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The Lady of the Lake, Jack Frost, The Fussy 
Princess, a wonky donkey tale and the MOON!
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FAIRY CAKES! An invitation  

to bake with the fairies!
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Puss in Boots

Make magic with Storytime!

Atlanta and  
the Golden Apples  

Long ago in Ancient Greece, a King 

called Iasus longed for a son to 

inherit his throne, so when the queen 

had a baby girl, the king was bitterly 

disappointed and he took the 

poor baby away and left it in  

 the wilderness.

 

11

Myths and Legends

friends, and Artemis warned Atlanta 

that she should never marry or she 

would lose her incredible powers. 

Artemis wasn’t the only one who had 

heard of Atlanta – when stories spread 

of the young woman’s courage and 

strength, she was challenged to fights, 

invited on perilous voyages and asked 

to hunt a giant boar, which terrorised 

the land. She succeeded in everything 

she tried her hand at and, before long, 

King Iasus realised that this incredible 

woman might be the daughter he had 

abandoned in the wild.

Accepting that Atlanta was as brave 

as any son he might have had, he 

asked her to come home and begged 

for her forgiveness. Atlanta agreed, 

but she hadn’t been reunited with her 

family for very long, when her father 

began to nag her to get married. 

Atlanta was happy as she was and, 

remembering Artemis’s warning, she 

made a deal with him.

“Father, I will only marry the man who 

can beat me in a race, and anyone 

who fails must be thrown into prison.”

The baby, whose name was Atlanta, 

was found by a mother bear, who 

took pity on the baby and raised  

her with her own cubs until, one 

day, a hunter came by and took 

Atlanta home. Over the years, the 

hunter taught Atlanta the skills she 

needed to survive in the wild. With 

his help, she grew up to be a great 

hunter – she was fearless, strong, 

fast and highly skilled with a bow.

Altanta’s skills were soon noticed  

by Artemis, the goddess of the wild. 

Artemis and Atlanta became good 

www.storytimemagazine.com
Find out more at :

Classic Tales to Read, Love and Share
TMStorytimeTM
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Twelve Days of Christmas, The Greedy Fox,  
The Snow Child, The Queen of Winter & MORE!
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Santa Claus

Make magic with Storytime!

Naughty Alfie  
cries wolf

Atlanta runs the 
race of her life 

www.storytimemagazine.com
Find out more at :

PLUS A pumpkin poem -  
perfect for Halloween!

NO
Adverts
Inside!

StorytimeStorytimeStorytimeStorytime
CHRISTMAS  
STORY  
SPECIAL!Coming  

in issue  16

WIN Brilliant Books!

StorytimeStorytimeStorytime

PUMPKIN JACK The perfect  
poem for Halloween!

HEIDI A little girl makes 

friends on the mountain
Follow awesome Atlanta as she 

runs the race of her life Coming in issue 15

StorytimeStorytime

Puss in Boots
PUMPKIN JACK The perfect  
poem for Halloween!

HEIDI A little girl makes 

friends on the mountain

StorytimeStorytime
Discover why Alfi e 

shouldn’t cry wolf

The Boy Who 
Cried Wolf

A   lfi e was a shepherd boy and it was his job, come rain 

 or shine, to look after the sheep that belonged to his 

neighbours in the village.

6

One sunny day, he was sitting on the hillside watching the sheep, when 

he started to think about the younger children playing in the village. 

How he wished he could join them! Just remembering the fun he used 

to have made Alfi e grow tired of his woolly companions. He was bored 

with watching the clouds fl oat by and he’d climbed every tree.

Famous Fables
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30/07/2015   12:53

Look out for funny 

feet in Tibet

Only Singha felt that something was 

wrong, but he was having such a nice 

time feasting and singing and dancing 

that he couldn’t work out what it was.

When the men had been in the village 

for several days, Singha fell into bed 

after another long day of partying.  

As he turned to blow out the candle 

beside his bed, a face suddenly 

appeared in the flame. It grew bigger 

and bigger until it almost filled the 

yurt. It was the face of Karunamaya – 

the god of kindness.

“Singha Sartha Aju, you and your men 

must leave here first thing tomorrow 

morning! You are being enchanted by 

witches who plan to eat you. If you 

don’t believe me, look at their feet. 

You will see that their heels are at the 

front and their toes point backwards!” 

34

NOAdverts!
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Books!
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Hiawatha, Diamonds and Toads, The Wise Folk of Gotham PLUS Puzzles and a Game!
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GREEK HERO!  Brave Odysseus takes on a one-eyed giant

All the fun of the fairy tale!

Daydream along with Dolly!

Dolly DaydreamD olly 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 
she 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.”

15-17_ST_18.indd   15
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Meet Hiawatha’s brothers

20

FIND IT!
 
The King has lost his book of riddles. Can you find it hidden in the picture in this story? 

“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 he 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 long branch to prop it up with and we will 

both be saved!”

9

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 he 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! 

8

Jackals are the stars of many 
stories from Africa and India and 

are usually cunning, trickster characters that outwit other animals to get food or shelter.  This story is thought to be  an old Zulu folk tale from  South Africa. 

Did You  Know?

www.storytimemagazine.com

Find out more at:

Classic Tales to Read, Love and Share
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The Water-Babies, The Crow and the 

Pitcher, The Changelings & a Sing-A-Long!
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BUNNY TROUBLE! Brer Rabbit  

gets up to no good!

Egg-citing Stories Inside!

An Irish legend  of singing swans

She’ll Be Coming     
      Round the Mountain

S he’ll be coming round the mountain when she comes,

She’ll be coming round the mountain when she comes,

She’ll be coming round the mountain, coming round the mountain,

           She’ll be coming round the mountain when she comes.

         

16

Round the Mountain

Yee-hah!

Poems and Rhymes
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Grab your pink pyjamas. Yee-hah!

The Water-BabiesO nce upon a time, there was a little chimney sweep and his name 

was Tom. That is a short name, and you have heard it before, so 

you will not have trouble remembering it.  

Brilliant Books

He cried half the time, and laughed  

the other half. He cried when he had  

to climb dark flues, rubbing his knees 

and elbows raw. And he laughed when 

he was tossing halfpennies with the 

other boys, or playing leapfrog, or 

bowling stones. One day, a groom rode into the court 

where Tom lived. The groom asked 

where Mr Grimes, the chimney sweep, 

lived. Mr Grimes was Tom’s master and 

Tom was always civil to customers, so 

he proceeded to take orders.Mr Grimes was to come next morning 

to Sir John Harthover’s, as the chimneys 

wanted sweeping. When Tom told his 

master the news, he was delighted. He 

told Tom that he must be extra good, as 

they were going to a very great house, 

and might make a good thing of it.
At three o’clock the next morning, Tom 

and his master set out. Grimes rode the 

donkey, and Tom walked behind with 

the brushes – out of the court, up the 

street, past the closed window shutters, 

and the roofs shining grey in the grey 

dawn. Soon, they were out in real 

country, plodding along the dusty road. 

Tom had never been so far in the 

country before. He longed to climb 

over a gate and pick buttercups, and 

look for bird’s nests in the hedge; but 

Mr Grimes would not hear of it.After they had gone three miles and 

more, they came to Sir John’s lodge 

gates. Very grand they were. Grimes 

rang, and out came a keeper to open 

them. Then, they walked up a great 

lime avenue, a full mile long. In time, they came up to iron gates in 

front of the house; and Tom stared 

through them and wondered how  

many chimneys were in it, and how 

long ago it was built.They were difficult questions to answer 

because Harthover Place had been 

built at ninety different times, and in 

By Charles Kingsley

37

He lived in a great town in the north, where there were plenty of chimneys to 

sweep, and plenty of money for Tom to earn and his master to spend. He could 

not read or write, and he never washed for there was no water where he lived. 

www.storytimemagazine.com

The home of stories :

At last, the 900-year curse came to an end. The four swan children fl ew back to 

the home of their childhood to fi nd it in ruins. As they landed, they heard a church 

bell ringing, and as their feet touched the ground, their feathers fell away and the 

four magnifi cent singing swans – Fionnula, Aodh, Fiacra and Conn – transformed 

into children once again. Nobody knew what to make of the incredible story told 

by the children of Lir, but they told it so often that it has never been forgotten – 

and it will live on for many years to come. 

 

In some versions of this old Irish legend, over nine centuries, the swan children learnt all 
the songs of Ireland – and 

sang them out loud so that people would never forget them.  

24
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Tom the little chimney sweep 
turns into a water-baby!

WIN  Brilliant  Books! NO
Adverts!

Coming  
in issue  20 

Henny Penny

19

T here the wrinkled old NokomisNursed 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!”

. 
 

Find out how the jackal fooled the lion!
WIN Brilliant Books!

StorytimeStorytime

GREEK HERO!  takes on a one-eyed giant

www.storytimemagazine.com
Coming in issue 19

NOAdverts!
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celebrate with us!

Enter our poetry 

competition

Wolf Lullaby
On a Caribbean island, there was once a sweet little house, 

surrounded by a sweet little garden with a sweet little picket 

fence around it. A sweet little girl lived there with her father.

Around the house was a pretty wildflower meadow and beyond the meadow 

was the forest where the big, bad wolves lived. Every morning, the little girl’s 

father would say to her, “You can play in the garden today, dear, but whatever 

you do, don’t open the gate. Not far from our house is the big forest and that’s 

where the big, bad wolves live.”

8

Around the World Tales

08-12_ST_25.indd   8
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“You surprise me,” said the Boy.

“It’s the sad truth,” the dragon went 

on, settling down between his paws, 

delighted to have found a listener. 

“That’s really how I came to be here. 

You see, all the other fellows were  

so active – always rampaging, and 

skirmishing, and chasing knights, and 

devouring damsels, whereas I liked to 

get my meals and then prop against  

a rock and snooze, you know? So 

when it happened I got fairly caught.”

“What happened?” asked the Boy.

“I don’t precisely know,” said the 

dragon. “There was a shake and  

a roar, and I found myself miles 

underground and wedged in tight. 

Well, I had peace and quiet, but I’ve 

got such an active mind, so after a 

while, I got bored. So I scratched and 

burrowed, and worked this way and 

that way and at last I came out in this 

cave here. And I like the view, and on 

the whole I feel inclined to settle here.”

“What’s your mind always occupied 

about?” asked the Boy. 

The dragon coloured slightly and 

looked away, then he said bashfully, 

“Did you ever – just for fun – try to 

make up poetry – verses, you know?”

“Course I have,” said the Boy. “And 

some of it’s quite good, only no one 

here cares about it. Mother’s very kind 

when I read it to her, and so’s Father. 

But somehow they don’t seem to …”

“Exactly!” cried the dragon. “My own 

case exactly. They don’t seem to, and 

you can’t argue with ’em about it. Now 

you’ve got culture, I could tell at once. 

I’m awfully pleased to have met you, 

and I’m hoping the other neighbours 

will be equally agreeable. There was 

a nice gentleman up here last night, 

but he didn’t seem to want to intrude.”

“That was my father,” said the Boy, 

“and he is a nice gentleman, and I’ll 

introduce you if you like.”

“Can’t you two come up here and dine 

tomorrow?” asked the dragon eagerly. 

“Only, of course, if you’ve got nothing 

better to do,” he added politely.

“Thanks awfully,” said the Boy, “but  

to tell you the truth, I’m afraid my 

mother might not approve of you.  

You see, there’s no getting over the 

fact that you’re a dragon, is there? 

You’re an enemy of the human race, 

you see!”

“Haven’t got an enemy in the world,” 

said the dragon cheerfully. “Too lazy 

to make ’em!”

“Oh, dear!” cried the Boy. “I wish you’d 

try and grasp the situation. When the 

other people find you out, they’ll come 

after you with spears and swords and 

all sorts of things. You’re a pest!”

“Not a word of truth in it,” said the 

dragon, wagging his head solemnly. 

“And now, there’s a little sonnet I was 

working on when you appeared …”

“Oh, if you won’t be sensible,” cried 

the Boy, “I’m going home. I can’t stop 

for sonnets; my mother’s sitting up. I’ll 

come again. Goodnight!”

The Boy found it fairly easy to set his 

parents’ minds at ease about his new 

friend. The shepherd was formally 

introduced to the dragon and many 

40
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Could you write a short poem about  

a dragon? Maybe you could enter it into our 

competition and see it in print in Storytime! 

SEE PAGE 48 FOR DETAILS. 

Competition!

Be part of the fun: 
www.storytimemagazine.com
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ARE YOU FEELING ADVENTUROUS?

Visit the desert 
with Gazelle Girl

www.storytimemagazine.com

Never miss a story:

Make pancakes with Pippi Longstocking!

Meet mysterious 
green children

MEET PEACH BOY! A hero  with added dumplings!

Pippi Longstocking, The Spider and the Fly,  
The Green Children of Woolpit and MORE!
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Coming  
in issue  27  

THE Rules*

Storytime
POETRY Competition

  Entrants must be aged 3 to 9.

 Your poem must be original.

  Your poem should be between 

12 and 20 lines long.

  To enter, photocopy or tear out 

the form opposite or download  

a form from storytimemagazine.

com/poetry-comp

  Email your entry form to:  

hello@storytimemagazine.com 

or post to: The Editor, Storytime, 

Studio 2B18, Southbank 

Technopark, London, SE1 6LN

  Closing date: Wednesday  

12 October, 2016. 

*For the rules in full, please visit: 

storytimemagazine.com/poetry-comp

ABOUT BRIAN MOSES  
Our judge, Brian Moses, knows  

a thing or two about poetry –  

he’s sold over one million 

books, given over 2,500 poetry 

performances, taught in schools  

all over the country, and he’s even 

written a poem for the Queen!

Your poem published  
in Storytime, PLUS  
win Brian Moses  

poetry books!

The prizes

See your poetry in print! Write a short poem about an animal 

(real or imaginary), impress our judge – the amazing children’s 

poet Brian Moses – and we’ll print the best entry in Storytime! 

Plus you’ll win a bundle of poetry books too! Get scribbling!

Our judge!

awesome Book bundle!

 
BRIAN’S TOP 3 TIPS! 
1.   Don’t feel you have to rhyme.  

 Repeat one or two words every  

 other line to give your poem rhythm.

2. Try to find something different to      

    say about your character. 

3. Surprise me!

Make friends with a dragon 

who refuses to do battle!Sing the big bad 

wolf a lullaby

The Budgie
Likes to Boogie 
by Brian Moses

Coming  
in issue  26  

25  
Brilliant  
Books to 

win!

2ND aNNiversary issue!

POETRY  

COMPETITION! 

see your poem  
iN priNt!
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 Fairy 
Cakes
I f you know a thing or two about fairies – and 

we’re sure you do – you’ll know that they 
can’t resist a sweet treat, especially cakes.

 

Storyteller’s Corner

Bonnie was a baker who lived at the edge of  

a wee village in the Scottish highlands. Her 

baking was so good, every morning, people 

queued outside her shop. Some travelled for 

many miles to buy her cakes and bread. By  

the afternoon, everything was gone. There  

was never even a crumb left for the fairies! 

    The fairies found this very frustrating, of  

 course. So much so that, one day, after  

 another unsuccessful attempt to steal  

 sticky buns from Bonnie’s shop, they      

  came up with a plan to kidnap her  

  and whisk her away to Fairyland,  

 so she could bake for them and  

     nobody else.

 



7

The fairies waited patiently for their 

moment, then one night, when Bonnie 

was delivering a birthday cake to a 

family on the other side of the village, 

they seized their chance. The fairies 

surrounded Bonnie and blew a magic 

sleeping potion into her eyes. 

Bonnie fell into a deep sleep and, 

when she woke up, she found herself 

in Fairyland, and the fairies were eating 

the birthday cake she had baked!

“What do you think you’re doing?”  

she cried. 

The fairy king fluttered over and bowed 

before her. “We don’t mean any harm,” 

he said. “It’s a fairy’s way to crave cake 

and sweets, and your baking is so 

good, but we never even get a morsel!

So we’ve decided you can stay here  

with us and be our baker instead.”

As you can imagine, Bonnie was quite 

shocked. She had a husband and a 

wee bairn at home, and she had no 

intention of leaving them. However, 

Bonnie was a clever lassie, so she 

knew just what to do to put an end to 

their fairy mischief.

“You poor things!” she said. “To think 

that I’ve been baking all these years 

and never thought to save you a 

crumb. Please forgive me! So, where 

do you keep your baking ingredients?”

The fairy king looked around, and the 

other fairies shrugged.



“Well, I can’t bake any cakes without 

the ingredients, so you’d better flutter 

off to my kitchen and bring them back 

for me. Here I’ll make you a list.”

Bonnie gave the fairies a long list and 

off they flitted to get what she needed. 

“Right,” said Bonnie, rolling up her 

sleeves. “Where’s your mixing bowl?”

The fairies brought their bowl over, 

but it was no bigger than a thimble! 

“That’s no good!” said Bonnie. “You’ll 

have to flutter off to my kitchen again 

– and, while you’re there, you can get 

my scales, my spatula, my wooden 

spoons and my whisk. Oh, and some 

baking tins too!”

The little fairies sighed at the thought 

of carrying such heavy things, but  

off they fluttered to get what Bonnie 

needed. When they returned, they 

were quite exhausted. 

Bonnie began to mix her ingredients, 

but soon looked troubled. “It’s no 

good,” she sighed. “I can’t get the 

rhythm of my stirring right without  

my kitten purring away beside me! 

Could you fetch my kitten, please?”

The fairies grumbled, but they were 

desperate for more cake, so off they 

fluttered to get her big fluffy kitten. 

When they brought it back, it sat 

beside Bonnie, purring away.
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   But Bonnie soon stopped stirring.  

   “No, I’m sorry. It’s not enough. I just  

    can’t get it right without my old dog  

  snoring beside me too. Could you 

get my dog for me please?”

The fairies moaned, but if a dog 

was all it took to finally get some 

of Bonnie’s delicious cake, they 

supposed it wasn’t too much to 

ask. Off they fluttered to fetch her 

dog. When they finally returned,  

it wagged its tail with excitement, 

then slumped at the baker’s side 

and began to snore.

Bonnie stirred for a while, then she   

 cried, “I’m sorry, but I can’t stir     

  while I’m worrying about my wee  

   bairn! Could you fetch him for me  

so I can check on him? Then I’ll be 

able to bake your cake for you!”

The fairies scowled, but as fairies love 

babies, they couldn’t refuse. Off they 

fluttered to fetch Bonnie’s sleeping 

baby. When they returned, the baby 

woke up and began to wail. His cry 

was deafening to tiny fairy ears, so 

Bonnie stopped stirring to calm him.

“Maybe you could get my husband?” 

suggested Bonnie over the wailing. 

“That way, he can cuddle the baby, 

while I stir and bake for you!”

The fairies fluttered away and, soon 

enough, they returned with Bonnie’s 

husband. He couldn’t believe his eyes! 

9
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When the baby saw his father and the strange surroundings of Fairyland, he 

began to wail even louder, then the dog started to bark and the kitten joined 

in, mewing and yowling. The fairies didn’t know what to do with themselves, but 

Bonnie carried on as though nothing had happened. She went on mixing and 

stirring the ingredients until they were ready to go in the oven.

“Right!” shouted Bonnie over the din. “It’s all ready now. Where’s your oven?”

The fairy king, who had been covering his ears until now, put his head in his 

hands. They really hadn’t thought this plan through at all – the fairies didn’t 

own an oven anywhere near big enough to bake Bonnie’s cake!

Bonnie smiled and winked at her husband. “Well, you’ll just have to take us all 

back home again and I’ll bake the cake for you there!”



The fairies thought this was a brilliant idea, so they took Bonnie, her husband, the 

baby, the dog, the kitten, all the kitchen utensils and the ingredients back to her 

kitchen, where they belonged! And they did it in a flash, as they were so desperate 

to be rid of all the noise, and get some sleep.

The next day, Bonnie baked them a cake, just as they’d asked, and it was the 

sweetest and most delicious thing they had ever tasted. When they had finished 

nibbling away at the crumbs, Bonnie said, “Do me a favour, my wee fairy friends.  

Next time you’d like me to bake a cake for you, just ask, will you?” 

So it was agreed. The fairies said they would never kidnap Bonnie again, and 

she would bake a cake for them whenever they needed it most – which, being 

fairies, turned out to be at least once a week! 

Bake some fairy cakes to eat as a treat when you read this story. Maybe you could decorate them with icing and sprinkles, so they look fit to share with the fairies? See our recipe  
on page 46.

Bake It!



Donkey Do,
Donkey Don't
One morning, a miller and his son got up at the crack of 

dawn and set off for the market in the next town, where 
they were planning to sell their donkey. 
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They hadn’t gone far when they passed some 

farmhands who were ploughing a field. As they 

walked by, the miller heard one of them say, 

“Look at those fools! Why have a donkey if  

you’re not going to ride it?”

"Good point!" thought the miller and, not wishing to 

look silly, he stopped and told his son to climb onto 

the donkey's back. When the boy was settled, they 

carried on their journey.

After a while, they met a group of old men, who were 

sitting around, chatting. As they strolled by, the miller and his 

son heard one of the men say to the others, “Well, would you look at that? 

Fancy that lazy young whippersnapper making his father walk beside  

him while he’s carried along like the king! No respect for his elders at all!”

The son turned beetroot red and, as quickly as he could, he got off the donkey 

and asked his father to take his seat instead. “Very well,” said the miller, and he 

climbed onto the donkey’s back and they continued on their way.

Further down the road, they passed a well, where some women were filling their  

buckets with water. The miller greeted the women politely, but as they wandered 

by, he heard one of them comment, “What kind of selfish father rides a donkey,  

    while his poor little son struggles to keep up with him?” 

 

      ‘O’Connor was standing beneath



The miller was so embarrassed that he wriggled around to make some room on 

the donkey and hauled his son up to sit in front of him. They went on their way 

like this for some time, plodding slowly along the road.

As they neared the town, they came to a man who was herding horses. 

“Hey! Is that your donkey?” called the man.

“Yes, sir!” smiled the miller, thinking he might have found a buyer.

“Two fellows like you should know better  

than to overload the poor beast like that,”  

said the man. “It must be exhausted! You  

should carry the donkey a while and see  

how it feels!” The man tutted with disgust  

and led his horses away.

The miller and the son climbed down  

from the donkey and stood there for  

a while, unsure what to do. 

“Father!” said the son. “Look! There’s a  

big branch there by the roadside. Why  

don’t we do as the man said? Let’s use  

some of our rope to tie the donkey’s legs  

to the branch and we can carry it between  

our shoulders!”

So that’s what the miller and his son did.  

They hoisted the donkey up into the air so  

that it dangled between the two of them, and  

the donkey didn’t like it one bit. It brayed and it  

honked all the way through the town to the market.  

People stopped and stared at the strange spectacle. 
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They looked at the miller and his son carrying an  

upside-down donkey, and they burst into laughter.  

“What fools!” they cried. “Who carries a donkey  

around when you could ride it?”

By this point, the donkey had well and truly had  

enough. It broke free of its ties, scrambled to its feet  

and bolted out of the market, never to be seen again!

The miller and his son lost their donkey that day, but they gained some wisdom …  

If you try to please everybody, you sometimes end up pleasing nobody at all! 
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How do you think the donkey felt about his journey? Write a donkey diary and explain where the donkey escaped to after it ran away.

Write It!



The Maiden 
and the Moon

In the far reaches of Siberia, where the wind blows colder than 
ice, there was once a beautiful young maiden who looked after 

a large herd of reindeer. 

She cared for them day and night, and though her job was lonely, she loved 

the reindeer very much – especially the oldest stag, who was thought to have 

magical powers. Sometimes, at night, when the wind was howling, she would 

calm the deer to sleep by playing her flute. The music she played was joyful and 

melodic and, one night, it travelled on the north wind all the way to the moon.

When the moon in the heavens heard the reindeer maiden’s sweet music, he 

realised how very lonely he was, and when he looked down and saw the maiden 

playing her flute, he decided he wouldn’t be happy until she was his wife.
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Word Wise
The tundra, where the reindeer live 
in this story, is a bare Arctic plain, 

where it’s too cold for trees to grow 
and the soil is permanently frozen. 
The only things that can grow there 

are moss, lichen and heather.

Around the World Tales



So the moon sailed down from the 

night sky and took on the form of a 

man. He walked across the tundra 

towards the maiden and her herd, with 

the intention of taking her away to live 

with him forever. 

When the magical stag saw the moon 

man, it knew why he had come and it 

wanted to protect the maiden. 

“Dear one,” said the stag. “The man 

approaching us is the moon, and he 

plans to take you away with him. 

Climb onto my back, quickly.”

So the reindeer maiden climbed 

onto the stag’s back and they hid in 

the middle of the large herd. Then, 

together, the animals ran as fast 

as they could across the tundra to 

get away from the moon. They only 

stopped when the stag thought they 

were safe. 

The maiden set up her small tent in 

the dark, moonless night. Just before 

she went to sleep, she played the 

reindeer another gentle tune on her 

flute, but the melody drifted on the 

breeze and the moon heard it. 
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He glided across the tundra again 

until he caught sight of their camp,  

but the stag sensed he was coming.

He went into the tent and nudged the 

sleeping maiden awake. “The moon  

is coming again,” he whispered. “I  

can use my magic to protect you,  

but you’ll need to use your wits too.”

The stag’s antlers began to glow as 

though they were lit up from within, 

and in a moment, the maiden was 

transformed into an oil lamp.

When the moon reached the tent,  

he opened it expecting to see his 

beloved maiden, but there was 

nobody there. He looked under 

the blanket and the pillow. He even 

looked inside an old sack, but there 

was nothing in the tent except for an 

old oil lamp. The maiden had gone.

Disappointed and confused, the moon 

walked away, but before he went too 

far, the maiden changed back into her 

proper form, and called, “Silly moon, 

didn’t you see me? I was right here!”

The moon rushed back to the tent, 

eager to grab the maiden and soar 

away into the sky, but when he looked 

inside, she was nowhere to be seen 

– there was just a blanket, a pillow,  

a sack and a lamp, as before. The 

moon ran through the reindeer, calling, 

“Maiden, don’t hide. I want to take you 

away!” But, again, he couldn’t find her.

He gave up once more but, as he was 

walking away, the maiden took on her 

own form again and called out to him, 



“Such a silly moon! Why can’t you  

see me? I’m right here in the tent!”

The moon raced to the tent, but when 

he looked inside, it was the same as 

before, with no maiden to be seen. By 

now, the moon felt weak from his long 

journey. In despair, he sat on the bed 

and put his head in his hands.

In that moment, the reindeer maiden 

changed into her true form, then she 

grabbed the sack and threw it over 

him, tying a tight knot in the top.

“I’ve caught you!” said the reindeer 

maiden, “and now you can stay here 

forever as my prisoner!”

“Oh, please don’t!” cried the moon. 

“It’s horrible in here. I don’t want to  

be held captive.”

“It’s not very nice, is it?” said the clever 

maiden. “And I don’t want to be held 

captive either. I want to stay with my 

reindeer herd. I want to be free to play 

my flute, and to see my family.”

“Please let me go!” wailed the moon.

“Only if you promise to leave me 

alone!” said the reindeer maiden.
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Learn About It!
This story comes from the 

Chukchi people of Siberia, who 
traditionally herd and hunt 

reindeer, and live in temperatures 
as cold as –50ºC. Some Chukchi 

people still live in round tents 
called yarangas. Can you find  
out more about the Chukchi?



“Oh, I promise!” said the moon, who was craving the freedom of the night sky. 

“How do I know that you’ll keep your word?” asked the maiden.

“If you let me go, I promise I will return to the sky and do my duty as the moon, 

and I will never bother you again,” sighed the moon.

The reindeer maiden released the moon and he floated up to the night sky, 

where he belonged. He kept his promise to the reindeer maiden, but he never 

forgot her – and sometimes when he thinks of the beautiful maiden and the 

sweet music she used to play, he becomes weak and thin with loneliness, and 

that is when you’ll see a crescent moon in the sky. 



The Fussy Princess
Once upon a time, there was a king who had a daughter who was 

more beautiful than all the stars put together, but she was also 
very proud and arrogant. 

Favourite Fairy Tales

The princess had many suitors but, much to the king’s frustration, she rejected every 

single one of them. One day, determined to help the princess find her perfect match, 

the king organised a grand banquet, inviting earls, barons, lords and princes from 

far and wide. “One of these men must be good enough for my daughter,” he thought.

On the evening of the banquet, the king, the queen and the fussy princess carefully 

watched their guests. The king pointed at a jolly-looking baron. “What about him?” 

 “Too podgy,” said the princess. “He looks like a barrel.”
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“What about him?” asked the king, 

pointing to a lean-looking lord.

“Too skinny,” said the princess. “I 

refuse to marry a beanpole!”

And so it went on. As the king pointed 

out each suitor, the princess found an 

insult. “Too short! Too pale! Too hairy!”

Finally, they reached the last man, a 

prince from a neighbouring land, who 

was sitting near them. By now, the king 

was so annoyed, he raised his voice. 

“And him?” he cried. 

The princess looked at the prince.  

He was very handsome, and he was 

neither too fat nor too thin. He had 

kind eyes and a lovely smile, and he 

had been polite all night. “This must 

be the one,” thought the king.

“No. He has a crumb in his beard,” 

said the princess, stubbornly. 

The king was enraged. “For goodness’ 

sake!” he cried. “You tell me you want 

to be married, but it seems that nobody 

is ever good enough for you. You’re 

mean to everyone you meet! How 

about marrying the first beggar who 

comes to the castle tomorrow? Hmm?” 

The king stormed out of the room and 

the princess smiled. She was sure that 

her father must be joking.

The next morning, after breakfast, a 

travelling minstrel came to the castle 

gates. He was singing a merry tune to 

earn a few pennies. When the king 

heard him he said, “Invite him in!”

The minstrel performed for the king, 

queen and princess and was very 

good. At the end of his song, the king 

said, “Excellent! You can have my 

daughter’s hand in marriage!” The 

minstrel was delighted at the news.

But the princess was horrified. “Father! 

You can’t be serious!” she wailed. 

However, the king was still very angry. 

“I did warn you!” he said.

The king summoned the chaplain, and 

ten minutes later, the fussy princess 

was married to the travelling minstrel.



The princess protested, but the king 

wouldn’t change his mind. “Good  

luck!” he said, and he ushered the 

newlyweds out of the castle. 

The minstrel and the shocked princess 

walked all day until they reached a 

small hut on the edge of a town in  

an unknown country.

“This is our home,” said the minstrel.

When the princess saw the little round 

hut with its thatched roof and sawdust 

all over the floor, she was dismayed.

“But where do your servants sleep? 

And the cook?” she asked.

“I don’t have servants or a cook! I’m 

just a poor minstrel!” he laughed. “Now, 

if you can get the fire going and boil 

some water, I’ll go to the market and 

find us some scraps to eat.”

But the princess had no idea how to 

start a fire, so when the minstrel came 

home, there was no boiling water. 

They ate raw potatoes for dinner.

The next day, the minstrel took his lute 

and got ready to head out to work. 

“You can’t just leave me here!” said 

the princess. “How am I supposed to 

entertain myself? I usually have court 

jesters and musicians to amuse me!”

“I’m sure you’ll find a way to amuse 

yourself!” he said, and he left for work.

The princess stamped her foot on the 

floor and a cloud of dust billowed up 

around her. So she grabbed a broom 

and began to sweep but, as she’d 

never cleaned a house before, the hut 

ended up looking even messier than 

before she started!
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When the minstrel came home later, 

the princess was covered in dirt and 

the hut wasn’t much better.  

“Perhaps I ought to show you how  

to look after yourself,” he smiled.

That night, he taught the princess how 

to get a fire going and how to prepare 

vegetables. Together, they cooked a 

measly stew and went to bed hungry.

The next day, when the minstrel was 

about to leave, the princess cried, 

“Don’t leave me! What will I do?”

“I have a friend who makes pots,” he 

said. “Why not go to the market today 

and see if you can sell them?”

“What if somebody recognises me?” 

gasped the princess.

“What if they do?” said the minstrel. 

“Would you rather people make fun  

of you – or starve?”

So the princess found a spot in the 

market, and set up her stall – and she 

did well. She was so charming, people 

were more than willing to buy her pots. 

However, in the afternoon, one of the 

king’s soldiers came galloping by and 

crashed into the stall, smashing the 

pots to pieces. The princess burst into 

tears. “How will I make money now 

you’ve ruined all the pots?”

The soldier apologised. “Please stop 
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crying. They need a new maid in the 

palace kitchens. Come with me and I’ll 

put in a good word for you.”

The princess went with the soldier and 

she got a job as a kitchen maid. She 

worked hard all afternoon and, when 

she got home, she had a few pennies 

to share with the minstrel. That night, 

they ate a little better and the princess 

even managed to get a fire started.

For several weeks, the princess toiled  

in the palace kitchens and brought 

home a small wage and, sometimes, 

she even had leftovers for them to eat. 

One day, when she got to work, the 

kitchen was buzzing with excitement. 

“What’s happening?’ she asked.

“The prince is getting married tonight!” 

said the cook. “We don’t even know 

who the bride is. It’s going to be busy 

today, my dear!”

The cook was right. The kitchen was  

a blur of chopping, peeling, icing, 

decorating, and preparing fine dishes. 

The princess didn’t sit down all day.

At last, the celebrations began upstairs. 

The princess was about to leave when 

the cook cried, “Lawks! We’ve forgotten 

the sauce. Do me a favour, dear, and 

take this up, will you? There’s a velvet 

curtain behind the banqueting table. 

Just peep through that and you’ll catch 

the eye of a waiter.”

The princess took the sauce upstairs 

and peeped through the curtain. 
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When she saw the room all                   lit up, and all the beautiful
people dancing, she felt                         overcome with sadness.



When she saw the room all                   lit up, and all the beautiful

Hidden Treasures
There are five goblets of champagne hiding 

in this picture. Can you spot them all?

people dancing, she felt                         overcome with sadness.



“What a proud and foolish person I was to lose all this,” said the tired, ragged 

princess, and a heavy tear rolled down her cheek. 

Just then, she caught the eye of a handsome man dressed in fine velvet and silk. 

It was the same prince she had foolishly rejected at her own banquet for having  

a crumb in his beard! He walked towards her and, before she could run away, he 

took her by the hand and pulled her onto the dance floor.

“Please dance with me,” he asked, and he bowed before her.

But the princess refused. How could she dance at a royal wedding when she was 

nothing but a lowly kitchen maid in rags? As she tried to dart around the prince, 

she slopped sauce all down her apron. Then she noticed that it had suddenly 

gone very quiet. The music had stopped and some of the guests were pointing  

at her and sniggering. Her cheeks burnt red with embarrassment, but the prince 

took her gently by the wrist again.

“Let me go,” she begged him.

“Don’t you recognise me?” he asked.

 

Sing It!  
Make up your own minstrel song to entertain everyone!  

Start with the words: “I once met a king and his name was ...” 



“Yes, you were at my father’s banquet,” cried the princess, pulling away from him. 

“I rejected you because you had a crumb in your beard. I was proud and foolish 

then! I behaved badly. I’m so sorry. Forgive me, but please let me go!”

The prince smiled. “I’m also the minstrel who’s been living with you – I have been 

wearing a disguise – and it was I who arranged for you to work here. I wanted to 

teach you a lesson, after you were so mean to me, but I love you and I’m sorry.”

The princess looked at Prince Crumb-in-the-Beard in disbelief, then she blushed 

with shame. She vowed to herself that she would never be proud or fussy again.

“And now,” smiled the prince, “this is our true wedding, if you’ll accept me as your 

husband. Will you marry me?”

The princess was stunned, but she agreed. The maids in waiting swept her away 

to dress her in something a little more splendid than a ragged dress and a 

sauce-covered apron. When she returned, everyone clapped and cheered. 

And that is how a fussy princess and a prince with a crumb in his beard found love! 
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Jack Frost
T he door was shut, as doors should be,

Before you went to bed last night;

Yet Jack Frost  has got in, you see,

And left your window silver white.

By Gabriel Setoun

He must have waited till you slept;

And not a single word he spoke,

But pencilled o’er the panes and crept

Away again before you woke.

And now you cannot see the hills

Nor fields that stretch beyond the lane;

But there are fairer things than these

His fingers traced on every pane.
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Rocks and castles towering high;

Hills and dales, and streams and fields;

And knights in armour riding by,

With nodding plumes and shining shields.

And here are little boats, and there

Big ships with sails spread to the breeze;

And yonder, palm trees waving fair

On islands set in silver seas.

Poems and Rhymes



Rocks and castles towering high;

Hills and dales, and streams and fields;

And knights in armour riding by,

With nodding plumes and shining shields.



For, creeping softly underneath

The door when all the lights are out,

Jack Frost takes every breath you breathe,

And knows the things you think about.

He paints them on the windowpane

In fairy lines with frozen steam;

And when you wake you see again

The lovely things you saw in dream.

And butterflies with gauzy wings;

And herds of cows and flocks of sheep;

And fruit and flowers and all the things

You see when you are sound asleep.
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Did You  
Know?

Many cultures around the world 
have their own version of Jack 

Frost. In Russia, he’s Father 
Frost; in Norse mythology, he’s 

the frost giant, Jokul; and in 
Germany, he’s Frau Holle  

– Old Mother Frost!



 The Lady  
of the Lake

N ot long after good King Arthur had 
been crowned ruler of England, he 

was travelling with the wizard Merlin 
when a jealous knight attacked him.

Arthur didn’t have the sword he had 

previously pulled from a stone, as wise 

Merlin had asked him to leave it behind 

to remind everyone of their new king’s 

power. So, alas, the young king only 

had an old sword for battle – and his 

enemy was tall and strong, and highly 

skilled with a blade. 

As the knight rained crushing blows 

down on Arthur, the boy fought back 

bravely and, though he was nimble on 

his feet, he wasn’t yet strong enough  

to see off his enemy. During the fight, 

Arthur’s sword was snapped in two. If it 

hadn’t been for Merlin stepping in and 

using his magic to put the knight in a
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deep sleep, Arthur would surely have been killed. His wounds were so severe, 

Merlin carried him to his horse and took him deep into the forest, where an old 

hermit used herbs and magic to help Arthur recover from his injuries.

When Arthur was healed, he thanked both the hermit and Merlin, but he was still 

troubled, “How can I rule over England when I don’t even own a good sword?  

My old sword was broken in the battle – now I have nothing to protect myself!”

Merlin thought for a while. “I think I can help, sire. Ride with me and you may 

soon have a special sword indeed.”

Arthur and Merlin rode for many days until they came to a great lake. It was so 

misty, it was almost impossible to see across to the other side.

       “Be patient,” whispered Merlin, and as he stood there, the  

    mist gradually lifted. In the centre of the lake, a pale 

hand emerged from the water holding a sword 

with a bright and dazzling blade, and  

a jewelled hilt. Arthur gasped.
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“Look,” said Arthur, pointing at a foggy shape that was coming towards them from 

across the lake. As the shape drew closer, Arthur could see it was a woman. She 

seemed to be gliding on the surface, and her robe looked as if it was made of 

water, flowing down and ending in a lacy froth of bubbles. She sparkled all over 

like sunlight glinting on the surface of the lake.

Arthur could not stop staring at her. As she neared them, he whispered to Merlin,  

“Who is she?”

“This is Nimue,” said Merlin. “She is the Lady of the Lake. When she reaches us, 

ask her courteously and she may give you the sword.”

Nimue reached the edge of the lake and Arthur bowed before her. 

“Fair maiden, it is an honour to meet you.”

“As it is for me, King Arthur,” said Nimue in a sing-song voice.

“May I ask who owns that magnificent sword?” asked Arthur. “I have lost my  

weapon and would dearly love to own such a fine sword.”
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Nimue smiled at him. “That sword belongs to me, King Arthur. Step into the boat 

over there and you may have it.”

Arthur spotted a little rowing boat moored at the edge of the lake, which he hadn’t 

noticed before. He looked nervously at Merlin, and stepped into the boat.

Arthur steered it through the misty water and, as he did so, he was sure he could 

hear voices gently singing. When he reached the sword, he saw that it also had  

a scabbard, encrusted with gleaming jewels. The hand that held the sword was 

whiter than snow and entwined in a tangle of lily vines. When Arthur took the 

sword and scabbard, the hand sank slowly beneath the surface of the water. He 

watched it disappear, then rowed back to the edge of the lake and Merlin. 

The Lady of the Lake had disappeared, and Arthur felt sad that she was gone.  

As he gazed at the spectacular sword and scabbard, Merlin said, “This sword  

is known as Excalibur and it will serve you well, but tell me, which do you like 

better – the sword or its scabbard?”

“The sword, of course,” said Arthur.

“Well, you would be wiser to like the scabbard. It has been enchanted by Nimue 

and, as long as it is with you, you will never lose a drop of blood or suffer injury.”

Arthur was amazed by his good fortune and the magical sights he had just seen. 

He attached the jewelled scabbard to his belt. As he looked down at Excalibur 

once more to admire it, he noticed it was finely engraved. 
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On one side of the blade it read, ‘Take Me’ 

and on the other side, ‘Cast Me Away’.

“What does it mean?” asked Arthur.

“You have taken the sword, and it will now 

help you lead your country to greatness,” 

explained Merlin. “But one day, you will 

have to cast it away. However, that day is 

far away and you have much good work  

to do first.”

Arthur slid Excalibur into its scabbard and, 

for the first time since he had been  

proclaimed ruler  

of the land, he  

truly felt like a  

king. He rode  

away from the  

mysterious lake  

with Merlin at his  

side, on to his  

next adventure. 

In Arthurian legend, 

Nimue, the Lady of 
the Lake, lived on 
the isle of Avalon 
– a mythical island, 
which was once 
believed to be  
in Glastonbury,  
England. In another 
story, Merlin fell in 
love with Nimue 
and taught her all 
his secret magic.



E very afternoon, on the way home from school, the children used 
to go and play in the Giant’s garden.

Brilliant Books

It was a lovely big garden, with soft green grass. Here and there stood beautiful 

flowers like stars, and there were twelve peach trees that in springtime broke out 

into delicate blossoms of pink and pearl, and in the autumn bore rich fruit. The 

birds sat on the trees and sang so sweetly that the children used to stop their 

games to listen to them. “How happy we are here!” they cried to each other. 

 

 

by Oscar Wilde
The Selfish Giant



But one day the Giant, who had been away for seven years, decided to come 

home again. When he arrived, he saw the children playing in his garden.

“What are you doing there?” he shouted in a gruff voice, and the children were  

so frightened, they ran away as quickly as they could.

“My own garden is my own garden,” said the Giant. “Anyone can understand that, 

and I will allow nobody to play in it but myself!” So he built a high wall all round 

it, and put up a noticeboard which said: TRESPASSERS WILL BE PROSECUTED.

He was a very selfish Giant.

Now the poor children had nowhere to play. They tried to play on the road, but  

it was very dusty and full of hard stones, and they didn’t like it. So, instead, they 

wandered round the high wall when their lessons were over, and talked about 

the beautiful garden inside. “How happy we were there,” they said to each other.
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SPOT IT!Can you spot these three 
objects? Tick the box when 

you’ve found them all!



Then the spring came, and all over 

the country there were little blossoms 

and little birds. Only in the garden of 

the Selfish Giant it was still winter! 

The birds didn’t care to sing in it as 

there were no children, and the trees 

forgot to blossom. Once a beautiful 

flower put its head out from the grass, 

but when it saw the noticeboard, it 

felt so sorry for the children that it 

slipped back into the ground again, 

and went to sleep. 

The only people who were pleased 

were the Snow and the Frost. “Spring 

has forgotten this garden,” they cried, 

“so we will live here all year round.” 

The Snow covered up the grass with 

her great white cloak, and the Frost 

painted all the trees silver. Then they 

invited the North Wind to stay with 

them, and he came too. He was 

wrapped in furs, and he roared all 

day about the garden, blowing the 

chimney pots down. 

“This is a delightful spot,” he said. 

“We must ask the Hail to visit.” So the 

Hail came. Every day for three hours 

he rattled on the roof of the Giant’s 

castle till he broke most of the slates, 

and then he ran round the garden as 

fast as he could. He was dressed in 

grey, and his breath was like ice.

Enter our latest 

competition to win 

a book of more 

brilliant short 

stories by Oscar 

Wilde! See page  

50 for details.

       W
IN!



“I cannot understand why the spring  

is so late in coming,” sighed the Selfish 

Giant, as he sat at his window and 

looked out at his cold, white garden.  

“I hope the weather will change.”

But the spring never came, nor the 

summer. The autumn gave golden  

fruit to every garden, but to the Giant’s 

garden she gave none. 

“He is too selfish,” she said. 

So it was always winter there, and the 

North Wind and the Hail, and the Frost 

and the Snow, danced about through 

the trees. 

One morning, the Giant was lying 

awake in bed when he heard some 

lovely music. It sounded so sweet to 

his ears that he thought it must be the 

king’s musicians passing by. It was 

really only a little linnet singing by  

his window, but it was so long since 

he had heard a bird sing in his garden 

that it seemed to him to be the most 

beautiful music in the world. Then the 

Hail stopped dancing over his head, 

and the North Wind ceased roaring, 

and a delicious perfume came to him 

through the window. 

“I believe the spring has come at last,” 

said the Giant, and he jumped out of 

bed and looked out.
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What did he see?

He saw a most wonderful sight. 

Through a little hole in the wall the 

children had crept in, and they were 

sitting in the branches of the trees.  

In every tree that he could see there 

was a little child. And the trees were 

so glad to have the children back 

again they had covered themselves 

with blossoms, and were waving their 

arms gently above the children’s 

heads. The birds were flying about 

and twittering with delight, and the 

flowers were looking up through  

the green grass and laughing.

It was a lovely scene – only in one 

corner it was still winter. It was the 

farthest corner of the garden, and in  

it was standing a little boy. He was  

so small that he could not reach up  

to the branches of the tree, and he 

was wandering all round it, crying 

bitterly. The poor tree was still quite 

covered with frost and snow, and the 

North Wind was blowing and roaring 

above it. “Climb up, little boy!” said 

the tree, and it bent its branches 

down as low as it could, but the  

boy was too tiny.

The Giant’s heart melted. “How selfish 

I have been!” he said. “Now I know 

why the spring wouldn’t come here.  

I will put that poor little boy on the top 

of the tree, and then I will knock down 

the wall, and my garden shall be the 

children’s playground for ever and 

ever.” He was really very sorry for 

what he had done.

So he crept downstairs and opened 

the front door quite softly, and went 

out into the garden. But when the 

children saw him, they were so 

frightened they all ran away, and  

the garden became winter again. 

Only the little boy didn’t run, for his 

eyes were so full of tears that he 

didn’t see the Giant coming. And the 

Giant stole up behind him and took 

him gently in his hand, and put him  

up into the tree. And the tree broke  

at once into blossom, and the birds 

came and sang on it, and the little  

boy stretched out his arms and flung 

them round the Giant’s neck, and 

kissed him. And the other children, 

when they saw that the Giant was  

not wicked any longer, came running 

back, and with them came the spring. 

“It is your garden now, little children,” 

said the Giant, and he took a great 

axe and knocked down the wall. 

And when the people were going to 

market at twelve o’clock they found 

42



43



44

the Giant playing with the children in 

the most beautiful garden they had 

ever seen.

All day long they played, and in the 

evening they came to the Giant to  

bid him goodbye.

“But where is your little companion?” 

he said. “The boy I put into the tree.” 

“We don’t know,” the children 

answered. “He has gone away.”

“You must tell him to be sure and come 

here tomorrow,” said the Giant. But the 

children said that they did not know 

where he lived, and had never seen 

him before. The Giant felt very sad.

Every afternoon, when school was 

over, the children came and played 

with the Giant. But the little boy whom 

the Giant loved was never seen again. 

The Giant was kind to all the children, 

yet he longed for his first little friend, 

and often spoke of him. “How I would 

like to see him!” he used to say.

Years went by, and the Giant grew old 

and feeble. He could not play about 

any more, so he sat in a huge armchair, 

and watched the children. 

“I have many beautiful flowers,” he 

often said, “but the children are the 

most beautiful flowers of all.”

And in winter, when it was too cold to 

play, the Giant didn’t feel sad, because 

he knew that winter was merely the 

spring asleep, and that the beautiful 

flowers were resting. 
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Bake cakes fit for the fairies, go on an Arthurian quest, pretend 
you’re Jack Frost, and solve our story-themed puzzles!

THE GianT’s 
GardEn

1

The words wind, Hail, 
frosT, snow and 
sprinG are hiding in 
the Selfish Giant’s 
garden. Can you spot 
them? Tick this box when 
you’ve found them!
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Playb   xPlayb   x
StorytimeStorytime

2
When the moon thinks of the maiden and feels lonely in 
our Around the World Tale, what shape does he become?

Quick  
Quiz!

a. Full Moon

b. Half Moon

c. crescent Moon



Only two of the pots on the Fussy Princess’s pot stall  
are identical. Can you circle them?4

BAKE FAiry cAKEs!
Ask a grown-up!

Attract the fairies to your kitchen with our easy-to-make  
and easy-to-remember recipe for fairy cakes.

3

•	 Preheat	your	oven	to	gas	mark	5	or	190ºC/375ºF	and		
line	a	fairy	cake,	or	cupcake	tin,	with	paper	cases.	

•	 Cream	the	butter	and	caster	sugar	until	they’re		
light	and	fluffy.	

•	 Lightly	beat	the	eggs	and	add	them	to	the	mixture,		
along	with	the	vanilla	extract.	Mix	it	all	together.	

•	 Sift	in	the	flour	and	fold	it	in.

•	 If	the	mixture	isn’t	soft	enough	to	drop	off	a	spoon,		
add	a	tablespoon	of	milk	and	stir	it	in.	

•	 Spoon	the	cake	mixture	into	the	cases.	You	might	have		
enough	to	bake	more	than	12	fairy	cakes.	

•	 Bake	for	12	to	20	minutes	until	they’re	a	light	golden	brown.	

•	 Let	them	cool	in	the	tin	for	a	few	minutes	before	moving		
them	to	a	cooling	rack.		

YOU NEED:

	125g	plain	flour

	125g	caster	sugar

		2	medium	eggs

	1	tsp	vanilla	extract

		125g	self-raising	flour

	1	tbsp	milk	(optional)

TiP!  Decorate your fairy cakes with our sweet fairy cake toppers!  
Download them from storytimemagazine.com/free
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Answers: 2. Quick Quiz – C; 4. Princess Pots – B and F; 6. Animal Magic – Butterflies, 

Donkey, Horse, Kitten, Bird, Reindeer.

ANIMAL  
MAGIC

Frost 
Art

Match the halves  
of words to make  
the names of six 
animals in this  
issue. write  
your answers  
in the box.
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Imagine you’re Jack Frost – just like in our poem – 
making icy pictures on a window. Draw something 
wonderful and wintry here!
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How to Play

            Print out our    Excalibur Game Counters,   Question Cards and Excalibur     Sword Colouring Sheet at   storytimemagazine.com/free

Are you as brave and heroic as Arthur? Do you have 

what it takes to claim the mighty sword, Excalibur? 

Play this game and you’ll soon find out.

QUEST FOR
EXCALIBUR!

You need four players, a dice and our Question Cards  

to play this game. You can print off our Excalibur Game 

Counters, Question Cards and some cool Excalibur 

Sword Colouring from storytimemagazine.com/free.  

The aim of the game is to be the first person to reach 

the sword in the centre of the lake.

 Players choose a Game Counter each and place  

it on their ‘Start’ square. 

 Player 1 rolls the dice and follows these instructions:

- Roll a 1 or 2, stay put until your next turn.

- Roll a 3 or 4, roll again.

-  Roll a 5 or 6, the Lady of the Lake appears  

and gives you permission to take Excalibur.  

Start moving forward on your next turn.

  Once a player has permission from the Lady of the 

Lake, on following turns, he or she moves the counter 

forward the correct number of spaces. 

  If you land on a Question square, pick a Question 

Card from the pile. If you answer correctly, move 

forward 1 space. If you get it wrong, miss a turn. 

  The first player to reach the centre of the board  

wins Excalibur! Print it off and colour it in from 

storytimemagazine.com/free.
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Stack them here!



We’re celebrating a year of brilliant books, so here are some of our 
favourites from 2016. Plus, don’t miss our latest competition!

Top 3 Reads!  Book of The YeaR!
2016 has been a great year for picture 
books, many with heartfelt messages, 
but we’ve plumped for a book that’s pure 
funny: You Must Bring a Hat by Simon 
Philip and illustrated by Kate Hindley. 
We believe funny stories inspire kids  
to read more – and the combination  
of words and pictures in this book is  
just hilarious. In it, 
there’s an invitation 
to the biggest, 
bestest, hattiest 
party of all time 
– but what do 
you do if you 
don’t own a hat?

STORY MAGIC

WIN!

If you’re looking for a last-minute gift, these 
three books offer warmth, magic, laughter 
and more. Highly recommended!

 The Storm Whale in Winter by Benji Davies 
In the follow-up to the brilliant debut, The Storm 
Whale, it’s snowy and icy outside, and Noi is 
worried about his little whale friend, but it turns 
out that it’s Noi who needs help. A warm and 
lovely tale of friendship. (Simon & Schuster)

 The Wish Tree by Kyo Maclear and Chris 
Turnham A little boy and his trusty toboggan  
set off on a wintry adventure to discover a wish 
tree – and end up helping a menagerie of 
adorable woodland animals along the way. 
(Abrams & Chronicle)

 Hug This Book! by Barney Saltzberg and 
Fred Benaglia A picture book for people  
who love books! On every page, colourful 
illustrations and playful words encourage  
you to interact with the book. Imaginative,  
fun and one to treasure. (Phaidon) 
 Win a book of fantastic short stories 

by Oscar Wilde! All you have to do 

to enter is answer our question at: 

storytimemagazine.com/win. Good luck!

CoMPeTITIoN!
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The magic happens here!

The moon falls 

madly in love

The Fussy Princess
Once upon a time, there was a king who had a daughter who was 

more beautiful than all the stars put together, but she was also 

very proud and arrogant. 

Favourite Fairy Tales

The princess had many suitors but, much to the king’s frustration, she rejected every 

single one of them. One day, determined to help the princess find her perfect match, 

the king organised a grand banquet, inviting earls, barons, lords and princes from 

far and wide. “One of these men must be good enough for my daughter,” he thought.

On the evening of the banquet, the king, the queen and the fussy princess carefully 

watched their guests. The king pointed at a jolly-looking baron. “What about him?” 

 “Too podgy,” said the princess. “He looks like a barrel.”
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“Look,” said Arthur, pointing at a foggy shape that was coming towards them from 

across the lake. As the shape drew closer, Arthur could see it was a woman. She 

seemed to be gliding on the surface, and her robe looked as if it was made of 

water, flowing down and ending in a lacy froth of bubbles. She sparkled all over 

like sunlight glinting on the surface of the lake.

Arthur could not stop staring at her. As she neared them, he whispered to Merlin,  

“Who is she?”

“This is Nimue,” said Merlin. “She is the Lady of the Lake. When she reaches us, 

ask her courteously and she may give you the sword.”

Nimue reached the edge of the lake and Arthur bowed before her. 

“Fair maiden, it is an honour to meet you.”

“As it is for me, King Arthur,” said Nimue in a sing-song voice.

“May I ask who owns that magnificent sword?” asked Arthur. “I have lost my  

weapon and would dearly love to own such a fine sword.”

deep sleep, Arthur would surely have been killed. His wounds were so severe, 

Merlin carried him to his horse and took him deep into the forest, where an old 

hermit used herbs and magic to help Arthur recover from his injuries.

When Arthur was healed, he thanked both the hermit and Merlin, but he was still 

troubled, “How can I rule over England when I don’t even own a good sword?  

My old sword was broken in the battle – now I have nothing to protect myself!”

Merlin thought for a while. “I think I can help, sire. Ride with me and you may 

soon have a special sword indeed.”

Arthur and Merlin rode for many days until they came to a great lake. It was so 

misty, it was almost impossible to see across to the other side.

       “Be patient,” whispered Merlin, and as he stood there, the  

    mist gradually lifted. In the centre of the lake, a pale 

hand emerged from the water holding a sword 

with a bright and dazzling blade, and  

a jewelled hilt. Arthur gasped.
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   HELPING LITTLE IMAGINATIONS GROW!

Dance with a 
woodland fairy

www.storytimemagazine.com

For free resources visit:

And help us pull out  
an Enormous Turnip!

Make friends with  
a royal elephant

                                                               “O
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WIN  
Brilliant  
Books!

NO ADVERTS!

    NEW!  
 Welcome to       
  our special  
  poem zoo!

Coming  in issue  30  

NO ADVERTS!

PLUS MORE GREAT STORIES INSIDE!  The Enormous Turnip, The Salmon of 
Knowledge, King Duck and PUZZLES!

For, creeping softly underneath

The door when all the lights are out,

Jack Frost takes every breath you breathe,

And knows the things you think about.

He paints them on the windowpane

In fairy lines with frozen steam;

And when you wake you see again

The lovely things you saw in dream.

And butterflies with gauzy wings;

And herds of cows and flocks of sheep;

And fruit and flowers and all the things

You see when you are sound asleep.
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Did You  
Know?

Many cultures around the world 

have their own version of Jack 

Frost. In Russia, he’s Father 

Frost; in Norse mythology, he’s 

the frost giant, Jokul; and in 

Germany, he’s Frau Holle  

– Old Mother Frost!

King Arthur meets the misty, 

mysterious Lady of the Lake
A fussy princess 

learns a lesson

Win  
Brilliant  

Books!

Coming  in issue  29  


