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WiNIIfTRYZE

0ld Man Coniston end Lady Windermere were
proud Verdi Bear parents, and loved thelr three green
cubs dearly,

Today was a verys pecial day, for their green cubs
were to be given their names and begin theilr lessonsS.ses
"Your name is Bassenthwalte" announced 014 Man
Coniston as he placed a green slate name fag, suspended
from a greens 11k cord, around the first young green f luffy

neck, that of the she bear,

Bassenthwaite shuddered as she heard her name, @&
name she didn't wante

The Verdi Besr cub next %o her giggled, but stopped
ag Ol Man Coniston pleced a greens ilk cord around his
young green f luffy neck too, saying, "and your name is
Buttermeye,"

Bassenthwaite glggled now, because she knew he hed
wented 8 foreign and egeiting name,

"And your name is Grasmere" said 0ld Man Coniston,
placing yet another greens ilk cord around spnother young
greenf luffy neck, but this 1ittle Verdi Bear smlled,
he liked his name,

"You young Verdl Bears have some very hard work in



the coming months.e."

His voice trailed away as he looked down at
pretty 1ittle Bassenthwaite, she 4idn't look oo
happy, and he rather suspected he saw a little tear
trickling down her cheek,

"Anything wrong?" he asked.

"I don't 1ike my name" she said quietly, "y
want t o be called Jullet,"

0ld Men Coniston took { he monocle from his eye,
and 8 miled, saying, "Verdi Bears can't have human
names, We are the Green Guardiens of the Leke District
and we take our names from hereabouts, therefore, we
cannot Yave & Verdi Bear ealled Juliet elimbing about
in our trees"

"well then, can I be called Alice" agked -
Bassenthwaite, "She lived in Wonderland, and she talked
to animals, and grew smaller and went %o en exciting
tea party, I read all about her in & book,"

0ld Man Coniston s hook his head, "You read %too meny
books, Verdi Bears don't usually read books, we write
in them, not read them, We write In note booksandthe
1ike, we haven't time to veads tory booksl"

There was silence for a moment, end another tear
trickled down her face,

"Tell you what" & aid 0ld Men Conisten kindly, as
he wiped away her fears, "why not call yourself Bassy,

It would be a nice way to shorten the name Bassenthwaite,
Would that help?" |
Bassy smiledy and Old Man Coniston s ighed with relief!
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"What a good idea" sald Lady Windermere to herself,
"Bassy for short,"

She s miled a 1ittle as 8 he wondered just what Bassy
would ¥ hink of the forthcoming lesson..,.perhaps she
should stay end watch,

Bady Windermere wae sitting under thd damson tree
on her wicker armchair. It was rather cool, 8 0 she was
wearing her green velvet cape,

She felt sorry for the three young Verdi Bears,

Just a 1little, It would be hard work for them at first,
but ¢ hey would soon learn their lessons of one kind or
another,

But just in case this, their first day, proved too
hard, she would sit under t he d amson tree, and pretend
to sketch, s o that she could help sort out any little
problems should they occur)

Lady Windermere smiled as she thought how excited
Bassy had been when she had been given her green school
satchel for the very first time, that morning. She had
checked through the contenta over and over again,

Here, in the garden, Bassy was looking once more
into her SyTchel, and looking at her yoguri carton, part
of the contents, and part of thedaily dlet of a Verdl Bear,

"When can I e at my yogurt?" sle asked for the second
time in Just one minute, .

"When I tell you" replied 0ld Man Coniston, as he
handed them & piece of sguared paper which was ¢ lipped
firmly onto a small green board, "One board and one plece
of paper fore ach of you" he added,

"Stand in line, and face me" he sald, as he polished
his monocle, and replaced it smartly,




"I want you to draw a large square on your
paper, then mark on 1t the number of bushes in these
hedges surrounding this garden, All four sides,

One side of a hedge to one side of your square,"

He paused now, and watched four sided squares
being drawn on paper, 8o far, so good, he thought,

"After you have completed marking on 1t the number
QL bushes, I would like you %o count the number of old
bird nests in the hedges  Then make a 1list of the
varicus types of bushes which make up the hedges, You T
will find for instence hawthorne, end one or two wild goosen
Etcetera, etcetera, and etcetera,"

"Oh deary me" sald Bassy sedly, "What 2 lot of
words, and what a hard task, I don't think I can
manage all of that work to-dsy, ¥Not even in a week!"

"Gourse you can" sald 0ld Man Coniston grumpny. -
"Nothing to 1t, Just watch me,"

He knelt by the hedge, and with his walking stick
crook-side first, gave part of the hedge a good
examination, explaining es he dids o,

"See Bassy. Pull the old twigs clear, and you see
one bushs It is only the branches and twigs which
have g rom together. Easy, Here, use my walking s tickl"

But she wasn't looking at 01d Man Coniston, or the
hedge, Instead, she was looking inside her green satchel
yet again,

Actually, s he was making sure the silver foil was
8t111 on her yogurt carton, andvhile doing so, amccidentally
sald aloud "Can't we have pink with pleces of strawberry
in it for a change! I'mso bored with greenl®

"whet in the world are you telking a bout now?" said



0ld Man Coniston crossly, polishing his monocle and
replacing 1t with a flourishs "Pink with pleces of
straberry in 1%? Upon my word, Whet kind of a
hedge 1s that prayf"

"Yogurt" sald Bassy, having le{ interest 4in the
bushes and the old nests,

Buttermere and Grasmere s niggered, and said rather
unkindly, "Pink yogurt - imegine Verdl Bears eating
pink yogurti®

"Enough of that" sald 01d Man Coniston, "Keep your
minds on your tasks, and forget pink yogurt, Green is
full of vitamins, and keeps cur coats a good green colour}
Pink is for people, or something of that order)®

Gresmere s tepped forward, and sald, "Ileave me in charge
of her,0ld Men Conistons she doesn't mean any harms  She
doesn't kmow very much yet."

Lady Windermere laughed aeloud, "What a8 fuss,. Get
on with your counting the bushes and the old nests,GRASMERZ,
Bring el1ll1 your satchels over to me, please do,"

Greemere brought theSEA%nels over quickly, and as
he lald them at her feet, shewhispered in his ear, "Yes,
you help little Bassy, there's a good little Verdl Bear,
She W1l soon learn," She popped & piece of vanille fudge
into his mouth,

It was Qifficult to reply with a mouth coniaining
vanille fudge, bue nevertheless, he managed, "Just leave
1t 811 t o me Lady Windermere, You kmow I will help her,
I promise falthfully,"

He turned awey from Lady Win&amre, and walked
back to where Bassy was s tanding, and held her paw,



"You and I will work as a team, that way we will
work much faster" he saild to her, and their voices
faded away into the distance as they walked to one of the
cernerg of the larpge garden,

Lady Windermere s ighed withmlief, and put another
plece of vanlille fudge into her mouth., Bassy could
be very trylng when she trieds  Thankfully, Grasmere
was now in charge.

It was 8 uch a lovely day, the birds were s lnging,
an@ she could hear in the distance the £ ound of humen
voices, and laughter, and t he sound of a tennis ball
hitting a8 racguet, or a racquet hitting e tennis ball,
but she couldn’t play tennis st all and was never quite
sure about the correct words to use when even thinking
about tennis}

8he knew about the weather needed for playing tennis
in, and knew it was a lovely day for tennis, She knew
perfectly well who was playing tennis too, it was Huseum
Sandy and his wife, who were both keen tennis players,
and such a8 nice family to have 8s neighbours,

Through the high section of the hedgesé the part
which separated their garden from thal c:rASa}ﬁy and his
tennis court, she could see t he white clothing they
were wearing quite clearly, Why did tennis players
need to wear white clothing, she often wondered, but
didn't like to ask,

There were of course four sides to 01d Men Coniston's
garden, and four hedges of course, but this high hedge
between the Verdi Bears and their nelghbour seemed to
interest Bassy t00,




There wes now the sound of a shrill young voice
emid the birdsong, and Lady Windermere shuddered,

"Why are those legs wearingw hite & hoes and
stockings?" demanded Bassy, loud and clear, as she
looked through a gap in the higk hedge.

Lady Windermere sighed, and put away her sketch
pad and pencil, no point in trying to sketch, or even
pretend to, She would go indoors =md get on with some
cooking, but perhaps, she would just finish her plece
of fudge first}

Beassy asked quite louwdly for a second time, "Why
are those legs wearing white stockings end s hoes, Vhy
are they running around on the grass, and wh¥ is that
strange plece of w ocod with a darn in the middle hitt‘.lng
a white ball? Took everyonejl"

"They're playing tennis" seid Grasmere, not taking
Bassy a4 ell seriously, Instead, he studied a section
of the hedge, and then said %o her "Mark on the paper
two old nests.®

She could hardly believe him, were there reslly
nests in hedges?

"Lined with md, Must be thrushes, " he went on,
scunding very learned indeed, "Here Bassy, Bee this
one, 1t's a double nest, The parent bird has put a
plastic bag on the old nest, and built a second storey
nest ont ops How very clever, How very interesting,
Come and look Basgy,"

Bagsy stood on the tip of her paws, end looked into
the old bird nest built on another binrd nest, but wasn't
at all impressed.



Her shrill volce carried tot he four corners of
the garden!

"I don't want to look at old dirty neets full of
spiderss Oh how boring all this is" e he said, and
knelt down once more to peer through the hedge, towhepe
she could see t he tennis players,

B8%4l1l1 in a shrill voice, 8 he said "Why do we have
to bother about counting things., Why can't I play
tennis through that hedge with THEMIY

Grasmere laugheds “We Verdl Beare have to keepan
eye on t hings, the forests, and the countryside, Ve
have to count the trees from time to time, and bird nests,
the old ones, Jjust to keep an eye on things}"

"Well," said Bassy, "I'm bored, and I want to have
my gogurt end I went %o play tennis, so therel"

She eat down near the hedge and pretended to cry,
"I want to play tennis, it looks such funi"

Lady Windermere now began to0 feel rether guilty.
Grasmere had %o be helped now, He was really too young
to be left in charge of Bassy all of the time, snd the
wise Old Man Coniston had already skedaddled off to vead
nie newepaper indoors, in peace and quiet]

Wise 01d Man Coniston, she thought %o herself as
phe said quite loudly "Baseys"

Bassy looked up, pretending t o wipe away her pretend

tears,
"Come over here dear" eeaid Ledy Windermere, holding

out her erme towards the sad looking little Verdi Bear,
A8 ehe held Bagsy wery close, ehe 8 aid very softlys
wije ape Verdi Bears, and Verdi Bears don't play tennis,
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Only humen people play tennis,"

"Oh how I wish I was a human people" s ighed Bassy
and this time she didn't have to pretendt o cry, for hep
tears were now very, wvery, real,

Lady Windermere begen rummaging into thedepths of
her very large handbag, 6She found vhat she was looking
fore

"Look at this Bassy, this is pretty" said Lady
Windermere, as she took the top off a yogurt carton,
"Shhhh! It is a secret ~ it is a strawberry yogurt -
and 1t is pink, Eat it all up, end dry your tears,"

Bhe handed her a handkerchief as s he s poke, a Monday
one, which oo was pink,

"pink for Mondays" she said, as she dried Bassy's
tears end smiled, "Mondays need cheering upl"

Bagsy looked up at Lady Windermere, wlth tears once
more, but this time they were tears of gratitude, or
perhaps even happiness,

"Why are you s0 kind Lady Windermere?" she asked
shyly, "I am Just horrible myselfl"

Lady Windermere laughed aloud, and said "I am Jjust
horrible myself too, at times, Just quite horriblel"

It was now Bassy's turn to laugh aloud,

All the while Grasmere end Buttermere were working
giickly and quietly, admiring beautifully s haped
leaves &end gnarled old stems and slender twigs as ¢ hey
444 so, _

Hearing Lady Windermere and Bassy laugh, they looked
at each other and shrugged their green shoulders,

"Female Verdl Bears are very aifficult to unders tand®
sald Grasmevre, ‘“Vepry difficult indeedl"

And 80 the remainder of the first day's lessons



went on quite quietly, that is, compared to earlier
ond

At least, that's what Buttermere wrote in his
diaryd

Bassy didn't bother to write anything 4in her
diary on this first day, she was much %00 t ired)

Grasmere wrote many things in ell sorts of books
at the end of that first day, making sure that one of
the books he wrote in contained a very good shortish
roem which Old Man Coniston had written on the
blackboard all sbout muddy lined nests bullt by thrushes)
He used his very best paw writing, saying the poem
sloud as he penned each word slowly -

YON_THRUSH,

Yon spotted Thrush,
Building in the bush,

Knows he should,
Iine his nest with mud,

If he could carry mud on a spade,
Inan hour twould ke made,

Twill surely teke a week,
Carried by & little tweaky beak!

" Oh, you tired little Thrush,
Puilding s~l-o=w-l=-y in the bushl

S st i P



CHAPTER 2 &

But the next day was Tuesday, and wes quite
differenteses

"Cheek your green school satchels now" s aid 01d Man
Coniston, as t hey all left the breakfast table,

"I checked mine yesterday"said Bassy, "I shan't

just bother todayl®

"But satchels have t¢o be checked e ach end every
day" g aid 014 Man Coniston, "Hurry up Bassy, we
haven't all day, Time is a-wasting, Check your
school satchell®

Bassy sat on the floor, and emptied her stichel
by turning it upside down, She wasn't eny %too pleased,

She then checked each item against her list, and
slowly end deliberately replaced it,

She held her paw out to Grasmere totake the last
item from him, He had rescued 1t from under the table
from where 1% had rolled,

"Cucumber yogurtl" she said aloud, “How dresdfully
horrible,"

She stood up now, and put the satchel over her
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shoulder,

"Ready" she said, "but I just won't be sble to
eat that green cucumber yogurt, I just know I
will be starved sll dayi"

"But we w11l be back home for lunch " sald Old Man
Coniston with a shake of his head,

Lady Windermere laughed aloud and left the room
quickly.

“Now stand 4in line inf ront of me and listen
carefully" said 01d Man Coniston, "All present and
correct oV

"Yes" salid Grasmere,

"Your tesk for today then 4s allt o do with colour.
Take out your colour cards," said Old Men Conlston,

There was great excltement now, 8s the colour cerds
were searched for deep in the satchels,

He watched their f rantic search, but eventuelly,

they had thelr packs of colour cards ready, He continued.

"Nowe All these small cards have colours painted
on themy, and the colours are numbereds Can you see what
I mean?®

Grasmere nodded, end said “yes,"

So too did Butiermere,

But Bassy wasn't at all impressed. Her shrill
voice carried to the four corers of the house, and
down into the cellar end high into the stticsl

"] don't want to learn sbout these colours on these
cards. It's boring, Can't we do s omething more
exciting today?"

Lady Windermere, who had been busy at the top of
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e leddey in the larder came rushing in.

"Whatever is wrong now Bassy? I can hear you
all over the house;" she asked,

Bassy looked her saddest look, and then asked
"Oh why dowe have to learn such gilly thinge on cardsy
Human young onege don't have such pilly tesks as we do"

"Oh yes ¢t hey Ao" sald Grasmere, "They have sum
cards, and they have tables %o learn, The five times
end ten t imes are easy, but the twelve times is & horrorl"

"Yes inded" said Buttermere, "I would rather
learn our colours ¢ hanthe twelve times}"

"pgll you what" eaid Lady Windermeres “"You can
start with an easy one, The colour whites The first
card in your packs." )

nCapital idea" sald 0ld Men Coniston, ‘“White 4%

i8, and off we all go now into the 0ld WeadoW ' behind
Seribblingsl"

Bo Basay, Grasmere, Buttermers, and 0ld Man Coniston,
left ¢t he house, Ewventually, thet is, after one or two
minor skirmishes, and as they left the gerden gate, Lady
windermere ceme down the garden path carrying a tea
spoon carefully inf ront of her,

"Bassy" she called, holding the spoon high in her
direction.

Bagsy came tunning eagerly back, Had Lady Windermere
found a Silver Spoon in the washing up bowl?

Better still, a Golden one? Or even & Magic oney and
the Magic one had spoken and said wlet Bassy have a day's
holiday todays"

"Open your mouth dear™ s ald Lady Windermeres



Bassy looked up at the spoon in horror.

"What is 1t first" she said, "ell me firset and
then I will open my mouthj"

"well, it is a epoonful of White Clover Honey, and
it will give you strength" s ald Lady Windermere,

So Bassy gladly opened her mouth, and licked every
last drop off the spoon,

"Oh deay me" she said, as she handed i1t back to
Lady windermere, "I don't think I can manage today
at all, I don't understand why we need to know about
colours at all."

"Well," said Lady Windermere, "Phese are your first
legsons, Just try your very bests Bult I think I
cen help you" she seid, sniling,"Listen, then tell the others

"Poday is & Tuesday, white handkerchief day for
everyones Look in your satchels and you will see thems
A1l I want you todo, the three of you, is look for
something t he pame colour as your hankies, and also remember
look for something white which can be eaten by cattle
and visited by the beesi" '

spe stooped, and pinned a bunch of white clover
onto Bassy's satchel,

ow off you go, emd enjoy yourselves,"

Basey ren quickly to cateh up with 0ld Men Coniston
and the others, end a8 the field was really quite near
they were soon going over the 8 tile, In fact, it was
"~ 18ws than a minute,

wHepe is where I say cheerio" said Old Wan Coniston,
looking at the three troubled looking small green faces.

"Now, gou 81l know to look for & small white flowery
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head, And you shouldn't be too tired, you all hsd
WHITE CLOVER HONWNEY on your toast at breakfast. S0 nowy
sharpen your pencile and off you gol"

So they stood and sharpened pencils, opened their
notebooks, and then waved him goolbyes

And as he walked away amiling, as he polished his
monocle on a white handkerchief, he overheard Bassy say
eonss"what a silly thing we have to do today, Look
for something white which can be esten by cattle and
vieited by the beel®

He heard Grasmere and Buttermere laugh at her,

Then Bassy sald aloud, in fact, very aloud, HWiell,
all I Xnow which is white and can be eaten by cattle and
visited by bees 1s white cheese, white milk, andvhite
bread sendwiches if you'rve having & pienicd"

"All one can do under the cyrcumstances is jolly
well keep on looking" said Gresmers, seriously and
and quietly, trying hard not to laugh, "Something is
sure to turn upl"

But es Bassy looked at{ him, she was surep or just
about surey, he was Just Jokinge She was sure his ecyes
looked ae though they were laughing, and the s 1des of
his mouth looked & though they were happys

But a tone in his voice told s different story}

Buttermere sounded pompous, but here again, his

eyes were shining the way they usuaslly Gid when he was
laughing, and he said "Comethingwhite with & small white
flowery head end can be eaten, and the bees visit,
Shouldn't be too Aifficult for use"

Then Grasmere and Buttermere exchanged glances,
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"Well then" sighed Bassy, "let us walk all
around the 0ld Meadow and see what we shall see, and
to this Grasmere and Buttermere agreed,

It was a large meadow, 80 they thought, and the
cattle were grazing quietly., It was pleasant, for
the birde were singing and the sun wae shining,

They paused beside the stile, after completing
the fourth side of the hadge, the lasi side,

"fell, did you see & nything which might be what
we are looking for Bassy?" asked CGrasmere,

"No, I didn't" she esaid and sat down beside the
stile,

"Never mind" sald Butiermere, "better luck nexi
time, Perhaps on our second or third trip around the
field, we might see something,"

"I can't be bothered to go on emy second or third
trips around The 0ld Keadowes I shall Just sit here and
keep my eyes open, I just can't keep on walking, I'm
bored, All I seem to notice are 0ld black feathers
sticking in the ground like pensi"

To her surprise, there was no & rgument from the
other two Verdi Bears, instead, as she sat on the grass,
she could see both Grapmere and Bultermere were scribbling
away for dear life in their notebooks, with swiles showing
on their faces £ or all t o see}

“Have you got secrete inthose books?" slje asked t hem,

"Yes, a big secret" laughed Bubttermere unkindly,

“"Let me see what you're writing in there® s he said,

“Shan'td No copyingl" he temsed, ¢ losing his
notebook,
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"] don't care a button!" she said, "I'm Just
going to eit here and eat my Cucumber Yogurt and have
e good sulk at the same time, I don't care what you
have scribbled in your silly booksl!®

She took the yogurt carton out of her satchel
and put it down on the grass beside her, bceause at
that very moment, she noticed something which scared
her, and her eyes widened in horror]

Buttermere began to laugh as he saw her
expression, andwhen he saw what was making her scared,
he leughed all the more, for it was the cows who were
advencing towards them!

Nearer and nearer came the cattleld

"Oh I don't think I like those beasts coming nearer
to us" she said, "“hege them Grasmere, pleasel™

But Grasmere was busily writing in his book, and
' didn't pay any attention t o her pleading,

She shouted at the fast approaching catile "Shoo,
away you gol"

Buttermere laughed even more,

“"you are such a noisy 1ittle madam, they are coming
over to have a good look at you" he salds

Grasmere now laughed, and this was more than Bassy
could stand,

She threw her satchel at Buttermere, but missed him.

"Now that isn't very ladylike, is 1t?" sald Grasmere,

"You missed me by a milel" jeered Bautiermere.

Bassy picked up her yogurt carton, and took the
sllver top off 1%, jumped to her feet, fan over to where
Buttermere was standing, and emptied it over his head!
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He stopped laughing Lmmediastely]! He then pilcked
up hie satehel, end walked padly and misersbly towards
the stile,

"I'm golng back $o the house" ne said, 0o b climbed
over 1t, and cut of the Keasdow,

"seprves him right® she sald, "Oometimes he isn't
very nice to mey” |

But she felt rathersed,as shes tood at the e $il'e,
end watched him walk down the road,

"But you aren't always very nlce yourself" gaid
Grasmerg rather unwisely,

Bagsy turned to him, but there wsen't enything
left to throw, end s he saw t he yogurt carton wase
empty, much to Cresmere's relief)

Bhe looked at heyr satchel, which was lying e ehopt

distance awey.
| "Goodness" she 8 8dd, "That animel Lo eating my
satcheli"

"No it isn'4" emid Upszméres “look sgainy here,
uee my binoculers and heve & really good look!™

He opened hie satchel, end took out his green
binoculars, which he handed $0 hers

Bhe put them o her eyes, and gaged st  the
thrown awey satchsl, and the big hrown and whlte cow,

"would you believe, 3t 4o cating the clover Lady
windermere pinned onmy safchel, ehe will be vexsdlv
ghe waileds Crasmere laughed,

"Dosen't that tell you mnything Baseyi" he seld,

“Cows can'd speak, How con it tell me mnything?®
she Jeered,
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"But I mean tell by the clues, not speak tell"
enswered CGrasmere,

"Oh Tam 8o bored withall of this guessing, I
think I will Jjust wrlte white clover into my note book,
the cow seems Yo be enjoying 1% very muichs How
interestingl" sald Basmy.

"Right you are{ You have guessed after alll"
laughed Grasmere, "Clover 1% is, white clover, Even
Lady Windermere tried to help yous EShe pinned some onto
the patchel, and gave you some White Clover Honey to
eat to help you guess You c lever old thingl"

But Bessy didn't leugh, "You are mean, end so
is Buttermeres, You should have told ms,"

H e shook his head, "o we shouldn't. Actually,
you are far more ¢ lever than you think you arey you just
- haven't enough confidence in yourselfl Bagsy., You jﬁat
lack confidences"

“Oh Grasmere, you sound so old when you speak those
0ld sensible kind of words" she said, &8 she handed back
the green binoculars.

"Really, now Bassy, surely you don't mean 1t9" he
eskeds

"o, not really I suppose, But the trouble lis,

I don't really understand old words, and grown up Verdis
very well yets do you?" she said, as she wetched him
peck away the binoculars and bring out his yogurt,

“N¢, not always® he agreed, "but I am glad grown
up Verdi Bears understand that we young Verdi Bears need
nourishment mid mornings, I'm glad they understand us,

- ™me for yogurt."
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It wae at this precise moment she realised she was
hungry, end tha@ﬁ%he a better temper, she would not
have to be wishing a wish and hoping,end hoping,and
hoping,that Grasmere might just remember she hadn't
eaten since breakfest either.

"T poured my yogurt over Buttermere" she said
sadly. "I haven't anything to eat now,"

Grasmere took her empty carton end poured half
of his own yogurt into it,

"It was his own fault anyway, serves him right"
he said as he handed 1t to her,

So they sat on thestile and ate the Green Cucumber
yogurt, end watched the cow who was watching them eat 1t
As they ate, they talked, ande ventually agreed

that learning e bout colours was quite interesting, particular
when one lived in the country, as they dild,

Bagsy was @l1s0 thinking about something elsel

She was thinking about what she had seen with her
look through t hose binoculars -~ through the hedge -
as she had studied the satchel and clovers Thraugh the
hedge s he had caught a glimpse of a long net and wooden
posts, end someone playing tennis agein, and vhat 4is more,
they had been laughingd

In fact, 1t looked even more fun than ever she had
reasliseds

"Yes, much more fun then I realised before" she
sald aloud, and as she spoke she heard the ping of a
ternis ball on a racquet somewhere over the hedgeg

"Yes, I am so0 glad you agree” sald Grasmere scraping
the sides of his yogurt tub, thinking she was speaking
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of colour cards, "I believe we are to study green,
and green grass tomorrow,"

But Bessy wae e till t hinking of white, not clover,
but shoes and s tockings, And the cows munched steadily on!

Meanwhile, Buttermere was trying to shake the
yogurt off his green fur without letting enyone ses,
but 1t was difficult, especially when you were
trying to walk af the same time!

As he paesed a small horse trough Just outside
the Seribblings, he suddenly thought, "why not wash

R myself here?" And why not indeed)

He placed his satchel on the ground, and with
cupped pews poured the water over his green head over
and over again,

The cold water was terribly cold, really terribly
cold, but probably worth it, he thought, as he now saw
some of the pleces of cucumber floating in the trough.

"That 18 & good sign" he said to himself, but when
he put his paws to his head, he realised he was s¢11l
covered with the yogurt, and worse, it seemed to have
spread out all the more!

He d4dn't want to be seen! Oh how much he didn't
want to be seen, Oh how embarassed he felt, so he
ran all the lﬁﬁ‘f{s the garden path and into the garden,

"Now, where can I hide Just for a moment or
two until I meke plans?" he thoughts,

He looked around him, He saw the demsan tree,
Could he hide behind 1%? No, it wouldn't do at all,

Behind the Garden Shed? No, it wouldn't do at
511._
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But inslde the CGarden Shed? Yes, that was a
different kettle of fish, Capital ides, inside the
Garden Shed would be the place}

He crept stealthily to the door, opened it, end
walked in, thinking, "there is slways a moment when one
opens & door, when one walke in, when one hopes for
better luck inside,"

He had better luck inside, for neither 0ld kan
Coniston or lady wWindermere were inside

He sat on Lady Windermere's wicker armcheir, end
began to think about meking plans for his clean up
campa ign}

But he found he couldn't meke any plans to deal
with the removal of yogurt and pleces of cucumber,
instesd, now alone, in t his shed; he realised that it
was &n interesting plece.

For a start, it was warm, and there was & large
fly buzsing against one of the w indows,

A huge splders web spread out on one of the panes
of gless nearsst to him, He noticed that the w indows
surely could do with a clean,

There were huge bunches of onlons and things
hanging from long nails, Other bugphes of things hanging
from mails., In fact, the shed was chocfa blocKwith
all manner of things, There were strings ani nalls
absolutely everywhere,

There were notes scribbled on pieces of paper,
and nalled on the walls,

A bored young Verdi Bear could redly have s fine
old time in this CGarden Shed he thought,  Perhaps he
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should offer to tidy 4t up cne day,

Perhaps even clean the cobwebby windows one day,
perheps even clean the windows today, no time a4
all 1like the present., At the least, the exercise
would warm him up because what with the cold Cucumber
Yogurt and the cold water f rom the horse trough on his
head, he was now feeling decldedly chilly}

"I can use my cleanwhite handkerchief to ¢ lean
the windows" he said eloud with a grin,

It was at that precise moment he realised he hadn't
a handkerchief. Infact, he hadn't anything at all
with him apart from the green fur he stood up dn, His
precious satchel and the contents, which he treasured
dearly, were 8111 lying at the horse trough!

It was also at this precise moment a very puzzled
01d Man Coniston eald to a busy Lady Windermeregsas she
approsched the Garden Shed door en route for an onion
for her stew - “"Just look at what I found just & moment
ago at the horse troughes Covered in pleces of
cucumber tool"

Now a8t the d oor of the Gaerden Shed, Lady
Windermere halted, put her paw on the 4 cor ready to open
it, but hesitated a moment and turned her head %o look
back at ¢t he satchel,

She laughed and said "bui won't 4t be interesting
to hear the reason why, when the young Verdi Bears
come in to lunchi®

"Wery interesting indeed" },augw% 01d Men Coniston,
trying to calm his fraylng nerves, Goodness only
knows what they have been up tol"
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Buttermere however, clean forgot about the moment
when one opens & door, end hopes for better luck,
for he had a lot on his mind,

As he opened the Garden Shed door end walked
out, he walked under Lady windermere's outstretched
pews, Bhe was stlll laughing ass she looked over her
shoulder at the yogurt sand cucumber speckled satchel,

Nevertheless, she became aware her paw was resting
on emmething very cold and very nastyl] She closed
her eyes and shuddered,

"You can open your eyes' sald Buttermere, "it is
only me covered in yogurt, and please don't ask how i%
got therel"

Lady Windermere opened her eyes and said "thank
goodness for that, it is our Buttermere, For one awful
moment I thought you were g omething horrible from
enother planstd"

Buttermere laughed, so now dld Lady Windermere,
even louder than before,

"problem is" sald Buttermere "how %o clean me upi"

"Shampoo" sald Lady Windermeres

"And a swift hose dowmn with the garden hose on
the front lawn)" laughed 014 Man Coniston,

S0 Buttermere went meskly into t he houseé, and for
once in his 1life allowed someone to & hampoo him
without one word of complaint,

He then walked out of the house, thanking Lady
Windermere for shampooing him as he 4id B0

He then stood meekly on the front lawn, and
allowed Old Man oniston t o hose him down,
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Luekily, the water waen't quite so cold as that
in the horse trough, Even 80, Buttermere shrieked
from time %o time}

And so it happened that Bassy and Grasmere, who
were at t hat time returning from the 0ld ¥endow, mistook
hls shrieks of shock for s hrieks of glee}

"Seems to me some Verdls have good times playing
with hose plpes on lawns whilst other Verdis like us
two do all the learningl" said Bassgy,

"Doesn't seem falr somehow" said Grasmere, "and
doesn't his coat have & lovely green colour today, just
look et him, Must be the yogurt on his fur nourished
the hair roots somehows Interestings lust look i%
up in a bookd"

"ot at all" said Bassy indignantly. "Hig coat
is a lovely green c olour today because he has been
washedd "

And Gresmere just didn't on fhis occasion debe
argue with her, Instead, he said quietly, "I wonder
what 01d Men Conistonw ill write & poem sabout today?"

"probably about 8illy quilly feathers" sald Bassy,
sounding rather crotchetiyeseesenescsesn

SULLLY EBAZULZ

Sometimes a bird by 0ld Men Coniston,
Will drop a Quilly Feather
Which will 1land point down

In s Grassy Meadow

And look like & Quill Pen

Vhich 1s writing on & Crassy Green Paged

e g
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"Chéick your green satchels now" sald 01d Man
Coniston, as they all left the breakfast table,

As they checked through the contents, they saw
green hendkerchiefs,

"It must be Wednesday" whispered Grasmere, 'we
atudy green t oday."

"Yes indeed" sald 01d lan Coniston, looking
pleased with CGraesmere, vho seemed to be showing & lot of
intersat, "And 1t is CGreen Grape Yogurt today, that
should be nlce, shouldn't it Bassy?" '

"Yes," she replied, "nlcer than cucumber." s
she epoke she looked acroes $o Buttermere, Poor
Buttermere, She wondered was he sulking today, but
it didn't seem so, She liked green g rapee, 80 she was
sure she wouldn't throw smy yogurt at anyone, well,
not todsy, and she had plans for today which didn't
include throwing yogurt!

"We must meke & brave start on our very important
study of green grasses" s he heard 01d Man “oniston
say e he wound up his wrist watch, and checked the time,
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"Why?" esked Bassy,. "Why bother about grass
at all, I% can't be thet important, people just
walk on it!"

"Upon my word, Bassy, haven't I told you before
that Verdl Bears have to learn sbout many things 4n
order %o kesep an eye on t hings, and that includes
green grassl"

"I would rather stpdy trees" she said, "They
look more exciting,"

"You must learn something about grass first,

Trees come later" he replied,

She sighed es s he packed awsy the yogurt. "I've
come to a very big conclusion" she sald,

"And what might that be?" asked Grasmere,

"I've come to & very big conclusion that I don't
enjoyny lessons very much!" she answered,

But her conclusion was completely ipgnored. 0ld
Wen Coniston glared at her, and said, "take your colour
cards out of your satfhels, turn to the page for greens,
and £ ollow med" '

They walked quickly down the garden path, and
out of the gate, end within a short while had reached
the 01d Meadow end the wooden stile,

Over the stile they stepped and into the 01d Keadow,
but not so Old Man Coniston, who s tayed on the outslde
of the meadow,

"Now pey attention all of you" he sald in a loud
voices "I want you all to walk around the field for
one hour, end see how many types of grass you can
collect in thet one single hour, After one hour, you



mast return to the house, Check your watches, ™
They stood in line, checking their watches, but

as they did so, Old Man Coniston thought uneasily that
Bassy looked unususlly cheery, and he wondered was
she planning more mischief? He hoped not,

"The hour starts from the very second I turn
away from you end start to walk to the house, Is
that clear?" he asked. |

fhey nodded, it was clearly understood,

01ld Man Coniston turned away from the 0Old Veadow
and the three young Verdi Bears, end thenkfully walked
awaye

with a bit of luck, he would be in time for the
last cup of tea in the teapot, Vhai the three young
Verdi Bears did for the next hour was to be learned

all in good time upon their return,

An hour's peaceful study of the morning paper
wes nothing short of bliss to 0ld Man Coniston as he
walked swiftly down the road and out of the sight of
the triod

"Thank goodness he's gone at last, I canget on
with my work" seid Bagsy as she laid her satchel on
the stile, opened it, took out her notebook amd pencil
and started to write,

Buttermere end Grasmere put thelr satchels down on
the grass beside the s tile,

nYou two cen go walking without me" she said,
without looking up from the pages.

To their amezement, Beesy wae slready finishing

her page of writing.
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"Eesy" s he said as she pulled a handful of the
grass nearest to her, put it between the pages of the

note book, closed it, and put it into her satchel,

"You two had better Just go on walking and looking
without me" ghe said, "I now have something fimportant
to doy I have finished with grass,"

"Tucky old you" sald Buttermere, but Grasmers
didn't want to say anything. Cress interested him,
and he just couldn't wait to start collecting,

"Iet's get started" he said to Buttermere, "She
evidently has other plans,"

They began walking away fram her now, leaving
her nsar the s tlle,

"She must have become exceedingly clever quite
quickly" s aid Buttermere, looking rather amaged, "She
eeems to have done her work in the twinkling of an
eye, whereas it is golng to t ake us the full hour,"

But Crasmere didn't say a word, There was no
understanding female Verdi Bears, and especially Bassys"

Bassy was keeping a watchful eye on Buttermere and
Grasmere, When they had walked quite a distance away
from both her and the stile, she walked quickly t o the
hedge which was part of Scribblings boundary, or hedge.

Looking through & gap in the hedge, 8 he could see
the tennis court quite clearly, and it was deserted,

She took her green binoculare out of her satchel
end had an even better look,

Why wae there & wire mesh fence around the tennis
court? What wae so epecial sbout this emall square of



short green graess. Wag 4t valueble?
What kept it nibbled ex short? A goat? A
pet sheep?

Another strange thing she noticed was & droopy
string mesh net stretched across the middle between
two shabby wooden posts,

inother sirange thing she noticed was some thick
white wool which was trailed eround the edges of the lewn,

Were her eyes deceiving her? Or wag it a fact
that the thick white wool seemed to have made a
patteny of sections or squares on the lawn?

Did termis need white wool lines and green squares?

What was there sbout this square of short bright
green gress, and vhite wool 1lines, which made people
lsugh, &nd s tert to enjoy themselves?

"] don't understand s amething about this" she saild
aloud,

wIn fact, I don't understand & lot of things about
this tennis gemel" she sighed,

was thie large green square grass? Or, wae 1%
perhasps a Green Magle Carpet?

She would just have to meks it her business to Lind
out, because she Jjust loved Kagicd

Meantime, she would Just walk back %o the s tile,
and eat the Green Grape Yogurts Puzzling out
mysteries certainly d4id make one extreme 1y hungrys

o

donepbbOBOBERSOEODBY

$PeENIPRABIERBENIO BRI S :“

Bassy sat on the atile feeling very happys
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Nevertheless, she became gradually aware that
she could hear the happy laughter of Grasmere and

Buttermere, and she realised that they, too, must be
feeling happy, perhaps even happier than she herself
wae feeling because she herself wasn't lsughling out
loud ae they were!

They sounded very excited too. Strange?

The tennis court had looked exclting, but then,
Gresmere and Buttermere hadn't seen it yet, so that
couldn't have made theme xcited,

The Green Grape Yogurt had tasted exclting, but
Grasmere end Buttermere hadn't yet eaten theirs, so
that could not have made them excited either,

Their excitement was &8 mystery to her, and she
loved solving mysteries,

She couldn't stand the suspense any longer, she
would have to investigate

She walked guickly tot he far end of the 0ld
Neadow to where the other two Verdi Bears were walking
and searching,

"Hello" she said, “you seem to be having an
exciting time."

"ile are inde@d" said Grasmeres "I hadn't
realised just how many types of grass there were in
the Cld Headows I% is so sbsoutely exciting:"

"It all looks alike to me" she answerdd, "Green
eand spikey,"

wpap from it" sald Buttermere, "I reckon there
must be dozens of eorts of grass if one hed e mind %o
search for 1t,"
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"A good book to help us identify it is what we
need" g aid Grasmere, “"Solve all our problems,"

"Speaking of problems" s aid Bassy. "I think you
should hurry %ot he s tile and e at your yogurt before
it gets warm, the sun is quite hot over by the stile.,"

They ell started to walk towards the stile,

Bassy looked at the grasses the other two had
collected and were now carrying in their paws,

"] don't know how you can be bothered Grasmere' she
said, "It all looke alike tome I am afraid,"

Grasmere emiled and eaid "you will learn Bassy,
sctually I think you do extremely well, after all, 1t
isn't everyone's cup of tea you know, the study of
grasses,"

"I am interested in one sort of grass" she saild,

Grasmere was by this time anxious to know all
about her one sort of grass,

"It is at Seribblings, on t he tennis court™ she
explained, "But I can't pick any for my notebook,
because it seems to be fenced off for some strange reason,"

Buttermere, who had been eavesdropping, seld
rether unkindly - "It is fenced off to keep YOU out
Bas By« They have a8 huge notice on the fence, seying
KEEP BASSY OUTI"

She laughed, but even as she dld B0, she fthought
there might jJust be & word of truth d4nw hat he had saids
She would just have to find out, She would esk Lady
Windermere %0 help her, lady Vindermere was rafher

clever)
When the othere were e ating their yogurt, she
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As she wrote the last fewwords of her PsS,. she
realised the itwo other Verdi Bears were now finished their
snacks, She must get her notebook into her satchel
quickly now, a8 Buitermere was always teasing heyry and
she didn't want to be laughed at again today,

But, unfortunately, she wasn't quite quick enough,
Buttermers snatched away her notebook, and laughing,
read aloud her notes and thoughis and PeLBe On grapeest,

"Oh just listen to this Crasmere" he said, and
then he read alouGesese

"We are seeing how many typses of grass there are,
Well, as Ffar as I can meke out there 1s Just one sorg,

green, =nd it is always there along the s ide of the
roads, under hedges, and in fields, and I can't be
bothered &with 1t at all, Infact, 4t Just seems $ o be
everywhere you look, PsSs But Tennis Court grass
geems nicer, s horter, end smoother, end scems to be
fenced of f to keep me outs"

Grasmere, t oo, laughed when he heard sbout the
tennis court grass. "Oh poor little Bassy" he sald, as
he tried tot ake the notebook from Bultermere,

Bagsy now realised that her work, when read aloud,
didn't sound just as nice as when it was writien
secretly, just to reed $ o ones self,

Grasmere saw her troubled look, Wasn't she
going %o retaliate today? waen't there anything
worth throwing at Buttermere, f or Buttermere was esking
to be taken down & peg or two, really:

wNo yogurt to throw at him today Bagey?" he askel.
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have been much too nice to waste on him today,"

Grasmere chuckled, and thought "pity" but didn't
say it,

Suddenly, they heard & voiee boom from somewhere
over the stile - "Have all your watches stopped?

Don't you see the time? 1I've had time to read the
newspaper twice and do the crossword tool"

It was 0ld Man Coniston] Glancing at their
watches, they saw they were ten minutes over the hour

Grasmere and Buttermere grabbed thelr satchels,
and over the s tile they scrambled, pausing once over
the other side towait for Bassy,

Gresmere said "cane along Bassy" and looked over
his shoulder into the Old Meadow to see if she was

following them,
' Bassy, however, waes walking in t he opposite
direction! And, it wasn't even int he d irvection of the
tennis court! And that indeed, was what worried Grasmere]

"Leave her" s ald 014 Wan Conistone "she must
just have forgotten something, perhaps she wants more grass
specimens,"

Gresmere breathed a sigh of rellef, 014 Man
Coniston was so often rights, Probably needed more
grass speciments,

Neverthelese, he cast a few worried glances over
his shoulder in t he direction of the sad 1little green
figure in the 0ld Meadow, &s he walked back to the house,

Bassy, meamhile, was feeling enbarassed, She
couldn't help it if she didn't always do things gulte
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Notebooks and homework and male Verdi Bears were
an ab-om=-in-ation, to be sure,

She saw & patch of beautiful clean orangey
coloured sand near the hedge, Rabbits, she thought
with glee, and with this clean newly scratched out
sand, s he knew there would be a newly scraped out
rabbit burrow,

She quickly rolled up her notebook, opened out her
green handkerchef, and wrapped the book in 4t 1ike a
parcels ©She then knelt down and put t he green parcel
inside the entrance of the sandy tunnel,

"And that is the end of that'" she saides "Thank
goodness, and I am sure the rebbits won't mind,"

She then walked back to the s tile, and sat down on
the grass, "T think I might just as well try to have
fortywinks, Who knows, with alittle luck I might
waken up and £ind it was Jjust & nasty dream}"

"Am I dreaming?" said Lady Windermers, &s the three
other Verdl Bsars returned tot he house, "Or ere we

one Verdi Bear missing? Who have we lost?" she laugheds
"Bassy" & ald Buttermere, "We ere without Bassys"

vwhere is she?" asked lLady Windermere, 88 she
looked at time ticking away on the large clock on the

sideboard,
"Foprgotten something I think" said 01d Man Coni st an,

wwhat am I s upposed to do about the meal, wait
for her?" she asked, looking Pungrily at the salad bowl,
"What has she forgotten, she is usually rirst at the

tableg"



"probebly needs more grass specimens" s eld Old
Man Conistone

Buttermere, however, wasn't now tco sure that it
was quite as simple as thats He had seen how anxlously
Grasmere had kept looking backwards, end he knew that
Grasmere wasn't usually to be seen looking backwards

"perhaps I can take herlunch to her, as it is
cold salad, and I suppose I can take mine there too,
end keep her company" he ssid,

"What & cepital idea" saild Old Men Coniston, who
liked to eat his meals in peace and gquiet whenever he
got the opportunity to do so, end now =saw an opportunity
of doing so, "You go and have a8 picniel"

nLet's all go end have a picnicl" seld Lady
Windermere, who liked to e at her meals in the peace
and quiet of the countryside, especially in a field, w hen
"ever she got the opportunity to do so, &nd now sew &n
opportunity of doing so, "What & capital ideal™

0ld Men Conieton said quietly “oh dearl™

Lady Windermere, however, was now in her e lement

wpon't stend on cevemony' said Iady Windermere,
vjust grab something and run pefore Old Men Coniston
chenges his mindg"

80 they busied themselves.

wHow do we know when we have everybhing we need
for & picnic?" asked Grasmere, packing his satichel
with €11 he could reach, end xeeping sn eye on 0ld
yen Coniston, who's only worry seemed to be finding
a cushion &nd his panama hats |

was soon 8@ the table is empty, we know We have
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everything we need" s he replied, "the meal was ready
on the teble an hour agol"

0ld Men Conistonwinked at Grasmere, &8 he wrapped
his knife and fork in a napkin, "Do the same, unless
you want to eat saled with your paws" he whispered
quietly, "She won't take the cutlery outside, because
she says she loses 1t that wayl"

Grasmere heard Buttermere ask "What about the
cutlery?"

“"ILeave 1t" Lady windermere seld, "Paws were made
before knives end forks, Eyeryone ready?"

Yes, everyone was good and ready.

"Well let us be on our ways Idogo love an
unexpected treaty she sald happily, es s he made for the
door,

Buttermere was f irst out of the door, and the gate,
-He was worrying about Bassy aes he carried his very
heavy ruckseck, and his setchel,

Grasmere came second, and couldn't spare a thought
for Bagey because of his very heavy rucksack, and his
gatchel,

Lady wWindermere came next with t he table cloth
hanging over her shoulder, she also had a Vvery full
shopping basket.

0ld Man Coniston cerried a cushion, he liked foriy
winks after 8 picnic, with his head on & cushion, He also
carried his pansma hat which he wished he hadn't bothered
about finding, for in the hat, Lady Windermere had packed
the 'spares', spares such &8 extra boiled eggs, toamatoes,

and appless:
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"But Bassy" he heard Lady Windermere say, later,
as he lay on the grass with his head on his cushion, as
the others cleered away the plenic things.

"But Bassy, even little nesting house sparrows
know about grassy heads end moss and which to use
for nesting in wallB,eesenes"”

014 Men Coniston laughed, and said, "Well, Jjust as
long as the nesting house sparrvows know about the grass,
let us not worry too much if Bassy doesn't understend
about gragsseescecsa"

S0 then, he composed one of his short poems, Just
for the occasion, and reed it aloud to anyone w ho
cared 1o listenseesse

NESTING SPARROW

A twiet of moss
A grassy head

A piece of thread
And lo}

A Sparrow

Who likes our housse
Quiet as a mouse
Builds 8 nestd

o W o T W [ s R R
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Bassy felt very excited as she stood on the
Scribblings front door step with Lady windermere
early next morning,

She noticed that the golden door knocker was
shining brightly, as was t he letter box, Someone
had evidently been busy polishing them earlier that
same morning,

She pushed the flap of the letter box up, end
looked through the gap.

Ledy Windermere reised the golden®ifBBker,
and as 1t was dropped ageinst the door, it mede a
dreadful noise,

"Stop peering in" sald Lady Windermere, "Someone's

coming toea nswer the door,"
In just one second, the door opened, and a

smiling woman appeared. She was dressed in & tarfan
skirt and a Jumper, It was Nuseum Sandy's wife, Poppye

"Why, Lady Windermere, end one of the young Verdl
Bears, what a lovely surprise, Docome in, both of
youe"
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"Nice to see you Poppy" seld Lady Windermere,
as leading Bassy by a paw, she stepped over the
threshold, "We were Jjust out fora walk, and thought
we would drop in."

Bagsy wee surprised %o hear Lady Windermere tel)

a fib, and look so happy at the same $ime, She knew
Lady Windermere had left the house with every intention
of calling at Seribblings in order to talk ebout tennis
court grass, and to £ind out from someone at Scribblings
Just how a young Verdi Bear could begin to learn just
how t o play tennis?

Lady Windermere had made no plens at all for a
wvalk] 8till, if telling a sort of fib got her a geme
of tennis, what did it matter, thought Bassy, It was
all in 8 good cause,

Poppy said "shh!" as t hey passed 2 brown varnished
doors "Lecture in preparation in therel" she sald as
she emiled, “"Sandy is preparing s lecture he is to
give to school childrena bout wild flowers and local
wild snimals end t he like, and lecture preparation seems
to bring out the worst of t empers in himl"

"Kitchen please" seid Lady Windermere, "I do 80
like your bright kitchen, Poppy."

As they walked down t he hall, away from t he doors,
Bassy noticed there wae & lovely kind of smell in this
nouse, Asmell of God perhaps, she wondered?

It wes an exciting house, s he thought, As she looked
apound she saw the carpets were dark brown, Even the
stairs had the same brownmrpet, and there were beautiful
golden bars across each stair, holding the carpet in place,

01d Pictures of olden times, md God, on the walls.
Inf act, s he thoroughly spproved of everything about
Museum Sandy's house, well, 80 fars
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"Actually, you're jJust in time for a coffee" said
Poppye

This seemed t 0 plesse Lady Windermere, &he lifted
the brim of Bessy's hat, andsniled downat her, "You'll
like the coffee Poppy mekes,"

Bassy watched Poppy put some little brown beans into
& little w coden box, then turn a handle, What came out
of the box was put into a sort of teapot, andwhat came
out of thes ort of tea pot and out of a milk pan was put
into big cups,

Basgy sniffed with her nose held high int he alr, 88
young, P arning, intelligent Verdi Bears, are allowed to

a0,
"Iy word," she sald, as Poppy gave Lady Windermere

a packet of brown coffee beans to t ake home as a gift,
"eoffee beans are magic things," she couldn't help saying,

They nov’Balfs tonnd 8 ¥eoden topped table, On the
table were wire cooling trayss On the trays were scanes,
some¢ of which Poppy buttered and handed to them, end t he
butter melted into the scones before Bassy's eyes,

My, but thies kitchen had a lovely smell, for not only
wes there 8 smell of coffee, there was & beautiful armmm
of bread. Oh how she liked the mell of warm bread too]

She was having such & lovely time now, she had almost
forgotten all a bout tennis, Oh yes, baking bread hed &
love ly smell,

So too had this coffee, and she was gld to see it was
in a grand blg grown ups cup, end there was & lot of £roth

on the tope
Magic things were little brown coffee beans which one
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bought in somewhere called a city, in something one

called paper bags,from something called & shop,which

had ® wonfirous machine near the window which roasfed

magic coffee beans, and filled the street with a magic aroms
which eheered everyone up!

Oh my, this popping into Scribblings had been a good
1dea, she thought as her nose dipped into the froth as
she drank,

Having finished her coffeey she began looking around
the kitchen. She noticed there were some white shoes
standing on newspapers on a long silver topped fender which
vas in front of the lerge fireplace. They were empty shoes
of course,

"Can I elt ont he fender?" she asked hopefully.,

"Mhm$" said Poppy with e emile, "Make yourself comfyd"

So Bassy sat ont he long silvery fender, and put oub
a paw end picked up a white shoe, It was a tennis shoe, and
it was danmp she noticed, What strange shoes, Did one
have to play tennis in desmp shoes? Why?

She sat onthe fender, day dreaming happily, between
a large dish of rising dough and a mound of white & hoes,
holding in one paw her empty coffee cup and in the other
a damp white shoe,

This was much better than collecting grass! This
was vory much betber 00 than counting s11ly o135BI¥a nests,

A volce sald from somewhere "interested in tennis
shoes are you?"

She looked up into the face of Museum Sendy,  She
dropped the damp shoe in alarm, bul then, s he saw he was
drinking coffee, so that calmed her, He llked the things
she liked, and she couldn't help noticing he looked nice



and friendly,

“"Actually' said Lady Windermere, "Bassy is studying
gresses, and seems toweant to studyt emnis court grass,
In fact, I rather think she would like to learn how to
play tennis too,"

"Well now Sandy" s eld Poppy, "Why don't you give
her a lesson now while imdy Windermere and I finish
our coffee,"

Museum Sendy looked down at the little freen Verdi
Bear, He couldn't see much of her face, because the
brim of her hat was well down over her eyes,

"I prefer tennis to writing lectures™ he sald,
putting down his coffee cup. "It would be B real pleasure,
Come on Bassye"

He walked over to & tia chest which stood in ¥NE 8

corner of the kitchen, It seemed to be fllled with all
kinds of eports eguipment. He picked up anarmful of
racquets end walked out of %the d oor,

"Follow me, we, what did you say your name was?"
he sald,; reading the name BASSENTHWAITE on the green s late
name tag which hung & round her green f luffy neck,

"Rassy for short" she said as she hurried to ecatch
up with hims &8 he started to walk as if in a hurry,

B8he 'walked by his & 4ds &s he made hls way over
a cobble d path, and through e garden gate,

She felt very excited as s he stepped into the
enclosed tennie court and gazed around her in rapture.

"I wonder 01? mm,;}mm realise they have the same
wire netting around them as you have eround your
tennis court?" she asked hin,
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"I don't suppose anyone knows if hens reslise
anything at all" he answered,

"0ld Man Coniston's hens fly over the wire netting
fence sometimes" she told him. "He gete very sngry when
they eat the seeds and ¢ hings, He rezlly becones gquite
crotchety, but he is very niee when he ien't erotchety!"

Museun fandy wished at that moment he could jusi
walk out of t he tennis court, and seek the sanctuary
of his study.

Thie young Verdl Bear was making lecture preparation
look more Inviting every second, In fact, he was beginning
to feel rather crotchety himself, and there wasn't a
flying hen to be seen anywhere,

There was & long garden seat at the B ide of the
court, He walked over to 4t end laid the racquets on it,
and began unle cing his black shoes in preparation fop
‘changing into the white tennis shees,

"{hy d o you need to play in damp shoes?' she asked,

"There is no need %o play in damp shoes" he answered.

"well, those ones are damp" she said,

“"Oh, 1 see what you mean" he saids "We put white
1igquid on them to make them look ¢ lean and that's what
makes them damp" he explained,

"Can't you play in dry dirty ones then?" she e sked,

“] suppose on eould" he answered, wiping his perspiring
brow. '"But ecleanliness is next to Godliness!" he sald,

"Does God watch you play tennis?' she msked, looking
rather surprised as she raised her hat brim %o look
gtraight into his alarmed blue e yes.

"It wouldn't surprise me at all if he did" he said.

There was the distinct sound of leughier from
somewhere behind the hedge., Sounded like Buttermere,
but it couldn't be, he was busy preparing salad for
lunches He couldn't possibly be in the garden s pying



on her through the hedge!

He handed her a racquet, "This one is 8 1light
one, Just see if you can grip it firmly."

Bhe held tightly onto the handle, "Yes I ¢an
grip it firmly" she whispered, because she was in truth
80 excited at holding a tennis racquet for the very £ ipst
time, she could hardly s peak.

"Don't you think you would do better without your
hat on?" he asked,

"No I don't" she gald, quite firmly. "Ifeel much
braver with i% on," She could now speak normally, as
she had become used to holding the rscquet in just a few
seconds, 80 she thought she was dolng rather welll

Sandy didn't argue with her, but conbinued I
think we should practise the service,"

"Oh I don't want %o ssy any prayers, I just wani
to play tennis" she answered,

There was a lstincy sound of muffled laughier
from somewhere, Infacty, it sounded like Old Man
Coniston, But, she thought, it couldn't possibly be,
he was supposed %o be cutting the front lawn,

"Service means you serve the ball to the person over
the other side of the netd" he said wiping his brow, "watchl™

He threw e tennis ball into the air, Just ebove his
head and hit it with his racguet. It salled smoothly
over the net and came %o rest on € he grass.

She stood looking at 1%, and didn't speak,

"Now, if you were over theve, you would have to
hit the ball, and it would then come back, and then I

would heve hit 4t again, andsc cn" he sald,



"Ie that all tennis is%" she esked.

"I'm afraid so" he snswered wearily.

"Well then, I don't think it can be 28 much fun
as I thought" she said, "in fact, it sounds rather
boringi"

Museum Sandy wiped his perspiring brow, hoping as
he did so that God would neither be watching, listening,
or reading his mind at that papticular moment, in the
tennls court,.

Now, not at all sure just who wes watching and
listening, snd from which direction, he thought he might
just a8 well put on & bit of an act, showy, w 11ling, just
in case. He wasn't sure if God was watd ing, but there
was a8 ound of glggling coming from the hedge!

"let's try to play tennis, shall we%" he asked with
renewed enthusiasm, forcing a smile, "I will walk over
to the other side of the net, See if you can manage to
gend the ball over the net to me the way I have just shown
youe"

She sagreed., she watched him walk around the s ide
of the net, end remembered something "Oh I forgot to ask
why you need white wool . edpes on & tennis court" she shouteds

She was sure there wae someone lsughing behind the
hedge, But, she wesn't worrying too much, for she was
heving a nice time, really,

She pointed a paw &% the white wool which made a
geries of oblongy sort of squarey patierns. "What are
they off end why sre they on?" she asked,

"They &re the lines, white lines, and we need white
1in#8, end T meke them with oldw ool and tapes" he replieds



Bassy, however, was none the wiser for the
information, and she couldn't help noticing, from
under the brim of her hat, that Museum Sandy didn't
look very happ¥ye

She wondered if this lecture he was preparing
. for echoolchildren was meking him crotchety? He
certainly did look troubled, she thought to herself.

VWhen 0l4 Man Coniston prepared his lectures on why Verdd
Bears had to keep their eyes on things in the country,
he always locked crotchety too! How strange, she thought.

She threw a tennis ball into the air, end hit it fair
and square wlith the recquet, and miraculously, it sailed
over the net,

It seemed to startle MNuseum Sandy, however, he managed
to hit the ball and it sailed back to her eide of t he courte.
_ She stood and watched it, without making any effort
to send 1t back to him, It bounced out of the green
square inside the white wool and white tapess '"That was
real dever of youl" she laughed,

“you should have hit thet!" he sald,

nT4 aldn't come near enough to the racquet" s he saild,

"you have to run about, and hit 1t back, no matter
how far away it is" he sald weakly,

wByt 4t's too warm to run sbout" she sslds "I
can't be bothered to run about,"

"well, unless you want %0 lose every single game
you will have to Jolly well run sbout end around" he said,

wOon, I couldn't be bothered with that" she said,

"pey," he eaid, "just try.
Now, it may have been begimners luck, but, Bassy



did get the ball over the net several times.
She thought she had won, and asked the score,

"I don't understand what you say" she sald as
ehe heard the reply. Tennisy words were strange indeed,
she couldn't help thinking, "I thought I had wonl"

"No, you losts" he sald, and of course, she red ised
 one couldn't argue with a Museum man,

She looked around her, "all the tennis balls are
used up from near where I am!"

"Walk around and pick them up" he sald unkindly
she thoughts "Retrieve them)"

She was now feeling very tired, She walked slowly
end unwillingly and collected the tennis balls,  She
noticed as she did so that the grass was no betier than
0ld Men Coniston'’s £ ront lawn.

Bo, the Magic Green Carpet wes only a lawna fter all?

"So you haven't any sheep or goats ¢ o nibble the
grass s hort after all" she said aloud as she also saw
a lawn mower stending in a corner of the temnis court,.

"Sorry" he said, "no sheep or goats,"

To his dismay, he realised she secemed ready %o ask
snother set of questions, whenm miracles]

"Coose" was heard loud and clear fromt he region
of the back door, "Time to go Baesy,"

As Museum Sandy and Bassy walked rather gulckly
out of the tennis court, vwhich was mallyﬁ?i?%gneat to

goodness lawn when one removed the white wool and t apes
and heuled in the net, Bassy t ook a last look at the
high wire netting which surrounded 1t.

"pon't worry if your hens start £lying, because



you can clip something off their wings I believe,
like a feather" s he said,

He managed to find the strength to smile,

"Do you suppose God can clip the Angeles wings if
they £ly too high too%?" she esked,
| "I wouldn't be &t mll surprised" he eeld with yet
another smile, "No Siree, I wouldn't be surprised
at elll"

Bassy ran to Lady Windermere, and took her by the
paew a8 they now walked out of the front gate of Seribblings,
As Lady Windermere cloged the gate behlnd them, Bassy
turned to Nuseum Sendy, end said very politely.

"Thank you very much for temnis. Perhaps one day
I might try agein, But perhaps not, Perhaps one day I
might come and tell you about old birds neste, But then
perhaps not" she sald,

He didn't seem tosmile much ehe thoughte Perhaps
prepering lectures wesn't much fun either, like tennis,
she thoughts Or perhaps he was worrying about birds nestss

"Don't ever worry about birds nests end Verdi Bears,
beceucse Verdi Bears Bre only allowed 0 BEe Very, very,
old nests. Verdi Bears never-never look at nests with
eges in - 1t isn't ellowedl"

He & miled now, as though a 1ittle happler, and as bhel,
and Lady Windermere walked towards their own house and lunch,
Bagsy couldn't help remerking “"Perheps humens don't have
a5 much fun 88 we Verdl Bears do " end thenadded, "In
fact " ske sald quite happily "I'm just glad to be & Verdl

Bear after alll®
well, thet was a relief, thought Lady Windermere,



Bassy feeling glad, and a nice chat with Poppy, and
someone else making lunch.

Yes, life wae wonderful at ¢ het moment, as &they
walked pew in paw to lunch!

For the rest of the day, Bassy was heard {0 ask
¢ld Men Conlston many questions, all of which began
with the same two words - “Who teaches®"

For example, "wWho teaches the epider to spin,
endw ho teaches the butterfly to fly, and who teaches
e £ish to ewim, and who teaches a bird t0 flyesssso”

0ld ran Coniston was rather gled when lessons were
over for the day, and his meual short posm or rhyme
could be chalked on the blackboard, by way of & reminder
of something or enother of the days events,

This is what he made up for t he day of the Lamous
tennis lesson =

WHO TEACHES?

Who teaches a fish t o swim?
Who teaches & bird to fly?
It may be youy
and youy
and youl
But it certainly isn't I{

ot et iy YUY St g




CHAPTER &

"Jhy didn't someone tell me tennis would make
my arms sore?" Baessy ssked, finding it difficult to
pick up her cup next morning,

Everyone laughed.

"A good hot bath is what you need" sald Old Man
Coniston sympathetically,

"No, & soak in a warm lake is what you need" eaid
'Lady Windermere, "and I know exactly how to make one
which will have the scent of pine treesi"

"Really?" seid Bassgy,

“pine Essence in a bath in the bathrooml* said
L8dy Windermere, "What is more, you can sit in thst
pine scented lake right this minutel"

she looked imploringly at Iady Windermere, "Will
you esk the others to well for me, We are doing something
very exciting this morning, We are looking at Wild
Flowers in the hedges &and &8ll sorts of places, and we
heve green gooseberry yogurt this morning, and I like

wild flowers end green gooseberry yogurt, Please don't
let ths others go without me,"

§Z
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0ld Men Coniston, CGrasmere and Buttermere & tood
vwalting for Laedy Vindermere's decision,

"Oh let them go without you Passy. T will let
you see the Wild Flowers in my Wild FlowerPicture
Gallery instead." she sald with & smile,

"Do you mean she can learn all about Wild Flowers
without having t o walk milesy; and get tirdd?" asked
Buttermere, locking peevish,

"Yes, of course she can, What do you think City
folks dowhen they want to learn all sbout Wild Plowers.
They look at books and pictures." she replied,

"But you're not a city folk, so why do you have all
your wild flowers in a Wild Flower Picture Gallery?"
he asked,

Ledy Windermere s miled proudly, "I keep an eye on
things too, you know, and my speclality is the wild flowers.
‘Those are my official records, in my Picture Gallery,"

"Quite so, quite so" said 0ld Men Coniston, polishing
hie monocle,

"0ld Man Coniston, however, specialises in trees.
Ask him about them when you aere out walking this morning,
that 4& if the three of you ever get walking, that is
Buzz off, the three of youl"

"Yes, we have work to do" said Bassye '"Come back
at lunch time."

Needless to0 sayy, the warm lake was a great comfort,
to Baesy who so deeply regretted trying to learn aboutb
tennis, and when the lske had gone cold emd the pine
scented water disappe ared when the plug had been ¢ aken
out of the lakea....she turned her mind once egein to wild
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Flowers, "Can I see your Wild Flower Ficture Gallery
now?"she asked bravely and hopefully,

"I don't see why not, After all, we can't
have the others learning more than you this morning,
now, can we" sald Lady Windermere, ¢ losing the bathroom
door,

"Where is the Gallery?" asked Bassy,

"Well," giggled Lady Windermere, "actually, it is
Just the attic, but I re-named it The Wild Flower Picture
Gallery, Picture Gallery sounds more importent t han
attic, don't you agree?"

Bassy was quick to egree with her on that point.

Lady Windermere opened a small door in the wallpsaper,
near one of the bedroom doors, saying $o Bessy as she d id
8o, "of course, I put wallpaper over the door to
camouflage it, I attachsuch importance to this study
-of Wild Flowers, and have worked for s¢ many years on
ny collection, I am alimost afrald to let people and young
verdl Bears know where the entrance is,"

She led the way %t hrough the door, and they c limbed
a emall steircase,

At the top was a Magic Room, for as Lady Windermere
swished back curtains, patches of besutiful colours and
shapes seemed to gleam e verywhere,

"This 48 my Plcture Gallery of Wild Flowersl" she
said Proudly., "My very own Wild Flower Picture Galleryi"
"It 48 so0 beautiful" s aid Baesy, who was feeling

rather goose pimﬁ'ib%fea'?i'ﬁay are 80 besutiful, I Just

feel like crying,"
"Save your tears for the day there are just no
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wild flowers left in the world Bassy, don't cry while
they erestill here" smiled Ledy Windermere, "Insimd,
work hard and learn to keep an sye on thefhIw

She handed her a notebook, "Here Bassy, make some
notes if you like, I willtell you sbout my Galleryi®

Basey opened the notebook, and picked up & pencil
from & snmall table,

"What & good jJob I had the bath end the tennis
pains have gone, now + can actually hold the peneil® she
saild, laughing heppily,

"Wwell," sald Lady Windermere, "Somedaysy I arrange
the small pictures by the colours of the flowers, all
the pink flower plctures together, and all the blue
flowers together, all thempuve ones together, all the
white ones together, and the Bumble Bees legs colour
you like so much)"

uYellowe" g ald Bassy, "Grasmere told me that
bumble bees legs are one of the yellows,"

"quite right" said ledy Windermere, 1gze110w legs
on bees are becsuse the bee has colleutgg-‘tp‘ihen from

the flowers,"
wApen't the bees borm with yellow legs?" she a sked

amazement,

"Oh no dear," said Lady Windermere,

ghe watched Bassy making motes in her notebook,
and when t he penecile topped moving across the pege,

ghe continued,

"Now, &8 Iwas sayings Sometimes, to meke & change
feom just having the flower pictures in groups of colour,
well theny I Jjust re-errange them by alphabetical orders



Of course, one could argue with that, and say thag

they should be arranged strictly by season, But thaet
is tooy what I would call, technical, and I myself would
argue that what with en early epringyand a late autumn,
and a summeyr which never seems t o get : here just when

we need it, one could become quite fed upe Don't you
agree?"

The long important sounding speech Laedy Windermere
had Just delivered was yraether difficult for Bassy to
understend, although she did understand much of i%.

She heard Lady Windermere ask her once more, "Don't
you agree®"

Bagsy thought sbout ¢ he question, #nything which
could make lady Windermere fed up must be wrong, so Baesy
guickly did agree w ith her,

"Myself, I ususlly £4ind that the colour groupings
- are the best arrangement of all" sald lady vindermere,
and Bagsy was prepared t o t ake her word for 1t.

"It 48 a very large room" said Basey, who was
wandering ebout from wall to wall, looking at the small
pictures,

"It i a very large collection of flowers" sald
Lady Windermere proudlys

nT think I will come back to where I started from
before, end have & second look" s ald Bassys

She laid the note beook and pencil on the small
teble, &8 she d 1d s 0, she nbticed a large | ~ - bundle
of coloured stringy bits,

"what ever ere all these stringy bits?" she asked

wpangled wool and & ilks" laughed Lady Windermeree"I
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am rather careless as I work at meking my flowers!™

"Whatever do you mean by work, I thought these
were all real flowers?" said a bewildered Bassy,
looking around her,

"Bless you, you are sweet" lsughed Lady
Windermere, "I have either painted or embroidered
these flowers in the small pictures, they aren't real,™

"They look beautiful and really resl to me" e mid
BegsYe

"Oh Basey, my work is nowhere as near perfection &s
you might think" said Lady Winde rmere. "“othing can
mateh t he perfection of a reel honest to goodnees wild
flower growing free as a bird!"

"ihat is embroidery?" asked Bassy, looking puzzlele

Lady Windermere took her by the paw, and welked
over to a emall chest of drawers. The drawers were small
‘end nerrow, and she opened them one after the other,

They were f 111led with skeins of coloured s ilke, which
Bassy admired, "gilke" s he repented, as she wrote the
word in her notebook, :

"You can also write in your notebook that I have
meny shedes of reds, and of pinks, and of meuves and of
yeilows, all just walting to be made into flower petals,"
she pointed out to Bassy,

Lady Windsrmere now walked over %o & large cupboard
in the wall, end opened a door, <hepe were large skeins
but thie time of wool, as though for knitting with.

"Do you knit jumpers too?" msked Bassy, rather surprised,

lmowing Verdi Bears didn't nsed Jumpers,
"No, not for jumpers, this is for embroidery tood" was



the answer to that question,

"One day, Bassy, then the winter has set in, and we
don't get out s much as we would like, you must all
come up here end help me s ort out wools end s ilks, and
that large bundle oém%tedwool and silk, and we can
all have a nice chat" sald Ledy Windermere, looking at
her wrist watche

Basey, too, loocked at her green wrist watch, and
realised it must be nearly time for lunch, and for % he
others %o r eturn, _

But she hoped it wasn't time to go, Just yet, and
she looked around her once mores It was 80 beautiful
up here, <“he Just couldn't bear t0 go out of this
wonderful wild Flower Picture Gallery.

"Oh Lady Windermere, I wish I could do thie sort
of clever works What & wonderful way to keep records
of wild flowers, 111 you teach me?" she asked, hopefully,

"One day" replied Lady Windermere, "Uns day, when
I think your paws are big enough to hold the needle] Then,
Bassy, Iwill teach you."

Bassy looked at her small green paws, 8 nd rea 1lised
that that specisl day was quite a long way off,

"In the meantime, while you are growing, you must
learn all you can sbout 21l thers is to do with country
things. The wild flowers, and then t he trees, and then
the | gresses and herbs, And of course the Lakes,
butterflies, and birds eggs, and birds"=ild Iady Windermere,
preparing t o close the curtains, which she informed Bassy,
wepe %0 keep t he sunlight off her preclous pictures, and
prevent them from fading.



"I've Just thought of something dreadful" said
Bassy,

"What could be dreadful up here?" asked Lady
Windermere sounding puzzled, "There is nothing
dreadful up here in my YWild Flowsr Picture Galleryl®

"No, I Just thought of something dreadful" Bassy
replied, "Just suppose you had tomke big pictures
of big trees, what a long time it would take, The
plctures would be %oo tall to come in hewe)"

"That 1s & dreadful thought, when I think sbout
1t" laughed Lady Windermere, "T think where trees are
congerned, we will Jjust have to make dowith an
embroidery of a leaf of eacht ree, don't you apgree?"

Bassy agreed with her once mores She aleo noticed
that Lady Windermere had & paw on the long knob on the end
of the indoShosed” oOhdear, was it tims to close them?

"Will you show meé your veyry favourite wild Pflower
before you close the curtains please?" she sald,

Lady Windermere took her hand from the long knob
on the end of the curtain drawing cord, She was s miling,

"well," she began happilys "You must understand
of course I love them ally bubt, I must confeses I have
my favourites,"

"Pavourites?" asked Bassy, "I thought favourite
meent one thing only, I didn't know one could have
more than one favourite," ,

Lady Windermere smiled, "well, Bessy, I em greedy.
I always choose myself more than fevourite "ones', I
always find myself a few favourites no matter what,
Favourite days, favourite colours, favourite flowers, not
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just one day, one colour or one flower,"

"What a good idea" pald Bassy, epprovingly.

"for instance, I have fthree f lowers which are
among my VERY favourites, lWould you like to see them?"
ghe asked Bassy as she welked over to the wall at ¢ he
fare nd of the window,

She pointed to a set of very small pictures, each
one 4n & beautiful frame,

"This one here" ghe said, pointing, "I would call
pretty end shy, It is the primrose. I hides itself
near to the ground, end is & lovely yellow, The 1little
flower petals always look to me like tiny yellow
butterfly wings, don't you agreef"

Bagsy looked at the 1ittle picture of the primnrose,
She looked quite carefully end closely et the & iny yellow
petals, but couldn't cuite see t e resemblance to
" putterfly wings, but of course, she hadn't seen meny
butterflies yet, she thought, and that was whYe

nrhis second one, I would call tall and elegants
This 48 the beautiful Blusbell, A generous plant, .=
because it gives us more than one bell, in fact, there are
blue bell shepes all the way up to the sbop of the stem,
In fact, they do pay one can hear the bells chime if one
gits Btill in e blue bell wood" she explained.

“he took the bluebell picture from the wall, and
looked down at 1% lovingly, then handed it to Basgy for
her to examine it more closely.

#T% is beautiful" said Bassy, "i% is the colour of
the bonny blue sky."

"Yes, it ie beautiful Bessy, and & ¢ many happy



Z

memories of my younger days are tied up in these
1it41le bluebells."

Bassy looked at lady Windermere, and wondersd what
wonderful memories sbout bluebells would be like, but
before she could ask her, Lady Windsrmere continued
talking, taking snother small picture off the wall,

"And the €t hird favourite of mine is what I call a
brave little flowsr, It has 2 latin name, but my Latin
i1sn't all that good, The other flowers have Latin
names %00, ~“his is oalled Galanthus, but instesd I
call it @allant.™

Bassy looked closely at the embroidered silken
flower in its small frame, "Gallant" she sald, wondering
what the explanation would be,

"I call it Gallant, for you see, 1t stands along
braving all t he cold winds ani snow, when we are a1l indoors
- loocking out, énd the skies are daerk, and moet of the
earth hidden from view under e white carpet of snow,

Well, the s nowdrop never lets us down. Up 1t popsi"

Lady Windermere now replaced the snowdrop picture
on the wall, speaking all the whiles,

"I always look for the snowdrops any day after
Christmes Daye Actually, I heven't much time to look
for anything flowering enywhere the weeks before Christmas
Day, but on Christmes Pay, I ususlly start keeping my
eye on thinge again,™

Long speeches made Bassy tired as & rule, and this
one was no exception, She yawned,

"will you tell me when it pets near the time for
them, I understand better fromvolces than from books" she
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said,

Then s he suddenly saw another beautiful flower,
in a beautiful golden frame, nearby,

"What is this one in the golden frame?" she asked,

"A Cowslip" replied Lady Windermere, "and it is
rather hard to find nowadays, I eam afraid,"

"If 1t disappeared altogether, would it mske you
ery?" asked Bassy,

"Yes" sighed Lady Windermere, "yes, I am afraid it
would indeed make me cry if I thought there were no more
Cowslips in the world,"

"Well, then," sald Bassy, taking her by the paw,

I will learn as quickly as I can, and keep my eyes on
them,"

"Now, that is a comfort to me" laughed Lady Windermere
as she swished the curtailns across, and the flowers
‘were hidden once egain in t he darkness of the attic, (Beg
your pardon, The Wild Flower Picture Gallery))

THE PINK WILD ROSE

L AR

Why do you suppose
This pink Wild Rose
Is 80 beautiful?

A Wild Rose, beautiful, has %0 be,
You Bes,
Tt isn't specially for you and med

They grow alsg to give pleasure
To the animels we treasure,
Wild Creatures, you see,

Love pretty flowers

Just as well as we,

s
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"I always wented a walking stick with a fish
on the handle" sald Grasmers, one coldish day, when
leaves were turning into & nice orangey colour, and t he
blackberries were turning blacker by the minute,

Bassy, however, wasn't caring about walking
sticks,. She was eating brambles, and watching 014
Nan Coniston,

She was quite heppy today, really, as it was a
day with orangey coloured hendkerchiefs, and there
was 8 Green CGuess What yogurt for today, =nd a guess what
yogurt was slways exciting, and usually had a red
glace cherry at the bottom of the carton,

Yes, there wasn't mach to complain about today,
really, unlees one of course actually had to PICK the
nasty bramble things! They were alright to eat %thoughl

She looked at Grasmere, He was working hard,
and didn't seem to be eating any at alls How silly
of him. The walking stick he was using to blackberry
with hed only a plain curved end, but it was having
emazing results, really, She could gtand and watch
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for hours, if she had the chance, she thoughts

“"Fat lot of good a fish on a handle would do you
when you are out brambling" she pointed out,

"You don't understand, I mean a carved one, silly*
he saild,

"Those sort of things cost money " sald lady
Windermere, who never secmed to have any, "See if
Santa Claus can obligei"

There were roars of laughter from Butitermere and
Bagsye. But Grasmerc didn't lsugh, "FPlease don't
laugh at me, I mean it, truly, I would love & walking
stick with a fish on t he handle,"

Bassy was at that moment watching 0ld Men Coniston,
who was walking eway from them,

"0ld Man Coniston doesn't do much work, does he}"
she remarked, as she put snother bremble into her mouth,
She nodded in his direction., "“Look, he's smeaking
away to s omewherel"

"He hae other fish to fry" laughed Lady Windermere,
looking across to Grasmere, who was looking rather
grumpye “Cheer up Grasmers, Tell you what, take
yourself a sardine out of the sandwiches, end put that
on your walking stick,"

But Greasmere s8till waen't laughinge Instead, he
sighed "I want & walking s tiek like the one Old Nen
Coniston has, only, I don't went sheep like ke has on
his walking stick, Iwent a fish,"

nywhere is 0ld Man Coniston going to?" asked Basesy,
as both Old Man Coniston and his sheep handled walking
stick moved out of sight as they turned a corner,



"He is Just going back to the house" replied
Lady Windermere, "Poor dear doesn't like plcking
brambles, Imagine that, not liking to pick brambles)"

Bagsy didn't have %o imagine at all, She didn't
like picking them elther, 80, how could she persuade
Lady Windermere allow her %o return to the house too?"

"I seem t0 be able to ert more brambles than I
pick" she said, t eking a handful of large brambles
from out of Lady Windermere's nearly full basket, "Isn't
thet a nuisancel"

No one seemed to be taking any notice of herv,
Instead, they were all picking hundreds of brambles
which were hanging from a long stem which Lady Windermere
was holdingd own to pilcking helght, the end of which
dangled dangerously above Bassy's beloved hat.

"Don't you think I might demage my good het on the
prickly bits"s heesked loudly, “Isn't bramblingsilly /
if you are wearing a good hat like minefl"

But no one seemed to be taking one bit of notice
of hers But, from under the brim of her hat,; she could
now see three faces which looked as though they might
be wanting to get ready tosmile, or even laugh,

Bo, she pulled down the brim & M.ttle lover, snd
seked in & very loud shrill volce, "daxx t you three
think it extremely ¢ ruel that Cld Men Coniston has to be
all by himself and no ome to help him fry his fish?"

To her relief, Lady Windermere laughed good snd
loud at that, end saild, "off you go then Basey, you
have convinced me, Go and help fry the fieh}"

Bassy felt & glow of pleasure, She ecould go and
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someone to help him sometimes, e ven to fry fishg

But es s he opened the back door, which usually
let free the smell of what was cooking, being near
the kitchen of course, she couldn't smell fish at all,
and what was more, everywhere was clean and tldy, no
sign of enyone cooking anything!

Worst of all - there was nosignet all of Old
Man Coniston{ :

She walked over to sn armchair near the window, and
listened to the s ilence, and the ticking of the clock,
and there was silence, apart frant he ticking of the
clock, of course, for all of five minutes, and then =~
there was 8 BouNdsenes

PHEPIROBNRonnORBRBREDOY

The sound seemed to be coming from outside] And
then it stoppeds

"Strange" & he thought, It was a new sound, one
she hadn't heard befors,

But there it was again! And it stopped againi

She walked quietly to the back door, where she
heard it yet again,

Yes, 1t was a squeaky sound, Could 1% be &
baby cat, or even & baby plg?

She walked out of the back door, and towards the
garden, Yes, it was from e omewhere near her now, and
coming from ¢t he Garden Shed, if she was not mistaken,

Yes, there was somethings trange in the Garden Shedsd
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She walked quickly and quietly to the Garden
Shed window, end peeped in,

Through & large cobweb whe could just mee 014 Man
Coniston, but, it was what he was kneeling looking at
which interested her, It wase &an old, turned upeide
down, pram! Yes, & pram!

"Goodness me, what a dreadful squesk" she heard
him say, as be put an old battered oil can %o the
wheels, one after the other, '"What e dreadful squeakl”

A 8 hedow seemed to move over the window, he thought,
end he paused in his task, then glanced up.

Bother those eobwebs, he thought, He would need
$o ¢ lean the w indows, and thet would spoil his bird
watching once the webs were off, for the birds could
be scared at the 8 lightest movement,

But the s hed was t oo dark with them on, and he
- hed important work to do today, thal was for mures

Yes, there were problems ell around Old Men Conistﬁn
ae he struggled to his back paws,

"But just & moment" he thought,nthe shadow ign't
there now., \Whatever is going on?"

He walked to the window, and put hls nose Yo the
glags in & space between iwo cobwebs,

At that precise moment in time, so too 4id Bassy,
?ﬁ& :Ege! & on Eha outside of the Garden Shedl She stood on

arr
face to face,
01& Man Cm!.ston recognised the hat which had been

pushed to the back of Bassy's head in her effort to get

& better look inside the Shed.
"Upon my word = 4f 1% 41an't Bapay," he sald, "what
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a relief - I thought I needed to clean the windowsl"

"Can I come in'"s he asked, "can I keep you
compeny®"

"To be sure you can" he saide "I could do with
a spot of company." He copened the door,

Ae she walked in through the doorway, he sald,

"I am having trouble with the wheels, I must have

forgotten to oil them after I last for collecting firewood]"
on Bassy knelt down beside the pram, &nd held the oil

cenpfiret one wheel after another whilst Old Men

Coniston spun them around,

"Phis 48 better fun than frying fishl" she sald,

"Undoubtedlyl" eaid 0ld Man Coniston,  "And betier
than piecking brambles too, eh Bassy?"

They both laughed heppily as they worked very hard
on oiling the w beels, and then washing the paint work
on the outside, and the leatheryc loth on the inside of
this old pram,.

It was soon finished,

"And that" s aid 0ld Man Coniston, 88 they both
pushed the prams 1lently and emoothly out of the Garden
Shed, and down the pathy to the back &oor of the house,
"ig a jolly good job well donel"

"And so say all of usl{" said a startled looking
Buttermere, who opened the back foor for them.

"Hey Grasmere, come and look at this old load of
0ld junk, Just come end see what the cat dragged
off the compost!¥ he shouted unkindly,

As Gpasmere end bady Windermere rushed %o see what
Buttermere was talking sbout, Bessy couldn't help
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working so hard, end who was now looking decidedly
crotchety’

Buty to be honeet, as she took another look at the
pram in strong daylight = she realised thet what she and
0l1ld Man Coniston had worked so hard end long at cleaning
was indeedy little better than & load of old Jjunkd
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"It doeen't do to Jump to conclusions" said Ledy
Windermere, 8s she guickly arranged a tea tray for Old
Man Coniston, who was sulking 4n t he Garden Shed,

,"I'm sorry" sald Battermere,

"what might look like & load of old junk to you
might not be a load of old junk at 211" she went on.

"80 what you must do to make amends is take 0ld
Man Coniston something nice on & tray" she said,
putting a 1id on an enormous teapots "It never
failse, With & bit of luck, he might just tell you
ebout his Charioti"

Gresmere whispered %o Bassy "all this fuss about &
shabby old pram] Chariot indeedl"

But Bessy had nther things on her mind! She had
noticed that 0ld Men Coniston's Semething Nice On A
Tray didn't include Green Yogurt, not even a Green
Guess Wnat with 8 redchérry in it§ Oh no - instead,
scones and Strawberry Jam 1f you pleases

pid it in fact pey one %o gulk from time to time?
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She also wondered, to herseclf, how anyone could
eat all those scones by himself?

Perhape she might jJust offer to walk to the
Garden Shed with Buttermere, and knock on the docor for
him, after all, he had to carry the tray, and wouldn's
have a paw free,

"I think T will just walk with you, end knock on
the door for you" she s ald, with her eyes frmly
focused on the &cones and Jams

Grasmere , who had also noticed the strawberry
jam, end was beginning to feel left out of things, s ald
"I $hink I will just came with you too, &nd open the
door for yous All this fuss e bout @ shabby old pram]
Whe tever nextl"

And of course, when Old ¥en Coniston heard the bold
knoek on the door, he naturally said tinters”

Whaet did surprise him of course, was the size of
the tea potid

He turned to & idserge brown cupboard, and from a
shelf took & large cup with CONISTON printed on it.

He then took ancther look al the teapot, and
then he took three clean, empiys yogurt cartons,

"you'll join me, be my guesis, I hope?" he asked,
looking at the three enxlous faces.

guttermere saw at once that the sulkwas gone, and
the crotchiness with 1%,

wyes Sireeel" he answered, putting the tray on & benchs

fhere was & long garden seat in this lerge Garden

ghed, at which 014 Man Coniston pointed 8 pavs
vpe seated he saldy as he nanded dach of them @&
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yogurt certon of %tea, well cooled of course, because
yogurt cartons, or tubs, haven't handles,
"Put yourselves some Jam on a scone or two, but
leave & strawherry or two in the Jempot for med" he i . _i_de

laugheds
"And for me" s id Basasy,. "The lumps are the best
bits!”

Now of course, they all laughed, and after all,
why not, for there is no better place to have afternoon
tea than in a good old CGarden Shed!

Especlally when one couldn't wait %to hear all
about a Chariot.

"Of course it isn't a Chariot, 1t is just an old
pram" said 014 Man Coniston, &8s he put his empty CONISTON
cup on to the tray,. "But to me, 1t is important, belng
someone who specialises in trees,"

Bessy noticed the last of the scones, and jam, had
been dealt with, and she felt very warm and happye And,
in t he shed, where the sun couldn't show up the shabby
parts, the prem began to look more like a Chariot every
second,

"prees and hedges are what I like keeping aneye on
pbest of el1" sald Old Nen Coniston, "and when I think
I see & need to plent a few trees, or a few 1mpor‘_bant
seeds, Is tart oiling the wheels on the Chariot,or garden
wheelbarrow, and I begin sorting ocut the old yogurt cartons,®

01d Men Coniston looked comfortable and heppy Jjust
sitting on the wicker ermcheir, but what he was seying

seemed like fibs to Bessy. She yawned}
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notice,

Planting trees, why trees were always there,
and old yogurt cartons, all fibs, that is what Old
Men Coniston was telling,

"I will just take the tray back to the house"
she sald, as she picked up the now not so attractive
looking objeet, Lverything now empty, the jampot,
scone plate, milk Jug and tea pote. "All the something
nice is finished," she sald, 88 she walked out of the
shed, and then into t he house,

"Did you know V14 Man Coniston tells fibs, Lady
Windermsre?" asked Bassy, as she pul the CONISTON cup
end the other things into the washing up bowl,

"Really?" said Lady Yindermere, as ithough she
didn't belleve her,

"Yes" asgured Bassy, "he was telling a ©ib aboul
planting trees, and oiling wheels, and old yogurt
cartons, and everyone knows that trees are always there,
and yogurt cartons only matter when t hey are fulls"

"How about oiling the wheels?" asked Lady “indermere.

"That part of it is true" s he grudgingly admitted,
"I helped him oll wheels."

"Well now, suppose I could prove he was telling
the truth about the other bits of information, say, 1like
plenting trees?" esked Lady Windermere, &8 she dried
the CONISTON ocup carefullye

Bassy thought about the gquesiion,end then said,

"1t would eurprise me, but Iwish you could prove it,
pecause I don't think grown up Verdis should fib, and
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I wouldn't like to think 0l1d Man Coniston is & big
fibberd"

"Perdsh the thoughtl" said Lady Windermere,

The washing up was now completed, and also the
drying upe

"What next?" asked Bassy.

"A walk in % he country" answered Lady Windermere,
"Yes, & shortish walk to the 0ld Headow, 8nd I will
deal with those fibs you were telling me aboutd™

Basgy smiled, 1t sounded as though it might be
interesting, "Will I need a note book?" she asked,

Lady Windermere emiled, 2nd saild, "no dear, you
can learn from my volee, ~That's the way you llike
beet, am I correct?"

Yes, t his walk and learning ebout fibs might turn
out t 0 be quite interesting, especlally if she didn't
need a book to put motes in, thought Bassy to herself,

Ledy Windermere had a really interesting voice,
8o too had 01d Man Coniston, but she was sure he told

fibsd

PHEEGNBIDODROBROOBNPPORDNRED

Bassy end lady Windermere hed completed their
shortish walk, 8 nd were now standing on the outside of
the 0} Meadow, looking in.

"Do you see the big chestnut tree?" asked Lady
Winde rmére, "There, 8% the far end of the 01d Meadowe"
Bassy c 1imbed on to the stile in order to see

more easily. "Yes, I see it," she answersd.
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chestnuts soon, and bringing them to the house in the
Chariot,"

"Really?" said Bassy, wondering why,

"He will plant & few in ¢ lean yogurt tubs, and
he will also plant a lot all over the place, He walks
many a mile dropping them into the ground, He uses
the point of his walking stick to make the 1ittle
holes to plant them in,"

"Really?" sald Bassy, wondering why,

"He will do the same with all kinds of nuis and
berries too,"

"Really?" sald Basey, wondering whye

"Of course, you must be wondering why, so I will
tell you" sald the happy Lady Windermere.

Bassy hoped it wasn't going %o be a long speech,
because that would make hey yewn, without a doubts.

"01d Yan Coniston is of the opinion, and I must
say I agree with him, that therc are not nearly enough
trees in the world® said Lady Windermere, now looking sad,

She continued, '"So when he is out walking, he
plants @& fiat or a berry from time to time!” And now Ledy
Windermere wes aniling,

"But" sald Bassy, "Do you expect me to believe
that big trees and hedges can grow from 1ittle things?"

nyes" said lady Windermers, "Look at knowledgey
it starts with Just a 1little, Remember how quickly
you le arnt sbout Snowdrops, and Bluebells, end Primroses,
not forgetting the little Cowslip"

"and dandelions, daisies, and buttercups, from 0ld
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"Yes" g ald Lady Windermere, “end of course , he
hes another interest -~ SAVING BABY TREESS™

"Now, that does really sound interssting" s aid Bassy,

"When 0l1d Men Coniston is out walking and keeping
an eye on things, he often finds small trees growing
in the most inconvenient places, say in the middle of &
footpath or lewn, or a crack in a pavemeni, even, I
might add, between the Scribblinge front door stepsin
went on Lady Windeymere,

Bagsy was absolutely enthralled, and Lady
Windermere was quick to notice,

"What happens next?" asked Bassy,

"Well, Bassy" s he explained, "OUne way or another,
he gets those baby itrees out, and plants them into his
own garden in the part he calls the nursery, and when
he olle the wheels on the Chariot or the garden
wheelbarrow, I know 1%/¥74£time he is putting the rescued
baby trees into yoghurt cartons, then into the wheelbarrow
or the Charlot, a long witﬁmads he planted in the
garden snd which have now grown, and others sprouting
in cartons from nuts end berries"

Bassy wae now rather confused,

"You mean, he fills the wheelbarrow or the Chariot
with little cartons of twees, very little %iny trees?”

"Oh yes," sald Lady Windermere, "He hes a little
spede, snd dige a hole, and when he sees & need he planie
a baby tree of one kind or another."

vHe is clever!" said Bassy, "How good of him %o
take such good care of thinges"
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"Of coursed" went on Lady Winfermere proudly,
"Of course he ks cleverl®

Che wae Andeed very proud of 014 len Conileton,

"But of course, he hee his failures, but, that too
can ke 8 blessing in d isguise, fop 12 all the soeds he
has ever planted and ell the ncorns end beech nuts he
ever planted came up, well, I &o believe t his vwhole
county would be one lawpe forest! Indeed, he of'ten
plants e cluster in e fleldd 2Bight 4n the middle}
I don't suppose the fermers would be too plessed 4¢
everything came up end flourished"

They both lauphed,

¥ The birds would be plessed though® eald Bassy.

"But not the Parmers® sald Lady Windermepo,

"e4411," weont on Bessy socthingly, Yes long es
our £i¢lde have trese sround the efiges we will have to
 $hink ourselves luekyl®

"Yee indeed" aspreed Ledy Vindermere, Yap long es
we have flelds with trees sround the edges, we muet
think ourpelves luckyl™

" am s 0 pleased to hear sbout Gld Men Conimton's
trees, I think I ehould ke %o go back to the house
and sive him another tray with sosthing nice on it
sald Bapeye

"liow, thet 1g 8 eplendid fdeal” laughed lady
Windermeres  "Let ue bugz off this minuted®

Ae they walked awoy forom where they had been sianding
telking, Basey was quite quiet for all of ome wminute,
which surprised Ledy Windermere. But Bassy wee quiet
for one minute, end not & second lonperd
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"Why do you keep your wicker armchelr in the
Garden Shed?" she msked,

"Fopr afternoon tea of course," laughed Lady
Windermere,

"There wasn't a cup in there with your own
epecial name on 4it, just one for CONISTON" Bassy
went on, "I noticed speciedly, because 1 would have

1ikxed to drink out ef a cup with WINDERMERE on it much
better than & yogurt carton."

"7 haven't 8 cup with WINDERMERE on it" she sam.
"Things like that cost moneyl"

"we'll have to see if Santa Claus can oblige with
a WINDERMERE cup" & aid Bassy seriously. "If he can
menage a welking stick with a fish on 1t for Grasmere,
I can't see why he camnot bring you a cup with your
name on Ltd"

They laughed happily as they walked in through
the garden gate, and up the path, which of course made
Buttermere say to Grasmere as they worked ever SO hard
loading the Chariot and the garden wheelbarrow, "Som
to me some female Verdl Bears have good times walking
end laughing whilst other Verdis like us two do all the
loadings"

But Grasmere didn't seem to mind et alll

01d HMan Coniston, however, Gidn't hear fthem
returning, He hadn't actually noticed them leave
in the Tirst place, to be quite truthfuly for he wae
busy plenting something or another in his garden.

He beceme aware of someone watching him, *Come
pere whoever you are" he sald.
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He looked up, and noticed the hat, It was
Bessy!

"You aren't sulking, are you?" she asked,

"No, I am not sulking" he replied,

"You aren't feeling crotchety either?" she asked,

"No, I am not feeling crotchety either" he replied,

"Can I please ask you something" she sald quietly.

"Ask awey Bassy" he sald, wishing she didn't want to!

"Have you & baby tree %o speare, one with leaves on
it now end for ever, I can't walt for the spring time."

He looked along his row of rescued trees, "Holly
might well fit the bill,"

He took his s ilver coloured spade in one paw, and
in a second, & very tiny holly plant was in his other
PEWa '

"will you plant it where I tell you?" she asked,
pulling the brim of her hat down a little more,

"Lead the way" he said, beginning to worry, for he
wesn't wenting & long walk with just one trees

She led him to the hedge through which one could
see the Seribblings tennis courts

nThe day I counted nests and things I saw legs
through there, and white shoes, and temnis, 1 don't
went tosee eny more temnis, ever againd!

He leughed alouds
wCan't say I blame you Bassy" he sald, 2s he Xnelt

down, and pushed the sllver coloured spade, or trowel,
into the earth, She watched him without speakings

As he firmed the soil around the young stem, he
was wondering what she waes © hinkinge
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It wasn't usual %0 have silence when Bassy was

standing nears
.~ "penny for your thoughts" he sald, cleaning the
trowel on a pawful of grass,"

"I am just thinking how glad I am you don't tell
fibsl" she declareds "AND, I think one day you should
REALLY have a Golden Spade, because I think you do such
important work})"

He didn't know what to say to her, so best say
naught, he thoughte PBut then words camey but Lram Bassy,

"Phings like Golden Spades cost money, I suppose"
she said,

"Very probably" he agreed,

"8¢411, we will have to see if Santa Claus can
oblige, After all, if he is already coming with a walking
stickwith a fish on it, and a cup with WINDERMERE on
4%, I cen't see why he couldn't find room for & Golden
Spade on his sled, don't you agreew ith me?"

The thought of Santa Claus began %o worry Old Men
Coniston very much indeed. He hed problems enough
with Autumn, without thinking that far 2 headl

Christmas end enow didn't seem to worry the young
at alls Still, he had beeen young not that long ago
himse1f, He was s 111 a good paw at bullding a snowmang

But & Golden Spade}

"I wouldn't say too much about Golden Bpades, Basey,
I think you will make Santa Claus begin %0 worrys"

But Bassy had forgotten about spades and baby trees!

wplanting trees makes one very hungry' e said, s
ghe sew Lady Windermere spproaching the garden with what
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looked like something nice on a tray,

"It does indeedl" said 0ld Man Coniston, as he
saw Lady Windermere open the CGarden Shed door,

"Three cheers for Lady Windermere" s aid Grasmere
and Buttermere as they followed her into t he Shed,

"And B0 Bay 211 of us" said Old Nan Coniston, as
he closed the Shed door behind himself and Bassy,

"Go eesy on ¢ he & trawberry jJam" sald Bassy, "Old
Man Conieston and I have been doing all the work, we
plented & holly tree, and planting irees makes one hungeyd®

"amen t o tiat" seid Old Men Coniston &s he fook
first share of the red jJams

"we could peint the chariot and make it a8 golden
one" said Bassy, "if we had gold paint of courses”

But no one seemed to teke any notice of her, for
the something nice on & tray eeemed to be more importants

As she gazed out of the Garden Shed window, eating
a soone with & strawberry on it, s he could hear Lady
windermere talking sbout something called a last pienic
out of doors before the cold weather came and the Bnow
came AOWNn.ssees"it can be tomorrow 41f the weather remains
fine..s" 5 he heard Lady Windermere s8Ye

v hope it is a £ine day tomorrowsess" slghed Bassy
as she gazed out of the w infAow seseces "my little holly
tree iz so very small 0ld Men Coniston, and a nice fine
day might just make 1t grow . whils we have a picnic.”

As the Verdi Bears now walked out of the garden,
and into the house, 0ld Han Coniston looked up the garden
towards the hedge which now contalned & very small holly
bush, or tree in the meking,H) sald to Bessy, "Yes,



andwhen 1t grows tall and strong, wewill have
nede & good hedge for nesting birds into sn even
better onelt

"Can you meke me a poem about nests and hedges?"
ehe asked hopefullYessseasses

"AHem!" saild 0ld Man Coniston, as he unfolded a
plece of notepaper, "I alre ady havel" and while
Lady Windermere prepared a pienic 1list, he recited
1% té;:%hree young Verdil Be&rs seeeesss

"TWAS A GOOD HEDGE FOR NESTING

"I waes safe thers" said the bird,
With a backward glance,

As she left her empty nesi,

Her chicks safely goned

“Twas a good hedge for nesting,
Quiet and strong.

My egegs no one bothering af all,

They could hateh undisturbed, chicks have
21l safely flown!

FPerchence we ¢an return again, and nest in
this place,

By the help of God's gracsd

Yes, ‘twas a good hedpe for nesting,
Quiet and strongl"

B gt g i D0 i S0 i B
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(HAPTER 7

S B —

Tomorrow, when it came,was beautifull

"We've been lucky already" said Bmssy, as she
looked out of the window, end saw t he sun shining,

“"and we haven't even set off %o gol"

Bhe wes standing near the Chariot, helping Lady
Windermere check a list, and lists were long when
~ Lady windermere wrote them for a picnlcl

The Chariot seemed to have too many things
packed into 1t, or so Bassy thought,

"If we pack anything €ise into 1%, the wheels
might squeak again® she said, looking out of the window
to where 01d Man Coniston, Grasmere and Buttermere
were standing near the garden gate, waiting impatiently
for list checking to end, and the time to Set Off To
Go to arrive,

At last, Bagsy saw Lady Windermere place & large
green travelling rug, folded, over the boxes, bottles
and containers, trying to hide them fram view,

"Pime to gos" she said, as she pushed the Chariot
out of the room, &nd into another, and then out of the
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front door, and then out into the sunlight,

"Hurrahi" said Buttermere,

"And sbout time tool" said Old Man Conieton, who was
Just beginning to look crotchety.

But, when he saw how high the Charlot wes pilled
with the ingredients for a lovely picnic, some of
which were peeping out from corners the folded green
rug hadn't quite covered, he begen to cheer up — that is -
until Bassy wanted to know how far away the Lake was,
how long would it take to walk there, how long could
they stay there, and could they start the pienic as soon
as they got there]

"Wait and see" s ald 0ld Man Coniston, "Keep
your eyes on things while you are walking, and you will
be there before you know 1t)"

So, she kept her eye ont he lane they walked down,

" and what a long lane it seemed to Bassy, who couldn't
walt to get to the Lake!

She els0 kept an eye on a field which t hey walked
through, w hich had a footpath alongside the hedge, but
i1t seemed a large field, and a long footpath, Lo anyone
of course who couldn't wait %o get to the Lakel

There was 2 smaell w ooden bridge, made of wood in
strenge shapes, which they walked across,

"Loge and planks" said Grasmere, not really seeming
very interested,

And just when Bassy was beginning to lose interest
in bridges, plenks, lanes and footpaths, she became eware
of a smell of pine trees, and as they turned & corner
ghe saw something, and said aloud ~ "A Silver Magle
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Carpet!" and ran to the waters edge,

They hed arrived at the Lake,

But as her paws felt the cold lake water as she
stood on the very edge of the lake, all she could say,
then of course, was "Brrrrr, It's very coldl"

She looked at Cld Man Coniston, with a question
being formed under her hat brim,

"0ld Man Coniston, is that all it is" she asked,
gazing across the lake, “Is that all & Lake is -~ g
big patch of water?"

He laughed. "I'm afraild so BasBy. A leke ig
Jjust a big patch of water, But Basgy, isn't it a
big beeutiful patch of waterd"

"Oh yes, it is & big beautiful patch of water!" "
she laughed as she gazed forthe first time on & ’
big and beautiful lake} )

To Bassy's delight, lady wWindermere started to
unpack the pienic things immediately,

"She doesn't want to waste a minutel" said Bassy,
es s he end 0ld Man Coniston stood watchings, They could
only watch, for Lady Windermere wouldn't allow anyone
to help her,

"I know where everything is" she said, "keep away
gll of you until I say mol"

The green rug wae a good big one, The cabbage
gsalad, too, was a good big one, in fact, the picnic
was looking better every second,

"I wish she would hurry end say sol" sald GPasmere.
"I'm absolutely siarving with bumger!"

nCan't walt to try the sandwiches, I have been
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experimenting with sandwich £41lings. I made
absolutely hundreds of f£1l1lings snd hundreds of
sandwiches!' said Buttermere,

01d Man Coniston, who had witnessed the
experimental choppings and mashings had already
deoided not to eat anything which had been one of
Buttermere's experiments! |

He watched Lady Windermere open her large handbag
and bring out & cotton bag with a string around it,
"Ahal" he seld, "The cutlery,"

Grasmere looked at him and sald “"Why are we
having cutlery today?"

"Well, thieg 48 a Special Picnic, the very last ons
before the snow, 80, being speclial - we ean use the
cutlery just this once, and as t he cutlery is always
the last thing t o go on the picenic rug, and the last
- thing to go on the picnic table -~ according to Lady
Windermere's mles~you cen expect a COOCEEE any second nowe "

"Coooeee" ¢ alled Lady Windermere, and they ran to
hery, the rug, and the picniec table,

Of course, it was a wonderful pieniec, they all
agreed,

"Even the sandwiches were good, after one scraped
out the f1llings Buttermere made" said Grasmere, ''You
certainly are improving Buttermerel" he admitted,

After a while, efter Lady Windermere had packed away
the empty boxes, and hottles, and paper plates, and
wrapped up the good cutlery, they all set on the rug
and looked at the Leke, snd st the hills which were near,

"Apd Verdl Bears supposed to keep thelr eyes on
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the laskes and the hille?" asked Bassy,

"Yes, indeed they arel" sald 0ld Ken Coniston,
"And what do you think of the hills and mountains
Bassy?"

"I think the hills are lovely" she answered, looking
at them through her binoculars, "I think they ere
Just 1ike big green fields with big green bumps in the
middled"

"well now, I reckon that to be a falr description"
said 0ld Man Coniston,

"I can see the dark ones a long way off" she s aid,
"They look like dark coloured buns with white icing
on the topy but no cherriesl"

"That is snow on the tops" he explained, "They
are ¢ apped with snowe"

. "There are dark moving patches cn the hlllsldes"
gaid Grasmere, 8s he too looked at the hills through

his green binoculare. "What are they?"
"The sun is casting shaedows as the clouds scurry
over 1t's face" Lady Windermere cxplained, "See

the shadows move over the hillsides Bassys"

But Bessy wasn't watching the shadows, she had
seen s omething else, more than one something.

where ave tiny human persons welking up there!
see them!" She poknted to a green hill,

Ledy Windermere looked through her bincculars at
the green hill and the % iny people, "Grown up human
being climbers and walkers, They look like specks in
the distence you see,"

"Having thelr last walk up the fells and climb up
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the mountains before the snow, no doubt" 01d Ken
Coniston saeid,

"Are they keeping their eye on thinpgs too%" asked
a8 bewildered Bassy,.

"Oh yes, Bassy, indeed they are keeping their eye
on things,"

"Well thet is & big relief" she said, "There is
too much to keep an eys on at times, don't you think?

I am glad there is someone else %o help out."

The wind mffled the surface of the lake, The
wintery sun caught the ripples, and Bassy leughed "If
looks ae though the leke has gold coins spread all
over itd"

"We must have & look at the fish now" sald 01d Men
Conieton, taking Bassy by the paw, "Don't make a lot
of noise, and walk with great care, I don't want
- enyone falling in,"

He led the way onto a large flat brown rock, which
jutted out infto the lake,

They all lay on the flat brown rock, and gazed
down into the leke, which at thet perticular epot was
as deep Be & garden gate was tall, They could see the
pebbles on the lake bottom.

"I can see & big f£ish" whispered Grasmere,

"Is 4t like the one you want on a walking stick?"
whiépe red Bassy,

"Yes" he whispered in reply.

They all watched the fish for a few minutes,

Bassy said "fish never seem to stop drinking, do they,
and they are not dainty drinkers like a cat who 1lip laps]"
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They all watched the fish who dldn't drink
1ip lap like a cat, until Bassy said "I'm bored with
watching silly fish."

Buttermere said "me tool"

80, lady Windermere took Bassy and Buttermere away
from the flat brown rock, They walked back to %the

green rug on the green grass at the edge of the 1lake,
"We have about five minutes left before we start

our return Journey" she gaid, "Wow, as Sante Claus
hesn't any 1dea what you went for Christmas, why don't
you both pick a pebble,and wish & wish aloud as you
throw it into the lake as far as you cane"

"Is it allowed?" ssked Bassy, "Throwing pebbles?
Asking for presents? Are you sure?"

"Oh yess Anyone seeing a lake for the very first
time has to wish & wishsy And after all, what better
 place than this 1ittle lake, and what better time than
nows "

Buttermere was already wishing, just in caese Lady
Windermere remembered it wasn't allowed, or in case
she changed her mind}

"IysButtermere ywish for a big cookery book to ses
what other people experiment with on the other side of
the world and over the sea!" he said, throwing a pebble,

Bassy f ollowed suit, "And I, Bassy, want something
nice and Jewelly to put around my wrist, as Daisy Chains
drop t 0 pieces!" Her pebble obligingly made a big splash,
a sure sign of a wish well made,

Lady Windermere smiled,

But, she too threw a pebble, "y wish is to come
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and skipped one-two-three before sinking!

S0y Bassy and Buttermere each threw another pebble,
and wished the same!

"I know a very good idea" said Bassy. "Iet us
come here for our first picnic after the snow has gonel"

But not everyone was sounding heppy at that precise
moment ,

"You've scapred ell the fish away" s aid Grasmere,
"It wae all that shouting and throwing pebblesiv

"Never mind" s ald Bessy, '"Throw a pebble yourself
and wish a wish and with a bit of luck, Santa Claus
might hear, Lady Windermere has told us all about it!"

"Really?" said Grasmere,

"Yes ," assured Eassy, "I have wished for a Jewelly
~ bracekts Buttermere wished for a big cookery book,
I have secretly wished for a WINDERMERE cup for Lady
Windermere, and a Golden Spade for Old Man Conistoni®

"Really®" said Grasmere, picking up & large pebble,

"ind with the echo in the hills, Ledy Windermere
says he will probably heve hesrd by nowl" she added,

Grasmere closed his eyes, wished his wish, and
threws

But he need not have worrled, because judging
by the harassed expression on 0ld Man “oniston's face,
Santa Clesus hed received the messages loud and c¢lear,

At least; that 1s what Lady Windermere thought,
and she wes s 0 very often right,

"Let's hope there will Just be enough in the
Just Be Enough Box %o help himi" she thoughi to herself,
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S50 she threw another pebble into the lake,
end wished, silently, Just to make sure}

The Verdl Bears all now walked happily home,
le aving behind them echoes in the hills, and some
crumbs for the birds,

Paw writing exercise that evening proved to be
very enjoyable indeed for Bassy, for 0ld lan Conleton
had written a poem just for her -

LITTLE CAT

Lip Lap l1little caty
I 1ike tosee you
Drink 1like thats

Sweetly Sippen little kitten,
I like to see jyou
Sip like thitten

Lippy Lappy litile catiy,
I 1like to see you
Drink like thatty?

AHAJ
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And time passed, and & lot of honey was put
onea lot of porridges There were late lazy mornings,
short derk days, and early nights, AND a lot of hot
broth, .

But, as sure as night follows day, came Christmas
Eve,

_ There was & Christmas tree, of course, and asg was
the way with Verdi Bears, reminders to be left ont he
-tree, 8o that Santa Claus could match up the presents he
carried with the correct house as he travelled,

Each of the five Verdi Bears had to leave a
reminder of their particular hoped for gift, just in
cagse he mixed up the gift labels,and wasn't sure,

So, on the tree on Christmas Eve, Bassyt ied a
bracelet made of rolled up silver paper,

Grasmere tied a tin of sardines in plsce, with his
name printed on 1%, ' '

Lady Windermere t ied a yogurt pot, empty of course,
on to the tree, not forgetting to write WINDERMERE on it

A label from & soup tin wes tied on by Buttermere,
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And last, but not least, Bassy t ied on an old
sugar spoon for 0Old Man Coniston, who sald he couldn't
be botheredl

The young Verdi Bears were up good end early next
morning, 1t being Chrisitmes Day, and found to their
delight that Santa Claus had visited them whilst they
had slept, for t he reminders had disappeared, and around
the Christmas tree were five presents, neatly wrapped,

In place of the pardines - a walking stick with a
beautiful fish on the hendle, for Grasmere, of course,

In place of the e mpty yogurt carton - a brown
cup with WINDERMERE on 1%.

Buttermere had & big cookery book in exchange
for his soup label,

0ld Men Coniston ~ he had his Golden Spade of
course in place of the spoons

Bagsy? Ah, let's not forget Bassy: She of
course had a s ilvery bracekt with a green jewel in it
in exchange for her silver paper,

And before they kmew it, what with t he excltement
of the presents, and the Chrisimas Dinmner, and a
pudding, the time Ledy Windermere loved best arrived,
and that time was Christmas Day, around asbout tea time,

And around about tea time, Iady Windermere Just
heppened to look out of the windoWesesessesese

The snow was beginning to fall, Nice to
have a white Christmas Day after all, thought Lady
windermere, A nice quiet dark blue velvet evening

with 2 white carpet, she smiled. _
And after t he enow thawed, it would mean the
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green t ips of the s nowdrops would follows Yes,
efter the snow flakes - the snowdrops.

01d Man Coniston was polishing the Golden
Spade, He looked across to her and s miled,

“Beautiful isn't 14, You don't see workmanshlp
like this to-day, do yous Pity," he seld, looking
lovingly at his Vietorian Coal Shovel which had a long
twisted handle, just 1like a etick of barley sugar,

She could see the r eflected glow of the fire on
the polished brase coal ghovel, It mey only be brass,
but it was es precious as gold to Old Man Coniston, she
thought to herself, She wae glad he was 80 happye

She looked at the cosl fire which had beenr eflecled
on the golden shovel, it was a nice red fire for tosst,
ghe t hought, She loved warm bultery toast,

Ledy Windermere herself was holding a small brown
 Windermere cup in her paws, She didn't want to be parted
from 1t for one secondl

Would she put snowdrops in it one day, she w ondered?
Or should ehe drink out of i1t? The brown earthenware Cup
with 1ts coat of cream around the outside as dscoration
looked 80 pretty, like a chocolate cupd

Perhaps she should keep the cup as her cocoa drink
cup, or perhaps coffee?

she was sure it waes one of the nicest Christmas
presents she had ever received, Ohy it had been a lovely
Christmes Days

01d Man Conistan smiled as he polished his brass
shovels Poor little Baesy, she thought it was gold.

But Bassy could see gold in everything, and this brass
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shovel wae as precious as gold to him,

He smiled with happinese as he gazed out of the
window,

Snowing! It would mean & snowman being built out
there on the front lawn, Then the search for a scarf
end an old pipe, end an old hat, Something nice to
look forward to tomorrow.

Buttermere interested him greatly. Imagine 8
Verdl Bear waniing & Recipe Book with the cookery of
many Nations 4n 4t /n interesting Verdi Bear was
Buttermere, who already liked to carve wood, and also
experiment with growing t hinge and cooklng, and who
seemed to want %o know about Prehistoric times and
animalsg

Yes, an interesting Verdi Bear was Buitermere,
who was quite unpredictable,

As he looked in Buttermere's directlon, he looked
up from his old recipe book.

He semiled at 0l1d Men Coniston es he met his gage,
"Wice big old book isn't it, nearly antique, You
don't see booke like thie every day, isn't it e pity
Christmes Day couldn't come, says twice in a yeard"
he said, sliding another bookmark into the book,

01d Men Coniston lsughed, what an ideal Twice
Chrietmas indeed}

"0ld books have & nice musty smell, interesting
aren't they" he said, looking at Buttermere, and
wondering that sort of cookery experiments he would
be plannings Nothing ever worked for him, poor little
Verdi, but it didn't deter him in the slightest, e
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anything, 1t made him work all the harder!
Buttermere emiled as he reed his Recipe book,

Snowing outside, he thought, might be a good reason to
read recipes from co ld countries, But perhaps &
reclpe from a hot country would ¢t ake his mind off the
cold weather,

He looked across at Grasmere, who met his pmze,

Grasmere looked so happy &s he polished the fish
which was on the top of his walking stick., '"Isn't this
8 truly w onderful walking stick, See the colourings
on the trout, Cen't see why people have to eat trout,
they are sheer poetryd"

Buttermere put yet another boolmark in between
more pages, Enough for today, too meny bookmarks
alreadys IMust have some hot toast, and one didn't
need a recipe for hot toastl

Grasmere glenced towards the window, at the falling
BILOW, '

Tomorrow, he would go out onto t he front lawn, and
take & spoonful of clean snow, and put some on the plate
of his mloroscope. He wes interested inshapes, and hed
read somewhere that snowflakes have beautiful patiterns,

Studying was such fun! He did so enjoy studying:

He looked across at Bassy, who was polishing the
green jewel in her hracelet,

Poor little Bassys, She didn't like studying at alll

She could never remember the Latin names for the
plants, or distinguish all the many colours for that
matter, But he would a lways help her, he had told her
e million timee or more,
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As Bassy looked away from the green jewel in hep
bracelet, she caught Grasmere's paze, and smiled et him,
She was feeling very heppy today, wearing her new
bracelet, and as Grasmere returned her smile, he Ffelt
sorry for her,

Imaegine any Verdi being so plessed with an old tin
bracelet with & big green glass jewel in 1t

But Bassy turned the bracelet thie wey end that,
catching the reflection of the fire in the green jewel,
Probably green glass, but she could pretend it was an
emerald as blg ss a gooseberry! She was good at
pretending,

Ch, it baf been such a wonderful Christmas Day, and
tomorrow would be even better, and if 1% wasn't, well,
she could always pretend,

She gazed around the room Everyone busy looking
~ at their 'special' present for Christmas,

Grasmere polishing an old caned A sort of stick
with a trout carved on the handls,

And 0ld Man Conistony polishing the Golden Spade,
She knew of course 1t was only brass, but she wanted
him to think 1t was gold} He hed pdished it for hours!

Buttermere too, had spent sbsolutely ages cutting
up pleces of paper §o make ﬁggﬁg for a silly old cookbook}

"How boring their presents ars" she thought, “"but
Jewellery is o exclting." Then she laughed as ghe saw
Ledy Windermere polish her brown cup with her neme
on it for the millionth time with her Christmas Day
handkerchiefl ~ the red onc.

Imagine that, en old brown cup with WINDERNERE
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written on 14 had made her look B0 happys  Bassy
wondered why, and came %o the conclusion 1% must be
e Magic Cupd What elsel

"Pime for tea" sald Lady Windermere. "I do so
enjoy Christmas Day tea,"

"T think we are all so very lucky" she sald, as
she closed the gold velvet curtains, Then she sald o
herself "yes, the snow is falling heavily now, Juet
the t hing to make Chrisimas completé, and of course, the
snowdrops would soon be blooming)

Yes, the snowdrops would soon be blooming, oh 1%
had been a very hapwy Christmas after all, and %o make it
even happier, 01d Man Coniston now began to read his
specinl Christmas poem, perned within the last half hour]

TWICE CHRISTMAS!

If Christmes came twice in & year,
T think twould be & good idesl

But Santa Claus would nolt agree,
And surely say -~ "Oh deary me,

Twice on e year would ruin my sled,
And soon wear out my robes of red)

Let's Just keep Christmas ONCE a year,
And for goodness sake, be of good cheers

Allow my sled rest end repalr,
And my lovely little deer %o grow new waerm furs

For a SECOND visit from me - never yearnd
For, in just 365 days from now -

I SHALL RETURN{ "




