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Once upon a time in a
little town in Poland
called Kosno, there
lived a tailor called
Needly Weedly.
He was called Needly
Weedly because he was
so very clever with his needle.
But still, work became scarce and he had to
leave Kosno to find new customers in Capital City.
When he got to Capital City, everyone was crying because it had rained
and rained every day since their king had died and would not stop.
‘I think I know why the rain will not stop,’ said Needly Weedly.
‘The king was a good man and so when he died he went straight to
heaven. And when he entered heaven, he made a huge hole in the sky
because he was also very big. So now the rain keeps pouring through
the hole. If I had a ladder that reached all the way up to the sky,
I could sew the hole together with my needle and thread.’
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The firemen
brought their
longest ladders
and joined them
all together.
They went all the way
up into the sky until they
reached the big hole.
Up climbed Needly Weedly.
He found the hole in the sky.
It was huge!
As Needly Weedly sewed
up the hole the rain stopped
and the sun came out.
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The people cheered! But the next minute they sighed.
When they looked at their wet muddy clothes, they
saw that they were spoiled. They needed new clothes.
So Needly Weedly took out his needle and thread and
set up business right there and then in the middle of
Capital City. And because the people loved their new
clothes, he never ran out of work again.
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Once upon a time there was a bright red bucket.
A man bought the bucket when it was new and
shiny. He took the bucket home where he lived with
his family. There was a river nearby and his garden
was full of pretty flowers and plants. On the stoep
were brightly painted pots. The pots were also full
of flowers and plants of many colours.
The red bucket had many jobs to do. Every day, the man picked
up the bucket and carried it to the river. On the way to
the river the red bucket sang:
Jingle, jangle,
Dingle, dangle,
Lots of water I can hold,
In summer, winter, heat or cold!
The man filled the bucket with
water and carried it to the garden.
He poured the water on the plants.
Next the woman in the house put some clean
washing in the red bucket and hung the clothes on
the line to dry. The bucket sang happily to itself:
Jingle, jangle,
Dingle, dangle,
Scrub, scrub, scrub,
Wring, wring, wring,
Carry the clothes
And hear me sing!

Sometimes the wind blew and it rained. Water
dripped through a hole in the roof. Then the
woman put the bucket under the hole to
catch the drops so that the room stayed dry.
And the bucket sang as it caught the drops:
Jingle, jangle,
Dingle, dangle,
Pitter, patter, pitter patter,
It can rain, it doesn’t matter!
Often the woman baked cakes. She put the cakes in a tin on a high shelf.
When the children came into the kitchen, they turned the red bucket over.
Then they stood on the bucket and reached for the tin.
The bucket sang a happy little song:
Jingle, jangle,
Dingle, dangle,
It’s fun to be
A bucket like me!
I’ve jobs to do,
Always something new!
As the years went by, the bucket began to lose its shine. Its red paint
looked dull and scratched. Its sides were dented. The bucket didn’t like to
get up so early any more. It didn’t sing its happy song. It became rusty and
its handle squeaked. The water in the stream seemed much colder and
the wet washing seemed very heavy. The bucket thought
its handle would come off when the woman carried it
to the washing line. When the rain fell through the hole
in the roof, the poor bucket longed to be warm
and dry. When the children stood on it, the red
bucket thought it would break and it groaned and
complained.
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One day the man got angry with the poor old bucket. ‘Useless!’ he cried.
‘There are holes in this bucket and the water is running out. Its handles are
coming off. We must throw this old bucket away and buy a new one!’
The old bucket began to shake and cry.
It sang a very sad little song:
The jingle has gone
From my little song,
I know that I’m old
I’ve often been told,
But please let me stay!
Don’t throw me away!
The man didn’t hear and he started to carry the bucket to the rubbish heap.
Just then the woman came out of the kitchen. ‘Oh, don’t throw that bucket
away,’ she said. ‘I have just the job for it now that it is old.’
The woman took the bucket and
hammered all the dents out of it.
She called the children and they
painted the bucket bright red again.
Then they painted a beautiful pattern
on the bucket with blue and yellow
and white paint.
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They put some soil in the bucket and planted
some seeds in it. They watered the seeds and
soon seedlings began to grow. They turned
into lovely flowers. The bucket looked more
beautiful than ever before!
When friends came to visit, they sat on the stoep and admired
the flowers and the brightly painted pots.
‘Where did you get that lovely flower pot from?’ one friend asked.
‘What a beautiful pattern,’ said another.
The old bucket was happy. It looked beautiful and it was full of
pretty flowers. The old bucket sang:
It’s good to be
A bucket like me!
I’ve a new job to do,
And I feel like new!
Dingle, dangle,
Jingle, JANGLE!
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Once upon a time there lived a girl named Hannah.
Her father used to brag that she could spin straw into gold.

When the king heard about Hannah he ordered,
‘Bring that girl to me at once!’
When Hannah came to the castle, the King took her to
a room with a spinning wheel and a big pile of straw.
‘Spin this straw into gold by tomorrow and I shall marry
you. If you don’t you will go to prison,’ said the King.
When the King left, Hannah began to cry.
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Suddenly a funny little man came into the room.
The little man got to work and soon the room was filled
with gold. But the next day the King demanded more gold.
The little man came again and Hannah gave him her ring.
What will yo
give me if I u
sp
this straw in in
to
gold for you?

You can have
my ring

But the next day the King demanded gold again.
This time Hannah had nothing more to give and
so she promised the little man her first-born child.
Again the room was filled with gold.
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The King married Hannah and a year later
her first baby was born.
But one day, the little man came back and
demanded the baby. Hannah began to cry.

ything
Take an t but
n
you wa baby!
y
leave m

All right, but I’ll come
back and in three days
you must guess my name.
If you get it right you
can keep your baby.

Hannah tried to guess the little man’s name on the first
and second day but she did not get it right.
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On the third day, Hannah heard one of her servants
say that he had seen a little man dancing in the forest
and singing a song.
A happy jig I dance tonight,
I’ll skip and sing until day’s first light.
My lady will not win this game,
For Rumpelstiltskin is my name!
The little man came to get the baby on the third day
but Hannah guessed his name.
‘Is your name Rumpelstiltskin?’ she asked.
‘How did you guess my name? You must have used magic!’
yelled Rumpelstiltskin and he stamped his foot in a rage.
He hobbled away and was never seen again.
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Thuli loved to go shopping with her mother. There was so much
to see - music shops, toy shops, clothing shops, and best of all,
the cake shop.
Thuli leaned against the window of the cake shop and longed for
a cake. There were big cakes and small cakes, cakes with cream,
cakes with pink icing, cakes with cherries and nuts on top.
‘Mother, can we buy some cakes?’ asked Thuli.
Her mother shook her head.
‘They are very expensive and much too sweet,’ she said.
Thuli could not pull herself away from the window.
‘We could get a small one that isn’t too sweet,’ she said.
		
Her mother frowned.
		
‘Thuli, I said no. Come with me.
				
We’re going to the supermarket.’
There were cakes in the
supermarket too but
Mother walked right past
them and Thuli had to follow.
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‘I need a dozen eggs,’ Mother said.
‘Boring old eggs,’ thought Thuli, but she went to the shelf
and picked up two cartons of eggs.
‘Some flour too,’ said Mother.
Flour was even more boring than eggs. Thuli put a bag of
flour into the basket.
‘Now we need some milk and sugar and butter,’ said Mother,
reading her list.
Thuli gave a big sigh and went to find them. She was hoping that
they would go to the check-out counter, past the cake shelves.
But they didn’t. Mother led Thuli to the fruit and vegetables.
There she picked a bunch of bananas and a bunch of carrots
and put them in
her basket.
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‘Bananas and carrots are very good for you,’ said Mother.
‘When I have paid for everything, you can eat a banana.’
That made Thuli feel better, but all the same, she wished
she could have a piece of cake.
That afternoon Mother was very busy in the kitchen. Thuli watched
her peel the carrots and then grate them. It took a long time
because there were so many carrots. Thuli wondered what Mother
was making for supper. She thought it might be chakalaka, a
traditional African salad made from grated carrots, onions and
green peppers. Mother’s chakalaka was very spicy.
But then Mother said, ’Thuli, please come and peel these bananas,
and then mash them with a fork.’
Well, you didn’t put mashed bananas
in chakalaka!
Carefully, Thuli mashed the bananas
until they were squishy.
‘Now take two eggs, break them into a
bowl and beat them,’ instructed Mother.
Thuli cracked the eggs. The yolks and
whites slid down the side of the bowl.
She whisked the eggs until
they were frothy.
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While she did that, Mother mixed butter and sugar together
in another bowl. She added some milk and flour and the eggs
that Thuli had beaten.
Then Thuli watched in surprise as Mother added the grated carrots
and the mashed bananas to the sugar, butter, eggs, milk and flour.
Mother mixed them all together and then poured the mixture in
to a cake pan. Then Mother opened the oven door and put the
pan inside.
Thuli laughed. She did a little skip
and clapped her hands.
‘Now I know why you didn’t
buy a cake!’ she said.
‘But I didn’t know that
you could make cakes
with carrots and
bananas!’
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Here is the recipe for Thuli’s carrot and banana cake.
Carrot and banana cake
Ingredients
•
•
•
•
•
•
•
•
•

125 grams butter
¾ cup of sugar
2 eggs
2 mashed bananas
I cup grated carrot
4 tablespoons warm milk
1½ cups flour
1 teaspoon bicarbonate of soda
1 teaspoon baking powder

Method
1.

Set the oven to 180 degrees Celsius

2.

In a large bowl, beat the butter and sugar until creamy

3.

Add beaten eggs, then mashed bananas and grated carrots

4.

Mix bicarbonate of soda with warm milk and add

5.

Mix flour with baking powder and add

6.

Stir it all together in the bowl

7.

Grease a cake pan with butter

8.

Put the cake mixture in the pan

9.

Put the pan in the oven

10. Bake for 30-40 minutes or until a metal skewer
comes out clean

Eat and enjoy!
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