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The Butterfly 
and the Rose
There was once a beautiful butterfly – the most beautiful 

butterfly anyone had ever seen – and it lived in a park not  
too far from where you live.

Its wings were painted a deep cherry red with splashes of violet and streaks of 

pink, and the tip of each wing looked like it had been dipped in pure glittering 

gold. Wherever this butterfly went, flowers craned their stems towards it and 

lifted their petals, hoping that this wonderful creature would choose them. They 

sighed sadly if it gracefully fluttered by.

Famous Fables

Colour  
it in!

Can you colour in 
the other butterflies 

in this picture?



      ‘O’Connor was standing beneath

At last, when the sun was beating 

down on the park, the butterfly chose 

a flower to sip nectar from. It was a 

perfect pink rose, fresh from its bud.  

It had the softest, most velvety petals 

you could ever wish to feel. Finally, 

the butterfly had found a flower to 

match its own beauty.

The butterfly fluttered over and gently 

landed on the rose. All at once, it fell 

in love.

“Oh, fragrant rose,” it sighed. “I have 

been looking for someone just like 

you. Your petals are so very soft and 

pretty, and your nectar tastes so 

sweet. You are the loveliest flower  

I have ever seen.”

The rose blushed and turned a little 

pinker. “Thank you. You are beautiful 

too, Mr Butterfly. You have such fine 

and colourful wings.”

And so the butterfly and the rose 

spent the whole afternoon exchanging 

compliments and sweet words. They 

had fallen in love. When it finally was 

time for the butterfly to fly away, it 

said, “I must leave now, but do you 

promise that you will be faithful and 

love only me?” 
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“Of course!” said the rose, smiling. 

“Do you promise the same?”

“Always!” said the butterfly and it  

flew away, promising to return early 

the next day. The rose closed its 

petals and went to sleep.

At the break of dawn the following 

morning, the rose opened her petals 

hopefully and waited patiently for the 

butterfly to pay it a visit, but it didn’t 

flutter by. A few hours passed and 

there was still no sign of her true love. 

The rose was becoming restless. 

Eventually, the butterfly fluttered 

down to land on the rose, who was  

so annoyed with him for being late,  

 

she cried, “So this is what you call 

love? So much for your promise! You 

said you would come back to me this 

morning.” The rose wept dewy tears. 

“You said you would be faithful, but  

I saw you over there just now, flitting 

around Miss Lavender and kissing 

Miss Buddleia. I saw you embracing 

Miss Daisy! Is that what you call 

loyalty, Mr Butterfly?”

“Loyalty!” laughed Mr Butterfly.  

“Loyalty! How dare you talk  

to me about loyalty?  When  

I flew by to see you earlier  

this morning, I saw you giggling  

with Miss Honey Bee. I saw you  

 

 

 



talking to Mr Ladybird and dainty Mr 

Lacewing. You were sharing your 

nectar with any bug that passed by!”

And there was nothing the rose could 

say in her own defence, because it 

was all true!

“My dear, beautiful rose,” said the 

butterfly. “You can’t expect someone 

to show you loyalty if you can’t even 

be loyal yourself.”

The butterfly opened its wings and 

fluttered away across the park to find 

another flower to love. And that was 

the end of the romance between the 

butterfly and the rose. 
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The Old Woman 
and her Pig

One bright morning, long ago, a little old woman was sweeping 
her floor when she found a shiny sixpence under a chair.

“What luck!” she said, grinning. 

“Now, what shall I do with this 

sixpence? I know. I’ll go to the 

market and buy a pig to keep  

me company.”

So she set off for the market  

and chose a prize pig. It was 

perfectly pink and round, and  

the old woman was pleased  

with her purchase. It was too 

heavy to carry so she tied a  

rope around its neck and led it 

across the fields to her cottage. 

When they came to a stile, the  

old woman climbed over it and 

tried to get the pig to follow her, 

but it wouldn’t budge.

“Come on, pig,” said the old 

woman. “Just climb onto the  

step, then jump over.”
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But the pig didn’t move.

“Look, it’s easy!” she cried. “If I can  

do it, you can. Just one step. Climb 

over this bit and you’re done!”

The pig grunted and stayed put.

“Don’t just sit there, pig! Step up, 

now,” she pleaded.

It was a stubborn pig.

“If you don’t jump over the stile, it’ll 

soon be dark and we won’t get home 

tonight,” she begged.

The pig ignored her.

“Right, stay there. I’ll be back to get 

you. Don’t move!” 

The old woman stomped across the 

field trying to work out a way to get 

her new pig over the stile.

She soon met a sheepdog. “Dog! 

Dog! My new pig won’t jump over  

that stile. Will you herd it up for me, 

like you do the sheep. Otherwise,  

I won’t get home tonight.”

But the sheepdog wouldn’t. It was 

enjoying a nap.

The old woman went a little further 

and met a big brown stick. “Stick! 

Stick! Will you wake the dog for me? 

The dog won’t herd my pig, and the 

pig won’t jump over the stile, and I 

won’t get home tonight!”
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But the stick wouldn’t. It just lay there, 

looking all brown and stick-like.

The old woman went on and met a 

bonfire. “Fire! Fire! Will you scorch 

that stick for me? The stick won’t wake 

the dog, the dog won’t herd my pig, 

the pig won’t jump over the stile, and  

I won’t get home tonight!”

But the fire wouldn’t. It just crackled 

and blazed.

Soon, the old woman passed by a 

pond. “Pond! Pond! Will you put out 

that fire for me? The fire won’t scorch 

the stick, the stick won’t wake the  

dog, the dog won’t herd my pig, the 

pig won’t jump over the stile, and I 

won’t get home tonight!”

But the pond wouldn’t. It just showed 

the little old woman a reflection of 

herself looking annoyed.

The old woman carried on and met  

a huge bull. “Bull! Bull! Will you drink 

that pond for me? The pond won’t put 

out the fire, the fire won’t scorch the 

stick, the stick won’t wake the dog, 

the dog won’t herd my pig, the pig 

won’t jump over the stile, and I won’t 

get home tonight!”

But the bull wouldn’t. He was too 

busy thinking about his dinner.

Next, the old woman met a farmer. 

“Farmer! Farmer! Will you feed that 

bull for me? The bull won’t drink the 



pond, the pond won’t put out the fire, 

the fire won’t scorch the stick, the stick 

won’t wake the dog, the dog won’t 

herd my pig, the pig won’t jump over 

the stile, and I won’t get home tonight!”

But the farmer wouldn’t. He was busy 

searching for his lost rope.

The old woman hurried on and found 

the missing rope. “Rope! Rope! Will 

you go back to the farmer for me?  

The farmer won’t feed the bull, the 

bull won’t drink the pond, the pond 

won’t put out the fire, the fire won’t 

scorch the stick, the stick won’t wake 

the dog, the dog won’t herd my pig, 

the pig won’t jump over the stile, and  

I won’t get home tonight!” 

But the rope wouldn’t. It wasn’t in a 

very helpful mood.

The old woman stormed off and met  

a rat. “Rat! Rat! Will you gnaw the rope 

for me? The rope won’t go back to the 

farmer, the farmer won’t feed the bull, 

the bull won’t drink the pond, the pond 

won’t put out the fire, the fire won’t 

scorch the stick, the stick won’t wake 

the dog, the dog won’t herd my pig, 

the pig won’t jump over the stile, and  

I won’t get home tonight!”

But the rat wouldn’t. It was trying to 

run away from a cat.

Moments later, the old woman ran into 

a mischievous-looking cat.  
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“Cat! Cat! Will you chase the rat for 

me? The rat won’t gnaw the rope, the 

rope won’t go back to the farmer, the 

farmer won’t feed the bull, the bull 

won’t drink the pond, the pond won’t 

put out the fire, the fire won’t scorch 

the stick, the stick won’t wake the 

dog, the dog won’t herd my pig, the 

pig won’t jump over the stile, and I 

won’t get home tonight!”

The cat studied the old woman for a 

while and said, “Okay. But only if you 

get me a saucer of milk from the cow.”

The old woman wasted no time at all. 

She found the cow and asked her 

politely for some milk. “Okay,” said  

the cow. “But only if you get me a 

handful of fresh hay from the barn.”

The old woman ran to the barn and 

grabbed as much hay as she could. 

Then, she fed it to the cow, who gave 

her a saucer of fresh, creamy milk. 

She carried it carefully to the cat, 

which greedily lapped it up, while  

the old woman watched anxiously.

And, then, at last, to her delight…
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The cat chased after the rat, the rat 

began to gnaw the rope, the rope 

wound its way back to the farmer, 

the farmer fed the hungry bull, the 

bull began to drink from the pond, 

the pond began to put out the fire, 

the fire scorched the stick, the stick 

woke up the dog, the dog herded 

the pig, and the old woman’s pink, 

perfect, prize pet jumped over the 

wooden stile in fright… and the old 

woman got home that night! 

This kind of story is called 
a chain tale, as it has lots 
of repetition and a chain 
of events that gradually 

get longer and longer. The 
Gingerbread Man (Storytime 
Issue 2) and The House that 
Jack Built (Storytime Issue 
16) are chain tales too. Can 

you make up your own 
chain tale, using different 

animals and people?

Learn about it!



I Want to Be a 
Pencil Sharpener 
I t was dressing-up day in school soon, and Daisy and Mummy 

were talking about Daisy’s costume.
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By Eszter Molnar

“What would you like to go as?” asked Mummy. She held  

up a beautiful dress. “A princess?” 

Daisy shook her head.

“A doctor?”

“No.”

Tales from Today



      ‘O’Connor was standing beneath

“A police officer?” 

“No.”

“A chef? A star? A crocodile?” 

“No, Mummy,” said Daisy. “I want to 

be a pencil sharpener!”

Mummy, Daddy and Daisy worked on 

the costume until it was just perfect. 

Daisy couldn’t wait to wear it. 

Finally, dressing-up day came, and 

everyone went to school in their 

costumes. There were knights, fairies, 

superheroes, mermaids, robots, lions, 

princesses and kings – but only  

one pencil sharpener.

Daisy had a wonderful time until one 

of the lions, Lisa, told her that she 

didn’t like her costume.

“Why are you a pencil sharpener?” 

she asked Daisy. “Pencil sharpeners 

are boring. They don’t do anything.” 

“Yes!” Henry the knight agreed. 

“They’re useless.” 

“Princesses, knights and animals are 

so much more interesting!” cried one 

of the zebras. 

“And more fun!” said a princess. “They 

save the world, they can sing, and 

they’re brave and smart.”

SPOT IT! There are five yellow sharpeners  
in this picture. Tick the box when 
you’ve found them all!



Daisy turned around and quietly 

walked away. She loved being a 

pencil sharpener and she wished  

her friends loved her costume as 

much as she did. 

After lunchtime the children were 

asked to draw pictures of themselves 

in their costumes. But when they 

reached for their colouring pencils 

they noticed that all the leads were 

either broken or too blunt to use.

“Miss, Miss! We need pencil 

sharpeners, please!” they cried.

“Is that so?” said Miss Fowler.  

“I thought I heard you say you  

didn’t like pencil sharpeners.”

“But we can’t write our names, or draw 

or colour, without sharp pencils!” cried 

Lisa the lion.

“That’s right,” agreed Miss Fowler. 

“You can’t. And that’s exactly why 

pencil sharpeners are so important.”

Miss Fowler turned to Daisy. “Would 

you like to help sharpen our pencils?”

“Yes please,” Daisy replied with a 

huge smile.

“You know,” Miss Fowler continued, 

“without a sharp pencil, people 

couldn’t write books for you to read. 

Without a sharp pencil, there would  

be no birthday or Christmas cards. 

And if your daddy or mummy can’t 

write a shopping list, they might forget 

to buy your milk for breakfast.” 



“Pencil sharpeners are the best!” cried 

Lisa, and the children started to cheer.  

Before home time, the class had to 

decide who should win the trophy for 

the best costume. They each wrote 

down the costume they liked most, 

and put their folded piece of paper  

in a cowboy hat. 

Miss Fowler pulled out the first bit of 

paper. It said ‘pencil sharpener’ on it, 

and so did the second bit of paper,  

and the third bit of paper. In fact, all  

   of them said the same,  

    except for Daisy’s!

  She’d voted for 

the king with the 

big belly.

“Congratulations, Daisy!” said Miss 

Fowler. “You’ve won!” 

That night, Daisy wanted to sleep  

with the trophy in her bed. 

“Mummy, Daddy, can I be a pencil 

sharpener again next year?” she 

asked sleepily.

“Of course,” said Mummy. Daddy 

chuckled to himself.

“Good. Lisa wants to be one too. And 

Henry. And Emily and Jack and…” 

Then Daisy yawned and drifted off  

to sleep. It was hard work being a 

pencil sharpener! 



Alphabet Zoo 
Boo and Bonnie lead the way, racing down the path, 

They giggle and they chuckle, and then they laugh, 

But it isn’t them chortling – it’s the Hyena!    

 Supreme meat-hunter, bone-licker and cleaner.

Serengeti scavenger, it wears a big grin,   

This hungry carnivore will eat anything,   

Except for the Hippo who lives next door.  

It’s far too huge for Hyena’s jaw!

20

Come to the zoo and see if you can spy

Animals beginning with the letters H and I!

Hyenas are one of the most  
powerful and clever hunters in  

the wild, but they will eat anything –  
bones, hooves and even tin cans and 

pans! To find out more, download  
our Alphabet Zoo Factsheets,  

activities and posters from  
storytimemagazine.com/free

ANIMAL FACT!

Poems and Rhymes



Then the hungry Hippo waddles out at night,  

To fill up on grass – his favourite bite!   

Another laidback lounger, soaking up sun:   

The cold-blooded Iguana, keeping warm.

 

The roly-poly Hippo keeps his cool,   

Basking and wallowing in the pool.   

When the sun is high, he likes to sleep there,   

But every few minutes, he bobs up for air.
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And, now, the best climber in Alphabet Zoo!  

The Ibex can scale any mountain – it’s true.   

This grippy-hoofed goat has a head for heights.  

From its cliff-face home, it can see the sights. 

It’s a dino-lizard with a spiky spine,   

And it only moves when it’s time to dine.   

It nibbles on flower buds, fruit and leaves,  

Then it scoots to hide up in the trees. 

With its curvy horns, there’s no kid cooler,   

Alpine adventurer and rocky ruler! 

Next time: a  
big cat, a bouncer  and a cuddly ball of  fluff... animals beginning  with the letters  J and K!



Tom Thumb
Once upon a time, there lived a little boy who was no bigger  

than your thumb. “But how can that be?” we hear you cry. 

Favourite Fairy Tales

Well, like most things that are out of the ordinary, it was magic. The best magic  

of all from the greatest wizard there has ever been – Merlin! It just so happened 

that this famous magician was on a long journey and, feeling weary, he knocked 

at a door, hoping for something to eat and somewhere to rest.

 The ploughman and his wife who answered were very poor, but they gave up   

   their food and bed for him. However, Merlin noticed that beneath their kindness   

  and generosity, they seemed terribly unhappy. 

   The next morning, Merlin asked them, “Why are you so sad?”

     Their eyes filled with tears as the wife replied,  

    “We have no children and we would dearly    

   love a son. I wouldn’t mind if he was as small   

 as my thumb. It would make us so happy.”



Merlin decided to grant the couple’s 

wish and, shortly after he left, the 

wife had a son. Just as she had said, 

he was no bigger than her thumb!

That very night, Merlin sent the queen 

of fairies to visit the tiny child, and this 

is how she dressed him:

With an oak-leaf hat for his crown,

In a shirt of web by spiders spun,

With a jacket woven from thistle down,

And feather trousers neatly done,

All stitched together, by-and-by,

With lashes from his mother’s eye.

 

The ploughman and his wife named 

their son Tom and he never grew any 

taller than a thumb. Though he was 

small in size, he was never short of 

cunning, courage and curiosity.

One day, Tom’s mother decided to 

bake a cake.

“Can I help, Ma?” Tom asked, eagerly 

jumping to see inside the bowl.

“You’re too small, Tom. Everything’s 

too heavy for you to lift,” said his 

mother. But, when she turned her 

back to open the oven door, Tom 

clambered up onto the edge of the 

bowl to take a peek inside. 
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Alas, it was slippery, and Tom slid all 

the way down and landed – PLOP! –

right in the middle of the mixture. He 

was covered from head to toe and 

every time he tried to stand, he fell 

down again. His mouth was so full of 

batter, he couldn’t even cry for help.

He kicked and struggled so much 

that when his mother saw the batter 

bubbling and churning, she thought  

it was bewitched. She picked up the 

bowl, ran outside, and left it at the 

end of the garden path.

As she went back inside to look for 

Tom, a beggar walked by. 

He spotted the abandoned bowl of 

cake mixture, and picked it up. He 

could hardly wait to start licking the 

bowl. But, when Tom’s head popped 

up, covered in gooey mixture, the 

beggar was so startled he dropped 

the bowl and it smashed to pieces. 

The poor beggar ran down the lane 

as fast as his legs could carry him!

Dripping in cake mixture and quite 

exhausted by his adventure, Tom 

plodded home again. When his 

mother saw him in such a woeful 

state, she felt very sorry indeed. 
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 She put him in a teacup to bathe him,  kissed                    him and tucked him up in his matchbox bed.

Make It!
Using a matchbox or small 

container, make a tiny bed for Tom 
Thumb, with a little pillow and 

blankets. You could even make a 
tiny house with teeny furniture!



 She put him in a teacup to bathe him,  kissed                    him and tucked him up in his matchbox bed.



The next day, Tom went out with his 

mother to milk the cow.

“Perch on this pail, Tom, while I sit 

back here and milk the cow.”

His mother thought Tom was well out  

of harm’s way, but he hadn’t been 

sitting there for very long when the 

cow spotted his oak-leaf hat. Thinking 

it looked tasty, she scooped up Tom 

on her tongue and began to chew! 

“Ma!” he shouted. “Ma, save me!”

His mother leapt up and looked for 

him. “Where are you, Tom?” she cried.

“I’m here,” he called. “Inside the  

cow’s mouth!”

The cow was so surprised to hear 

Tom’s calls that she parted her lips 

and let him drop out. Luckily, he 

landed in his mother’s apron pocket, 

only a little bruised and very soggy.

  “Oh, Tom,” she wailed. “How  

    will we ever keep you safe?”

For some time after that, Tom wasn’t 

allowed to play outside for fear that 

he would get lost or hurt, but he was 

so bored that his mother and father 

soon gave in to his pleas.

One bright morning, he went out with 

his father to plough the cornfields.  

To tiny Tom, perched up on his father’s 

shoulder, the fields looked like a vast 

sea of gold spread before him. And it 

wasn’t long before he took a dive into 

it, because he slipped and fell, and 

landed in a furrow. 
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Before he had a chance to call for his 

father, a big black raven swooped 

down and grabbed Tom in his claws.

“Pa! Pa!” shouted Tom, but it was no 

use; he was already soaring through 

the sky and his voice was too quiet  

to be heard. When the raven realised 

that Tom was not the tasty feast it had 

hoped for, it released its grip. Tom was 

sent hurtling towards the ground and 

landed – SPLASH! – in the river.

A moment later, he was swallowed  

by a large silvery fish!

Trapped in the fish’s tummy, poor little 

Tom wept. “What will become of me 

now?” he thought. “How will I ever get 

home to dear Ma and Pa?”

Tom tickled and poked the fish’s 

tummy, but there was no way out. 

Suddenly, the fish began to wriggle 

violently, and tiny Tom was thrown 

back and forth. Then everything went 

quiet and still. Tom curled up and fell 

asleep, hoping that he’d wake up to 

find that it was all a bad dream.

When he did wake up, what a surprise 

Tom had! He was still inside the fish’s 

tummy – there was no mistaking the 

terrible smell – but the kitchen staff 

were staring down at him with looks 

of astonishment on their faces.

One of them said, “Hurry and fetch the 

king! I think he’ll want to see this.”
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Tom stepped out of the fish’s tummy 

and said, “How do you. My name is 

Tom Thumb. Where am I?”

A man stepped forward who was quite 

clearly the king, and he answered in a 

confident but kind voice, “You’re in the 

castle of King Arthur, my little fellow, 

and I’m sure you have an interesting 

tale to tell. But, first, let’s get you some 

new clothes. I am sure you don’t want 

to smell of fish!”

So Tom got a smart new outfit, stitched 

by the royal tailors. His shirt was made 

from butterfly wings, his trousers were 

fashioned from velvety rose petals, 

and he was even given a needle for  

a trusty sword.

That night, Tom was invited to sit at the 

legendary Round Table, where he told 

King Arthur and his knights about his 

incredible journey. The king was so 

entertained by it, he had a tiny golden 

carriage made especially for Tom, 

which was pulled by six grey mice. 

He also gave Tom a purse of gold 

coins, as a reward for his bravery.

“Take this to your parents,” said King  

 Arthur. “They must be worried  

  about you. However, do feel  

  free to return to my court at   

  any time. You are always   

  welcome here, Tom Thumb.”
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Tom thanked the king for his help and set  

off for home. When he finally arrived at his 

parents’ cottage, he was so happy to see it. 

He ducked under the door and ran towards  

them, shouting, “Ma! Pa! You’ll never guess 

where I’ve been!”

And that was just the beginning of Tom 

Thumb’s amazing adventures… 
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Design It!
Imagine you’re Tom Thumb’s 

tailor. What could you use 
from your garden or the local 

park to dress him? Which 
materials are best to keep  
him dry and warm? Which 

ones feel soft or silky?



The Rainbow 
Fairies

Two little clouds one summer’s day,

Went flying through the sky.

They went so fast they bumped their heads,

 And both began to cry!

By Lizzie M. Hadley

Old Father Sun looked out and said,

“Oh, never mind, my dears,

I’ll send my little fairy folk

To dry your falling tears.”

32

Poems and Rhymes
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One fairy came in violet,

And one in indigo,

In blue, green, yellow, orange, red,

They made a pretty row.

They wiped the cloud tears all away,

And then, from out the sky,

Upon a line of sunbeams bright,

They hung their gowns to dry.

Print out our Rainbow  
Template and turn it into a 
colourful collage using old  

scraps of papers, packaging  
and wrappers! Download it from 

storytimemagazine.com/free

Upcycle It!



Ali’s Dream
One balmy night in Yemen, not so long ago, a young man was 

woken by a wonderful dream. In it, he had married the Sultan’s 
daughter and their wedding had been filled with joy and happiness.

Though he knew that his dream wasn’t true, the young man woke up in a brilliant 

mood. He could remember the dream and the celebrations so vividly, he couldn’t 

help telling his friends about it. And his friends told their friends and their friends 

told more friends until, soon enough, the Sultan himself had heard about the dream.

It made the Sultan very angry. “How dare he have such a dream about my 

daughter? Find this young man and lock him up in jail immediately!” he shouted.  

His guards did so without delay.

The young man protested, but the Sultan refused to hear his pleas. The young 

man’s parents sobbed and wailed. “It’s so unfair. What can we do?” they cried. 
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“You must find Ali the Clever One!” 

said their neighbour. “He is wise.  

He always knows what to do.”

So the young man’s parents searched 

the city until, at last, they found Ali the 

Clever One sitting on a step, smiling. 

They told him everything.

“Okay,” said Ali. “I will help you. Give 

me a small purse filled with coins and  

I will go to the palace for you.”

The young man’s mother and father 

were grateful. They thanked Ali and 

gave him the purse of coins. Then, 

they set off for home with real hope  

in their hearts. If anybody could help 

their son, it was Ali the Clever One.

Bright and early the next morning, 

when most people were still sound 

asleep, Ali set off for the palace with  

a heavy spade in his hand. 

When he reached the palace wall,  

he began to dig away at the soil 

beneath it. When he had made quite  

a big hole, he whacked the wall with 

his spade, producing an ear-splitting 

clang. Ali whacked the spade again, 

making a deafening racket.

The Sultan woke up, startled. “What is 

that noise?” he yelled. He was furious. 

“Someone find where it’s coming from 

and make it stop RIGHT NOW!”
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The Sultan’s chief advisor dashed 

outside with a troop of guards, and 

was surprised to find Ali digging a 

hole under the palace wall. 

“Ali the Clever One! What are you 

doing? Have you gone mad? The 

Sultan is going crazy in there. Stop 

digging RIGHT NOW!” said the advisor.

But Ali ignored the advisor and the 

stern-faced guards. He carried on 

digging, making sure that his spade 

kept bashing against the wall. When 

the noise didn’t stop, the Sultan leapt 

out of his bed and marched outside,  

still in his pyjamas and slippers.

“Ali the Clever One!” said the Sultan, 

surprised to see him there. “Why are 

you digging under my palace? Stop 

it at once!”

Ali finally stopped digging and bowed 

deeply to the Sultan. “Your Majesty, 

last night I dreamt that my father had 

hidden a great sum of money under 

your palace, in this very spot.”

“But it was just a dream, Ali! A dream!” 

the Sultan said. “It didn’t happen!”

“Forgive me, Your Majesty,” said Ali. 

“But my dream must be the truth.  

You just threw a young man into jail 
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because he dreamt that he married 

your daughter. If his dream is true 

enough to be jailed for it, then mine 

must be true too! Tell your guards to 

help me dig, so I can get my money, 

then I’ll stop bothering you.”

“Ali, dreams aren’t true!” cried the 

Sultan. “They’re only in your head.”

“But, Your Majesty, didn’t you just jail  

a man for his dream? My dream must 

be true too, so I’ll carry on digging 

until I find the money, then I’ll be on 

my way.” Ali clanged his spade again.

The Sultan groaned. He knew what to 

do to get rid of Ali. “Guards, release 

the young man I jailed yesterday!”

Minutes later, the young man walked 

free. As he raced out of the palace 

gates, he saw Ali wink at him. The 

Sultan shook his head and sighed. 

Ali the Clever One picked up his 

spade and set off for home. His job 

was done and he had a purse of 

money to spend in the market.  

Ali the Clever One stories are popular 
in Yemen and many other Middle 

Eastern and North African countries. 
Why not write your own short story  
starring a clever character? What  

will you call him or her? 

Write it!



I n distant times, the south of Finland was ruled over by a  
wise and powerful god called Väinämöinen, who decided to  
go in search of a wife.

Myths and Legends

His travels took him far north to an icy, barren place known as Pohjola. It was 

ruled by the wicked sorceress, Louhi. When Louhi sensed there was an intruder 

in her land, she transformed into an eagle, swooped down on Väinämöinen  

and carried him to her stronghold in her sharp talons.

Shifting into her own shape again, she asked, “Why are you trespassing in  

my territory?”

Väinämöinen saw straight away that Louhi could match his magical powers.  

There was no point in lying.

The Sampo



“I was hoping to find a wife,” he said.

Louhi gave him a cold and heartless 

smile. “And what would you be willing 

to give in return for a wife?”

Thinking quickly, Väinämöinen said,  

“I would give the legendary Sampo.”

“The Sampo,” said Louhi, looking 

puzzled. “What is this Sampo?”

“The most powerful magical tool of  

all, capable of making a barren land 

fertile and its owner rich. It can only  

be crafted by the hands of a god.”

Louhi’s eyes lit up. “Very well,” she 

said. “Give me this Sampo and you 

may marry one of my daughters.” 

Louhi clicked her fingers and three 

daughters appeared at her side. 

They had hair whiter than snow and 

pale blue eyes. They were all very 

beautiful, and very clever too.

“I will need the help of Ilmarinen, the 

blacksmith god, to make the Sampo 

for you,” said Väinämöinen. “Let me 

head south and I will send him to you. 

But you must repay him too.”

“If the Sampo is as powerful as you 

say it is,” said Louhi, “then Ilmarinen 

may also marry one of my daughters.”

And so it was agreed that Ilmarinen 

would return to Pohjola and craft the 

magical Sampo for Louhi, then he and 

Väinämöinen would marry two of her 

daughters. There was just one catch… 

Väinämöinen had made it up. There 

was no such thing as a Sampo!
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When Väinämöinen told Ilmarinen,  

the blacksmith god wasn’t happy.

“Why should I help this witch?” he 

asked. “You want a wife, not I!”

But Väinämöinen talked so much of  

the beauty and intelligence of Louhi’s 

daughters, that Ilmarinen was finally 

persuaded. Before he could change 

his mind, Väinämöinen sang a magical 

song, which blew Ilmarinen all the way 

to Louhi’s stronghold. 

Once there, Ilmarinen wasted no time 

in building a special forge. For many 

days, he tended his magic fire until, at 

last, he was ready to create. 

On the first day, he made a crossbow. 

It had a golden bow and arrows with 

copper shafts and silver tips. But as  

he completed the final arrow, the 

crossbow begged for a victim. “I must 

have one every day,” it whispered.

Ilmarinen refused to give a weapon 

like this to someone as dangerous as 

the sorceress, so he cast it back into 

the furnace and destroyed it.

On the second day, he produced a 

metal bull. It had shining golden horns 

and the sun and stars engraved on  

its forehead. However, the bull was 

bad-tempered and longed to trample 

anyone in its way. With frustration, 

Ilmarinen lifted the bull and threw it 

back into the furnace.
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Sampo was originally  

written over 1,000 years ago 

and it comes from one very long 

poem, which tells the story of 

the origins of Finland. The poem 

is called the Kalevala and it  

is a very important part of 

Finnish culture and  

history.



On the third day, from the flames, the 

blacksmith god produced a golden 

long ship with copper oars. It was a 

wonderful sight, but it wanted only to 

sail to war. Disappointed, Ilmarinen 

tossed it back into the furnace.

On the fourth day, Ilmarinen felt hope 

as a golden plough started to form  

in the fire. It had silver handles and 

copper beams, but when he pulled it 

from the flames, it revealed its desire 

to destroy crops and fields. Despairing, 

Ilmarinen flung it into the furnace.

“How can any I create anything good 

while working in the land of a wicked 

sorceress?” he thought.

Then he had an idea. He summoned 

the four winds to fan the flames of his 

furnace and blow away the evil that 

lingered around his creations. The 

winds blew for three days and nights, 

then Ilmarinen set to work again.

This time, he produced the powerful 

object he had been waiting for – the 

Sampo. It was a magical golden mill 

with three openings. When you turned 

the handle on top, you could produce 

a never-ending supply of either grain, 

salt or gold. 
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With these three things, the land could 

grow fertile, meat could be preserved 

and Louhi would always be wealthy.

Ilmarinen presented the Sampo to 

Louhi, who clutched it greedily to her 

chest, then took it to her underground 

vault and locked it away. 

It was time for her to keep her part  

of the bargain, but all three of her 

daughters refused to marry Ilmarinen 

and leave their home in the north. 

“Such stubborn girls,” cackled Louhi.

The blacksmith god had been tricked! 

He returned to the south, angry with 

Väinämöinen for sending him there 

and annoyed at himself for giving such 

a powerful tool to a sorceress.

When Väinämöinen heard Ilmarinen’s 

story, he was filled with remorse. “I’m 

sorry, friend, I should have known 

better. The Sampo should be ours.” 

 

That evening, Väinämöinen gathered 

an army, and he and Ilmarinen set sail 

for Pohjola to take back the Sampo. 

When they arrived, they stormed into 

Louhi’s castle.

“You didn’t honour our deal,” cried 

Väinämöinen. “Give us the Sampo.  

It belongs to us.”

“What a pity,” sneered Louhi, coolly. 

“However, the Sampo is mine now.”

Väinämöinen then took out a magical 

harp and began to play. 
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In an instant, Louhi and everyone in her court fell into an enchanted slumber. 

Väinämöinen and Ilmarinen took the Sampo from her vaults, and returned  

to their ship, feeling triumphant. 

When Louhi awoke, Väinämöinen had already set  

sail. She transformed herself into a giant eagle again. 

Her daughters and guards climbed onto her back 

and they gave chase immediately. 

When they found Väinämöinen’s ship, they flew 

towards it. Her daughters and guards leapt off 

and began to battle their enemies. Meanwhile, 

Louhi dived at Väinämöinen, clawing for the 

Sampo in his hands. In the chaos of flapping 

wings and clashing swords, Väinämöinen 

tripped and loosed his grip on it. 

If you could create  
a Sampo, what three  

things would you make it 
produce, and why? What 

would be most helpful  
to humans?

ImagIne It!



44

The Sampo fell over the edge of the ship, crashing into the waves.

Screeching with disappointment and rage, Louhi flew home to Pohjola. There 

was nothing left for Väinämöinen to do but to sail home too. Neither side had 

won, and Väinämöinen was still without a wife.

As he stared glumly into the sea, the Sampo plummeted into the deep, dark 

depths, slowly breaking into pieces. As it fell, it pumped out salt. That is how, 

they say, the sea became salty – all because of the magical Sampo. 



Puzzles to boggle your brains, drawing to inspire your 
imagination, a colourful rainbow craft and Tom Thumb fun!

spot the  
difference

1 See if you can spot six differences 
between these two pictures from our 
fable, the Butterfly and the rose.

Playb   xPlayb   xStorytimeStorytime

Ali the Clever One has dropped 
his purse of coins. How many 
coins can you count in this pile?

coin  
counting2

A

B
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How to Play

Poor little Tom Thumb can’t find any clothes to fit him.  

Can you be his tailor and dress him as quickly as possible?

tiny tom  
tAiLoR!

To play, you’ll need two dice and you can print out our 

Tom Thumb Finger Puppets and Clothes Cards from 

storytimemagazine.com/free to dress him as you play.

 Player 1 rolls two dice. Add up the two numbers to  

get your total, then refer to the pictures on the right to 

see what you should dress Tom in.  

 The aim of the game is to dress Tom in five different 

items: a shirt, trousers, shoes, a jacket and a hat. 

 If you roll the dice and end up with two of the same 

item – two shirts, for instance – you can change Tom’s 

shirt for a different one, but he can only wear one shirt  

at a time. You can’t swap an extra shirt for a different  

item of clothing.

 Not all the numbers you roll will lead to clothes, so  

follow the instructions. 

 Rolling double numbers is extra-special, so follow 

those instructions too!

 Players take it in turns to roll the dice, and the first 

person to dress Tom is the winner. Well done!





We love fairy tales here at Storytime, so we were very excited to 
read our latest brilliant books of the month – don’t miss them!

“HONK!” Gabby hooted.

       And out tumbled LOTS more eggs. 

They thu
mped

 

         
         

and bumped

“noooo!” wailed Bob. The house was in bits!

         and bashed and 

crashed.

 “ ThaT’s iT!
no More 

peTs!”

STORY MAGIC

fairy tale pets by Tracey Corderoy and 

illustrated by Jorge Martin (Little Tiger Press) 

is a laugh-out-loud romp, which follows Bob 

in his new pet-sitting job. The problem is, 

every pet seem to be from a famous fairy 

tale, including a grumpy bear, a squawky 

goose and three tramply goats. Kids will 

adore this colourful book, and the conclusion 

gives them plenty of opportunities to make 

up their own stories.

there is no dragon in this story  

by Lou Carter and illustrated by Deborah 

Allwright (Bloomsbury). Dragon goes off in  

a huff and decides that, instead of catching 

princesses, he wants to be the hero for a 

change. But every fairy-tale character he 

meets refuses to let him gatecrash their 

story. That is, until he meets a giant. Then, 

everyone needs Dragon’s help, but can he 

save the day? What do you think?

Bumper  
prize  

Bundle!

This month, as well as gorgeous copies of our Books of the  

Month to give away, we have a bumper bundle of books  

from the kind folk at Little Tiger Press, including three  

wonderful new titles: the only lonely panda by  

Storytime favourite Jonny Lambert; tiny tantrum by  

Caroline Crowe and illustrated by Ella Okstad – a fabulous  

and funny tale many parents will identify with; and  

that is actually my blanket, baby! by  

Angie Morgan with illustrations by Kate Alizadeh,  

who has previously illustrated for Storytime. To  

enter this fantastic competition, visit our site:

Books of the month!

win!
storytimemagazine.com/win
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MILKY WAY MYTH!  A magical story about the night sky

TROPICAL TALE! Meet the  
Hawaiian volcano goddess

  NO ADVERTS INSIDE!

The Golden Galleon, Robert Louis Stevenson, 
Alphabet Zoo, The Mare’s Egg and a GAME!

DORIS the Singing Cow
Coming  in issue  36  
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The Sampo fell over the edge of the ship, crashing into the waves.

Screeching with disappointment and rage, Louhi flew home to Pohjola. There 

was nothing left for Väinämöinen to do but to sail home too. Neither side had 

won, and Väinämöinen was still without a wife.

As he stared glumly into the sea, the Sampo plummeted into the deep, dark 

depths, slowly breaking into pieces. As it fell, it pumped out salt, which is how, 

they say, the sea became salty – all because of the magical Sampo. 
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I Want to Be a 

Pencil Sharpener 

It was dressing-up day in school soon and Daisy and Mummy 

were talking about her costume.

16

By Eszter Molnar

“What would you like to go as?” asked Mummy. She held up a  

beautiful pink dress. “A princess?” 

Daisy shook her head.

“A doctor?”

“No.”
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