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CHAFPTER 1
In which drawings come to life

There was a very big toy shop in Happy Bluebell Street in
a CILY.

l:ﬁ:da?mmmnt in the shop sneezed.

Had it been one of the clerks who was showing a young
shopper a toy or one of the young shoppers, there would have
been nothing to be surprised at. But it was neither one of the
clerks nor one of the shoppers. You may not believe me, but 'Ll
tell you anyway.

It was a box that sneezed! That's exactly what it was. A box
of coloured pencils that was lying on a shelf among many other
boxes, The bright lettering on it read:

MAGIC COLOURED PENCILS

But that wasn't all. Next to it was a box with the following
wards printed on it:
SCREW AND BOLT CONSTRUCTION KIT

Now, when the first box sneezed, the second box said,
“Well!”

Then the bright lid of the first box opened. There was just
one small pencil inside, but it wasn't an ordinary lead pencil,
or a coloured pencil, No, it was the most unusual, the strangest
pencil ever,

Look at it. Isn't it funny?

Pencil went over to the construction kit, knocked on the
wooden lid and said, ““Who's in here?"”

“Me, Screwbolt!” came the answer. “Can you help me out?
1 can't seem to manage by mysell." Pencil heard a jingling
sound.






He pulled at the lid and peeped in.... There, sitling up
among the shiny screws, bolts, wheels, springs and metal plates
was a strange little metal creature. He popped out like a jack-
in-the-box and stood swaying there on his skinny little legs
that were made of springs. He was looking at Pencil closely.
“Who are you!" he finally asked.

“Me? I'm an artist. And a magician. My name is Pencil.
I can draw live pictures.”

“What's that?"” _

“Well, for instance, I can draw a bird, and it'll come to life
and fly away. I can draw sweets that you can eat.”

“l don't believe you,” Screwbolt said. “Things like that never
happen!” And he laughed.

“Magicians never lie,” said Pencil. He was offended.

“All right. Draw me an airplane, I'll see how pgood a
magician you are. If you're telling the truth, that 15"

“But 1 don't know what an airplane is. Why don’t [ draw
you a carrot instead ™’

“Who wants a carrot? Do you mean to say you've never
seen an airplane? In this day and age!”

Pencil felt hurt again. “You don’t have to make fun of me.
If you know what an airplane is, why don't you tell me what
it's like? Then I can draw one. There’s a colouring book in
my box. It has pictures of houses, birds, carrots, cucumbers,
sweets, horses, chicks, hens, cats and dogs. But no airplanes.”

Screwbolt hopped up and down, which made his springs
jingle. “What a silly colouring book that is! All right, I'll
show you what an airplane’s like, It looks like a big cucumber
with wings. I'll make a model plane for you from my kit."
Screwbolt hopped back into his wooden box.



He rattled the metal plates, hunting for the right screws and
wheels. He screwed them in place quickly with a screw-driver
and then began hammering. He sang as he worked:

I will do everything myself,
Let miracles stay on the shelf!
Myself! Myself! Myself!

Meanwhile, Pencil took some coloured pencils from his
pocket. He thought a while and then drew a cucumber. It was
fresh and green and had little bumps on it. Then he added
some wings. “Hey, Screwholt! Come here! Look at my airplane.”

“Wait a sec. | just have to put on the propeller, Here, see?
This is an airplane.”

Screwbolt hopped out of his box. He was holding an airplane.
I won't tell you what it was like, because everyone knows
what a plane looks like. Pencil was the only one who didn’t.
“How well you've drawn it,” Pencil said.

“Not at all,” Screwbalt replied. “I don’t know how to draw.
I made it from my kit.” Then he noticed the fresh green
cucumber, “Where'd you get the cucumber?”

“I'smy . . . it's my airplane.”

Screwholt shook and jiggled. Every spring in his body
jingled as he laughed and laughed.

What a tease he was! He kept on laughing, as if someone
were tickling him.

Pencil became angry. He drew a cloud on the wall, and real
rain began falling from the cloud. It drenched Screwbolt and
made him stop his laughing.

“Brrr!” he said. “Where'd this awful rain come from?
I m-m-might get rusty!”

“Why were you laughing at me? You were the one who
said it looked like a cucumber!”






“Help! I'll split my sides! I'll get unscrewed if I laugh like
this. What a plane! Why'd you stick those chicken feathers
in it? Ha-ha-ha! Don't you know that thing will never fly!”

“Oh, yes, it will! The wings will fly, and the plane will fly
along with them.”

“Show me where the motor is, And what about the stick?
You can't fly a plane without them."

“Get on my plane. You'll see whether it flies or not,” said
Pencil and mounted the cucumber.

Screwbolt was laughing so hard he nearly rolled over it
Just then a gust of wind burst in through the window, The

wings began to flap, the cucumber shuddered and took off like
a real plane.

“Help!" both Pencil and Screwbolt shouted.
BANG! CRASH!

The fresh green cucumber, which was very real, flew out of
the window and crashed to the ground.

Indeed, how could it have done otherwise? The airplane had
no stick and it couldn't {ly far without one, That is why it
erashed. Then the wings fell off. They were caught up by the
wind and deposited on a nearby rooftop.

CHAPTER 2
In which we meet two ponies

Screwbolt clattered like an empty can, but he didn't get hurt.
After all, he was made of iron. He was just scared, because he
had never flown before. “You're a real magician!” he cried.
“Even I can't draw live pictures.”



“How can we get back into our boxes? Pencil said and
sighed as he rubbed the bump on his head.

“Who wants to?” Screwbolt said excitedly. “It's dark in
there! And there’s no room to move about. I want to run, jump,

ride and fly! Draw us a new plane. We'll go off on a real jour-
ney. We'll see real planes. We'll see everything there is to see
in the whole world!"

But Pencil didn't feel like drawing any more airplanes. “I'll
draw us some horses,” he said.

He drew two very nice ponies on the white wall of a build-
ing. Each had a soft saddle and a beautiful bridle.

First the ponies swished their tails. Then they whinnied
happily. Then they came down off the wall!

Screwbolt gaped. He sat down from wonder. He couldn't
believe his eyes. “You're a great magician! I'd never be able
to do that!"

“It's time we were going,” Pencil said modestly though he was
vcr}:- pleased at the praise. “Choose yoursell a pony, and let's
go.

Screwbolt chose the pony with the purple bridle. Pencil took
the one with the pink bridle. They mounted their ponies and
were off on their adventures.

CHAPTER 3

In which the ponies gallop through the city

A militiaman stood in Sunshine Square, the nicest square in
town. Cars and trucks were hurrying by him. There were big
buses, long trolley-buses and compact cars. Motoreycles coughed
impatiently, trying to overtake all the other traffic.






Suddenly, the militiaman said, “I must be seeing things!”
There, coming down the wide city strect that was jammed
with cars and trucks, were two ponies. One was brown with
white spots, the other was white with brown spots. Astride the
ponies were two very small persons who were taking in the sights
and singing loudly,
1 will ride wpon my pony,
1 will give my pony honey.
Let me ride you, little pony,
For the roads are hard and stony!

Of course, they were Pencil and Screwbolt.

As they looked now to the left, now to the right, the ponies,
too, turned now to the left, now to the right. First they trotted,
then they stopped, right in front of a car,

The militiaman put his whistle to his lips and whistled as
Joudly as he could. All the drivers looked at him. Pencil and
Screwbalt were the only ones who didn't even turn their heads.
They simply didn't know anything about militiamen or why they
whistled.

Let me ride you, little pony,
For the roads are hard and stony!

Screwbolt sang at the top of his voice as he swayed in the
saddle. Pencil sang along in a piping voice:
For the roads are hard and stony!
“Who do they think they are!” the militiaman muttered.
“They're breaking every traffic rule! They're a menace!”

His big red motorcycle was parked at his side. He got on it
and drove to the centre of Apple Street. The light turned red.
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The buses, trolley-buses, trucks, cars, motorcycles and bicy-
cles came to a stop. But Pencil and Screwbolt continued merrily
on their way. No one had ever told them about traffic lights.

“Stop!" the militiaman said.

“Oh-oh!” Pencil whispered. “I think we're in trouble.”

A small crowd gathered round them. “They must be a circus
act!” a boy said.

“What's the matter, fellows? Why are you breaking the
rules? Where do you live?”

“Uh. ... In a box,” Screwbolt replied in a frightened voice.

“Abox? Is that the name of a village? Abox village?”

“No. | mean a real box."”

“What?” The militiaman pulled out his handkerchief and
mopped his brow, “Listen, fellow, 1 have no time for jokes. See
that you don't break any more traffic rules.”

“What are traffic rules?” Pencil, who was very CUrious, was
“bout to ask, but Screwbolt tugged at his sleeve in time to stop
him, That would have been a nice question to ask a militiaman!

The light turned green. All the cars, buses, trolley-buses,
trucks, motorcycles and bicycles were off again.

“1t's all because of our ponies,” Screwbolt said. “You need a
car to travel in the city.”

CHAFTER 4

In which pillows become wheels
“1'Il draw us a ear,” Pencil said.
“You think that's easy? It won't come out right. Even 1 need

a very good kit to make a car. We might make a scooter, but
where can we get the wheels?”
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“Why do you think it won't come out right?” Pencil interrupt-
ed. “I've seen any number of cars.”

“All right. But don't forget the tires. If you don't have good
tires, the car will rattle and bounce. And 1 can't stand being
rattled. All my screws get loose. Tires are like pillows, you know,
They give you a very smooth ride.”

“Dion’t worry,” said Pencil, who was already busy at work.
“We'll have a real smooth ride.”

While Pencil was drawing a car on the white wall of a build-
ing, Screwbolt led the ponies to a nearby square, where he left
them to graze on the lawn. When he returned he looked at the
drawing. Before he had a chance to give Pencil some advice,
Pencil clapped his hands, and there was the car, a real car now,
standing next to them.

“What have you done®” Screwbolt shouted. “Why did you
draw pillows on the wheels®™

There was a pillow tied round each of the wheels. These
were real down pillows, with pink pillow-slips and white ties.
Pencil had drawn the pillows very well.

“You were the one who told me about the pillows,” he said.

1 did not!™

“You did so!”

“You always mess things up. This ear isn't any good.”

“Yes, itis!”

“Na, it isn't! It won't move, | know what I'm talking about,”

“Yes, it will."

“It certainly won't."”

“(et in and see.”

“Dion't think I won't. And you'll see it’s no good.”

They both got in, The motor began to hum, and they were
off.
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“It's moving!” Pencil shouted.

Screwbolt was so surprised he had te hang on to the steering
wheel with both hands for fear of falling out. He had no time
to look around. Still, he did notice that passers-by were turning
to stare and point at them. “What a funny car,” they were say-
ing. “It's rolling along on pillows!”

CHAPTER 5
In which the journey continues

The travellers did not get far in the city, for this is what hap-

pened next.
Pencil spotted a vehicle that looked like two huge drums. It

was rolling slowly down the street. The pavement under it was
blacker and smoother than anywheres else. A strange hot smell
was rising from under its wheels. All the other cars detoured
round the rolling drums and the black pavement under it.

When Screwbolt noticed the rolling drums he said: “That’s
one car we're going to overtake! Everyone else keeps speeding
past us.”

He steered right onto the black pavement.

RRRIP!

The pink pillow-slips stuck to the hot asphalt and tore. Feath-
ers flew out from under the wheels. The wind caught them up
and carried them over the cars, the houses and the trees.

Meanwhile, their car lurched forward, leaving bits of pink
rag behind.

The street finally ended. Ahead was a large square, but it
was not paved with asphalt, it was paved with ancient paving-
stones.
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The wheels of the little car rattled and screached, while the
car jumped, bounced and swayed from side to side.

Screwbolt hit his nose against the steering wheel. Pencil boh-
bed up and down on the seat like a rubber ball.

“I'll ssss-sssn ga-ga-ge-ge  un-un-un-sssssddd,” Screwhbolt
muttered, What he wanted to say was, “I'll soon get unscrew-
ed,” but he was so badly shaken up that he couldn't speak prop-
erly.

“I'mmmmm gggggog shhhhhh,” said Pencil. What he want-
ed to say was, “['m getting so shaken up that I can't understand
what you're saying.”

“Leeeehssssstp,” Screwbolt replied. He was trying to say,
“Let's stop, so we can put real rubber tires on the wheels.”

CHAPTER &
In which Venya Kashkin draws two robbers

Just then a band of very fierce-looking boys appeared on the
square. They were running, shouting and waving wooden swords
and brandishing toy guns. It looked as if a gang of robbiers were
attacking the city.

“Hooray!™ the boys shouted, “Get "em! Bang! Bang! You're
dead!”

The two friends were a bit frightened. They wanted to avoid
the boys, but the car was heading straight towards them.

Leading the band was a boy in a black paper mask, the kind
people wear at masquerades or carnivals.

“Follow me, men!” the boy shouted. “Mount your horses!”
Naturally, they had no horses. This boy certainly liked to boss
the others.
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His mask was on crooked from running. It got in his way and
covered his eyes. That's why he bumped into their car and then
bounced off it.

The car groaned, fell apart, and the wheels rolled off.

“Crash! Bang!" the boy said as he sat up on the pavement.

The other boys stopped running, They were all breathing
hard.

“Iook what 2 wonderful, excellent automobile you've ryined!”
Serewbolt said angrily. He could speak normally now, for he
wasn't being rattled any more.

“We didn't ruin anvthing,” the boys replied, “Our com-
mander, Venya Kashkin, fell on top of your car by accident.”

“You didn't ruin anything. .. Screwbolt mimicked. “Then
why were you waving those sticks around and shouting, and
running at us? Because you wanted to wreck our carl”

“They're not sticks!” the boys said huffily. “They're swords.
We're playing spies and robbers. And Venya's our commander.”

As soon as Pencil heard these unfamiliar words he pricked up
his ears, He even forgot about the wrecked car. That's how
curious he was.

“Did you say spies and robbers?” he asked.

Y es. That's what all the boys we know play.”

“What's a spy and what's a robber?” Pencil asked.

“Ha!” Venya Kashkin snorted. “He doesn’t even know, Don't
you ever read books?"”

“Would you please draw me a picture of some spies and some
robbers so 1 can see what they're like,” the little artist said. He
was quite certain that everyone in the world knew how to draw
well. “They must be very interesting creatures,”” he continued,
“hut T don't know anything about them. 1've seen a lot of cars
today, but I've never seen a spy or a robber. T want to know all
ahout everything. Please draw them for me.”
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“I'm too busy. Besides, I'm in a hurry,” Venya grumbled.

But the boys shouted. “Go on, Venya! Draw him a pirate and
a spy.

“Here, take my paints and brush,” Pencil offered and pulled
a box of paints, a sheet of paper and an eraser from his pocket.

“Well, if you want me to,” Venya said. He took the paints
and paper, removed his mask and sat down.,

First, a large black blot that looked like a shaggy dog appeared
on the paper. [t was a drop of paint that had rolled off the brush.
Then Venya drew bwo very scarey pictures.

One was of a ferocious-looking man with a bristly red beard.
He was dressed in a striped jersey and a pea-jacket and was
holding a pirate’s flag. He had a huge curved knife and two
pistols stuck in his belt. Beside him was another man, This one
had a long red nose, His raincoat was buttoned up to his chin.
He also had on a black mask.

The hearded pirate was waving the Jolly Roger. The other
mian, who was a spy. was squinting suspiciously through the slits
in his mask.

“This one here is a pirate, which is a robber on the high seas.
And this one is a spy,” Venya said.

“Gally, they're just like they're supposed to be,” the boys ex-
claimed.

“How awful!”" Screwbaolt whispered.

“How terrible they arel” said Pencil and shuddered. "I'll nev-
er draw any pictures like that.”

“That's hecause you can't draw as good as me,” said Venya.

“Youmean | can't draw?"" Pencil said.

“You mean Pencil can't draw?” Screwbolt said, jingling his
springs.

Naturally, Pencil started drawing right away, to show Venya
Kashkin how a real artist worked.
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“] know that one.” Venya said, looking over his shoulder.
“A dot and a spot, and a ring around it, and you have a face. . . .~

“That's not what I'm drawing at all. I'm drawing a boy,” said
Pencil.

“(ome on, men, we can't spend all day here, Follow me!”
said Venya.

The boys ran after him, waving their swords and shouting.
But a small boy remained sitting on the pavement.

What boy? Why, the one Pencil had just drawn.

Oh, dear! How could he have been so careless? He had drawn
a real boy! What would happen to him now? Who would care
{or him, feed him and look after him? My, my, my!

The little boy sat there, blinking.

CHAPTER 7

In which a house is built

“What's your name?"” Pencil asked the boy.

The boy did not reply.

“Do vou know your last name?”

Still, the boy said nothing. He raised his hand to his mouth
and ran his fingers down over his lips, This made a very funny
sound, something like “brrrum”. The boy liked the sound. He
ran his fingers down over his lips again: “Brrum!™ “Brrummm!”

“Who are you?" Screwbolt asked.

“Brrumm! Brum! Brummm!" the boy continued his game.

“He’s Brum!” Pencil exclaimed. “Can’t you hear him saying:
Brum:"



“Indeed, he is. Brum is a nice name. Brummy. Do you want
to go journcying with us, Brummy?"

Little Brummy didn't know what journeying was, otherwise
he certainly would have agreed. He didn’t reply to Screwbolt's
question. Instead, he suddenly grabbed hold of his leg and prac-
tically sent Serewbaolt reeling.

“Now, don’t be naughty!”

Meanwhile, the boy was playing his game again, saying
“Brrum! Brummmm! Brum!"

“He doesn’t even know how to talk! What are we going to
do with him?" Screwbolt cried.

Then a drop of water plopped on Screwbolt’s head. It was
an ordinary raindrop. “Brrr! It's starting to rainl”

A dark cloud hung over the city. The people in the streets
turned up their collars and hurried for shelter. Some hid in
doorways, others in shops, while some ran towards the buses.
The militiaman was the only one who wasn't in a hurry. He just

stood at his post in the centre of the square. Militiamen are not
afraid of the rain.

“Rain, rain, go away!" the children in the street chanted.

There was a loud clap of thunder. Then the rain came pour-
ing down. It was a warm rain, and not too hard, but still, it was
wet.

“The child will catch cold! He'll get wet! Hurry!” Screwbolt
shouted.

Pencil and Serewbolt grabbed hold of Brummy's hands and
ran off to the boulevard, where they hid in the bushes.

“Pitler-patter, pitter-patter” went the rain, pressing the grass
to the ground. Soon the cloud moved its ragged edge and floated
off. The sun arched an eyebrow at the rain and it stopped,
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