna noOEXOLAT
STH KJWMH

There were his mother's dresses and her coat. But where was
his present? He looked into all the corners and found a box. Tied
to it was a label' with a big “J for John” on it.

He sat down on the floor to open the box. Inside was a pair of
wellingtons, real boy’s wellingtons. “I'll be able to go out in the snow
even when it's deep,” he thought.

Now he chose the small key. It was too small for the doors of

- the rooms, too big for his mother’s little desk. But one of the

drawers in the sideboard was locked and when he fitted the key in
the keyhole, CLICK, it turned. Inside among the tablecloths was a
parcel.? Tied to it was a label with a big “J” on it.

John tore open the parcel. There was a special kind of woollen
cap with flaps to go over his ears. He smiled. “Now my ears will be
warm when I go out in the snow,” he thought.

There was only the big key left. “Where does this one fit?”
he asked his mother.

“I mustn't tell you,” she said, “but I fhink you've often seen
someone with it.” ' :

John sat down by the fire and thought. Who used a big key like
that? His father of course! *I know,” he shouted. “It's the key to
the shed. Can 1 go outside in the snow and try it?” |

“Dress up warmly,” said his mother.

“I shall put on my new wellingtons,” said John, “and my new
cap.”
p"‘And your coat,” said his mother.

John quickly put on his things and was ready. He opened the
door. Brrr — how cold it was! The yard was white and smooth. He
put his foot in the snow — it was quite deep. But his father had
cleared a path to the shed.?

Big flakes of snow were falling. He walked to the shed door and -
put the big key in the lock. It fitted. He used both hands to turn
it, and —%LICK — the door opened.

inside the shed were his father’s garden tools. There was the
wheelbarrow, but where was his present? Suddenly he saw it — a
large parcel wrapped in brown paper* and on top of it was a label,

- %I for John”.

What was inside the parcel? It was quife long but not very high.
He tore a corner of the paper and looked in. He could see something
red and made of wood. Could it be — ? He pulled off the paper in

' Tied to it was a label — K nefi {Kopo6ke) 6ua NpHUBA3EH APJIHK

? among the tablecloths was a parcel ['pasi] — cpenm ckarepref 6eL1 CBEpTOK

! had cleared a path to the shed — pacuncrun Tponurky K capaw (Jdece 4 darece
ucnoass3yerca opems Past Perfect, xoropoe olpuasyerca ¢ NOMOUBIO BCROMOZATEAY-
roea eaneaan had u rperved popast cuvicanaoeo eaazoia. IHepeaodurcn ng pycckusl
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a hurry' — yes, it was a sledge, the thing he had wanted more than
anything! If was beautiful — bright blue and red.

“What a good thing tomorrow is Saturday,” he thought. “Father
will have a holiday. What fun we'll havel”

And so they did! They rushed down the hill on the sledge, fell
into the snow and climbed the hill to do it all over again.

It was the most exciting birthday John had ever had.

PETE AND THE CAR
(After Leila Berg)

ONCE upon a time,? a little boy was walking down the road. His
name was Pete. |

It was a bright, sunny day, and Pete’s shadow, very black, was
walking beside Pete on the pavement. Pete wanted very much to
stand on his shadow’s head, but he couldn’t do it. He tried a lot of
times. He jumped very quickly when he thought his shadow wasn’t
watching. But he couldn't do it. s

He tried six times. Then he gave up,” and his shadow went on
walking quietly and blackly beside him. ' | |

Suddenly Pete saw a car. Of course, he had already seen a lot

' He pulled off the paper in a hurry — On nocnewuo cagpan Gymary
* Once [wans] upon [3'pan] a time — Opxax b :
> Then he gave up — 3arem od Gpocun

of cars. Black and green and red and blue, they were passing him
all the time he was walking down the road.

But this car was standing quite still by the pavement in front
of a house. It was a yellow car, The hood was down, and Pete could
see right into it. There was no one in it.

Pete poked his finger in the radiator' to see how far it will go.

Then he took a stick and drew P (for Pete) in the dust on the
car. Then he drew M (for Motor-car} and S (for Stick). He wanted to
write something (lor Radiator), but he couldn’t think what it
could be.

~ After that, he looked right into the open car. And his shadow
climbed in front of him and sat right down on the seat. “Oh! Where
are you?” said Pete.

Then Pete climbed over the door and he got in too. His shadow
politely moved up a little, and Pete sat down beside it.

“Oh,” he said, “what a bouncy car.”® He bounced up and down
two or three times. Then he pressed the horn.’ Peep. Peep-peep,
Peep-peep. Peecep-peep. “Out of the way!” shouted Pete, with his
hands on the steering-wheel. “Out of the way, you silly people! Get
out of the way!” |

The car was still standing by the pavement, but Pete was having
a very exciting time. He pressed the horn as hard as he could. It
went on and on — Peeee — and on and on — eeee — and just be-
fore it had got to eep, a man opened the front door of the house and
ran down the steps. .

He looked very angry. “Stop that,” he said. “Get oul of my
car.”
Pete got out quickly. His shadow got out too.

“What's this?” said the man, pointing to the letters Pete had
made on the car.

“That’s P for Pete and that’s M for Motor-car, and S for Stick —
what I made them with. And I was going to write something for
Radiator but I didn't know what it was.” : -

“It's R for Radiator,” said the man, still very angry.

So Pete picked up the stick' and wrote R for Radiator on the
car

Then the man took Pete’s stick out of his hand and threw it
right away, as far as he could.

Pete' was very angry. “You shouldn’t do that,”® he shouted.
“That was my stick.”

' poked his finger in the radiator — cynyn nanen B paguatop {B pewIeTKY
pannaropa)

* a houncy ['baunsi] car — 34. nporygan mawuda {te bounce [bauns] — noz-
NPHTHBATH}

* he pressed the horn — oH Hakan ryaox

* picked up — nomasan, ropabpan

* You shouldn't [fudnt] do that — Bam ne crepopaxo »710TO AEnaTh



But the man said, “If you help me .iu-wash the car down,' then

you can get in the car, and 1'll take you for a ride to a shop. And
in the shop I'li buy you a notebook and a pencil and you can wrile
P for Pete as much as you like.”

“And M for Motor-car, and S for Stick, and R Ior Radiator?”
said Pete.

“Yes. And W for Wash,” said the man, “And D for Don’t-shout-
so-much.” _

And he went into his garage, and brought out two big buckets
of water and cloths. And Pete and the man began to slosh the water
over the car.? i |

They sloshed it a lot of times, and the water was all round
the car and all over the road and the pavement and Pete’s shoes. It
was very exciting to slosh the water over the car, and soon it was
clean and bright.
| The man was very pleased. He put the buckets and the cloths

away. And Pete ran home very quickly to ask his Mummy if he could
%? in the man’s car, because the man had told him to ask. When his
ummy saw who the man was, she said yes.

“You can get in now,” he said. So Pete got in, in the driver’s
seat.

“No, not there,” said the man.

“But I want to drive,” said Pete.

“Not now,” said the man. “Another day.”

So Pete moved up, and his shadow moved up. The man sat down
behind the steering-wheel. And the man’s shadow sat on Pete’s lap
and Pete’s shadow had to lean against the side of the car.’

Peep! They were off. And that was how Pete got a new notebook
and pencil, and learned how to clean a car till it was bright and
shiny. That was a good day.

CLOROO!

(After Barbara Ker Wilson)

FOR his fifth birthday, Titn was given® a cuckoo clock. It was a wood-
en clock with white numbers on its face, and two white hands that
pointed to the time. All day long, and ail night too, the clock said

' 1f you.help me to wash the car down — Ecar Ti noMOXellh MHE BHMHTh
MALIHHY

2 pegan to slosh the water over the car — wawaay noauBath MAWHHY BOROK

¢ And the man’s shadow sat on Pete’s lap and Pete’'s shadow had to lean
against the side of the car.— H Tess MyXMuHNR yceaach 62 koaen k IluTy, a renn

HTa APHUMIOCH MPHCAOHKTLCA K CTEHKE MALIHHH.
' Cuckoo [kuku}l! — Ky-xy!
E Titn was given — Tumy nomapnin



tick-tock, tick-tock, tick-fock. But the best thing about Tim's cuckoo
clock was this: every hour, a little door opened above the clock
face, and a little wooden cuckoo popped out. . -

“Cuckoo! cuckoo! cuckoo!” he called, as many times as there
were hours in the day. -

Daddy hung the cuckoo clock on the wall in Tim's bedroom. Every
morning at seven o’clock the little wooden bird popped out and sang
seven “Cuckoos!” to let Tim know that it was time to wake up. In
summer, when the sun shone brightly, Tim jumped up at once.'
It seemed a shame® to lie in bed. But in winter, Tim liked to lie inside
his warm bed, and not get up untit Mummy called, “Breakfast’s
ready!” Then he jumped out of bed, took off his pyjamas, washed,

brushed his teeth, put on his clothes, and combed his yellow hair |

all in a great hurry. And then he ran downstairs.

“You really must get up earlier, Tim,” his mother said crossly.

But Tim did not take any notice;’ he stayed in bed longer and
longer each winter day.

In January, Tim began to go to school. He had a new school bag
and a shiny black pencil-box. After breakfast each morning, he left
the house and walked to the bus stop at the corner of the street.
There he got on the school bus with all the other boys and girls. The

bus set off* at hali-past eight. Tim liked going 1o school. There

were letters and numbers to learn about and plasticine to play with.
Timn learned how to tell the time! Now he knew how many hours.and
minutes the hands of his cuckoo clock were pointing to. The little
hand was the hour hand. It moved slowly past the numbers on the
clock face. The big hand was the minute hand. It ran quickly past
the numbers. They told the time together.

But though he enjoyed going 1o school, Tim was still very lazy
those cold winter mornings. He got out of bed late each morning.

Sometimes he was so late that he had to run to catch the school bus

in time.”

On the first day of spring, Tim woke as usual at seven o’clock,
when the little wooden cuckoce called to him seven times. He yawned
and stretched.® | '

"Mmnmmn — 1 don’t want to get out of bed!” he thought.

Daddy came up and knocked on Tim’s door.

“Time to get up, Tim!” he called. |

But Tim stayed right where he was.

' at once [wans] — cpa3sy, HeMeATEHHO

* It seemed a shame — 33. Buao cTwano
 But Tim did not take any notice — Ho Tum we o6patian BEHMAHHK
* The bus set off — ApTo6yc ornpasasics
* he had to run to catch the school bus In time — on gonxen 61 Gexats, 4TO6L
yciieTh Ha LIKOVIBHWA anTolyC BOBPEMSA
* © He yawned [jznd) and stretched.— On aeenyn 1 norseyncs.
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Mummy was busy in the kitchen. A nice smell of breakiast came

from the kitchen under Tim's door.
“Breakfast's ready!” Mljjn&my ttcruec'%. —
still that lazy boy did not get out o . _ ]
ﬂlnihsgh't get up-}yrunﬁ:‘fir my cuckoo calls out eight times!™ he

told himself.

And at that very moment the little doors opened above the clock

d the little cuckoo popped out.
fat?“ﬂaull:kaa! cuckoo! cuckoo! cuckoo! cuckoo! cuckoo! cuckoo!

koo!” he called. _ )
mc“%{;ght o'clock,” thought Tim. “Now I will get up!™ i

But what do you think happened? The cuckoo gave another call:
“Cuckoo!” . ] 'S TE TR ‘clock!™

This surprised and frightened Tim. “It's nine o'clock!
he cri:‘-:sd. “I I;m late for the bus! What shall I do? Oh dear, oh.

dear!”? .
E:HTHE didn't {ock at the clock.

: - -

[ ed out of bed, out of his pyjamas, rushed to the bat
mnﬁ?ﬁ?&ﬂshed his hands and face without soap. He took his shirt
and trousers, socks and %hoes, and put them on in such a hurry
that his shirt was back-to-front, and his shﬂgs were on the wrong

' 1 will get up — 5 Gyny scrapark (30eco 4 daace ¢ [-m AULOM eduucrii{u;?:f
( MHONCECTBERHOZG uiicAa modaasubid Zaazon will aapander nameperue, pewl 3

obegianue.) _ S
: . - , comarenue, ylua
“ Oh dear, oh dear! — gockauyauie, GHPINAICULEE Q20PHERUE 7

AEMHUE
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;?gti.m{-le pulted hish comb through his hair, then rushed down-

“No time for breakiast!” he cried as he rushed through the

gf}t;:en. I'm late for school!” and he ran straight out of the back

Mummy and Daddy were eating their eggs and bacon. They

Erer;e very surprised and stopped eating, as Tim shut the kitchen
oor, -

Tim ran down the road. He turned the corner — and there was.

the bus, still waiting for him! He jumped into it and sat down heav-
ily, blowing and puffing.! After a moment he looked round.
That was funny! There was no one else in the bus at all;® he
was quite alone. “What has happened to all the other children?”
thm‘lﬁ t Tim.

/ that moment the bus driver appeared.

“Hallo, sonny,”* he said when he saw Tim. “You're early today!”

I'm late, you mean,” Tim said. '
eight; }I?gss adit';ll:.rer lnuked: at his watch. “It’s only ten minutes past

~ “Ten minutes past nine, you mean,” said Tim “It must be t

minutes past nine, beca : ' i Ao
e i nepver e e nﬁaﬁg ,_cuckuu clock called out nine times,

. “D LY BT N . : i 3 :
§ o ?EZ??E“H now?” the bus.driver said. “Are you quite sure

“Of course I am!” Tim told him. Then he remembered sumeth'ing. =

“The last cuckoo sounded a little different fr i
last om th ”
he g.rahld.b Nn;r I amhnut quite sure of it.” © other enght,
e bus driver threw back his head and laughed aloud. *
was a real cuckoo you heard!” he said. “I heard itg myself this m?ﬁﬁf
ing. Listen! If we keep quiet,” we may hear it again.”
tivel?mYaegd t?; bus.tdrwm; siayed quite still and listened atten-
tively. Yes — there it was! Away in the di !
Cuckoo!” and then “Cuckoo!” aggin. ® distance” they heard
That morning there had been a big brown bird (a real cuck
on & branch of the tree near Tim’s bedroom windowF Becg ugg ?t E.}wu;;?s
the first day ol spring.
And after that morning Tim never got up late again.

! blowlng and puffing — TRXKeno aniva

2 Th ;
eTe was no on —
— _ e else in the bus at all — B asro6yce eule copceM HHKOTG He

p :
sonny ['sans} — cHHOK {(scTpevaerca s obpatyeniuax

; Are you quite sure j’uaﬁ about that? — T ujﬁepeu )B ITOM?

; If we keep quiet — Ecotn Ml ¢ To6o# He GyzeM WyMeTo

° Away in the distance ['distons] — Baaan
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A SPRING STORY
 (After Vera Colwell)

THERE were once two little birds, called Bluetits.' Their breasts
were bright yellow and their heads blue and white, so it looked as
if* they were wearing blue caps. . .

Mr and Mrs Bluetit lived in a big garden. There were a lot of
insects there. “This garden is a fine place to live,” they said,
“there is so much to eat.” _

Then one day spring came. Blue and white and yellow flowers
came out in the garden, and the sun shone more warmly every day.
“It is quite time we built our nest,” said Mrs Bluetit.

“Let's fly to the wood first,” said Mr Bluetit. The two birds
flew busily amongst the trees and looked into hollows in the trees.
But all the holes were too smali or oo large.

At last they found just the right place,® a bird's nesting box
in the garden. It had a little round hole for a iront door and it
was warm and dry inside. Mrs Bluetit was very pleased. “Now we
can begin,” she said. | -

“You find some moss in the wood,” she said to her husband,
«and I’ll look near the house. Perhaps there will be something use-

ful there.”
And so there was — she found some soft wool and some little

feathers, just the thing for a nest.
At last the nest was finished.® “How soft and warm this will
be for my babies,” thought little Mrs Bluetit. .
Next day she laid one eg% and each day after that she laid one
more.® Now there were seven little white eggs with red spots on them.
in the nest. Mrs Bluetit settled down to keep the eggs warm and Mr
Bluetit flew to a branch nearby and sang a gay song because he was

happy. . ‘ _
Time wert by® and one day Mrs Bluetit heard a little noise in

the nest. Tap, tap! Tap, tap! It was the baby birds. They were peck-
ing at the shells of their eggs. One by one, seven very little birds:
came out of their shells. They were too young to have any feathers,
but they all had wide-open beaks! Mr Bluetit gave one look inside
the nest at his seven hungry children, then flew away in a hurry to
find food for them. | :

All day he carried insects and dropped them inio the little
birds’ mouths. Mrs Bluetit helped him but it was very hard work to

! Bluetlt — coficre. ums, obpazosano ot blue it — nasopeska (nruya)
? as If — xak Gyato

3 just the right place — xax pa3 TaKoe MECTO, KAKOE MYKHO

! the nest was tinished — ruesno GuLIO 3aKOHUCHD

> pne more — ewe 0an0 (AH0O)

* Time went by — Tlpowao epems
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ieed seven children. At the end of th i
i | e day Mr and Mrs Bluetit Wgre
Day by day the little birds grew stronger and soon they w

‘ ere
covered' ;flth soft feathers. They grew so big that the nest w;s very
cgowded‘; . The strongest bird climbed on top of his brothers and
515:&&3:.}.1 I'm going to get out,” he shouted.

“Oh no, you're not!™ said his mother. “You must wait i
are all ready. It won't be long now.” + wait until we
Very early one morning, Mr Bluetit called to his children to
ﬁ:tsrggdy to leave the nest. “Just follow me — don't be afraid.”
said. ' ’
He popped out of the front door of the nesting box .and t
bravest littie bird followed him. When he saw the bgig garden ar?s
what a long way it was to the ground, even he felt a little fright-

ened. Next moment his brothers and sisters pushed him so hard that -

he fell down on to the grass. Soon all the little bird
outuﬂi the nest and on the ground. 5. WErEEICY
Come along, all of you, try your wings!™ said Mr Bluetit and

they followed him up to a branch nearby. There they sat, making an’

excited squeaky sound, but they weren’t still long. Soon the

tlying all over the garden. They found good thi 2 hased

e fung ¥ goo thlggs to eat and chased
Early next day, the seven little birds flew away over the wall

to find new adventures outside the garden. They never came back

again to that garden, and no one knows where they went. Perhaps

some of them came to your garden? -

|
: they were covered — onn nokpwancs
the nest was very crowded ['kraudid] — a rueage etano recuo
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PETE AND THE RAIN

(After Leila Berg)

ONE day it was raining. It rained and rained. Pete put on his rain-
coat with the hood, and his big wellingtons, and went outside to see
what was happening. -
[t was a heavy rain. And it made great puddles in the street.
There was no one about but Pete.! Everyone was warm and dry

indoors. Even Peie’s shadow hadn’t come out. It never came out in

the rain.
But Pete didn’t mind at all being alone.* For over the road,

in a great puddle, bnatsjwere sailing. Pete was sure that they were

hoats.
The puddle was under a gate and hundreds of boats were sailing

busily backwards and forwards.” Pete stood and looked. This was
something new. He looked attentively both ways, then he went to the

gate,
As he went, he splashed and splashed with his wellington boots.

And the water splashed all round him. Now he could see they weren’t
boats at all. They were very big bubbles.

! There was no one about but Pete. - Huxoro ne Suao Bokpyr, kpome [lura.
? Pete didn't mind at all being alone — [THT 6L coBcéM HE NPOTHE NOGHTE ORHH
* backwards |['baxkwadz]| and ferwards [[»wadz] — na3ag W Bnepea
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The rain was dropping from the gate and as each drop fell into
the puddle it turned into a bubble and sailed merrily along. It was
exciting. . '

Pete bent down beside the gate and waiched. He tried to count
the bubbles but they moved, and besides, new ones came all the time.
So he gave it up. Sometimes they sailed one behind another, like
ducks as they swam across a lake. Sometimes they went round in a
ring. : _

Then Pete stood up and very carefully he put his foot on a
bubbie. It disappeared. He did it again. Then in a minute he was
jumping up and down in the puddle, splashing about in his boots,
stamping on every bubble the moment it popped up in the water.

Then at last he walked out. And his wellingtons were black and
shiny with the wash they had had.

Now Pete saw that a river was running down the road. It was

carrying along leaves, sticks and papers. And some of the rubbish .

stuck in the bars of the drains.' So the rain-water could not go
down into the drains. It went over them and raced along like a wide,
deep river. | |

As he waiched, Pete thought that he saw a fish in the water. A
very little black fish. It went up and down. But it wasn’t a fish at
all,’ it was a little stick.

When Pete saw that it was only a stick, he ran along beside it.
And when leaves and rubbish stopped it, he helped it along with his
finger. It sailed beautifully. Pete was very pleased with it.

Pete and the stick went right down the hill together. It was a

long way.

Suddenly, at the foot of the hill, Pete saw an old man with a
waiking-stick. He was poking his walking-stick into the drain and
pushing all the rubbish off the bars. And just as Pete’s little
stick came sailing along, all the water started to go down the drain
and carried the stick with it. Flick! It was gone. |

Pete was very upset.* He was so upset he couldn’t say a word.
He just looked at the drain. |

Then at last he said, “Why did you do that? Now Pve lost my
sailing stick!™*

“Your sailing stick?” said the old man.

“It sailed all the way down the hill,” said Petq.

“Tt is a very long way,” said the old man.

“It sailed for miles,” said Pete. “For miles and miles. And
now ['ve lost it.”

! And some of the rubbish stuck in the bars of the drains.— M mycop 3abun
PCLICTKH BOASKTOKA.

® at all — copcem

* Pete was very upset [apset].— [ldT ouenb paccrponaca.

* safling stick — nnapawolad nanoyxa
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s“P'm very sorry,” said the old man.
«You shouldn’t have done it,”" cried Pete. )

“I was clearing the drains,” explained the old man. If Ehere
is a heavy rain and the water does not go down the drains, there
will be water all cver the place. We shall not be able to go anywhere

t all.”

: «We could use boats,”® said Pete angrily. ‘
“Who has boats?” said ihe old man. 1 haven {. Have you?
«We could make them,” said Pete. “Ot course we could. My
dy could make them.” )

Da-:‘l‘}}{e couldn’t make them for everybody,” said the otd man. “Eve-

rybody will need his own boat. Your Dad will need a boat to go 1o

work. Your Mum will need a boat to go shopping. You will need a

boat when you go out to play. Others will need a boat to go to school.

Your Dad couldn't make all those boats, you know. o
“{ don't care,™ said Pete. “You were very bad to lose imy Sﬂll,-

ing stick. What can I do now? I haven't got a sailing'stick! I haveni

ot anything! And look at the rain! It's raining and raining.

“I'if tell you what,” said Ihe oltddman. “l have an idea.

Pete said nothing. He just waited. -

- “%E}u see this vgry 5pgecial walking-stick,” said the old man.

“I cap use it for all kinds of things, you know. And this morning I

am using it to clear the drains. [ might let you help me.

You shouldm’t have done it — BH ne LoakdW ObL1W 3TOrO 1€R4TH
We could use bhoats — Mbl MoOLIH 6L NOAL3OBATLCA AOAKamU

|

2

3 | don't care — Mue Bce paBHo

¢ 1 might let you help me.—- {1 mor Ob pajpeirHTh Tebe AOMOTATH MHL.
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“Help you clear the drains?” shouted Pete. “And poke the stick
I(:ietween the bars? And push the leaves away? And let the water go

own?”

“Yes,” said the old man. “I might. I'm not quite sure yet.”
I “Oh please, please,” cried Pete, jumping up and down. “Please
et me.”

“All right,” said the old man. “I will. But you must stop jump-

ing and splashing me. And you must stop shouting.” -
“1 will,” promised Pete. “I'm not sure I'll remember, but Pl
try.” :
And he and the old man went right up the hill. They poked the
leaves oti all the drains and let the water run in.

They went right to the top and took the walking-stick in turns'
all the way. And when the work was over, the water slipped right
down between the bars.

And soon there was no river left at all.? Just Pete and the old
man with a walking-stick. | |

That was another good day.

PETE AND THE TRICYCLE
(After Leila Berg)

ONE day, Pete went put on his tricycle to buy a lollipop.?

It had rained all night long. But now the sun was shining, and
the wind was blowing all over the pavements, blowing the rain away.
The pavements were white and clean where the wind had dried
them. And the big puddles, that were ioo deep for the wind to blaw
away, looked blue and white hecause the sky was shining in them,

Pete got on his tricycle and rode away. He felt important. He
had never gone to a shop on his tricycle before. -

“I'll ride through every puddle,” he said to himseli.

He rode right through the first puddle, and splashes of water
f;lew up in the air. But when he looked round, the puddle was still
there. ' -

Behind his tricycle was a long black line. His front wheel had
made it when it came out of the puddle. Pete noticed it and he was
pleased. | -

“I meant to do that,” he said. (But he hadn't really.)

So he rode right through the next puddle, and his black line
shone behind him. But now, when he looked round, instead of* one

' in thrns — 1o ouepeau _

? there was no river left at all .- 20. peyka coscem Mcuezaa
Y loflipop [1ohipsp| - - AeAcHen HE nanouke

" instead [in'sted} of — smecTo
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black line there were three, because this puddle was a very big one,
and all three of the wheels had gone right into it. +
“I'm an engine-driver,” cried Pete. “And those are my railway

Nines.'! Oooo! Qoocoan!”

And he rode his tricycle through every puddle he could see.
Sometimes it was a small puddle, and then there was only one
railway line. And sometimes it was a middle-sized puddle, and then

there were two railway lines. And sometimes it was a very big

puddle, with a lot of sky in it, and then the whole tricycle went
through it, and there were three railway lines. .

Suddenly Pete remembered that he was going to the shop on the
corner to buy a lollipop. He put his hand in his pocket 1o make sure

“his two pennies were still there? There was one of them — two of

them... Pete fel{ each of them with his fingers.
“It was good of me to remember,” he told himseli. “I'm a very

_good rememberer.” And he rode off up the road.

As he pedalled along, a little black and white kitten came out
of a house. The kitten ran up to Pete’s tricycle, doing a junny

little dance, and Pete laughed at it. “You funny little kitten,” he
‘said. “You funny one.” |

But the kitten didn’t understand about tricycles. 1i suddenly
put out a paw and patted the tricycle wheel, and the wheel hurt the

' raillway lines — xenesnof0poXHuA DYTh
? to make sure his two pennies were still there — uToBm yGeANThCA, WTC ABa

JICHCA BCE PILIE TAM :
21



paw. The kitten cried and ran into the house. And Pete stopped
pedalling and sat quite still. He was very upset.'

Just then a lady ran out of the house and cried, “Oh, yﬂu-’ve-

run over® my kitten. I saw you from the window. Poor little kitty.”

“Well,” said Pete, “I didn’t do it on purpose.’ It was trying
to pat my tricycle. 1t wanted to play.” :

Pete was very upset and he began to cry.

~ The lady looked at Pete. Then she said, “I think I’'ve made a

mistake. You don’t look like a boy who runs over kittens on purpose.
11: th,!nk you're very fond of kittens. You look like a good driver
0Q. : '

Thén the lady said, “Would you like to see our three kittens?
We have a white one, a black one, and one that is black and white.”

Pete wiped his eyes. -

“Oh, yes please, | would,” he said. “Can [?”

50 he left his tricycle in the hall, and .went into the kitchen,

where the three kittens were playing on the floor.

He took a_piece of paper out of his pocket and rumpled it. All

the kittens ran after it when he threw it.

They ran and they jumped and they danced. And all the time they -

held their little tails up. . : :
Even the kitten who had hurt its paw, the black and white kitten,

; He was very upset [ap'set].— Ox 6ul1 ouenb paccrpoen.
, You've ran over — Thl nepeexan (3anaBua}
1 didn’t do it on purpose ['papas] — a caeaan o He HaPOYHO
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played just as gaily as the others. And that made Pete ieel much

better. . o _

“I’ll be very careful when | come past this house next time, If
a kitten comes out again, [ mean. You don't have to worry. I'm a very
good driver.” - ' '

Then he said good-bye, and went out of the house. He walked
backwards so that he could see the kittens until the last moment.
Then he remembered about the lollipop.

“I’'ll come again,” he called to the kittens. “I'm just going
to a shop.” - '

“You can come after dinner,” said the lady. “If your Mummy lets
you.” |
Pete was getting on his tricycle when a big man poked his head
out of a window. o

“Have you seen our kittens?” he said.

“Yes,” said Pete. .

“Did you like them?” said the man.

“Yes,” said Pete again,

“Goad,” said the man, and closed the window. Pete waited for
a minute or two, but the man didn’t come back again. So Pete rode

. away.

Then he remembered about the lollipop again. He rode on to the

~ shop and bought a little green one. Then he rode slowly back, suck-

ing it. On the way he thought about what had happened.
Then he said to himself, “Anyway,' | found three kittens.
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“And I can go another day.

“And I will. .

“And I'll take them a little stone to play with.”

Then he and his shadow waved their lollipops, feeling happy
again now, and rode right through a puddle.

And this time, it was such a great puddle with sky and clouds
and even sea-gulls in it, that there was room for Pete and his
shadow as well.'

So it ended up quite a good day after all.

THE SILVER THIMBLE
(After Helen Morgan)

KATE woke up one morning with the feeling that something special
was going to happen. She lay quite still for a few minutes, and tried
to think what it could be. Then she remembered. Today was Saturday
and Aunt Dot and Uncle Ned were coming for the week-end.’

Kate leaned over the side of her bed® and took her best doll,.
Dorabella, out of the doll's bed, and began to dress her. She was
just putting on Dorabella’s dress when the alarm clock rang and 4
moment or two later Mummy went downstairs.

With Dorabella under her arm, Kate climbed out of bed and
followed Mummy down.

“Oh my dear!” cried Mummy, when she saw Kate. “You have al—.
ready gol up! And you have dressed Dorabelia!™

“I put her best clothes on,” explained Kate, “because Aunt Dot
and Uncle Ned are cumlng She can sit quu:etlyF on my little chalr
until it’s time to go out.”

“Is she going out then?” asked Mummy in surprise.

“Oh, yes,” said Kate. “I told her last night she could go to
the station with us to meet the train.”

“Well, I'm afraid I shan’t have time to go,” Mummy said. “I have
too much to do in the house, and I want to make Uncle Necl‘
favourite fruit cake. Daddy will have to take you.” -

“Alt right,” said Kate. “May I have my breakiast now, please?“

“Go and put your dressing-gown on first,” Mummy Sﬂld “and
tell Daddy that breakfast will be ready in ten minutes.” -

After breakfast Kate and Daddy went upstairs to dress. Mummy
cleared the table and washed up. Then she began to make the fruit
cake. |

' that there was room for Pete and his shadow as well — yto Gnao aocra-
TouHo mecta u AnA [Iura, W gas €ro TeHH

? week-end ['wik'end] — Bpems 0TAKXA ¢ MATHALW pau cySGOTH A0 noHeResib-
HHK3; KOoHel HEeNenH, YHKeHn

¥ Kate leaned over the side of her bed — Keht mepernyaach uepea Hpaﬁ caoef
KpoBaTH
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When Kate was ready except for! her hat and coat, she sat on
a chair and waited for Daddy to linish dressing. He was putting on
his shirt when one of the buttons jumped off and rolled across the
floor,.

“Oh dear,” said Dadd “Where did that go?”

“Under the bed, I thmk " Kate told him —— and she knelt down’
to look, “l can see it,” she said, looking under the bed, “but I
can’t reach it.”
- So Daddy had to go down on the floor to reach the button with
his long arm.

“Hold it for me, Kate,” he said. “I shall have to gﬂ and ask
Mummy to sew it on again.’

Then Daddy went downstairs, got Mummy's workbox,” took out
a needle and thread and went into the kltchen Kate followed him
with the button.

- Mummy wiped her hands on her apron.

“I must have my thimble,” she said. “l can't sew without it.
Run and bring it for me, will you, Kate?”

Kate ran to Mummy’s workbox and took out the silver thimble.
She.put it in her pocket, closed the workbox and went back to the
kitchen.

Daddy stood quite still while Mummy sewed the button on his
shirt. Then he tock the needle and put it away again. Mummy went on
making the fruit cake, and Kate put on her hat and coat and waited
for Daddy in the hall.

Mummy was making the dough fnr the cake when Daddy came
downstairs again. “We're off! now,” he said. “We shan’t be long.”

- “Al right,” said Mummy. “Good- bye.”

“Good-bye,” shouted Kate and, “Good-bye,” said Daddy, and
they left the touse and went down the hill towards the station.

They hadn’t gone very far when Kate suddenly remembered Do-
rabella.

“I forgot all about her because of the button,” she said. “She’s
sitting on my little chair and waiting for me. | promised o take
her out.”

- -*Oh dear,” said Daddy and looked at his watch. “We haven’t
much time now. She won't be sarry that we left her at home, will
she?” - .

- “Yes, she will,” said Kate. “I promtised to take her with us.
She’ll cry if we don’t take her.”

' except for — 3a HeKNKUeHHEM
2 and she knelt [nelt] dowm — # ona Berana na koanen (to kneel [nil] —
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“Oh well,” said Daddy, “if you promised, that’s diiterent.

You wait here and I'll run back for her.”

Off he went back up the hill, while Kate waited on the narrow
footpath.' In a minute or two Daddy came running back with Dora-
bella under his arm. - |

“You were quite right,” he said, giving her to Kate. “She looked
as if she was going to cry. We must hurry now, or Aunt Dot and
Uncle Ned will be there before us.”

They hurried down the hill and arrived at the, station just as
the train came in. Aunt Dot was looking out of -the carriage window
. and she waved to Kate. |

Daddy went to find a taxi while Uncle Ned collected the lug-
gage.

“I'm on holiday,” he said, as they all got into the taxi.

Kate was very pleased. Dorabelia had never been in a taxi be-

fore.
Mummy had coffee ready for them when they got home and the
fruit cake in the oven was beginning to smell nice.

“I’ve dropped my silver thimble somewhere,” said Mummy. “Will

you try to find it for me, my dear?” -

‘Kate put Dorabella into her pram and began to look for the
thimble. She looked for it and looked for it but she couldn’t see
it apywhere.? Then Uncle Ned came into the kitchen.

“Mummy says you're playing ‘Hunt the Thimbie’,”* he said, “so
I've come to join you,”

He moved the cupboard* and looked behind it and poked behind
the gas-stove with a stick. Kate looked inio the vegetable box and
the dog basket, but they couldn’t find the thimble anywhere.

Muramy came in and said, “Never mind!® I shall find it when 1
sweep, I'm sure.”

She opened the oven door to have a look at the cake.

“That smells very good,” said Uncle Ned.

It was good. They had it for tea. Uncle Ned had one big piece

and then he had another and then he said he thought he could eat

a third. , - .
He pulled the plate with the cake towards him and began to cut
a piece. Hali-way through, the knife stuck.® .

“Hallo,” said Uncle Ned. “What’s this?” He poked in the cake

with the knife and something tinkled down on the plate.
It was Mummy’s silver thimble!
“Well,” said Uncle Ned, “I’ve had cherry cake and cofiee cake

| on the narrow ['nxrou] footpath — na y3axol Tponrnxe

* but she couldn’t see it anywhere [emiwes] — HO OHa uMrie ero He BpHAeNa
* ‘Hunt the Thimble' — «OxoTa 3a HAHEPCTKOM» '

* moved [muvd] the cupboard — croasndya Gyder

> Never mind! — Huuero! (He Gecnokofttecs!)

% Half-way through, the knife stuck.— Ha moamytu HOM 3acTpsJL.
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and apple cake, but this is the first time I've ever had thimble cake!
Very good it is, too!”

BUSCHY AR FHE DIVEGH
(After Joyce Lankester Brisley)

ONCE upon a time there was a little girl. Her name was Bunchy.
She lived with her grandmother in a little house in the country.

It was a pretty little house with roses around it. And it had
a pretty little garden with sweet peas and sunilowers in it. And
the country around it was beautiful, with woods and meadows.
So Bunchy was a happy little girt, and her grandmother was a

kind old lady.

There was only ane bad thing: she had nobody to play with.
The house was far from the village, and only the peddler with

his needles and buttons, -or the grocer with his packets of tea and

sugar sometimes came along the road.

But no one ever came and played with Bunchy.

" One day Bunchy's grandmother had to go to market. It was rath-
er rainy for Bunchy to go along too.

Grandmother took her big basket and her big umbrella, and start-
ed off. And Bunchy stood at the door, waving good-bye. She felt
rather lonely, for she didn’t know how to pass the hours by herseli
titl Grandmother returned.’ -.

Grandmother got as far as the gate, and then she suddenly re-

' how to pass the hours by herself til Grandmother returned — xak nposectn
BpeMA OAHOH, 10 TOro Kak Bepuercs Babymxa
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membered something. And she stopped and called back to her grand-
daughter,

~ “Bunchy, there’'s a small piece of dough on the-shelf in the
kitchen. It was left over' when I made the pie this morning. IT you
would like to have it to play with, you may, my dear.” {She knew how
Bunchy always liked to stand by the kitchen table and make things
with little pieces of dough while her grandmother was rolling the
dough for the pie.)

“Thank you, Granny,” said Bunchy, and waved again and again
from the doorway. Grandmother waved her umbrella for the last {ime
before she went out of sight behind the hedge,? on her way to market.

Then Bunchy turned back into the house. L

She went upstairs, and she went downstairs, and she looked out
of ali the windows. But she did not find anything interesting to do
anywhere there. Then she thought, “I'll go to the kitchen and get
(Grandmother’s piece of dough and play with it.” . :

So she went to the kitchen. And there on a plate on the shelf
was a little round piece of dough, soft and cold. |

Bunchy rolled it between her hands, and she put it on the table,
and pressed it out ftat’ and rolled it up again several times.

“What fun it will be,” said Bunchy to herseli, “to make a little
dough-girl to play with!”
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So she got a knife from the cupboard, stood on a stool and

started to cut out a little girl from the fiattened dough' on the table.
She began at the top of the head, all down one side, arm, and

leg; then up the other leg and the other arm, up till she reached
the head again. _

Asid when the knife reached the place where it had made the first
cut, and the litile dough-girl was quite complete’ — what do you
think happened? Why, the little dough-girl lifted her head from the
table and sat up. And while Bunchy, who was still standing on the
stool, watched, with her mouth wide open in surprise, the little
dough-girl puiled her legs from off the table and jumped down on
to the kitchen floor! :

“Welll” said Bunchy to herself. “Well, well, wellt” (Which was
what her grandmother always said when she was surprised!)

The little dough-girl began streiching herself as if she was
doing exercises,® but Bunchy soon saw that she was trying to make
her arms and legs the same length. Then the dough-girl began to
feel her head with her hands, and Bunchy suddenly thought:

“Why, | haven’t given her any face!” .

So she quickly got the currant-box from the cupboard, took out
two currants, and pressed them into the little dough-girl’s head,
for eyes. Then she took a very little round piece of dough from the
table and pressed it into the centre of the dough-girl’s face for
a nose. And then with a spoon she made a line below it for a mouth.
And in a moment the little dough-girl was smiling at her!

Here was a playfellow!®

Bunchy made dough-buttons down the front of the little dough-
girl’s dress, and she was very pleased.

Then Bunchy gathered all the scraps of dough® together in a
ball, And, strangely enough,® they made a piece which was as big as
the first one. She rolled it out {lat again.

This time she thought, “I'll make a pussy-cat.” So she cut out
a fine big one, head and ears and paws and tail. And when it was all
complete, it got up, and jumped down on to the floor. Then it began
to wave its white tail from side to side.

This was fun!

Bunchy stood rolling together the scraps of dough while she
watched how her dough-girl and dough-cat were making friends.

Strangely enough, the dough ball was quite as big as before,

s0 Bunchy rolled it out again on the table.

' the flattened dough — packatannoe TecTo

? guite complete — cobceM rotoBas

3 hegan stretching herself as if she was doing exercises — Hauana swrara-
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This time she thought, “I'ti make a house.” So she cut out a
house, with a roof, a door and windows. And when the house was all
complete it raised itself up' on the table and slipped down on to the
floor. Then it grew and grew, until at last it was quite big for
people like Bunchy herself, -

The little dough-girl slipped one cold hand into Bunchy's hand
and they went to.the door of the house. The dough-cat ran in before
them, leading the way® into a little white kitchen, with a table and
chairs and a cupboard all made of dough (which surprised Bunchy,
* for she had not made any “inside” to the house).’

The dough-girl pulled out a chair for her, and Bunchy sat down
carefully. She felt as if she was sitting on a piece of cold, soit
rubber. - ‘

There was a black kitchen-range at one ead of the room, just
like the one in Grandmother’s kitchen. Bunchy thought, “It is the
same kitchen-range. How did it get into the dough-house? Did the
kitchen itself turn into* dough or is the dﬁugshwhﬂuse still stand-
ing in the kitchen?” She couldn’t make it out.

While Bunchy was thinking about this, the little dough-giri put
piates on the table. Then she took a pie from the oven, cut it and
put some pieces on the plates on the table. '

Then she signed to Bunchy to draw up her chair® and eat, and
in some surprise Bunchy did so.

The pie tasted very good, and Bunchy ate all the pieces. The
dough-girt only pretended to eat (because she had no proper mouth).

When the meal was over, the dough-gir! led the way’ up some
funny soit stairs to the little bedroom above. |

Here was a white dough-bed, with a thick dough-coverlet; and
the little dough-girl signed to Bunchy to get into bed.

Just at that moment Bunchy heard a door shutting.® Was it
Grandmother who had come home from market?

Bunchy turned and ran from the room, down the dough-stairs and
out into the kilchen and out of the dough-house. ;

Then the dough-house fell and rolled up into a little “ball.
And then the kitchen door opened and Grandmother came in, with
her umbreila and her basket and many parcels.

' it raised itself up — on {(2oM) cam coGOH MORHANCH BEEpX {BCTAA)
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- “Well, my dear, did you have a good time while I was oul?”

asked Grandmother. _ .
“Oh, yes, Granny!” said Bunchy. “I had such fun with the dough!

1 made a house, and a cat, and a little dough-girl.”

“[ thought so, as soon as I saw the dough-ball!” said Grand-

mother.
. Now how did Grandmother know?

BLACKIE'S BIRTHDAY
(After Doris Rust)

ONE day Jane said to her little hlack dog, “Blackie, do you know
that today is your birthday?” :

“Wooll” answered Blackie, “Woof! Woof!” and he jumped up and
down, wagging his tail. -

“You're two years old today,” Jane told him.

“Wool! Woof!” said Blackie. o

‘Then he stopped jumping up and down and began to sniif the
air.! “Saiff! Sniff!” he went. :

“He can smell his birthday present, Mummy,” laughed Jane, and
she held more tightly a little parcel wrapped® in brown paper.

Blackie put his nose on the parcel and then he tried lo take

it away in his mouth.

| {0 sniff the air — HIEXaTh BO3NYX
? wrapped — 3aBepHYTHA
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“No,” said Jane, “No, Blackie. You mustn’'t hurry. Sit down.
Sit.” :

Blackie sat.

“Stay!™!

Blackie stayed quite still. Jane put the parcel on the ground
in front of him.

“All right!” she said. “Open it!”

Blackie pulled the string off* with his teeth. Then he bit the
brown paper away, piece by piece. “Gr... gr... gr...” he weni, until
all the paper was torn away.” And what do vou think he found in-
side? It was something that was his favourite thing to eat, some-
thing which he only had on his birthday or at Christmas. It was...
a cold sausage! ' '

As soon as he found it he ate it as fast as he could. Jane and
her mother picked up the pieces of brown paper and string and threw
them in the rubbish box. |

“Blackie enjoyed his present,” smiled Mummy. “As it’s his birth-
day, I think he ought to do' what he likes best of all, don’t you?”

“And what he likes best of all,” said Jane, “is jumping into-

the pond.”

“Fetch your lead,® Blackie!” said Mummy.

Blackie ran to the door where his lead hung from a hook. He
pulled the lead from the hook and brought it to Jane and her mother.
Jane f[astened it to his collar.® Then they all three went out of
the house and up the road to the pond.

As soon as they were away from all the cars and lorries and
bicycles, Jane let Blackie run without his lead. The. [irst thing he
did was to race as fast as he could to the pond. “Splosh! Splosh!”
He was in the water. He swam across to the other side, and then he
turned round and swam back again. When Jane and her mother
reached the pond, they saw him coming out of the water.” He looked
very small and thin because his fur was all stuck together.®

Blackie shook himself and rolled on the grass to get dry. Then
they walked a little farther.® Soon Jane said, “I think Blackie
would like to play hide-and-seek.”

“Yes, of course,” Mummy agreed. *“You go and hide while Blackie
and 1 shut our eyes.”

' Stay! — 30, Xau!

? pulted the string off — cranya Seuesky

* until aH the paper was torn away — fo Tex nop noxa Best Gymara He Geina
OTOpBAHA

' he ought to do — on nosxen aenath

® Fetch your lead — Cxoapn H nphieck nosonox

® fastened {fasnd] it to his collar — npuxkpennia ero K oWIeAHHKY

* they saw him coming out of the water — onu yaiaean, KaK OF BHOECAET H3 BOAW

° his fur was all stuck together — ero wepems Bea npuannna
Y a little farther — aemioro Zagbure
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Mummy sat down beside Blackie and she held her hands over his
eyes so that he could not see where Jane was running.

“Cuckoo!” called Jane. “Cuckool” . _

Mummy took her hands away from Blackie’s eyes. He looked first

is way, then that way. - i

thls“?ﬁr’h}ére’s Jane?” Mﬁmmy asked him. “Where’s Jane?”

Blackie lifted his long ears and put his head on one side. He
loved playing hide-and-seek. '

“Where’s Jane?” Mummy asked him.

Blackie ran off over the grass, looking first behind one tree, .

then behind anathzrjtree. 1
“Cuckoo!™ cried Jane. “Cuckool” - -
H?: voice sounded quite near now. Blackie ran and looked behind
a green bush and there was Jane. He was so pleased to see her that
he almost knocked her down.' ' * -
They played hide-and-seek for a long time. Sometimes Jane hid
and sometimes Mummy hid. But Blackie always found them. He
did not go and hide by himself* because he did not want to leave

them.

Mummy said she did not want it. So Jane put it through Blackie's
collar and tied it in a bow. _ |
“There!” she said. “Now you’re a birthday dog with a pretty
bDwBut Blackie didn’t like the blue bow at all. He slhnukphis head
and turned it round until he could reach the bow with his mouth.
Then he pulled at it and untied it.’ Every time Jane made a nice new
bow, Blackie pulled at it and untied it with pls_teeth. And then,
at last, when Jane wasn’t looking, he pulled it right ofi and tore
it into little pieces. |

“Oht Blackie!™ said Jane. o 1

“Never mind!”* Mummy said, “Blackie just doesn’t feel com-
fortable in a bow. And I really think he’s rather tired. Let's say

cod night to him.” _
= Blaclgie was already climbing into his basket. Jane patted his

head. “Good night, Blackie-dog,” she said softly. n
Blackie opened one eye and gave a long, happy sigh. Al_l-a-a:
 ah! What a day! He had had a cold sausage and his usual dinner.
He had jumped into the pond. He had played hide-and-seek. And he

had torn a silly, blue bow into little pieces. He had had a lovely
birthday. -

s

| he almost knocked [nokt] her down — oH uyTb He cGAJT ge C HOT

? by himself — cam
3 Then he... untied {an‘taid] it.— 3arem ou ero... pasprsan.
* Never mind [maind]! — Hayero! (He tenal)
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That évening, aiter tea, Jane found a piece of blue ribbon and -

JACKO AND THE POTATO SCONES
(After Fean Sutcliffe)

. NOW most of the time Jacko was a good little moinkey. But some-

times he was naughty, and even Mrs Robb said, “No, no, Jacko, you
must not do that,” but he wouid go on' doing what he wanted to do.
" "Well, one day Mrs Robb was busy, because four people were

coming to tea. That meant she had to do a lot of cooking. So she
- shut Jacko in his cage in the dining-room, and said, “You must stay

here till I've finished, Jacko, or you'll be in the way.”?
- And Jacko understood and smiled and said, “That’s all right.”
He sat quietly in his cage. And even went into the dark part
of his cage, and lay down on the soit old shawl that was there, and
had a short rest. When he got up again, he felt fine. Mrs Robb came
in and put a plate of thin potato scones near the fire. They were

. Very good potaio scones — thin and almost as big as a dinner plate.

They were piled one on top of the other.? _

Jacko looked at the scones and began to feel a little cold. He
wanted fo go and sit on his little stool near the fire and be as
warm as the thin potato scones.

Just then Mr Robb came into the dining-room, so Jacko told him

“all about what he wanted to do.

“Hello, Jacko,” said Mr Robb. “Do you want to come out?”

Jacko said, “Yes, I do.” '

Mr Robb opened the door of the cage. Jacko jumped down on to
the floor, ran across to the fire, and sat down on his little stool.
He held out his hands to the fire and turned his head and smiled
happily at Mr Robb.

“Were you. cold?” said Mr Robb.

And Jacko said, “Yes,.1 was very cold.” :

Soon Mr Robb went out of the room and Jacko sat alone looking
at the plate of big, thin, warm potato scones beside the fire.

Then he stretched out his hand* and picked one up. It was like
a little round mat, so he put it on his stool and sat on it. It felt.
nice and warm. Then he picked another up and put it on his head. He
had a very little head, so it hung down a!l round and he couldn’t
see. Jacko didn’t like that, so he made two holes to look through in
the part that came over his face. ¢

Jacko was rather pleased with himself, and sat there on his

' but he would go on-— Ho oW ofbluHO mpomomkan (3decs u daree 2ra204
would seipamcaer wacTo nosTopaOwuecs npussidnsie GeldcTaus, OTNOCANECR K NPO-
weeduieny speseru. )

? you'll be in the way — Tof Sysemb mue Mewars

* They were piled onc on top of the other.— Oun Gunn croxens cronkofi oasa
Ha ApyTol. -

* he stretched out his hand — o# npotsaya ﬁyﬂy
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potato scone mat feeling that he was very clever. Then his back felt
a little cold. So he put his hand out, and took another one off
the plate, and put it round his shoulders like a shawl. Ah! That
" felt nice and warm! And there he sat, and almost went to sieep he
was so warm and comfortable. o
| Well, suddenly the door opened, and Mrs Robb came in. I must
let Jacko out of his cage now,” she said to herseli, and she went
to the cage to do this. The door was open, and the cage was _empt}r,;

“Now how did he get out?” said Mrs Robb. “And where is he?

Then she turned round and saw something very strange sitting
up on the littie stool in front of the fire. x

“Oh,” she cried. “What's that? Jacko! Is that you?”

Jacko tarned his head and looked at Mrs Robb through the two
holes in the scone that was over his face.

“Jacko!” said Mrs Robb. “What will you do next?” And he looked
so funny that she began to laugh, and she laughed so much that she
had to sit down. And Mr Robb heard her and came into the room and
said, “What’s the matter?”'

“Look,” said Mrs Robb, and she pointed at Jacko.

Then Mr Robb started to laugh, and he laughed so much that he
had to sit down. And they both laughed and laughed.

But Jacko didn’t like them laughing.” He thought he was a clever

little monkey, niot a funny one. _
He took ¥he' potato scone off his head and put it carefully back

! What's the matter? — B dem peno? -
? didn't like them laughing — He HpaBUAOCH, UTO ORM CMENTCA (WAl KHM)
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- on the plate; he took the one off his shoulders and put it on top of

the other one. Then he put the one from the stool on top of that.

“Then he got off his stool and walked across the floor, and
jumped up into his cage and went into the little dark bedroom part,
and covered himself up with the soft old shawl. And he didn’t come

-out till after tea, aithough the door was leit wide open.

Wasn't he a funny little monkey?

PETE AND THE LETTER

(After Leila Berg)

ONE day, Pete was walking along the pavement. He was trying not

to step on the lines between the paving stones.’ He walked very care-
fully. He sometimes took very little steps and sometimes very large |
steps. “If 1 step on twenty lines,”® Pete said to himseli, “I’ll
turn into an elephant. A very big elephant.”

So he walked along very carefully, watching the pavement.

| “'-One," he said, and, “oh, two!” And his shadow stayed behind him

so as not to be in the way.

It was a beautiful October morning, the day Pete was an
elephant. Everything was golden. The trees were golden in the sun,
and the roads were gold. J :

There were heaps of fallen leaves® on the pavement. Pete walked
through them. He carried the leaves in little piles on his shoes.
“How long can I keep them like that, I wonder?” he said to himseli.
But they always slipped off in the end, one by one, and left his
shoes dusty and grey.

“I will drop some on my shadow when it isn’t looking,” thought
Pete. “That will be a surprise for it. | wonder how it will get
out again.” So he kicked some leaves over his shadow. But his
shadow guessed what Pete was going to do. Very quickly it got out of
the way, just in time.

There was a bright-yellow leaf on the pavement. Pete picked it
up and looked at it. He wanted to know how such a bright-yellow
leaf tasted. And he was just putting it in his mouth when he remem-
bered it was dirty, so he dropped it again. Scrunch scrunch, went
his feet through the dry leaves.

Now there were no leaves at all. The pavement was clean. So
Pete stepped over the lines again, playing his elephant game. The
stones were all different shapes and sizes,* and that made it very

' He was trying not to step on the lines between the paving stones.— Os

“{TapafCcA He HACTYilaTh Ha TPEWHHE MEHAY [MHTAMH TpOTyapa.

2 1f 1 step on twenty lines — Ecig A HacTynaio Ha aBajuarth TPeLEH

* heaps of fallen leaves — KyuH ONaBWIKX JIHCTBER

! The stones were all different shapes and sizes -— Kambiu (mocroeofl) OwiAH
Bce pasHof fopMb B pa3MepoB
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hard to go from one stone to the next and not step on the lines.
“Three, four, five, six, seven, eight, nine, ten. If I'm not careful,
I’ll soon turn into an elephant!” His shadow kept carefully behind
him. | -

. Pete was waiching the pavement lines so very carefully, he
didn’t look at all where he was going. A sort of car’ came out of a
gate, like a chair on wheels, and Pete almost jell into it.

His feet stepped all over the place’ before he could stand

straight again. “You've turned me into an elephant!” he cried.
“You don’'t look like an elephant,” said the lady who sat in

the chair. "

“You've turned me into an elephant!” Pete shouted. “You made
me step® on hundreds and millions of lines, and now I am an
elephant. And I wasn’'t going to be an elephant till I got to the top of
the hill, so I could run all the way down!” |
~ “I'm very sorry. But you weren’t looking where you were going.
And my leg is bad, and you might have hurt it.”*

“Did I?” said Pete. |

“No,” said the fady. “Next time I come out of this gate, I'll
sound my horn.” :

“Have you really got a horn?” said Pete.

: A sort of car — 30. Kaka®-10 Tenexka :
> His feet stepped all over the place — 30. Emy RpHIIIOCh HECKONBKO pas

MepPECTYNHTE HOTAMH HA OJHOM MecTe
3 You made mre step — Bu 3acTaBHAM MEHS HACTYNHTH

* you might have hurt it — Th Mor 61 YWHOHTE ee
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“Of course,” said the lady. “Will you post a letter for me?”
- “Show me the horn,” said Pete. |

“But will you post a letter for me?”

“Is this it?” said Pete. |

“But please, will you post my letter?”

“Can I honk it?” said Pete.

“If you post a letter for me,”' said the lady, “you can honk
it when you come back.” . |

Now Pete was worried.? “But I'm an elephant,” he said. “I have
to stay on the pavement and be careful about the lines. I can’t post
letters now.” |

“But you were going up the hill anyway,” said the lady. “The

letter-box is onty on the top of the hill. And that's where you said

you wanted to change into an elephant and run all the way down.”
“But you've made me turn into an elephant already,” said Pete.

“You made me step on millions of lines. A thousand — twenty — mil-

lion.”
“Oh no,I didn’t,” cried the lady. “You only stepped on one.”
- “Which one?” said Pete. F
“That one,” said the lady and pointed. “The one near the gate.”
Pete bent down and looked at it. And his shadow bent down too.

“Did 1 really only step on that one?” said Pete. “Wasn't that
clever of me?”? -

' If you post a letter for me — Ecaim Tid omyctawb (B mONTOBNA suuMk) Moe
RHCLMO

' Now Pete was worried.— Tenepr [TuT Gun ozaGouen.
* Wasn't that clever of me? — 33. Kak 310 6w 108k0 ¢ MOER CTOpORH!]
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“So now,” said the lady, “you'll post my letter, won’t you? Just
_at the top of the hill.” |

“All right,” said Pete. “Was it seven I was up to?” And he went
off, counting ail the way. |

The lady watched him. When he got to-the top of the hill, he
shouted, “Twenty!” and began to run down again as fast as he could.
And his shadow raced in front.

“But you didn’t post my letter,’

*

said the lady, sadly.

“Didn't I?” said Pete. And he looked at the letter, still in

his hand. He thought a minute. Then he said, “Elephants don’t post
leiters,” and he gave it back to her.
" “Oh, circas elephants do,” said the lady quickly.

“Do they really?” said Pete. That was very interesting.

“Oh yes,” cried the lady. “I know they do. Very clever circus
elephants.” -

“Shall I be one?” said Pete. “Shall I be a circus elephant?
I'll go up the hill doing a very funny dance. I'll go round and
round, and do funny things with my feet. And when I get to the top
I'll post the letter.”

“I'l watch,” said the lady. “And I'll clap.”

“All right,” said Pete. “But you mustn’t clap till I tell you to.”

Pete went off, turning round and round, and jumping a little
on one foot now and then.! Long before he reached the top, he got
dizzy.? The lady, who was watching him, was quite worried.

But at last Pete reached the letter-box. He sat down on the
pavement in front of it, and put the envelope in his mouth. But he
couldn't reach the letter-box at all that way. |

So he stood up, with the envelope still between his teeth, and
waved his head slowly, this way and that. Then at the last minute,
he took the letter out of his mouth, stood on his tiptoes,® and
popped it in the box. “Clap!” he shouted.

The lady clapped as hard as she could. ' .

Pete raced right down the hill back to her. “Was it a good
circus?” he said. | :

“Beautiful. And I'saw how fast you ran, too.”

“Did you? I can run faster than I did then.”

“Can you?” said the lady. “I couldn’t.” -

“I think you will be able to when your leg’s better,” said Pete.
“Next week, we'll have a race. You might even beat me* You
might.” He nodded his head encouragingly.’ -

! now and then — BpeMAa OT BpeMerH
? he got dizzy — y Herc sakpymuaack roa0Ba

® stood on his tiptoes — Bcras Ha HOCKH
* You might [mait] even beat me.— Bn wmornn OH jpale NOGEHHTL MEHA.

* He nodded his head encouragingly [In'karidzighi].— On ofSoapsAiolne KuBHYA
FON0BOA. i
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Then he went off, doing his elephant dance all over ‘again,
because it was such a good one.

But when he had gone a little way off, the lady called him
back. “You can honk the horn, you know,” she said, “because you
posted my letter.” | |

“So I can,” said Pete, “I forgot about that.” He was very sur-
prised at himself. He gave it one little honk, a short one. Then he
gave it a very long one. The honk sounded very good both ways, but

- the long one was better.

And that was another good day.

PETE AND THE WHISTLE
(After Leila Berg)

ONE hot sunny day, when Pete’s shadow looked much blacker than
usual, and followed him around wherever he went,! Pete found a
crowd of men at the end of his street. They had nothing on but their
work-trousers and shoes, and they were digging, digging, digging,
in the hot sun.

“What are you doing?” asked Pete.

“We're building a house,” said one of them.

Pete was quiet for a minute. Then he said, “Tell me what you're
reaily doing.” |

“We're building a house,” said the man again. “Honestly we are.”

Now Pete was very angry.

“But houses go up, not down,” he cried. “You can't dig a house.
You can dig potatoes, or worms, or something that you hid there
last time, but how can you dig a house! What are you doing?
Tell me!” :

“Well,” said the man, “if you listen very carefully — and very
quietly — and leave my spade alone’* — I'il explain to you.” And
he wiped his hands on his trousers, for they were dirty.

And Pete stopped being angry® and listened.

“Now, this hole here,” said the man, “this hole that we're
digging, is to stand the house in.

“If we build the house right on top of the ground, without
this hole, the wind will blow the house down. One pufi, and there
is no house left.”* |

“Like the three little pigs?” said Pete. “Like ‘I'll huff and
I'H puff?®”

|
2
3

wherever [wear'eva] he went — Kyaa 66 OH HH e

and leave my spade alone — ¥ OCTaBHUIL B NOKOE MOID JIONATY

stopped being angry — nepecran cepaThCA

' One puft, and there is no house left.— Jyayn — u NomMa Kak we GmBAAQ,
5 “ Pl huif and I'It puff’ — «Kak HauHy A AyTh, KAK HAYKY A AYTb»
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“That's right,” said the man. “I'll huff and I'll puff and 'l
blow your house down. That's why we have to dig a hole for the
walis to stand in.”
~ And he took up his spade again, and weni on digging. And Pete
went on watching. ‘

Then Pete wanted to see the other side of the hole. So he
jumped across the hole, because it was still only a little one. And
his shadow jumped too.

But Pete’s shadow was silly. It fell in the hole.

“Dig m shadow!” shouted Pete. So the man took up a spadeful
of Pete's sgaduw,l and tried to lift it up and put it near Pete. But
the shadow fell off the spade and lay in the hole again. “Oh,” said
Pete. And the man said nothing because he was very hot; he just went
on working. |

Pete wanted to help. He said to the man, “I'm a very good dig-
ger. | dig very fast. Shall | help?”

But the man said, “No!”

“No thank you, you mean,” said Pete sadly.

“No thank you,” said the man, and went on digging.

Suddenly, just behind him, a terrible noise started, and all
the ground began to shake.

Pete turned round quickly. He saw a man with a machine which
was making a hole in the ground. The man had a shirt on and it shook
when the man's arms shook with the machine.

«Can | do that?” said Pete, but the mar could not hear him.

“Can I do it?” cried Pete, but the machine shouted louder than
Pete — and the man did not hear a word. . -

Now another man came by. He was pushing a wheelbarrow. He
filled it full of bricks,? then he went away with it.

When he came again, Pete said, “I can do that. I can put the
bricks in. I'm very strong.” -

“All right,” said the man. “You can help. But you must be very
careful not to drop one on your foot.”

“Of course [ won't,” said Pete.

So the three of them filled up the wheelbarrow, the man, and

Pete, and Pete’s shadow. But Pete’s shadow only pretended that it

was working, it didn’t make the barrow any fuller. And when the
bricks were tidily piled together,® and there was no room for any
more,! the man said to Péte, “You can ride on top.”

“Really?” said Pete.

“Really,” said the man.

' a spadeful of Pete’s shadow — moinas Aonata 3eMad Buecte ¢ Tedbwo [luta
2 He fiiled it full of bricks — On HanoAHAM ee (TAuKy} KHpiHUAMH
5 And when the bricks were tidily plled together — ¥ wWorma Bce xupnHun
OLltH BKKYPATHO CTOXKEeHbH -
4 there was no room for any more — He ocTanock Gosblie (AYCTOrO} MecTedka
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Then Pete sat on top of the bricks and the man pushed the wheel-
barrow. ' . |

It was the first time Pete had ridden on a wheelbarrow full of
bricks. It was a little uncomfortable, but not very, because the
bricks were piled very tidily. -

As for Pete’s shadow, there was no room for it on the barrow.
So it sat on the ground, and pretended it was having a ride in a
different wheelbarrow, with black bricks in it

At the place where Pete got ofi the wheelbarrow, a very big ma-
chine was working. [t was digging up sand in one place, and pulling
it up in another. It was very big and very clever and very quick.

Pete watched it for a while,! and thought. Then he put his hand

“in his pocket and took out a whistle. He threw it on the ground where

the machine was working and waited. The machine won't want my
whistie, he thought. I wonder what it will do. :

The machine quickly picked up the whistle. Then it emptied it
on the pile of sand. \

“Don’t do that!” shouted Pete angrily to the machine. And he
ran as fast as he could to get his whistle back. But a man caught

him and held him tight.

The man was very angry with him.
“That's a very silly thing to do,” he shouted. “You might get
a whole load of sand on top of you.? Go away at once.”

' for & while — Kakce-To Bpem#

® You might get a whote load |loud] of sand on top of you.—— Mawmua Morna
¢6pOCHTh Tefe Ba TOT0BY neibl KOBIW mecka,
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“Let go of me!”! cried Pete. “I want my whistle! That machine’s
taken my whistle and | want it back. Look at it, lock!” ™

The man. looked. And just as he looked, the machine dmpped
another load uf sand right on top of Pete’s whistle.

“There now,” said Pete bitterly. “Look what it's done. Bad old
machine! And it’s your fault! You didn't let me get it.” And he put
his thumb in his mouth, because he was very 1111hapmF

“Well,” said the man, holding Pete very tightly, “we can't get
it nciw It be made into cement soon,” and the house will stand
Dn [ »n ) x

“On my whistle?”

“That’s right,” said the man. “And when this house is built,
and people are living in it, then you can say to everyone, ‘That
house is sitting on my whistle” _

“Yes,” said Pete, and he felt better now. “That’s what I’ll say.
I'll say, ‘Get off my whistle, house, or I'll push you over'!”

He thought for a minute, then he said, “Will my whlstle always
be under the house? For ever and ever?”

“For ever and ever,” said the man.

“Then it’ll get spmlt "* said Pete. “It won't be so good when
the house is sitting on it.”

“No,” agreed the man, “it won’'t be so good to whtsﬂe. But
it’ll be very good to tell people about.”

“Yes,” said Pete, “it will be good {o tell people about.”
He thought for a little. Then he said, “I'll start telling people
now.

And he walked away over the ground, by the heaps of bricks, and
the sand, and the wheelbarrows, and all the men in their dusty work-
trousers. And his shadow walked behind and fell in all the holes
because it never looked where it was going.

“Silly old shadow,” said Pefe.

Then he said, “I'm glad I'm not made into cement.’ I'm glad
the house won't be sitting on me. Very gtad!”

And away he ran.

That was another good day!

' Let go of me! — Otnycrure Mens!
 If'll be made into cement soon — Ckopo ero (BMmecte ¢ meckoM) nepepaSo-
TAT B LeMenT
> For ever and ever? - Hascerfa-sascerga?
? 'I'hen it’ll get spoili — Toraa on sentopTHTCH :
* I'm glad I'm not made into cement.— $ pan, urte 43 Mera pe caena Ty eMeHTt.

HONK HONK!
(After Donaid Bissei)

ONCE upon a time there was a goose whose name was Williamn, but
his mother, Mother Goose, always called him Willie.

“Now, go for a walk, Willie,” she would say,' “and honk to the
other geese.” '

Willie was very fond of honking!

“Honk honk!”

“Honk honk!”

“Honk honk!”

- “Honk honk!” he went as he waddled along.

One day, when he was waddling along, he met a cat. It was a
lovely black cat with two white paws in front. Willie was pleased.

“Honk honk!" he said t;:n the cat. “Honk honk!”

“Mieow!” said the cat.

Willie was surprised. “What does * mleuwf mean?” he thought.
He thoughi that cats said “Honk honk!” just like geese.

He waddled a little further and nibbled at the pgrass. it was

a lovely day. The sun was shining and all the birds were singing.

“Honk honk!” said Willie.

“Bow wow!” barked a dog that was running along the road.

“Neight” said the milkman’s horse. And “Gee up!™ said the
mitkman.

Poor Willie couldn’t understand a thing.

Just then a farimer passed by.? “Hallo, goose!” he said.

“Honk honk!” said Willie.

Then some children passed. And one little boy came up to him
and said, “Boo!"* -

Willie was upset. He felt quite unhappy.

“] know I'm a goose,” he thought. “But they needn’t say * Boo!’
to me like that.”

Soon he saw a goldiish. It was swimming in a pond. Willie loud-
ly honked to it, but the goldfish just swam round and round and
took no notice of him.”

He waddled a little further and met some cows.

“Moo!” they said. “MOO0OQ0O! MOOQO!I”

Then he met some hens. |

“Cluck cluck cluck,” they said, “ciuck cluck cluck!” And the
cock said, “Cockadoodledooo!” |

! she would say — ropopuia oHa 0fwusHO
? Gee up [d3i'ap}! — Ho! (Towea!)
passtd by — OPOXONHA MEMO
‘ Boo! — Knuu!
° took no notice of him — ne o0palwlana Ha HEro BHHMAWWA
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“Oh, 1 wish someone would say' ‘ Honk honk!’ to me,” thought

Willie. “I feel so lonely!”

~ Some pigeons cooed? and ducks quacked and the crows in
Eheh@ree tops cawed. But no one at all, no one said “Honk honk!”
o him.

Poor Willie began to cry and tears ran down his beak and
E;l_lll_wﬂh a splash at his pretty pink feet. “Honk honk!” cried

illie. '

Then from a long way away, he heard, “Honk honk! Honk honk!
Honk honk!” | .

What a beautiful  sound!

He looked up and saw a little blue motor-car. It was coming
down the road.

“Honk honk!” it went. “Honk honk!” | .
“HONK HONK!” said Willie, “HONK HONK!”
“HONK HONK!” went the car as it passed.
Willie looked after it. -

- He was a happy goose.

“Honk honk!™ went. the car, disappearing round the co 3
“Honk honk!” said Willie. L corner

''I wish someone would say — Kak .6 5 xoren, umﬁi‘ KTo-Hifiyls cxaszan
i pigeons [pidzinz] coced I'ﬁu:ld] — raaySH BOPKOBAJH ¥
disappearing [.dise’piarip] round the corner — ncyesan 3a yraom
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-4 DARAGE FOR AR

(After Catherine Wooley)

THERE was once a little car whose name was Gabriei.

Now poor Gabriel had no garage. He lived out-of-ddors on a
piece of waste land where they sold used cars.' He wore a sign that
said, “FOR ‘SALE — CHEAP.”? : |

There were dents in his bumpers. His paint was rusty. His doors
didn’t close properly. | |

Every day Gabriel watched the shiny new cars as they rolled

" by. But they never even looked at Gabriel.

“Oh,” thought Gabriel, “how I wish to whiz® right along. How I
wish to be new and shiny!”

“But, most of all,” he thought sadly, “how I wish to have a
garage!”

Well, one day two women came along. |

They said to the man who sold cars, “Have you a small car?”

He pointed to Gabriel. ' . -

“We'll try it,” they said. They climbed in.

! He lived out-of-doors on a piece of waste tand where they sold used cars.— Ou

MHA HA OTHPHTOM BO3AYXE Ha NYCTHPE, TAe NPORABAAHCH ToaepHatkbie (OuBilae
B ynoTpeGiedun) aBToMOGHIH.

? FOR SALE — CHEAP — Pacuponaka noc CHHKEHHbIM LeHAM
* to whiz [wiz] — MPOHOCKTECH €O CBHCTOM ]
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“Now!” thought Gabriel. “I'll show them I can whiz right along.

Then the ladies will buy me and give me a garage.” =

Whiz, whiz, whiz,' went Gabriel round the streets.

He was feeling very happy. '

Round and round the streets. Whiz, whiz, whiz!

“That will show them,” he thought. X

| But the ladies cried, “Thank you, we don’t want this car. It
won't slow down at all.” . '

Gabriel felt very sad.

Next day a student came.

“Here’s a fine car,” said the man.

“I'l] try it,” said the student.

“Oh!” thought Gabriel. “This time I'l go very slowly, if
that’s what they want. Then the student will buy me and give me a
garage.” | 5

S0 he went v-e-r-y, v-e-r-y, v-e-r-y s-l-o-w-l-y.

But the student said, “That car is too slow!” -

And he went off.

Gabriel felt very sad.

But the next day a young woman came.

This time Gabriel decided to do the right thing.

"1 wor’t go too fast and I won’t go {oo slow,” he said. “But
Ill show her I've got power in my engine. Then she'll buy me and
give me a garage.” | )

The young woman started the engine.? .

“BANG!” shouted Gabriel. “BANG, BING, BANG, POP. POP!”

* “Oh!” cried the young woman. “This car's much too noisy!”

And she went off.

“Oh, dear!” cried poor Gabriel. “Won't anyone ever buy me and

give me a garage? I'll never be so noisy again!”
5o the next day when a man came and pressed the starter, Gab-
riel didn’t make any noise. Not any noise A

“This car won't even start,” said the man. He turned and left.

Well, Gabriel felt very unhappy. Now he was sutre that he never
would have a garage.®

For a long time no one even looked at Gabriel. And then Jimmy
and Jimmy's daddy came along. .

“Have you a car for sale?” asked Jimmy’s daddy.

The man was so angry with Gabriel, he said, “Yes — there’s a
very cheap car over there.”

“Let’s try it,” said Jimmy's daddy.

' Whiz, whiz, whiz — 38. nodpasanue aayKaM, usdasaemvin GHCTPO RPONOCS-
wedcn smgwunod :

: started the engine — aapeaa moTop
Now he was sure [fua] that he never would have a garage.— Tenepb o Guin
¥BEPEH, UTO ¥ HEro HHKorAa e GyIeT rapaa. |
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- ndhey climbed in.

Gabriel was so surprised that he didn’t have time to show off.!
He just acted naturally. So Jimmy's daddy bought Gabriel.

Then they drove up the street and stopped in front of a little
yellow house. _

Then Jimmy's daddy greased Gabriel’s engine till it purred like
a pussy-cat.?

“lI sound very quiet!” thought Gabriel.

Then Jimmy's daddy repaired the bumpers and the doors.

“Oh, I feel goodt” said Gabriel.

And last of all, Jimmy’s daddy gave Gabriel a coat of shiny red

aint.

. “I look FINE!” shouted Gabriel.

Then Jimmy and his daddy and his mummy and their cat all went
for a ride. ) |

Every time they whizzed by another car, Gabriel bowed and
smiled and the other cars bowed and smiled, too.

And when they came home, they drove right up into a little,
yellow garage!

THE OLD RED BUS
(After Jean Chapman)

~ NOT so very long ago an old red bus ran down to the station and
* back again. It was a rumblin%, grumbling® bus. H was a rusty and
u

dusty bus. It was a jumping, bumping* bus. And because it was all
these things, some people walked to the station rather than rode in
the old bus. It bumped and shook them about too much.

" “This bus is worn-out,”” the driver said. “It needs a new engine

* to drive it. It-needs new tyres. It needs new seats and new windows

and new paint — in {fact I think we need a new bus!™

Now the old red bus wasn't at all surprised to hear this. It felt
worn-out. “I’ll fall to pieces one day,” the old bus thought. Climbing
hills made its engine work so hard and shouting “honk-honk”
at every corner made it feel tired, too. So all the old red bus wanted

- {o do was to sieep in the sun for ever.

“UR-UR-UUUURRR!” it grumbied. “I'm so worn-out that
I can't go further.” |
But while it was saying this, inside the bus the conductor was

' o show off — nokasaTe ce6s B BHTOAHOM CBETe (AYCTHTBL NbAbL B raasa)
P Aill it purred [pad] like a pussy-cat ['pusikzt] — noka on (MoTop) He 3ayp-

-HAA, KaK KOWKa

¥ rumbling — rpomuixaownii (o rumbfe — rpomeixats); grumbling — sopua-

wui {to grumble — Bopuarh, KBA0BATLCA)
* bumping — yaspaownd, sanocsuHA yaapu (to bump — yiapaTte, TOAKATH)
5 This bus is worn-out — ABToSyc COBCeM CTapuill (M3HOWIGHHLEA)
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calling out, “Fares, please!' Fares, please!” He sold pink tickets
to passengers, and their money dropped into his black bag with a
tinkling sound® — plink, plink, plink! o

And inside the bus the driver was sitting, in "his front seat.
He pulled off the brake and before the old bus knew what
was happening it was rolling off down the road again.

“UUUUrrr-UUUUUrrrr-UUUUUrrrr!” the old bus grumbled.
“Gggrrr! I'm too tired to go further!” :

And to its surprise, the old red bus didn't.

Just then it ran over a piece of wood on the road.

*S8S585855588”

The front tyre on the old red bus felt very funny. “Sssss/” It felt

as if it was getting smaller and smaller. What was happening to .

its round sides? The front tyre on the old red bus was as flat as a
piece of paper.

“Oh, my front tyre!” shouted the old red bus very much sur-
prised. |

And the driver stopped the bus and jumped out. The bus conduc-
tor jumped out. All the people poked their heads out through the
windows. '

“The iront tyre is as flat as a pancake,” the driver told the people,
"we can’t repair it here, so I think you had better walk o the
station.” o , |

“We'll get the mechanic from the garage,” the bus conductor
told them. | e

So all the people climbed out of the red bus and looked at a
big nail in the piece of wood that had made the hole in the tyre.

All the people said, “This is too bad. What we need is a new
bus.” And they walked off to the station.

When the mechanic came, he said, “This bus needs more than
a new tyre.” _ -

“Yes,” the driver answered. “It's worn-out. What we need is a
new bus. Could you sell us a new bus?”

“Not today,” the mechanic said, “but in some weeks we’ll make
this old bus as good as new at the garage.” -

Everyone thought. this was a wonderful idea — even the ol
red bus. So when the break-down van® came, the bus helped as
much as it could. The break-down van had a crane on its back, The
crane lifted. the front wheels of the bus away, away, away off the
ground. With just its two back wheels on the road the old red
bus ran along behind the break-down van al] the way to the garage.

Some people saw the old red bus and they said to one another,

' Fares, please! — IToxan yAcra, naarHre 3a ppoesn!
® a tinkling sound [saund] — spewsuni 3By«
? break-down van — apapnfAiBas Mawkna

“It looks as if we'll have a new bus. The old bus must be going to
the scrap-heap!”!

At the garage the mechanics took out all the worn-out parts
of the engine and put in new parts. They greased the engine. They .
gave the bus new tyres and new seafs. Then they gave the bus a new
coat of shiny red paint. The old bus didn't feel old any longer.

When the time came for the red bus to drive along the road to
the station, everyone wanted a ride. All the people crowded in and
said, “This isn'f the old rumbling, grumbling bus! This couldn’t
be the old dusty, rusty bus! Don't tell us this is the old jurnping,
bumping bus!”

Biut we know it was, don't we? |

THE BOY WHO RAN AWAY
(After Helen Clare)

THERE was once a little boy who was walking in the park and
looking for adventures. He did not like his mother to hold his hand,
‘and he did not like everybody to notice his sister as she sat in her

pram and waved her rattle.

- They had not gone very far when they came to the pond. There
were ducks on it, and everybody was watching them. The little
¥

LY

' The old bus must be going to the scrap-heap ['Ek’lj'aephi:p] ! — Crapufl aBTo-

. Syc, AoAKHG GuTh, OTOPABHAH Ha CBAaAKy! k
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boy's mother also stopped to watch them, and then by chance she let
go of' his hand.

“Aha!” thought the little boy, “now I'll run away.”

So he ran and he ran. He had not gone very far before he met a
.scooter,? a bright yellow scooter. It was scooting up the road on
its bright red wheels.

“Hey!™® said the little boy. “Where are you going?”

“I'm going scooting. Would you like to come with me?” -

 “Yes,” said the little boy, and they scooted off.

They hadn’t gone far before they met a tricycle, a bright blue
tricycle. It was pedalling up the path. .

“Hey!” said the little boy. “Where are you going? | ran away
from Mummy until I met this scooter.”

“Oh,” said the tricycle, “I'm going to meet my friend. Do you
want to come with me?” -

“Yes,” said the little boy, and they pedalled off.

They hadn’t gone far before they met a bicycle, a black and
silver bicycle. It was ringing its bell. S

“Hey!” said the littie boy. “Where are you geing? 1 ran away
from Mummy until 1 met a scooter. And I scooted on the scooter
until I met a tricycle.” s

“I see,” said the bicycle. “I'm going for a fast run. Do you want

to come with me?” |

“Yes,” said the litile boy. So they cycled ofi. They pedalled and .

they“pedalied to the top of a hill, and flew down not pedalling
at all.
“Phew!”* said the little boy, “that was lovely!”

They hadn’t gone far when they met a new motor-car, a brand-
new® motor-car. It was honking on its horn.

“Hey!” said the little boy. “Where are you off to? I ran away
from Mummy until | met a scooter, and 1 scooted on the scooter un-
til I met a tricycle, and 1 pedalled on the tricycle until I met this
bicycle.”

“Ha, hal” said the motor-car. “I'm going for a joy-ride. Do you
want to come with mer”

“Yes,” said the little boy and climbed in. So they went off.

They hadn’t gone far, when they saw a bus, a great red bus.

“{f you want to go farther, just whistle to that bus because

this is where | live,” said the new motor-car,
“Hey!" said the little boy. “Where are-you going? I ran away

' by chance {ifons] she let go of — cayuallHo DHa OTnycTHRA
a scooter ['skuta] — gerckuii camowar: to scoot (to go scooting) — 30
exatTh Ha caMoKare
* Hey [hei]! — 30! {oxaux)
! Phew |fju:]! — ®y! (swpamaer yduarewue, obrecvenue)
5 brand-new — COBEPINEHHO HOBH
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from Mummy until I met a scooter, and 1 scooted on the scooter
antil I met a tricycle, and I pedalled on the tricycle until I met a bi-
cycle, and | t:lycled on the bicycle until 1 met the motor-car.” ‘

“Humph!”" said the bus. “I'm going to the country. If you want
to come with me, you'd better get in.”

“All right,” said the little boy and jumped in the bus, and the
bus went off.

Now, they'd gone a good distance when they saw a green train,

“This is where | stop,” said the bus to the little boy. “You'd
better catch that train® if you're going on again.”

“Hey!” said the little boy. “Where are you going? I ran away
frormn Mummy until I met a scooter, and 1 scooted on the scooter
until I met a tricycle, and I pedalled on the tricycle until I met a
bicycle, and [ cycled on the bicycle until I met a motor-car, and 1
whizzed off in the motor-car until I met this bus.”

“Pouifl”® said the green train, “I'm going to the seaside,
much faster than a bus. Jump in if you want to, 1 haven't time to
wait.” ‘

“Rather,”* said the liltle boy, and climbed up on the engine,
and the train went off:

“Poufi! Poufl! Pouli!”

They passed through the country-side, until at last the little
boy saw the great sea, : -

“Pouffl” said the green train. “If you want to cross the channel,®
you'd betfer call a ship.” ' |

“Hey!” said the little boy, waving to a ship. “Where are you
sailing to, I'd like to know? | ran away irom Mummy until 1 met a
scooter, and 1 scooted on the scooter until 1 met a tricycle, and I
pedatled on the tricycle until 1 met a bicycle, and | cycled on the
bicycle until I met a motor-car, and 1 whizzed off in the motor-car
unfil 1 met a bus, and I rode in the bus until I met a train.”

“I'm sailing to the Continent,” said the ship. “if you want to
come too, I'll let down the gangway.” |

«I do.” said the little boy, and ran aboard the ship.’

And it wasn’t very long before they reached the other side.

Now, just as they were docking, they saw a silver aeroplane.

“There,” said the ship, “you’d better catch that.”

“Hullo-0!" cried the little boy, putting both his hands up. *Where
are you flying to? 1 ran away from Mummy until I met a scooter,
and 1 scooted on the scooter until I met a tricycie, I pedalled on

Humph [hami]! — ml

You'd better catch that train — TeGe nyute ycners Ha TOT AOE3N,
Pouff [puif]! — ®y! {evipancaer npeapenite)

Rather [rads] — 3d. Koreunao {ya)}

ta cross the channel ['tf@nl] — nepenpaBATbCA Yeped NPOTHD

Pl\ let down the gangway — 5 NpHKaxy CMYCTHTL Tpan

ran aboard [o'bxd] the ship — paGexan wa Gopr xopadas
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the tricycle until I met a bicycle, and I cycled on the bicycle until

[ met a motor-car. 1 whizzed off in the motor-car until I met a bus: -

l . . : *

I :;]gteamslt]til;’PUS until 1 met a train, and ! went in the train uniil
“M-m-m-m-m,” said the aeroplane. “I'm goi

Do y‘?u walnt to come with me?g ol ack fEnkland.
“Yes, please,” said the little boy, and climbed u
) aid boy, and p the steps.

aemlﬁg‘;gnur head inside, or you'll lose it in the clouds,” said the

They flew so fast they were back in a few mi
at the aerodrome about five o’clock. minutes. They landed

On his way home the little boy saw a post i
in thle street with a sack on hisyba{:k. postman. He was standing
“I say,” said the little boy, “where are you going? I ran
from Mummy until I met a scooter, and lyscoog[ed %H the scau:rtag
until I met a tricycle, and 1 pedalled on the tricycle until [ met a
bicycle, and I cycled on the bicycle until ! met a motor-car. I whizzed
?:;_m thedmlutur-tiar Lilﬁgltl met a bus, I rode in the bus until I met a-
| in, and I went in rain until I met a shi 1 ]
- the Sll-}lp L;lntill I met an aeroplane.” iR 26 | siied.olin
“Umph!™” said the postman and put his sack dg “ -
man andﬁl am delivering the last Eﬂst;” Tivn,, L anta post
Oh?” said the little boy.. “Do you go near Croydon?”

“Yes,” said the postman, *I know , _
and I'll give you ,!; ride.” where you live. Jump in the sack

) .
Umph [amf]! — Xn! (Tml} (ampamaer counenue, seysepennoets )
54 | | ‘

So the little boy rode in the posiman’s sack, and the postman
walked till they came to a house in Croydon, with a fence around it

and a garden in the iront,
“Now,” said the postman, “I’ll knock on the door, and when the

..dﬂﬂf opens, you jump oui.”

So the liftle boy got ready and the postman knocked: “Rat-a-
tat-tat!”

And when the door opened, the postman said, “A parcel.” And
the little boy jumped out: “Bo! Bol! Bo! I ran awar irom Mummy
antil I met a scooter, and I scooted on the scooter until I met a tricycle,

‘and I pedalled on the tricycle until I met a bicycle, and I cycled on

the bicycle until I met a motor-car. 1 whizzed off in the motor-car
until I met a bus, and I rode in the bus until 1 met a train, I went

in the train until I met a ship, and 1 sailed off in the ship until 1 met

an aeroplane, | flew in the aeroplane until [ met the postman!
And he’s brought me with the letters in the very last post!”
So they thanked the postman kindly and said, “Good evening.”

- And the liftle boy was very glad to see all his family, and the family

were very glad to see the little boy. And as he was so hungry, they
gave him a big supper. He had all the good things he liked the best

before he went to bed.

FETE AND THE SPARROW
(After Leila Berg)

ONE day, Pete was walking up the hill. 1t was a lovely bright spring
morning, and the birds were singing as loudly as they could:
His shadow walked very blackly on the wall beside him, but

Pete took no notice of it' today.

Forit was springtime, and new exciting things were happening
every day.

Suddenly Pete noticed a cat. It was creeping slowly and quietly
up a tree. He stopped to watch it. He liked climbing trees, too.

But when Pete watched he could see the cat wasn’t playing. It

 was going sormewhere special. It was a busy cat. -

“\What are you doing up there?” he called. But the cat only went

on climbing.
And now Pete saw it was trying to catch some birds who were

talking together on the farthest branch.

“Come down at once, you naughty cat!” he called. “Leave them

" alone!”?

" ! but Pele took no notice of it — so FIuT He ofpawan Ha xee AHKAKOTO BHA-
MaHEA
7 Leave them alosel — Octass ux B nokoel
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But the cat took no notice at all.
the branch.

“Ill be angry with you!” shouted Pete,

But just at that moment, the birds flew up in the air, all together.
They did it so0 suddenly. and their wings made such a loud noise,
that the cat nearly fell off the branch. |

“There!” said Pete.

“You seel” said Pete.

“What did I tell you!” said Pete. And he went on his way.

He was glad that the birds had flown away from the cat, and as he
went, he sang to himseli a happy song that he had made up.

"Spring ter-ring, ter-ring,
Spring ter-ring, ter-ring,
Ter-ring,
Ter-ring,
Buttercups and daisies.”!

It crept carefully along

Now he walked along.a low wall, trying to balance himself
carefully.? He was a slow goods train,® which was taking tractors to
a farm.

All at once, he saw there was a bird on the wall in front of
him.

“Ooocvo!” went Pete the goods train. “Peep-peep.”

But the bird didn’t move. And Pete, who had expected the bird
to fly away, almost lost his balance, as he tried io stop in time.

“You silly old birdt”
just a little jump on top of the wall, to shoo the bird away. But
it still didn't move.

Pete looked at it. It was a very little bird.

. He sat down on the wall, and put his face quite close to the
bird. 1t blinked its bright eyes at him.

Very slowly Pete
on the head. [{ was soit and warm.

Then he put out his finger and did it agajn, because he had
never done such a thing before. Then for a long time he looked right
into the bird’s eyes, and the bird looked at him.

Then he jumped off the wall, and started to walk up the hill again.

But just in front of him, a man was standing, looking at a free.
So Pete stopped.

“What are vou looking at?” said Pete politely. *

The man didn't answer.

Pete looked hard at the tree, but there didn't seem to be

* buttercups and daisles — motuka w Maprapurxn

? trying to balance  [‘balons] himself carefully — ad. crapasicn coxpanuTe
PaBHOBECHE
% goods train — ToBapHw#i noen

- &6

he shouted. And he jumped in the air,

pui out a finger and siroked the little bird

anything special to see. “gfhaihqre you looking at?” said Pete again.
n still said nothing.

%l::ltﬂtllfaﬁ]ea Pete angry. “It's very rude not tDﬂtEll pen:_mple;‘ wll_rliat
you're looking at, when you're looking at a tree, he Sa“ljf thw en
they're very polite and ask you, and wait for you to te y em.

The man turned round. “I'm looking at a 111rd. he said. .

«] was looking at a bird before,” said Pete. “I put my face quite

close to it, and 1 stroked its head. Is yours an eagle bird?" .

But the man said nothing. He just looked into the tree. “My

it bird was an eagle bird,” said Pete.

. - C ";!"l
h n said, “Did you honestly :stmke a b‘lrd. _
I??sl ”t seailgl'lai}ete. “I told you. I stroked its head ;J:r:ith my finger.
It sat urjl the wall. and it nearly made me fal} off,”” he said.

“ me the bird,” said the man.
B?ll:npvgte gaid to him quietly, “You know wh::_*lt you should say,’

don’t you?”
“\.ghat should I say?” asked the man. ]
“You should say ‘Please’, shouldn’t you?

y how me the bird,” said the man.
Sglgaest: fﬂ{?l?rhis hand, and they went to the wall and found the

i bird. It was still sitting there. The man picked it up, and held it gently

in his hand. And Pete stroked it again. Then he put his cheek against

~its face in case® it wanted to whisper something. But it said nothing.

! and it nearly [nioli] made me fall off —30. n A n3-3a Hee uyThb He ynan
? what you should [fud] say — uT0 BB AOJKHBI CKE34TE
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“It's a baby bird,” said the man. “That’s the mummy bird wdio’s
making all that fuss' in the tree. She’s calting him.”

“Why doesn’t he go then?” said Pete. “Can’t he hear her?”

And the man said, “Why, he can’t fly properly yet. He flew down

from his tree, because he was trying very hard. And besides it's

easier to come down. But going up is difficult.” And he walked back
to the tree, with the little bird in his hand. And Pete ran in front.

“Here he is,” cried’ Pete up into the branches. “He's coming
now.”

Then the man put the bird on a branch, as high as he could reach..

The mother bird called again. The baby bird fluttered his wings,’

then up, up he went, trying very hard, till he reached home at last.
The man and Pete looked at each other. “Will his Mummy be
angry, do you think?” said Pete.
“l dom’t think so,” said the man. “She’ll probably give him a
very good big dinner.” ‘
Pete thought for a moment. Then he said, “That's what m
Mummy likes to do. Give me a lot of nice things to eat.” :
And he said good-bye to the man, and walked down the hill
again, singing his own spring song.

“Spring ter-ring, ter-ring,
Spring ter-ring, ter-ring,
Ter-ring,

Ter-ring,

Buttercups and daisies:”

Yes, that was a special day.

PLIL AND THF WONDESIT ¢ TAD
(After Leila Berg)

ONE day, Pete was looking for an ant. He knew where to look
because he often saw ants. But today there were no ants. Pete looked
and looked... and at last he saw one. It was hurrying along.
“Where did you come from?” said Pete. “Are you going in, or
coming out?”
And he put a very little stick in front of it, to see -what the
ant would do.?

The ant went over it. “I would go under it,” said Pete, “if | were
an ant,”

' who's making all that fuss — KOTOpasi NOOHHMAeT TAKON [Iym

? Huttered his wings — 3axA0M4 KPbIAbAMY
’ what the ant would do — uTo mypasedi Gyaer nenars

* Twould go under it... if I were an ant. - § u npoGpadcs Nox Hed {nanougoii)..,
SCTH GHl 1 Gb Mypasbem.
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. While Pete was looking at the ant, he saw a white dog. It was

tching him. .
wg It lugked at Pete. And Pete looked at it, then looked at the ant

again. When Pete looked again at the dog, it opened its mouth

wide and laughed. -

" Pete slowly put out a hand, and kept it wide open, so that the
dog could seeytgere was nothing in his hand that could hurt. He
knew this was the right thing to do, because someone had told him.
And the dog got up, and came over and licked his open hand.

Then Pete said, “Would you like to sit near me? You can if
you like.” And he patted the place on the door-step near him. The

d sat there. _
dﬂgTﬁaen}deugnpu? out its tongue and panted,' huh, huh, huh. Pete

looked at him, and looked away. He wondered how it felt to do that.
After a minute or two, he put out his tongue, too. Then both of
them sat on the door-step, panting. Huh, huh, huh,. huh.

But Pete got tired of this.

“Come on, dog,” he said. “You're my dog, and you must come
with me, and do what I tell you.” The dog got up.

As they walked along, Pete shouted, “Bad dog, good dog, come
here. Do that at once. Fetch it, fetch it.” _

The dog didn’t know what Pete was talking about, but he was a
kind dog and didn’t mind, so he walked on with Pete, and just
didn’i take any notice. . +

Then they began to run, and sometimes Pete ran in front of the
dog, shouting, “Come on, come on.” And sometimes Pete ran behind

e
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the dog, shouting, “Come on, come on.” It was verynice both ways.
At last they came to a little low wall with a house behind it
and they rested. While they were resting, something said, “Pete.”
_.flgetr a moment, it said it again, “Pete.” Then it waited and said
ele.” '
“Who is saying that?” said Pete.
And something said, “Pete.” Pete looked very angry.
Buf the white dog was sitting with his head on one side and
lnul;mg at a ttaptltha: was fastened to the wall.'
n a mnute the tap said, “Pete.”
Spﬂijbtelﬂ‘f tl&ebtapi m;]) o ron, And there was a round wet
ete stood beside the dog and watched too. First the
wet with the drop that was coming. Then the wetness gl:g‘:aigtgog
littie drop. Then it grew and grew until it was a ball. Then it began
to shake... and shake... and shake... and at last it fell.
And before it fell, it tried to hold on to the tap, but it couldn’t.
So it called out, “Pete!” And the spot on the ground under the tap
greg ;.ve‘ttgr a?d blcaliclliler.b
ete was pleased. He began to play a ver ith tt
tap, and the dog played tﬂlﬁ% i ’ gund game with the
Pete put his hands over his face and started to count very fast.
Then when the tap said “Pete”, the dog said “Out” (that was
the way he barked). And that meant Pete must stop counting.
I he had counted up to fifty before he stopped, then Pete won.

' that was fastened [fwsnd] te the wall — koto
pHB Obll NPHKPENJeH K CTEHe
_ ? a round wet spot below {bi'lou] the tap — Kpyrnoe MOKpoe nm[:m MO0 KpaHoM
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And if he didn’t get to fifty, then who won? Nobody.
Four times Pete played this game and won. The fiith time he
counted up to fifty.. up o sixty.. up fo seventy! And nothing

happened.

Pete bent down and looked at the tap. He touched it with his
finger. It was quite dry.

“Oh!” said Pete. '

“Bad thing,” said Pete.

“Just when | was winning,” said Pete.

He turned the handle of the tap round and round. But nothing
happened. He turned it again round and round — and then some-
thing happened.

Someone said, “Hey!” |

Pete turned round. There was a man behind him. He had a bi%
spanner. He pushed Pete aside' and started unscrewing the tap.

“What are you doing to my tap?” said Pete. “It was saying
‘Pete’ and I counted up to fifty, and I won every time, and I'd have
won again’® only it’s stopped saying Pete, and now it's dry.
And u?.‘rhy are you taking it to pieces? Will you make it say ‘Pete’
again?”

¢ Then he sat down on the wall again and put his thumb in his
mouth, because he had never.had a tap that said “Pete” beiore, and
he was sad to lose it.

The man said nothing. He had put out the tip of his tongue’
between his teeth, to help him unscrew the tap properly. And when
Pete looked at the dog, he saw the dog had put out the tip of his
tongue, too. '

S0 after a minute, Pete did the same. There they all sat, the
three of them, with the tips of their tongues out.

Then Pete remembered he was angry with the man. So he said,
“Why are you spoiling my game, and sitting near my dog?”

“Well,” said the man, “it may be your game, but it's my tap. And
it's my dog.” '

Pete was very surprised. He didn’t say a word.

“His name is Trip,” the man said.

“What are you doing to the tap?” asked Pete.

The man said nothing for a littie. He was still trying to unscrew
it. At last he said, “I'm putting a new washer® on it because it drips
and drips.”

“Bat I like it to drip,” said Pete sadly. “It says ‘Pete’ That's my
name.” o

pushed Pete aside — orctpanua Iluta

started unscrewing [an'skruap] the tap — Havan paspKHYHBATE KpaH

I’d have won again — A 6nl CHOBA BHIHTpad

He had put out the tip of his tongue [tan] — On sncynya KOHYMK A3BIKE
a washer — npoknaika, waiba

o g R =

61



“Really?” said the man. “What a clever tap!”

“So will you leave it?” asked Pete.

“Well,” said the man, “it's like this. This water comes miles
and miles to get to this tap. It comes from rivers, and ponds, and
streams, and at last it gets into this tap. You wouldn’t want it all to
pop out again, just to say ‘Pete’, would you now?” |

“Yes,” said Pete, ~I like it.” ’

. “l'know what you mean,” said the man, looking at him. “I would
like it if it said ‘Bert’ ' (that’s my name). And Ae” (he nodded to the
dog), “he would like it if it said “Trip’.”

“Trip,” said Pete. “I think it said “Trip® too.”

“But it didn’t say ‘Bert’ I suppose?” said the man sadly.

F’FLE tthu::unughf:l. “i{\ilrll’f, he said, “it did, just once.” .

at’s wonderful,” said the man. He looked very ha again.
And soon he finished the tap. “It's lucky you wewyhergpga l;gsten
to it, or we'd never have known.” Now we can tell everyone about
it when we go home for our dinners.”

“But it won't ever do it again, will it?” said Pete slowly. “You've
made it stop.” |
~ Then the man came very close to Pete, and said, “Suppose,
just suppose, you weré terribly thirsty® and you wanted a drink.
And you thought as you turned on $he tap, ‘At last, I can have a
drink.” And no water came out, because it had dripped, and dripped.
[t had said ‘Pete’ all the time. Or *Trip’ even. Or ‘Bert’. And all
the water had run out. What would you do then?”*

“I'd have milk,” said Pete. :
~ Then the.man laughed. And the white dog opened his mouth
and laughed too. So Pete did the same because they were his
friends.

Then the man and the dog went up the path together, back
the house where they lived, And Pete %aveg to thegne. o

Just as they went inside, the sun came from behind the clouds.
And there was Pete’s shadow behind him.

_“Welll” said Pete. “I think youw'll never guess what I've seen.

It's a secret, such a secret. And I'll never tell you!* '
_ But his shadow didn’t mind. It was still friends with Pete, and
jumped beside him all the way home., -

That was a special day.

"1 would like if if it said 'Bert’ — Mue 61 Towe
R SE XOTenock, yTobu oR (Kpaw)

2 1 :
, OF we d never have known — a 70 MM 6n HRKOrHA He yanaaum {of arom)
, You were terribiy thitsty — Tefe Gu oueHb xoTenocw nuTh

What wouid you do then? — Uro 6m Tw ToOrma nenan?
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AT THE SEASHD
(After Eileen Colwell)

STEPHEN and Janet were going to the seaside with their mother

and father. _
The day before they set out,' their mother gave them a red bag.

»This is for your toys,™ she said. “You can take what you like

with you to the seaside.”
“I mus! take my boat,” said Stephen. He had a small toy boat

“with a mast’ and a sail and a flag which he often sailed in the
- paddling pool® in the park. '

“T can’t go without Polly,” said Janet. Polly was a little dol! her

- Granny had given her.*

. The children spent a happy afternoon looking at all their
toys and choosing what to take with them. They put all kinds of

~ things in the bag and each of them took a favourite book.

Next day the journey to the seaside seemed long, but at last

~ they saw the shining sea and heard the sound of the waves,

Early next morning, Stephen and Janet went o buy their buckets
and spades. Janet chose a blue one, Stephen a red one and they
raced down to the beach® to dig in the sand and make sand-

ies.® | - |
> It was a lovely hot day. The sun shone all the time, The children
on the beach ran in and out of the warm water, Stephen and Janet
with them. Janet collected pretty pebbles and shells’ and Stephen
sailed his boat. |

Wherever Janet went,® Polly went too. The little doll lived in
Janet's pocket when she had one. and in the toy-bag when she
hadn’t. At night Polly slept on Janet’s pillow.’ o

One day Stephen and Janet made a big sand-castle.” Their

father helped them to dig. There was quite a deep moat round it

with water in it and Stephen sailed his boat there.

“I say, Janet,” he said. “Let's have Polly as the captain of the
boat.”

“She’ll fall off into the water,” said Janet.

' The day before they set out — Hakanyse ux oTopesna
> mast [mast] — maura

ﬂl ;Jpnddling' pool ['padlippirl] — easrywaTHuk» (Mesxas «acrs daccedna dan
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* her Granny had given her — xotopyw nonapuna el GaGyurka
5 beach [bit{] — onax
6 sand-ples [‘sendpaiz] — KyNHUHKH, THPOXKA 43 NecKa
” pebbles and shells — rasbKa #4 pakywkH :
® Wherever {weareva] Janet went — Kyna 6w nan waa [Jxkener
¢ pillow [pilou] — noaywxka .
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“Oh no, she won't. I'll fasten her to the mast with a rubber
band.”' Stephen ran off to [ook in the toy-bag. Well, there was
a rubber band there, so he fastened the little doll to the mast.
The boat looked much more real with the captain on board.?

But after a time the tide® began to go down and the water in
the moat disappeared. “I'll sail my boat in the sea,” said Stephen.

He was ftired of playing with the sand-castle.

“Give me Polly back first,” said Janet.

“No,” said Stephen crossly, I want her for the captain,”
and he ran off, Janet after him. Into the sea he splashed and
began to sail his boat.

“Don’t let Polly sail away,” cried Janet.

“Of course not, silly,” said Stephen — he was still cross.
“I'm holding the string so the boat can't get away.”

But just then a big wave rolled in. Stephen lost hold of the
string* and the tide carried the boat away from him.

“Oh, what will happen to Polly!” cried Janet. She tried to walk
through the water towards the boat, but it was too deep for her
short legs. Stephen realized® that he couldn't reach the boat either.

Janet began to cry. “Polly will never come back,” she said.

“Run and fetch Daddy,” said Stephen. “I'll stay here on the
beach — perhaps someone will come along to help.”

Janet ran off across the sand while Stephen tried to keep .

his eyes® on the little boat, but it wasn’t easy. -

Then he saw a boy swimming not far away. *Hi!” he called.
“Oh, please, will you catch my boat.”

The boy turned his head and swam towards the beat, but he
couldn’t caich it and it sailed on. “Sorry!” he shouted. “Too far
out for me, but I'll try to keep an eye on it.”

Stephen was almost in tears. He knew it was his fault that
Janet might lose her doll’ and he his boat. But here was his father
running across the beach, and behind him, Janet and his mother.

“Show me where the boat is, Stephen,” said his father. “It’s
so small that it’s difficult to see it.” Stephen pointed, and the
boy in the water waved and called. Stephen’s father ran into the
water and began fo swim.

' rubber band [band] — peanHoBoe koseuko

* The boat tooked much more real with the captain on board [bxd] — Jlonra
¢ KAamHTEHOM Ha GopTy ropasac Godblze NOXOAHTZ HA HACTOAILYIC.

* tide — MOpCKOR DpHAMB M OTIHB

* lost hold of the string — BetnycTHa Geuesky

® to realize {'rialaiz] — npeacrasasth cebe, NoHHMATL

® to keep his eyes — creauth, He OTpWBATH 123

" it was his fault {ixlt] that Janet might lose her doll — o ero Buue [lxereT
MOXMET NOTePATh CBOIY KyKay '
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“Oh, 1 hope that Daddy will save the boat and Polly,” said
Stephen. “It might sail ri%ht over to Americat”'

“Will Polly be safe?” asked Janet, and held her mother’s
hand more tightly,

“1 think so, my dear,” said her mother. “Daddy’s a very good
swimmer.” |

Stephen’s father had to swim quite a long way, for the tide
was running out fast; but suddenly he saw the little boat. It was
sailing bravely with its flag at the mast. And Polly was safe on
board.

“Got it!” he shouted and caught the string. Then he turned
and began to swim back towards the shore.

By this time several children had come up and were watching
excitedly with Stephen and Janet. “Hooray!® Hooray!” they
shouted when Stephen’s.father came out of the water.

“I'm sorry, Janet,” Stephen whispered, his face rather red;
but Janet was looking at Polly. She was quite safe, but her dress
was wet through and some of her hair had washed off in the sea.

“Polly’s dress is spoilt, Mummy,” she said.

“Well, it was quite time she had a new one,” said her mother.
“I think I can make her one tomorrow. Everything will be all
right. She is a brave little doll. It’s not every doll that has sailed
out to sea and nearly got wrecked.”” '

“No, but Polly is special,” said Janet happily and hugged®
the little doll.

“And so is my boat,” said Stephen. “It sailed very well!”

“Dinper-time!” said his mother. “Come along all of you. What
an adventure!”

LITTLE BOY AND THE BIRDS

(After Eleanor Farfeon)

ONE summer, when | was a small boy, I had to keep the birds out of
the peas.” The peas were wanted as food for the cattle® in winter.

From morning till evening I sat in the field, and when the birds
came near me to steal the peas, I shook my rattie at thern and sang:

' it might sail right over to Americal — Oua womer VINLTE B AmMepuKy!

* safe — weBpeLHmblli, B Be30NacHOCTH
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Fly, rascals, fly,
Or I'll make you into pie!

Perhaps they knew what the words meant, and perhaps they
did not; but whether they did or not, they flew away at once. Then 1
felt like a hero who had won a battle.!

But as olten as the birds ilew away, they came back again.
I coild not understand why they came back. When | saw the birds, [
got angry and again | shook my rattle at them, and sang my song.
So all that summer the birds and I did not love each other.

There was one rook, a bold black very big rook, who did not
mind my rattle or my sorig. He stayed among the peas, eating, till
I.came so near that I could touch him. I said to myself, “I'll catch
him and take him home to my mother. She will make him into a pie.
Rook Pie will be a {asty dish, and no mistake!”

I crept like a mouse up fo the big black bird, and put out my
hand to caich his tail. And at once he flew off with a loud “Caw-
Caw!"”® just as if he had laughed at me. But, *You wait, old bird!”
I called after him. “I'll have you yet!” And I shook my rattle again,
and sang:

Fly, rascal, fly,
Or I'll make you into pie!

One hot day [ took my dinner out of a bag and began to eat.
It was the food I liked: two big pieces of bread, with a slice of cold
bacon between them, a sandwich. I had to open my mouth wide to
bite it. -

Each bite lilled my mouth quite full, and I had to chew and
chew before I was ready for the next one. This was hard work on a
hot day, so perhaps that was why®> my head began to nod, and my
eyes to ciose. Before I had half eaten® my bread and bacon [ was fast
asleep.”

When [ woke up, I was not in the same place at all. T was lying
at the edge of a strange field. Slices of bread and bacon grew in
that field.

Dear me, how gﬂbd they smelled to a hungry boy like me! I ran

quickly into the field and took a bite out of a slice as it grew. But
I had hardly begun® to chew it up before | heard a loud flutter of
wings, and a harsh voice sang:

who had won a battle — koropuift Buurpaa GHTBY
Caw-Caw [kx ‘kx]! — Kap-kap! :

perhaps that was why — moxer OuTb, nOSTOMY

Before | had half eaten — He vemen a crects nonosuny
I was fast [fasl] asleep — a xpenke zacuya

But | had hardly begun - Ho eapa a9 "auvaa
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Fly, rascal, fly,
Or I'tl make you into pie!

There, .in the middle of the field, was a great black rook, as big
as a giant. The rook was rattling his wings, and singing my own
song at me. When I saw how big he was, | ran off.

“I'll never go near that place again!” said 1 to mysell.

But in a littte while I began to feel my hunger again.! And in
spite of the rook? I crept back and tried to take another slice. This
time 1 could take two bites before he came at me with his wings -
and his song, and I only got away jusf in time.?

When a boy wants his dinner as badly as I did, he forgets to
be afraid; and so, for a third time 1 went to the bread-and-bacon
field- and began to eat.

This time [ got three bites down, and just as [ was feeling that

all was going well, the rook came down on me. And before I coujd
run, he had the tail of my coat in his beak.

He flew up, up, up, till I thought he was going to fiy to the sun;
but no, he only flew as high as the top of an elm where his nest was.

' But in a little while I began to feel my hunger again.— Ho 4EPE3 HeKoTopoe
BPEMA % CHOBA HAYad GIWYIMAETh roaos. '
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What a great nest it was! Inside the nest there was his big black
wife and his little biack family. When they saw me, they all began
to caw loudly.

“Oh, Daddy,” said Mammy Rook. “I am glad you've caught
that fat litile rascal who is always coming after the bread and
bacon!”

“Yes, here he is!” said Daddy Rook, “and if you want to please
us all, youw'll make him into pie.”

“Little Boy Pie will be a tasty dish, and no mistake!” said
Mammy Rook; and all the baby rooks cawed with joy:

“Little Boy Pie! Little Boy Piel”

“Give me the boy, Daddy,” said Mammy Rook.

“Catch him then!” said Daddy Rook, and threw me across the
nest from his strong beak. But he threw me just a little too far.
Instead of falling into the nest; I landed on the other side of it,’
and I jumped quickly out of the nest! Yes, I jumped from the top of
that tall elm, and fell down, down among the leaves and branches,
until at last I came to the ground with a bump.

When 1 opened my eyes, | was sitting in my own field, with my
own bread and bacon in my hand, and the rooks were all busy
among the peas. [ jumped up and shook my rattle, and sang my song
at the top of my voice:

Fly, rascals, fly,
Or I'tl make you into pie!

"
'

They flew off, and when they had gone, I ate up my bread and |

bacon.

But now 1 knew why the birds came back again and again, in
spite of me and my rattle, They came because birds, like boys,? are
hungry. | must not let them eat the peas, because the peas are wanted
as lood for the cattle in winter. But when I got home that day, | went
into our garden and made a place for the birds to come and eat. My

mother gave nie pieces of bread to crumble there every day. I even

saved a little bacon out ol my sandwich for the birds.

So, if I had to keep the birds off with one hand, I fed them with
the other. If I frightened them out of the field, I invited them into
the garden. After that it seemed to me’ that the birds and I were
not enemies as we had been beiore. We even hecame friends.

" Instead [(n"sled] of falling into the nest, | landed on the other side of it.—
BmecTo TOro urofn ynacth B rHeifo, A (PUIEMANACH HA APYFOM KPAIO €ro.
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THE WILD LITTLE HOUSE

(After Eilis Dilion)
i

ONCE there was a wild little house, It stood in the middle of a
street of tall stiff houses in a town on top of a hitl, It was made

“of wood,' and it stood above the ground on four posts, like legs.

One could get right in under it, and the little boy who lived in it often

did this. His name was John. |
An old sailor had built the house many years ago, and all the

rooms inside looked like ships’ cabins. The sailor brought home

.lamps, shelves and beds from his ship when it was broken after a
“long life of sailing the seas.” .

“I would like to live on the seashore,” the house thought. “There
I could always see sailors, and listen to their wonderful stories

about adventures on the seas. Nothing happens here.”

And it looked up the street at the tall stiif houses on its leit.
Tall stiff people lived in the tall stiff houses, and they never

“had any fun. But it was different in the little house, because John

and his father and mother were always cheerful.
John’s father was a shoemaker. He had a little workshop at the
other end of the town, where he made or mended shoes ail day. All

the tall stiff people had big long feet, so it took a long time to make
~or mend their shoes,

Sometimes, when he had work to finish, the shoemaker brought
home a bundle of shoes under his arm. Then, after tea, he sat in the
kitchen and told John stories while he worked. As the story got more

.and more exciting, the shoemaker worked faster and faster with

his hammer and then at last he said:
. “So he Kkilled the giant and married the king’s daughter and
they all lived happily ever after.”

At night, when everybody in the town was asleep, the tall stiff
houses whispered to each other. But they took no notice of the wild
little house, because it was so small. So it just stood there on its four
legs and thought wild thoughts about sailing the seas.®

One night two big black cats came into the garden of the litile
house. One of them was carrying a piece of meat. They sat down by
one of the house’s legs to share the meat.

After they had each had a few bhites, one said to the other:

; It was made of wood — On 6wa caenan uz aepepa
o when it was broken after a long life of salllnghthe seas — 3d. KOrAa oH nonien
Ha C/10M [10CAe ACATHX ACT NAABAHHA N0 MOPAM

? thoughts [651s] about sailing the seas — mucar o aBanuH 10 MopAM
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“This is much nicer than mice.”

“And we can steal some more if we find any open windows,” said
the other.

“Dirty liltle thieves,” said the house to itself angrily.

And it lifted the leg near which the two cats were sitting.
They were terribly frightened and forgot about the meat. They
cried out and ran off up the street.

The shoemaker and his wife sat up in bed and looked at each °

other. The shoemaker said:

“I thought the whole house shook.”

“So did 1,” satd his wife.. '

They listened for a while, and then they decided to go to sleep
again and forget about it.

All night long the little house thought of what had happened.'

“I moved my leg,” it said {o itself again and again. “l really
moved my leg. 1f | hadn’t got so angry with the cats, I might never
have known [ could do it.”? |

But it didn't move again that night, because it didn’t want to
wake the shoemaker and his wife again.

The next night, the wild little house waited until everybody
in it had fallen asleep. At last all was quiet.

“I must find out how much | can do,” it said to itself.

' thought of what had happened — aymaa o ToM, ur0 cAyunIoCh

? If [ hadn’t got so angry with the cats, 1 might hever have known I could do
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And it lifted the leg that had pushed the cats out' of the garden.
Then it tried its other legs. Each one moved. '
~ “What a fool I have been,”* thought the wild little house.
“All these years I could have been moving around® and 1 didn’t
even know it.” |

And it walked a step forward. |

The shoemaker and his wife turned over in their sleep, but they
didn’t wake up. The ‘house walked another siep, very carefully,
still, but much more easily. |

“I'm getting used to it,”* it thought, and walked two steps.

And then it stepped over the low front garden wall into the
sireet. . -

“Now I'll see what the rest of the town is like,” it said to itself.

The tall stiff houses whispered together. That bad wild little
house was walking up the sireet! But they had no legs, so they could

- do nothing to stop it.

The little house walked very softly up to the top of the sireet.
Then it turned into the next street, and the next, until it was many
streets away from home. All the fime it was hoping to see another
little house like itself; but every house in that town was tall and stiff.

John woke up just as the house was starting back to its own
garden. It was moving so softly that he was not at all irightened.
He got out of bed and ran to the window. When he saw what was

‘happening he nearly fell out,” he was so surprised.

~“Our house is walking!” he said. “I always knew it was a wild
little house.”
Theti he stood happily at the window and looked through as they
passed the tall stiff houses,
The wild little house saw that John was not asleep. Of course

it did not want anyone to know it was now able to walk.

But, as if John knew what the house was thinking about,” he
whispered: '
“It's all right, little house. I won't {ell anyone.
Night after night the house stepped over the garden wall and
walked about the town. It went into every street, but it never saw-
another wild little house like itself. “I'm the only one in the whole

"

town,” it said to itself at last, and it felt very lonely.

' that had pushed... out — KoTOpas BHTOJKHYAA
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One evening a ship’s captain came to visit John’s father and
mother. He stayed very late telling stories about ships that he had
sailed in. The wild litile house had not heard such good stories
since the days of the old sea-captain who had built it.

At last the sailor started for home. The house watched him as
he walked down the hill under the moon. '

“That must be the road to the sea,” it thought. “There must be
another fown down there by the sea. And it can’t be so far away, or
he would not set off to walk' there so late at night.”

And it began to think, “I'd like to walk down the hill to the
next town. It must be on the seashore.”

The very next night, the shoemaker and his wife went to bed very

early. John was tired too, because he had wakened up? every night
when the house went walking about the town. By ten o’clock the
were all in bed and fast asleep.’ The house stepped softly over the
gar%ﬁn W‘Elltl:ll Ii_i:i? t[l:e street, No one woke, not even John. |
e wild little house went out of the town and b t

down the hill to the sea. i =t oty

It walked very slowly. It was a moonlight summer night again
and the fences and trees looked very strange to the lit%le hguse:

; e would not sct off to walk — ox me oTopasrAca Gul newkoM
; because he had wakened up — noToMy 4To 0B npocwnancs
were.,. fast asleep — xpenxo cnana
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-who had never been out in the country before.! For a long time it

was so much interested in the new things it saw that it did not no-

tice how long the road was. Then suddenly it felt very lired.

“This must be the longest road in the world,” it thought. “I'm

'afraid I'll never reach the sea at atl!”

" H felt very sorry for itself. It felt lost among the dark trees,”

‘and it almosi wished to see the silly faces ol the tall stiff houses

again. |

“But how they will laugh if I come back again so soon irom my
travels!” thought the little house.

“I must go on at any cost,™ it said to itself, and it began again
the slow walk down the hill.

- All night long it walked. Then it went a little faster, but it still

had to be careful not to wake John and his parents. And just when
it was really morning, it reached the town by the sea. .

5

- The little house walked right through the town and looked at

all the other houses with delight.* They were all little houses, just

like itself, lthough their paint was not so bright. It looked through
the windows and saw fat cheerful people smiling in their sleep.
Half-way down the main street there was a little lieid, and the

wild little house stepped over the low fence into it. In the very middle
of the field it stood still and said:

“Here I stay!”
After a moment it said: :
“Anyway I won't have time to walk home now, before the people

get up.”

It fell into a lovely dream as it saw the cheerful little houses
all around, and at the end of the street a lot of boats. They were

rising and f{alling on the slow waves.

v

At his usual time the shoemaker woke up. A minute later his wife
woke too, and he said to her: '
“l feel very happy this morning, though I don’t quite know

*

“So do 1,” said his wife. “I had funny dream, that 1 was a baby
‘being rocked in a cradle.”®
“I dreamed that I was in a boat which was going up and down

on the waves,” said the shoemaker.

' 'who had never been out in the country before — Koropuit 10 5TOTO HHKOrAA
He OB 33 ropoaoM ' :
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Just then John came into their bedroom.

“Get up and look out of the window,” he said.

His father and mother rushed to the window.

“What has happened? Where are we? Where have 2l the tall stiif
houses gone?”'

“I know where we are,’
by the seat” |

“But how did we get here?” asked his wife in surprise.

“I know,” said John. “The house watked here by itseli.”

“This is no time for jokes,” said his mother crossly.

“But it’s true,” said John, and he told them how the house had

said f;he shoemaker. “This is the fown

walked all over the town on the hill. “Last night | was very tired

and fell asleep,” he said, “and it must have walked all the way?
down the hili until it came here.”

“It must have done that, right enough,”® said his father, but
his mother said: |

*1 don’t believe it.”

50 they all went out of the front door and stood in the little
field where the house had decided to stay, and John said:

“Please, little house, show my mother that you are really able
to walk.” : ' :

“I don’t see why not,” thought the house.

And it lifted its legs and ook a step forward,

“lt's true, then,” said John's mother.

Suiddenly she said to the house:

“Walk back at once!” |

“All right!” thought the house, and it stepped back fo its old
posilion,

The shoemaker and his wife asked the house to go back home
many times, but it did not want to. It just stood there. It felt pleased
with itsell, and enjoyed the sun and the warm air.

And so the shoemaker made up his mind* to stay in the town by
the sea. He made one of the rooms into a workshop. Then he an-
nounced to ail the people that he was ready to mend their shoes, or
even to make new ones for them, But he soon found out® that the
fat cheerful people had little work for him to do. The tall stiff people
walked heavily, clump, clump, clump, so their shoes wore out quickly.
But the fat cheerful people danced along so lightly and happil%
that the soles of their shoes rarely wore out before the uppers.

' Where have... gone? — Kyna ucueanu?.?

? and it must have walked all the way — u on, zomKHO Ou7b, RpomIeN BeCh
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‘Then the fat cheerful people all had feet that were the right shape,
so that they were able to buy their shoes in the shops.

As soon as they heard that a wild little house had walked down
the hill to their town, all the people came out to see it.
~ “We're sorry we have no shoes for you to mend,” they said,
“but we can’t help that. How bright and neat your little house is,
compared with our houses!"'

d one of them laughed and said:

“Soon it will be just like our houses.”

The wild little house felt uneasy’ about that. It was proud of
its shiny paint. -

After a few days a man came and took photographs of the house
for a newspaper.® Then hundreds of people came from all over the
country to see it. They stood in the street and looked into the
little field ai it, and they said:

“Just an ordinary little house on legs. There's nothing to see!”

The house did not like that.

“I'll show them if they think I'm an ordinary little house,” it
said, and it began to walk around the field.

“It's a wild little house, all right,” said all the people.

Twice the house walked around its little field, and then it
went back to the middle and stood there.

The people clapped and laughed.

“We'll tell everyone it really can walk,” they said before they
went home.

So the summer passed away, and crowds of people came every
day to see the house that could walk. But after a while they got
tired, and didn’t want to go so far, and then there was no one leit
who had not seen it.*

Vv

John loved to live by the sea. He spent all day in the boats
and on the shore, and he soon knew all the sea-captains who came in
their ships to the town by the sea. But even he was not so pleased
when he saw that his father had little work to do; and though John
asked the wild little house many times to go home, it did not go.

In September the first storm came.

When the storm was over, the sun shone again, and one long
Eﬂlden day followed another. And then October came, and Novem-

er. Other storms came, more often now. In between the storms the

' compared with our houses — no CPABHEHHIO ¢ HAIHMH ADMaMH
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sun only shone for an hour or two. The house’s paint dried and
shrivelled, and began to peel ofi.'! The wild little house was no
longer? the only neat little shiny house in the town. It was beginning
to look like all the other little houses.

“This won't do,”* said the wild little house to itseld.

And it thought:

“i I stay here much longer, 1 may even fall down!”

So one rainy, windy night it began the long journey up the hill
again. This time the shoemaker and his wife woke up, and John too,
and they all leaned out of their windows and watched how the house
walked along on its legs.

“We're going home to the tail stiff people.who wear out their
shoes quickly,” said the shoemaker to his wife, and they were very
pleased. |

But though John knew it was a good thing that they were going
home, he was sorry to leave the boats and the sea-captains behind.

Just before the people in the tall stiff houses got up, the wild
little house reached its own garden in the town on top of the hill.
it was tired out, but glad to be safe from the stormy sea.

When the townspeople got up, they were surprised to find that
the little house had come back. By this time everyone knew that it
was able to walk, and they all brought their shoes to mend.

V1

Winter passed away and spring came, Now the wild little house
began to fee! restless again.’

“But 1 don’t think the good shoemaker and his wife will like

it, if I go travelling”, it thought.

One evening when John and his father and mother were sitting
in the kitchen, they began to talk about the whole adventure.
~ “It was a lovely summer, by the sea,” said his mother, “though
we wanted so much to come home.”

“Yes, 1'd like to go again,” said John, “when we have sumrmer
holidays.” ' _ -

“§ could take some work with me and we could siay for a month,”
said the shoemaker sadly. “We haven't enough money to rent a
house by the sea, and | think our wild little house has become a tame
little house. | don’t think it will go walking again.”

But it did. When the days began to get warm and long, and the
winds blew softly up the hill from the sea, one fine night the wild
little house starfed down the hill again. It reached ils own litile
field and settled down there, and stayed for a whole month. John

' shrivelled, and began to peel off — cMopuuaack M Havana OGNAYNJAHBATECA
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swam and sailed in the sea, and his father and mother took him out
fishing nearly every day.’ o

Then one morning they woke up to find themselves at home again.

‘Every year the wild little house took them to the sea. Its legs
got a little worn, and the shoemaker made new ones for it. .

After that the little house was quite happy with its one excur-
sion every year. For the rest of the time it stayed at home among
the tall stifi houses in the town on the hill.

When John grew up and became a sea-captain himself, the house
stopped walking from place to place and stayed at home. It wailed
for him to conie home between voyages, so that it could hear the won-
deriul stories about strange and terrible adventures he had had, and
about the different piaces he had been.?

For in its heart it always remained a wiltd little house.

' took him out fishing nearly ['moli] every day — 6paau ero ¢ cofoR na puitan-
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QUESTHINS AND TASKS

J for John

Why was John very excited that morning?

Why was John disappointed when he saw only a little box at his
late?

I‘;:Uhat did John see in the box when he opened it?

Explain why John’s parents put three keys into the little box.

Where did John find his first present? What was it?

What was John's second present? Where did he find it?

What did John find in the shed? Was he glad when he saw the

third present?

Using the text, describe how John spent his time on Saturday.
Find a sentence in the text to prove that John was very happy on

his birthday. What do you think about his birthday?

‘Pete and the Car

Where was Pete walking?

What did he iry to do as he walked? Could he do it?

What did Pete see suddenly?

What did the cdr look l]ke? Flﬂd in the text the description of
the car.

What did Pete write in the dust on the car?

How did Pete and his shadow get in the car?

Did Pete play a game in the car?

Why did the man run out of the house? Was he angry when he
saw the tetters P, M and S on the car?

What did the man say Pete could do?

Tell if Pete enjoyed washing the car with the man. Why was the
man very pleased when they finished washing the car?

. Where did the man and Pete go in the car? What did the man buy
for Pete?

Explain why that day was good for Pete.

Cuckoo!

What was the present Tim got on his fifth birthday?
Where did the father hang the cuckoo clock?

How did the cuckoo clock wake up Tim in the morning?
When did Tim begin to go to schooi?

How did he get to school?
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. Read the part that tells Iwh Tim liked going to school.
. Using the text, prove that Tlm was very lazy to get out c:f bed

each morning in winter.

. Why was Tim in a great hurry in the morning on the first day of

spring?

. Read the part that describes what Tim did after he had got up

What wrong things did he do that morning?

. Was Tim really late or was he early when he got to the bus stop

that morning? What was the time when he got into the school bus?

. Explain why the bus driver laughed when he heard Tim’s story.
. What did Tim and the driver hear?

. Did Tim ever get up late after that morning? How do you get up

in the morning?

A Spring Story

Why did the birds decide to live in the garden?

What did Mrs Bluetit say when spring came?

What were the Bluetits looking for in the wood? Did they find a

good hole for a nest there?

What did they [ind in the garden?

How did the birds build the nest?

How many eggs did Mrs Bluetit lay?

Why did Mr Bluetit sing his gay songs?

What did the baby birds look like when they came out of their

shells?

Explam why Mr and Mrs Bluetit were very tired at the end of the
ay.

Why was the nest soon crowded?

Tell how the baby birds learned to fly.

Have you ever seen how baby birds learn to fiy?

Pete and_ the Rain

. Why did Pete put on his raincoat and his wellingtons when he

went outside one day?

What did Pete first thlnk he saw in the puddie under a gate?
What were they really?

Counld Pete count the buhhles?

hwlt;'?t did Pete find in the water that was runnmg down the
i

Who did Pete see at the foot of the hili?

What was the old man doing?

Explain why Pete was very upset.

Was Pete willing to help the man?

How did Pete help the old man to clear the drains?
Tell why that was a good day for Pete.
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Pete and the Tricycle

. What was the weather like the day Pete went riding on his

tricycle?

Why did Pete ieel important?

Did a dog or a kitten run up to Pete’s tricycle?

What happened to the kitten?

Why did Pete begin to cry?

Why did Pete go into the house?

What did he see in the kitchen?

What did Pete buy at the shop?

Find sentences in the texi to prove that Pete was a kind-
hearted boy.

Pete liked tu imagine, didn’t he? Tell what he imagined.
Why was that day quite a good day for Pete after all?

The Silver Thimble

What special thing was goi dg to happen one morning?

Were Aunt Dot and Uncle Ned coming for a week or only for the
week-end? |

How did Kate dress her doll that morning?

Tell what happened when Daddy was putting on his shirt.
Who went to the station to meet Aunt Dot and Uncle Ned?
Why did Daddy have to go back home for a minute?

When did Daddy and Kate arrive at the station?

Who looked for the silver thimble?

Could they find it?

Where did Uncle Ned find Mother’s silver thimble?

What can you say about Kate? Could she keep her promise?
Was she a helpful girl? Characterize her.

Bunchy and the Dough

Where did Bunchy and her grandmother live?

Why was Bunchy a happy girl?

What was the only bad thing in Bunchy’s life?

‘&Uhy did Grandmother go to the market without Bunchy one
ay?

Using the text, prove that Bunchy felt rather lonely.

Why did Bunchy go to the kiichen?

What did Bunchy make out of the dough?

Was the dough magic? Why do you think so?

Did Bunchy enjoy playing with the dough?

tHiow do you think Grandmother knew that Bunchy had played

with the dough?

. Tell if this story is real or fairy. Why do vou think so?
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Blackie's Birthday

How old was Blackie that day?

What was his birthday present?

Did he enjoy his present?

Why did Jane, her mother and Blackle go to the pnnd?

What did Blackie do there?

What was the game that Blackie liked to play? How did they
play the game?

Dld Blackie like the bow which Jane tied to his collar in the

evening?

Read the part which tells that Blackie didn’t like the biue bow,
Blackie had a wonderful time on his birthday, didn’t he? Tell
why Blackie was happy that day.

'Find sentences in the text to prove that Blackie was a clever

dog.

: Tell what interested you most in this story.

Jacko and the Potato Scones

Was Jacko a good or naughty monkey?

Why did Mrs Robb shut Jacko in his cage?
What did he do in the cage?

Why did Jacko wish to go out of the cage?
Who opened the door of the cage?

What did Jacko do to warm himself?

Why did Mrs and Mr Robb laugh very much?
Why did Jacko jump into his cage?

Read the part that made you laugh or smile.

Pete and the Letter

.. How was Pete walking one day?

Which season was it?

Why did Pete walk very carefully?

What happened when Pete neariy fell into the lady’s chair?
What did the lady ask Pete to do?

Did Pete post the letier for the lady?

. .-Read the part that tells how Pete put the letter into the letter-

box. Explain why he did it in such a strange way.

Why did the lady clap?

Did the lady let Pete honk the horn?

Was that day a good one for Pete? Explain.

Did Pete like doing things for pecple? Do you think he was a
kind boy?

. Why did Pete make a game of everything he did?
. Using the text, prove that Pete had a wonderful imagination,
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Pete and the Whistle

What were the workers doing?

Why did Pete say to the man, “I'm a ver)r good digger. 1 dig
very fast”?

Did the man let him. dig?

How did Pete help the man with a wheelbarrow?

Did Pete enjoy helping the worker?

Why did Pete throw his whistle on the ground?

What happened to his whistle?

Why was the man very angry with Pete?

Why was Pete glad as he walked home?

Pete was a diligent boy, wasn’t he?

. Tell what interesting things Pete saw and learned that day
So Pete had another good day, didn't he?

Honk Honk!

What was Willie?
What was Willie fond of doing?

Who did he meet one day?

What did the cat say?

Why was Willie surprised?

What was the day like? Find in the text the description of the day.
What did the dog say?

Explain why Willie was upset and unhappy.

Using the text, prove that Willie cried because he was very
lonely.

What did Willie hear suddenly?

What did he see on the road?

. Explain what made Willie happy.

A Garage for Gabriei

‘Where did Gabriel live?

Was he an old car or a new one? Find in the text the descnptmn
of Gabriel.

What did Gabriel watch every day?

What did he think about?

Why did the two women not buy Gabriel?

Why did a student not buy Gabriel?

Who came the next day?

Why did the young woman not buy Gabriel?

Why did the man who came one day turn and leave?

Using the text, explain how it happened that Gabriel acted natu-
rally when .Ilmrn:.r and Jimmy's daddy came.

. Explain -why Gabriel was happy in his new home.

. What do you think is better — to act naturally or to show off?
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- The Oid Red Bus

1 A red bus that ran down to the station and back was very old,

“wasn't it? Find in the text the description of the old red bus.
Why did some people walk to the station rather than ride in the
old bus?

: What did the driver say about the old red bus? Read.

Why did the old red bus want to sleep in the sun for ever?
What happened one day?

Why did all the people walk off to the station?

Tell what the mechanics at the garage did with the old red bus.
You may use the text.

How did the bus feel now?

Explain why everyone wanted a ride.

What did the people say?

The Boy Who Ran Away

Where was the little boy once walking?

Explain why the little boy ran away from Mummy,

What kinds of transport did the little boy meet on his way?
Name them.

Where did the aeroplane land?

Who did the little boy see as he was walking home from the
aerodrome?

- Where did the postman take him?

Describe the meeting of the little boy and his family. What were
their feelings?

Add some sentences to the story using the English proverb
“East or West, home is best”.

Pete and the .Sparrnw |

Where was Pete walking one day?

What was the morning like? Find in the text the description of
the morning.

What did Pete see suddenly?

Why was the cat creeping up a tree?

Tell what Pete did to protect the birds in the tree.

Pete was cheerful that morning, wasn't he? Explain why Pete
sang a happy song.

. What did Pete see on the wall later?

How do you know that Pete was fond of birds and animals?
Tell how Pete and the man heiped. the baby bird.

What kind of bird was the baby bird? What is a sparrow like?
Using the text, prove that Pete was-a kind-hearted boy.

Pete hked to help others. Think about Pete's actions and prove

- that much happiness comes: from helping others.
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Pete.and the Wonderful Tap

What did Pete and the dog comie to? .
What did Pete hear as they were sitting there?
Where did the sounds come from?

‘Read the part that tells how Pete and the dog played with the

ta

Wﬂy did they stop their game?

Who do you think turned off the water?

Explain why the man unscrewed the tap and put a new washer
on it. Do you think he was right?

Pete, the man and the dog became great friends, didn’t they?
Why did Pete’s shadow, his good friend, come?

Why do you think that day was special for Pete?

Remember all the stories about Pete and describe his character.

.-Did you like Pete? Why?

At the Seaside

. What did Stephen and Janet put in the red bag?
. What did the children do on the beach? How did they play?

What was the day liké? Find in the text the description of
the day.

What d:d Stephen do when the water in the moat mund the
sand-castle disappeared?

What happened next?

Explain why Janet began fo cry.

Using the text, prove that Stephen was very upset.

Who saved the beat and Poliy? How did he do it?

Tell what you like to do on the beach. |

Little Boy and the Birds

What did the boy do-irom morning till evening in summer?
Why do you think the birds came back again to the field?
What happened one hot day?

What grew in the strange field? -

Was the boy bungry? What did he iry {o do several times?

‘Find in the lext the- description of the great black rook.

Where did the rook ily to with the boy in his beak?

What happened then?

What did the boy see when he opened his eyes?

Using the text, explain the reason why the birds came back again
and again. -

. What did the boy do in the garden?

The birds and the boy became friends now, didn't they? Find
sentences in the text to prove it.

. How do you treat birds? Are you nice to them?
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The Wild Little House

Where did the house stand?

What did it look like? Find in the text the description of the
house.

Where did the wild little house want to live?

Explain why the wild little house wanted to live on the seashore.
What was John's father? What did he do?

What happened one night when two big black cats came into the

garden of the litile house?

Who was the first in the family to know that the house could
walk?

Who came one evening to visit John's father and mother?
How did the wild little house find out the way to the sea?
The way to the sea was long and difficult for the little house, .
wasn't it?

. Explain why the wild little house didn't want to go home,
. Why did the house come back home in autumn?

. Did the little house walk to the seaside again?

. Explain why the house stayed at home when John grew up-

You may use the text.

. Did you. like the story? Why?



VOCABULARY

able ['eibi]: he able (to do something)
SHTh B COCTOAKHK (CIOENATh 4TO-TO)
act [zkt] v neécrsoparb, nocTynate
action ['®&kin] n aedcipue
add [®d] v zolasuTe
gerodrome [earadroum] nr aspoapom
aeroplane [‘earaplein] n camoser
all [21j: at all copcem '
almost [>xlmoust] adv noutH, eapa ue
aloud [#’laud] adv rpomko, Bcayx
although [xi'Bou] ¢ necMoTpa Ha TO yTO
ant [2nt] n-mypapei
anywhere [‘emwea] adyv rae-uubyab,
Kyaa-HAGyAh
arrive [a'raiv] v npu6LBaTH
-as [2z}: as if kak Gyaro
&% S00N as KaK TOJIbKO

back [bzk] n coxna, saausaa cropona
the back &f the head 3aTeaox

backwards [‘bakwadz] adv uasag,

3a20M

bacon ['betkan] n konueHas CBHHAH TpY-
apHKa, GeKOH

balance ['balans] n papnosecue; v Ga-
AAHCHDOBATDL, COXPAHATL PABHOBECHE

bark [bak] v aasTe

bars |[baz] n pl pemerka

basket [baskit] n Kopauua

beach [bitf] n masx

beak [bik] n knee

believe [brliv] o sepHTh

bell [bel} n aposnok

below {brlou] prep mrXke, noa
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bend jbendj v {bent, bent) crubarb(ca}
bend down HAKNOHATBCR

bent [bent} ca. bend

beside [bi'said] prep pRaoM c, OxoJO,
Gana

bicycle ['baisikl] n BenocHnen; v e3nnTh
Ha BEJNCCHNEE

bit [bit] cx. bite

bite [bait] n xycok (nuuqu}; v (bit,
bit) xycars '

hitterly {'bitali] ade ropbxo

blink [bhpk} v MHraTh, HIYPHTBCH

bounce [bauns] ¢ noanper#sarb

bow' [bou] a Gaur

bow? [ban} v knangrbest

brake [breik] n Topmoa

breast {brest] n rpyas

brick [brik] n wnpnuu

bright [brail] @ sApku#t, GnecTAIDUA

brush [braf] v 4ucriTL WIETKOH

bubble [‘habl] » nyaepb

bucket [‘bakil] n Beapo

bump [bamp| n rayxoh ynap; v yaapArh,
TOAKATE

bumper {'bampas] n Oamnep; amopt-
aarop

bundie [‘bandl] n y3en, ceaika

bush {buj] n Kyer, xycrapuux

button {'batn} n nyrosxua

cabin [‘kabin] n kawora

captain ["keeptin] n xanuran

carefully [‘keafall] adv octopoao,
C OCTOPOIKHOCTRIO

carviage ['karidz] n ac.-d. naccaXHpCKuil
Barox

caftle [Ketl] n xpynuni porarwii cxor
eaw [kx] v xapxatn

centre |'senta] n uenrp, cepenuHa
chase [tfeis] v rHarbed, npecaedosathb
cheap [tfip] a mewenuf

cheek {tfi:k] » weka

cheerful ['tfiaful] a Gozpeifi, Becenstii
chew [tfu:] v xepaTh

Christmas [‘krismas] 2 poxaectro

.clap [kl®p] v xaAomaTb, anACAHPOBATH

cléar [klis] # oummnare
clever ['kleva] a ymuud; nosgui

.clek’ [klik] a inenkanee (3arsopa);

WeTUOK (8 KEXARUIME)

cloth [klaB] » TKaHb, KYCOK MAaTEpHH,
TpANKa :

coat [kout] n cno#l, nokpos
coat of paint caodl kpacku

collar ['kala] » owednuk

comb [koum] 7 rpeewn, rpeSemka;
U YeCaTh, PACHECHBETE

comfortable [kamfatabl] a yacbumi

compare [kom'pea] v cpapHNBaTH

complete [kam’plit] a nonkuf, 3axkoHUCH-
Huf

conductor [ken'dakts] nr woHaykrop
{asrobyca, Tpaseas — 8 Axzaut)

continent [kontinant] n maTepWk, KoH-
THHEHT
the Centinent Epponefickii marepuk
{6 nporusonoaoxrocTs Bpurascrum
QCTPOaaM )

coverlet ['kavalit] n nokpuiBano, oaefno

erane [krein] n  (rpy3o)norwemani
Kpau

creep f[kricp] v {crept, crept) noasars

crept [krept] ca. creep

crossly [krash] adv pasgpaxedio,
CepAHTO

crowd [kraud n Toamna;, » cobrpaThes
TOANOHA, TOANKTHCH

crumblie ['krambl] v kpowxte{ca)

cupboard [‘kabad] n wrady, Gyder

currant ['karant] 2 KOpaHKa, cMopoaHHa

cut [kat] a paspesz; v (cut, cut) pesats
cut out BHpe3IATH

D

dear [diz] o Roporoft, Mmuiwf; ind anpa-
- MQeT O2OPueHUe, coMdAenue, youa-

AeHue

deliver [dr'live] v zoctapanArth, paido-
CHYb (AuUceLMa)

deat {dent] n BmMsTHHA

describe [dis’kraib] ¢ onucuiBate

description [dis’kripfan] »n onkcanue

dig {dig] v {dug, dug) womarb, puThH

dish [dif] n Gaoao, xymanee

distance [distons] n paccroasue

dock {dok] v sxoamTh B AOK

door-step ['dxstep] r crynerbka Kpunbua

dough [dou] n Tecto :

downstairs ['daun'stesz] adv saws (no
RECTHHLE); BHHUIY, HA HHMHEM ataxe

drain [drein] n BoZoCTOK, KapARK3a-
IHOHHAR TpyGa

drawer [drx] n AwHK (gwdsumuod)

dream [drim] n coH, cHOBHARHHE, MeUTa;
U BMEeTL CHH, BHJETE B0 CHE,
MeuTaTh

dressing-gown ['dresiggaun] n xanar

dressing-table ['dresip.teibl] n tyaner-
HEIH CTOJIHK

drip [drip] ¢ kanath, HagaThk Kamnamu

drive [draiv] v {(drove, driven) ynpae-
AATE (aBTOMOORIEM )

driven ['drivn] cax. drive

drop [drop}l n kannn

drove [drouv] cax. drive

dry [drai} a cyxo#t; v pucwxaTe, 3a-
CHIXATL

dug [dag] cx. dig

3

eagle ['i:gl] n open

ear {13] n yxo

edge [ed3] n xpaf, kpomxa

efm [elm] n ens

empty [‘empti] ¢ nycrod, nopoXanf;
' ONOPOMHATL, BRICKWNATE

end [end] n koHeuw; v xoHwaTRCH

engine [‘endzin}] n nBHrareasn, motop;
MAUIKHA; apoOBO3
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engine-driver [end3in _draiva] 2 ma-
HIRHACT

even [ivon] adv aaxe

ever {‘eva} adv korna-nubo

excited [ik'saitid] a2 BoaGyXueHdbli,

B3BOAHOBAHHHIA

exciting |ik’'saihig] a saxsaTHBaKWHA,
BWIHYIHLHHA

excursion |iks'kxfanj »n  akckypews,

NDE3AKA
expect [iks'pekt] v kaarL, oKHgATDL

F

face ffeis] n uwdepbnar (y wacoa)
fact [izkt]: in fact dakriuefku, B neficT-
7 BHTE/TLHOCTH

fasten [fa:sn]  npHKEpenNnTL, NPHBA3I-

. BaTh

fault [ixlt] n BHHA

feather [[eta] n mepo (nrudee)

fed lied] cu. feed

feed [Iud] v (fed, fed) xopmuTh

feel [iil] o (felt, felt) uyecreBoBaTH,
OILYNKLBATh, TPOraTh

felt [icll] cu. feel

fence ]iens] n sabop, H3ropoab

fetch [fetf] » {cxonwTe H) npxuecTd

fill [i1] © wanonuare

first [fast] ade chavana

fit [f11] a ronum#; v ToAWTHCH, GHTb
BIIOPY, BCTABJATE '

flakes [flesks] n pf xnonen
flake of smow chexunHka

flap |[=p] n kKnanau; uvo-anbo, npx-
KpenaeHHoe 38 OAMH KOMCL, CBELIH-
BAWIUCCCA (LAl pa3BeRaileec Ha
BeTpy

flat [ilael] @ naockui

flutter ['flata] » maxauue

for [ix} prep B Tevenwe, aag; cf TaK Kak,
MOTOMY uTO

forward [Txwsd| adv snepea, nansue

frighten Firailn] o nyrare

front [irani] n nepeanwns cropoua (ue-
20-aufo); a nepesudd

further [fa:02] adv aaabuwe, gahce
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G

gaily ['geils] adv seceno

garage [‘g®ra3] n rapax

gas-stove [ gamsstouv] n rasopas naura

gate [geit] n popora

gay [ge1] a secennfi, papocTHHl

giant ["dzaisnt] n pennkan, rarasr

give {giv]: give up OGpocats, npe-
KpalLare

goldfish |'gouldirf] »n 3ocnoras pwbka

grease f[griz] o© cwasbiBarb (Mmacaom}

grocer ['grousn] n Topropen Gakaneft-
HHMH TOBapamH, Gakanefilnk

grumble ['grambl] v Bopuars, KancsaTh-
cA

guess [ges} ¢ yraanBarh, KOTAfALBATECA

hand [hznd] n pyka, crpeaka (wacos)
handle [handl] n pyuka, pykonTka
hang f{hzg] ¢ (bung, hang) peware,
OpHEPENAATDL, BHCETH
bhang down cencaTth, HECOAAATD
harsh [haf] @ pesxuit, nenpHATHLIA
heap [hip] a4 kvua, rpyaa
hollow ['halou] n aynao
honk {hogk] n xpﬁx Juxux z2yced; a8To-
MOOUALHOE 2pdok; U KpWuath (o du-
KUX 2ycsx); CHAFHaNHTL, FyaeTb {66
asrosmcbuie}

hood [hud} = c_!:_mmu{}ﬁ Bepx (aaToMo- -

T OuAR); KANIOWIOH
hook [huk| n kpoOK, KpwouoKk

- hope [houp] v BagesThCA

horn [hon} n rynok, chipena aBromofnns

hung |hag) cs. hang

hurry ['hari] # ToponaHBOCTB, MOCTIELN-
HOCTb, HETEpHEHHE, HerepnenHsoe
RenaHne {cOCAATs 4TO-A460) '
be in a Rurcy TOPONHTLES, CMEUHTD
in a hurry nocnewne

husband ['hazband] n myx

important [1m’pxfant]’ g BaMHNA, 3HaUH-

TebHBA

jndoors [wn'dxz] adv BuyTpH AOMa;

P ROMEeHEARH

insect [nsekl] n nacekomoe

1

just [d3ast] ade roudo, Kak pa3
P ;
kick [kik] v yrapath Horo#

kitchen-range [‘kitfinceinds] = naura:

L

‘label [lebl] n apreK
lady [lewdi] » aama, rocnoxa
the old lady crapymxa

land (l@nd] v npHzemasTbCH, AeNATH

_ nocaaxy

laugh [laf] v cmearben .

{ean [lin] v HAKNOHATLCS; MPUCIORATHCA,
OTEHPATLCH -

length {lep®] n Anuna.

fick [bik] v nusaTh

lift [Lift] ¢ moamumars

Jike [laik] v awbuvb. Hpaputbhed, ady

. pogodHo, Tak
line {lain] n nAHAA

lock [lak] n 3amok

tollipop ['1aLipop| n Aexenen HAa Naxouyxe
lodtely {'lounh] a onxuokns
feel Yonely uyBcTROBATH Ce0si OAHHO-
KHM, MHCOBLITHBATLE YYBLTBO OAHHO-

yecTpa

langer {lapga]: not... any longer Gonbuwe

. He

lql:ry [fort] n rTpysosoik aBTOMOOKAL,
TPY30BHK |

lovely {lavil] a kpacussifi, NpexpacHbin,
BOCKXHTHTEAbHLIA

luggage ['lagidz] a Garax

M

machine [ma'fizn} n mawuHa; MeEXaHKi3M
‘made [meid] cux. make

.

main [mein] a raaBHE@A

make [metk] v (made, made) sacras-
AATH '

mat [mat] n war; LKHOBKA

meadow |'medcu| a ayr, ayropuna

mechanic [mykenik] o mexanuk

mend [mend] ¢ 4HHHTL

merrity ['merili] adv seceso, 0KHBAGHAC

middie ['mudl] a cpeannit

middle-sized ['mdl'saizd] a cpeanero
pa3mepa

mile [mail] n muaa (= 1609 &)

milkman [‘milkman] # npoaagen MoN0Ka

moment [‘monmant] A MOMEHT, MIHO-
BEHHE, MHHYTA

moonlight {'munlait] n ayauwé ceer

moss [mas| n Mox

motor-car ['mouiske:] n aerkosoi asTo-

MOBHAL
move |muwv] v LBMraTtb, IepPelBHIaTh

move Lp NOAOABUMYTLCS

N

nail [nell] n reoifk
naturally [n®tfrali] adv ecrecTeeHHO
nearby ['nisbai] adv nenonanexy, nogau-
30CTH, HEAaAexo
neat [nit] a akxypaTHbid, ONpATHHIA
needle [ ni:dl] n Hroaka, vraa
neigh {net] n pxanue; v pxarhb
nest [nest] n rHesfo
nesting box ckBOpeYHHK
nibble [mbl} v wunats (rpasy)
nod , |n>d| ¢ ApeMarb, KAELBATE HOCOM
notebook |'nouthuk} # 3anHcRan KHHXK-
Ka, TeTpaib
notice ['noutis] n Habmopedue;, BANMA-
Hhe, ofbABNcHKe; v HabMoAaTh, 00-
PallaTh BHHMAHHE, 3aMEYaThb
take notice nabaxnars
take no notice of somebody,
" something He 3ameqath kOro-nHGo,
yero-1HGo, He o0pawaTh BHUMAHHE
Ha Koro-aubo, uro-aubo

89



{3

off [of] adv yxa3wsaer: wa ydasenue

one [wan] n» yrorp. Kak caoso-zame-
HuTeAb, «robel He NOSTOPATS paHee
YROMANYTOR CHLYECTBUTEADHOE

ordinary [2>dnri} g ofbiynnii, o§nKHO-
BEHHHH

oven ['avn] # neus

own foun] a coScrBenbid

P

pachket E'pEkat] n HaKer, CBA3KA

paint [peint] n xpacka, ogpacka; v
KpacHTh, OKPALIHBATE

pancake [pznkeik] n 6aun, onages

parcel ['pasi] n naxer, ceepTok

pass [pas] v mpoxonauTe, npoelxKaTh

passenger [‘pasindse] n naccamup

pat [pet] v normamuTs (Roeo-subo);
MOXIONNBATh, MLTEdats

path [paf] n Tponuaka, Aopoxka

pavement {"pervmant] n Tporyap, nanean

paw {p>] n nana '

pea [piz] n ropox; ropoiliuda

peck [pek] (at) v knesaTe, NOAGKTB
KAWBOM _

pedal ['ped]] v Hamumath negaxn, pabo-
TaTh flelaNAMH; €XaTh H& BEAOCHNENE

peddler [‘pedla] n xopobefniuk, paskoc-

YHK

perhaps [pa’'hzps] adv Momer 6uiTh,
BOIMOMHO

pick [pik]: pick up noawmmath, MoRGH-
pPaTh

pie [pai}] n nHpor

pile [pail} n Kywa, rpysa; v cKRaagn-
BATH, CBAJAHBATL B Kyuy

‘plasticine ['plastisin] n naacrwaun

pocket [pokit] 7 xapmau

point [pynt] v nokasmeatk naabuewm;
VEA3HBATE

peke [pouk] v coBath, Toakate.
poke out BHCOBLBATH (CA)

politely [pa'laith] adv mexauno, aobesno

pond [pond] n npya
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pop [pop]: pop out HeOKHAAHND BUWATH,
BBCKOUHTD

pop in BC}’H}"‘I“L

POP UP HEOKHRAHHO BOYHAHKAYTH -

position [pa’zifen] n moaomenme: mecro

post' [poust] n noura; v ornpasaATh
No NOYTE, OMYCTHTE B NOYTOBWLH
ALLHK

post’ [poust] n ceas, mogmopka

postman ['poustman] n noyraxson

power ['paua] n craa, Momsb

pram [prem] » AeTCKaA KONACKA

press [pres] v HakHmaTh, NpURHMATE;

LABHTL
pretend [pritend] v npuTROpPATECH,
Aeiarb suf :
pretty ['priti] @ xopowennknft, npenecs-
Hul i

probably {probabli] adv seposTuo

proper ['propa] & npaBMIbHHR, Hagme-
AHAWKA :

properly ['propali]l adv xak caenyer,
NPaBKJIbHO

protect [pra‘teki] v samnwarte

puddle [padl} n ayxka

pull [pul] v TAAYTE, TraumTe

purpese [papas] n ueab, Hamepepne
Ot pUrpose HapouHo %

push [puf] ¢ rankaTe

pussy-tat ['pusik®t] 1 kowxa, Kowregxa,
KHCRA

pylamas [pa'dzamsz] n p! nuxkama

Q
.quack [kwak] v xpaxare (o6 yrxax)

R

race [reis) s coctasanne B fere, B CKO-
pOCTH, @ MUYATHCA, COCTASATECH
B CKOPOCTH

rascal ['raskal] n mowenuax

rather [raba] adv ayywe, oxotwes;
A0 HEXOTOPOA CTeNeHH, AOBOJLHO

rattle [r®tl] n gerckan norpemymwxa;
TPELLOTKA (HORHOZO CTOPOXA U T. )1
U TPeilaATh, CHABHO CTYUATH

reach iritf] v aocrapaTh, ROTArMBATHCH,
AOCTHraTh, LOXOJHTE

‘remain [rI'mein] v ocTaBaTheA

rent [rent] v Gpate B apendy, HaHAMATL

repair [r1'pea] v PEMDHTHPOBATD, YHHHTL

rest! [rest] n noxofi, oTamX; cod

vest®  [rest]: the ~rest of ocravow,

oCTankHbie, BPYTHE
ridden [‘ridnf cx. ride
ride [raid] n oporyika, noesika, e3aa
(Ka mgiiuHe, Ha seaocunede 4 7. 0.},
v (rode, ridden) exarb; Kararecs
ring {ngl 2 xonsuo, kpyr |
road froud] n nopora
rode [roud] cx. ride
roll [roui] © KaTHTe(cA), BEPTETHLH;
packaTwBarth (Tecto}
roof {ru:f] A Kpeima
rook [ruk] n rpaw
room {[rum] n NpocTpancTBO, MECTO
rubber ['raba] n pe3HHa; Kayyyx; peaHH-
. Kd, NACTHK
rabbish ['rabj] n mycop
rude [ricd] @ rpyGuli; HEBOCMHTAHHEA
rumple [rampl] v MaTh
rush {rAf] v Hecruchb, MuaTbes
rusty ['rasti] @ aapiabaennblfi, papLi;
IBETa pAABIHNH
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sack [sxk] n memox

sad [s®d] a nevaapHbif, rpycTHNR

safe {seif] ¢ wempenwmuidi, B Gesonac-
HOCTH

sail {sell] v mnaeaTth; HATH noa nagpy-
CaAMH

sale [sell] n npogaxa

sand-pies ['s@ndpaiz] p! KyAH4HKH, NH-
POXKH H3 mecka

sandwich ['senwid3] n caHABHY, Gyrep-
6pon

sausage ['sosid3] n xonGaca; COCHCKa

save [se1v] v Gepeyb, IKOHOMHTR

scone [skan] a nenewxa '

scoofer ['skuita) n nerckmé camokar

scraps [skraps] n pl ocraTka

sea-gull ['sigal] n yafika

seat [sit] n cuaenne, mecTo

secret ['skkrit] a cekper, radna

seem [sim] v kazarbes

settle ['setl] {down) v ycamusath(ca);
obOCHOBATBCH

sew [sou] v wHTh

shadow [ jedou] n tenb

shake {felk] v (shook, shaken) wvpsac-
TH{CL), BCTPAXHBATH

shaken [feiksn] cu. shake

share [fea] © neantb{cst}, pasznenntb

shawl [{x]] n wajge, naarok

shed [fed] r capai

shell {jel] » ckopayna, pakoBHHA

shiny {fain1] a Gnecrawmuk

shoemaker [Ju,meika} n canoXxuuk

shoo [{u:] v BCRyrHPaTe, NPOroHATDL

shook [Juk] cm. shake

shore {{x] n Geper (mopa)

shout ffaut] v kpuuars

shut [fat] o (shat, shut) SETBDPHTB{CH],
3aKpHEBATH (CH), 3anHparTb{cd)

side [said] n Gok, cropona

sideboard ['saidbaxd] n Gyder, cepBanT

sigh [sal] n Bszox

sign [sain] »# BHBecKa;, ¢ BHPaXaTb
eCTOM; NOAABATh 3HAK

sledge [sled3] n caHku

slice Islais] n nomTHk, TOMKHE caoil
(wezo-aubo)

slip iship] v apockoab3nyTh, HCUE3IHYTH;
COCKORBIHYTh, CYHYTH

slosh [slof] v okaTwBaTh BOAOA

slow [slou] (down) v 3ameaante

smell [smel] ¢ naxAyTh; HIOXaTh

smile [smail] v yaubarcs

sniff [snif] v panxarh, sTATURATE HOCOM;
HIOXATb, YYATh

50 [sou] adv noaromy, Tax 4TO

softly ['softh] adv mexno

someone [ samwanl pren KT0-TO, KT0-
HRGYLE

somewhere ['samwea] adv rae-to, Kyna-
TO '

sound {saund] n» 3ByK, WyM; v 3BY4aTh;
Ka3artbCf, C03LABATh BNEMATAEHHE

spade [speid] n Ronara

]



spanner ['spans] & raeuAmMi Kawoy

sparrow ['spxrou}l n. sopobei

special {'spefsl| g coeunaabueli, ocobuii

spite [spait]: in spite of mecmorps nHa

splash [spl®f] n GpW3ra; naeck, BCIECK;
v GpH3rars{CcA}; WAENath (no 2pasu
Uy aode)

spoon |spun] 2 noxka

spot {spot] n RATHO, NATHHILKO, KpamHH-
Ka

- squeaky [skwiki] g DHCKAHBWA

sfamp {stzmp] v Tonare norof

start [stat] v rauwnarTe; oTmpaBaRTRCA

starter ['stata} n craprep, nyckomod
Apnrbop

stay [sl1] v ocTaBaThedl HEeNOARHMKHLIM,
3AMEPETh HA MecTe

steal [sirl] v popomarTy, KpacThb

steering-wheel {'sliaripwil] n pyaesoe
KoJieco

sfep [step| n erynewbka, war; v cTynarb,
maraTte

stick [slik] n naaka

stiff [stii] a2 yonopewit, xonoapwi

stilt {stil] adv dvenoapHxkHO, CROKOAHO,
THXO

stool [stwl] n raGyper(xa)

storm [stxm] n-wtopm, Gyps

straight [streil] adv npamo

stream [sirim] 2 pyuen

string {sirig] n eepemka; feueska

stroke [slrouk| v raaauTe {pyxod),
MOrAaXHBATh, JACKaTh

student ['stju:dsnt] a crymenwt

suck [sak] v cocath

sunflower ['san.ilaual r noaconveunux

suppose [sa'pouz] v upenponarars,
AOAYCKATD, AYMATD

surprise [so'praiz]. n yaHBaeHue; HEOX -
NAHHOCTb; ¥ YAHBAATH, AOPaXKaTh

T

tap [taepj n kpau

taste [teist] v npoBosate {Ha =Bxyc)
taxi [taeksi] n rvakch '

terrible ['terabl] e crpawnmi, ymacHmi
thief |8i:l] n (p{ thleves) sop

92

thieves [Bivz] pf or thief

thimble ['©ymbl] # namepcrox

thin [8s1] o TomuMi

though [don] ¢j xors, HecMOTpA Wa

thread [Bred] » wuth, nurka

thumb [8am] n-6oabwod naney (pyxu)

tide ftaid} n Mopckodi npuauB M oTaus

tightly ['taitly] adv xpenxo

tinkie [tipki] o a3penern, nosssikmBath

tool [tu:l] n paSouni (pyunoft) wmcrpy-
MEeHT

top [top] n Makywka; pepxHHfi KoHem,
BEPXHAA MOBEPXHOLTL, BEPX

towards {to'wadz] prep x, no nanpas-
JEHHK -

tractor {trzkta] a Tpaxrop

travel [trevl] a nyrewecrane

tricycle [traisikl] » Tpexxoaecreift geno-
CHITEeR

turn [tan} (into) v npespawathen

 twice [twais] adv apamanl

tyre ['taie] n wupa; nokphioka
Lt

unscrew [An‘skri:] v oTBHHYHBATD,
PasBHHYHBATE

untie ['an‘ta:] v pazsassisare

untll fan'til} prep no; ac rex nop

upset [ap'sel] v (upset, upset) pac-
CTPAuBaTh, OropuaTh ‘
I am upset A paccTpoen

upstairs ["Ap'steaz] adv msepx (no aecr-
Hige), HaBepx

v

voyage ['vdidi] a nnaBauHe, Mopcroe
AYTEeLIECTRHE

W

waddle [woidl] v xoaute anepeBaaky
wag [wag]| v maxarp
wag the tail surats xBocToMm (0 co-

Gaxe ) :
warm [wxm] a tennwtdi; v rpersica),
corpesars (cs)

wave [welv] n BOSHA, U MaXaTb

way [wel]l n wmamepa, cnocol, obpas
AeHCTBHS '
wellingtons ['weliglanz] n p! BHCcOKHe
PE3HHOBLIE CaNorH :
wel [wet] a mokpwi, BAaxHb
wetness ['wetnis] # BAAXKHOCTDL, CHPOCTE
wheel [wil] » xoaeco
wheelbarrow ['wilbaron] n rauka
while [wail] a1 Bpemd, DpoMexyTOK
BPEMEHH -
in a little while ckopo

whistle |'wisl] #- cBECTOK, U CBHCTETH

whiz(z) [wiz| v OPOHOCHTLCA CO CBHCTOM
wide [waid] @ wHpornit

win |win] v {(won, woOn} BHHTPAaTh,
noGeauTb
wipe |{waip] v BWYHpaTh

" won [wan] oM. win

wonder ["wanda] ¢ yaHBAATbCA

wood {wud] n. lAepesc (warepuan);
JpeBecnia

wooden |'wudn]| @ nepeBARHLIA

woollen ['wulan| @ wepcTanoi

worm |wam] n- uyepsak, YepBb

wora-out  ['wan‘aui] 4 nonouleHHHA,
H3HOIWEHHBIH

worry [‘wart] o 6ecnoKoMTbLCA
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