SHARING STRICTLY PROHIBITED - For personal use of the licensed account only - See MixCache.com Terms of Use.

[y
(W)

MixCache.com

From the MixCache.com library

Sample from MixCache.com - The Online eBook Marketplace



SHARING STRICTLY PROHIBITED - For personal use of the licensed account only - See MixCache.com Terms of Use.

The Platypus Who Came To Tea

MixCache.com

Sample from MixCache.com - The Online eBook Marketplace



SHARING STRICTLY PROHIBITED - For personal use of the licensed account only - See MixCache.com Terms of Use.

Table of Contents

Introduction

Chapter 1 The Unexpected Guest
Chapter 2 Biscuits and Puddles
Chapter 3 The Curious Hat

Chapter 4 Mystery in the Pantry
Chapter 5 Footprints by the Fire
Chapter 6 A Splash of Milk

Chapter 7 The Wobbly Teacup
Chapter 8 Secrets in the Garden
Chapter 9 The Missing Muffin
Chapter 10 Afternoon Adventures
Chapter 11 A Visit from Mrs. Wren
Chapter 12 Feathered Confessions
Chapter 13 The Scent of Jasmine
Chapter 14 Plans at Midnight
Chapter 15 Rumors and Teapots
Chapter 16 The Tale of the Silver Spoon
Chapter 17 The Platypus’s Promise
Chapter 18 An Invitation Reimagined
Chapter 19 Whisperings in the Rain
Chapter 20 Marmalade Arguments
Chapter 21 The Troublesome Thimble
Chapter 22 The Picnic Pact

Chapter 23 The Surprise at Dusk
Chapter 24 Farewells and Wishes
Chapter 25 The Last Cup of Tea

Sample from MixCache.com - The Online eBook Marketplace



SHARING STRICTLY PROHIBITED - For personal use of the licensed account only - See MixCache.com Terms of Use.

Introduction

Every story begins somewhere, and this one starts quite unexpectedly—with the rattle
of fine china and the clatter of little paws. In a quiet village where nothing ever
seemed to change, a most peculiar visitor arrived on a drizzly Thursday afternoon. No
one could have predicted that a platypus, of all creatures, would one day amble across
the mossy garden path and straight up to a modest front door, seeking a steaming cup
of tea.

This novel sprang from a simple question: what if the extraordinary, with all its quirks
and mysteries, simply invited itself in when we least expect it? “The Platypus Who
Came To Tea” is more than a tale about an odd animal at a teatable—it is a gentle
exploration of friendship, acceptance, and the joy of embracing the unknown. At its
heart is the desire to celebrate difference, to pour a new cup even when our table is
full, and to find wonder in the most delightful surprises.

As you venture through the chapters that follow, you will meet a cast of characters
each touched by the platypus’s arrival in their own, unique ways. Whether it is the
plucky child host whose curiosity refuses to be tamed, the suspicious neighbor spying
through lace curtains, or the village pets whose world is swiftly upended, each person
learns that opening the door to adventure brings with it both tea and transformation.

There are moments of laughter to be found within these pages, alongside the
inevitable misunderstandings and muddles that happen when worlds collide.
Sometimes, all it takes is a wobbling teacup or a mysteriously vanished muffin to
reveal a new way of seeing the familiar, to spark a friendship between species so
wildly different, yet bound by the simple magic of sharing a meal.

Throughout the novel, tea remains a symbol—of comfort, hospitality, and the
possibility that a single kind gesture may ripple outward, changing everything. The
platypus’s journey and the companionship discovered around a chipped teapot will, |
hope, remind readers that the everyday holds more adventure than we might ever
dream.

So, pour yourself your favorite brew, find a cozy chair, and prepare to embark on an
adventure of whimsy and warmth. The platypus is waiting—will you open the door?
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Chapter One: The Unexpected Guest

The clock in the hall had just chimed precisely three times when the knock came. It
wasn't the tentative rap of Mrs. Higgins from next door, come to borrow a cup of
sugar, nor the insistent thud of the postman with a package too large for the letterbox.
This was a peculiar, almost damp-sounding thud, followed by a series of smaller,
rhythmic taps, as if something with webbing between its digits was attempting to
operate the heavy brass knocker. Young Pip, whose full name was Philippa but who
answered only to the former, was in the midst of negotiating a precarious tower of
ginger snaps onto a slightly chipped saucer. Her grandmother, known to all as Nana,
was humming softly to herself as she poured steaming hot water into the ceramic
teapot, its floral pattern faded from countless brews.

Pip paused, a ginger snap mid-air, a faint frown creasing her brow. "Did you hear that,
Nana?" she asked, her voice barely a whisper. Nana, whose hearing wasn't what it
used to be unless it involved the rustle of a biscuit wrapper, simply nodded, mistaking
Pip’s question for an inquiry about the perfection of her tea-making. “Perfectly brewed,
dear, just the way your grand-pere liked it,” she murmured, stirring the leaves with a
long-handled spoon.

The knocking came again, louder this time, accompanied by a faint, wet sniffing
sound. Pip slid off her chair, her small, sturdy legs carrying her towards the hallway.
She peered through the stained-glass panel beside the door, her nose practically
pressed against the cool glass. The world outside was a blurry kaleidoscope of greens
and grays, the drizzly Thursday afternoon casting everything in a soft, muted light.
She could just make out a dark, squat shape at the bottom of the steps, obscured by
the overgrown rhododendron bush.

Curiosity, a powerful force in Pip’s seven-year-old heart, tugged her hand towards the
latch. Nana, still immersed in her tea ritual, remained oblivious. Pip unfastened the
bolt, her fingers fumbling slightly with the old mechanism, and slowly, cautiously,
pulled the heavy oak door inward, just a crack.

A pair of small, dark eyes peered back at her from the gloom. They were set in a flat,
duck-like bill, which quivered slightly, as if sniffing the air. Below the bill, a short,
sleek, dark brown body, surprisingly broad, stood patiently on four webbed feet. A flat,
beaver-like tail twitched once, sending a tiny spray of water droplets onto the
doormat.

It was, undeniably, a platypus.
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Pip stared. The platypus stared back. Neither moved. The air between them hummed
with unspoken questions. Where had it come from? Why was it here? And, most
pressing of all, did it truly wish to come in for tea? The creature, for its part, seemed
remarkably composed, its posture one of quiet expectation, as if arriving on a
doorstep for afternoon tea was the most natural thing in the world for a monotreme.

“Hello?” Pip finally managed, her voice a reedy whisper. The platypus blinked slowly, a
single, deliberate blink. Then, with a surprisingly graceful shuffle, it took a step
forward, its bill pointing directly at the open doorway. It seemed to understand that an
invitation, however hesitant, had been extended.

Pip instinctively widened the gap, allowing the peculiar visitor to waddle across the
threshold. It moved with a peculiar gait, a rolling swagger that was both comical and
endearing. A tiny puddle formed on the Persian rug with each step, a minor detail Pip
barely registered in the face of the sheer impossibility of the situation. Her mind,
usually brimming with the logic of puzzles and stories, struggled to process this
sudden, living enigma.

The platypus paused just inside the hallway, its head cocked slightly, its small eyes
sweeping over the coat rack laden with Nana’s woolly scarves, the grandfather clock
ticking steadfastly in the corner, and the framed landscape painting on the wall. It
seemed to be taking in the domestic scene with an air of profound thoughtfulness, as
if evaluating the suitability of the establishment for its intended purpose.

“Pip, darling, are you quite alright? Who was at the door?” Nana’s voice drifted from
the kitchen, a cheerful melody that would soon be disrupted. Pip turned, her mouth
agape, ready to deliver the most astonishing news of her young life. How does one
explain a platypus at the door to a grandmother who has just spent a blissful hour
arranging ginger snaps?

“Nana,” Pip began, her voice gaining a surprising new strength, “you’ll never guess
who’s here.”

Before Nana could respond, the platypus, perhaps sensing the impending revelation,
let out a soft, almost polite snuffle. It was a sound entirely unexpected from a creature
known more for its aquatic prowess than its social graces. Then, with a decisive turn, it
began to waddle towards the kitchen, following the inviting scent of Earl Grey and
freshly baked biscuits.

Pip watched, mesmerized, as the creature disappeared around the corner. She could
hear the distinct plop-plop-plop of its webbed feet on the polished linoleum. A moment
of utter silence descended from the kitchen, followed by a sharp, surprised gasp from
Nana. Pip grinned, a wide, gleeful smile. This was going to be an afternoon to
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remember. This was going to be better than any storybook. The platypus had, indeed,
come to tea.
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