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Bambi

GREEK HERO!  Brave Odysseus takes on a one-eyed giant

NOAdverts!



“You shouldn’t count your chickens before they hatch” 









How the Jackal 
Fooled the Lion

Once, on a hot sunny day in South Africa, a wily old jackal was 
taking a shortcut along a narrow, rocky pass, sniffing the path 

for something to eat, just as he always did.
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Around the World Tales
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      ‘O’Connor was standing beneath

Suddenly, he picked up the scent of 

his greatest enemy – Lion! When he 

looked up, Lion was approaching fast 

and there was no way he could 

escape and nowhere to hide.

Now, Jackal had every reason to feel 

nervous. He was the area’s most 

famous trickster and, in the past, he 

had made a fool of Lion many times. 

He was certain that Lion would now 

seek his revenge.

With nowhere to run and Lion  

drawing closer, Jackal  

quickly came up  

with a plan. 

Looking at the heavy rocks above 

him, Jackal cowered low on the path, 

covering his head with his front paws. 

“Help!” he yelped. “We’re doomed!” 

And he let out a desperate howl.

Lion was taken by surprise – he had 

been planning to give Jackal a good 

hiding to teach him a lesson, but now 

Jackal was behaving strangely, he 

wasn’t sure what to do.
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“Oh, help!” whimpered Jackal. 

“Mighty Lion, won’t you help? Can’t 

you see that these huge rocks are 

about to fall on us? We will both be 

crushed if you don’t do something! 

There is no time to lose!”

Jackal covered his eyes with his 

paws again, and whined and  

yowled in despair.

Lion looked at the rocks above them 

– especially the big overhanging rock 

that hovered just above Jackal’s head. 

They did indeed look like they might 

come crashing down at any moment. 

Jackal was right to be alarmed.

“Perhaps, mighty Lion, you could use 

your great strength to hold up this big 

rock here? Then I can fetch a thick 

branch to prop it up with, and we will 

both be saved!”
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Jackals are the stars of many 
stories from Africa and India and 

are usually cunning, trickster 
characters that outwit other 

animals to steal food or shelter.  
This story is thought to be  

a Zulu folk tale from  
South Africa. 

Did You  
Know?



FIND IT!
 
The King has lost his book 
of riddles. Can you find it 
hidden in the picture in this 
story? 
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Without delay, Lion used his 

great, muscular shoulders and 

all his strength to support the 

overhanging rock. 

“Oh, thank you, mighty Lion,” 

smiled Jackal. “How lucky I 

am that you, of all the animals, 

came along when you did. 

Now let me go and find a big, 

sturdy branch to hold up that 

rock. I will be back as quickly 

as I can. Don’t move a muscle!”

And, with that, the cunning 

Jackal darted quickly down 

the rocky pass and made 

his escape, leaving Lion all 

alone to struggle under the 

weight of the rock that had 

been there for many hundreds 

of years and would remain 

there for many hundreds of 

years to come.

Nobody knows how long Lion 

stayed there holding up the 

rock before he realised he 

had been tricked again, but 

one thing is for sure – Jackal 

knew that the next time he 

bumped into Lion, he wouldn’t 

be quite so lucky! 



The Wise Folk
of Gotham

W hen the good people of Gotham in Nottinghamshire heard 
that King John was planning to build a hunting lodge in their 

village, they were most unhappy.

Not only did the king have a reputation for being a tyrant and an expensive 

guest to look after, he would most certainly steal their land for hunting and  

call it his own. Determined to keep their village and their hard-earned money  

for themselves, the Gotham folk got together and hatched a plan – a plan to 

make the king’s messengers flee and, hopefully, tell King John to stay away.
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Storyteller’s Corner



When two of the king’s messengers 

arrived the following week, they were 

surprised to see many of the villagers 

standing around a wooden fence in 

the village square, looking woeful.

“What on earth is going on here?” 

asked a messenger.

“It’s such a pity,” sobbed one lady. 

“We love the cuckoo’s song so much, 

we decided to catch one and keep it 

in the middle of the village. We built a 

fence around it so it couldn’t fly away.”

“We wanted to hear it sing every  

day,” sighed the man standing next  

to her. “But when we got up this 

morning, we found that the cuckoo 

had flown away!”

“We should have built a higher fence!” 

said the lady. And, with tears in their 

eyes, the villagers shook their heads 

sadly and walked away.

The messengers looked at each  

other in disbelief and laughed at  

the foolishness of the villagers. 

Learn It!
Gotham fool stories were very popular hundreds of years  ago, and there were lots of different tales of silliness. Someone even made up a rhyme about Gotham. Can you learn it off by heart? 
Three Wise Men of Gotham

Went to sea in a bowl. 
If the bowl had been strongerMy tale would be longer!



They headed towards the local inn, 

which was across a small bridge,  

just outside the village. When they  

got to the bridge, they found two  

men fishing from the stream below.

“Caught anything yet?” asked one  

of the messengers.

“Nothing all day but this giant eel!” 

cried one of the fishermen. “We think  

it must have eaten up all the fish.”

“We’re just deciding how to punish it,” 

explained the other fisherman. “We 

thought about chopping it up, but 

we’ve decided to drown it instead!”

And, with that, his friend threw the big 

eel back into the stream below, and it 

quickly wriggled away. The king’s 

messengers raised their eyebrows 

and carried on towards the inn.

After they had tied up their horses, 

they met a man who was far too big 

for the horse he was sitting on – and 

laid across the horse’s back were  

two heavy sacks. 
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“Don’t you think your horse is a bit 

small to carry such a huge burden?” 

said one messenger, quite alarmed  

at the sight. “Why don’t you get off 

and lead your horse?”

“I can’t walk as I’ve hurt my foot, sir, 

but you’re right,” said the man, then  

he thought for a while. 

He took the two sacks and heaved 

one over each shoulder. “There!” he 

said. “Now I’m sharing the load with 

my horse.” And off he trotted with his 

poor horse panting all the way.

The two messengers looked at each 

other and rolled their eyes. 

As they reached the entrance to the 

inn, they found the owner chatting to 

a brown hare.

“If you’ll just give me a moment, sirs,” 

explained the innkeeper. “I have to 

send my rent to my landlord in York, 

as I’m too busy to ride there. I thought 

if I caught a hare and sent it, it would  

be easier. There’s nothing quicker 

than a hare, after all!”

The innkeeper tied a purse around the 

hare’s neck and said, “Mind you go 

straight there. Don’t forget: straight 

road to Nottingham, then on to York. 

He lives by York cathedral. Someone 

will give you directions.”
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He patted the hare on the head and 

said, “Off you go!” and the hare ran  

off in the opposite direction.

“He must know a shortcut,” shrugged 

the innkeeper, and he smiled. 

By now the two messengers had truly 

had enough of the silliness of Gotham’s 

good people.  

“Good grief! The king cannot be seen in 

the company of such fools!” whispered  

one messenger to the other. 

The other messenger didn’t need to be 

persuaded. “We must return to his court 

with great haste and make sure he 

changes the location of his hunting 

lodge. They’re all idiots!”

The king’s messengers mounted their 

horses and sped away from Gotham, 

never to be seen again. As they left,  

the big man got off his tiny horse and 

winked at the innkeeper, the two 

fishermen patted each other on the 

back, and the villagers around the 

cuckoo fence laughed. 

Their cunning plan had worked – and 

Gotham was forever safe from the 

hands of cruel King John. 

Talk About It

There are lots of questions  

you can ask when reading 

this funny story. Why were the 

people of Gotham silly to build  

a fence around a cuckoo, and 

why were the fishermen  

foolish to drown an eel? 



Dolly Daydream
Dolly was a milkmaid who got up 

at the break of dawn every day 
to milk the cows at her local farm.

Famous Fables

One day, to thank her for her hard work,  

the farmer’s wife gave her a gift – a  

large pail of fresh milk to take home.  

The milk was rich and creamy – just 

perfect for making butter with – and  

Dolly was certain that she could sell  

it for a good price at the local market.  

So, instead of going home, she carefully 

balanced the pail of milk on her head, 

holding it in place with one hand, and  

headed straight to town..

As she walked down the lane, she  

started to daydream about how much 

money she would get for the milk and 

what she would spend it on. 

“I know,” she thought. “I’ll spend my  

coins on two dozen fresh eggs and  

hatch my own little chicks. I’ll have  

a yardful of chickens and, every  

week, I can go to the market and  

sell their delicious eggs.”



The milk in the pail started to splash 

from side to side a little, so Dolly 

slowed down and steadied the pail 

with both hands.

“I mustn’t spill a drop,” she thought, 

“because I can turn this milk into 

money… and the money into eggs… 

and the eggs into chickens… and  

their eggs into even more money!  

And perhaps I could even sell some  

of the fattest chickens at market?

“Then I’ll have so much extra money, 

I’ll be able to buy myself a wonderful 

new dress for the summer fair!” she 

daydreamed. “And a pretty bonnet 

with satin ribbons!

“And when I turn up at the fair, all the 

young gentlemen will admire me,” she 

smiled to herself. 

“They’ll be lining up to dance with me, 

and I’ll waltz with the handsomest man 

in town, with my beautiful new gown 

flowing around me, and in my pretty 

bonnet. What a grand day it will be! 

Perhaps we’ll even get married!”

Dolly became so lost in her wonderful 

daydream that she began to waltz 

along the path, imagining she was 

dancing with a handsome fellow. But 

as she waltzed, the pail swayed from 

side to side and toppled from her head.  

It fell to the ground with a thud, pouring 

fresh, creamy milk everywhere. And as 

the milk flowed out, so disappeared 

Dolly’s daydream of eggs, chicks, fat 

chickens, a new dress and a pretty 

bonnet with satin ribbons. 

And that is why you shouldn’t count 

your chickens before they hatch! 
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How many chicks can you count in this  picture? Write your answer here! 

Count It!
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The phrase ‘don’t count your 

chickens before they hatch’ 

means that Dolly shouldn’t 

spend her money before she 

has earned it – or, don’t make 

plans for something that  
might not happen!

Word Wise



Hiawatha’s 
Childhood

B y the shores of Gitche Gumee,

By the shining Big-Sea-Water,

Stood the wigwam of Nokomis,

Daughter of the Moon, Nokomis.

Dark behind it rose the forest,

Rose the black and gloomy pine-trees,

Rose the firs with cones upon them;

Bright before it beat the water,

Beat the clear and sunny water,

Beat the shining Big-Sea-Water.

 

This extract is part of a longer poem called The Song 
of Hiawatha, which tells the story of Hiawatha’s life. 
Hiawatha was a great Native American leader, who  
lived over 600 years ago, but Longfellow used only 
his name – the story and characters in this poem  
are all made up.

Did You Know?

18

by Henry Wadsworth Longfellow

Poems and Rhymes
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T here the wrinkled old Nokomis

Nursed the little Hiawatha,

Rocked him in his linden cradle,

Bedded soft in moss and rushes,

Safely bound with reindeer sinews;

Stilled his fretful wail by saying,

“Hush! The Naked Bear will hear thee!”

Lulled him into slumber, singing,

“Ewa-yea! My little owlet!

Who is this, that lights the wigwam?

With his great eyes lights the wigwam?

Ewa-yea! My little owlet!”
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A t the door on summer evenings

Sat the little Hiawatha;

Heard the whispering of the pine-trees,

Heard the lapping of the waters,

Sounds of music, words of wonder;

“Minne-wawa!” said the pine-trees,

“Mudway-aushka!” said the water.

Saw the fire-fly, Wah-wah-taysee,

Flitting through the dusk of evening,

With the twinkle of its candle

Lighting up the brakes and bushes,

And he sang the song of children,

Sang the song Nokomis taught him:

“Wah-wah-taysee, little fire-fly,

Little, flitting, white-fire insect,

Little, dancing, white-fire creature,

Light me with your little candle,

Ere upon my bed I lay me,

Ere in sleep I close my eyelids!”
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W hen he heard the owls at midnight,

Hooting, laughing in the forest,

“What is that?” he cried in terror,

“What is that,” he said, “Nokomis?”

And the good Nokomis answered:

“That is but the owl and owlet,

Talking in their native language,

Talking, scolding at each other.”

Then the little Hiawatha

Learned of every bird its language,

Learned their names and all their secrets,

How they built their nests in Summer,

Where they hid themselves in Winter,

Talked with them whene’er he met them,

Called them “Hiawatha’s Chickens”.

O f all beasts he learned the language,

Learned their names and all their secrets,

How the beavers built their lodges,

Where the squirrels hid their acorns,

How the reindeer ran so swiftly,

Why the rabbit was so timid,

Talked with them whene’er he met them,

Called them “Hiawatha’s Brothers”.



Diamonds 
and Toads

Once upon a time, there was a mean-spirited mother who 
lived in the woods with her daughters, Selena and Amy.

 

Favourite Fairy Tales



The elder daughter, Selena, was often 

mistaken for her mother as she looked 

and behaved so much like her. Her 

mouth turned down at the corners and 

she hadn’t a good thing to say about 

anyone or anything. She was also the 

laziest lump anyone could ever wish 

to meet. When Selena and her mother 

went to the local village on market 

day, nobody was glad to see them.

But the younger daughter, Amy, was 

adored by everyone. She had her 

late father’s sparkling eyes and kind 

smile and, like him, she always treated 

everyone with respect. When Amy

was sent to the village by her mother 

and sister, as was often the case, 

everyone wanted to chat with her.

This drove the mother quite mad  

with jealousy. She loved the elder 

daughter, because they were so alike, 

but, in time, she grew to resent her 

younger daughter for being so nice 

and popular all the time. To punish 

Amy, she made her do all the chores 

and cook all the meals. Worst of  

all, she made her walk twice a day, 

whatever the weather, to a well far 

away in the woods and carry back 

two heavy pails of water.
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Amy knew that her mother and sister 

were being unkind, but she hoped that 

one day, they would love her. 

On a cold winter’s day – cold enough 

to see your breath in the air – Amy 

was drawing water from the well  

when a frail old woman, wrapped in  

a ragged shawl, hobbled up to her.

“Please, young lady, can you spare 

me a drink?” asked the old woman  

in a trembling voice.

“Why, of course, madam!” said Amy. 

“Sit down here and I’ll fetch some for 

you.” Amy took off her shawl and 

wrapped it around the old lady’s 

shoulders to keep her warm, then  

she held the pail of water to her lips  

so that she could sip from it. 

“Are you warm enough now?” asked  

Amy. “Do you have somewhere to 

sleep tonight?”

When the old woman had finished 

sipping, she smiled at Amy and said, 

“Such kindness! What a lovely girl you 

are.” Then the old woman pulled Amy’s 

shawl over her face and, when she 

whisked it away, she had transformed 

into a woodland fairy, wearing a crown 

of forest flowers and leaves.  

“I would like to give you a gift,” said 

the fairy. “From now on, whenever you 

wish it, when you speak, diamonds 

and gems will fall from your mouth.” 

And, with that, the fairy disappeared.

Amy wondered whether she might  

be imagining things, so she filled the 

two pails and heaved them home 

again. When she arrived, her mother 

scolded her for taking so long.

Amy closed her eyes and wished for 

jewels to appear, then she said, “I’m so 

sorry, Mother, but something wonderful 

happened at the well.”
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Imagine It!
 Imagine how it would feel  

to have precious stones falling 

from your lips whenever you 

spoke. Would you like it? What 

would you do with all  

the diamonds?



           
  and gems fell to the floor!    As she spoke, large diamonds 

There are 21 sparkling  

diamonds hiding in this  

picture. Tick this box when  

you’ve found them! 

Hidden 
Treasures



           
  and gems fell to the floor!    As she spoke, large diamonds 



“What is this?” cried the mother. “Where 

did you steal these from, wicked girl?”

Amy explained what had happened, 

scattering more precious stones as she 

spoke. The mother greedily scrambled 

around the floor, grabbing them and 

shoving them into her apron pocket. 

“Did you hear that Selena? Have you 

seen the luck of your wretched sister? 

You must go to the well too!”

Selena glared at Amy jealously, but 

said, “You want me to walk all that 

way? No thank you!”

“All you have to do is walk there and, 

when an old lady asks for some water, 

give her a drink!” wailed the mother, 

but Selena didn’t budge.

The mother flew into a rage. “I’m not 

asking you to go, you lazy girl, I’m 

telling you to go this instant!” And she 

shoved Selena out of the house, calling 

after her, “And try to be nice!”

Selena loafed along lazily to the well, 

shivering all the way there – she wasn’t 

used to being out in cold. When she 

arrived, she had just started to fill up  

a pitcher with water when a beautiful 

princess appeared.  

“I’m so thirsty – please may I take a sip 

of your water?” asked the princess.

“No, you may not,” said Selena with 

great insolence. “Do you think I’ve 

come all the way into this miserable, 

cold wood to be your servant? Why  

not get one of your slaves to do it?” 

And Selena tutted and huffed.

The princess smiled and, in that instant, 

she transformed herself into the same 

fairy Amy had met earlier. 



“It is a pity you are not like your sister,” 

she sighed. “But I will give you a gift. 

You’ll see what it is later.”

Selena shrugged and set off for home. 

“Perhaps I should have been a bit 

more polite,” she thought, then she 

remembered the diamonds and jewels 

and started to walk a little quicker.

When she walked through the door, 

her mother leapt up. “Well, how did  

it go? Did she give you a gift?”

Selena tried to answer, but her cheeks 

suddenly felt quite full. “Yes!” she said, 

and two toads fell from her mouth and 

plopped onto the floor. 

Every time Selena tried to talk to her 

mother, more toads fell to the ground, 

until the floor was hopping with them.

 

The fairy had given the rude and  

lazy girl exactly what she deserved.

“This is your sister’s fault!” cried the 

mother. And she ran off to the woods 

to try to find the fairy and remove the 

curse she had put on Selena.

That was the last the two sisters ever 

saw of their mother and, without her 

mean presence in the house, they 

eventually became best friends. 

Amy used her gift to buy a wonderful 

house in the village and to help those 

in need and, in time, Selena learnt that 

if she only said nice things, then no 

toads hopped out of her mouth. And,  

if a toad did appear, she took it to the 

pond, where it could live  

happily ever after! 



the Cyclops
The great Greek hero Odysseus was sailing home with his soldiers 

after a triumphant nine-year battle against the Trojans when 
strong winds blew his ship far off course.
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Tired of battling the stormy seas, and running low on provisions, Odysseus dropped 

anchor and, taking twenty of his bravest men with him, rowed to the nearest island 

– a dark, craggy place covered in trees. Thinking ahead, Odysseus grabbed  

some flasks of wine to give to whoever lived there.

Odysseus and
Myths and Legends



      ‘O’Connor was standing beneath

When they reached the shore, they 

heard noisy bleating and followed  

the sound until they came to a huge 

sheep pen just outside a cave.

Odysseus led his men into the cave, 

where they were delighted to find big 

hunks of meat and wheels of cheese. 

Though the men longed to steal the 

contents of the cave and escape to 

their ship quickly, Odysseus ordered 

everyone to wait for the owner to 

appear so that they could ask his 

permission – he was eager not to  

get on the wrong side of the gods.

They lit a fire and waited patiently 

until they heard heavy footsteps 

pounding towards the cave and the 

bleats of yet more sheep. Suddenly,  

a large flock was herded into the 

cave, followed by a giant of a man. 

Odysseus and his crew leapt back in 

surprise. The giant was so gigantic, he 

had to stoop to get into the cave and 

when he straightened up, they saw he 

had only one eye in the centre of his 

forehead – he was a Cyclops, one of 

a race of giants who once worked as 

blacksmiths for the gods.



The Cyclops was angered to find men 

inside his cave. “What are you doing 

here, stealing my food?” he shouted.

Odysseus stepped forward bravely. 

“We are Greek soldiers on our way 

home from the Trojan War and we 

hoped, by the laws of the gods, that 

you might show us some kindness 

and share some of your provisions 

with us, please. Our journey has been 

long and hard.”

“The laws of the gods! Ha!” sneered 

the Cyclops. “We Cyclops live by our 

own rules now!”

And he grabbed two soldiers with his 

fat, clumsy fist and threw them into his 

mouth. “That will teach you for raiding 

my supplies,” he said, as he crunched  

on their bones.

Then he rolled a great boulder over 

the entrance of the cave, trapping the 

crew inside. The Cyclops sniggered 

to himself, curled up by the fire and 

went to sleep.

Odysseus was horrified – what trouble 

had he got his men into? There was 

no way he could move the boulder  

to escape, even with the help of his 

soldiers! So he and his men cowered 

in a dark corner. With no hope of 

escape, Odysseus didn’t get a wink  

of sleep that night.

In the morning, the Cyclops rolled 

aside the boulder that blocked  

the entrance and grabbed  

two more Greek soldiers  

for his breakfast. 



Odysseus pleaded with the Cyclops, 

but the giant didn’t care.

“If you are foolish enough to walk  

into my larder, then I will eat you,” he 

grunted. He summoned his sheep and 

sealed up the cave behind him.

All day, Odysseus paced anxiously 

back and forth, trying to come up with 

an escape plan. 

When the Cyclops returned that night 

with his sheep, he closed up the cave 

and tried to grab some soldiers for his 

dinner, but Odysseus leapt forward. 

“Oh, great one, to prove we are not 

your enemy, we have a gift – a wine 

so fine, only the gods are allowed to 

drink it. Would you like to try it?”

The Cyclops had never drunk wine 

before, and he guzzled down a whole 

flask. It dribbled down his chin.
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Wiping his mouth, the Cyclops said, 

“You speak the truth, thief. This drink  

is good. Give me some more.”

Odysseus laid all the flasks of wine 

before the Cyclops and, one by one, 

he gulped them down until he was 

really quite drunk.

“Tell me, little man,” slurred the tipsy 

Cyclops, before letting out a loud 

burp, “What is your name?”

“Oh, I am called Nobody,” said 

Odysseus.

“Well, Nobody,” smiled the Cyclops,  

“I like your wine and, to thank you,  

I will eat you last.” And he slumped  

to one side and began snoring. 

Quickly, Odysseus and his strongest 

men grabbed the stick the Cyclops 

used to herd his sheep. Together, they 

lifted it and drove it into his one eye, 

blinding him. 

The Cyclops leapt to his feet and  

let out a piercing roar of pain. He 

staggered around the cave, gripping 

his eye and calling for help.

Odysseus and his crew hid, and were 

terrified to hear the footsteps of more 

giant Cyclops thudding towards the 

cave. “What is it?” they heard many 

thundering voices shout. 

“Nobody has blinded me!” wailed  

the Cyclops. “Nobody did it to me!”
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The other giants grumbled and 

shouted, “Well, if nobody has hurt  

you, why are you calling us, you 

fool?” And they stomped away.

The Cyclops groaned in agony and 

fell to the floor. In his drunken state, 

he soon fell asleep.

While he slept, Odysseus and his  

men worked on the next part of their 

plan, and tied some of the giant’s 

sheep together in groups of three. 

In the morning, when the Cyclops 

arose, he roared in anger. “Don’t think 

you can escape from me, Nobody 

and his little men. When I move this 

boulder, I will be standing guard – 

and, tonight, I will search every corner 

of this cave to find you and eat you!”

The Cyclops rounded up his sheep 

and, as each one left the cave, he 

checked its back and felt the cave 

floor to make sure the men weren’t 

breaking free. 

The Cyclops was called 
Polyphemus and he was  
the son of the sea god, 

Poseidon. After Odysseus 
escaped, Polyphemus prayed 

to his father to punish the 
Greek hero for blinding him. 
Angry Poseidon surrounded 

Odysseus’ ship with seas  
so stormy and waves so  

high, it took him ten years  
to find his way home!



What he didn’t realise was that the 

soldiers were clinging to the bellies  

of the sheep. As soon as they were 

clear of the cave, they let go and 

dashed down the mountainside as 

quickly as they could. When they 

reached the shore, they dragged their 

boat into the sea and rowed with all 

their power and might.

When the Cyclops heard Odysseus’ 

crew scrambling over the rocks, he 

knew he had been tricked, and he 

grabbed great boulders and threw 

them into the sea. His blindness made 

his aim poor, but his powerful throws 

created huge waves that almost 

capsized their rowing boat. 

“Missed!” shouted Odysseus, taunting 

the Cyclops. “And, I should tell you, my 

name isn’t Nobody – I am Odysseus. 

And I hope the loss of your eye puts  

an end to your cruelty, you monster!”

The Cyclops raged and roared and  

let fly another boulder, but it was too 

late – Odysseus and his men had 

made it safely to their ship, with their 

pockets and packs filled to the brim 

with supplies they had taken from the 

cave of the Cyclops. 
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      ‘O’Connor was standing beneath

Bambi
By Felix Salten

He came into the world in the middle of a thicket, in one of those 
little hidden, woodland glades. There was very little room in it, 

barely enough for him and his mother. 
 
He stood there, swaying unsteadily on his thin legs and staring vaguely in front  

of him. He hung his head, trembled a great deal, and was completely stunned.

“What a beautiful child,” cried the magpie perched on a nearby branch. “What a 

beautiful child,” she kept repeating. “How amazing to think that he should be able 

to get right up and walk! I’ve never seen anything like it. Can he run too?”

Brilliant Books



“Of course,” replied Mother softly.  

“But you must excuse me if I don’t  

talk now. I have so much to do.”

“Don’t put yourself out on my 

account,” said the magpie. She flew  

off and the mother scarcely noticed 

that she was gone. She washed her 

newborn with her tongue, caressing 

his body with a warm massage.

The little thing staggered a little, then 

drew himself together and stood still. 

His little red coat, still a bit tousled, 

had fine white spots, and on his baby 

face there was a sleepy expression.

Around them grew hazel bushes, 

dogwoods, blackthorns and young 

elders. Tall maples, beeches and 

oaks wove a green roof, and from the 

dark-brown earth sprang fern fronds.

The early sunlight filtered through  

the foliage, and the forest resounded 

with voices. The wood thrush rejoiced, 

doves cooed, blackbirds whistled and 

finches warbled. 

The little fawn understood not one  

of the many songs and calls. He did 

not even listen. Nor did he notice any 

of the scents that blew through the 

woods. He heard only the soft licking 

against his coat that washed and 

warmed and kissed him. And he smelt 

nothing but his mother’s body. 

While he suckled, his mother 

continued to caress her little one.

“Bambi,” she whispered. Now and 

again, she raised her head and, 

listening, sniffed the air. Then she 

kissed her fawn again, reassured  

and happy. “Bambi,” she repeated, 

“My little Bambi.”
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Write a short story about your 
favourite animal and what their  
first day in the world was like.  
What did they see and hear?  

How did they feel?

Write It!
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In the earliest days of Bambi’s life,  

he walked behind his mother on a 

narrow track that ran through the 

bushes. How pleasant it was to walk 

there. The track appeared to be 

barred in a dozen places, and yet 

they moved forward with ease. There 

were tracks like this everywhere, 

crisscrossing the woods. His mother 

knew them all, and if Bambi stopped 

before a bush, she always found 

where the path went through.

Bambi loved to ask questions. It was 

the pleasantest thing for him to ask  

a question and to hear what answer 

his mother would give. 

Once he asked, “Who does this trail 

belong to, Mother?”

His mother answered, “To us.”

Bambi asked again, “To you and me?”

“Yes.”

“Only to us two?”

“No,” said his mother, “to us deer.”

“What are deer?” Bambi asked.

His mother looked at him from head 

to foot and laughed. “You are a deer 

and I am a deer. We’re both deer,” she 

said. “Do you understand?”

Bambi sprang into the air for joy. 

“Yes, I understand,” he said. “I’m a 

little deer and you’re a big deer, 

aren’t you?”

His mother nodded. “Now you see.”

But Bambi grew serious again. “Are 

there other deer besides you and 

me?” he asked.
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“Certainly,” his mother said. “Many  

of them.”

“Where are they?” cried Bambi.

“Here, everywhere.”

“But I don’t see them.”

“You will soon,” she said.

“When?” Bambi was wild with curiosity.

“Soon.” The mother walked on quietly. 

Bambi followed her, wondering what 

‘soon’ might mean. 

They walked along and, presently,  

it grew light ahead of them. The trail 

ended with a tangle of vines and 

bushes. A few steps more and they 

were in a bright open space that 

spread out before them. Bambi 

wanted to bound forward, but his 

mother had stopped.

“What is it?” he asked impatiently.

“It’s the meadow,” his mother 

answered.

“What is a meadow?” asked Bambi 

insistently.

“You’ll soon find out,” she said. She 

had become serious and watchful.

She stood motionless, holding her 

head high and listening intently. 

“It’s all right,” she said, “we can go out.”

Bambi leaped forward, but his mother 

barred the way.

“Wait till I call you,” she said. Bambi 

obeyed at once and stood still. 

“That’s right,” said his mother. “Now 

listen to what I say.” 

“Walking on the meadow isn’t simple,” 

his mother went on. “It’s a difficult and 

dangerous business. Now do exactly 

as I tell you to. Will you?”

“Yes,” Bambi promised.

“Good,” said his mother. “I’m going out 

alone first. Wait here. And don’t take 

your eyes off me. If you see me run 

back, then turn and run as fast as you 

can. I’ll catch up with you soon.”

She went on earnestly. “Run away as 

fast as your legs will carry you. Run 

even if something should happen… 

even if you see me fall to the ground… 

Don’t think of me, do you understand? 

No matter what you see or hear, run 

as fast as you possibly can. Do you 

promise to do that?”

“Yes,” said Bambi softly. His mother 

spoke so seriously.
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“Now I’m going ahead,” said his 

mother. She walked out.

Bambi saw how she moved with slow, 

cautious steps. He stood there full of 

fear and curiosity. He saw how his 

mother listened in all directions, then 

grew calm again. She look around, 

satisfied, and called, “Come!”

Bambi bounded out. Joy seized him 

with such tremendous force that he 

forgot his worries in a flash. Through 

the thicket he could catch a glimpse 

of the blue sky, but now the heavens 

stretched far and wide. The sunlight 

was beaming down and he stood in 

the splendid warmth with his eyes 

closed. He stretched his young limbs 

joyfully. He drank in the air. The sweet 

smell of the meadow made him happy.

If he had been a child, he would have 

shouted. But he was a young deer, so 

he leaped into the air three, four times. 
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He was overcome with the desire to 

leap and jump. His mother was glad. 

She bent laughingly towards Bambi for 

a moment. Then she was off with one 

bound, racing around so that the tall 

grass stems swished. 

Bambi was frightened and stood still. 

She came up with a wonderful swishing 

sound and stopped two steps from him. 

Laughing, she cried, “Catch me.” And in 

a flash she was gone.

Bambi started after her. He took a few 

steps. Then his steps became short 

bounds. He felt as if he were flying 

without any effort on his part. Bambi 

was beside himself with joy.

The swishing grass sounded wonderful 

to his ears. It was marvellously soft and 

as fine as silk where it brushed against 

him. He ran around in a circle. He flew 

off in a new circle, turned around again 

and kept running. 

Suddenly the race was over. He came 

up to his mother, lifting his hoofs 

elegantly. He looked joyfully at her. 

Then they strolled along, side by side.

Bambi began to look around the 

meadow, and its wonders amazed him. 

Blade after blade of grass covered 

every inch of the ground. It bent softly 

aside under every footstep. The green 

meadow was starred with daisies, red 

and purple clover blossoms and bright, 

golden dandelions.

“Look, look, Mother!” Bambi exclaimed. 

“There’s a flower flying.”

“That’s not a flower,” said his mother, 

“that’s a butterfly.”

Bambi stared at the butterfly. It had 

darted lightly from a blade of grass 

and was fluttering about its giddy 

way. Then Bambi saw there were 

many butterflies in the air. He 

longed to see one close up.

“Look! See that piece  

of grass jumping,” 

cried Bambi. 

42



“Look how high it jumps!”

“That’s not grass!” his mother said. 

“That’s a nice grasshopper.”

“Why does he jump?” asked Bambi.

“Because we’re walking here,” his 

mother answered. “He’s afraid we’ll 

step on him.”

“Oh,” said Bambi, turning to the 

grasshopper, who was sitting on a 

daisy. “You don’t have to be afraid: 

we won’t hurt you.”

“I’m not afraid,” the grasshopper 

replied in a quavering voice. “I was 

only frightened for a moment.”

“Excuse us for disturbing you,” said 

Bambi shyly.

“Not at all,” the grasshopper quavered. 

“Since it’s you, it’s perfectly all right.  

I haven’t time to gossip, though,  

I have to look for my wife.  

Hop!” And he vanished.

Talking to the grasshopper  

had excited Bambi, as it  

was the first time he had 
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ever spoken to a stranger. He noticed 

a flower moving in the grasses. No, it 

was a butterfly. Bambi crept closer.

The butterfly hung heavily on a grass 

stem and fanned its wings slowly.

“Please sit still,” Bambi said.

“Why would I sit still? I’m a butterfly!” 

the insect answered in astonishment.

“Oh, please,” Bambi pleaded. “I want 

so much to look at you. Please?”

“Very well,” said the butterfly, “but  

not for long.”

Bambi stood in front of him. “How 

beautiful you are!” he cried. “How 

wonderfully beautiful, like a flower!”

“What?” cried the butterfly, fanning his 

wings. “In my circle, it’s thought that 

we’re handsomer than flowers.”

Bambi was embarrassed. “Oh, yes, 

much handsomer, excuse me.” Bambi 

was enchanted. 

“Oh, you are handsomer than flowers,” 

cried Bambi. “Besides, you can fly 

and flowers can’t, that’s why.”

The butterfly spread his wings and 

fluttered into the sunny air. He soared 

so lightly that Bambi could hardly 

follow him, then he balanced in the 

air and said, “Now I must fly away.”

And that was Bambi’s first time  

in the meadow.

Turn to page 50 to find out  

how to win a beautiful edition  

of Bambi by Felix Salten!

 WIN!
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Be a story puzzle supremo, daydream a dress,  

make a Hiawatha head-dress, and race to the  

eye of the Cyclops!  

PILE UP!  1
Can you work out how many toads 
Selena spat out and how many gems 
fell out of Amy’s mouth in this pile? 
Write your answers in the boxes.

StorytimeStorytime
Playb   xPlayb   x

FOREST
School

Bambi is still learning what everything is in  
the woodland and the meadow. Can you  
help him by filling in the missing letters?

2

Amy 

Selena 

Bu_ _e_fl_ B_rd
_r_s_ho_p_r F_ow__
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Dolly Daydream spilt 
her milk and didn’t get 
the eggs, chickens or 
dress she dreamed of. 
Can you design a dress 
for her, or draw a fluffy 
chicken, and make her 
dreams come true?

DAYDREAMER3

Quick 
Quiz

4
In The Wise Folk of 
Gotham, what do the 
villagers try to fence in? 

A
Eel B Hare

C Cuckoo



ANSWERS: 1. Pile Up! – 12 gems, 10 toads; 2. Forest School – Butterfly, Bird, Grasshopper, Flower; 

4. Quick Quiz – C. Cuckoo; 6. Jackal Jigsaw – C is missing. 

Jackal 
JIGSAW

Oops! Lion let go of the 
rock and it smashed our 
picture to pieces. Which 
of the pieces below will 
complete the image?
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B C

D

MAKE A HIAWATHA HEAD-DRESS!
Ask a grown-up!

Bring our Hiawatha poem to life by wearing your very own Hiawatha 
head-dress! Here’s how to make it.

6

•	 Take	a	large	sheet	of	card	and	wrap	the	longest	edge	around		
your	little	Hiawatha’s	head.	Mark	where	you	need	to	cut	it,		
ensuring	that	there’s	some	overlap,	then	trim	it	to	size.	

•	 Get	busy	with	your	paints,	pens	or	crayons	drawing	Native		
American-inspired	patterns	along	the	band.	Zig	zags	are	good!	

•	 For	the	decorative	feathers,	you	can	either	use	colourful	craft	
feathers	or	create	your	own	paper	feathers.

•	 To	make	paper	feathers,	fold	a	sheet	of	coloured	paper	in	half,	
lengthwise.	Along	the	fold,	cut	a	long	half	feather	shape.	

•	 All	along	the	edge	of	the	folded	half	feather,	cut	out	little	nicks.	
When	you	open	it	out,	it	should	look	feathery.	

•	 Make	more	paper	feathers	in	different	colours	and	sizes.

•	 Stick	your	feathers	to	the	back	of	your	headband,	putting	the	tallest		
feathers	in	the	middle.

•	 Wrap	the	band	around	Hiawatha’s	head	just	to	check	the	size,	then	secure		
the	headband	with	sticky	tape	to	finish	it.	

Hare

A

E



Print our Greek Hero Game Counters at: www.storytimemagazine.com

THE EYE OF

Can you defeat the man-eating 
Cyclops? The first person to reach 
his eye in the centre of the board  
is the winner! 

How to Play
You need a dice and two or more 

friends to play with – this giant is 

hungry and needs to be defeated 

before dinnertime! Print out our  

Greek Hero Game Counters from 

storytimemagazine.com/free or  

use pennies as your counters. 

  Decide which player goes first  

and roll the dice. You can start 

from anywhere outside the circle. 

  If you roll a 1 or a 2, move forward 

one space.

 Roll a 3: move forward two spaces.

  Roll a 4: all players move forward 

one space.
 Roll a 5: move back one space.

 Roll a 6: the Cyclops eats you!

 Each player takes it in turn to  

     roll the dice and follow the  

     instructions above.

 The winner is the player who  

     reaches the eye of the Cyclops  

     first and defeats the giant!

THE CYCLOPS



Print our Greek Hero Game Counters at: www.storytimemagazine.com

THE EYE OF 1
2
3
4
5
6
7
89

THE CYCLOPS



It’s not that we’re elephant-obsessed 
here at Storytime, but our Book of the 
Month features another adorable elly:  
Little Why by Jonny Lambert.  
Little Why is just so excited 
and curious to meet the 
animals of the African 
savannah, he can’t stay  
in line. A sweet story with 
stunning illustrations, we 
highly recommend it!  
(Little Tiger Press)

Be the next big radio star with our exclusive competition for super 
storytellers, and win a copy of Bambi!

BOOK OF THE MONTH

   Be a radio star and win tickets to the wonderful  
   Settle Stories annual storytelling festival!

Want to win tickets to Settle Stories’ family festival  
in April and have your storytelling broadcast on 
international children’s radio station, Abracadabra?

Simply record yourself reading aloud your favourite 
story from any issue of Storytime! Two lucky winners 
(one aged 6 and under, one aged 7 and over) will 
have their recordings broadcast on children’s station 
Abracadabra radio (www.abracadabraradio.com) 
and will each win a pair of tickets to Settle Stories 
festival, from Friday 1st to Sunday 3rd April (www.
settlestories.org.uk). Plus, we have pairs of festival 
tickets for three runners-up! To find out how to send  
in your recording and for more information, visit: 

www.storytimemagazine.com/stories

Calling All  
Storytellers!

WIN BAMBI!
To follow this famous deer’s 

adventures as he grows up  

in the woods, enter our latest 

competition to win a copy of 

Bambi by Felix Salten. Visit: 

storytimemagazine.com/win

 

World Book Day!
Have you got your costume ready? World Book Day  
is back on Thursday 3rd March and, as well as offering 
brilliant book vouchers by great authors for just £1, 
there are local events across the country. To find out 
more, get ideas and access great resources for your 
school, visit: www.worldbookday.com 

STORY MAGIC
WIN!






