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JACKARBEANST

nce upon a time, there was a poor

widow who had an only son called
Jack. Jack was not much help to his
mother. He did not earn any money, and
the two of them were very, very poor.
Then, one day, their one cow finally
became too old to give any more milk.

“Tt's no use,” said Jack's mother.
“We'll just have to sell her.”

So Jack led the cow off towards the
market, promising to get the best possible
price for her. But the journey was long
and boring, and Jack passed the time
dreaming about what he would buy if he
were rich.

On his way he met a funny little man
with a big head and a tiny body, who
offered to buy the cow.

“Give her to me and I promise you'll

be rich to the end of your days,"” he said,
holding out a small drawstring bag.

Jack could hardly believe his ears.
But when he opened the bag instead of
gold coins, he found it contained only
five shrivelled beans!

“Those beans are magic,” said the
little man. “Plant them and they'll grow
right up to the sky!” And before Jack
could say anything he vanished — and so
did the cow!

Jack ran back home, wondering
what would happen when he planted his
magic beans.

“You were quick,"” said his mother,
when Jack arrived home. “How much
did you get for the cow?”

“I struck a wonderful bargain,” he
said. “Look at this!”




Do you want us
Jack tried to tell
were magic, but she would not listen.
She flung them out through the window,
then beat poor Jack and packed him off
to bed without any supper.
The next morning, a very
hungry Jack woke early. At least
he thought it must be early
because the room was so
dark. But when he
turned over he saw

a huge green

plant outside the

window with giant

leaves pushing

through the shutters.

“So! The beans were

magic ones after all!”

Quick as a flash, Jack clambered

out through the window and on to

the enormous beanstalk. Stopping

only to wave goodbye to his astonished

mother standing below him, Jack began

to scale the giant plant.
He climbed and he climbed. He even

climbed right through the clouds.




-

: Then, suddenly, a long
wide road stretched out in front
of him. Jack walked for hours,
and just as he was thinking of
turning back he saw a great castle.
Tired and hungry, Jack knocked on
the towering door. It was opened by a
huge woman. She looked down at him
and Jack looked up at her.

“Please could you give me something
to eat?” he asked. “I'm very hungry.”

“Be off with you. My husband
will be back soon and he eats little boys
like you for dinner.”

But Jack pleaded with her, and in
the end she let him in and gave him
some bread and cheese. He had almost
finished, when he heard great footsteps
thudding along the passage.

“Oh dear!"” cried the giant's wife.
“It's my husband. Quick, hide in the
oven."

Jack just had time to scramble into
the oven when the kitchen door flew
open and a great big bald-headed giant
burst in. He sniffed the air and roared:

Fee, fi, fo, fum,

I smell the blood of an Englishman.
Be he alive or be he dead,

I'll grind his bones to make my bread.

“No, no, no, dear," said his wife
calmly. “You're mistaken. Now sit down
and eat your meal.”

When the giant had finished his
colossal dinner he took out a vast box full
of bags and sat down to count his money.
Peeping out from the oven, Jack caught
his breath at the sight of so much gold!




Soon, the giant's head began to nod
and he dropped off to sleep. Jack leaped
out, threw one of the bags over his
shoulder and sprinted out of the castle.
He ran all the way along the road, then
dropped the bag down on to the ground
far below and clambered through the
greenery of the beanstalk to his house.

For months Jack and his mother
lived very well, but soon only a few gold
coins remained. And one day, when his
mother went to wake him, she found he
had gone back up the beanstalk to find
more gold.

“Oh, it's you again, is it?" said the
giant's wife when she opened the castle
door. “The last time you were here my
husband lost a bag of gold."

“Really?” replied Jack. “How strange!
Perhaps I can help you look for it. I'm
small enough to fit into all the nooks and
crannies you giants can't reach.”

So the foolish giant's wife let Jack
into the house again, and she even gave
him some bread and cheese.

Jack was still pretending to look for
the lost gold when he heard the footsteps
of the giant coming home. He just had
time to dive into the oven when the door
burst open and the giant sniffed the air
and roared:

Fee, fi, fo, fum,

I smell the blood of an Englishman.
Be he alive or be he dead,

I'll grind his bones to make my bread!

“No, no, no, my dear. I think you're
mistaken. There's no-one here. Now sit
down and eat your meal.”

The giant held a little white hen in
his hand, and when he had finished his
meal he put it on the table. “Hen, hen,
one two three, lay a golden egg for me!”
and the hen laid the strangest egg Jack
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had ever seen. It was made of solid gold!
The giant chuckled greedily and then
nodded off to sleep, clutching the golden
eqgg.

Jack sneaked out of the oven,
clamped his hand round the hen's neck
and sprinted out of the castle, along the
road and back down the beanstalk.

With the magic hen strutting around
their yard, Jack and his mother were rich
at last, and they said they would be
happy for ever. But one morning, when
his mother went to wake him, Jack had
gone!

This time when Jack climbed the
beanstalk and reached the castle door,
he did not dare to knock, but crept
inside while the giant's wife was fetching
in the washing. And instead of hiding in
the oven, he hid in the washtub.






Soon, he heard the
footsteps of the giant
in the passage and the
door burst open. The
giant sniffed the air
and roared:
Fee, fi, fo, fum,
I smell the blood of an Englishman.
Be he alive or be he dead,
I'll grind his bones to make my bread!
“Surely not,"” said his wife. “But if
you can smell that thieving boy who stole
your bag of gold and your hen, he'll be
hiding in the oven for sure.”
The giant pounced on the oven door
— but of course Jack was not inside.
“You really shouldn't upset yourself
like that," said the giant's wife. “Now,
why don't you get out your little harp?”
So the giant did. “Play,” he said. And
the little harp began to play sweet music.
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| > y The giant sighed
il ' happily, his wife
sighed happily — and

they both dozed off to

sleep in their chairs.

Quick as a flash Jack jumped out of
the washtub, snatched up the harp and
ran out of the door. Then, suddenly, the
harp cried out, “Master! Master! I'm
being stolen!”

The giant woke up with a start.
“What! Hey you! Stop! Bring me my axe!"
Jack sprinted down the long road, the
glant gaining with every stride, his
massive feet pounding and his huge
voice roaring for Jack's blood.

Jack reached the beanstalk just a
few paces ahead of the giant, threw
himself into its green mass, and slithered
down the trunk. The bellowing giant
tumbled after him, crashing through the



branches, swinging his axe wildly.

“Fetch my axe!" Jack shouted to his
mother as he reached the ground.
Working furiously, Jack chopped

away at the stem of the beanstalk

as the giant emerged through the

clouds. Then, with a creak

and a groan, the beanstalk

F

Gekw began to fall. It fell right
- through the roof, through the house

— CRASH! — on to the ground.
And the giant fell headlong into the
vegetable patch with a mighty roar, and
broke his neck!

Then Jack showed his mother the
harp and asked it to play sweet music.

With the hen that laid the golden
eggs, and the harp that made such lovely
music, Jack and his mother lived happily
for the rest of their days.




nce upon a time, animal
language was spoken
everywhere in the forest.
Giraffe, because of his
long neck, was King of the
Animals. Taller than
all the others, he
would walk about
with his head in the
sky and hold long
conversations with
himself. All the
other animals were
very annoyed at
this, because it
disturbed their
afternoon peace
and quiet.

tried to think of v’
ways to silence him. (2§
Leopard even went \
so far as to say, Ly
“You're not so
wonderful, King

Giraffe. There are
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So, one day theyshaoZ/ o

lots of things you can't do
that we other animals can!"”
“Like what?" asked Giraffe.
“Well you can't run as
fast as me, can you?”
replied Leopard.

“We'll soon see about
that, you impudent

little cat! Let's have
arace and see!”

The other animals,

who were certain

that Leopard would

win, went along to
watch. Leopard and

» Giraffe started level,
*but soon Giraffe led

by a neck. Then

Leopard gained,

- overtook, and
~ raced ahead. But

. 1/ then, Leopard ran
! | i into a tree, banged
/111 his head, and fell

"~ tothe ground.

After winnjngﬂ,‘,é' 7




the race, Giraffe grew even more vain.
He walked around with his head in the
air, praising himself and boasting how
very much better he was than all the
other animals. Soon the forest was
full of Giraffe's vain chatter.

A few days later, the animals
met again to decide what to do about
Giraffe. But only Monkey had a plan.
He collected gum from the rubber

?@% :

and drank all the water in the
lake. But he just could not get rid
of the sticky leaves. And when he
opened his mouth to say what a
wonderful beast he was, he found he
could not speak. He was dumb!

All the animals thanked Monkey
for silencing the boastful Giraffe. And
after that they slept away every afternoon
while Giraffe loped about, mouthing
silent words into the topmost branches
of the trees.

plé\lfr and climbed up with it into the
trees. Spreading gum over every leaf,
he swung from free to tree, doing the
same to each one in turn. Before very
long, Giraffe came by and began
nibbling at the leaves.

But with every mouthful he took,
the gummy leaves stuck in his long
neck. And no matter how much he ,
swallowed and coughed and swallowed, /;

~ the leaves just would not move.

Giraffe shook his neck



SINDBAD
And the Amazmgl»s;;;lands

am Sindbad, the merchant of Baghdad.

You may remember me. My voyages
have carried me into all kinds of danger. But
have I ever told you of the time we moored

alongside . . . No, I don't believe I have.
Well, let me begin at the beginning.

After my adventures in the Valley of
Diamonds, I was so rich that I thought I
would never again set foot outside Baghdad.
But soon I began to miss the sea, so 1
decided to travel down to Basra and take a
foreign ship in search of adventure.

The ship was small and the sun was hot,
and before long the crew grew tired and
irritable. So when the look-out sighted a

small island on the horizon, we all letouta
cheer and leaned over the side, peering =
across the water.

“I can't find it on any of my maps," sald
the captain anxiously.

“Never mind,” I said. “At least we can
go ashore and stretch our legs."

So the captain steered his ship towards
the island, which seemed almost to be
moving as it shimmered against the sky.

Its steep shores Were grey, but the low
hills inland looked green and inviting,
with flocks of birds circling overhead.

“Can we take a barrel of beer ashore,
capn?” asked a sailor. The captain agreed
and we moored alongside the island.

All of us except the captain scrambled

k. on to the beach and set about building a

fire from dnftwood We skewered some
meat and set it over the fire to cook.
But since I am a true Mus]]m and never

< touch strong drink, I left the sailors drinking
&) their beer and wandered along the beach. I
i, was surprised to find it was not sand at all,




"\} 1sland seemed to shudder as ].f with an

, earthquake aﬁd I was flung to my knees.

- The captain’s ‘vorce barely reached us above
~ the gull's noisy cries. “A whale! A huge
whale! Get aboard!"

Ilooked Gut to sea, but saw no sign of a
‘taptam was casting off. His
 shouted and swore and ran towards
! the Shlp Was he really intending to leave us
' behind on this small grey island?

Suddenly, from a great pot-hole beside
my feet, a gush of water shot into the air
— a massive fountain that roared out of the
ground and soaked me to the skin. The
captain was shouting again, but I could
barely hear abev& the rushlng water. “Must




In one terrible, blood-chilling moment,
I realised the truth! It was not an island we

were on at all, but the back of a gigantic
whale! In the middle of the wide, silent
ocean, it had slept, its hump gathering the
barnacles, seaweeds and wind-sown grasses
of seven seas. Now the sailor's fire had
scorched its back and it woke in a rage.
And I, Sindbad, was standing on its
massive head as it spouted breath through
its great blow-hole. Fear froze my body
and gripped my heart as the whale lifted its
mighty tail and thrashed the waves into
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white foam. It was going to dive!

Some sailors were able to swim to the
ship. Some were dragged down by the
whirling current to the bottom of the sea.
And me? I was struggling in the water,
praying for my life, when the empty beer
barrel bobbed up beside me —and I
dragged myself thankfully across it.

Exhausted, I floated and bobbed on the
surface of the unfriendly ocean, calling for
help. But the ship had long since sailed
away and I was adrift, alone, hundreds of
miles from home.

All night long the fishes nibbled my
trailing feet. Then, as dawn rose, a small
island appeared on the horizon, like a green
cloud. I stared in delight, then paddled
wearily towards it with my hands and feet.
When I got near, my heart suddenly




thumped with amazement and terror. “I have
found either my fortune or my death,” I cried,
“for this is the Land of Sea Serpents, where
every grain of sand is pure gold dust — and
guarded by monstrous sailor-eating snakes!"
My batrrel touched the beach and I tumbled
off it. Sweet fresh water ran in rivulets down
the beach from a spring among the trees and
bushes. And in it floated fresh fruit — plump
peaches and luscious berries. Offering up
thankful prayers, I quenched my parching
thirst and satisfied my ravenous hunger.

Only then did I realise just what great
riches lay around me. Instead of sand, dunes
of gold-dust were heaped from end to end of
the beach. “I'll build a raft,” I thought, “and
take as much as I can back to Baghdad.”

It did not take me long to collect enough
driftwood for a small raft held together with
strong strips of cloth torn from my trusty
turban. I filled the barrel with fruit for the
long journey ahead, put it on the raft and
then began stuffing handfuls of gold-dust
into my baggy trousers until my legs could
hardly move.

It was then that I heard a great hissing. I
looked up and saw the trees at the top of the
beach begin to sway. A great striped and
gleaming head rose high above the
tallest trees, and a pair of
glittering eyes watched me,

unblinking. Six, seven, eight
great serpents then slithered
down the beach, their forked
tongues darting.
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swam off, hissing angrily. One by one, each

At the water's edge, I flung myself in
panic on to my raft and paddled furiously
out to sea. But the sea serpents followed me ..
through the surf! ship and I heard a voice overhead.

Their rainbow-scaly bodies circled me It was my very own ship! The captain
round and round and round. Then their jaws  was still searching for survivors of the whale.
snapped — and broke the raft like so many He was amazed to see me poke my head out

twigs. Poison spurted from their hideous of the beer barrel — and even more amazed
fangs. to see me covered with gold!

In desperation, [ emptied the barrel And [ am still amazed to find myself
of fruit and squeezed inside it. There I back here in Baghdad, safe and sound —
crouched, like the yolk in a wooden egg. and even richer than before!

The serpents snapped and spat and hissed.
The barrel began to spin as they swam
round and round it.

One of the serpents even closed his
jaws around the barrel. But it was too large
to swallow. The monster spat it out and

serpent tried to eat me, but none could
swallow the barrel. So at last they left, and
snaked back through the shallows to the
shores of the Land of Sea Serpents.

The tide took me back out to sea,
where I drifted for three nights and three
days. I was dozing when, suddenly, the
barrel banged into the side of a wooden
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One fine day, Leo was busy trying to catch
his pet rabbit when his friend, Nanny Moss,
called out to him. “Leo, the Prime Minister
and Chancellor are here to see you.”

“Does that mean | can do whatever | like2”
asked Leo. “Um, yes sire, but now you
must come and be crowned.” And they
led him away to a coach drawn by six
grey horses.

Ambling into the sitting-room, Leo met
two very grave-looking gentlemen. “Sire,”
said the Chancellor. “As you know, you
have long been heir to the throne. Your
subjects have at last saved enough money
to buy you a crown, so you are now our King.”

”1 : 3 : _ <5 a b

On the way Leo had to pinch himself and
his rabbit to make sure it was really
happening. Bells rang out and all the
people shouted, “Long live Leo, our little
King! Long live King Leo!”

219



So Leo was crowned King that very
afternoon. But what with wearing the
royal robes and having his hand kissed by
so many people, Leo felt quite worn out, so
he was very glad when he got back to the
palace playroom where Nanny had been
: preparing his fea.
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When he got there, he found the Prime
Minister and Chancellor. “What a lot of
books!” cried Leo. “I'd love to read them
all.” “Your maijesty,” said the Chancellor.
“We would advise you not to read them.
The old king was, well, a little strange.
Some people even called him a wizard.”
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Leo tucked in hungrily to
the egg sandwiches and
chocolate cake. “I think
I'll go and explore the
royal library now,” he
announced when he
had finished. And he
scampered off, with
his rabbit at his heels.

“Really? But can't | just
have this one?” said
Leo, picking up a

huge book called,

The Book of Beasts.
“No, sire, | really don't
think so,” replied the
Chancellor. But Leo

had already opened
the book.



On the first page he saw a beautiful
butterfly, so vividly painted that it looked
real. “Isn’t that lovely!” said Leo. And, as
he spoke, the butterfly rose up out of the
book and flew straight out of the window!

And when he turned to the next page, there
was a shining bluebird, complete in every
detail! And as he gazed at it, the beautiful
creature fluttered its wings, spread them
wide and flew out off the page!

“Your majesty,” said the Prime Leo thought about the book all night &g
Minister, “| really must insist  long and at daybreak
that you leave these woke up Nanny Moss.
books alone.” And “You must help me
he grabbed the book, Nanny. There's a
snapped it shut and book | need from the
put it on a high shelf.  library, and | can’t reach
Leo scowled, picked it. It's very important.”
up his rabbit and “What are you up to
flounced out of the now?” said Nanny,
but she fetched the
gardener’s ladder and
got Leo his book.




Leo rushed into the garden, and turning

the empty pages where the butterfly and
bluebird had been, came to a page with
a huge red creature sitting under a palm
tree. Underneath was written the word

T / ‘ "’4,,1/‘,(" \

Suddenly, the dragon lurched out of the done. He had let loose a fearsome

book. Smoke billowing from its mouth, dragon to cause havoc among his faithful
it spread its vast wings, and soaring up subjects. “And I've only been King for a
over the trees, flew across the fieldsto the  day,” he said, bursting into tears. “What
distant hills. Leo was horrified at whathe’d ~ am | going to do2”

522 : [What surprises will The Book of Beasts reveal in Part 202]



CAR ATTACK

On last year's Halloween
A car hit Auntie Jean.
Unhinged by this attack,
My Auntie hit it back.

She hit it with her handbag
And knocked it with her knee.
She socked it with a sandbag
And thumped it with a tree.

On last year's Halloween

A car hit Auntie Jean.

And now, my Auntie's better
But the car is with the wrecker.




eidi woke up in her new
home feeling very happy.
Then she heard a whistle
outside. It was Peter, the boy who
looked after the goats, who had
come to collect Little Bear and

Little Swan and take them to the
high mountain pastures.
Heidi quickly dressed and rushed out51de. \ Telae :
“Would you like to go up the mountain . It was a beautiful morning. The sun o
with Peter and the goats?” asked Uncle Alp.  shone brightly on the green mountain slopes
Heidi was delighted and clapped her and sparkled on the snow-capped peaks.
hands. “Oh, yes please, Grandfather." Heidi ran and skipped and sang among the:

“Look after Heidi," the old man said to wild flowers. She stopped and picked dark.
Peter as he gave him a linen bag containing blue gentians, delicate red primulas and Bhiw
Heidi's lunch. “And mind she doesn't fall or dainty little rock-roses, gathering themupin = -
come to any harm!” her apron. She would take them home and
stick them in her bed of hay to make it look ‘
| ~ like the meadows:. e
! ' : Peter was glad of He1d1 S happy chatter i
on the lonely mountams1de. And hewas =
pleased to show her all the things he knew
s showed her a ho]low Where ﬂOWeI'S-
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, ”Poor Snowﬂake said He1d1 putting
~ her arms round the little goat's neck "Il see
_you every day and ta]k to you, o you won't:

- feel 1onely any more.’

-When they reached the hlgh mountam
pastures Peter found a sheltered spot for:
them to have their lunch. They afe their

‘bread and cheese and drank goat's mﬂk
-~ then fell asleep in the warm sunshme :
S The sound of flapping wings woke
: Heldi' i Peter Peter! Wake up!” Peterranto Sy A
Heidi's side and together they wattheda o0 Are they on fire?” whlspered He1d1
; -_huge, broad—Wln’ ied eagle swoop over therr o e S they e like that every evemng
' igher ar o .'Itsthe sunsway of klssmgthe mountams §
P 'goodmgh : e
: Hand in hand He1d1 and Peter made ‘rhe i
i long journey back down the mountam to i
..,'"UncleAlpschalet Hos e




Atlast they saw him, sﬁhng under the ﬁr
trees, puffing at hlS big; curved pipe. Heldl:‘_»
' ran to greet him, with, thtle Bear and Intt}e

Swan at her heels, e
“Goodnight Heidi,” ca]led Peter. *
S Goodmght Peter. Goodnight Lnttle
Snowﬂake‘ CEE
Every day He1d1‘retumed to the »
‘mountains wrth Peter and his goats, But then
nn cam and-brought strong winds that




Peter did not come:
for Little Swan and Little

Bear. The school in Dgrﬂi

around the lonely mount
“Canlgo and,wslt De

wooden tobogg ;
blanket Wrappmg
hlS arms then chm be

Then he turned back up the
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Outside the wind howled and the
shutters banged and crashed. Peter came
home from school as the sun sank low. It
was time for Heidi to leave.

“Come back soon!"” called Granny as
Heidi ran out to meet Uncle Alp, standing at
the top of the path.

The old man said nothing as Heidi told
him how poor Peter's family were. But when
they next visited the cottage, he took along
his tools and busied himself with all the
repairs. All Dorfli heard of Uncle Alp's good
deed and were amazed at the change in him.

Heidi lived happily with her grandfather
and grew strong and healthy in the pure .
mountain air. Then one day, when she was
seven years old, her Aunt Detie returned.
She was wearing a huge hat with a feather.

“T've come for Heidi,” she said as she
bustled into the hut. Uncle Alp stared at her
In amazement.

“You didn't want her when I brought
her, so I've come to take her back!”

Heidi slipped her hand in Grandfather's.
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Detie grabbed Heidi's other hand. “I've
found a wealthy family in Frankfurt who
want you to go and live with their invalid
daughter. You're to keep her company. And
in return they'll make you into a lady!”

“Don't take me away, Aunt Detie! Oh,
please don't take me away!"

Uncle Alp paced the floor of the hut,
shouting and cursing. But Detie was
determined. They argued and shouted until,
beside himself with rage, Uncle Alp shouted,
“Be off with you then, woman, and never let
me see you again with your silly hat and
silly feather.” And with that he strode out of
the chalet.
i1 Detie went to the cupboard and taking
i out Heidi's things, rolled them into a bundle.
t - She grabbed the little girl by the hand,

-#pushed her out of the door and marched her

Heidi began to cry. She did not want to
leave her friends in the mountains and

As the train pulled out of the station,
. Heidi waved goodbye to the mountains.
. "T'll be back," she whispered. “I will
~ come back Aunt Detie, won't [2"




T‘ree was always moaning, and Hedge
was getting very tired of it. As trees
go, Tree was small — only a crab apple
tree, and not much bigger than Hedge.
He was not very grand, for his branches
were black and twisted, his fruits bitter
little apples that nobody wanted.

It was Spring, and Tree was still
moaning. “It's going to rain later today
and probably most of tomorrow. The
wind's going to blow, too. He might even
break some of my branches. .."

“But the wind brings warmer
weather,"” said Hedge.

“What's more,” Tree went on,
ignoring Hedge, “those horrible birds
will be nesting soon, eating our buds .. . ."

“I'm getting tired of your moaning,
Tree. If you have nothing good to say, I'd
prefer you said nothing at all.”

Tree muttered moodily to himself,
looking around for more gloomy things to
moan about. The field would soon
become muddy, and the cows were sure
to break the hedge, and the crows would
flock into the field. The gate would be left
open and sheep would be sure to come
in. In May, far too many rabbits
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would come and cause all kinds of havoc.
Worst of all, they would make it difficult
for Tree to do what he liked doing best
... which was thinking of things to

moan about.

Hedge decided something really
had to be done about Tree's complaining.
But what?

Now, Hedge's best friend was Old
Crow, who liked hopping among her
different shrubs and plants looking for
worms and scaring off blackbirds and

bluetits. When he got tired of that, he
would perch on top of Hedge, enjoying
the view and chattering.

One day, when Old Crow came by,
Hedge explained her problem. “How
can I stop Tree moaning?”

Crow had a think. Eventually he
said, “Tree's got no reason for living.
That's why he complains so much.”

“But where do you find a reason for
living?" asked Hedge.

“Usually right under your nose."
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Spring gave way to Summer, and
Hedge grew green and full. As usual,
wild honeysuckle grew among her leaves,
entwining its scented flowers. Bumble-
bees hummed in the warm evening air.

“Tree," said Hedge boldly one day.
“What's the most terrible thing about
your whole life?”

Tree was struck dumb by the
question. There were so many things. ..
and he started to make a list of them.

“No, the worst thing."

Tree was silent for days. Finally,
he whispered in a very sad voice,

“The worst thing is that nobody likes me.
And they don't like me because I'm ugly.
My blossom only lasts a few days before
it blows away. My leaves aren't pretty,
and my crab apples taste terrible.”

“That's easily solved!” said Hedge.
“I could ask Honeysuckle to grow up
your trunk and all over your branches.
Then you would be covered with scented
flowers and thick leaves for most of the
year. The only trouble is . . ."

“Yes, go on," urged Tree.

“Well, Honeysuckle isn't interested.
She says you moan too much.”

Tree was silent. Eventually he said,
“If I promise to moan less, could you
persuade her to grow over me?”

“If you didn't moan for a whole year,
she just might,” replied Hedge.

So for a whole year Tree did not
moan once. Even when Summer drought
came. Even when it rained all October.
Even when bitter Winter winds blew.




And one day, the following Spring,
Honeysuckle sent out a tiny shoot. As the
days passed, she grew more quickly. She
entwined Tree's trunk and weaved
among his branches. Her green leaves
set off his white blossom in May. When
the June wind blew Tree's blossom
away, Honeysuckle opened her pale
yellow and pink scented flowers and
Tree was the most beautiful of all the
trees in the field.

Tree never moaned after that.

Not once. Not ever.

One Winter's day, Old Crow came
by and said to Hedge, “I never hear Tree
moaning these days. He must have found
a reason for living. What is it?"

“Ask him," said Hedge.

So Old Crow flew up and asked Tree
what reason he had found for living.

“Can’t talk now, Crow. I'm
protecting Honeysuckle from the wind."

“But she's all brown and shrivelled
now it's Winter."”

“She may look like that now,"” said

Tree, “but she's relying on me to protect
her until Spring. Then she'll grow even
bigger and stronger than last year. And
the year after that, she will be so big that
you won't be able to see me at all for
Honeysuckle. And the scent, Crow! Have
you any idea how lovely it will be . . .2"

Old Crow and Hedge were very
happy. Now, and for ever more, Tree was
so busy with his reason for living that he
never moaned again.
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