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THE LUCKY DOG
Jane Thayer
Fourbe is a French Poodle. She lives with Mr. and Mrs. Martin, Mary, Ann and Grandmother. She has her bed, her ball, her dinner every day, and a lot of sweets from Grandmother when nobody is looking.
On Sundays the Martins take her for a walk in the country. Fourbe can run in the country. She can sniff beautiful smells. Everybody says she is a lucky dog.

· Yes, I think, I am lucky. Only I wish… - says Fourbe.

· Do you wish what, Fourbe? – asks Grandmother.

· I wish I could have a nice dress, - says Fourbe, the French poodle.

Grandmother is not surprised and says:

· Well, Mrs. Martin, Mary and Ann all have new dresses. Mary’s is pink and Ann’s is blue. Mrs. Martin has a yellow dress with pockets. Of course, you must have a dress like the other girls, Fourbe. After that, Fourbe comes to Mrs. Martin and tells her - she wants a nice dress. 

· Speak to Mr. Martin, - Mrs. Martin answers.
After that, Fourbe comes to Mr. Martin and tells him - she wants a nice dress.
· Speak to Mrs. Martin, - he says.
The Grandmother speaks to Mrs. Martin in the name of Fourbe:

· Fourbe must have a nice dress. She may be a dog, but she is a girl too, do not forget. And buy me some more red wool for my knitting.
Mrs. Martin says all right. Grandmother asks Fourbe:
· What dress do you want?
· A good one, - answers Fourbe - A pink, blue or yellow dress with pockets.

Mrs. Martin and Fourbe go to the shop. Fourbe puts on a pink dress. She looks in the mirror. She likes this dress very much.

· It does not fit, - says Mrs. Martin.
Fourbe puts on a blue dress and likes this dress too.

· It is not becoming, - says Mrs. Martin.
Fourbe puts on a yellow dress with pockets that looks beautiful.

· It is not suitable for dogs, - says Mrs. Martin.

Fourbe puts on many dresses. She loves them all! But Mrs. Martin says every time:

· These will not do. A dress must fit. It must be becoming. It must be suitable for dogs. And warm.

They go to the Dog shop. Mrs. Martin finds a good dark dress and says:

· This will fit you, Fourbe.  It is not becoming, but it is suitable for dogs. And it is very warm.

· I don’t like it, - says Fourbe.

So they go home without any dress.

· Do you have a new dress for Fourbe? – Grandmother asks.

· No, they don’t fit, - Mrs. Martin answers, - They are not becoming. They are not suitable for dogs. Here is your red wool.
Fourbe looks at Mrs. Martin and says nothing.
· Never mind, Fourbe. You will have a new dress - calms Grandmother.

It is Sunday. Fourbe hears Mr. Martin says to Mrs. Martin:

· How about you, Mary, Ann, I, and Fourbe, of course, taking a good walk in the country on this fine day?

Fourbe was happy to hear it. Oh, how she wants to run and sniff beautiful smells! Then Grandmother calls to Mary and Ann:
· Come to see what do I have - a new dress!

· Is it for us? - cry Mary and Ann.
· Come to see what do I have - a new dress! - Grandmother calls to Mrs. Martin.

· Is it for me? - cries Mrs. Martin.

· It is not for any of you, - Grandmother answers, - It is for Fourbe. She shows Fourbe a red dress that she has knitted for her. There are pockets in the sides and there is a big red bow!

· It fits. It is very becoming to you, Fourbe - say Mary an Ann.

· It is suitable for dogs. And warm. - says Mrs. Martin.

· It is fine! - cries Fourbe.

Then Fourbe and Mr. and Mrs. Martin, Mary and Ann go for a walk in the country. All the girls and Fourbe are in their new dresses. Does Fourbe run? Does she sniff beautiful smells? Oh, no! She is walking on the road with the other girls in her new dress. 

· What a beautiful dress! - the people say.
· I am a lucky dog - says Fourbe.
Beatrix Potter

“The Tale of Mr. Jeremy Fisher”
Once there was a frog. His name was Mr. Jeremy Fisher. He lived in a little house near a pond. There was water on the floor of the house and Mr. Jeremy’s feet were always in the water. But he liked it, and he was never ill.
One day very early in the morning, he came out of his little house and saw the rain.
“I want to catch some nice fish for my dinner in the evening,” said Mr. Jeremy. “I have asked my two friends to come to dinner, they are Mr, Tortoise and Mr. Newt.”
Mr. Jeremy put on his raincoat and his galoshes. He took his rod and a bucket with his breakfast in it and went to the place where his boat was. The boat was round and green. It was the leaf of a water-lily. Mr. Jeremy stood in the middle of his boat, and it went out into the open water.
“I know a good place where there are many fishes,” he said to himself. When he was in the middle of the pond, he stopped the boat and sat down in it. Then he put his rod into the water and began to fish. The rain fell and fell on his back. Soon Mr. Jeremy wanted to eat.
“I want my breakfast,” said he.
“I am going to eat some flies, I like them very much,” he said.
Mr. Jeremy Fisher ate his breakfast and looked at the water in the pond. Suddenly he saw a black animal in the water.
“It is a water-rat,” said Mr. Jeremy, “I must go to some other place. That rat wants to eat me!"
And he went in his boat to another place and put his rod into the water. He sat and looked at the water. Soon he saw some fishes near his rod and he quickly pulled it up. There was a fish at the end of it but it was very small and thin, so Mr. Jeremy let it go back into the water. Then all the other little fishes put their heads out of the water and laughed at Mr. Jeremy.
Suddenly a very big fish came up quickly to Mr. Jeremy’s little green boat. The fish opened its big mouth and caught Mr. Jeremy with his rod and bucket. Then it went down and down into the water.
But Mr. Jeremy was in his raincoat and his galoshes and the big fish did not like the taste of the raincoat and the galoshes. It opened its mouth because it wanted to drink some water, and Mr. Jeremy jumped out of the fish’s mouth. Then he got out of the water and went home.
His friends came to dinner, but Mr. Jeremy had no fish on his table. The Tortoise brought some salad in his bag, and he ate salad for his dinner.
But Mr. Jeremy and the Newt did not like salad. They ate a nice and fat grasshopper for dinner and they liked it very much.
“Fish is good but a grasshopper is good too,” said Mr. Jeremy Fisher.
The Crocodile
ROALD DAHL

No animal is half as vile

As Crocky-Wock, the crocodile.

On Saturdays he likes to crunch

Six juicy children for his lunch

And he especially enjoys

Just three of each, three girls, three boys.

He smears the boys (to make them hot)

With mustard from the mustard pot.

But mustard doesn't go with girls,

It tastes all wrong with plaits and curls.

With them, what goes extremely well

Is butterscotch and caramel.

It's such a super marvelous treat

When boys are hot and girls are sweet.

At least that's Crocky's point of view

He ought to know. He's had a few.

That's all for now. It's time for bed.

Lie down and rest your sleepy head.

Ssh. Listen. What is that I hear,

Galumphing softly up the stair?

Go lock the door and fetch my gun!

Go on child, hurry! Quickly run!

No stop! Stand back! He's coming in!

Oh, look, that greasy greenish skin!

The shining teeth, the greedy smile!

It's Crocky-Wock, the Crocodile!
