
TMStorytime

33 Romulus and Remus, Tom the Piper’s Son,  
a Lonely Leopard, a Magical Frog and BINGO!

3
3

9
77

20
55

63
90

09
>

IS
SN

 2
05

5-
63

90

Issue 33 
 £3.99The Golden Goose

No Adverts!

MONkey MayheM! Don’t 
miss our latest funny fable!
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Favourite Fairy Tales

The Golden Goose 
Fritz and his goose with  
golden feathers attract  
some unwanted attention!

Read happily ever after...

Around the World Tales

39The Frog and the Condor
A frog’s kindness is repaid, in 
a magical story from Peru.

6
Famous Fables

The Dancing Monkeys 
Performing monkeys in the 
prince’s court – what could 
possibly go wrong?

Storytime Playbox

45Monkey around with our art 
project, beat our brain-teasers, 
search for spots, and try your 
hand at Flamingo Bingo!

Storyteller’s Corner

18Half a Blanket 
     An old Irish folk tale with  
     a warm heart.

Story Magic

Two top picture books to look 
out for this month, brilliant 
bears, and a competition! 50

Myths and Legends 

33Romulus and Remus
An ancient legend about how 
the city of Rome began. 

Alphabet Zoo: F 
Fandango with a flamingo, and 
meet more animals beginning 
with the letter F!

Poems and Rhymes

31

Tom, Tom, the Piper’s Son 
Let’s go over the hills and far 
away with Tom!

Poems and Rhymes

11
Tales from Today

The Leopard that Lost  
her Spots
By Beatriz Poyton. Is a leopard still  
a leopard if it doesn’t have spots?
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The Dancing 
Monkeys

You’ve probably seen a trained dog do funny things, but have 
you ever seen a trained monkey? Well, it’s a sight to behold! 

There was once a prince who was so wealthy, he could have anything he 

desired for his entertainment. Jesters, jugglers, jiggers and high jumpers:  

he had seen them all. He’d watched fire-eaters, stilt-walkers, trapeze artists 

and even a man with a beard of bees. He’d heard every singer, laughed at 

every joke, and marvelled at every magic trick… and he was bored.

“Is that all there is?” he yawned, as the court ballerinas swirled and  

twirled, performing a dance they had created especially for him. “Must  

I really watch more of this nonsense?” 

Famous Fables
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The prince’s chief advisor dismissed 

the dancers and they tiptoed away 

with tears in their eyes.

“I want to see something new!” cried 

the prince. “Something nobody has 

ever seen. Something that isn’t boring!”

“Yes, Sire. Anything, Sire,” said the chief 

advisor, nodding and bowing. “I’ll see 

to it straight away, Sire.”

“See that you do!” said the prince.

Now, as luck would have it, when the 

chief advisor was walking through  

 

 

the market that afternoon, he spotted  

a large crowd of people gathered 

around a troop of dancing monkeys. 

The crowd was howling with laughter. 

They whooped and clapped along  

with the monkeys’ performance.

The monkeys waltzed around in a 

circle, then took it in turns to show  

off their own special dance moves. 

They were amazing. Spectacular!  

So human! Even the prince’s advisor 

couldn’t stop laughing and clapping.

“This,” he thought, “is exactly what  

the prince needs.” 
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At the end of the monkeys’ show, he 

approached their trainer – a young  

girl who was gathering up handfuls  

of coins from the crowd.

“Young lady, I will pay you five times 

whatever you have there if you bring 

your dancing monkeys to the palace 

tomorrow, and perform for the prince!”

“The prince!” said the girl. “It would be 

an honour, but are you sure you want 

wild monkeys in the palace?”

“They don’t look very wild to me; they 

look almost human,” said the advisor. 

“The prince will love them, I’m sure. 

Come tomorrow evening.”

The young girl agreed and the chief 

advisor returned to the palace, feeling 

very pleased with himself. 

That night and all through the next 

day, he teased the prince about the 

evening’s entertainment.

“It’s a special surprise, Sire,” he said, 

chuckling away. “Just you wait.”

The prince, who thought he had seen 

everything there was to see, doubted  

it would be as exciting as promised.  

He sighed miserably. 

But the prince was wrong. When the 

dancing monkeys moved and grooved 

their way into the court, dressed in 

colourful silks and bright hats, he 

hooted with laughter.

They tap danced and waltzed and 

leapt around the room. They were  

as good as humans, if not better,  

and they were a lot funnier! 
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All the time, the prince applauded. It 

was the best thing he had ever seen. 

“More! More!” he shouted, when the 

monkeys had finished, but the girl told 

the advisor that the monkeys were tired 

and needed to rest, so he booked them 

again for the following evening. 

News spread fast of the monkeys’ 

magnificent dance routines and the

next day, the court was packed with 

palace workers. Even the ballerinas 

came to see the performance.

This time, the monkeys had a new 

routine. The prince had never been  

so entertained or impressed. He 

tapped his feet, clapped his hands 

along to the music and grinned from 

ear to ear. His chief advisor couldn’t 

have been more delighted.

9



But the ballerinas were annoyed. “We train for eight hours a day  

to entertain the prince and he’d rather watch a troop of monkeys!” said one. 

“Let’s see how well they dance when they see this.” And she took some nuts  

and fruit from the banqueting table and threw them onto the floor.

At once, the monkeys stopped dancing, tore off their clothes and launched 

themselves at the food. You could hardly hear the music over their excited 

screeches. One monkey stole a banana and swung from the chandelier to eat 

it, and another decided to eat his fruity feast while sitting on the prince’s head!

The prince was horrified and the chief advisor ran into the monkey muddle  

to try to calm them down. But the audience just laughed – especially the 

mischievous ballerinas.

Even their trainer laughed. You see, she was wise  

enough to know that no matter how well you train  

an animal, it is still wild at heart. 

  

Answer: There are eight monkeys.

How many monkeys  

can you see on this  

page? Write your  

answer here.

 
Count It!



Tom, Tom,
the Piper’s Son

T  om, Tom, the piper’s son,

He learned to play when he was young,

But the only tune that he could play

         Was ‘Over the hills and far away’.

 

This is a great tune to sing along to – it doesn’t matter 
if you don’t know the tune, just make it up! Get out a 
recorder or slide whistle too, and play along with Tom.

MAKE IT MUSICAL!

Tom with his pipe made such a noise, 

He entertained the girls and boys, 

Everyone stopped to hear him play,       

‘Over the hills and far away’.

Poems and Rhymes
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As Dolly milked her cow one day,  

Tom with his pipe began to play. 

Dolly and cow danced round and round, 

Till milk fell pouring on the ground.

Tom played his pipe with such great skill

Those who heard him couldn’t keep still.  

The lords and ladies began to prance,  

And pigs on trotters joined the dance.

Three top hats blew 
off while everyone 
was dancing. Can 

you find them in the 
picture? Tick this 
box when you’ve 
found them all.

SPOT IT!



As Dolly milked her cow one day,  

Tom with his pipe began to play. 

Dolly and cow danced round and round, 

Till milk fell pouring on the ground.

Came Dame Trot with a basket of eggs,  

Tom used his pipe; she used her legs.  

She danced about till the eggs all broke, 

Then waltzed away, laughing at the joke. 

Over the hills, and a great way off,

Where the wind will blow your top hat off.   

Over the hills and far away,

Hear Tom the piper’s son still play. 

13



The Leopard that 
Lost her Spots

Once, on the plains of Africa, some jungle animals were 
lining up ready to race. There was a hippopotamus, an 

ostrich, a tiger and a leopard. 

14

By Beatriz Poyton

The tiger roared and the race began! All the animals ran as fast as they  

could, but soon the tiger and the leopard were fighting for first place. The  

leopard was so determined to win, she ran faster than she had ever run  

 

Tales from Today
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before. She even ran faster than her 

own spots, which went flying off. The 

leopard was so busy watching her 

spots zoom away that the tiger 

overtook her and won the race!

The poor leopard crossed the finish 

line last and, when she got there, 

nobody recognised her without her 

spots – except for the tiger, who had 

seen everything, but didn’t tell anyone, 

because he liked winning so much.

The other animals bullied the spotless 

stranger and sent her away. 

The leopard felt so lonely and so sad 

about losing her spots and losing her 

 

 

friends, she decided to visit the old 

warthog, who lived in a hut in the 

swampy heart of the jungle. The 

warthog was wise and clever, and the 

leopard was sure he’d know what to 

do. But when she reached his house, 

there was a sign on the door: I’m out.  
Go away. Come back another day!

The leopard now felt even sadder and 

her tummy was rumbling too, so she 

roamed the jungle looking for food. 

Soon, she found a bush laden with red 

berries. Some of them had fallen to 

the ground and left big splodgy spots. 

That gave her an idea – perhaps she 

could splodge red spots onto her fur!

She did just that and hurried back to 

her friends but, when she got there,
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they all thought she had chicken pox 

and ran away as fast as they could.

Lonelier than ever now, the leopard 

wandered through the jungle until, 

suddenly, she heard a rustling noise. 

Were they her spots she saw riding  

on the wind? They were! She chased 

them through the jungle until the wind 

died down, but the spots had landed 

high up in the branches of a tree.  

Now, leopards are usually excellent 

tree climbers, but without her spots  

to power her, no matter how much she 

tried, she couldn’t climb the tree to get 

them back again. Instead, she paced 

and paced around the tree, and then 

she sat down and waited patiently. 

She watched its buds grow and its 

flowers blossom and fade, and finally,
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Download and print out our  

free Leopard Activity Sheets from 

storytimemagazine.com/free and 

give the leopard her lost spots!

Decorate it!



when the leaves turned brown and 

fell down, so did her beloved spots. 

The leopard was so happy. She 

rolled on the floor and her spots 

stuck right where they should be! 

When they were all in place, she 

sprinted back to her old friends, and 

they recognised her at once. They 

were all so happy to see her and 

curious about where she had been. 

So the leopard told them her tale 

and everyone was very sorry that

they hadn’t recognised their friend. 

Even the tiger apologised, and he 

admitted that winning every race 

was no fun at all. 

That day, the animals celebrated  

the leopard’s return by throwing a 

big party with spotty decorations 

and an egg and spoon race – and 

guess what? Even the grumpy 

warthog joined in! 



Half a Blanket
Not so long ago or far away, a father and his son lived on  

a farm in a green, green valley. Their animals were happy, 
their crops were healthy, and they were the best of friends.

They divided their jobs fairly so that the old man kept the house tidy, cooked the 

meals, and looked after the poultry in the yard, while the young man took care of 

the sheep and the cattle, and sold them at the local market.

This went on for many years, until one day, the young man met a lady at the 

market and they fell in love. Soon they were married and the young lady, whose 

name was Caitlin, moved into their house with a wonderful gift – a large, colourful 

blanket she had woven herself, using the softest wool she could find.

18
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At first, life was happier than ever 

before, and the two men realised how 

much they had missed having female 

company in the house. Everyone felt 

so jolly, and never more so than when 

Caitlin found out that she was going to 

have a baby!

Nine months later, a bonny baby  

girl was born and, for a while, all was 

well. But the young man, exhausted 

by the responsibilities of fatherhood 

and working hard on the farm, began 

to change. No longer was he always 

smiling and happy to share a joke. 

Instead, he constantly moaned and 

complained about his father.

“You’re too slow,” he grumbled. 

“You keep forgetting to sweep the 

yard,” he groaned.

“I do all the hard work and you just 

eat all the food!” he nagged.

Suddenly, his old father could do 

nothing right. His son whined and 

griped at him all day long, so he 

began to do everything he could to 

keep out of his son’s way. When the 

baby turned one, the old man even 

gave up his room for the child, and 

slept downstairs on the sofa.

Still, the son complained about 

tripping over him every morning. 
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One day, in a particularly bad mood, 

the young man said, “This house just 

isn’t big enough for four of us. There’s 

nothing else for it, Pa; you’ll have to 

move into the old people’s home!”

Caitlin, who had tried to be patient 

with her husband, gasped with horror. 

“You can’t mean it!” she cried. “Your 

father has been so good to us!”

But the young man wouldn’t listen to 

reason. “My decision is final!”

Tears ran down the old man’s cheeks 

as he packed his things, and Caitlin 

was pink with rage at her husband’s 

terrible behaviour.

“You can take Caitlin’s blanket with 

you,” said the young man, but when 

he got it out of the blanket box and 

saw how beautiful it was, he changed 

his mind. “Let’s cut it in half, Caitlin, so 

we can keep half of it here.”

“We’ll do no such thing!” said Caitlin, 

stamping her foot. “I toiled over that 

blanket for you, and your father has 

been so kind to me. If he must leave, 

he’ll take the whole blanket with him!”

The young man had never seen his 

wife so angry, and he was about to 

agree with her when a sweet little 

voice piped up. It was their toddler.

“Don’t listen, Daddy! Half a blanket is 

just fine for Grandpa, but after you’ve 

cut it, make sure you put it somewhere 

safe, so when it’s time for me to send 

you to an old people’s home, I’ll 

know where to find it.”



At that, the young man looked like  

he’d been struck by lightning. “Sit  

down, Pa,” he said. “I have been  

behaving like a complete fool.”  

Then he gave his father a hug  

and he apologised. 

From that day on, the young man  

never again complained, and the  

family lived together in complete  

harmony. In fact, they often snuggled  

under their wonderful blanket to  

tell stories to each other. 

 
You can’t beat snuggling 

under a blanket and 
sharing stories – and  

it doesn’t have to 
happen at bedtime.  

In fact, rainy-day  
story sessions under  

a blanket are the best.  
Give it a go!  

Try It!
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The Golden Goose
Once upon a time, there were three brothers. The eldest brother 

was called Jacob, the middle brother was called Rolf and the 
youngest brother was called Fritz, but people called him Simpleton.
 

Favourite Fairy Tales

Such a mean nickname for such a nice young man! But his older brothers  

were bullies, and poor Fritz had to put up with their teasing every day.

One morning, the three brothers set out for the forest to chop some wood.

“Let’s split up and see who can get the most timber,” said Jacob. “Not that  

you’ll be much competition, Simpleton!” 

Jacob and Rolf laughed at their younger brother and went their separate  

ways, but Fritz decided to stay put, right next to a big old oak tree.

As the morning wore on, the eldest brother Jacob was about to eat his  

lunch when a little old man appeared at his side. 

“Afternoon, lad,” he said. “Can you spare me any food or drink, please?”
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“No way!” said Jacob. “If I give you my lunch, I’ll 

have nothing for myself.”

 The little old man vanished as quickly as he had  

  appeared but, when Jacob carried on chopping, he   

  got a terrible splinter in his finger. It was so painful,  

  he had to give up and go home. 

  Next, the old man appeared by Rolf, just as he was 

about to bite into his sandwich.

 “Afternoon, lad,” he said. “Can you spare any food or 

drink for me, please?”

  “Forget it!” said Rolf. “I’ll have nothing for myself!”

   Once again, the little old man disappeared. After lunch, Rolf   

   knocked over his woodpile, which came crashing down on his     

    toes. Rolf had to give up and limp home.

    Meanwhile, Fritz had been toiling away, sawing through the  

    trunk of the mighty oak tree. He had just sat down for a bite to  

     eat when the little old man appeared at his side.

            “Hello, lad,” he said. “Can you spare me any food or drink, please?”

 “Of course!” said Fritz. “We’ll share what I have.”

23



The little old man smiled and sat 

down, and they shared a nice lunch 

and a friendly chat. When they had 

finished, the old man said, “You seem 

like a good lad. I tell you what: if you 

look on the other side of this oak tree, 

you’ll find a gift from me. But take my 

advice – don’t take it home or your 

brothers will claim it for themselves. 

Go out into the world instead.”

At that, the old man disappeared. 

Fritz looked behind the tree and, sure 

enough, there was a big fat goose 

with feathers of pure shining gold! 

It was an astonishing sight.

Fritz’s first thought was to give the 

golden goose straight to his mother 

and father but, remembering the little 

old man’s advice, he picked it up and 

set off for the local inn. 

Now, the innkeeper had three 

daughters who, when they caught 

sight of the bird’s beautiful plumage, 

were desperate to own one of the 

goose’s precious golden feathers.  

It wasn’t until the next morning, when 

Fritz stepped outside for a moment, 

that the eldest sister took her chance. 

But, as she tried to pluck out a single 

feather, her hand became stuck fast  

to the goose’s wing.
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The middle sister came in soon after 

and, when she saw the goose, she 

tried to push the first sister away. As 

she did so, she too became stuck fast.

Moments later, the youngest sister 

came in. “Ah, trying to keep those 

golden feathers for yourselves, are 

you?” Then, ignoring her sisters’ pleas 

to keep away, she too became stuck. 

There they were – the youngest sister 

stuck to the middle sister, the middle 

sister stuck to the eldest sister, and the 

eldest sister stuck firmly to the goose! 

Fritz laughed when he found them.

“You’ll just have to join my adventure,” 

he said. And he tucked the goose 

under his arm and set off, with the 

sisters trailing behind.

Before long, they passed the church, 

where the vicar was surprised to see 

three girls tripping along the road after 

a man with a golden goose. The vicar 

ran after them. “What’s going on?” he 

asked, and tapped the youngest sister 

on the shoulder. But, as he did so, he 

too became stuck.

Soon, they marched past the local 

policeman, who was most puzzled  

by the peculiar procession. 

“Help!” cried the vicar. “Grab my hand. 

Set me free!” The policeman chased 

after them and, when he grabbed the 

vicar’s hand, he too became glued to 

the end of the strange goosey queue! 

25



and the policeman, until they            passed a farmer and his wife. 
On they went, Fritz and his golden           goose, the three sisters, the vicar     

Find It!
There are four golden 
feathers hidden in this 
picture. Colour in this 
feather when you’ve 

found them all!



and the policeman, until they            passed a farmer and his wife. 
On they went, Fritz and his golden           goose, the three sisters, the vicar     



When they saw the odd scene, they 

shouted, “Going somewhere nice?” 

But when they heard the line of people 

crying, “Help! Pull us free!”, they ran to 

help them and soon found themselves 

part of the curious parade.

At last, Fritz came to the gates of the 

city. The king who reigned there had  

a daughter who was so serious that, in 

her whole life, she had never laughed 

or even smiled. Long ago, the king had 

posted a decree in the square – the 

person who could make the princess 

laugh would win her hand in marriage.

When Fritz saw this, he headed straight 

for the palace. As he did so, more and 

more people heard the cries of the 

three sisters, the vicar, the policeman, 

the farmer and his wife – and they also 

became stuck to the trail of the golden 

goose. Soon, Fritz and his goose were 

followed by stallholders, a fishmonger, 

soldiers, a circus performer and even a 

royal official!

When the princess looked out of the 

palace window and saw everyone 

tripping along behind Fritz and the 

golden goose, she let out a roar of 

laughter. The king ran to the window 

and he began to chuckle too. 

“Guards!” he shouted. “Bring me that 

man with the golden goose!”



Soon, Fritz, the golden goose and a 

long line of people came marching, 

stumbling and reeling into the throne 

room. When the princess saw their 

faces, she laughed even harder.

The people shouted and demanded 

that Fritz be punished, but the king 

guffawed. When he finally stopped 

laughing, he started at the back of  

the queue and asked each person 

how they had become stuck in the 

line, until he reached the three sisters. 

“We tried to steal some of the goose’s 

golden feathers, Your Majesty. We’re 

so sorry,” they wailed. 

At that moment, every single person 

in the line became unstuck. 

The king dismissed them all except  

for Fritz, who presented the golden 

goose as a gift to the royal family. 

The king was delighted, the princess 

grinned, and Fritz went on to become 

her loyal husband, who made her 

laugh every day!

And his brothers? They never dared 

call Fritz a simpleton again! 
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Act It Out!
This is a fun story to act out at 

home or at school. Print out our 
Golden Goose Masks to put on 

your own story performance from 
storytimemagazine.com/free
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Alphabet Zoo 
Bonnie and Boo’s zoo is always a treat,     

With amazing animals for you to meet.     

First, we catch up with a desert dweller,    

 The Fennec Fox is a cute furry fella!

It’s the world’s smallest fox, that’s a fact,   

With extra-large ears to rival a bat!    

They help it to hear prey under the sand,     

And stay cool in heat that many can’t stand.

 

They’re furry and feathery, fierce and fun.  
Our letter F animals hoped you would come!

The fennec fox is nocturnal, so it needs lots 
of fur to stay warm on cool desert nights. It 

even has fur on the soles of its feet to protect 
its paws from the hot desert sand. Get more 

Alphabet Zoo facts, puzzles and posters  
from storytimemagazine.com/free

ANIMAL FACT!

Poems and Rhymes
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It dances and prances to find a mate,    

Or stands on one leg that’s skinny and straight.   

It’s famous for being pink, bold and bright,   

But, if it doesn’t eat shellfish, it turns white!

 

At the lagoon, we see birds of a feather    

Dine on crustaceans and flock together.    

Bird ballerina, a Flamingo can tango,    

Foxtrot, flamenco and even fandango!

 



Its super-long tail helps it balance up high,   

Leaping from branches, it jumps through the sky,  

Then climbs like a monkey, head first down a tree,  

VIP member of the mongoose family!

The Fossa next door is the boss of an isle,   

Madagascar’s main meat-eater for many miles.   

A remarkable creature with claws like a cat,   

But a mouth like a dog, and stranger than that …

   

Now run, little lemur – be quick and be hasty,    

The Fossa is hungry and thinks you are tasty! 

See you next  

time for animals 

beginning with 

the letter G! Can 

you guess what 

they will be?



 Romulus     
 and Remus
L    ong ago in Ancient Rome, twin brothers were born to  

a princess called Rhea Silvia, and their father was 
Mars – the god of war.

It should have been a happy time, but Rhea Silvia’s wicked uncle Amulius 

had stolen her father King Numitor’s throne and made himself king. When 

he met the twins, Amulius feared they would one day overthrow him, so 

he locked up Princess Rhea Silvia and ordered a guard to kill the babies.

But the guard couldn’t bear to harm two innocent children and he didn’t 

want to wrong the god of war, so he put the babies in a basket and placed 

them on the river Tiber, hoping it would carry them to safety. The river 

swept the twins along, but when the water began to toss and churn, the 

babies cried with fear. Tiberinus, the god of rivers, heard their wailing.

33
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He used his powers to calm the water, 

then lifted the basket and placed it on 

the riverbank, under a sacred fig tree 

in the shadow of Palatine Hill. 

Later that day, a she-wolf found the 

two boys and, longing for cubs of her 

own, she fed and reared the babies, 

with the help of a woodpecker, who 

brought them nuts and berries to eat.

Soon after, a shepherd found the boys 

living in the wild. He took them home 

and raised them as his own sons. He 

named them Romulus and Remus, and 

the boys grew up to be hard-working 

shepherds, just like their father.

One day, Romulus and Remus were  

in their pasture when a troop of King 

Amulius’s soldiers came by. They 

were hungry and bad-tempered.

“We are the king’s guard and we insist 

that you hand over your flock to us!” 

they demanded.

But Romulus and Remus refused. 

“These sheep belong to our family. 

They are our livelihood and we will 

starve without them.”

But the guards didn’t listen. They 

trampled over the pasture and tried  

to drag the sheep away. 

Romulus and Remus only had 

wooden crooks, but they fought the 

soldiers bravely. However, they were 

greatly outnumbered and, in their 

battle, the soldiers captured Remus 

and took him to the king’s jail.



Remus was sure to be put to death, 

so Romulus called a meeting of all 

the shepherds in the area. 

“We have to make a stand,” cried 

Romulus. “The king cannot just 

take what he wants and leave us 

all to starve!”  

The other shepherds agreed and, 

with Romulus as their leader, they 

stormed King Amulius’s palace. 

The king had no idea that the two 

brothers were the babies he had 

mercilessly left to die – and the 

twins weren’t aware that the king 

was their uncle.

Remus was freed and, in the clash 

of swords, King Amulius was killed. 

Everyone rejoiced and the people 

asked Romulus and Remus to be 

their new rulers. 

“No, King Numitor should take his 

rightful place on the throne,” said 

the brothers, not realising he was 

their grandfather. 

Though they had turned down  

the chance to become kings, their 

success in battle had fired them 

up. They realised that they could 

be more than shepherds, so they 

set off to found their own new city, 

which they would rule together. 

Their journey led them back to the 

place where they were found by 

the she-wolf – Palatine Hill.

“Perfect!” said Romulus. “The river 

Tiber is close by, and we can look 

out for enemies. Palatine Hill is 

where we should build our city.”
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But for the first time ever in their lives, 

Remus disagreed with his brother. “No, 

brother,” said Remus. “We are too far 

from the river here. The Aventine Hill 

over there is much better and it’s even 

bigger. The soil is richer there too. We 

should build our city there.”

Romulus wasn’t convinced and soon 

the brothers began to argue bitterly.

At last, Remus said, “If we can’t agree, 

then let’s ask the gods to decide for 

us. I will stand on Aventine Hill and 

you can stand on Palatine Hill and we 

will ask for a sign. He who sees a sign 

first wins the argument.”

Romulus agreed and the brothers set 

off for the two hills. They asked the 

gods for a sign and waited patiently. 

Soon enough, Remus saw six glorious 

golden eagles circling above him. He 

ran towards Romulus to tell him the 

news but, as he approached, twelve 

golden eagles appeared in the sky 

above Palatine Hill.

“I am the winner,” smiled Romulus. 

“Twelve golden eagles, see?”

“No, I am the winner,” said Remus,  

“I saw six golden eagles before you 

saw twelve. They came to me first, so 

we’ll build our city on Aventine Hill.”

“You’re wrong, brother,” said Romulus. 

“I win by six birds. I saw more than 

you. This is where we build our city.”

The brothers quarrelled for many 

hours, but they could not reach an 

agreement. Eventually, Remus was  

so furious, he stormed off.

Wasting no time, Romulus set to work 

on building his city. He began to dig 

trenches around the foot of Palatine 

Hill, working all through the night.
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When Remus returned the next day, he  

was shocked to see that Romulus had 

already hired many labourers to help him, 

and he had begun to build a city wall.

Greatly hurt and angered, Remus began to 

mock his brother. “Is that it?” he said. “A silly 

little wall for a silly little city!” Remus kept 

insulting Romulus’s work until his brother 

struggled to contain his rage.

In Roman mythology, after many years of rule, Romulus suddenly disappeared. Some people believe he was swept  up in a whirlwind, which took him to the home of the gods. Meanwhile, his mother, Rhea Silvia, was freed when King Numitor was restored to power, and she married Tiberinus – the river god who saved her sons!



Romulus held his tongue and walked 

away, but Remus was not about to 

give up. He jumped over the city wall 

and followed Romulus, continuing to 

poke fun at his plans. When Romulus 

could take no more, he swung round 

and the brothers began to fight.

In a blind rage, Romulus ran his sword 

into Remus, who instantly fell to the 

ground, fatally wounded. Romulus 

was devastated. In the heat of the 

moment, he had killed his brother.

After the death of Remus, Romulus 

grieved for a long time. He never 

forgave himself for harming the twin 

brother who was also his best friend.

To take his mind off his loss, he built  

his city and named it Rome after 

himself – and he buried Remus there. 

Romulus went on to become a great 

and powerful king, and over the years 

Rome grew so large that it eventually 

included Aventine Hill, where Remus 

had wanted to found the city, as well 

as five other hills. Today, these are 

known as the ‘Seven Hills of Rome’. 
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Name it!
Imagine you’ve founded a new city. 

What would you call it? Would you 

name it after yourself, like Romulus 

did? Write your city name here.



      ‘O’Connor was standing beneath

The Frog and 
the Condor

H igh in the mountains of Peru, the animals once had magical 
powers. The most powerful animal of all was the Condor,  

who could transform himself into a man. 
 
One day, the Condor decided that he was tired of looking after his own 

nest, so he set out to look for a servant. He circled the mountains until  

he spotted a beautiful young shepherdess, who was herding llamas.

“Perfect,” thought the Condor and, as he landed, he shapeshifted into a 

man, wearing a smart black coat with a silky white scarf around his neck. 
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“Good day,” said the Condor to the 

shepherdess. “What a healthy herd 

you have here. You must be good at 

your job.” The shepherdess smiled 

and thanked him. 

“What is your name?” he asked.

“Morning Star,” said the shepherdess.

“You are certainly as beautiful as a  

star,” said the Condor and, with each 

charming and flattering word, he 

inched slowly towards her.

When he reached her side, he quickly 

transformed into a bird again. Gripping 

the shepherdess in his talons, he flew 

away to his mountainside home, which 

was a large nest lined with llama fur, 

next to a dark cave filled with his 

supply of fresh meat. 

The shepherdess was horrified and 

begged for her freedom, but the 

Condor was no longer charming –  

he was cruel and uncaring. 

Morning Star was now his slave. Every 

day, the Condor hunted, ate and slept, 

leaving her to clear out his nest, guard 

his pantry and prepare his dinner. She 

was utterly miserable and often sat on 

the mountainside looking sadly at the 

hills and dreaming of her home.

But Morning Star was not quite as 

alone as she thought. At the foot of 

the mountain, there burbled a cool, 

clear stream where a family of frogs 

liked to bathe. The eldest frog sister 

had a kind heart, but she believed 

herself to be very ugly. 



When she saw her reflection in the 

stream, she often thought, “If only I 

could be as beautiful as my sisters.” 

Every day, the frog sat and watched 

Morning Star and felt sorry for her. 

Sometimes, she croaked “Hello!”, but 

the mountain was too high and the 

shepherdess couldn’t hear her.

One morning, when the Condor had 

eaten his fill and was feeling content, 

Morning Star plucked up her courage 

to ask, “Please, sir, can I go down to 

the stream and wash my clothes? I 

have been wearing them for weeks.”

The Condor was suspicious. “How do  

I know you won’t try to escape?”

“You can see me from here!”

“But I want to rest,” said the Condor.

“I promise to beat my clothes with 

rocks as I wash them. As long as you 

can hear the rocks, you know I am still 

there,” said the shepherdess.

The Condor reluctantly agreed. “Very 

well, but I will hunt you down if you  

try to escape me.” 

Morning Star climbed down the 

mountain and was overjoyed to wash 

her face in the fresh, clean water of 

the stream. But, as she began to wash 

her clothes, beating them with a rock, 

her eyes welled up with tears. If only 

she could escape the cruel Condor.

Suddenly, she heard a croaky voice. 

“Don’t cry. I can help you.”  
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Sitting on a rock before Morning Star 

was a little green frog. 

“I wish you could, little frog. I am so 

unhappy,” wept Morning Star.

“But I can,” said the frog. “I don’t have 

as much magic as the Condor, but I 

have enough to help you. I trust you 

are beating these rocks so that the 

Condor knows you are here?”

“Yes,” said Morning Star.

“Well, I can take on your shape and 

beat the rocks for you. You’ll have just 

enough time to run across the valley 

and escape, but you must be quick. 

There is a kind shepherd who lives 

over the hill. He will help you.”

Morning Star could not believe her 

good fortune. Filled with hope, she 

leant forward and kissed the frog.

A moment later, it had taken on the 

shepherdess’s shape and was beating 

the rocks, while Morning Star escaped 

across the valley.

An hour passed, and the old Condor 

was feeling hungry again. 
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“What’s taking the girl so long?” he 

thought. He stretched his wings and 

peered down from his nest. He could 

see Morning Star still beating away  

at her clothes. He flew down to the 

stream and perched beside her.

“Enough of that!” he cried. “It’s time  

for my dinner. Get back to the nest!”

  But Morning Star stood up and, to  

    the Condor’s great surprise, she       

       jumped into the shallow        

   stream and disappeared! 

The Condor could only see a little 

green frog, which he tried to peck at.

He was so angry, he let out a piercing 

shriek that echoed across the whole 

valley, and he flapped up and down 

looking for the shepherdess, but she 

had vanished. Enraged, he flew back 

to his mountain nest and never looked 

for a servant again.

Meanwhile, the little frog swam back 

upstream to her brothers and sisters. 

When they saw her, they all gasped 

and crowded around her.



Locate It!
The longest mountain range in 
the world runs through Peru. 
Can you find it on a map and 

discover what it’s called?
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“What’s the matter?” she said, worried that the Condor might have pulled  

off one of her legs.

“Sister!” they cried. “Look at your reflection!”

The little frog studied her reflection in the stream. She was amazed to  

see a shining star-shaped jewel on her forehead, exactly where Morning  

Star had kissed her. She looked beautiful!

Never again did the kind little frog think of herself as ugly. 



Puzzling, drawing, colouring and playing – that’s what 
Storytime Playbox is all about! Oh, and dancing monkeys!

musical 
scramble

1 Tom the Piper’s Son made lots of people dance. 
Unscramble their names and write them in the 
grid, then see the coloured squares to work out 
Tom’s two favourite dance styles. 

Playb   xPlayb   x
StorytimeStorytime

2

Who saved Romulus and 
Remus from the river?

Quick  
Quiz!

1

2
1. DORLS
2. RiGSL
3. SYBO
4. WOc

5. LODYL
6. teRtOmaD
7.  DeaSiL
8. SipG

3

4

6

5

7

8

a.

b.

a. Numitor
b. tiberinus
c. mars



 

3

Give the frog a 
fantastic jewel  
to make it look 
beautiful, just like  
in our Around the 
World Tale, then 
colour it in!

POULTRY 
PARADE

5
How many legs can you count  
in this Golden Goose trail? How 
many heads? How many noses? 
Write your answers here.

FANCY 
FROG!

4
SPOT The  
SPOTS
The leopard has 
lost her spots! 
There are ten 
hiding in our 
puzzle pages. 
Tick this box 
when you’ve 
found them all!

Legs heads Noses





You’ll need a bingo caller and three or more 

people to play. You’ll also need our Flamingo 

Bingo Cards (each one is different and there  

are two bingo cards per A4 sheet), plus our  

Call Sheet from storytimemagazine.com/free. 

Each player will also need a pen.

 Place the Flamingo Bingo Cards face down 

and each player chooses one.

 The bingo caller can either choose animals 

from their sheet or cut it up into individual 

characters and pick them randomly from a pile.

 When the bingo caller calls out an animal 

that’s on your card, cross it out with your pen.  

If you don’t hear one of your animals called  

out, better luck next time – or use your ‘Free’ 

square, which can be any animal you want it  

to be! You can only use the free square once.

 The aim of the game is to be the first person 

to cross out all the animals on your card. When 

you’ve done this, call out ‘Flamingo Bingo!’

 You can end the game when someone wins or 

keep going until everyone has shouted ‘Bingo’.

TIP!  
Choose someone  

who’s happy to come up 

 with silly ways of calling out 

the characters or who likes 

doing animal impressions  

to be your bingo caller.  

It makes the game  

even more fun!

Fun for all ages and easy to play, you can’t beat 

a game of bingo – especially when it features 

flamingos and their animal friends!

Flamingo
Bingo!

How to Play
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flamingo Try
This!

 
Before you select your bingo cards, 
ask the caller to draw a red dot on 
one random character on each card. 
When you’re playing, if the caller calls 
out the red-dot character, you win a 
mini prize, such as a sweet treat or a 
bingo call for you and nobody else.  
Or why not make up your own reward?

Flamingo Bingo Call Sheet

2017For more free downloads go to: www.storytimemagazine.com/free

Flamingo fossa

alligator

fennec
fox

boa

baboon

ar
ma

dil
lo

cockatoo

coati

camel beaver

aa
rdv

ar
k

cha
mE

leo
n

elephant capybara

Flamingo Bingo cards

20
17

F
o

r m
o

re
 fre

e
 d

o
w

n
lo

a
d

s g
o

 to
: w

w
w

.sto
ry

tim
e

m
a

g
a

zin
e

.co
m

/fre
e

Print out and cut out bingo cards and give one to each player.

  
 
 

 
 

 
 

free

beaver

free

baboon

ar
ma

dil
lo

boa

fossa

capybara

camel

Flamingo elephant

alligator

fennec
fox

cha
mE

leo
n

coati

cockatoo

aa
rdv

ar
kcoati

This game is 

very emu-sing!

Call Sheet
Flamingo Bingo cards

20
17

F
o

r m
o

re
 fre

e
 d

o
w

n
lo

a
d

s g
o

 to
: w

w
w

.sto
ry

tim
e

m
a

g
a

zin
e

.co
m

/fre
e

Print out and cut out bingo cards and give one to each player.

   
 

 
 

 

 
free

beaver

free

baboon

ar
ma

dil
lo

boa

fossa

capybara

camel

Flamingo elephant

alligator

fennec
fox

cha
mE

leo
n

coati

cockatoo

aa
rdv

ar
k

coati

Flamingo Bingo cards

20
17

Fo
r m

o
re

 fre
e

 d
o

w
nlo

a
d

s g
o

 to
: w

w
w

.sto
rytim

e
m

a
g

a
zine

.co
m

/fre
e

Print out and cut out bingo cards and give one to each player.

Flamingo

alligator cockatoo
  

 
 

 
 
 

 

free

cha
mE

leo
n

elephant

beaver

ar
ma

dil
lo

camel
free

fennecfox

aa
rdv

ar
k

capybara

Flamingo

ar
ma

dil
lo

coati

boa

fossa
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We’ve got a bear-themed book and story extravaganza for  
you this month – and don’t miss out on our competition, too!

He stomped straight to the girl’s front door—

We’ve got some bear-rilliant prizes for you! 
Enter our monthly spine competition to  
be in with a chance to win our wonderful  
Books of the Month. Find out more at: 

storytimemagazine.com/win

The wolf  never leaves. Not even to go to sleep.

COMPETITION!

STORY MAGIC

BOOks Of ThE MONTh!
This month’s brilliant books have very different 

stories, but two common themes – animals and 

caves. We won’t say any more or we’ll ruin a 

surprise. You’ll love them both!

The cave by Rob Hodgson (Frances Lincoln 

Children’s Books). Hungry wolf is desperate 

to lure a little animal out of its cave, and then 

gobble it up for dinner. When nothing works, he 

resorts to a doughnut with sprinkles. Will it work, 

or is greedy wolf in for a shock? With great 

humour, stand-out illustrations and a fun twist, 

this is one to treasure.

horrible bear by Ame Dyckman and 

illustrated by Zachariah Ohora (Andersen Press). 

When bear accidentally squishes a little girl’s 

kite and gets a severe telling off, he decides  

to show her how horrible he can be, with 

surprising results. A great book about saying 

sorry from the team behind Wolfie the Bunny.

Love bears? Since launching Storytime, 

we’ve featured lots of wonderful bear 

stories. We began with Goldilocks  

and the Three Bears in Issue 1 and  

have included many more in the last 

two years, including the charming Inuit  

tale The Polar Bear Son (Issue 16), Brer 

Rabbit and Brer Bear (Issue 19), and the 

brilliant Bear and the Trolls (Issue 27). 

To add them to your collection, visit  

our Back Issue Shop today!

storytimemagazine.com/
backissues

 

MOrE BrIllIaNT 
BEar rEads!

WIN!






