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Jack and the Beanstalk
Once upon a time, there was a boy called Jack. Jack lived in a cottage with his mother. They
were very poor and their most valuable possession was a cow. One day, Jack’s mother asked
him to take the cow to market to sell. On the way, Jack met a man who gave him some magic
beans in exchange for the cow.
When Jack came home with the beans his mother was angry.
She threw the beans out of the window and sent him to bed.
The next morning, Jack looked out of the window. A giant
beanstalk had grown in the garden! Jack decided to climb the
beanstalk. It was so tall, it went right up to the sky and
through the clouds!

When Jack finally reached the top, he saw an
enormous
castle. Jack decided to go inside; all the furniture was huge!
Suddenly, Jack heard a loud noise. He ran into a cupboard to
hide. A huge giant came into the room. “Fee, Fi, Fo, Fum, I
smell the blood of an Englishman!” he bellowed. The giant sat down at the table. On the table
was a hen and a golden harp. “Lay!” said the giant and the hen laid an egg; it was made out of
solid gold. “Sing!” said the giant and the harp sang. The beautiful music made the giant fall
asleep.
Jack jumped out of the cupboard and took the hen and the harp. As he ran, the harp cried,
“Help
master!”

The giant woke up and called, “Fee, Fi, Fo, Fum, I smell the blood of an Englishman!” He chased
Jack to the top of the beanstalk. Jack climbed down the beanstalk and the giant followed him.
As Jack got to the bottom of the beanstalk, he shouted,
“Help!” Jack’s mother came out with an axe. She used it
to chop the bottom of the beanstalk. The giant fell and
crashed to the ground. He was never seen again. With
the golden eggs and the magic harp, Jack and his mother
lived happily ever after.

‘Who’s that trip trapping over my bridge?’ he roared.

Quaking in his hooves, Middle Sized Billy Goat Gruff managed to say in his softest voice ‘It’s
only me. I’m following my brother, Little Billy Goat Gruff, so I can eat the sweet grass.’
‘Oh no you’re not! I’m going to eat you for breakfast, lunch and tea!’
‘Oh no, Mr Troll, you wouldn’t want to eat me. I’m not big enough to fill you up. Wait until my
big brother comes along – he’s much tastier than me.’

Little Red Riding Hood
Once upon a time, there was a girl called Little Red Riding Hood. She lived with her mother in a
village near a forest. One day, Little Red Riding Hood went to visit her grandmother. She took
a basket of food with her. Her mother warned her before she left, “Remember not to talk to
any strangers.”
On her way, Little Red Riding Hood met a wolf. “Hello,” said the wolf. “Where are you going?”

‘Oh all right’ said the Troll and Middle Sized Billy Goat Gruff scampered over the bridge and
began to eat the sweet green grass with Little Billy Goat Gruff.

“I’m going to visit my grandmother who lives in the forest,” explained Little Red Riding Hood.
She continued on her way.

Big bold Billy Goat Gruff was jealous and couldn’t wait to get across the bridge and join his
brothers. So boldly, he put his hooves onto the bridge. Trip, trap, trip, trap. Suddenly the

The wolf ran to her grandmother’s house. He went inside and
locked Granny in the wardrobe! He put on her nightgown and got
into her bed.
A little later, Little Red Riding Hood arrived at Granny’s house.
She knocked on the door, then went inside. Little Red Riding Hood
went over to her grandmother’s bed.

Troll loomed out from under the bridge.

“Oh Granny, what big ears you have,” she said.
“All the better to hear you with,” answered the wolf.
“Oh Granny, what big eyes you have,” said Little Red Riding Hood.
“All the better to see you with,” replied the wolf.
“Oh Granny, what big teeth you have,” gasped Little Red Riding
Hood.
“All the better to eat you with!” replied the wolf.
“Help!” shouted Little Red Riding Hood, as she realised that it was
in fact a wolf in her grandmother’s bed. She ran out of the house.
‘Who’s that trip trapping over my bridge?’ he boomed.
‘It’s me. Big Billy Goat Gruff. Who do you think you are?’
‘I’m the Troll and I’m going to eat you for breakfast, lunch and tea!’
‘Oh no, you’re not’

‘Oh yes I am – you’ll see!’
Then the Troll rushed at Big Billy Goat Gruff who bent his head and bravely charged at the
Troll, catching him up in his horns and tossing him into the stream below. The Troll disappeared under the rushing water, never to be seen again.
From then on, anyone could cross the bridge and enjoy the sweet green grass with the Three
Billy Goats Gruff.

A woodcutter was nearby. He heard Little Red Riding Hood scream and ran to the house. The
woodcutter hit the wolf over the head and let Granny out of the wardrobe. The wolf ran away
and Little Red Riding Hood never saw him again.

The Enormous Turnip
Once upon a time, there lived a little old man and a little old woman. One day, the little old man
planted some turnip seeds. One of the turnips grew… and grew… and grew… until it was enormous.
The little old man pulled, and pulled, and pulled, but still the turnip would not budge. The little
old man shouted to his wife to help. Together they pulled, and pulled, but still the turnip would
not budge! So the little old man and the little old woman shouted to a boy who was playing in
the field. Together they pulled, and pulled, and pulled, but still the turnip would not budge!
So the little old man, the little old woman and the boy shouted to a girl to help them. Together
they pulled, and pulled, and pulled, but still the turnip would not budge! So the little old man,
the little old woman, the boy and the girl shouted to the old man’s dog to help them. Together
they pulled, and pulled, and pulled, but still the turnip would not budge!

So the little old man, the little old woman, the boy, the girl and the dog called the little old
woman’s cat to help. Together they pulled, and pulled, and pulled, but still the turnip would not
budge! So the little old man, the little old woman, the boy, the girl, the dog and the cat called
the farmhouse mouse to help.
Together they pulled, and pulled, and pulled, and suddenly… out popped the enormous turnip!
The little old man was very pleased. He invited everyone round for a turnip dinner!

and Great Big Billy Goat, who lived in a field in a green valley. They loved to eat sweet grass,
but sadly their field was now brown and barren because they were greedy goats and they’d
eaten every last blade of grass. But they were still hungry. In the distance they could see a
field that was full of lush sweet scrummy grass, but alas there was only one way to get to it
over a rickety bridge over a stream. But under the bridge lived a terrifically terrifying
terrible troll called Trevor – he was always hungry too. And there was nothing he liked better
than to eat a nice juicy Billy Goat.

The Little Billy Goat was the first to reach the bridge.
Gingerly he put one hoof and then another onto the
bridge but because it was so rickety, however hard he
tried, his hoof still went trip trap, trip trap on the wooden planks.
Suddenly there was a huge roar. ‘Who’s that trip trapping
over my bridge?’ and out from under the bridge loomed
the Troll.
Quaking in his hooves, Little Billy Goat Gruff managed to
squeak ‘It’s only me. I’m only going to look for some
grass to eat.’
‘
Oh no you’re not! I’m going to eat you for my breakfast, lunch and tea!’
‘
Oh no!’ said terrified Little Billy Goat Gruff. ‘I’m just Little Billy Goat Gruff. Why don’t you
wait for my brother? He’s bigger than me and much tastier.’
So the greedy Troll decided to wait and Little Billy Goat Gruff skipped over the bridge and began to eat the fresh green grass on the other side. The other goats saw Little Billy Goat Gruff
eating the fresh green grass and were jealous because they wanted some too. So Middle
Sized Billy Goat Gruff went down to the bridge and began to cross the stream. Trip, trap,
trip, trap went his middle sized hooves. Again the Troll loomed out from under the bridge.

‘

back. A while later, the fox said, 'Jump onto my head. I'm sinking, you don't want to get wet.'
So the gingerbread man jumped onto the fox's head.

The Three Little Pigs

Finally, the fox flicked the gingerbread man up in the air, opened his mouth and gobbled him up
with his sharp, sharp teeth. When he was done he laughed and licked his lips. Gingerbread, gingerbread that's the stuff for me. Gingerbread, gingerbread I've had some for my tea. And
that was that.

Once upon a time, there lived three little pigs. One day, they decided to leave home and build
houses of their own. The first little pig thought that straw would make a good house. He built
the house very quickly and he was very pleased with it. The second little pig thought that
sticks would make a fine house. He built the house very quickly and he was very pleased with
his house too. The third little pig thought that bricks would make a strong house. It took him a
long time to build the house, but he was very pleased with it.
The next day, a big bad wolf came along. He saw the first little pig in his house of straw.
“Little pig, little pig, let me come in,” he called.
“Not by the hair on my chinny, chin, chin, I will not let you in!” cried the first little pig.
“Then I’ll huff and I’ll puff and I’ll blow your house down!” growled the big bad wolf. So he
huffed and he puffed and he blew the house down!
Terrified, the first little pig escaped and ran to join his brother in the house made of sticks..
The big bad wolf followed the little pig to the house made of sticks. “Little pig, little pig, let
me come in,” he snarled.
“Not by the hair on my chinny, chin, chin, I will not let you in!” shouted the second little pig.
“Then I’ll huff and I’ll puff and I’ll blow your house down!” warned the big bad wolf. So he
huffed and he puffed and he blew the house down! The two little pigs escaped and ran to join
their brother in the house made of bricks.
The big bad wolf followed the little pigs to the house made of bricks. “Little pig, little pig let
me in,” he called again.
“Not by the hair on my chinny, chin, chin, I will not let you in!” yelled the third little pig.
“Then I’ll huff and I’ll puff and I’ll blow your house down!” threatened the big bad wolf.
He huffed and he puffed, but the house was too strong. He could not blow it down! This made
the big bad wolf very angry. He climbed onto the roof of the house so he could crawl down the
chimney. The big bad wolf was in for a big surprise! The third little pig had been cooking a big
pot of stew and SPLASH! The wolf fell right into the pot! The wolf was very shocked. He
jumped out of the pot and ran straight out of the house. He never came back again. The three
little pigs lived happily ever after in the house made of bricks.

The Three Billy Goats Gruff
Once upon a time there were three Billy Goats Gruff; Little Billy Goat, Middle Sized Billy Goat
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Once upon a time there lived three bears and a little girl called Goldilocks. One day, Goldilocks
went for a walk in the forest and found a house. She knocked, and when nobody answered, she
decided to go inside. At the table, there were three
bowls of porridge.
Goldilocks was hungry. She
tasted the porridge from the large bowl. “This porridge is too salty!” she said. She tasted the porridge
from the medium bowl. “This porridge is too sweet!”
she said. She tasted the
porridge from the
small bowl. “This is porridge is just right,” she said and
she ate it all up.
Goldilocks felt tired, so she walked into the living room
and saw three chairs. She sat in the large chair to rest
her feet. “This chair is too big!” she said. She sat in
the medium chair. “This chair is too big, too!” she said.
She sat in the small chair. “This chair is just right,”
she sighed. Just as Goldilocks settled down into the
chair to rest, it broke into pieces!
By now, Goldilocks was very sleepy, so she went upstairs to the bedroom. She lay down on the large bed.
“This bed is too hard!” she said. Then she lay on the medium bed. “This bed is too soft!” she
said. So she lay down on the small bed.
“This bed is just right,” she said, and Goldilocks fell asleep.
As she was sleeping, The Three Bears came home. “Someone’s been eating my porridge,”
growled Daddy Bear.
“Someone’s been eating my porridge,” said Mummy Bear.
“Someone’s been eating my porridge and it’s all gone!” cried Baby Bear.
“Someone’s been sitting in my chair!” growled Daddy Bear.
“Someone’s been sitting in my chair!” said Mummy Bear.
“Someone’s been sitting in my chair and it’s broken!” cried Baby Bear.
When they got upstairs to the bedroom, Daddy Bear growled, “Someone’s been sleeping in my
bed.”
“Someone’s been sleeping in my bed, too,” said Mummy Bear.
“Someone’s been sleeping in my bed, and she’s still there!” cried Baby Bear.
Just then, Goldilocks woke up and saw The Three Bears. “Help!” she screamed. Goldilocks ran
down the stairs and out of the house, and she never went back into the woods again.

The Gingerbread Man
A little old lady was sitting in her rocking chair, knitting a scarf for her husband. As the knit-

ting needles went click-clack click-clack she sang a little song. Gingerbread gingerbread that's
the stuff for me. Gingerbread, gingerbread I'll have some for my tea. She got up and went to
the kitchen where she put flour, sugar, butter and ginger into a bowl and mixed them all up.
When she was done, she rolled it all out on the table with a rolling pin and cut out the shape of
a gingerbread man. She put
sultanas for eyes and raisins for his mouth and then put
him in the oven. A few minutes later, the oven door flew open and out popped the gingerbread
man.
“Stop, stop I want to eat you!” cried the old lady. “Run, run as
fast as you can, you can't stop me - I'm the gingerbread man,”
sang the gingerbread man and off he ran chased by the old
lady. He ran across a field until he saw a cat.
“Stop! I want to eat you!” said the cat.
“Run, run as fast as you can, you can't stop me - I'm the gingerbread man,” sang the
gingerbread man and off
he ran chased by the old lady and the cat.
“The old lady can't catch me and neither can the cat,”
cheered the gingerbread man. He ran and ran until he came to a dog.
“Stop! I want to eat you!” cried the dog.
“Run, run as fast as you can, you can't stop me - I'm the gingerbread man,” sang the gingerbread man and off he ran chased by the old lady, the cat and the dog.

“The old lady can't catch me, the cat can't catch me and neither can the dog,” cheered the
gingerbread man. He ran and ran until he came to a cow.
“Stop! I want to eat you,” said the cow. “Run, run as
fast as you can, you can’t catch me, I’m the gingerbread man.”
The man ran towards a river where a fox had been
watching all this. The fox sang to himself. Gingerbread gingerbread that's the stuff for me. Gingerbread, gingerbread I'll have some for my tea.

“Hello gingerbread man,” said the fox. “Let me help
you. I'm your friend. I can take you away from all of
this. Hop on my tail and I'll take you across the river.”
So the gingerbread man jumped onto the fox's tail. A while later, the fox said, “Jump onto my
back. I'm sinking, you don't want to get wet.” So the gingerbread man jumped onto the fox's

