


Mr Happy was happy. It was his whole thing.
Happy all day, happy all night.

“Another happy day!” he would exclaim each
morning as he sat up in bed. “Oh joy!”

“What a happy time to eat breakfast!” he would
say as he glanced at the clock.

Sometimes, as if to remind himself, he’d just say,
IlHoppy!”

How exhausting!




He was so happy, you see, that it got on certain
people’s nerves. And he knew it. He may have
been happy, but he was no fool.

“What's he so happy about2” Mr Grumpy would
mutter. “Look at that stupid grin!”

“Ugh. He's happy again. What a surprise,” Mr
Grumble would moan. “Bah!”

But in Happyland, one had to be happy all the
time.

The trees were happy. The flowers, too. Even the
toilets, somehow.

It was just what you did, if you wanted to live
there.




But one day, Mr Happy started to think about how
happy he was, all day, every day.

His brain started heating up. Like a warm mug of
tea, he thought.

The more he thought, the hotter he got. Like a
sunny day.

Until he could take it no more. Like a boiling
kettle.

So he ran out the door. Like a bolt of lightning.
Into the gate, which was closed. This slowed him

down for a moment, and he walked down the hill,
still smiling from ear to ear.

Down the hill.

Straight into the pond.




There he sat, dripping wet.

Just him, a bicycle wheel and a duck.

What a sorry sight!

But he had to cool down.

It was either that, or stick his head in the fridge.

The duck came to a stop, cocked his head and
looked Mr Happy up and down.

"Well, well, well. Look at you," quacked the duck.
"You've been here before, haven't you?"







