Language
and Literature
Reading, Writing and Your Year 4 Child
The best way to nurture your child’s reading and writing abilities is to provide rich literary
experiences, as well as frequent and varied opportunities to work and play with language.
By the end of Year 3, children should have developed a reading vocabulary of familiar
words and should be able to decode the letter-sound patterns of many unfamiliar oneand two-syllable words. During Year 4, as they increase their knowledge about words
(including the concepts of syllables, prefixes and suffixes), they put that knowledge to
work, decoding unfamiliar multi-syllabic words. If a child has not mastered the skill of
decoding simple words, that practice should continue.
By Year 4, the mental process of turning letters into sounds should be nearly automatic.
This year, children focus more on meaning as they read. Their reading vocabulary expands
tremendously, as does their ability to read longer and more complex literature. They read
for information and begin to use non-fiction reference books like children’s dictionaries
and encyclopaedias. They continue to read a range of both fiction and non-fiction texts,
and enjoy longer and more complicated ‘chapter books’.
In Year 4, children continue to learn about language as they write it: identifying parts
of speech, properly using punctuation and recognising sentence types. They begin to shape
their own writing, understanding how paragraphs relate to a larger whole and exerting
more control over vocabulary and structure. The teaching of grammar is an important
part of any literacy programme, and the topics covered here are not intended to represent
an all-encompassing literacy resource. Rather, they point students, teachers and parents
towards further work that can be supported by available resources such as Irina Tyk’s
Butterfly Grammar and others included in the list of further resources on page 87.
Parents can do many things to help their children reach these new levels of
understanding language:
G

Read aloud to your child. While Year 4 children are beginning to read on their own,
they also still enjoy listening. Continue reading aloud, both fiction and nonfiction,
even as your child becomes an independent reader.
1

What Your Year 4 Child Needs to Know

G

Have your child read aloud to you.

G

Visit your local library with your child.

G

Encourage your child to write letters and/or keep a diary or journal.

G

Play word games with your child. Scrabble, Hangman, Boggle and other popular
games that involve spelling, word recognition and vocabulary development, combine
fun with language facility.

G

Find language wherever you go. Use road signs, advertising, magazines – the written
word all around you – to keep your child thinking and talking about language.

G

Support your child’s interests through reading. When your child shows an interest
in something special – insects or tennis, great explorers like Francis Drake or jazz
music – go together to your local library to find more to read on that subject.

The more a child reads and writes, the more fluent in language that child becomes.
By using these strategies, you communicate the enjoyment of reading and writing and
you help build the foundation for learning that will last a lifetime.

Literature
Introduction
This selection of poetry, stories and myths can be read aloud or, in many cases, read
independently by Year 4 children. We hope you’ll take it as a starting point in your search
for more literature for your child to read and enjoy.
We have included both traditional and modern poetry. Poems can be silly – written for
the sheer enjoyment of rhythm and rhyme – or they can be serious. Rhythm and rhyme
make poetry the perfect literature for a Year 4 child to memorise a few of their favourites.
The stories selected here include classic folktales from many cultures and excerpts from
great works of children’s literature. Some of them have been chosen as literary links to
topics elsewhere in the book. In the case of book-length works, we can provide only short
excerpts, hoping that you and your child will read the rest on your own.
This book continues the effort, begun in What Your Year 3 Child Needs to Know, to
share the wealth of classical mythology. Since Year 4 children learn about ancient Rome,
several myths were chosen to convey a sense of Roman history. Likewise we offer some
Norse mythology. Therefore, parents can coordinate readings about literature and history.
Age-old myths also give parents the opportunity to discuss traditional virtues such as
friendship, courage and honesty.
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Poetry
For Want of a Nail
(traditional Mother Goose rhyme)
For want of a nail, the shoe was lost,
For want of a shoe, the horse was lost,
For want of a horse, the rider was lost,
For want of a rider, the battle was lost,
For want of a battle, the kingdom was lost,
And all for the want of a horseshoe nail.
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Colonel Fazackerley Butterworth-Toast
by Charles Causley
Colonel Fazackerley Butterworth-Toast
Bought an old castle complete with a ghost,
But someone or other forgot to declare
To Colonel Fazak that the spectre was there.
On the very first evening, while waiting to dine,
The Colonel was taking a fine sherry wine,
When the ghost, with a furious flash and a flare,
Shot out of the chimney and shivered, ‘Beware!’
Colonel Fazackerley put down his glass
And said, ‘My dear fellow, that’s really first class!
I just can’t conceive how you do it at all.
I imagine you’re going to a Fancy Dress Ball?’
At this, the dread ghost made a withering cry.
Said the Colonel (his monocle firm in his eye),
‘Now just how you do it, I wish I could think.
Do sit down and tell me, and please have a drink.’
The ghost in his phosphorous cloak gave a roar
And floated about between ceiling and floor.
He walked through a wall and returned through a pane
And backed up the chimney and came down again.
Said the Colonel, ‘With laughter I’m feeling quite weak!’
(As trickles of merriment ran down his cheek).
‘My house-warming party I hope you won’t spurn.
You MUST say you’ll come and you’ll give us a turn!’
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At this, the poor spectre – quite out of his wits –
Proceeded to shake himself almost to bits.
He rattled his chains and he clattered his bones
And he filled the whole castle with mumbles and moans.
But Colonel Fazackerley, just as before,
Was simply delighted and called out, ‘Encore!’
At which the ghost vanished, his efforts in vain,
And never was seen at the castle again.
‘Oh dear, what a pity!’ said Colonel Fazak.
‘I don’t know his name, so I can’t call him back.’
And then with a smile that was hard to define,
Colonel Fazackerley went in to dine.
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Eletelephony
by Laura Richards

6

Once there was an elephant,

Howe’er it was, he got his trunk

Who tried to use the telephant –

Entangled in the telephunk;

No! No! I mean an elephone

The more he tried to get it free,

Who tried to use the telephone –

The louder buzzed the telephee –

(Dear me! I am not certain quite

(I fear I’d better drop the song

That even now I’ve got it right.)

Of elephop and telephong!)
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Dream Variations
by Langston Hughes

By Myself
by Eloise Greenfield
When I’m by myself
And I close my eyes
I’m a twin
I’m a dimple in a chin
I’m a room full of toys
I’m a squeaky noise
I’m a gospel song

To fling my arms wide
In some place of the sun,
To whirl and to dance
Till the white day is done.
Then rest at cool evening
Beneath a tall tree
While night comes on gently,
Dark like me –
That is my dream!

I’m a gong
I’m a leaf turning red
I’m a loaf of brown bread
I’m a whatever I want to be
An anything I care to be
And when I open my eyes
What I care to be
Is me

To fling my arms wide
In the face of the sun,
Dance! Whirl! Whirl!
Till the quick day is done.
Rest at pale evening…
A tall, slim tree…
Night coming tenderly
Black like me.

Do you remember reading other poems by
Eloise Greenfield and Langston Hughes in Year 2?
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Ducks’ Ditty
by Kenneth Grahame
All along the backwater,

Everyone for what he likes!

Through the rushes tall,

WE like to be

Ducks are a-dabbling,

Heads down, tails up,

Up tails all!

Dabbling free!

Ducks’ tails, drakes’ tails,

High in the blue above

Yellow feet a-quiver,

Swifts whirl and call −

Yellow bills all out of sight

WE are down a-dabbling

Busy in the river!

Up tails all!

Slushy green undergrowth
Where the roach swim −
Here we keep our larder,

This poem comes from
The Wind in the Willows, which
we will be reading on page 32.

Cool and full and dim.

Stories
Alice’s Adventures in Wonderland
(adapted from the book by Lewis Carroll)
In 1865, Lewis Carroll – whose real name was Charles Dodgson – introduced the world to
a girl named Alice and the strange and funny world of Wonderland. Alice’s Adventures in
Wonderland was so popular that Carroll wrote another book, called Through the LookingGlass and What Alice Found There.
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Alice was beginning to get very tired of sitting by her sister on the riverbank and of having
nothing to do: once or twice she had peeped into the book her sister was reading, but it
had no pictures or conversations in it, ‘and what is the use of a book,’ thought Alice,
‘without pictures or conversations?’
So she was considering, in her own mind (as well as she could, for the hot day made
her feel very sleepy and stupid), whether the pleasure of making a daisy-chain would be
worth the trouble of getting up and picking the daisies, when suddenly a White Rabbit
with pink eyes ran close by her.
There was nothing so very remarkable in that; nor did Alice think it
so very much out of the way to hear the Rabbit say to itself, ‘Oh dear!
Oh dear! I shall be too late!’ But when the Rabbit actually took a
watch out of its waistcoat-pocket, and looked at it, and then
hurried on, Alice started to her feet, and burning with curiosity,
she ran across the field after it, and was just in time to see it pop
down a large rabbithole under the hedge.
In another moment down went Alice after it, never once
considering how in the world she was to get out again.
The rabbit-hole dipped suddenly down, so suddenly that Alice
found herself falling down what seemed to be a very deep well.
Either the well was very deep, or she fell very slowly, for she had plenty of time as she
went down to look about her, and to wonder what was going to happen next. She looked
at the sides of the well, and noticed that they were filled with cupboards and bookshelves.
‘Well!’ thought Alice to herself. ‘After such a fall as this, I shall think nothing of
tumbling down stairs!’ Down, down, down. Would the fall never come to an end? ‘I
wonder how many miles I’ve fallen by this time?’ she said aloud. ‘I must be getting
somewhere near the centre of the earth. Let me see: that would be four thousand miles
down, I think. I wonder if I shall fall right through the earth! How funny it’ll seem to come
out among the people that walk with their heads downwards! I shall have to ask them
what the name of the country is. ‘Please, Ma’am, is this New Zealand? Or Australia?’
She felt that she was dozing off when suddenly, thump! thump! down she came upon
a heap of sticks and dry leaves.
Alice was not a bit hurt. She looked up: before her was another long passage, and the
White Rabbit was hurrying down it. Away Alice went like the wind, and was just in time
to hear the Rabbit say, as it turned a corner, ‘Oh my ears and whiskers, how late it’s
getting!’ She was close behind it when she turned the corner, but the Rabbit was no longer
to be seen. She found herself in a long, low hall.
9
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There were doors all around the hall, but they were all
locked. Alice sadly wondered how she was ever to get out
again. Suddenly she came upon a little three-legged table, all
made of solid glass; there was nothing on it but a tiny golden
key. But alas! It would not open any of the doors. However,
Alice then came upon a low curtain she had not noticed
before, and behind it was a little door about 15 inches high.
She tried the little golden key in the lock, and it fitted!
The door led into a small passage, not much larger than a rat-hole. Alice knelt down
and looked along the passage into the loveliest garden you ever saw. How she longed to
get out of that dark hall, and wander about among those beds of bright flowers and those
cool fountains, but she could not even get her head through the doorway.
There seemed to be no use in waiting by the little door, so she went
back to the table. This time she found a little bottle on it (‘which
certainly was not here before,’ said Alice), and tied round
the neck of the bottle was a paper label with the words
‘DRINK ME’ printed in large letters.
It was all very well to say ‘Drink me’, but the wise little
Alice was not going to do that in a hurry: ‘No, I’ll look
first,’ she said, ‘and see whether it’s marked “poison”, or
not.’ However, this bottle was not marked ‘poison’, so
Alice ventured to taste it, and finding it very nice (it had,
in fact, a sort of mixed flavour of cherry-tart, custard,
pineapple, roast turkey, toffee, and hot buttered toast),
she very soon finished it off.
‘What a curious feeling!’ said Alice, ‘I must be shutting up like a telescope.’
She was now only ten inches high, the right size for going through the little door into
that lovely garden. But alas for poor Alice! When she got to the door, she found she had
forgotten the little golden key, and when she went back to the table for it, she found she
could not possibly reach it. The poor little thing sat down and cried, but soon her eye fell
on a little glass box that was under the
table: she opened it, and found in it a
very small cake, on which the words
We started learning in
‘EAT ME’ were beautifully marked in
Year 3 about how to use
currants. ‘Well, I’ll eat it,’ said Alice,
inches and feet for measuring length.
and very soon finished off the cake.
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‘Curiouser and curiouser!’ cried Alice (for she was so much
surprised that she quite forgot how to speak good English). ‘Now
I’m opening out like the largest telescope that ever was! Goodbye feet!’ Her head struck against the roof of the hall: in fact
she was now more than nine feet high, and she at once took
up the little golden key and hurried to the garden door.
Poor Alice! It was as much as she could do, lying down on
one side, to look through into the garden with one eye; but to
get through was more hopeless than ever: she sat down and
began to cry again. She went on, shedding gallons of tears,
until there was a large pool around her, about four inches deep
and reaching half down the hall.
After a time she heard a
pattering of feet in the
distance, and she hastily
dried her eyes to see what
was coming. It was the
White Rabbit returning,
splendidly dressed, with a pair
of white kid gloves in one hand
and a large fan in the other. He
was muttering to himself, ‘Oh!
The Duchess! Oh! Won’t she be a
savage if I’ve kept her waiting!’
Alice felt so desperate that she was ready to ask help of anyone; so when the Rabbit
came near her, she began, in a low, timid voice: ‘If you please, sir–’ The Rabbit started
violently, dropped the white kid gloves and the fan, and scurried away into the darkness
as fast as he could go.
‘Dear, dear!’ said Alice. ‘How queer everything is today!’
As she said this, she looked down at her hands, and was
surprised to see that she had put on one of the Rabbit’s
little white kid gloves. ‘How can I have done that?’ she
thought. ‘I must be growing small again.’ She was
shrinking rapidly, and in another moment, splash! She
was up to her chin in salt water. She was in the pool of
tears which she had wept when she was nine feet high.
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The Crocodile by Lewis Carroll
As Alice becomes small, then large, then small again, she begins to wonder who she
is. She decides to recite a poem, to make sure she is still herself, but unfortunately
the words come out all wrong!
How doth the little crocodile

How cheerfully he seems to grin!

Improve his shining tail,

How neatly spreads his claws,

And pour the waters of the Nile

And welcomes little fishes in

On every golden scale!

With gently smiling jaws!

The poem that Alice was trying to remember was a very serious one called ‘Against
Idleness and Mischief’ by Isaac Watts. Here it is:
How doth the little busy bee

And labours hard to store it well

Improve each shining hour,

With the sweet food she makes.

And gather honey all the day,
From every opening flower!

In books, or work, or healthful play
Let my first years be passed,

How skilfully she builds her cell!

That I may give for every day

How neat she spreads the wax!

Some good account at last.

Lewis Carroll has used the same rhythm and rhyme for Alice’s nonsense version,
perhaps because he was feeling mischievous!
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Alice soon makes her way to dry ground and once again encounters the White Rabbit. But
the Rabbit disappears, leaving Alice – who has shrunk again – to wander until she comes upon
a caterpillar, sitting upon a mushroom and smoking a kind of pipe called a hookah.
Alice stretched herself up on tiptoe and peeped over the edge of the mushroom, and her
eyes immediately met those of a large blue caterpillar. The Caterpillar and Alice looked
at each other for some time in silence. At last the Caterpillar took the hookah out of its
mouth, and addressed her in a languid, sleepy voice.
‘Who are you?’ said the Caterpillar.
Alice replied, rather shyly: ‘I – I
hardly know, sir, just at present – at
least I know who I was when I
got up this morning, but I think
I must have been changed several
times since then.’
‘What do you mean by that?’
said the Caterpillar sternly.
‘Explain yourself!’
‘I can’t explain myself, I’m afraid, sir,’
said Alice, ‘because I’m not myself,
you see.’
‘I don’t see,’ said the Caterpillar.
‘I’m afraid I can’t put it more
clearly,’ Alice replied, ‘for being so
many different sizes in one day is
very confusing.’
‘It isn’t,’ said the Caterpillar.
Alice felt a little irritated at the Caterpillar’s making such very short remarks. As the
Caterpillar seemed to be in a very unpleasant state of mind, she turned away.
‘Come back!’ the Caterpillar called after her. ‘I’ve something important to say!’
This sounded promising, so Alice turned and came back again.
‘Keep your temper,’ said the Caterpillar.
‘Is that all?’ said Alice, swallowing down her anger as well as she could.
‘No,’ said the Caterpillar.
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Alice thought she might as well wait, as she had nothing else
to do, and perhaps aer all it might tell her something worth
hearing. For some minutes it puﬀed away without speaking, but
at last it unfolded its arms, took the hookah out of its mouth
again, and said: ‘So you think you’re changed, do you?’
‘I’m afraid I am, sir,’ said Alice; ‘I can’t remember things as I
used − and I don’t keep the same size for ten minutes together!’
‘Can’t remember what things?’ said the Caterpillar.
‘Well, I’ve tried to say “How Doth the Little Busy Bee”, but
it all came different!’ Alice replied in a very melancholy voice.
‘Repeat, “You are Old, Father William”,’ said the Caterpillar.
Alice folded her hands, and began:
‘You are old, Father William,’ the young man said,
‘And your hair has become very white;
And yet you incessantly stand on your head –
Do you think, at your age, it is right?’
‘In my youth,’ Father William replied to his son,
‘I feared it might injure the brain;
But now that I’m perfectly sure I have none,
Why, I do it again and again.’
‘You are old,’ said the youth, ‘as I mentioned before,
And have grown most uncommonly fat;
Yet you turned a back somersault in at the door –
Pray, what is the reason of that?’
‘In my youth,’ said the sage, as he shook his grey locks,
‘I kept all my limbs very supple
By the use of this ointment – one shilling the box –
Allow me to sell you a couple?’
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‘You are old,’ said the youth, ‘and your jaws are too weak
For anything tougher than suet;
Yet you finished the goose, with the bones and the beak –
Pray how did you manage to do it?’
‘In my youth,’ said his father, ‘I took to the law,
And argued each case with my wife;
And the muscular strength which it gave to my jaw
Has lasted the rest of my life.’
‘You are old,’ said the youth, ‘one would hardly suppose
That your eye was as steady as ever;
Yet you balanced an eel on the end of your nose –
What made you so awfully clever?’
‘I have answered three questions, and that is enough,’
Said his father. ‘Don’t give yourself airs!
Do you think I can listen all day to such stuff?
Be off, or I’ll kick you downstairs!’
‘That is not said right,’ said the Caterpillar.
‘Not quite right, I’m afraid,’ said Alice, timidly; ‘some of the words have got altered.’
‘It is wrong from beginning to end,’ said the Caterpillar decidedly, and there was silence
for some minutes.
The Caterpillar was the first to speak.
‘What size do you want to be?’ it asked. ‘Well, I should like to be a little larger, sir, if
you wouldn’t mind,’ said Alice: ‘three inches is such a wretched height to be.’
‘It is a very good height indeed!’ said the Caterpillar, rearing itself up angrily as it
spoke (it was exactly three inches high). ‘You’ll get used to it in time,’ he said, and began
smoking again.
In a minute or two the Caterpillar took the hookah out of its mouth, and yawned once
or twice, and shook itself. Then it got down off the mushroom and crawled away into the
15

What Your Year 4 Child Needs to Know

grass, remarking as it went, ‘One side will make you grow taller, and the other side will
make you grow shorter.’
‘One side of what? The other side of what?’ thought Alice to herself.
‘Of the mushroom,’ said the Caterpillar, just as if she had asked it aloud; and in another
moment it was out of sight.
Alice stretched her arms around the mushroom and broke off a bit of the edge with
each hand. Very carefully, she nibbled first at one and then at the other, and after some
violent rising and shrinking, managed to bring herself back to her usual height.
Alice wandered until she came upon a cat – the Cheshire Cat – sitting on a bough of a
tree and grinning from ear to ear.
‘Cheshire Puss,’ she began, rather timidly, ‘would you tell me, please, which way I ought
to walk from here?’
‘That depends a good deal on where you want to get to,’ said the Cat.
‘I don’t care much where,’ said Alice.
‘Then it doesn’t matter which way you go,’ said the Cat.
‘– so long as I get somewhere,’ Alice added.
‘Oh, you’re sure to do that,’ said the Cat, ‘if you only walk long enough.’
Alice tried another question. ‘What sort of people live about here?’
‘In that direction,’ said the Cat, waving its right paw round, ‘lives a Hatter, and in that
direction,’ waving the other paw, ‘lives a March Hare. Visit either you like: they’re both mad.’
‘But I don’t want to go among mad people,’ Alice remarked.
‘Oh, you can’t help that,’ said the Cat. ‘We’re all mad here.’ Then it vanished slowly,
beginning with the end of the tail, and ending with the grin, which remained some time
after the rest of it had gone.
‘Well! I’ve often seen a cat without a grin,’ thought Alice, ‘but a grin without a cat! It’s
the most curious thing I ever saw in my life!’
She had not gone far before she came upon a house, with a table set out under a tree in
front of the house. The March Hare and the Mad Hatter were having tea at it; a Dormouse
was sitting between them, fast asleep. The table was a large one, but the three were all
crowded together at one corner of it. ‘No room! No room!’ they cried out when they saw
Alice coming.
‘There’s plenty of room!’ said Alice indignantly, and she sat down in a large arm chair
at one end of the table.
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‘Have some wine,’ said the
March Hare.
Alice looked all round the
table. ‘I don’t see any wine,’
she remarked.
‘There isn’t any,’ said the
March Hare.
‘Then it wasn’t very civil of
you to offer it,’ said Alice angrily.
‘It wasn’t very civil of you to
sit down without being invited,’
said the March Hare.
The Hatter had been looking at Alice for some time and said, ‘Why is a raven like a
writing desk?’
‘Riddles! We shall have some fun now!’ thought Alice. ‘I believe I can guess that,’ she
added aloud.
‘Do you mean that you think you can find out the answer to it?’ said the March Hare.
‘Exactly so,’ said Alice.
‘Then you should say what you mean,’ the March Hare went on.
‘I do,’ Alice replied. ‘At least – at least I mean what I say – that’s the same thing, you know.’
‘Not the same thing a bit!’ said the Hatter. ‘Why, you might just as well say that “I see
what I eat” is the same thing as “I eat what I see”!’
‘You might just as well say,’ added the March Hare, ‘that “I like what I get” is the same
thing as “I get what I like”!’
‘You might just as well say,’ added the Dormouse, which seemed to be talking in its
sleep, ‘that “I breathe when I sleep” is the same thing as “I sleep when I breathe”!’
‘It is the same thing with you,’ said the Hatter. Then he turned to Alice again and asked,
‘Have you guessed the riddle yet?’
‘No, I give it up,’ Alice replied. ‘What’s the answer?’
‘I haven’t the slightest idea,’ said the Hatter.
‘Nor I,’ said the March Hare.
‘This,’ thought Alice, ‘is the stupidest tea-party I ever was at in all my life!’ She got up
in great disgust, and walked off; the Dormouse fell asleep instantly, and neither of the
17
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others took the least notice of her going,
though she looked back once or twice, half
hoping that they would call after her: the last
time she saw them, they were trying to put the
Dormouse into the teapot.
Alice wanders into many more adventures in
Wonderland. She meets a walking, talking deck
of cards, ruled by a furious Queen of Hearts,
who responds to everyone – including Alice –
by shouting, ‘Off with your head!’ You’ll enjoy
reading about the Queen and Alice in the full
book of Alice’s Adventures in Wonderland.

Aladdin and the Wonderful Lamp
This story and the next one, ‘Ali Baba and the Forty Thieves’, come from a book called A
Thousand and One Nights. This book begins with the story of a cruel sultan in Persia who
chose a new wife every day and killed her before the next morning. However, one of his
wives, a clever young woman called Scheherazade [shuh-HAIR-uh-zahd], outwitted him.
When it came to her turn to be the wife of the sultan, she told him a story on their wedding
night that was so fascinating that he could not wait to hear the end. But the crafty
Scheherazade would not finish her story! She said she was so tired, she would tell the sultan
the rest the next day. So, the next morning, the sultan did not kill Scheherazade, because he
wanted to hear the end of the story. His wife finished the story she had begun the night
before, then started another one. Once again, she refused to tell him the end of the story
until the next day so, once again, he did not kill her in the morning. This went on until
Scheherazade had told 1,001 stories, by which time the sultan had fallen in love with her
and spared her life. ‘Aladdin and the Wonderful Lamp’ and ‘Ali Baba and the Forty Thieves’
were two of the stories Scheherazade told. The Russian composer Rimsky-Korsakov wrote
musical pieces about Scheherazade and her stories. You can learn more about them in the
music chapter of this book, on page 209.
There was once an idle, good-for-nothing boy called Aladdin. When his father, the tailor,
died, Aladdin’s mother took up spinning to earn their living.
One day a stranger approached Aladdin.
‘Tell me, my son,’ said the stranger. ‘Are you not the son of the tailor?’
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Aladdin answered yes, and the stranger threw his arms around him. ‘My dear nephew!’
he cried. ‘Your father was my brother! And now I learn he is dead!’
Aladdin introduced the man to his mother, who had never in her life heard that her
husband had a brother. She received him kindly, though, and when the man promised to
set Aladdin up in business as a merchant, she believed him.
But the stranger was really a magician from faraway Africa. He had come to China in
search of a magic lamp, known to give all the riches anyone could imagine. To find the
lamp, the magician needed someone who would help without asking any questions. He
thought Aladdin was just the right person. The next day, the magician came to fetch
Aladdin. ‘Come with me,’ he said. ‘I will introduce you to the other merchants.’ Then he
led the boy out into the country.
They climbed a steep mountain to a spot where no flowers grew. ‘Fetch me a pile of
sticks to make a fire, and I will show you a wonderful thing,’ the magician ordered. Aladdin
did as he was told. The magician lit the fire, threw perfumes into it and uttered magical
words. The sky darkened and the earth opened at their feet. There before them was a large
stone with a brass ring attached.
‘Under this stone is a treasure to make you richer than a king,’ said the magician. ‘Lift
the stone by the ring. Go down the stairs. You will pass many riches, but you must touch
nothing. You will go into a garden, where you will see a lamp hanging from a fruit tree.
Bring that lamp to me. Once you have it, you may gather any of the fruits that you see.’
Aladdin could not believe what he was being asked to do, but he agreed. ‘Take this ring,’
said the magician, removing it from his finger. ‘It will keep you safe from harm.’
Aladdin lifted the stone, stepped down the stairs, and found his way through a hallway
of glittering objects, which he took care not to touch. When he found the lamp, he tucked
it inside his shirt. Then he couldn’t resist filling his pockets with all the glittering things
he saw. He didn’t know they were precious jewels. He just kept thinking, ‘I will gather
these glass fruits to play with at home.’
All those jewels weighed Aladdin down, so when he came to the top of the staircase, he
could not climb out. ‘Give me a hand, Uncle,’ he cried.
‘First give me the lamp,’ the magician answered.
But the lamp was buried deep beneath all the jewels that Aladdin was carrying. ‘I cannot
reach it now,’ he said.
‘Hand it up to me,’ said the magician.
‘But I can’t,’ Aladdin said.
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The magician’s anger was growing. ‘The lamp!’ he cried, for that was all he cared about.
But Aladdin did not want to drop any jewels. ‘I will give it to you when I get out,’
he said.
The impatient magician uttered a magic chant. The stone rolled back, trapping Aladdin
in the cave’s black darkness. He called a thousand times for his uncle to help him, but the
magician had whisked himself back to Africa. All he wanted was the lamp, and if Aladdin
would not help him get that, he cared nothing for Aladdin.
For three days, Aladdin stayed in the pitch-black cave. He wept and shouted. Finally,
he put his hands together to pray. As he did so, he happened to rub the ring that the
magician had placed on his finger. Instantly, a genie rose before him and said, ‘I am the
slave of him who wears the ring. What do you wish?’
Aladdin found the genie frightening, but he said, ‘Bring me out of this cave!’ Hardly
had he finished speaking when he found himself outside again. He ran home to tell his
mother all that had happened. He showed her the jewels, which she thought were coloured
fruit as well. Then he showed her the lamp.
‘It is so dirty,’ said Aladdin’s mother. ‘If I clean it, perhaps I could sell it and bring home
some food.’ She took a cloth and started rubbing it. Suddenly, there appeared a monstrous
genie, far bigger than the one who had appeared when Aladdin rubbed the ring.
‘I am the slave of her who holds the lamp,’ thundered the genie. ‘What do you wish?’
The poor woman almost fainted with fear. Aladdin commanded, ‘We are hungry! Fetch
us something to eat.’
In the twinkling of an eye, the genie returned with 12 silver platters piled high with
food. Aladdin and his mother ate their fill. Then they sold the silver platters and bought
more food.
One day at the market, Aladdin caught a glimpse of the sultan’s daughter. She was so
beautiful that he fell in love at once. He told his mother that he wanted the princess for
his wife.
‘Have you lost your senses?’ his mother said. ‘Your father was a poor tailor!’
‘Take the beautiful glass fruit as a gift to the sultan,’ Aladdin answered.
His mother agreed. ‘O lord sultan,’ she said, ‘my son, named Aladdin, wishes to marry
your daughter.’
The sultan burst out laughing. ‘Your son and my daughter?’ he boomed. Aladdin’s
mother opened her handkerchief and displayed the jewels, which lit up the room. ‘Never
have I seen jewels of such size and radiance,’ the sultan thought to himself. ‘Your son may
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marry my daughter,’ he said to the woman, ‘but only after he sends 40 slaves, each carrying
a golden basin full of jewels like these.’
Hearing the sultan’s request, Aladdin rubbed his lamp. e genie reappeared. Aladdin
repeated the sultan’s wish. Almost instantly, the genie returned with 40 slaves, each carrying
on his head a large golden basin filled with pearls and diamonds, rubies and emeralds.
At that, the sultan agreed to let Aladdin marry his daughter.
Aladdin was delighted. He rubbed the lamp and commanded the genie to prepare a
wedding in princely style. Slaves brought him rich clothes, sweet perfumes and a splendid
horse, which he rode to the wedding. Slaves threw gold pieces into the hands of all the
people who lined the streets to see him. He commanded the genie to build a palace right
next to the home of the sultan, with kitchens full of golden dishes and stables full of
handsome horses. Finally, at Aladdin’s request, the genie spread a thick carpet from the
sultan’s home to Aladdin’s palace so his bride’s feet would not have to touch the earth.
When the sultan saw such magnificence, he was sure that Aladdin was the right
husband for his daughter. They celebrated their wedding with a feast and music that lasted
all day and all night. Aladdin thought that his life could not be more perfect.
But danger lurked afar. The magician caught wind of Aladdin’s good fortune. ‘That
lazy boy? Surely this must be the magic of the lamp,’ he said, and he whisked himself back
to China. He dressed himself as a poor peddler and carried a few shiny lamps in a basket.
As he walked by Aladdin’s palace, he shouted, ‘New lamps for old!’
It just so happened that on that morning, Aladdin had gone out hunting. His wife, the
princess, heard the voice from the street. ‘We have that ugly old lamp,’ she thought. ‘I
would gladly trade it for a shiny new one.’ With that, she handed over Aladdin’s lamp to
the disguised magician.
Immediately, the magician rubbed the lamp and the genie appeared.
‘Take Aladdin’s palace and all that it contains,’ commanded the magician. ‘Set it down
in my country in Africa.’
‘I hear and I obey,’ said the genie.
The next morning, when the sultan looked out the window, both the palace and his
daughter had disappeared. He sent his soldiers out, and they dragged Aladdin before the
sultan. ‘Find my daughter!’ he stormed. ‘If you fail, you die!’
Poor Aladdin wandered far from the city. He walked beside a river and rubbed his
hands, wondering what to do. The genie of the ring appeared once more, asking, ‘What
do you wish?’
‘Bring my palace and my beloved wife home to me,’ asked Aladdin.
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‘Alas,’ said the genie, ‘that duty belongs only to the genie of the lamp.’
‘Then take me to be with my wife.’
Instantly, Aladdin found himself in Africa. His wife greeted him joyfully. When Aladdin
heard her story, he knew that the magician had used the lamp to work his evil deed. They
hit on a plan to get back the lamp.
While Aladdin kept out of sight, the princess treated the magician to a fine supper. Into
his cup of wine, she slipped a poison powder. No sooner had the magician swallowed one
gulp of wine than he fell on the floor, dead.
Aladdin ran in and discovered the lamp, hidden inside the magician’s sleeve. He rubbed
it and the monstrous genie appeared. ‘What do you wish?’ the genie thundered.
‘Take this building with all it contains,’ commanded Aladdin, pointing to the palace.
‘Carry it to China and set it down beside the sultan’s home.’
‘I hear and I obey,’ replied the genie, and the palace was lifted up into the air.
The next morning, when the sultan arose and looked out the window, he was overjoyed
to see his daughter and her palace once again. He ordered a month of celebrations. From
then on, Aladdin lived with the princess in peace and pleasure and safety. When the old
sultan died, Aladdin took his throne and ruled justly over all people, rich and poor.

Ali Baba and the Forty Thieves
Here is another story from A Thousand and One Nights, told by Scheherazade to the Persian
sultan to save her life.
Many years ago there lived two brothers in Persia, Cassim and Ali Baba. The elder brother
had married the daughter of a rich merchant and lived very well. But Ali Baba had married
a poor woman and barely had enough to get by.
One day, as Ali Baba was coming home from cutting wood, a troop of horsemen came
riding at full speed towards him. Hiding in the bushes, he watched as the horsemen, who
numbered 40, climbed off their horses. Each heaved onto the ground a heavy saddlebag,
and Ali Baba began to understand that these were thieves hiding their treasure.
One stood in front of a steep rock. ‘Open, sesame!’ he cried, and a doorway appeared
in the rock. The robbers entered and the door shut behind them. Ali Baba waited quietly.
Then the door opened again. The leader of the thieves counted all the men as they passed
by him, then cried, ‘Shut, sesame!’ The door in the rock closed.
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When the robbers were out of sight, Ali Baba tried the magic trick for himself. ‘Open,
sesame!’ he called, and the door opened.
Inside was a huge room, filled with bags of treasure and heaps of coins. Ali Baba picked
up a few bags of coins – just a few – then he said the magic words that opened the
door again. ‘Open, sesame!’ Once out of the cave, he said, ‘Shut, sesame!’ The door in the
rock closed.
Ali Baba hurried home. To his poor wife, a few bags of coins were a treasure. ‘Let me
weigh the money, to know how much we have,’ she said.
‘Just be sure to keep our secret,’ Ali Baba said.
His wife ran to Cassim’s house to borrow a scale with which to weigh the coins.
‘What would my poor sister-in-law need to weigh?’ wondered Cassim’s wife. She
secretly rubbed some wax on the bottom of the scale. When Ali Baba’s wife returned it, a
shiny gold coin stayed stuck to the wax. ‘Do they have so much gold that they must weigh
it?’ Cassim exclaimed when he heard what had happened.
Now, Cassim was rich, but he was also jealous. Early the next morning he went to his
brother and demanded to know where the gold coin came from. Ali Baba told him. ‘I will
go and fetch some treasure for myself,’ said Cassim.
Cassim remembered to say, ‘Open, sesame!’ To his joy, the door opened wide, showing
bags of treasure and heaps of coins. He filled ten bags as full as he could. He was so excited
he forgot the magic words. ‘Open, barley!’ he cried. ‘Open, oats!’ But nothing he said
opened the door. He was locked inside the cave of treasure.
At noon, the robbers returned to their cave. They spoke the magic words and the door
in the rock opened. Cassim tried to hide, but he could not escape from 40 thieves. They
cut Cassim’s body into four quarters and hung them inside the cave.
By night-time, Cassim’s wife was worried. Ali Baba knew where to find his brother.
He went to the rock and spoke the magic words: ‘Open, sesame!’ Then he found his
worst fears to be true. He wrapped what was left of his brother’s body in cloth, laid the
bundle on the back of his mule, covered it with branches, and carried it back to his
brother’s house.
A clever young slave girl named Morgiana worked for Cassim and his wife. When she
heard what Ali Baba had brought home, she agreed to help him keep it secret. She ran to
the chemist, asking for strong medicine. ‘My master is sick unto death,’ she said. ‘He
cannot eat or speak.’ Having heard that, no one was surprised to hear the next day that
Cassim had died and that his brother, Ali Baba, had moved into his house to console the
widow and take care of unfinished business.
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Now Morgiana considered Ali Baba her master, and she willingly helped him carry out
his plan. She ran to the cobbler’s and put two gold pieces into his hand. ‘I have a task for
you, but it must be kept a secret,’ she said. She led him blindfolded to Cassim’s house. She
asked him to sew Cassim’s body back together, so that he might be buried without anyone
knowing what had happened to him. She gave the cobbler a third piece of gold for his
trouble and led him blindfolded back home again.
When the 40 thieves found Cassim’s body missing, they knew that someone still knew
the secret of how to get into their cave. They went from person to person throughout the
town, trying to discover who it was. One thief happened on the cobbler, who was working
at the crack of dawn.
‘How can you see your work?’ asked the thief. ‘It is scarcely light.’
‘I have very good eyes,’ said the cobbler. ‘Yesterday I sewed together a dead body in a
room much darker than this.’
‘Aha!’ thought the thief. To the cobbler he said, ‘You must be joking. Show me the
house where you did such a strange job.’
‘I was blindfolded,’ said the cobbler, ‘but I think I can remember the way.’ He walked
down the street, counting his steps as he went, and stopped at Cassim’s doorstep.
The thief gave the cobbler a gold piece, thanked him, and sent him on his way. When
he asked the neighbours, the thief learnt that Ali Baba had recently lost his brother yet
come into great riches. The thief was sure that Ali Baba was the man who had discovered
the way into the cave. He marked Ali Baba’s door with chalk.
But clever Morgiana noticed the chalk marks on the door. ‘Either an enemy plans to
do my master wrong or a boy has been playing tricks,’ she thought. ‘Either way, it is best
to guard against all possible evil.’ She fetched a piece of chalk and marked three other
doors near her master’s.
When the thief returned, he was confused by all the chalk marks. He returned to his
leader and said he couldn’t remember which house the cobbler had shown him. In a rage,
his leader killed him on the spot. He sent another thief to find the cobbler, who pointed
out Ali Baba’s house, which this thief marked with red chalk.
But Morgiana was watching. She marked all the doors up and down the street with red
chalk, too. Again, the thief didn’t know which house was the right one, and again the
leader killed the thief when he found out.
The leader decided to follow the cobbler himself. He made no marks on Ali Baba’s door.
He just looked at it very carefully, so he would remember it. He went back to his fellow
thieves and told them his new plan.
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‘Bring 19 mules,’ he said. ‘To each mule, attach two earthen jars, big enough for a man
to fit in. Put oil in only one of those jars.’ And do you know what
he did with the other 37 jars? He made the thieves crawl into them!

How many jars did the leader have? What is 19 mules × 2 jars each?
It is 20 + 20 − 1 − 1, since 19 is one less than 20, or 40 − 2 = 38.

The leader of the thieves led the 19 mules carrying 38 jars right up to Ali Baba’s door.
‘Sir, I have some oil to sell at market tomorrow,’ he told Ali Baba. ‘Might I stay the night
with you?’ Ali Baba told Morgiana to show the man to a room and feed him. As the man
left the mules behind, he whispered to the thieves in hiding: ‘I’ll be back at midnight.
Come out when you hear my voice.’
As Morgiana was making soup for the stranger, her lamp went out. ‘All I need is a little
oil for the lamp, just enough to finish cooking,’ she said to herself. ‘I can borrow a bit from
those jars belonging to the stranger.’
So she went outside and cautiously opened the first jar. As she did so, a voice whispered:
‘Is it time?’
‘No, not yet, be patient,’ she answered, wondering. She went from jar to jar, hearing a
voice from each and always answering the same way, until she finally came to the jar
of oil. The clever girl went back to her kitchen, lit the lamp, then built a great fire of wood,
upon which she set a huge black kettle and filled it with oil from the jar outside. She heated
that oil until it was boiling, then poured some into each of the jars, killing the thieves
inside the jars, one by one. When the leader found out, he ran away into the night, afraid
for his own life.
When Morgiana told Ali Baba what had happened, he was so grateful that he offered
his slave her freedom. She thanked him, asking that she be allowed to continue living with
him and his family.
But that is still not the end of the story! The leader of the 40 thieves came back to town
many weeks later, hoping for revenge. He learnt that the son of Cassim owned a shop.
He brought treasures from his secret cave and pretended to be a merchant, too. In that
way he became friends with the nephew of Ali Baba.
One night, not knowing who this new merchant really was, Ali Baba invited him to
dinner. The man came to Ali Baba’s house, but refused to eat anything. ‘Thank you, no,’
the man answered, when he was offered food. ‘My doctor says I must eat no salt.’
27

What Your Year 4 Child Needs to Know

‘Who is this difficult man who eats no salt?’ asked Morgiana.
‘He is our new friend,’ Ali Baba answered.
But Morgiana looked closely and recognised him. Looking even more closely, she saw
a dagger hidden in his robe.
Knowing that danger might befall her master, Morgiana dressed like a dancing girl and
offered to entertain the visitor after dinner. She danced with grace and spirit. She swept a
jewelled dagger through the air as part of the art of her dance. As the leader of the thieves
reached to give the dancer a coin of gold, Morgiana plunged the dagger into his heart.
‘What have you done?’ cried Ali Baba. ‘You have murdered my new friend!’
‘Nay, master, I have saved your life,’ answered Morgiana. She drew back the guest’s
robe and revealed his hidden dagger.
Again Morgiana had saved the life of Ali Baba. Since she already had her freedom, he
found something even more wonderful to give her in thanks. He said that she could marry
his nephew, who truly loved her. So Morgiana joined the family of Ali Baba and shared
the fortunes of his house.

The Little Match Girl
This is one of many well-known fairy tales written by Hans Christian Andersen, who lived
in Denmark. We read his stories ‘The Princess and the Pea’ in Year 2 and ‘The Emperor’s
New Clothes’ in Year 3.
It was terribly cold and nearly dark on the last evening of the old year. Snow was falling
fast, and yet a poor little girl, with a bare head and naked feet, roamed through the streets.
It is true she had had on a pair of slippers when she left home, but they were not of
much use. They had belonged to her mother, and were so large that she had lost them in
running across the street to escape the carriages. She found one, but a boy seized the other
and ran away with it. So the little girl went on, her little naked feet blue with the cold.
In an old apron she carried matches. She held a bundle of them in her hands. No one
had bought any matches from her the whole day. Shivering with cold and hunger, she
crept along. The snowflakes fell on her hair, which hung in lovely curls on her shoulders.
Lights were shining from every window, and there was a fine smell of roast goose in
the air. The little girl remembered that it was New Year’s Eve. Between two houses, she
huddled herself together, but she could not keep out of the cold. She dared not go home,
for she had sold no matches and could not take home even a penny of money. Her father
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would certainly be angry with her. Besides, it was almost as cold at home as here, for the
wind howled through the house, even though the holes in the walls and windows which
had been stopped up with straw and rags.
Her little hands were almost frozen. Perhaps a burning match might warm her fingers.
She drew one out. Scratch! How it sputtered as it burned! It gave a warm, bright light, like
a little candle, as she held her hand over it. It was really a wonderful light. It seemed to
the little girl that she was sitting by a large iron stove, with polished brass feet and pretty
brass ornaments. It seemed so beautifully warm that she stretched out her feet as if to
warm them. But then the flame of the match went out, the stove vanished and she had
only the half-burned match in her hand.
She rubbed another match on the wall. It burst into flame. Where its light fell, the little
girl could see through the wall to a table, covered with a snowy-white tablecloth, with
splendid dishes and a steaming roast goose, stuffed with apples and plums. What was still
more wonderful, the goose jumped down from the dish with a knife and fork stuck into
its breast and waddled across the floor to the little
girl. Then the match went out, and there
remained nothing but the cold wall
before her.
She lit another match, and
she found herself sitting
under a beautiful Christmas
tree, with thousands of
candles and twinkling
decorations. The little
girl stretched her hand
out. Then the match
went out.
At that, the Christmas
lights began to rise up
into the sky. They rose
higher and higher, until
they looked to the little
girl like the stars in the sky.
Then she saw a star fall,
leaving behind it a bright streak
of fire.
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‘Someone is dying,’ thought the little girl, for her grandmother, the only person who
had ever loved her and who was now dead, had told her that when a star falls, a soul is on
its way to heaven. The little girl struck a match and light shone all around her. In the
brightness stood her grandmother, clear and shining, kind and loving.
‘Grandmother,’ cried the girl. ‘I know you will vanish like the warm stove, the roast
goose and the Christmas tree. Take me with you.’ She made haste to light the whole bundle
of matches. They glowed with a light that was brighter than the noonday sun, and her
grandmother appeared more beautiful than ever. She took the little girl in her arms, and
they both flew upward in brightness and joy, far above the earth, where there was no cold
or hunger or pain.
As the next day dawned, the poor little girl with pale cheeks and smiling mouth was
still there, leaning against the wall. She had been frozen to death on the last evening of
the old year. Now the new year’s sun rose and shone upon her. The child still sat, in the
stiffness of death, holding the bundle of burned matches.
‘She tried to warm herself,’ said some. No one imagined what beautiful things she had
seen, nor into what glory she had entered with her grandmother on New Year’s Day.

William Tell
The people of Switzerland have told this legend for a long time. No one knows if William
Tell was a real man. His story may be a way of telling about an actual rebellion that took
place around 1300.
Many years ago a cruel governor named Gessler ruled over the people of Switzerland. He
taxed them heavily, so nothing could be bought or sold unless the governor received some
of the money. Many people who did nothing wrong were put into prison for a long time.
The Swiss people had much to suffer.
One day Gessler set up a tall pole in the public square of the town called Altdorf. Atop
that pole he put his own cap, announcing that all citizens must uncover their heads as
they passed by the cap, or else they would be put to death. Guards stood in the square day
and night to see that the order was obeyed.
Now, in a small village not far away, there lived a famous hunter by the name of William
Tell. No one in all the land could shoot with a bow and arrow as well as he could.
One morning Tell took his little son, Walter, with him into Altdorf on business. He
heard the news about Gessler’s order, but he could not bring himself to bare his head to
a cap atop a pole.
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‘Take off your hat and
bow!’ a guard commanded.
‘Why should I bow to
a cap on a pole?’ asked
William Tell.
‘This man will not
uncover his head as he
passes by your cap,’ the
guards reported to Gessler.
‘You are said to be
the best shot in the
mountains,’ said Gessler to
William Tell. ‘I will design
a punishment just for you.’
He sent a soldier to an
orchard for an apple.
‘Place this fruit upon the
head of your son,’ said
Gessler. ‘Then walk a
hundred yards away and
shoot that apple with your
bow and arrow.’
Tell begged the tyrant to come up with another punishment. ‘Obey my order!’ roared
Gessler. Walter took his place, with the apple on top of his head. Tell drew an arrow from
his quiver. He slowly fitted the arrow to the bow and raised them to his shoulder.
‘Shoot, Father,’ said young Walter firmly. ‘I am not afraid. I am staying still.’ Tell pulled
back his bowstring. Ping! The arrow flew through the air. It pierced the apple, which
dropped in two pieces onto the ground. The people watching shouted for joy. As William
Tell rushed to embrace his son, a second arrow fell from under his coat.
‘Why did you bring a second arrow?’ asked Gessler angrily.
‘That arrow was for your heart, you tyrant!’ William Tell responded. ‘If I had hurt my
beloved son, you can be sure I would not have missed the mark a second time.’
Legend has it that, in the years to come, William Tell did send an arrow through the
heart of Gessler – and set the people of Switzerland free.
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The River Bank
adapted from The Wind in the Willows by Kenneth Grahame
This episode from The Wind in the Willows will give you a taste of the wonderful book by
Kenneth Grahame, published in 1908. Grahame was born in Scotland in 1859. He worked
as a banker and lived in England most of his life. If you enjoy this story, you will like the
whole book, full of the adventures of little animals in the English countryside, including
Toad, who loves his speedy motorcar.
The Mole had been working very hard all the morning, spring-cleaning his little home.
First with brooms, then with dusters; then on ladders and steps and chairs, with a brush
and a pail of whitewash; till he had dust in his throat and eyes, and splashes of whitewash
all over his black fur, and an aching back and weary arms. Spring was moving in the air
above and in the earth below and around him, penetrating even his dark and lowly little
house. It was small wonder, then, that he suddenly flung down his brush on the floor, said
‘Bother!’ and ‘O blow!’ and also ‘Hang spring-cleaning!’ as he bolted out of the house and
found himself rolling in the warm grass of a great meadow.
‘This is better than whitewashing!’ he said to himself. The sunshine struck hot on his
fur, soft breezes caressed his heated brow as he pursued his way across the meadow till he
reached the hedge on the further side.
He thought his happiness was complete when, as he meandered aimlessly along,
suddenly he stood by the edge of a river. Never in his life had he seen a river before. The
Mole was bewitched, entranced, fascinated.
As he sat on the grass and looked across the river, a dark hole in the bank opposite, just
above the water’s edge, caught his eye. As he gazed, something bright and small seemed
to twinkle down in the heart of it, vanished, then twinkled once more like a tiny star. Then,
as he looked, it winked at him, and so declared itself to be an eye. A small face began
gradually to grow up round it, like a frame round a picture.
A brown little face, with whiskers.
Small neat ears and thick silky hair.
It was the Water Rat!
Then the two animals stood and regarded each other cautiously.
‘Hullo, Mole!’ said the Water Rat.
‘Hullo, Rat!’ said the Mole.
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‘Would you like to come over?’ enquired the Rat presently.
‘Oh, it’s all very well to talk,’ said the Mole, rather pettishly, he being new to a river and
riverside life and its ways.
The Rat said nothing, but stooped and unfastened a rope and hauled on it; then lightly
stepped into a little boat which the Mole had not observed. It was painted blue outside
and white within, and was just the size for two animals.
The Rat sculled smartly across and made fast. Then he held up his forepaw as the Mole
stepped gingerly down. ‘Now then, step lively!’ he said, and the Mole found himself
actually seated in the stern of a real boat.
‘Do you know, I’ve never been in a boat before in all my life.’
‘What?’ cried the Rat, open-mouthed: ‘Never been in a – you never – well I – what have
you been doing, then?’
‘Is it so nice as all that?’ asked the Mole shyly, though he was quite prepared to believe
it as he leant back in his seat and surveyed the cushions, the oars, the rowlocks and all the
fascinating fittings. Then he felt the boat sway lightly under him.
‘Nice? It’s the only thing,’ said the Water Rat solemnly, as he leant forward for his stroke.
‘Believe me, my young friend, there is nothing – absolutely nothing – half so much worth
doing as simply messing about in boats.’
‘Look ahead, Rat!’ cried the Mole suddenly.
It was too late. The boat struck the bank full tilt. The dreamer, the joyous oarsman, lay
on his back at the bottom of the boat, his heels in the air.
‘– about in boats – or with boats,’ the Rat went on composedly, picking himself up with
a pleasant laugh. ‘In or out of ’em, it doesn’t matter. Look here! If you’ve really nothing
else on hand this morning, supposing we drop down the river together, and have a long
day of it?’
The Mole waggled his toes from sheer happiness, spread his chest with a sigh of full
contentment, and leaned back blissfully into the soft cushions. ‘What a day I’m having!’
he said. ‘Let us start at once!’
‘Hold hard a minute, then!’ said the Rat. He climbed up into his hole above and, after
a short interval, reappeared staggering under a fat, wicker luncheon-basket.
‘Shove that under your feet,’ he observed to the Mole, as he passed it down into the
boat. Then he untied the painter and took the sculls again.
‘What’s inside it?’ asked the Mole, wriggling with curiosity.
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‘ere’s cold chicken inside it,’ replied the Rat briefly; ‘coldtonguecoldhamcoldbeefpickled
gherkinssaladfrenchrollscresssandwichespottedmeatgingerbeerlemonadesodawater −’
‘O stop, stop,’ cried the Mole in ecstasies: ‘This is too much!’
‘Do you really think so?’ enquired the Rat seriously. ‘It’s only what I always take on
these little excursions.’
The Mole never heard a word he was saying. Absorbed in the new life he was entering
upon, intoxicated with the sparkle, the ripple, the scents and the sounds and the sunlight,
he trailed a paw in the water and dreamed long waking dreams. ‘I beg your pardon,’ said
the Mole, pulling himself together with an effort. ‘You must think me very rude; but all
this is so new to me. So – this – is – a – river!’
‘The river,’ corrected the Rat.
‘And you really live by the river? What a jolly life!’
‘By it and with it and on it and in it,’ said the Rat. It’s my world, and I don’t want any
other. What it hasn’t got is not worth having, and what it doesn’t know is not worth
knowing.’
‘What lies over there?’ asked the Mole, waving a paw towards a background of woodland
that darkly framed the water-meadows on one side of the river.
‘That? O, that’s just the Wild Wood,’ said the Rat shortly. ‘We don’t go there very much,
we river-bankers.’
‘Aren’t they – aren’t they very nice people in there?’ said the Mole, a trifle nervously.
‘Well…’ replied the Rat, ‘let me see. The squirrels are all right. And the rabbits –
some of ’em, but rabbits are a
mixed lot. And then there’s
Badger, of course. He lives
right in the heart of it;
wouldn’t live anywhere
else, either, if you paid him
to do it. Dear old Badger!
Nobody interferes with
him. They’d better not,’
he added significantly.
‘Why, who should
interfere with him?’
asked the Mole.
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‘Well, of course – there – are others,’ explained the Rat in a hesitating sort of way. ‘Weasels
– and stoats – and foxes – and so on. ey’re all right in a way – I’m very good friends with
them – pass the time of day when we meet, and all that – but they break out sometimes,
there’s no denying it, and then – well, you can’t really trust them, and that’s the fact.’
‘And beyond the Wild Wood again?’ he asked.
‘Beyond the Wild Wood comes the Wide World,’ said the Rat. ‘And that’s something
that doesn’t matter, either to you or me. I’ve never been there, and I’m never going, nor
you either, if you’ve got any sense at all. Don’t ever refer to it again, please. Now then!
Here’s our backwater at last, where we’re going to lunch.’
The Rat brought the boat alongside the bank and made her fast. The Mole begged as a
favour to be allowed to unpack it all by himself; and the Rat was very pleased to indulge
him, and to sprawl at full length on the grass and rest, while his excited friend shook out
the tablecloth and spread it, took out all the mysterious packets one by one and arranged
their contents in due order, still gasping, ‘O my! O my!’ at each fresh revelation. When all
was ready, the Rat said, ‘Now, pitch in, old fellow!’ and the Mole was indeed very glad to
obey, for he had started his spring-cleaning at a very early hour that morning and had not
paused for bite or sup.
‘Well, well,’ said the Rat, when they had finished eating, ‘I suppose we ought to be
moving. I wonder which of us had better pack the luncheon-basket?’ He did not speak as
if he was frightfully eager for the treat.
‘O, please let me,’ said the Mole. So, of course, the Rat let him.
The afternoon sun was getting low as the Rat sculled gently homewards in a dreamy
mood, murmuring poetry-things over to himself, and not paying much attention to Mole.
But the Mole was very full of lunch, and self-satisfaction and pride, and already quite at
home in a boat (so he thought): and presently he said, ‘Ratty! Please, I want to row, now!’
The Rat shook his head with a smile. ‘Not yet, my young friend,’ he said, ‘wait till you’ve
had a few lessons. It’s not so easy as it looks.’
The Mole was quiet for a minute or two. But he began to feel more and more jealous of
Rat, sculling so strongly and so easily along, and his pride began to whisper that he could
do it every bit as well. He jumped up and seized the sculls, so suddenly, that the Rat, who
was gazing out over the water, was taken by surprise and fell backwards off his seat with
his legs in the air for the second time, while the triumphant Mole took his place and
grabbed the sculls with entire confidence.
‘Stop it, you silly thing!’ cried the Rat, from the bottom of the boat. ‘You can’t do it!
You’ll have us over!’
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The Mole flung his sculls back with a flourish, and made a great dig at the water. He
missed the surface altogether, his legs flew up above his head, and he found himself lying
on the top of the prostrate Rat. Greatly alarmed, he made a grab at the side of the boat,
and the next moment – Sploosh!
Over went the boat, and he found himself struggling in the river.
O my, how cold the water was, and O, how very wet it felt. How it sang in his ears as he
went down, down, down! How bright and welcome the sun looked as he rose to the surface
coughing and spluttering! How black was his despair when he felt himself sinking again!
en a firm paw gripped him by the back of his neck. e Rat propelled the helpless animal
to shore, hauled him out, and set him down on the bank, a squashy, pulpy lump of misery.
When the Rat had rubbed him down a bit, and wrung some of the wet out of him, he
said, ‘Now, then, old fellow! Trot up and down the towing-path as hard as you can, till
you’re warm and dry again, while I dive for the luncheon-basket.’
So the dismal Mole, wet without and ashamed within, trotted about till he was fairly dry,
while the Rat plunged into the water again and dived successfully for the luncheon-basket.
When all was ready for a start once more, the Mole, limp and dejected, took his seat in
the stern of the boat. As they set off, he said in a low voice, broken with emotion, ‘Ratty,
my generous friend! I am very sorry indeed for my foolish and ungrateful conduct. Will
you overlook it this once and forgive me, and let things go on as before?’
‘That’s all right, bless you!’ responded the Rat cheerily. ‘What’s a little wet to a Water
Rat? I’m more in the water than out of it most days. Don’t you think any more about it;
and, look here! I really think you had better come and stop with me for a little time. It’s
very plain and rough, you know; still, I can make you comfortable. And I’ll teach you to
row, and to swim, and you’ll soon be as handy on the water as any of us.’
The Mole was so touched by his kind manner
of speaking that he could find no voice to
answer him; and he had to brush away a
tear or two with the back of his paw.
When they got home, the Rat made
a bright fire in the parlour. He planted
the Mole in an arm-chair in front of it,
having fetched down a dressing-gown
and slippers for him, and told him
river stories till supper-time. Supper
was a most cheerful meal; but very
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shortly afterwards a terribly sleepy Mole had to be escorted upstairs by his considerate
host, to the best bedroom, where he soon laid his head on his pillow in great peace
and contentment, knowing that his new-found friend the River was lapping the sill of
his window.
is day was only the first of many similar ones for the emancipated Mole, each of them
longer and full of interest as the ripening summer moved onward. He learnt to swim and to
row, and entered into the joy of running water; and with his ear to the reed stems he caught,
at intervals, something of what the wind went whispering so constantly among them.

Bertie and the Lion
by Michael Morpurgo
This is an extract from Michael Morpurgo’s novel for young readers called The Butterfly
Lion. It is about Bertie, a six-year-old boy who has grown up on a farm in South Africa
where his father raises cattle. Bertie has been told that he must never leave the compound –
the fenced-in area around the farmhouse – as lions and other dangerous animals might
harm him. He sits in a tree watching the animals, especially the lions, as they come to the
waterhole. One day he sees a mother lion with a cub that is completely white, which is very
rare. Shortly afterwards, he learns that his father has shot the lioness, as she was attacking
his cattle, so Bertie knows that the white lion cub must be an orphan.
One morning, a week or so later, Bertie was woken by a chorus of urgent neighing. He
jumped out of his bed and ran to the window. A herd of zebras was scattering away from
the waterhole, chased by a couple of hyenas. Then he saw more hyenas, three of them,
standing stock still, noses pointing, eyes fixed on the waterhole. It was only now that Bertie
saw the lion cub. But this one wasn’t white at all. He was covered in mud, with his back
to the waterhole, and he was waving a pathetic paw at the hyenas who were beginning to
circle. The lion cub had nowhere to run to, and the hyenas were sidling ever closer.
Bertie was downstairs in a flash, leaping off the veranda and racing barefoot across the
compound, shouting at the top of his voice. He threw open the gate and charged down
the hill towards the waterhole, yelling and screaming and waving his arms like a wild
thing. Startled at this sudden intrusion, the hyenas turned tail and ran, but not far. Once
within range Bertie hurled a broadside of pebbles at them, and they ran off again, but
again not far. Then he was at the waterhole and between the lion cub and the hyenas,
shouting at them to go away. They didn’t. They stood and watched, uncertain for a while.
Then they began to circle again, closer, closer…
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That was when the shot rang out. The hyenas bolted into the long grass, and were gone.
When Bertie turned round he saw his mother in her nightgown, rifle in hand, running
towards him down the hill. He had never seen her run before. Between them they gathered
up the mud-matted cub and brought him home. He was too weak to struggle, though he
tried. As soon as they had given him some warm milk, they dunked him in the bath to
wash him. As the first of the mud came off, Bertie saw he was white underneath.
‘You see!’ he cried triumphantly. ‘He is white! He is. I told you, didn’t I? He’s my white
lion!’ His mother still could not bring herself to believe it. Five baths later, she had to.
They sat him down by the stove in a washing basket and fed him again, all the milk he
could drink, and he drank the lot. Then he lay down and slept. He was still asleep when
Bertie’s father got back at lunch time. They told him how it had all happened.
‘Please, Father. I want to keep him,’ Bertie said.
‘And so do I,’ said his mother. ‘We both do.’ And she spoke as Bertie had never heard
her speak before, her voice strong, determined.
Bertie’s father didn’t seem to know quite how to reply. He just said: ‘We’ll talk about it
later,’ and then he walked out.
They did talk about it later when Bertie was supposed to be in bed. He wasn’t, though.
He heard them arguing. He was outside the sitting-room door, watching, listening. His
father was pacing up and down.
‘He’ll grow up, you know,’ he was saying. ‘You can’t keep a grown lion, you know that.’
‘And you know we can’t just throw him to the hyenas,’ replied his mother. ‘He needs
us, and maybe we need him. He’ll be someone for Bertie to play with for a while.’
And then she added sadly: ‘After all, it’s not as if he’s going to have any brothers and
sisters, is it?’
At this, Bertie’s father went over to her and kissed her gently on the forehead. It was
the only time Bertie had ever seen him kiss her.
‘All right then,’ he said. ‘All right. You can keep your lion.’
So the white lion cub came to live amongst them in the farmhouse. He slept at the end
of Bertie’s bed. Wherever Bertie went, the lion cub went too – even to the bathroom, where
he would watch Bertie have his bath and lick his legs dry afterwards. They were never
apart. It was Bertie who saw to the feeding – milk four times a day from one of his father’s
beer bottles – until later on when the lion cub lapped from a soup bowl. There was impala
meat whenever he wanted it, and as he grew – and he grew fast – he wanted more and
more of it.
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For the first time in his life Bertie was totally happy. The lion cub was all the brothers
and sisters he could ever want, all the friends he could ever need. The two of them would
sit side by side on the sofa out on the veranda and watch the great red sun go down over
Africa, and Bertie would read him Peter and the Wolf, and at the end he would always
promise him that he would never let him go off to a zoo and live behind bars like the wolf
in the story. And the lion cub would look up at Bertie with his trusting amber eyes.
‘Why don’t you give him a name?’ his mother asked one day.
‘Because he doesn’t need one,’ replied Bertie. ‘He’s a lion, not a person. Lions don’t
need names.’
Bertie’s mother was always wonderfully patient with the lion, no matter how much
mess he made, how many cushions he pounced on and ripped apart, no matter how much
crockery he smashed. None of it seemed to upset her. And strangely, she was hardly ever
ill these days. There was a spring to her step, and her laughter pealed around the house.
His father was less happy about it. ‘Lions,’ he’d mutter on, ‘should not live in houses. You
should keep him outside in the compound.’ But they never did. For both mother and son,
the lion had brought new life to their days, life and laughter.

Running Free
It was the best year of Bertie’s young life. But when it ended, it ended more painfully than
he could ever have imagined. He’d always known that one day when he was older he would
have to go away to school, but he had thought and hoped it would not be for a long time
yet. He’d simply put it out of his mind.
His father had just returned home from Johannesburg after his yearly business trip.
He broke the news at supper that first evening. Bertie knew there was something in the
wind. His mother had been sad again in recent days, not sick, just strangely sad. She
wouldn’t look him in the eye and she winced whenever she tried to smile at him. The lion
had just lain down beside him, his head warm on Bertie’s feet, when his father cleared his
throat and began. It was going to be a lecture. Bertie had had them before often enough,
about manners, about being truthful, about the dangers of leaving the compound.
‘You’ll soon be eight, Bertie,’ he said. ‘And your mother and I have been doing some
thinking. A boy needs a proper education, a good school. Well, we’ve found just the right
place for you, a school near Salisbury in England. Your Uncle George and Aunt Melanie
live nearby and have promised to look after you in the holidays, and to visit you from time
to time. They’ll be father and mother to you for a while. You’ll get on with them well
enough, I’m sure you will. They are fine, good people. So you’ll be off on the ship to
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England in July. Your mother will accompany you. She will spend the summer with you
in Salisbury, and after she has taken you to your school in September, she’ll then return
here to the farm. It’s all arranged.’
As his heart filled with a terrible dread, all Bertie could think of was his white lion. ‘But
the lion,’ he cried, ‘what about the lion?’
‘I’m afraid there’s something else I have to tell you,’ his father said. Looking across at
Bertie’s mother, he took a deep breath. And then he told him. He told him he had met a
man whilst he was in Johannesburg, a Frenchman, a circus owner from France. He was
over in Africa looking for lions and elephants to buy for his circus. He liked them young,
very young, a year or less, so that he could train them up without too much trouble.
Besides, they were easier and cheaper to transport when they were young. He would be
coming out to the farm in a few days’ time to see the white lion for himself. If he liked
what he saw, he would pay good money and take him away.
It was the only time in his life Bertie had ever shouted at his father. ‘No! No, you can’t!’
It was rage that wrung the hot tears from him, but they soon gave way to silent tears of
sadness and loss. There was no comforting him, but his mother tried all the same.
‘We can’t keep him here for ever, Bertie,’ she said. ‘We always knew that, didn’t we?
And you’ve seen how he stands by the fence gazing out into the veld. You’ve seen him
pacing up and down. But we can’t just let him out. He’d be all on his own, no mother to
protect him. He couldn’t cope. He’d be dead in weeks. You know he would.’
‘But you can’t send him to a circus! You can’t!’ said Bertie. ‘He’ll be shut up behind
bars. I promised him he never would be. And they’ll point at him. They’ll laugh at him.
He’d rather die. Any animal would.’ But he knew as he looked across the table at them
that it was hopeless, that their minds were quite made up.
For Bertie the betrayal was total. That night he made up his mind what had to be done.
He waited until he heard his father’s deep breathing next door. Then, with his white lion
at his heels, he crept downstairs in his pyjamas, took down his father’s rifle from the rack
and stepped out into the night. The compound gate yawned open noisily when he pushed
it, but then they were out, out and running free. Bertie had no thought of the dangers
around him, only that he must get as far from home as he could before he did it.
The lion padded along beside him, stopping every now and again to sniff the air.
A clump of trees became a herd of elephants wandering towards them out of the dawn.
Bertie ran for it. He knew how elephants hated lions. He ran and ran till his legs could
run no more. As the sun came up over the veld he climbed to the top of a kopje and sat
down, his arm round the lion’s neck. The time had come.
‘Be wild now,’ he whispered. ‘You’ve got to be wild. Don’t come home. Don’t ever come
home. ey’ll put you behind bars. You hear what I’m saying? All my life I’ll think of you,
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I promise I will. I won’t ever forget you.’ And he buried his head in the lion’s neck and
heard the greeting groan from deep inside him. He stood up. ‘I’m going now,’ he said.
‘Don’t follow me. Please don’t follow me.’ And Bertie clambered down off the kopje and
walked away.
When he looked back, the lion was still sitting there watching him; but then he stood
up, yawned, stretched, licked his lips and sprang down after him. Bertie shouted at him,
but he kept coming. He threw sticks. He threw stones. Nothing worked. The lion would
stop, but then as soon as Bertie walked on, he simply followed at a safe distance.
‘Go back!’ Bertie yelled, ‘you stupid, stupid lion! I hate you! I hate you! Go back!’ But
the lion kept loping after him whatever he did, whatever he said.
There was only one thing for it. He didn’t want to do it, but he had to. With tears filling
his eyes and his mouth, he lifted the rifle to his shoulder and fired over the lion’s head.
At once the lion turned tail and scampered away through the veld. Bertie fired again.
He watched till he could see him no more, and then turned for home. He knew he’d have
to face what was coming to him. Maybe his father would strap him – he’d threatened it
often enough – but Bertie didn’t mind. His lion would have his chance for freedom, maybe
not much of one. Anything was better than the bars and whips of a circus.
Would you like to read the rest of The Butterfly Lion? Michael Morpurgo has written
many more books for children, and some of them have animal characters who play an
important part in the story, like Running Wild, Why the Whales Came and Kaspar the
Prince of Cats. Joey the horse in War Horse actually tells the whole story himself!

Legends
We study science to learn about the way in which this great universe we live in works. Science
tells us about the stars in the sky and the boiling lava under the earth. It explains why
continents and oceans are where they are, what makes some countries hot and others cold.
However, for thousands of years people had no way of understanding the science behind the
wonderful things they saw around them, so they made up stories, passed down from
generation to generation, to explain them in another way. These stories are called legends.

Finn MacCool and the Giant’s Causeway
Ulster is the most northern of Ireland’s ancient kingdoms. Its landscape is fabulously
beautiful – it has towering cliffs and rocky hills, winding rivers and scooped-out lakes that
look like they could have been made by the hands of slightly crazy giants.
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There are many stone tombs here,
Learn more about Northern
five thousand years old, made of
Ireland and the Giant’s
enormous boulders that could not
Causeway on page 117.
possibly be lifted by one man, or even
a whole family of ordinary men and
women. For many years the local people have named them ‘Giants’ Graves’.
Stories are told of one great Irish Giant, Finn MacCool, whose most fearsome enemies
were the Scottish giants. Finn was so angry, and so determined to get his hands on them,
that he built a whole causeway from Ulster across the sea to Scotland. He built it of unusual
six-sided cobblestones, so they would fit neatly together like a honeycomb, and they made
a very pretty pavement indeed!
One day he shouted a challenge to the Scottish giant Benandonner, ‘the Red Man’, to
cross the causeway and fight him. But as soon as he saw the Scot getting closer and closer
on the causeway, he realised Benandonner was much, much bigger than he had imagined!
Finn skidaddled back home to the Fort-of-Allen in County Kildare, and he told his wife
he’d picked a fight but had thought better of it now.
Finn heard the stamping feet of Benandonner from Kilcock, and when those feet got
to Robertstown, Finn had to stuff five pounds of moss into each ear to block out the
booming sound. The Red Man’s spear was as tall and thick as a
Round-Tower, and he used it to knock on the door of the
Fort-of-Allen. Finn would not answer the door, so his
wife shoved him in the great bath with a couple of
sheets over him.
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Finn’s wife, Oonagh, thought quickly. She opened the door to Benandonner saying: ‘Sure
’tis a pity, but Finn is away hunting deer in County Kerry. Would you like to come in anyway
and wait? I’ll show you into the Great Hall where you can sit down aer your journey.’
Oonagh invited the Red Man to look around the room, and showed him what she said
were some of Finn’s possessions.
‘Would you like to put your spear down? Just there next to Finn’s.’ It was a huge fir
tree with a pointed stone at the top.
‘Over there is Finn’s shield.’ It was a block of building-oak as big as four chariot wheels.
‘Finn’s late for his meal. Will you eat it if I cook his favourite?’
Oonagh cooked a cake of griddle-bread – baked with the iron griddle pressed inside it.
The Red Man bit it hungrily, and broke three front teeth. The meat was a strip of hard fat
nailed to a block of red timber; two back teeth cracked. He was given a five-gallon bucket
of honey-beer to drink.
‘Would you like to say hello to the baby? Wait! I’ll have to feed her first!’
Oonagh threw a loaf of bread to the huge baby in the bath-cradle and, peeping out from
a huge sheet-like dress and bonnet was Finn MacCool himself, contentedly sucking his
thumb. Benandonner said he wasn’t much good with babies. The honey-beer made him
feel woozy, and he asked to go outside to clear his head.
Oonagh showed the Red Man out, where the gardens were scattered about with
boulders as tall as the giant.
‘Finn and his friends play catch with these rocks. Finn practises by throwing one over
the Fort, then running round to catch it before it falls.’
Of course the Red Man tried, but it was so heavy he could only just lift it above his head
before dropping it. The blow only ricked his neck – luckily the Scotsman’s head was very
hard. But it was also full of good sense. He thanked Oonagh for her hospitality and said
he would wait no longer, but return to Scotland before the tide came in.
Finn leapt from the cradle, thanked Oonagh for her shrewdness, and chased
Benandonner out of Ireland. Passing Portadown, County Antrim, Finn scooped a huge
clod of earth out of the ground to fling at the retreating Scot. The hole filled up with water
and became the biggest lough in Ireland – Lough Neagh! The clod he flung missed its
target and landed in the middle of the Irish Sea – it became The Isle of Man.
Both giants tore up the Giant’s Causeway, just leaving the ragged ends at the two shores.
And if you go to the north coast of Ulster, or to Staffa, the nearest isle of Scotland, you
may visit them today – the ends of the beautiful causeway that was built for giants. But
don’t worry, those giants are long since in their graves!
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The Hunting of the Great Bear
This legend comes from the Iroquois people, a Native American tribe from the eastern part
of the United States.
There were four hunters who were brothers. No hunters were as good as they were at
following a trail. Once they began tracking their quarry, they never gave up.
One day, in the time when the cold nights return, an urgent message came to the four
hunters. A great bear had appeared at a village nearby, so large and powerful that many of
the villagers thought it must be some kind of monster. e people of the village were afraid.
Picking up their spears and calling to their small dog, the four hunters set forth for that
village. As they came closer, they noticed how quiet the woods were. There were no signs
of rabbits or deer. Even the birds were silent. They found where the great bear had reared
up on its hind legs and made deep scratches on a pine tree to mark its territory. The tallest
of the brothers tried to touch the highest scratch mark with the tip of his spear.
‘It is as the people feared,’ the first brother said. ‘This one we are to hunt is Nyahgwaheh [NY-ah-GWA-ha], a monster bear.’
‘The Nyah-gwaheh has special magic, but that magic will do the bear no good if we find
its track,’ said the second brother.
‘I have always heard that from the old people,’ said the third brother. ‘The Nyah-gwaheh
can only chase a hunter who has not yet found its trail. When you find its trail and begin
to chase it, then it must run from you.’
‘Brothers,’ said the fourth and laziest, ‘did we bring along enough food to eat? It may take
a long time to catch this big bear. I’m feeling hungry.’
Before long, the four hunters and their small dog reached the village. It was a sad sight
to see. There was no fire burning in the centre of the village, and the doors of all the longhouses were closed. No game hung from the racks; no skins were stretched for tanning.
All the people looked hungry.
The elder of the village appeared.
‘Uncle,’ said the tallest brother, ‘we have come to help you get rid of the monster.’
Then the laziest brother spoke. ‘Uncle, is there some food we can eat? Can we find a
place to rest before we start chasing this big bear?’
The second hunter shook his head and smiled. ‘My brother is only joking, Uncle,’ he
said. ‘We are going now to pick up the monster bear’s trail.’
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‘I am not sure you can do that, nephews,’ the elder said. ‘Though we find tracks closer
and closer to the doors of our lodges each morning, whenever we try to follow those tracks
they disappear.’
The third hunter knelt down and patted the head of their small dog. ‘Uncle,’ he said,
‘that is because they do not have a dog such as ours.’ He pointed to the two black spots
above the eyes of the small dog. ‘Four-Eyes can see any tracks, even those many days old.’
‘May Creator’s protection be with you,’ said the elder.
‘I think we should have something to eat first,’ said the fourth hunter, but his brothers
did not listen. The four hunters walked, following their little dog, who kept lifting up its
head, as if to look around with its four eyes.
‘Brothers,’ the laziest hunter complained, ‘don’t you think we should rest? We’ve been
walking a long time.’ But his brothers paid no attention to him. Though they could see
no tracks, they could feel the presence of the Nyah-gwaheh. They knew that if they did
not soon find its trail, the monster bear would circle around them, and then they would
be the hunted ones.
e laziest brother decided to eat
while they walked. He opened his
pemmican pouch, and shook out the
strips of meat and berries that he had
pounded with maple sugar and dried in
the sun. Pale, squirming things fell out
instead! e magic of the Nyah-gwaheh
had changed the food into worms.

Pemmican is a high-energy food
created by Native Americans.
Explorers such as Robert Scott
and Roald Amundsen,
whom we learnt about
in Year 2, ate pemmican
on their journeys.

‘Look what that bear did to my
pemmican!’ the laziest brother shouted. ‘Now I’m getting angry.’
Meanwhile, like a giant shadow, the Nyah-gwaheh was moving through the trees. Its
huge teeth shone; its eyes flashed red. Soon it would be behind them, on their trail.
Just then, though, the little dog lifted its head and yelped.
‘Eh-heh!’ the first brother called.
‘Four-Eyes has found the trail,’ shouted the second brother.
‘We have the track of the Nyah-gwaheh,’ said the third brother.
‘Big Bear,’ the laziest one yelled, ‘we are after you now!’
Fear filled the heart of the great bear for the first time, and it began to run. As it broke
from the cover of the pines, the four hunters saw it: a gigantic shape, so white as to appear
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almost naked. The great bear’s strides were long and swifter than a deer’s. The four hunters
and their little dog were swift as well. The trail led through swamps and thickets. It was
easy for the hunters to follow, for the bear pushed everything aside as it ran, even knocking
down big trees. They came to a mountain and followed the trail higher and higher, every
now and then catching a glimpse of their quarry over the next rise.
But the lazy hunter was getting tired of running. He pretended to fall and twist his
ankle. ‘Brothers,’ he called, ‘I have sprained my ankle. You must carry me.’
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His brothers did as he asked, two of them carrying him while the third carried his spear.
They ran more slowly now, but they were not falling any farther behind. The day turned
into night, yet they could still see the white shape ahead of them. They were at the top of
the mountain now. The bear was tiring, but so were they. Four-Eyes, the little dog, was
close behind the great bear, nipping at its tail as it ran.
The laziest brother asked to be put down. ‘I think my leg has got better,’ he said.
Fresh and rested, he dashed ahead of the others. Just as the great bear turned to bite at the
little dog, the laziest brother thrust his spear into the heart of the Nyah-gwaheh.
The monster bear fell dead.
By the time the other brothers caught up, the laziest one had built a fire and was cutting
up the bear. ‘Come on, brothers,’ he said. ‘Let’s eat. All this running has made me hungry!’
So they cooked the meat of the great bear, and its fat sizzled as it dripped into their fire.
They ate until even the laziest brother leaned back in contentment. Just then, though, the
first brother looked down. ‘Brothers,’ the second brother exclaimed, ‘look below us!’
‘We aren’t on a mountaintop at all,’ said the third brother. ‘We are up in the sky.’ Below
them, thousands of lights sparkled in the darkness. The great bear had indeed been
magical, and they had followed it up into the heavens.
Just then their little dog yelped twice. There, where they had piled the bones of their
feast, the bear was coming back to life. It rose to its feet and began to run again, FourEyes close on its heels. Grabbing up their spears, the four hunters again began to chase
the great bear across the skies.
So it was, as the old people say, and so it still is. Each autumn the hunters chase the
Great Bear across the skies and kill it. As they cut it up for meat, the blood of the bear falls
from the sky and colours the leaves of the maple trees scarlet. As they cook the meat, the
dripping fat bleaches the grass white.
If you look in the night-time skies as the seasons change, you can read this story. The
Great Bear is the shape some call the Plough (or the Big Dipper), which rotates around
the North Star. During the summer, you can see the hunters and their small dog (just
barely) in the Plough’s handle, running close behind the Great Bear. When
autumn comes, the constellation seems to turn upside down. Then, the old
people say, the lazy hunter has killed
the bear. As more moons pass (which
is how the old people talk about
You can read about
months going by), the constellations
constellations, including the
Great Bear or Plough, on page 351.
revolve. The bear slowly rises back on
its feet, and the chase begins again.
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Mythology
Gods, Heroes and Tricksters from Scandinavia
Like the ancient Greeks and Romans,
the Vikings told stories to explain
things like how the world began, or
why we have different seasons, or
what happens to people after they die.
We call these stories myths.

Norse Gods and Goddesses

In Year 2, we read about the
Vikings. The Vikings were
also called Norsemen, from a word
meaning ‘north’. They came from
the part of northwest Europe called
Scandinavia, which includes the
countries of Norway, Sweden, Finland,
Denmark and Iceland. Can you find
these countries on a map?

The Norse gods lived in a land called
Asgard, ruled by the chief god, Odin
(also called Woden). The Vikings
We first started reading
believed that the world began when
myths from ancient Greece
Odin and his brothers fought and
and Rome in Year 3
killed a terrible frost giant. The earth
was made out of the giant’s body, the
oceans out of his blood, the mountains out of his bones and the trees out of his hair.
Odin was very wise, but he wanted to be
wiser. He once went to the Well of Wisdom
and sacrificed one of his eyes to drink of its
water. That is why many pictures of Odin
show him with one empty eye socket.
Maidens called the Valkyries [VAL-keer-eez]
waited on Odin. When a Viking warrior was
killed in battle, one of the Valkyries picked up
the dead warrior and carried him on her swift
warhorse to Valhalla, a great palace in
Asgard. In Valhalla, the honoured
warriors lived forever, fighting by day
and feasting by night.
Odin, the greatest of all the
gods in Norse mythology
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Odin’s oldest son, Thor, was the god
of thunder. Two goats pulled his chariot
through the sky. When he swung his
mighty hammer, thunderbolts flew and
rain fell onto the earth.
While the Norse gods lived above the
clouds, dwarfs and trolls lived in dark,
secret caves. A hag named Hel ruled the
underworld – also called Hel – where
spirits went after death. Our word for the
underworld, ‘hell’, is similar.
Four of the days of the week are
named after Norse gods. The day we call
Wednesday comes from ‘Woden’s Day’.
Thor, son of Odin,
From Tyr, the Norse god of war, comes
the Norse god of thunder
‘Tyr’s Day’, which is our Tuesday. Friday
comes from ‘Freya’s Day’, after the Norse goddess of love and beauty. Which day of the
week do you think might be ‘Thor’s Day’?

The German composer Richard Wagner [RICK-kart VAHG-ner] wrote a
series of operas based on Norse myths called The Ring of the Nibelung
[NEE-beh-loong]. Wagner set up a theatre in the German town of Bayreuth
where his operas are still performed. The theatre is run by his descendants.

The World Tree and the End of the World
The Vikings believed that a giant ‘world tree’ called Yggdrasill [IG-druh-sil] held up the
universe. Yggdrasill had three roots. One root stretched to the land of ice. One root
reached to Asgard, the land of the gods. And one root stretched to the land of the giants.
Three sisters who lived beside the tree controlled everyone’s past, present and future.
A giant serpent chewed at the roots of the tree. One day the tree would fall and bring down
the world, causing a second great battle between the gods and the giants. The Vikings
predicted that the giants would win this battle. The world would be destroyed, then begin
again – but this time, everything would be perfect.
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Loki and the Gifts for the Gods
Here is a Norse myth about a god named Loki, the son of a giant and a god, who loved to
cause mischief. Odin invited him to the great feasts of the gods, even though he was always
playing tricks on them.
Thor’s wife, Sif, had long, golden hair that shimmered like a field of ripe barley grain.
Loki knew how much Thor admired his wife’s hair. Still, one night as she was sleeping,
Loki crept into her room and cut off all of Sif ’s golden hair!

Loki cuts off Sif’s golden hair while she is fast asleep.
Imagine Thor’s surprise when he awakened the next morning to find his beautiful wife
with nothing but fuzz on her head! Thor knew instantly who had played this trick on him.
Thunderbolts seemed to shoot out of his angry eyes at Loki.
‘Spare me, Thor!’ cried Loki. ‘I know just where to go to ask for long locks of golden
hair, even more beautiful than those Sif had before.’
Loki travelled beneath the earth, where dwarfs lived in secret caves and hideaways.
The dwarfs were so ugly Loki did not even want to look at them, but they were the best
craftsmen in all the world.
‘What do you want with us?’ the dwarfs grumbled. They were never friendly to anyone.
50

Language and Literature

‘Dear dwarfs, I have come with a mission from the gods in Asgard,’ Loki said. ‘Only
you can work this magic.’
e only thing that could turn a dwarf even half-friendly was flattery. Loki wondered how
much the dwarfs would give him. ‘First, Odin needs a spear that will never miss its mark,’
he said. ‘Second, the gods need a ship that can sail both land and sea.’ e dwarfs grunted
and grumbled, but Loki kept on. ‘And third, beautiful Sif, wife of or, needs hair spun of
the finest gold, and magic, so that it comes alive as soon as it touches her head.’
e dwarfs could not resist the challenge. ey worked all night and day and the next
night, too. ey made all three of the things that Loki asked for. He tucked the spear under
his arm. He folded the ship up and put it in his pocket. He took the hair of pure gold, more
beautiful than any human hair could ever be, and draped it across his shoulder. He winked
at the dwarfs – that was the only thank-you he gave them – and in a flash he was gone.
On his way back to Asgard, Loki met two more dwarfs, the brothers Brokk and Sindri.
‘See these gifts?’ he said, showing off. ‘I’ll bet you can’t make anything better, and you can
cut off my head if I’m wrong!’
To answer Loki’s challenge, Brokk and Sindri created three more gifts fit for the gods.
They made a fierce boar with golden bristles. They made a shining golden ring. Then
Brokk worked the bellows and Sindri hammered iron on the anvil and together they made
a massive hammer. ‘We’ll put magic into it,’ one brother told the other, ‘so it will always
hit its mark and return to the one who threw it.’

Loki, in the shape of a gadfly, pesters Brokk as he works the bellows.
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Loki worried that he would lose the bet. He turned himself into a gadfly and buzzed
around their faces. Brokk swatted the fly away from his eyes as he made the hammer’s
handle, and it came out a bit too short. Loki grabbed the gifts and fled to Asgard, with an
angry dwarf close after him.
When Sif received the golden hair, she was overjoyed. Magically, it attached to her head,
just as if it had grown there. Odin, greatest of all the gods and father to Thor, took the
spear for his own. Odin also claimed the ring, which had the magic power to make eight
more rings every ninth night. Another god claimed the golden boar, believing it better
than a horse for riding through the darkness. All the gods of Asgard marvelled over the
ship, seeing that the wind would fill its sails whenever they wished to travel.
Then Thor picked up the hammer and
swung it high above his head. All the gods
said it was the best gift of all, because it could
defeat the giants. Brokk grinned at Loki, sure
now that he had won the bet and ready to cut
off Loki’s head.
‘But only my head!’ cried Loki. ‘Not one
inch of my neck shall you have!’ It was a silly
argument, but the gods agreed with Loki.

?
After 27 days, how
many new rings did
Odin have? Practise the
tables for 8 and 9 on page 243.

Enraged, Brokk sewed Loki’s lips shut. The gods laughed a deep, thunderous laugh.
They were thankful for all Loki had brought them, but they were also happy to have his
mouth shut for a little while. As Loki scampered away, struggling to open his lips, Thor
forgave him for the mischief that had started this whole adventure.

Myths from Ancient Greece and Rome
Jason and the Golden Fleece
Here is an ancient Greek myth about the hero named Jason. Jason was raised by a centaur,
half man and half horse. His adventures fill a whole book, called The Golden Fleece.
One day long ago, a centaur sat on the bank of a river, speaking to a handsome young
man. ‘You are now twenty years old,’ said the centaur, who had raised this man from
childhood. ‘The time has come for you to reclaim the kingdom that your step-uncle,
Pelias, stole from your father. Go, and may the gods be with you.’
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Wearing a leopard’s skin and
sandals tied with golden strings, Jason
set out for the kingdom of his stepuncle. He waded across a river, and
one of his sandals came loose. When
Jason arrived wearing only one sandal,
it worried Pelias. A wise man had long
ago predicted that he would lose his
kingdom to a man with one shoe.
Pelias kept his worries secret, though.
He said that Jason should rule the
country. ‘First there is something that
you must do,’ said Pelias. ‘Bring me the
golden fleece, and I will make you king.’
Pelias believed he had given Jason
an impossible assignment. Many
years before, Hermes, the messenger
of the gods, had saved a boy from
drowning by sending a large golden
Jason and the centaur who raised him
ram to carry him across the sea.
In thanks, the boy had sacrificed the
ram to the gods and nailed its golden fleece high upon an oak tree.
Jason gathered the bravest heroes of the land and set sail in quest of the golden fleece.
He named his ship Argo and his crew the Argonauts. At every island they passed, they
met with danger and adventure. They sailed safely through a narrow strait where two huge
rocks moved back and forth in the water and crushed anything between them. They finally
arrived at the island where the golden fleece hung.
When the island’s king heard what Jason and the Argonauts were after, he said: ‘I will
give you the fleece after you prove your powers. In my fields, you will find two brass bulls.
Hitch those bulls to a plough and use them to sow the teeth of a dragon in my fields.’
This king, like Pelias before him, felt certain that he had given Jason an impossible
assignment. He knew that the brass bulls were wild and strong and difficult to handle. He
also knew that when a dragon’s teeth are planted, iron men spring up out of the earth
ready to attack.
The king’s beautiful daughter, Medea, had already fallen in love with Jason. She was
ready to do anything – even use her magic spells – to help him. ‘Here is some magic
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Medea helps Jason
just as Ariadne helped
Theseus in ‘Theseus
and the Minotaur’,
which we read in Year 3.

ointment,’ she said to Jason. ‘Rub it on your
body, your sword and your shield. Then
nothing can harm you. And remember: when
you have sown the dragon’s teeth, throw a
great stone among the warriors. Then they
will destroy each other.’

Strengthened through Medea’s magic, Jason wrestled the bulls to the ground, yoked
them to a plough and drove them through the field. The plough cut a deep furrow in the
soil. Into that furrow, Jason sowed the dragon’s teeth. When the army of iron men sprang
up out of the earth, he threw a stone among them. The men turned upon each other, and
when the battle was over, Jason was the only man left alive.
The king was furious. ‘The golden fleece hangs high on a tree, guarded by a giant
dragon,’ he said. ‘Go and get it for yourself.’
Again the king believed he had
given Jason an impossible task, but
again Medea helped Jason. They
approached the massive dragon,
coiled at the foot of the tree.
Medea began to sing. At the sound
of her voice, the dragon’s eyes
grew heavy. Slowly, the creature
lowered its head and fell asleep.
‘Hurry,’ Medea whispered.
Jason reached up and took hold of
the precious treasure. As he and
Medea fled, they heard a horrible
roar as the dragon awoke and
found its treasure stolen.
Their ship, the Argo, awaited
them. With a wild leap, Jason
and Medea were on board. The
Argonauts rowed the ship swiftly,
leaving the monster spitting fire
Medea charms the serpent that
behind them. Jason’s step-uncle
guards the golden fleece.
had never expected to see him
again, but the young hero sailed back victorious. Through bravery and magic, he had won
the golden fleece.
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Perseus and Medusa
This ancient myth describes the Gorgons, frightening female monsters with snakes for hair.
ere was once a lovely young woman, so lovely that Zeus himself, the king of the gods, fell
in love with her. Together they had a son, named Perseus. e father of the young woman
was horrified, because it had been predicted that he would be killed by his own grandson.
So he put his daughter and her baby boy into a chest and threw them into the sea.
They floated for many days and finally washed up on an island shore, where they made
a home. Perseus grew up to be a strong and handsome young man.
Now, the king of the island was also cruel. He wanted Perseus’s mother all to himself.
He assigned Perseus to a great adventure, but he really intended a task so difficult that
Perseus would not survive.
‘Bring me the head of Medusa,’ said the king.
‘Medusa?’ asked Perseus in wonder. Medusa was a Gorgon, a hideous monster with
a head full of snakes. Any man who looked into her face would be instantly turned to
stone. No one could approach Medusa, let alone cut her head off! But Perseus accepted
the challenge.
Zeus sent his messenger, Hermes, with gifts for Perseus.
‘Your father has sent me from Mount Olympus, home of the gods, with three things,’
said Hermes. ‘From Athena, the goddess of wisdom, here is a bright brass shield. From
Hades, the god of the underworld, here is a helmet to make you invisible. And from me,
here is a sword that cuts through anything with one stroke.’
Then Hermes took the winged sandals off his feet and gave them to Perseus.
With gis from the gods, Perseus felt even braver. He thanked Hermes, and through him
all the gods, including great Zeus. ‘But where will I find this monster Medusa?’ he asked.
‘You must put that question to the Three Grey Sisters,’ said Hermes. ‘These three
women share a single eye. They live together in a deep, dark cave at the western edge of
the world.’
Perseus travelled for days and nights until he came to a twilight land. There he stood
at the opening of a deep, dark cave and listened as the Three Grey Sisters mumbled
amongst themselves.
‘Someone is coming,’ said the first sister. ‘I can feel him.’
‘Someone is coming,’ said the second sister. ‘I can hear him.’
‘Someone is coming,’ said the third sister. ‘I can see him with my eye.’
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‘Give me the eye,’ said the first.
‘No, me,’ said the second, ‘so that I
can see, too!’
As they struggled over the one eye
they shared, Perseus grabbed it. A
howl shot up from all three sisters
when they realised that not one of
them had the precious eye anymore.

Perseus bargains with the
Three Grey Sisters

‘Never fear, good women,’ said
Perseus. ‘I will return your eye as long
as you tell me where I will find the
Gorgon Medusa.’

The sisters told Perseus how to find Medusa. With Hermes’s sandals on his feet, he flew
over land and sea to the land of the Gorgons. There they were, three massive monsters,
lying asleep. The biggest and most horrible one was Medusa.
Perseus put on the helmet of invisibility so that Medusa would not see him coming.
He held up the bright shield so that his gaze would not meet hers and yet he could see her
face, reflected as in a mirror. Aided by Hermes’s winged sandals, he approached the
Gorgon, raised the sword and, with one swing, cut the head off the horrible Medusa.
The snakes on her head hissed in pain. Perseus shoved her head into a goatskin pouch
and instantly flew away.
Returning to the island where
the cruel king kept his mother,
Perseus approached the throne.
‘Just as I suspected,’ said the king
with a smile. ‘You have come back
empty-handed.’
‘On the contrary,’ said Perseus. ‘I
have done what you commanded.’
He pulled Medusa’s head out of
the goatskin bag. Even in death,
with her eyes wide open, the
Gorgon had her powers. The evil
king looked into her face and was
turned to stone.
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Orpheus and Eurydice
Orpheus was born in Thrace, a part of ancient Greece where music
was played and enjoyed by all the people. But no one could play like
Orpheus. When he took up his lyre and began to sing, the
birds in the trees were silent, so eager were they to listen
to songs more beautiful than their own. No one
could resist the beautiful music he made.
Orpheus seemed to sing like one of the
immortal gods, and the sounds he made were
not of this world.
One day Orpheus fell in love with a beautiful
young woman called Eurydice. Did she love him
too? Of course, she could not help but love him when
she heard the songs that he sang for her. They were
married, and felt themselves happier and luckier than
any other couple on earth. Then one day, a terrible
tragedy befell them. Eurydice was moving through a
field, dancing to the lovely sounds that came from her
husband’s lyre, when she was bitten on the ankle by a serpent
who was sleeping in the grass. She fell down dead at her
husband’s feet.
Orpheus was overcome with grief and could not be
consoled. His friends all feared that he would lose his mind,
so terrible was his grief. He decided that one thing alone
would satisfy him: he would go down to Hades, the land
of the dead, and ask Pluto, lord of that dark and
frightening place, if Eurydice could return to the
sunlight. This was a brave thing to do, for no mortal had
ever ventured into the underworld to mingle with the dead, but Orpheus was so full of
grief that he could not feel fear.
Orpheus was shown the entrance to the underworld by Mercury, the messenger of the
gods, and down he went, further and further into the darkness until he reached the gates
of Hades. The servants of the great god Pluto were astonished to see a living mortal in
their realm. The thin and smoky shades of the dead made little gibbering noises of surprise.
What would their terrible master have to say!
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Then Orpheus picked up his lyre and began to sing of his love for Eurydice, and how
much he longed to hold her again. He sang of the kingdom of the dead, to which all must
come in time, rich and poor, powerful and weak. This is the debt we all must pay to time.
But please, he sang, please, Lord Pluto, give me back my lovely Eurydice, for she was taken
before her time. She was cut down before the bloom was off her youthful beauty.
Pluto had a heart of stone. He had to be stern to rule his terrible kingdom, where love
and pity had no place. But he could not resist the charm of Orpheus. Big, bitter tears ran
down his cold, hard cheeks. The very ghosts themselves were weeping.
‘Orpheus,’ said Pluto, ‘you have touched my heart in a way that no mortal man has
ever been able to do. I grant your request. You may take your wife back to the sunlight.
Soon enough you will both be joining me in my dark kingdom, but for now, enjoy your
youth and be happy together.’
He called to Eurydice, who came timidly to him, limping where she had been bitten by
the serpent.
‘Follow your husband,’ said Pluto, ‘back to the world of light. You will be the first mortal
who ever saw the realm of Hades and then returned to tell the tale. But hear me, Orpheus,
there is one great command that I give you. As you lead your wife along the steep path,
you must not, for any reason at all, turn to look behind you. You must not see her again
until you both emerge into the realm of light again. Do you understand?’
‘I do,’ said Orpheus. ‘I carry your command in my heart.’
And so he turned to begin the steep climb, up the long, dark path that led from Pluto’s
kingdom up to the world of light. He was tempted to turn to see his lovely wife again, but
he knew he must not. At last, the gloom began to lift as the sunlight made its way through
the darkness. Orpheus turned to face his wife. ‘Eurydice, my love,’ he said. But he was too
early. Eurydice was still in the shadows. She began to fade away. He tried to grasp her
beautiful form, but she disappeared as his arms went around her.
‘Farewell!’ was all she could say. Then she was gone.
Poor Orpheus! To lose his wife a second time. He ran as fast as his legs could carry
him back down the path, but this time he could not come near the kingdom of the dead.
His moment had passed.
He returned to earth, filled with a terrible grief. He could do nothing but sing of his
lost love, and his songs were so beautiful that those who heard him said: ‘His music was
lovely before, but nothing could be more moving than these melodies of longing and
regret.’ He died of a broken heart, and was buried by the Muses on the slopes of Mount
Olympus. The birds gathered around his grave, where it is said that they sing sweeter than
they sing anywhere else.
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The Sword of Damocles
This story comes to us from ancient
Rome. Many people still talk of
something dangerous or unpleasant
that could happen to them at any
moment as the ‘sword of Damocles’.
Damocles [dam-o-KLEES] looked
with envy on his friend Dionysius
[die-oh-NISS-ee-us], the king of
Syracuse. He believed that the king had
a very good life – all the riches and all
the power that anyone could want.
‘You think I’m lucky?’ Dionysius
said to him one day. ‘If you think so,
let’s trade places. You sit here, on the
throne, for just one day and see if you
still think I’m lucky.’

Damocles looks up to see the sword.

Damocles eagerly accepted his
friend’s invitation. He ordered
servants to bring him fine robes and a
great banquet of food. He ordered
expensive wine and fine music as he
dined. He sat back, sure that he was
the happiest man in the world.

Then he looked up. He caught his breath in fear. Above his head, a sword dangled from
the ceiling attached by a single strand of horse’s hair. Damocles could not speak, could
not eat, could not enjoy the music. He could not even move.
‘What is the matter, my friend?’ asked Dionysius.
‘How can I enjoy myself with that sword hanging above me?’ Damocles said.
‘How indeed?’ answered Dionysius. ‘And now you know how it feels to be king.
That sword hangs over my head every minute of every day. There is always the
chance the thread will break. An adviser may turn on me or an enemy spy may attack me.
I might even make an unwise decision that brings my downfall. The privilege of power
brings dangers.’
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Damon and Pythias
Here is another story about Dionysius, the king of Syracuse. It was used by the ancient
Roman writer Cicero as an example of true friendship.
Dionysius, the king of Syracuse, heard
rumours that a young man named
Pythias [PITH-ee-us] was making
speeches and telling people to
question whether he, or any king,
should have so much power. He
called Pythias before him. The young
man arrived with his best friend,
Damon, by his side.
‘You dare to stand before the king
without bowing?’ shouted Dionysius
when he saw the two men before him.
‘I believe that all people are equal,’
Pythias boldly stated. ‘No man should
have absolute power over another.’
‘Who do you think you are, to
speak such a philosophy and spread it
among my people?’ Dionysius raged.
‘I speak the truth,’ Pythias
answered bravely. ‘There can be
nothing wrong with that.’
Dionysius was outraged. ‘You risk
punishment, even death, by speaking
like that.’
Dionysius condemns Pythias to death.

‘My philosophy teaches me patience.
I have no fear of punishment, or
even death.’

‘We shall see how much use that philosophy is to you in prison,’ roared Dionysius.
He commanded his soldiers to seize Pythias and lock him in the caverns of Syracuse until
he promised never to contradict the king again.
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Pythias stood strong and tall. ‘I cannot make that promise, and so I will accept
the punishment,’ he said. ‘But may I first go home to tell my family and put my household
in order?’
‘Do you think I’m stupid?’ shouted the king. ‘If I let you go, you will never return!’
Then up stepped Damon. ‘Lock me up until he returns.’
‘Very well,’ said the king, ‘but if Pythias does not return in three days, Damon will be
executed.’
‘I trust my friend,’ said Damon. So Pythias travelled to his home, and Damon sat in the
deep, dark cell, alone. Two days came and went. On the morning of the third, Dionysius
ordered Damon to be brought before him. ‘Your friend has not returned,’ he bellowed.
‘You know what that means? It means your death!’
‘I trust my friend,’ Damon repeated. ‘Something has delayed him. He will come back.
I am sure of it.’
At sundown, the soldiers led Damon to the place where he would be put to death.
Dionysius watched with a sneer on his face. ‘What have you to say of your friend now?’
he asked.
‘I trust my friend,’ Damon replied.
Just then Pythias rushed in, his clothing torn and his face bruised and dirty. ‘Thank the
gods you are safe,’ he said to Damon. ‘My ship was wrecked in a storm. Thieves attacked
me on the road. But I did not give up, and I finally made it here. Now I am ready to take
my punishment.’
Seeing such friendship, Dionysius learnt an important lesson. He revoked Damon’s
death sentence, freed Pythias and asked the two men to teach him how to be such a good
friend, too.

Androcles and the Lion
The ancient Romans thought it great sport to watch men fight wild animals to the death.
This fight has a surprise ending.
Androcles [AN-droh-clees] was a Roman slave who escaped his master and ran away.
He was delighted with his freedom but uncertain how he could make it on his own.
As night fell, he found a cave carved out of the hillside. He crept into the cool darkness,
lay down and fell asleep.
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Suddenly, he awoke, hearing the loud roar of a lion nearby. It was no dream – it was a
real lion, looking straight into the cave. Androcles shrank back, fearful for his life,
watching the lion’s every move.
Then he noticed that the lion was suffering. It was roaring in pain. The great beast
limped into the cave and flopped down. It lifted its right front paw and licked it.
Androcles took a step towards the lion. The big cat gave him a sad look, as if asking for
help. Androcles crouched next to the lion. He saw a thorn stuck in the middle of its paw.
Gently, he pulled the thorn out. The lion looked him in the eye again and purred.
That was the beginning of a warm friendship between Androcles and the lion.
They lived together in the cave and slept side by side, keeping each other warm.
But one day Roman soldiers discovered Androcles. The law of Rome said that runaway
slaves must be punished, so Androcles was captured and shut into a prison cell in the city
of Rome.
For ten days, Androcles sat alone in prison, fed nothing but water and crusts of stale
bread. Then a soldier announced that he was to meet his death in the Colosseum.
Androcles knew what that meant.
Runaway slaves were often made to fight
vicious lions before crowds of Roman
citizens. He knew, as he walked the path from
the prison to the Colosseum, that he would
soon die.
The crowd cheered as Androcles stepped
into the arena. They cheered even more
loudly as the lion appeared on the other side.
Androcles walked into the ring and bravely
faced his death.
Then he and the lion recognised each
other. To the amazement of the crowd,
instead of attacking, the lion began licking
the slave’s face – and the slave began stroking
the lion!
The crowd cheered even more. They
yelled: ‘Free the slave! Free the lion!’ The
emperor agreed. Androcles and the lion lived
a long life together in the city of Rome.
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Horatius at the Bridge
This famous story about a Roman hero has stayed with us in part because the English poet
Thomas Macaulay wrote a book called Lays of Ancient Rome, which included a poem about
the acts of heroism performed by Horatius. We use some of Macaulay’s powerful verses to
tell the story here.
Lucius Tarquinius, the last of the Roman kings, was so cruel that the people called
him Tarquin the Tyrant. Finally, they banded together and sent him out of Rome.
Forced out of power, Tarquin
visited Lars Porsena, king of
the Etruscans, who lived to the
north of Rome. Tarquin
convinced Lars Porsena to
assemble a huge army, much
larger and more powerful
than the Roman army, and
attack Rome.
There was only one way for
them to enter the city of Rome,
over a small wooden bridge
across the River Tiber. A
soldier
named
Horatius
guarded that bridge. When he
saw the Etruscans preparing to
attack his city, he came up with
a plan.

Brave Horatius defends the bridge.

He and two others would
cross the bridge and fight off
the Etruscans as they came
down the narrow path toward
the bridge. As they fought,
Horatius
suggested,
the
Romans could tear apart the
bridge, making it impossible
for the Etruscans to cross and
storm the city.
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‘Horatius,’ quoth the Consul,
‘As thou sayest, so let it be.’
And straight against that great array
Forth went the dauntless Three.
For Romans in Rome’s quarrel
Spared neither land nor gold,
Nor son nor wife, nor limb nor life,
In the brave days of old.
While the three soldiers held the Etruscans back, others chopped away at the wooden bridge.
Just before the bridge fell into the river, Horatius commanded his two helpers to cross to the
Roman side. He remained, fighting oﬀ the Etruscans until he could do so no longer. en,
praying to the River Tiber to take good care of him, Horatius threw himself into the water.
Every Roman soldier held his breath, afraid he had seen the last of brave Horatius.
Then the crest of his helmet surfaced above the river, and all cheered. The current was
high, the river was fast and Horatius, wearing heavy armour, had to struggle to survive.
And now he feels the bottom;
Now on dry earth he stands;
Now round him throng the Fathers
To press his gory hands;
And now, with shouts and clapping,
And noise of weeping loud,
He enters through the River-Gate,
Borne by the joyous crowd.
Thanks to Horatius at the bridge, Tarquin and the Etruscans could not enter Rome.
For many generations after, men and women told the story of how Horatius saved the city
of Rome in the brave days of old.

Learning About Literature
Biography and Autobiography
A biography is the true story of a person’s life. We have read biographies of important
scientists and explorers in other books in this series, and you can read more starting on
pages 169 and 352.
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Suppose you wanted to write the life story of someone you know. You could talk to her
and ask her questions about what happened in her life. You could find out about her from
her parents, relatives and friends who know her well. If she had old letters and scrapbooks,
you could learn from them, too.
But suppose you wanted to write the life story of someone who lived two hundred years
ago. You could use writing that he and other people left behind, like old letters, diaries
and newspaper articles. You would have to read carefully and remember all that you learnt,
then turn that information into a story about the person’s life.
A person who was asked to write her own life story would probably do it in a diﬀerent
way from someone else who was writing it. When a person chooses to write her own life
story, it is called an autobiography. e prefix ‘auto-’
means ‘self ’. An ‘autograph’ is your name written by
yourself. Something ‘automatic’ works by itself. So an
‘autobiography’ is a biography you write yourself. We
read autobiographies to learn about what people did,
why they did those things, and what they thought
about the people they knew and the times they lived in.
For example, in the eighteenth century, a former
African slave called Olaudah Equiano wrote his
autobiography to convince people that slavery was
wrong. In the twentieth century, Nelson Mandela
wrote A Long Walk to Freedom, about his struggle
against the system of apartheid in South Africa, which
discriminated against black people. Sometimes people
record their thoughts and their lives in diaries that are
later published as autobiographies, like Samuel Pepys,
who tells us so much about life in London in the 1660s;
and Anne Frank, who wrote about how she had to hide
from the Nazis in a tiny attic during the Second World
War because she was Jewish.

Anne Frank writing
her autobiography

Fiction and Non-fiction
Fiction means stories that did not actually happen, such as fairy tales and myths or
made-up stories like Alice’s Adventures in Wonderland or The Wind in the Willows.
Fiction can be so close to the truth that it seems real, or it can be so fantastic that it could
never happen. When you make up a story, you are creating fiction.
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Non-fiction, on the other hand, is all about true things – people who really lived and
the things they really did. A biography is non-fiction. An autobiography is non-fiction.
History is non-fiction. Articles in the newspaper and a science report are non-fiction, too.
When you write about what you did during your summer holidays, you are creating
non-fiction.
There is an old saying that ‘truth is stranger than fiction’. Do you think that’s true?

Learning About Language
Let’s Write a Report
Let’s imagine that you have to write a report about African elephants. You know some
things about elephants, but you need to learn more in order to write a good report.
So where do you go? For a start, you can go to books.
These children are reading
different books to help them learn
more for writing their reports.
Let’s say you look up elephants in a
book called Mammals of the World.
Open the book at the front, and you
will find the table of contents. The
table of contents tells all the subjects
in the book, listed in the order that
they appear.
Chapter 1. What Is a Mammal?

page 3

Chapter 2. Lions

page 5

Chapter 3. Gorillas

page 13

Chapter 4. Giraffes

page 21

Chapter 5. Elephants

page 26

Chapter 6. The World’s Mammals

page 35

What page will you turn to in order to learn about elephants? For this chapter, go to page
26. Since elephants are mammals, you might also want to read the chapters on mammals.
On which pages can you find those chapters?
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You can also use the index of a book to look up subjects that interest you. The index is
always at the back of the book, and it gives an alphabetical list of everything in the book.
An index helps you find specific subjects that might not be named in the table of contents.
INDEX
African elephants, 30
baboons, 38
gibbons, 4
giraffes, 21-25
Indian elephants, 27

jaguars, 6
mammals, 3-4, 35-45
monkeys, 37
okapi, 41
panthers, 9
tigers, 11

To do some reading for your
report on African elephants,
which page will you turn to?
ere are other books that
can give you information about
African elephants. One very
helpful kind of book is an
encyclopedia. Encyclopedias give
information about famous people,
places, things, ideas, events in
history and more. Some examples
are e Kingfisher Children’s
Encyclopedia, Children’s Illustrated
Encyclopedia and e Kingfisher Encyclopedia of Life.
To find out about African elephants in an encyclopedia, open the volume marked ‘A’
and look for ‘African elephants’. But maybe you can’t find that topic listed. Try looking
in the volume marked ‘E’ for ‘Elephants’. That article might include something about
African elephants.
You can also search in online encyclopedias. With these, you just type in a word or
phrase – like ‘elephants’ or ‘African elephants’ – to search for information on your topic.
Wikipedia is a popular online encyclopedia that many people contribute to and edit to
keep it up to date, but it relies on trusting others to make sure the information is correct.
Once you have researched and written your report on African elephants, maybe you can
add something to the Wikipedia page on African elephants, or help make sure the article’s
information is correct.
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Dictionaries explain words. They show how to spell a word correctly,
how to divide it into syllables, how to pronounce it (using symbols that
stand for sounds) and what it means. Dictionaries also tell us what part
of speech a word is.
If you were reading about elephants and saw the word ‘species’, where
would you look to find out what it means? In a dictionary, under the
letter ‘S’. Why not look it up?

After you have read about African
elephants, you’ll need to plan your report.
Let’s say you have three big ideas you
want to write about:

a paragraph
indent

topic sentence

1. What African elephants look like
2. Where African elephants live
3. What African elephants eat
You could write one paragraph about
each of these big ideas.
A paragraph is a group of sentences all
written about the same idea. It’s a good
idea to start a paragraph with a sentence
that states the topic, or the main idea, of
the paragraph. Then you can write a few
more sentences to explain the idea and
give examples.

African Elephants are

herbivores, which means

they eat plants. They
also eat leaves, bark
and twigs.

examples

Every time you start writing about a new idea, you should begin a new paragraph.
How do you show that it is a new paragraph? You indent. See the space at the beginning
of this paragraph, before the word ‘Every’? When you make a space like that, you’re
indenting. Another way to show that you are starting a new paragraph is to leave a blank
line between one paragraph and the next.

Let’s Write a Letter
Today a lot of people use computers, iPads and smartphones to send e-mail, but there are
times when you will want to write a letter. For example, you could use a letter to thank
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someone for a present, send
someone an invitation or make a
formal request or statement, such
as a letter to your local Member of
Parliament, to tell him or her what
you think about your local park.
Writing a letter is different
from writing a report. It’s a lot
more like talking. Still, there are a
few rules to follow.
G

G

G

G

Begin by writing a heading,
which gives your address
and the date.
Write a greeting to the
person you’re addressing.
The greeting is like saying
hello, and many people start
formal letters with ‘Dear’.

10a Park Avenue

heading

Watford, WD3 2HU
10 June 2013

Dear Tooth Fairy,

greeting

I have had a loose tooth for

almost a month. Yesterday when I

was playing hockey, I bumped into

my friend really hard and fell on the
ground. When I stood up, I noticed
my tooth was missing!

body

We looked all over the ground.

All my teammates looked with me.
We still didn’t find my tooth.

I’m putting a drawing of my missing

tooth under my pillow anyway.
Yours sincerely,

closing
Amelia
Write the body of your letter
in paragraphs. Indent each
new paragraph or leave a line between the paragraphs.

End your letter with a closing (such as ‘Yours sincerely’ or ‘Your friend’). Then write
your signature – your name in handwriting.

Parts of a Sentence: Main and Subordinate Clauses
You speak and write sentences all the time. A sentence is a group of words that expresses
a complete thought. Is this a sentence?
Six silly spiders
No, something – a verb – is missing to tell you what is going on. Is this a sentence?
Sang songs in the shower
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No, something – a subject – is missing here, to tell you who is singing. But if you put
them together, you can make a complete sentence.
Six silly spiders sang songs in the shower.
What if you want to describe more about what is going on?
Six silly spiders sing songs in the shower after spinning their webs.
main clause

subordinate clause

A main clause can be a sentence on its own, and a
subordinate clause adds more detail to the sentence. e
subordinate clause also has a verb, but it can’t be a sentence
on its own. Since it depends on having a main clause with
it in the sentence, some people call a subordinate clause a
dependent clause. It usually starts with words like these:
after

because

before

if

once

since

that

when

where

while

which

who

These words are clues to help you know which part of a sentence is a subordinate clause.
Let’s look at some other examples.
When I am older I will ride in a hot air balloon.
subordinate clause

main clause

I have a fun granny because she teaches me how to paint and lets me make a mess.
main clause

subordinate clause

In these sentences, ‘when’ and ‘because’ are clues to tell you which part is the subordinate
clause. It’s not always at the end of the sentence either!
Can you write a subordinate clause to tell more about this sentence?
Eight enormous gorillas run through the forest before

.

Did you write ‘they find their bananas’ or ‘the sun comes up’?
Now can you write a main clause to go with this subordinate clause?
if they go on holiday in France.
Did you write ‘My friends will go to the beach’ or ‘All mice feast on cheese’?
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Every sentence begins with a capital letter. Do you remember other
times when you use a capital letter? Capital letters start proper nouns,
like names of people and places: for example, Oliver Cromwell and
United Kingdom. You capitalise the main words in titles of books: for
example, We’re Going on a Bear Hunt. You capitalise holidays, days of
the week and months of the year: for example, Hanukkah, Wednesday
and January. And you always use a capital letter for the word that
stands for yourself: I.

What Kind of Sentence Is It?
Now let’s find out about three different kinds of sentences. You make up sentences every
day. The three basic kinds of sentences are:
G

declarative

G

interrogative

G

imperative

Let’s start with this sentence:
Julia took her pet crocodile for a walk.
That’s called a declarative sentence because it declares or makes a statement about Julia
and her pet. If Julia’s friend visited and found her not at home, she might use an
interrogative sentence, which is a sentence that asks a question.
Did Julia take her pet crocodile for a walk?
Interrogative sentences end with a question mark.
If Julia were sleeping late and had been ignoring her pet, then Julia’s mother might use
imperative sentences, which are sentences that make requests or give commands.
Wake up! Take your pet crocodile for a walk.
Both of these are imperative sentences. Look at the first one again: Wake up! Where is
the subject in that sentence? You don’t see a subject, but we say that the subject, ‘you’,
is understood. In most imperative sentences, the ‘you’ is understood, such as in Stop!
or Please sit down.
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If Julia took her pet crocodile for a walk to the park, then the people who saw her might
use exclamatory statements, which are incomplete sentences that show strong feeling:
Help! A crocodile! What a crazy girl!
Exclamatory statements often end with exclamation marks!

Parts of Speech
Let’s review the parts of speech you already know and learn about
some new ones.

Nouns
Can you find the nouns in this sentence?
My brother put on his swimming trunks, snorkel
and flippers, but he forgot to bring a towel.
Remember, a noun names a person, place or
thing. Here is that sentence again with the
nouns printed in colour.
My brother put on his swimming trunks, snorkel and flippers, but he forgot to bring
a towel.

Adjectives
Do you remember what adjectives do? Here’s a hint. Look at this sentence, with the
adjectives printed in colour:
On cold mornings, Michiko likes to cuddle up in her soft, fuzzy, purple blanket.
Adjectives are words that describe. Adjectives include words like cold, soft, fuzzy and
purple, as well as long, big, scary and beautiful. Can you think of three adjectives to describe
a puppy? How about an elephant?
There are three special adjectives you use all the time, called articles (or ‘determiners’).
The articles are:

a
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You might say: ‘Please hand me a glass’, if you just wanted any glass. But if you wanted
a certain glass, you would say, ‘Please hand me the glass’. If you felt hungry for an apple,
just any old apple, you might say: ‘I would like an apple.’ But if you wanted to eat a big,
juicy, red apple sitting in the middle of a bowl of fruit, you might say: ‘I would like the
apple.’ Notice that you use ‘a’ before words that begin with a consonant, but ‘an’ before
words that begin with a vowel. You say ‘a glass’, but ‘an apple’.

Verbs
Can you think of a good word to fill in the blanks in each of these sentences?
Jose

fast.

Alison

the football.

For the first sentence, did you come up with something like runs, swims or eats?
For the second sentence, did you say something like kicked, dribbled or passed?
These words, and many more, show actions. Words that express action are verbs.
Can you find three verbs in this sentence?
Henry carries his backpack and shouts to his friends while he rides his bicycle to school.

Adverbs
We use adverbs to add something to a verb. Adverbs describe the verb. Let’s start by
looking at this sentence:
Liz showed us her trophy.
What is the verb in that sentence? It’s ‘showed’. So how did Liz show us her trophy?
You could say:
Liz proudly showed us her trophy.
Or you could say:
Liz secretly showed us her trophy.
Proudly and secretly are adverbs. They each tell us something about the verb, showed.
Most adverbs end with the letters -ly, such as:

quickly

slowly

suddenly

quietly

politely

carefully
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Here are two sentences. First find the verb. Then think of a good adverb to tell
something more about the verb.
The cat crept towards the mouse.
I asked for permission to leave the room.
Now, can you find the adjectives and the adverbs in this next sentence? Adjectives first,
then adverbs.
Melanie proudly showed her mother the fuzzy pink petunias
that she had carefully planted in the garden.

Pronouns
Do you like to talk about yourself? Most people do! What do you call yourself when you
do? Sometimes you use your name, but most of the time you use pronouns. You call
yourself ‘I’ and ‘me’, depending on what you are saying. I and me are both pronouns.
Pronouns are words that stand for nouns. He, she, it and they are pronouns. Here’s a
sentence without any pronouns:
James asked Sarah to tell James when Sarah was going to come over to James’s house.
Would you ever say or write a sentence like that? No! You would use pronouns, like this:
James asked Sarah to tell him when she was going to come over to his house.
When you read that sentence, you understand that the pronouns ‘him’ and ‘his’ stand
for ‘James’ and the pronoun ‘she’ stands for ‘Sarah’.

More About Verbs
Some words help express action. They are called helping words, like:
does ride
has carried

will shout

have brought

is diving

had broken

was throwing

am thinking

Let’s Punctuate!
Writing isn’t just words and letters. All those little squiggles and symbols – like , ? ! .’ –
mean something, too. Some punctuation marks come at the end of a sentence. That last
sentence ended with – what? – a full stop.
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What other punctuation marks can end a sentence? That last sentence, which was a
question, ended with – what? – a question mark.
There is only one more punctuation mark that can end a sentence! What punctuation
mark ended that sentence? It ended with an exclamation mark. When a sentence ends
with one of those, you know it’s about something exciting.
The comma is a punctuation mark that comes inside a sentence. Consider the comma
in these sentences:
I live in Tiverton, Devon.
A comma always comes between the names of a town and a county.
My favourite animals are earthworms, moles and eagles.
Commas always separate words in a series except when the word ‘and’ occurs between
the last two words in the series.
Yes, I know that my favourite animals are strange!
Commas always come after the words ‘Yes’ or ‘No’ at the start of a sentence.
The apostrophe is a punctuation mark that comes inside a word. It has two different
jobs. An apostrophe can show possession:
Emily’s scarecrow costume
my puppy’s name
Even when the word ends in -s, you add an apostrophe and an s to make it possessive:
St Thomas’s Hospital
The bus’s roof
(Some people just add an apostrophe to show possession with a word ending in -s.
They would write ‘St Thomas’ Hospital’, and they would be right, too.)
An apostrophe is also used to make contractions, when two words come together to
make one.
did not → didn’t
it is → it’s
is not → isn’t
In contractions, the apostrophe stands for a letter that has been dropped. In the
contractions above, what letters do the apostrophes stand for?
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Just Say No Once
Here are two good sentences that are easy to understand.
I didn’t eat lunch today.
I ate no lunch today.
But what would it mean if somebody said:
I didn’t eat no lunch today.
Would it mean that the person ate no lunch, or that the person did eat lunch? It’s
confusing, isn’t it?
The third sentence has a double negative: both ‘didn’t’ (which stands for ‘did not’) and
‘no lunch’ are negatives. If you say you did not not do something, that can only mean you
really did it. Double negatives are confusing, and it’s best not to use them.

Prefixes and Suffixes
Prefixes attach to the beginning of words to change their meanings.
re- means ‘again’:
refill means ‘fill again’
reread means ‘read again’
un- means ‘not’:
unfriendly means ‘not friendly’
unpleasant means ‘not pleasant’
un- can also mean the opposite or reverse of an action:
untie means the reverse of ‘tie’
unlock means the reverse of ‘lock’
dis- means ‘not’:
dishonest means ‘not honest’
disobey means ‘not obey’
dis- can also mean the opposite or reverse of an action:
disappear means the opposite of ‘appear’
dismount means the reverse of ‘mount’
See if you can find an example of your own for each of these prefixes.
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Suffixes attach to the end of words to change their meanings.
-er and -or change verbs to nouns naming people:
sing + -er → singer
paint + -er → painter
act + -or → actor
-less makes an adjective meaning without that noun:
hope + less → hopeless
fear + less → fearless
-ly turns an adjective into an adverb:
quick + ly → quickly
calm + ly → calmly
Can you find another example for each of these three suffixes?

They Sound Alike, but They’re Different
Can you solve this riddle?
Why was six afraid of seven?
Answer: Because seven eight nine
This riddle works because the words ‘eight’ and
‘ate’ sound alike, even though they mean
different things.
Words that have the same sound but different
spellings and meanings are called homophones.
‘Eight’ and ‘ate’ are homophones. Can you think of
some others? What is the word for a female deer, and
what word is its homophone? ‘Doe’ and ‘dough’. Here’s
a silly sentence with two pairs of homophones:
I was asked by my father to buy a pair of pear trees.
Which words are the homophones in that sentence? Can
you make up a sentence with a pair of homophones?
Sometimes you just have to memorise the different
words and their spellings. Here are a few to memorise.
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Where are the bears? They’re there, in their cave.
they’re → they are
there → in that place
their → belonging to them
That bear would like to sit
on a chair but it’s standing
up because its cave is bare.
its → belonging to it
it’s → it is
bear → a big, furry animal
bare → empty, unfurnished
You’re sure your hair is three feet long?
you’re → you are
your → belonging to you

Here are two more sentences. Can you find the homophones?
Come over here so you can hear the bird better.
Those two tortoises are creeping too slowly to win the race.

Shorten Up with Abbreviations
Sometimes it’s useful to find a short way to write a word that is used oen. For instance, we
use the word ‘Mister’ so oen that we abbreviate it as ‘Mr’. When you see the abbreviation
‘Mr’, you still say the whole word, ‘Mister’. Here are some common abbreviations.
125 High St (street)

99 Mulberry Rd (road)

Born in the UK (United Kingdom)
99 m (metres)

Mr Magoo

Team GB (Great Britain)

66 cm (centimetres)

Mrs Tiggy-Wiggle

500 kg (kilograms)

Ms Manners

(abbreviations for people’s titles)
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Sayings and Phrases
PARENTS: Every culture has phrases and proverbs that make no sense when
carried over literally into another culture. Their meanings come from metaphor
and custom, not from literal definitions. The sayings and phrases in this section
may be familiar to many children who have heard them at home. Their inclusion
has been singled out by parents and teachers who work with children from home
cultures in which they may be unfamiliar with these phrases and sayings.

Actions speak louder than words
This saying reminds us that what people say does
not always show what they think, while what
people do reveals their true thoughts or beliefs
more clearly.
‘Dad says he hates cats – even Tigger!’
Stewart shook his head.
‘But last night,’ Tracy said, ‘I saw Dad
kiss the top of Tigger’s head when he
thought no one was looking.’
‘Maybe he really loves Tigger but
he keeps it a secret. Actions speak
louder than words!’

His bark is worse than his bite
People use this saying to describe a person who speaks angrily or threatens but may not be
truly mean or dangerous.
‘Mr Baxter is bad-tempered,’ said Jason.
‘Yes,’ said Mickey. ‘They should call him ‘Mr Whackster’!’
‘You two are so silly,’ Miyaka said. ‘Mr Baxter would never whack anybody. He might
get cross easily, but he’s a kind man. His bark is worse than his bite!’

79

What Your Year 4 Child Needs to Know

Beggars can’t be choosers
People use this saying to mean that when you are
in a weak or disadvantaged position, you
shouldn’t be fussy about the help that may be
offered – even if it isn’t exactly the sort of
help you want.
‘I didn’t have time to eat breakfast,’
Supriyo said, ‘and I’m starving. But
the only thing left in the canteen for
lunch is spinach salad – eeugh!’
‘Beggars can’t be choosers,
Supriyo,’ Nikki said. ‘Looks as
if you’ll have to eat something healthy for a change.’

Let bygones be bygones
People use this saying to mean letting go of whatever is bothering you so it becomes a thing
of the past.
Jack and Imran were always arguing at school. The arguments had started on the first
day of school when Jack had knocked a pot of water over Imran’s painting. Since then
they just couldn’t get along. One day their teacher picked them to work together to build
a model boat. The first pair to make a floating boat would win a prize! ‘I really want to
win the prize!’ said Imran. ‘We’d better let bygones be bygones.’

Last straw
This phrase describes the moment when things have gone too far one way and just have to
change. It comes from a legend about a man who piled straw on his camel’s back, one piece
at a time. Even though each piece of straw was light, one piece was the ‘last straw’ that broke
the camel’s back.
‘What’s wrong, Paul?’ Lenny asked. ‘Do you need any help?’
Paul was kneeling down next to his bicycle, trying to remove his front tyre, which had
gone flat. ‘Just leave me alone,’ he snapped. ‘First I fell off my bike on the way to school
and skinned my elbow. Then, once I got to maths class, I remembered that I left my
homework at home. Then Rob Banks tripped me when we were playing football, and I
bruised my knee. And now I have a flat tyre. This is the last straw!’
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Beat around the bush
People use this phrase to mean that someone is avoiding direct discussion of a difficult
subject by talking instead about related subjects that are less important.
‘So how did you do in your maths test, Alex?’ Mr Novak asked.
Alex cleared his throat. ‘Three children were late, so the teacher didn’t start the test
until ten minutes after it should have started.’
Alex’s father looked at his son, waiting for an answer to his question.
‘I was supposed to bring in three pencils,’ Alex said. ‘I forgot.’
‘Didn’t you say you were going to have a test today, Alex?’ said Mr Novak. He was
getting impatient.
‘I don’t know how that teacher expects us to finish 20 problems when we only have
40 minutes.’
Mr Novak got up and put his arm around Alex’s shoulder. ‘Come on, Alex. Stop beating
around the bush. Just tell me what mark you got.’

A feather in your cap
This expression indicates a person
has done something to make him or
her proud.
Angela loved to play the violin. She
practised every day. One day during
orchestra rehearsal, the string section
was playing a piece that Angela had
practised carefully.
‘Angela, play that phrase again,’
said the conductor. Angela played the
phrase flawlessly.
The conductor told Angela that she
played so well she would be the
orchestra’s leader in the concert next
week. She ran home to tell her parents.
‘Well done! That’s a feather in your cap,’ said her father.
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One rotten apple spoils the whole barrel
This saying means that one bad thing can spoil everything connected with it.
Mr Small’s class was known as the best-behaved class in the school. One day a new boy
joined the class. He was noisy and rude, but he was also funny. Soon the other children in
Mr Small’s class started chatting, laughing and getting rowdy. Mr Small just shook his
head and said: ‘One rotten apple spoils the whole barrel!’

Clean bill of health
People use this phrase to express that something is in perfect shape,
as if a doctor has just declared them fit.
Before the cycle ride, Latasha
and Simon took their bikes to the
group leader. Simon’s chain was
drooping and his brakes needing
adjusting. He had to go to the
garage for repairs, whereas
Latasha could start straight
away. ‘Your bike has a clean
bill of health,’ said the leader.

Rule the roost
People use this phrase to describe a person who bosses other people
around. It comes from the way a cockerel acts in a chicken shed
or ‘roost’.
Katie and Emily were watching
television in their living room. When
Olivia came in from playing, she
grabbed the remote control and
changed channels.
‘Hey!’ Katie said. ‘We were here first.’
‘Tough,’ Olivia said. ‘I’m the oldest.’
‘You may be the oldest,’ Emily said,
‘but that doesn’t mean you rule the roost!’
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A stitch in time saves nine
If you do a small job before it is
too late, it saves having to do a
bigger one later.
Lucas’s father had promised
to take him to see the Spurs
play at White Hart Lane
if Lucas would help to
redecorate the living room.
This was too good an offer to
turn down, but Lucas had promised
to go over to his friend’s house that afternoon, so he was really in a hurry. Just as he was
about to start painting, his mother rushed into the room with some old sheets and spread
them over the furniture.
‘What are you doing, mum?’ said Lucas, ‘I don’t have time for this.’
‘Lucas, you’re flicking paint all over the furniture and it will take ages to clean off,’
she said.
‘You’re right,’ said Lucas. ‘It’s quicker in the end to use the dustsheets.’
‘Yes, Lucas,’ said his mother, ‘a stitch in time saves nine.’

The show must go on
This saying means that no matter
what happens, things will
continue as planned.
‘We can’t play in the
finals next Saturday,’ Karen
said to her coach. ‘Lisa
sprained her ankle, Cecilia
has the mumps and Jenny
has to go away for the
weekend. They’re the best
footballers on the team. We’ll lose without them.’
‘We’ve been practising all season,’ answered her coach. ‘We’re not giving up. The show
must go on!’
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The writing is on the wall
When things are going wrong, and it looks as if something you don’t want is going to happen,
people say that the writing is on the wall.
Miss Reynolds told us that
the school choir would have to
close unless more children
joined it, so when Jason and
Rosemary said they were
leaving, I knew the writing was
on the wall for the choir.

We saw on page 178 how
Belshazzar knew he was in
trouble when he saw the
handwriting on the wall!

Touch and go
This phrase describes a situation that is so
difficult, no one knows how it will turn out.
Harold had been training to walk a
tightrope, but today was his first day to
perform for an audience. He took his
first steps steadily and slowly, using a
long pole to keep his balance. When
he got to the middle, he looked down
for a moment. He felt himself teeter.
The crowd gasped. Then, just in time,
he regained his balance. The rest of his
steps were strong and sure.
Later Harold said: ‘Everything was fine until I looked down. For a few seconds there,
it was touch and go.’

On its last legs
People use this phrase to say that something is about to die or is too worn out to be repaired.
‘This has been a good old van,’ Mr Johnson said to his grandson Josh. They drove down
the bumpy road, and the van sputtered and groaned. ‘I’ve had it for nearly twenty years.’
Josh was amazed to hear that the van was older than he was. ‘But you hear those noises
it’s making, Josh? I’m afraid this van is on its last legs,’ said Mr Johnson.
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When in Rome, do as the Romans do
This saying suggests that when you are in an unfamiliar situation, it’s good to behave like
others around you.
Jason was really excited when his father asked if he would like to drive to Paris, taking
their car onto the Shuttle. But when they came off the Shuttle at Calais, as soon as they
got onto the road, other drivers were sounding their horns. ‘Watch out Dad!’ said Jason,
‘You’re driving on the wrong side of the road!’
‘Sorry son,’ said Jason’s dad, ‘it’s just force of habit. Of course they drive on the right here.
When in Rome, do as the Romans do!’

Rome wasn’t built in a day
This means that it is no good expecting a big and difficult job to be completed quickly.
The beautiful city of Rome contains many magnificent buildings, but they were created over
many centuries.
Darren and Collette had volunteered to decorate the school hall for the Christmas party.
‘These paper chains are taking ages,’ complained Darren. ‘I wouldn’t have volunteered
if I’d known it would mean being late for the big match on TV.’
‘Don’t be so impatient,’ said Collette, ‘it will all look fantastic when we’ve finished.
Rome wasn’t built in a day, you know.’

Cold shoulder
People use this phrase to mean that someone is being
made to feel unwelcome. To people feasting on a
lamb, a piece of cold shoulder meat was less
appetising than a hot piece of leg.
‘Ever since I told Daryl he should lose
some weight, he pretends he doesn’t
know me,’ Christina said. ‘I called to him
at break and he just walked away.’
‘Maybe it’s the way you said it,’ Sara said.
‘If you told me I looked like a hippopotamus,
I’d give you the cold shoulder, too!’
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Suggested Resources
Poetry
Heard It in The Playground by Allan Ahlberg (Puffin) 1991
Please Mrs Butler by Allan Ahlberg (Puffin) 1984
The Poetry Store by Paul Cookson (Hodder Children’s) 2005
A First Poetry Book by Pie Corbett and Gaby Morgan (Macmillan Children’s) 2012

Stories
Alice in Wonderland by Lewis Carroll (Wordsworth Classics) 1992
The Wind in the Willows by Kenneth Grahame (Egmont Heritage) 2012
One Thousand and One Arabian Nights (Oxford Story Collections) by Geraldine
McCaughrean (Oxford University Press) 1999
The Butterfly Lion by Michael Morpurgo (HarperCollins Children’s) 1996

Myths and Legends
D’Aulaires’ Book of Norse Myths by Ingri D’Aulaire (New York Review Children’s) 2006
Norse Myths and Legends by Cheryl Evans and Anne Millard (Usborne) 2006
Orchard Book of Greek Myths by Geraldine McCaughrean (Orchard) 2005
Classic Myths to Read Aloud by William Russell (Broadway) 1992
Romans: Gods, Emperors and Dormice by Marcia Williams (Walker) 2013
Jason and the Golden Fleece (Young Reading Series 2) by Claudia Zeff (Usborne) 2007
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Learning About Language
Oxford Primary Grammar, Punctuation and Spelling Dictionary (Oxford University Press)
2013
Oxford Junior Illustrated Dictionary by Sheila Dignen (Oxford University Press) 2007
Junior Dictionary and Thesaurus by Cindy Leaney and Susan Purcell (Miles Kelly) 2011
Perfect Pop-Up Punctuation Book by Kate Petty and Jenny Maizels (Bodley Head) 2006
You Can Do It! Grammar by Andy Seed and Roger Hurn (Hodder Children’s) 2011
The Butterfly Grammar by Irina Tyk (Civitas) 2008

Mobile Apps
Grammaropolis (Grammaropolis LLC) app for iPhone and iPad [Practising parts of
speech; free]
Mad Libs (Penguin) app for iPhone [Practising parts of speech]

DVDs
Androcles and the Lion (Odeon Entertainment) 1952; 2010
Jason and the Argonauts (UCA) 1963; 2012

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