Dear Father Christmas,

I’'m very sorry that you couldn’t come last year
because the chimney was bricked up. We asked Pa to
unblock it, so you could get down this time, but he
said he couldn’t, because if he did the wind would
come in and wed all be very cold. We hope you’ll

find another way in. And if you do, I'd like a box of
magic tricks please — like I asked for last year.

Love,

Lucy Mildew.

‘Oh, Tumtum! What are we to do?” Nutmeg cried.
‘If Mr Mildew’s blocked the chimney, then there’s
no hope of Father Christmas coming! And the
children won’t get any presents at all!’

Tumtum looked upset too. He wouldn’t enjoy
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opening his own presents knowing that the children
had none.

Christmas would be spoiled for everyone.
Unless . . .

‘We shall have to find them a toy car and a box
of magic tricks,” Nutmeg said.

‘But how, dear?” Tumtum asked helplessly.
‘It’s Christmas Eve tomorrow — and the nearest toy
shop is five miles away! And besides, I don’t suppose
they would serve mice!’

‘I wasn’t suggesting we should go to the toy
shop!” Nutmeg cried. She’d had another idea. But it
was such a bold one, it made her paws feel clammy.

‘We must go and see BaronToymouse,’ she said.

Tumtum turned very pale. ‘Baron Toymouse!” he

stammered. ‘Gracious! Do you think that’s wise?’





