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The House  
That Jack Built

T
his is the house that Jack built…

This is the malt that lay in the house that Jack built. 

 

This is the rat that ate the malt 

That lay in the house that Jack built. 

This is the cat that killed the rat

That ate the malt that lay in the house that Jack built. 

 

This is the dog that worried the cat

That killed the rat that ate the malt

That lay in the house that Jack built. 

 

Poems and Rhymes
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T
his is the cow with the crumpled horn

That tossed the dog that worried the cat

That killed the rat that ate the malt

That lay in the house that Jack built. 

 

 This is the maiden all forlorn

 That milked the cow with the crumpled horn

 That tossed the dog that worried the cat

 That killed the rat that ate the malt

 That lay in the house that Jack built.

  This is the man all tattered and torn

  That kissed the maiden all forlorn

  That milked the cow with the crumpled horn

  That tossed the dog that worried the cat

  That killed the rat that ate the malt

T  That lay in the house that Jack built.
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T
his is the priest all shaven and shorn

That married the man all tattered and torn

That kissed the maiden all forlorn

That milked the cow with the crumpled horn

That tossed the dog that worried the cat

That killed the rat that ate the malt

That lay in the house that Jack built.

    This is the cock that crowed in the morn

    That waked the priest all shaven and shorn

    That married the man all tattered and torn

    That kissed the maiden all forlorn

    That milked the cow with the crumpled horn

    That tossed the dog that worried the cat

    That killed the rat that ate the malt

    That lay in the house that Jack built.
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T
his is the farmer sowing his corn

That kept the cock that crowed in the morn

That waked the priest all shaven and shorn

That married the man all tattered and torn

That kissed the maiden all forlorn

That milked the cow with the crumpled horn

That tossed the dog that worried the cat

That killed the rat that ate the malt… 

 

That lay in the house that Jack built!

This popular rhyme was first 

printed over 250 years ago,  

but some people think that it  

is even older than that – maybe 

 even 500 years old! It used to 

be called “The History of the 

House That Jack Built”.

Did You Know?



The Magic Gifts
T here was once a young lad who lived with his mother in a 

shabby little cottage somewhere not far from where you live.

One night, the lad’s mother was feeling poorly, so he offered to make dinner. 

He popped out to their barn and scooped up a bucket of flour to make some 

bread with but, when he stepped outside, the North Wind huffed and puffed so 

hard that the flour blew away. The boy went back into the barn to get more flour, 

but the same thing happened again and again, until there was 

no flour left at all.

 “Why is the North Wind being so unkind?” 

groaned the lad. “I’m going to tell 

him what I think of him!” 
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So the lad made his mother a broth 

and set off on the long journey to  

see the North Wind. He walked and 

walked until, at last, he came to the 

house of the North Wind.

When he stepped inside, he found the 

North Wind reading a book. Plucking 

up his courage, the lad said, “Good 

day to you, North Wind.”

“What brings you here,” asked the 

North Wind, surprised to have a visitor.

“You came to visit me earlier today,” 

stammered the lad, “and I wondered 

whether you would be good enough 

to replace the flour you blew away. 

You see, we are poor and my mother 

is ill. If we don’t have any flour to bake 

with, we will starve.”

The North Wind thought for a while.  

“I don’t have any flour, but I can give 

you a special tablecloth. All you need 

to do is spread it out and say ‘Table, 

be set’ and it will serve you a feast of 

food whenever you need it.”

The lad was delighted with his gift,  

so he thanked the North Wind and  

set off for home again. 11

Imagine It!
If you owned a 

magic tablecloth, 

which favourite 

feast would you 

like it to serve?



Night soon began to fall, so the lad 

decided to stay at an inn on his way 

home. He didn’t have any money to 

pay the landlady for a room, so he 

laid his magic tablecloth on a table 

and muttered, “Table, be set.” 

In the blink of an eye, a magnificent 

feast appeared before him. There was 

enough to feed all the guests and the 

staff. The landlady was so delighted 

that she gave the lad a free room for 

the night. However, when he was fast 

asleep, she tiptoed into his room and 

swapped the cloth for one that 

looked just like it.

    The next morning, the lad set  

         off for home with the  

     wrong tablecloth. 

When he got there, he didn’t waste  

a second in showing his mother the 

extraordinary gift the North Wind had 

given him, but when he said, “Table, 

be set,” not even a crumb appeared 

before them. His poor mother was 

dismayed and the lad felt cross with 

the North Wind for tricking him.

Determined not to be beaten, he 

again set off on the long journey to 

the North Wind’s house and arrived 

just before sunset. 
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“Good evening, North Wind,”  

said the lad.

“Good evening, young  

man,” said the North  

Wind. “What brings you  

back here so soon?”

“That tablecloth you gave me  

didn’t work,” said the lad, “so I  

come here once again to ask for  

the flour you blew away, please.”

“Didn’t work, eh?” said the North  

Wind, looking puzzled. “Well, I still 

don’t have any flour, but I can give 

you my goat,” he said, pointing to  

a billy goat in his garden. “All you 

have to say is ‘Goat, make money’ 

and it will spit out gold coins for you.”

The lad thanked the North Wind for 

his kindness and set off for home.

The moon had risen, so he decided  

to stay over at the same inn again.  

He asked the landlady for a room 

and, to pay his bill, he said to his  

new billy goat, “Goat, make money.”  

  Immediately, the goat spat out two    

   shiny gold coins.

The landlady’s eyes lit up at the    

 sight of it and, when the young   

lad turned in for the night, she  

 sneakily swapped his goat  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

for one from  

her own stable. The two  

goats looked exactly the same,  

so when the lad left early the next 

morning, he had no idea of the 

mischief she had been up to.

He rushed home to show his mother 

his new gift from the North Wind but, 

just like the tablecloth, the goat did 

nothing. It stood there and bleated.  

By now, the boy’s mother was starting 

to doubt whether her son was telling 

the truth, and the lad was growing 

quite angry with the North Wind. He 

set off once again for his house.

“Look here,” he said, when he got 

there, “I’m tired of you making a fool 

of me. I don’t want your magic gifts 

that don’t work! All I ask is that you 

return my flour.”



“But I don’t have any flour!” huffed the 

North Wind. “Did you show your gifts 

to anyone on your way home?”

The lad told him that he had stayed 

over at an inn. The North Wind smiled. 

“Well, in that case, I have the ideal gift 

for you. In the corner, you’ll see a big 

stick. To make it work, say ‘Beat, stick, 

beat’ and to make it stop say ‘Stop, 

stick, stop’. That will put things right.”

The lad sighed and took the stick. It 

didn’t seem as good as the other gifts

but, after three days of trekking to the 

North Wind, he was too tired to argue. 

On his way home, he stayed at the 

same inn as before. The landlady was 

most pleased to see him and offered 

him a free meal and a room. When 

she spied the stick in his hand, she 

was sure that it must be special.

The lad went to bed and, in the early 

hours, he was woken by the creak of  

a floorboard. He opened one eye and 

saw the landlady creep across his 

room  and grab the stick. 
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Quick as a flash, he leapt up and 

shouted, “Beat, stick, beat!”

At once, the stick swung towards the 

landlady and she dashed about the 

room trying to dodge it. 

“Make it stop!” she cried, as the stick 

chased her round in circles. “Make it 

stop, and I will return your tablecloth 

and your goat to you!” 

And so the lad said, “Stop, stick, stop!” 

and the stick fell to the floor.

Red in the face, the landlady returned 

his stolen tablecloth and his goat. The 

lad set off for home overjoyed that, at 

last, he could share the magic gifts of 

the North Wind with his mother. And, 

my, what a splendid feast they both 

enjoyed that night. 

Try It!
Lay a tablecloth or piece of 

fabric over a table and set it 

with a teddy bear’s picnic or 

your favourite treats. Fold the 

cloth over the feast and say 

“Table, be set!”, then unfold it 

to reveal your picnic. A magic 

gift from the North Wind!



The Polar Bear Son

I
n an Inuit village on the edge of the Arctic Circle, there lived an 

old woman. She had no family, so the people of the village looked 

after her, as was their custom. The men caught fish for her, and the 

women shared their meals with her. Despite their kindness, the old 

woman was lonely and wished for a family of her own. 

One day, the old woman was walking along the icy sea shore when she  

saw a tiny polar bear cub, which had strayed from its den and got lost.  

When no mother came, the old woman ventured up to the cub.  

“Poor little thing,” she said, and scooped him up in her  

arms. “You will be my son,” she whispered, smiling at  

the little bear. She called him Nanuk.

16
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She took the bear cub back to her 

igloo and, over the coming weeks,  

a strong bond grew between the old 

woman and her polar bear son, and 

the children of the village all loved 

Nanuk too. Every day, they came to 

visit the old woman and they played 

with Nanuk in the snow. Her igloo 

echoed with their laughter.

As Nanuk and the children grew older, 

they taught him how to fish and hunt 

for seals – and Nanuk turned into the 

smartest and strongest hunter of all. 

Every day, he would go out to hunt 

and then he would return home with 

armfuls of salmon for the old woman. 

She was happy to repay the kindness 

of her neighbours, and would hand 

them fresh fish, saying, “My Nanuk is 

the best fisherman in the village!”

But the men of the village soon grew 

jealous of Nanuk’s skills. “He’s making 

us look bad,” they grumbled. “He’s so 

good at killing seals. What if he kills a 

child with his clumsy paws?” And so, 

the men decided to get rid of Nanuk.

When the children heard what their 

fathers were planning, they ran to the 

old woman. They threw their arms 

around Nanuk and sobbed. 

The old woman set off to visit every 

igloo in the village, where she  



begged the men to leave her son 

alone. “If you harm him, you will  

break my heart,” she cried. But the 

men were too proud and stubborn.

With a heavy heart, the old woman 

returned home. “You must leave here, 

Nanuk. The men don’t want you here 

and your life is in danger. You must 

go and never return.” 

The old woman and Nanuk clung 

tightly to each other, then, with tears  

in his eyes, Nanuk left his igloo home. 

Just as she had said, the old woman’s 

heart felt like it had broken.

For many months after Nanuk left, the 

old woman grieved for her son – she  

became thin and pale with sorrow.

The children also grieved for their 

lost friend, and the village became an 

unhappy place. The men began to 

feel deeply ashamed of their actions.

One day, when the old woman’s heart 

ached with sadness, she decided to 

set out to find Nanuk. She left at dawn 

and walked all day, against chill winds 

and across icy plains. As she walked, 

she called out Nanuk’s name. Hours 

went by and, just as she was losing 

hope, she saw her polar bear son 

running towards her. He had grown 

big and strong in the time he had 

been gone, and his white fur 

shimmered in the northern light. 

“Nanuk!” the old woman  

cried, and she wrapped  

her frail arms  

around him.
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Nanuk could see how tired and hungry his mother 

looked, so he caught some fish for her to eat and 

carved a snow den with his paws, so that she could 

keep warm. They stayed together for a day and a 

night, then Nanuk carried his mother home.

When the villagers saw Nanuk and realised how  

far the old woman must have travelled to be with 

him, the men bowed their heads with shame. From 

then on, Nanuk visited his mother every day and  

the whole village welcomed him, because they had 

learnt that the love between a mother and her child 

should always be treated with respect. 

Did You 
Know?

In legends of the Inuit people, 

Nanuk is the name of a mighty 

polar bear god who decides the 

success of local hunters. Inuit 

hunters used to make offerings  

to Nanuk, in the hope of  

a good hunt. 



The Blind Friends  
and the Elephant
There were once six blind friends who lived in a village in India. 

They had just sat down for lunch one day when they heard the 

village children cry with excitement, “An elephant! An elephant! 

There’s an elephant by the watering hole!”

Famous Fables
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The six friends decided to visit the 

watering hole and get to know what an 

elephant looks like by touching it with 

their hands. “It might be useful for us to 

know,” said one of the friends, wisely.

They set off for the watering hole but, 

as they drew closer to the elephant, 

one of the friends tripped and fell 

against the side of its body. 

“Wow,” he said, feeling the elephant’s 

side with his hands. “I can tell you that 

this elephant looks exactly like a brick 

wall – and it’s as big as a wall too!”

“You’re wrong!” said his friend who, by 

now, was twirling the elephant’s tail. 

“This elephant has a body as thin as  

a rope! There’s nothing to him.”

“Not at all,” piped up another of the 

friends, who was stroking the elephant’s 

trunk. “It is much smoother than a rope 

– this elephant is just like a snake.”  

And she quickly let go of the trunk.

“What on earth are you talking about?” 

puzzled the fourth friend, who was 

gripping the elephant’s tusk. “This is  

no snake – it’s long and sharp and 

pointed. This elephant is carrying  

a spear – and here’s a second one!”

“Don’t be silly,” said the fifth friend, who 

was holding the elephant’s leg.
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“There’s nothing to fear here – all  

I can feel is a sturdy tree trunk. This 

elephant won’t do us any harm!”

And finally the sixth friend cried, “None 

of you are right. I’ve found a fan here 

and it’s keeping me lovely and cool!” 

She was standing under one of the 

elephant’s large ears.

“Nonsense!” said the first friend, and 

they all broke into a noisy argument 

about what the elephant looked like. 

 

 

Soon, the children, who were playing 

by the watering hole, came to see what 

the commotion was all about.

“Why are you arguing?” they asked.

“We can’t agree on what this elephant 

looks like,” said one of the friends, and 

they each started to explain what they 

had seen with their hands.

“Well,” said the children, “you are all 

right! You each touched a different  

part of the elephant so you all saw 

something different. Just put it all 

together and you have an elephant!”

The blind friends felt silly – if only they 

had listened to each other instead of 

arguing, they would have known what 

an elephant looked like far sooner! 

Close your eyes and  

imagine you are touching  

your favourite animal. 

Can you describe it? 

Story Tip



Snow White
and the Seven Dwarfs

O
nce upon a time, a beautiful baby girl was born to a king and 

queen. She had lips as red as blood, hair as black as night and  

skin as white as snow, and so they called her Snow White.

Not long after Snow White was born, the  

queen died and her father took a new wife. 

Snow White’s stepmother was beautiful, but  

she was also vain, and she owned a magic 

mirror. Every morning, when she got up, she 

would stand before her magic mirror and ask:

     “Mirror, mirror on the wall,  

    Who is the fairest of them all?”

Without fail, the mirror would  

reply, “You, my queen, are  

the fairest of them all,”  

and the queen’s vanity  

would be satisfied. 

For many years, the mirror  

answered the same way.

  

Favourite Fairy Tales
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But the day after Snow White’s sixteenth 

birthday, the mirror answered:

“You, my queen, are fair. It’s true, 

But Snow White is even fairer than you!”

The queen was enraged and, from that 

moment, whenever she looked at Snow 

White, her heart swelled with envy. 

In time, her hatred grew so great, she 

couldn’t even bear to look at Snow 

White, so she summoned a huntsman.

“Take Snow White into the woods and 

kill her,” demanded the queen. “And 

bring her heart to me as proof.”

The next day, the huntsman took Snow 

White into the woods to kill her, but, 

when he saw her frightened face, he 

hesitated. Snow White began to cry. 

“Please let me live,” she begged him.  

“What have I done wrong?”

The huntsman told Snow White about 

the queen’s orders and, taking pity on 

her, he said, “Run into the woods, and 

don’t let the queen see you ever again.”

He watched her run away, then he killed 

a deer and took its heart to the palace. 

The wicked queen was so pleased, she 

asked the cook to roast it for her dinner. 

Now Snow White was all alone. She  

felt so afraid that she ran as fast as she 

could – over gnarled roots and jagged 

rocks and past thorny bushes – until 

she came upon a charming little house. 

She looked through the window and 

saw a little table set with seven candles, 

seven little plates, seven little knives 
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and forks, and seven little cups. In the 

middle of the table, there was fresh 

bread and cheese, and bowls of fruit 

and vegetables. At the back of the 

room, there stood seven little beds.

Snow White called out, but there was 

nobody home. She stepped inside 

and realised how terribly hungry and 

thirsty she felt. “I’m sure they won’t 

mind if I have a little bite to eat,” she 

thought, and she helped herself to 

some food. Then, she felt so tired, she 

tried the beds. “I’m sure they won’t 

mind if I take a little nap,” she yawned, 

and she quickly fell into a deep sleep.

Soon, the owners of the little house 

returned – they were seven dwarfs, 

who had been mining gold in the 

mountains all day. 

When they lit their candles, they saw 

that someone had been in their house.

The first dwarf said, “Who’s been 

sitting in my chair?”

The second dwarf said, “Who’s been 

sipping my juice?”

The third dwarf said, “Who’s been 

eating our bread?”

The fourth dwarf said, “Who’s been 

nibbling our cheese?”

The fifth dwarf said, “Who’s been 

munching our fruit?”

The sixth dwarf said, “Who’s been 

eating our vegetables?”

Finally, the seventh dwarf said,  

“Who’s this lying here on my bed?”



                                           

       
    A

nd they found Snow White



      curled up and fast asleep.

Act It Out!
Why not print out our masks  

for Snow White and the dwarfs  
and act out this part of the  

fairy tale? Download them from:  
www.storytimemagazine.com/free



Snow White looked so 

peaceful, the good-hearted 

dwarfs didn’t want to disturb 

her, so they let her sleep.

When she awoke in the morning 

and saw the dwarfs, Snow White was 

startled, but they were so kind and 

friendly that she soon told them who 

she was and how the wicked queen 

had planned to kill her.

The dwarfs were worried for Snow 

White, so they invited her to stay with 

them. In return, Snow White took care 

of their house and cooked for them. 

For many months, they were very 

happy like this and, every day, when 

the dwarfs left for work, they warned 

her, “Remember: don’t open the door 

to anyone, Snow White!”

Back at the castle, the wicked queen 

hadn’t used her magic mirror for some 

time. But, one day, she enquired,

“Mirror, mirror on the wall, 

Who is the fairest of them all?”

Imagine her horror when the magic 

mirror answered:

“You, my queen, are fair. It’s true, 

But Snow White with the seven dwarfs  

is still fairer than you!”

The wicked queen was furious that  

the huntsman had deceived her! She 

ordered her guards to track down 

Snow White and the seven dwarfs, 

then she disguised herself as a sweet 

old lady. With a basket of poisoned 

apples, she knocked at their door, 

calling, “Apples! Rosy apples for sale!”

Through the window, Snow White 

spied a smiling old lady with a basket 

of the rosiest-looking apples she had 

ever seen. She was tempted to let her 

in, but remembered the dwarfs’ advice.

“I’m sorry, I can’t open the door to 

you,” Snow White called out.

“Don’t worry, dear,” said the old lady, 

“I’ll pass you an apple through the 

window. You may have it as a gift.”

Snow White hesitated, then opened 

the window. The old lady picked a 

beautiful apple from the basket, that 

was half red and half green.

“I’ll share it with you,” said the old lady, 

slicing the apple down the middle. She 

took a bite from the green half and 

handed the red half to Snow White.

Snow White took a bite and no sooner 

had it touched her lips than she fell  

to the floor. The queen threw off her 

disguise and laughed cruelly. 

28



29



“At last! Now let’s see who’s the fairest 

of them all!” she cackled, and she left 

Snow White lying there – her envious 

heart at peace at last.

When the seven dwarfs returned that 

night, they despaired to see Snow 

White with the poisoned apple at her 

side. They did all they could to bring 

the princess back to life, but she was 

as still and quiet as a statue. 

“We shall make a glass coffin for her,” 

wept the dwarfs. So that is what they 

did and, for a year and a day, Snow 

White lay in the glass coffin outside 

the house of the seven dwarfs. In all 

that time, her blood-red lips and 

snow-white skin never changed.

Now it just happened one day that a 

prince came riding through the forest 

and found the coffin. When he saw 

Snow White inside it, he fell so madly 

in love that he couldn’t leave. When 

the dwarfs came home and told him 

what had happened, the prince was 

horrified. After that, he visited Snow 

White every day, and soon asked the 

dwarfs if he could take her coffin with 

him to his palace. They agreed.

The next day, the prince brought his 

servants to help him carry the glass 

coffin. But, when they lifted it up, the 

coffin jolted and a piece of poisoned 

apple, which had been stuck in Snow 

White’s throat, came loose. Much to 

everyone’s surprise, Snow White 

opened her eyes, yawned and asked, 

“Where am I?” 

The dwarfs jumped up and down with 

joy, and the happy prince invited 

Snow White to come and stay with 

him at his palace for her own safety. 
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The prince and Snow White soon fell  

in love and agreed to marry. But, while 

the wicked queen was still out there, 

the prince feared for Snow White’s life, 

so he came up with a secret plan. He 

invited the queen to their wedding. 

The queen was delighted to get a 

wedding invitation and, before she left 

for the celebration, she stood before 

her magic mirror and asked,

“Mirror, mirror on the wall, 

Who is the fairest of them all?”

And the mirror replied,

“You, my queen, are fair. It’s true, 

But the princess you’ll see is fairer than you!”

Wild with anger, the queen threw the 

mirror to the floor, smashing it into a 

thousand pieces. “What princess is 

this?” she raged. And her heart was, 

once more, flooded with envy. 

When the wicked queen arrived at the 

wedding and saw Snow White sitting 

on the throne, she screamed, “YOU!”

At this, the prince’s guards dashed 

towards her and clamped her in irons. 

As her punishment, the vain queen 

was thrown into a dungeon, which was 

covered from floor to ceiling in mirrors. 

With the queen locked away at last, 

Snow White and the prince were able 

to live happily ever after. 



Odin’s Quest
The great Norse god Odin, with his one eye and long beard, ruled 

over the kingdom of Asgard. In his home, he had everything he 

wished for, but he always thirsted for more knowledge. 

Myths and Legends
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Every day, Odin sent his two ravens, 

Huginn and Muninn, to fly across the 

nine worlds and bring back news.

One day, they returned to Odin and 

reported that a giant called Suttung 

had been boasting of a magic honey 

drink he kept hidden – the drink was 

called the Mead of Poetry and it gave 

the gift of speaking and writing with 

beautiful words to all who drank it. 

Odin badly wanted the Mead of 

Poetry for himself so, without delay, 

he set out on a great quest to gain  

the special mead from Suttung.

As the most powerful of all the Norse 

gods, he was able to take on other 

forms, so he transformed himself into  

a giant. Disguised with an eye patch, 

a wide-brimmed hat and a long blue 

cape, he headed for Jotunheim – the 

land of the giants. 

As he approached the mountains  

that were home to Suttung, he met 

nine trolls, cutting wheat in a field. 

“Who do you work for?” asked Odin.

“We work for Suttung’s brother, Baugi. 

He makes us cut wheat all day with 

these blunt scythes,” they grumbled.



Odin took a special stone from his belt 

and offered to sharpen their tools for 

them. One by one, the blades of each 

scythe glinted again. 

The trolls were so impressed, they 

begged Odin to sell them his stone – 

and they began to argue about who 

should own it. Odin lost his temper with 

the bickering trolls and said, “Whoever 

catches the stone can have it!” And he 

threw it so high that it seemed to touch 

the clouds. When it fell to earth, the 

trolls fought each other so bitterly for 

the stone that they killed each other.

Odin retrieved his stone and walked 

on, hatching a plan. He headed for  

the home of Suttung’s brother, Baugi.

“I am Bolverk,” said Odin, when Baugi 

answered the door, “and I have just 

seen the nine trolls working in your 

wheat fields kill each other.”

Baugi was furious. “I knew I couldn’t 

trust those fools! Now who will I find  

to work my fields?”

“I am strong enough to do the work of 

nine trolls,” said Odin, “and I can work 

for you all summer. But I ask for one 

thing in return – a small sip from your 

brother’s Mead of Poetry.”

Baugi didn’t much care for his brother 

and he had no interest in the Mead of 

Poetry, so he readily agreed to the 

deal. And that is how Odin, in disguise 

as Bolverk, slaved for Baugi the giant 

all summer long, harvesting his fields. 
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Odin undertook two  
more important quests in  his life – one to gain all the wisdom and memory in the  world and one to understand  the secret language of runes  and control the powers of  nature. With these powers,  he became the mightiest  

Norse god of all.



When summer drew to an end, it was 

time for Baugi to fulfil his part of the 

bargain. He travelled to his brother’s 

mountain to make his plea, while 

Odin waited outside. But he soon 

heard Suttung’s angry voice.

“How dare you make a bargain for 

something that doesn’t belong to you! 

I know nothing of this Bolverk and I 

will never let anyone drink my mead!”

Baugi left Suttung’s house, enraged by 

how his brother had spoken to him. 

He was so angry, he agreed to help 

Odin sneak inside Suttung’s home. 

Together, he and Odin bored a hole  

in the rocky mountainside. Then, much 

to Baugi’s surprise, Odin transformed 

into a snake and quickly slid into the 

hole. Baugi knew then that his friend 

Bolverk was not all he seemed to be.

Once inside Suttung’s mountain, Odin 

returned to his own form and found 

that he was standing before Suttung’s 

daughter, Gunnlod. Odin was quite 

overwhelmed by her beauty, and she 

was intrigued by this mysterious and 

handsome stranger. 



The two talked for hours and Gunnlod 

began to fall in love with Odin. On  

that first day, she led him to where  

the Mead of Poetry was hidden and 

allowed him to drink a whole barrel. 

Odin secretly stayed with Gunnlod for 

three more days and, each day, she 

let him drink another barrel of mead. 

On the last day, only one barrel of 

mead remained, so Odin drank its 

contents, but instead of swallowing  

it, he held it in his mouth. With great 

haste, he transformed into an eagle 

and flew from Suttung’s mountain.

Gunnlod cried out after him and, when 

Suttung realised what had happened, 

he too became a mighty eagle and 

chased Odin through the sky. Suttung 

was far bigger than Odin and rapidly 

gained on him. Odin tried to fly faster 

but couldn’t, because the mead was 

weighing him down so heavily.

When the gods of Asgard saw the two 

eagles approaching, they realised that 

Odin must be the smaller of the two. 

They quickly grabbed all the jars and 

pots they could find and placed them 

outside the great hall of Valhalla. 
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She led him to where the  

Mead of Poetry was hidden…

  
 

A
n

s
w

e
r:

 T
h

e
re

 a
re

 1
8

 p
o

ts
 a

n
d

 j
a

rs



37

Just as Suttung was about to 

grab Odin in his monstrous 

claws, the Norse god swooped 

down towards the pots and let 

the Mead of Poetry rain down 

from his beak. Suttung’s angry 

screams pierced Asgard’s skies. 

Defeated, he turned and soared 

back to Jotunheim.

With the magical mead no longer 

hidden away, mighty Odin used it 

to grant the gift of poetry to all  

who deserved it – whether they 

were a god or a human. 

How many pots and jars were waiting 

to be filled up with the  

stolen Mead of Poetry?  

Write your answer here. 

Count It!



M ost motor-cars are conglomerations (this is a long word 

for bundles) of steel and wire and rubber and plastic, and 

electricity and oil and petrol and water, and the toffee papers  

you pushed down the crack in the back seat last Sunday. 

Brilliant Books

By Ian Fleming

Smoke comes out of the back of them and horn-squawks out of the front, 

and they have white lights like big eyes in front, and red lights behind. And 

that is about that – just motor-cars, tin boxes on wheels for running about in.

But some motor-cars – mine, for instance, and perhaps yours – are different. 

If you get to like them and understand them, if you are kind to them and 

don’t scratch their paint or bang their doors, if you fill them up and top  

them up and pump them up when they need it, if you keep them  

clean and polished and out of the rain and snow as much as  

possible, you may find that they become almost like  

persons – more than just ordinary persons:  

MAGICAL PERSONS!
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You don’t believe me? All right then! 

You just read about this car I’m going 

to tell you about! I believe you can 

guess its name already – her name,  

I should say. And then see if you  

don’t agree. All motor-cars aren’t just 

conglomerations of machinery and 

fuel. Some are.

Once upon a time there was a family 

called Pott. There was the father,  

who had been in the Royal Navy, 

Commander Caratacus Pott. Then 

there was the mother, Mimsie Pott, 

and a pair of eight-year-old twins – 

Jeremy, who was a black-haired boy, 

and Jemima, a golden-haired girl. 

      They lived in   

            a wood beside  

                    a big lake with   

                   an island in the  

   middle. On the other  

                      side of the lake, M20,  

   the big motorway on the  

        Dover road, swept away towards 

the sea. So they had the best of both  

worlds – lovely woods for catching 

beetles and finding birds’ eggs, with  

a lake for newts and tadpoles, and a 

fine big motor road close by so that 

they could go off and see the world  

if they wanted to.

Well, almost, that is. But the truth of 

the matter was that they hadn’t got 

enough money between them to buy 

a car. All the money they had went  

on necessities – food and heat and 

lights and clothes and all those boring 

things that one doesn’t really notice 

but families have to have. There was 

only a little left over for birthday and 

Easter and Christmas presents and 

occasional surprise outings – the 

things that really matter.                              

“M20, the big motorway 
on the Dover road, 

swept away towards  
the sea.”



           But the Potts were a happy family who all enjoyed  

          their lives and since they weren’t in the least sorry  

           for themselves, or sorry that they hadn’t got a car,  

          we needn’t be sorry for them either.

               Now Commander Caratacus Pott was an  

                     explorer and an inventor, and that may  

             have been the reason why the Potts  

         were not very rich. Exploring places  

           and inventing things can be very  

            exciting indeed, but it is only very  

               seldom that, in your explorations,  

          you discover a really rare butterfly or 

      animal or insect or mineral or plant that people will 

    pay money to see, and practically never that you discover real 

treasure, like in books – gold bars and diamonds, and jewels in an old oak chest.

As for inventions, much the same troubles apply. People all over the world are 

trying to invent things all the time – every kind of thing from rockets that fly to  

the moon to ways of making rubber balls bounce higher. Everything, everything, 

everything is being invented or improved all the time by somebody  

somewhere – whether by teams of scientists in huge factories and 

laboratories, or by lonely men sitting and just thinking in tiny 

workshops without many tools.

Just such a solitary inventor was Commander Caratacus  

Pott, and I am ashamed to say that because he was always 

dreaming of impossible inventions, he was generally known 

in the neighbourhood as Commander Crackpott! You may 

think that’s cheek, but Commander Pott was a humorous 

man and he knew his own shortcomings, so when he 

heard that was his nickname he was not at all cross. 

He just roared with laughter and said, “I’ll show ’em!”  

and disappeared into his workshop and didn’t come 



out for a whole day and night. During that time smoke came out of the workshop 

chimney and there were a lot of delicious smells, and when the children put their 

ears to the locked door they could hear mysterious bubblings and cooking-

poppings, if you know what I mean, but nothing else at all.

When Commander Pott came out, he was so hungry that first of all he ate four 

fried eggs and bacon and drank a huge pot of coffee, and then he asked  

Mimsie to call Jeremy and 

Jemima, who were getting 

in an awful mess digging  

out a water-rat’s hole on  

the bank of the lake.

The twins came and stood side  

by side looking at their father, 

wondering what his invention  

had been this time.

(Commander Pott’s 

inventions were sometimes 

dull things like collapsible 

coat-hangers, sometimes  

useless things like edible 

gramophone records,  

and sometimes clever  

things that just,  

only just, wouldn’t 

work, like cubical 

potatoes – easy to 

slice and pack and 

peel but expensive  

to grow, each in its  

little iron box – and  

so on.)  



Commander Pott, looking very 

mysterious, dug in his pockets and 

produced a handful of what looked 

like round, coloured, sugar sweets, 

each a bit bigger than a marble, 

wrapped in paper. And, still looking 

mysterious, he chose a red one for 

Jeremy and a green one for Jemima 

and handed them over.

Well, sweets are always sweets, 

thought the children, even though 

they didn’t look very exciting, so they 

unwrapped them and were just about 

to pop them in their mouths when 

Commander Pott cried, “Wait! Look  

at them first – very, very carefully!”

The children looked at the sweets 

and Commander Pott said, “What  

do you see? What’s different?”

And Jeremy and Jemima said with 

one voice, or almost, “They’ve got two 

small holes drilled through the middle.”

Commander Pott nodded solemnly. 

“Now suck them.”

So Jeremy and Jemima popped the 

sweets into their mouths and sucked 

busily away, looking at each other 

with raised eyebrows, as much as to 

say, “What do you notice? What do 

you taste? Mine tastes of strawberry. 

Mine tastes of peppermint.” And both 

pairs of eyes seemed to say, “They’re 

just sweets, round boiled sweets, and 

our tongues can feel the holes in 

them. Otherwise, they’re just like any 

other sweets.”

But Commander Pott, who could easily 

see what they were thinking, suddenly 

held up his hand. “Now stop sucking, 

both of you. Twiddle the sweets round 

with your tongues until they’re held 

between your teeth, with  

the twin holes pointing 

outwards, open your 

lips and BLOW!”

Well, of course, the 

children laughed so 

much watching each 

other’s faces that they 

nearly swallowed the sweets,  

but finally, by turning their backs  

on each other, they managed to 

compose themselves and fix the 

sweets between their teeth. And  

then they BLEW!
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And do you know what? A wonderful 

shrill whistle came out, almost like a 

toy steam-engine. The children were 

so excited that they went on whistling 

until Commander Pott told them to 

stop. He held up his hand. “Now go 

on sucking until I tell you to whistle 

again,” and he took out his watch and 

carefully observed the minute hand. 

“Now!”

This time Jeremy and Jemima didn’t 

laugh so much, but managed to get 

their sweets, which were much 

smaller than before, between their 

teeth, and they BLEW like billy-ho.

This time, because their sucking had 

hollowed out the holes still more, the 

whistle was a deep one, like one of 

 

the new diesel trains going into a 

tunnel, and they found that they could 

play all sorts of tricks, like changing 

the tone by blocking up one hole with 

their tongues and half closing their 

lips so as to make a buzzing whistle, 

and lots of other variations.

Jeremy and Jemima jumped up and 

down with excitement at Commander 

Pott’s invention and begged for more. 

Then Commander Pott gave them 

each a bag of sweets and told them 

to go out into the garden and practise 

every whistling tune they could think 

up, as after lunch he was going to 

take them to Skrumshus Limited, the 

big sweet people at their local town, 

to give a demonstration to Lord 

Skrumshus, who owned the factory.

“A wonderful shrill 
whistle came out, 
almost like a toy 
steam-engine.”
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sweets from their packets, so that very soon they had all the workers in the factory 

sucking and whistling, and everyone laughed so much that all the Skrumshus 

sweet-machines came to a stop. Lord Skrumshus had to call Jeremy and Jemima 

away before they brought the whole production to a grinding halt.

So Jeremy and Jemima went back to Lord Skrumshus’s grand office, and there 

was their father being paid One Thousand Pounds by the Skrumshus Company 

Treasurer, and signing a paper which said he would get One Sixpence on every 

thousand Crackpot Whistling Sweets sold by Skrumshus Limited. Jeremy and 

Jemima didn’t think that sounded very much, but when I let you into a secret that 

Skrumshus Limited sell Five Million every year of just one of their sweets called 

Chock-a-Hoop, you can work out for yourself that perhaps, just PERHAPS, 

Commander Caratacus Pott wasn’t making such a bad bargain after all.

So then everyone shook hands and Lord Skrumshus gave Jeremy and Jemima 

each a big free box of samples of all the sweets he made. The three of them 

hurried off back to Mimsie to tell her the good news, and straight away the whole 

family hired a taxi and went to the bank to deposit the cheque and then – and 

then they all went off together to buy a car!

Reproduced with permission of Ian Fleming Publications Ltd, London. www.ianfleming.com 
CHITTY CHITTY BANG BANG by Ian Fleming, copyright © Ian Fleming Publications Ltd 1964, 1965.  
Illustrations by Joe Berger © Ian Fleming Publications Ltd 2012.  
Chitty Chitty Bang Bang is published by Pan Macmillan, ISBN 978-1-4472-1375-8 

         W IN!
To find out more about  

the incredible car they buy,  
enter our competition to win  

a copy of Ian Fleming’s  
Chitty Chitty Bang Bang!  See page 50!



POET’S CORNER
Odin has given you the gift of poetry  

– can you fill in the blanks in this  

poem for him?

Stripes

2

Put your brain to the test with our story puzzles, make  

your own magic mirror, and mine for gems!

STACK of 
SWEETS!

1

How many Whistling Sweets have 

holes, how many have thin stripes 

and how many have spots? Write 

your answers here.

In The House  

That Jack Built, 

who woke up  

the priest?

StorytimeStorytime
Playb   xPlayb   x

Quick 
Quiz

3
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Holes

Spots

A Dog
B Cock

C Far
mer

A magic Mead of Poetry,

Odin wanted to take,

He slid into the mountain,

Disguised as a

Can you think of five words  

that rhyme with ‘take’?
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MAGIC MIRROR!
Ask a grown-up!

Mirror, mirror, on the wall, are you the craftiest  

of them all?

4

ANSWERS: 1. Stack of Sweets – 8 Stripes, 8 Holes, 7 Spots; 3. Quick Quiz – B Cock; 5. Spot the Difference – In A,  

the lad has a brown stripe on his trousers, In B, the landlady’s cap is green, In B, there are two strawberries  

on the pink cake, In A, there is a ladle in the soup pot, In B, the flame on the middle candle is out.

•	 For	the	mirror,	use	tin	foil,	the	shiny	lid	of	a	foil	takeaway	box,	silver		

card	or	even	an	old	CD.	You’ll	also	need	card	and	a	lollipop	stick.

•	 If	not	using	a	CD,	decide	what	shape	you	want	your	mirror	to	be		

and	cut	it	out.	You	can	draw	around	a	plate	or	ice-cream	tub	lid.

•	 Place	your	cut-out	mirror	on	the	back	of	your	piece	of	card	and		

draw	around	it.	This	is	for	guidance	in	the	next	step.	

•	 Now	draw	your	mirror	frame	on	the	back	of	the	card.	Make	sure	that		

the	inner	edge	of	the	frame	is	inside	the	edge	of	the	mirror	and	the	outer		

edge	is	outside	the	edge	of	the	mirror.	Give	your	mirror	a	fancy	wavy	edge.

•	 Cut	out	your	mirror	frame	and	place	it	on	another	piece	of	card.	Draw	around		

it,	using	it	as	a	template	to	cut	out	a	second	frame.

•	 Glue	around	the	back	edge	of	your	mirror	and	place	it	on	top	of	one	frame.	Also		

glue	the	top	3cm	of	a	lollipop	stick	and	stick	it	to	the	bottom	edge	of	the	frame.	

•	 Now	glue	around	the	front	edge	of	the	mirror	and	the	top	of	the	stick	and		

sandwich	the	second	frame	on	top.

•	 Decorate	your	magic	mirror	frame	and	handle.	Paint	them	gold	or	silver	–		

or	any	colour	you	like	–	and	use	glitter	or	gems	to	make	it	look	regal!
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Can you spot five differences between these  

two scenes from The Magic Gifts story?
SPOT   

the diference
5

A

B





The seven dwarfs want to stop work early 

today, so they can spend the afternoon with 

Snow White, but who will finish first?

Print out our Dwarf, Gem  

and Rock Counters at:  

storytimemagazine.c
om/free
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What better book to cosy up with  

on a cold, dark night than Jane 

Hissey’s much-loved classic Old 

Bear’s Bedtime Stories? With  

21 enchanting stories about 

Old Bear and his toy friends, 

plus charming illustrations, 

bedtime will quickly become 

your most treasured time  

of day. (Scribblers)

WIN! We have a 

beautiful hardback copy  

of Old Bear’s Bedtime  

Stories to give away. Visit: 

storytimemagazine.com/win

Winter is a wonderland when it comes to stories – all you have  

to do is snuggle up and enjoy our recommendations!

BOOK OF THE MONTH

STORY MAGIC

Even if it doesn’t snow outside, you can still enjoy 

some sparkling stories. Here are three of the best.

 Snow Day by Richard Curtis and Rebecca Cobb 

Imagine being the only child at school on Snow Day 

– with your least favourite teacher! Watch a frosty 

relationship thaw out as two arch-enemies join forces  

to make some brilliant snowy creations. (Puffin)

 One Snowy Night by Nick Butterworth  
In this heart-warming classic, Percy the Park Keeper 

gives shelter to a parade of shivering animal friends in 

his cosy but tiny hut. (HarperCollins Children’s Books)

 The Snowman by Raymond Briggs  

Don’t just watch the animation this Christmas – grab the 

original book. It’s utterly magical and the lack of words 

enables you to make this story your very own. (Puffin)

Super Snowy 
Stories!

WIN CHITTY!
Win a copy of Ian Fleming’s brilliant 

book Chitty Chitty Bang Bang and 

find out what happens to the Potts!  

To enter, visit:  

storytimemagazine.com/win

 

 

StorytimeTM

✤i ft Subscription

To: ………………………………………………………………
……………………..

A Gift Subscription 
to Storytime Magazine

With love from

………………………………
………………………………

…

Give the Gift of Stories!
It’s not too late to give a treasure trove of stories  

this Christmas! Treat someone special to a 

subscription to Storytime magazine, and print 

out our Storytime Christmas Gift Card to hand 

to your lucky recipient on Christmas Day! 

Visit: www.storytimemagazine.com/free
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Get enchanted by Storytime!
Nanuk could see

 how tired and hu
ngry his mother 

looked, so he ca
ught some fi sh for her to e

at and 

carved a snow de
n with his paws, s

o that she could 

keep warm. They stayed tog
ether for a day an

d a 

night, then Nanuk
 carried his mother home.

When the villagers 
saw Nanuk and r

ealised how 

far the old woman must have travelled
 to be with 

him, the men bowed their h
eads with shame. From 

then on, Nanuk v
isited his mother every day a

nd 

the whole village
 welcomed him, because they ha

d 

learnt that the lov
e between a mother and her chi

ld 

should always be
 treated with resp

ect. 

Did You 

Know?
In legends of the

 Inuit people, 

Nanuk is the nam
e of a mighty 

polar bear god w
ho decides 

whether hunters w
ill be successful 

or not. Hunters u
sed to make 

offerings to Nan
uk, in the 

hope of a good h
unt. 
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SAIL THE SEAS WITH SINBAD!  
All aboard for an adventure

NO

Adverts!

ming  
e  

ROLL-UP, ROLL-UP… For the 
world’s greatest circus!

The Phoenix and the Carpet, The Wise Bear, 
The Wish Fish, Cupid and Psyche & Puzzles!

ThumbelinaFall in love with a 

baby polar bear

The House 

That Jack Built

T
his is the house t

hat Jack built…

This is the malt that lay in the
 house that Jack

 built.

 

This is the rat tha
t ate the malt 

That lay in the h
ouse that Jack b

uilt.

This is the cat th
at killed the rat

That ate the malt that lay in the
 house that Jack

 built.

This is the dog th
at worried the cat

That killed the ra
t that ate the malt

That lay in the h
ouse that Jack b

uilt.
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Coming  in issue  17  

See an elephant 

with your hands

21

The six friends decided to visit the 

watering hole and get to know what an 

elephant looks like by touching it with 

their hands. “It might be useful for us to 

know,” said one of the friends, wisely.

They set off for the watering hole but, 

as they drew closer to the elephant, 

one of the friends tripped and fell 

against the side of its body. 

“Wow,” he said, feeling the elephant’s 

side with his hands. “I can tell you that 

this elephant looks exactly like a brick 

wall – and it’s as big as a wall too!”

“You’re wrong!” said his friend who, by 

now, was twirling the elephant’s tail. 

“This elephant has a body as thin as  

a rope! There’s nothing to him.”

“Not at all,” piped up another of the 

friends, who was stroking the elephant’s 

trunk. “It is much smoother than a rope 

– this elephant is just like a snake.”  

And she quickly let go of the trunk.

“What on earth are you talking about?” 

puzzled the fourth friend, who was 

gripping the elephant’s tusk. “This is  

no snake – it’s long and sharp and 

pointed. This elephant is carrying  

a spear – and here’s a second one!”

“Don’t be silly,” said the ifth friend, who 

was holding the elephant’s leg.

20-22_ST_16.indd   7

22/10/2015   12:01

Join Odin on a 

giant of a quest! 

Odin’s Quest
T

he great Norse god Odin, with his one eye a
nd long beard, r

uled 

over the kingdom
 of Asgard. In his

 home, he had everyt
hing he 

wished for, but he
 always thirsted for m

ore knowledge. 
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