Language
and Literature
Reading, Writing and Your Year 2 Child
PARENTS: Before we present a selection of poems and stories for your child, we
want to address you directly. is section, ‘Reading, Writing and Your Year 2 Child’,
is intended to help you understand how children are – or should be – taught to read
and write in a good Year 2 classroom, and to suggest a few ways that you can help at
home. e first section below, ‘Teaching Children to Read: e Need for a Balanced
Approach’, summarises a discussion presented in What Your Year 1 Child Needs to
Know. If you have already read this, then you may wish to skip ahead to page 3 and
begin with the section ‘Goals for Reading and Writing: From Year 1 to Year 2’.

Teaching Children to Read:
The Need for a Balanced Approach
Everyone agrees that children should learn to read. But not everyone agrees how to achieve
that goal. Many studies have demonstrated,1 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.
This middle ground balances two approaches that some educators 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 nonfiction. 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.
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).

1

What Your Year 2 Child Needs to Know

Schools need to embrace both of these approaches. In particular, at the time of
writing, many primary schools need to pay much more attention to the ‘nuts and bolts’:
they 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.

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. 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.
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 — that 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.
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. True, 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. The
relationships between letters and sounds exhibit many regular patterns, as in, for example,
‘cat’, ‘hat’, ‘sat’, ‘mat’, ‘fat’ and ‘rat’.
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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 spoken language that they
represent. The other side of the coin here 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 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
or Dr. Seuss – then they need to have the tools to encode and decode written English.

Goals for Reading and Writing:
From Year 1 to Year 2
In What Your Year 1 Child Needs to Know, we stated that a reasonable goal for instruction
in Year 1 is to have all children beginning to read and write on their own by the end of
the year. By this we meant that Year 1 pupils should:
G

become comfortably familiar with the letters of the alphabet so that they can readily
recognise and name the letters;

G

develop a deliberate and conscious awareness of some of the sounds of oral language,
and begin to make explicit connections between spoken sounds and printed letters;

G

print both uppercase and lowercase letters with some proficiency, and write using some
phonetic spelling (that is, spelling based on what they have learned so far about how
words sound, for example, ‘bot’ for ‘boat’);

G

be comfortable reading simple words they can sound out, as well as a few common
‘sight words’, words that occur very often in writing but do not conform to the usual
letter-sound patterns, such as ‘the’, ‘as’, ‘of ’, etc.

A reasonable goal for Year 2 is for children to become independent readers and writers
— which, of course, doesn’t mean that they ought to be able to read any book in the library
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or write a polished, perfectly spelt essay. By the end of the year, however, it is reasonable
to expect that, with only limited assistance, Year 2 children will read books appropriate
to beginning readers and express themselves comfortably and legibly in writing.

What Does a Good
Year 2 Programme Do?
A good Year 2 programme can help
children become independent readers
and writers by taking a balanced
approach that emphasises both
meaning and decoding. In a good
Year 2 class, children will be provided
many opportunities to communicate
and express themselves in speech and
writing. As the year advances, they
will be presented with appropriate
‘beginner books’ and other print
materials to read, with some
assistance as needed, but with the goal
of reading independently. They will continue to listen to interesting poetry, fiction and
non-fiction, and will be asked to talk about these pieces of literature and respond to them
in thoughtful ways. Such literature gives children insight into a world of meaning
expressed in words that they may not be able to read entirely on their own, but that they
understand when the words are read aloud and discussed with 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
motivates them to want to read. But it will not teach them how to read the words on the
page. For that, 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.
There are many ways for a primary school to put together a good Year 2 programme in
reading and writing, and many good materials for schools to use. Whatever the local
approach or materials, any good Year 2 programme will do much of the following:
4
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G

A good Year 2 programme helps children develop their oral language, including
speaking and listening. Children continue to hear good literature – both fiction
and non-fiction – and read aloud, often with the written text displayed so they can
‘follow along’. They 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 Year 2 programme continues the practice begun in Year 1 of explicitly and
systematically developing children’s phonemic awareness, that is, the understanding
that the sounds of a word can be thought of as a string of smaller, individual sounds.
Children participate in a variety of listening and speaking activities designed to help
them recognise and compare sounds that make up words. For example, they may be
asked to listen to a word, such as ‘take’, then to ‘say it again but start with mmm’
(‘make’); ‘say it again but start with rrr’ (‘rake’). Or, pupils may be asked which word
has the short ‘a’ sound as in ‘apple’: ‘mat’ or ‘mate’? Which word has the long ‘o’ sound
as in ‘hope’: ‘mop’ or ‘mope’? In Year 2, in addition to developing phonemic awareness
through listening and speaking activities, children should consistently practise
associating specific sounds with particular written letters and combinations of letters.
They should be given regular opportunities to ‘sound out’, read, and write words that
correspond to the letter-sound patterns they have been taught. 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 they don’t
know, and this can come only from giving them explicit instruction in the code of our
written language. It is important that this 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.

G

As children master individual letter-sound patterns and become able to sound out
words, a good programme provides phonetically controlled reading materials. These
are simple stories written in a controlled vocabulary that corresponds to the lettersound patterns that a child has been taught in preparation for reading the story. For
example, after being taught how a silent ‘e’ at the end of a word can make a vowel long,
a child might read a story about how ‘Jake made a cake’. While such stories are of course
not great 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 add to their
stock of sight words, such as ‘of ’, ‘was’, ‘do’ and ‘the’.
5
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Handwriting chart: upper case (capital) letters
G

6

Once children have demonstrated some success with phonetically controlled reading
materials, they should be introduced to and asked to read, with occasional assistance,
stories that are not phonetically controlled but are written for beginning readers, such
as Arnold Lobel’s Frog and Toad books or Rose Impey’s Titchy Witch books. (See below,
pages 12–13, for more titles of books for beginning readers.)
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Handwriting chart: lower case (small) letters

G

A good Year 2 programme provides regular handwriting practice through which
children refine letter size and legibility, and learn to make appropriate use of the space
on a page to present written information. (See charts, page 6 and above.)

G

A good programme introduces a few conventions and rules of capitalisation,
punctuation and spelling. (You can reinforce some basic rules by reading aloud the
information in the box on page 9, and by gently reminding your child of these rules
when she writes.)
7
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G

A good Year 2 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 lockers, and word labels on
objects in the classroom (‘door’, ‘blackboard’ or ‘smartboard’, ‘map’, etc.). A good
programme recognises that reading and writing reinforce each other, and it provides
children with many opportunities to practise writing. Learning to read may be
coordinated with learning to spell and write through regular dictation exercises in
which the teacher calls out words that the children have practised reading and asks the
children to spell them (that is, correctly write the words, or sometimes short sentences,
on paper). Other writing is more for purposes of communication or creativity, such as
writing letters, descriptions, short stories, poems, captions to pictures and the like. Year
2 pupils will often want to say more than they can write correctly, so in some 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 2 children because it engages them
in thinking actively 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 2 programme will do to help children
achieve the goal of becoming independent readers and writers. Some pupils will surpass
this goal; others may come close but not quite achieve it. But every child should receive
appropriate instruction, materials and support, and they should be guided and encouraged
to do his or her best to meet the goal. 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 even
more support, encouragement and practice in the areas posing difficulty.
What about the children who surpass the goals for Year 2? Children who surpass the
goals should of course not be held back. There will always be, as proud parents are
delighted to report, a few Year 2, and even Year 1, pupils who are ‘reading everything they
can get their hands on’, even books like Fantastic Mr. Fox and Charlotte’s Web. These few
children who are reading dramatically beyond their year level should be encouraged, and
their appetite for books should be fed with appropriately challenging material. At the same
time, they can still benefit from explicit, systematic instruction in letter-sound
correspondences, because such instruction gives them conscious knowledge of the
conventions of written English, which is one of the tools they will need as they confront
more challenging tasks in reading and writing.
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A Few Rules for Writing
Year 2 pupils should practise using the following rules, though they
should not be expected to use them with 100 per cent accuracy in all
their writings. As part of their practice and review, children should
sometimes be asked in school to apply what they have learned by
proofreading and correcting selected samples of their written work.
G

Capital letters: use a capital letter at the beginning of a sentence and
at the beginning of names, such as: William the Conqueror was Duke
of Normandy. When you refer to yourself, capitalise ‘I’.

G

End punctuation: when you write a sentence, use a punctuation mark
to show where the sentence stops.
Use a little dot called a ‘full stop’ to end
most sentences.
If you’re asking a question, use a question mark.
To show excitement, use an exclamation mark,
as in ‘I scored a goal!’

G

Contractions: we sometimes combine two words into one short word
called a contraction. To show that letters have been left out in a
contraction, use the punctuation mark called an apostrophe.
For example:

I am = I’m
G

.
?
!

do not = don’t

it is = it’s

Making words plural: ‘Plural’ means ‘more than one’. ‘Singular’
means ‘just one’. You can put an ‘s’ at the end of many words and
change them from singular to plural. For example:

Singular

Plural

leg

legs

horse

horses

book

books
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What Parents Can Do to Help
As parents, you can help your Year 2 child become a more independent reader and writer.
Here are a few suggestions:

10

G

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 15–17 in this book for suggested activities.

G

In addition to reading aloud good literature to your Year 2 child, you can help him make
the transition to independent reading through shared reading sessions in which he reads
with you. See Suggested Resources, listed below, for some phonetically controlled readers
and popular beginner books. While these books are only several pages long and may look
very simple to you, they will be challenging for many Year 2 children, so we suggest you
start by shared reading in which you take turns reading. How much your child reads will
depend on the diﬃculty of the book and the progress he has made. You may want to begin
by reading most of the book and asking him to read a familiar refrain or only a final
rhyming word at the end of a line. Later, he might read aloud the even-numbered pages
to you, and you read aloud the odd-numbered pages to him. e idea is to make your
child’s portion manageable, not overwhelming. Of course, if your child is reading
confidently and accurately, oﬀer praise and encouragement and let him keep going! As
your child reads, have him point with his finger to each word. is will help focus his
attention, keep his place and reinforce the idea that each spoken word corresponds to a
written word. (You should run your finger under the words when you read, too.)

G

As you read with your child, make special note of any difficulties. If she misreads a
word, come back to it after she finishes the sentence. If it is a word she should be able
to decode based on the letter-sound patterns she has been taught before reading the
book, then use a pencil tip to point under each letter as she sounds out the word. If she
hesitates, do it with her. If she misreads a sight word (‘the’, ‘an’, ‘of ’, etc.), point to it,
say the correct word, and ask her to repeat it.

G

Designate a special notebook or exercise book as your child’s writing notebook, and
encourage him to write in it once or twice a week (in school, your child should be
writing more frequently). In this notebook he can write down, for example, a funny
joke, a few sentences about a favourite book or TV show or sports activity, something
interesting he has learned in school, captions for pictures that he draws or cuts out of
old magazines or even his own story or poem. If he likes, he can draw pictures to go
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along with his writing.
Many children need to
feel that they have
something to say in
order to make the effort
to write it down, so talk
with your child about
what he might write: the
more he thinks aloud,
the more willing he will
be to put words on
paper. If while writing he
seems unsure about the
spelling of a word and
asks for your help, first ask him to ‘sound out’ the word and try to write it the way it
sounds, but if this proves too frustrating, then provide the correct spelling. When he
has finished writing, ask him to read aloud what he has written. Praise and encourage!
Show an interest in the content of what he has written by asking questions and engaging
him in conversation about the topic. Once you’ve affirmed your interest in what he has
written, then you can ask him to take a closer look at how he has said it, and help him
correct errors of spelling and punctuation. At first, do not try to correct every error.
Instead, focus on the most familiar words and the most basic rules, such as ending a
statement with a full stop. In helping him make corrections, the point is not to dwell
on what’s wrong but to show him that ‘this is how that word is spelt’ or ‘this is how we
begin a sentence, with a capital letter, remember?’
G

Take advantage of unplanned moments to engage in spontaneous language games. Tell
jokes. Ask riddles. Try tongue twisters. While driving in the car or waiting for the bus,
you can play rhyming games and memory games, recite favourite poems and point to
diﬀerent signs and talk about what they mean. While shopping at the supermarket, ask
your child to cross items oﬀ the shopping list, or to try reading the names on a few labels.

G

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 her effort and do not dwell on errors. (In
school, the teacher should be observing your child’s progress and working to correct
any consistent pattern of errors.)
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General Resources
The resources recommended here are meant to complement, not substitute for, the
reading programmes 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. Here we suggest 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
early learning centres and from online suppliers:
G

magnetic letters and letter-sound 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).

G

Word-picture cards or workbooks to practise handwriting

G

word games, puzzles and activity books

G

computer programmes, children’s online games or apps for teaching letter-sound
patterns, words and early reading and writing skills – see the end of this chapter
for suggestions.

Books for Teaching Phonics
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G

Big Cat Phonics series published by Harper Collins (2006) is an excellent introduction
to phonics-based texts. Even though they are part of a reading programme the books
are well written, varied and beautifully illustrated.

G

Sounds Fun by Liz Baldwin (Learning Development Aids 2011) is a collection of phonics
games to play in spare moments, which will help children to develop their
understanding of the building blocks of reading.
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G

The Butterfly Book by Irina Tyk (Civitas 2007) is an excellent guide to reading by
synthetic phonics. Short stories about Ponti Panda provide the child with the
opportunity to try out newly acquired phonics decoding skills. This book has been used
successfully with hundreds of children in Civitas Schools.

G

Step by Step Reading: A 50 Step Guide to Teach Reading with Synthetic Phonics by Mona
McNee (Galore Park) 2007 is, like The Butterfly Book, a complete, one-book guide to
learning to read by synthetic phonics. It is ideal for use by parents at home. Games and
activities can be downloaded from the publisher’s website.

Beginning Reader Books
It is important to offer lots of beginning reader texts which allow your child to join in a
story and ultimately take over the decoding. Stories such as Class Two at the Zoo and Class
Three all at Sea written by Julia Jarman (Hodder) 2009 are good examples. Burger Boy by
Alan Durant (Andersen) 2006 is a tongue-in-cheek version of the gingerbread boy, and
Charlie Cook’s Favourite Book written by Julia Donaldson (Macmillan) 2006 celebrates
the diversity of favourite stories. The Feather by Dot Cleeve (Tamarind) 2003 and But
Martin! by June Counsel (Random House) 2005 are delightful and Nick Butterworth’s
The Whisperer (Harper Collins) 2005 is a good first introduction to Romeo and Juliet.
G

As children become confident they can be encouraged by a simple series to build confidence:
The Elephant and Piggie books by Mo Willems, published by Walker Books, encourage
children to appreciate the fun of reading independently. These simple texts are very
silly but hugely enjoyable.

G

The series of Titchy Witch stories are good fun. The Animal Crackers series provide
short sentences and simple grammatical construction yet offer a rich vocabulary. Titles
include Open Wide Wilbur, A Birthday for Bluebell and Precious Potter. The Ark
Adventures are a little more demanding. These three series are all published by Orchard.

G

Walker’s Starter series are beautifully written with a wide variety of stories at a simple
level. Scholastic’s Lighthouse Keeper stories written by Ronda and David Armitage have
good, clear print and entertaining illustrations.

You might share the reading of Egmont’s more complex Blue Banana series. The Dilly
the Dinosaur series is also a firm favourite.

G
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Literature: Introduction
There is one simple practice that can make a world of difference for your Year 2 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 in Year 2 are still beginning to
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.
For your Year 2 child, we offer a selection of poetry, including some traditional rhymes,
Mother Goose classics and familiar tongue twisters. We also include some poems by
favourite modern and contemporary writers. All of these selections should be considered
a starting point. We encourage you to read many more poems with your child, to delight
in the play of language and occasionally to help your child memorise a personal favourite.
The stories presented here are written in language more complex than most Year 2
children will be able to read on their own, though they can readily be understood and
enjoyed when the words are read aloud with expression, and talked about with an adult.
These stories are meant to complement, not replace, the stories with controlled
vocabularies and syntax that children should be given as part of their instruction in
learning to read. (See ‘Reading, Writing, and Your Year 2 Child’, page 1.)
In this book, we present many familiar and traditional tales that have stood the test of
time. Some of the selections from other lands may not be familiar to British readers, but
by including them here we hope to make them so.2 Among the stories, you will find
favourite folktales from many lands and cultures. We have paired two stories – ‘Issun
Boshi: One-Inch Boy’ and ‘Tom Thumb’— to help children see that people in different
lands tell similar stories. We also include some modern classics of children’s literature
such as The King of the Nogs and a selection from The House at Pooh Corner.
Some of the stories in this Year 2 volume build upon the selection of fairy tales by the
Brothers Grimm and others presented in What Your Year 1 Child Needs to Know. For
children, such fairy tales can delight and instruct, and they provide ways of dealing with
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 Gag, 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
2
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For a description of the process that led to the selection of poems and stories included in this book, see ‘e Consensus
Behind the Core Knowledge Sequence,’ page xxi.
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countries.’ Whatever the geographical origin of the traditional tales we tell here − Africa,
Europe, Asia, America − the stories have universal messages and lasting appeal across
cultures and generations.
Consider this selection of stories a starting point for further exploration. Beyond stories
and poems, you can share appropriate works of non-fiction with your child. Many Year
2 children enjoy, for example, illustrated books that explain what things are and how they
work, books about animals and how they live and biographies of famous people.
Your local library has a treasury of good books, and guidance on wonderful books to
share with young children can be found in the excellent Ultimate First Book Guide edited
by Leonie Flynn, Daniel Hahn and Susan Reuben (A and C Black). The Federation of
Children’s Book Groups produces a very good journal three times a year called Carousel,
obtainable from fcbg.org.uk.

Read-Aloud Activities

Try to set aside a regular time for reading aloud, a time free from other obligations
or distractions (including the television!). When you read aloud, don’t feel
embarrassed about hamming it up a bit. Be expressive; try giving different
characters different voices.
15
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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, and have fun together.
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G

Let your child look through the book before you read it. Let her 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 Beatrix Potter’. If the book is illustrated,
also read the illustrator’s name, for example, ‘Illustrated by Quentin Blake’. Discuss
what the words ‘author’ and ‘illustrator’ mean. As you read more and more books,
talk with your child about her favourite authors or illustrators. Look in your local
library for more works by your child’s favourite authors and illustrators.

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 judge 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, sometimes run your finger below the words as you say them. This
will help confirm your child’s sense of 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. You can also ask your child to try to read occasional words
and phrases, especially ones with which he is likely to have some success.

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?
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When? Where? Why? For example, after reading ‘The Boy at the Dyke’, ask,
‘Where did Peter live?’ ‘Whom did Peter go to visit?’ ‘Why did he go there?’
‘What happened on the way home?’ ‘Why couldn’t he leave the dyke?’ ‘When
did somebody find him?’ (Maintain a playful, conversational tone; this is not a
test!)
G

In talking about stories, occasionally use words that are common in the
discussion of literature, such as ‘character’, ‘hero’, and ‘heroine’. For example,
you might ask, ‘Who is your favourite character in The House at Pooh Corner?’
Not all stories have heroes or heroines, but you can bring up the terms when
appropriate, for example by asking: ‘Isn’t it surprising that the hero of “Issun
Boshi” is no bigger than your thumb (at least for most of the story)?’ Or: ‘That
was a brave thing for Gretel to do. She’s a real heroine, isn’t she?’

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, after reading
‘It Could Always Be Worse’, ask: ‘Why do you think the story has that title?
What do you think it means?’

G

Help your child memorise a favourite poem.

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

Poetry
Traditional Rhymes
If Wishes Were Horses
If wishes were horses, beggars would ride.
If turnips were watches, I would wear one by my side,
And if ‘ifs’ and ‘ands’ were pots and pans,
There’d be no work for tinkers!
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The Queen of Hearts
The Queen of Hearts
She made some tarts,
All on a summer’s day.
The Knave of Hearts
He stole the tarts,
And took them clean away.
The King of Hearts
Called for the tarts,
And beat the Knave full sore.
The Knave of Hearts
Brought back the tarts,
And vowed he’d steal no more.

Three Wise Men of Gotham
Three wise men of Gotham
Went to sea in a bowl;
If the bowl had been stronger
My song had been longer.
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Solomon Grundy
Solomon Grundy,
Born on a Monday,
Christened on Tuesday,
Married on Wednesday,
Took ill on Thursday,
Worse on Friday,
Died on Saturday,
Buried on Sunday:
This is the end
Of Solomon Grundy.

Thirty Days Hath September
Thirty days hath September,
April, June and November.
All the rest have thirty-one,
Except for February alone,
And that has twenty-eight days clear,
And twenty-nine in each leap year.
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Tongue Twisters
Red lorry, yellow lorry. Red lorry, yellow lorry.
Red lorry, yellow lorry. Red lorry, yellow lorry.
Peter Piper picked a peck of pickled peppers;
A peck of pickled peppers Peter Piper picked.
If Peter Piper picked a peck of pickled peppers,
Where’s the peck of pickled peppers Peter Piper picked?
Swan swam over the sea;
Swim, swan, swim.
Swan swam back again;
Well swum, swan.
How much wood would a woodchuck chuck
If a woodchuck could chuck wood?
He would chuck as much wood as a woodchuck could chuck
If a woodchuck would chuck wood.
Moses supposes his toeses are roses,
But Moses supposes erroneously;
For nobody’s toeses are posies of roses,
As Moses supposes his toeses to be.
She sells seashells by the seashore.
The shells she sells are surely seashells.
So if she sells shells on the seashore,
I’m sure she sells seashore shells.
20
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Riddle Rhymes (For answers, turn this page upside down.)
Riddle me, riddle me, what is that

A hill full, a hole full,

Over the head, and under the hat?

Yet you cannot catch a bowl full.

(Hair)

(Fog, mist or smoke)

Higher than a house, higher than a tree,

Thirty white horses upon a red hill,

Oh, whatever can it be?

Now they tramp, now they champ,
now they stand still.

(A Star)

(Teeth)

More Poems for Year 2
The Swing
by Robert Louis Stevenson
How do you like to go up in a swing,
Up in the air so blue?
Oh, I do think it the pleasantest thing
Ever a child can do!
Up in the air and over the wall,
Till I can see so wide,
Rivers and trees and cattle and all
Over the countryside –
Till I look down on the garden green,
Down on the roof so brown –
Up in the air I go flying again,
Up in the air and down!
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A Good Play
by Robert Louis Stevenson
We built a ship upon the stairs
All made of the back-bedroom chairs,
And filled it full of sofa pillows
To go a-sailing on the billows.
We took a saw and several nails,
And water in the nursery pails;
And Tom said, ‘Let us also take
An apple and a slice of cake’;
Which was enough for Tom and me
To go a-sailing on, till tea.

The Frog

We sailed along for days and days,

by Hilaire Belloc

And had the very best of plays;

Be kind and tender to the Frog,

But Tom fell out and hurt his knee,

And do not call him names,

So there was no one left but me.

As ‘Slimy skin’, or ‘Polly-wog’,
Or likewise ‘Ugly James’,
Or ‘Gape-a-grin’, or ‘Toad-gonewrong’,
Or ‘Billy Bandy-knees’:
The Frog is justly sensitive
To epithets like these.
No animal will more repay
A treatment kind and fair;
At least so lonely people say
Who keep a frog (and, by the way,
They are extremely rare).

22

Language and Literature

Hope
by Langston Hughes
Sometimes when I’m lonely,
Don’t know why,
Keep thinkin’ I won’t be lonely
By and by.

The Pasture
by Robert Frost
I’m going out to clean the pasture spring;
I’ll only stop to rake the leaves away
(And wait to watch the water clear, I may):
I shan’t be gone long. — You come too.

I’m going out to fetch the little calf
That’s standing by the mother. It’s so young
It totters when she licks it with her tongue.
I shan’t be gone long. — You come too.
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The Owl and the Pussycat
by Edward Lear
And there in a wood a Piggy-wig stood
With a ring at the end of his nose,
His nose,
His nose,
With a ring at the end of his nose.
The Owl and the Pussycat went to sea
In a beautiful pea-green boat,
They took some honey, and plenty
of money,
Wrapped up in a five-pound note.
The Owl looked up to the stars above,
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And sang to a small guitar,

‘Dear Pig, are you willing to sell
for one shilling your ring?’

‘O lovely Pussy! O Pussy, my love,

Said the Piggy, ‘I will.’

What a beautiful Pussy you are,
You are,

So they took it away, and were married
next day

You are!

By the Turkey who lives on the hill.

What a beautiful Pussy you are!’

They dined on mince, and slices
of quince,

Pussy said to the Owl, ‘You elegant fowl!

Which they ate with a runcible spoon;

How charmingly sweet you sing!

And hand in hand, on the edge of
the sand,

O let us be married! Too long we
have tarried:

They danced by the light of the moon,

But what shall we do for a ring?’

The moon,

They sailed away, for a year and a day,

The moon,

To the land where the Bong-tree grows

They danced by the light of the moon.
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Jumbo Jet
by Spike Milligan

I saw a little elephant standing in my garden,
I said ‘You don’t belong in here’, he said ‘I beg you pardon?’
I said ‘This place is England, what are you doing here?’
He said ‘Ah, then I must be lost’ and then ‘Oh dear, oh dear’.
‘I should be back in Africa, on Saranghetti’s Plain’,
‘Pray, where is the nearest station where I can catch a train?’
He caught the bus to Finchley and then to Mincing lane,
And over the Embankment, where he got lost, again.
The police they put him in a cell, but it was far too small,
So they tied him to a lamp post and he slept against the wall.
But as the policemen lay sleeping by the twinkling light of dawn,
The lamp post and the wall were there, but the elephant was gone!
So if you see an elephant, in a Jumbo Jet,
You can be sure that Africa’s the place he’s trying to get!
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‘Pussycat,
Pussycat,
Where Have
You Been?’
‘Pussycat pussycat,
where have you been?’
‘I’ve been up to London
to visit the Queen.’
‘Pussycat, pussycat,
what did you there?’
‘I frightened a little
mouse under her chair.’

I Know All the Sounds That the Animals Make
by Jack Prelutsky
I know all the sounds that the animals make,
and make them all day from the moment I wake,
I roar like a mouse and I purr like a moose,
I hoot like a duck and I moo like a goose.
I squeak like a cat and I quack like a frog,
I oink like a bear and I honk like a hog,
I croak like a cow and I bark like a bee,
no wonder the animals marvel at me.
26
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Rope Rhyme
by Eloise Greenfield
Get set, ready now, jump right in
Bounce and kick and giggle and spin
Listen to the rope when it hits the ground
Listen to that clappedy-slappedy sound
Jump right up when it tells you to
Come back down, whatever you do
Count to a hundred, count by ten
Start to count all over again
That’s what jumping is all about
Get set, ready now,
Jump right
out!

Ring a Ring o’ Roses
Ring a ring o’ roses,
A pocket full o’ posies.
A-tishoo! A-tishoo!
We all fall down.
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Scissors
by Allan Ahlberg

Scissors have not got

Nobody leave the room.

Legs of their own

Everyone listen to me.

To go running off up the road.

We had ten pairs of scissors
At half-past two,

We really need those scissors,

And now there’s only three.

That’s what makes me mad.
If it was seven pairs

Seven pairs of scissors,

Of children we’d lost,

Disappeared from sight.

It wouldn’t be so bad.

Not one of you leaves
Till we find them.

I don’t want to hear excuses.

We can stop here all night!

Don’t anyone speak.
Just ransack this room
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Scissors don’t lose themselves,

Till we find them,

Melt away, or explode.

Or we’ll stop here… all week!
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Cats Sleep Anywhere
by Eleanor Farjeon
Cats sleep anywhere,
any table,
any chair.
Top of piano,
window-ledge,
in the middle,
on the edge.
Open drawer,
empty shoe,
anybody’s lap will do.
Fitted in a cardboard box,
in the cupboard

The Purple Cow

with your frocks.

by Gelett Burgess

Anywhere!

I never saw a Purple Cow,

They don’t care!

I never hope to see one;

Cats sleep anywhere.

But I can tell you, anyhow,
I’d rather see than be one.
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My Shadow
by Robert Louis Stevenson
I have a little shadow that goes in and out with me,
And what can be the use of him is more than I can see.
He is very, very like me from the heels up to the head;
And I see him jump before me, when I jump into my bed.

The funniest thing about him is the way he likes to grow
Not at all like proper children, which is always very slow;
For he sometimes shoots up taller like an india-rubber ball,
And he sometimes gets so little that there’s none of him at all.
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He hasn’t got a notion of how children ought to play,
And can only make a fool of me in every sort of way.
He stays so close beside me, he’s a coward you can see;
I’d think shame to stick to nursie as that shadow sticks to me!

One morning, very early, before the sun was up,
I rose and found the shining dew on every buttercup;
But my lazy little shadow, like an arrant sleepy-head,
Had stayed at home behind me and was fast asleep in bed.

Table Manners
by Gelett Burgess
The Goops they lick their fingers,
And the Goops they lick their knives;
They spill their broth on the tablecloth −
Oh, they lead disgusting lives!
The Goops they talk while eating,
And loud and fast they chew;
And that is why I’m glad that I
Am not a Goop − are you?
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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 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 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 six of Aesop’s fables, most with animals in them. The moral of the story is
stated at the end of each fable. As you read the fables, try saying what you think the lesson
might be before you read the moral.

The Boy Who Cried Wolf
Once there was a shepherd boy who looked after his little flock of sheep on a hillside, just
below a dark forest. He was bored, as there was no one near to talk to, so he decided to
play a trick on the villagers below. ‘Help me!’ he cried out in a loud voice. ‘There is a wolf
prowling around my flock!’
The villagers came running to help him drive the wolf away, but when they found there
was no wolf they were cross. ‘Don’t cry wolf when there isn’t one!’ they said to him, and
returned to the village, grumbling.
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The next day the shepherd boy was still bored and thought he would play the prank
again. ‘Wolf!’ he cried, ‘there’s a big, bad wolf up here!’
Once again, the villagers came running. They were very cross indeed when they found
it was another trick. ‘Don’t keep crying wolf like that,’ they told him, ‘or one day you will
regret it.’
The next day a wolf really did appear. ‘Help! Help!’ he cried, ‘Please help me to drive
the wolf away.’
The villagers heard him, but this time they said: ‘He won’t catch us again with that
old trick!’
And so the wolf ate all the sheep.
MORAL: If you oen lie, people won’t believe you even when you are telling the truth.

The Fox and the Grapes
On a very hot day in the summer, a fox was
wandering along the road when he saw a vine
curled around a tree-trunk, and a big bunch of
juicy grapes dangling from it. ‘Well, well,’ he
thought to himself, ‘wouldn’t those grapes be
just the thing to quench my thirst on this hot day?’
But the grapes were too high up for him to reach.
Even when he got up on his hind legs, he couldn’t
quite get them. So he decided to jump. He jumped as
high as he could, but he couldn’t get near them.
He took a run and jumped even higher. Still no luck.
He jumped again and again, until
he was so hot, he had to give up.
‘Oh well,’ he said as
he walked away,
‘I don’t really
care. They are probably sour anyway.’
MORAL: When people cannot get what they want, they sometimes tell themselves
that what they want is no good anyway.
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‘Sour grapes’ has become a common saying. People say ‘It’s just sour
grapes’ to refer to griping or unkind remarks someone makes about
something he or she can’t have. For example:
Jim turned to his teacher, Mr. Walker, and asked, ‘Why did Mark say our
class play isn’t going to be any good?’ ‘Oh, that’s just sour grapes,’ said
Mr. Walker. ‘Mark wanted to be the star, but he’s playing a smaller part.
But once he sees how much fun it is, he’ll change his mind.’

The Dog in the Manger
There was once a dog who liked to get away from the heat of the day and sleep in the barn.
His favourite place to take a nap was on the hay in the manger, which is a trough the
animals eat from. How cool and soft it felt against his coat. He would have such nice
dreams, asleep in the manger.
One evening, an ox came in from the
fields, feeling tired after a
hard day’s work. ‘Excuse
me,’ said the ox to the
dog, ‘would you mind
moving so that I can
eat some of my hay?’
The dog woke up
with a start, and he
was always bad
tempered when he
was woken up suddenly.
He started barking at the ox. ‘Please,’ said the ox, ‘you have been sleeping all day, and I
have been working. Can I get to my hay?’
Now the dog didn’t want the hay himself, because dogs don’t eat it, but nevertheless he
would not move for the ox, and just kept on barking. Eventually the poor ox gave up and
went away feeling tired and hungry.
MORAL: Don’t be selfish when you have no need of things yourself. Don’t be a dog in
the manger.
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The Maid and
the Milk Pail
Peggy, the milkmaid, was going to market.
There she planned to sell the fresh, sweet
milk in the pail that she had learned to
carry balanced on her head. As she
went along, she began thinking about
what she would do with the money
she would get for the milk. ‘I’ll buy
some chickens from Farmer Brown,’
she thought, ‘and they will lay eggs each
morning. When those eggs hatch, I’ll have more
chickens. Then I’ll sell some of the chickens
and some of the eggs, and that will get me
enough money to buy the blue dress I’ve been
longing for, and some blue ribbons to match.
I’ll look so lovely that all the boys will want
to dance with me at the fair,
and all the girls will be
jealous. But I don’t care, I
shall toss my head at them,
like this!’
She tossed back her head.
The pail flew off, and the milk spilled all over the
road. So Peggy had to return home and tell her
mother what had happened. ‘Ah, my child,’ said
her mother, ‘don’t count your chickens before
they’re hatched.’
MORAL: Don’t count your chickens before
they’re hatched. Have you heard this saying before?
It means: Do not count on getting everything you
want, at having everything turn out exactly as you
plan, because you may be disappointed.
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The Wolf in Sheep’s Clothing
Night after night, a wolf prowled around a flock of sheep looking for one to eat, but the
shepherd and his dog always chased the wolf away. But one day the wolf found the skin
of a sheep that had been thrown aside. He pulled the skin carefully over him so that none
of his fur showed under the white fleece. Then he strolled among the flock. A lamb,
thinking that the wolf was its mother, followed him into the woods – and there the wolf
made a meal of the lamb!
So for many days the wolf was able to get a sheep whenever he pleased. But one day the
shepherd decided to cook lamb for his own dinner. He chose the biggest, fattest sheep
he could find and killed it on the spot. Guess who it was – the wolf!
TWO MORALS:
(1) Beware of a wolf in sheep’s clothing: things
are not always what they appear to be.
(2) If you pretend to be what you are not, you
might get caught.

People sometimes use the phrase ‘A wolf in sheep’s clothing’ to describe
someone who appears to be harmless or friendly but who is really
dangerous or untrustworthy. For example: ‘I can’t believe Ronnie took
my idea for his art poster. He said he just wanted to know what I was
working on, so I told him, but then he did it himself. What a wolf in
sheep’s clothing!’
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The Goose That Laid the Golden Eggs
Once a farmer went to the nest of his goose and found there
an egg, all yellow and shiny. When he picked it up, it was
heavy as a rock. He was about to throw it away because
he thought that someone was playing a trick on him.
But on second thoughts, he took it home, and there
he discovered to his delight that it was an egg of
pure gold!
He sold the egg for a handsome sum of money.
Every morning the goose laid another golden egg,
and the farmer soon became rich by selling the eggs.
As he grew rich, he grew greedy. ‘Why should
I have to wait to get only one egg a day?’ he
thought. ‘I will cut open the goose and take
all the eggs out of her at once.’
And so he killed the goose and cut her
open, only to find – nothing!
MORAL: He who wants more often
loses all. When you want
something, be patient. If you
are greedy, you might lose
what you already have.

Stories
All Stories Are Anansi’s
(A tale from West Africa)
PARENTS: Anansi [ah-NAHN-see], the spider, is a popular figure in the folklore
of parts of West Africa (the stories later came with slaves to the Caribbean islands).
Like Brer Rabbit in America (see below, page 43), Anansi is a ‘trickster’ figure –
clever, cunning, sometimes mischievous – who uses his wits to make up for what
he lacks in size and strength.
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This story tells how Anansi became the ‘owner’ of all stories.
In the beginning, all tales and stories belonged to Nyame [NYAH-meh], the Sky God.
But Kwaku Anansi, the spider, yearned to be the owner of all the stories known in the
world, and he went to Nyame and offered to buy them.
The Sky God said: ‘I am willing to sell the stories, but the price is high. Many people
have come to me offering to buy, but the price was too high for them. Rich and powerful
families have not been able to pay. Do you think you can do it?’
Anansi replied to the Sky God: ‘I can do it. What is the price?’
‘My price is three things,’ the Sky God said. ‘I must first have Mmoboro [mmmohBOH-roh], the hornets. I must then have Onini [oh-NEE-nee], the great python. I must
then have Osebo [oh-SAY-boh], the leopard. For these things I will sell you the right to
tell all stories.’
Anansi said: ‘I will bring them.’
He went home and made his plans. He first cut a gourd from a vine and made a small
hole in it. He took a large calabash [like a bowl], and filled it with water. He went to the
tree where the hornets lived. He poured some of the water over himself, so that he was
dripping. He threw some water over the hornets, so that they too were dripping. Then he
put the calabash on his head, as though to protect himself from a storm, and called out to
the hornets: ‘Are you foolish people? Why do you stay in the rain that is falling?’
The hornets answered: ‘Where shall we go?’
‘Go here, in this dry gourd,’ Anansi told them.
The hornets thanked him and flew into the gourd through the small hole. When the
last of them had entered, Anansi plugged the hole with a ball of grass, saying: ‘Oh, yes,
but you are really foolish people!’
He took his gourd full of hornets to Nyame, the Sky God. The Sky God accepted them.
He said: ‘There are two more things.’
Anansi returned to the forest and cut a long bamboo pole and some strong vines. en
he walked toward the house of Onini, the python, talking to himself. He seemed to be
talking about an argument with his wife. Anansi said: ‘My wife is wrong. I say he is longer
and stronger. My wife says he is shorter and weaker. I give him more respect. She gives
him less respect. Is she right or am I right? I am right, he is longer. I am right, he is stronger.’
When Onini, the python, heard Anansi talking to himself, he said: ‘Why are you arguing
this way with yourself?’
The spider replied: ‘Ah, I have had a dispute with my wife. She says you are shorter and
weaker than this bamboo pole. I say you are longer and stronger.’
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Onini said: ‘It’s useless and silly to
argue when you can find out the truth.
Bring the pole and we will measure.’
So Anansi laid the pole on the ground,
and the python came and stretched
himself out beside it.
‘You seem a little short,’ Anansi said.
The python stretched further.
‘A little more,’ Anansi said.
‘I can stretch no more,’ Onini said.
‘When you stretch at one end, you get
shorter at the other end,’ Anansi said. ‘Let
me tie you at the front so you don’t slip.’
He tied Onini’s head to the pole.
Then he went to the other end and tied
the tail to the pole. He wrapped the vine
all around Onini, until the python
couldn’t move.
‘Onini,’ Anansi said, ‘it turns out that my wife was right and I was wrong. You are
shorter than the pole and weaker. My opinion wasn’t as good as my wife’s. But you were
even more foolish than I, and you are now my prisoner.’
Anansi carried the python to Nyame, the Sky God, who said: ‘There is one thing more.’
Osebo, the leopard, was next. Anansi went into the forest and dug a deep pit where the
leopard liked to walk. He covered it with small branches and leaves and put dust on it, so
that it was impossible to tell where the pit was. Anansi went away and hid. When Osebo
came prowling in the black of night, he stepped into the trap Anansi had prepared and
fell to the bottom. Anansi heard the sound of the leopard falling, and he said: ‘Ah, Osebo,
you are half-foolish!’
When morning came, Anansi went to the pit and saw the leopard there. ‘Osebo,’ he
asked, ‘what are you doing in this hole?’
‘I have fallen into a trap,’ Osebo said. ‘Help me out.’
‘I would gladly help you,’ Anansi said. ‘But I’m sure that if I bring you out, I will
have no thanks for it. You will get hungry, and later on you will be wanting to eat me and
my children.’
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‘I promise it won’t happen,’
Osebo said.
‘Very well. Since you promise it,
I will take you out,’ Anansi said.
He bent a tall green tree toward
the ground, so that its top was over
the pit, and he tied it that way. Then
he tied a rope to the top of the tree
and dropped the other end of it into
the pit.
‘Tie this to your tail,’ he said.
Osebo tied the rope to his tail.
‘Is it well tied?’ Anansi asked.
‘Yes, it is well tied,’ the leopard said.
‘In that case,’ Anansi said, ‘you
are not merely half-foolish, you are
all foolish.’
And he took his knife and cut the other rope, the one that held the tree bowed to the
ground. The tree straightened up with a snap, pulling Osebo out of the hole. He hung in
the air head downward, twisting and turning. As he twisted and turned, he got so dizzy
that Anansi had no trouble tying the leopard’s feet with vines. Anansi took the dizzy
leopard, all tied up, to Nyame, the Sky God, saying: ‘Here is the third thing. Now I have
paid the price.’
Nyame said to him: ‘Kwaku Anansi, great warriors and chiefs have tried, but they have
been unable to do it. You have done it. Therefore, I will give you the stories. From this
day onward, all stories belong to you. Whenever a man tells a story, he must acknowledge
that it is Anansi’s tale.’
And that is why, in parts of Africa, the people love to tell, and love to hear, the stories
they call ‘spider stories’. And now, you have heard one too.

Anansi stories are widely studied in primary schools. Check your local
library for more stories about him, or try Anancy and Mr Dry-Bone by
Fiona French (Frances Lincoln, 1991).
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The Boy at the Dyke

PARENTS: If you have access to a world map or globe, help your child locate
Holland (also called the Netherlands).
Many years ago, there lived a boy who did a brave deed. His name was Peter, and he lived
in Holland, a country by the sea.
In Holland, the sea presses in on the land so much that the people built big walls of
earth and stone to hold back the waters. Every little child in Holland was taught that
these big walls, called dykes, must be watched at every moment. No water must be allowed
to come through the dykes. Even a hole no larger than your little finger was a very
dangerous thing.
One afternoon in the early fall, when Peter was seven years old, his mother called to
him. ‘Come, Peter,’ she said. ‘I want you to go across the dyke and take these cakes to your
friend the blind man. If you go quickly, you will be home again before dark.’
Peter was happy to go, because his friend the blind man lived alone and was always glad
to have a visitor. When he got to the blind man’s home, Peter stayed awhile to tell him of
his walk along the dyke. He told about the bright sun and the flowers and the ships far
out at sea. Then Peter remembered that his mother wanted him to return home before
dark. So he said goodbye and set out for home.
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As he walked along, he noticed how the water beat against the side of the dyke.
There had been much rain, and the water was higher than before. Peter remembered how
his father always spoke of the ‘angry waters’.
‘I suppose Father thinks they are angry,’ thought Peter, ‘because we have been keeping
them out for so long. Well, I am glad these dykes are so strong. If they gave way, what
would become of us? All these fields would be covered with water. Then what would
happen to the flowers, and the animals and the people?’
Suddenly Peter noticed that the sun was setting. Darkness was settling on the land.
‘Mother will be watching for me,’ he said. ‘I must hurry.’ But just then he heard a noise.
It was the sound of trickling water. He stopped, looked down, and saw a small hole in the
dyke, through which a tiny stream was flowing.
A leak in the dyke! Peter understood the danger at once. If water ran through a little
hole, it would soon make a larger one, then the waters could break through and the land
would be flooded!
Peter saw what he must do. He climbed down the side of the dyke and thrust his finger
in the tiny hole. The water stopped! ‘The angry waters will stay back now,’ said Peter.
‘I can keep them back with my finger. Holland will not be drowned while I am here.’
But then he thought, ‘How long can I stay here?’ Already it was dark and cold. Peter called
out, ‘Help! Is anyone there? Help!’ But no one heard him. No one came to help.
It grew darker and colder still. Peter’s arm began to grow stiff and numb. ‘Will no one
come?’ he thought. Then he shouted again for help. And when no one came, he cried out,
‘Mother! Mother!’
Many times since sunset, his mother had looked out at the dyke and expected to see
her little boy. She was worried, but then she thought that perhaps Peter was spending the
night with his blind friend, as he had done before. ‘Well,’ she thought, ‘when he gets home
in the morning, I will have to scold him for staying away from home without permission.’
Poor Peter! He would rather have been home than anywhere else in the world, but he
could not move from the dyke. He tried to whistle to keep himself company, but he
couldn’t because his teeth chattered with cold. He thought of his brother and sister in
their warm beds, and of his father and mother. ‘I must not let them be drowned,’ he
thought. ‘I must stay here until someone comes.’
The moon and stars looked down on the shivering child. His head was bent and his
eyes were closed, but he was not asleep. Now and then he rubbed the hand that was
holding back the angry waters.

42

Language and Literature

Morning came. A man walking along the dyke heard a sound, something like a groan.
He bent down and saw the child below. He called out, ‘What’s the matter, boy?
Are you hurt? Why are you sitting there?’
In a voice faint and weak, the boy said,
‘I am keeping the water from coming in.
Please, tell them to come quickly.’ The
man ran to get help. People came with
shovels to fix the dyke, and they carried
Peter, the little hero, home to his parents.
‘Tis many a year since then; but still,
When the sea roars like a flood,
The children are taught
what a child can do
Who is brave and true and good.
For all the mothers and fathers
Take their children by the hand
And tell them of brave little Peter
Whose courage saved the land.

Brer Rabbit and the Tar Baby
PARENTS: The Brer Rabbit stories are African American folktales collected and
retold in the late nineteenth century by the American writer Joel Chandler Harris.
Harris wrote the tales in the speech of a character he called Uncle Remus, an old
black man who tells stories to a young boy on a Southern plantation. The Tar Baby
is one of the most famous Brer Rabbit stories, showing how Brer Rabbit is able to
use his ingenuity to defeat Brer Fox’s endless attempts to catch and eat him. It is
written here in a modernised version.
‘Did Brer Fox never catch Brer Rabbit, Uncle Remus?’ asked the little boy.
‘He come mighty near it, child, you be sure, Brer Fox did,’ said Uncle Remus. ‘And that
was when he made a Tar Baby.’
‘What’s a Tar Baby?’ asked the boy. And this is the story Uncle Remus told him.
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One day Brer Fox woke up feeling grumpy.
‘I’ve had just about enough of that pesky Brer Rabbit,’ he said to himself. ‘Over and
over again he gets up to his tricks, running rings round me and making me look a fool.
Every time I think I’ve got him, he comes up with some smart plan and he gets clean away.
But I’ve got a plan of my own, and this time I’m going to get the better of Brer Rabbit.’
So Brer Fox went to work with his plan to catch Brer Rabbit and teach him a lesson.
First of all, he took some tar and some turpentine, made it into a thick, gooey paste and
shaped it into something like a doll, but bigger. He dressed it up in real clothes, with a hat
and everything, until it looked just like a real human baby, but it was a Tar Baby, too sticky
to touch.
Brer Fox sat the Tar Baby down, right in the middle of the road. Then that crafty old
Fox hid himself in the bushes beside the road, to see what was going to happen.
He didn’t have to wait too long, because, by-and-by, who should appear but Brer Rabbit,
hoppin’ along down the road, hippity-hoppity, just as happy with himself as can be. Brer
Fox lay low. Then Brer Rabbit saw the Tar Baby. Was he surprised! He got up on his hind
legs and looked at it. Brer Fox was still lying low.
‘Mornin,’ said Brer Rabbit to the Tar Baby. ‘Nice weather we’re havin’ this mornin’.’
The Tar Baby said nothing at all. Brer Fox was still lying low.
‘How you feelin’ this fine mornin’?’ Brer Rabbit asked the Tar Baby.
Brer Fox winked his eye and tried to lie even lower in the ground. The Tar Baby still
said nothing.
‘You deaf or something?’ asked Brer Rabbit, beginning to feel irritated. ‘’cause if you
are, I can always shout louder.’
Brer Fox still lay low. The Tar Baby sat quite still and said nothing. Brer Rabbit began
to get the feeling he was being ignored, and he didn’t like that one little bit.
‘Why don’t you say something? Cat got your tongue?’ he asked, getting really angry.
‘Or are you just too stuck-up to talk to the likes of me, Mr High-and-Mighty?’
Brer Fox wanted to laugh but he daren’t, in case he gave himself away. He had to bury
his face in his paws to muffle it.
‘I’m going to teach you some manners if it’s the last thing I do,’ said Brer Rabbit,
getting very angry indeed. ‘Now take off your hat and say “Good morning”, like
respectable folks do.’
Still Brer Fox lay low, and still the Tar Baby said nothing.
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‘OK, have it your own way, but don’t say I didn’t warn you,’ said Brer Rabbit, drawing
back his paw to make a fist, which he planted on the Tar Baby’s arm, as hard as he could.
His fist stuck fast in the tar.
‘I’m warning you, you’d better let me go,’ Brer Rabbit shouted at the Tar Baby, ‘or you’re
going to get another one of those.’
With that, he made his other paw into a fist and punched the Tar Baby in the other arm.
His second fist stuck in the tar. Was he angry! And you know, when people are angry they
don’t always think straight. ey sometimes do really stupid things to make a bad situation
worse. So Brer Rabbit, with both of his fists stuck in the tar, used his head to butt the Tar
Baby in the stomach. And guess what? He soon had his head and both paws stuck in the tar.
en he used his feet to push himself away from the Tar Baby, but his feet sank into the tar
as well. He was well and truly stuck, and the harder he struggled, the deeper he got stuck.
All this time, Brer Fox had been lying low, watching and waiting. Now his moment had
come. He came out from where he was hiding and sauntered over to Brer Rabbit, looking
as innocent as could be.
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‘My, my, Brer Rabbit,’ he said, ‘you sure look like you’re in a spot of bother. Truth to
tell, you look really stuck-up!’
And with that, he couldn’t keep up his innocent look any more. Brer Fox started to
laugh, and once he’d started, he couldn’t stop. He laughed until the tears rolled through
the fur on his cheeks. He laughed until he couldn’t stand up. He rolled around in the dirt,
laughing and clutching his sides until he couldn’t laugh any more.
At last, he was so tired out with laughing that he just lay on the ground, staring at Brer
Rabbit and the Tar Baby. Brer Rabbit didn’t like it when Brer Fox was laughing at him.
But he liked it a whole lot less when Brer Fox went silent, because he didn’t know what
was coming next. He thought it might be something bad.
‘Brer Fox,’ he said, wanting to break the silence, ‘could you be really kind and pull me
out of this thing that I’m stuck to?’
‘I could,’ said Brer Fox. ‘I could pull you off that there Tar Baby, that I made to trap
you with, just as easy as anything. But what do you think I’m going to do then?’
‘Let me go?’ asked Brer Rabbit.
Well, that just set Brer Fox off laughing again. He roared and gasped and rolled around
in the dirt of the road, with tears running through the fur on his foxy cheeks.
‘Let you go? Oh yes indeedy, it’s very likely I’m going to let you go, after all the time
you’ve been bouncing around these parts, behaving like you own it, and making me look
the fool with all your smart little rabbity pranks. You think you’re so clever don’t you,
Brer Rabbit? A real Mr Smarty-Pants. Thought I’d never catch you. And now I have. So
no, Brer Rabbit, I’m not going to let you go. But I’m going to do something better than
that. I’m going to ask you to dinner.’
‘Well that is real neighbourly of you, Brer Fox,’ said Brer Rabit, feeling relieved. ‘I would
be glad to eat dinner with you. Maybe the two of us can turn over a new leaf and be friends
from now on.’
‘Eat dinner with you? Who says I’m going to eat dinner with you?’
‘Why you did, Brer Fox, you said you wanted to eat dinner with me.’
‘No no, little rabbit, your long ears must be deceiving you,’ said Brer Fox with a nasty
grin on his face. ‘I didn’t say I want to eat dinner with you. I want to eat you for my dinner!
Same difference!’
At this Brer Rabbit began to shake. He knew Brer Fox wanted to have his own back for
all the tricks Brer Rabbit had played on him. So he started to cry.
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‘Oh Brer Fox, if you want to eat me for your dinner, there’s nothing I can do to stop
you, but I beg you, just don’t throw me in that there briar patch.’
‘Do you know what I feel like, Brer Rabbit? I feel like nothing tastes so good as
barbecued rabbit. So I’m going to build a fire and roast you.’
‘Oh yes, please, Brer Fox, build the fire as big as you like and roast me just as slowly
as you like, just don’t throw me in that there briar patch.’
‘On the other hand,’ said Brer Fox, ‘this is a mighty hot day to be building a fire.
Maybe I’ll hang you instead.’
‘Yes, yes, Brer Fox, hang me as high as you please, only just don’t throw me in that there
briar patch.’
‘On the other hand,’ said Brer Fox, ‘I don’t have any rope. Maybe I’ll have to drown you.’
‘Drown me just as deep as you please, Brer Fox, just don’t throw me in that there
briar patch.’
‘On the other hand,’ said Brer Fox, ‘there’s no pond nearby. So what am I going to do
with you, Brer Rabbit, ‘cos you sure as anything is going to be my dinner.’
‘Anything, anything at all, Brer Fox, just don’t throw me in that there briar patch.’
Now, Brer Fox was an evil and sly old fox. He really wanted to hurt Brer Rabbit as much
as he could. So he took him by the back legs, pulled him off the Tar Baby, and threw him,
just as hard as he could, right smack bang into the middle of the briar patch.
There was a flurry as Brer Rabbit disappeared into the middle of the thorn bushes. Then
nothing. Silence. Brer Fox had been hoping to hear Brer Rabbit scream. He expected to
see the thorn bushes waving this way and that as Brer Rabbit struggled to get free of them.
But nothing.
Then, by and by, old Brer Fox heard someone calling his name from high up on the
hill. He raised his old grey paw to shade his eyes from the midday sun, and he was just
about able to see Brer Rabbit. That crafty Brer Rabbit was sitting on a log, cool as you
please, eating a carrot.
‘Howdy, Brer Fox,’ he called down from the hill top. ‘Thanks for putting me into the
briar patch. Home from home for me, is that briar patch. Born and bred in it. I know the
briar patch like I know the back of my paw.’
And he laughed his high-pitched rabbit laugh. He laughed and laughed as he hopped
away over the top of the hill, leaving Brer Fox staring after him, and not laughing at all.
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The Frog Prince
(A tale from the Brothers Grimm)
In olden times, when wishing was still of some use, there lived a king whose daughters
were all beautiful, but the youngest was so beautiful that the sun itself, which has seen so
many wonders, was astonished whenever it shone on her face.
Close by the King’s castle lay a great dark forest, and under an old lime tree in the forest
was a wishing well. When the day was very warm, the King’s child went out into the forest
and sat down by the side of the cool well. There she would play with her favourite
plaything, a golden ball, tossing it up high and catching it in her little hands.
Now it so happened that on one
occasion the princess’s golden ball did
not fall into the little hand which she
was holding up for it, but onto the
ground beyond, and it rolled straight
into the well. The King’s daughter
followed it with her eyes, but it
vanished, and the well was so deep
that the bottom could not be seen. She
began to cry, louder and louder, and
could not be comforted. And as she
sat there crying someone said to
her, ‘What is the matter, little
princess? You’re crying so that
even a stone would pity you.’ She looked round to the
side from whence the voice came, and saw a frog
stretching forth its thick, ugly head from the water.
‘Oh, it’s you old water-splasher,’ she said, ‘I am weeping
for my golden ball, which has fallen into the well.’

Did the princess
heed the advice
about frogs
from the poem
‘The Frog’?

‘Be quiet, and do not weep,’ answered the frog,
‘I can help you, but what will you give me if I bring your plaything to the surface again?’
‘Whatever you want, dear frog,’ she said, ‘My clothes, my pearls and jewels, and even
the golden crown that I am wearing.’
The frog answered, ‘I do not care for your clothes, your pearls and jewels, or even your
golden crown, but if you will love me and let me be your friend and playmate, and sit by
me at your little table, and eat off your little golden plate, and drink out of your little cup
and sleep in your little bed — if you will promise me this, I will go down into the deep
well and bring you your golden ball.’
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‘Oh yes,’ said she, ‘I promise you anything if you will but bring me my ball back again.’
However, she secretly thought, ‘How the silly frog does talk! He lives in the water with
the other frogs and croaks, and can be no companion to any human being!’
But as soon as he heard her promise, the frog put his head into the water and sank
down, and in a short while came swimming up again with the ball in his mouth, and threw
it on the grass. The King’s daughter was delighted to see her pretty plaything once more,
and she picked it up and ran away with it.
‘Wait, wait,’ said the frog. ‘Take me with you. I can’t run as fast as you.’ But what good
did it do him to scream his ‘Croak! Croak!’ after her, as loudly as he could? She did not
listen to it, but ran home and soon forgot the poor frog, who was forced to go back into
his well again.
The next day when she had seated herself at the dinner table with the King and all the
courtiers, and was eating from her little golden plate, something came creeping splish
splash, splish splash, up the marble staircase, and when it had got to the top, it knocked
at the door and cried: ‘Youngest daughter of the King, open the door for me.’
She ran to see who was outside, but when she opened the door, there sat the frog in
front of it looking very slimy and wet. She quickly slammed the door and sat down to
dinner again, and was quite frightened. The King saw plainly that her heart was beating
violently, and said: ‘My child, what are you so afraid of? Is there perhaps a giant outside
who wants to carry you away?’
‘Ah, no,’ she replied. ‘It is not a giant but a disgusting frog.’
‘What does a frog want with you?’
‘Ah, dear father, yesterday as I was in the forest sitting by the well and playing, my
golden ball fell into the water. Because I cried so, the frog brought it out again for me, and
because he so insisted, I promised him he should be my companion, but I never thought
he would be able to come out of his water! He wants to be my playmate, and sit by me at
my little table, and eat off my little golden plate, and drink out of my little cup and sleep
in my little bed with me, and I can’t bear it. Now he is outside there, and wants to come
in.’
In the meantime the frog knocked a second time and cried,
‘Princess, keep your promises:
Open wide the door.
Else will other princesses
Be believed no more.’
At that the King said: ‘If we make promises, daughter, we must keep them, so you had
better open the door and let him in.’ The youngest princess went and opened the door,
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and the frog hopped in and followed her – splish splash, splish splash – to her chair.
There he sat and cried, ‘Lift me up beside you.’ She hesitated – the frog was so cold and
slimy! At last the King commanded her to do it.
Once the frog was on the chair, he wanted to
be on the table, and when he was on the table
he said: ‘Now, push your little golden plate
nearer to me so that we can
eat together.’ She did this,
but it was easy to see
that she did not do
it willingly. The
frog enjoyed what
he ate, but almost every
mouthful the princess took
choked her. At last the frog said:
‘I have eaten and now I am tired. Carry
me into your little room and make your little silken bed ready, and we will both lie down
and go to sleep.’
The King’s daughter began to cry, for she was afraid of the cold frog that she did not
like to touch, and who was now to sleep in her pretty, clean little bed. But the King grew
angry and said: ‘This good frog helped you when you were in trouble. Now it is not fair
of you to scorn him.’ So she took hold of the frog with two fingers, carried him upstairs,
and put him in the corner of the bedroom.
But when she was in bed, the frog crept to her and said: ‘I am tired and the floor is hard.
I want to sleep in your nice bed, so lift me up and mind your words at the wishing well.’
Although the princess hated the thought of the frog in her bed, she thought of her father’s
words. She gingerly picked the frog up and put him at the foot of her bed. The frog slept
soundly there throughout the night but the princess tossed and turned – she could not
sleep at all. In the morning, the frog sprung out of the bed and went out – splish splash,
splish splash – to the wishing well for a swim.
In the evening, the frog returned. e princess was not pleased to see him but let him in
again. Aer dinner, she let the frog come to her room and she put him at the end of her bed.
‘Will you give me a kiss goodnight, dear princess?’ asked the frog. e youngest princess
couldn’t bear the thought of kissing the frog, but she reluctantly did so. All of a sudden there
was no longer a frog before her but a handsome prince with beautiful, kind eyes. He told
her, ‘Appearances are deceptive and I was not what I appeared to be. I was bewitched by a
wicked old witch who turned me into a frog. She put a spell on me that no one but you could
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break. Oh how long I have waited to get you to
kiss me and break the spell!’
Then they went to sleep,
and next morning, when the
sun awoke them, a carriage
came driving up with eight
white horses, which had white
ostrich feathers on their
heads and were harnessed
with golden chains.
The handsome prince
and the youngest
daughter of the king
travelled to the land
that the prince was
born to rule, where
they were married and
lived happily ever after.

Hansel and Gretel

(A tale from the Brothers Grimm)
Once upon a time, by a great forest, lived a poor woodcutter with his wife and his two
children. The boy was called Hansel and the girl Gretel. They had little food, and once,
when a great famine fell on the land, the woodcutter could no longer provide even a daily
meal for his family.
He was so worried that he could not sleep and lay tossing and turning. He groaned and
said to his wife: ‘What is to going to happen to us? How are we to feed our poor children,
when we no longer have enough even for ourselves?’
‘I’ll tell you what,’ answered the woman, who was the children’s stepmother and was
not fond of them, ‘early tomorrow morning we will take the children out into the forest
to where it is thickest. There we will light a fire for them, and give each of them one more
piece of bread, and then we will go to our work and leave them alone. They will not find
the way home again, and we shall be rid of them.’
‘No!’ said the man, ‘I will not do that. How can I bear to leave my children alone in the
forest? The wild animals would soon come and tear them to pieces.’
‘Oh! You fool!’ she said, ‘Then we must all four die of hunger, you may as well get
four coffins ready!’ She left him no peace until he consented.
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‘But I feel very sorry for the poor children, all the same,’ said the man.
The two children had been so hungry that they also had not been able to sleep, and they
had heard what their stepmother had said to their father. Gretel started crying and said
to Hansel, ‘Now all is over with us.’
‘Be quiet, Gretel,’ said Hansel, ‘don’t worry, I will soon find a way to help us.’ And when
their father and stepmother had fallen asleep, Hansel got up, put on his little coat, opened
the door below and crept outside.
The moon shone brightly, and the white pebbles which lay in front of the house glittered
like real silver pennies. Hansel stooped and stuffed the little pocket of his coat with as
many as he could fit in it. Then he went back and said to Gretel: ‘Sleep well, little sister,
for I have a plan!’ and he lay down again in his bed.
When day dawned, but before the sun had risen, the stepmother came and awoke the
two children, saying: ‘Get up, you lazy children. We are going into the forest to fetch
wood.’ She gave each a little piece of bread, and said: ‘There is something for your dinner,
but do not eat it up before then, for you will get nothing else.’

Gretel took the bread under her apron, as Hansel had the pebbles in his pocket.
Then they all set out together on the way to the forest.
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When they had walked a short time, Hansel stood still and peeped back at the house,
and did so again and again. His father said, ‘Hansel, pay attention! Keep up! Do not forget
how to use your legs.’
‘Ah, father,’ said Hansel, ‘I am looking at my little white cat, which is sitting up on
the roof, and wants to say goodbye to me.’
The wife said, ‘Fool, that is not your little cat, that is the morning sun which is shining
on the chimneys.’
Hansel, however, had not been looking back at the cat, but had been constantly
throwing one of the white pebble-stones out of his pocket on the road.
When they had reached the middle of the forest, the father said: ‘Now, children, pile
up some wood, and I will light a fire so you won’t get cold.’
Hansel and Gretel gathered brushwood together, as high as a little hill. The brushwood
was lighted, and when the flames were burning very high, the woman said: ‘Now, children,
lay yourselves down by the fire and rest, we will go into the forest and cut some wood.
When we have finished, we will come back and fetch you away.’
Hansel and Gretel sat by the fire, and when noon came, each ate a little piece of bread.
As they could hear the strokes of an axe, they believed that their father was near. It was
not the axe, however, but a branch which he had fastened to a withered tree which the
wind was blowing backwards and forwards. And as they had been sitting such a long time,
their eyes closed with tiredness, and they fell fast asleep.
When at last they awoke, it was already dark night. It was scary for the children all alone
out in the dark and spooky forest. Gretel said, ‘How are we to get out of the forest now?’
But Hansel comforted her and said: ‘Just wait a little, until the moon has risen, and then
we will soon find the way.’ And when the full moon had risen, Hansel took his little sister
by the hand, followed the pebbles which shone like silver coins and showed them the way.
They walked the whole night long, and by day-break, they came once more to their
father’s house. They knocked at the door, and when the woman opened it and saw that it
was Hansel and Gretel, she said: ‘You naughty children, why have you slept so long in the
forest? We thought you were never coming back at all.’
The father, however, rejoiced, for it had cut him to the heart to leave them behind alone.
Not long afterwards, there was once more a shortage of food throughout the land, and
the children heard their stepmother saying at night to their father: ‘Everything is eaten
again, we have only half a loaf of bread left, and that is the end. The children must go.
We will take them further into the wood, so that they will not find their way out again.
There is no other means of saving ourselves.’
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The man’s heart was heavy, and he thought: ‘It would be better for you to share the last
mouthful with your children.’ The woman, however, would listen to nothing that he had
to say, but only scolded him. As he had said ‘yes’ the first time, he had to do so a second
time also.
The children, however, were still awake and had heard the conversation. When their
parents were asleep, Hansel again got up, and wanted to go out and pick up pebbles as he
had done before, but the woman had locked the door and Hansel could not get out.
Nevertheless he comforted his little sister, and said: ‘Do not cry, Gretel, go to sleep quietly
and everything will be alright.’
Early in the morning the woman came in and took the children out of their beds. Their
piece of bread was given to them, but it was smaller than the time before. On the way into
the forest Hansel crumbled his bread in his pocket, and often stood still and threw a morsel
on the ground.
‘Hansel, why do you stop and look round?’ said the father. ‘Come on!’
‘I am looking back at my little pigeon which is sitting on the roof, and wants to say
goodbye to me,’ answered Hansel.
‘Fool,’ said the woman, ‘that is not your little pigeon, that is the morning sun that is
shining on the chimney.’
Hansel, however, little by little, threw all the crumbs on the path. The woman led the
children still deeper into the forest, where they had never in their lives been before.
Then a great fire was again made, and the mother said: ‘Just sit there, you naughty
children, and when you are tired you may sleep a little. We are going into the forest to cut
wood, and in the evening when we are done, we will come and fetch you away.’
When it was noon, Gretel shared her piece of bread with Hansel, who had scattered his
on the way. en they fell asleep and evening passed, but no one came to the poor children.
They did not awake until it was dark night, and Hansel comforted his little sister and
said: ‘Just wait, Gretel, until the moon rises, and then we shall see the crumbs of bread
which I have thrown about, for they will show us our way home again.’
When the moon came they set out, but they found no crumbs, for the many thousands
of birds that fly about in the woods and fields had eaten them all. Hansel said to Gretel:
‘We shall soon find the way.’
But they did not find it. ey walked the whole night and all the next day too from
morning until evening, but they did not get out of the forest, and were very hungry, for they
had nothing to eat but a few berries, which grew on the ground. And when they were so
tired that their legs would carry them no further, they lay down beneath a tree and fell asleep.
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It was now two days since they had left their father’s house. They began to walk again,
but they always came deeper into the forest, and if help did not come soon, they would
surely die of hunger. When it was midday, they saw a beautiful snow-white bird sitting
on a branch, which sang so delightfully that they stood still and listened to it. And when
its song was over, it spread its wings and flew away before them, and they followed it until
they reached a little house, on the roof of which it landed. And when they approached the
little house, they saw that it was built of gingerbread and covered with cakes, and that the
windows were of clear sugar.
‘Let’s get to work,’ said Hansel, ‘and have a good meal! I will eat a bit of the roof, and
you Gretel, can eat some of the window. It will taste sweet.’
Hansel reached up above, and broke off a little of the roof to try how it tasted, and
Gretel leant against the window and nibbled at the panes. Then a shrill voice cried from
inside the house:
‘Nibble, nibble, like a mouse,
Who is nibbling at my house?’
The children answered,
‘It is only the air heaving a sigh,
It is only the wind gently passing by.’
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And they went on eating because they were so hungry. Hansel, who liked the taste of
the roof, tore down a great piece of it, and Gretel pushed out the whole of one round
windowpane, sat down and enjoyed herself.
Suddenly the door opened, and a woman as old as the hills, who supported herself on
crutches, came creeping out. Hansel and Gretel were so terribly frightened that they
dropped what they had in their hands.
The old woman, however, nodded her head, and said: ‘Oh, you dear children, who has
brought you here? Do come in, and stay with me. No harm shall happen to you.’
She took them both by the hand, and led them into her little house. Then good food
was set before them, milk and pancakes with sugar, apples and nuts. Afterwards two pretty
little beds were covered with clean white linen, and Hansel and Gretel lay down in them,
and they felt as though they were in heaven.
Now, the old woman had only pretended to be so kind. She was in reality a wicked
witch, who lay in wait for children, and had only built the little house of gingerbread in
order to lure them. When a child fell into her power, she killed, cooked and ate the poor
child! Witches have red eyes and cannot see far, but they have a great sense of smell, like
animals, and are aware when human beings draw near.
Early in the morning before the children were awake, she was already up, and when
she saw both of them sleeping and looking so pretty, with their rosy cheeks, she muttered
to herself: ‘That will be a delicious mouthful!’
Then she seized Hansel with her shrivelled hand, carried him into a little stable, and
locked him in behind a door with bars in it. Scream as he might, it would not help him.
Then the wicked old woman went to Gretel, shook her till she awoke, and cried: ‘Get up,
lazy thing. Fetch some water and cook something good for your brother. He is in the stable
outside, and is to be made fat. When he is fat, I will eat him.’
Gretel began to weep bitterly, but it was all in vain, for she was forced to do what the
wicked witch commanded. And now the best food was cooked for poor Hansel, but Gretel
got nothing but egg shells. Every morning the woman crept to the little stable, and cried:
‘Hansel, stretch out your finger that I may feel if you will soon be fat.’
Hansel, however, stretched out to her a little bone he had found on the floor of the
stable, and the old woman, who had bad eyesight, could not see it, and thought it was
Hansel’s finger, and was astonished that there was no way of fattening him.
When four weeks had gone by, and Hansel still remained thin, she was seized with
impatience and would not wait any longer.
‘Now, then, Gretel,’ she cried to the girl, ‘wake yourself, and bring some water. Whether
Hansel be fat or thin, tomorrow I will kill him and cook him.’
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Ah, how the poor little sister did cry when she had to fetch the water, oh how the tears
did flow down her cheeks.
‘We will bake first,’ said the old woman, ‘I have already heated the oven, and kneaded
the dough.’ She pushed poor Gretel out to the oven, from which flames of fire were already
darting. ‘Put your head in,’ said the witch, ‘and see if it is properly heated, so that we can
put the bread in.’ But Gretel saw what she had in mind: the wicked witch intended to push
her into the oven and bake her in it, and then she would eat her, too.
So Gretel said: ‘I do not know how I am to do it. Where am I to look in?’
‘Silly goose,’ said the old woman, ‘Just open the large door and stick your head in. I can
do it myself.’ And the witch thrust her head into the oven.
Then Gretel quickly gave her a massive push that drove the witch far into the oven, and
she shut the iron door and fastened the bolt. Then the witch began to howl quite horribly,
but Gretel ran away like lightning to Hansel, opened his little stable door, and cried:
‘Hansel, we are saved! The old witch is dead.’
Then Hansel sprang like a bird from its cage. How they rejoiced and embraced and
danced. As they had no longer any need to fear her, they went into the witch’s house, and
in every corner there stood chests full of pearls and jewels.
‘These are far better than pebbles,’ said Hansel, and thrust into his pockets as many as
he could fit in.
Gretel said: ‘Let me have some too!’ and filled her apron with the precious stones.
‘But now we must be off,’ said Hansel,
‘so that we may get out of the witch’s forest.’
When they had walked for two hours,
they came to a great stretch of water.
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‘We cannot cross,’ said Hansel, ‘there aren’t any stepping stones or even a bridge.’
‘Nor is there a ferry,’ answered Gretel, ‘but a white duck is swimming there. If I ask
her, she will help us over.’ Then she cried,
‘Little duck, little duck, can you see,
Hansel and Gretel are waiting for thee.
There’s neither a stone nor a bridge in sight,
take us across on your back so white.’
The white duck came to them, and Hansel seated himself on its back, and told his sister
to sit by him.
‘No,’ replied Gretel, ‘that will be too heavy for the little duck. She shall take us across,
one after the other.’
The good little duck did so, and when they were once safely across and had walked for
a short time, the forest seemed to be more and more familiar to them, and at length they
saw from afar their father’s house. Then they began to run, rushed into the house, and
threw themselves round their father’s neck. He had not known one happy hour since he
had left the children in the forest. His evil wife had died. Gretel emptied her apron until
pearls and precious stones ran about the room, and Hansel threw one handful after
another out of his pocket to add to them. Then all their troubles were over and they lived
together in perfect happiness.

In Which Tigger Comes to
the Forest and Has Breakfast
(A selection from The House at Pooh Corner by A. A. Milne)
PARENTS: If your children have not yet met the bear named Winnie-the-Pooh
and his friends in the Hundred Acre Wood, you might first want to read to them
from the book called Winnie-the-Pooh by A. A. Milne (a chapter from which is
included in What Your Year 1 Child Needs to Know).
Winnie-the-Pooh woke up suddenly in the middle of the night and listened. Then he got
out of bed, and lit his candle, and stumped across the room to see if anybody was trying
to get into his honey-cupboard, and they weren’t, so he stumped back again, blew out his
candle, and got into bed. Then he heard the noise again.
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‘Is that you, Piglet?’ he said.
But it wasn’t.
‘Come in, Christopher Robin,’ he said.
But Christopher Robin didn’t.
‘Tell me about it tomorrow, Eeyore,’ said Pooh sleepily.
But the noise went on.
‘Worraworraworraworraworra,’ said Whatever-it-was, and Pooh found that he wasn’t
asleep after all.
‘What can it be?’ he thought. ‘There are lots of noises in the Forest, but this is a different
one. It isn’t a growl, and it isn’t a purr, and it isn’t a bark, and it isn’t a noise-you-makebefore-beginning-a-piece-of-poetry, but it’s a noise of some kind, made by a strange
animal. And he’s making it outside my door. So I shall get up and ask him not to do it.’
He got out of bed and opened his front door. ‘Hallo!’ said Pooh, in case there was
anything outside.
‘Hallo!’ said Whatever-it-was.
‘Oh!’ said Pooh. ‘Hallo!’
‘Hallo!’
‘Oh, there you are!’ said Pooh.
‘Hallo!’

Pooh would like Jack Prelutsky’s
poem ‘I Know All the Sounds
That the Animals Make’
on page 26, don’t you think?

‘Hallo!’ said the Strange Animal, wondering how long this was going on.
Pooh was just going to say ‘Hallo!’ for the fourth time when he thought that he wouldn’t
so he said: ‘Who is it?’ instead.
‘Me,’ said a voice.
‘Oh!’ said Pooh. ‘Well, come here.’
So Whatever-it-was came here, and in
the light of the candle he and Pooh looked
at each other. ‘I’m Pooh,’ said Pooh.
‘I’m Tigger,’ said Tigger.
‘Oh!’ said Pooh, for he had never seen
an animal like this before. ‘Does
Christopher Robin know about you?’
‘Of course he does,’ said Tigger.
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‘Well,’ said Pooh, ‘it’s the middle of the night, which is a good time for going to sleep.
And tomorrow morning we’ll have some honey for breakfast. Do Tiggers like honey?’
‘They like everything,’ said Tigger cheerfully.
‘Then if they like going to sleep on the floor, I’ll go back to bed,’ said Pooh, ‘and we’ll
do things in the morning. Good night.’ And he got back into bed and went fast asleep.
When he awoke in the morning, the first thing he saw was Tigger, sitting in front of the
glass and looking at himself.
‘Hallo!’ said Pooh.
‘Hallo!’ said Tigger. ‘I’ve found somebody just like me. I thought I was the only one of them.’
Pooh got out of bed, and began to explain what a looking-glass was, but just as he was
getting to the interesting part, Tigger said:
‘Excuse me a moment, but there’s something climbing up your table,’ and with one loud
Worraworraworraworraworra he jumped at the end of the tablecloth, pulled it to the ground,
wrapped himself up in it three times, rolled to the other end of the room, and, aer a terrible
struggle, got his head into the daylight again, and said cheerfully: ‘Have I won?’
‘That’s my tablecloth,’ said Pooh, as he began to unwind Tigger.
‘I wondered what it was,’ said Tigger.
‘It goes on the table and you put things on it.’
‘Then why did it try to bite me when I wasn’t looking?’
‘I don’t think it did,’ said Pooh.
‘It tried,’ said Tigger, ‘but I was too quick for it.’ Pooh put the cloth back on the table,
and he put a large honey-pot on the cloth, and they sat down,
Tigger took a large mouthful of honey ... and he looked
up at the ceiling with his head on one side, and
made exploring noises with his tongue and
considering noises, and what-have-we-gothere noises ... and then he said in a very
decided voice: ‘Tiggers don’t like honey.’
‘Oh!’ said Pooh, and tried to make it
sound Sad and Regretful. ‘I thought they
liked everything.’
‘Everything except honey,’ said Tigger. Pooh
felt rather pleased about this, and said that, as soon as
he had finished his own breakfast, he would take Tigger round to
Piglet’s house, and Tigger could try some of Piglet’s haycorns.
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‘Thank you, Pooh,’ said Tigger, ‘because haycorns is really what Tiggers like best.’ So
after breakfast they went round to see Piglet, and Pooh explained as they went that Piglet
was a Very Small Animal who didn’t like bouncing, and asked Tigger not to be too Bouncy
just at first. And Tigger, who had been hiding behind trees and jumping out on Pooh’s
shadow when it wasn’t looking, said that Tiggers were only bouncy before breakfast, and
that as soon as they had had a few haycorns they became Quiet and Refined. So by and by
they knocked at the door of Piglet’s house.
‘Hallo, Pooh,’ said Piglet.
‘Hallo, Piglet. This is Tigger.’
‘Oh, is it?’ said Piglet, and he edged round to the other side of the table. ‘I thought
Tiggers were smaller than that.’
‘Not the big ones,’ said Tigger.
‘They like haycorns,’ said Pooh, ‘so that’s what we’ve come for, because poor Tigger
hasn’t had any breakfast yet.’
Piglet pushed the bowl of haycorns towards Tigger, and said: ‘Help yourself,’ and then
he got close up to Pooh and felt much braver, and said, ‘So you’re Tigger? Well, well!’ in
a careless sort of voice. But Tigger said nothing because his mouth was full of haycorns...
After a long munching noise he said:
‘Ee-eers o i a-ors.’
And when Pooh and Piglet said ‘What?’ he said ‘Skoos ee,’ and went outside for a
moment. When he came back he said firmly: ‘Tiggers don’t like haycorns.’
‘But you said they liked everything except honey,’ said Pooh.
‘Everything except honey and haycorns,’ explained Tigger. When he heard this Pooh said,
‘Oh, I see!’ and Piglet, who was rather glad that Tiggers didn’t like haycorns, said, ‘What
about thistles?’
‘Thistles,’ said Tigger, ‘is what Tiggers like best.’
‘Then let’s go along and see Eeyore,’ said Piglet.
So the three of them went; and after they had walked and walked and walked, they came
to the part of the Forest where Eeyore was. ‘Hallo, Eeyore!’ said Pooh. ‘This is Tigger.’
‘What is?’ said Eeyore.
‘This,’ explained Pooh and Piglet together, and Tigger smiled his happiest smile and
said nothing.
Eeyore walked all round Tigger one way, and then turned and walked all round him
the other way. ‘What did you say it was?’ he asked.
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‘Tigger.’
‘Ah!’ said Eeyore.
‘He’s just come,’ explained Piglet.
‘Ah!’ said Eeyore again. He
thought for a long time and then
said: ‘When is he going?’
Pooh explained to Eeyore that Tigger was a great friend of Christopher Robin’s, who
had come to stay in the Forest, and Piglet explained to Tigger that he mustn’t mind what
Eeyore said because he was always gloomy; and Eeyore explained to Piglet that, on the
contrary, he was feeling particularly cheerful this morning; and Tigger explained to
anybody who was listening that he hadn’t had any breakfast yet.
‘I knew there was something,’ said Pooh. ‘Tiggers always eat thistles, so that was why
we came to see you, Eeyore.’
‘Don’t mention it, Pooh.’
‘Oh, Eeyore, I didn’t mean that I didn’t want to see you — ’
‘Quite — quite. But your new stripy friend — naturally, he wants his breakfast. What
did you say his name was?’
‘Tigger.’
‘en come this way, Tigger.’ Eeyore led the way to the most thistly-looking patch of
thistles that ever was, and waved a hoof at it. ‘A little patch I was keeping for my birthday,’ he
said; ‘but, aer all, what are birthdays? Here today and gone tomorrow. Help yourself, Tigger.’
Tigger thanked him and looked a little anxiously at Pooh. ‘Are these really thistles?’ he
whispered. ‘Yes,’ said Pooh.
‘What Tiggers like best?’
‘That’s right,’ said Pooh.
‘I see,’ said Tigger. So he took a large mouthful, and he gave a large crunch. ‘Ow!’ said
Tigger. He sat down and put his paw in his mouth.
‘What’s the matter?’ asked Pooh.
‘Hot!’ mumbled Tigger.
‘Your friend,’ said Eeyore, ‘appears to have bitten on a bee.’
Pooh’s friend stopped shaking his head to get the prickles out, and explained that
Tiggers didn’t like thistles.
‘Then why bend a perfectly good one?’ asked Eeyore.
‘But you said,’ began Pooh – ‘you said that Tiggers liked everything except honey and haycorns.’
62

Language and Literature

‘And thistles,’ said Tigger, who was now running round in circles with his tongue
hanging out. Pooh looked at him sadly.
‘What are we going to do?’ he asked Piglet. Piglet knew the answer to that, and he said
at once that they must go and see Christopher Robin.
‘You’ll find him with Kanga,’ said Eeyore. He came close to Pooh, and said in a loud
whisper: ‘Could you ask your friend to do his exercises somewhere else? I shall be having
lunch directly, and don’t want it bounced on just before I begin. A trifling matter, and
fussy of me, but we all have our little ways.’
Pooh nodded solemnly and called to Tigger. ‘Come along and we’ll go and see Kanga.
She’s sure to have lots of breakfast for you.’
Tigger finished his last circle and came up to Pooh and Piglet.
‘Hot!’ he explained with a large and friendly smile. ‘Come on!’ and he rushed off.
Pooh and Piglet walked slowly after him. And, as they walked, Piglet said nothing,
because he couldn’t think of anything, and Pooh said nothing, because he was thinking
of a poem. And when he had thought of it he began:
What shall we do about poor little Tigger?
If he never eats nothing he’ll never get bigger.
He doesn’t like honey and haycorns and thistles
Because of the taste and because of the bristles.
And all the good things which an animal likes
Have the wrong sort of swallow or too many spikes.
‘He’s quite big enough anyhow,’ said Piglet.
‘He isn’t really very big.’
‘Well, he seems so.’
Pooh was thoughtful when he heard this, and then he murmured to himself:
But whatever his weight in pounds, shillings, and ounces,
He always seems bigger because of his bounces.
‘And that’s the whole poem,’ he said. ‘Do you like it, Piglet?’
‘All except the shillings,’ said Piglet. ‘I
don’t think they ought to be there.’
‘They wanted to come in after the pounds,’
explained Pooh, ‘so I let them. It is the best
way to write poetry, letting things come.’

We’ll learn more about
what certain animals
eat on page 289.
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‘Oh, I didn’t know,’ said Piglet.
Tigger had been bouncing in front of them all this time, turning round every now and
then to ask, ‘Is this the way?’ – and now at last they came in sight of Kanga’s house, and
there was Christopher Robin. Tigger rushed up to him.
‘Oh, there you are, Tigger!’ said Christopher Robin. ‘I knew you’d be somewhere.’
‘I’ve been finding things in the Forest,’ said Tigger importantly. ‘I’ve found a pooh and
a piglet and an eeyore, but I can’t find any breakfast.’ Pooh and Piglet came up and hugged
Christopher Robin, and explained what had been happening.
‘Don’t you know what Tiggers like?’ asked Pooh.
‘I expect if I thought very hard I should,’ said Christopher Robin, ‘but I thought Tigger knew.’
‘I do,’ said Tigger. ‘Everything there is in the world except honey and haycorns and −
what were those hot things called?’
‘Thistles.’
‘Yes, and those.’
‘Oh, well then, Kanga can give you some breakfast.’
So they went into Kanga’s house, and when Roo had said, ‘Hallo, Pooh’ and ‘Hallo,
Piglet’ once, and ‘Hallo, Tigger’ twice, because he had never said it before and it sounded
funny, they told Kanga what they wanted, and Kanga said very kindly, ‘Well, look in my
cupboard, Tigger dear, and see what you’d like.’ Because she knew at once that, however
big Tigger seemed to be, he wanted as much kindness as Roo.
‘Shall I look, too?’ said Pooh, who was beginning to feel a little eleven o’clockish.
And he found a small tin of condensed milk, and something seemed to tell him that
Tiggers didn’t like this, so he took it into a corner by itself, and went with it to see that
nobody interrupted it.
But the more Tigger put his nose into this and his paw into that, the more things he
found which Tiggers didn’t like. And when he found everything in the cupboard, and
couldn’t eat any of it, he said to Kanga, ‘What happens now?’
But Kanga and Christopher Robin and Piglet were all standing round Roo, watching
him have his Extract of Malt. And Roo was saying, ‘Must I?’ and Kanga was saying ‘Now,
Roo dear, you remember what you promised.’
‘What is it?’ whispered Tigger to Piglet.
‘His Strengthening Medicine,’ said Piglet. ‘He hates it.’
So Tigger came closer, and he leant over the back of Roo’s chair, and suddenly he put out
his tongue, and took one large golollop, and, with a sudden jump of surprise, Kanga said,
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‘Oh!’ and then clutched at the spoon again just as it
was disappearing, and pulled it safely back out of
Tigger’s mouth. But the Extract of Malt had gone.
‘Tigger dear!’ said Kanga.
‘He’s taken my medicine, he’s taken
my medicine, he’s taken my medicine!’
sang Roo happily, thinking it was a tremendous joke.
Then Tigger looked up at the ceiling, and closed his eyes, and his tongue went round
and round his chops, in case he had left any outside, and a peaceful smile came over his
face as he said, ‘So that’s what Tiggers like!’
Which explains why he always lived at Kanga’s house afterwards, and had Extract of
Malt for breakfast, dinner and tea. And sometimes, when Kanga thought he wanted
strengthening, he had a spoonful or two of Roo’s breakfast after meals as medicine.
‘But I think,’ said Piglet to Pooh, ‘that he’s been strengthened quite enough.’

Issun Boshi: One-Inch Boy
PARENTS: ‘Issun Boshi’ [IH-soon BOH-she] is a folktale from Japan. If you have
access to a world map or globe, help your child locate Japan. Like the next story in
this book, ‘Tom Thumb’, this story is about the adventures of a very little person.
Long ago in a village in Japan, there lived an old man and his wife who more than anything
wanted a child. They hoped and they wished and they prayed. ‘May we be blessed with a
child,’ they said, ‘even if it is no larger than a fingertip.’
And then their prayers were answered. A fine baby boy was born to the old couple.
They called him Issun Boshi, which means ‘One-Inch Boy’, for he was no taller than his
father’s thumb.
Issun Boshi grew up strong, smart and helpful, though he grew no bigger. When twelve
years had passed, Issun Boshi came to his parents and said: ‘Father and Mother, please
give me your permission to go to the capital city, for I wish to see the world, and learn
many things, and make a name for myself.’
His parents were very worried, but they knew their boy was smart and strong, so they
agreed to let him go. They made for him a tiny sword out of a sewing needle. They also
gave him a rice bowl and some chopsticks.
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In the rice bowl he floated down the river, using one of the chopsticks as a paddle. In a
few days he arrived at the city of Kyoto. ‘My, what a busy city this is!’ he thought. ‘So many
feet and legs!’ He walked carefully through the streets, dodging feet and cart wheels. He
kept walking until he came to a beautiful house, the largest in the city. At the foot of the
steps sat a pair of shiny black wooden shoes. They belonged to the owner of the house,
who was the wealthiest lord in the city.
The door of the great house opened. Out walked a man who slipped on the shiny black
shoes. Issun Boshi called out: ‘Hello! Hello there!’ The man looked around and, seeing no
one, began to go back in. But Issun Boshi called out: ‘Down here, I’m down here, near
your shoes! Please be careful you don’t step on me.’ The man, who was the lord of the
house, leaned down and was very surprised when he saw Issun Boshi. Issun Boshi bowed
and politely introduced himself. ‘My name,’ he said, ‘is Issun Boshi. I am new here and I
would like to work for you.’
The lord picked up Issun Boshi in the palm of his hand. In a friendly voice he asked:
‘But what can a little fellow like you do?’
A fly was buzzing around and bothering the lord, so Issun Boshi drew out a sewing
needle that he used as a sword. With a quick swit-swat, down went the fly. Then Issun
Boshi did an energetic little dance on the lord’s hand.
‘You are quite an amazing little fellow,’ laughed the lord. ‘Come, you may work for me
and live in my house.’
And so Issun Boshi went to live in the big
beautiful house. He made friends with
everyone there, especially the princess, the
lord’s lovely daughter. It seemed that he was
always at her side, helping her in whatever
way he could, whether by holding down the
paper when she wrote a letter or simply by
riding on her shoulder and keeping her
company while she walked through the
beautiful gardens around the house.
In the spring, Issun Boshi travelled
with the princess and her companions to
the cherry blossom festival. On their
way home they began to hear strange
noises behind them on the narrow road.
They could see nothing in the shadows,
when suddenly a huge monster leaped
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into their path. Everyone screamed and ran −
everyone except Issun Boshi and the princess.
‘Who are you, and what do you want?’ cried
Issun Boshi.
‘I am an oni [OH-nee],’ growled the monster.
An oni! Everyone feared the oni, who were
fierce and terrible creatures, like demons or
goblins. But Issun Boshi stepped forward
and shouted: ‘Get out of the way, you
demon! I am here to guard the princess,
and if you try anything, you will regret it!’
‘Ha! We’ll see about that!’ growled the oni. Then he snatched up Issun Boshi,
popped him into his mouth and, gulp, swallowed him whole. Down, down Issun Boshi
slid until he landed, slap, in the oni’s stomach.
‘This big oaf should be more careful about what he eats,’ said Issun Boshi. He pulled
out his sewing-needle sword and began to jab it as hard as he could into the walls of the
oni’s stomach.
‘Ow! Ooh! Agh!’ shouted the oni. Then he gave a loud ‘Burp!’ and out popped Issun
Boshi. In pain, the oni ran away whining and crying.
Issun Boshi ran over to the princess. She was bending down and picking up something
from the ground. With great excitement she said, ‘Look, Issun Boshi, the oni was so scared
that he dropped this magic hammer. If you make a wish on it, it will come true.’
Issun Boshi bowed to the princess and said: ‘My lady, I would ask that you make a wish.’
‘No, Issun Boshi,’ said the princess. ‘You won this because of your bravery. You should
be the first one to wish on it!’
So Issun Boshi took the hammer and said: ‘I already have my greatest wish, which is to
serve you. But if I could have another wish, I would wish to be as tall as other men.’
Then he gave the hammer to the princess, who made a silent wish on it herself. Then
and there, Issun Boshi began to grow taller until beside the princess stood a handsome
young man.
That night, when the princess told her father how brave Issun Boshi had been, and how
he had risked his life to save her, the lord was so happy that he gave permission for Issun
Boshi to marry the princess. And so, you see, the princess’s wish came true, too.
Issun Boshi’s brave deeds were celebrated throughout the land. He and the princess
lived happily together, along with Issun Boshi’s proud and happy parents, whom Issun
Boshi had brought to the lord’s house to be part of the family.
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Tom Thumb
PARENTS: People in many lands tell different stories about the little fellow called
Tom Thumb. This version is from Germany, as collected by the Brothers Grimm.
You might find it interesting to read this story to your child along with the previous
story, a folktale from Japan called ‘Issun Boshi’ (One-Inch-Boy). At the end of this
story, you’ll find suggestions for reading other similar stories from different lands.
A poor woodman sat in his cottage one night, smoking his pipe by the fireside, while his
wife sat by his side spinning. ‘How lonely it is, wife,’ said he, as he let out a long sigh, ‘for
you and me to sit here by ourselves, without any children to play about and amuse us,
while other people seem so happy and merry with their children!’
‘What you say is very true,’ said the wife, sighing, and turning round her spinning
wheel; ‘how happy should I be if I had but one child! Even if he were no bigger than my
thumb, I should be very happy.’
Now, odd as you may think it, it came to pass that this good woman’s wish was fulfilled,
just in the very way she had wished it; for, not long afterwards, she had a little boy, who
was quite healthy and strong, but who was not much bigger than a thumb. So the man
and the woman said: ‘Well, we cannot say we have not got what we wished for, and, little
as he is, we will love him dearly.’ And they called him Tom Thumb.
ey gave him plenty of food, yet for all they could do he never grew bigger, but kept just
the same size as he had been when he was born. Still, his eyes were sharp and sparkling, and
he soon showed himself to be a clever little fellow, who always knew well what he was about.
One day, as the woodman was getting
ready to go into the wood to cut trees for fuel,
he said: ‘I wish I had someone to bring the
cart after me, for it would be much quicker.’
‘Oh, father,’ cried Tom, ‘I will take care
of that. The cart shall be in the wood by
the time you want it.’
Then the woodman laughed and said:
‘How can that be? You cannot even
reach up to the horse’s bridle.’
‘Never mind that, father,’ said
Tom. ‘If my mother will only
harness the horse, I will get into his
ear and tell him which way to go.’
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‘Well,’ said the father, ‘we will try for once.’
So the mother harnessed the horse to the cart, and put Tom into his ear; and as he sat
there, the little lad told the beast how to go, crying out: ‘Go on!’ and ‘Stop!’ as he wanted:
and thus the horse went on just as well as if the woodman had driven it himself into the
wood. It happened that as the horse was going a little too fast, and Tom was calling out
‘Gently! Gently!’ that two strangers came by.
‘What an odd thing that is!’ said one. ‘There is a cart going along, and I hear a carter
talking to the horse, but yet I can see no one.’
‘That is queer, indeed,’ said the other. ‘Let us follow the cart, and see where it goes.’ So
they went on into the wood, till at last they came to the place where the woodman was.
Then Tom Thumb, seeing his father, cried out: ‘See, father, here I am with the cart, all
right and safe! Now help me down!’ So his father took hold of the horse with one hand,
and with the other took his son out of the horse’s ear, and put him down upon a straw.
When the two strangers saw this they said: ‘That little fellow will make us rich, if we
can get him, and carry him about from town to town as a show; we must buy him!’ So
they went up to the woodman, and asked him what he would take for the little lad.
‘I won’t sell him at all,’ said the father. ‘My own flesh and blood is dearer to me than all
the silver and gold in the world.’ But Tom, hearing of the bargain they wanted to make,
crept up his father’s coat to his shoulder and whispered in his ear: ‘Take the money, father,
and let them have me; I’ll soon come back to you.’
So the woodman at last said he would sell Tom to the strangers for a large piece of gold,
and they paid the price.
They journeyed on with little Tom Thumb, till it began to be dusky, and then the little
man said: ‘Let me get down, I’m tired.’ So the man put him down on a mound of earth, in
a ploughed field by the side of the road. But Tom ran about amongst the furrows, and at
last slipped into an old mouse-hole. ‘Good night, my masters!’ said he, ‘I’m off!’
Then they ran at once to the place, and poked the
ends of their sticks into the mouse-hole, but it was
no use, Tom only crawled farther and farther in,
and at last it became quite dark, so that they
were forced to go their way without him, angry
and penniless.
By good luck, Tom found a large empty
snail shell. ‘This is lucky. I can sleep
here very well because it is a safe
place to spend the night,’ he said as he
crept inside.
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Just as he was falling asleep, he heard two men passing by, chatting together; and one
said to the other, ‘How can we rob that rich parson’s house of his silver and gold?’
‘I’ll tell you!’ cried Tom.
‘What was that noise?’ said the thief, frightened; ‘I’m sure I just heard someone speak.’
They stood still listening, and Tom said, ‘Take me with you, and I’ll soon show you
how to get the parson’s money.’
‘But where are you?’ they asked. ‘Look about on the ground,’ answered Tom, ‘and listen
where the sound comes from.’
At last the thieves found him out, and lifted him up in their hands. ‘You little creature!’
they said, ‘what can you do for us?’
‘Why, I can get between the iron window-bars of the parson’s house, and throw you
out whatever you want.’ ‘That’s a good thought,’ said the thieves, ‘come along, we shall
see what you can do.’
When they came to the parson’s house, Tom slipped through the window-bars into the
room, and then called out as loud as he could bawl, ‘How much do you want? Do you
want it all?’
At this the thieves were frightened, and said, ‘Softly, softly! Speak low, that you may
not awaken anybody.’ But Tom seemed as if he did not understand them, and bawled out
again, ‘WHAT’S THAT YOU SAY? YOU WANT TO TAKE ALL THE MONEY? I’LL
GIVE YOU EVERYTHING, HOLD OUT YOUR HANDS!’
The cook heard this quite plain, so she sprang out of bed, and ran to open the door.
The thieves ran off as if a wolf was at their tails. The maid went away for a light and by
the time she came back, Tom had slipped off into the barn; and when she had looked
about and searched every hole and corner and found nobody, she went to bed, thinking
she must have been dreaming.
The little man crawled about in the hay loft, and at last found a snug place to finish his
night’s rest; so he laid himself down, meaning to sleep till daylight, and then find his way
home to his father and mother. But alas! Poor Tom’s troubles had only begun!
The cook got up early, before daybreak, to feed the cows; and going straight to the hay
loft, carried away a large bundle of hay, with the little man in the middle of it, fast asleep.
He still, however, slept on, and did not wake up until he found himself in the mouth of
the cow. He was lucky not to have been crushed between the cow’s teeth. After she chewed
awhile, she swallowed and down went Tom into the cow’s stomach.
‘Goodness me,’ he said, ‘somebody forgot to put any windows in this house. It would
be nice to have some fresh air!’
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The worst of it was, that more and more hay was always coming down, and the space
left for him became smaller and smaller. At last he cried out as loud as he could, ‘That’s
enough! No more hay! I’m quite full thanks!’
The maid happened to be just then milking the cow; and hearing someone speak, but
seeing nobody, and yet being quite sure it was the same voice that she had heard in the
night, she was so frightened that she fell off her stool, and overset the milk pail. As soon
as she could pick herself up out of the dirt, she ran off as fast as she could to her master
the parson, and said, ‘Sir, sir, the cow is talking!’
But the parson said: ‘What, don’t be silly!’ However, he went with her into the barn, to
try and see what was the matter.
Scarcely had they set foot on the threshold, when Tom called out: ‘ank you very much
but please don’t bring me any more hay!’ en the parson himself was frightened; and
thinking the cow was surely bewitched, told his man to kill her on the spot. So the poor cow
was killed, and cut up and the stomach, in which Tom lay, was thrown out with the rubbish.
Tom soon set himself to work to get out, which was not a very easy task; but at last, just
as he had made room to get his head out, a hungry wolf sprang out, and snapped up the
whole stomach in his teeth, with Tom still half in it, and ran away.
Tom, however, was still not disheartened. Thinking the wolf would not dislike talking
to him as he was going along, he called out: ‘My good friend, why do you want to eat this
nasty cow stomach? I can tell you where to find some delicious treats!’
‘Where’s that?’ said the wolf.
‘In a house near the forest,’ said Tom, describing his own father’s
house. ‘You can crawl through the drain into the kitchen and
there you will find cakes, ham, beef, cold chicken and
everything that your heart can wish.’
So the wolf, his mouth watering,
went to the house and crawled
through the drain into the
kitchen and ate and
drank there to his
heart’s content. As
soon as he had had
enough he wanted
to get away; but he had eaten so
much that he could not go out
by the same way he came in.
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Tom shouted out to his parents, ‘Help! Help! There’s a big bad wolf in here! Help!’
The woodsman and his wife, being awakened by the noise, peeped through a crack in
the door; but when they saw a wolf was there, the woodsman ran for a big stick. Then he
whacked the wolf and sent him howling into the woods. ‘Nice work, Father,’ said Tom.
Then the woodsman and his wife hugged and kissed their dear little son, and gave him
plenty to eat and drink, for he was very hungry. And then they fetched new clothes for
him, for his old ones had been quite ruined on his adventures. So Tom Thumb stayed at
home with his father and mother, in peace;
for though he had been so great a traveller,
Have you heard the
and had done and seen so many fine things,
saying ‘There’s no place
and was fond enough of telling the whole
like home’ elsewhere?
story, he always agreed that, after all, there’s
See more on page 121.
no place like HOME!

PARENTS: You may want to talk with your child about how stories from different
lands can be alike in many ways. After reading ‘Issun Boshi’ and ‘Tom Thumb,’
you might begin by asking your child if she noticed some ways the two stories are
alike. Perhaps she has heard of the story of Thumbelina by the great Danish
storyteller Hans Christian Andersen? For fairy tales and folk tales from different
lands, check your local library for such titles as:
Pretty Salma by Niki Daly (Frances Lincoln) 2006: a ‘Red Riding Hood’ story set
in an African township, with Anansi the spider
Snow White in New York by Fiona French (Oxford) 1989
Mariana and the Merchild by Caroline Pitcher and Jackie Morris (Frances Lincoln)
2000: a folk tale from Chile about a woman who finds a mer-baby in a crabshell,
whom she comes to love as her own.
The Fire Children, a West African Folk Tale retold by Eric Maddern (Frances
Lincoln) 2006: a creation myth in which the first man and woman bake themselves
children made of clay, some of whom are pale and some of whom are dark.
Jamila’s Clever Cat by Fiona French (Frances Lincoln) 2006: a Bengali ‘Puss in
Boots’ in which a poor weaver contrives to marry a princess with the help of his
clever cat Sardul.
Mufaro’s Beautiful Daughters by John Steptoe (Puffin) 1997: a ‘Cinderella’ story
from Africa.
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It Could Always Be Worse
Read more about
Once there was a poor Jewish man who had come
the Jewish religion
to the end of his tether. So he went to his rabbi, a
on page 139.
holy teacher, for advice.
‘Holy Rabbi!’ he cried. ‘Things are in a bad way with me, and are getting worse all the
time! We are poor, so poor that my wife, my six children, my in-laws and I have to live in
a one-room hut. We get in each other’s way all the time. Our nerves are frayed and,
because we have plenty of troubles, we quarrel. Believe me − my home is awful, and things
could not possibly be worse!’
The rabbi pondered the matter gravely. ‘My son,’ he said, ‘promise to do as I tell you
and your condition will improve.’
‘I promise, Rabbi,’ answered the troubled man. ‘I’ll do anything you say.’
‘Tell me – what animals do you own?’
‘I have a cow, a goat and some chickens.’
‘Very well! Go home now and take all these animals into your house to live with you.’
The poor man was amazed, but since he had promised the rabbi, he went home and
brought all the animals into his house.
The following day the poor man returned to the rabbi and cried: ‘Rabbi, what
misfortune have you brought upon me! I did as you told me and brought the animals into
the house. And now what have I got? Things are worse than ever. The house is turned
into a barn! Save me, Rabbi − help me!’
‘My son,’ replied the rabbi calmly, ‘go
home and take the chickens out of your
house. God will help you!’
So the poor man went home and took
the chickens out of his house. But it was
not long before he again came running to
the rabbi.
‘Holy Rabbi!’ he wailed. ‘Help me, save
me! The goat is smashing everything in
the house − she’s turning my life into
a nightmare.’
‘Go home,’ said the rabbi gently, ‘and
take the goat out of the house. God will
help you!’
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The poor man returned to his house and removed the goat. But it wasn’t long before
he again came running to the rabbi, crying loudly: ‘What a misfortune you’ve brought
upon my head, Rabbi! The cow has turned my house into a stable! How can you expect a
human being to live side by side with an animal?’
‘You’re right − a hundred times right!’ agreed the rabbi. ‘Go straight home and take
the cow out of your house!’
And the poor, unfortunate man hurried home and took the cow out of his house.
Not a day had passed before he came running again to the rabbi. ‘Rabbi!’ cried the poor
man, his face beaming. ‘You’ve made life sweet again for me. With all the animals out, the
house is so quiet, so roomy and so clean! What a pleasure!’
PARENTS: After reading this story, you might want to ask your child, ‘What do
you think the title means?’

Jack and the Beanstalk
There was once upon a time a poor widow who had an only son named Jack, and a cow
named Milky-White. And all they had to live on was the milk the cow gave every morning,
which they carried to the market and sold. But one morning Milky-White gave no milk,
and they didn’t know what to do.
‘What shall we do, what shall we do?’ said the widow, wringing her hands.
‘Cheer up, mother, I’ll go and get work somewhere,’ said Jack.
‘We’ve tried that before, and nobody would take you,’ said his mother. ‘We must sell
Milky-White.’
‘All right, mother,’ says Jack. ‘It’s market day today, and I’ll soon sell Milky-White, and
then we’ll be better off, you’ll see.’
So he took the cow and set off. He had not gone far when he met a funny-looking old
man, who said to him: ‘Good morning, Jack.’
‘Good morning to you,’ said Jack, and wondered how he knew his name.
‘Well, Jack, where are you off to?’ asked the man.
‘I’m going to market to sell our cow, Milky-White.’
‘Oh, yes you look like just the sort of chap to sell a cow,’ said the man. ‘I wonder if you
know how many beans make five.’
74

Language and Literature

Jack thought this was indeed a rather odd question but he answered: ‘Two in each hand
and one in your mouth.’
‘Right you are, and here they are, the very beans themselves,’ said the man, pulling out
of his pocket a number of strange-looking beans. ‘I don’t mind doing a swap with you −
your cow for these beans.’
‘Well now,’ said Jack, ‘that would be a good deal – for you!’
‘Ah! But you don’t know what these beans are,’ said the man. ‘If you plant them
overnight, by morning they grow right up to the sky.’
‘Really?’ said Jack, who was a lot more interested in the peculiar looking beans when
he heard that.
‘Yes, it’s true! And if it doesn’t turn out to be true you can have your cow back.’
‘Alright then,’ said Jack, as he handed over Milky-White, put the beans in his pocket
and started off home.
‘Back already, Jack?’ said his mother. ‘How much did you get for her?’
‘You’ll never guess, mother,’ said Jack.
‘Oh well done, you clever boy! Did you get five pounds? Ten? Fifteen? Surely - it
couldn’t be twenty?’
‘I said you wouldn’t guess!’ said Jack. Reaching into his pocket, he said ‘Look, Mother,
what do you say to these beans? They’re magical! Plant them overnight and − ’
‘What!’ shrieked Jack’s mother, ‘have you been such a fool, such an idiot, as to give away
my lovely Milky-White, the best milker in the county for a set of disgusting beans? Oﬀ to
bed with you and no supper! As for your precious beans here they go out of the window!’
So Jack went upstairs to his little room in the attic, where he eventually fell asleep to
the sound of his rumbling stomach.
When he woke up, the room looked very odd. The sun was shining into part of it, and
yet all the rest was quite dark and shady. So Jack jumped up and dressed himself and went
to the window. And what do you think he saw? Why, the beans his mother had thrown
out of the window into the garden had sprung up into a big beanstalk which went up and
up and up through the clouds. So the man had spoken truth after all!
The beanstalk grew up quite close past Jack’s window, so all he had to do was to open
it and give a jump onto the beanstalk which ran up just like a big ladder. So Jack climbed,
and he climbed, and he climbed, and he climbed, and he climbed, and he climbed, and he
climbed till at last he reached the sky. And when he got there he found a long, straight
road. So he walked along, and he walked along, and he walked along some more till he
came to a great big tall house, with a great big tall woman on the doorstep.
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‘Good morning, miss,’ said Jack, ever so politely. ‘Could you be so kind as to give me
some breakfast?’
‘It’s breakfast you want, is it?’ says the great big tall woman. ‘It’s breakfast you’ll become
if you don’t move off from here! My husband is a giant and there’s nothing he likes better
than boys buttered on toast. You’d better be moving on before he comes.’
‘Oh! Please do give me something to eat. I’ve had nothing to eat since yesterday
morning, really and truly,’ says Jack. ‘I may as well be eaten if I’m going to die of hunger.’
Well, the giant’s wife was not so bad aer all. So she took Jack into the kitchen, and gave
him a hunk of bread and cheese and a jug of milk. But Jack hadn’t half finished these when
thump! thump! thump! the whole house began to tremble with the noise of someone coming.
‘Goodness gracious me! It’s my husband!’ said the giant’s wife. ‘What on earth shall I
do? Come along quickly and jump in here.’ And she bundled Jack into the oven just as
the giant came in.
He was a big one, to be sure. At his belt he had three cows strung up by the heels, and
he unhooked them and threw them down on the table and said: ‘Here, wife, cook me these
for breakfast. Ah! What’s this I smell?
Fee-fi-fo-fum,
I smell the blood of an Englishman,
Be he alive, or be he dead,
I’ll grind his bones to make my bread!
‘Nonsense, dear,’ said his wife. ‘You’re dreaming. Or perhaps you smell the scraps of
that little boy you liked so much for yesterday’s dinner. Here, you go and have a wash and
tidy up, and by the time you come back your breakfast will be ready for you.’
So oﬀ the ogre went, and Jack was just going to jump out of the oven and run away when
the woman told him: ‘Wait until he’s asleep. He always has a nap aer breakfast.’
Well, the giant had his breakfast, and then went to a big chest and took out a couple of
bags of gold. Down he sat and counted the gold until at last his head began to nod and he
began to snore till the whole house shook.
Then Jack crept out on tiptoe from the oven and, as he was passing the giant, he took
one of the bags of gold under his arm, and off he ran until he came to the beanstalk. Then
he threw down the bag of gold, which, of course, fell into his mother’s garden, and then
he climbed down and climbed down until at last he got home and told his mother all that
had happened and showed her the gold. ‘Well, mother, wasn’t I right about the beans?
They really are magical, you see.’
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So they lived on the bag of gold for some time, but at last they came to the end of it,
and Jack made up his mind to try his luck once more at the top of the beanstalk. So one
fine morning he rose up early and clambered onto the beanstalk. Then he climbed, and
he climbed, and he climbed, and he climbed, and he climbed and he climbed till at last he
came out onto the road again and up to the great big tall house he had been to before.
There, sure enough, was the great big tall woman standing on the doorstep.
‘Good morning, miss,’ said Jack, as bold as brass, ‘could you be so good as to give me
something to eat?’
‘Go away, my boy,’ said the big tall woman, ‘or else my husband will eat you up for
breakfast. Aren’t you the youngster who came here once before? Do you know, that very
day one of my husband’s bags of gold went missing.’
‘That’s very strange, miss,’ said Jack, ‘I might be able to tell you something about that,
but I’m so hungry I can’t speak until I’ve had something to eat.’
Well, the great big tall woman was so curious that she took him in and gave him
something to eat. But he had scarcely begun munching it as slowly as he could when
thump! thump! thump! they heard the giant’s footstep, and his wife hid Jack away in the
oven again.
All happened as it had before. In came the giant who said: ‘Fee-fi-fo-fum’ and had his
breakfast of three boiled cows.
Then he said: ‘Wife, wife! Bring me the hen that lays the golden eggs.’ So she brought
it to him, and the giant said ‘Lay,’ and it laid an egg of solid gold. And then the giant began
to nod his head, and to snore until the house shook.
Then Jack crept out of the oven on tiptoe and caught hold of the golden hen, and was
off before you could say ‘Jack Robinson’. But this time the hen gave a cackle which woke
the giant, and just as Jack got out of the house he heard him calling: ‘Wife, wife! What
have you done with my golden hen?’
And the wife said: ‘Why, my dear?’
But that was all Jack heard, for he rushed off to the beanstalk and climbed down like a
house on fire. And when he got home he showed his mother the wonderful hen, and said
‘Lay’ to it; and it laid a golden egg. Every time he said ‘Lay!’ another golden egg appeared.
Well, Jack was still not content, so one fine morning he rose up early and got to the beanstalk,
and he climbed, and he climbed, and he climbed, and he climbed till he got to the top.
But this time he knew better than to go straight to the giant’s front door. When he got
near to the house, he waited behind a bush till he saw the giant’s wife come out with a pail
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We met another bird who could
lay golden eggs in one of
Aesop’s fables. Gretel also used
an oven to help her get
the better of a cruel
person, but she used it
in a very different way!

to get some water, and then he crept into the
house and quietly shut himself in the oven.
He hadn’t been there long when he heard
thump! thump! thump! as before, and in
came the giant and his wife.
So the giant sat down to breakfast and
afterwards called out: ‘Wife, wife! Bring me
my golden harp.’

So she brought it and put it on the table before him. Then he said, ‘Sing!’ and the golden
harp sang most beautifully. And it went on singing till the ogre fell asleep and began to
snore like thunder.
Then Jack snuck in, caught hold of the golden harp and dashed with it towards the
door. But the harp called out quite loudly, ‘Master! Master!’ and the giant woke up just in
time to see Jack running off with his harp.
Jack ran as fast as he could, and the ogre came rushing after, and when he got to the
beanstalk the giant was not far behind when Jack climbed down the beanstalk as fast as
he possibly could. As soon as he reached the bottom he called out, ‘Mother! Mother! Bring
me an axe, bring me an axe!’ And his mother came rushing out with the axe in her hand,
but when she came to the beanstalk she stood stock still with fright, for there she saw the
giant with his legs just through the clouds.
But Jack jumped down, took hold of the
axe and gave a chop at the beanstalk. e
giant felt the beanstalk shake and quiver,
so he stopped to see what was the
matter. en Jack gave another chop
with the axe, and the beanstalk was
cut in two and began to topple over.
en the ogre fell down dead at the
foot of the beanstalk.
From then on, Jack and his
mother had all the money and
music they wanted, for the hen gave
them golden eggs and the harp
sang for them all day long – and
so they lived happily ever aer.
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The Knee-High Man
(An African American folktale, retold by Julius Lester)
Once upon a time there was a knee-high man.
He was no taller than a person’s knees.
Because he was so short, he was very unhappy.
He wanted to be big like everybody else.
One day he decided to ask the biggest
animal he could find how he could get big.
So he went to see Mr. Horse. ‘Mr. Horse, how
can I get big like you?’ Mr. Horse said: ‘Well,
eat a whole lot of corn. Then run around a
lot. After a while you’ll be as big as me.’
The knee-high man did just that. He ate so
much corn that his stomach hurt. Then he
ran and ran and ran until his legs hurt. But
he didn’t get any bigger. So he decided that
Mr. Horse had told him something wrong.
He decided to go ask Mr. Bull.
‘Mr. Bull, how can I get big like you?’
Mr. Bull said: ‘Eat a whole lot of grass. Then bellow and bellow as loud as you can. The
first thing you know, you’ll be as big as me.’
So the knee-high man ate a whole field of grass. That made his stomach hurt. He
bellowed and bellowed and bellowed all day and all night. That made his throat hurt. But
he didn’t get any bigger. So he decided that Mr. Bull was all wrong too.
Now he didn’t know anyone else to ask. One night he heard Mr. Hoot Owl hooting,
and he remembered that Mr. Owl knew everything. ‘Mr. Owl, how can I get big like Mr.
Horse and Mr. Bull?’
‘What do you want to be big for?’ Mr. Hoot Owl asked.
‘I want to be big so that when I get into a fight, I can whip everybody,’ the knee-high man said.
Mr. Hoot Owl hooted. ‘Anybody ever try to pick a fight with you?’ e knee-high man
thought a minute. ‘Well, now that you mention it, nobody ever did try to start a fight with me.’
Mr. Owl said: ‘Well, you don’t have any reason to fight. Therefore, you don’t have any
reason to be bigger than you are.’
‘But, Mr. Owl,’ the knee-high man said, ‘I want to be big so I can see far into the distance.’
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Mr. Hoot Owl hooted. ‘If you climb a tall tree, you can see into the distance from the top.’
The knee-high man was quiet for a minute. ‘Well, I hadn’t thought of that.’
Mr. Hoot Owl hooted again. ‘And that’s what’s wrong, Mr. Knee-High Man. You hadn’t
done any thinking at all. I’m smaller than you, and you don’t see me worrying about being
big. Mr. Knee-High Man, you wanted something that you didn’t need.’

Medio Pollito
(A Hispanic folktale)
There was once a large black Spanish hen who had fine little chicks. All of them were
ordinary chicks, except for one, who looked as if he had been cut right in half. All his
brothers and sisters had two wings and two legs and two eyes, but he had only one of each.
And he had only half a head and half a beak. So they called him Medio Pollito [MEH-deeo poh-YEE-toh], which means ‘Half-Chick’ in Spanish.
The brother and sister chicks did just what they were told to do, but Medio Pollito did
not like to obey his mother. When mother hen called for him to come back to the chicken
house, he pretended that he could not hear, because he had only one ear. And the older
he became, the more he disobeyed his mother. One day he said: ‘I am tired of life in the
barnyard. I am going to the city to see the king.’ His mother said: ‘You aren’t old enough
yet. When you get older, we will go to the city together.’
But Medio Pollito would not listen to anyone. ‘I am going to visit the king, and I shall
have a big house in the city and become rich. Maybe I will invite you to visit me sometime.’
With that, he hopped down the road toward the city.
His mother called out: ‘Be sure to be nice to everyone you meet.’ But Medio did not
listen, and off he went.
He first hopped to a little stream of water, choked with weeds. ‘Oh, Medio,’ it cried,
‘please help me clear away these weeds so I can flow.’
‘Do you think I have time to take from my travels?’ said Medio. ‘I am off to the city to
see the king.’ And away he hopped. Later he came to some burning grass, and the fire said
to him: ‘Medio, please put some sticks on me so I won’t go out.’
‘Do you think I have time to take from my travels?’ said Medio. ‘I am off to the city to
see the king.’ And away he hopped.
As he got closer to the city, he came to a tree where the wind was caught in the branches
and leaves, and the wind said to Medio, ‘Oh, please climb up here and get me out of these
branches so I can fly away.’
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‘Do you think I have time to take from my travels?’ said Medio. ‘I am off to the city to
see the king.’ And away he hopped.
As he entered the city, he saw the royal palace, and hopped right into the courtyard.
Who should see Medio but the king’s cook, who said: ‘I think I shall make the king a nice
chicken soup for dinner.’ And he reached out, and caught Medio, and put him into a pot
of water near the stove.
Medio felt very wet. ‘Oh, water,’ he cried, ‘don’t wet me like this.’
But the water replied: ‘You would not help me when I was a little stream, so why should
I help you?’
Then the fire on the stove began to heat the water. Medio felt very hot. ‘Oh, fire,’ he
cried, ‘don’t burn me like this.’
But the fire replied: ‘You would not help me when I was going out in the grass, so why
should I help you?’
The pain was so bad that Medio thought he would die. Just then, the cook raised the
lid of the pot to see if the soup was ready. But he saw the ugly little chick, and said: ‘I can’t
send such an ugly chick to the king.’ And he threw Medio out of the window.
There the wind caught him and took him so fast he could
hardly breathe. ‘Oh, wind,’ he cried, ‘don’t carry me like
this. Let me rest or I shall die.’
But the wind replied: ‘You would not help me
when I was caught in the tree, so why should I help
you?’ And with that he lifted up Medio Pollito, up
in the air to the top of the church tower, and left
him stuck on the steeple.
There he is to this very day. If you look at the
top of many a church steeple, you will see a
weather vane in the form of half a chicken. It is
Medio Pollito, the chick who would not help others.
Now he must help everyone by showing them which way
the wind is blowing.

Does this story make you think of the
Golden Rule? In the Year 1 book we
learned the saying ‘Do unto others as
you would have them do unto you.’
82

Language and Literature

The Pied Piper of Hamelin
Rats! Everywhere in the little town of Hamelin, there were rats, rats and more rats. There
were so many that no amount of traps could catch them, and no amount of poison could
kill them. They fought the dogs and chased the cats. They made nests in the people’s hats.
They ate the food right off the tables. They ran up and down the streets in broad daylight,
flicking their tails and twitching their whiskers. And they made such a squeaking and
shrieking that you could not hear yourself speak, or get a wink of good sleep.
In the middle of Hamelin at the Town Hall, a crowd had gathered. The people were
shaking their fists and shouting: ‘Mr. Mayor! Mr. Mayor! You must get rid of these rats,
or we will get rid of you!’
‘What do you expect me to do?’ asked the mayor. He sat his big round body down in a
big wooden chair. ‘I’ve racked my brain again and again, but all in vain.’ Then, giving his
head a rap, he cried: ‘Oh for a trap, a trap, a trap!’
Just then at the door came a gentle tap. ‘It’s a rat!’ cried the mayor.
‘Rats don’t knock,’ said a townsman.
‘Oh, yes, of course,’ said the mayor. Then, trying to sound brave, he called out: ‘Come
in!’ And in came the strangest-looking person you’ve ever seen.
He was tall and thin, with sharp black eyes, each like a pin. His frilly green coat and
cape matched his green cap with a red feather on top. And those tights! Striped half of
yellow and half of red, his tights flashed brightly. In his hand, he carried a silver pipe.
‘Who are you?’ asked the mayor.
And the strange-looking figure answered: ‘People call me the Pied Piper. On my pipe I
play music that charms all things under the sun − all creatures that creep, or swim, or fly
or run. Whenever I play, they follow me, wherever I go. I can charm the birds of the air.
I can charm the fishes of the sea. I can charm the wild beasts that live in the forests.’
‘And rats?’ said the mayor. ‘What about rats? Can you charm them?’
‘That I can,’ said the Pied Piper. ‘I can charm every last rat from your town. Give me a
thousand gold pieces and I will set to it.’
‘A thousand?’ said the mayor. ‘Why, you may have fiy thousand if you can do it!’ And
the townspeople cried: ‘Yes, yes, we will gladly give him fiy thousand. Just get rid of the rats!’
‘As you wish,’ said the stranger. Then, with a strange smile, he stepped out into the
street and put the pipe to his lips. And he had hardly played three notes when, from every
direction, rats came running, tumbling, tripping, hurrying, scurrying.
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Great rats, small rats, lean rats, brawny rats,
Brown rats, black rats, grey rats, tawny rats,
Grave old plodders, gay young friskers,
Fathers, mothers, uncles, cousins,
Cocking tails, and prickling whiskers,
Families by tens and dozens,
Brothers, sisters, husbands, wives −
Followed the Piper for their lives.
From street to street he piped advancing,
And step by step they followed dancing.
The Pied Piper walked slowly down the street, playing his merry tune. And when he came
to the river, the rats jumped in and were carried under and away by the rushing water.
The townspeople hurrayed and hurrahed, and rang the bells till they rocked the steeples.
But they fell quiet as the Pied Piper returned. He walked up to the mayor and said: ‘The
rats are gone. It is time to pay the Piper. I will take my thousand gold pieces and go.’
But the mayor hemmed and hawed and harrumphed, and said that really, he didn’t see
why the Piper should be paid so much for what was such an easy job. After all, what had
he done but walk down the street and play on a pipe? And really, wouldn’t the Piper think
it fair to be paid, say, about ten gold pieces, yes, ten, didn’t that seem about right for so
easy a job?
And as the mayor spoke, the townspeople nodded and began to whisper among
themselves that, indeed, this funny-looking man hardly deserved a thousand gold pieces
just for playing a silly pipe − why, the very idea!
‘You promised to pay a thousand,’ said the Piper. ‘You even offered me fifty thousand.
Come now, I have no time to waste. I must be on my way. It’s a thousand we’ve agreed
on, and a thousand you must pay.’
The mayor put ten gold pieces on the table and said with a huff: ‘Take it or leave it.
Now, fellow, be off with you.’
Once more the Pied Piper stepped into the street. Once more he began to play.
And after only a few notes, there was a rustling, and a bustling, and a sound of small feet
pattering, and little tongues chattering. Out came the children, all the children of Hamelin
town, tripping and skipping and running merrily after the music with shouting
and laughter.
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The townspeople could not speak. They could not move. They stood as though they
had been changed into blocks of wood. They could not shout or utter a cry as they watched
the children skipping by.
As the children danced merrily behind him, the Pied Piper played his tune. And the
tune seemed to make a promise, a promise of a joyous land where the sun was shining
and birds were singing, and children played in fields in which flowers bloomed brighter
than rainbows. And on they danced, as the Piper led them far from town, until they came
to a mountainside.
And there, in the rock, a door opened wide. The Piper walked in, and the children
followed. And when all were in to the very last, the door in the mountainside shut fast.
The townspeople searched high and low, up and down. But they never again saw the Pied
Piper or the children of Hamelin town.
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Pinocchio
PARENTS: Many children may already be familiar with one version of the story
of Pinocchio as told in the Walt Disney film. The Disney film, a compelling
animated classic, makes many changes from the original story, published in 1883
by an Italian author who used the pen name of C. Collodi. One big difference is
that, from the start, Collodi’s Pinocchio is a naughty, mischievous puppet. If your
child knows the film, then it may be interesting to talk with him about how it differs
from this story. Collodi’s story fills a small book; here we retell a few episodes to
give you a flavour of how enjoyable this book is.

Pinocchio Runs Away
There was once a poor woodcarver named
Geppetto [jeh-PET-toe]. One day, Geppetto
picked out an unusual block of wood and
said, ‘I will carve a fine puppet out of this,
one that can dance and jump when I pull the
strings.’ And he thought that perhaps he
could travel with the puppet and put on
shows and earn a living.
‘What shall I name my puppet?’ thought
Geppetto. ‘I know − Pinocchio. That sounds
like a lucky name!’ And so he started carving.
First he worked on the head. He carved the
eyes and, to his surprise, the eyes opened and
stared at him! Then he carved the nose.
Geppetto jumped back: the nose was growing
longer and longer. ‘Stop, nose, stop!’
Geppetto cried. Finally it stopped growing,
but oh, it was long! Geppetto next worked on
the mouth. As soon as he finished the mouth,
the puppet began to laugh, and it kept on
laughing. ‘Stop laughing, you!’ said
Geppetto. The puppet stopped laughing − but it stuck out its tongue!

86

Language and Literature

‘Pinocchio!’ said Geppetto. ‘You’re not even finished and already you’re a bad boy.’
Geppetto kept carving, and he finished the legs and feet. But as soon as he did, the puppet
raised a foot and kicked him in the nose!
‘Come, you mischief-maker,’ said Geppetto. ‘Let us see if you can use those legs.’ He
put Pinocchio on the ground and held him up. At first Pinocchio’s legs were so stiff that
he could not walk. Geppetto showed him how to put one foot in front of another, and
Pinocchio began to walk by himself. Then he began to run around the room. When he
saw the door was open, he jumped out and ran away!
Pinocchio ran through the village until he came to the fields and meadows. He leaped
over brambles and bushes, and across brooks and ponds. He heard the chirp-chirpchirping sound of a cricket. Suddenly the cricket began to talk. ‘Pinocchio, listen to me,’
said the cricket. ‘Bad boys who run away and disobey their parents will never be happy.’
‘You silly cricket,’ said Pinocchio. ‘If I go back home, I know what will happen: I’ll have
to go to school, and whether I want to or not, I’ll have to study. But it’s much more fun to
chase butterflies, and climb trees, and do just as I please.’
‘Then you are a silly wooden-head!’ said the cricket. ‘If that’s the way you spend your
time, you’ll grow up to be a big donkey, and everyone will make fun of you.’
Pinocchio was angry. He picked up something heavy and
threw it − and there was no more talking or chirping from the
cricket. As Pinocchio walked away, he felt a new feeling, a
strange emptiness inside him. Along with the emptiness came
a loud growling sound. ‘Why, I’m hungry,’ the puppet said.
‘I’m hungry as a wolf.’
He ran back to the village. It was dark. The shops were
closed, and all the doors and windows were shut tight. ‘Oh, I’m
so terribly hungry,’ he cried. He walked up to a house and rang
the bell, again and again. ‘That’s sure to wake someone up,’ he
thought. And he was right. A window opened upstairs and a
sleepy man stuck out his head. In an angry voice he said: ‘What
do you want at this time of night?’
‘I’m a poor hungry boy,’ said Pinocchio. ‘Please feed me.’
‘Wait a minute, I’ll be straight back,’ said the man.
The puppet looked up at the window and imagined the wonderful treats that the
man might be bringing. Then − splash! − Pinocchio was hit in the face by a shower of icecold water!
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‘Maybe that cricket was right aer all,’ Pinocchio
grumbled. He found his way back to Geppetto’s
cottage. e old man was very glad to see him.
‘You must promise not to run away again,’ he said.
‘You must go to school, like a good boy.’
‘Yes, Father, I’ll be good,’ said Pinocchio.

Pinocchio at the Puppet Show
The next morning Geppetto, who was very poor,
sold his only coat in order to buy Pinocchio an
ABC book. With his new book in hand,
Pinocchio started for school.
‘I will be a good boy,’ he said. But he had not
gone very far when he saw a sign for a puppet show.
‘I can go to school any old day,’ he thought, ‘but I
must see that show today.’ So he sold his book for
the price of a ticket and went to see the show.
The theatre was full of people, laughing loudly
at the puppets on the stage. Then a most
unexpected thing happened: the puppets on
stage cried out: ‘Look, it’s Pinocchio, our fellow
puppet! Pinocchio, come up here!’ Pinocchio
began leaping over people’s heads to get to the
stage. Well, you never saw anything like it, or
heard such a great clattering, as the puppets
knocked their wooden arms and legs together in
their rush to hug Pinocchio.
The people in the audience were angry that
the play had stopped. ‘The play! We want the
play!’ they shouted.
Suddenly the puppet master came out. He was
a fierce-looking man, with a long black beard,
sharp yellow teeth, and eyes like glowing red coals.
‘What’s this? You don’t belong here!’ he roared as
he grabbed Pinocchio. ‘So,’ he said, ‘you’re made
of wood. en I will use you for firewood.’
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‘No, please don’t,’ pleaded Pinocchio. ‘Please spare me. My poor old father will miss
me so much. Just this morning he sent me off to school, and he bought me an ABC book
with the money he got from selling his only coat. It was an old coat, too, full of patches.’
The puppet master looked fierce, but he wasn’t all bad. With a loud sniff he said to
Pinocchio: ‘I feel sorry for your poor father. Go back to him, and give him these five gold
pieces to buy a new coat.’

The Fox and the Cat
Pinocchio thanked the puppet master a thousand times and started on his way home. But he
had not gone far when he met a fox who seemed to be lame and a cat who seemed to be blind.
‘Good morning, Pinocchio,’ said the fox.
‘How do you know my name?’ asked the puppet.
‘I know your father,’ said the sly fox. ‘I saw him yesterday morning, standing in the
doorway of his house, wearing only a tattered shirt. He was cold and shivering.’
‘But he will be warm soon!’ said Pinocchio. Then, holding out the five gold coins, he
said: ‘See, I’m rich! I’m going to buy my father a fine new coat.’
When he saw the gold pieces, the fox, who was supposed to be lame, jumped up; and
the cat, who was supposed to be blind, stared with wide-open eyes that looked like two
green lamps. But all this happened so quickly that Pinocchio didn’t notice.
‘My, my,’ said the fox, ‘so much money. And what exactly do you plan to do with it?’
‘I’ll buy Father a coat and myself a new ABC book,’ said Pinocchio.
‘An ABC book?’ asked the fox in a doubtful voice.
‘Yes,’ said Pinocchio. ‘I’m going to school to study.’
‘Study!’ exclaimed the fox. ‘Do you know what happens when you study? I tried to study
once, and now look at me − I am lame!’
‘I also tried to study once,’ said the cat, ‘and now look at me − I am blind.’
‘You don’t need to study or work,’ said the fox. ‘Just listen to me, my boy. How would you
like to see those five gold coins turn into ten? Or twenty? Or a hundred? Or even a thousand?’
‘Really?’ said the puppet. ‘How?’
‘Why, it’s very easy,’ laughed the fox. ‘Do you know the place called the Field of
Wonders? You just go there and dig a little hole in the ground. Then you cover the hole
with a little earth, water it, and go away. During the night your gold pieces will sprout and
grow. And in the morning you’ll find a tree loaded with gold pieces!’
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‘Oh, how wonderful!’ cried Pinocchio. ‘How can I ever thank you? Oh, I know. When
I have picked all the gold pieces, I will give you a hundred of them.’
But the fox cried out, as though he were surprised and embarrassed. ‘A present! For
us! No, really, we simply could not accept. Our greatest pleasure is to bring happiness and
wealth to others.’
‘Oh, yes,’ said the cat, ‘helping other people is all the reward we ask.’
‘Come on, then!’ exclaimed Pinocchio. ‘Let’s go to the Field of Wonders!’
‘Certainly,’ said the fox. ‘But shall we stop for dinner on the way? I believe that one of
your gold coins should be enough to feed us all.’

The Return of the Cricket, and the Field of Wonders
At dinner the fox and cat stuffed themselves as though they were eating a meal to last a
lifetime. Pinocchio was not very hungry, so he stepped outside to think about all the
money he would soon have. He heard a small voice calling his name.
‘Who is calling me?’ asked Pinocchio.
‘I am the spirit of the talking cricket,’ said the voice.
‘What do you want?’ asked the puppet.
‘I want to give you a few words of advice,’ said the voice. ‘Return home and give the
four gold pieces you have left to your father. Do not listen to those who promise to make
you rich overnight. Either they are fools or they will make a fool out of you. Listen to me,
Pinocchio, and go home.’
‘No,’ said the puppet. ‘I’m going to do what I want.’
‘It is very late,’ said the voice.
‘I’m going to do what I want.’
‘The night is dark.’
‘I’m going to do what I want.’
‘There are dangers ahead.’
‘I’m going to do what I want.’
‘Remember that children who insist on doing what they want will be sorry for it, sooner
or later.’
‘I’ve heard all that before,’ said the stubborn puppet. Just then the fox and cat came out
and joined him again. Together they walked on to the Field of Wonders. As they walked,
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Pinocchio kept thinking to himself: ‘I wonder how much gold the tree will grow? What if
it’s a thousand pieces? Or maybe two thousand? Or even five thousand? Oh, I will have a
grand palace, and a thousand toys, and a kitchen filled with candy and cakes!’
They came at last to a large field. No one was in sight. ‘Here we are, my young friend,’
said the fox. ‘Now dig a hole and put your gold pieces in it.’
Pinocchio dug a hole, placed the four remaining gold pieces in it, and carefully covered
them with earth. Then he went to a nearby well and filled his shoe with water, which he
brought back and sprinkled on the ground where he had planted the coins.
‘Is there anything else?’ he asked the fox.
‘Nothing else at all,’ said the fox. ‘Now, you simply have to leave this place for about
twenty minutes. And when you return, you will find a tree covered with money.’
‘Thank you, thank you, a thousand times thank you,’ said Pinocchio as he jumped up
and down for joy.
The fox and the cat went one way, and Pinocchio went another. He counted the
minutes, one by one. When he thought it was time, he ran back to the Field of Wonders.
He came to the field and looked for a tree but saw nothing. He turned around and looked
in all directions − still nothing. Then he heard someone laughing. Looking up, he saw a
big parrot siting in a tree.
In an angry voice Pinocchio asked: ‘Why are you laughing?’
‘Oh,’ said the parrot, ‘only because I just tickled myself
under the wing. And because I always laugh at silly people
who believe everything they are told.’
‘Do you mean me?’ snapped Pinocchio.
‘Yes, indeed, I mean you,’ said the parrot.
‘You are foolish enough to think that money
can grow like beans or peas. Don’t you know
that to earn money honestly, you have to
work with your hands and with your head?’
‘I − I don’t understand what you mean,’
said Pinocchio in a trembling voice.
‘Oh, I think you do,’ said the parrot. ‘Why
don’t you check where you planted the money?’
Pinocchio did not want to believe the
parrot. Still, he bent down and began to dig
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the earth out of the hole where he had planted the money. He dug and he dug and he dug
until he had made a hole as big as himself. But the money was not there. Every piece of it
was gone. And Pinocchio knew, as well as you know, who took it.
Sadly, Pinocchio walked back to the village. On his way he passed a small cottage, and
there, standing in the door, was a beautiful blue-haired fairy. ‘Pinocchio,’
she called out. ‘What happened to your gold coins?’
‘I, uh, you see, well, I lost them. Yes, that’s it, I lost
them,’ stammered Pinocchio.
No sooner had he said this than
his nose grew longer, longer
and longer!
‘Pinocchio,’ said the fairy, ‘I hope you’ve learned your lesson.’ Then
she called in a flock of woodpeckers, who pecked on his nose until it
was back to its old size. But from then on, you could always tell
whenever Pinocchio was lying, for his nose would grow and grow.

Pinocchio has many more adventures. He meets a naughty boy named
Lampwick. They sneak away from school to go to the Land of Toys. But
when Pinocchio leaves the Land of Toys, he finds that he has grown the
ears and tail of a donkey! The blue-haired fairy helps Pinocchio, and he
decides that he wants to become a real boy. Before he does, he goes
through some very hard trials − he is even swallowed by a giant shark!
In the end, Pinocchio is reunited with Geppetto, and his wish comes
true: he is no longer a puppet but a real boy.

The Princess and the Pea
(from the story by Hans Christian Andersen)
Once upon a time there was a prince who wanted to marry a princess; but she would
have to be a real princess. He travelled all over the world to find one, but nowhere could
he get what he wanted. There were princesses enough, but it was difficult to find out
whether they were real ones. There was always something about them that was not as it
should be. So he came home again, disappointed and sad, for he would have liked very
much to have a real princess.
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One evening a terrible storm came on; there was thunder and lightning, and the rain
poured down in torrents. Suddenly a knocking was heard at the gate, and the old queen
went to open it.
It was a princess standing out there in front of the gate. But, good gracious! What a
sight the rain and the wind had made her look. The water ran down from her hair and
clothes; it ran down into the toes of her shoes and out again at the heels. And yet she said
that she was a real princess.
‘Well, we’ll soon find that out,’ thought the old queen. But she said nothing, went into
the bedroom, took all the bedding off the bedstead, and laid a pea on the bottom; then
she took twenty mattresses and laid them on the pea, and then
twenty eiderdown quilts on top of the mattresses.
On this the princess had to lie all night. In the
morning she was asked how she had slept.
‘Oh, very badly!’ said she. ‘I have scarcely closed my
eyes all night. Heaven only knows what was in the bed,
but I was lying on something hard, so that I am black
and blue all over my body. It’s
horrible!’
Now they knew that she was a
real princess because she had felt the
pea right through the twenty
mattresses
and
the
twenty
eiderdown quilts.
Nobody but a real princess could
be as sensitive as that.
So the prince took her for his
wife, for now he knew that he had a
real princess; and the pea was put in
the museum, where it may still be
seen, if no one has stolen it.
So the prince married her and
was so happy that he had at last
found a real princess.
And that, children, is a
true story!
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Puss-in-Boots
There was once upon a time an old miller, and when he died he left to his three sons his
mill, his donkey and his cat. The eldest took the mill, the second the donkey and the
youngest was left with nothing but the cat.
The poor young fellow was quite annoyed with his small share. ‘My brothers,’ he said,
‘can make a lot of money by combining their gifts but what can I do with a cat? I suppose
I could eat him and sell his skin, but then what?’
The cat heard all of this but pretended he was not paying attention. And when the young
man had quite finished, he said to him in a grave and serious voice: ‘Don’t worry, my good
master. If you give me a bag, and have a pair of boots made for me, so that I may scamper
through the mud and the brambles, then you shall see that you are not as unlucky as you
might think.’
The young man thought to himself: ‘What have I got to lose?’ After all, he had seen the
cat play a lot of clever tricks in order to catch mice. So he fetched the cat a bag and a pair
of boots.
With a slinky movement, Puss pulled on the boots and threw the bag about his neck.
He put some grain into the bag, pulled the drawstrings and went to a place where he knew
there were a great many rabbits. He put the bag on the ground and left it open. Then he
stretched himself out as if he were dead, lying very still. There he waited for some young
unsuspecting rabbits to come and look into the bag.
Puss had scarcely lain down before he had what he wanted. A rash and foolish young
rabbit jumped into his bag; the master cat pulled the drawstrings tight and killed the rabbit
with one vigorous shake of the bag.
Proud of his prey, Puss went with it to the palace, and asked to speak with his majesty,
the King. He was shown upstairs into the King’s apartment and, making a low bow, said
to him: ‘Sire, I have brought you a plump rabbit from my noble Lord, the Marquis of
Carabas,’ (for that was the title which the cat was pleased to give his master).
‘Tell your master,’ said the King, ‘that I thank him, and that I am very pleased with his gi.’
The next day, Puss went and hid himself in a field of wheat. He again left his bag open,
and when a pair of partridges ran into it, he drew the drawstring tight and caught them
both. He presented these to the King, as he had done before with the rabbit. The King
received the partridges with great pleasure and gave him some money. Puss continued,
from time to time, to present whatever he had caught to his majesty from the ‘Marquis of
Carabas’. The King began to think of this Marquis as a famous hunter and a generous
man, though he was, as we know, only the poor miller’s youngest son!
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One day, when Puss heard that the King would be taking a coach along the riverside
with his daughter, the most beautiful princess in the world, he said to his master: ‘If you
will follow my advice you will be a rich man! All you must do is to go and have a swim in
the river and leave the rest to me.’
The Marquis of Carabas did what Puss advised him to, without knowing why. While
he was bathing the King passed by, and the cat began to cry out: ‘Help! Help! My Lord
Marquis of Carabas is drowning. Save him! Save him!’
At this noise the King put his head out of the coach window and, finding it was the cat
who had so often brought him so many gifts, he commanded his guards to run
immediately to the assistance of his lordship the Marquis of Carabas. While they were
drawing the poor Marquis out of the river, Puss ran up to the coach and told the King
that some thieves had come by and stolen his clothes and thrown him in the deepest part
of the river, even though he had cried out several times, as loud as he could. In truth, the
cunning cat had hidden the clothes under a large stone.
The King immediately commanded one of the guards to run and fetch one of his best
suits for the Lord Marquis of Carabas.
The King received the Marquis courteously. And, because the King’s fine clothes helped
highlight how handsome the young fellow was, the
King’s daughter took quite a liking to him. The
Marquis of Carabas had only to cast two or three
glances at her and she had fallen head over heels
in love with him. The King asked him to enter the
coach and join them on their drive.
Puss, quite overjoyed to see how his plan
was succeeding, ran on ahead. Meeting some
countrymen who were mowing a meadow,
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he said to them: ‘My good fellows, you must tell the King that the meadow you are mowing
belongs to my Lord Marquis of Carabas, or else you shall be chopped up like vegetables
for a pot of soup!’
e King did not fail to ask the mowers whose fine meadow it was that they were mowing.
‘It belongs to my Lord Marquis of Carabas,’ they answered, for the cat’s threats had
frightened them.
The King was quite impressed and said to the Marquis: ‘You own a great deal of very
fine land!’ Now the princess began to think even more of the handsome fellow.
The capable cat, still running on ahead, came to a stately castle, the lord of which was
an ogre, the richest that had ever been known. All the lands which the King had just passed
really belonged to the ogre.
At the castle, Puss asked to speak with this cruel ogre, saying he could not pass so near
his castle without having the honour of paying his respects to him.
The ogre received him as civilly as an ogre could do, and invited him to sit down. ‘I
have heard,’ said the cat, ‘that you are able to change yourself into any kind of creature
that you want. You can transform yourself into a lion or even an elephant.’
‘That is true,’ answered the ogre very briskly. ‘Do you not believe me? Well, to convince
you, I shall now become a lion!’ And suddenly Puss saw before him a huge lion. The cat
was so terrified at the sight of a lion so near him that he leaped onto the roof. However,
the ogre resumed his natural form, and the cat came down, saying that he had been very
frightened indeed.
‘I have further been told,’ said the cat, ‘that you can also transform yourself into the
smallest of animals, for example, a rat or a mouse. But I can scarcely believe that. I must
say I think that that would be quite impossible.’
‘Impossible!’ cried the ogre. ‘You shall see!’
He immediately changed himself into a mouse and began to run about the floor. As
soon as the cat saw this, he fell upon him and ate him up!
Meanwhile the King, who saw this fine castle of the ogre’s as he passed, decided to go
inside. Puss, who heard the noise of his majesty’s coach running over the drawbridge, ran
out with his tail twitching and said to the King: ‘Your majesty is welcome to this castle of
my Lord Marquis of Carabas.’
‘What!’ cried the King, ‘Does this castle belong to you? ere can be nothing finer than
this castle and all the stately buildings which surround it. Let us go inside, if you don’t mind.’
The Marquis gave his hand to the princess, and they followed the King, all of whom
were led in by Puss who danced along in his boots. They passed into a spacious hall, where
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they found a magnificent feast, which the ogre had
prepared for himself, for he was very greedy.
The King was charmed with the good
qualities of the Lord Marquis of Carabas, as
was his daughter, who had fallen violently in
love with him. After seeing the vast estate
he possessed and after having drunk five
or six glasses, the King said to him: ‘It will
be your own fault, my Lord Marquis, if
you do not become my son-in-law.’
It will not surprise you, I am sure, if I
tell you that the Marquis of Carabas
married the princess that very day, and
they were happy together forever after.
Puss-in-Boots, the clever cat, became
a great lord, and never again ran after
mice, except for fun!

Rapunzel
(A tale from the Brothers Grimm)
There were once a man and a woman who had long wished in vain for a child. They wished
for nothing else in the world but a child, but still their wish had not come true.
They had a little window at the back of their house from which a splendid little garden
could be seen, which was full of the most beautiful flowers and herbs. However, the garden
was surrounded by a high wall, and no one dared to go into it because it belonged to an
enchantress, who had great power and was dreaded by all the world.
One day the woman was standing by this window and looking down into the garden,
when she saw a bed which was planted with the most beautiful rapunzel, which is a kind
of lettuce, and it looked so fresh and green that she longed for it and had the greatest desire
to eat some. She longed for it so much that she began to look pale and miserable.
Her husband was alarmed, and asked: ‘What might be the matter, dear wife?’
‘Alas,’ she replied, ‘if I can’t eat some of that rapunzel in the garden behind our house,
I shall die!’
The man, who loved her, thought: ‘I cannot bear to see my wife suffer, so I will do
everything in my power to bring her some of that rapunzel.’
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At twilight, he clambered down over the wall into the garden of the enchantress, hastily
clutched a handful of rapunzel, and took it to his wife. She at once made herself a salad
and ate it greedily. It tasted so good to her − so very good, that the next day she longed
for it three times as much as before.
So her husband knew he must once more descend into the garden. Therefore, in the
gloom of evening, he let himself down again, but when he had clambered down the wall
he was terribly afraid, for he saw the enchantress standing before him.
‘How dare you,’ she said with an angry look, ‘descend into my garden and steal my
rapunzel like a thief? You shall suffer for it!’
‘Please,’ answered he, ‘be merciful, I did it because I had no choice. My wife saw your
rapunzel from the window, and felt such a longing for it that she would have died if she
had not had some to eat.’
The enchantress allowed her anger to be softened, and said to him, ‘If that is the case,
I will allow you to take away with you as much rapunzel as you like, on one condition,
you must give me the child which your wife will bring into the world, it shall be well
treated, and I will care for it like a mother.’
The man was so scared that he agreed.
Not long passed when his wife gave birth to a beautiful baby girl. The enchantress
appeared at once, gave the child the name of Rapunzel, and took it away with her.
Rapunzel grew into the most beautiful child under the sun. When she was twelve years
old, the enchantress shut her into a tower in the middle of a forest. The tower did not have
either stairs or a door, but near the top was a little window. When the enchantress wanted
to go in, she placed herself beneath it and cried:
‘Rapunzel, Rapunzel!
Let down your hair.’
Rapunzel had magnificent long hair, as fine as spun gold, and when she heard the voice
of the enchantress, she unfastened her braided tresses and then let her hair fall down to
the ground far, far below. Then the enchantress would hold on to the hair and use it to
climb up to the tower window.
After a year or two, it so happened that the king’s son rode through the forest and
passed by the tower. Then he heard a song, which was so charming that he stood still and
listened. It was Rapunzel, who in her loneliness passed her time sweetly singing. The king’s
son wanted to climb up to her, and looked for the door of the tower, but none was to be
found. He rode home, but the singing had so deeply touched his heart that every day he
went out into the forest and listened to it.
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Once when he was standing behind a tree, he saw the enchantress arrive and he heard
how she cried:
‘Rapunzel, Rapunzel!
Let down your hair.’
Then he saw Rapunzel let down the braids of her hair and watched the enchantress climb
up to her. ‘So that is the ladder. Well then, I too will climb it,’ he thought, and the next
day when it began to grow dark, he went to the tower and cried:
‘Rapunzel, Rapunzel!
Let down your hair.’
Immediately the hair fell down and the king’s son climbed up.
At first Rapunzel was terribly frightened when she saw the king’s son, for she had never
seen a man before. But the king’s son began to talk to her
quite like a friend, and told her that his heart had been so
stirred that it had let him have no rest, and he had been
forced to see her. Then Rapunzel lost her fear, and
when he asked her if she would take him for her
husband, and she saw that he was young and
handsome, and she said: ‘I will willingly go
away with you, but I do not know how to
get down. Bring with you a bundle of silk
every time that you come, and I will
weave a ladder with it, and when that
is ready I will descend, and you will
take me on your horse.’ They agreed
that until that time he should come to
her every evening, for the old woman
only came by day.
The enchantress knew nothing of
this, until one day Rapunzel said to her
quite without thinking: ‘Tell me, why is
it that you are so much heavier for me
to draw up than the young king’s son?
He is with me in only a moment!’
‘Ah! You wicked child,’ cried the
enchantress. ‘What do I hear you say? I
thought I had separated you from all the
world, and yet you have deceived me!’
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In her anger she clutched Rapunzel’s beautiful braided tresses, wrapped them twice
round her left hand, seized a pair of scissors with the right, and snip! snap! they were cut
off, and the lovely braids lay on the ground. And the enchantress took poor Rapunzel
down into the forest and led her far away. She left Rapunzel deep in the forest where she
had to live in great grief and misery, all alone.
On the same day that she cast out Rapunzel, however, the enchantress fastened the
braids of hair, which she had cut off, to the hook of the window. When the king’s son
came, he cried:
‘Rapunzel, Rapunzel!
Let down your hair.’
e enchantress let the hair down. e king’s son climbed up, but instead of finding his dearest
Rapunzel, he found the enchantress, who gazed at him with wicked and venomous looks.
‘Aha!’ she cried mockingly, ‘you would fetch your dearest, but the beautiful bird no
longer sits singing in her nest; the cat has got it and will scratch out your eyes as well.
Rapunzel is lost to you; you will never see her again.’
The king’s son was beside himself with pain and, in his despair, he leapt down from
the tall tower. He escaped with his life, but the thorns into which he fell pierced his eyes.
He wandered quite blind about the forest, ate nothing but roots and berries, and did
nothing but cry over the loss of his dearest beauty. At length he stumbled upon the spot
deep in the forest where Rapunzel lived. He heard a voice that seemed so familiar to him
that he went towards it. When he approached, Rapunzel recognised him, fell on him and
wept. Two of her tears wet his eyes and they grew clear again, and he could see with them
as before. He led her to his kingdom where he was joyfully received, and they lived happily
ever after.

Rumpelstiltskin
(A tale from the Brothers Grimm)
Once there was a miller who was poor, but who had a beautiful daughter. Now it happened
that he had to go and speak to the king, and so, in order to make himself appear important,
he said to him: ‘I have a daughter who can spin straw into gold.’
The king said to the miller: ‘That is a talent worth having! If your daughter is as clever
as you say, bring her tomorrow to my palace, and I will put her to the test.’
And when the girl was brought to him he took her into a room which was quite full of
straw, gave her a spinning-wheel, and said: ‘Now set to work, and if by tomorrow morning
you have not spun this straw into gold, you must die.’
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ereupon he locked the room and le her
alone. So there sat the poor miller’s daughter,
who for the life of her had no idea of how
straw could be spun into gold, and she
grew more and more frightened, until
at last she began to weep.
But all at once the door opened,
and in came a little man saying:
‘Good evening, mistress miller,
why are you crying so?’
‘Alas,’ answered the girl, ‘I
have to spin straw into gold, and
I do not know how to do it.’
‘What will you give me,’ said the ugly little man, ‘if I do it for you?’
‘My necklace,’ said the girl.
e little man took the necklace, seated himself in front of the spinning-wheel, and whirr,
whirr, whirr, the wheel spun round until, by morning, all the straw was spun into gold.
By daybreak the king was already there. When he saw the gold he was astonished and
delighted, but his heart became only more greedy. He had the miller’s daughter taken into
another room full of straw, which was much larger, and commanded her to spin that also
in one night if she valued her life. Again, the girl did not know what to do and was crying,
when the door opened again, and the little man appeared, saying: ‘What will you give me
if I spin that straw into gold for you?’
‘The ring on my finger,’ answered the girl.
The little man took the ring, again began to spin the wheel, and by morning had spun all
the straw into glittering gold.
The king rejoiced beyond measure at the sight, but still he had not enough gold, and he
had the miller’s daughter taken into a still larger room full of straw, and said: ‘You must
spin this, too, in the course of this night, but if you succeed, you shall be my wife.’
When the girl was alone the ugly little man came again for the third time, and said: ‘What
will you give me if I spin the straw for you this time also?’
‘I have nothing left that I could give,’ answered the girl.
‘Then promise me, if you should become queen, to give me your first child.’
Who knows whether that will ever happen, thought the miller’s daughter and, not knowing
how else to help herself in this situation, she promised the manikin what he wanted, and
for that he once more spun the straw into gold.
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And when the king came in the morning, and found all as he had wished, he took her
in marriage, and the pretty miller’s daughter became a queen.
A year later, she brought a beautiful child into the world, and she never gave a thought
to the little ugly man. But suddenly he appeared in her room, and said: ‘Now give me what
you promised.’
The queen was horror-struck, and offered the little man all the riches of the kingdom
if he would leave her the child. But the little man said: ‘No, something alive is dearer to
me than all the treasures in the world.’
Then the queen began to weep and cry, so that the little man pitied her.
‘I will give you three days,’ said he. ‘If by that time you can guess my name, then you
may keep your child.’
So the queen sat up through the whole night, making a list of all the names that she had
ever heard; and she sent a messenger over the country to inquire, far and wide, for any
other names that there might be. When the manikin came the next day, she began with
Caspar, Melchior, Balthazar, and said all the names she knew, one after another, but to
every one the little man said: ‘That is not my name.’
On the second day she had inquiries made in the country as to the names of the people
there, and she repeated to the manikin the most uncommon and curious names. ‘Perhaps
your name is Shortribs, or Sheepshanks or Laceleg?’ she said, but he always answered:
‘That is not my name.’
On the third day the messenger came back
again, and said: ‘I have not been
able to find a single new name,
but as I came to a high mountain
at the end of the forest, where the
fox and the hare bid each other
good night, there I saw a little
house, and before the house a
fire was burning, and round
about the fire quite a ridiculous
little man was jumping up and
down. As he hopped upon one
leg he shouted:
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‘Today I brew, tomorrow I bake,
And then the fair queen’s child I’ll take.
And no one can deny my claim,
For Rumpelstiltskin is my name.’
You may imagine how glad the queen was when she heard the name. And when soon
afterwards the little man came in, and asked: ‘Now, mistress queen, what is my name?’
At first she said: ‘Is your name Jack?’
‘No.’
‘Is your name Harry?’
‘No.’
‘Perhaps your name is Rumpelstiltskin?’
‘The devil has told you that! The devil has told you that,’ cried the little man, and in his
anger he plunged his right foot so deep into the earth that his whole leg went in, and then
in rage he pulled at his left leg so hard with both hands that he tore himself in two. And
the queen never feared him again.

Sleeping Beauty
(A tale from the Brothers Grimm)
There were once upon a time a king and queen who for many years were very sad because
they had no children. At last, however, the queen had a daughter. There was a very fine
christening. The princess had for her godmothers all the fairies they could find in the
whole kingdom (they found seven), and the fairies’ custom in those days was that every
one of them might give her a gift.
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Aer the ceremonies there was prepared a great feast. Placed before each fairy was a
magnificent gold plate with a spoon, knife and fork, all of pure gold set with diamonds and rubies.
After the feast, the fairies began to give their gifts to the princess. The youngest gave
her beauty; the next, that she should have the laugh of an angel; the third, that she should
have a wonderful grace in everything she did; the fourth, that she should dance perfectly
well; the fifth, that she should sing like a nightingale; and the sixth, that she should play
all kinds of music to the utmost perfection.
But just as the seventh fairy was about to give the child her gift, a very old, evil fairy
who had not been invited, because she was believed to be either dead or enchanted, burst
into the great hall where the feast was being held.
She was so angry at not having been invited to the feast that she cried out in a terrible voice:
‘When the princess is fieen years of age, she shall prick herself with a spindle and die of the
wound!’ is terrible gi made the whole company tremble, and everybody began to cry.
At this very instant, the seventh fairy stepped forward and said: ‘I cannot undo the evil
spell the wicked fairy has cast, but I can change it so that instead of dying, she shall only
fall into a deep sleep, which shall last a hundred years, at the end of which a prince shall
come and awake her with a kiss.’
The king was determined to avoid the misfortune foretold by the old fairy, and so he
ordered that every spindle in the kingdom be burned.
About fifteen or sixteen years after, when the king and queen happened to be visiting
their cousins in another country, the young princess was wondering about the palace
exploring when she came into a little room on the top of the tower, where a good old
woman was sitting alone, spinning with her spindle.
‘What are you doing there, good lady?’ said the princess, for of course she had never
seen a spindle before.
‘I am spinning, my pretty child,’ said the old woman.
‘And what is this?’ said the princess, reaching out towards the spindle. Alas, she pricked
her finger, just as the fairy had said she would, and she fell into an enchanted sleep.
The good old woman, not knowing very well what to do, cried out for help. People
came in from every quarter in great numbers; they cried out and threw water upon the
princess’s face, but nothing would wake her. So she was laid upon a bed embroidered with
gold and silver in the finest apartment of the palace.
The king was so distraught that he did not know what to do with himself. He was afraid
that the little princess would awake in a hundred years, all alone in the old palace, so he
summoned the good fairy to him and requested her help. And so the good fairy touched
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with her wand everyone and everything in the palace, and after being touched by her they
all fell deeply asleep, not to awaken before their mistress. Even the fire that flickered went
out and not a leaf fell from the trees.
Then there grew up all around about the castle a great hedge of thorns, that neither
man nor beast could pass through. Nothing could be seen but the very top of the towers
of the palace, and only then from a long way off.
A hundred years passed, while the story of the beautiful princess sleeping behind a wall
of thorns spread throughout the land.
One day, the son of a king had been hunting when he noticed the towers poking out from
the great thicket, and he questioned his servants: ‘What is that strange tower in the distance?
I have never noticed it before.’ An old man spoke up and told the prince that he had heard
from his grandfather that there was in this castle a princess, the most beautiful that was ever
seen, and that she would sleep there a hundred years until awakened by a king’s son.
e young prince, driven by love and honour, decided to go and rescue the beautiful
princess from her slumber. He had scarcely entered the wood, when all the great trees, the
bushes and brambles parted to let him pass through. He walked up to the castle and was
surprised to see that none of his people could follow him, because the trees had closed again
as soon as he had passed through them. However, he bravely continued on his way alone.
He crossed a court paved with marble, went up the stairs and came into the guard
chamber, where guards were standing in their ranks, with their muskets upon their
shoulders, and snoring as loudly as could be. After that, he went through several rooms
full of gentlemen and ladies, all asleep, some standing, others sitting. At last he came into
a gilded chamber where he saw, upon a bed, the finest sight that was ever beheld: a princess
who appeared to be about fifteen or sixteen years of age, and was the most beautiful he
had ever laid eyes on. He approached the little
princess and gently kissed her.
How great was his surprise
when she opened her eyes and
yawned loudly!
All in the castle then
awoke, and there was great
feasting and rejoicing. Then
the wedding of the prince and
princess was celebrated and
they lived happily ever after
for the rest of their days.
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King of the Nogs
(Story by Oliver Postgate, illustrations by Peter Firmin)

In the lands of the north, where the black rocks stand guard against
the cold sea, in the dark night that is very long, the Men of
Northlands sit by their great log fires and they tell a tale.
They tell of a prince and how he built a long ship and sailed
beyond the black ice at the edge of the world to bring home his
bride from the land of the Midnight Sun.
Noggin the Nog was the name of the prince. He was the son of Knut, King of the Nogs,
the aged ruler of that land of dark forest and snow which men call the land of Nog.
Now, every morning King Knut would rise from his bed, put on his boots, and climb to the
hill above the royal castle. At the top of this hill was a rock known as Knut’s seat. e aged
king would sit on the seat and as the sun rose behind the mountains he would begin to worry.
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He would look down on the little town clustered around the castle walls and he would
worry about his people and whether their roofs leaked and whether they had warm socks
this cold weather. He would look down on his castle and he would worry about his son,
Prince Noggin, and what would happen to his people if
Noggin did not marry soon; for it is the law in the
Northland that the king shall be married. The old
king knew that if he died Noggin would have to
marry within six weeks of his death or he would not
become king, and then the crown would go to his
wicked uncle, Nogbad the Bad.
Then, one day, the king rose from his seat as if to go
down to his castle. The people watching him saw him
shake and stagger and fall to the ground. The king was
dead. Great was the sadness and loud the wailing. All were
sad, save one. In his black castle Nogbad the Bad heard the
distant sounds of sorrow and smiled a greedy smile.
In the Royal Castle, Noggin’s mother, Queen
Grunhilda rose from her bed and called for the prince.
‘Noggin,’ she said, ‘the time has come for you to choose
a bride. I shall summon all the maidens of gentle birth to
the castle within seven days, and on the seventh day you
shall choose your bride.’
Soon the sound of trumpets was heard throughout the land as, from the battlements
of the castles, from the balconies of the tallest houses the royal heralds proclaimed
their message.
What excitement there was among the maidens! What twittering and giggling! With
hopeful hearts they put on their walking shoes and skipped away to the Royal Castle.
On the seventh day the maidens assembled, dozens of them, in lines across the hall.
Slowly Noggin the Nog walked along the lines looking with great care and friendliness.
There were tall girls, short girls, girls from the valleys and girls from the castles on the
mountain top.
Noggin came to the end of the line and he had not chosen. He had not found one
maiden that pleased him enough to make her his queen.
Standing calmly next to the very last maiden of all, Noggin saw a large green bird, a
strange bird, the like of which he had never seen before.
‘You are not a maiden, you are a bird,’ he said.
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‘Your highness is observant,’ said the bird. ‘My name is Graculus. I have flown from
the land of the Midnight Sun and from my master, Nan of the Nooks, I bring you greetings
and a gift.’ The bird took from under his wing a knife. He placed it in Noggin’s hand.
‘Thank you very much,’ said Noggin. He looked at the knife. It was made from a single
faultless walrus tooth. On it was carved the likeness of a girl’s face. Noggin looked at the
face and he thought it beautiful, more beautiful than any of the maidens he had seen that
day, or any other day for that matter.
‘Who is the maiden?’ he asked.
‘It is the likeness of my master’s daughter,’ said the bird. ‘It is the face of Nooka, Princess
of the Nooks.’
Noggin, Prince of the Nogs, turned to his people and, holding up the knife, he cried
out: ‘This is the maiden I shall marry.’
What alarm and surprise there was in the castle! What grumbling and grumping!
With heavy hearts the maidens put on their walking shoes and trudged back to their homes.
Noggin climbed the steps in the castle yard and addressed the Royal Guard and the
people of the town.
‘Who will come with me?’ he asked.
‘We will!’ cried the warriors with one voice.
‘Who will build me a ship?’ he asked.
‘We will!’ called the carpenters.
‘And we will paint it!’ called the painters.
‘And we will make you sails!’ called the sailmakers.
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And so it was. The Nogs built a long ship of oak from the valleys. The mast was a single
perfect pine tree. The high prow was carved and painted and gilded to a ferocious dragon’s
head. The sail was a square of stout canvas embroidered with the crest of Noggin and the
face of Nooka. To protect the sides of the ship were shields of hammered bronze.
‘Do not grieve for me, Mother’ said Noggin the Nog as he took leave of Queen
Grunhilda. ‘The ship is strong, the men are brave. Graculus will guide us
through the perils of the deep.’
So the ship was launched. Noggin and his band of warriors
raised the great square sail. The
wind took the sail and the ship
moved away down the fjord
towards the sea.

The people watched from the quay and waved goodbye. Everybody was sad to see them
go and afraid for their safety on the long and perilous journey. Everybody save one.
In his black castle on the hill, Nogbad the Bad looked
down on the little ship and he smiled. He knew that the
journey to the land of the Midnight Sun was so long
and dangerous that there was little chance of Noggin
coming back and, as he thought of the royal treasure,
the taxes and jewels and the crown which would soon
be his, he chuckled to himself.
‘Huh. Huh. Huh!’
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They sailed away from the land of Nog. The next day, a storm came up and the boat
was tossed about horribly. The storm blew past but then there was no wind at all. The
oarsmen began to row. Then they spotted land! They rowed to the island and started to
dig into the ground. But it was not an island at all! It was Arup, King of the Walruses, who
said ‘I say, do you mind? That hurt!’
Noggin and Arup greeted each other as only kings do, and Noggin offered his guest
ship’s biscuits because Arup was a bit peckish. Then Arup happily offered to give them a
tow towards the land of the Midnight Sun. They travelled all day and all night.
Then, as dawn came, they saw before them the land of the Midnight Sun. It was a flat
land. No mountains and forests like their own homeland, just flat ice and snow.
Nan of the Nooks was waiting for them on the shore. He was a little man in a fur hood
sitting on a throne made of blocks of ice. He was surrounded by other little men in fur
hoods all jumping about with excitement.
Nan of the Nooks came down from his throne of ice and shook Noggin by the hand.
‘Perishing cold isn’t it?’ he
said. ‘Come up to my place and
have a cup of something hot.’

Nan of the Nooks led Noggin to one of the round ice houses and went indoors. There
was no door, only a sort of arched tunnel to crawl through. Inside, the house was bright
and warm with a skin on the floor for a carpet. Nan and Noggin sat on stools and Nan’s
daughter brought them black tea in silver mugs.
She was Nooka, the girl whose likeness was carved on the bone knife. Noggin looked at
her and she was more beautiful than he had expected.
Noggin turned to her father. He said, ‘Nan of the Nooks, I have come far, through hail
and wind, through snowstorm and sea mist, past the black ice at the edge of the world to
ask your daughter to marry me.’
‘Yes, I know,’ said Nan of the Nooks.
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‘Well, er …’ Noggin faltered, ‘now I’m here, I feel a bit shy. Would you ask her for me?’
Nan of the Nooks laughed. ‘All right then.’ He called his daughter. ‘Nooka,’ he said.
‘Noggin has come through hail and wind through snowstorm and sea mist, past the black
ice at the edge of the world to ask you to marry him. Will you marry him and be Queen
of the Nogs?’
‘Yes Father, I will.’
So Noggin and Nooka were married. There was great feasting and merriment in the
land of the Midnight Sun. Fireworks lit up the sky and the Nogs and the Nooks sang
drinking songs and ate roasted caribou meat.
The next morning Graculus came to Noggin and Nooka and told them he was going to
fly back to the land of Nog and tell the news that Noggin was married and on his way
home. Otherwise Nogbad the Bad was sure to try and seize the throne.
Far away, in the land of Nog, Nogbad the Bad stood in his black castle and looked out
across the sea.
High in the air he saw a bird, a green bird, flying very slowly like a bird that is very
tired. He watched the bird flutter down and with the last of its strength land on top of the
flagpole, fold its wings, tuck away its head and go to sleep.
Nogbad held the flag-rope and told his guards to haul down the flag. The guards pulled
down the flag and, as they did so, Nogbad was pulled up the other side of the pole. He
reached the top and grabbed the bird by the throat.
‘Aaark!’ cried Graculus.
‘Lower away, guards,’ said Nogbad.
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They lowered him. He held out the
bird to the guards. He said, ‘Take this and
put it in the dungeon.’
e guards took Graculus and put him
in a dungeon. He sat there with a bowl of
water and a bowl of birdseed and he wept.
e days passed. en one day the door
was thrown open and there stood Nogbad
in purple robes carrying a golden crown.
‘Look at me, Bird,’ he said. ‘It is six
weeks since Noggin went away. He has
not returned and so, today, I go down to
the council of elders in the town and they
have to proclaim me King!’
Graculus watched from the barred window of the dungeon. He saw Nogbad set out in
a golden carriage.
A robin perched on the window sill. ‘Robin,’ said
Graculus. ‘Do you want Nogbad to be king?’
The robin shook his head.
‘Take this feather,’ said Graculus. ‘Put it in the hand
of Queen Grunhilda and tell her I am here.’
Down in the town, Nogbad the Bad drove in state past
the crowds of silent people. Nobody cheered or smiled
but Nogbad did not care. He thought of the royal
treasure and the taxes and he smiled to himself.
In the royal castle, Queen Grunhilda stood alone by her window and looked out across
the cold sea.
‘Alas, my poor Noggin!’ she sighed and stretched out her hand towards the horizon.
A robin landed on her hand. It was carrying a green feather.
‘This is one of Graculus’s feathers,’ said the old queen. ‘Where is he?’
The robin pointed with its wing towards Nogbad’s castle. The queen wasted no time.
She called the guards.
‘Take horses and go to the castle of Nogbad the Bad. Graculus is imprisoned there. is
bird will show you the place. I am going down to the council of elders to deal with Nogbad.’
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At the council of elders, Nogbad was explaining what a good king he was going to be
and how many extra taxes everybody would pay.
Queen Grunhilda entered the hall, ‘Nogbad!’ she cried in ringing tones. ‘What is the
penalty for obstructing the king’s messenger?’
‘The penalty is banishment, Grunhilda.’
‘Nogbad,’ she commanded, ‘go and pack your bags!’
The elders laughed, but Nogbad twirled his moustache and scowled.
‘Madam,’ he began. ‘I could have you thrown into the dungeons, but as you were once
Queen of the Nogs I will be merciful. I will let you go back to your castle, but you must
stay there and mind your own business, for I am the king.’
‘Oh no you are not,’ came a voice from the doorway. There was Graculus perched on
the shoulder of the captain of the Queen’s Guard.
‘Slink away Nogbad, your time is up!’ and Nogbad slunk away.
‘Smoke!’ cried the boy who sold winkles.
‘Smoke!’ cried the harbour master.
The signal fire on the headland was burning to show that a sail had been sighted.
They saw a ship. It was tiny and far away, but Grunhilda,
looking through the harbour master’s telescope, could
make out the crest of Nog and the face of Nooka
embroidered on the sail.
Soon the ship sailed up the fjord to the harbour where,
amid great rejoicing, Noggin and Nooka stepped
ashore to be greeted by their people.
Graculus told Noggin of Nogbad’s
wickedness and he sent soldiers to seek him
out. They did not find him. Nogbad had
put on his climbing boots and set off over
the pass to stay with his granny in Finland.
So Noggin and Nooka came home to
their kingdom.
ey were crowned that day in the royal
castle, Noggin and Nooka, King and Queen
of the Nogs, and their reign was long and happy.
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Drama
Do you like to pretend? Maybe sometimes you and your friends pretend to be knights and
princesses, or space explorers, or doctors and nurses. Maybe you like to play with dolls,
and dress them up and speak for them.
When you do this, you are play-acting. Another word for play-acting is drama. Many
television shows and movies are drama. Have you ever seen or been in a play, with actors
and actresses in costume on a stage? That’s drama, too.
You and some friends can perform your own drama. You can be the actors and
actresses. You can put on costumes. You can decorate the stage with scenery, to show
where your play is taking place. You will need to remember some words to speak: those
words are called your lines. All the lines for the actors and actresses to say are written in
the script. The script also gives some special directions, such as telling you when to come
on the stage and when to go off.
Speak your lines in a big, clear voice so that the people watching the play − the audience
− can hear you. When you’re acting onstage, people are watching you, but you have to
pretend they’re not there!
Here is a script for a play called The Boy Who Cried Wolf. It’s a drama based on one of
Aesop’s fables (which you can read in this book on page 32). What kind of costumes will
you use? What kind of scenery will you make?

The Boy Who Cried Wolf: A Play
Cast of Characters
Announcer
John the Shepherd Boy
Farmer Brown
Second Farmer
Third Farmer
The Wolf
Sheep
(Note: Boys or girls can play any of
these parts. If a girl plays the shepherd,
you can change the name if you want.)
The curtain opens. The Announcer
comes onstage and talks directly to
the audience.
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ANNOUNCER:

Hello. Our drama is called The Boy Who Cried Wolf. This play comes
from a fable by Aesop. A fable is a story that teaches a lesson.
We hope you enjoy the play. Thank you.

[The Announcer leaves the stage. Farmer Brown and John the Shepherd Boy
enter from opposite sides of the stage and meet in the middle.]
FARMER BROWN: Good morning, John. What are you doing out so early?
JOHN:

Good morning, Farmer Brown. I’m going to the pasture to watch the
sheep for my father. I’ve been watching them all summer.

FARMER BROWN: That’s a big job for a young boy. I’m sure your father is very grateful
to you.
JOHN:

Oh, yes, he is. But I wish that I had someone to talk to or play with.
There’s no one around but the sheep.

FARMER BROWN: Do you see that valley way over there! [Points to one side of the
stage] I will be working there with my friends for a few weeks. We
will be working very hard, so we cannot play. But if any trouble
comes up, you can come and get us.
JOHN:

Thank you, Farmer Brown. Goodbye.

FARMER BROWN: Goodbye, John. Take good care of your sheep. [They exit on opposite
sides of the stage. Now the Sheep come onstage.]
SHEEP:

We are a flock of fleecy sheep,
Baa! Baa! Baa!
We like to eat and play and sleep,
Baa! Baa! Baa!
The shepherd boy keeps watch all day,
Baa! Baa! Baa!
He keeps the big bad wolf away!
Baa! Baa! Baa!

[John enters. He moves the Sheep toward a back corner of the stage.
Meanwhile, Farmer Brown and the two other farmers enter and stay at the opposite
end of the stage, where they ‘work’ by pretending to dig, hoe, pick crops, etc.]
JOHN:

Oh, I’m so tired of watching sheep! I wish I had someone to talk to.
Nothing exciting ever happens here, not even a wolf. [He looks across
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to where the three farmers are working] I wish Farmer Brown and his
friends would come here. I know! I’ll cry ‘Wolf!’ and make them
think a wolf is eating the sheep. Then they’ll come running. [He runs
toward the farmers and cries loudly] Wolf! Wolf! [The farmers drop
their work and come running.]
FARMER BROWN: Where is he? Where’s the wolf?
SECOND FARMER: Where did he go? I don’t see him.
THIRD FARMER: Has he gone already? Are we too late?
[The farmers suddenly notice that John is laughing but trying to hide it.]
FARMER BROWN: Why are you laughing, John? What’s so funny about a wolf?
SECOND FARMER: Are you playing a joke on us, boy?
THIRD FARMER: If you are, I don’t think it’s very funny.
[Embarrassed] There wasn’t any wolf. I was tired of staying here
alone, so I cried ‘Wolf!’ just for fun to have you come.

JOHN:

FARMER BROWN: John, you had better not play any more jokes like that.
SECOND FARMER: That’s right. You’ll be sorry if a real wolf comes.
THIRD FARMER: Come on, friends. We have work to do!
[The farmers leave the stage. John lets out a big sigh, hangs his head,
and exits on the opposite side of the stage. The Announcer enters.]
ANNOUNCER:

Do you think that John learned his lesson? I am sorry to say he did
not. A few days later, he played the same trick again. The farmers ran
to help him, and when they found out there was no wolf, they were
very angry. Now a few more days have passed. And once again John
the Shepherd Boy is watching the sheep.

[The Announcer exits. Enter the Sheep, followed by John, sighing loudly and looking
very tired and bored. Also enter the farmers, who go to work in their field.]
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SHEEP:

We are a flock of fleecy sheep,
Baa! Baa! Baa!
We like to eat and play and sleep...

JOHN:

[Interrupting the Sheep] Oh, blah, blah, blah! I don’t think I can stand
this anymore. Every day it’s the same old thing. [As John talks, the
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Wolf creeps onto the stage, looking very dangerous. The Sheep start
baaing nervously but quietly, so that John can be heard] I never get
to see anyone, or talk to anyone, or play any games. I want to have
fun. I want some excitement. I want a... [The Wolf has pulled one
sheep from the flock. As he does, that sheep lets out a loud ‘BAA!’ just
as John is speaking. John turns and sees the Wolf − and finishes his
sentence] wolf! [The Wolf pulls the sheep off the stage. All the sheep
are baaing in fear. John runs toward the farmers, crying loudly] Wolf!
Wolf! Help, come quick!
FARMER BROWN: A wolf? Really and truly, John?
JOHN:

Really and truly! Hurry, come quick!

[Farmer Brown starts to walk toward John, but the Second Farmer stops him.]
SECOND FARMER: Wait a minute. Don’t let the boy make a fool of us again.
THIRD FARMER: That’s right. He’s already played the same trick twice.
FARMER BROWN: But what if it’s a real wolf?
SECOND FARMER: Then that’s the boy’s fault. How can we trust him when he plays so
many tricks on us?
FARMER BROWN: I suppose you’re right. Let’s get back to work. [The farmers go back
to their work. John runs back to the sheep. He walks around the flock,
looking as though he has lost something and can’t find it.]
JOHN:

Oh, I have lost a poor little lamb. Why wouldn’t they come to help me?
What did I do to deserve this? Why didn’t they believe me? Why? Why?!

SHEEP:

[All turning to stare directly at John]: BAAAAAAA!

JOHN:

All right, I know, I know. I didn’t tell the truth before, so they didn’t
believe me this time. I’ll never do that again, I promise − really and
truly! [John leads the Sheep, baaing, off the stage. Curtain closes.]

One of the best parts of being in a play is hearing people applaud when
it’s over. That’s when it’s time for you to come out and take a bow.
Usually only one actor / actress at a time comes out on the stage.
For this play, you would come out in this order: The Wolf, Sheep (all
together), Third Farmer, Second Farmer, Farmer Brown and, lastly, John.
When all of you are onstage, you can take one last bow together.
And enjoy all the clapping − it’s for you!
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Familiar Sayings
See the Year 1 book for
more on these two sayings.
PARENTS: Every culture has phrases and proverbs that make no sense when
carried over literally into another culture. To say, for example, ‘the early bird gets
the worm’ does not mean you are actually talking about real birds and real worms.
Nor − thank goodness – does it literally ‘rain cats and dogs’! The sayings and
phrases in this section may be familiar to many children, but the inclusion of these
sayings and phrases in the Core Knowledge Sequence has been singled out and
much appreciated by many parents and teachers who work with children from
home cultures in which they may be unfamiliar with these sayings and phrases.

An apple a day
keeps the doctor away
People use this saying to mean that if you
adopt a healthy way of life you won’t have
so many problems with your health, so you
won’t need to see the doctor so often.
When she unpacked her lunch, Tulsi
groaned: ‘An apple again!’
‘But that’s good,’ said her friend Sangeeta.
‘An apple a day keeps the doctor away.’

You can’t judge a book by
its cover
Although someone or something may look
one way on the outside, they may not be
as they seem to be.

Read the story of the
Frog Prince on page 48?
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When the princess kissed the frog in the
story of the Frog Prince, she found out
that you can’t judge a book by its cover.
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Hit the nail on the head
When you use a hammer, you have to hit the nail right on
its head to make it go in straight. So, when someone says
that you ‘hit the nail on the head,’ they mean that you have
said or done something just right.
Joanna was frustrated with her costume for the play.
‘There’s just something wrong with it, and I can’t figure it
out,’ she said.
‘Why don’t you take off the crown and use this feather
instead?’ suggested Natalie.
‘That’s it!’ cried Joanna. ‘Thanks, Natalie. You hit the nail right on the head!’

If at first you don’t succeed, try, try again
People use this saying to mean: don’t give up;
keep trying.
Robert the Bruce became King of Scotland after
driving out the English. He fought the English
army seven times and lost, so he felt like giving
up. Hiding in a cave, he watched a spider
spinning its web, trying again and again to
spin the thread from one part of the cave’s roof
to another. Eventually the spider did it. ‘If at
first you don’t succeed,’ said Robert to himself,
‘try, try, try again.’

Land of Nod
To be in the ‘Land of Nod’ means to be asleep.
‘I can’t sleep’ Tina said to her big sister Jodie. Both girls
had been in bed for half an hour. e room was dark and
cool, and they could hear the raindrops falling on the
windowpane.
‘Close your eyes, Tina,’ said Jodie, ‘and I’ll sing you a lullaby.’
She began to hum a tune to her little sister, and it was not long
before Tina drifted off into the Land of Nod.
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Let the cat out of the bag
If you ‘let the cat out of the bag’, you tell
something that was meant to be a secret.
‘Jack let the cat out of the bag: he told
Hannah about her surprise party.’

The more the merrier
People use this saying to welcome newcomers to
a group. They say this because it means: the more
people who take part, the more fun it can be.
The house was full of children playing. Still,
when the doorbell rang, Mr. De Niro opened the
door and waved in more children, saying: ‘Come
in, come in, the more the merrier.’

Never leave till tomorrow what you can do today
People use this saying to mean: don’t put off things you have to do.
‘Let’s clean up in the morning,’ said
Tom.
‘No,’ said Petra, ‘let’s clean up now.
You know what Grandma always
says: “Never leave till tomorrow
what you can do today.”’
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Many hands make light work
People use this saying to mean: when a lot of
people work together on a task, they can finish
their work more easily and quickly.
‘It will take me ages to cook everything for the
big dinner party all by myself,’ Eleanor said.

It was a lot of work for brave
little Peter from ‘The Boy at the
Dyke’ to plug the hole in the
dyke by himself. When the
townspeople came to help,
their many hands made light
work of fixing the dyke.

‘Don’t worry,’ replied Anne, ‘Everyone
coming will each make a different dish so it
will be easier for all of us. Many hands make light work.’

There’s no place like home
People use this saying to mean that travel may be pleasant,
but home is the best place of all.
‘What a great trip!’ said Yoshiko. ‘We saw the Eiffel
Tower and the Mona Lisa in the Louvre!’
‘Yes,’ said her mother, ‘we did have a wonderful time, but
I’m glad to be back. There’s no place like home.’

See the Aesop fables in this book (pages 32–37) for more sayings:
G

‘A wolf in sheep’s clothing’

G

‘Don’t count your chickens before they’re hatched’

G

‘Sour grapes’

Suggested Resources
Books for Teaching Reading
Liz Baldwin, Sounds Fun (Learning Development Aids) 2011
Big Cat Phonics series, and CD-Rom (Harper Collins) 2006
Mona McNee, Step by Step Reading: A 50 Step Guide to Teach Reading with Synthetic
Phonics (Galore Park) 2007
Irina Tyk, The Butterfly Book (Civitas) 2007
Mo Willems, The Elephant and Piggie series (Walker Books)
121

What Your Year 2 Child Needs to Know

Books for Beginning Readers
Ronda and David Armitage, Lighthouse Keeper series (Scholastic)
Blue Banana series (Egmont)
Tony Bradman, Dilly the Dinosaur series (Egmont)
Nick Butterworth, The Whisperer (Harper Collins) 2005
Dot Cleeve, The Feather (Tamarind) 2003
June Counsel, But Martin! (Random House) 2005
Roald Dahl, Fantastic Mr. Fox (Puffin) 2012
Julia Donaldson, Charlie Cook’s Favourite Book (Macmillan) 2006
Alan Durant, Burger Boy (Andersen) 2006
Vivian French, Walker Blue Starter series (Walker Books)
Sally Grindley, The Ark Adventures series (Orchard)
Rose Impey, Animal Crackers series (Orchard)
Rose Impey, Titchy Witch series (Orchard)
Julia Jarman, Class Two at the Zoo (Hodder) 2008
Julia Jarman, Class Three all at Sea (Hodder) 2009
Arnold Lobel, Frog and Toad series (HarperCollins)
Peggy Parish, Amelia Bedelia series (Harper Collins, Greenwillow Books)
E. B. White, Charlotte’s Web (Puffin) 2003

Online Resources
BBC KS1 Bitesize Literacy online activities: http://www.bbc.co.uk/bitesize/ks1/literacy
BBC Schools online activities:
http://www.bbc.co.uk/schools/websites/4_11/site/literacy.shtml
Galore Park online phonics activities: http://www.galorepark.co.uk/downloads-1.html

Mobile Apps (Free)
ABC Phonics Long Vowel Words (Abitalk) app for iPad or iPhone
ABC Phonics Rhyming Words Lite (Abitalk) app for iPad or iPhone
ABC Pocket Phonics Lite (Apps in My Pocket Ltd) app for iPad or iPhone
Prof ’s Phonics 1 (Ruth Fielding-Barnsley) app for iPad or iPhone
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