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The Crow and
The Pitcher

It had been a long, hot summer and the sun had scorched the 
earth so that the rivers and streams had run dry. The animals 

were desperately parched and longed for the rain to fall so that 
they could have something to drink.

A thirsty crow was circling the sky, looking for a puddle or a bird bath to sip  

from, when it spotted a small table with a glass pitcher on it, hidden in the  

shady corner of a cottage garden. It flew down and landed on the table. When  

it peered down the long neck of the pitcher, the crow’s beady eye saw that there 

was still some water at the bottom – enough to provide a thirst-quenching drink.

Famous Fables
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      ‘O’Connor was standing beneath



“At last!” thought the crow, its mouth 

so dry it struggled to even squawk 

with excitement.

Standing on the tips of its claws, the 

crow stuck its long beak down the 

neck of the pitcher, and tried to reach 

the water, but it was no good – the 

water was too low down. It tiptoed 

even higher and craned its neck as 

much as it could, but it still didn’t work. 

The neck of the pitcher was far too 

narrow for the crow to take a sip.

The poor crow despaired. “I’ll surely 

die of thirst if I don’t drink this water,” 

it thought. “But if I knock the pitcher 

over, it will all pour away.”

The crow hopped around the table 

and flapped around the garden, 

looking for something that might help. 

Then it spotted a pebbly path and 

had a clever idea. It picked up some 

pebbles in its beak, then flew back  

to the table and dropped them into 

the pitcher, one by one.
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Do a mini science 
experiment! Pour 
water into a glass 
jug, tall beaker or 
plastic bottle until 
it is a third full, and 

mark the water level 
with coloured tape 
or marker pen. Now 
drop some pebbles 
into the jug or glass 
and you’ll see the 
water level rise. 

This is called water 
displacement. How 
many pebbles do 

you need to  
make the water 
reach the top?  

TRY IT!
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With each pebble the crow dropped 

into the pitcher, the water level rose  

a tiny bit. The crow flew around the 

garden grabbing more and more 

pebbles and dropped them in so  

that the water level rose higher  

and higher until, at last, it was high 

enough for the crow to have a long, 

refreshing drink. Its life was saved!

Thanks to its clever thinking and  

determination, the crow was able to 

survive the harsh drought that summer 

– and he visited the garden every day. 

The lady who owned the cottage, 

however, never did work out how  

her water pitcher kept getting filled  

to the brim with pebbles! 



Brer Rabbit
One sunny spring morning, Brer Fox decided to plant himself  

a vegetable patch. He found a lush corner of a field and he  
dug, turned and raked the soil until it looked rich and black.
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When it was ready, he planted row after row of delicious peas. While Brer Fox 

was hard at work, Brer Rabbit had been peeking through the hedge, watching 

him. He dashed back to his children and, chuckling away, he sang to them:

“Ti-yi! Tungalee!         

It grows in the ground, it grows free!

 Ti-yi! Delicious peas!”
         I eat a pea, I pick a pea, 

Around the World Tales



      ‘O’Connor was standing beneath

And, sure enough, when Brer Fox’s 

peas had grown and ripened, every 

time he went to the field to harvest  

his patch, he found that somebody 

had already been there before him, 

stealing the fresh pea pods from the 

vines. He was furious!

But Brer Fox was also no fool – he 

had a good idea who the culprit was. 

He knew it must be Brer Rabbit – but 

he couldn’t prove it, because he 

always covered his tracks so well! 

One afternoon, when Brer Fox had 

really had enough of the pea thief,  

he walked up and down the field, 

looking for a little gap in the hedge 

where he was sure Brer Rabbit was 

squeezing through. When he found 

the rabbit-sized gap, he gathered 

some ropes and laid a trap.

The next morning, when Brer Rabbit 

came sneaking along, he bounded 

through the hedge as usual – and Brer 

Fox’s trap sprang straight into action. 

It grows in the ground, it grows free!
“Ti-yi! Tungalee!         

“Ti-yi! Tungalee!”        



A loop of rope knotted itself around 

Brer Rabbit’s back legs and he was 

flung into the air, where he was left  

swinging from the top of a small tree. 

As he dangled there, Brer Rabbit 

wasn’t sure whether to be scared  

of falling down or scared of getting 

stuck up there – and what he was 

most afraid of was what Brer Fox 

would do to him when he found him.

As he tried to come up with a clever 

excuse, he heard heavy footsteps 

lumbering down the road. 

 

 

Soon, Brer Bear appeared, ambling 

along, with his paws covered in honey 

from a morning of bothering bee hives.

Brer Rabbit called out, “Hey! Hello 

there, Brer Bear!”

Brer Bear was a little surprised to see 

Brer Rabbit dangling from a tree.

“Umm... Hello, Brer Rabbit! How are 

you doing on this fine morning?”



“Thanks for asking, Brer Bear. I’m 

doing pretty well,” said Brer Rabbit.

“What are you doing up there in  

the heavens, Brer Rabbit?” asked  

Brer Bear.

“Brer Fox is paying me a dollar a 

minute to guard his pea patch from  

the birds,” said Brer Rabbit. “In fact,  

he said if Brer Bear comes along,  

you should ask him if he wants  

to do it instead, as he has a big  

family to care for and would  

be even better at  

scaring away the  

pesky birds.”

“Wow! A dollar a  

minute!” thought  

Brer Bear. “That  

sounds like  

easy money  

to me!” And  

he jumped at  

Brer Rabbit’s  

sneaky 

job offer.

Brer Rabbit asked his bear friend to 

untie the knot around his back legs, 

and made his escape from the trap.  

In just a few minutes, poor Brer Bear 

was swinging from the top of the tree 

in Brer Rabbit’s place.

Brer Rabbit waved goodbye to Brer 

Bear, then he hopped all the way over  

    to Brer Fox’s place as quickly as he  

    could and cried out, “Brer Fox!  

           Brer Fox! Come right away  

       and see the thief who’s  

    been stealing from  

       your pea patch!”

        Brer Fox dashed  

                           out of his house  

                                      and ran up the  

                                       lane with Brer  

                                        Rabbit.  
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WORD
WISE

The word ‘brer’  
is a short way of  

saying ‘brother’, and 
is used in lots of Brer 
Rabbit tales, which 

come from  
America. 



“There he is!” said Brer Rabbit, 

pointing at Brer Bear, who was still 

hanging from the tree, licking honey 

from his paws.

“Got you, pea thief!” cried Brer Fox 

and, before Brer Bear could explain 

how he had been tricked, Brer Fox 

started to holler at him, scolding him 

for stealing his peas.

In the middle of all this hullabaloo, 

Brer Rabbit slipped away to find the 

best hiding place he could, because 

he knew Brer Bear would be so mad 

at him for tricking him, he’d come 

looking for him when he was freed.

So Brer Rabbit slipped into a muddy 

pond and stayed there, with only his 

two eyes poking out. A little while 

later, Brer Bear came stomping down 

the lane in a bad mood. 

“Good day, Brer Frog,” he growled. 

“Have you seen Brer Rabbit about?”

“Yes, indeed,” croaked Brer Rabbit. 

“He went hopping by that-a-way a  

short time ago. Ribbit!”

Brer Bear ran off down the lane at 

great speed, and cheeky Brer Rabbit 

climbed out of the pond. He shook 

himself off and, with a grin on his  

face, headed for home with a secret 

stash of peas in his pocket. 

14



Write It!
Brer Rabbit makes up  

nonsense words to rhyme  
with ‘pea’ in the song he  
sings to his children. Can  
you make up some funny  
words to rhyme with your 

favourite vegetables?



She’ll Be Coming      
      Round the Mountain

She’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.
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Yee-hah!

Poems and Rhymes
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S he’ll be driving six white horses when she comes,

She’ll be driving six white horses when she comes,

She’ll be driving six white horses, driving six white horses,

She’ll be driving six white horses when she comes.

     

S he’ll be wearing pink pyjamas when she comes,

She’ll be wearing pink pyjamas when she comes,

She’ll be wearing pink pyjamas, wearing pink pyjamas,

She’ll be wearing pink pyjamas when she comes.

                                

Yee-hah!

   Whoa there!

Tee hee!
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O h, we’ll all run out to meet her when she comes,

Oh, we’ll all run out to meet her when she comes,

Oh, we’ll all run out to meet her, all run out to meet her,

Oh, we’ll all run out to meet her when she comes.

S inging ay ay yippee yippee ay! 
   Singing ay ay yippee yippee ay! 

                Singing ay ay yippee, ay ay yippee!

           Ay ay yippee yippee ay!

   Hey, girl!



The Children
of Lir

L ong ago, in a time of magic and fairies, Ireland was ruled over by 
a great king called Lir, who had four beautiful children – happy 

Fionnula, bold Aodh, and beautiful twin brothers, Fiacra and Conn. 

Everyone in Ireland adored King Lir’s children – even the fairies, who gave them 

each a gift of a snowy white horse, swifter than the wind. All was well with the 

royal family until the queen died of a sudden and unexpected illness. The children 

were still young and King Lir felt they needed a mother to care for them, so he 

found a new wife as quickly as he could. This new queen – Aiofe – was full of 

charm with King Lir, but when she saw how the king doted on his children, and 

how the fairies loved them, and how the people of Ireland adored them, her  

heart grew black with jealousy and hatred. 

Myths and Legends
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Aiofe was really a witch and, as her 

dislike for the children grew, she 

began to look for spells to get rid  

of them, so that she could finally  

be alone with King Lir.

One day, she drove the children in  

her chariot to a nearby lake to teach 

them how to swim. As soon as the 

children began bathing, she waded 

out to them and struck them with her 

wand. As she did so, she muttered a 

curse under her breath. One by one, 

each child was transformed into an 

elegant snow-white swan. 

The children panicked, stretching 

their long necks and flapping their 

wings in distress. 

“Be calm,” smiled Queen Aiofe. “It’s 

not so bad – I could have done a lot 

worse. Children, you are now cursed 

to swim on this lake for 300 years, 

and on the Irish sea for another 300 

years, and on the waters around the 

Isle of Inishglora for a further 300 

years. After this, only the ring of a 

church bell will save you.”

Fionnula shouted angrily and was 

surprised to find that she still had her 

voice, “How you could do this, you 

wicked woman? When our father 
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finds out what has happened, a more 

terrible fate than ours will greet you!”

But, relieved at last to be rid of the 

children, Queen Aiofe just laughed. 

She escaped in her chariot and the 

four children tried to follow her, but no 

matter how hard they flapped their 

wings, they could not fly beyond the 

shores of the lake. That night, the 

sight of four swans weeping as the 

sun set over the mountains was the 

saddest thing Ireland had ever seen. 

 

There was much sadness in the castle 

of King Lir too, when his wicked wife 

told him that his four precious children 

had been killed by wild boars. All of 

Ireland grieved for their lost princess 

and princes, but none suffered more 

than the king. One day, he rode out to 

the lake to grieve in peace when four 

swans suddenly landed at his feet.

“Father! It is us – your children!” cried 

the largest swan.

King Lir could not believe what he was 

hearing – the swan sounded exactly 

like his beloved daughter, Fionnula. 

He thought he must have gone mad 

with grief, but his swan children quickly 

explained what had happened. 
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He embraced them sadly and promised to visit them every day, then he 

returned to his castle, where he banished his cruel wife from Ireland forever. 

From that day, King Lir made sure that the lake of his swan children was always 

protected and he made it a law that no swan could ever be harmed or killed in 

Ireland. He visited his children every day and, when news spread of what had 

happened, the lake attracted hundreds of visitors. The royal swans entertained 

everyone with their beautiful singing and, for many years, they lived happily.  
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But, in time, their father passed away and the children of Lir faded from people’s 

memories, until their fate became nothing but a long-forgotten story – a whisper 

from the past. After 300 years on the lake, the swan children flew to the Irish 

Sea, where they spent another 300 years on the crashing, stormy waves.

Finally, their curse took them to the uninhabited  

Isle of Inishglora, where fishermen told  

stories of the mysterious white swans  

they had heard singing sweetly 

across the waters.  
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Say It!
The Irish names in this story are easier to say out loud than you think. The witch Aiofe’s name is pronounced  ‘ee-fa’ (like Eva, but with an ‘f’ in it)  and Aodh is pronounced ‘air’.  Practise saying them before  you read the story. 



At last, their 900-year curse came to an end. The four swan children flew back  

to the home of their childhood, only to find 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 magnificent 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 aloud so that 

people would never  
forget them.  
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Henny Penny
Once upon a time on a sunny spring morning, Henny Penny  

the chicken was scratching around the farmyard looking  
for some tasty corn to eat.

She was clucking away, when Plop! Something hard hit her on the head. 

“Goodness gracious me!” she cried. “The sky’s falling down! I must go and  

tell the queen!”

Off she strutted as quickly as she could, leaving the henhouse behind her. 

At the corner of the barn, she bumped into Cocky Locky who had just been  

cock-a-doodle-dooing at the top of his voice. 

Favourite Fairy Tales



He thought Henny Penny had come to 

tell him how grand he sounded, but she 

rushed past him without a word. 

“Where are you going in such a flap, 

Henny Penny?” asked Cocky Locky, a 

little disappointed she had ignored him.

“Oh, I can’t stop now, Cocky Locky. I’m 

going to tell the queen that the sky is 

falling down!”

“The sky!” exclaimed Cocky Locky. 

“Then I’m coming with you!” And he 

strutted alongside Henny Penny, the 

two of them on important business.

At the duck pond, Ducky Wucky was 

surprised to see them in such a fluster. 

“Where are you going, Henny Penny 

and Cocky Locky?” she quacked.

“Sorry, we can’t stop, Ducky Wucky. 

We’re going to tell the queen that the 

sky is falling down!”

“Really?” said Ducky Wucky. “Well,  

I’m coming too! Maybe the queen will 

protect us!” Ducky Wucky waddled  

out of the pond and joined them.

On the far side of the pond, the trio 

bumped into Goosey Poosey.  
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“Hello Henny Penny, Cocky Locky 

and Ducky Wucky!” Goosey Poosey 

honked. “Going somewhere fun?”

“Oh, there’s nothing fun about it, 

Goosey Poosey,” clucked Henny 

Penny, ruffling her feathers. “We’re 

going to tell the queen that the sky  

is falling down!”

“Then I’m coming with you!” honked 

Goosey Poosey, and he flapped his 

way over to his farmyard friends. 

As they neared the big wooden farm 

gates, Turkey Lurkey appeared. 

“Where do you think you’re going, 

Henny Penny, Cocky Locky, Ducky 

Wucky and Goosey Poosey? You  

 

know, the farmer won’t be at all happy 

if you leave the farm!” 

“But it’s important!” cried Henny Penny. 

“We have to tell the queen that the sky 

is falling down!”

“Is it indeed?” Turkey Lurkey gobbled. 

“Well, as the biggest and oldest bird 

here, I think I should come with you!” 

And so Turkey Lurkey joined the 

poultry parade and they all made 

their way out of the farm gates.

Off they went in a flurry of flaps and 

feathers. Rabbits pricked up their  

ears and cows mooed in surprise to 

see such a gaggle of birds. What a  

din they made! 

Name It!
Can you make up some more funny 
rhyming names like Henny Penny? 
Think up some rhymes for Doggy, 

Kitty, Fishy and Bunny.



     gobbling all the way!
Clucking and cock-a-doodle-dooing             and quacking and honking and                   



     gobbling all the way!
Clucking and cock-a-doodle-dooing             and quacking and honking and                   

Spot It
Can you find these five  

feathers hiding in this picture? 
Tick each box when you  

see them!



In fact, they all made so much 

noise, they caught the attention 

of Foxy Loxy, whose hungry 

cubs were waiting for dinner. 

Sly old Foxy Loxy licked his lips 

and sidled over to the bustling 

birds. “Where are you heading 

to, Henny Penny, Cocky Locky, 

Ducky Wucky, Goosey Poosey 

and Turkey Lurkey?”

“We’re on a very important 

mission to tell the queen that 

the sky is falling down!” Henny 

Penny said, puffing out the 

feathers on her chest.

“You’re heading to the queen, 

you say?” smiled Foxy Loxy. 

“Well, you’re going in quite the 

wrong direction. I can show you 

the way. I know a shortcut!”

“Excellent!” said Henny Penny. 

“We really need to get there  

as quickly as possible.”

“Follow me!” said Foxy Loxy 

and the birds strutted and 

waddled behind him. At last, 

they came to a hole beneath  

a tree trunk.

“This will lead you right to the  

gates of Buckingham Palace!”  

said Foxy Loxy. “I’ll lead the  

way. Just step inside… one  

at a time. It’s quite a squeeze.”

Foxy Loxy stepped into the 

hole, which was really the 

entrance to his lair. “You first, 

Henny Penny,” he said, as  

we all know that foxes can’t 

resist a bit of fresh chicken.

But after he’d slinked inside, 

Turkey Lurkey gobbled, “I’m 

the biggest and the oldest.  

I think I should go in first to  

check that everything’s okay.”
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So Turkey Lurkey stuck his head inside 

the hole. It was dark and cold, and it 

smelt of dirt. He put one foot inside and 

then the other. He took a few cautious 

steps down the tunnel and a few steps 

more, but then he spotted five hungry  

fox cubs sitting around a dining table, 

clutching knives and forks. At that 

moment, he heard a Snap! behind him. 

Foxy Loxy lunged towards the old bird 

and caught a few of his tail feathers in 

his mouth, but Turkey Lurkey leapt out 

of the way and squawked loudly to his 

friends, “Don’t come in! It’s a trap!”

Foxy Loxy pounced towards Turkey 

Lurkey again, but the old turkey 

flapped his wings and pecked at Foxy 

Loxy until he yelped. Turning tail, the 

sly fox ran off down the tunnel back to 

his cubs. There was no turkey dinner 

for them that day!

Turkey Lurkey made for the exit at great 

speed, and saw his friends strutting and 

waddling across the field. He caught  

up with them and said, “Perhaps we 

should tell the queen that the sky is 

falling down tomorrow?”

Henny Penny clucked in agreement 

and the feathered friends made their 

way back to the farmyard, relieved that 

their adventure was over. They never 

did get round to telling the queen  

that the sky was falling down. 



The Changelings
There was once a husband and his wife who were lucky enough 

to have adorable baby twins. They loved their babies with all 
their hearts and doted on the sweet duo.

One day, the woman was called upon by her neighbour. “Please can you help 

me?” wailed the neighbour. “I’ve locked myself out and I need a leg-up to get  

through my window.”

In old folk tales, a 
changeling is a baby 

that has been replaced 
with an elderly troll or 

elf, or sometimes a fairy 
baby. There are tales of 

changelings from all over  
the world, but this story  

is from Wales.

Did You Know?

Storyteller’s Corner



The woman didn’t like to leave her 

little ones alone, but they were both 

sound asleep in their cots, so she 

rushed to help her neighbour.

However, on her way back, she saw 

two strange little men walking away 

from her house. They had elfin ears 

and green shoes with pointed toes. 

They both sported mischievous smiles. 

Alarmed, the woman rushed back  

to check on her babies, but they  

were both still lying there, tucked up  

in bed, deep in their baby dreams.

A few months went by, though, and 

the husband and wife began to think 

that something was wrong with their 

babies. They hadn’t grown an inch, 

but their faces looked old and wrinkly, 

and they cried all day and night. No 

matter how hard the couple tried, they 

couldn’t comfort them.

“There’s mischief going on here, I’m 

sure of it,” said the husband in despair. 

“I don’t think these babies are ours.  

I think the fairies swapped them for 

their own. I think they’re changelings!” 

The wife wept to think of her babies as 

changelings, but she suspected that 

what her husband had said was true.
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The next day, she set out to see the 

wise woman who lived in the next 

village and told her all her fears. 

“There’s only one way to know,” said 

the wise woman. “Fetch two dozen 

hen’s eggs, crack them and keep only 

the shells. Boil a pot of water on the 

fire and, when it’s bubbling away, 

throw in the eggshells and stir. You’ll 

soon find out whether your babies  

are changelings or not.”

As odd as the instructions sounded, 

the woman did exactly as she was 

told. All the time, the twins lay crying 

in their cots, their wrinkled little faces  

 

watching her every move. Just as she 

threw the eggshells into the bubbling 

water, they both sat bolt upright and,  

in old men’s voices, cried out:

“What are you doing? We’ve seen 

potatoes boil and carrots simmer,  

but never a dinner of eggshells!”

The woman jumped in surprise to 

hear the two babies talk like that and,  

quick as she could, she scooped a 

changeling under each arm, then  

ran down the lane to where a little 

wooden bridge ran over a river.  

She dangled the wrinkled elfins over 

the water and cried out, “Give me 

back my own fair babies, or I’ll drop 

these changelings in the river!”
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Count It!
How many 

eggshells can you 

count in this picture? 

Write your answer  

in this box!
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At that, the two elves she had seen many months before suddenly appeared on 

the bridge and snatched the changelings away from her. Just as quickly as they 

had appeared, they vanished again.

The woman ran all the way home again and, as she burst through the front door, 

she was overjoyed to hear the cute chuckles of her own babies. There they were, 

tucked up in their cots, as chubby-cheeked and beautiful as the day they had 

been taken away from her. As she leant down to cuddle them, the twins looked  

up and, together, they gurgled their very first word: “Mama!” 



The Water-Babies
O 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

By Charles Kingsley

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. 



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, 

was. 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 birds’ 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 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 
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nineteen different styles, and looked 

as if somebody had built a whole 

street of houses of every imaginable 

shape, and then stirred them together 

with a spoon.

Tom and his master went round the 

back way and into a little back door. 

The housekeeper met them and gave 

Grimes orders, then turned them into 

a grand room, all covered up with 

sheets of paper. After a kick from his 

master, Tom went up the chimney.

How many chimneys Tom swept, I 

cannot say, but he got quite tired and 

puzzled too, for they were not like the 

ones in town, so he lost his way. At 

last, coming down what he thought 

was the right chimney, he found 

himself in a room he hadn’t seen.

He thought it a very pretty sight – all 

dressed in white, with just a touch of 

pink here and there. The carpet was 

covered in little flowers and the walls 

were hung with pictures in gilt frames. 

He knew it was a lady’s room by the 

dresses that lay about.
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The next thing he saw was a basin 

and soap and brushes and towels, 

and a bath. “She must be a very dirty 

lady,” thought Tom, “to need that 

much scrubbing!”

And then, looking towards the bed,  

he saw that dirty lady and held his 

breath with astonishment.

Under the covers, upon a snow-white 

pillow, lay the most beautiful little girl 

that Tom had ever seen. Her cheeks 

were almost as white as the pillow, 

and her hair was like threads of gold. 

She might have been as old as Tom, 

or maybe a year or two older. 

“No. She cannot be dirty. She could 

never have been dirty,” thought Tom. 

And then he thought, “Are all people 

like that when they are washed?” 

And he looked at his own wrist, and 

tried to rub the soot off.

Looking around, he suddenly saw, 

standing close to him, an ugly, sooty, 

ragged figure, with bleary eyes. He 

turned on it angrily, before realising 

that it was himself, reflected in a 

great mirror.

Then Tom, for the first time in his life, 

found out that he was dirty, and he 

burst into tears with shame and anger. 
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He turned to sneak up the chimney 

again, but upset the fender and made 

a noise like ten thousand tin kettles 

tied to ten thousand mad dogs’ tails.

Up jumped the little lady in her bed 

and, seeing Tom, let out a scream. In 

rushed a stout old nurse and, making 

up her mind that Tom had come to rob 

them, dashed at him and caught him. 

But he ran across the room, and he 

climbed out of the window. 

Under the window spread a tree.

Down the tree he went, like a cat, 

and across the garden lawn, over 

 

the iron railings, and up the park 

towards the wood, leaving the old 

nurse screaming out of the window.

The gardener, who was mowing, saw 

poor Tom, threw down his scythe and 

gave chase. The dairymaid heard the  

noise and tumbled over her churn to 

give chase. A groom cleaning the 

stables dropped everything and gave 

chase. Grimes upset a sack of soot in 

the yard and gave chase. The keeper 

left his traps and gave chase. Even  

Sir John, who looked out from  

his study and saw what was  

happening, gave chase.
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Never was there such a noise, as 

everyone chased Tom, shouting, 

“Stop, thief!”

All the while, poor Tom ran across  

the park with his little bare feet. He 

made for the woods, where he might 

hide in a bush or climb up a tree, but 

he got himself trapped in the boughs 

of a thick rhododendron. When he got 

through, the tall grasses tumbled over 

him, and the tree branches whipped 

and tore at his shins.

“I must get out of this,” thought Tom, 

before suddenly hitting his head 

against a wall. Up and over the wall 

brave Tom went, like a squirrel. And 

there he was, out on the moors – 

heather, bog and rock, stretching up  

to the very sky.

Now, Tom was a cunning little fellow, 

so he ran along the wall for half a 

mile, while all who were chasing him 

went in the other direction. Gradually, 

he heard their shouts die away.

       “
Stop, thief!”



42

At last, he turned towards the moor 

and into the heather, which was like  

a new world to him. Tom went on,  

and on, and got higher up the hill.  

He began to get hungry and very 

thirsty, for he had run a long way  

and the sun had risen high. He went 

on until his head was spinning with  

the midday heat.

At the top, he looked around and said, 

“Why, what a big place the world is!”

Far below was Harthover, and the 

dark woods, and the town. To his 

right, he could see a deep green 

valley and in the woods, a clear 

stream. Oh, if he could only get  

down to that stream! 

Down he went, the brave little man, 

though he was footsore, and hungry, 

and thirsty. Tom was getting terribly 

tired. He felt so hot that he longed  

to get in the river and cool himself 

down. “I must be clean, I must be 

clean,” he said.

He got to the brook and looked into 

the clear water. He dipped his hand  

in and found it so cool, cool, cool.

He pulled off his clothes in such haste 

that he tore them, and he put his hot, 

sore feet into the water; and then his 

legs. He longed so much to be clean, 

that he tumbled into the cool stream.

He had not been in it two minutes 

before he fell fast asleep, into the 

quietest, cosiest sleep that he had 

ever had in his life. The reason for 

such a delightful sleep is very simple. 

It was the fairies.

Some people think there are no fairies. 

But the most wonderful things in the 

world are the things no one can see. 

There must be fairies, for there is a 

fairy tale – and how can one have  

a fairy tale if there are no fairies?

Ah, now comes the most wonderful 

part of this story. Tom, when he woke, 

found himself swimming about in the 



stream. He was about four inches 

long and the fairies had turned him 

into a water-baby.

A water-baby? You never heard of  

a water-baby? Perhaps not. That is 

the very reason why this story was 

written. There are land-babies, so 

why not water-babies?

Tom was now quite amphibious and, 

better still, he was clean. He did not 

remember having ever been dirty. 

Indeed, he did not remember any  

of his old troubles: being tired, or 

hungry, or sent up dark chimneys. 

That is not strange for, you know, 

when you came into this world, you 

remembered nothing. So why should 

he when he became a water-baby?

But Tom was very happy there in the 

water and he had nothing to do now 

but enjoy himself…

    WIN!
Follow Tom’s adventures  
in the stream. Enter our 

competition on page 50 to win 
a beautiful copy of Charles 

Kingsley’s The Water-Babies! 



Imagine you are a water-baby, like Tom. What is life like in  
the river? What can you see? What other animals live there?  

Can you draw a picture of what you can see as you swim along?

Be a Water-Baby!
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Crack our puzzles, design some pyjamas, make an 
Easter chicken and help Brer Fox catch Brer Rabbit!

GET 
Cracking! 

1

We’ve hidden six Easter 
eggs in the stories in this 
magazine. Tick the box 
next to each egg when 
you’ve found it!

StorytimeStorytime
Playb   xPlayb   x

Poor Tom has 
to find his way 
up to the top 
of this huge 
chimney. Can 
you help him?

CLEAN 
SWEEP

2

Start

Finish





ANSWERS: 2. Clean Sweep – See 

right; 3. Clever Crow – a. 8, b. 5; 6. 

Swan Song: Help Me!

47

Perfect 
PJS!
What pyjamas 
would you wear  
if you were coming 
round a mountain? 
Design your own 
perfect pair here! 

5

SWAN
SONG
Cross out all the  
letters S, W, A and  
N, then arrange the 
leftover letters to find  
a secret message!

6
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 A book about bunnies is the  
          perfect alternative to chocolate  
this Easter, and we think Life is Magic by 
debut author and illustrator, Meg Mclaren,  
is as good as it gets. Starring magician 
Monsieur Lapin and his rabbit sidekick, 
Houdini, you’re guaranteed 
plenty of “Tadaa!” 
and loads of funny 
bunnies. We hope  
to see more of this 
magical duo. 
(Andersen Press)

If you’re going away this Easter, don’t forget to pack Storytime  
in your suitcase – and lots more bookish gems too!

BOOK OF  
THE MONTH

There’s only so much chocolate a child can eat, but 
you can never have enough books! Here’s three of  
our favourite choc-themed tales to enjoy this Easter.

 Grendel by David Lucas Grendel is a little monster 
who loves chocolate, so when he is granted three 
wishes, you can guess what he asks for. A modern and 
mouthwatering take on King Midas. (Walker Books)

 Love Monster and the Last Chocolate by Rachel 
Bright Another monster with a taste for chocolate –  
but will this one share or keep it all for himself? A story 
that’s lip-licking good! (HarperCollins Children’s Books)

 The Whizz Pop Chocolate Shop by Kate Saunders  
Siblings Oz and Lily’s family inherit an old chocolate 
shop – and all the magic, mystery and spooky goings-
on that go with it. A witty and wonderful read for KS2 
readers. (Marion Lloyd Books)

An Easter Feast!

Win a stunning hardback copy of The 

Water-Babies by Charles Kingsley and 

discover what happens to Tom! Enter at: 

storytimemagazine.com/win

 

 

Make Your Own  
Fairy Tale!

Story Box (published by Laurence King)  

comprises a beautifully illustrated set of puzzle 

pieces, which allow you to playfully create 

your own fabulous fairy tales with a different 

ending every time! Enter our competition to 

win a set and let your imagination run wild! 

Visit: www.storytimemagazine.com/win

 

STORY MAGIC

WIN

WIN

COMPETITIONS!





Classic Tales to Read, Love and ShareStorytim
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Egg-citing Stories Inside!

An Irish legend  
of singing swans

She’ll Be Coming      
      Round the Mountain

She’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

Yee-hah!

Poems and Rhymes

Grab your pink 
pyjamas. Yee-hah!

The Water-Babies
Once 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
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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.comThe home of stories :

Classic Tales to Read, Love and Share

TMStorytime
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Gulliver’s Travels,  The Farmer’s Horse,  Maui Goes Fishing, Cat and Mouse & More!
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Sleeping Beauty
DON’T GET THE HUMP! Read our Rudyard Kipling poem!

Oh, the places you’ll go!

Discover the  
Incan empire!

Long ago, at the dawn of time, the powerful god Viracocha fashioned the first people of South America from clay. 

32

   Though he gave them voices and crops to harvest, the people had no skills –  
      they didn’t know how to make clothes or build houses. They couldn’t read or  
        write or cook – so they lived like animals.

       The sun god, Inti, looked down on the people and he felt pity for them, so  
         he decided that the cleverest of his four sons and his daughter should             rule over everyone and teach them how to live in a better way.             Their names were Manco Cápac and Mama Ocllo.

The Golden Staff
Myths and Legends

Dance with a  
crazy horse!

wrench out the pegs that fastened  my left arm to the ground. Lifting it up to my face, I discovered how they had tied me up and, with a violent pull, I loosened the strings that tied down my hair on the left, so that I was able to turn my head a little.

The creatures ran off a second time and I heard one of them cry, “Tolgo phonac”. In an instant, I felt about a hundred arrows land on my left hand, which pricked me like needles. They shot another flight into the air, and many must have fell on my body 
(though I didn’t feel them).

When the shower of arrows was over,  I groaned with pain, and tried to get loose again, but they fired yet more arrows, and some of them tried to stick with spears. Fortunately, I was wearing a leather waistcoat, which they couldn’t pierce. 

I thought it best to lie still, and wait till night, when I could easily free myself. As for the inhabitants, I believed I was a good match for their greatest army.

When the people saw I was quiet, they stopped firing their arrows, but by the noise I heard, I knew there were more of them. Near my right ear I heard a knocking sound for about an hour. 
When I turned my head, I saw a small stage, with two or three ladders to mount it. From there, one of them – who seemed to be important – cried out three times, “Langro debul san.” 

Immediately, about fifty inhabitants cut the strings that fastened the left side of my head, so I could turn and see the speaker. He was middle aged and tall. A page held up his train, and two others stood on each side. He made  a speech, which I didn’t understand.

I answered politely, but I was famished with hunger, as  I hadn’t eaten for hours. I put my finger to my mouth  to signify that I wanted food. The hurgo (for that is  what they call a great lord, I learnt afterwards) understood me very well. He commanded that several ladders should be leaned up my sides and over a hundred inhabitants climbed up  and walked towards my mouth, laden with baskets of meat. I ate two or three baskets at a time, and three loaves at a time, which were about the size of bullets. The people showed great wonder and astonishment at my size and appetite. I then made another sign that I wanted drink.

They knew that a small quantity would not be enough; so they got their largest barrel, and rolled it towards my hand. I drank it down in one.  When I had performed these wonders, they shouted for joy, and danced upon my chest, repeating, “Hekinah degul”. 
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Then, rather than chatting to the mare as usual, the farmer sat on a bale of hay. As soon as he did so, the playful little pup pranced and frisked around on its back legs, then he started to run circles around the farmer’s feet. 
The farmer and stable boy chuckled to see the puppy so excited, and they stroked behind his ears and fussed over him. Enjoying the attention, the cheeky pup let out a high-pitched

yap and jumped onto the farmer’s lap, where the farmer fed him treats and stroked the little dog’s tummy.

“So this is how I get all the attention now!” thought the farmer’s horse,  and she broke loose from her stable, reared onto her back legs and began to dance about just as she had seen the puppy do.

 

In this story, the horse pretends  to be a puppy. Pretend to be  an animal using only action and  no sounds – can your friends or  family guess what you are?

TRY IT!

PLUS go on a Liliput adventure  with Gulliver!

Win  
Brilliant  

Books!

Coming  in issue  21 

  
No Adverts

Inside!

At last, their 900-year curse came to an end. The four swan children flew back  

to the home of their childhood, only to find 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 magnificent 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 aloud so that 

people would never  

forget them.  
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Tom the little chimney sweep 

turns into a water-baby!

WIN  
Brilliant  

Books!

Coming  in issue  20 


