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Alphabet Boo
Adam’s an alien with antennae green –

The funniest alien you’ve ever seen,

And perched on the back of an old broomstick

   Is Belle the black cat – the witch’s sidekick.

Fern’s face is painted like Day of the Dead,

Tim’s eerie eyeball mask covers his head.

Here too comes Frankenstein stomping his feet,

A ghost wails behind him draped in a sheet.

Halloween’s here and it’s trick-or-treat night,
So we’ve dressed up in costumes to give you a fright!
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Poems and Rhymes



“Monsters don’t exist!” says Erik the mummy, 

But night ninja Noor has a nervous tummy.

An owl hoots nearby and the children all jump.

Poppy the pirate feels her heart go thump.

The haunted house is here. Do they dare knock?

Is little imp Isla prepared for a shock?

There’s a big jack-o’-lantern out on the lawn.

“It’s knee-knocking spooky,” says Luke leprechaun.
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They quake and quiver approaching the door, 

And Ryan rat king spots a skull on the floor.

“Nothing scares me!” says scarecrow Pete,

So together they knock and cry, “Trick or treat!” 



INVENT IT!

The door creaks open. Who’s there – the undead?

A vampire with fangs that look blood-red?

Did a werewolf howl? Did your hair stand on end?

Is this giant yeti a foe or a friend?

A zombie shuffles up with a bowl of sweets.

Arms outstretched, she says, “We choose treats!”

“Dive in!” says the yeti. “There’s enough for all of you!”

One alphabet letter  

is missing from our poem.  

Can you spot what it is and 

make up a Halloween  

character beginning  

with this letter?

Happy Halloween from Alphabet Boo!



Cinderella’s  
Pumpkin Party

Autumn is a fun time of year in Storyland – especially  
when Cinderella and Prince Charming host their annual 

pumpkin party in the pumpkin patch. 

Storyland Adventures

Everyone brings along carved pumpkins  

and the best design wins the Pumpkin 

Carriage Trophy. Cinderella and Prince 

Charming wanted to make this year’s 

party one to remember, so they invited 

their friend, Fairy Godmother.

“We wondered whether you could use 

your magic, please?” asked Cinderella.

“What would you like, dears?” asked 

Fairy Godmother, stifling a sneeze.  

She had caught a cold while visiting  

the Snow Queen and was still feeling  

under the weather.

“Can you make our small pumpkins sing, 

please? We thought it might be fun to 

have a pumpkin choir for entertainment,” 

said Prince Charming.

Fairy Godmother smiled. “Yes, I think  

I can manage that, my dears.”
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Cinderella clapped her hands with 

delight. “Thank you so much!”

She led Fairy Godmother to a stand 

filled with tiny pumpkins. “Is it okay  

to leave you to it while we finish the 

decorations?” asked Cinderella.

“Of course,” said Fairy Godmother. 

She pulled out her wand and said,  

“You shall sing at the… at the… at the... 

Ach-ooo!” She blew her nose.

“Oh dear, let’s try that again.”

She wiggled her wand again and said, 

“You shall sing at the… at the… at the...

Ach-ooo-party!” She finished quickly 

before she could sneeze again.

When she found Cinderella and Prince 

Charming, they were stringing up rows 

of pumpkin lanterns. 

“All done, dears,” said Fairy Godmother. 

“Just say ‘Sing’ and they’ll perform for 

you. Now, if you don’t mind, I’ll have  

a little rest before the party.”

A little while later, Cinderella and 

Prince Charming finished their party 

preparations. There was a pumpkin 

archway, a pumpkin maze, a giant vat 

of pumpkin soup with spiced pumpkin 

bread and, best of all, a dance floor 

surrounded by glowing pumpkins!
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When their guests arrived, they  

put their carved pumpkins on a big 

display stand. The standards were 

higher than ever. Frederick the Frog 

Prince had carved a fantastic frog, 

Beast’s pumpkin looked just like a 

delicate rose, and Gretel had carved 

a pumpkin gingerbread house.

“Amazing!” said Prince Charming. 

“Now let’s have some music!”

Right on cue, Cinderella said to the 

mini pumpkins, “Sing!” and they all 

started to hum a catchy tune. 

Moments later, the twelve dancing 

princesses twirled onto the dance 

floor, followed by the other guests. 

Everyone was dancing or eating or 

chatting and laughing.

On her way to judge the pumpkin 

competition, Cinderella grinned when 

she heard someone say, “This is even 

better than going to the ball.” 

However, she stopped in her tracks 

when several of the singing pumpkins 

let out huge sneezes.

“Ach-ooo! Ach-ooo! Ach-ooo!” 

The pumpkins rolled off the stand  

and bowled across the dance floor, 

tripping up the dancing princesses.



The other pumpkins tried to carry on 

singing, but every few seconds one 

sneezed and rolled onto the dance 

floor too. It was chaos – especially 

when Beast trod on a pumpkin. The 

floor was soon a big slippery mess. 

“Oh, no! It’s all going wrong!” cried 

Cinderella. “What shall we do?”

“Find Fairy Godmother,” called Prince 

Charming, skidding across the floor.

“Ach-ooo! Ach-ooo! Ach-ooo!” 

All the pumpkins were sneezing now. 

There was pumpkin mush everywhere.

Cinderella searched frantically for 

Fairy Godmother and finally bumped 

into her at the palace door.

“I’m sorry I’m late, dear,” she said. “I 

fell asleep, but I feel much better now.”

“I’m glad,” cried Cinderella, “because 

we have a pumpkin problem. I think 

our choir has caught your cold.”

When they reached the dance floor, 

the sneezing pumpkins were rolling 

around out of control and guests were 

sliding about, trying to dodge them. 

“I’m sorry!” gasped Fairy Godmother. 

She waved her magic wand and said, 

“Pumpkins, on the count of four, I ask 

you all to sing no more. 1… 2… 3… 4!”

There was one last teeny “Ach-ooo!” 
Then the pumpkins fell completely  

still and silent. 
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Cinderella looked at her guests apologetically. “Perhaps we didn’t need magic  

to have a good party.”

Beast smiled. “Well, we won’t forget it quickly.” Meanwhile, the twelve dancing 

princesses shook chunks of pumpkin off their skirts and started to chuckle.

“Shall we judge the pumpkin competition now?” asked Prince Charming.

“I don’t think we need to,” said Cinderella. “I think we can all agree that Fairy 

Godmother is the winner – for her amazing singing, sneezing pumpkins!”

Prince Charming handed the Pumpkin Carriage Trophy to Fairy Godmother,  

who said, “Thank y-y-y... Ach-ooo!” 

It certainly was a pumpkin party to remember! 

 Next time: Jack’s back in town

performing with his Magic Harp Band!



Long ago, in Papua New Guinea, people passed down stories 
from generation to generation to explain how the world came 
to be as it is. This is one of their stories.

Around the World Tales

Before people walked the Earth, the voice of nature was loud. Not just animals, 

but the most unexpected things could speak to each other. Mountains could talk 

to the sea, the sun could talk to the flowers and the stars could talk to the sand. 

  The stars and the sand were probably the loudest of them all, as there 

were so many of them. If you can imagine every star in the sky chatting  

 to every grain of sand on every beach, that’s a lot of noise!

The Tears of a Star
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One night, some grains of sand on a white moonlit beach said to a twinkling  

star, “You must get lonely up there as there are so few of you compared  

to us. I am surrounded by my friends, but you are all so far apart.”

The star laughed. “Don’t be silly. We aren’t so far apart and there are  

millions of stars up here. More than millions!”

“But I bet there aren’t as many stars as there are grains of sand.”

The star was stubborn. “Yes there are! Of course there are. There  

are far more stars in the sky than there are grains of sand.”

“We’re afraid you’re wrong,” said the grains of sand.  

“We have an idea. Why don’t we count how many  

stars and grains of sand there are and then  

we will know who is right?”

The star agreed to the contest  

and, certain it would win, it  

started to count its friends.

“No, not like that,” said the  

grains of sand. “We can’t see  

the other beaches from here.  

We will count your stars and  

then you can count our grains  

of sand.” 
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They agreed that this was the fairest way to do it, so the grains of sand began 

to count the stars in the sky. It was a difficult job and it took many nights. 

When they had finished, they said, “We have the total now. You were right, there 

are more than millions of you, but now you must count our grains of sand. Don’t 

forget to count them all – every grain on every beach, no matter how small it is.”

The stubborn star began to count, while the sand closed its eyes and fell asleep.   

   Night after night, the star counted the grains of sand until months had  

  passed and it was still nowhere near to counting every single  

   one. Even when it had counted all the grains on the  

 surface of every beach in the land, it had no way  

  to count the grains that were hidden below the  

   surface – there were just too many of them.
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By the time the star had counted billions and trillions of grains, it knew 

the sand had won the competition. It was so embarrassed and annoyed 

to lose the contest, tears welled up in the star’s eyes and fell down to 

Earth, showering the grass and the leaves and the petals.

Now every night, when the stars look down at the sand, they 

remember how they lost their competition and they weep.  

And that is why we have morning dew. 
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 COUNT IT! 
How many stars can you  

count in this picture? Write 

 your answer in the box.
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Team Small 
and Tall

Jonas was really, really small, but his twin sister Grace was the 
tallest child in the class. Not just the class – the whole school!

In school photos, Jonas had to stand at the front so he could  

be seen, but Grace stood at the back and was always a  

whole head taller than everyone else.

“You’d never believe they were twins!” said one of  

the teachers, laughing. People said this all the  

time, along with, “Hasn’t she grown?” or “He’s  

so cute!” The twins hated it.

“It’s not fair,” said Jonas. “Grace always  

gets picked first in PE. I put my hand up,  

but nobody picks me. I wish I was tall.”

 Grace rolled her eyes. “But I can’t stand  

   running around and getting sweaty! 

     I’d rather be short.” The trouble was,  

Grace’s legs were so long, she came  

first in every race without even trying.

 

By Chris James 
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Tales from Today



 “You won’t grow forever, Grace,” said Dad. “At 

some point, you’ll slow down and everyone else 

will catch up. And that includes you, Jonas. You just 

have to be patient.”

The twins scowled. They didn’t feel like being patient.

    At school the next day, they had  

  a new PE teacher, Mr Groves. 

 “Who’s played basketball before?”  

he asked.

  Nobody had, but Jonas groaned. 

“Basketball’s for tall people,” he thought.

“Right, I’ll split you into teams. You’ll love it.” 

Mr Groves sorted out teams. 

 For the first time ever, Grace and Jonas were put  

 together. Their teammates looked delighted to be  

 playing with Grace, but their smiles soon faded  

 when Jonas walked over. He went bright red.

 First everyone had a go at dribbling the ball  

 by weaving it in and out of cones. Jonas   

 found it easier than he expected, but      

 Grace kept tripping over her own feet. 

 Next, they tried shooting the ball        

  through a hoop. 
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The hoop looked so far away to 

Jonas, it might as well have been  

on the moon, but Grace swished the 

ball through the basket every time.

“Time for a game!” said Mr Groves.

Grace and Jonas’s team was up 

against the sportiest kids in the year. 

Mr Groves came over for a pep talk 

and Jonas was sure he was going  

to ask him to sit on the sidelines.

“Just do what you were doing earlier, 

Jonas,” said Mr Groves, “and you’ll 

easily dribble that ball across the 

court.” Jonas couldn’t believe it. He 

was allowed to play!

“And you,” he said to Grace, “stay by  

 that basket and keep shooting hoops.    

 Work together as a team.”

Mr Groves blew the whistle. Jonas 

soon got hold of the ball and, though 

the bigger kids tried to block him, he  

was just the right size to twist, turn and 

scoot by before they could stop him. 

When he passed the ball to Grace, 

she shot it straight through the hoop 

with no problem at all. Before they 

knew it, they had won the match – 

and the next one, and the one after 

that. They were the class champs!

“Congratulations!” Mr Groves cheered. 

“Brilliant teamwork and special praise 

for Jonas, our speedy dribbler, and 

Grace, for scoring so many baskets.”

Everyone high-fived  

Jonas and Grace. 

When Dad met  

them after school,  

they couldn’t stop  

talking about PE. 

20
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“And then I passed the ball to Grace and she scored another basket. It went 

whoosh! It didn’t even touch the sides of the net, Dad!” 

“But I couldn’t have done it if you hadn’t dodged past the other team like that. 

You were like a rocket – they couldn’t keep up with you!” said Grace, grinning.

  Dad laughed. “It sounds like you two make a        

 great team. Maybe if you were the same height, 

you wouldn’t have worked together so well.”

Grace and Jonas smiled. Perhaps being small and   

 tall wasn’t so bad after all. Especially when you’re  

 Team Small and Tall! 

Why not play basketball with your friends? Are you good at dribbling, blocking other players or shooting hoops? If everybody’s good at something different, that’s what makes the perfect team!

PLAY IT!
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“Have you turned anyone into a frog yet?” asked his best friend Billy.

“Can you make yourself invisible and spy on people?” asked Amelia.

“I wish,” said Isaac, gloomily. “All I do is tidy up and fetch and carry things  

for him all day.”

“What, no magic?” gasped his friends.

“No magic,” sighed Isaac. “Not even a simple levitation charm.”

I saac’s friends were jealous of his new job. He worked as an  
apprentice to a great sorcerer called Sarovnik. 

The Sorcerer’s  
Apprentice

Storyteller’s Corner
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Billy and Amelia looked almost as 

disappointed as Isaac felt. He had 

been working with the sorcerer for 

weeks now – and nothing.

“Maybe he’ll teach you magic when 

he thinks you’re ready,” said Amelia.

“And at least you’re not mucking out 

stables,” said Billy, who was helping 

his dad on the farm.

“But what’s the point in being a 

sorcerer’s apprentice if you don’t  

do any sorcery?” moaned Isaac.

When Isaac arrived at Sarovnik’s 

workshop that morning, the sorcerer 

was wearing a long velvet travelling 

cape and carrying a round case 

covered in mysterious symbols. 

“I have to make an urgent trip. Can  

I trust you to tidy up the workshop?  

I was working all night.”

Isaac groaned inwardly. It looked  

like a whirlwind had torn through  

the workshop. There were upturned 

cauldrons, strange ingredients strewn 

across the floor, and flasks full of 

colourful concoctions everywhere. 

Scattered around the room there 

were many of the unusual objects 

Isaac had seen the sorcerer use in  

his magic, including a gnarled stick,  

a large shell and a mirror. On an 

ornate stand lay the huge black  

book that Isaac was sure held the 

secrets to the sorcerer’s magic. 

Sarovnik always kept it locked.



Isaac was bewildered by the mess, 

but nodded and said, “Yes, sir.”

“Good,” said Sarovnik. “I won’t be 

back until late. I expect that will be 

enough time to get everything spick 

and span. Don’t forget to scrub the 

floor. It’s a bit sticky.” 

The sorcerer peeled his foot off a 

potion-splattered tile and left.

Isaac grabbed the broom and started 

to sweep up. He grumbled to himself, 

“Why take on an apprentice when 

what you really need is a cleaner?”

All morning, he tidied and cleaned,  

and washed up cauldrons and  

flasks. Isaac soon grew bored –  

and he still had to scrub the floor! 

As he dusted around the sorcerer’s 

secret book, he realised the key was 

still in it. Isaac couldn’t resist it. 

“Just looking won’t hurt,” he thought.

So he turned the key and heaved 

open the heavy cover. Every page 

was covered with scrawls of purple  

ink and there were strange  

symbols like the ones on  

the sorcerer’s case.

Write It!
Which magic words  do you think Isaac used to make the mop and broom work? Can you invent some?
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Isaac flicked through the pages, trying 

to understand what he was reading. 

Eventually he found a page with  

a symbol that looked like water.  

“I wonder…” he murmured, and  

picked up the mop and bucket  

and began to utter the spell.

All at once, the air felt electric and 

there was a flash of bright light. Then 

the mop sprang to life and the bucket 

wobbled eagerly from side to side.

Isaac clapped his hands excitedly. 

“Excellent! Now, bucket, go and fill 

yourself at the well, and the two of 

you can mop this floor clean for me.”

The bucket waddled out of the  

room and the mop hopped around 

impatiently. Moments later, the bucket 

returned full of water, which it poured 

over the floor. The mop swished itself 

around, cleaning up the sticky mess.

“Ha!” said Isaac, laughing. “Magic  

is easy. That will teach Sarovnik to 

treat me like a cleaner.”

Meanwhile, the bucket had come 

back with another load of water.  

Soon the tiles were sparkling clean.

“Perfect!” cried Isaac. “You can both 

stop now!”

But the mop and bucket didn’t stop. 

Isaac didn’t know the magic words.



onto the f oor and the mop           swished back and forth.Over and over the bucket             poured water 

SPOT IT!
Can you spot these magical objects in the picture? 

Tick the boxes when you spot them! 



onto the f oor and the mop           swished back and forth.Over and over the bucket             poured water 



To make matters worse, the mop 

started to swish across the walls, 

shelves and tables, sweeping the 

flasks Isaac had just cleaned and 

sending them smashing to the floor. 

Isaac tried to grab the bucket and the 

mop. “Stop!” he cried. But the magic 

was too strong and they escaped his 

clutches. “Please, stay still!” he cried.

But the bucket came and went, spilling 

more water onto the floor. It was soon 

up to Isaac’s ankles. When he spotted 

the wet mop heading in the direction 

of the sorcerer’s precious book, Isaac  

waded across the room to grab it.

“No!” shouted Isaac, slamming the 

book shut in the nick of time. Then he 

grabbed an axe from the work bench 

and chopped the mop so that it split  

in two right down the middle.

But instead of stopping the mop  

in its tracks, he created double the 

trouble. There were now two mops 

sloshing and swishing and smashing 

up the sorcerer’s workshop.

Isaac frantically searched the book 

for a charm to end the troublesome 

spell, but it was no use – he couldn’t 

find a spell he could understand. 

Just then, the bucket tipped icy-cold 

water over his head and one of the 

mops started to swish his face. Isaac 

was now knee-deep in water.

“I command you to stop!” he cried in 

desperation. “Please, stop!”

At that moment, Sarovnik returned. 

When he saw the chaos, he hastily 

waved his hand and muttered a spell. 



The two mops and bucket fell to the 

floor with a thud as though they had 

never been alive. Isaac stood guiltily 

by the open book with water dripping 

from the end of his nose. 

“I’m sorry,” he said, barely able to look 

the sorcerer in the eye. “I just wanted 

to do some magic for once.”

Sarovnik, the great sorcerer, shook  

his head. “Well, I can only hope you 

have learnt a lesson. Magic is not to 

be meddled with and only the most 

patient mind can master it.”

Isaac nodded his head, cursing himself 

for his impatience.

“I suppose it could have been a lot 

worse,” said the sorcerer. “Given that 

you have had no training, you did  

well to even get this spell started.”

Isaac couldn’t help feeling a little 

surge of pride.

“But it was foolish of you to start a 

spell if you don’t know how to end it. 

Nevertheless, I see you are ready to 

move on to the next stage, so I will 

begin your wizard training tomorrow.”

Isaac grinned. “Really?”

“Really,” said the sorcerer, his eyes 

twinkling behind his glasses. “But not 

until you’ve tidied up this mess.”

So that is how Isaac’s exciting life as  

a sorcerer’s apprentice began – but 

not until he had proven himself to be  

a good cleaner! 
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The Battle of the  
Birds and the Beasts

Long before your time and mine, the birds and the beasts didn’t  
get along with each other at all. In fact, they hated each other.

The argument began when the geese and the ducks complained  

about the suffering the fox family had caused them.

“We can’t sleep at night because there’s always  

a hungry fox stalking about and baring its sharp  

teeth,” they honked and quacked. “We live  

in constant fear. Tell the foxes to leave us  

alone and perhaps we can all be friends.” 
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Famous Fables



      ‘O’Connor was standing beneath

The chickens joined in the argument, 

agreeing with angry clucks.

“What about your eagles and owls?” 

squeaked the mice and the voles on 

the side of the beasts. “We can’t go 

out without fear of them swooping 

down and eating us for supper.”

“Same here!” cried the rabbits.

The bickering got worse and worse 

with one side accusing the other of 

causing harm until, at last, the birds 

and the beasts declared war on each 

other. It was a terrible battle and there 

were many casualties.

However, there was one  

animal species that chose 

not to take sides in the war,  

and that was the bat. Bats  

could fly, so they could easily  

take the side of the birds, but  

they were also furry, so they could 

pass as beasts too.

The cunning bats used this in their 

favour. Whenever it looked like the 

birds were winning the battle, they 

joined their side and fought alongside 

them. But if it seemed like the beasts 

were winning, they quickly switched 

sides and fought with the beasts.



In time, both sides noticed  

the bats’ disloyalty. When the birds  

and the beasts held a peace conference,  

they realised they were no longer angry at  

each other – they were cross with the bats instead!

“Such devious behaviour!” honked the head of the eagles.

“Yes, you can never trust a bat,” agreed the leader of the foxes.

That day the birds and the beasts put their differences aside and worked  

together to drive the bats away, herding them up and chasing them down. 

And that is why, ever since, bats have hidden away in the darkest  

and most deserted places. They only fly out under the cover of  

night, when the beasts and the birds can’t see them. 

If only they had been more honest and loyal, perhaps the  

bats might have more friends! 

 

Though bats have wings like birds,  

they are actually mammals. This means  

they have live babies, rather than  

laying eggs, teeth instead of  

a beak, and fur instead  

of feathers. 

DID YOU KNOW?
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Rama and Sita
E    verything was good in the kingdom of Ayodhya. Kind-hearted 

Prince Rama had married a beautiful princess called Sita and  
he was about to be crowned king.

However, Rama’s stepmother was jealous. She wanted her own son, Bharat, to be 

crowned, so she persuaded the king to banish Rama to the forest for fourteen 

years, allowing Bharat to rule first. 

Sita and Rama’s brother Lakshmana said, “We would rather live in the wilderness 

than stay here.” So Rama, Sita and Lakshmana moved together to the forest. 

 For a while, they were happy until, one day, demons attacked them. Rama 

and Lakshmana easily defeated their foes, but this angered  

the demon king Ravana who decided to  

kidnap Sita and make her his wife. 
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Myths and Legends



Ravana was a hideous sight. He had 

twenty arms and ten heads, terrible 

fangs and long, sharp claws. 

He knew that if he appeared in his 

true form, Rama would try to slay him, 

so he conjured up a golden deer to 

run past their cottage. When Sita saw 

the golden deer she was immediately 

enchanted by its beauty.

“Please, Rama, will you catch the deer 

for me? I would love it for my pet.”

Rama longed to make his wife happy, 

but he was nervous about the demons 

who had attacked them.

“Of course, my love,” he said, “but 

only if Lakshmana promises to guard 

the cottage while I am gone.”

So Rama set off to catch the golden 

deer and Lakshmana stayed behind. 

As they waited, the cunning demon 

king Ravana cried out for help using  

a voice that sounded exactly like 

Rama’s. He even let out a scream.

Sita jumped to her feet and  

cried, “Lakshmana, you  

must go and help Rama.  

He needs you!”

“But he said I must stay here with you!” 

said Lakshmana.

“Can you not hear his screams?” said 

Sita, despairing.

There were more terrible cries, and 

Lakshmana could stand it no more.  

“I will go,” he said, “but promise me 

that you will not set foot outside.”

Sita vowed to stay put and Lakshmana 

used his magic powers to create a 

protective circle around the cottage.

Ravana had been secretly watching 

them through the trees. He grinned.   

At last, Sita was all alone. 
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He transformed himself into a poor 

priest and approached the cottage, 

begging for food and water. 

When Sita saw the old man, she felt 

sorry for him and opened the door.

“You poor, old soul,” she said, and 

stepped out of the protective circle  

to offer him a bowl of rice. 

All at once, Ravana took on his true 

form. He grabbed Sita in his twenty 

arms and flew her away in his chariot  

to his island fortress of Lanka. 

However, Sita was as clever as she 

was beautiful so, on their journey, she 

secretly removed every piece of her 

golden jewellery and let it fall to the 

ground. It left a glittering trail that she 

hoped Rama would follow. 

Meanwhile, back in the forest, the 

moment Sita was taken, the golden 

deer transformed into a demon and 

attacked Rama. 

Rama knew he had been tricked, so 

he rushed back to the cottage, where 

he found his worst fear had come true 

– Sita was missing!

As soon as he could, with his loyal 

brother Lakshmana at his side, Rama 

set off to search for his beloved wife. 

It wasn’t long before Rama found his 

first clue – Sita’s favourite golden 

necklace on the forest floor. 



Rama followed the trail of jewels 

through the forest until he reached  

the kingdom of the monkeys. Here  

he met Sugriva, the monkey king,  

and his friend Hanuman. 

After hearing Rama’s story, Sugriva 

agreed to help Rama and Lakshmana 

in their search for Sita. He ordered 

Hanuman and an army of apes to 

travel the earth looking for her.

Eventually, Hanuman stumbled upon  

the island fortress where Ravana was 

holding Sita prisoner. Nobody could 

swim, so only he was able to leap 

across the sea to reach the secret 

island hideaway.

Rama was frustrated that he couldn’t 

cross the water to save his wife. But 

the monkey army gathered at his side 

and they were joined by a legion of 

bears. Together, the animals began to 

build a magnificent floating bridge so 

they could easily cross to the island.

When it was complete, Rama led his 

vast army across the bridge. They 

raided the fortress, attacking the 

many vicious demons who worked  

for Ravana. 

As the monkeys and bears fought a 

long, violent battle, Rama searched 

desperately for the demon king. He 

was sure that he would find Sita here.
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When he finally found Ravana, Rama 

took his bow and arrow, which had 

been given to him by the gods, and 

fired a shot. It went straight through 

Ravana’s wicked heart. 

The demon king fell to the ground and 

died instantly. Sita was finally freed! 

She ran to Rama, rejoicing to see her 

husband at last. 

By the time Rama and Sita returned  

to the kingdom of Ayodhya, their 

fourteen years of exile had passed 

and it was now Rama’s time to reign. 

The citizens were so happy, they 

placed lights in their windows and 

doorways to guide Rama and Sita 

safely home and to show that light 

will always overcome darkness and 

good will always defeat evil. 

That is why Hindus around the world 

light candles and lamps at Diwali –  

to mark Rama and Sita’s return with  

a wonderful festival of lights. 
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Diwali celebrations  

include fireworks, feasts, delicious 

sweets, gifts and candles known  

as diyas. Can you find a Diwali 

celebration near you or make your 

own diya to hold a tea light, using 

plasticine or air-drying clay?



The Pied Piper  
of Hamelin

O nce upon a time, the small town of Hamelin in Germany was 
overrun with rats. They ate the cheese out of the vats and made 

their nests in people’s hats. Rats, rats, rats! 

Favourite Fairy Tales

They were everywhere, squeaking, scurrying and scaring the cats. The people 

tried poison and traps, but they didn’t work. They hired every ratcatcher in   

  the land, but they all failed. The people despaired and the mayor pulled 

his hair. He had run out of ideas for how to end their rotten rat invasion.
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Then, one day, a tall stranger arrived 

at the mayor’s office. He was dressed 

in colourful clothing – half red and 

half yellow – and he carried a pipe.

He bowed before the mayor. “Sir, I 

hear your good town is troubled by a 

plague of rats. Well, this is your lucky 

day. They call me the Pied Piper and, 

with my magic pipe, I can lure away 

any creatures under the sun, whether 

they creep, skip, fly or run!”

The mayor was delighted to have a 

solution at last. “What do you want in 

return for ridding us of our rats?” 

“A thousand gold coins,” said the piper.

The mayor was greedy and didn’t 

want to part with such a lot of money.

 

“Do you promise you’ll  

get rid of every last rat?” 

“Every single one,” said the piper.

“It’s a deal!” said the mayor. “Can  

you start right away?”

The Pied Piper stepped onto the 

street and began to play a shrill,  

piercing tune. With every note, rats 

scuttled out of their holes, squeezed 

under doorways and scampered 

across cobbles towards the piper. 

There were hundreds of them. Big 

rats and small rats, brown rats and 

black rats – all scrambling to reach 

him. The mayor was amazed. 

The Pied Piper continued to 

play his unusual music. 
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The rats followed him up Silver Street 

and down Gold Street, twitching their 

whiskers and looking up eagerly at 

the magic pipe. 

When he had visited every street in 

Hamelin, the piper turned and set off 

towards the river, never once taking a 

break from the tune he was playing.

The mayor and the townsfolk marched 

along behind the rats, watching the 

spectacle, cheering and whooping  

for the Pied Piper.

At last, when he reached the river, the 

Pied Piper walked into the freezing 

water. Every single rat followed him.  

He waded deeper and deeper until 

the river was up to his chest, then 

over his shoulders. 

The rats all swam after him, but the 

current was so strong, they were soon 

washed away by the raging river. The 

Pied Piper only stopped playing his 

pipe when he was certain that every 

last rat had been swept away. 

When he waded to the riverbank, 

drenched and shivering with cold,  

not one rat followed him. “That will  

be one thousand gold coins, please,” 

he said to the mayor.

The mayor’s smile quickly faded into 

a frown. He deeply regretted making 

such an expensive deal.  
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“Now, now. One thousand gold coins 

is an awful lot of money for such a 

poor town,” he said. “Especially when 

we’ve spent so much on rat poison 

and traps and catchers.”

“But you agreed to it!” cried the piper.

“Well, if I’d known all I had to do was 

play a pipe and walk into the water, 

we could have done that ourselves! 

You did it so quickly as well – it was 

all over in a few minutes,” said the 

mayor, looking around for support. 

Everyone nodded in agreement.

By now, the Pied Piper was red in  

the face and trembling with rage.  

“How about fifty gold coins?” said the 

mayor, handing him a small purse. 

“Take it or leave it. It’s all we have.”

The Pied Piper grabbed the purse 

and said, “Then you’ll pay in another 

way, sir. I know many different tunes.”

“What’s that supposed to mean?” 

asked the mayor, suddenly nervous.

“You’ll see!” said the piper, and he 

walked away, still dripping wet.

A week later, the adults in Hamelin 

went for a meeting in the town hall,  

while the children stayed at home.

When the meeting began, the Pied 

Piper appeared on Silver Street.

Put on some music and  

pretend you’re following the  

Pied Piper’s enchanting tune.  

Do it at home or at school and 

see if you can hold hands with 

your friends as you skip  

along. Try not to  

break the chain!

MOVE IT!



He put his pipe to his lips and roamed 

through Hamelin. This time he played 

the most enchanting tune. It sounded 

like laughter and joy. It lifted your 

heart and made you want to dance.

The children stopped what they were 

doing, flung open their doors and  

ran out into the streets, where they 

whirled and twirled and pranced. 

They joined hands and, forming a long 

procession, skipped behind the Pied 

Piper as he led them away from the 

town. They danced all the way along 

the river, through the forest and into  

a cave at the bottom of the mountain.

Only one child didn’t follow the piper 

into the cave. Maria, who had lost her 

hearing as a baby, couldn’t hear the 

piper’s merry tune, but she followed 

her friends out of curiosity. At first, she 

happily danced along but, when she 

saw everyone disappear into a cave, 

she felt worried and ran home again.

When the adults left the meeting and 

found their children were missing, they 

searched for them anxiously. Maria 

used sign language to tell her parents 

what she had seen, and the news 

spread quickly around the town. 

“This is the mayor’s fault for being 

greedy,” cried the townsfolk. They  

crowded into his office, demanding  

          that he paid the Pied Piper the  

            gold coins he owed him. 
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The mayor grumbled, but he had no  

choice. He opened up his coffers and  

counted out one thousand gold coins. 

Then Maria led the mayor and the  

adults to the cave, where they found  

the missing children, who were still  

dancing, but looking terribly tired. 

“Here are your gold coins,” said  

the mayor, blushing as he handed  

a heavy chest to the piper.

The Pied Piper stopped playing.  

Instantly, the children fell to the  

ground, exhausted. Their parents 

rushed over to them and, in the  

chaos, the piper disappeared  

with his money.

From that day on, Maria was  

treated like a hero for saving  

her friends – and neither a rat nor  

the Pied Piper was ever seen in the 

town of Hamelin again, much to the 

relief of the greedy mayor. 

 Can you learn this verse from Robert  Browning’s ‘Pied Piper’ poem off by heart?

Rats!  
They fought the dogs and killed the cats, 

And bit the babies in the cradles, 
And ate the cheeses out of the vats, And licked the soup from the cooks’ own ladles, Split open the kegs of salted sprats, 

Made nests inside men’s Sunday hats, 
And even spoiled the women’s chats 

By drowning their speaking  
With shrieking and squeaking 

In fifty different sharps and flats!

LEARN IT! 



Make a magic wand, complete our sporty word search, pair up 
the pumpkins and design a super-spooky costume!

1 The Pied Piper is leading the rats away. 
Which trail leads them to his pipe?  
Colour it in when they get there.

Playb    xPlayb    x
StorytimeStorytime

2

How many smiling stars 
can you count? Write your 
answer in the box.

FOLLOW  
THE TRAIL 

HAPPY
STARS



MAKE A SORCERER’S WAND
To make this wand you’ll need a hot glue gun or polymer clay or  
PVA glue and embroidery thread or wool. It’s worth the extra effort  
to end up with a realistic-looking wand!

5

• Use a chopstick as the base for your wand or hunt for the perfect stick  
in your local park. 

• Paint or spray paint the stick in the colour of your choice. Glittery paint  
or a top coat of glitter glue looks great.

• If using hot glue, heat it up and, when it’s ready, spiral the glue from  
the top end of the stick to halfway down. Let it cool. 

• Now circle the glue around the top end of the stick to make a wider  
‘handle’. Let this cool too.

• If you’re using polymer clay, roll it out into a long thin sausage and wrap it 
around the stick in a spiral. Then take a chunk of clay and wrap it around  
the top end of the stick. Shape and smooth it into a handle.

• If you’re using PVA glue and thread, brush the top half of the stick with glue,  
then wrap thread or wool around it in a spiral. Brush the top of the stick with more  
glue and wrap thread around it to make a handle.

• When everything is dry, paint over the glue, clay or thread. Metallic paint will make  
your spiral and handle look really magical. 

• When it’s done, test your sorcerer’s wand with a spell. Abracadabra!

TIP!    For a quick and easy wand, paint a chopstick or stick and    
 decorate it with blobs of glitter glue and star sequins.

Ask a grown-up!

In our fable, which 
animal did the ducks 
and geese dislike?

3
QUICK  
QUIZ!

a. 
Wolf

b. 
Fox

c.  
Eagle

SPOT IT!  4
Can you spot the 
golden deer from 
Rama and Sita’s 
story? Tick this 
box when you 
find it!

d. 
Lion



COOL  
GHOUL

6

Draw your dream 
Halloween costume.  
See our Alphabet  
Boo characters  
for inspiration.

PUMPKIN  
PAIRS

7 Each of these pumpkins has a pair. 
Draw a line between each duo.

A
B

C

D

E

1
2

3

4

5





Storytime TM

50-Word Story Competition!
We’re celebrating 50 issues of Storytime  

with an exciting new writing competition.  

Write a brilliant 50-word story about any 

subject you like and we’ll pick the best one 

and publish it in Storytime! Not only that, 

but you’ll win 50 issues of Storytime – every 

single magazine we’ve ever published!

• Entrants must be aged 3 to 9.
• Your story must be no longer than  50 words.

• Your story must be original and must not have been published before.
• To enter, photocopy or cut out the form on the right or download it from: storytimemagazine.com/50wordstory
• Email editor@storytimemagazine.com  or post your entry to: The Editor, Storytime Magazine, Studio 2B18, Southbank Technopark, 90 London Road, London, SE1 6LN.

• Closing date: 30 November 2018.

 Try to give your short story a beginning,  
a middle and an end.

 Go straight into the action. 

 Endings with suspense or surprises work 
well with very short stories. 

 Funny is good, but remember – you’re 
telling a story, not just a joke!

 Get more tips in our 50-Word Story Pack: 
storytimemagazine.com/50wordstory

• Your 50-word story 
published in Storytime!

• A complete mega-bundle 
of Storytime issues 1 to 50!

• A super certificate of 
awesomeness!

WIN! WIN! win!

The rules*top tips for success

*For the full rules, visit our website: storytimemagazine.com/50wordstory

why not  
write a story 

about me?



my 50-Word Story!

story title:                                                                               
Name:                                                                                             
Age:                                                                                             
Address:                                                                                      
Parent’s Email*:                                                                          

*Optional, but it means we can contact you more easily if your child wins.
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This month’s recommended books tie in perfectly with dark nights, 
Halloween and our new Cinderella story – win them all!

       

Want to win copies  
of these brilliant 
books? Answer our  
easy question here: 

storytimemagazine.com/win 
 

COMPETITION!

STORY MAGIC
BOOKS OF THE MONTH!

In MOLE’S STAR by Britta 

Teckentrup (Orchard Books), 

Mole longs to own a star of 

his own, but when his wish 

comes true, he discovers  

why it’s better to share life’s 

special wonders than keep 

them to yourself. A gorgeous, 

sparkly story about sharing 

for star-gazers everywhere.

HELLO, MONSTER by 

Clémentine Beauvais and 

Maisie Paradise Shearring 

(Thames and Hudson) starts 

with a trip to the park, but 

leads you on an incredible 

adventure involving hidden 

monsters, daring escape 

plans and friendly panthers! 

One for lively imaginations. 

If you enjoyed this issue’s 

Storyland Adventure, then 

you’re probably a fan of the 

original CINDERELLA – and 

there’s no better way to enjoy 

it than in this beautiful new 

illustrated pop-up book by 

Katie Haworth and Dinara 

Mirtapilova (Templar Books). 

An absolute stunner!

WIN!

As part of our 50th issue celebrations, we’ve got an 

inspiring free download for you. It has suggestions for 

50 stories – fairy tales, myths, legends, fables, folk 

tales and world tales – that we think are essential 

reading for anyone under the age of 10. Get it from:       

storytimemagazine.com/free 

50 STORIES TO READ BEFORE YOU’RE 10!
storytimemagazine.com

Celebrate Storytime’s  

50th issue by reading our 

recommendations for  

50 AMAZING STORIES  

every child should read  

before they turn 10. 

50 Stories to Read Before You’re 10!StorytimeTM

          storytimemagazine.com

See our at-a-

glance list 

at the back!

© storytimemagazine.com 2018

         
         hawaii summer fun pack!

50-Wordstory pack!
TOP TIPS FOR YOUR COMPETITION ENTRY

Storytime TM
PLUS!  

Download our  
50-Word Story Pack 

to help you with your 
competition entry 

too!





CELEBRATING 50 
FANTASTIC ISSUES!

www.storytimemagazine.com
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ANANSI THE TRICKSTER  

He’s up to no good again!
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Tyler Travels Through Time, Apple 

Crumble, a Grumpy Lion and MORE!
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Issue 51 
£4.99

PEREZ THE MOUSE

JACK ROCKS STORYLAND  With his Magic Harp Band!

The knight caught the apple and then 

galloped down the hill, disappearing 

into the forest, much to the frustration 

of the crowd.

That evening, the king announced a 

third and final day of the challenge 

and, once more, Boots asked his 

brothers if he could come along.

“No! You’re too scruffy. You’ll make a 

fool of us,” they said. “Stay here and 

muck out the pig sty.”

The brothers left to try their luck, but 

still nobody could get up the glass hill. 

They rode and slipped and rode and 

slipped until their horses collapsed.

The king was about to end the contest 

when a knight rode up on a horse that 

was the biggest and finest anyone had 

ever seen. It had a golden saddle and 

bridle, and the knight wore golden 

armour, brighter than the sun.

He galloped towards the glass hill and 

went straight to the top. Once there, 

he swooped up the last golden apple 

from the princess’s lap and rode down 

the hill, racing away into the forest.

That night, all anyone could talk about 

was the golden knight’s amazing feat.

The next day, the king asked for the 

owner of the golden apples to come 

forward. The royal court was crowded 

with people curious to learn the true 
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      ‘O’Connor was standing beneath

Tyler was hanging up his school blazer and hoping for beans on toast for tea, 

when he spotted a strange glow coming from under the cupboard door, which 

was getting gradually brighter. 

Mr and Mrs Nelson, his carers, were always nagging Tyler for leaving the lights  

on, so he opened the door to switch it off, but instead he found a huge luminous 

ball hovering in mid-air right in front of him. Before Tyler even had chance to jump 

or shout, two big, bright eyes flashed open. The glowing sphere smiled and said, 

“I thought you’d never come, Tyler. Hold on tight. Professor’s waiting.”

“What?” gasped Tyler. “But... what are you?”

“No time. I’ll explain later. Hold on tight with both hands. We need to get going.”

The light pulsed furiously and before Tyler knew what he was doing, he was 

gripping both sides of the sphere. It felt soft, like a big fluffy marshmallow.

Immediately, Tyler felt like he was plunging downwards – just like that time he 

whizzed down the biggest slide at the water park. The plunging feeling stopped 

abruptly and his legs wobbled when he hit firm ground. 
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The Woodpecker  and the Lion
One day, Lion was eating his dinner when a sharp bone got stuck in his throat. Lion felt so uncomfortable he couldn’t carry on eating. He let out a thunderous roar of pain and hunger.Woodpecker had been snoozing on a nearby branch and jolted awake at 
the sound of the Lion’s angry roar. “What’s wrong?” she squawked, but the   
                bone was lodged so tightly, 
                Lion couldn’t reply.   

30

Famous Fables

WIN  
Brilliant  
Books!

Coming  in issue  52  

NO ADVERTS!

MEET THE SPANISH  TOOTH FAIRY! 

The Pied Piper  of HamelinO nce upon a time, the small town of Hamelin in Germany was 

overrun with rats. They ate the cheese out of the vats and made 

their nests in people’s hats. Rats, rats, rats! 

Favourite Fairy Tales

They were everywhere, squeaking, scurrying and scaring the cats. The people 

tried poison and traps, but they didn’t work. They hired every ratcatcher in   

  the land, but they all failed. The people despaired and the mayor pulled 

his hair. He had run out of ideas for how to end their rotten rat invasion.
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Storytime TM

50-Word Story Competition!

We’re celebrating 50 issues of Storytime  

with an exciting new writing competition.  

Write a brilliant 50-word story about any 

subject you like and we’ll pick the best one 

and publish it in Storytime! Not only that, 

but you’ll win 50 issues of Storytime – every 

single magazine we’ve ever published!

my 50-Word Story!

• Entrants must be aged 3 to 9.

• Your story must be no longer than  
50 words.

• Your story must be original and must 
not have been published before.

• To enter, photocopy or cut out the 
form on the right or download it from: 
storytimemagazine.com/50wordstory
• Email editor@storytimemagazine.com  
or post your entry to: The Editor, 
Storytime Magazine, Studio 2B18, 
Southbank Technopark, 90 London 
Road, London, SE1 6LN.

• Closing date: 30 November 2018.

 Try to give your short story a beginning,  

a middle and an end.

 Go straight into the action. 

 Endings with suspense or surprises work 

well with very short stories. 

 Funny is good, but remember – you’re 

telling a story, not just a joke!

 Get more tips in our 50-Word Story Pack: 

storytimemagazine.com/50wordstory

• Your 50-word story 

published in Storytime!

• A complete mega-bundle 

of Storytime issues 1 to 50!

• A super certificate of 

awesomeness!

WIN! WIN! win!

The rules*top tips for success

*For the full rules, visit our website: 
storytimemagazine.com/50wordstory

story title:                                                                               
Name:                                                                                             
Age:                                                                                             
Address:                                                                                      
Parent’s Email*:                                                                          

*Optional, but it means we can contact you more easily if your child wins.

                                                                                   
                                                                                   

                                                                                   
                                                                                 

                                                                                   
                                                                                 

                                                                                   
                                                                                 

                                                                                   
                                                                                 

                                                                                   
                                                                                 

                                                                                   
                                                                                 

                                                                                   
                                                                                 

                                                                                   
                                                                                 

                                                                                   
                                                                                 

                                                                                   
                                                                                 

                                                                                                                                                 
                                                                                                                                                 

          

                                                                                                       
                                                                                                       

     

why not  
write a story 

about me?

Storytime TM

Coming  in issue  51 

WIN 

A COMPLETE SET OF  

STORYTIME ISSUES!

Rama and SitaE    verything was good in the kingdom of Ayodhya. Kind-hearted 

Prince Rama had married a beautiful princess called Sita and  

he was about to be crowned king.

However, Rama’s stepmother was jealous. She wanted her own son, Bharat, to be 

crowned, so she persuaded the king to banish Rama to the forest for fourteen 

years, allowing Bharat to rule first. 
Sita and Rama’s brother Lakshmana said, “We would rather live in the wilderness 

than stay here.” So Rama, Sita and Lakshmana moved together to the forest. 

 For a while, they were happy until, one day, demons attacked them. Rama 

and Lakshmana easily defeated their foes, but this angered  

the demon king Ravana who decided to  

kidnap Sita and make her his wife. 

33

Myths and Legends

L ong ago, in Papua New Guinea, people passed down stories from generation to generation to explain how the world came to be as it is. This is one of their stories.

Around the World Tales

Before people walked the Earth, the voice of nature was loud. Not just animals, but the most unexpected things could speak to each other. Mountains could talk to the sea, the sun could talk to the flowers and the stars could talk to the sand.   The stars and the sand were probably the loudest of them all, as there were so many of them. If you can imagine every star in the sky chatting   to every grain of sand on every beach, that’s a lot of noise!

The Tears of a Star

14
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