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Language
and Literature
Reading, Writing and Your Year 3 Child:
A Note to Parents
In the Core Knowledge UK books for Year 1 and Year 2, we described some features of
an effective reading and writing programme in schools. We described how a good
programme is not only rich in literature but also presents varied opportunities for children
to work and play with letters and sounds. An effective programme presents important
skills sequentially, with plenty of practice and review. It includes phonics; opportunities
for decoding and encoding; as well as practice in spelling, handwriting, punctuation
and grammar.
By the end of Year 2, a reasonable goal is for children to become independent readers
and writers. By this we don’t mean that children should be able to read any book in the
library or write a perfectly polished essay, but that they should be able to read books
appropriate for their age, and write legibly.
Nothing is more important in a child’s schooling than learning to read and write by
the end of Year 2, or more important than extending that confident ability by the end of
Year 3.
Based on authoritative advice from mainstream scientific research, the Core Knowledge
Foundation and Civitas have compiled a description of reading and writing goals that a
school should work to achieve with all students in Year 3. Those goals are included in the
Core Knowledge Sequence UK, the curriculum guidelines upon which this book is based.
Parents who wish to have some benchmarks by which to gauge the adequacy and
effectiveness of the reading and writing programmes in their child’s school can access the
Core Knowledge Sequence UK at www.coreknowledge.org.uk/sequence.php
In addition, as a parent you can do many things to help your child, such as:
G

read aloud regularly and talk with your child about what they are reading

G

take your child to your local library
1
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G

help your child write thank-you
notes, letters and emails to relatives
and friends

G

play word games like Hangman or
Scrabble Junior

G

check on your child’s progress with
homework

G

encourage and support your child’s
efforts to learn more about the English
language and, possibly, other languages

Readers for Year 3 Children
Egmont’s Bananas series are delightful books to share. Three levels of complexity at green,
blue and red allow you to offer a variety of experiences to your child. Authors such as
Linda Newbery, Michael Morpurgo and Julia Donaldson provide strong, lively stories
with lots of humour. Look for titles such as Conker, A Dog Called Whatnot and The Quick
Brown Fox Cub.
Ronda and David Armitage’s Lighthouse Keeper Stories have been reintroduced by
Scholastic as a series of short chapter books which children really enjoy. Nice big print
and lots of speech bubbles, lists and notices add to the fun.
The Federation of Children’s Book Groups produces Carousel three times a year. This
magazine is an invaluable guide to new story books and emerging authors and illustrators.
It is aimed at parents who are interested in introducing their children to excellent books.
Their website www.carouselguide.co.uk has all the details.
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Literature
Introduction
For your Year 3 child, we offer a selection of poetry, stories and myths. The poetry includes
traditional rhymes as well as a few favourites by modern writers. We encourage you to
read many more poems with your child, to delight in the play of language and occasionally
to encourage your child to memorise a favourite poem and perhaps ‘perform’ it for friends
or family members.
The stories presented here are mostly 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. Parents and teachers may want to connect
the folktales we include from China, Japan and India with the introductions to those lands
in the World History section of this book. We also oﬀer a selection of Greek myths, which you
can tie in with the discussion of Ancient Greece in the World History section of this book.
e stories here are meant to complement, not replace, stories with controlled vocabularies
and syntax that children may be given in school as part of their instruction in reading. While
some Year 3 children may be able to read the stories in this book on their own, those who
find the language too complex can readily understand and enjoy these stories when the words
are read aloud and talked about with an adult. You may also want to try some ‘shared reading’
in which you read aloud parts of a story and your child reads aloud parts to you.
Many of these stories convey traditional values such as honesty, courage, generosity and
diligence. ose parents who hope that schooling will instil ethical values can feel somewhat
reassured if their child is being taught good literature. For, next to human role models who
exemplify the desired virtues, good literature is one of the best means of instilling ethical
values. Plato said that stories are the most important part of early education, and he advised
parents and teachers to take great care in choosing the right stories: ‘Let them fashion the
mind with such tales even more fondly than they mould the body.’
We offer the stories in this book as a good starting point, and we encourage you and
your child to explore further. Your local library has a treasury of good books, fiction and
nonfiction. Some illustrated picture books are deceptively simple but offer a great deal
for children to think about and discuss with you. Have a look at such titles as Something
Else by Kathryn Cave which is concerned with celebrating difference, or Billy’s Bucket by
Kes Gray and Garry Parsons in which a little boy finds untold treasures in an ordinary
plastic bucket. Beverley Naidoo’s retelling of Aesop’s Fables allows children to explore the
idea that actions have consequences; while Oliver Jeffers has produced picture books like
The Great Paper Caper and The Incredible Book Eating Boy that explore moral dilemnas.
3
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Poetry
Caterpillars
by Aileen Fisher
What do caterpillars do?
Nothing much but chew and chew.

What do caterpillars know?
Nothing much but how to grow.

They just eat what by and by
will make them be a butterfly,

But that is more than I can do
however much I chew and chew.

4

Learn more about how
caterpillars grow into
butterflies on page 296.
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Hurt No Living Thing
by Christina Rossetti
Hurt no living thing:
Ladybird, nor butterfly,
Nor moth with dusty wing,
Nor cricket chirping cheerily,
Nor grasshopper so light of leap,
Nor dancing gnat, nor beetle fat,
Nor harmless worms that creep.

Bee! I’m Expecting You!
by Emily Dickinson
Bee! I’m expecting you!
Was saying Yesterday
To Somebody you know
That you were due –

The Frogs got Home last Week –
Are settled, and at work –
Birds, mostly back –
The Clover warm and thick –

You’ll get my Letter by
The seventeenth; Reply
What season do you think it
is in this poem? See more on
pages 285 –288, and read more about
bees on pages 299–301.

Or better, be with me –
Yours, Fly.
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The Night Before Christmas
Originally called A Visit from St Nicholas
by Clement C. Moore

’Twas the night before Christmas, when all through the house
Not a creature was stirring, not even a mouse.
The stockings were hung by the chimney with care,
In hopes that St Nicholas soon would be there.
The children were nestled all snug in their beds,
While visions of sugar-plums danced in their heads;
And Mamma in her ’kerchief, and I in my cap,
Had just settled our brains for a long winter’s nap,
When out on the lawn there arose such a clatter,
I sprang from my bed to see what was the matter.
Away to the window I flew like a flash,
Tore open the shutters and threw up the sash.
The moon on the breast of the new fallen snow
Gave the lustre of midday to objects below,
When what to my wondering eyes should appear,
But a miniature sleigh and eight tiny reindeer,
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With a little old driver, so lively and quick,
I knew in a moment it must be St Nick.
More rapid than eagles his coursers they came,
And he whistled, and shouted, and called them by name:
‘Now, Dasher! Now, Dancer! Now, Prancer and Vixen!
On, Comet! On, Cupid! On Donder and Blitzen!
To the top of the porch! To the top of the wall!
Now dash away! Dash away! Dash away all!’
As dry leaves that before the wild hurricane fly,
When they meet with an obstacle, mount to the sky,
So up to the housetop the coursers they flew,
With a sleigh full of toys, and St Nicholas, too.
And then, in a twinkling, I heard on the roof
The prancing and pawing of each little hoof.
As I drew in my head, and was turning around,
Down the chimney St Nicholas came with a bound!
He was dressed all in fur from his head to his foot,
And his clothes were all tarnished with ashes and soot;
A bundle of toys he had flung on his back,
And he looked like a pedlar just opening his pack.
St Nicholas
is also known
as Santa Claus
or Father
Christmas.
There is a film
about him
called Miracle
on 34th Street
that you can
watch on DVD.

His eyes – how they twinkled! His dimples how merry!
His cheeks were like roses, his nose like a cherry!
His droll little mouth was drawn up like a bow,
And the beard on his chin was as white as the snow.
The stump of a pipe he held tight in his teeth,
And the smoke it encircled his head like a wreath.
He had a broad face and a little round belly,
That shook when he laughed like a bowl full of jelly.
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He was chubby and plump, a right jolly old elf,
And I laughed when I saw him in spite of myself!
A wink of his eye and a twist of his head
Soon gave me to know I had nothing to dread.
He spoke not a word, but went straight to his work,
And filled all the stockings; then turned with a jerk,
And laying his finger aside of his nose,
And giving a nod, up the chimney he rose!
He sprang to his sleigh, to his team gave a whistle,
And away they all flew like the down of a thistle.
But I heard him exclaim, ’ere he drove out of sight,
‘Happy Christmas to all, and to all a good night!’
8
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Discovery
by Harry Behn
In a puddle left from last week’s rain,
A friend of mine whose name is Joe
Caught a tadpole, and showed me where
Its froggy legs were beginning to grow.
Then we turned over a musty log,
With lichens on it in a row,
And found some fiddleheads of ferns
Uncoiling out of the moss below.
We hunted around, and saw the first
Jack-in-the-pulpits beginning to show,
And even discovered under a rock

I learned all this one morning from Joe,

Where spotted salamanders go.

But how much more there is to know!

Caracola/Conch Shell
by Federico García Lorca;
translated by Will Kirkland
They have brought me a conch shell.
Within it sings
a map sized sea.
My heart
fills up with water
and little fish
of shadow and silver.
They have brought me a conch shell.
9
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The Answer

?
by Allan Ahlberg

We’re looking for the answer,

We’re searching high and low.

We’re doing what we can, Sir –
We really want to know.

We’ve ransacked desk and drawer, Sir,
Basket, bowl and bin.

We’ve scrutinised the floor, Sir –
You couldn’t hide a pin.

We’ve been out in the street, Sir;
We’ve been up on the roof.

And even when we cheat, Sir,

This question’s answer-proof.

We’ve cudgelled all our brains, Sir,
And still we’re in the dark.

Got nothing for our pains, Sir,
Except a question mark.

We’ve thought ourselves to death, Sir,

With ‘What?’ and ‘Where?’ and ‘Who?’
We’re beat and out of breath, Sir,
So how about a clue?

The teacher tapped his forehead.
At last! The children cried.

The answer, Sir’s, in your head…
What a perfect place to hide.

10
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Something Told the Wild Geese
by Rachel Field
Something told the wild geese
It was time to go.
Though the fields lay golden
Something whispered, – ‘Snow.’
Leaves were green and stirring,
Berries, lustre-glossed,
But beneath warm feathers
Something cautioned, – ‘Frost.’
All the sagging orchards
Steamed with amber spice,
But each wild breast stiffened
At remembered ice.
Learn more
about the cycle
of the seasons starting
on page 285, and how
certain birds migrate
south.

Something told the wild geese
It was time to fly, –
Summer sun was on their wings,
Winter in their cry.

11

1 UK Year 3 L&L_Core Skills 1 18/06/2014 14:51 Page 12

What Your Year 3 Child Needs to Know

Five Friendly Farmers
Five friendly farmers
Wake up with the sun,

by Tony Mitton

For it is early morning

I’m taking the train to Ricketywick.

And the chores must be done.

Clickety clickety clack.

The first friendly farmer

I’m sat in my seat

Goes to milk the cow.

With a sandwich to eat

The second friendly farmer

As I travel the trickety track.

Thought he’d better plough.
The third friendly farmer
Feeds the hungry hens.
The fourth friendly farmer
Puts the piggies in their pens.
The fifth friendly farmer
Picks the ripe corn,
And waves to the neighbour
When he blows his horn.
When the work is finished
And the evening sky is red
Five tired farmers
Tumble into bed!

12

Rickety Train Ride

It’s an ever so rickety trickety train,
And I honestly thickety think
That before it arrives
At the end of the line
It will tip up my drippety drink.
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On the Ning Nang Nong
by Spike Milligan
On the Ning Nang Nong
Where the cows go Bong!
and the monkeys all say BOO!
There’s a Nong Nang Ning
Where the trees go Ping!
And the tea pots jibber jabber joo.
On the Nong Ning Nang
All the mice go Clang
And you just can’t catch ’em when they do!
So it’s Ning Nang Nong
Cows go Bong!
Nong Nang Ning
Trees go Ping
Nong Ning Nang
The mice go Clang
What a noisy place to belong
is the Ning Nang Ning Nang Nong!!
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Edward Lear, an English artist and writer, was a master of the kind of
humorous poem called a limerick. Edward Lear himself has illustrated
the limericks below. A limerick has five lines: the first two lines rhyme,
then the next two lines rhyme and the last line rhymes with the first
two lines. The first line of a limerick often begins ‘There was a...’ or
‘There once was a...’. Limericks are fun to read aloud, and to make up:
try it!

There Was an Old Man
with a Beard
by Edward Lear
There was an Old Man with a beard,
Who said, ‘It is just as I feared! –
Two Owls and a Hen,
Four Larks and a Wren,
Have all built their nests in my beard!’

There Is a Young Lady,
Whose Nose
by Edward Lear
There is a Young Lady whose nose
Continually prospers and grows;
When it grew out of sight,
She exclaimed in a fright,
‘Oh! Farewell to the end of my nose!’

14

1 UK Year 3 L&L_Core Skills 1 18/06/2014 14:51 Page 15

Language and Literature

Stories
The Fisherman and His Wife
(A tale from the Brothers Grimm)
There was once a fisherman who lived with his wife in a little old run-down hut by the
sea. Every day he went down to the sea to fish. One day, as he sat looking into the clear,
shining water, he felt a strong tug on his line. He pulled and pulled with all his might, and
out flopped a great big fish.
The fish spoke. ‘Please let me go,’ said the fish. ‘I am not an ordinary fish but an
enchanted prince. Put me back in the water and let me live.’
‘Swim away!’ said the fisherman. ‘I would not eat a fish that can talk!’
Then the fisherman went back to his wife in the little old run-down hut. He told her
about the fish that could talk. She said: ‘You foolish man, that was a magic fish! Go back
and ask him to change this hut into a pretty cottage.’ The fisherman did not want to go,
but his wife demanded it. So he walked slowly back to the sea. The water was no longer
clear and shining but dull and green. The fisherman called:
Hear me, please, o magic fish,
My wife has sent me with a wish.
The fish swam up and asked: ‘What do you want?’
‘My wife wishes to live in a pretty
cottage,’ said the fisherman.
‘Go home,’ said the fish. ‘She has
her cottage.’
The fisherman went home.

15
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Sure enough, there was his wife standing in the yard of a pretty cottage. ‘Now you shall be
happy!’ said the fisherman. And she was – for about a week. Then the wife said: ‘Husband,
I am tired of this tiny little cottage. I want to live in a big castle built of stone. Go and ask
the fish to give us a castle.’
The fisherman walked slowly to the sea. The water had turned from dull green to dark
purple and grey. The fisherman called:
Hear me, please, o magic fish,
My wife has sent me with a wish.
e fish swam up. e fisherman said: ‘My wife wishes to live in a big castle built of stone.’
‘Go home,’ said the fish. ‘You will find her in a castle.’
When the fisherman got back, he could hardly believe his eyes. There stood a big
castle built of stone. Inside, he saw servants and golden chairs and tables heaped with
delicious foods.
‘Now, indeed, you will be happy,’ said the fisherman to his wife.
And she was – until the next morning.
As the sun rose, the fisherman’s wife poked him and said: ‘Husband, get up. Go to the
fish at once and tell him that I wish to be queen of all the land.’
‘Alas!’ cried the fisherman. ‘The fish cannot do that!’
‘Go and ask him,’ said his wife.
So the sad fisherman walked to the sea. The water was black and the waves roared and
crashed. The fisherman called:
Hear me, please, o magic fish,
My wife has sent me with a wish.
The fish swam up and asked: ‘Now what does she want?’
With his head hung low, the fisherman said: ‘My wife wishes to be queen of all the land.’
‘Go home,’ said the fish. ‘She is already queen.’
The fisherman hurried home and found his wife sitting on a high throne of gold and
diamonds. She wore a long silk dress and a golden crown. Servants and ladies hurried here
and there to do whatever she wished.
‘Now,’ said the fisherman, ‘you must be truly happy.’

16
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And she was – until that evening. As the moon began to rise in the sky, the wife said:
‘Husband, I order you to go to the fish and tell him to give me the power to make the sun
and the moon rise and set whenever I choose.’
The fisherman walked back to the sea. Thunder roared and lightning flashed. Huge
dark waves crashed around him. The fisherman had to shout:
Hear me, please, o magic fish,
My wife has sent me with a wish.
The fish swam up and asked: ‘What does she want?’
The fisherman replied: ‘My wife wants the
power to make the sun and the moon rise and
set whenever she chooses.’ The fish only said:
‘Go home.’ And so he did. And there he found
his wife sitting in the little, old, run-down hut.
And there they live, to this very day.

Does this story
remind you of
‘It Could Always Be Worse’
from Year 2?

Talk
(Retold by Harold Courlander and George Herzog)
‘Talk’ is a folktale from the Ashanti people (also called Asante) who live in West Africa, in
what is now the country of Ghana. Many Ashanti are farmers, and their major crops include
cacao (a main ingredient in chocolate) and, as you’ll see in the story, yams. To appreciate
the end of this story, it may help to know about an Ashanti tradition: almost every Ashanti
man and woman once owned a carved wooden stool. Besides being useful, the stool,
according to tradition, embodied the owner’s spirit.
Once, not far from the city of Accra on the Gulf of Guinea, a country man went out to his
garden to dig up some yams to take to market. While he was digging, one of the yams said
to him:
‘Well, at last you’re here. You never weeded me, but now you come around with your
digging stick. Go away and leave me alone!’
The farmer turned around and looked at his cow in amazement. The cow was chewing
her cud and looking at him.
‘Did you say something?’ he asked.
The cow kept on chewing and said nothing, but the man’s dog spoke up.

17
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‘It wasn’t the cow who spoke
to you,’ the dog said. ‘It was
the yam. The yam said leave
him alone.’
The man became angry
because his dog had never
talked before, and he didn’t like
his tone besides. So he took his
knife and cut a branch from a
palm tree to whip his dog. Just
then the palm tree said:
‘Put that branch down!’
The man was getting very upset about the way things were going, and he started to
throw the palm branch away, but the palm branch said:
‘Man, put me down softly!’
He put the branch down gently on a stone, and the stone said:
‘Hey, take that thing off me!’
This was enough and the frightened farmer started to run for his village. On the way
he met a fisherman going the other way carrying a fish trap on his head.
‘What’s the hurry?’ the fisherman asked.
‘My yam said: “Leave me alone!” Then the dog said: “Listen to what the yam says!”
When I went to whip the dog with a palm branch the tree said: “Put that branch down!”
Then the palm branch said: “Do it softly!” Then the stone said: “Take that thing off me!”’
‘Is that all?’ the man with the fish trap asked. ‘Is that so frightening?’
‘Well,’ the man’s fish trap said, ‘did he take it off the stone?’
‘Wah!’ the fisherman shouted. He threw the fish trap on the ground and began to run
with the farmer, and on the trail they met a weaver with a bundle of cloth on his head.
‘Where are you going in such a rush?’ he asked them.
‘My yam said: “Leave me alone!”’ the farmer said. ‘The dog said: “Listen to what the
yam says!” The tree said: “Put that branch down!” The branch said: “Do it softly!” And
the stone said: “Take that thing off me!’’’
‘And then,’ the fisherman continued, ‘the fish trap said: “Did he take it off?”’
‘That’s nothing to get excited about,’ the weaver said, ‘no reason at all.’
‘Oh yes it is,’ his bundle of cloth said. ‘If it happened to you, you’d run too!’
18
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‘Wah!’ the weaver shouted. He threw his bundle on the trail and started running with
the other men. They came panting to the ford in the river and found a man bathing. ‘Are
you chasing a gazelle?’ he asked them. The first man said breathlessly: ‘My yam talked at
me and it said: “Leave me alone!” And my dog said: “Listen to your yam!” And, when I
cut myself a branch, the tree said: “Put that branch down!” And the branch said: “Do it
softly!” And the stone said: “Take that thing off me!”’
The fisherman panted: ‘And my trap said: “Did he?”’
The weaver wheezed: ‘My cloth spoke too!’
‘Is that why you’re running?’ the man in the river asked.
‘Well, wouldn’t you run if you were in their position?’ the river said.
The man jumped out of the water and began to run with the others. They ran down the
main street of the village to the house of the chief. The chief ’s servants brought his stool
out, and he came and sat on it to listen to their complaints. The men began to recite their
troubles.
‘I went out to my garden to dig yams,’ the farmer said, waving his arms. ‘Then
everything began to talk! My yam said: “Leave me alone!” My dog said: “Pay attention to
your yam!” The tree said: “Put that branch down!” The branch said: “Do it softly!” And
the stone said: “Take it off me!”’
‘And my fish trap asked: “Well, did he take it off?”’ the fisherman said.
‘And my cloth said: “You’d run too!”’ the weaver said.
‘And the river said the same,’ the bather said hoarsely.
The chief listened to them patiently, but he couldn’t refrain from scowling.
‘Now this is really a wild story,’ he said at last. ‘You’d better all go back to your work
before I punish you for disturbing the peace.’ So the men went away, and the chief shook
his head and mumbled to himself: ‘Nonsense like that upsets the community.’
‘Fantastic, isn’t it?’ his stool said. ‘Imagine, a talking yam!’

The Emperor’s New Clothes
(Based on the story by Hans Christian Andersen)
There was once an emperor who loved fine clothes. He had a different coat for every hour
of the day. He loved to walk about and show off his fancy outfits.
One day two strangers arrived in town. They were thieves but they said they were
weavers. They told the emperor they could weave the most beautiful cloth in the world.
They told him it was a magic cloth, because only the most intelligent people could see it.
19
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The emperor gave them a lot of money and told them to begin weaving the magic cloth
right away. Day and night the two men pretended to be weaving. But they had nothing at
all on their looms.
The emperor grew curious to see the cloth. But then he remembered that only
intelligent people could see it. What if he could not see it? Just to be safe, he sent his prime
minister instead.
The prime minister found the two men hard at work. ‘Do you like the cloth?’ they asked.
‘Isn’t it beautiful?’ The prime minister did not dare to admit that he could not see any
cloth. That would mean he was stupid! So he pretended to see the cloth. He said it was
beautiful.
Now the emperor went to look for himself. After all, if his prime minister had seen the
cloth, surely he could see it, too. But the emperor saw nothing on the looms. ‘This is
terrible!’ he thought. ‘Am I stupid?’ But out loud he said: ‘It is magnificent!’ He told the
weavers to make him a new suit out of that cloth as soon as possible.
For days, the dishonest weavers pretended to cut and sew their invisible cloth. All those
who saw them pretended to admire their work, for they did not wish to appear stupid.
At last the day came for the emperor to wear his new clothes in public. In his dressing
room, the emperor took off his clothes, and the weavers pretended to help him put on the
make-believe clothes. The emperor looked at himself in the mirror.
‘How handsome you look, your majesty!’ said the cunning weavers.
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The emperor stepped out of the palace, followed by many courtiers and servants. The
streets were lined with great crowds. Everyone said: ‘The emperor’s new clothes are lovely!
How well they fit!’ No one would admit he or she could see nothing, for no one wanted
to appear stupid.
But then a little child cried out: ‘He hasn’t got anything on!’
A hush fell over the crowd. Then everyone began to whisper: ‘The child is right. The
emperor isn’t wearing a thing!’ Then people began to giggle and laugh as they cried out:
‘He hasn’t got anything on!’
At last the emperor knew he had been tricked. He tried to march back in to the palace
as proudly as ever. But he was blushing from head to toe, as everyone could plainly see.

The Magic Paintbrush
(A folktale from China)
Once upon a time, long ago in the land of China, there lived a poor orphan named Ma Liang.
He had no one to care for him or protect him. So, to make a living, he gathered bundles of
firewood to sell. But what he really wanted to do, more than anything else in the world, was
paint. Ma Liang was so poor, however, that he could not buy even a single paintbrush.
One day, as Ma Liang passed by the village school, he saw the children busily painting
pictures. ‘Please, sir,’ said Ma Liang to the teacher, ‘I would like to paint, but I have no
brush. Will you lend me one?’
‘What!’ cried the teacher. ‘You are only a little beggar boy. Go away!’
‘I may be poor,’ said Ma Liang, ‘but I will learn to paint!’
The next time he went to gather firewood, Ma Liang used a twig to draw birds on the
ground. When he came to a stream, he dipped his hand in the water and used his wet
finger to draw a fish on the rocks. That night, he used a piece of burned wood to draw
animals and flowers.
Every day Ma Liang found time to make more pictures.
People began to notice. ‘How lifelike the boy’s pictures look!’ they said. ‘That bird he
has drawn looks as though it’s ready to fly away. You can almost hear it sing!’
Ma Liang enjoyed hearing the people’s praise, but still he thought: ‘If only I had
a paintbrush!’
One night, after Ma Liang had worked hard all day, he fell into a deep sleep. In a dream,
he saw an old man with a long white beard and a kind face. The old man held something
in his hand. ‘Take this,’ he said to Ma Liang. ‘It is a magic paintbrush. Use it with care.’
21
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When Ma Liang awoke, he found his
fingers wrapped around a paintbrush. ‘Am I
still dreaming?’ he wondered. Quickly he got
up and painted a bird. The picture flapped its
wings and flew away!
He painted a deer. As soon as he had put
the last spot on the animal’s coat, it brushed
its nose against Ma Liang and then ran into
the woods.
‘It is a magic brush!’ said Ma Liang. He ran
to where his poor friends lived. He painted
toys for the children. He painted cows and
tools for the farmers. He painted bowls full
of food for the hungry.
No good thing can remain a secret forever. Soon, news of Ma Liang and the magic
paintbrush reached the ears of the greedy emperor. ‘Bring me that boy and his brush!’ the
emperor commanded. His soldiers found Ma Liang and brought him back to the palace.
With a scowl, the emperor looked at Ma Liang. ‘Paint me a dragon!’ he yelled. Ma Liang
began to paint. But instead of painting a lucky dragon, he painted a slimy toad that hopped
right onto the emperor’s head!
‘Stupid boy!’ said the emperor. ‘You will regret that!’ He grabbed the magic paintbrush
and ordered his soldiers to throw Ma Liang in jail.
Then the emperor called for his royal painter. ‘Take this brush and paint me a mountain
of gold,’ he commanded. But when the royal painter finished the picture, all the gold
turned into rocks.
‘So,’ said the emperor, ‘this brush will only work for the boy. Bring him to me!’ Ma
Liang was brought to the emperor. ‘If you will paint for me,’ said the emperor, ‘I will give
you gold and silver, fine clothes, a new house, and all the food and drink you want.’
Ma Liang pretended to agree. ‘What do you want me to paint?’ he asked.
‘Paint me a tree that has gold coins for leaves!’ said the emperor with greed in his eyes.
Ma Liang took the magic paintbrush and began to paint. He painted many blue waves,
and soon the emperor saw an ocean before him.
‘That is not what I told you to paint!’ he barked.
But Ma Liang just kept painting. In the ocean he painted an island. And on that island
he painted a tree with gold coins for leaves. ‘Yes, yes, that’s more like it,’ said the emperor.
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‘Now, quickly, paint me a boat so that I can get to the island.’
Ma Liang painted a big sailing boat. The emperor went on board with many of his
highest officials. Ma Liang painted a few lines and a gentle breeze began to blow. The
sailing boat moved slowly toward the island.
‘Faster! Faster!’ shouted the emperor. Ma Liang painted a big curving stroke, and a
strong wind began to blow. ‘That’s enough wind!’ shouted the emperor. But Ma Liang
kept painting. He painted a storm, and the waves got higher and higher, tossing the
boat like a little cork on the water. Then the waves broke the boat to pieces. The emperor
and his officials were washed up on the shore of the island, with no way to get back to
the palace.
And as for Ma Liang, people say that for many years, he went from village to village,
using his magic paintbrush to help the poor wherever he went.

Visit your local library to discover wonderful traditional tales such as
Mary Hoffman’s collection of animal stories from around the world called
A Twist in the Tale (Frances Lincoln). The Emperor’s New Clothes
translated by Naomi Lewis with beautiful illustrations by Angela Barrett
is a treat (Walker), as is Hugh Lupton’s retelling of the Hebridean folktale
Pirican Pic and Pirican Mor (Barefoot).

A Christmas Carol
(Based on the story by Charles Dickens)
Long ago, in the great old City of London, there lived a merchant named Ebenezer Scrooge.
Scrooge was very rich and he was very mean. He loved money and he cared nothing for
people. Money was his only source of happiness and he pitied other people who could be
content with little. He thought them fools. He particularly hated the season of Christmas,
when he saw people made happy by exchanging presents and sharing meals together. It was
all a waste of time to Scrooge. He just wanted to get on with making money.
On a cold, bleak Christmas Eve, when the fog swirled thick in the streets of old London,
Scrooge’s poor clerk, Bob Cratchit, sat keeping his ledgers in the small outer oﬃce, shivering
beside a fire that had only one piece of coal in it.
Scrooge frowned at Bob Cratchit and growled: ‘I suppose you’ll be wanting the whole day
oﬀ tomorrow.’
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‘Yes sir,’ the clerk replied meekly. ‘If it’s convenient.’
‘It’s not convenient,’ said Scrooge. ‘Be here even earlier the next morning!’
‘ank you sir,’ said Bob Cratchit. ‘And a Merry Christmas to you, sir.’
‘Christmas! Bah, humbug!’ grumbled Scrooge as he le the oﬃce.
rough the frost and fog, he made his way home. As he approached his front door, he
stopped and stared. Where he expected to see the door knocker, he saw a face! It was the
face of his old business partner, Jacob Marley. But Marley had been dead now for seven
years. Scrooge blinked his eyes, and the face vanished.
‘Bah, humbug!’ said Scrooge as he walked in. He put on his dressing gown and slippers
and made himself a bowl of thin porridge for his dinner. As he sat eating it, he heard a great
noise. ere was a howling of wind through the house, then a terrible clanking sound of
chains being dragged up the staircase and towards the room he was sitting in. Suddenly, he
saw a man – or the shade of a man – walking through the very door he had closed behind
him. He recognised immediately his partner Jacob Marley – or what was le of him. He
dragged behind him a long chain made of cash-boxes, keys, padlocks and account books.
‘Hear me!’ said the ghost of Jacob
Marley. ‘I wear the chain I forged in life
and I can never rest. I cared only about
money. And you are making your own
chain now, Ebenezer. You care too
much for money, and too little for your
fellow man. You must change, before it
is too late! ere is still a chance for
you to escape my fate. You will be
visited by three spirits before this night
is done.’ en, with a fearful groan, the
ghost vanished.
‘Bah, humbug,’ said Scrooge, and he
went to sleep in his huge and dirty old
four-poster bed, with the curtains
drawn tight around him.
When the clock struck one, a pale
hand drew back the curtain that hung
around Scrooge’s bed. It was the first
spirit. It looked like a child but at the
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same time like an old man. ‘I am the Ghost of Christmas Past,’ said the spirit. en the spirit
took Scrooge’s hand. Together they flew through the air and back into the past. Suddenly
Scrooge found himself in an old school room. All the children had gone home for the
Christmas holidays – all but one. One neglected child sat at his desk. ‘Why, that’s me,’ said
Scrooge. And he sobbed as he recalled his sad, lonely childhood. en the scene changed,
and Scrooge saw himself as a young man, working as a clerk in a warehouse where he was
already showing what a good businessman he was, and how much he knew about making
money. He saw himself again in a small room with a beautiful young lady, who looked sad.
Scrooge recognised her as the love of his life. ey had fallen in love when they were very
young, and promised to marry each other. But she had come to tell him that she knew he
only cared for money now, and not for her at all. She would not hold him to his promise.
Scrooge had a dim sense of being back in his bed again. He felt tired and sad. He heard
the clock striking and saw a bright light shining all around the door to his bedroom. He
went into the next room and he scarcely recognised it as a room in his own house. It was
full of delicious food and hung with beautiful Christmas decorations. Seated on a great heap
of roast turkeys, pies, apples, oranges, cakes and puddings was a large man wearing a loose
robe of green, trimmed with white fur, and a crown of holly.
‘I am the Ghost of Christmas Present,’ said the spirit. ‘Touch my robe!’ Scrooge did so
and found himself moving through the busy city streets on a Christmas morning. He saw
smiling faces and heard people wishing
each other a merry Christmas. As the
spirit took him from house to house,
they could see people enjoying
their Christmas dinners. en they
came to the home of Bob Cratchit,
Scrooge’s clerk.
e Cratchit family was sitting
down to a small turkey and a small
plum pudding. Scrooge felt ashamed
that he paid his clerk so little that he
could not put a bigger meal on the
table for his family on Christmas Day,
but they seemed as happy as if they had
a great feast before them. e happiest
of all was the youngest child, a small,
frail boy called Tiny Tim, who walked
with a crutch.
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Scrooge saw Bob Cratchit li his glass and say: ‘A Merry Christmas to us all, my dears!’
‘And God bless us, everyone,’ said Tiny Tim. Scrooge saw how Bob held his little son
close by his side, as if he feared he might lose him.
‘Spirit,’ said Scrooge, ‘tell me if Tiny Tim will live.’
‘I see an empty seat,’ said the spirit, ‘and a crutch without an owner. If things remain as
they are, the child will die.’
‘Oh, no, kind Spirit!’ said Scrooge. ‘Say he will be spared.’ But the Ghost of Christmas Present
was disappearing before Scrooge’s eyes. And in his place, Scrooge saw a dark, hooded phantom.
‘Am I in the presence of the Ghost of Christmas Yet to Come?’ asked Scrooge.
e spirit did not answer but pointed onward with its hand. Scrooge found himself in a
dark house. On the bed, beneath a sheet, lay something cold, still and lifeless. Scrooge knew
that it was a dead body. He wanted to pull back the sheet and see whose it was, but he didn’t
dare. Scrooge heard people talking outside.
‘When did he die?’ asked a man.
‘Last night,’ said another.
‘It’s likely to be a very cheap funeral,’ said a third, ‘because nobody will come!’ And they
all laughed in a rather cruel way.
e silent spirit spread its dark robe like a wing, and suddenly Scrooge was at Bob
Cratchit’s house. It was quiet. Too quiet. e noisy Cratchit children now sat still as statues
in a corner. Near the wall a crutch leaned against an empty chair. en Scrooge heard Bob
Cratchit’s voice. ‘I am sure that
we shall never forget poor Tiny
Tim,’ he said, and then he began
to weep. ‘Oh, my little, little child!’
Again the spirit waved its
dark robe, and now Scrooge
found himself in a graveyard
choked with weeds. e spirit
stood among the graves and
pointed to one. Scrooge crept
toward the grave. And there he
read upon the stone his own
name, EBENEZER SCROOGE. So
his was the body on the bed!
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‘No, Spirit!’ cried Scrooge. He clutched at the spirit’s robe. ‘I am not the man I was. Please
tell me I may yet change what you have shown me. Tell me that these are the shadows of
things that might be, not the shadows of things that must be.’ e spirit began to pull away
but Scrooge held on tight. ‘Good Spirit,’ he cried, ‘I will honour Christmas in my heart, and
try to keep it all the year!’
Scrooge tried to grasp the spirit’s hand, but suddenly the phantom was gone. Scrooge
found himself sitting in his own bed with his arms around the bedpost. Yes, the bed was his
own, and the room was his own. Best of all, his life was still his own, and there was still time
to make himself a better man. Scrooge ran to the window and called to a boy passing in the
street: ‘What’s today, my fine fellow?’
‘It’s Christmas day, of course!’ said the boy.
‘I haven’t missed it!’ said Scrooge. en he said to the boy: ‘Do you know that big prize
turkey the butcher has in his window?’
‘You mean the one as big as me?’ said the boy.
‘A remarkable boy!’ cried Scrooge. ‘Yes, that’s the one. Run to the shop and tell the butcher
to bring it here so that I can tell him where to deliver it. If you’re back in ten minutes, I’ll
give you a reward.’
Scrooge dressed quickly and hurried into the street. He met the butcher, carrying the
huge turkey that had been in his shop window. ‘I want you to take this to the house of my
clerk, Bob Cratchit,’ said Scrooge. ‘Here is his address,’ he said, writing it on a piece of paper.
‘And as it’s rather a long way to go, you can take a cab at my expense!’
e butcher was astonished, as no one had ever heard Scrooge talk like this. ‘Merry
Christmas!’ Scrooge cried to everyone he met. e sight of people hurrying to and fro in
search of their families and friends on Christmas morning made him so happy that he
seemed to glow. ‘Merry Christmas!’ he said to everyone, and they wished him a Merry
Christmas in return.
e next morning, Scrooge arrived early at his oﬃce, before Bob Cratchit. When Bob
entered, Scrooge tried very hard to put on his old voice and growled, ‘Well, what do you
mean by coming in eighteen-and-a-half minutes late?’
‘I am very sorry, sir,’ said Bob Cratchit.
‘I am not going to stand for that sort of thing any longer!’ barked Scrooge. ‘And therefore,’
he said, as he leaped down from his stool, ‘I am going to raise your salary! A Merry Christmas
to you, Bob Cratchit!’
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From then on, Scrooge helped Bob Cratchit’s family, and became like a second father to
Tiny Tim, who did not die. Ebenezer Scrooge became as good a friend, as good a master,
and as good a man as ever the good old City of London knew. And it was always said of him
that he knew how to keep Christmas as well as anyone alive. May that be truly said of all of
us. And, as Tiny Tim said: ‘God bless us, every one!’

A Christmas Carol was one of the most popular books written by Charles
Dickens, and it has been made into a film many times over. You can watch
DVDs of some of the these films, such as the one with Alastair Sim which
is just called Scrooge (Simply Media) or the one with Patrick Stewart
which is called A Christmas Carol (Boulevard Entertainments). There is
even a musical version with Albert Finney called Scrooge (Paramount
Home Entertainment).

Please Look After This Bear
(From A Bear Called Paddington by Michael Bond)
Mr and Mrs Brown first met Paddington on a railway platform.
In fact, that was how he came to have such an unusual name for a
bear, for Paddington was the name of the station.
The Browns were there to meet their daughter Judy, who was
coming home from school for the holidays. It was a warm summer
day and the station was crowded with people on their way to the
seaside. Trains were humming, loudspeakers blaring, porters rushing
about shouting at one another, and altogether there was so much
noise that Mr Brown, who saw him first, had to tell his wife several
times before she understood.
‘A bear? On Paddington station?’ Mrs Brown looked at her husband in amazement.
‘Don’t be silly, Henry. There can’t be!’
Mr Brown adjusted his glasses. ‘But there is,’ he insisted. ‘I distinctly saw it. Over there –
near the bicycle rack. It was wearing a funny kind of hat.’
Without waiting for a reply he caught hold of his wife’s arm and pushed her through
the crowd, round a trolley laden with chocolate and cups of tea, past a bookstall, and
through a gap in a pile of suitcases towards the Lost Property Office.
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‘There you are,’ he announced triumphantly, pointing towards a dark corner, ‘I told
you so!’
Mrs Brown followed the direction of his arm and dimly made out a small furry object
in the shadows. It seemed to be sitting on some kind of suitcase and around its neck there
was a label with some writing on it. The suitcase was old and battered, and on the side, in
large letters, were the words WANTED ON VOYAGE.
Mrs Brown clutched at her husband. ‘Why, Henry,’ she exclaimed. ‘I believe you were
right after all. It is a bear!’
She peered at it more closely. It seemed a very unusual kind of bear. It was brown in
colour, a rather dirty brown, and it was wearing a most odd-looking hat, with a wide brim,
just as Mr Brown had said. From beneath the brim two large, round eyes stared back at her.
Seeing that something was expected of it, the bear stood up and politely raised its hat,
revealing two black ears. ‘Good afternoon,’ it said, in a small, clear voice.
‘Er… good afternoon,’ replied Mr Brown, doubtfully. There was a moment of silence.
The bear looked at them inquiringly. ‘Can I help you?’
Mr Brown looked rather embarrassed. ‘Well… no. Er… as a matter of fact, we were
wondering if we could help you.’
Mrs Brown bent down. ‘You’re a very small bear,’ she said.
The bear puffed out its chest. ‘I’m a very rare sort of bear,’ he replied importantly. ‘There
aren’t many of us left where I come from.’
‘And where is that?’ asked Mrs Brown.
The bear looked round carefully before replying. ‘Darkest Peru. I’m not really supposed
to be here at all. I’m a stowaway!’
‘A stowaway?’ Mr Brown lowered his voice and looked anxiously over his
shoulder. He almost expected to see a policeman standing behind him
with a notebook and pencil, taking everything down.
‘Yes,’ said the bear. ‘I emigrated, you know.’ A sad expression
came into its eyes. ‘I used to live with my Aunt Lucy in Peru, but she
had to go into a home for retired bears.’
‘You don’t mean to say you’ve come all the way from South America
by yourself?’ exclaimed Mrs Brown.
The bear nodded. ‘Aunt Lucy always said she wanted me to emigrate
when I was old enough. That’s why she taught me to speak English.’
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‘But whatever did you do for food?’ asked Mr Brown. ‘You must be starving.’
Bending down, the bear unlocked the suitcase with a small key, which it also had round
its neck, and brought out an almost empty glass jar. ‘I ate marmalade. And I lived in
a lifeboat.’
‘But what are you going to do now?’ said Mr Brown. ‘You can’t just sit on Paddington
station waiting for something to happen.’
‘Oh, I shall be all right… I expect.’ The bear bent down to do up its case
again. As he did so Mrs Brown caught a glimpse of the writing on
the label. It said, simply, PLEASE LOOK AFTER THIS BEAR.
THANK YOU.
She turned appealingly to her husband. ‘Oh, Henry, what shall we
do? We can’t just leave him here. There’s no knowing what might
happen to him. London’s such a big place when you’ve nowhere
to go. Can’t he come and stay with us for a few days?’
Mr Brown hesitated. ‘But Mary, dear, we can’t take him…
not just like that. After all…’
‘After all, what?’ Mrs Brown’s voice had a firm note to it. She looked down at the bear.
‘He is rather sweet. And he’d be such company for Jonathan and Judy. Even if it’s only
for a little while. They’d never forgive us if they knew you’d left him here.’
‘It all seems highly irregular,’ said Mr Brown, doubtfully. ‘I’m sure there’s a law
about it.’ He bent down. ‘Would you like to come and stay with us?’ he asked. ‘That is,’ he
added hastily, not wishing to offend the bear, ‘if you’ve nothing else planned.’
The bear jumped and his hat nearly fell off with excitement. ‘Oooh, yes please. I should
like that very much. I’ve nowhere to go and everyone seems in such a hurry.’
‘Well, that’s settled then,’ said Mrs Brown, before her husband could change his mind.
‘And you can have marmalade for breakfast every morning, and – ’ she tried hard to think
of something else that bears might like.
‘Every morning?’ The bear looked as if it could hardly believe its ears. ‘I only had it on
special occasions at home. Marmalade’s very expensive in Darkest Peru.’
‘Then you shall have it every morning starting tomorrow,’ continued Mrs Brown. ‘And
honey on Sunday.’
A worried expression came over the bear’s face. ‘Will it cost very much?’ he asked. ‘You
see, I haven’t very much money.’
‘Of course not. We wouldn’t dream of charging you anything. We shall expect you to
be one of the family, shan’t we, Henry?’ Mrs Brown looked at her husband for support.
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‘Of course,’ said Mr Brown. ‘By the way,’ he added, ‘if you are coming home with us
you’d better know our names. This is Mrs Brown and I’m Mr Brown.’
The bear raised its hat politely – twice. ‘I haven’t really got a name,’ he said. ‘Only a
Peruvian one which no one can understand.’
‘Then we’d better give you an English one,’ said Mrs Brown. ‘It’ll make things much
easier.’ She looked round the station for inspiration. ‘It ought to be something special,’
she said thoughtfully. As she spoke an engine standing in one of the platforms gave a loud
wail and the train began to move. ‘I know what!’ she exclaimed. ‘We found you on
Paddington station so we’ll call you Paddington!’
‘Paddington!’ The bear repeated it several times to make sure. ‘It seems a very
long name.’
‘Quite distinguished,’ said Mr Brown. ‘Yes, I like Paddington as a name. Paddington it
shall be.’
This is the beginning of a book called A Bear Called Paddington. The book was such a
success that Michael Bond wrote many more books about the friendly little bear from
Darkest Peru. They have been turned into television programmes and you can watch them
on DVD, as well as reading the books yourself.

How the Camel Got His Hump
by Rudyard Kipling

PARENTS: Like all of Kipling’s humorous Just So Stories, this tale comes alive
when read aloud. Rudyard Kipling drew the illustrations himself.

In the beginning of years, when the world was so new-andall, and the Animals were just beginning to work for Man,
there was a Camel, and he lived in the middle of a Howling
Desert because he did not want to work; and besides, he was
a Howler himself. So he ate sticks and thorns and tamarisks
and milkweed and prickles, most ’scruciating idle; and when
anybody spoke to him he said ‘Humph!’ Just ‘Humph!’ and
no more.
Presently the Horse came to him on Monday morning,
with a saddle on his back and a bit in his mouth, and said:
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‘Camel, O Camel, come out and trot like the rest of us.’
‘Humph!’ said the Camel and the Horse went away and told the Man.
Presently the Dog came to him, with a stick in his mouth, and said: ‘Camel, O Camel,
come and fetch and carry like the rest of us.’
‘Humph!’ said the Camel; and the Dog went away and told the Man.
Presently the Ox came to him with the yoke on his neck and said: ‘Camel, O Camel,
come and plough like the rest of us.’
‘Humph!’ said the Camel; and the Ox went away and told the Man.
At the end of the day the Man called the Horse and the Dog and the Ox together, and
said: ‘Three, O Three, I’m very sorry for you (with the world so new-and-all); but that
Humph-thing in the Desert can’t work, or he would be here by now, so I am going to leave
him alone, and you must work double-time to make up for it.’
That made the Three very angry (with the world so new-and-all), and they held a
palaver and an indaba, and a punchayet and a pow-wow1 on the edge of the Desert; and
the Camel came chewing milkweed most ’scruciating idle, and laughed at them. Then he
said ‘Humph!’ and went away again.
Presently there came along the Djinn [jin]2 in charge of All Deserts, rolling in a cloud
of dust (Djinns always travel that way because it is Magic), and he stopped to palaver and
pow-wow with the Three.
‘Djinn of All Deserts,’ said the Horse, ‘is it right for anyone to be idle, with the world
so new-and-all?’
‘Certainly not,’ said the Djinn.
‘Well,’ said the Horse, ‘there’s a thing in the middle of your Howling Desert (and he’s
a Howler himself) with a long neck and long legs, and he hasn’t done a stroke of work
since Monday morning. He won’t trot.’
‘Whew!’ said the Djinn, whistling, ‘that’s my Camel, for all the gold in Arabia! What
does he say about it?’
‘He says “Humph!”’ said the Dog, ‘and he won’t fetch and carry.’
‘Does he say anything else?’
‘Only “Humph!” and he won’t plough,’ said the Ox.
‘Very good,’ said the Djinn. ‘I’ll “humph” him if you will kindly wait a minute.’

1
2
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The Djinn rolled himself up in his dust cloak, and took a bearing across the desert, and
found the Camel most ’scruciatingly idle, looking at his own reflection in a pool of water.
‘My long and bubbling friend,’ said the Djinn, ‘what’s this I hear of your doing no
work, with the world so new-and-all?’
‘Humph!’ said the Camel.
The Djinn sat down, with his chin in his hand, and began to think a Great Magic, while
the Camel looked at his own reflection in the pool of water.
‘You’ve given the Three extra work ever since Monday morning, all on account of your
’scruciating idleness,’ said the Djinn; and he went on thinking Magics, with his chin in
his hand.
‘Humph!’ said the Camel.
‘I shouldn’t say that again if I were you,’ said the Djinn; ‘you might say it once too often.’
And the Camel said ‘Humph’ again; but no sooner had he said it than he saw his back,
that he was so proud of, puffing up and puffing up with a great big lolloping humph.
‘Do you see that?’ said the Djinn. ‘That’s your own humph that you’ve brought upon
yourself by not working. Today is Thursday, and you’ve done no work since Monday,
when the work began. Now you are going to work.’
‘How can I,’ said the Camel, ‘with this humph on my back?’
‘That’s made a-purpose,’ said the Djinn, ‘all because you missed
those three days. You will be able to work now for three days
without eating, because you can live on your humph; and
don’t you ever say I never did anything for you.
Come out of the Desert and go to the Three, and
behave. Humph yourself!’
And the Camel humphed himself,
humph and all, and went away to
join the Three. And from that day
to this the Camel always wears
a humph (we call it ‘hump’
now, not to hurt his feelings); but
he has never yet caught up with
the three days that he missed
at the beginning of the world,
and he has never yet learned how
to behave.
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Here is the picture of the Djinn
in charge of All Deserts guiding
the Magic with his magic fan.
The camel is eating a twig of
acacia, and he has just finished
saying ‘Humph!’ once too often
(the Djinn told him he would)
and so the Humph is coming.
The long towelly-thing growing
out of the thing like an onion is
the Magic, and you can see the
Humph on its shoulder. The
Humph fits on the flat part of
the Camel’s back. The Camel is
too busy looking at its own
beautiful self in the pool of
water to know what is going to
happen to him.
Underneath the truly picture is a picture of the world-so-new-and-all.
There are two smoky volcanoes in it, some other mountains and some
stones and a lake, as well as a
Noah’s Ark. I couldn’t draw all
the deserts that the Djinn was in
We learned a bit
charge of, so I only drew one,
about deserts in Year 2.
but it is a most deserty desert.

Beauty and the Beast
Once upon a time there lived a very rich merchant with his three daughters. But all at
once the merchant lost his fortune, and nothing remained but a little cottage in the woods,
far from town. He told his daughters they would have to move there and work hard and
live simply. The older daughters complained bitterly, but the youngest daughter, who was
called Beauty, tried to make the best of things.
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One day, many months later, the merchant heard that one of his ships, which he had
thought lost, had landed and was full of many valuable things. As he prepared to make
the long trip to claim his goods, he asked his daughters what he might bring them. The
older two asked for fancy gowns and jewels. But Beauty said: ‘Dear father, please bring
me a rose, for I have not seen one since we came here, and I love them so much.’
When the merchant finally reached his ship, he found that all his goods had been stolen.
So he turned toward home, as poor as when he started his journey.
Not far from home, the snow began to fall and the wind blew so hard it almost knocked
the merchant off his horse. Suddenly he came upon a palace with lights blazing. He found
the door open, so he entered. ‘Hello!’ he called out, but no one answered. He came to a
large dining hall, where there was a warm fire and a little table with a delicious meal just
right for one person. After he had eaten, he looked for someone to thank, but no one
appeared. He came upon a garden, blooming even in the middle of winter. He saw a
beautiful rose bush and remembered Beauty’s wish. He reached out to pluck a single rose.
But just as the stem broke, he heard a loud roar behind him.
The startled merchant turned around to see a terrible creature, half man and half beast.
‘How dare you!’ snarled the Beast.
‘Please forgive me,’ said the frightened man, ‘I only wanted a rose for my youngest
daughter, Beauty. Her two older sisters asked for gowns and jewels, but Beauty longs to
see a rose.’

35

1 UK Year 3 L&L_Core Skills 1 18/06/2014 14:51 Page 36

What Your Year 3 Child Needs to Know

‘I will spare you, on one condition,’ said the Beast. ‘You must send one of your
daughters to live with me here. Otherwise you must return here to die. Go and see if any
of them loves you enough to save your life!’
When the sad father returned home and told what had happened, Beauty did not
hesitate. ‘I will go,’ she said quietly.
‘No, Beauty,’ said her father. ‘I am old, and have only a few years to live. I shall go back
to the Beast.’
‘You shall not return to that castle without me,’ said Beauty. Her father tried to change
her mind, but Beauty was determined.
Beauty and her father returned to the castle. When she first saw the Beast, she could
not help shuddering but she tried to hide her fear. The Beast loaded a trunk filled with
treasure onto Beauty’s father’s horse. As Beauty watched her father ride away, she began
to cry.
‘Beauty,’ said the Beast, ‘things are not
as bad as you think. You have given
yourself for your father’s sake, and your
goodness will be rewarded. Only listen to
me and take this advice: do not be
deceived by appearances. Trust your
heart, not your eyes.’

The princess also learned
the truth of the saying ‘don’t
judge a book by its cover’ when
she encountered the frog prince,
which we read about in Year 2.

As the days passed, Beauty walked in the lovely gardens, where the birds sang to her.
She found a huge library filled with books she wanted to read.
At first the Beast’s looks scared Beauty, but she soon grew used to them. The Beast
treated her with great kindness. Every evening as she sat down to dinner, the Beast came
in to talk with her as she ate. Soon she looked forward to their conversations because the
Beast was kind and clever and could talk about so many things. But when the meal was
over and it was time to say good night, the Beast always turned to her and asked: ‘Beauty,
will you marry me?’ And though she cared for him more every day, Beauty always
answered: ‘No.’
One night, the Beast noticed a worried look on Beauty’s face. ‘Beauty,’ he said, ‘I cannot
bear to see you unhappy. What is the matter?’ She told him that she missed her family,
and that she especially longed to see her father. ‘But Beauty,’ said the Beast, ‘if you leave
me, I fear that I will die of sadness.’
‘Dear Beast,’ said Beauty soly, ‘I do not want to leave you. But I long to see my father.
Only let me go for one month, and I promise to come back and stay for the rest of my life.’
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‘Very well,’ sighed the Beast. ‘But remember your promise. And take this magic ring.
When you want to come back, turn the ring round upon your finger and say: “I wish to
go back to my Beast.”’
When Beauty awoke the next morning, she found herself back in her father’s house –
not the old country cottage, but a fine new house in town bought with the riches the Beast
had given them. Her father hugged her and wept for joy. Soon her sisters came to visit
with their new husbands. They pretended to be happy, but they were not. One sister had
married a very handsome man who was so in love with his own face that he thought of
nothing else. The other sister had married a man who was clever but cruel. He liked to
make fun of people, especially his wife.
Day after day, Beauty enjoyed being with her father and doing whatever she could to
help him. When the time came for her to return to the Beast, she found that she could not
bring herself to say goodbye to her father. Every day she told herself: ‘Today I will go back.’
But every night she put it off again.
Then one night, she dreamed that she was wandering in the garden around the Beast’s
castle, when suddenly she heard painful groans. She looked down and saw the Beast lying
on the ground. He seemed to be dying.
Beauty awoke with a start. ‘Oh, how could I do this to my poor Beast?’ she cried. ‘Is it
his fault he is ugly? Why did I refuse to marry him? I would be happier with him than my
sisters are with their husbands. The Beast is honest and good, and that matters more than
anything else.’
She turned the ring round on her finger and said firmly, ‘I wish to go back to my Beast.’
In an instant, she found herself at the castle. She ran through the rooms, calling aloud for
the Beast. There was no answer. Then she remembered her dream. She ran to the garden,
and there she found the Beast stretched on the ground.
‘Oh, he is dead, and it is all my fault!’ she cried. She fell to the ground and took him in
her arms. As the Beast slowly opened his eyes, Beauty cried: ‘Oh, Beast, how you frightened
me! I never knew how much I loved you until now, when I feared it was too late.’
In a faint voice the Beast said: ‘Beauty, I was dying because I thought you had forgotten
your promise. But you have come back. Can you really love such an ugly creature as I am?’
‘Yes,’ said Beauty.
Then once again the Beast asked: ‘Beauty, will you marry me?’
She answered: ‘Yes, dear Beast.’
As she spoke, a blaze of light flashed around her. Beauty gasped and covered her eyes.
When she opened them again, she no longer saw the Beast. But there, lying at her feet,
was a handsome prince.
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‘What has happened to my Beast?’ she asked.
‘I was the Beast,’ said the prince. ‘A wicked fairy put a spell on me
and changed me into a monster until a maiden would agree to marry
me. You are the only one with goodness
enough to see past my horrible
appearance and into my heart.’
Beauty gave the young prince her
hand to help him rise. Side by side
they walked into the castle. And
the very next day, with Beauty’s
father looking on, they were
married. And they lived happily
ever after.

The Tongue-Cut Sparrow
(A folktale from Japan)
Long, long ago in Japan, there lived an old
man and his wife. The old man was good,
kind and hard-working, but his wife was
cross, mean and bad-tempered. They had no
children, so the old man kept a tiny sparrow
as a pet. Every day when he came home from
working in the woods, he loved to pet the
little bird, talk to her and feed her food from
his own plate. The sparrow’s sweet singing
brought happiness into the old man’s life.
But his wife did not like the sparrow. She
complained that her husband paid too much
attention to a silly bird. One morning, the old
man went away to cut wood and his wife
prepared to wash clothes. On this day, she
had made some starch for the washing,
which she set out in a wooden bowl. While
her back was turned, the sparrow hopped
down on the edge of the bowl and pecked at
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some of the starch. When the old woman saw the sparrow, she became so angry that she
grabbed a pair of scissors and cut off the sparrow’s tongue. ‘Go away, you greedy thing!’
she shrieked, and the poor bird flew away to the woods.
When the old man returned home and heard what had happened, he felt very sad for
his pet. The next morning, he went to the woods to look for the sparrow. Everywhere he
went he cried: ‘O sparrow, little sparrow! Where are you, my friend?’
The woods grew thick and dark, and the old man began to worry that he might never
see the sparrow again. With little hope he called out: ‘Little sparrow, please come home!’
And just then he heard the fluttering of the sparrow’s wings. And, to his great surprise,
he heard the sparrow speak.
‘Old man,’ said the sparrow, ‘you have been very kind to me. Now I wish to show you
kindness in return.’ She led the old man to a pretty little house with a bamboo garden and
a tiny waterfall. ‘Come in and meet my family,’ said the sparrow.
The old man bowed, removed his shoes and entered the sparrow’s house. Inside, many
sparrows were singing sweet songs. They served the old man a delicious meal, with rice
cakes, sweet candies and plenty of hot tea. Then they did a wonderful dance that brought

39

1 UK Year 3 L&L_Core Skills 1 18/06/2014 14:51 Page 40

What Your Year 3 Child Needs to Know

joy to his heart. ‘This has been a magical day for me,’ said the old man, ‘and I thank you
for your kindness. But I see that the sun is setting. Forgive me, but I must return home
before my wife starts to worry.’
‘Before you go,’ said the sparrow, ‘please accept a gift.’ She placed two baskets before
the old man. One was big and heavy, while the other was small and light. ‘Please choose
one of these,’ said the sparrow, ‘and do not open the basket until you reach home.’
The old man was not greedy, so he chose the small basket. With many thanks and
goodbyes, he left the sparrow’s house and returned home.
When the old man arrived at his home, he told his wife all that had happened. Then
they opened the small basket. It spilled over with jewels, gold and silver coins and other
treasures.
e old man was delighted, but his wife cried, ‘You fool! Why didn’t you take the big
basket?’ en, without another word, she hurried into the woods to find the sparrow’s home.
When she at last arrived at the sparrow’s house, she called out, ‘Sparrow! Let me in!’
Of course the polite sparrow invited her into the house and served her some hot tea. She
took one sip and then said: ‘Enough of this. I am ready to leave.’ The sparrow again
brought out two baskets, one big and one small. ‘Please choose one,’ said the sparrow,
‘and do not open it until you return home.’ The old woman grabbed the big basket and
ran out of the door.
‘Good gracious,’ she cried, ‘this basket is so heavy!’ She sat down to rest. She looked at
the basket. ‘Why should I wait to get home?’ she said. ‘One little peek won’t hurt.’
She opened the basket. Instead of gold and silver, it was filled with toads that leaped into
her hair, snakes that slithered around her arms and legs, and wasps that stung her all over.
The old woman screamed and ran as fast as she could. When she reached home, she
fell into the old man’s arms. He took care of her, and when she got better, she said to him:
‘I was too greedy, and I am sorry that I hurt the sparrow.’
From that day forward, the old woman helped the old man feed any birds that came to
their house, and their home was always filled with sweet songs.

The Story of the Seventh Daughter
(A folktale from Bengal)
Once upon a time there lived a certain merchant who had seven daughters. One day the
merchant put to his daughters the question: ‘By whose fortune do you get your living?’
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The eldest daughter answered: ‘Papa, I get my living by your fortune.’ The same answer
was given by the second daughter, the third, the fourth, the fifth and the sixth; but his
youngest daughter said:
‘I get my living by my own fortune.’
The merchant got very angry with the youngest daughter, and said to her:
‘As you are so ungrateful as to say that you get your living by your own fortune, let me see
how you fare alone. is very day you shall leave my house without a penny in your pocket.’
He immediately called his chairmen and ordered them to take away the girl in a sedan
chair and leave her in the middle of a forest. The girl begged to be allowed to take her
work-box containing her needles and threads, and she was allowed to do so. She then got
into the sedan chair which the bearers lied onto their shoulders. e bearers had not gone
many hundred yards when an old woman bawled out to them and told them to stop. This
old woman had been the nurse of the seventh daughter, and she loved her like a mother.
‘Where are you taking away my beloved child?’ she asked. The chairmen replied:
‘The merchant has ordered us to take her away and leave her in the midst of a forest,
and we are going to do his bidding.’
‘I must go with her,’ said the old woman. So she was put inside the sedan chair along
with the seventh daughter. In the afternoon the chairmen reached a dense forest. They
went far into it and towards sunset they put down the girl and the old woman at the foot
of a large tree, then ran home as fast as their feet would carry them.
The situation of the merchant’s youngest daughter was truly pitiable. She was scarcely
14 years old; she had been bred in the lap of luxury; and she was now here at sundown in
the heart of what seemed to be an endless forest, with not a penny in her pocket and with
no other protection than what could be given to her by a weak old woman. The very trees
of the forest looked upon her with pity. The gigantic tree, at whose foot she was mingling
her tears with those of the old woman, said to her (for trees could speak in those days):
‘Unhappy girl! I much pity you. In a short time the wild beasts of the forest will come
out of their lairs and roam about for their prey; they are sure to devour you and your
companion. But I can help you. I will make an opening for you in my trunk. Go into it. I
will then close it up and you will remain safe inside so the wild beasts cannot touch you.’
In an instant, the trunk of the tree was split into two. The merchant’s daughter and
the old woman went inside the hollow, whereupon the tree resumed its natural shape.
When the shades of night darkened, the wild beasts of the forest came out of their lairs.
The fierce tiger was there; the wild bear was there; the hard-skinned rhinoceros was there;
the sly fox was there; the angry birds were there; and the horned buffalo was there.
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They all growled round about the tree, for they could smell the scent of human blood.
The merchant’s daughter and the old woman heard from within the tree the growling of
the beasts. The beasts came dashing against the tree. They broke its branches, they pierced
its trunk with their horns, they scratched its bark with their claws, but in vain. The
merchant’s daughter and her old nurse were safe within. Towards dawn the wild beasts
went away. After sunrise the good tree said to her two inmates:
‘Unhappy women, the wild beasts have gone into their lairs after greatly tormenting
me. The sun is up; you can now come out.’
The tree split itself into two, and the merchant’s daughter and the old woman came
out. They saw the extent of the damage done by the wild beasts to the tree. Many of its
branches had been broken down; in many places the trunk had been pierced; and in other
places the bark had been stripped off. The merchant’s daughter said to the tree:
‘Good mother, you are truly good to give us shelter at such a fearful cost. You must be
in great pain from the torture to which the wild beasts subjected you last night.’
So saying she went to a pool that was near the tree, and scooped up some handfuls of
mud to smear on the trunk of the tree, especially those parts that had been pierced and
scratched. After she had done this, the tree said:
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‘Thank you, my good girl, I am now greatly relieved of my pain. I am, however,
concerned not so much about myself as about you both. You must be hungry, not having
eaten during the whole of yesterday. And what can I give you? I have no fruit of my own.
Give to the old woman whatever money you have, and let her go into the city nearby and
buy some food.’
The merchant’s daughter said they had no money, but she searched her work-box and
found five shells. The tree then told the old woman to go to the city with the shells and
buy some rice crackers. The old woman went to the city, which was not far, and said to
one shopkeeper:
‘Please give me five shells’ worth of rice crackers.’
The shopkeeper laughed at her and said:
‘Be off, you old hag, do you think rice crackers can be had for five shells?’
She tried another shop and the shopkeeper, thinking the old woman to be in great
distress, compassionately gave her a large quantity of rice crackers for the five shells. When
the old woman returned with the rice crackers, the tree said to the merchant’s daughter:
‘Each of you must eat a few of the rice crackers, save half of them and scatter the rest
on the banks of pool.’
They did as they were bidden, though they did not understand the reason why they
were told to scatter the rice crackers on the banks of the pool. They spent the day bewailing
their fate and, at night, they were housed inside the trunk of the tree as on the previous
night. The wild beasts came as before, further mutilated the tree and tortured it as in the
preceding night. However, during the night another scene was being acted out on the edge
of the pool, but the two women only saw the outcome of this scene on the following
morning when they emerged from the tree. Hundreds of peacocks with gorgeous feathers
had come to the banks of the pool to eat the rice crackers that had been scattered there.
As they competed against each other for the tempting food, many of their beautiful
feathers had fallen off their bodies. The tree told the two women to gather the feathers
together, and the merchant’s daughter used them to make a beautiful fan. This fan was
taken into the palace in the city, where the son of the king admired it greatly and paid a
large sum of money for it. As each morning a quantity of feathers was collected, every day
one fan was made and sold. In a short time, the two women became rich and the tree then
advised them to employ men to build them a house where they could live. Accordingly,
bricks were made, trees were cut down for beams and rafters, lime was mixed and, in a
few months, a stately, palace-like house was built for the merchant’s daughter and her old
nurse. It was thought advisable to lay out the adjoining grounds as a garden and to dig a
lake to supply them with water.
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In the meantime, the merchant himself, with his wife and six remaining daughters, had
been frowned upon by the goddess of wealth. By a sudden stroke of misfortune, he lost
all his money. His house and his goods were sold, and he, his wife and six daughters were
turned adrift penniless into the world. It so happened that they lived in a village not far
from the place where everyone was talking about the strange lady who was building a
palace and digging a lake. As the once-rich merchant was now supporting his family by
the pittance which he obtained every day for his manual labour, he thought of working as
a day labourer to dig the lake of the strange lady on the edge of the forest.
His wife said she would also go to dig the lake with him. One day the strange lady was
amusing herself by looking from the balcony of her palace at the labourers digging her
lake when, to her utter surprise, she saw her father and mother coming towards the palace,
apparently to engage themselves as day labourers.
Tears ran down her cheeks as she looked at them, for they were clothed
in rags. She immediately sent servants to bring them inside the
house. The poor man and woman were frightened beyond
measure. Why would such a rich lady want to talk to
labourers like themselves? They feared they were in
trouble. Their fears increased when they were given fine
clothes to put on. They could not understand what was
happening. Once they saw the strange lady of the palace,
however, their fears were dispelled; they hugged and
wept when they saw their seventh daughter.
The rich daughter related her adventures
and the father said she had been right
when she said that she lived upon her
own fortune and not on that of her
father. She gave her father a large
fortune which enabled him to
go to the city in which he
formerly lived and set himself up
again as a merchant.
This is not the end of the story! The merchant’s daughter marries a handsome prince called
Prince Sobur, but her jealous sisters poison him. Two magical birds reveal to the merchant’s
daughter the cure for the poison, then carry her on their backs to his palace where she heals
him. The Prince forgives his wicked sisters-in-law and lives happily with his Princess for
ever afterwards. You can also read other Bengali tales in Folk Tales of West Bengal by
Swapna Dutta (Children’s Book Trust).
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Peter Pan By J.M. Barrie
PARENTS: The character of Peter Pan, the boy who wouldn’t grow up, was created
by J.M. Barrie in the early 1900s. In 1904, Barrie wrote the famous play with
Captain Hook, the pirates and the fairy Tinker Bell. For many years it was
performed every Christmas. Barrie donated what he earned from the play to the
Great Ormond Street Children’s Hospital and, by a special act of parliament, it has
been made perpetual. Children today are more likely to know the story from the
Walt Disney film or from other film versions like Hook or Finding Neverland. Here
we present the opening episodes, in which we meet the Darling family, their dog
Nana and Peter Pan.

All children, except one, grow up. This is the
story of that one…
Mr and Mrs Darling lived at Number 14 with
their three children, Wendy, John and Michael.
Mrs Darling loved to have everything just so,
and Mr Darling had a passion for being exactly
like his neighbours; so, of course, they had a nurse.
However, this nurse was a Newfoundland dog
called Nana. She escorted the children to school
each day, walking by their side when they were
well behaved, and butting them back into line if
they strayed. ere never was a simpler, happier
family until the coming of Peter Pan.
He came from a wonderful place called the
Neverland. Wendy told her mother that Peter
Pan sat at the foot of her bed and played music
on his pipes to her. Mrs Darling thought she must
have been dreaming. Then one evening she saw
him with her own eyes.
It was Nana’s evening out, and Mrs Darling sat
in the nursery putting the children to bed. Soon
she fell asleep. The window blew open, and a boy
dropped onto the floor. With him was a strange
light that darted about the room.
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Mrs Darling awoke and knew at once that the boy must be Peter Pan. She screamed,
and at that moment Nana rushed in. She growled and sprang at the boy, who leapt lightly
through the window. Poor Mrs Darling thought he must have been killed, for the window
was three floors up. She looked for his body, but it was not there. She only saw what she
thought was a shooting star in the black night sky. Then she saw that Nana had the boy’s
shadow in her mouth. When he had leapt out of the window, Nana had closed it quickly
and it snapped the shadow off. Mrs Darling rolled it up and put it carefully in a drawer.
On Friday night a week later, Mr and Mrs Darling were getting ready to go out to a
dinner party when Nana came in with Michael’s bottle of medicine in her mouth. But he
was naughty and refused to take it.
‘Won’t, won’t,’ he cried.
Mr Darling said he must be brave, and he offered to take a spoonful of his medicine,
which was much nastier. But he only pretended to take it, and poured it into Nana’s bowl.
It looked like milk, and Nana began to lap it up. She knew at once that he had played a
trick on her, and she gave him a sad look and crept into her kennel in the nursery.
e children were very upset. Mr Darling was ashamed at himself and furious with Nana.
‘The proper place for you is the yard,’ he said. He dragged Nana out, and tied her up in
the backyard. So there was no Nana in the nursery that night to take care of the children
after Mr and Mrs Darling had gone out.
Almost as soon as they had gone, the three nightlights in the nursery went out. Then
another light appeared in the room, a thousand times brighter. When it came to rest for
a second you could see it was a fairy: Tinker Bell. And Peter Pan was with her. Tinker Bell
flashed about the room looking for Peter’s shadow.
‘Tinker Bell,’ he called softly. ‘Where is it?’
A tinkle of golden bells answered him.
It was the fairy language, which children
cannot understand. Tinker Bell told Peter that
his shadow was in the chest of drawers. Peter
jumped at it and pulled out his shadow, but he
shut Tinker Bell in the drawer by mistake!
Then Peter tried to stick his shadow on,
but it wouldn’t stick. He tried and tried but
everything failed. Peter sat on the floor and
cried. His sobs woke Wendy and she sat up
in bed.
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‘What is your name?’ she asked, although she was quite sure she knew already.
‘Peter Pan.’
‘Where do you live?’
‘Second star to the right,’ said Peter, ‘and then straight on till morning.’
‘What a funny address!’ said Wendy.
‘No it isn’t,’ said Peter, but for the first time he felt that perhaps it was a funny address.
‘I mean,’ said Wendy politely, ‘is that what they put on the letters?’
‘Don’t get any letters,’ said Peter.
‘But your mother gets letters?’
‘Don’t have a mother,’ he said. Wendy felt sorry for him.
‘Oh, Peter, no wonder you were crying,’ she said.
‘I wasn’t crying about mothers,’ said Peter. ‘I was crying because I can’t get my shadow
to stick on. Besides, I wasn’t crying.’
Wendy knew at once what to do, and she began to sew the shadow to his foot. Peter
jumped about happily, quite forgetting what Wendy had done for him. He thought he had
sewn on the shadow himself.
‘How clever I am,’ he boasted. In fact, there never was a cockier boy than Peter.
Wendy was cross with him. He said he was sorry. Then he said, ‘Wendy, one girl is more
use than 20 boys.’
‘Do you really think so, Peter?’ asked Wendy.
‘Yes, I do.’
Wendy asked Peter how old he was. ‘I don’t know,’ he replied uneasily, ‘but I am quite
young. I ran away the day I was born because I heard father and mother talking about
what I was to be when I grew up. I don’t ever want to grow up. I always want to be a little
boy and have fun. So I ran away to Kensington Gardens and lived amongst the fairies.’
He told Wendy about the beginning of fairies.
‘You see, when the first baby laughed for the first time, its laugh broke into a thousand pieces,
and they all went skipping about, and that was the beginning of fairies. ere ought to be one
fairy for every boy and girl, but children know such a lot now and they soon don’t believe in
fairies. Every time a child says “I don’t believe in fairies”, a fairy somewhere falls down dead.’
It struck him that Tinker Bell was keeping very quiet. ‘I can’t think of where she has
gone to. You can’t hear her, can you?’ he said, and they both listened.
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‘The only sound I hear is something like a tinkle of bells. I think it’s in the chest of
drawers,’ said Wendy. She was excited to think that there was a fairy in the room.
Peter let poor Tink out of the drawer, and she flew out screaming with fury.
‘Oh Peter,’ Wendy cried, ‘if only she would stay still and let me see her!’ At that
moment, Tinker Bell came to rest on the cuckoo clock. ‘Oh how lovely!’ said Wendy. ‘But
what is she saying, Peter?’
Peter had to translate: ‘She is not very polite. She says you are a great ugly girl.’
Peter and Wendy sat together in the armchair now, and he told her that he lived with
the Lost Boys who have fallen out of their perambulators when their nurses were looking
the other way. Peter said: ‘If they are not claimed in seven days they are sent to Neverland.
I am their captain!’
‘What fun it must be!’ said Wendy.
‘Yes,’ said Peter, ‘but we are rather lonely because there are no girls. Girls, you know,
are much too clever to fall out of their prams.’
Wendy asked Peter why he had been visiting the nursery, and he said it was to listen to
stories, because the Lost Boys don’t know any stories. ‘Oh Wendy, I heard your mother
telling you such a lovely story – about the prince who couldn’t find the lady who wore the
glass slipper.’
‘That was Cinderella,’ said Wendy, ‘but there are so many wonderful
stories. I know lots of them.’
Peter began to draw her towards the
window, begging her to go with him and
tell stories to the Lost Boys. ‘I’ll teach you
how to fly,’ he said. ‘And, Wendy, there
are mermaids, with such long tails.’

Like Peter, did you like
hearing the story of
Cinderella? We read it in Year 1.

Wendy ran up to John and Michael and said: ‘Wake up! Peter Pan has come and he is
to teach us to fly.’
In the yard, Nana was barking furiously because she knew that something was wrong
in the nursery. She eventually broke free from her chain and ran off to fetch Mr and Mrs
Darling, who knew at once that something was happening in their nursery. By the time
they arrived, ten minutes had passed, and Peter Pan can do a great deal in ten minutes.
Peter Pan had shown the children how to fly. It looked very easy and they tried it, but they
always went down instead of up. No one can fly unless fairy dust has been blown on him
or her. Fortunately, Peter’s hands were messy with it, and he blew some on Wendy, John
and Michael.
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Peter directed the children: ‘Now just wiggle your shoulders this way, and let’s go.’
Up and down they went, round and round, flying through the room. ‘I say,’ cried John.
‘Why shouldn’t we all go out?’
Of course Peter had been luring them to do this all the time, but Wendy hesitated.
‘Mermaids!’ said Peter again. ‘And there are pirates.’
‘Pirates!’ cried John. ‘Let’s go at once.’ And so Peter Pan led Wendy, John and
Michael through the bedroom window to the second star on the right, then straight on
until morning.

Tall Tales
Britain is an old country with a long and rich history. So many amazing things have
happened, and so many great men and women have lived there, that its history is one of
the things that most interests people about Britain. Before the Romans arrived, history
wasn’t written down at all. Even after that, for hundreds of years only a few people were
rich enough to own books. So how did people learn about their country’s history in those
days? They told stories. Storytellers were popular people, always welcome at fairs and in
great people’s houses. The more amazing their stories, the bigger their audiences – and
the more they got paid. So perhaps it’s not surprising that some of the stories became
more like fairy stories than real history. In spite of that, these stories, which we call Tall
Tales, still tell us a lot about Britain and its people. For example, there really was a man
called Richard Whittington who became Lord Mayor of London three times, but he didn’t
really owe it to his cat! In Year 1 we read about St George, the patron saint of England,
and about King Arthur and Merlin. Here we learn more about Arthur, and other stories
that have become part of our history, even if they didn’t happen exactly like this.
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Albion and Brutus
(Adapted from Our Island Story by Henrietta Marshall)
Once upon a time there was a giant called Neptune. When he was still a boy, Neptune
loved the sea. All day long he played in it, swimming, diving and laughing gleefully as the
waves dashed over him.
As he grew older he came to know and
love the sea so well that the sea and the
waves loved him, too, and acknowledged
him to be their king. At last, people said
he was not only king of the waves but god
of the sea.

Neptune was the ancient
Roman name for the god
the ancient Greeks called
Poseidon. Learn more on page 66.

Neptune had a beautiful wife who bore him many sons. As each son became old enough
to rule a kingdom, Neptune made him king over an island. Neptune’s fourth son was
called Albion. When it came to his turn to receive a kingdom, a great council was called
to decide upon an island for him.
Now Neptune loved Albion more than any of his other children. This made it very
difficult to choose which island should be his. The mermaids and mermen, as the
wonderful people who live in the sea are called, came from all parts of the world with news
of beautiful islands. But after hearing about them, Neptune would shake his head and say:
‘No, that is not good enough for Albion.’
At last a little mermaid swam into the pink and white coral cave in which the council
was held. ‘O Father Neptune,’ she said, ‘let Albion come to my island. It is a beautiful little
island. It lies like a gem in the bluest of waters. There the trees and the grass are green,
the cliffs are white and the sands are golden. There the sun shines and the birds sing. It is
a land of beauty. Let Albion come to my island.’
‘Where is this island?’ asked Neptune.
‘Oh, come, and I will show it to you,’ replied the mermaid. Then she swam away and
Neptune followed, with all the mermaids and mermen. They swam and swam until they
came to the little green island with the white cliffs and yellow sands.
As soon as it came in sight, Neptune raised himself on a big wave, and when he saw the
little island lying before him like a beautiful gem in the blue water, just as the mermaid
had said, he cried out in joy: ‘This is the island of my love. Albion shall rule it and Albion
it shall be called.’
So Albion took possession of the little island and called it by his own name. For seven
years Albion reigned over his little island. At the end of that time he was killed in a fight
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with the hero Hercules. This was a great grief to Neptune. But because of the love he bore
to his son Albion, he continued to love and watch over the little green island which was
called by his son’s name.
For many years after the death of Albion, the little island had no ruler. At last, one day
there came sailing from the far-off city of Troy a prince called Brutus. Seeing the fair island
with white cliffs and golden sands, he landed with all his mighty men of war. He made
himself king, not only over Albion, but over all the islands which lay around. He called
them the kingdom of Britain or Britannia after his own name, Brutus, and Albion he called
Great Britain because it was the largest of the islands.
Although, after this, the little island was no longer called Albion, Neptune still loved it.
When he grew old and had no more strength to rule, he gave his sceptre to the islands
called Britannia, and that is why the people there built a navy with many great ships to
sail upon the waters of Neptune’s seas. They wrote a song about this called ‘Rule Britannia’
which says that ‘Britannia rules the waves’.

‘Rule Britannia’ is a patriotic song. Learn more about
other patriotic songs starting on page 202.
This is a story of many thousand years ago. Some people think it is only a fairy tale. But
however that may be, the little island is still sometimes called Albion, although it is nearly
always called Britain.
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King Arthur and the Knights of the Round Table
Of all the kings who have ruled over Britain, none was wiser or braver or kinder than King
Arthur. He became king when he was only 15 years old. The old King Uther Pendragon
had died and the nobles fell to fighting amongst themselves as each man tried to have
himself crowned king in Uther’s place. Then the wise man Merlin brought before them
all a boy who had been born son to Uther Pendragon, and of whom it had been prophesied
that he would be the greatest king ever to reign in Britain. Merlin had taken the child away
soon after his birth to keep him safe from harm, and Arthur had been brought up by fairies
in the land of Avalon.
The nobles refused to believe that this young boy could really be their king, so Merlin
proved it by a wonderful test of strength. A sword appeared, deeply embedded in a huge
stone, outside the great door of the cathedral. Its hilt glittered with brilliant jewels. Written
on the stone were these words: ‘Whoever can draw me from this stone is the rightful king
of Britain.’
The nobles used all their strength to draw it out,
but no one was strong enough. Then Arthur gave
it the gentlest pull and drew it back out of the
stone. All who saw it were amazed, and declared
that Arthur must be the true king.

We read about
King Arthur and
the sword in the
stone in Year 1.

Arthur was not only brave and strong, he was kind and gentle. He taught his knights
that they must use their strength to right wrongs and to protect the weak. When he
discovered that his knights were
arguing about which of them was the
most important, and who should
sit in the best places at the
table, he told them that they
must treat their fellow knights
as brothers. He had a great
Round Table made, so that
no one should sit in a better
place than anyone else.
The knights were joined
together by the fellowship
of the Round Table,
and they lived at King
Arthur’s court in Camelot.
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Arthur married the Lady Guinevere, the beautiful daughter of another king, and when
she came to live at Camelot all of the knights placed themselves at her service. They
honoured Guinevere and promised to devote themselves to deeds of chivalry in her name.
Arthur led his knights in battle against the
invading Saxons. The Saxons were great
warriors, and had already defeated the native
Read more about this
time in British history
Britons in many parts of the country, but
in the Year 2 book
Arthur was the first leader who could hold
them back. Arthur fought with a great sword
called Excalibur. This is the strange tale of how he came to possess it.
The battles which Arthur was fighting against the Saxons were so fierce that Merlin
was afraid Arthur might lose. He therefore took Arthur to the edge of a great lake and, in
the middle of the lake, a hand rose out of the water, grasping a mighty sword. Then Arthur
saw a beautiful lady coming towards him in a boat. He asked Merlin who she could be.
‘That is the Lady of the Lake,’ replied Merlin. ‘Speak gently to her, and she will give you
her sword.’
The boat approached the land and the Lady of the Lake
greeted Arthur.
‘Lady,’ said Arthur, ‘what mighty
sword is that which the arm is
holding aloft out of the water?’
‘That is my sword,’ replied the
Lady of the Lake, ‘and I will give it
to you, Arthur, if you will promise
me to use it to fight for the right
and to defend the weak.’
‘Gladly, my lady,’ said the King, and he got into the boat and sailed to the middle
of the lake. The mysterious hand gave him the sword, then sank beneath the water.
The sword had its name – Excalibur – engraved on the shining steel of its blade, and
Arthur would wield it in many battles to come.

* * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * *
e bravest of all the knights of the Round Table was Sir Lancelot of the Lake. He was called
that because, although he was the son of a king, he had been stolen away at birth and le
beside a lake. e Lady of the Lake had found him there and brought him up as her own.
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Sir Lancelot was the greatest of all the knights, not only in courage but in kindness and
courtesy. Lancelot had never been defeated in combat. On horse or on foot, he was the
champion. He served the weak and defenceless, and no lady in distress would be in need
of a champion if Sir Lancelot were near. When Arthur brought Queen Guinevere to
Camelot, all the knights pledged themselves to her service, but none was more devoted to
the Queen than Lancelot. He did many mighty deeds and defeated many terrible foes, all
in the name of the Lady Guinevere.
One night Lancelot was staying in a castle where an elderly couple had given him
shelter. After dinner, Lancelot put his armour and his sword beside him and soon fell
asleep in his room at the top of a tower.
During the night a violent knocking on the gate below woke him. He ran to the
window and, by the light of the moon, he saw a knight being chased by three other knights.
Lancelot put on his armour, tied his bedsheets to the window, and slid down to the ground.
He strode right into the midst of the fighting knights where, to his surprise, he saw from
the shield of the knight who was being attacked that he was Sir Kay, King Arthur’s steward.
Lancelot drew his sword and with seven mighty blows he felled the three attackers to
the ground.
‘Sir Knight,’ they said, ‘we yield to you as a champion of unmatched strength.’
He answered: ‘I will not accept your yielding to me. You must yield to this knight or
else I will kill you.’
‘Fair knight, we cannot do that, because we would have beaten that knight if you had
not come,’ the three knights said.
‘You can choose if you wish to live or die,’ replied Sir Lancelot, ‘but if you yield, it must
be to that knight.’
So the three knights yielded to Sir Kay, and Sir Lancelot ordered them to go to the court
at Camelot and beg the Queen for mercy, saying that Sir Kay sent them there as her prisoners.
Over the years Lancelot sent many a defeated knight to Camelot, commanding each to
bow down before Guinevere. Eventually, however, the feelings of Sir Lancelot and Queen
Guinevere for each other became too strong, and Lancelot and Arthur, who had been best
friends, became enemies. e knights of the Round Table were divided, with some
supporting Lancelot and some supporting Arthur. So the fellowship of the Round Table was
broken, and the glorious chivalry of King Arthur’s court became a thing of memory only.
The kingdom descended into fighting and chaos, and Arthur was killed on the
battlefield. However, his body was never found, and there are those who say that he sleeps
with the fairies in Avalon, waiting until his country needs him again.
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Robin Hood and his Merry Men
(Adapted and abridged from Stories of Robin Hood
Told to the Children by Henrietta Marshall)
Very many years ago there ruled over England a king who was called ‘Richard Coeur de
Lion’. Coeur de Lion is French and means lion-hearted. It seems strange that an English
king should have a French name. But more than a hundred years before this king reigned,
a French duke named William came to England, defeated the English in a great battle at
Hastings, and declared himself king of England.
Duke William, also known as William the
We read about
Conqueror, brought with him a great many
William the Conqueror
Frenchmen, or Normans as they were called
and the Battle of
from the name of the part of France over
Hastings in Year 2.
which this duke ruled. These Normans came
with Duke William to help him fight because
he promised to give them money and lands as a reward. Now Duke William had neither
a great deal of money nor much land of his own. So when he had beaten the English, or
Saxons as they were called in those days, he stole lands and houses from the Saxon nobles
and gave them to the Normans. Many Saxon nobles themselves had to become the servants
of these Normans. Thus it came about that two races lived in England, each speaking their
own language and each hating the other.
Richard Coeur de Lion was a Norman who was a brave and
noble man. He was ever ready to help the weak against the strong
and, had he stayed in England after he became king, he might
have done much good. But Richard did not stay in England. He
went far over the seas to fight in a war which was known as a
Crusade with armies from many other countries. Before he went
away, he called two bishops whom he thought were good and
wise men and said to them: ‘Take care of England while I
am gone. Rule my people wisely and well, and I will reward
you when I return.’ The bishops promised to do as he asked.
Then Richard said farewell and sailed away.
You can see a
statue of Richard
Coeur de Lion
outside the Houses
of Parliament.

You can read more about the Crusades
on page 165.
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Now King Richard had a brother who was called Prince John. Prince John was quite
different from King Richard in every way. He was not at all a nice man. He was jealous of
Richard because he was king, and angry because he himself had not been chosen to rule
while Richard was away. As soon as his brother had gone, John went to the bishops and
said: ‘You must let me rule while the King is away.’ Deep down in his wicked heart, John
meant to make himself king and never let Richard come back.
A very sad time now began for the Saxons. John tried to please the Normans, because
he hoped they would help to make him king, so he took land from the Saxons and gave it
to the Normans. Many Saxons became homeless beggars and lived a wild life in the forests
which covered a great part of England at this time. Among the few Saxon nobles who still
remained, there was one called Robert, Earl of Huntingdon. He had one son, also called
Robert but known as Robin. Robin was a favourite with everyone. Tall, strong, handsome
and full of fun, he kept his father’s house bright with songs and laughter. He was brave
and fearless too, and there was no better archer in the countryside who could reach his
target with a bow and arrow. And with it all he was gentle and tender, never hurting the
weak nor scorning the poor.
But Robert of Huntingdon was robbed of all his land and goods by Prince John’s men,
who burnt down his house and killed him and all of his followers. Only Robin was left
alive, and he had to run for his life. He ran until he reached the forest, then he kept
running, plunging deeper and deeper under the shadow of the trees. At last he threw
himself down beneath a great oak, burying his face in the cool, green grass under it. Robin
loved the forest. He felt as if it were a tender mother who opened her wide arms to him.
The bitterness and anger melted out of his heart until only sorrow was left. In the dim
evening light, Robin knelt bareheaded on the green grass to say his prayers:
‘I swear to honour God and the King; to help the weak and fight the strong; to take
from the rich and give to the poor; so God will help me with His power.’
And this is how Robin Hood first came to live in the Green Wood and have all his
wonderful adventures.

* * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * *
Robin Hood and the Butcher
The Sheriff of Nottingham was a very unkind man. He treated the poor Saxons very badly,
and often took away their houses and all their money, leaving them to starve. The poor
people used to go into the forest, and Robin would give them food and money. Sometimes
they went home again, but very often they stayed with him and became his Merry Men.
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The Sheriff knew this, so he hated Robin, and he was never so happy as when he had
caught one of Robin’s men and locked him in prison. But try how he might, he could not
catch Robin Hood. Robin used to go to Nottingham very often, but he was so well
disguised that the Sheriff never knew him. So he always escaped.
The Sheriff was too much afraid of Robin Hood to go into the forest and try to
take him. He knew his men were no match for Robin’s. Robin’s men served him and
fought for him because they loved him. The Sheriff ’s men only served him because they
feared him.
One day Robin was walking through the forest when he met a butcher. The butcher
was riding happily along to the market at Nottingham. He was dressed in a blue linen coat
with a leather belt. On either side of his strong grey pony hung a basket full of meat.
Suddenly Robin stepped from under the trees and stopped him.
‘What have you there, my man?’ he asked.
‘Butcher meat,’ replied the man. ‘Fine prime beef and mutton for Nottingham market.
Do you want to buy some?’
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‘Yes I do,’ said Robin. ‘I’ll buy it all and your pony too.
How much do you want for it? I should like to go to
Nottingham and see what kind of butcher I
will make.’
So the butcher sold
his pony and all his
meat to Robin. Then
Robin changed clothes
with him. Robin put on
the butcher’s blue clothes
and leather belt and
the butcher went off
in Robin’s suit of
Lincoln green, feeling
very grand indeed.
Then Robin mounted the pony and off he went to Nottingham to sell his meat at the
market. When he arrived, he found the whole town in a bustle. In those days there were
very few shops, so everyone used to go to market to buy and sell. The country people
brought butter and eggs and honey to sell. With the money they got, they bought platters,
mugs, pots, pans or whatever else they wanted and took it back to the country with them.
Robin laid out his meat and began to cry with the best of them: ‘Prime meat, ladies.
Come and buy. Cheapest meat in all the market, ladies. Come buy, come buy. Two pence
a pound. Come buy, come buy!’
‘What!’ said everyone, ‘beef at two pence a pound! I never heard of such a thing. Why,
it is generally ten pence.’
When it became known that there was a new butcher who was selling his meat for two
pence a pound, everyone came crowding round his stall eager to buy. All the other
butchers stood idle until Robin had no more beef and mutton left to sell. These butchers
began to talk amongst themselves and say: ‘Who is this man? He has never been here
before. We will never be able to sell anything as long as he comes here giving away beef at
two pence a pound.’
‘I tell you what,’ said one old butcher who had been selling meat in Nottingham market
for 50 years, ‘it is no use standing here doing nothing. We had better go and talk to him and
find out, if we can, who he is. We must ask him to come and have dinner with us and the
Sheriﬀ in the townhall today.’ On market days, the butchers used to have dinner together in
the townhall aer market was over, and the Sheriﬀ used to come and have dinner with them.
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‘Thank you,’ said Robin when they asked him to dinner, ‘I should like nothing better.
I have had a busy morning and am very hungry and thirsty.’
At dinner the Sheriff sat at one end of the table and the old butcher at the other. Robin,
as the stranger, had the place of honour on the Sheriff ’s right hand. At first the dinner
was very dull. All the butchers were very sulky and cross, while only Robin was merry. He
could not help laughing to himself at the idea of dining with his great enemy, the Sheriff
of Nottingham. And not only dining with him, but sitting on his right hand and being
treated as an honoured guest. If the Sheriff had only known, poor Robin would very soon
have been locked up in a dark dungeon, eating dry bread instead of apple pie and custard
and all the fine things they were having for dinner.
However, Robin was so merry that very soon the butchers forgot to be cross and sulky.
Before the end of the dinner, all were laughing until their sides ached. Only the Sheriff
was grave and thinking hard. He was a greedy old man, and he was saying to himself: ‘This
silly young fellow evidently does not know the value of things. If he has any cattle, I might
buy them from him for very little. I could sell them again to the butchers for a good price.
In that way I should make a lot of money.’
After dinner he took Robin by the arm and led him aside. ‘See here, young man,’ he
said, ‘I like your looks, but you seem new to this business. Now don’t trust these men.’
Pointing to the butchers, he said: ‘They are all as ready as can be to cheat you. You take
my advice. If you have any cattle to sell, come to me. I’ll give you a good price.’
‘Thank you,’ said Robin, ‘it is most kind of you. I have two or three hundred horned
beasts and a hundred acres of good land. Would you like to see them?’
The Sheriff nearly danced for joy when he heard that. He had quite made up his mind
that it would be very easy to cheat this silly young fellow. Already he began to count the
money he would make. But there was a wicked twinkle in Robin Hood’s eye.
‘I start for home tomorrow morning,’ said Robin. ‘If you would like to go with me,
I will show you the horned beasts and the land.’
‘That night the Sheriff went into his counting-house and counted out three hundred
pounds in gold. He tied it up in three bags, one hundred pounds in each bag. He put the
gold underneath his pillow in case anyone should steal it during the night. Then he went
to bed and tried to sleep, but he was too excited to sleep. Besides, the gold under his pillow
made it so hard and knobby that it was most uncomfortable.
In the morning the sun shone and the birds sang as they merrily rode along.
When the Sheriff saw that they were taking the road to Sherwood Forest, he began to
feel a little nervous.
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‘There is a bold, bad man in these woods,’ he said. ‘He is called Robin Hood. He robs
people. Do you think we will meet him?’
‘I am quite sure we won’t meet him,’ replied Robin with a laugh.
‘Well, I hope not,’ said the Sheriff. ‘I never dare to ride through the forest unless I have
my soldiers with me.’
Robin only laughed as they rode on into the forest, until they came within sight of a
large herd of deer.
‘Look there,’ he cried, ‘look! What do you think of my horned beasts?’
‘I think,’ said the Sheriff in a trembling voice, ‘I think I should like to go back
to Nottingham.’
‘What? And not buy any horned beasts? What is the matter with them? Are they not
fine and fat? Are they not a beautiful colour? Come, come, Sheriff, when you have brought
the money for them, too.’
At the mention of the money the Sheriff turned quite pale and clutched hold of his bags.
‘Young man,’ he said, ‘I don’t like you at all. I tell you I want to go back to Nottingham.
This isn’t money I have in my bags, it is only pebbles.’
Then Robin put his horn to his mouth and blew three blasts.
One of his men immediately appeared, wearing Lincoln green.
‘Good morning, Master Robin,’ he said. ‘What orders do
you have for me today?’
‘Well, in the first place I hope you
have something nice for dinner,
because I have brought the Sheriff
of Nottingham to dine with us,’
answered Robin.
‘Yes,’ replied the man, ‘the cooks
are busy already as we thought you
might bring someone back with you.
But we hardly expected so fine a guest
as the Sheriff of Nottingham,’ he added, making a low bow to him.
‘I hope he intends to pay honestly.’
For that was Robin Hood’s way. He always gave those wicked men who had stolen
money from poor people a very fine dinner, and then he made them pay a great deal of
money for it.
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The Sheriff was very much afraid when he knew that he had really fallen into the hands
of Robin Hood. He was angry, too, when he thought that he had actually had Robin in his
power in Nottingham the day before and could so easily have put him in prison, if he had
only known.
They had a very fine dinner, and the Sheriff began to feel quite comfortable and to think
that he was going to get off easily, when Robin said: ‘Now, Master Sheriff, you must pay
for your dinner.’
‘Oh! Indeed I am a poor man,’ said the Sheriff. ‘I have no money.’
‘No money! What have you in your saddle bags, then?’ asked Robin.
‘Only pebbles, nothing but pebbles, as I told you before,’ replied the frightened Sheriff.
Robin told his men to search the Sheriff ’s saddle bags, where they found three hundred
pounds in gold coins.
‘Sheriff,’ said Robin sternly, ‘I shall keep all this money and divide it among my men.
It is not half so much as you have stolen from them. If you had told me the truth about it
then I might have given you some back, but I always punish people who tell lies. If you
are not kinder to my people, I will punish you even more severely the next time.’
Then Robin called for the Sheriff ’s pony, guided him back through the forest and
sent him on his way to Nottingham. How Robin laughed at the trick he had played on
the Sheriff!

Dick Whittington,
Lord Mayor of London
Dick Whittington was a little boy when his
father and mother died. He was so young that
he never knew them, nor even where he was
born. He wandered the country for a long time,
a poor boy wearing torn clothes. Eventually he
walked all the way to London. He had heard
the streets were paved with gold and
he wanted to grab a handful!
He was very disappointed to
find the streets covered with
dirt instead. He had no food,
friends or money.
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After a long time, half dead for want of food, he laid himself down at the door of the
merchant named Alderman Fitzwarren. The merchant scolded the boy for blocking his
doorway, and told him to go and find work. Whittington replied that he would work, if
anyone would employ him. He tried to get up but was so weak that he fell down again.
This made the merchant feel sorry for him. He took him in, gave him meat and drink and
told him to help his cook to clean the kitchen.
Whittington would have lived there happily, if he had not been beaten so oen by the cook.
en Miss Alice, the merchant’s daughter, felt sorry for him and made the cook treat him
more kindly. She put up a small bed in the attic for him, but there were so many rats and
mice in that room that he could barely sleep. When a visiting gentleman gave Whittington a
penny, he used it to buy a cat. e cat drove away all the mice and rats in his room.
One day, Mr Fitzwarren had a ship ready to sail. He asked all his servants if they would
like to put anything on board the ship so that they could make some money by selling it
abroad. ‘I have nothing,’ said Whittington, ‘but my cat.’
‘Then fetch the cat, my boy,’ ordered the merchant, ‘and send her.’
Whittington delivered the cat in tears. ‘I shall now be eaten by the rats and mice,’ he
said, ‘and this cat has been my best friend. I will miss her a lot.’
While the cat sailed the rough seas, Whittington was cruelly beaten at home by the cook,
and the mice and rats returned to his attic bedroom. At last the poor boy became determined
to run away. He le early in the morning of All Hallows’ day. He got as far as Highgate Hill,
but then he heard the sound of Bow Bells ringing. He had heard the bells of this famous
church a hundred times, but this time they seemed to be speaking to him. ‘Turn, turn again
Whittington,’ they seemed to peal. ‘Turn again Whittington, Lord Mayor of London.’
‘Now I can put up with some beatings, and even being eaten alive by rats and mice, if
one day I can be Lord Mayor of London,’ said Whittington to himself. So he ran back to
Mr Fitzwarren’s house. Fortunately he hadn’t been gone long enough to be missed.
The ship that had borrowed his cat had nearly sunk at sea, but the sailors finally reached
the Barbary Coast of Africa. The local people received them kindly. The captain showed
them the ship’s cargo, and the King of the country invited the captain and his crew to dine
at his palace.
They were all seated on elegant chairs, and the floor was covered with thick carpets,
edged with gold and silver. The King and Queen were seated at the upper end of the table.
Their servants brought in a number of covered dishes but, the moment the covers were
taken off, a pack of rats and mice jumped on the table, and ate all the food. The captain
was shocked. He turned to the King and asked if the vermin were not offensive.
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‘Yes, very much so,’ the King replied. ‘Not only do they eat all our food, they even attack
me in my chamber. I need a guard to keep watch for them even while I sleep.’
The captain thought of Whittington’s cat and told their majesties that there was a small
animal on board his ship that would get rid of the rats and mice very quickly.
‘Bring the animal,’ said the King. ‘If she drives the pests from my court, I will load your
ship with gold, and the richest jewels of my country.’
The captain fetched the cat and, as soon as she saw the vermin, she sprang out of his
arms and killed or drove away every rat and mouse from the room. The King was
astonished to see so small a creature drive away his old enemies, and the Queen took
the cat in her lap, where the cat purred herself to sleep. The King bought all the goods the
captain had in his ship, and then bought the cat, paying ten times as much money as he
had given for the whole cargo.
The rats plaguing the King are just like those in the
town of Hamelin before the Pied Piper led them away,
which we read about in Year 2.
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A year after the day on which Dick Whittington heard the Bow Bells telling him to go
home, the captain brought the treasure back to Alderman Fitzwarren’s house. The captain
showed the Alderman the jewels for which his cargo had been sold. Then he showed
the diamonds and rubies that he had received for Whittington’s cat, which surprised the
Alderman beyond words. He cried out:
‘Go, call poor Dick. Let’s tell him of his fame!
And Mr Whittington shall be his name.’
Whittington tried to excuse himself, saying the floor had just been cleaned and his shoes
were dirty. e merchant, however, ordered a chair to be set for him, and showed him the
treasure. He said: ‘Mr Whittington, I congratulate you on the surprising success of your cat.
She has made you more riches than I am worth. May you long enjoy them.’ Mr Whittington
thanked God and rewarded the captain and the ship’s crew for the care they had taken of
his cargo. He made presents to the servants, and even to his old enemy the cook.
Dick Whittington grew to become a
In Year 2 we read about
great and successful man. He became Lord
another clever cat who
Mayor of London three times, just as the
helped his owner. He was
bells had foretold, and he even became Sir
called Puss in Boots.
Richard Whittington. He married Alice
Fitzwarren, the Alderman’s daughter. They lived happily to an old age and had many
children. Sir Whittington even paid for another ship to travel to the Barbary Coast to bring
his beloved cat back to live with him in the Mansion House, which is a beautiful building
where the Lord Mayor of London lives. (He sent the King of the Barbary Coast lots more
cats to chase his rats and mice away, so the King didn’t mind!)
The great City of London still has a Lord Mayor, who is
elected each year. Every Lord Mayor knows of the adventures
of Dick Whittington, which have been passed down from
generation to generation by the people of London.
Whittington taught us that we should never give up, no
matter how bad things get. You never know what is just
around the corner!
Dick Whittington’s clever cat still sits on
the Whittington Stone on Highgate Hill.
This marks the spot where Whittington heard the
sound of Bow Bells telling him: ‘Turn again
Whittington, Lord Mayor of London’.
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Myths from Ancient Greece
Heroes and Monsters, Gods and Goddesses
Here are some stories that have
been around for two thousand
years or more. These stories come
to us from ancient Greece.

You can read about the great
civilisation of ancient Greece
in the World History section

We call these stories ‘myths’. Many myths tell about brave
heroes, great battles, terrible monsters, gods and goddesses.
Some myths explain why we have seasons, or why there are
volcanoes, or how come there are constellations in the sky.
Of course today we know the real, scientific reasons that all
these things happen. But long, long ago, many people
believed the myths were true. Even though we no longer
believe the old myths, we like to tell them because they’re
such wonderful stories.
Myths can also tell us important things about why people
behave in the ways they do. The characters in myths are all
make-believe, but the lessons about human nature are as true
for us now as they were in ancient Greece.
Like the people in other ancient civilisations you’ve learnt about, the ancient Greeks
believed in many gods and goddesses. The Greeks built beautiful temples, like the
Parthenon, to honour their gods. In the Greek myths, the gods and goddesses sometimes
act like normal people – like you and me. They need to eat, drink and sleep. They can be
happy one moment and angry the next. They fall in love and get married. They play tricks
on each other. They argue and fight with each other.
Unlike people, however, the Greek gods had magical powers. Some gods could change
into an animal, or hurl lightning bolts from the sky! Also, the Greeks believed the gods
were immortal – which means that they never died, but lived forever.
The ancient Greeks believed the
gods and goddesses lived on a
mountain that rose high above the
clouds, called Mount Olympus.

Learn more about the
Parthenon on page 192.
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From there, they looked down on the earth, and they used their powers to help the people
they liked or hurt the people they didn’t like. Let’s meet some of the main Greek gods
and goddesses.

M

Zeus [zee-OOSE], the king of the gods, controlled
the heavens and settled arguments among the gods.
He could change his shape in an instant. If he
wanted, he could come to earth as a swan or as a
fierce bull. When he was angry, he had the power
to throw lightning bolts down from the heavens!

M

Hera [HERE-uh], the wife of Zeus, was queen
of the gods and she was the goddess of marriage.
She could be a very jealous person. But her
husband, Zeus, had a habit of falling in love with
many other goddesses and women, so Hera
usually had a good reason to be jealous.

M

Poseidon [poz-IDE-on], the god of the sea, was an
especially important god to the Greeks. Can you
think why? (Look at the map on page 148 and see
what’s around Greece.) Poseidon could make the
oceans as calm as a sleeping baby, or he could stir
up high waves to crush a ship to pieces. In pictures,
Poseidon often has a long beard and holds a trident,
a kind of long pitchfork with three prongs.

66

1 UK Year 3 L&L_Core Skills 1 18/06/2014 14:53 Page 67

Language and Literature

M

Apollo [ap-OLL-oh], a son of Zeus, was the god of
the sun. He is sometimes called Phoebus [FEE-bus]
Apollo. ‘Phoebus’ means ‘brilliant’ or ‘shining’. He was
also the god of poetry and music. No one could sing
so beautifully or play so sweetly on the lyre (an
instrument like a small harp). He was also the god of
healing as well as the god of archery.

M

Artemis [AR-ter-miss], the twin sister of
Apollo, was the goddess of the moon and the
goddess of hunting. She loved the woods and the
wild creatures that lived there. Since she loved
to be free and on her own, she asked her father,
Zeus, to promise that he would never make her
get married – which was a promise Zeus kept.

M

Aphrodite [af-roe-DIE-tee] was the goddess
of love and beauty. When she was born, she
rose out of the sea from the gentle waves on
a cushion of soft foam. She had a son called
Eros [EAR-oss], though you may know him
by a more familiar name, Cupid. Maybe
you’ve seen a picture of him on Valentine’s
Day cards. The Greeks said that when
Aphrodite wanted someone to fall in love,
she ordered Eros to shoot that person with
one of his magic arrows. If he hit you with an
arrow, then you would fall in love with the
first person you saw! No one could resist the
power of his magic arrows, not even Zeus.
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M

Ares [AIR-eez] was the cruel and merciless god
of war. Wherever he went, death and destruction
followed. No one liked him, not even his parents,
Zeus and Hera!

M

Hermes [HER-meez]
was the messenger god.
He carried commands
from the gods to humans
on earth. In pictures, he
often has wings on his
hat or sandals to show
how fast he travelled.

M

Hephaestus [hef-AYE-stus] was the god
of fire and the forge. He could stir up
volcanoes, making the earth spit up hot
flames and lava. (The word ‘volcano’
comes from the Roman name for this god,
Vulcan.) But most of all he used fire to
make things. He used it to heat metal and
make armour, swords, spears, beautiful
cups and shining jewellery. Hephaestus
was lame, and he spent his time working
at his fiery forge.
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M

Athena [a-THEE-ner] was the
goddess of wisdom. For the people
of the Greek city called Athens,
she was a special goddess, for they
believed she protected their city.
She had a most unusual birth. One
day Zeus had a terrible headache.
He complained to Hephaestus,
who took his hammer and struck
Zeus on the head. Out of Zeus’s
head jumped Athena, already
grown-up and fully dressed in a
suit of armour!

M

Hades [HAY-deez] was
the grim god of the
underworld, the dark and
shadowy underground
place where the Greeks
believed people went when
they died. The Greeks
often called this place
Hades, the same name as
the god who ruled there
over the dead.
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Same Gods, Different Names
The gods and goddesses of the ancient
Greeks were later worshipped by the
people of ancient Rome. If you look in your
local library for books of myths, you may
find that some books use the Greek names
for the gods while others use the Roman
names. Here’s a chart to help you keep
track of who’s who. Are you familiar with
some of the Roman names?
Greek name
Zeus
Hera
Poseidon
Apollo
Artemis
Aphrodite

Roman name
Jupiter (or Jove)
Juno
Neptune
Apollo
Diana
Venus

Greek name
Ares
Hermes
Hephaestus
Athena
Hades

Gods of Nature
and Mythical Creatures
The Greeks believed in other gods and goddesses, too,
who were connected to the earth and nature.
Dionysus [die-oh-NIE-sus] was the god of wine.
Everywhere he went, he taught people how to grow
grapes and make wine. But sometimes Dionysus and his
helpers made people go mad and do outrageous things.

M

Demeter [dim-EATER] was the goddess of grain and
of the harvest. e Greeks believed that, because of her,
trees grew tall, flowers bloomed and crops ripened in the
fields. By the way, the Roman name for Demeter was
Ceres [SEER-eez]. From that name we get our word for a
food that you might oen eat for breakfast – cereal!
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We learned
about the Romans
in Britain in Year 2
and will learn more
about the Romans
in the Year 4 book
Roman name
Mars
Mercury
Vulcan
Minerva
Pluto
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M

In Greek myths you might meet
some curious creatures. Some are
beautiful, like the winged horse
called Pegasus [PEGG-a-suss].

M

Some are scary, like Cerberus [SIR-burr-us], a dog
that belonged to Hades, the god of the underworld. This
dog was not man’s best friend! He had three snarling
heads. He guarded the gate to the underworld. He let
in the spirits of the dead and then made sure they didn’t
get out.

M

Some mythical creatures are part human
and part animal. The centaur [SEN-torr]
was part human and part horse.

M

An odd-looking fellow named Pan had goat’s
horns on his head and hooves for his feet. He was a
wild and frisky creature who loved to dance through
the forests and mountains. He played lively music
on a set of pipes that we now call ‘panpipes’.
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Prometheus Brings Fire, Pandora Brings Woe
Here is a myth about how a good thing happened, followed
by a very bad thing.
Once, only the gods on Mount Olympus had fire. On
earth, the people had nothing to give them light in the
darkness, warm them on a cold night or cook their food.
A brave and powerful giant named Prometheus [promEE-thee-us] felt sorry for mankind. He stole fire from the
gods and took it to the people on earth.
When Zeus, king of the gods, found out what Prometheus
had done, he was furious. To punish him, he had
Prometheus tied to a rock with unbreakable chains. Day after day, a fierce eagle flew down
and ripped and clawed at the body of poor Prometheus. (Much later, Prometheus was
finally set free by a hero named Hercules – but that’s another story.)
Now, Zeus looked down on the earth and
said: ‘Let the people keep their fire. I will make
them a hundred times more miserable than
they were before they had it.’ And so he told
Hephaestus to use his skills to make a woman
at his forge. Zeus called this woman Pandora,
and when he breathed life into her, she was as
sweet and lovely as the flowers in spring. He
sent Pandora to earth and he gave her a closed
box, which he told her she must never open.
But Pandora was very, very curious. Every
time she looked at the box, she wanted to
know what was in it. She knew very well that
Zeus had told her not to open it. ‘But,’ she
said to herself, ‘what harm could it do to take
just one little peek inside?’ And so she lifted
the lid. Out from the box flew all the bad
things in the world – pain, disease, disaster,
sorrow, jealousy and hatred. But some people
say there was one more thing in Pandora’s
box – hope. Hope is what keeps people going
despite all the bad things in the world.
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Oedipus and the Sphinx
Long ago, near the Greek city of Thebes [theebs],
there lived a terrible creature called the Sphinx [sfinks].
She had the face of a woman but the body of a lion
with wings. When travellers came to the city, she
would swoop down upon them. Then she would ask
them a riddle. If they could answer the riddle, she
would let them go. But if they couldn’t, she would eat
them! So far, no one could answer the riddle.

We saw the
Great Sphinx
of ancient Egypt
in the Year 2 book

Everyone in Thebes lived in fear of the
monster. Then one day a very smart
and brave young man named
Oedipus [EED-ee-puss] was on his
way to Thebes. When the Sphinx saw
him, she smiled, for she thought she
would soon have a tasty lunch.
‘Answer this riddle,’ she said to
Oedipus, ‘or meet your doom. What
creature goes on four feet in the
morning, on two feet at noon and on
three feet in the evening?’
Oedipus looked up at the Sphinx
and said: ‘Man. In childhood he
crawls on his hands and knees, which
is like four feet. In the middle of his
life, when he is grown up, he walks on
two feet. And in the evening of his life,
when he is old, he uses a cane, which
is like walking on three feet.’
The Sphinx was so angry that her
riddle had been solved that she threw
herself in the ocean and drowned.
And the people of Thebes were so
grateful to Oedipus that they made
him their new king.
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Theseus and the Minotaur
Once upon a time, not far from Greece on the island of Crete, there lived a king
named Minos [MY-noss]. King Minos led a war against the Greek city of Athens. He
burned the ships of the Athenians and destroyed their crops. Then he sent a cruel message
to the ruler of Athens, King Aegeus [ee-JEE-us]. ‘Every nine years,’ said King Minos,
‘when the springtime comes, you shall choose seven of your youths and seven of your
maidens and send them to me in a ship. If you fail to do this, my soldiers will burn your
city to the ground.’
‘But,’ the Athenians asked, ‘what shall happen to the youths and maidens?’
‘In Crete,’ said King Minos, ‘there is giant maze called the Labyrinth, designed by the
master inventor, Daedalus [DAY-da-luss]. Whoever goes into the Labyrinth can never
find his way out. Deep inside there lives a monster, half-man and half-bull, called the
Minotaur [MY-no-tor]. I will put your youths and maidens into the Labyrinth, and there
they will be eaten by the Minotaur.’
And so, when nine years had passed, and the flowers began to bloom in the spring,
there was no joy in Athens, but only tears and sadness. Seven youths and seven maidens
were put on board a black-sailed ship and sent to their terrible fate in the Labyrinth.
Now, another nine years had almost passed when a brave young man arrived in Athens.
His name was Theseus [THEE-see-us] and he was a prince. In fact, he was the son of King
Aegeus. He had been raised by his mother in a faraway town. Now that he had grown to
manhood he had come to Athens to meet his father, the King. King Aegeus embraced his
son with great joy.
Theseus arrived in Athens just a few days before seven youths and seven maidens were
to be sent to the Minotaur. When Theseus learned of this, he said: ‘I will take the place of
one of the youths. I will kill the Minotaur and we shall all return safely.’ King Aegeus
begged his son not to go. But Theseus promised his father: ‘When I return, I will change
the sail of the ship from black to white, so you will know that I have succeeded.’
The ship sailed to the island of Crete. When they arrived, the young victims
were marched through the streets on their way to the Labyrinth. And that is when Ariadne
[ar-ee-ADD-nee], the lovely daughter of King Minos, saw Theseus. She could not bear
the thought of sending this young, handsome prince to his death. And so she went to
Daedalus, the inventor of the Labyrinth. She asked him how anyone who entered the great
maze could get out again. Daedalus gave her a clever idea, and she rushed to the prison
where Theseus was locked up.
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Ariadne whispered: ‘Listen, Theseus. If you will promise to marry me and take me with
you to Athens, I will help you.’ Theseus gladly agreed. Then Ariadne gave him a ball of
string and told him to tie one end to the gate of the Labyrinth and unwind the ball as he
went along. That way, he could follow the string to find his way back out.
Theseus soon found himself deep in
the dark, winding halls of the Labyrinth.
We read about Hansel
He heard a rumbling, growling sound. It
and Gretel who were
was the Minotaur, snoring in his sleep.
also clever enough to
Theseus leaped on the beast. He had
find their way out of the
never wrestled so strong or savage an
labyrinth of the forest in Year 2.
opponent. With fierce roars, the
Minotaur fought back. But Theseus had
taken the beast by surprise, and in the end the Minotaur lay dead.
eseus followed the
string back out of the
Labyrinth. With Ariadne’s
help, he freed the other
Greek youths and maidens.
en they all boarded the
ship and set sail for Athens.
But oh, what a sad
mistake followed! In his
rush, Theseus forgot to
replace the ship’s black
sail with a white one.
His father had been sitting
for weeks on a cliff looking
out over the sea, awaiting
the return of his son.
Now, when King Aegeus
saw the black-sailed ship,
he fainted and fell forward
into the sea. And ever since
then, the sea where he
drowned has been called
the Aegean Sea.
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Daedalus and Icarus
As you know, the master inventor Daedalus designed
the Labyrinth for King Minos. Daedalus also showed
Ariadne how Theseus could escape from the
Labyrinth. When King Minos found this out, he was
so angry that he threw Daedalus in the Labyrinth,
along with his young son, Icarus [IK-ar-us].
Not even the man who invented the Labyrinth
could find his way out of it. He had no ball of string
to help him! Would the father and son die there? No
– for when Daedalus saw the seagulls flying
overhead, he got an idea.
Little by little, he gathered many feathers. He
fastened them together with wax, and so made two
pairs of wings like those of a bird. He put one pair
on himself and the other pair on Icarus. He showed
his son how to move his arms and catch the wind
with his wings.
‘Now, son,’ he said, ‘let us fly away from here. But listen carefully. Do not fly too high,
or you will get too close to the sun and the wax on your wings will melt.’
Daedalus and Icarus flew up out of the Labyrinth, over the sea and away from the island
of Crete. ‘Oh,’ cried Icarus, ‘it’s wonderful to be free and flying through the air!’
‘Yes,’ said Daedalus, ‘but do not fly too close to the sun.’
A puff of wind lifted Icarus up. He was so excited that he forgot what his father told
him. Higher and higher he flew, toward the highest heavens.
The warm sun began to melt the wax and, one by one, the feathers fell from his wings.
Then down, down, down fell Icarus into the sea. Daedalus cried out in grief as he saw the
waters close over his son far below.

Arachne the Weaver
In all of Athens, no one could spin such fine thread or weave such wonderful cloth as the
young woman named Arachne [ar-ACK-nee]. People from miles around came to admire
her cloth. Arachne grew so proud of her weaving that she began to boast: ‘I am the most
skilful weaver in the world!’
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‘Yes, of course,’ said her friends, ‘next to the great goddess Athena.’
‘Athena? Ha!’ said Arachne. ‘Can she spin thread so fine, or weave it into cloth as
beautiful as mine? Why, I could teach her a thing or two!’
An old woman in a dark cloak spoke to Arachne. ‘Be careful, my dear,’ she said. ‘You
must show respect for the gods. Your boasting may anger Athena.’
‘I’m not afraid of Athena,’ snapped Arachne. ‘Let her come here and we’ll see who is
the better weaver.’
Then the old woman threw back her cloak.
There was a flash of light, and there stood the
grey-eyed goddess, Athena. ‘I am ready,’ said
Athena quietly. ‘Take me to a loom, and let us
begin. When we are finished, if your work is
best, then I will weave no more. But if my
work is best, then you will never weave again.
Do you agree?’
‘I agree,’ said Arachne. ‘Let us begin.’ She
went to one loom and Athena to another. The
people looked on in wonder as the goddess
and the young woman wove brilliant designs
into their cloth.
With threads of many colours, Arachne
wove cloth as fine and light as a silken web.
‘How beautiful!’ said the people. ‘It almost
seems as if she could weave sunlight and rainbows into her cloth.’
Arachne stepped back from her loom and turned to look at Athena’s work. Into her cloth
the goddess had woven flowers that seemed to bloom, and a stream that seemed to ripple by,
and clouds that seemed to float peacefully in a blue sky and, above them, the dazzling figures
of the immortal gods themselves. When the people looked at it, they were so filled with
wonder that they gasped. Arachne herself had to admit that Athena’s work was more beautiful
than her own. She hid her face in her hands and wept. ‘Oh, how can I live if I must never spin
or weave again?’ she cried.
When Athena saw that Arachne would never have any joy unless she could spin and
weave, she said: ‘I cannot break the agreement we had, but I will change you so that you
spin and weave forever.’ And with a touch, she turned Arachne into a spider, which ran
to a corner and quickly began to spin and weave a beautiful, shining web.
And that is why some people say that all spiders in the world are the children of Arachne.
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There is a special name for the class of animals that spiders
belong to. Spiders are not insects but arachnids. You can
find out why on page 295. People who are afraid of spiders –
is that you? – are said to suffer from arachnophobia.
‘Phobia’ is from a Greek word meaning fear of something.

Swift-Footed Atalanta
Atalanta [atta-LANter] was a beautiful
Greek maiden who
could run faster than
the winds. She loved
nothing better than
to run freely across
the fields, through
the woods and up
and down the hills.
Atalanta’s father thought that she should get married and settle down. But she cared
nothing for the many young men who came daily to ask to marry her. So many men came,
in fact, that one day she announced: ‘If you wish to marry me, then hear this. I will marry
the man who can beat me in a race.’
‘Fine!’ the men cried. ‘Let’s start now.’
‘But there is one more thing,’ said Atalanta. ‘Whoever runs this race and loses to me
shall also lose his life.’ (‘That should scare them away,’ thought Atalanta, ‘for they know
that I can outrun the wind.’)
And indeed, many of the men began to cough and feel a cold coming on, or suddenly
remembered that they had forgotten some important business that they simply had to
attend to at once.
But a few men stayed. Yes, they had heard about Atalanta’s swiftness but, after all, could
they be beaten by a girl? Nonsense! And so these men raced Atalanta. She even gave them
a head start of a hundred paces. But for each, it was a race to his doom.
en one day there arrived a young man named Hippomenes [hip-POM-men-eez].
Atalanta liked his fair features, his gentle eyes and his brave spirit, and she felt pity for him.
‘Do not run against me,’ she said, ‘for I shall surely beat you, and that will be your end.’
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‘Let me try anyway,’ said Hippomenes. Of course he knew that he did not have a hope
of outrunning her. But he had prayed to Aphrodite, the goddess of love, and asked for her
help to win Atalanta as his wife. And Aphrodite had answered his prayers by giving him
three golden apples and telling him what to do with them.
The race began. Even though Atalanta started a hundred paces behind Hippomenes,
she quickly caught up with him. When he heard her breath close beside him, he took one
of the golden apples and threw it over his shoulder.
When Atalanta saw the glittering apple, she left the path to pick it up. Hippomenes
pulled ahead a little. But Atalanta easily caught up with him again. As she did, he threw
the second golden apple even farther from the path. Again Atalanta left the path to get
the apple, for she knew that she could still win. Again she caught up with Hippomenes,
who was puffing and gasping. He took the third apple and threw it as far as he could. With
an invisible nudge from Aphrodite, the apple rolled down a hill.
Atalanta could see that if she chased this apple, she might fall too far behind to win.
But she dashed aside and grabbed the apple. Then she strained every muscle to catch up
with Hippomenes. They were coming closer and closer to the finish line. She could see
his face and hear his hard breathing. With one last burst of speed, she could pass him.
Suddenly, however, Atalanta felt something for Hippomenes that was not pity, but
something warmer and more generous. And so she did not speed up, and the young man
crossed the finish line first. With a laugh, Atalanta took his hand and led him to her
father’s house, where they were married that very day. And from above, Aphrodite looked
down and smiled upon the happy couple.

Demeter and Persephone
Demeter [DIM-eater] was the goddess of all that grows
from the ground. She made crops ripen, the orchards bear
fruit and the flowers bloom.
More than anything else, Demeter loved her daughter,
Persephone [per-SEF-on-ee]. Once, when Demeter was
away looking after the crops in the fields, Persephone was
playing in a field of flowers. As she stooped to pick a flower,
she happened to pull the plant up by its roots, leaving a little
hole in the ground. Then suddenly the hole grew wider and
deeper, and Persephone heard a rumbling like thunder
below her.
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From the dark hole, four coal-black horses burst forth, pulling a golden chariot with
a tall, sad-eyed driver wearing a golden crown. ‘I am Hades, king of the underworld,’
he said. ‘Come with me and be my queen.’ Then he snatched Persephone in his arms
and carried her to his kingdom below.
When Demeter returned home, she could not find her daughter. She asked everyone,
but no one had seen her. Then she asked the Sun, who sees all. And he told her that he
had seen Hades take Persephone to the underworld to be his queen.
When Demeter heard this, she wept. She was so sad that the golden corn and waving
wheat died, the trees dropped their leaves, and the grass turned brown. All the earth was
cold and bare. And Demeter cried out: ‘Nothing shall grow upon the earth until my
daughter is returned to me.’
Then Zeus, king of the gods, saw that the people and
animals were hungry, for they had no grain or fruit to eat.
And so he sent Hermes, the messenger god, to tell Hades
to let Persephone go back to her mother. ‘You know the
law, Hermes,’ said Zeus. ‘As long as the girl has not eaten
any food of the underworld, she may leave. But anyone who
eats down there must remain forever.’
Hermes flew from the heights of Olympus to the depths
of the underworld. ‘King of this dark place,’ said Hermes to
Hades, ‘even you must obey the will of mighty Zeus. Bid
farewell to your queen.’
Then Hermes turned to Persephone. ‘Take my hand and
let us go,’ he said. ‘But first, tell me, have you eaten anything
while you were down here?’
‘No,’ said the girl, ‘nothing but a few seeds from that
bright red fruit, the pomegranate, which I plucked from
a tree.’
Hades smiled. ‘en you must stay with me,’ he said, thinking he had won his queen
forever. But Zeus gave another command. He said that for each seed Persephone had eaten,
she must spend one month of every year in the underworld with Hades. But she would be
allowed to spend the other months with her mother.
And that is why every year, when Persephone must leave her mother and return to
Hades, we have winter on earth. But while Demeter has Persephone with her, then she is
happy, and brings forth the flowers and fruit and crops from the warm earth.
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The Labours of Hercules
Most people know the Greek hero Heracles by the familiar Roman name Hercules, which
we use here.
Hercules was the strongest man on earth. But he did not always use his strength wisely.
Once, in a fit of anger, he struck and killed someone, though he did not mean to. He went
to the temple of Apollo to ask what he could do to make up for his terrible mistake.
He was told to go to the home of his cousin, a king named Eurystheus [yur-iss-THEE-us]
and do whatever the king asked him to do.
King Eurystheus was a weak, mean man, and he was jealous of his big, strong cousin.
So when Hercules came to serve him, he tried to think of the most difficult and dangerous
tasks he could. ‘Hercules,’ said the king, ‘for your first labour, go to the land of Nemea
[nem-EE-ah]. A terrible lion has been killing both cattle and people there. He is so strong
that he can kill a man with one blow of
his huge paw. His hide is so tough that
no sword, spear or arrow can pierce it.
You are to kill the Nemean lion, and
bring its skin back to me.’
‘Well,’ thought the king to himself,
‘that should be the end of Hercules.’ But
he did not know his cousin’s strength.
When Hercules found the lion, he
jumped on the beast and grabbed him.
en he squeezed with all his might until,
at last, the lion was dead. But how could
he take oﬀ the lion’s skin? When he tried
to use his knife, the blade broke into
pieces. en Hercules got an idea: he used
one of the lion’s own sharp claws, and
sure enough it cut the skin. Aer he had
cleaned the skin, he wrapped it around
him like a coat, with the head as a hood.
When Hercules returned, looking like a lion walking on two legs, the king was
frightened. ‘Stay outside the palace,’ he said, ‘and I will call out my orders to you.’
The king ordered Hercules to kill a fire-breathing, nine-headed monster called the
Hydra [HI-dra]. Hercules used his huge club to knock off one of the monster’s heads,
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but then two heads grew back in its place! So he grabbed a large stick and set one end on
fire. Then, as he swung his club to knock off each head, he burned the stump of the neck
to keep any other heads from growing back.
When King Eurystheus heard that Hercules had killed the Hydra, he thought: ‘He kills
beasts and monsters so easily that I must think of another kind of labour. Ah, I know!
I will send him across the mountains to clean the stables of King Augeas [aw-GEE-us].
They are the biggest and dirtiest stables in the world, filled with the waste of thousands of
oxen and cattle.’
When Hercules reached the Augean stables, he saw that it would take many years for a
single man to clean them, even a man as strong as himself. But as he looked around he
saw a river that ran nearby. ‘Why not use that?’ he thought. So he asked King Augeas to
have all the animals taken out of the stable for a day. Then he dug a ditch from the river
to the stable, and let the water run through the building. The water washed away all the
filth in no time. Hercules filled the ditch and set the river back on its normal course.
‘Very clever, Hercules,’ said King Eurystheus. ‘But now it’s time for a real challenge. For
your next labour, I order you to bring me the golden apples guarded by those three magical
maidens, the Hesperides [hess-PAIR-ee-deez].’ e king chuckled because he knew that
these apples belonged to Hera, queen of the gods, and were kept in a secret garden that no
one had ever found. Hercules knew that he could not find the Hesperides. But he could find
their father, Atlas, the great giant who carried the heavens and earth upon his shoulders.
‘Mighty Atlas,’ said Hercules, ‘will you tell me where to find the golden apples of the
Hesperides?’
‘I cannot tell you such a secret,’ said Atlas. ‘But I could get the apples for you myself, if
only I did not have to hold the heavens and earth on my shoulders.’
‘Go and get the apples,’ said Hercules, ‘and I will hold the heavens and earth for you.’
‘I would be glad to have someone else carry this load for a while,’ said Atlas.
So Hercules took the heavens and earth upon his own shoulders. His knees shook and
he gasped: ‘Hurry, Atlas, for I do not know how long I can hold this.’ In a short while
Atlas came back with the golden apples, but he did not hand them over.
‘Hercules,’ he said, ‘I will take these apples to King Eurystheus myself.’
Hercules could see that Atlas did not plan to come back. So he said: ‘ank you, Atlas,
that is kind of you. But before you go, would you please hold the heavens and earth for just
a moment? I’m not as strong as you so I need to put a pad on my shoulders to ease the pain.’
‘All right,’ said Atlas. He put down the apples and took the load from Hercules’s
shoulders.
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‘Thanks for the apples,’ said
Hercules, and he hurried off.
After Hercules completed these
and other labours, the gods allowed
him to leave King Eurystheus.
He travelled all over Greece, doing
many great deeds wherever he went.

In your classroom or library
you may have a book full of
maps called an atlas. The word
‘atlas’ comes from the name of
the mythical character who held the
heavens and earth on his shoulders.

Learning About Language
PARENTS: Written language has special characteristics that children need to learn
in order to be able to talk about language and make progress in their writing.
The section that follows introduces a number of terms and rules of written
language, but children will need practice in school for these terms and conventions
to sink in. In this book we introduce some terms and concepts that will be built on
in later books. For example, in this book we introduce some parts of speech and,
in later books, we will introduce other parts of speech, as well as explain more about
the parts introduced here.

Sentences
When you read this, you are reading a
sentence. Now you are reading another
sentence. What is a sentence? It’s a group of
words that expresses a complete thought. Here
are three groups of words. Are they all sentences?
1)
2)
3)

Jennifer walks to the beach.
She takes her dog with her.
In the water.

Both (1) and (2) are sentences, but not (3) –
it does not express a complete thought. It
leaves you wondering, ‘Who is in the water?
Doing what?’ But let’s change (3) ‘In the water’
by adding some words.
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Jennifer and her dog swim in the water.
Now, is that a sentence? Yes it is. It expresses a complete thought. Every sentence has
a subject and a predicate. Here are some examples.
subject

predicate

Jennifer

walks to the beach.

She
Jennifer and her dog

takes her dog with her.
swim in the water.

Can you tell me which words make up the
subject and which words make up the predicate
in these sentences?
Our teacher baked cupcakes for a class party.
The alien spaceship landed in our garden.
Peter Piper picked a peck of pickled peppers.

Two Rules for Writing Sentences
Rule 1.
Every sentence must begin with a capital letter. Look at the sentences on this page. Notice
that every sentence begins with a capital letter.

Rule 2.
You must end a sentence with a punctuation mark. You use a different mark for different
kinds of sentences. Most often you use the little dot called a full stop. You use a full stop
to end sentences that tell you something. The sentence you are reading here ends with a
full stop. Some sentences ask a question. If you write a sentence that asks a question, you
end it with a question mark. Is it raining today? To show excitement, you use an
exclamation mark. We won! What an amazing shot!

Nouns Name a Person, Place or Thing
Look around you. What do you see? A book? A chair? A window? A garden or a street?
Book, chair, window, garden, street – all those words are nouns.
A noun names a person, place or thing. In the sentences at the top of the next page,
the nouns are printed in purple.
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The new boy from Newcastle brought his rabbit in a cage to school.
The rabbit got out. It ran to the cafeteria and ate a big salad.
Can you pick out the nouns in these sentences?
My sister likes slimy frogs.
The basketball swished through the net.
We saw amazing paintings and statues in the museum.
All these are nouns, too:
Oxford Street

Sheen Mount Primary School

Harry Potter

Queen Victoria

Did you notice that all those nouns just named began with a capital letter? That’s
because they don’t name just any person, place or thing, like ‘street’, but a certain place,
like Oxford Street, or a certain person, like Queen Victoria.
We call nouns that name a certain person, place or thing, proper nouns. You begin a
proper noun with a capital letter. Remember that your own name is a proper noun, too.

Singular and Plural Nouns
A noun can name one thing or it can name more than one. Another word for just one of
something is singular. All of these are singular nouns:
car

pencil

pig

Another word for more than one is plural.
All of these are plural nouns:
cars

pencils

pig

pigs

You can see that to change most singular
nouns to plural, all you have to do is add the
letter s. But for nouns that end in s, ss, ch, sh
or x, you need to add es to show more than
one, like this:
singular
plural
bus
buses
dress
dresses
lunch
lunches
wish
wishes
fox
foxes

pigs
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For some plural nouns, you don’t use s or es, but instead you spell the word in a new
way, like this:
singular
plural
foot
feet
tooth
teeth
child
children
woman
women
man
men

Verbs: Action Words
sing
jump

dance
shout

eat
imagine

laugh
throw

All of those words are verbs.
Verbs usually show actions.
They show what someone
or something does.
Jason eats a pizza.
Hannah opens a present.
Can you tell me which word is the verb in each of
these sentences?
Lisa eats a banana.
The monkey slips on a banana skin.
The monkey chases Lisa.

Verbs: Past and Present
Verbs can tell about actions that happen now, or actions that happened before. We say
that an action that happens now is in the present. We say that an action that happened
before is in the past.
These verbs are in the present. (Notice how some end in s and some don’t.)
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Today I dance.

Ben dances with Alice.

Sherry dances with me.

We all dance together.
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These verbs are in the past:
Yesterday I danced.
Ben danced with Alice.
Sherry danced with me.
We all danced together.
You can change many verbs from present
to past by adding ed, like this:
present

past

Today I laugh.

Yesterday I laughed.

Juanita walks to town.

Last week she walked to school.

Today we watch a film.

Yesterday we watched a film.

You need to pay special
attention to make sure you
use two verbs correctly. These
verbs are be and have.

But some verbs are different. Here are
some verbs to watch out for. Try making
up some sentences using these verbs in the
past and in the present.

be

verb in the present
I see, you see
he sees
I do, they do
she does
I come, you come
he comes
I run, we run
he runs
I go, you go
she goes
we give, you give
he gives
you sing, they sing
she sings

present

past

I am
he, she, it is
we are
you are
they are

I was
he, she, it was
we were
you were
they were

have
present

past

I have
he, she, it has
we have
you have
they have

I had
he, she, it had
we had
you had
they had

verb in the past
I saw, you saw
he saw
I did, they did
she did
I came, you came
he came
I ran, we ran
he ran
I went, you went
she went
we gave, you gave
he gave
you sang, they sang
she sang
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Adjectives Describe Things
You know two kinds of words: nouns and verbs. Now let’s find out about another
kind: adjectives.
Adjectives are the words we use to describe nouns (people, places or things). Adjectives
can tell how something looks or tastes or feels or sounds.

a slippery fish
a loud noise

a cuddly puppy with
brown fur and a red collar

Can you pick out the adjectives in these next sentences?
Sara loves her old, soft, fuzzy blanket.
The brown goat ate a large pizza.
Let’s tell scary stories about massive ogres.
Sometimes adjectives tell how many. The words in purple in these sentences are
adjectives that tell how many:
I have many pets.
I have two cats, one hamster and some goldfish.
I take good care of every pet.
You can use adjectives to compare. Often all you have to do is add er or est, like this:
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Batman is strong.

Hercules is stronger.

Superman is the strongest.

My cat is small.

Olivia’s cat is smaller.

Rajen’s cat is the smallest.
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More About Words: Antonyms and Synonyms
Let’s play a word game. I’m going to tell you a word, then you tell me an antonym.
Antonyms are words that mean the opposite of each other. What is the opposite of cold?
Hot. So, cold and hot are antonyms. Tall and short are antonyms. Now, can you tell me
an antonym for each of these words?
happy

big

fast

win

Okay, let’s change the game a little. This time I’m going to tell you a word and I want
you to tell me a synonym. Synonyms are words that mean the same or almost the same
thing. Pretty and beautiful are synonyms. Big and large are synonyms. Can you tell me a
synonym for each of these words?
fast

angry

powerful

leap

Now, look at these pairs of words.
Are they synonyms or antonyms?
love

hate

thin

skinny

begin

start

shout

whisper

loud

quiet

shiny

dull

calm

peaceful

wild

tame

Are wild and tame synonyms or antonyms?

Contractions
When you write, sometimes you combine two words into one short word called a
contraction. To show that letters have been left out in a contraction, you use the
punctuation mark called an apostrophe [a-POSS-troe-fee], like this:

I am = I’m

do not = don’t

can not = can’t

you are = you’re

is not = isn’t

are not = aren’t
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Abbreviations
Have you ever looked at the address on a letter?
You might see something like this:
The address uses many abbreviations.
Abbreviations save time and space
by making words shorter. Here
are the words that match the
abbreviations in that address:
Mr
Rm
St
St
W.
Yorks.

Mister
Room
Saint
Street
West
Yorkshire

In addresses or on maps you may see other common abbreviations, such as Rd (Road),
Ave. (Avenue), Pol. Sta. (Police Station). Sometimes two words can have the same
abbreviation so you have to guess which makes better sense. ‘Street Gregory’s College in Lake
Saint’ would be too strange. e postcode is also like an abbreviation because the starting
letters can mean a nearby big town. ‘BD’ here means Bradford. Do you know your postcode?
When you write to someone and you want to be polite, you might use an abbreviation,
called a courtesy title, like this:
Dear Mrs Fletcher
Dear Ms Catt
Dear Prof. Saunders (Prof. stands for Professor) Dear Dr Duffy (Dr stands for Doctor)
Abbreviations don’t need a full stop when they end in the last letter of the word, like
Mr for Mister or Dr for Doctor. You only need the full stop when they end with another
letter, like Rev. for Reverend or Hon. for Honourable

Using Capital Letters
You already know that you always use a capital letter when you start a sentence.
When else do you use a capital letter? You use a capital letter when you write names of
particular people, places or things, such as:
Martha Woodford
Pudsey
90

W.S. Gilbert
Wembley Arena
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When you use initials in a name, you write them as capital letters followed by full stops.
For example, in W.S. Gilbert the ‘W.S.’ stands for William Schwenk. How do you write
your initials?
Here are some other rules for using capital letters when you write.
G

When you refer to yourself, ‘I’ is always a capital.

G

Use capitals for the months of the year and the days of the week.
January
August
Wednesday
Saturday

G

Use capitals for the names of holidays.
New Year’s Day
Christmas
Hanukkah
St Andrew’s Day
Mother’s Day

G

Use capitals for the names of countries, cities, counties and landmarks.
Scotland
Boston, Lincolnshire
Beachy Head
Land’s End

G

Use capitals for the name of a team, major sporting event or band.
Tottenham Hotspur
Olympics
Rugby World Cup
Coldplay

G

Use capitals for all the important words when you write the title of a book. You don’t
need them for little words like a, the, at, in or of, unless it’s the first word of the title.
You always give the first word a capital letter. Remember to underline the title of a
book, like this:

Paddington at Large
The Adventures of Mrs Pepperpot
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Familiar Sayings
PARENTS: Every culture has phrases
and proverbs that make no sense when
See more on these
carried over literally into another culture.
two sayings in the
To say, for example, that someone has ‘let
books for Years 1 and 2.
the cat out of the bag’ is not literally about
freeing a trapped feline. Nor – thank
goodness – does it ever literally ‘rain cats and dogs’!
The sayings and phrases in this section may be familiar to many children, but
their inclusion in the Core Knowledge Sequence has been much appreciated by
parents and teachers who work with children from home cultures in which they
may be unfamiliar.

Back to the drawing board.
People use this saying when something they’re doing doesn’t work. Like someone drawing
designs on a board, they need to start again and devise a new plan.
‘Shivom, that was Natalie’s father on the telephone,’ said Deb. ‘He says Natalie does
have that joke book you wanted to buy for her birthday.’
‘Back to the drawing board!’ said Shivom. ‘I’ll have to think of
something else.’

Better late than never.
People use this saying to mean that it’s better that something happens
late than not at all.
‘Estevan, here’s your birthday present. Sorry it’s late. The shop
was out of stock.’
‘No worries, Dad. Better late than never!’ said Estevan.

Cold Feet.
People say that someone who decides not to do something out of fear
gets ‘cold feet’.
‘I want to jump off the diving board but, every time I try, I get
cold feet. It feels like my feet are stuck in one place.’
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It’s no use crying over spilt milk.
People use this saying to mean that when
something has gone wrong that cannot be
mended, feeling sorry or worrying won’t
make it better.
‘Hey, Greg, what’s up? You aren’t still
upset about letting that goal in, are you?
Come on, it’s no use crying over spilt milk.’

Easier said than done.
People use this saying to mean that it’s
sometimes easy to say what should be
done, but it’s harder to do it.
Rachel and Tom found an old, bent
bicycle frame in a rubbish skip. ‘Let’s take
it home and mend it,’ said Rachel.
‘Easier said than done,’ said Tom.
‘Where are we going to get two wheels
and a chain to fit it? And how are we
going to straighten the frame?’

Eaten out of house and home.
People use this phrase, often humorously, to mean
that a huge amount of food gets eaten, so much,
in fact, that someone may have to sell the
house to pay for all the food!
‘Are you excited that your sister is
getting married?’ Aeryn asked Marie.
‘I am. My Grandad and Granny are
coming to the wedding, and my aunts and
uncles and cousins, too. But my Dad seems
a little worried. He says all Mum’s relatives
are going to eat us out of house and home.’
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Get a taste of your own medicine.
People use this expression to mean that someone who has
been bothering or mistreating others gets treated in the
same way.
‘So, did Graham hide anyone’s football kit at
school today?’ asked Rosa’s sister.
‘No,’ replied Rosa. ‘And I don’t think
he will for a while. Before practice, we
hid his socks and put some frilly pink
ones in his sports bag so he had to
wear those. He finally got a taste of his
own medicine.’

Two heads are better than one.
People use this saying to mean that when one person is having trouble with a task or
problem, a second person can often help out.
Pete was playing a geography game online. ‘Rosie,’ he asked his friend, ‘what goes next
to Devon?’
‘Well,’ said Rosie, ‘try Dorset and Somerset. Or maybe
Cornwall?’
‘Dorset and Somerset both fit. You’re a genius.’
‘You could be right,’ Rosie replied, ‘but two heads are
better than one.’

Get out of the bed
on the wrong side.
People use this phrase to mean someone is in
a bad temper, as if they had collided with a
wall when trying to get up.
‘My mum was in a bad mood all
morning. I think she got out of bed on
the wrong side.’
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Practise what you preach.
People use this saying to mean that you should behave the
way you tell others to behave.
‘Mum! Mum! Help! Ben took my train. He’s always
snatching my toys,’ Chris wailed. Then Chris
snatched the train out of his little brother’s
hands.
‘That’s enough, boys,’ said their mother.
‘Ben, you shouldn’t take the toy Chris is
playing with. And, Chris, if you grab things back
from him, he will think it’s okay to grab
things from you. You need to practise
what you preach.’

In hot water.
People use this phrase to mean in deep trouble, as if they were being cooked for dinner.
‘What was your favourite part of the film?’ Ryan asked Josie.
‘I liked the part when they fell into the snake pit and the snakes were slithering all over
them, and then the bad guys found them and sealed the pit,’ Josie said.
‘Yeah,’ Ryan agreed, ‘they were really in hot water then.’

Turn over a new leaf.
To turn over a new leaf is to
make a big change in the way
you behave. A leaf is an old
word for a page of a book
and a new page could have a
new story.
‘I’ve been late for school
nine times already this year.
Today I’m going to turn over
a new leaf. From now on, I’m
always going to be on time.’
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Where there’s a will there’s a way.
This saying means if you’re determined to do something, you’ll find a way to do it.
‘The Guides need to raise so much for our new minibus,’ said Hilary. ‘How will we ever
do it?’
‘We’ve already started weeding gardens and washing car windscreens,’ replied Tina.
‘We desperately want that minibus, and where there’s a will there’s a way.’

Keep your fingers crossed.
People use this expression in several ways. They say it to ward off danger, and they say it to
help make a wish come true.
‘What do you want for your birthday, Carmen?’ asked José.
‘Well, I’d like to have a bicycle, but I’m really keeping my fingers crossed that my
grandmother will be out of hospital by my birthday.’

You can’t teach an old dog new tricks.
People use this saying to mean that as you get older you become more set in your ways.
Once you are used to doing something in a certain way, it becomes very hard to learn a
different way to do it.
‘Grandfather, why are you going this
way to the market?’ asked Mei Jing. ‘The
new road is much quicker.’
‘Oh,’ laughed her grandfather, ‘I always
forget about that new road because I’ve
gone this way all my life. I suppose you
can’t teach an old dog new tricks.’
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Suggested Resources
Books
The Emperor’s New Clothes by Hans Christian Andersen and translated by Naomi Lewis
(Candlewick Press) 2000
Lighthouse Keeper series by Ronda and David Armitage (Scholastic) 2008
Something Else by Kathryn Cave (Puffin) 2011
Folk Tales of West Bengal by Swapna Dutta (Children’s Book Trust) 2009
Green Bananas series, Red Bananas series and Blue Bananas series (Egmont) 2011
Billy’s Bucket by Kes Gray and Garry Parsons (Red Fox) 2004
A Twist in the Tail: Animal Stories from Around the World by Mary Hoffman (Frances
Lincoln) 2001
Pirican Pic and Pirican Mor by Hugh Lupton (Barefoot) 2003
Aesop’s Fables by Beverley Naidoo and Piet Grobler (Frances Lincoln) 2011
The Adventures of Robin Hood by Marcia Williams (Walker) 2007
Greek Myths by Marcia Williams (Walker) 2006
The Iliad and the Odyssey by Marcia Williams (Walker) 2006

Poetry
Heard it in the Playground by Allan Ahlberg (Puffin) 1991
Please Mrs Butler: Verses by Allan Ahlberg (Puffin) 1984
The Oxford Book of Children’s Poetry by Michael Harrison and Christopher Stuart-Clark
(Oxford University Press) 2007
A Children’s Treasury of Milligan: Classic Stories and Poems by Spike Milligan (Virgin)
2001
The Puffin Book of Utterly Brilliant Poetry by Brian Patten (Puffin) 1999
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Mobile Apps
Greek God (Wuxi I Create Software) app for iPad or iPhone
Greek and Roman Gods and Goddesses Trivia (Swartz Enterprises) app for iPhone
Hangman Free HD (Optime) app for iPhone or iPad
Mad Libs (Penguin) app for iPhone [Stories to Practise Parts of Speech]
Paddington Bear (HarperCollins) app for iPad or iPhone
Sherwood Forest Archery HD (Revolution Games) app for iPad
SparkleFish (Joel Steinmetz) app for iPad or iPhone [for Parts of Speech]
Word Waggle Jr. (Kojoe Yirenkyi) app for iPhone or iPad

DVDs
A Christmas Carol (Boulevard Entertainments) 2010
Jason and the Argonauts (UCA) 1963
Miracle on 34th Street (Twentieth Century Fox) 2005 [colour version]
Miracle on 34th Street (Twentieth Century Fox) 1947, 2004 [original black and white
version]
Paddington Bear - Please Look After This Bear (Abbey) 2006
Scrooge (Paramount Home Entertainment) 2004
Scrooge (Simply Media) 1951, 2012

Magazines
Carousel by the Federation of Children’s Book Groups: www.carouselguide.co.uk
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