
Stig of the Dump
Stig had stacked the jars on top of each other, lying on 
their sides. They made a sort of wall of glass like that. 
But they rolled about, and of course there were gaps 
between the jars. 

Barney looked at one side of the den, the darkest side, 
which really needed windows. It was built of wooden 
boxes from the dump, bottoms outward, open tops 
inward. He took the digging-tool and knocked the 
bottom out of one. There was now an open square 
where the daylight came in. But so did the wind, and 
Stig didn’t seem at all pleased at sitting in a draught. 

Stigs like to be snug, thought Barney. 

He carried the jars in and stacked them in the frame of 
the box. They fitted quite well, the light came in, but 
the draught came in too. 

Stig got up and looked at the gaps between the jars, 
grunted, and went out of the den. Barney followed 
him, wondering. Stig led the way along the bottom 

of the cliff to where there had lately been a landslide and quite a large chunk of cliff-top had 
come down in one piece. Between the topsoil and the chalk there was a layer of red clay, good 
damp squidgy stuff you could make model animals with. Stig began to dig out lumps of clay 
with his fingers, and Barney found another good clay-mine and did the same. They got as 
much as they could carry and took it back to the den, and from the outside Stig set to work to 
fill in the gaps between the jam-jars. They had to make two more journeys before all the jars 
were firmly bedded in clay, and then Barney carefully wiped the smears off the bottoms of the 
jars with a rag. 

Then they stood and admired their window. They even made faces at each other, one standing 
inside and the other outside, because you could almost see through it. It certainly let the light 
in, even though it was late in the afternoon and there was not much light to let in.
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Everybody had told Barney not to play too near
the edge of the chalk pit. But today was one of
those grey days when there was nothing to do 

and nowhere to go. Except to the chalk pit.
The dump. And so Barney lands in a cave in 

the middle of the rubbish dump – and 
that’s where he meets Stig.

Barney wished he
was at the bottom of  the

   pit. And the ground
gave way . . .

those grey days when there was nothing to do 
and nowhere to go. Except to the chalk pit.
The dump. And so Barney lands in a cave in 

the middle of the rubbish dump – and 
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