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BAmBERT was a very short man. His head sat on his shoulders

with almast no neck in between, he couldn't walk without a stick, and even
then it was painful for him to get about.

His walking-stick had a gold knob. The rest of it was black, and it helped
him to make his way through life. | - 3
Although he was so small of stature, Bambert was a great writer, Hi.;l'l;]'p :
one knew it except himself ~ he had never let anyone else read ﬁunﬁh‘ll
stories. None the less, he was not really lonely: he had his stories 10 keep
him campany. They came to life in him alone, and only in mm II
could Bambert travel through space and time as no one had ever mmm
He couldn't really travel because of the pain in his hips, grﬂ ﬁl;'ngr |T
longer expected any help from the doctars at whose hands he h:d !iﬂflﬂd o L
in many ways throughout his childhood, They had stretched his sit
his skin, broken bones, straightened and re-set Ihllﬂ*-'im'lﬂw o
to admit that Bambert would never be any ﬂﬂﬂ"ﬂlﬂ-mmfﬁﬂﬁ]' Llf
to that fate when he grew up. Bambert felt like a lhwﬂ&ld marines:
up on hostile shores on the far side of a dream. This w
to him. Over there on the other side was his lost r.lmlﬂl
After his parents’ death, Bambert had pl.rtlll h&* * '
adapted the family house to suit thuIIL‘HHJI'b




it. all the way up to the roof. He had furniture specially made the right size
far him, and rails fitted to the stairs with an electric chairlift to carry him
pasily and painlessly up to the attic window, where he sometimes liked 1o
sit enjoying the sense of the wide-open space outside,

Bambert particularly liked sitting up there at night, holding quiat
conversations with the moon, for the moon, which seemed to know a8

many stories as Bambert himself, acted as a mirror in which he could see

the world.

Out of that bright looking-glass, stories flew down to Bambert, and
by day he wrote them down in a big book, which he called his
Bk af Wikhes
A Bambert was very well educated. What he described as his ‘little library’

. e contained over a thousand books, and he had read every one of them. He
&V;ﬂ saw lﬂi&.wurfd through the eyes of poets and writers, but the world, forits
awn part, knew nothing about Bambert's awn quiet life.

'ﬂkﬂffﬂr.jnm‘.' else, Bambert read the newspaper. but since he felt paric-
m when pictures passed rapidly befare his
The vidlence of majot news events made him fo

i:tﬂ;:::::r:hw '-:wm all going on at the same time made him feel
. d.mﬁm dﬂg“:;nu dnot have television in the house,
| _ 8% a personal attack
and his preference for a1 that
Mt Bloom the ofy
1i_rr'§'|ifl.whi;ﬁ H;:i:l:::zﬂ:i::s tood and drink up from
A Bambert hardly gy Ieft :
;- ‘Jﬁtif-’ﬁmliﬂjchﬂdren wo

eyes he avoided television.
¢l helpless, and the oddity

It seemed to him

on him and his small footsteps,
went slowly,

the ground floor

the house. Hea dlways feared thar adults would

uld laugh at him. for like the people at the

LH

employment centre they recognised Bambert as someane who was grown
up, but still wore children's clothes. L

As a writer, Bambert reémained unknown The employment centre |
offered him nothing but jobs exploting his short stature. But he fell he }
could do without that kind of job. he didn't want to be one of the Seven
Dwarves in a fairy-tale theme park, or show off his small height to amuse
the audience at a variety show. Not that Bambert had anything against
dwarves, but he was a human being and a writer too, and while he might
be deformed he also had backbone.

One day Bambert happened to be sitting looking at his
Haok of Wishes when he saw that there was space left for mlvmﬁm
That last story, thought Bambert, should be very speciall It must be a true
story, it must really happen, it mustn't just be invented and written down,
But how could he make his stories come true?

That night the sky was overcast, and the moon refused 1o answer
Bambert's question. All of a sudden he felt as if the stories which used to
wander through his head at their leisure were caught ﬂ_nfl:!-!th?tqﬁ;_f_n_'__r_'.
the Kook of Wistes

Making a story come true would mean letting it out of the book togo
off into the world and look for its own setting, searching '[ﬂl"[f’"ﬂ.ﬂ[ h. 3
riverbanks, sea shores: places where it could come to life in real human
beings, against real landscapes and within real walls. _ .-. ‘,.,*_: 4

That was the night when Bambert decided to tear up his
Mook of Wishes into its separate parts, Al §e

Freed from thelr cover, the separate ﬂﬂliHﬂﬂW#Manf._ .
and he sent an order for ink nradi:aiﬂr-ﬂ?ﬂh%!ﬁ.ﬁ‘“@%.- e shog




The order came back up 1o gambert’s kitchen in the lift, and he started
work at once, releasing his stories from the constraint of being set in any
particular place. Bambert felt sure that the stories were strong enough 1o
find thair own settings for themselves. However, he left the people in his
<tones alone. Eradicating the characters would have felt like murder.

Thie very last story in the tom-up book consisted of four sheets of blank
papet on which Bambert had not yet written anything. But because he
secretly hoped that this last story might actually write itself if only it tried,
he stapled the four blank sheets together too. He had now stapled each of
the eleven stones together, folded them and put them In separate
envelopes

Bambert immediately sent another order down in the lift. Old Mr Bloom
was surpnised when he read the note telling him what Bambert wanted.
It asked;

mﬂ”‘*"‘*’m}dﬁww
Pafer fobain balloons, powered by
Banbort

Ba
mbert had to wait almost two weeks before Mr Bloom the shopkeeper

finall
i II'-;'I‘E“‘ the folded hot-air balloons from lapan and their tea-lights up I

Meanwhilg Bambert drafy

: ed the fett to send
With his stories when G er which: he planned

BNLon their travels. It said that he, Bambert

14

was [etting his stories go out into the world 1o find their own
settings, settings to suit the characters. Would the finders please send
him back the staries and tell him where they had been discovered? For not
until he, Bambert, knew where his stories had put down roots could he
collect them all in a book again. .

He promised to send a copy of the bock to the finder of each stary,
signed his name and added his address: care of Mr Bloom, Retail and
Wholesale Grocenes.

Bambert put a copy of this letter in with each of his stories, even the
last, which was just blank pages. It was his bold idea that an unwritten
stary needed to find the right setting even more than the others.

Now he was waiting for the nights to turn cold, since cnm.mﬁn.sgri;é :
told him that cold weather would carry. his hot-air balloons highl?r:and'!hkgﬁf:
them further than any mild and gentle breeze, A

And at last the weather was right: a keen east wind was dusting frost
over the city rooftops when Bambert got on the staidift and toak his hot-
air balloons up to the attic window. It was about three in the morning,
because Bambert did not want to attract any attention, and he qbu -

thought that at this dead hour the crows and aeroplanes, Wm':h I'I'l|'l|':lf.- :

endanger his tissue paper hot-air balloons, would not be around.

The balloons were thin-skinned, and their flight was gentle ia:hd g'rigil;ﬁ]; s

He sent the first three stories flying away that night. Thﬁrﬂﬂﬂﬂﬂigﬂl Fl!

the open attic window, rose slowly into the night sky, and {W’w ks

disappeared behind the clouds like faint little moons. Hambﬂﬂw ppl :;..
than he had ever been in his whole life. -t ol
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