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Reading, Writing and Your Year 1 Child
PARENTS: Before we present a selection of poems and stories for your child,
we want to address you directly. This section, Reading, Writing and Your Year
1 Child, is intended to help you understand how children are – or should be
– taught to read and write in a good Year 1 classroom, and to suggest a few
ways that you can help at home.

Teaching Children to Read:
The Need for a Balanced Approach
In Key Stage 1, schools must attend, first and foremost, to the crucial mission of early
education: teaching children to read. To emphasise reading is not to suggest that the other
two R’s – ‘riting and ‘rithmetic – are any less important, only to distinguish reading as, in
many ways, the skill of skills, the critical ability required for most other learning.
Everyone agrees that children should learn to read. But, as suggested by the subtitle of
a classic study of the teaching of reading – Jeanne Chall’s Learning to Read: The Great
Debate – not everyone agrees about how to achieve that goal. Many studies have
demonstrated, however, that while fashions come and go in education, pulling
schools toward one extreme or another, there is a reasonable middle ground that is best
for children.1
This middle ground balances two approaches that some educators, who advocate the
use of either one approach or the other, mistakenly see as mutually exclusive. The first
approach emphasises the systematic teaching of the ‘nuts and bolts’ of written language:
phonics and decoding skills (turning written letters into spoken sounds), spelling,
handwriting, punctuation, grammar, vocabulary, sentence structure, paragraph form, and
other rules and conventions. The second approach emphasises the need for children to be
nourished on a rich diet of poetry, fiction, and non-fiction. It focuses attention on the
meanings and messages conveyed by written words, and insists that children be given
frequent opportunities to use language in creative and expressive ways.
Schools need to embrace both of these approaches. It is important to pay attention to
the ‘nuts and bolts’: educators need to take steps to balance a worthwhile emphasis on
literature and creative expression with an equally necessary emphasis on the basic how-to
skills of reading and writing.
1

See, for example, Marilyn Jager Adams, Beginning to Read: inking and Learning About Print (Cambridge: MIT
Press, 1990). For a discussion of the debate in the UK see Melanie Phillips, All Must Have Prizes (Little, Brown and
Company, 1996).
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While parents can support a child’s growth as a reader and a writer, especially by reading
aloud regularly at home, schools, not parents, are responsible for teaching children to read
and write. We will now discuss what it means to learn to read and write, as well as
appropriate goals for reading and writing in Year 1.

Learning to Read and Write
To learn to read is to learn to understand and use our language, specifically our written
language. Learning to read is not like learning to speak. When children learn to talk, it all
seems to happen so naturally. With apparently little explicit instruction, children learn –
just by hearing others talk – to understand the meaning of the sounds communicated to
them: ‘Time to brush your teeth.’ ‘Look at the butterfly!’ ‘I love you.’ They learn to make
specific sounds that convey certain meanings: ‘Pretty!’ ‘I’m thirsty.’ ‘Can we go to the
park today?’
While speech seems to come naturally, reading is a very different story. It is not enough
just to see or hear others reading. Learning to read takes effort and instruction, because
reading is not a natural process. While children do have a natural hunger to understand
the meanings and messages conveyed by written words, our written language is not a
natural thing – it is an artificial code. There is no natural reason why when you see this
mark – A – you should hear in your mind a sound that rhymes with ‘day’. But you do,
because you have learned the code. A few children seem to figure out this code for
themselves, but most children need organised, systematic, direct instruction in how to
decode the words on the page, that is, to turn the written symbols, the letters, into the
speech sounds they represent.
All codes follow certain rules or conventions. In the code of written English, individual
letters represent certain sounds. The letter ‘t’ makes the sound heard at the beginning of
‘turtle’, the letter ‘m’ makes the sound heard at the beginning of ‘mitten’. Groups of letters
can be combined in particular ways to make other sounds. The letters ‘ea’ can make the
sound heard in ‘team’ and ‘each’. Letter-sound patterns written in a precise left-to-right
order make words: ‘team’ means something different from ‘meat’.
The key to helping children unlock the code of our written language is to help them
understand the relationships between individual letters, and combinations of letters, and
the sounds they make. It is true that sometimes these relationships seem odd: consider,
for example, the different sounds of the letters ‘ough’ in ‘though’ and ‘enough’. Despite
these occasional oddities, there is a logic to the written English alphabet: its basic symbols,
the letters, represent the basic speech sounds, or ‘phonemes’, of our spoken language.
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The relationships between letters and sounds exhibit many regular patterns, as in, for
example, ‘cat’, ‘hat’, ‘sat’, ‘mat’, ‘fat’, ‘rat’.
So, part of learning to read means learning the predictable letter-sound patterns in
written words. Learning these letter-sound patterns enables a child who confronts a page
of print to decode the written words into the sounds of the spoken language that they
represent. e other side of the coin is learning the basic skills of writing, which enable a
child who faces a blank page to encode the sounds of spoken language by putting on paper
the corresponding written letters to form words, and by following other conventions of
writing (such as capitalisation and punctuation) that allow us to get across our meanings,
even when the person to whom we are communicating is not present before us.
All of this talk about decoding and encoding may sound very mechanical and a little
intimidating. It should be kept in mind that instruction in decoding and encoding is all in
the service of meaning and understanding. If children are to communicate their ideas,
thoughts, and desires in writing, as well as to understand what others are saying in print –
whether it’s a traﬃc sign, a film poster, a letter from a relative, or a story by A.A. Milne, Roald
Dahl or Dr. Seuss – then they need to have the tools to encode and decode written English.

A Goal for Year 1
Children will have begun the process of learning to read in, or even before, their Reception
year. Some children learn to read and write more readily than others. This is to be
expected, since prior to Year 1, children have had different degrees of exposure to language
and literature. Some have rarely seen a book. Others know the alphabet, have been read
to nightly, and play language games on home computers. Yet, even given the best
opportunities, some children will not learn to read and write as easily as others. Parents
should not get anxious about who reads ‘first’. Learning to read is not a race: no medals
are given to the earliest reader.
Regardless of precisely when a child starts to read and write, all children need early
instruction, and some may need extra guidance. Part of what a good Year 1 programme
does is to provide challenging tasks for advanced students as well as extra practice and
assistance for the children who need it. If a child is having difficulty, a school should
not rationalise his difficulty by saying that the child is ‘not developmentally ready’.
You do not wait for readiness to happen. Rather, the child who is less ready should be
given appropriate preliminary experiences to help him benefit from formal reading
instruction, followed up by even more support, encouragement, and practice in the areas
posing difficulty.

5

1 UK Year 1 L&L.qxp_Core Skills 1 01/04/2015 17:14 Page 6

What Your Year 1 Child Needs to Know

In reading and writing, a reasonable goal for Year 1 is to have all children beginning to
read and write on their own by the end of Year 1. To achieve that goal, schools need to take
a balanced approach that emphasises both meaning and decoding. A good Year 1
programme motivates children by offering them many occasions to communicate in
speech and writing, and by giving them many opportunities to hear meaningful and
well-told literature, including poetry, fiction, and non-fiction. Such literature gives
children insight into a world of meaning expressed in words which they may not be able
to read on their own but which they understand when the words are read aloud and
discussed by an adult.
But for children to learn to read, it’s not enough just to have good books read aloud to
them. Listening to books does help children acquire a sense of what makes up a story, and it
motivates them to want to read. But it will not teach them how to read the words on the page.
If children are to gain access on their own to the world of meaning, they must first be
given the keys. Schools can give them these keys by providing explicit and systematic
instruction in decoding written language. Children need repeated practice in working with
letters and sounds in order to develop a good initial understanding of how language works.
This does not mean mindless drill; rather, it means providing repeated and varied
opportunities for children to work and play with letters and sounds.

What Does a Good Year 1 Programme Do?
Here are some things a good Year 1 programme does to help children meet the goal of
beginning to read and write on their own.

6

G

A good programme helps children develop their oral language, including speaking and
listening. Children are asked to talk about books that have been read to them, to ask
and answer questions, and sometimes to retell or summarise the story.

G

A good programme provides a classroom environment in which children are
surrounded by written language that is meaningful to them, such as posters with the
children’s names and birthdays, name labels on desks or cupboards, and word labels
on objects in the classroom (‘door’, ‘blackboard’, ‘map’, etc.). Children also have their
attention drawn to familiar uses of written language in everyday life, such as signs,
recipes, invitations and announcements of upcoming events.

G

A good programme builds on children’s knowledge of the alphabet that has begun in
Reception. Most children should already recognise and name the lower-case letters of
the alphabet. In Year 1 they need to become equally familiar with all uppercase letters.
A good Year 1 programme provides regular handwriting practice. Through this,
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children refine letter size and legibility and learn to make appropriate use of the space
on a page to present written information. (See the handwriting charts on pages 7–8.)
G

A good programme explicitly and systematically develops children’s phonemic
awareness, that is, the understanding that the sound of a word can be thought of as a
string of smaller, individual sounds. In its simplest form this means saying and hearing
the word ‘mat’ as a single sound; but when saying it slowly, you can recognise three
separate sounds: mmm-aaa-ttt. Most children will have learnt this skill in Reception.
In Year 1, a good programme teaches more complex phonics, including sounds made
by two or more letters together, such as ‘ay’ in ‘play’.

Here are accepted models for writing the small (lowercase) letters and the capital
(uppercase) letters. Your child’s school may offer models that differ in minor
details from these; if so, follow the school’s models. The directional arrows
indicate a sequence of pencil strokes to follow. Have your child begin at the
dot and form small letters in one continuous stroke, without lifting the pencil
from the paper (except to cross the ‘f’, ‘t’ and ‘x’ and to dot the ‘i’ and ‘j’).

7
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Here is how a left-handed
child should hold a pencil.

8

Here is how a right-handed
child should hold a pencil.
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G

Through a variety of listening activities, a good programme regularly asks children to
pay attention to the sounds in words so that they begin to distinguish the smaller units
of sound that make up a single word. For example, they may be asked to clap along with
the separate syllables as they say a word: ‘happy – hap[clap] – py[clap]; yesterday
yes[clap] - ter[clap]-day[clap].’ They may be asked to listen to the syllables of a word,
then blend them together and say the whole word aloud; for example, they hear
‘pic-nic’, and say ‘picnic’. They are asked to listen to and compare words, and recognise
similarities and differences in their sounds. For example, does ‘mat’ rhyme with ‘mate’?
Does ‘mat’ rhyme with ‘bat’? Does ‘moon’ start with the same sound as ‘soon’?
Does ‘moon’ start with the same sound as ‘mop’?
(Parents take note: some schools discourage children from sounding out words and
urge them instead to ‘guess’ the words based on ‘clues’ from pictures or what’s going
on in the story. This is a serious mistake. Children need to learn a systematic, reliable
way to figure out words that they don’t know, and this can come only from giving them
explicit instruction in the code of our written language.)

G

A good programme provides a solid understanding of the basic principle underlying
our written language - the alphabetic principle: that the sounds we hear in words are
represented by letters written from left to right. Individual letters represent specific
sounds, and groups of letters may also be combined to form specific letter-sound
patterns (such as the letters ‘ch’ in ‘check’, ‘chick’ and ‘chimp’). While there is no single
universally accepted sequence for teaching the letter-sound patterns of the English
language, a good Year 1 programme gives children regular practice with the initial
consonant letter-sound patterns (for example, the mmm sound made by the letter ‘m’
in ‘mitten’, or the sss sound made by the letter ‘s’ in ‘sun’), and at least some of the short
vowel letter-sounds (for example, the sound made by the letter ‘a’ in ‘apple’ and the
letter ‘o’ in ‘olive’). For more examples, see the typical ‘Letter-Keyword Chart’ pictured
on page 11.

G

Whatever sequence a school follows, it is important that the instruction be
systematically organised to make explicit the letter-sound patterns and present them in
a way that builds logically and sequentially, not in a haphazard or occasional fashion.
Phonics instruction is most effective when it is regular, if not daily, with one skill
building on another and with plenty of practice and review.

9
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G

10

As children master individual letter-sound patterns and become able to sound out words
like ‘bat’, ‘cat’, ‘ham’ and ‘Sam’, a good programme provides phonetically controlled
reading materials. These are simple stories written in a controlled vocabulary that
corresponds to the letter-sound patterns a child has been taught in preparation for
reading the story. For example, after being taught some consonants and the short ‘a’
sound (as in ‘apple’), a child might read a simple story about ‘Mat and Sam’ or ‘Mac,
Tab and the Hat’. While such stories are of course not literature, they are very helpful in
teaching children to read, especially in providing the early and tremendously satisfying
experience of being able ‘to read it all by myself’. In preparation for reading these stories,
children also need to be taught to recognise some ‘sight words’, words that occur
frequently in books but do not conform to the usual letter-sound patterns, such as ‘of’,
‘was’, ‘do’, ‘the’.
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Letter-Keyword Chart

a
e

b
f

c
g

i j k l
n
o p
r s t u
w x y

d
h
m
q
v
z

Keywords are often used to introduce children to some basic letter sounds.
If your child can recognise and name the letters of the alphabet, then you
can use this chart by following this pattern: letter-name/keyword/ sound.
For example, point to the ball and say the letter name, ‘b’, then the word,
‘ball’, then the sound, buh. Have your child repeat after you: ‘m’ – ‘mitten’ –
mmm; ‘s’ – ‘sun’ – sss; and so on. Note that for the vowels – ‘a’, ‘e’, ‘i’, ‘o’,
‘u’, – this chart presents keywords with short vowel sounds, as in ‘igloo’ and
‘olive’. You can tell your child that the vowels are special letters that can make
different sounds. In some words the vowels have long sounds and ‘say their
own names’, for example ‘a’ as in ‘hay’, ‘e’ as in ‘see’, ‘i’ as in ‘pie’, ‘o’ as in
‘no’ and ‘u’ as in ‘unicorn’.
11
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A good programme recognises that reading and writing reinforce each other, and it
provides children with many opportunities to communicate in writing. This means not
only having the children copy letters and words in a workbook, or writing down words
the teacher dictates – all of which are valuable practice that should take place regularly –
but also occasionally having the children write letters, short stories, captions to pictures,
and the like. Of course, Year 1 children will often want to say more than they can write
correctly, so in these cases the children should be encouraged to use phonetic spelling,
that is, ‘to spell it the way they think it sounds’ (so that a child may write, for example,
‘bot’ for ‘boat’). This occasional practice of phonetic spelling is beneficial for Year 1
children because it engages them in actively thinking about the sounds of words and how
they are represented, and can make them more interested in writing and more willing to
put their thoughts on paper. Of course, children need regular practice with conventional,
correct spellings as well.
That, in brief, describes some of what a good Year 1 programme will do to help all
children achieve the goal of beginning to read and write on their own by the end of
Year 1. Some children will surpass this goal; others may come close but not quite achieve
it. But every child should receive appropriate instruction, materials, and support, and
should be guided and encouraged to do his or her best to meet the goal.

What Parents Can Do to Help
As parents, you can help your Year 1 child take the first steps in learning to read and write.
Here are a few suggestions:
Without question, the single most important and helpful thing you can do is to set aside
fifteen or twenty minutes regularly, daily if possible, to read aloud to your child. See pages
17–18 in this book for suggested activities to accompany reading aloud. Engage your child
in ‘playing’ with language. Such play can be spontaneous. Tell ‘knock-knock’ jokes. Ask
riddles. Try tongue twisters. While driving in the car, you can play rhyming games and
memory games, recite (or sing) favourite nursery rhymes, and point to different signs and
talk about what they mean. While shopping for groceries, you can help your child cross
items off a list, point to labels and talk about what they mean, and engage in impromptu
word games: ‘Here’s a tin of beans. Let’s think of words that rhyme with ‘tin’. Help your
child make the connection between oral and written language by encouraging her to
dictate words for you to write: ‘You say it and I’ll write it’. You can start by asking her to
dictate something short, such as a title for a drawing she has done. Encourage her to watch
as you repeat aloud, word for word, what she has said while you simultaneously print the

12
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words. Once you’ve printed the whole title, reread what you’ve written while pointing to
each word. Later, you can encourage your child to dictate something longer, like a story.
You can ask him to tell the story of something he has experienced (a birthday party, going
to the park or zoo, visiting a relative, baking biscuits) or a ‘made-up’ adventure (such as
‘My Day with a Dragon’). Or you can ask him to retell a favourite story that you have read
to him. He may want to look at the book’s illustrations to help guide his retelling.
You can send an important message about the value you place on reading and writing
by talking with your child about the schoolwork she brings home. Set aside time to look
at her papers with her. Be supportive; praise the effort and don’t worry about the errors,
such as the inevitable misspelled words. (In school, the teacher should be observing your
child’s progress and working to correct any consistent pattern of errors.)

Suggested Resources
The resources recommended here are meant to complement, not substitute for, the reading
books and associated materials that schools use to teach reading and writing. Our
suggestions are directed to parents, though some teachers may find these additional
resources helpful as well, especially if their school has adopted a philosophy or set of
materials that neglects the systematic early teaching of decoding skills and the conventions
of written language.
The following list is intended to help you get started in locating a few of the many good
resources available. There are many phonics materials available from many sources; in
recommending a few here, we do not mean to exclude others. The recommendations here
are for materials that are time-tested and/or readily available, generally at a reasonable
cost, and usable by those without special training in the teaching of reading and writing.
Besides the books suggested below, other useful supplies are generally available from
online teacher resource sites and some toy shops:
G

magnetic letters and letter flash cards

G

letter-picture cards (cards with simple pictures and a corresponding letter, for example,
the letter ‘a’ with a picture of an apple) and word-picture cards

G

simple bingo or lotto games to practise recognising letters and words

G

workbooks to practise handwriting

G

alphabet activity books

13
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Alphabet books
Alphabet books are appropriate for preschool age children. We list them here because Year
1 children still enjoy them and benefit from them. There are dozens of good alphabet
books; here are just a few favourites.
G

ABC by Quentin Blake (Red Fox 2002). Quentin Blake’s quirky illustrations coupled
with a simple text make learning fun.

G

The Most Amazing Hide-and-Seek Alphabet Book by Robert Crowther (Walker 2005) is
an interactive and delightful ABC to which children will often return.

G

Astonishing Animal ABC by Charles Fuge (Gullane 2011) offers hilarious pictures and
a rollicking text.

G

ABC Animal Rhymes for You and Me by Giles Andreae (Orchard 2010) is a rhyming
romp through the alphabet, guaranteed to make learning enjoyable.

Beginner Readers

14

G

The Blue Banana Series (Egmont). Authors include Bel Mooney and Michael Morpurgo.
Bananas are a reading series which provide quality stories for a range of readers. These
books are designed for independent reading but many of the titles are also suitable for
use in school for guided reading. Although designed to look like a series, they provide
a great deal of variety in terms of genres, authors and illustrations. They are attractively
produced with colour illustrations and are written in natural language without the
controlled vocabulary of some reading schemes. Because of the variation in demand
and the difference in expectation between each of the colour strands, the series is not
intended to be used as a scheme. However, the books provide valuable and enjoyable
reading practice for children at the appropriate level and usefully support children’s
growing independence as readers.

G

Leap Frog Series (Franklin Watts). Authors include Penny Dolan and Anne Cassidy.
Brightly illustrated early reading books by excellent authors and illustrators, perfect for
newly independent readers. These books have been compiled in consultation with
literacy experts and are suitable for new readers.

G

Fast Fox Slow Dog Series by Allan Ahlberg (Puffin).
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Other Resources
G

Be sure to check what reading course your child is following at school to ensure the
supplementary work you do at home complements their learning in class. The Butterfly
Book by Irina Tyk (Civitas, 2007) is an easily accessible, structured, phonics-based
reading course with simple instructions for parents, teachers and children to follow.
Similarly, Jolly Phonics provides a thorough foundation in reading and writing, teaching
the letter-sounds in an enjoyable, multisensory way.

G

The Cat in the Hat; Green Eggs and Ham; One Fish Two Fish Red Fish Blue Fish by Dr.
Seuss (Collins). These are just a few of many beginner books with lots of rhyming words
and repetition. Read them aloud over and over. As children grow familiar with them,
they are likely to chime in on such lines as ‘I do not like them, Sam-I-Am!’ If they are
ready to read these on their own, that’s great - but do not expect it of a Year 1 child!

G

Picture books with predictive text encourage children to learn a rhyming story by heart,
which is useful for revisiting later and for practising skills. Introduce children to such
titles as Little Rabbit Foo Foo by Michael Rosen (Walker); Hairy Maclary from
Donaldson’s Dairy by Lynley Dodd (Puffin); Room on the Broom by Julia Donaldson
(Macmillan) and Each Peach Pear Plum by Allan Ahlberg (Puffin).

G

Children need a variety of stories to widen their vocabulary and introduce them to new
concepts. Take them to the library to enable them to choose a range of books, and always
allow them to revisit favourites. Look out for books by exciting new authors such as
Polly Dunbar, Emily Gravett, Mini Grey and Oliver Jeffers.

G

Reading aloud to children is an essential activity right through the primary school.
While your child is learning the nuts and bolts of reading you can introduce some
exciting longer stories alongside the picture books you will be sharing with them.
Humphrey Carpenter’s Mr Majeika Series (Puffin) and Jenny Valentine’s Iggy and Me
(Collins) series are lovely, as well as Jill Tomlinson’s The Owl who was Afraid of the
Dark (Egmont) and Dick King-Smith’s Sophie Stories (Walker). Read aloud for as long
as your children will allow you to. It’s very important for them to hear how words come
off the page, and to use their imagination to put the words into pictures.

G

The Ultimate First Book Guide, published by A & C Black and edited by Leonie Flynn,
Daniel Hahn and Susan Reuben covers all aspects of the reading process. It enables
parents to understand how reading develops as well as suggesting over 500 excellent
books to look out for.

15
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More

16

G

For further information about children’s books parents might consider joining the
Federation of Children’s Book Groups. Annual membership entitles families to a copy
of Carousel magazine three times a year, which provides excellent reviews of current
children’s literature, as well as revisiting old favourites. See fcbg.org.uk for details.

G

As well as public libraries, many independent children’s bookshops can offer expert
advice about children’s reading and suggest excellent titles to suit each child’s individual
needs. See www.ncbc.co.uk for example.
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Literature
Introduction: Worlds of Meaning
There is one simple practice that can make a world of difference for your Year 1 child: read
aloud to your child often, daily if possible. Reading aloud opens the doors to a world of
meaning that most children are curious to explore but cannot enter on their own.
In reading aloud, you can offer your child a rich and varied selection of literature,
including poetry, fiction, and non-fiction. Good literature brings language to life and offers
children new worlds of adventure, knowledge, and humour.
Year 1 children enjoy traditional rhymes and fairy tales, like those found in the following
pages. Even as adults, we find bits and pieces of fairy-tale lore entering our language, as
when a sports commentator refers to the triumph of an underdog team as ‘a Cinderella
story’, or when a successful businessman is described as having ‘a Midas touch’.
For children, fairy tales can delight and instruct, and provide ways of dealing with the
darker human emotions, like jealousy, greed and fear. As G. K. Chesterton observed, fairy
tales ‘are not responsible for producing in children fear, or any of the shapes of fear... The
baby has known the dragon intimately ever since he had an imagination. What the fairy
tale provides for him is a St. George to kill the dragon.’ And, as the celebrated writer of
children’s tales, Wanda Gág, wrote in 1937: ‘a fairy story is not just a fluffy puff of
nothing... nor is it merely a tenuous bit of make believe… Its roots are real and solid,
reaching far back into man’s past... and into the lives and customs of many people and
countries.’ Whatever the geographical origin of the traditional tales we tell here – Europe,
Africa, Asia, etc. – the stories have universal messages and lasting appeal across cultures
and generations.
There are also, of course, many good books for young children by modern and
contemporary writers, such as Michael Morpurgo, Joan Aiken, Dr. Seuss, Maurice Sendak,
Michael Rosen, Jack Prelutsky, Laurent de Brunhoff, Jill Tomlinson, Allan Ahlberg and
many others. Your local library has a treasury of good books, and you might want to
consult the lists of recommended works in such guides as:
G

The Rough Guide to Children’s Books for 5-11 Year Olds by Nicholas Tucker (Rough
Guides Ltd). These guides examine the best children’s books available for 5-11 year
olds. They include reviews of recommended titles, ranging from picture books through
classic tales and poetry to stories dealing with contemporary issues, with a brief synopsis
of each and an evaluation of its special qualities and educational advantages. The guides
are subdivided by age and subject matter.
17
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G

Great Books to Read Aloud by Jacqueline Wilson (Corgi Childrens). This is a guide for
books for parents to read aloud to their children. The book features reading tips from
experts and sample extracts from brilliantly entertaining stories for all age groups. With
an introduction by Children’s Laureate Jacqueline Wilson, it also features tips on
reading aloud from children’s reading experts.

Beyond stories and poems, you can share appropriate works of non-fiction with your
child. Year 1 children are fascinated by illustrated books that explain what things are and
how they work, by biographies of famous people when they were children, by books about
animals and how they live.

Read-Aloud Activities
Try to set aside a regular time for reading aloud, a time free from other obligations or
distractions (including the television, which must be off). When you read aloud, don’t feel
embarrassed about hamming it up a bit. Be expressive; try giving different characters
different voices.
If your child is not used to hearing stories read aloud, you may want to begin by reading
some poems or some of the shorter selections in this book. If your child starts to squirm
as you read longer stories, take a break from reading and get your child involved: have
him look at a picture, or ask him some questions, or ask him to tell you what he thinks
about what has happened so far, or have him draw a picture to go with the part of the story
you’ve read.
When you read aloud, most of the time your child will be involved in the simple pleasure
of listening. At other times you can involve your child in some additional activities to
encourage comprehension and interest. Remember, these activities are not tests. Use them
with a gentle touch; relax, have fun together.

18

G

Let your child look through the book before you read it. Let him skim the pages and
look at pictures.

G

Direct your child’s attention to the book’s title page. Point to the author’s name and
read it as written, for example, ‘Written by Emily Gravett’. If the book is illustrated, also
read the illustrator’s name, for example, ‘Illustrated by Kate Greenaway’. Discuss what
the words ‘author’ and ‘illustrator’ mean, and what authors and illustrators do (see also
pages 52 and 91 of this book). As you read more and more books, talk with your child
about her favourite authors or illustrators. Look in the library for more works by your
child’s favourite authors and illustrators.
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G

Sometimes let your child pick the books for reading aloud. If your child has picked a
book or books from the library, she may soon learn the lesson that ‘you can’t tell a book
by its cover’. If you begin a book that she has chosen and she expresses dislike or lack of
interest, don’t force her to finish hearing it. Just put the book aside with the
understanding that ‘maybe we’ll like this better later’.

G

As you read, run your finger below the words as you say them. This will help your child
to associate spoken words with written words, and also expose him to the left-to-right
direction of print. In rereading a selection, you can direct your child’s attention to
individual words as you say them aloud. This helps give your child a sense of words as
individual units of speech and thought. Occasionally you can try reading a short
sentence aloud, pronouncing each word very distinctly, and then asking your child how
many words are in the sentence.

G

After reading a story, discuss the sequence of events. ‘Can you tell me what happened
first? What did he do next?’ You can draw three or four simple pictures representing
scenes in the story, then ask your child to arrange the pictures in the proper sequence
as she retells the story.

G

After reading a poem or a story or a segment of a longer book, help your child recall
details by asking questions. Keep in mind the five Ws: Who? What? When? Where?
Why? For example, after reading ‘Jack and Jill’: Who went up the hill? Why? What
happened to Jack? To Jill? (Maintain a playful, conversational tone; this is not a test!)

G

Engage your child in a discussion of the story by asking questions that go beyond recall
of details and take her into interpretation. For example: ‘Why did all the other ducks
make fun of the ugly duckling? How do you think he felt when they made fun of him?’

G

Children often have favourite books that they want to hear again and again.
Occasionally, when you reread a beloved and familiar story, pause and let your child
supply the next word or words from memory. For example, when you say the words of
the Big Bad Wolf – ‘Little pig, little pig, let me come in!’ – let him continue: ‘Not by the
hair of my chinny chin chin.’

G

Help your child memorise a favourite nursery rhyme.

G

Act out a story or scenes from a story. Your child doesn’t need to memorise a set script;
she can use her own language to express a character’s thoughts. A few simple props can
help: paper bags for masks, old shirts for costumes, a broomstick for a horse – all can
be transformed by your child’s active imagination.
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Familiar and Favourite Poems
PARENTS: Here you will find a selection of traditional
Mother Goose rhymes and other favourite poems.
Children delight in hearing them read aloud, and they
will enjoy and take pride in learning a few of their
favourite rhymes by heart.
We also suggest some activities to go along with the
poems. By playing with rhyming words, your child can
sharpen her awareness of the sounds of spoken words.
The activities are for speaking aloud; your child is not
expected to read any words.

Activities for Poetry
G

Read a rhyming poem aloud to your child. Then reread it and emphasise the rhyming
words. Read the poem again and ask your child to ‘fill in the blank’ with the rhyming
word. For example:
‘Jack be nimble, Jack be quick. Jack jump over the candle

.’ (‘stick’)

G

Read a rhyming poem to your child several times. As you talk about the poem, give
your child one member of a pair of rhyming words from the poem, then ask what
rhymes with it. For example, after many readings of ‘Twinkle, Twinkle, Little Star’, you
might ask, ‘What rhymes with star?’ (‘are’) and, ‘What rhymes with high?’ (‘sky’). Later
you can extend this activity by asking, for example, ‘Can you think of any other words
that rhyme with star?’ (‘far’, ‘bar’, ‘car’, etc.)

G

Ask your child to be the ‘mistake finder’. Say a poem that has grown familiar through
repetition, but replace a rhyming word with a ‘wrong’ word that doesn’t rhyme.
Tell your child to clap when she hears a mistake. (Be sure to use a familiar poem so your
child can do this activity successfully.) For example:
‘One, two,
Buckle my shoe;
Three, four,
Shut the gate.’

At times you can also ask her to correct your ‘mistake’ by supplying the right rhyming
word. Ask your child to repeat a word you say and then say a rhyming word. For example:
20
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You say: cat
Child says: cat, bat
Here are some words to start with:
cat

bed

map

pig

fan

game

toe

pin

fun

bug

cake

bump

boat

light

ball

You can extend this activity by asking your child to say as many words as he can think of
that rhyme with the word you say.

SOME POETRY COLLECTIONS FOR CHILDREN
G

The Puffin Book Of Fantastic First Poems selected by June Crebbin (Puffin) is a
highly accessible collection, divided into seven sections in which children can
read about animals, playtime, families, mealtimes, outings, curling up for bed
or just plain nonsense. It features some of the best work from over 60 favourite
poets and is packed tight with bright illustrations which perfectly capture the
essence of the words. From Robert Louis Stevenson and Walter de la Mare right
up to date with Roger McGough and Michael Rosen.

G

Please Mrs Butler by Allan Ahlberg (Puffin) is a collection of funny poems about
the experience of being in the classroom.

G

Twinkle Twinkle Chocolate Bar compiled by John Foster (Oxford University
Press) is a beautifully illustrated must-have collection of poems for the young.

G

Rumble Roar Dinosaur by Tony Mitton
(Macmillan).
Children
will
love
discovering a whole host of dinosaurs in
this fun-filled picture book. Each spread
features a short rhyming poem by Tony
Mitton, in which a different dinosaur
introduces itself. Mixing humour with
information, the poems include details
about where each dinosaur lived, what it
ate and how it got around.
21
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Time to Rise
by Robert Louis Stevenson

A birdie with a yellow bill
Hopped upon the window-sill.
Cocked his shining eye and said:
‘Ain’t you ‘shamed, you sleepy-head?’

Happy Thought
by Robert Louis Stevenson

The world is so full
of a number of things,
I’m sure we should all
be as happy as kings.

Hickory, Dickory, Dock
Hickory, dickory, dock,
The mouse ran up the clock.
The clock struck one,
The mouse ran down,
Hickory, dickory, dock.

Early to Bed
by Benjamin Franklin,
from Poor Richard’s Almanack

Early to bed and early to rise,
Makes a man healthy, wealthy,
and wise.

22
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Diddle, Diddle,
Dumpling
Diddle, diddle, dumpling, my son John,
Went to bed with his trousers on;
One shoe off, and one shoe on,
Diddle, diddle, dumpling, my son John.

A Diller, a Dollar
A diller, a dollar,
A ten o’ clock scholar
What makes you come so soon?
You used to come at ten o’ clock
But now you come at noon!

Hey Diddle, Diddle
Hey, diddle, diddle,
The cat and the fiddle,
The cow jumped over the moon;
The little dog laughed
To see such fun,
And the dish ran away with the spoon.

23
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Little Bo Peep
Little Bo Peep has lost her sheep,
And can’t tell where to find them;
Leave them alone, and they’ll come home,
Wagging their tails behind them.

Little Boy Blue
Little Boy Blue,
Come blow your horn,
The sheep’s in the meadow,
The cow’s in the corn;
But where is the boy
Who looks after the sheep?
He’s under a haystack,
Fast asleep.

Baa, Baa, Black Sheep
Baa, baa, black sheep,
Have you any wool?
Yes, sir, yes, sir,
Three bags full.
One for the master,
And one for the dame,
And one for the little boy
Who lives down the lane.

24
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One, Two,
Buckle My Shoe
One, two,
Buckle my shoe;
Three, four,
Shut the door;
Five, six,
Pick up sticks;
Seven, eight,
Lay them straight;
Nine, ten,
A big fat hen;
Eleven, twelve,
Dig and delve;
Thirteen, fourteen,
Maids a-courting;
Fifteen, sixteen,

Rain, Rain, Go Away
Rain, rain, go away,
Come again another day.

Maids in the kitchen;
Seventeen, eighteen,
Maids in waiting;
Nineteen, twenty,
My plate’s empty.

It’s Raining, It’s Pouring
It’s raining, it’s pouring,
The old man is snoring.
He bumped his head
And went to bed,
And couldn’t get up in the morning.

25
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The Wind
by Christina Rossetti

Who has seen the wind?
Neither I nor you;
But when the leaves hang trembling
The wind is passing through.
Who has seen the wind?
Neither you nor I;
But when the trees bow down their heads
The wind is passing by.

The More It Snows
by A. A. Milne

The more it
SNOWS-tiddely-pom,
The more it
GOES-tiddely-pom
The more it
GOES-tiddely-pom
On
Snowing.
And nobody
KNOWS-tiddely-pom,
How cold my
TOES-tiddely-pom
How cold my
TOES-tiddely-pom
Are
Growing.
26
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Monday’s Child
Monday’s child is fair of face,
Tuesday’s child is full of grace,
Wednesday’s child is full of woe,
Thursday’s child has far to go,
Friday’s child is loving and giving,
Saturday’s child works hard for a living,
But the child who is born on the Sabbath day
Is bonny and blithe and good and gay.

Roses Are Red
Roses are red,
Violets are blue,
Sugar is sweet,
And so are you.

Mary, Mary,
Quite Contrary
Mary, Mary, quite contrary
How does your garden grow?
With silver bells, and cockle shells,
And pretty maids all in a row.
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Boat
by Michael Rosen
illustrated by Quentin Blake

Made a boat
from sticks and cloth –
put it on the water
to see it float.

Go boat, go boat
sail across that sea.
Go boat
and sail on back to me.

It’s sea and sky all the way over
my boat flies out across the water
but always comes on back to me.
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It’s a good boat
go boat.
She’s a sail boat
my boat.

Go boat, go boat
sail across that sea.
Go boat
and sail on back to me.
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Jack and Jill
Jack and Jill went up the hill
To fetch a pail of water;
Jack fell down and broke his crown,
And Jill came tumbling after.

Jack Be Nimble
Jack be nimble,
Jack be quick,
Jack jump over
The candlestick.

There Was a Little Girl
There was a little girl
Who had a little curl
Right in the middle of her forehead;
When she was good, she was very, very good,
And when she was bad, she was horrid.
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Little Miss Muffet
Little Miss Muffet
Sat on a tuffet,
Eating her curds and whey;
Along came a spider,
Who sat down beside her
And frightened Miss Muffet away.

Georgie Porgie
Georgie Porgie, pudding and pie,
Kissed the girls and made them cry;
When the boys came out to play,
Georgie Porgie ran away.

Humpty Dumpty
Humpty Dumpty sat
on a wall,
Humpty Dumpty had
a great fall.
All the king’s horses,
And all the king’s men,
Couldn’t put Humpty together again.
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Little Jack Horner
Little Jack Horner
Sat in a corner,
Eating his Christmas pie;
He put in his thumb,
And pulled out a plum,
And said, ‘What a good boy am I!’

Mary Had a Little Lamb
from the poem by Sarah Josepha Hale

Mary had a little lamb,
Its fleece was white as snow;
And everywhere that Mary went,
The lamb was sure to go.
It followed her to school one day,
That was against the rule;
It made the children laugh and play
To see a lamb at school.
And so the teacher turned it out,
But still it lingered near,
And waited patiently about
Till Mary did appear.
‘Why does the lamb love Mary so?’
The eager children cry.
‘Why, Mary loves the lamb, you know’,
The teacher did reply.
32
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Hot Cross Buns!
Hot cross buns!
Hot cross buns!
One a penny, two a penny,
Hot cross buns!
If you have no daughters,
Give them to your sons;
One a penny, two a penny,
Hot cross buns!

Simple Simon
Simple Simon met a pieman
Going to the fair;
Said Simple Simon to the pieman,
‘Let me taste your ware.’
Says the pieman to Simple Simon,
‘Show me first your penny’;
Says Simple Simon to the pieman,
‘Indeed, I have not any.’

Old Mother Hubbard
Old Mother Hubbard
Went to the cupboard
To get her poor dog a bone,
But when she got there,
The cupboard was bare,
And so her poor dog had none.
33
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Old King Cole
Old King Cole
Was a merry old soul,
And a merry old soul was he;
He called for his pipe,
And he called for his bowl,
And he called for his fiddlers three.

Sing a Song of Sixpence
Sing a song of sixpence,
A pocket full of rye;
Four and twenty blackbirds
Baked in a pie.
When the pie was opened,
The birds began to sing;
Wasn’t that a dainty dish
To set before the king?
The king was in his counting-house
Counting out his money;
The queen was in the parlour
Eating bread and honey.

Ladybird, Ladybird

The maid was in the garden

Ladybird, ladybird,

Hanging out the clothes,

Fly away home,

Along came a blackbird

Your house is on fire,

And pecked off her nose.

And your children are gone.
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Three Blind Mice
Three blind mice,
Three blind mice,
See how they run!
See how they run!
They all ran after the farmer’s wife,
Who cut off their tails with a
carving knife,
Did you ever see such a sight in your life,
As three blind mice?

Jack Sprat
Jack Sprat could eat no fat,
His wife could eat no lean,
And so between the two of them
They licked the platter clean.

See-saw, Margery Daw
See-Saw, Margery Daw
Jenny shall have a new master;
She shall have but a penny a day,
Because she can’t work any faster.
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The Three Little Kittens
by Eliza Lee Follen

Three little kittens lost their mittens
And they began to cry,
‘Oh, mother dear,
We very much fear
That we have lost our mittens’.
‘Lost your mittens!
You naughty kittens!
Then you shall have no pie!’
‘Mee-ow, mee-ow, mee-ow.’
‘No, you shall have no pie!’
‘Mee-ow, mee-ow, mee-ow.’
The three little kittens found their mittens
And they began to cry,
‘Oh, mother dear,
See here, see here!
See, we have found our mittens!’
‘Put on your mittens,
You silly kittens,
36
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And you may have some pie.’
‘Purr-r, purr-r, purr-r,
Oh, let us have the pie!
Purr-r, purr-r, purr-r.’
The three little kittens put on their mittens,
And soon ate up the pie;
‘Oh, mother dear, We greatly fear
That we have soiled our mittens!’
‘Soiled your mittens!
You naughty kittens!’
Then they began to sigh,
‘Mee-ow, mee-ow, mee-ow.’
Then they began to sigh,
‘Mee-ow, mee-ow, mee-ow.’
The three little kittens washed their mittens,
And hung them out to dry;
‘Oh, mother dear,
Do not you hear
That we have washed our mittens?’
‘Washed your mittens!
Oh, you’re good kittens!
But I smell a rat close by,
Hush, hush! Mee-ow, mee-ow, mee-ow.’
‘We smell a rat close by,
Mee-ow, mee-ow, mee-ow.’
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There Was an Old Woman
Who Lived in a Shoe
There was an old woman who lived in
a shoe.
She had so many children she didn’t
know what to do;
She gave them some broth without
any bread;
And spanked them all soundly and put
them to bed.

Star Light, Star Bright
Star light, star bright,
First star I see tonight,
I wish I may, I wish I might,
Have the wish I wish tonight.
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Aesop’s Fables
A fable is a special kind of story that teaches a lesson. People have been telling some fables
over and over again for hundreds of years. It is said that many of these fables were told by
a man named Aesop [EE-sop], who lived in Greece a very, very long time ago.
Aesop knew bad behaviour when he saw it, and he wanted people to be better. But he
knew that we don’t like to be told when we’re bad. That is why many of his fables have
animals in them. The animals sometimes talk and act like people. In fact, the animals
behave just as well and just as badly as people do. That’s because, even when a fable is
about animals, it is really about people. Through these stories about animals, Aesop teaches
us about how we should act as people.
At the end of the fable, Aesop often tells us a lesson we should learn. The lesson is called
the moral of the story.
Here are four of Aesop’s fables. The first three end by telling you the moral of the story.
But the last one does not tell you the moral. When you read the last fable (about ‘The
Grasshopper and the Ant’), talk about what you think the moral of that story is.

The Dog and His Reflection
A hungry dog stole a juicy piece of
meat from a butcher’s shop and ran
away as fast as his legs would carry
him. As he was crossing a bridge he
looked down and saw his own
reflection in the clear water of the
stream. The foolish dog thought that
he was looking at another dog,
holding another piece of meat. Not
content with what he had, he lunged
forward to grab the other dog’s piece
of meat – only to drop his own! It sank
to the bottom of the river, and he was
left with no dinner.
MORAL: If you are greedy, you
may lose everything.
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The Lion and the Mouse
A mighty lion was sleeping under the shade of a spreading tree when a little mouse
accidentally ran across him. The lion awoke and, quick as a flash, brought down his great
paw upon the tiny little mouse. The mouse was terrified, thinking that the lion was about
to kill him.
‘Please spare me,’ he pleaded with the lion. ‘I didn’t mean to wake you, and I am such
a weak little creature compared with you, who are called the King of Beasts, that it would
do you no credit to kill me. If you let me go, one day I might be able to help you.’
The lion took pity on the mouse and released him, although he thought to himself
that it was unlikely that such a tiny mouse would ever be able to help such a great beast
as himself.
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Shortly afterwards, the lion was hunting in the forest when he walked into a trap.
The nets of hunters closed around him, and he found that the more he struggled, the
tighter the ropes bit into his great and powerful limbs. The lion’s terrible roars could be
heard through all the forest, and the mouse pricked up his tiny little ears. He recognised
the voice of his friend, who had spared his life, and he hurried to find out what was wrong.
‘Don’t worry, my friend,’ said the mouse to the lion, ‘I will soon have you free of
these ropes.’
He set to work with his sharp little teeth until the ropes fell away from the lion.
The noble beast was free, and learned that kindness can always be repaid, even by very
little friends!
MORAL: Little friends
may be great friends.

The Hare and the Tortoise
Once there was a hare who was so proud of
how fast she could run that she pitied the
animals who were slower than herself. ‘What
a poor creature you are,’ she said to the
tortoise. ‘You move so slowly you look as if
you are standing still. I can run over hills and
valleys while you are struggling to cross the
path. If we were to have a race, I would run
so far ahead of you, you could never catch
up.’ ‘Don’t be too sure of that,’ said the
tortoise. ‘Let’s try it and see who wins.’ ‘Agreed!’ said the hare, and they decided on the
course of the race. Off went the hare, who was soon out of sight of the tortoise. ‘Well, well,’
she thought, ‘I knew it would be so. I am so far ahead, I can afford to have a little rest.’
Seeing some inviting ferns, she curled herself up in the middle of them and fell sound
asleep. But while she slept, the steady tortoise came along behind her, saw her sleeping,
and overtook her! By the time the hare woke up, the tortoise had won the race. How cross
she was!
MORAL: Slow and steady wins the race. (Being the most talented doesn’t always
mean you’ll come out on top. Hard, steady work is very important, too.)
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The Grasshopper and the Ant
It was a glorious summer’s day and the sun was high in the
sky. A grasshopper was relaxing in a field of corn when he
saw a tiny ant scurrying past him carrying a grain of corn.
‘My dear little friend,’ said the grasshopper, ‘why are
you struggling with that grain of corn, which is larger than
you are, on such a beautiful day? You should be relaxing
in the sun like me. Such days are too beautiful for work.’
‘I work every day to store up food for the winter,’ said
the ant, ‘for the sun will not always be shining, and we need
to look to the future.’
e next day was another hot one, but once again the hard-working little ant spent it
carrying grains of corn back to his underground home. e grasshopper was so happy to be
warm and free that he sang his grasshopper song all day long, rubbing his long legs together.
‘Chirrup, chirrup,’ he sang, as the ant struggled to and fro. ‘Will you not rest, little
friend, and sing some happy summer songs on this lovely day?’
‘Indeed no,’ said the ant, ‘I must add to my store of food for the winter, for the sun will
not always be shining, and we need to look to the future.’
The next day was even hotter than the one before, with not a cloud in the sky, and the
grasshopper was so happy he did a little grasshopper dance, springing from leaf to leaf and
from one blade of grass to another.
‘Chirrup, chirrup,’ he sang, ‘do you not feel like dancing, little ant, for very joy of being
alive on such a glorious day?’
‘Indeed it would be fine to dance,’ said the ant, ‘but the winter is coming and I must be
wise. The sun will not always be shining, and we need to look to the future.’
The days went by, and summer turned to autumn, and then to winter. Soon the ground
was hard and bare, and snow fell thickly all around. The grasshopper was hungry. There
were no leaves for him to chew, no grass to nibble, and no corn to swallow. He went to
the door that led to the ant’s little house underground and knocked.
‘May I have some of your corn?’ he asked. ‘I am so hungry I cannot long survive in this
cold weather.’
‘But how did you spend the summer?’ asked the ant.
‘Why, I spent it relaxing, singing and dancing,’ said the hungry grasshopper.
‘In that case,’ said the ant, ‘I find that he who spends the summer relaxing and singing
and dancing, must spend the winter feeling hungry.’
What do you think the moral of this story is?
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Stories
The Three Little Pigs
There was an old sow with three little pigs, and as she had not enough to keep them, she
sent them out to seek their fortune. The first that went off met a man with a bundle of
straw, and said to him:
‘Please, sir, give me that straw to build a house.’
Which the man did, and the little pig built a house with it. Presently along came a Big
Bad Wolf and knocked at the door, saying: ‘Little pig, little pig, let me come in.’
To which the pig answered: ‘Not by the hair of my chinny chin chin!’
The Big Bad Wolf answered: ‘Then I’ll huff, and I’ll puff, and I’ll blow your house down!’
So he huffed, and he puffed, and he blew his house down, and ate up the little pig.
The second little pig met a man with a bundle of sticks, and said to him: ‘Please sir, give
me some sticks to build a house.’
Which the man did, and the pig built his house. Then along came the Big Bad Wolf and
said: ‘Little pig, little pig, let me come in.’
‘Not by the hair of my chinny chin chin!’
‘Then I’ll puff, and I’ll huff, and I’ll blow your house down!’
So he huffed, and he puffed, and he puffed, and he huffed, and at last he blew the house
down, and he ate up the little pig.
The third little pig met a man with a load of bricks, and said: ‘Please sir, give me those
bricks to build a house with.’
So the man gave him the bricks, and he
built his house with them. Then the Big
Bad Wolf came along, as he had to the
other little pigs, and said: ‘Little pig, little
pig, let me come in.’
‘Not by the hair of my chinny chin
chin!’
‘Then I’ll huff, and I’ll puff, and I’ll
blow your house down.’
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Well, he huffed and he puffed, and he huffed
and he puffed, and he puffed and he huffed; but
he could not blow the house down.
Then the wolf was very angry indeed,
and declared he would eat up the little
pig, and that he would come
down the chimney after him.
When the little pig saw what
the wolf was about to do, he
hung up a pot full of water in
his fireplace and made up a
blazing fire under it.
Soon the water was
bubbling and boiling
merrily in the pot and,
just as the wolf was coming
down the chimney, the little pig took off the cover, and in fell the Big Bad Wolf. The little
pig put on the cover again and boiled him up until he made a tasty stew. Then he lived
happily ever afterwards.
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Goldilocks and the Three Bears
Once upon a time, there was a little girl who lived with her grandmother in a cottage near
the woods. She had a head of beautiful golden curls and so she was often known as
Goldilocks.
Grandmother was going to market one Saturday morning and as she left the cottage she
said: ‘Now, Goldilocks, you must not leave the house, some say there are great bears in
the forest that like to eat little girls for lunch!’
Goldilocks was usually a good little girl, who did what her grandmother told her, but it
was such a beautiful day that she soon forgot her grandmother’s warning and ran outside
to explore.
She wandered about the woods chasing butterflies until she was tired and hungry, at
which point she realised she was quite lost. So, deciding that there was nothing else for it,
she wandered even deeper into the forest until she came upon a little cabin.
With great relief, she knocked on the door, but there was no answer. Timidly she opened
the door. It seemed that nobody was at home. Now, you might think that she should turn
right around and go home, but Goldilocks was so tired and hungry that she completely
forgot her manners and walked right on into the house!

She went in and saw the table which had been set for three, for there were three bowls
of different sizes, filled to the brim with lovely, steaming porridge. Goldilocks, being very
hungry lifted a big spoonful of the porridge from the biggest bowl, but it was too salty.
Then she tasted the porridge in the middle-sized bowl, but it was too sweet. Then she
tasted the porridge in the little bowl and that tasted just right, so she licked the bowl clean!
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Now she was feeling even more tired, so she went up the stairs. This led to a large room
in which there were three beds in a row. The first was a very big bed and Goldilocks
hopped in. But it was too hard and bumpy so she did not like it. She tried the next bed but
it was so deep that she sank right down into it and had to clamber back up. So over she
went to the smallest bed. It was just right! It was so comfortable that she dropped off into
a sound sleep at once.
Now it so happened that the owners of this little cabin were a family of three bears, who
had been out for a walk in the woods to build up an appetite for dinner. The big Daddy
Bear marched hungrily to his place at the table and said: ‘SOMEONE HAS BEEN EATING
MY PORRIDGE!’ Then the middle-sized Mummy Bear got to her bowl and said: ‘SOMEONE
HAS BEEN EATING MY PORRIDGE TOO!’ Then the little Baby Bear said: ‘Someone has been eating
my porridge and has finished it all off!’
Not having anything else to eat in the house, the bears ended up being so grumpy that
they decided the best thing would be to go to bed early. When they went upstairs Daddy
Bear stopped in his tracks and said: ‘SOMEONE HAS BEEN LYING IN MY BED!’ Then
Mummy Bear noticed that her bed had also been disturbed and said: ‘SOMEONE HAS BEEN
LYING IN MY BED TOO!’ And then Baby Bear cried out in alarm: ‘Someone has been lying in
my bed – and SHE’S STILL IN IT!’ He said this so loudly that
Goldilocks woke up. When she saw that she was surrounded
by bears she was so frightened that she jumped
through the open window, climbed down the
drainpipe and went running and screaming
through the woods all the way home.
The bears hurried downstairs, not
knowing what to make of it,
and watched as her
golden
head
went bobbing
away through
the woods and
they haven’t
seen her since.
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The Three Billy-Goats Gruff
Once upon a time there were
three Billy-Goats all named
‘Gruff’. They longed more
than anything to go up a
particular hillside that was
covered with thick green
grass. To get to the hillside
they had to cross a bridge
over a little brook. And under
this bridge lived a great ugly
Troll, with eyes as big as
saucers, and a nose as long as
a poker.
So first of all, up came the
smallest Billy-Goat Gruff to
cross the bridge.
‘Trip, trap! Trip, trap!’ went
the bridge.
‘WHO’S THAT TRIP-TRAPPING OVER MY BRIDGE?’ roared the Troll.
‘Oh, it is only I, the tiniest Billy-Goat Gruff. I’m going up to the hill-side to make myself
fat,’ said the Billy-Goat, with such a small voice.
‘Oh ho! I’m coming to gobble you up’, said the Troll.
‘Oh, no! Please don’t eat me. I’m too little,’ said the Billy-Goat, ‘Wait a bit until my
brother Billy-Goat Gruff comes, he’s much bigger.’
‘Well, be off with you’, said the Troll.
A little while after came the second Billy-Goat Gruff to cross the bridge.
‘Trip, trap! Trip, trap! Trip, trap!’ went the bridge.
‘WHO’S THAT TRIP-TRAPPING OVER MY BRIDGE?’ roared the Troll.
‘Oh, it’s only me, the second Billy-Goat Gruff. I’m going up to the hillside to make
myself fat’, said the Billy-Goat, who hadn’t such a small voice.
‘Oh ho! I’m coming to gobble you up’, said the Troll.
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‘Oh, no! Don’t eat me, wait a little until my brother, the Big Billy-Goat Gruff comes,
he’s much bigger.’
‘Very well! Be off with you’, said the Troll.
But just then up came the Big Billy-Goat Gruff.
‘TRIP, TRAP! TRIP, TRAP! TRIP, TRAP!’ went the bridge, for the Billy-Goat was so
heavy that the bridge creaked and groaned under him.
‘WHO’S THAT TRAMPING OVER MY BRIDGE?’ roared the Troll.
‘IT IS I! THE BIG BILLY-GOAT GRUFF’, said the Billy-Goat, who had an ugly
hoarse voice.
‘Now I’m coming to gobble you up’, roared the Troll.
And the Big Billy-Goat Gruff said:
‘Well, come along! I’ve got two spears,
And I’ll poke your eyeballs out of your ears;
I’ve got besides two monstrous stones,
And I’ll crush you to bits, body and bones.’
And so he flew at the Troll, and poked his eyes out with his horns, and crushed him to
bits, body and bones. He tossed him out into the brook, and after that he went up to the
hillside. There the Billy-Goats got so fat they could hardly walk home again.
‘Snip, snap, snout
This tale’s told out.’

The King with Horse’s Ears
An Irish Folktale

The story I’m going to tell you is not one you hear every day. It’s a story about a king who
allowed his hair to be cut and his beard to be trimmed only once a year. He lived on the
western borders of Old Ireland, and his name was a queer one – Labhras.
Mysteriously, the unfortunate barbers who were granted the task of taming the wild
mass of flowing hair were never heard from again when the task was finished. About seven
unlucky fellows disappeared, and after that not a barber in the land would come within
the castle gates. So the king made a law, that all the barbers throughout the country were
to draw straws, and he who pulled the short straw was ordered to come to the castle to
carry out the task.
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One year the short straw was drawn by the unlucky son of a poor widow woman, and
it was announced throughout the town. When the poor mother heard the news she nearly
fainted with worry, but as she knew that wouldn’t save the poor fellow’s life, she thought
better of it and ran up the road as fast as she could until she came to the castle gates.
She broke through the guards and came into the big stone hall, where the king was to
be found dealing with kingly matters.
‘What brings this mad woman here?’ he said flying into a rage. ‘Go,’ said he to the butler,
‘and put the guards into the dungeon, for letting me be disturbed at my royal court!’ and
turning to the old woman he said: ‘What do you want, you unfortunate old woman?’
‘Oh, please your noble majesty,’ she said, ‘don’t take my son away from me. If you do,
who will I have to take care of me?’
‘Who is your son?’ he said; ‘and what has he got to do with me?’
‘Oh, he is the unfortunate one who is to cut your majesty’s hair tomorrow! And I am
sure after that I’ll never see him again!’
And the woman was so pathetic in her distress and her sobs that the old king took pity
on her and agreed to let her have her son back safe and sound.
The following day the poor barber came in, like a dog with its tail between his legs. He
stood, bowing and bowing and thanking the King for his mercy.
The King looked at him straight in the eye and said: ‘My good fellow, you’ll be free to
go where you please after cutting my hair, but you must first take an oath and swear to
me, by the king’s hand, that you will never tell any creature who has ears and a tongue
what you’ll see this day!’
So he sat down on his throne, took off his golden crown, with his eyes fixed on the
barber; and when the crown was off, up flew two long brown horse’s ears (but they were
as long as if they belonged to a donkey!).
The poor lad never quite knew how he managed the job without bursting into a fit of
laughter. At one point he almost clipped the edge of one ear, but the King let out such a
roar that it almost terrified him to death.
When he had finished the job, the servant handed him five gold coins and the
King said, ‘Now, my lad, if I ever hear a word of this, I will surely hunt you down and
hang you!’
When the boy returned home, the poor mother was there, looking out the door, to see
if her son would ever come back to her; and at last, there he was coming down the street,
pulling one leg after the other. And when he came in, he tumbled head over heels into
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his bed. The poor mother begged him to tell her what was the matter, but he could not
say a word about what he had seen, for fear the King would find out and hang him.
At last, after two days and nights, the doctor came; and as sure as he did, he told the
boy to put out his tongue, and let him feel his pulse.
‘Doctor,’ says the poor fellow, ‘there’s no use in trying to blindfold the devil in the dark:
I have a secret. If I can’t tell it, I’ll die; and if I do tell it, I’ll not be allowed to live.’
When he heard the precise instructions given to the boy, that the secret was not to be
told to any creatures with tongues and ears on them, he said to the poor barber boy: ‘Go
into the wood and make a split in the bark of one of the trees, tell your secret into the cut,
and see how you’ll feel after that.’
The doctor was hardly out of the house when the boy was up, and creeping off to the
wood. He was afraid to stop, for fear he’d be seen, until he was deep in the forest, where
two paths crossed one another. There was a nice big oak tree at the spot, and so he went
no farther; but cut the bark in a downward gash, stooped down, and whispered into it:
‘Labharas the King has horse’s ears.’
Well, the poor fellow was hardly done whispering, when he felt as if a mountain was
lifted off his back. With the five gold coins he and his mother lived like royalty for a long
time; but the end of the year was drawing near, and it was coming to the time when he’d
have to cut the King’s long hair again, and he began to grow very distressed.
Before the day came, however, there was great coming and going; for the other three
kings of Ireland were invited, along with all the lords and ladies that chose to travel so far,
to listen to a great match of harp-playing between the King’s famous harpist and anyone
who was brave enough to play against him.
Now, a week before the match, the harpist found some cracks in his instrument and so
he went into the wood to look for a nice tree to cut down, so that he could make himself
a new one.
Where should he end up but at that very oak tree the barber had told his secret to! He
cut it down, and carved it into the finest harp that you ever did see, and when he tried it
he was enchanted by the beautiful music it played!
So at last the great day came, and the streets were filled with coaches and horses, and
the big stone hall in the castle was crammed. The King was on his high throne, and the
three other kings were before him, and behind him, and at one side of him; and in the
centre all the harpists were sitting surrounded by the gentlemen and ladies of the court;
and the ordinary people, like you and I, were to be found at the back, so that the hall was
packed so full of people that you could hardly move.
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So the King gave the word of
command, and up got his famous
harpist. The music he made was so
mournful that those who couldn’t
cover their faces put a cross look on
themselves to hide their grief.
This didn’t please the King; so he
waved his hand, and the harpist
struck up a jig, but there was no
room for dancing. So instead
everyone that had a cap flung it in
the air and stamped their feet. But
being afraid that the crowd would
trample on each other and on the
other harpists for dancing room, he
changed his tune and made music so
sweet that everyone shut their eyes
and leaned back and hoped that it
would never end.
But all good things must come to an end, and the harpist let his arms fall on his knees,
and every one sighed and groaned for being brought back to the world again.
Then the other four harpists each took their turn, and, sure enough, fine music flew
out from under these hands; but none was as good as that of King Labhras’s harpist. So
when they stopped, the king said to his harpist: ‘Give us one more tune to finish.’
‘My King,’ said the harpist, ‘I’m afraid that it wasn’t my fingers that struck out that
music; it was the music that stirred my fingers. There’s some magic in the instrument, and
I fear it will play a trick on us.’
‘Nonsense!’ said the King, ‘play away!’
Well, his fingers hardly touched the strings, when they felt like sandpaper and the harp
let out a huge roar, as if thunder were breaking over the roof, and a thousand men were
smashing stones. A loud voice began to shout out from the strings that were keeping hold
of the harpist fingers: ‘Labhras the King has horse’s ears!’
Well, to be sure! How the people were frightened, and how they looked at the
unfortunate King, who didn’t know whether he was standing on his feet or his head, and
would have given half of Ireland to be ten miles underground at that moment.
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He put up his poor hands to his head, not knowing what he was doing, and pulled off
the golden crown. Up flew the two long hairy ears! At first there was a gentle tittering, and
then someone laughed and shortly the whole crowd was roaring with laughter, the tears
running down their cheeks! King Labhras was hardly able to stand it and soon had to be
carried off to bed!
So Labhras gave up his kingship, for a person having such a blemish in those days could
not be a king. The clan elected the young man to be their next king. He was a good king
who reigned long and well, and he had no secrets from his people. He also took the name
of Labhras, which in Gaelic is also the name for the bay tree.

WHAT IS AN ILLUSTRATOR?
Do you like to draw? This is Quentin Blake: he loves
to draw. In fact, drawing is his job. He’s an artist – a
special kind of artist called an illustrator.
An illustrator makes the pictures – the illustrations
– that go in a book. Illustrations can be drawings,
paintings, even paper cut-outs.
Quentin drew the pictures for the poem ‘Boat’ by Michael Rosen on
pages 28–29. Before an illustrator draws a picture, they begin by
imagining, by making pictures in their mind. When someone reads you
a story, do you sometimes see pictures of what’s happening in your
mind? That’s what an illustrator does: they see pictures in their mind –
and then they draw them.
‘What you really do when you start to draw,’ says Quentin, ‘is you
imagine that you are that person and you go into the reactions you
think you would be having. I find myself doing the faces as I’m drawing
them. I like drawing anything that is doing something. I like activity.
Dragons are good because you can arrange them in interesting ways
across the page, get people to ride on them, that sort of thing.’
When you sit down with a book that has pictures, find out who the
illustrator is. And the next time you draw or paint, think about those
‘pictures in your mind’ from some of your favourite stories.
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The Little Red Hen
Once a hard-working little
red hen lived on a farm
with a dog, a cat, and
a pig. One day she
decided to make bread.
‘Who will help me
cut the wheat to make
my bread?’ she asked.
‘Not I’, said the dog.
‘Not I’, yawned the cat.
‘Not I’, grunted the pig.
‘Then I will do it myself’,
said the little red hen.
When she had cut the wheat, the
little red hen asked, ‘Who will help me take the wheat to the miller for grinding?’
‘Not I’, growled the dog.
‘Not I’, hissed the cat.
‘Not I’, snorted the pig.
‘Then I will do it myself’, said the little red hen.
When the wheat had been ground into flour, the little red hen asked, ‘Who will help
me make the flour into bread dough?’
‘Not I’, sighed the dog.
‘Not I’, whined the cat.
‘Not I’, sniffed the pig.
‘Then I will do it myself’, said the little red hen.
When she had mixed the dough, the little red hen asked, ‘Who will help me bake
the bread?’
‘Not I’, muttered the dog.
‘Not I’, murmured the cat.
‘Not I’, grumbled the pig.
‘Then I will do it myself’, said the little red hen.
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And so, all by herself, she baked a fine loaf of bread.
‘Now,’ said the little red hen, ‘who will help me eat
the bread?’
‘I will!’ barked the dog.
‘I will!’ purred the cat.
‘I will!’ grunted the pig.
But the little red hen said, ‘No you won’t. I cut the
wheat all by myself. I took it to the miller all by myself.
I mixed the dough and baked it all by myself. And now
I shall eat the bread – all by myself!’

Chicken Little
Once upon a time there was a dear little chicken named Chicken Little. One morning as
she was scratching in her garden, an acorn fell off a tree and hit her on the head.
‘Oh, dear me!’ she cried, ‘the sky is falling. I must go and tell the King.’ And away she
ran down the road.
By and by she met Henny Penny going to the shops. ‘Where are you going in such a
hurry?’ asked Henny Penny.
‘I’m going to tell the King the sky is falling’, answered Chicken Little.
‘How do you know the sky is falling?’ asked Henny Penny.
‘Because a piece of it fell on my head’, she replied.
‘Then we must go and tell the King at once!’ said Henny Penny. So on Chicken Little
went, followed by Henny Penny. Turning up a shady lane they met Goosey Loosey.
‘Where are you two going in such a hurry?’ asked Goosey Loosey.
‘Oh, we are going to tell the King the sky is falling’, answered Henny Penny.
‘How do you know?’
‘Chicken Little told me’, said Henny Penny.
‘A piece of it fell on my head’, cried Chicken Little.
‘May I go with you?’ asked Goosey Loosey.
‘Certainly’, answered Chicken Little.
Then away went the three, Chicken Little, Henny Penny and Goosey Loosey.
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After a while, they came to a pond where they met Ducky Lucky.
‘Where are you three going?’ he asked.
‘The sky is falling and we are going to tell the King’, answered Goosey Loosey.
‘How do you know?’ asked Ducky Lucky.
‘Henny Penny told me’, said Goosey Loosey.
‘Chicken Little told me’, said Henny Penny.
‘A piece of it fell on my head’, cried Chicken Little.
‘May I go with you?’ asked Ducky Lucky.
‘Certainly’, they answered.
By and by whom should they meet but Turkey Lurkey, carrying a basket of gooseberries
to market.
‘Where are you four going?’ she asked.
‘The sky is falling and we are going to tell the King’, answered Ducky Lucky.
‘How do you know it is falling?’ asked Turkey Lurkey.
‘Goosey Loosey told me’, answered Ducky Lucky.
‘Henny Penny told me’, said Goosey Loosey.
‘Chicken Little told me’, said Henny Penny.
‘A piece of it fell on my head’, cried Chicken Little.
‘May I go with you?’ asked Turkey Lurkey.
‘Certainly’, said Chicken Little.
Then Turkey Lurkey followed Chicken Little, Henny Penny, Goosey Loosey and Ducky
Lucky until they met Foxy Loxy.
‘Where are you five going?’ asked Foxy Loxy with a sly grin.
‘The sky is falling and we’re going to tell the king’, answered Turkey Lurkey.
‘How do you know?’ asked Foxy Loxy.
‘Ducky Lucky told me so’, answered Turkey Lurkey.
‘Goosey Loosey told me’, answered Ducky Lucky.
‘Henny Penny told me’, said Goosey Loosey.
‘Chicken Little told me’, said Henny Penny.
‘A piece of it fell on my head’, cried Chicken Little.
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‘If the sky is falling, surely it would be better to get to safety? Come into my den where
you can shelter’, said Foxy Loxy.
So Chicken Little, Henny Penny, Goosey Loosey, Ducky Lucky and Turkey Lurkey
followed Foxy Loxy into his den and they were never heard from again!

Little Red Riding Hood
(A tale from the Brothers Grimm)

Once upon a time there was a dear little girl who was loved by all, but by no one more
than her grandmother, who would have done anything for the child. Once she sent her a
red velvet cloak, with a hood lined with red silk, that suited her so well that she refused to
wear anything else and so she became known as ‘Little Red Riding Hood’.
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One day her mother gave her a freshly baked cake and told her to take it to her
grandmother, who was feeling poorly. Her mother warned her: ‘Go quickly and take care
not to run off the path. Do not stop until you get there.’
‘I will do just as you say, Mother’, said Little Red Riding Hood and started on her way.
The grandmother lived out in the woods, not far from the village. Little Red Riding
Hood had just entered the woods when she came across a huge wolf. Little Red Riding
Hood was not at all afraid because she did not know what a wicked creature this wolf was.
‘Good morning, Little Red Riding Hood’, he said.
‘Good morning to you too, Mr. Wolf’, she answered kindly.
‘Where might you be heading so early this morning?’ he asked.
‘To visit my grandmother, Mr. Wolf.’
‘And what’s that you’ve got in your basket?’
‘A freshly baked cake, for you see, Grandmother is feeling unwell and this will help to
make her feel better.’
‘And where does your poor grandmother live, Little Red Riding Hood?’
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‘Her house can be found a little deeper in the woods, not too far from here, standing
under the three large oak trees – surely you must know it?’ replied Little Red Riding Hood.
The wolf thought to himself: ‘What a tender young girl this is! What a nice juicy
mouthful she will be – much tastier than the old grandmother I’m sure, but not enough
for a meal. I must be crafty so as to catch them both!’
They began to walk deeper into the woods together. After a while the wolf said: ‘Look
at all those pretty flowers growing. Why don’t you stop and pick some for your
grandmother – they are sure to cheer her up! How sweetly the little birds are singing, how
pleasant it is here; and yet you are walking so quickly it is as if you were late for school!’
Little Red Riding Hood looked up and saw the beautiful flowers swaying gently in the
breeze and listened to the birds sweetly chirping, and she thought to herself: ‘I am sure
Grandmother would love some wild flowers for her bedside− they are sure to cheer her
up.’ So she ran from the path into the wood and when she had picked one, she saw an even
prettier one further on and ran after it and so she wandered deeper and deeper into the
wood.
The wolf meanwhile ran straight to the grandmother’s house and knocked on the door.
‘Who is it?’ called the grandmother.
‘It is I, Little Red Riding Hood, I have brought you some cake’, replied the wolf in a high
voice.
‘Lift the latch, dear, I am too weak to get up.’
The wolf lifted the latch, flung the door open and, without saying a word, pounced upon
the grandmother and gobbled her up!
Then the crafty wolf dressed in the grandmother’s nightclothes and put on her glasses
and hopped into the grandmother’s bed.
Little Red Riding Hood, after picking all the flowers she could carry, suddenly
remembered her grandmother and set out on the path again.
When she arrived at her grandmother’s house she was surprised to find the door open
and, as she went inside, she suddenly got a very strange feeling.
She called out: ‘Hello... Grandmother?’ but received no answer, so she went into the
bedroom and there lay her grandmother with her night cap pulled far down over her face
and the covers right up to her chin, looking very strange indeed.
‘Oh! Grandmother,’ she gasped, ‘what big ears you have!’
‘All the better to hear you with, my dear’, was the reply.
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‘But Grandmother, what big eyes you have!’ she said.
‘All the better to see you with, my dear.’
‘But, Grandmother, what large hands you have!’
‘All the better to hug you with, my dear,’ said the wolf.
‘Oh! But Grandmother, what terribly big teeth you have!’
‘All the better to EAT you with!’ cried the wolf.
And scarcely had the wolf said this, when he leapt from the bed and swallowed up poor
Little Red Riding Hood whole!
The wolf was now feeling very full and so he decided to lie back down on the bed, where
he promptly fell asleep, snoring very loudly. A hunter who was passing the house heard
the snores and thought to himself: ‘My, the old woman sounds terrible! I’d better go and
check if she needs anything.’
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So the hunter went into the room and when he saw the wolf lying on the bed he cried:
‘Ah! At last I’ve found you, you wicked beast.’ He was just about to shoot the wolf when
it occurred to him that the wolf had probably eaten the grandmother and that she
might still be saved. So instead he took a pair of scissors and cut open the stomach of the
sleeping wolf.
Out popped Little Red Riding Hood! ‘Oh thank you Mr. Hunter, how frightened I have
been, it was so dark inside the wolf – I thought I might never get out!’ she cried. The hunter
was so surprised – but he was even more surprised when the old grandmother came out
from the wolf’s stomach as well!
Little Red Riding Hood fetched some great stones which they put into the wolf’s belly
and sewed him up again. When the wolf awoke, he tried to run away, but the stones were
so heavy that he fell down dead at once!
And Little Red Riding Hood thought to herself: ‘As long as I live, I will never leave the
path when my mother has told me not to.’

The Tiger, the Brahmin and the Jackal
This story is a folktale from India where many people follow the Hindu
religion. A Brahmin is a holy man and a teacher.
nce upon a time, a tiger was caught in a trap. He tried in vain to get out
through the bars, and rolled and bit with rage and grief when he failed.
By chance, a poor Brahmin came by.
‘Let me out of this cage, oh pious one!’ cried the tiger.
‘No way!’ replied the Brahmin mildly, ‘You would probably eat me if I did.’
‘Not at all!’ swore the tiger with many oaths; ‘On the contrary, I should be forever
grateful, and serve you as a slave!’
Now when the tiger sobbed and sighed and wept and swore, the pious Brahmin’s heart
softened, and at last he decided to open the door of the cage. Out popped the tiger, and,
seizing the poor man, cried: ‘What a fool you are! What is to prevent me from eating you
now, since after being cooped up for so long I am terribly hungry!’
The Brahmin pleaded and begged for his life, so the tiger eventually said: ‘We shall ask
three things for their opinion as to whether it is right that I should eat you or not.’
So the Brahmin first asked a fig tree what it thought of the matter, but the fig tree replied
coldly: ‘What have you to complain about? Don’t I give shade and shelter to everyone who
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passes by, and don’t they in return tear down my branches to feed their cattle? Don’t
whimper – be a man!’
Then the Brahmin, sad at heart, went farther afield till he saw a buffalo turning a wellwheel; but it answered: ‘You are a fool to expect gratitude! Look at me! Whilst I gave milk
they fed me on delicious cotton-seed and oil-cake, but now that I can give milk no longer,
they tie me up here and give me horrible food!’
The Brahmin, even sadder, asked the road to give him its opinion.
‘My dear sir,’ said the road, ‘how foolish you are to expect anything else! Here am I,
useful to everybody, yet all, rich and poor, great and small, trample on me as they go past,
giving me nothing but the ashes of their pipes and the husks of their grain!’
On this the Brahmin turned back sorrowfully, and on the way he met a jackal, who called
out, ‘Why, what’s the matter, Mr. Brahmin? You look as miserable as a fish out of water!’
The Brahmin told him all that had occurred. ‘How very confusing!’ said the jackal,
when the recital was ended; ‘Would you mind telling me over again, for everything has
got so mixed up?’
The Brahmin told it all over again, but the jackal shook his head in a distracted sort of
way, and still could not understand.
‘It’s very odd,’ said he, sadly, ‘but it all seems to go in at one ear and out at the other!
I will go to the place where it all happened, and then perhaps I shall be able to give a judgment.’
So they returned to the cage, by which the tiger was waiting for the Brahmin, and
sharpening his teeth and claws.
‘You’ve been away a long time!’ growled the savage beast, ‘but now let us begin our dinner.’
‘Our dinner!’ thought the wretched Brahmin, as his knees knocked together with fright;
‘what a remarkably delicate way of putting it!’
‘Give me five minutes, my lord!’ he pleaded, ‘in order that I may explain matters to the
jackal here, who is somewhat slow in his wits.’
The tiger consented, and the
Brahmin began the whole story
over again, not missing a single
detail, and spinning as long a
yarn as possible.
‘Oh, my poor brain! Oh, my
poor brain!’ cried the jackal,
wringing its paws. ‘Let me see!
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How did it all begin? You were in the cage, and the tiger came walking by—’
‘Pooh!’ interrupted the tiger, ‘what a fool you are! I was in the cage.’
‘Of course!’ cried the jackal, pretending to tremble with fright; ‘Yes! I was in the cage –
no I wasn’t – dear, dear, where are my wits? Let me see – the tiger was in the Brahmin,
and the cage came walking by – no, that’s not it, either! Well, don’t mind me, but begin
your dinner, for I shall never understand!’
‘Yes, you shall!’ returned the tiger, in a rage at the jackal’s stupidity; ‘I’ll make you
understand! Look here – I am the tiger-’
‘Yes, my lord!’
‘And that is the Brahmin-’
‘Yes, my lord!’
‘And that is the cage –’
‘Yes, my lord!’
‘And I was in the cage – do you understand?’
‘Yes-no – Please, my lord—’
‘Well?’ cried the tiger impatiently.
‘Please, my lord! How did you get in?’
‘How! Why in the usual way, of course!’
‘Oh, dear me! My head is beginning to whirl again! Please don’t be angry, my lord, but
what is the usual way?’
At this the tiger lost patience, and, jumping into the cage, cried: ‘This way! Now do you
understand how it was?’
‘Perfectly!’ grinned the jackal, as he dexterously shut the door, ‘And if you will permit
me to say so, I think matters will remain as they were!’

The Bremen Town Musicians
(A tale from the Brothers Grimm)

Once upon a time there was an old donkey, who for many years had carried heavy sacks
of corn to and from the mill. But now his strength was leaving him and he was getting too
old to carry the heavy bags. His master tried to think how he could get rid of his donkey
so that he would no longer have to feed him; but the donkey, fearing what his master might
do, ran away and took the road to Bremen.
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On the way he heard a man playing music in the street
and he thought to himself: ‘I can surely be as good a
musician as that.’
After he had been walking for some time he came upon
an old hound dog gasping for breath as if he had been
running for a week.
‘What are you gasping for, old boy?’ asked the
donkey.
‘As I am old and can no longer go on the hunt, my
master wants to kill me because I am no longer of use
to him, so I have run away.’
‘Why don’t you join me?’ suggested the donkey.
‘I am going to be a street musician in Bremen.
I can play the flute, you can play the drum.’
The hound agreed and on they went.
Before long, they came to a cat, sitting on the path
with a face as long as three rainy days!
‘Now then, Mr. Tom, what can be the matter?’ asked
the donkey.
‘Who can be happy when their life is in danger?’
answered the cat. ‘Because I am now getting old, and my teeth
are worn, I can no longer hunt for mice. My mistress has
thrown me out because all I can do is sit by the fire and purr. What am I to do?’
‘Come with us to Bremen!’ said the donkey at once. ‘You know a lot about music of the
night, you can be a town musician with us.’
And so the cat went with them on the road to Bremen. A while later the three musicians
came upon a cockerel, perched on a farmyard gate, crowing with all his might.
‘What on earth is the matter? Why are you making so much noise?’ asked the donkey.
‘I have overheard the cook saying she intends to roast me for Sunday dinner. This
evening I am to have my head cut off! So I am crowing while I still can,’ said the cockerel.
‘You must come with us! We are going to Bremen, you have a good voice and will make
a great singer for our band!’
The cockerel agreed and all four went on together. They could not reach the city of
Bremen in one day and in the evening they were travelling through a forest, where they
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decided they must pass the night. The donkey and the hound laid themselves down under
a large tree, the cat settled himself on a large branch and the cockerel flew right to the top
branches, where he would be safest.
From the top of the tree the cockerel could see a little spark of light in the distance, so
he called to his companions that there must be a house not far off. The donkey said: ‘If so,
we should get up and go there, for we would surely be more comfortable there.’
The hound thought that a few bones with some meat on them would do him good too!
So they made their way to the place where the light shone and soon arrived at a well-lit
house. The donkey, who was the tallest, went to the window and looked in.
‘What do you see?’ asked the cockerel.
‘A table covered with good things to eat and drink! But there are some robbers sitting
at the table enjoying themselves.’
e animals tried to think of a way to drive away the robbers and at last they thought of
a plan. e donkey stood on his hind legs, the hound jumped on the donkey’s back, the cat
climbed upon the dog and the cockerel flew up and perched upon the head of the cat.
When this was done they began to perform their music together: the donkey brayed,
the hound barked, the cat mewed and the cockerel crowed; then they burst through the
window of the room so that the glass shattered loudly. The robbers had never heard such
a horrible din and, thinking that a ghost had come in to haunt them, fled in great fear out
into the forest. The four companions sat down at the table and ate as if they had been
starved for a month!
As soon as the four musicians were finished, they put out the light and found themselves
a place to sleep. The donkey laid himself down upon some straw in the yard, the hound
on the mat behind the door, the cat upon the hearth near the warm fire and the cockerel
perched himself upon a beam of the roof. They were so tired from the night’s adventure
that they went straight to sleep.
Later that night, when the robbers saw from their hideaway that the light was no longer
burning in their house and all appeared quiet, their captain ordered one of them to go and
examine the house.
The man, finding all still, went into the kitchen to light a candle, and not seeing the cat
lying by the dying fire, stepped on his tail. The angry cat flew in his face, spitting and
scratching. The messenger was dreadfully frightened and ran to the back door, but the
dog, who lay there, sprang up and bit his leg; and as he ran across the yard by the strawheap, the donkey gave him a great kick with his hind foot. All of this woke the cockerel,
who cried down from the beam ‘Cock-a-doodle-doo!’
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The robber ran back as fast as he could to his captain and said, ‘Ah, there is a horrible
witch sitting in the house, who spat on me and scratched my face with her long claws; and
by the door stands a man with a knife who stabbed me in the leg; and in the yard there
lies a black monster, who beat me with a wooden club; and above on the roof sits a ghost
calling out “Catch a crook or two!”’
The robbers did not trust themselves in the house again; but it suited the four musicians
of Bremen so well that they did not care to leave it any more and, as far as I know, they are
living there to this day.

The Ugly Duckling
A tale from the original by Hans Christian Andersen

It was lovely summer weather in the country and the golden corn, the green oats and the
haystacks piled up in the meadows looked beautiful. The cornfields and meadows were
surrounded by large forests, in the midst of which were deep lakes.
In a sunny spot by a pleasant old farmhouse, close by a deep river, grew great burdock
leaves, so high that under the tallest of them a little child could stand upright. The spot
was as wild as the centre of a thick wood. In this snug hiding place sat a duck on her nest,
watching for her young ducklings to hatch. She was beginning to get tired of her task, for
she had been sitting for a long time, and she did not have visitors very often because the
other ducks preferred to swim about in the river rather than to climb the slippery banks
and sit under a big leaf to talk with her.
At length one shell cracked, and then another, and from each egg came a living creature
that lied its head and cried, ‘peep, peep’. ‘Quack, quack’, said the mother, and then they all
quacked as well as they could, and looked about them on every side at the large green leaves.
‘How large the world is’, said the young ducks, when they found how much more room
they now had than while they were inside the eggshell. ‘Do you imagine this is the whole
world?’ asked the mother; ‘It stretches far beyond the garden to the field, but I have never
been any further. Well then, are you all out? No, I declare, the largest egg still lies there.
I wonder how long this is to last, I am quite tired of it,’ and she seated herself again on
the nest.
‘Well, how are you getting on?’ asked an old duck, who paid her a visit.
‘One egg is not hatched yet,’ said the duck, ‘it will not break. But just look at all the
others, are they not the prettiest little ducklings you have ever seen?’
‘Let me see the egg that will not break,’ said the duck; ‘Ah yes! I have no doubt it is a
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turkey’s egg. I was tricked by such an egg once myself and I had such trouble with the little
one. I quacked and clucked, but I just could not get it to swim.Take my advice, leave it
where it is and teach the other children to swim.’
‘I think I will sit on it a little while longer,’ said the duck; ‘as I have sat so long already,
a few more days will be nothing.’
‘Please yourself’, said the old duck, and she went away.
At last the large egg broke, and a young one crept forth crying, ‘peep, peep.’ It was very
large and very ugly. The duck stared at it and exclaimed: ‘It is very large and not at all like
the others. I wonder if it really is a turkey. We shall soon find out, however, when we go
to the water. It must go in, if I have to push it myself.’
On the next day the weather was delightful, and the sun shone brightly on the green
burdock leaves, so the mother duck took her young brood down to the water, and jumped
in with a splash. ‘Quack, quack’, cried she, and one after another the little ducklings jumped
in. The water closed over their heads, but they came up again in an instant, and swam
about quite prettily with their legs paddling under them as easily as possible, and the ugly
duckling was also in the water swimming with them.
‘Oh,’ said the mother, ‘that is not a turkey; how well he uses his legs, and how upright he
holds himself! He is my own child, and he is not so very ugly aer all if you look at him
properly. Quack, quack! Come with me now, I will introduce you to the farmyard, but you
must keep close to me or you may be trodden upon; and, above all, beware of the cat!’
When they reached the farmyard, they could hear a horrible noise, a commotion of
quacks, honks, hisses, clucks and gobbles. ‘Now keep together,’ said the mother, ‘and bow
to the old duck yonder. She is a great lady. Now, bow your necks children and say “Quack!”’
e ducklings did as they were told, but the other ducks stared, and said, ‘Look, what a
strange-looking fellow one of them is; we don’t want him here’, and then one flew out and
bit him in the neck.
‘Let him alone,’ said the mother, ‘he is not doing any harm.’
‘Yes, but he is so big and ugly,’ said the spiteful duck, ‘and
therefore he must be turned out.’
Then the great lady duck spoke up and said, ‘All of
your children are pretty except this one. He has
not turned out well. It’s a pity you can’t hatch him
over again.’
‘Oh,’ said the mother, ‘that cannot be, Your
Highness. And though he is not handsome, he is
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a good child and a fine swimmer and I think that, in time, he will grow to look more like
the others.’
‘Well, make yourselves at home dears,’ said the old duck.
And so they made themselves comfortable; but the poor duckling, who had crept out
of his shell last of all, and looked so ugly, was bitten and pushed and made fun of, not only
by the ducks, but by all the farmyard animals. ‘He is too big’, they all said, and the turkey
puffed himself out like a ship in full sail and flew at the duckling, until he was quite red in
the face, so that the poor little thing did not know where to go, and was quite miserable
because he was so ugly and laughed at by the whole farmyard.
So it went on from day to day and it became worse and worse. The poor duckling was
set upon by everyone; even his brothers and sisters were unkind to him, and would say,
‘Ah, you ugly creature, I wish the cat would get you’, and his mother said she wished he
had never been born. The ducks pecked him, the chickens beat him, and the girl who fed
the hens kicked him with her feet. So at last he ran away.
He flew and flew, until he came out on a large moor, inhabited by wild ducks where he
remained the whole night, feeling very tired and sorrowful.
In the morning, when the wild ducks rose in the air, they stared at their new comrade.
‘What sort of a duck are you?’ they all said, coming round him.
He bowed to them, and was as polite as he could be, but he did not reply to their
question. ‘You are exceedingly ugly’, said the wild ducks.
Poor thing! All he wanted was permission to lie among the rushes, and drink some of
the water on the moor and to be left alone. After he had been in the marsh for two days,
there came two wild geese. ‘Listen, friend,’ said one of them to the duckling, ‘you are so
ugly that we like you! Why don’t you join us? Not far from here is another marsh, in which
there are some pretty geese, really lovely maidens. It is a chance for you to get a wife; you
may be lucky, ugly as you are.’
Then suddenly – BANG!-BANG! – shots sounded in the air, and the two wild geese fell
dead among the rushes, and the water was tinged with blood. The blue smoke from the
guns rose like clouds over the dark trees, and as it floated away across the water, a number
of dogs bounded in among the rushes, which bent beneath them wherever they went. How
they terrified the poor duckling! He turned away his head to hide it under his wing, and
at the same moment a large, terrible dog passed quite near him. His jaws were open, his
tongue hung from his mouth, and his eyes glared.
He thrust his nose close to the duckling, showing his sharp teeth, and then, ‘splash,
splash’, he went into the water without touching him, ‘Oh,’ sighed the duckling, ‘how
thankful I am for being so ugly; even a dog will not bite me.’
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It was late in the day before all became
quiet, but even then the poor young thing
did not dare to move. He waited quietly for
several hours, and then, aer looking
carefully around him, hastened away from
the marsh as fast as he could. He ran over
field and meadow till a storm rose, so strong
that he had to fight just to move ahead.
Towards evening, he reached a poor
little cottage that seemed ready to fall
down. e storm was so violent that the
duckling could go no farther; he sat down
by the front doorstep, and then he noticed
that there was a narrow opening near the
bottom of the door large enough for him to slip through, which he did very quietly, and
sheltered for the night.
A woman, a tom cat and a hen lived in this cottage. The tom cat, whom the mistress
called ‘My little son’, was a great favourite; he could raise his back, and purr. The hen had
very short legs, so she was called ‘Chickie short legs’. She laid good eggs and her mistress
loved her as if she had been her own child. In the morning, the strange visitor was
discovered, and the tom cat began to purr, and the hen to cluck.
Now the cat and the hen thought they were the cleverest creatures in the whole world.
The duckling certainly did not agree, but he was too afraid to question them.
‘Can you lay eggs?’ the hen asked.
‘No’, said the ugly duckling.
‘Can you raise your back, or purr?’ said the tom cat.
‘No.’
‘Then you should just keep quiet and listen when sensible people are speaking.’
So the duckling sat in a corner, feeling very low-spirited, until the sunshine and the
fresh air came into the room through the open door, and then he began to feel such a great
longing for a swim on the water that he could not help telling the hen.
‘What an absurd idea,’ said the hen. ‘If you could purr or lay eggs, you wouldn’t have
such strange ideas.’
‘But it is so delightful to swim about on the water,’ said the duckling, ‘and so refreshing
to feel it close over your head when you dive down to the bottom.’
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‘Delightful, indeed!’ said the hen, ‘why you must be crazy! Ask the cat, he is the cleverest
animal I know; ask him how he would like to swim about on the water, or to dive under
it? Humph!’
‘You don’t understand me’, said the duckling.
‘We don’t understand you? Who can understand you, I wonder? Do you consider
yourself more clever than the cat, or me? I advise you, therefore, to lay eggs, and learn to
purr as quickly as possible.’
‘I believe I must go out into the world again’, said the duckling.
‘Well then, go!’ said the hen.
So the duckling left the cottage, and soon found water on which it could swim and dive,
but was avoided by all other animals, because of its ugly appearance. Autumn came, and
the leaves in the forest turned to orange and gold. Then, as winter approached, the wind
caught them as they fell and whirled them in the cold air. The clouds, heavy with hail and
snow-flakes, hung low in the sky, and the raven stood on the ferns crying, ‘croak, croak’.
All this was very sad for the poor little duckling. One evening, just as the sun set amid
radiant clouds, there came a large flock of beautiful birds out of the bushes. The duckling
had never seen any like them before. They were swans, and they curved their graceful
necks, while their soft plumage shone with dazzling whiteness.
They uttered a singular cry, as they spread their glorious wings and flew away from
those cold regions to warmer countries across the sea. As they mounted higher and higher
in the air, the ugly little duckling felt quite a strange sensation as he watched them.
He whirled himself in the water like a wheel, stretched out his neck towards them, and
uttered a cry so strange that he frightened himself. He could not stop thinking about those
noble and beautiful birds.
As the winter grew colder and colder, the duckling was obliged to swim about on the
water to keep it from freezing, but every night the space on which he swam became smaller
and smaller. At length it froze so hard that the ice in the water crackled as he moved,
and the duckling had to paddle with his legs as well as he could, to keep the space from
closing up. He became exhausted at last, and lay still and helpless, frozen fast in the ice.
Early in the morning, a farmer, who was passing by, saw what had happened. He broke
the ice in pieces with his wooden shoe, and carried the duckling home to his wife. The
warmth revived the poor little creature; but when the children wanted to play with him,
the duckling thought they would do him some harm; so he started up in terror, fluttered
into the milk-pan, and splashed the milk about the room. Then the woman clapped her
hands, which frightened him still more. He flew first into the butter-cask, then into the
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flour-tin, and out again. What a condition he was in! The children laughed and shrieked,
and tumbled over each other, in their efforts to catch him; but luckily he escaped. The
door stood open; the poor creature could just manage to slip out among the bushes, and
lie down quite exhausted in the newly fallen snow.
It would be very sad if I were to tell you all the hard times the poor little duckling had
during the hard winter; but when it had passed, he found himself lying one morning on a
moor, amongst the rushes. He felt the warm sun shining, and heard the lark singing, and
saw that all around was beautiful spring.
Then the young bird felt that his wings were strong, as he flapped them against his sides,
and rose high into the air. They took him onwards, until he found himself in a large garden,
before he well knew how it had happened. The apple trees were in full blossom, and
everything looked beautiful in the freshness of early spring. From a thicket close by came
three beautiful white swans, rustling their feathers, and swimming lightly over the smooth
water. The duckling remembered the lovely birds, and felt a strange sadness.
‘I will fly to those royal birds,’ he exclaimed, ‘and they will kill me, because I am so ugly,
and dare to approach them; but it does not matter: it is better to be killed by them than
pecked by the ducks, beaten by the hens, pushed about by the maiden who feeds the
poultry, or starved with hunger in the winter.’
Then he flew to the water, and swam towards the beautiful swans. The moment they
espied the stranger, they rushed to meet him with outstretched wings.
‘Kill me’, said the poor bird; and he bent his head down to the surface of the water, and
awaited death.
But what did he see in the clear stream below? His own image – no longer a dark, grey
bird, ugly to look at, but a graceful and beautiful swan. To be born in a duck’s nest, in a
farmyard, is of no consequence to a bird, if it is hatched from a swan’s egg. He now
felt glad at having suffered sorrow and trouble, because he was now able to enjoy so much
more all the pleasure and happiness around him; for the great swans swam round the
newcomer, and stroked his neck with their beaks, as a welcome.
Into the garden presently came some little children, who threw bread and cake into the water.
‘See,’ cried the youngest, ‘there is a new one!’ The rest were delighted, and ran to their
father and mother, dancing and clapping their hands, and shouting joyously, ‘There is
another swan come; a new one has arrived.’
en they threw more bread and cake into the water, and said: ‘e new one is the most
beautiful of all; he is so young and pretty.’ And the old swans bowed their heads before him.
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Then he felt quite embarrassed, and hid
his head under his wing; for he did not know
what to do, he was so happy, and yet not at
all proud. Then he rustled his feathers, curved
his slender neck, and cried joyfully, from
the depths of his heart: ‘I never dreamed
of such happiness as this, while I was an
ugly duckling.’

Tug-of-War
PARENTS: This is a folk tale from Africa. People in different parts of Africa
tell it with different small animals – a tortoise, a porcupine, a rabbit – as the
central character. All versions share a theme (found also in the American Brer
Rabbit Tales, which have their roots in Africa) of the large, strong characters
outwitted by the small, clever ones.
If your child is not familiar with the game of tug-of-war, you may want to
describe it before you read this story aloud.
A long time ago, Turtle was walking through the jungle. As he slowly crossed the river, he
was chased out by Hippopotamus, who was trying to take a nap. ‘Get out of here quickly,
Turtle! Move, move!’ he snapped grumpily.
Once Turtle got out of Hippo’s way as quickly as he could, he crossed Elephant’s
path. ‘Look out Turtle! You are moving so slowly that I almost stepped on you!’
said Elephant.
This made Turtle very grumpy. He was always being mistreated by all the other
jungle animals.
‘Well, you need to watch where you are going!’ yelled Turtle. ‘I may be slow but I am
strong and mighty too!’
Elephant laughed. ‘Oh Turtle, I could have easily stepped right on you and crushed you
flat. You had better watch that sharp tongue of yours.’
‘In that case,’ said Turtle ‘I challenge you to see who is the strongest. I challenge you to
a tug-of-war!’

71

1 UK Year 1 L&L.qxp_Core Skills 1 01/04/2015 17:14 Page 72

What Your Year 1 Child Needs to Know

‘A tug-of-war?’ chuckled Elephant. He laughed so hard the earth shook for miles
around. ‘Why – you haven’t got a chance!’
‘Maybe I do and maybe I don’t,’ said Turtle, ‘but if you’re so sure, what have you got to
lose? We will each take a hold of this vine here. You take one end and I’ll go down to the
river with the other. When I say, “Pull oh mighty beast, pull”, we will both pull. You try to
drag me into the jungle and I will try to drag you into the river. If the vine breaks then we
are equals and will call each other “friend”.’
‘Fine by me,’ said Elephant, ‘I’ll show you who’s mighty.’
Turtle hurried all the way down to the river where Hippo was attempting to continue
his afternoon nap.
‘Hippo, you chased me out of the river earlier and now I am here to show you that I am
mighty too’, yelled Turtle.
Hippo emerged from the water. ‘Oh yeah?’ he said with a laugh.
‘Yeah. You think that because you’re so much bigger than me, that makes you better.
Well let’s have a tug-of-war to find out! You hold one end of this vine here and I’ll hold
the other. When I say, “Pull oh mighty beast, pull”, you try to pull me into the water. And
I will try to pull you into the jungle. We will keep pulling until one of us wins. If the vine
breaks we will call each other “friend”.’
Hippo laughed and said, ‘You must have no brains at all! All right then, but I’ll pull you
down before you have time to think! It’s about time I taught you some manners.’
Turtle walked halfway back into the jungle and yelled at the top of his lungs, ‘PULL OH
MIGHTY BEAST, PULL!’ and he gave the vine a mighty shake.
When Elephant and Hippo felt this they began to pull and where quite surprised when
they felt the strong tug at the other end. So they began to pull and pull with all their might.
Neither of them would budge.
‘Turtle is quite strong’, thought Elephant.
‘Turtle can pull much harder than I imagined’, thought Hippo.
But they both kept pulling.
Turtle sat himself down in the shade of a big tree and munched on some grass, chuckling
to himself as he watched the rope move ever so slightly one way and then ever so slightly
the other way. Then he yawned and had a little nap.
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He woke up a few hours later feeling refreshed and looked up to see the rope just as
before, moving ever so slightly one way and then ever so slightly the other way.
Feeling that each beast had had enough, Turtle cut the vine. Both Hippo and Elephant
tumbled apart. BUMP-BUMP-BUMP-BOOM!
Turtle ran over to Elephant and found him sprawled on the ground, rubbing his head
with his trunk. ‘You are strong, Turtle. I will allow you to roam the jungle with me from
now on’, said a tired Elephant.
Then Turtle ran down to Hippo who said grumpily: ‘I won’t chase you out of the water
anymore. I will share my river with you, and call you my, uh, my – friend,’ said an
exhausted Hippo.
And from that day forward, Turtle was free to roam about the jungle, as fast or as slow
as he pleased. And he also became one of the most respected animals in the jungle.
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Cinderella
Once upon a time, there was a rich man
whose wife fell ill. As she felt the end of
her life drawing near, she called her only
daughter to her bedside and said: ‘Dear
child, I will always look down on you
from heaven and protect you. You must
remember to always be good and kind.’
Then she sank back, closed her eyes and
with a sigh departed this life.
Every day the little girl went to her
mother’s grave and wept and always
remembered to be good and kind. When
winter came the snow spread a white
sheet over the ground like a blanket; and when the sun came in the spring and melted it
away, the little girl’s father married a new wife. And so the little girl had a step-mother.
Now was the beginning of a bad time for the little girl.
The new wife brought two of her own daughters by her previous husband into the house
with her. They were both very beautiful, but proud and hateful at heart. ‘Is the stupid goose
to sit here with us?’ they would say. They took her pretty clothes away from her and made
her wear an old grey dress and wooden shoes.
The step-mother was just as hateful as her daughters and could not stand the good, kind
girl. She forced her to do hard work from morning until night, carry the water, cook the
dinner and light all the fires. In the evening she had no bed to go to, but had to sleep by
the fireside among the ashes and cinders, so she always looked dusty and dirty and came
to be called ‘Cinderella’.
It happened that the King announced that he was going to hold a ball, to which all the
beautiful young girls in the country were invited, in order that his son might choose himself
a bride. When the step-sisters heard the announcement, they shrieked in excitement!
‘For my part,’ said the eldest, ‘I will wear my red velvet suit with French trimming.’
‘And I,’ said the youngest, ‘shall have my gold-flowered gown, and my diamond belt,
which is quite out of the ordinary.’
They called Cinderella and said: ‘Comb our hair for us, brush our shoes and fasten our
buckles, for we are going to the ball at the palace.’ Anyone but Cinderella would have tied
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their hair in knots, but she was very good and kind as always, and dressed them beautifully.
Cinderella obeyed, but silently wept, because she too would have liked to go with them to
the ball.
At last the happy day came for them to go to the palace. Cinderella followed them with
her eyes as long as she could, and when she had lost sight of them, she began to weep. But
it seemed she was not alone. A gentle voice asked her: ‘What may be the matter dear?’
She looked up and saw her godmother peering down at her with a kind face. ‘I wish I
could−I wish I could−’; but she was not able to speak the rest, being interrupted by her
tears and sobbing.
This godmother of hers, who happened to be a fairy, said to her: ‘You wish to go to the
ball− is that it?’
‘Y−es’, cried Cinderella, with a great sigh.
‘Well then,’ said her fairy godmother, ‘because you are so good and kind, off to the ball
you shall go! Run into the garden, and bring me in a big, orange pumpkin.’
Cinderella went immediately to gather the finest pumpkin she could find, and brought
it to her fairy godmother, not being able to imagine how this pumpkin could make her go
to the ball. Her fairy godmother scooped out all the inside of it, having left nothing but
the rind; which she then struck with her wand, and instantly the pumpkin was turned into
a fine coach, gleaming with gold.
‘Now dear,’ said the fairy godmother, ‘bring me the mousetrap from the house.’
Cinderella went to fetch the mousetrap, where she found six live mice. Ordering Cinderella
to lift the trapdoor up a little, she gave each mouse, as it scurried out, a little tap with her
wand. Each mouse was, at that moment, turned into a fine horse, which altogether made
a very fine set of six horses of a beautiful mouse-coloured dapple-grey.
Next, with a tap of her wand, she turned a big rat into a fat, jolly coachman who had
the smartest whiskers you ever did see.
‘Well, are you not pleased?’ said the fairy godmother.
‘Oh yes!’ cried Cinderella, ‘but... must I go in these nasty rags?’
Her godmother only just touched her with her wand, and, at the same instant, her
clothes were turned into cloth of gold and silver, all set with jewels. This done, she gave
her a pair of glass slippers, the prettiest in the whole world. Cinderella got up into her
coach, but her godmother warned her not to stay past midnight. ‘When the clock
strikes twelve, the coach will once again be a pumpkin, the horses mice
and your clothes will once again become rags.’
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She promised her fairy godmother she would not forget to leave before midnight; and
then away she went, scarcely able to contain herself for joy.
At the palace, the King’s son was told that a beautiful princess, whom nobody knew,
had arrived. So he went to meet her. As he led her into the room, there was a great hush
as everyone turned to look upon the unknown beauty. The prince asked Cinderella to
dance with him and everyone looked on in admiration − everyone, that is, except the
two jealous step-sisters who glared enviously at Cinderella, though they had no idea
who she was.
For Cinderella, the music, the dancing, the warm gaze of the prince – it all seemed like
a wonderful dream. While Cinderella was having such a wonderful time, she completely
forgot about her promise to her fairy godmother. Suddenly she heard the clock strike
twelve and the great bell of the palace began to toll...one...two...three...
‘Oh no!’ Cinderella gasped. ‘What time is it?’
‘Why, it’s midnight’, replied the prince.
Cinderella grew pale and she turned
and ran from the ballroom, down a long
hallway and down a long staircase to
where her carriage awaited her. At the
foot of the staircase she stumbled and one
of her delicate glass slippers came off. But
Cinderella could not stop. Already the
clock had sounded the eleventh stroke of
midnight – and she felt her silk gown
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turning back into the rough cloth. Her golden coach had turned back into a pumpkin, and
the horses became little mice once again, so she ran all the way home as fast as she could.
When she got there she realised she was still wearing one glass slipper!
The following morning Cinderella asked the two sisters if they had a nice time at the
ball and if they had had the chance to dance with the Prince.
They told her that they had a perfectly horrid time because the prince had done nothing
but look at the mysterious unknown princess all evening and not given either of them a
second glance. Strangely, though, the beautiful princess had hurried away immediately
when it struck twelve, and so quickly that she dropped one of her little glass slippers, the
prettiest in the world, which the Prince had found after chasing after his beauty.
Later that day the Prince announced to the sound of trumpets that he would marry
the girl whose foot would fit the slipper. He sent his men to try the slipper upon foot
after foot.
At last they came to the house of Cinderella and her step-sisters. Each sister by turn
tried to cram her foot into the delicate glass slipper, but it would not fit. Cinderella, who
saw all this, stepped forward and said: ‘Let me see if it will not fit me.’
Her sisters burst out laughing: ‘You! Go back to the cinders where you belong!’
But the gentleman who was sent to try the slipper said that he had orders to try the
slipper on every maiden in the kingdom. He placed the slipper on Cinderella’s foot – and
it was a perfect fit! The step-sisters could hardly believe it! And they were even more
shocked when, from her pocket, Cinderella drew the other glass slipper.
And now her two sisters recognised Cinderella as the beautiful lady whom they had
seen at the ball. They threw themselves at her feet and begged her to forgive them for
treating her so badly. Cinderella being so kind-hearted forgave them at once and pulled
them into a warm embrace.
Cinderella married the Prince and even invited her step-mother and step-sisters to live
at the palace. And there, Cinderella and the Prince lived happily ever after.
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The Wolf and the Seven Little Kids
A tale from the Brothers Grimm
There was once upon a time an old mother goat who had
seven little kids, which she loved as much as any mother
ever loved her children. One day she needed to go into
the forest to fetch some food. So she called all seven to
her and said: ‘Dear children, I have to go into the forest.
While I am away you must be on your guard against the
wolf; if he gets in, he will gobble you up – skin and all!
The beast often disguises himself, but you will know him
at once by his rough voice and his black feet.’
The kids said: ‘Don’t worry, Mother, we will take
good care of ourselves.’ So the mother goat bleated
goodbye and went off to find some food.
It was not long before there was a knock at the door. Someone called: ‘Open the door,
dear children; your mother is here, and has brought something back with her for each of
you.’ But the little kids knew at once that it was the wolf by his rough voice. ‘We will not
open the door,’ they cried. ‘You are not our mother. She has a soft, pleasant voice, unlike
yours which is rough and horrible. You must be the wolf!’
Then the wolf went away to a shopkeeper and bought himself a great lump of chalk,
which he ate to make his voice soft. Then he went back to the little house, knocked at the
door and said softly: ‘Open up, dear children, your mother is here and has brought
something back with her for each of you.’ But the wolf had laid his black paws against the
window, and the children saw them and cried: ‘We will not open the door, our mother
has not got big, black, hairy feet like you. You must be the wolf!’
Then the wolf ran to a baker and said: ‘I have hurt my feet, rub some dough over them
for me.’ And when the baker had rubbed his feet over, he ran to the miller and said:
‘Sprinkle some white flour over my feet for me.’
Now the miller thought to himself: ‘The wolf is up to no good. He wants to deceive
someone,’ and refused; but the wolf said: ‘If you won’t do it, I will eat you up in one bite!’
The miller was afraid, and so he made the wolf’s paws white with flour for him. So the
wicked wolf went for the third time to the door, knocked at it and said, ‘Open the door
for me children, your dear mother has come home and brought every one of you
something back from the forest.’
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The little kids cried: ‘First you must show us your paws so we can see if you are our
mother.’ So the wolf put his paws in through the window and when the kids saw that they
were white, they believed it was their mother and opened the door. But who should come
in but the wolf!
The kids were terrified and wanted to hide themselves. One sprang under the table, the
second into the bed, the third into the stove, the fourth into the kitchen, the fifth into the
cupboard, the sixth under the washing-bowl and the seventh climbed into a big
grandfather clock.
But the wolf found them all, and one aer the other swallowed them whole. e youngest,
who was hiding in the grandfather clock, was the only one he did not manage to find.
The wolf, feeling satisfied, strolled into the forest and laid himself down under a tree
and fell asleep.
Soon afterwards the mother goat came home with some food for her kids, and what a
sight she saw there! The house door stood wide open. The table, chairs and benches were
thrown down, the washing bowl lay broken to pieces and the quilts and pillows were pulled
off the bed. She called out for her children, but they were nowhere to be found. She called
each one by name, but they did not answer. At last, when she called the name of the
youngest, a tiny voice squeaked: ‘Dear mother, I am in the big clock.’ She took the kid out
and it told her that the wolf had tricked them and eaten all his brothers and sisters. How
she cried and cried for her poor children!
Still crying, she wandered outside with the
youngest kid and when they came to the meadow
they saw the wolf lying under the tree, snoring so
loudly that the branches were shaking. The mother
looked at the wolf in anger and suddenly she saw
that something was moving and struggling in his
huge belly. ‘Heavens!’ she said, ‘is it possible that my
poor children, whom this beast has swallowed
whole, may still be alive?’
The youngest kid ran home as fast as he could to
fetch the scissors as well as a needle and thread. The
mother goat quickly snipped open the monster’s
stomach and hardly had she made one cut, than one
little kid thrust its head out; and when she cut
further still, all six sprang out, one after another, all
still alive and kicking!
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‘Now,’ said the mother to her kids, ‘go and look for some big stones, and we will fill
the wicked beast’s stomach with them while he is still asleep.’ The seven kids dragged the
stones to her and she packed them into his stomach and sewed him up again as quickly as
she could.
At last, when the wolf awoke, he stood up, and feeling very thirsty went to the well to
get a drink. But when he began to walk and move about, the stones in his stomach knocked
against each other and rattled. Then he cried:
‘What rumbles and tumbles
Against my poor bones?
I thought it was six kids,
It feels more like six stones!’
And when he got to the well and bent over to take a drink, the heavy stones made him
fall in. He sank to the bottom and was never seen again.

King Midas and the Golden Touch
A myth from ancient Greece, adapted from
Nathaniel Hawthorne’s Wonder Book

Once upon a time, there lived a very rich King whose name was Midas. King Midas was
fonder of gold than of anything else in the world. One of the main reasons he loved being
King so much was so that he could wear a golden crown. If he loved anything as much, or
half as much as gold, it was his little daughter Marygold. When little Marygold ran to meet
him, with a bunch of buttercups and dandelions, he used to say: ‘Oh child! If these flowers
were as golden as they look, they would be worth picking!’
King Midas had once loved flowers himself. He had planted a garden, in which grew
the biggest and most beautiful roses that anyone had ever seen or smelt. These roses were
still growing in the garden, but now, if he looked at them at all, it was only to calculate
how much the garden would be worth if each of the rose-petals were a thin plate of gold.
At length, Midas came to love gold so much that he could scarcely bear to see or touch
any object that was not gold. He passed a large portion of every day in a dark and dreary
underground room where he kept his wealth and it was here that he was most happy.
Midas was enjoying himself in his treasure-room one day when a shadow fell over the
heaps of gold; and, looking up suddenly, what should he behold but the figure of a stranger
who seemed to shine with a golden glow.
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As Midas knew that he had carefully turned the key in the lock, and that no human
strength could possibly break into his treasure-room, he knew that his visitor must have
magic power. But Midas felt no fear because the stranger had a kind smile.
‘You are a wealthy man, my friend Midas!’ he observed. ‘I doubt whether any other four
walls on earth contain so much gold as you have in this room.’
‘Yes I have a lot of gold,’ answered Midas, ‘but it is not enough!’
‘What?’ exclaimed the stranger, ‘then you are not satisfied?’
Midas shook his head.
‘And pray what would satisfy you?’ asked the stranger.
‘Only this,’ replied Midas, ‘I want everything that I touch to be changed into gold!’
‘The Golden Touch!’ he exclaimed. ‘Are you quite sure that this will satisfy you?’
‘How could it not?’ said Midas.
‘Be it as you wish, then,’ replied the stranger, waving his hand. ‘Tomorrow, at sunrise,
you will find yourself gifted with the Golden Touch.’
The figure of the stranger then became very bright, and Midas closed his eyes. On
opening them again, he found that the figure had gone.
e next morning when the sun had hardly peeped over the hills, King Midas was wide
awake, and, stretching his arms out of bed, began to touch the objects that were within reach.
He touched a chair and it turned to gold!
Midas ran about the room, touching everything that happened to be in his way. He
touched one of the blankets, and it immediately turned to gold. He took up a book from
the table. At his first touch, it turned to gold in his hands. He hurriedly put on his clothes,
and was amazed to see himself in a magnificent suit of gold cloth, which retained its
flexibility and softness, although it was very heavy. He drew out his handkerchief, on which
little Marygold had stitched a design. That was also turned to gold, with the dear child’s
neat and pretty stitches running all along the border, in gold thread!
Somehow or other, this did not quite please King Midas. He would rather that his little
daughter’s work should have remained just the same as when she climbed onto his knee
and put it into his hand. But he did not let this trouble him.
King Midas was so pleased by his good fortune and ran outside to the garden. Here he
found a great number of beautiful roses in full bloom. He went from bush to bush, and
touched each, until every individual flower and bud was changed to gold. By the time this
work was completed, King Midas was feeling hungry, so he went to breakfast.
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He tried to take a drink, but as soon as the
liquid touched his lips it turned to gold. In
despair, he helped himself to a boiled egg, which
also turned instantly to gold. ‘How am I to get
any breakfast?’ he cried.
King Midas next snatched a hot potato, and
attempted to cram it into his mouth and swallow
it in a hurry. But the Golden Touch was too quick
for him. He found his mouth full, not of potato,
but of red-hot metal, which so burnt his tongue
that he roared aloud, both with pain and anger.
Just then he heard someone crying. It was
Marygold.
‘How now, my little lady!’ cried Midas. ‘What
is the matter with you, this bright morning?’
Marygold held out her hand, in which was one
of the roses which Midas had so recently turned
into gold.
‘And what is there in this beautiful golden
rose to make you cry?’ asked her father.
‘Ah, dear father!’ answered the child, as well as her sobs would let her; ‘it is not beautiful,
but the ugliest flower that ever grew! As soon as I was dressed I ran into the garden to
gather some roses for you; because I know you like them, but all the beautiful roses have
been ruined!’
‘Oh, my dear little girl, don’t cry!’ said Midas and threw his arms affectionately about
her. He bent down and kissed her. ‘My precious, precious Marygold!’ he cried.
But Marygold made no answer.
Alas, what had he done? The moment the lips of Midas touched Marygold’s forehead,
her sweet, rosy face had turned to yellow gold. Her beautiful brown ringlets the same.
Little Marygold was a human child no longer, but a golden statue!
Midas cried out, wishing that he were the poorest man in the wide world, if the loss of
all his wealth might bring back the faintest rose-colour to his dear child’s face.
While he was despairing, he suddenly noticed a stranger standing near the door. Midas
bent down his head, without speaking; for he recognised the same figure who had appeared
to him the day before.
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‘Well, friend Midas,’ said the stranger, ‘pray how do you
like the Golden Touch?’
Midas shook his head. ‘I am very miserable’, he said.
‘And why might that be?’ asked the stranger. ‘Have
you not everything that your heart desired?’
‘Gold is not everything,’ answered Midas. ‘And I
have lost all that my heart really cared for.’
‘en which of these two things do you think
is really worth the most, the gi of the Golden
Touch, or one cup of clear cold water?’
‘O blessed water!’ exclaimed Midas. ‘It will
never moisten my parched throat again!’
‘The Golden Touch,’ continued the stranger, ‘or
a crust of bread?’
‘A piece of bread,’ answered Midas, ‘is worth
all the gold on earth!’
‘The Golden Touch,’ asked the stranger, ‘or your own
little Marygold, warm, soft, and loving as she was an hour ago?’
‘Oh my child, my dear child!’ cried poor Midas wringing his hands. ‘I would not have
given that one small dimple in her chin for the power of changing this whole big earth
into a solid lump of gold!’
‘You are wiser than you were, King Midas!’ said the stranger, ‘Go then and plunge
yourself into the river that glides past the bottom of your garden. Fill a vase with some of
the water and sprinkle it over everything that you have touched. If you do this quickly and
with a good heart, it may possibly repair your mischief.’
King Midas ran to the river bank and plunged headlong in, without waiting even to pull
off his shoes.
King Midas filled a vase with water hastened back to the palace, where the first thing
he did was to sprinkle the water by handfuls over the golden figure of little Marygold. No
sooner did it fall on her than the rosy colour came back to the dear child’s cheek and she
began to sneeze and sputter. How astonished she was to find herself dripping wet, and her
father still throwing more water over her!
‘Father, stop!’ she cried. ‘See how you have wet my nice dress, which I put on only
this morning!’
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‘Now I am truly happy!’ said the King, much wiser than before. However, there were
two things that reminded King Midas of the Golden Touch for the rest of his life. One was
that the sands of the river sparkled like gold; the other was that little Marygold’s hair had
forever a golden sheen.

Snow White
(Adapted from the Brothers Grimm)
Once upon a time in the middle of winter, when the snowflakes were falling like feathers
from heaven, a beautiful Queen sat sewing at her window, which had a frame of black
ebony wood. As she sewed, she looked out at the snow and accidentally pricked her finger
with the needle. Three drops of blood fell onto the snow that had gathered on the window
ledge. The red on the white looked so beautiful, that she thought: ‘If only I had a child as
white as snow, as red as blood, and as black as this ebony frame.’
It was not long afterward that the Queen had a little daughter, with skin as white as
snow, lips as red as blood and hair as black as ebony wood, and so they called her Snow
White. But sadly, when the child was born the beautiful queen died.
After a few years had passed, the King married again. The new queen was very
beautiful but she was terribly proud and could not bear to think that anyone
might be more beautiful than she. She had a wonderful magic mirror, and
when she stood in front of it and said:
‘Mirror mirror on the wall,
Who is the fairest one of all?’
The mirror would answer her:
‘You, oh Queen, are the fairest one of all.’
Then she would be satisfied, for she knew the mirror
spoke only the truth.
Now, as Snow White grew up, she grew more and more
beautiful, and when she was seven she was as beautiful
as the day and more beautiful even than the proud
queen herself. One day the queen went to the
magic mirror and said:
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‘Mirror, mirror on the wall,
Who is the fairest of us all?’
And the mirror answered:
‘Though you are fair, oh Queen, it’s true,
Snow White is fairer still than you.’
When the queen heard this, she was shocked and turned green with envy, and from
that moment she hated Snow White with a passion. Envy and pride grew in her heart like
a weed and she could not rest day or night until one day she called a huntsman and said:
‘Take the child away into the forest. Kill her and bring me back her heart as a token.’
The huntsman obeyed and took her away; but when he had drawn his knife, and was
about to pierce Snow White’s innocent heart, she began to weep and said: ‘Dear huntsman,
let me live! I will run away into the wild forest and never come back.’
And as she was so beautiful the huntsman had pity on her and said: ‘Run then, poor
child, run away and never come back.’ And he thought to himself, it is likely that the wild
beasts will eat her anyway. And just at that moment a young boar came running out of the
woods and he stabbed it and cut out the heart and took it to the queen as proof that the
child was dead.
Now Snow White was all alone in the great forest and so terrified that she looked at
every leaf of every tree in terror. She began to run, over the sharp stones and through the
thorn bushes. She ran for as long as her feet would carry her, until it was evening and she
came across a little cottage in a clearing.
She went inside to rest herself. Everything in the cottage was very small; there was a
table, on which were laid seven little plates; and on each plate a little spoon; moreover
there were seven little knives and forks and seven little mugs. Against the wall stood seven
little beds side by side, each covered with white sheets.
Little Snow White was so hungry and thirsty that she ate some vegetables and bread
from each plate and drank a drop of wine out of each mug. Then she was so tired that she
laid herself down on one of the little beds, but none of them suited her; one was too long,
another too short, but at last she found that the seventh one was just right and so she went
to sleep in it.
When it was quite dark, the owners of the cottage came back; they were seven dwarfs
who worked every day digging in the mountains, with their shovels and their picks,
for gold. They lit their seven little candles and saw that everything in their cottage had
been disturbed.
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The first dwarf said: ‘Who has been sitting in my chair?’
The second said: ‘Who has been eating off my plate?’
The third said: ‘Who has been eating my vegetables?’
The fourth said: ‘Who has been nibbling my bread?’
The fifth said: ‘Who has been cutting with my knife?’
The sixth said: ‘Who has been eating with my fork?’
The seventh said: ‘Who has been drinking out of my mug?’
Then the first looked round and saw that there was a little dip in his bed and he said:
‘Who has been getting into my bed?’ The others came up and each called out, ‘Somebody
has been lying in my bed too!’ When the seventh looked at his bed, he saw Snow White
sleeping there. And he called to the others, who came running up to look. They held up
their seven little candles and let the light fall on Snow White.
‘Oh heavens!’ they cried, ‘what a lovely child!’ and they were so in awe of her beauty
that they did not wake her.
When morning came, Snow White awoke and was frightened when she saw the seven
dwarfs. But they were ever so friendly and asked her what her name was.
‘My name is Snow White’, she answered.
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‘How have you come to be in our house?’ asked the dwarfs. So Snow White told them
that her step-mother had wished to have her killed but the huntsman had spared her life,
and she described how she had run all day long until at last she had come upon the little
cottage in the wood.
Then the dwarfs said: ‘If you will take care of our little house, cook, clean and make the
beds, you can stay here with us and we will take care of you and make sure you have
everything you need.’
And Snow White agreed with all her heart. She kept the house in order for them. Every
morning the dwarfs would go off and mine for gold while Snow White would be left alone
to take care of the house. The dwarfs warned her: ‘Beware of your step-mother, she will
soon know that you are here, be sure not to open the door to anyone.’
Indeed, the queen, believing that she was again the first and most beautiful in the land,
went to her magic mirror and said:
‘Mirror, mirror, on the wall,
Who is the fairest one of all?’
And the mirror answered:
‘Oh Queen, you are of beauty rare,
But over the hills where seven dwarfs dwell,
Snow White is still alive and well,
Incomparably fair.’
The queen was shocked, for she knew that the mirror only ever spoke the truth, which
meant that Snow White must still be living! It filled her with rage to know that she was
not the fairest in the land, so she thought again of a plan to kill Snow White. The queen
dressed herself like an old woman so that no-one would recognise her. In this disguise she
went over the seven mountains to the seven dwarfs and knocked at the door crying: ‘Pretty
things for sale, pretty things for sale!’
Snow White looked out of the window and called: ‘Good morning, what have you to sell?’
‘Good things, pretty things,’ she answered, ‘fine, brightly coloured, silk laces.’
‘I may let the old woman in,’ thought Snow White, ‘what harm can she do me?’ So she
unbolted the door and bought the pretty laces.
‘Child, let me lace you up properly’ said the old woman. Snow White, seeing no reason
to distrust the old woman, let herself be laced with the new laces. But the old woman laced
her so tightly that Snow White could not breathe and fell down as though she were dead.
‘Now,’ said the evil queen, ‘you are no longer the fairest in the land.’ And she hurried oﬀ.
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Soon the dwarfs came home and how shocked they were when they saw their dear little
Snow White lying on the ground and thought she must be dead.
When they lifted her up they saw that she was laced much too tightly, so they cut the
lace and she began to breathe again. When the dwarfs heard what had happened they said:
‘The old woman was none other than the wicked queen! Take care and let no one come in
when we are not with you.’
When the queen got home, she went straight to her magic mirror and said:
‘Mirror, mirror on the wall,
Who is the fairest of us all?’
And the mirror answered:
‘Oh Queen, you are the fairest of all I see,
But over the hills where seven dwarfs dwell,
Snow White is still alive and well,
And no one is so fair as she.’
The queen shook with anger. ‘I will think of something that shall put an end to you’,
she said, and with the use of a witch’s spell she made a poisonous comb. Then she disguised
herself once again, this time as a
different old woman. So she went
over the seven mountains to the
seven dwarfs’ house and knocked
on the door crying: ‘Good things
to sell, cheap, cheap, cheap!’
Little Snow White called out:
‘Go away; I cannot let anyone in.’
‘Surely you could look out of
the window’, replied the queen,
and she held up the poisonous
comb. Snow White liked it so
much that, without thinking, she
opened the door.
‘Turn around and I shall comb
your hair as it should be done’,
said the old woman. And as soon
as she ran the comb through
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Snow White’s ebony hair, the poison began to work and the child fell down as if she were dead.
‘Now my pretty, you are done for!’ said the queen, and she went away.
Luckily the dwarfs came home early and saw the poisoned comb in Snow White’s hair
and pulled it out at once. As soon as they had removed it, Snow White woke up and told
them what had happened. Then the dwarfs warned her again never to answer the door.
When the queen got home, she went straight to her mirror and said:
‘Mirror, mirror on the wall,
Who is the fairest of us all?’
And the mirror answered:
‘Oh Queen, you are the fairest of all I see,
But over the hills where seven dwarfs dwell,
Snow White is still alive and well,
And no one is so fair as she.’
When she heard the mirror say this she was overcome with rage. ‘Snow White shall die,’
she cried, ‘even if it costs me my own life!’
She went into a quiet, secret room, where no one ever came, and made a poisonous
apple. It was so big and red and shiny, that anyone who saw it would long to have a bite of
it, but whoever ate a piece of it would surely die.
The queen made herself look like an old country woman and went over the seven
mountains to the seven dwarfs’ cottage. She knocked at the door. Snow White called out
of the window: ‘I cannot let anybody in. The seven dwarfs told me not to.’
‘Alright, I’ll go,’ said the woman, ‘but I shall leave you one of my apples.’
‘No thank you,’ said Snow White, ‘I dare not take anything.’
‘Child, you act as if my apples might be poisoned!’ said the woman. ‘Here, I’ll take a
bite of this apple myself, to show you it is safe!’
But the apple was so cleverly made that only one side was poisoned. Snow White longed
for the fine apple, and when she saw that the woman had eaten part of it she could resist
no longer, stretched out her hand and bit into the poisonous half. No sooner had she taken
a bite of the apple than she fell down as if she were dead.
The queen cackled loudly and said: ‘White as snow, red as blood, black as ebony you
may be, but the dwarfs will not be able to save you this time!’
When she went home, she rushed to her mirror and asked:
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‘Mirror, mirror on the wall,
Who is the fairest one of all?’
And the mirror answered at last:
‘You are the now the fairest one of all.’
The dwarfs came home that evening and found Snow White dead. They lifted her up
and looked to see whether they could find anything poisonous, unlaced her, combed her
hair, washed her with water but it was no use; the poor child was dead.
They sat around her, all seven of them, for three days. They would have buried her, but
she looked so fresh and alive with her beautiful rosy cheeks that they said: ‘We cannot
bury her in the dark, cold ground.’ So they made a coffin of clear glass, and laid her in it,
writing her name on it in golden letters. Then they put the coffin upon the mountain and
one of them always stayed by it to keep watch. Even the birds came and wept for Snow
White.
Snow White lay for a long, long time in the coffin, and all the while she never changed
but looked as if she were asleep, with skin as white as snow, lips as red as blood and hair
as black as ebony.
Then one day a handsome Prince was riding through the woods. He stopped at the
dwarfs’ cottage to spend the night. From there he could see the coffin on the mountain
and beautiful Snow White within it. He said to the dwarfs: ‘Let me have the coffin, I will
give you whatever you want for it.’
‘We will not part with it for all the gold in the world’, replied the dwarfs.
Then the Prince said: ‘I beg you to give it to me, for I cannot live without looking upon
the beautiful Snow White.’ The dwarfs felt sorry for him and agreed to give him the coffin.
The prince called his servants and told them to carry the coffin down from the mountain.
As they were carrying it, they stumbled over a tree-stump, causing the poisonous piece of
apple which had stuck in Snow White’s throat to fall out of her mouth. And before long
she opened her eyes and sat up exclaiming: ‘Oh heavens! Where am I?’
The handsome Prince was so full of joy he said: ‘You are with me,’ and told her all that
had happened. ‘I love you more than anything else in the world; come with me to my
father’s palace and marry me.’
A splendid wedding was held for the Prince and Snow White. It so happened, however,
that Snow White’s wicked step-mother was also invited to the wedding feast. When she
had dressed herself in her most beautiful clothes, she went to her mirror and asked:
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‘Mirror, mirror on the wall,
Who is the fairest of us all?’
And the mirror answered:
‘Though you are fair, oh Queen, it’s true,
The bride-to-be is fairer still than you.’
The wicked woman screamed with anger. At first she thought she would not go to the
wedding, but she knew she would not be able to rest until she found out who the new bride
was. When she saw that it was Snow White, she was filled with such a terrible rage that
she swept from the palace in a great fury and was never heard from again. Snow White
and the Prince lived happily ever after.

WHAT IS AN AUTHOR?
This is Michael Rosen. He’s an author. An author
writes books and poems. Many of these books tell
stories. Michael loves to tell stories. He writes them
down so he can share them with you.
Michael also loves to write poems – which makes
him a special kind of author called a poet. You read
one of Michael’s poems on pages 28–29 of this book.
Michael has written many books and poems and has won awards
for his writing. If you go to a library, you’ll find lots of books that say,
‘By Michael Rosen’.
How does Michael go about writing his poems? ‘Well,’ says Michael,
‘sometimes I write on a piece of paper, sometimes on an old envelope,
sometimes in a notebook, sometimes straight onto the computer. I
think a bit. I write a bit. I think some more. I scribble out what I don’t
like. Scribble in some new bits. And then read it out to someone to see
what they think.’
When you sit down with a book, find out who the author is. Do you
have a favourite author? If you do, then the next time you’re at the
library, look for more books by that person.
Do you like to tell stories? Someday soon you’ll learn to write them
down, then you can be an author too!
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In Which Pooh Goes Visiting
and Gets into a Tight Place
A selection from Winnie-the-Pooh by A. A . Milne

Edward Bear, known to his friends as Winnie-the-Pooh, or Pooh for short, was walking
through the forest one day, humming proudly to himself. He had made up a little hum
that very morning, as he was doing his Stoutness Exercises in front of the glass: Tra-la-la,
tra-la-la, as he stretched up as high as he could go, and then Tra-la-oh, help!-la, as he tried
to reach his toes. After breakfast he had said it over and over to himself until he had learnt
it off by heart, and now he was humming it right through, properly. It went like this:
Tra-la-la, tra-la-la,
Tra-la-la, tra-la-la,
Rum-tum-tiddle-um-tum.
Tiddle-iddle, tiddle-iddle,
Tiddle-iddle, tiddle-iddle,
Rum-tum-tum-tiddle-um.
Well, he was humming this hum to himself, and walking along gaily, wondering what
everybody else was doing, and what it felt like, being somebody else, when suddenly he
came to a sandy bank, and in the bank was a large hole.
‘Aha!’ said Pooh. (Rum-tum-tiddle-um-tum.) ‘If I know anything about anything, that
hole means Rabbit,’ he said, ‘and Rabbit means Company,’ he said, ‘and Company means
Food and Listening-to Me-Humming and such like. Rum-tum-tum-tiddle-um.’
So he bent down, put his head into the hole, and called out:
‘Is anybody at home?’ There was a sudden scuffling noise from inside the hole, and then
silence. ‘What I said was, “Is anybody at home?”’ called out Pooh very loudly.
‘No!’ said a voice; and then added, ‘You needn’t shout so loud. I heard you quite well
the first time.’
‘Bother!’ said Pooh. ‘Isn’t there anybody here at all?’
‘Nobody.’
Winnie-the-Pooh took his head out of the hole, and thought for a little, and he thought
to himself: ‘There must be somebody there, because somebody must have said “Nobody”.’
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So he put his head back in the hole, and said:
‘Hallo, Rabbit, isn’t that you?’
‘No’, said Rabbit, in a different sort of voice this time.
‘But isn’t that Rabbit’s voice?’
‘I don’t think so,’ said Rabbit. ‘It isn’t meant to be.’
‘Oh!’ said Pooh.
He took his head out of the hole, and had another think, and then he put it back, and
said: ‘Well, could you very kindly tell me where Rabbit is?’
‘He has gone to see his friend Pooh Bear, who is a great friend of his.’
‘But this is Me!’ said Bear, very much
surprised.
‘What sort of Me?’
‘Pooh Bear.’
‘Are you sure?’ said Rabbit, still more
surprised.
‘Quite, quite sure’, said Pooh.
‘Oh, well, then, come in.’ So Pooh pushed
and pushed and pushed his way through the
hole, and at last he got in.
‘You were quite right,’ said Rabbit, looking at him all over. ‘It is you. Glad to see you.’
‘Who did you think it was?’
‘Well, I wasn’t sure. You know how it is in the Forest. One can’t have anybody coming
into one’s house. One has to be careful. What about a mouthful of something?’
Pooh always liked a little something at eleven o’clock in the morning, and he was very
glad to see Rabbit getting out the plates and mugs; and when Rabbit said, ‘Honey or
condensed milk with your bread?’ he was so excited that he said, ‘Both’, and then, so as
not to seem greedy, he added, ‘But don’t bother about the bread, please.’
And for a long time aer that he said nothing… until at last, humming to himself in a rather
sticky voice, he got up, shook Rabbit lovingly by the paw, and said that he must be going on.
‘Must you?’ said Rabbit politely. ‘Well,’ said Pooh, ‘I could stay a little longer if it –
if you –’ and he tried very hard to look in the direction of the larder.
‘As a matter of fact,’ said Rabbit, ‘I was going out myself directly.’
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‘Oh, well, then, I’ll be going on. Goodbye.’
‘Well, goodbye, if you’re sure you won’t have any more.’
‘Is there any more?’ asked Pooh quickly.
Rabbit took the covers off the dishes, and said no, there wasn’t.
‘I thought not’, said Pooh, nodding to himself. ‘Well, goodbye. I must be going on.’ So
he started to climb out of the hole. He pulled with his front paws, and pushed with his
back paws, and in a little while his nose was out in the open again... and then his ears...
and then his front paws... and then his shoulders... and then –
‘Oh, help!’ said Pooh. ‘I’d better go back.’
‘Oh, bother!’ said Pooh. ‘I shall have to go on.’
‘I can’t do either!’ said Pooh. ‘Oh, help and bother.’
Now by this time Rabbit wanted to go for a walk too, and finding the front door full, he
went out by the back door, and came round to Pooh, and looked at him. ‘Hallo, are you
stuck?’ he asked. ‘N-no,’ said Pooh carelessly. ‘Just resting and thinking and humming to
myself.’
‘Here, give us a paw.’ Pooh Bear stretched out a paw, and Rabbit pulled and pulled
and pulled...
‘Ow!’ cried Pooh. ‘You’re hurting!’
‘The fact is,’ said Rabbit, ‘you’re stuck.’
‘It all comes,’ said Pooh crossly, ‘of not
having front doors big enough.’
‘It all comes,’ said Rabbit sternly, ‘of eating
too much. I thought at the time,’ said Rabbit,
‘only I didn’t like to say anything,’ said
Rabbit, ‘that one of us was eating too much,’
said Rabbit, ‘and I knew it wasn’t me,’ he
said. ‘Well, well, I shall go and fetch
Christopher Robin.’
Christopher Robin lived at the other end of the Forest, and when he came back with
Rabbit, and saw the front half of Pooh, he said, ‘Silly old Bear’, in such a loving voice that
everybody felt quite hopeful again.
‘I was just beginning to think,’ said Bear, sniffing slightly, ‘that Rabbit might never be
able to use his front door again. And I should hate that’, he said.
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‘So should I,’ said Rabbit.
‘Use his front door again?’ said Christopher Robin. ‘Of course he’ll use his front door again.’
‘Good,’ said Rabbit.
‘If we can’t pull you out, Pooh, we might push you back.’
Rabbit scratched his whiskers thoughtfully, and pointed out that, when once Pooh was
pushed back, he was back, and of course nobody was more glad to see Pooh than he was,
still there it was, some lived in trees and some lived underground, and−
‘You mean I’d never get out?’ said Pooh.
‘I mean,’ said Rabbit, ‘that having got so far, it seems a pity to waste it.’
Christopher Robin nodded.
‘Then there’s only one thing to be done,’ he said. ‘We shall have to wait for you to get
thin again.’
‘How long does getting thin take?’ asked Pooh anxiously.
‘About a week, I should think.’
‘But I can’t stay here for a week!’
‘You can stay here all right, silly old Bear. It’s getting you out which is so difficult.’
‘We’ll read to you,’ said Rabbit cheerfully. ‘And I hope it won’t snow’, he added.
‘And I say, old fellow, you’re taking up a good deal of room in my house – do you mind
if I use your back legs as a towel-horse? Because, I mean, there they are – doing nothing –
and it would be very convenient just to hang the towels on them.’
‘A week!’ said Pooh gloomily. ‘What about meals?’
‘I’m afraid no meals,’ said Christopher Robin, ‘because of getting thin quicker. But we
will read to you.’
Bear began to sigh, and then found he couldn’t because he was so tightly stuck; and a
tear rolled down his eye, as he said: ‘Then would you read a Sustaining Book, such as
would help and comfort a Wedged Bear in Great Tightness?’
So for a week Christopher Robin read that sort of book at the North end of Pooh, and
Rabbit hung his washing on the South end… and in between Bear felt himself getting
slenderer and slenderer. And at the end of the week Christopher Robin said, ‘Now!’
So he took hold of Pooh’s front paws and Rabbit took hold of Christopher Robin, and
all Rabbit’s friends and relations took hold of Rabbit, and they pulled together…
And for a long time Pooh only said ‘Ow!’…
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And ‘Oh!’…
And then, all of a sudden, he said ‘Pop!’ just as if a cork were coming out of a bottle.
And Christopher Robin and Rabbit and all Rabbit’s friends and relations went head-overheels backwards... and on the top of them came Winnie-the-Pooh – free!
So, with a nod of thanks to his friends, he went on with his walk through the forest,
humming proudly to himself. But Christopher Robin looked after him lovingly and said
to himself, ‘Silly old Bear!’
PARENTS: Find a copy of A.A. Milne’s Winnie-the-Pooh for more stories about
Pooh and his friends: Rabbit, Piglet, Eeyore, Kanga and Roo, and Christopher
Robin—but not Tigger: that bouncy fellow is introduced in another book, The
House at Pooh Corner.

The Velveteen Rabbit; or, How Toys Become Real
Adapted from the original by Margery Williams

There was once a velveteen rabbit, and in the beginning he was really splendid. He was fat
and bunchy, as a rabbit should be; his coat was spotted brown and white, he had real thread
whiskers, and his ears were lined with pink satin. On Christmas morning, when he sat
wedged in the top of the Boy’s stocking, with a sprig of holly between his paws, the effect
was charming.
There were other things in the stocking, nuts and oranges and a toy engine, and
chocolate almonds and a clockwork mouse, but the Rabbit was quite the best of all. For at
least two hours the Boy loved him, and then there was a great rustling of tissue paper and
unwrapping of parcels, and in the excitement of looking at all the new presents, the
Velveteen Rabbit was forgotten.
For a long time he lived in the toy cupboard or on the nursery floor, and no one thought
very much about him. He was naturally shy, and being only made of velveteen, some of
the more expensive toys quite snubbed him. The mechanical toys were very superior and
looked down upon everyone else; they were full of modern ideas and pretended they were
real. But the Rabbit didn’t even know that real rabbits existed; he thought they were all
stuffed with sawdust like himself. So the poor little Rabbit was made to feel very
insignificant and commonplace, and the only person who was kind to him at all was the
Skin Horse.
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The Skin Horse had lived longer in the nursery than any of the others. He was so old
that his brown coat was bald in patches, and most of the hairs in his tail had been pulled
out. He was wise, for he had seen many mechanical toys arrive to boast and swagger, and
by and by break their mainsprings and pass away, and he knew that they were only toys
and would never turn into anything else. For nursery magic is very strange and wonderful,
and only those playthings that are old and wise and experienced like the Skin Horse
understand all about it.
‘What is REAL?’ asked the Rabbit one day. ‘Does it mean having things that buzz inside
you and a stick-out handle?’
‘Real isn’t how you are made’, said the Skin Horse. ‘It’s a thing that happens to you.
When a child loves you for a long, long time, not just to play with, but REALLY loves you,
then you become Real.’
‘Does it hurt?’ asked the Rabbit.
‘Sometimes,’ said the Skin Horse, for he was always truthful. ‘When you are Real, you
don’t mind being hurt.’
‘Does it happen all at once, like being wound up,’ the Rabbit asked, ‘or bit by bit?’
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‘It doesn’t happen all at once,’ said the Skin Horse. ‘It takes a long time. Generally, by
the time you are Real, most of your hair has been loved off, and your eyes drop out, and
you get very shabby. But these things don’t matter at all, because once you are Real, you
can’t be ugly.’
‘I suppose you are Real!’ said the Rabbit.
‘The Boy’s Uncle made me Real,’ the Skin Horse said. ‘That was a great many years ago;
but once you are Real, you can’t become unreal again. It lasts for always.’
The Rabbit sighed. He longed to become Real, to know what it felt like; and yet the idea
of growing shabby and losing his eyes and whiskers was rather sad. He wished that he
could become real without these uncomfortable things happening to him.
ere was a person called Nana who ruled the nursery. Sometimes she took no notice of
the playthings lying about, and sometimes she went swooping about like a great wind and
hustled them away in cupboards. She called this ‘tidying up’, and the playthings all hated
it. e Rabbit didn’t mind it so much, for wherever he was thrown he came down so.
One evening, when the Boy was going to bed, he couldn’t find the china dog that always
slept with him. Nana was in a hurry, so she simply looked about her, and seeing that the
toy cupboard door stood open, she made a swoop.
‘Here,’ she said, ‘take your old Bunny!’ And she dragged the Rabbit out by one ear and
put him into the Boy’s arms.
That night, and for many nights after, the Velveteen Rabbit slept in the Boy’s bed.
At first he found it rather uncomfortable, for the Boy hugged him very tight, and
sometimes he rolled over on him, and sometimes he pushed him so far under the pillow
that the Rabbit could scarcely breathe. And he missed, too, those long moonlit hours in
the nursery, when all the house was silent, and his talks with the Skin Horse. But very
soon he grew to like it, for the Boy talked to him and made nice tunnels for him under the
bed-clothes that he said were like the burrows the real rabbits lived in. And when the Boy
dropped off to sleep, the Rabbit would snuggle down close under his little warm chin and
dream, with the Boy’s hands clasped close round him all night long.
And so time went on, and the little Rabbit was very happy – so happy that he never
noticed how his beautiful velveteen fur was getting shabbier and shabbier, and his tail
coming unsown, and all the pink rubbed off his nose where the Boy had kissed him.
Spring came, and they had long days in the garden, for wherever the Boy went, the
Rabbit went too. He had rides in the wheelbarrow, and picnics on the grass, and lovely
fairy huts built for him under the raspberry canes. And once, when the Boy was called
away suddenly, the Rabbit was left out on the lawn until long after dusk, and Nana had to
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come and look for him with the candle because the Boy couldn’t go to sleep unless he was
there. He was wet through with the dew, and Nana grumbled as she rubbed him off with
a corner of her apron.
‘You must have your old Bunny!’ she said. ‘Fancy all that fuss for a toy!’
The Boy sat up in bed and stretched out his hands.
‘Give me my Bunny!’ he said. ‘He isn’t a toy. He’s REAL!’
When the little Rabbit heard that, he was happy, for he knew that what the Skin Horse
had said was true at last. The nursery magic had happened to him, and he was a toy no
longer. He was Real. The Boy himself had said it.
That night he was almost too happy to sleep. And into his boot-button eyes, which had
long ago lost their polish, there came a look of wisdom and beauty.
That was a wonderful summer!
Near the house where they lived there was a wood, and in the long June evenings the
Boy liked to go there to play. He took the Velveteen Rabbit with him, and before he
wandered off to play, he always made the Rabbit a little nest where he would be quite cosy.
One evening, while the Rabbit was lying there alone, he saw two strange beings creep out
of the tall grass near him.
They were rabbits like himself, but quite furry and brand-new. They must have been
very well made, for their seams didn’t show at all, and they changed shape in a queer way
when they moved; one minute they were long and thin and the next minute fat and bunchy,
instead of always staying the same as he did.
ey stared at him, and the little Rabbit stared back. And all the time their noses twitched.
‘Why don’t you get up and play with us?’ one of them asked.
‘I don’t feel like it,’ said the Rabbit, for he didn’t want to explain that he couldn’t get up.
‘Can you hop on your hind legs?’ asked the furry rabbit.
That was a dreadful question, for the Velveteen Rabbit had no hind legs at all! The back
of him was made all in one piece, like a pincushion. He sat still and hoped that the other
rabbits wouldn’t notice. But wild rabbits have very sharp eyes. And this one stretched out
his neck and looked.
‘He hasn’t got any hind legs!’ he called out. And he began to laugh.
‘I have!’ cried the little Rabbit. ‘I have got hind legs! I am sitting on them!’
‘Then stretch them out and show me, like this!’ said the wild rabbit. And he began to
whirl around and dance, till the little Rabbit got quite dizzy.
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‘I don’t like dancing,’ he said. ‘I’d rather sit still.’
But all the while he was longing to dance, for a new tickly feeling ran through him, and
he felt he would give anything to be able to jump about like these rabbits did.
The strange rabbit stopped dancing and came quite close.
‘He doesn’t smell right!’ he exclaimed. ‘He isn’t a rabbit at all! He isn’t real!’
‘I am Real!’ said the little Rabbit. ‘I am Real! e Boy said so!’ And he nearly began to cry.
Just then there was a sound of footsteps, and the Boy ran past near them, and with a
flash of white tails the two strange rabbits disappeared. ‘Come back and play with me!’
called the little Rabbit. ‘Oh, do come back! I know I am Real!’
But there was no answer. The Velveteen Rabbit was all alone. For a long time he lay very
still, hoping that they would come back. But they never returned, and presently the sun
sank lower and the little white moths fluttered out, and the Boy came and carried
him home.
Weeks passed, and the little Rabbit grew very old and shabby, but the Boy loved him
just as much. He loved him so hard that he loved all his whiskers off, and the pink lining
to his ears turned grey, and his brown spots faded. He even began to lose his shape, and
he scarcely looked like a rabbit anymore, except to the Boy. To him, he was always
beautiful, and that was all that the little Rabbit cared about.
And then, one day, the Boy was ill.
His little body was so hot that it burned the Rabbit when he held him close. Strange
people came and went in the nursery, and a light burned all night, and through it all the
little Velveteen Rabbit lay there, hidden from sight under the bedclothes, and he never
stirred, for he was afraid that if they found him, someone might take him away, and he
knew that the Boy needed him.
It was a long, weary time, for the Boy was too ill to play. The little Rabbit snuggled down
patiently, and looked forward to the time when the Boy would be well again and they
would go out in the garden amongst the flowers and the butterflies and play splendid games
in the raspberry thicket like they used to.
At last the Boy got better. He was able to sit up in bed and look at picture books while
the little Rabbit cuddled close at his side. And one day they let him get up and dress.
It was a bright, sunny morning. They had carried the Boy outside, wrapped in a shawl,
and the little Rabbit lay tangled up among the bedclothes, thinking.
The Boy was going to the seaside tomorrow. Now it only remained to carry out the
doctor’s orders. They talked about it all while the little Rabbit lay under the bedclothes
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and listened. The room was to be disinfected, and all the books and toys that the Boy had
played with in bed must be burnt.
‘Hurrah!’ thought the little Rabbit. ‘Tomorrow we shall go to the seaside!’ For the Boy
had often talked of the seaside, and he wanted very much to see the big waves coming in,
and the tiny crabs, and the sand castles.
Just then Nana caught sight of him.
‘How about his old Bunny?’ she asked.
‘That?’ said the doctor. ‘Why, it’s a mass of scarlet fever germs! Burn it at once!’
And so the little Rabbit was put into a sack with the old picture books and a lot of
rubbish, and carried out to the end of the garden. That was a fine place to make a bonfire,
only the gardener was too busy just then to attend to it.
That night the Boy slept in a different bedroom, and he had a new bunny to sleep with
him, but he was too excited to care very much about it. For tomorrow he was going to the
seaside, and he could think of nothing else.
And while the Boy was asleep, dreaming of the seaside, the little Rabbit lay among the
old picture books and rubbish, and he felt very lonely. The sack had been left untied, and
so by wriggling a bit he was able to get his head through the opening and look out. Nearby
he could see the thicket of raspberry canes in whose shadow he had played with the Boy
on bygone mornings. He thought of those long sunlit hours in the garden – how happy
they were – and a great sadness came over him. He thought of the Skin Horse, so wise and
gentle, and all that he had told him. Of what use was it to be loved and lose one’s beauty
and become Real if it all ended like this? And a tear, a real tear, trickled down his shabby
little velvet nose and fell to the ground.
And then a strange thing happened. For where the tear had fallen, a mysterious flower
grew out of the ground. It had slender green leaves the colour of emeralds; and in the
centre of the leaves, a blossom like a golden cup. It was so beautiful that the little Rabbit
forgot to cry. And presently the blossom opened, and out of it there stepped the loveliest
fairy in the whole world. Her dress was of pearl and dewdrops, and there were flowers
round her neck and in her hair. And she came close to the little Rabbit and gathered him
up in her arms and kissed him on his velveteen nose that was all damp from crying.
‘Little Rabbit,’ she said, ‘I am the nursery magic Fairy. I take care of all the playthings
that the children have loved. When they are old and worn out and the children don’t need
them any more, then I come and take them away with me and turn them into Real.’
‘Wasn’t I Real before?’ asked the little Rabbit. ‘You were Real to the Boy,’ the Fairy said,
‘because he loved you. Now you shall be Real to everyone.’
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And she held the little Rabbit close in her arms and flew with him into the wood. It was
light now, for the moon had risen. All the forest was beautiful. In the open glade between
the tree trunks, the wild rabbits danced with their shadows on the velvet grass, but when
they saw the Fairy, they all stopped dancing and stood round in a ring to stare at her.
‘I’ve brought you a new playfellow,’ the Fairy said. ‘You must be very kind to him and
teach him all he needs to know, for he is going to live with you for ever and ever!’
And she kissed the little Rabbit again and put him down on the grass.
‘Run and play, little Rabbit!’ she said.
But the little Rabbit sat quite still for a moment and never moved. For when he saw all
the wild rabbits dancing around him, he suddenly remembered about his hind legs, and
he didn’t want them to see that he was made all in one piece. He did not know that when
the Fairy kissed him that last time, she had changed him altogether. And he might have
sat there a long time, too shy to move, if just then something hadn’t tickled his nose, and
before he thought what he was doing, he lifted his hind toe to scratch it.
And he found that he actually had hind legs! Instead of dingy velveteen, he had brown
fur, so and shiny, his ears twitched by themselves, and his whiskers were so long that they
brushed the grass. He gave one leap, and the joy of using those hind legs was so great that
he went springing about on them, jumping sideways and whirling round as the others did,
and he grew so excited that when at last he did stop to look for the Fairy, she had gone.
He was a Real Rabbit at last, at home with the other rabbits.
Autumn passed and winter, and in the spring, when the days grew warm and sunny,
the Boy went out to play in the wood behind the house. And while he was playing, two
rabbits crept out and peeped at him. One of them was
brown all over, but the other had strange markings
under his fur, as though long ago he had been
spotted, and the spots still showed through. And
about his little soft nose and his round black
eyes there was something familiar, so that the
Boy thought to himself: ‘Why, he looks just
like my old Bunny that was lost when I had
scarlet fever!’
But he never knew that it really was
his own Bunny, come back to look at
the child who had first helped him to
be Real.
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Two Tall Tales
PARENTS: There’s a bit of truth in the two tall tales we tell here: both St.
George and King Arthur were real people, or at least the stories told of them
come from the deeds of real people. St. George was born in Turkey in about
280 AD and served in the Roman army. He was brave and strong, but also
noble and honourable. Because he refused to give up his Christian faith he
was put to death by the Roman emperor on 23 April. We still celebrate St.
George’s Day on 23 April. He was made patron saint of England by Henry V.
In Shakespeare’s play, Henry V leads his troops into battle with the famous
line: ‘Cry God for Harry, England and St. George!’ His flag is a red cross on a
white ground and forms the basis of the Union Jack (see page 136). King
Arthur was a British leader who, in the sixth century, led the resistance to the
invasion of the Saxons. However, whether King Arthur ever had a round
table, or St. George ever fought a dragon, is another matter! Tall tales aren’t
known for being truthful: they present people and deeds bigger than life,
but no bigger than the spirit of the people who love to tell tall tales.

St. George and the Dragon
St. George is the patron saint of England. at means that he is supposed to take care of
England and its people when they are in trouble. Other countries have patron saints as well:
Scotland has St. Andrew; Wales has St. David; and Ireland has St. Patrick. ey all appear
together with St. George in this story. It is a famous story about how he fought a dragon.
In the darkest depths of a thick forest lived Kalyb, an enchantress. Terrible were her deeds
and few had the courage to challenge this evil witch. One day she used spells and charms
to steal the son of the Lord High Steward of England away from his poor old nurse.
So upset was the Lord High Steward by the loss of his only son that he left England and
in his grief and sorrow wandered from place to place until his hair was white as silver,
until at last his life ended and he was finally able to rest.
Yet the child was marked from the beginning for great deeds; on his right hand was a
blood-red cross and on his left leg a golden band. These signs so affected Kalyb, who knew
that they meant that the child had a great destiny to fulfil, that she could not kill him as
she had intended to do; and so he grew, each day becoming more handsome and strong
until eventually he was the apple of her eye.
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When he was fourteen he began to thirst for adventure, as all young boys do, but the
wicked enchantress wanted to keep him in the forest with her forever. He wanted glory
and could see the evil inside Kalyb, so she attempted to bribe him.
One day she led him to a castle and showed him six brave knights who were imprisoned
in the tower. She said: ‘Behold! These are the Six Champions and you shall be the seventh.
Your name will be St. George of England. But only if you stay with me.’
But he would not. Then she led him to a magnificent stable where seven of the finest
horses were kept. ‘Six of these,’ she said, ‘belong to the Six Champions. The seventh and
the best, the swiftest and most powerful in the world, whose name is Bayard, will be yours.
But only if you stay with me.’
But he would not. Then she took him to an armoury, and strapped on his chest a
breastplate of purest steel and placed on his head a helmet inlaid with gold. Then, taking
a mighty sword, she placed it in his hand and said: ‘This armour, which no weapon can
pierce, and this sword called Ascalon, which will destroy all it touches, are yours. Surely
now you will stay with me?’
But he would not. Finally, she tried to bribe him with her own magic wand, giving him
power over all things in the enchanted forest. He threw it at a rock hoping it would break
and end Kalyb’s power.
To his surprise the rock opened, and in it was a view of a cave. He persuaded her to lead
the way into this place of darkness and as she entered he waved the magic wand and closed
the rock. The enchantress was sealed in her tomb and left to cry for all eternity.
And so St. George was freed from the enchanted forest, and rode to Coventry with the
six other Champions: St. David of Wales, St. Andrew of Scotland, St. Patrick of Ireland, St.
Denys of France, St. James of Spain and St. Anthony of Italy, all of whom he freed at once.
For nine months the Seven Champions exercised and trained in all the arts of war.
So when spring returned, they were ready and set forth to seek foreign adventure. Thirty
days and nights they rode until they came to a place with seven paths. The Seven
Champions agreed to each take a separate path. They said farewell and with good spirit
rode to their destiny.
St. George, on his charger Bayard, journeyed until he reached the sea where he boarded
a ship bound for Egypt. He eventually arrived in a land that was deathly silent in the day
and frighteningly dark at night. It was here that St. George met a poor hermit.
He asked the hermit for a bed so he could rest his tired limbs.
The hermit replied: ‘You have come at a terrible time. Our land has been ravaged by a
cruel dragon who demands the sacrifice of an innocent young girl every day. He has
threatened to send a plague and scorch the earth so that no man or beast may live.
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For four-and-twenty years he has terrified our land, and tomorrow it is the beautiful Sabia,
daughter of the King, who must die.’
He explained that the King had promised to give his daughter in marriage, and the
crown of Egypt, to any brave knight who would kill the dragon. ‘For crowns I care not,’
said St. George boldly, ‘but the beautiful maiden will not die. I will slay the monster and
save her from this cruel fate.’
The next day he rose at dawn and buckled his armour, laced his helmet and sharpened
his sword. He mounted his trusted steed Bayard and had the old hermit guide him to the
Valley of the Dragon.
On the way he met a procession of old women who were weeping and wailing. At the
front was a beautiful damsel dressed in the finest Arabian silk; he knew it must be Sabia,
the King’s daughter.
He dismounted and bowed before the lady, asking her to return to her father’s palace
because he was going to kill the dreaded dragon. The beautiful Sabia, thanking him with
tears and smiles, returned to the palace and St. George rode to meet the beast.
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Soon the brave knight was at the dragon’s lair and shouted for him to come out and
fight. The dragon let out a mighty roar louder than thunder and spat venom from its
mouth; its wings were burning flames and its eyes empty and cold.
From shoulder to tail it was forty feet long, its body covered in scales of glittering green,
harder than brass with a great, golden belly. Its size and appearance would have made any
other man tremble, but St. George steeled himself and prepared to fight. So fierce was the
dragon’s first charge that St. George nearly fell to the ground. He recovered himself and
thrust his spear into the dragon’s belly, but the spear shuddered and split into pieces.
The monster roared and whipped both St. George and Bayard with its tail.
St. George was thrown from his horse, but by good fortune landed under a flowering
orange tree. The fragrance from the tree had magical powers; no poisonous beast would
dare come within seven feet of its branches. So the valiant knight lay there to recover his
senses, until with eager courage he rushed back into combat.
Again he struck the dragon in the belly with his mighty sword, Ascalon; this time the
dragon was wounded and purple poison spewed from its body and splattered St. George.
The poison was so powerful that his breast plate and helmet burst into a thousand pieces.
St. George might have been killed, but again he sheltered under the branches of the
orange tree. Here he prayed that God would help him in his fight against evil. Then with
a bold and courageous heart he advanced and thrust his sword under the soft wing of the
fiery dragon, where there were no scales. He pierced its heart and all the grass and flowers
around him turned crimson with blood from the dying monster.
When the King heard what the knight had done, he offered him a large reward. But St.
George was not interested in money and encouraged the King to give the money to the
poor. Then he mounted his horse and rode off in search of further noble adventures.
You can see some more pictures of St. George and the Dragon in the Visual Arts chapter on
pages 164 and 165.

King Arthur and the Knights of the Round Table
Adapted from Our Island Story by Henrietta Marshall (1905)
Many, many years ago England was ruled by a good and wise King called Uther Pendragon.
He led the English people as they fought against the Saxon invaders. Even when he was so
old and feeble that he could not stand, he was carried into battle on a sort of bed, and he
still managed to frighten the Saxon enemy, so great was the power and fame of his courage.
At last he died, and no one knew who was to be King after him.
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And so the mighty nobles of Britain began to quarrel among themselves as to who
should be king next. Each noble thought he had the best right, so the quarrelling
was dreadful.
While they were all gathered together, fighting and shouting at each other, Merlin came
among them, leading a tall, fair-haired boy by the hand. When the nobles saw Merlin, they
stopped fighting and were silent. They knew how clever he was, and what incredible things
he could do, and they were rather afraid of him.
Merlin stood quietly looking at them all from under his bushy eyebrows. He was a very
old man. But he was tall and strong and splendid, with a long white beard and fierce,
glittering eyes. It was no wonder that the Britons felt afraid of him.
‘Lords of Britain,’ said Merlin at last, ‘why do you fight so? It would be better to prepare
to do honour to your king. Uther Pendragon is indeed dead, but Arthur, his son, reigns in
his stead.’
‘Who is this Arthur? Where is he?’ asked the nobles angrily. ‘Uther Pendragon had no son.’
‘Hear me,’ said Merlin, ‘Uther Pendragon had a son. It was told to me that he should be
the greatest king who should ever reign in Britain. So when he was born, lest any harm
should befall him, he was given into my care till the time should come for him to reign.
He has dwelt in the land of Avilon, where the wise fairies have kept him from evil and
whispered wisdom in his ear. Here is your king, honour him.’
Then Merlin lifted Arthur up and placed him upon his shoulders, so that all the people
could see him. There was something so noble and splendid about Arthur, even though he
was only a boy, that the great lords felt awed. Yet they would not believe that he was the
son of Uther Pendragon. ‘Who is this Arthur?’ they said again. ‘We do not believe what
you say. Uther Pendragon had no son.’
Then Merlin’s bright eyes seemed to flash fire. ‘You dare to doubt the word of Merlin?’
he shouted. ‘Oh vain and foolish Britons, follow me.’
Taking Arthur with him, Merlin turned and strode out of the hall, and all the nobles
followed him. As they passed through the streets, the people of the town followed too. On
they went, the crowd growing bigger and bigger, till they reached the great door of the
cathedral. ere Merlin stopped, and the knights and nobles gathered around him; those
behind pushing and pressing forward, eager to see what was happening.
There was indeed something amazing to be seen. In front of the doorway was a large
stone which had not been there before. Standing upright in the stone was a sword, the hilt
of which glittered with gems. Beneath it was written: ‘Whoever can draw me from this
stone is the rightful king of Britain.’
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One after another the nobles
tried to remove the sword. They
pulled and tugged till their muscles
cracked. They strained and
struggled till they were hot and
breathless, for each one was
anxious to be king. But it was all in
vain. The sword remained firm
and fast in the rock.
Then last of all Arthur tried. He
took the sword by the hilt and
drew it from the stone quite easily.
A cry of wonder went through
the crowd, and the nobles fell back
in astonishment leaving a clear
space round the king. Then as he
stood there, holding the magic
sword in his hand, the British
nobles, one after another, knelt to
Arthur, acknowledging him to be
their lord.
Arthur was only fifteen when he
was made king, but he was the
bravest, wisest and best king that had ever ruled in Britain. As soon as he was crowned,
he determined to free his kingdom from the Saxons. He swore a solemn oath that he would
drive them out of the land. He made his knights swear the same solemn oath.
Then, taking the sword which he had won, and which was called Excalibur, and his
mighty spear called Ron, he rode forth at the head of his army.
Twelve great battles did Arthur fight and win against the Saxons. He was always to be
seen in the thick of the battle, in his armour of gold and blue, with a golden dragon and
crown upon his helmet. He was so brave that no one could stand against him, yet so
careless of danger that many times he would have been killed, had it not been for the magic
might of his sword Excalibur, and of his spear Ron. And at last the Saxons were driven
from the land and there was peace.
During these years, Arthur did much for his people. He taught them to love truth and
goodness, and to be Christian and gentle. No king had ever been loved as Arthur was loved.
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In those fierce and far-off days, when men spent most of their time fighting, it was very
necessary for them to be brave and strong, in order to protect their dear ones, but they
were very often cruel as well and nearly always fierce. Arthur taught people that it was
possible to be brave yet kind, strong yet gentle. Afterwards people forgot this again, but in
the days of Arthur the fame of his court and of his gentle knights spread far and wide.
Many stories are told of Arthur and his gentle, courteous knights, although they did
not learn all their gentleness and their courtesy at once, as you shall hear.
Upon an Easter Day, Arthur called together all his knights and nobles, from his many
kingdoms, to a great feast. They came from far and near, kings, earls, barons and knights,
in splendid clothes, glittering with jewels and gold.
As they waited for the King they laughed and talked together. But secretly each heart was
full of proud thoughts. Each man thought himself nobler and grander than any of the others.
The tables were spread for the feast. They were covered with white silk cloths. Silver
baskets piled with loaves, golden bowls and cups full of wine stood ready, and, as the
knights and nobles talked and waited, they began to choose where they would sit.
In those days, master and servants all sat together at the same table for meals. The
master and his family sat at the top, and the servants and poor people at the bottom of the
table. So it came to be considered that the seats near the top were the best. The further
down the table any one sat, the less honour was paid him.
At this feast, no servants or poor people were going to sit at table, yet all the nobles
wanted places at the top. ‘We will not sit in the seats of beggars,’ they said.
So they began to push each other aside, and to say: ‘Make way, this is my seat.’
‘No, I am more honourable than you. You must sit below me.’
‘How dare you? My name is more noble than yours. That is my seat.’
‘Give way, I say.’
At first it was only words. Soon it came to blows. They had come to the feast unarmed,
so they had only their hands with which to fight, but as they grew angrier and angrier,
they seized the bowls of wine and threw them at each other. Next the loaves of bread and
the gold and silver cups were thrown about, the tables and benches were overturned, howls
and yells filled the hall, and everything was in dreadful confusion.
When the noise was at its worst, the door opened and the King appeared. His face was
stern and grand as he looked down on the struggling, yelling crowd.
‘Sit ye, sit ye down quickly, every man in the place where he is,’ he cried. ‘Whoso will
not, he shall be put to death.’
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At the sound of their King’s stern voice, the foolish nobles were filled with shame.
Silently they sat down; the tables and benches were put back in their places and the
feast began.
But Arthur was sad at heart. ‘How can I teach my people to be gentle and kind, if my
knights will not even sit in peace to eat?’ he said to himself. Then as he sat sorrowfully
wondering what he could do, Merlin came to him.
‘Be not sad, oh King,’ he said, ‘but listen to my advice. Tell your carpenters to make a
great round table at which there shall be a place for every knight. Then there can be no
more quarrelling. For at a round table there is neither top nor bottom, so no knight can
say that he sits above or below another. All shall be equal.’
Then Arthur was sad no longer. He did as Merlin advised, and had a great round table
made, at which there was a seat for each one of his knights. After that there was no more
quarrelling as to who should have the best place, for all were equal, and Arthur’s knights
became known as the Knights of the Round Table.
But, alas! the time of peace did not last. Again came days of war and strife. In a great
and terrible battle, Arthur and nearly all his knights were killed. Once more the fierce
Saxons swept over the land, filling it with sorrow and bloodshed, and the glory and beauty
of knighthood were forgotten in Britain.
But some people think that Arthur did not die. They say that when he was wounded so
that he could fight no more, the wise fairies came to take him back to fairyland. They say
that he is still there, and that one day he will come again.
Other people say the stories about Arthur and his knights are not true, but at least we
may believe that in those far-off, fierce, fighting days there was a king who taught his
people that to be gentle was not cowardly and that to be cruel was not brave.
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Sayings
PARENTS: Every culture has phrases and proverbs that make no sense when
carried over literally into another culture. To say, for example, that someone
has ‘let the cat out of the bag’ has nothing to do with setting free a trapped
kitten. Nor – thank goodness – does it ever literally ‘rain cats and dogs’!
The sayings and phrases in this section may be familiar to many children, who
hear them at home. But the inclusion of these sayings and phrases may be
helpful to parents and teachers who work with children from home cultures
in which these are not familiar.
For Year 1 children, we have chosen to introduce a selection of very familiar
sayings that are likely to have some connection to the child’s world of
experience.

April showers bring May flowers
People use this saying to mean that something unpleasant can cause
something pleasant to happen, just as spring rains cause
flowers to bloom.
Bob had caught chicken pox and he couldn’t go to the fair.
‘Cheer up, Bob,’ said his mother. ‘April showers bring
May flowers: you have to stay home, but now we have
time to work on that big new puzzle you’ve been wanting to
put together.’

Better safe than sorry
People use this saying to mean it’s better not to take a chance than to do something that might
be very risky. They say this because you’re less likely to be hurt or make a bad mistake when
you’re careful.
Alex dared Jimmy to walk on the railing of the old bridge. ‘No way, Alex,’ said Jimmy.
‘It’s a long fall into the river. Better safe than sorry.’
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Do unto others as you would have them do unto you
This saying is called the Golden Rule. People use it to mean: treat people as you would like
to be treated yourself. It comes from the Bible.
‘Lilly, stop drawing on Priya’s picture’, said the babysitter. ‘Would you like Priya to mess
up your picture? Remember: do unto others as you would have them do unto you.’

A dog is man’s best friend
Some people think that a dog is more than a pet. They think a
dog can also be a really good friend. That’s because dogs, like
good friends, can be loyal and loving.
Peter had lost his lunch money and torn his favourite shirt.
As he walked home, he was feeling sad, but then he heard his
dog, Rusty, barking. Rusty jumped up and licked Peter with his
big wet tongue. ‘Rusty,’ Peter laughed, ‘it’s true: a dog is man’s
best friend.’

The early bird gets the worm
This saying means that you can usually get ahead
of others if you get going before they do. Sometimes
people say it to someone who needs a little extra
push to do what he is supposed to do.
‘Hey, Raj,’ said Peter, ‘did you hear? Amy’s
Card Shop is opening early on Saturday, and the
first fifty people in the shop get free football cards!’
‘That’s great!’ answered Raj. ‘Let’s find out what time they open and be waiting at the
door. The early bird gets the worm, you know.’
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Great oaks from little acorns grow
This saying means that, just as a small acorn can grow into
a towering oak tree, something that starts out small or not
very important can turn out big or very important.
King John was a bad king who thought he could do
just as he liked. The English barons were determined to
make him admit that other people had rights, and he had to respect them. They made him
sit down in a place called Runnymede and sign a piece of paper called Magna Carta,
promising that he wouldn't do certain things. This made a lot of people start to think about
how much power the king should have, and how much he should listen to the advice of
other people. Over the centuries, many people have been inspired by Magna Carta to
demand a say in how they are governed. Now our laws are made by parliament, which is
made up of men and women we elect to act for us. Things have changed a lot – just as a
great oak has changed a lot since it was an acorn!

Look before you leap
This saying means that you should be careful and think
before you rush into doing something.
‘Mum!’ said Max with excitement. ‘Ben says he’ll
swap me all his toy cars for my bike? Isn’t that great?’
‘I don’t know, Max, is it?’ asked his mother. ‘You ride
your bike every day, and a bike costs a lot more than toy cars. Do you really want to swap?
You’d better look before you leap.’

A place for everything and everything in its place
This saying means you should put things where they belong. People use this saying when they
want people to be neat.
When Yasmin came in from playing, she would always kick off her shoes in the hall.
Her mother said, ‘Yasmin, your shoes don’t belong in the hall. Please put them in the
cupboard. Remember: a place for everything and everything in its place!’
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It’s raining cats and dogs
People use this saying to mean that it is raining very, very hard.
‘We’d better ride the bus home today. If we walk, we’ll get soaked. It’s raining cats
and dogs!’

Practice makes perfect
People use this saying to mean that doing
something over and over again makes you
good at it.
Chloe liked taking piano lessons.
She practised every day. Sometimes it was
hard, but she felt proud when she learned
to play her first song without making
any mistakes. She understood now
why her teacher always said, ‘Practice
makes perfect.’

Where there’s a will, there’s a way
This saying means if you want to do something badly enough, you’ll find a way to do it.
Meg had tried and tried to jump the skipping rope fifty times in a row, but she always
messed up after forty jumps. ‘Agh!’ she said to her friend Khadijah. ‘I don’t think I’ll ever
do fifty!’
‘Oh yes you will’, said Khadijah. ‘Keep trying. Where there’s a will, there’s a way.’
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