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IN the Spring, three little caterpillars hatched out 
onto the dark, glossy leaves of a laurel bush. They 
took a good look around.

"Where are we?” asked Green. 

"This must be a mistake," said Red. "There's 
nothing here."

Blue was sniffing leaves, prodding them with a 
tentative foot. 

"Um, maybe.." she began. 

"What?" asked Red. 

“These leaves smell really good. Maybe we're 
supposed to.."

“What?" asked Green. 

"..eat them."
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The other two stared at her. 

"Don't be ridiculous," said Red. "We've never 
done that before."

"We've never done anything before," 
countered Blue. 

Meanwhile, Green was giving the leaves a good 
sniff herself. 

"They do smell good, I must say."

She and Blue looked at one another for a moment. 

"You start," said Green. 

Blue grinned. "OK," she said. She stretched forth 
her neck and took a teeny..weeny..bite. The other 
two watched closely and when Blue started to 
smile, Red shot forwards and started munching 
the biggest leaf she could grab. 

“Delicious!" she shouted. "Come on, 
slowcoaches. What are you waiting for?"

They spent the next couple of days eating. Red 
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soon got really good at it. She could strip a twig 
perfectly in less than a minute. She challenged the 
other two to munching races that she always won. 

On the third morning, they were startled by a 
noise overhead. They looked up to see a Painted 
Lady flapping away.

“How beautiful,” sighed Green. 

"I'm definitely going to be one of those,” said 
Red.

Green disagreed. "That's not for me,” she said. ‘I 
don’t want to fly, I'm going to carry on right 
here.”

"I wouldn't mind," said Blue, thoughtfully, 
"but I wonder how you get there?"

"I'm definitely going to be one of those," said 
Red again. She went back to a half-stripped 
twig. “Let’s have another race.”

“Nah,” said Blue. “I’ve eaten enough leaves. 
I’m going for a wander.”

Red tutted.
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“No staying power,” she said. “What about 
you, Green? Fancy a race?”

“OK, but give us a head start for once, would 
you?”

Green and Red carried on munching and after a 
while, Blue returned.

"I think I've got it," she announced.

The other two looked puzzled.

“Got what?” asked Green. 

“How to be a butterfly. You spin a sleeping 
bag, crawl in, change into a butterfly and then 
- hey presto - out you fly!”

Green was adamant. “I definitely don’t want to do 
that.”

“What about you, Red?”

Red looked at the leaves around her. “Yes, yes, 
absolutely - just as soon as I’ve dealt with all these. 
I do hate to leave any loose ends.”
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Over the coming days, Red and Green carried on 
munching while Blue tried to spin a cocoon. It 
wasn’t easy. For a while, she couldn’t do it at all. 
She wriggled over to the others.

“This is tricky,” she said. “Anyone got any 
ideas?”

Red didn’t hear, she was head down in her pile of 
leaves. Green could only offer encouragement.

Finally, Blue cracked it.

“That’s it!” she cried. “I can do it.”

“Oh, well done!” said Green. “I knew you’d 
get there. Is it difficult?”

“Not once you work it out,” answered Blue. 
She wiggled her back end. “You just have 
to..anyway, I’m off for a sleep - and a whole 
new life. Red, you coming? I can easily show 
you how to spin.”

Red had her mouth full. She chewed ostentatiously 
and waved her head in the direction of another 
branch. She shrugged her shoulders, turned her 
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back.

“How many leaves does she want to eat?” 
asked Blue.

“You know, Red,” said Green. “She does like 
to do things properly.”

“Well, I'm not sure I can see the point,” said 
Blue. “You eat one leaf, you’ve eaten them 
all.”

“I know,” said Green, blissfully. “Delicious, 
aren’t they?”

Blue smiled at the other caterpillar.

“Sure you won’t come?”

“Ooh, not me,” said Green, with conviction. 
“I don’t want to flap around getting cold. I’m 
happiest here.  But go on, off you go.”

“See you soon,” said Blue. She started to 
spin.

For a while, Blue’s cocoon hung lifeless. But 
eventually, Red and Green heard a telltale rustling 
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overhead. It was Blue, with wet drooping wings, 
trying to fly. She lurched around them, laughing 
and gasping in turn.

“Hello you two, how’s it going?” she cried.

“What’s it like, Blue? Is it grand?” asked 
Green.

“Looks distinctly average to me,” muttered 
Red.

“It’s - oops - it’s really weird. I’m still getting 
the hang of it.”

For the rest of that morning, Blue plunged 
erratically around the laurel bush. By midday, her 
dazzling wings had dried and spread and she 
soared around the heads of the other two.

“This is wonderful. You should try it.”

Green was delighted at her friend’s success. 

“Blue, you're beautiful. That Painted Lady 
had nothing on you.”

“It’s amazing! Come on Red, come and join 
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me. You’ll be the best butterfly ever.”

Red nodded her head.

“Hang on, just let me get this branch 
stripped.”

“I thought you wanted to be a butterfly.”

“I do, I really do. Just..just let me get this 
done first.”

So it went on. Red never did find the right 
moment to transform. Blue flew away and 
eventually Green wandered off to try a different 
sort of bush. Red, alone, remained exactly where 
she was. 
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WREN was sitting in an apple tree, dreaming 
dreams and planning plans whilst the late evening 
sun slanted through the branches. Beside her on 
the branch rested her soul - a red rose fashioned in 
glass, whose petals furled around and around each 
other to a centre point almost beyond perception. 
Wren usually held her soul tight to her breast but 
on this drowsy evening she relaxed for once.

Crow flew up and landed next to her.

"Hey, what's this?" she said, looking at the 
glass flower on the branch beside Wren. "It's 
beautiful, what is it?"

Wren was jolted out of her reverie.

“That’s my soul," she said, nervously. "Please 
don't touch it."

Crow turned the flower this way and that, 
entranced by the evening sunlight catching its 
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many layers.

"It's ever so pretty," she said. "How does it 
work?" 

She tapped the rose with her beak and Wren 
winced. 

"Oh, be careful," she said. "I'm not sure it 
will stand being pecked like that."

"Don't worry," said Crow. "I'm just 
interested, that’s all.” 

She peered a little more closely into its depths. 

"Look at that tiny silver cog, right in the 
middle. It's turning, over and over. Why does 
it do that?"

"I don't know," stuttered Wren. "It just does. 
Please, put it down."

"Don't be so precious," said Crow, pecking 
again at the flower. "I'm being perfectly 
care...oh!"

The rose exploded into tiny pieces which scattered 
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along the branch and down on to the ground. 
Wren was furious.

"Look what you've done," she cried. "I did 
tell you. Just go away and leave me alone."

Crow shrugged. "It's only a glass flower. I'm sure 
you can get another one." 

She flapped off to find someone else to talk to.

Wren was contemplating the wreck with despair 
when a soft thrum and a flash of colour caught her 
attention. Hummingbird landed next to her.

"Wren, what's the matter?" he asked. 
"Goodness me, isn't that your soul? What on 
earth happened?"

"Crow happened," wailed Wren. "She 
wouldn't stop pecking at it even when I asked 
her not to. Then I shouted at her and she 
thinks I'm over- reacting.” Her voice rose 
even higher. “But she's broken my soul."

The other bird frowned. “Crow doesn’t mean any 
harm," he said, "but she never seems to learn that 
some things are fragile."
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"Hmph," twittered Wren. "Wasn't hers to 
play with, in the first place."

"I know, I know" consoled Hummingbird. 
"Well, come on. Let's get on with it.”

“With what?” asked Wren.

“It won’t put itself back together, will it?” 

Wren wasn’t sure understood her friend.

"Seriously?" she asked. “It’ll take..”

“..forever?” grinned Hummingbird. “Well 
maybe but do you have anything better to do 
tonight? Come on, I’ll help you.”

Wren was still not convinced.

"It'll never be the same."

"No, probably not. But you never know, it 
might even be better."

Together, they began the task of piecing Wren’s 
soul back together. The two friends worked gently 
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and steadily together until it was too dark to do 
any more that day.
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ONE morning, Hare came across Big Pig 
galumphing back and forth across the meadow, 
whilst Crow called encouragement from above his 
head. Hare watched for a while whilst Big Pig 
lumbered to and fro. Eventually, he ran out of 
wind and flopped down against the broad trunk of 
a tree. Crow landed on a branch just above him. 

Hare wandered over to join them.

"Big Pig, what on earth are you doing? I've 
never seen you so out of breath."

"I'm training," announced Big Pig, beaming 
like a breathless cherub. "Stag beat me in a 
race last week and I really, really want to beat 
him next time. It's working too, I'm already 
much faster."

"Well that's good to hear," said Hare, gravely. 
"Do you think you'll be able to do it?"
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"Oh yes," said Big Pig airily. "Anybody can 
do anything if they really want to. You just 
have to work hard enough." His chest heaved 
in and out for a couple of breaths. "I'm 
certainly working as hard as I can."

"I can only applaud your effort," said Hare. 
After a moment or two, she asked him, "Big 
Pig, why don't you try flying instead? You 
could race Crow here."

Crow nearly fell off her branch with laughter. 
"Don't be ridiculous, Hare. Big Pig can't fly."

Big Pig was also laughing. "Of course I can't fly, 
Hare. That's just silly."

"Not even if you practise flapping as hard as 
you can?" asked Hare.

Big Pig was still laughing. "It doesn't matter how 
hard I flap, Hare, I'll never be able to fly. I'll stick 
to running, thank you very much."

*

A month passed and the day of the race arrived. 
Big Pig and Stag lined up at the edge of the 



Big Pig and the Race

23

meadow whilst Crow hovered over their heads. 
Big Pig was quivering with anticipation.

"Ready, steady, GO!" called Crow.

Big Pig and Stag set off. For a few yards, they were 
neck and neck and Big Pig had never felt so good. 
Then Stag turned to his competitor and remarked, 
"Well, Big Pig, I've enjoyed our little jog but I have 
to go now." 

Before he had time to answer, all Big Pig could see 
were Stag's clean heels.

Big Pig trudged sadly to the other side of the 
meadow. Stag was long gone but Crow and Hare 
were waiting for him.

"I don't understand," he said to them. "I 
couldn't have tried any harder."

"You know," said Hare, "You can train a 
turkey to climb a tree but it is quicker to ask a 
squirrel."

Big Pig stared at her. "What on earth are you 
talking about, Hare?"
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"Big Pig, I've never seen you run so fast and 
I'm proud of you. But you can't run like Stag 
any more than you can fly like Crow, 
however hard you work. Tell me, did you 
enjoy your training?"

"No, not really," admitted Big Pig. "My legs 
always seemed to trip me up and my tummy 
wobbled. It was only the thought of beating 
Stag that kept me at it."

"What do you enjoy doing most of all, Big 
Pig?"

"Oh, that's easy. Snuffling for truffles. And 
then eating them."

"Are you good at it?"

"The best. Everyone comes to me if they 
want truffles."

"Is Stag any good at snuffling for truffles?"

Big Pig snorted with laughter. "Goodness me, no. 
His legs are far too long, he never spots anything 
on the ground."
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"Stag is built for running," said Hare. "You 
are not. But your strong, sturdy legs and 
beautiful snout make you far better at 
foraging than Stag can ever be. If you really 
want to beat him, challenge him to a truffle 
hunt. Big Pig, it's never wrong to work as 
hard as you can, but it's smart to work at the 
right thing. If you try too hard to be 
something you're not, in the end, you’ll just 
break."

Big Pig nodded slowly. "I think I see," he said. 
"You can train a turkey to climb a tree but it is 
quicker to ask a squirrel."

"Exactly, " said Hare.
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AFTER breakfast, Llama set off to carry a load 
across the mountains. It was heavy and he had a 
long way to go. 

At midday, he came to Chicken's house.  She was 
outside, picking over a batch of grain.

"Llama, you look exhausted. Sit down for a 
minute, have a rest and a cool drink."

Llama gratefully stopped and shrugged off the 
pack. He sat down beside Chicken. 

"Where are you taking that heavy pack, 
Llama?"

"To Cow, on the other side of the 
mountains."

"Up and down all those hills? That's a hard 
route with such a load. Can I help you at all?"
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Llama smiled with relief. "Gosh, yes, if you could 
come with me for a short time and take a bit of 
the load, that would really make things easier."

Chicken frowned. "Oh, I can't leave the grain, 
Llama. But here, take some with you. It'll help 
when you're hungry."

"Thank you, Chicken, but there's plenty of 
grass around, if I get hungry."

"Oh well, take it anyway," said Chicken. 
"You never know, you might need it. I do 
love to help."

Llama had no real use for the grain but it was 
churlish to refuse such a kind offer. He added it to 
the pack and went on his way.

By tea time, he reached Sheep's house. Sheep was 
in his garden, sorting bales of wool.

"Llama, you look exhausted," said Sheep. 
"Stop and rest a while."

Once again, Llama took the weight off his sore 
feet with relief.
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"Where are you taking that heavy load, 
Llama?"

"To Cow, on the other side of the 
mountains. The sun is already setting and I 
still have a long way to go."

"I'm not surprised. That's quite a trek with 
such a burden. Can I help you at all?"

"Well, if you could carry some of it a little 
way, Sheep, it would make things much easier 
for me."

"Hmm," said Sheep, "I don't think I can 
leave these bales of wool. But here, take one 
with you. It will keep you warm as the 
evening turns cold. I do love to help."

Sheep loaded the bale into Llama's pack and 
Llama set off again. The grain and the wool had 
increased his load and he had to go more slowly 
than ever. He trudged steadily on as the daylight 
faded. It was well into the evening before he 
reached Cow’s shed.

"You're late," said Cow.
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"I know," said Llama. "I'm sorry, it’s heavy.”

“Maybe you should have got some help,“ 
asked Cow. “It might have been a bit much, 
on your own. Well, thanks anyway. Give me 
the pack and then you can get off home 
again.”

Llama unloaded the pack, turned around and 
went back the way he came.
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WREN was building her nest. It took quite some 
effort. She had to collect mud, beakful by beakful, 
from the riverbank. She took it to a gap in the 
hedge where she was fashioning a cosy cup. Here, 
she would be able to lay her eggs in peace and 
quiet.

"What are you doing, Wren?" called out 
Peacock, from further up the river. "You 
look ever so busy."

Wren stopped for a moment, brushed a little mud 
from her dirty wings.

"Hello, Peacock," she said. "Yes, I need to 
get my nest completed this evening. It's quite 
hard work."

"Oh, do let me help," cried Peacock. "I don't 
like to watch you struggle."

She started to dig mud out from the riverbank to 
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give to Wren but she soon got into difficulties.

"Oh, Wren, I'm so sorry. I can't bear the feel 
of the mud. Will you be able to manage? I 
hate to see you working so hard."

Wren looked up briefly from her work. "Thanks 
for trying, Peacock. Not to worry, I'll get to the 
end eventually."

Wren continued whilst Peacock watched her. 
Eventually, Wren was disturbed by the sound of 
sobbing. She stopped, looked up and saw Peacock 
in tears.

"Peacock, what on earth's the matter?"

"I hate to see you working so hard," wailed 
Peacock. "I worry about you so much."

Wren broke off from her work and went to 
comfort Peacock.

"Don't worry, Peacock," she said, 
reassuringly, "I'll be OK, just got to keep at it 
for today."

Wren went back to her work but Peacock 
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wouldn't be consoled; she wailed more and more 
loudly. Two or three times, Wren had to stop 
working to comfort her.

Chicken wandered up. "What's up with Peacock?" 
she asked.

Wren glanced up from her nearly-completed nest. 
"I'm not entirely sure," she said. "I don't think 
she's enjoying watching me work."

Chicken went over to Peacock. "What's the 
matter, Peacock? You seem very distressed."

"It's Wren," wailed Peacock. "I'm so worried 
about her. She's working so hard and I really 
wish I could help her."

Chicken was puzzled. "If you want to help her, 
Peacock, why don't you help her?" she asked.

"Oh, but the mud. I can’t bear it.”

"Well, if there's nothing you can do, then I'm 
sure Wren understands."

"But I'm so worried. How can she go on?"
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Chicken returned to Wren. "She's worried about 
you. She thinks you're working too hard."

"Yes, I know," replied Wren through a 
gritted beak. "If she wasn't so worried, I 
would have finished by now. You couldn't 
possibly take her somewhere else, could 
you?"

Chicken grinned. "I'll see what I can do," she said.

"Peacock," she called, "could you spare me 
and hour or two? I need to choose a new 
ladder for my hen house. I could really use 
your expert judgement."

Peacock brightened. "Oh yes, I'd love to. But will 
Wren be able to manage without me?"

"I think she's nearly done," said Chicken, 
soothingly. "I tell you what, we'll come back 
and check after we've finished."

"Yes, that's a good idea," said Peacock with 
relief. "I've been so worried."

"I know," said Chicken, "but Wren tells me 
it's going well. Come on."
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Chicken walked off with a firm tread and Peacock 
waddled happily after her. 

Wren watched them go with relief and then turned 
to the completion of her home.
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ON a fine Autumn morning, Dog was working 
hard, digging a row of holes. Suddenly, he 
stopped, stood up and looked at the sky intently 
for a moment or two.

"Hmm," he said. He left the holes and went 
to find Big Pig. 

Big Pig was stretched out on his back, dozing in 
the last of the Autumn sunshine.

"Big Pig," said Dog, with some urgency. "I 
think it's going to rain. Will you help me fix 
my roof. I'm sure there's a hole in it. Then we 
can all have shelter."

Big Pig opened a lazy eye. "Hello, Dog. Why do 
you think it's going to rain?"

"I can see clouds gathering on the horizon," 
replied Dog.
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Big Pig closed his eye again and wriggled his back 
against the warm earth.

"Oh that feels good. You worry too much, 
Dog. I see no clouds."

"But your eyes are closed...oh, never mind." 
Dog walked on to find Crow.

Crow was soaring and looping over the fields, 
enjoying the clear air. Dog called loudly up to her.

"Crow, Crow, I think it's going to rain. Will 
you help me fix my roof? Then we can all 
have shelter."

Crow swooped down past Dog's head.

"How do you know it's going to rain, Dog?"

"I heard a rumble of thunder in the distance."

Crow climbed back into the wide sky. As she flew, 
she called down to Dog.

"How I love to fly. You worry too much, 
Dog, I'm sure it was only the wind you heard. 
Anyway, I wouldn't know how to fix your 
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roof."

Crow disappeared into the vault of the sky and 
Dog turned for home. As he walked back through 
the fields, he saw the Mice gathering, gathering the 
grain. They were so small and there was so much 
grain. He thought of asking them to help but they 
were already so busy.

Dog worked hard all afternoon. He looked over 
his roof and found not one, but several holes. He 
fetched sticks and grass and mud and tried all sorts 
of ways to mend them.

In early evening, the first fat rain drops fell from 
the sky and sputtered onto the ground. Soon, it 
was pouring hard.

Safe in his warm, dry house, Dog waited for the 
others to arrive.
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GIRAFFE was nibbling the leaves from the 
topmost branches of a tree when she felt someone 
poking her leg. She looked down.

"Oh hello, Flamingo," she said to the 
flaming-orange bird who was gently butting 
her with a snooty beak. "How are you?"

"I'm fine, thanks," said Flamingo. "We’re all 
fine." With a sweep of her head, she 
indicated the rest of the flock, hundreds 
strong, who were wandering up behind her. 
"But shouldn’t you be jumping?"

"Jumping?" Giraffe raised her eyebrows in 
mild surprise. "Whatever for?"

"Well, you can't fly, can you?"

Giraffe's eyebrows continued to climb. "No, I 
certainly can’t fly."
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"In that case,” said Flamingo, “you should be 
jumping. It's The Rules." 

The bird went on in a sing-song voice, "'Those 
aiming for the tops of the trees who are unable to 
fly should jump instead.' If you want to eat those 
luscious leaves at the top of the tree, you have to 
jump first." She repeated, "It's The Rules." 

Several hundred flamingos honked in agreement.

Giraffe was bewildered by the idea but it was hard 
to disagree with so many. She jumped a few 
centimetres into the air and came down again 
upon her feet.

"Like this?" she asked.

"Oh, I don't think it matters how you jump, 
just as long as you do it."

"Um, OK then. Thank you for letting me 
know."

Giraffe spent the next couple of days trying to 
jump before each leaf she ate. But it was hard 
work for her to haul her tall body into the air. Her 
feet hurt and she got hungrier and hungrier. 
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Eventually, she folded in her long legs and 
collapsed under a tree in exasperation.

Macaw was perching on a branch just above her. 
He was laughing and laughing and laughing so 
hard that eventually, he fell off and had to flap 
strenuously to right himself. He came to rest 
beside Giraffe.

"Giraffe, I've never seen anything so funny. 
What on earth were you doing?"

Giraffe frowned at him.

"Jumping. Before I eat a leaf,” she said. 
“That's right, isn't it? It's The Rules."

"What Rules?"

"Flamingo said. With all the other Flamingos. 
Since I can't fly, I have to jump before I 
reach out to the top of a tree. It’s The Rules."

Macaw started laughing all over again. 

"Oh you silly Giraffe,” he gasped. “You 
shouldn’t listen to Old Bossy Beak, you 
know. Those are Bird Rules. Well, sort of. 
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Nothing to do with you. We usually just fly 
to the top of a tree but sometimes, if we 
sprain a wing or something, we can't. So we 
thought we'd better suggest an alternative. If 
you’re a bird that can't fly, the best thing to 
do is jump up along the branches. You don’t 
need to do that, you can reach anyway."

Giraffe was crestfallen. "But there were so many 
of them and they seemed so certain. Don't I use 
your Rules?"

Macaw shrugged. "You can if you like but they 
don't seem to work for you. You need Rules that 
help you to live properly with other Giraffes. 
You'll never stick to them, otherwise."

Giraffe was cheering up by the second. "Thanks 
Macaw. At least I can have a proper dinner now."
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ONE still spring morning, Stag stopped by a pool 
in the forest. The water was as dark and smooth as 
treacle and he could see himself as if in a mirror. 
He saw a fine, upright young animal with a noble 
brow, a sleek, shiny coat and a magnificent set of 
antlers.

As he stared into the water, another reflection 
materialised beside his.

"You certainly are a fine fellow," it said.

Stag turned to the animal beside him and smiled.

"Hello, Hare," he said. "I haven't seen you 
for a while. I'm surprised you recognise me. 
I've grown so much these last months."

"Oh, I keep my eyes on you, Stag," she 
replied. "Your beautiful new antlers don't 
fool me.”
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They chatted for a few minutes and then each 
went on their way.

*

A year passed – a full and fruitful year for Stag. 
On another still day, he found himself once again 
looking into the forest pool. This time, he could 
see that his antlers were chipped in places, his coat 
was rough and patchy and he had a fresh scar 
across his forehead.

Once again, Hare joined him at the pool.

"Not such a fine fellow now," remarked Stag 
sadly. "My beauty didn't last long."

"Is that what you see?" asked Hare. "Just an 
ugly old stag?"

She looked at his reflection for a few moments 
and then went on: 

"Shall I tell you what I see? I see your wives, 
contented and secure, because you damaged 
your antlers fighting off usurpers. I see a 
family well fed with the fruits of the brambles 
on which you ripped your coat. I see your 
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new baby son safe from the eagle that slashed 
your brow with her claws. Oh, I see a much 
finer fellow than before."

And with that, she was gone. 

Stag stared at his reflection thoughtfully for a few 
moments longer, then lifted his head high and 
trotted back to his family.
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