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The Three Bears

      nce upon a time there was 
a little girl named Goldilocks who 
liked to walk in the woods.
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     She liked to look
at the ferns.

 She also liked to 
open doors.
 One day, she came 
to a house deep 
in the dark woods.

     She liked to chase
the butterflies.

     She liked to smell
the flowers.



 As bold as you please, she 
opened the door and walked in.
 She saw three bowls of por-
ridge on the table—a great big one, 
a middle-sized one, and a wee baby 
one.
  What she did not see was that 
she was in the house of the three 
bears.

 So she tasted the porridge in the great 
big bowl. Ouch! It was too hot! She tasted 
the porridge in the middle-sized bowl. Ooh! 
It was too cold! Then she tasted the porridge 
in the wee baby bowl. Yum-m! It was just 
right.
              

And she ate it all up!

 Next, Goldilocks tried sitting in the three 
bears’ chairs. Umfph! The great big one was 
too hard! Squish! The middle-sized one was 
too soft! Ummm! The wee baby one was just 
right!

 But suddenly—crash! It broke all to pieces!



 Then Goldilocks went upstairs to try the 
beds. First she tried Papa Bear’s bed. Yuch! 
It was too scratchy! Then she tried Mama 
Bear’s bed. Ugh! It was too lumpy! Then 
she tried wee little Baby Bear’s bed. Aah! 
It was just right! And soon she was sound 
asleep.

 While she was sleeping, the three bears came home.
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 When she saw the angry bears looking at 
her, she jumped out of bed, climbed out the 
window, and ran out of the woods.
 Never again was she quite so bold about 
opening strange doors deep in the dark 
woods.

The Little Red Hen

      ne day, when the little red hen 
was scratching around for food, she found a 
grain of wheat. Instead of eating it right then 
and there, she turned to the other animals in 
the barnyard and said, “Who will help me 
plant this wheat?”

  “Not I,” said the duck.
 “Not I,” said the cat.
 “Not I,” said the pig.

 “Then I shall plant it myself,” 
said the little red hen. And 
she did.
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   The wheat sprouted 
and grew into a tall stalk. 
“Who will help me cut the 
wheat?” she asked.

 “Not I,” said the duck.
 “Not I,” said the cat.
 “Not I,” said the pig.

 At the top of the wheat was a large 
cluster of grain. “Who will help me thresh 
the wheat?” she asked.

 “Not I,” said the duck.
 “Not I,” said the cat.
 “Not I,” said the pig.

   “Then I shall thresh 
it myself,” said the little 
red hen. And she did.

 “Then I shall cut it 
myself,” said the little red 
hen. And she did.



 Soon she had a sack of grain. 
“Who will help me take the wheat 
to the mill?”

 “Not I,” said the duck.
 “Not I,” said the cat.
 “Not I,” said the pig.

 “Then I shall do it myself,” 
said the lisaid the little red hen. And she did.

 The mill ground the wheat into flour for 
baking bread. “Who will help me bake the 
bread?” asked the little red hen.

 “Not I,” said the duck.
 “Not I,” said the cat.
 “Not I,” said the pig.

 “Then I shall have to bake it myself,” 
she said. And she bashe said. And she baked a big round loaf of 
bread.



 “Now, who will help me eat the bread?” she asked.

 “I will!” said the duck.
 “I will!” said the cat.
 “I will!” said the pig.

 “Oh, no,” said the little 
red hen. “You did not help 
me plant the wheme plant the wheat. You 
did not help me cut the 
wheat. You did not help 
me take it to the mill, and 
you did not help me bake 
it. So you will not help me 
eat the bread. I will eat
it it myself.” And she did.                       It was delicious!

      nce, in a little 
old house in the woods, 
there lived a little old 
woman and a little old 
man.
 While the little old 
man was outside in the man was outside in the 
yard, the little old woman 
was inside baking a gin-
gerbread man with cur-
rants for eyes and raisins 
for buttons.
 Before she could take 
it out of the pan, the 
gingerbread man jumped 
up, bounced out the door, 
and ran down the path.
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The Gingerbread Man



   “Stop! Stop!” cried the little old woman 
and the little old man, running after him into 
the woods.
 But the gingerbread man laughed, and said,

  “Run, run, as fast as you can!
  You can’t catch me,
  I’m the gingerbread man!”

 He ran past a long-
eared rabbit and a little 
brown bear.
 “Stop! Stop!” called the 
surprised rabbit and the 
hungry little bear.
  But the gingerbread 
man laughed again, and said,

“Run, run, as fast as you can!
You can’t catch me,
I’m the gingerbread man!
I ran away from the old
   woman and the little old man,
And I can run away from you!
   I c   I can, I can!”



 Next he ran past a 
woodcutter, who dropped 
his ax and joined the 
chase.

   The gingerbread man even 
laughed at the woodcutter.

“Run, run, as fast as you can!
You can’t catch me,
I’m the gingerbread man!
I ran away from the little old
   woman and the little old man,
   the long-eared rabbit
      and the little brown bear,
And I can run away from you!
   I can, I can!”



   And he did, until 
he came to a stream 
that was too wide to 
cross without getting 
wet and soggy.

   “Since your tail is so far from 
your mouth, I shall!” said the gin-
gerbread man. And he straddled 
the tip of the fox’s nice dry tail 
for the ride across.

   “Jump on my tail!” 
offered a sly fox, 
wading into the stream.



 But the stream was deep, and 
soon the fox’s tail got wet. “Jump 
on my back!” said the sly fox.

 Next thing you know, his 
back was in the water, too. The 
gingerbread man jumped to the 
fox’s head, and then to his nose. 
Snip, snap—the fox ate him up.

   But, after all, that’s what 
a gingerbread man is for!



The End
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