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Dumpy-Witch came to live in Fairyland. Everyone was 
sorry, for the fairies hate witches.  

But the Dumpy-Witch only laughed when she heard that 
the fairies didn't want her. She had come to Fairyland and 

there she meant to stay. 

 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

  

She took a little crooked cottage on a hilltop. 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

  

Around it lay a garden. The pixie who had lived there before had 
kept the garden really beautiful. There were rose trees there and 
big bushes of lavender. There were nasturtiums climbing up the 

wall and a great big patch of sunflowers in one corner. 

The witch hated flowers. She didn't want a single one in her garden. 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 

  

So she called in Snoopy, the old gardener who lived at the 
bottom of the hill, and told him to dig up all the plants. 

'What, dig up all the flowers? cried Snoopy in horror. 'Don't you 
want a garden then? Everyone in Fairyland has a garden and 

keeps it beautiful.' 

 



 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

  

'Do as I tell you,' snapped the Dumpy-Witch, looking at Snoopy 
out of her deep, green eyes so that he trembled and shook. 'Dig 
up everything! Burn it on a rubbish heap! And then get some big 
square flagstones, fit them together and pave the garden from 

end to end so that nothing can grow there!' 

 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

  

Snoopy set to work. He brought his spade and dug up 
everything - but he didn't burn it. 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

  

No, he wheeled all the plants down the hill to his own 
garden and with loving hands he planted the rose trees 

there and everything else too. 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

  

Then he bought some flagstones and carefully laid them 
together in the witch's garden so that it was just nothing 

but a paved stone yard, cold and ugly.  

 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

  

The witch looked at it and was pleased. 

'Ha!' she said. No flowers can grow there now! Mine will 
be the only garden in Fairyland without flowers. How 

annoyed the fairies will be! 

Snoopy looked at the witch and a funny little smile came 
over his tanned face. The Dumpy-Witch saw it. 

What are you smiling at? she demanded fiercely. 

Tell me, quickly, or I'll turn you into a ladybird 

 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

  

There are worse things than ladybird' said Snoopy. 'But I'll 
tell you what I was smiling at, Dumpy-Witch. I was smiling 
because you thought you wouldn't get flowers in this ugly 

stone yard. 

You will! Yes, you will! You can't stop them coming! 

The Dumpy-Witch frowned. 

 



 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

  

You don't know what you are talking about!' she said. 'I 
shall put a spell along all the walls so that no one can get 

near enough to plant a single seed in the yard not that 
anything would grow in such a stony place anyhow! And if 

no one can get in to plant seeds, no flowers will grow! 

 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

  

But still old Snoopy smiled away and he shook his grey 
head at the angry witch. 

'You may think you're powerful with your big spells, 
Dumpy-Witch,' he said. 'But there's someone more 

powerful than you in Fairyland. Wait and see!' 

'Well, if there's anyone more powerful than I am in 
Fairyland, I'll go as soon as I find it's true!' said the witch 
sharply. 'Now get away from here and don't come back.' 

 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

  

Snoopy went down the hill, still smiling. 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

  

The witch went into her crooked cottage and took out her 
magic books. She hunted through them till she found the 

spell she wanted to set round the garden walls, to prevent 
anyone from coming near. 

 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 

  

"There!' she said. 'Now not a single plant can spring up, for 
no one can get near to sow seeds!' 

 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

  

After that she shut herself up in the sitting room with a fire that 
burned blue flames, and began to study deep magic for weeks 
and weeks on end. She didn't know if the sun was shining, she 
didn't know when it was raining - she just sat and thought of 

spells and  magic, enchantments and bewitchments. 



 
 
 
 

 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

  

Outside the sun shone, the rain rained and the wind blew. 
Yes, the wind blew. It peeped into that ugly paved garden 

and it didn't like what it saw there. 

'Shocking!' said the wind. 'Fancy a garden like that in 
Fairyland! Really shocking!' 

 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

  

Then the wind went out hunting. How it hunted! It hunted for 
dandelion clocks and blew the fluffy seeds into the air. It hunted 

for daisy seeds and thistle seeds. It looked for the tall, pink 
willow-herb and blew handfuls of its seeds away into the air.  

It went wandering into the trees, and took some ash keys and 
sycamore keys spinning round and round through the autumn 
air. It found some yellow groundsel and blew the fluffy seeds 

away. Oh, I couldn't tell you bow many seeds it found. 

 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

  

It blew most of them over the garden wall belonging to the 
Dumpy-Witch. No spell could keep the wind away - it was 

stronger than any magic in the world. The fluffy seeds flew 
merrily over the wall and settled down in the cracks between 

the rows of paving stones. 

 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

  

In the springtime the seeds sprouted and grew. Little green leaves 
shot up everywhere, in between the paving stones. The garden 
was warm and sheltered and the small plants grew splendidly. 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

  

In the springtime the seeds sprouted and grew. Little green 
leaves shot up everywhere, in between the paving stones. The 

garden was warm and sheltered and the small plants grew 
splendidly. The seed that had planted itself in the windowsill 
crevice was a sturdy daisy, and it sent up dozens of fat, green 
buds. They opened into white-petalled flowers with golden 

hearts, and knocked softly against the windowpane. 

 

  

The seed that had planted itself in the windowsill crevice was a 
sturdy daisy, and it sent up dozens of fat, green buds. They opened 
into white-petalled flowers with golden hearts, and knocked softly 

against the windowpane. 

 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

  

The Dumpy-Witch heard the strange noise and looked up with a 
frown. When she saw the pretty flowers growing outside she 

dropped her book in amazement. 



 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
  
 
 

  

She ran to the window and dear me, what a mass of flowers 
met her eye!  

Groundsel, daisies, dandelions - willow-herbs springing up 
ready to flower later, thistles in bud, their splendid prickly 
leaves standing sturdily out from their stem - and actually 
two small trees, one a sycamore and one an ash, growing 
twig-like out of the crack between two paving stones near 

the bottom of the garden! 

 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

  

The Dumpy-Witch gave a mournful cry and clapped her hands to 
her head. 

Who has done it? she cried. 'Someone has been into my garden 
and planted seeds! Someone is more powerful than my magic! 

Who is it? Who is it? 

 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

  

She sent for Snoopy again and showed him her flowery garden. 

Someone has been here and planted seeds, she said. 'I am 
afraid. If it is someone very powerful they may come and take 

me prisoner, for I have many enemies.  

Do you know who it is, Snoopy? 

 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 

  

Snoopy looked round the garden with a wise eye. He knew 
perfectly well that the wind plants seeds everywhere. He 
looked at the trembling witch and shook his head sternly. 

 



 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

  

'Dumpy-Witch, Dumpy-Witch,' he said very slowly and 
solemnly, 'someone more powerful than all the witches 

together has been here. I can hear him coming 

Now! Now! NOW! Get your broomstick and fly away before he 
gets you! He has planted your garden in spite of your spells ... 

listen, listen - here he comes! 

 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

  

The wind stirred outside the garden, and the witch thought it 
was some great enemy hiding there. With a scream of fright 
she caught up her broomstick, leapt on the handle and sailed 

high into the air. Nobody ever saw her again. 

 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

  

Good riddance! said old Snoopy, staring at the little black speck 
disappearing in the sky. 'She may be clever - but she isn't wise 

enough to know the ways of the wind! 

 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

  

He set to work to dig up the ugly paving stones, and soon he 
had dug over the garden and made it ready to be planted 

properly. He had neat little packets of seeds all ready - 
nasturtiums, candytuft, marigolds and a hundred others. 

 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

  

You're all right for planting weeds, old wind!' said 

Snoopy. 'But I'm going to plant the garden this time! 

The wind laughed - and when Snoopy had done it blew a 
handful of dandelion clocks over the wall. It meant to plant 

what it pleased to. 

 



 
 

  


