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Spinderella

The children of Scuttleton Primary School were eating their dinner – fish fingers, potatoes and peas. High up above them the spiders of Scuttleton Primary School were eating their dinner – flies, flies and flies.

[image: ]
“How many flies have we got today, Mum?” asked Spinderella, the smallest spider.

“Lots,” said Mum.

“Loads,” said her brothers and sisters.

“That’s not a number,” complained Spinderella.

“Never mind about numbers. Eat up your flies,” said Mum.

After dinner the children went out to play football. The spiders swung down to watch.

“What a tackle!” they cried, and, “Yippee!”
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The children scored goal after goal.

“How many goals is that, Mum?” asked Spinderella.

“Lots,” said Mum.

“Loads!” said her brothers and sisters.

Spinderella sighed. “What a family! How will I ever learn about numbers?”

When the children had gone home, Spinderella said, “Why don’t we play football?”

“Don’t be silly,” said her biggest brother, Speedy.

“We haven’t got a ball,” said her second biggest brother, Scrabble.

“I can see a pea on the floor,” said Spinderella. “We can use that.”

Mum chose Speedy and Scrabble as the captains of each team. Nearly all the spiders decided to join Speedy’s team because he was the fastest runner.

Speedy’s team scored all the goals.

“It’s not fair!” the spiders on Scrabble’s team shouted.

“Yes it is. You’re just jealous!” shouted the spiders on Speedy’s team.
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To make things worse, the spiders hurt their legs kicking the pea. Before long they were all quarrelling, moaning, and kicking each other instead of the pea. Mum had to blow her whistle.

“How many spiders should we have in each team, Mum?” asked Spinderella.

“Er … lots,” said Mum.

“Loads,” said her brothers and sisters.

“I think both teams should have the same number,” said Spinderella.

But her brothers and sisters all turned on her. “Down with numbers!” they yelled.
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Next morning, Spinderella woke early. She felt sad. “I wish I could learn about numbers!” she sighed.

“And so you shall!” came a loud voice.

Spinderella spun round and saw an enormous hairy spider.

“Who are you?” asked Spinderella.

[image: ]
“I am your Hairy Godmother,” said the enormous spider. “Follow me!”

Spinderella scuttled after her … along a corridor … into a classroom … out of the dinner hall … into a classroom … and up to the ceiling.

Spinderella looked down and saw a teacher come into the classroom with a pile of football bibs.

“Keep your eyes and ears open!” said the Hairy Godmother, and in a flash she was gone.
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“Now, I want you to count yourselves,” said the teacher. “There should be twenty of you, but let’s check.”

Then came the most wonderful sound. The children took turns to shout out a number, from one to twenty. Spinderella swung joyfully backwards and forwards in time to the counting.
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The teacher gave out the football bibs. “Put them on and find the others with the same colour,” he said. Soon there were two groups of children. “How many in each team?” asked the teacher.
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The children counted again. “Ten reds,” said a girl in red. “Ten blues,” said a boy in blue.

“The same number!” shouted Spinderella. She was so excited that she let go of her thread.

“Look! A spider! Squash it!” screamed someone.

Spinderella froze in terror.

“Let’s put it out of the window,” said the teacher, and he did.

Suddenly Spinderella was outside. “I’m lost!” she wailed.
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“I’ll never see my mum again.”

But then she turned round and spotted two football goals. “I know where I am now!” she said.

She scuttled round the outside of the school … in through the open window of the dinner hall … and up to the web.
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“Hello, Mum! I can count up to twenty!” she said.

“Never mind about that. Eat up your flies,” said Mum.

“I’m going to count them first,” said Spinderella, and she did. “I’ve got fourteen flies!” she told her brothers and sisters.

“So what?” they said. “Down with numbers! Up with flies and football!”

That night the spiders decided to play football again.

“Mum,” said Spinderella, “I’ve been counting. There are ten of us, so we need five spiders on each side.”

Some of the spiders muttered, “Down with numbers!” but Mum shut them up.
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Spinderella sorted them into two teams of five. She was in Scrabble’s team and she also helped Mum to keep the score.

This time no one quarrelled or kicked each other, and at halftime each team had scored three goals.

But still the spiders kept hurting their spindly legs kicking the pea.
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“I wish we had some football boots!” sighed Spinderella.
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“And so you shall!” came a voice. It was the Hairy Godmother again! “How many boots do you each need?” she asked.

“Lots,” said Mum.

“Loads,” said Spinderella’s brothers and sisters.

“That’s not good enough,” said the Hairy Godmother. “I need to have a number.”

“Eight!” shouted Spinderella. “We’ve each got eight legs, so we each need eight boots.”
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“Done!” said the Hairy Godmother.

There was a flash, and there on the floor were ten little piles of boots. Each pile had eight boots in it. The spiders put them on and laced them up.
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Then they had a wonderful second half. They scored goal after goal. The Hairy Godmother clapped and clapped. With only a minute left to go, each team had scored eight goals.

“It’s going to be a draw,” muttered Spinderella.

But just then the ball came her way and she gave it an almighty kick.
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Spinderella had scored the winning goal! All the spiders ran up to her. They picked her up, and all together they cheered,

“Up with Spinderella! Up with numbers!”
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Night Monkey Day Monkey


The moon shone down on the jungle. Night Monkey climbed up the tree.

She clambered and leapt to where Day Monkey slept, and whispered, “You can’t catch me.”
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Day Monkey woke up and chased her, but lost his grip on the bark.

He landed, cross, on a bed of moss, complaining, “It’s much too dark!”

“Look!” said Day Monkey. “Hundreds of eyes, winking and blinking and bright.”
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Night Monkey laughed and said, “Don’t be daft, they’re fireflies that flash in the night.”

“Help!” said Day Monkey. “Flying mice! Or maybe I’m wrong and they’re rats.”

Night Monkey laughed and said, “Don’t be daft, haven’t you heard of bats?”




“Stop!” said Day Monkey.

“Listen to that! They’re sawing the tree into logs.”

Night Monkey laughed and said, “Don’t be daft, it’s only a chorus of frogs.”

“Hey!” said Day Monkey. “There’s a banana! How does it manage to fly?”

Night Monkey laughed and said, “Don’t be daft, that banana’s the moon in the sky.”
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Day Monkey yawned and rubbed his eyes.“Maybe I’m dreaming,” he said.

“Night-time is creepy and I’m feeling sleepy. I’m going back to bed.”
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The sun shone down the next morning. Day Monkey slid down the tree.

He slithered and leapt to where Night Monkey slept and whispered, “You can’t catch me!”

Night Monkey woke up and chased him, screwing her eyes up tight.

She came to rest in an empty nest, complaining, “It’s much too bright!”

“Look!” said Night Monkey. “Moths wearing make-up! Why are they in disguise?”

Day Monkey laughed and said, “Don’t be daft, they’re beautiful butterflies.”
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“Help!” said Night Monkey. “Look at those giants swinging about in the trees.”

Day Monkey laughed and said, “Don’t be daft, those giants are chimpanzees.”
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“Stop!” said Night Monkey. “Screeching owls, the colour of peas and carrots!”
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Day Monkey laughed and said, “Don’t be daft, haven’t you heard of parrots?”
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“Hey!” said Night Monkey.

“Two naughty monkeys! Can’t they keep out of our way?”

Day Monkey laughed and said, “Don’t be daft, our shadows are here to stay.”


Night Monkey yawned and rubbed her eyes. “Maybe I’m dreaming,” she said.

“Daytime is crazy and I’m feeling lazy. I’m going back to bed.”

Now Night Monkey sleeps in the daylight and Day Monkey sleeps in the night,

But now and again at sunrise when it isn’t quite dark or light,

they share a bunch of bananas halfway up a tree.

Day Monkey calls it breakfast. Night Monkey calls it tea.
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Follow the Swallow


Chack the blackbird was learning to fly. So was Apollo the swallow. That was how they met.

‘Who are you?’ asked Chack.

‘I’m Apollo. I’m a swallow.’

‘And what do you swallow?’
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‘Flies, mostly,’ said Apollo. ‘And who are you?’

‘I’m Chack. I’m a blackbird.’

‘You look brown to me,’ said Apollo.

‘I may be brown now but one day I’ll be black,’ said Chack.

‘I don’t believe you!’ said Apollo.

Apollo showed Chack his nest. It was on a cobwebby shelf in a shed. ‘I won’t always live here,’ he said. ‘One day I’ll fly away to Africa.’
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‘I don’t believe you!’ said Chack.

Chack showed Apollo his nest.

It was in a tree covered in white blossom.

‘One day the tree will be covered in tasty orange berries,’ said Chack.
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‘I don’t believe you!’ said Apollo.

The days grew longer and warmer. Apollo started going around with a lot of other swallows. They kept gathering on the roof of the shed and then flying off all together.

‘What are you doing?’ asked Chack.

‘Practising flying to Africa!’ said Apollo.

‘I don’t believe you!’ said Chack.

The white blossom fell off Chack’s tree and some little green berries appeared.

‘They’ll be orange one day,’ he told Apollo.

‘I don’t believe you!’ said Apollo.

Slowly the berries on the tree grew bigger and changed colour, from green … to yellow … and at last to orange.

‘Now Apollo will believe me!’ said Chack.

He flew to the shed to tell his friend about the orange berries.
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‘Come to the tree! Come to the tree!’ he called.

But Apollo had gone! He and the other swallows had just set off for Africa.

Chack flew after the swallows. He flew and he flew till he reached the sea.

There he met a jumpy dolphin.

‘Can you take a message to Apollo the swallow from Chack the blackbird?’ asked Chack. ‘He’s on his way to Africa.’

‘What is the message?’ asked the dolphin.

‘Come to the tree!’ said Chack, and he flew back to eat some of the tasty orange berries.
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The jumpy dolphin swam and leapt and dived.

It took him a long time to reach Africa. There he met a grumpy camel.

‘Can you take a message to Apollo the swallow from Chack the blackbird?’ asked the dolphin.

‘What’s the message?’ asked the camel.
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‘Er … er … “Jump in the sea!”’ said the dolphin.

The grumpy camel trudged slowly across the desert … till he reached a wide river.

There he met a greedy crocodile.

‘Can you take a message to Apollo the swallow from Chack the blackbird?’ asked the camel.
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‘What’s the message?’ asked the crocodile.

‘Er … er … “Grumpy like me!”’ said the camel.

The greedy crocodile took his time swimming and snapping his way down the river …

… till he came to a forest. There he met a playful monkey.
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‘Can you take a message to Apollo
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