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How to use this book
Each of these stories and poems has been written with a particular purpose in mind
but they can be used as a discussion point for a wide range of issues. An example of
how some of the stories can be used has been given below but it is up to the
storyteller to be creative in communicating and using the stories to meet the child’s
particular needs. Metaphors are ideally best left unexplained providing an opportunity
for the listener to find their own meanings from within.

The Tale of Bob Badger
This story was written to help overcome anxiety about returning to school after a
break due to illness or other circumstances. Anxiety, like the common cold is catching,
so it’s important that, although a child must feel that their worries have been heard
and understood, focus is put upon the positives. Look at a period of time during the
day when your child is coping and praise them for their strengths. Look forward
together to the child returning to school and plan a special time to share the
experiences of the day.

The Jelly Bugs
Written to help beat a fear of spiders or other creepy crawlies.

The Power Cut and New Day
These two poems are designed to help get in touch with the senses. The Power cut is
particularly useful if a child has a fear of the dark. To help children really home in on
their different senses, you could make a feeling guessing game by putting well-known
objects into a bag and see who can guess the object by touch alone.

The Volcano
The volcano is often used as a metaphor for anger but metaphors work best when
they come from within. Ask your child or class what anger looks, feels, sounds, smells
or even tastes like for them. You can use metaphor to calm anger down for instance
transforming a roaring lion into a purring pussycat or pouring water onto a raging fire.

A Zoo Day Out
This is lovely story for highlighting our different strengths and skills. Ask the class or
child to recognise his or her own particular talents.



Dark and Light
Written to help children cope with parental divorce or separation.

Peter and Paul
Some children find it difficult to be in a crowded classroom. This is a lovely little tale
about two pigeons, one whom found being in large crowds extremely difficult until his
cousin from the town showed him how much fun it could be.

Try doing the Mexican wave together and see what fun you can have!.

William and Thomas
This story was written especially for a little boy who was having problems separating
from his carers. Although he was very young he felt a great deal of responsibility
towards his grandparents with whom he lived. The story, together with some relaxing
visualisations was recorded onto a CD for him to listen to at night. Very shortly
afterwards he returned to school and together with his class we planted sunflower
seeds and held a class sunflower growing competition.

Baby Bear
An illustration about how labels can sometimes stick (perhaps this is one for the
grown-ups!)

Wesley Weasel
A story illustrating the effect of bullying.





Sticking Plasters for Children’s Souls

Sticking plasters help heal all kinds of cuts and sores

Grazed knees, bumps and bruises, fingers trapped in doors

But there are different types of plasters that help with things inside

They help us deal with feelings sometimes difficult to describe

These very special plasters come in different styles

They could be magic words or sympathetic smiles

A friendly voice, a funny joke can take away the pain

Bringing out the sunshine to dry up all the rain

These stories have been written especially for you

To help you deal with times you may be feeling blue

They send a special message for you to take away

A gift from the heart to brighten up each day
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The tale of Bob Badger

Mr Bob Badger was cycling home from work. He was tired and it

was raining which was probably why he didn’t see the raised drain

cover. With a squeal of the tyres and a nasty crunch Bob was

thrown off his bike and onto the pavement. Bob tried to get up but

his leg was bent under him at a rather strange angle and it was very

sore. An ambulance came and took him to hospital where the

doctor put his leg in plaster and once it had set, sent him home.

Once the pain had gone away and he was starting to feel

better he thought it was nice to sit around and do nothing. The first

day he finished the book he had been reading for months and not

got to the end of. The second day he played snap and tiddly winks

with Mrs Betty Badger, but she had the children, Belinda and Barry,

to get to school, and the hoovering to do.

On the third day he watched TV but the cookery

programmes reminded him he couldn’t get to the kitchen for a

snack, and he was feeling hungry and the home improvement

programmes reminded him that he hadn’t finished the decorating

and now he couldn’t get up the ladder.
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On the fifth day he lifted up the bedclothes and yelled

“AAAaaaghhhh” under the blanket, but Betty still heard him and

came running to see what was wrong. “I am so sorry my dear but I

am bored, bored, bored, bored, BORED.”

Betty Badger rang Bob’s office and had a little chat with some

of his workmates. “No problem” they said and after work they

popped round with a bunch of flowers and a box of tasty chocolates,

which they helped Bob to eat.

After Bob had described his horrible accident and the ride in

the ambulance, the conversation turned to work. “Well” said Sammy

Squirrel “the Acorn Index is up three points already” “Really”

said Fred Ferret “I’m afraid that the Mother Duck account has

gone down”.

When they had gone home Bob lifted the bedclothes again;

“AAAAAaaaaaaagggghhhh” he yelled. “What on earth is the matter

Bob” said Betty as she came rushing upstairs. “I can’t bear it” said

Bob, “What is the Acorn Index and who is Mother Duck?”

Bob did his best to get better as quickly as he could, he went

and saw the physiotherapist and did all his exercises and soon the

doctor said he could go back to work. At work they suggested that
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he start just three days a week to begin with and build up from there.

Bob was very excited, but as the day of starting work drew nearer he

grew quieter and quieter.

“What is the matter with you Bob?” asked Betty. “I don’t want

to go back” said Bob. “It will have changed and I won’t know what

I’m doing”. “Well” said Betty, “I am sure the doctor would say you

can wait until you feel ready, but it will soon be Christmas and you

usually do a bit of overtime to make sure we can buy presents”

“You are right” replied Bob, but it was a rather sad Bob who

pedalled his way into work that Monday morning.

“Hello Bob” called Sammy as Bob walked into the office

“It’s great to see you back, I went to a couple of meetings for you

while you were away, here are the notes so you can soon catch up,

let me make you a cup of coffee while you read” “Wow, thank you”

said Bob.

A little later on Bob went over to the fax machine to send a

fax, oh no, it was a new one! Bob tried to make it work but he

ended up with two copies of his letter and it still hadn’t been sent.

“Are you OK with that?” asked Fred as he passed by. “Not really”
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admitted Bob, “I haven’t managed to work it out either” said Fred

“Lets get out the manual and have a go together” It took a little

while but eventually they managed to send Bob’s letter off.

“Blimey” said Fred “Modern technology!” Bob laughed and

realised that he wasn’t feeling quite so sad now.

That night Bob puffed a bit as he cycled up the hill towards

his home, but when he got to the top he whizzed down the hill

yelling “WHeeeeeeeeeeee”

What a great day. Bob was glad to be back with his work and to

see all his friends again. He hadn’t realised quite how much he had

missed them.
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New Day

I wake up in the morning

And pull the duvet to my chin.

I love the feeling of the cloth

As it lays against my skin.

My skin is very clever,

It tells me such a lot.

Like I’ve dripped toothpaste on my chin,

Or the bath water is hot.

I know my nose has woken up

To the smell I love the most.

Mum is making breakfast;

It’s the scrummy smell of toast

Not all smells are tasty,

Some are not so sweet.

So don’t go near my trainers,

They smell of sweaty feet!
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I like eating my breakfast

Crackling crispies are such fun.

I love the toast with butter

That melts upon my tongue.

Licking the crumbs from around my mouth

It’s time to hurry out.

As I start walking down the road,

I hear a cheery shout.

I see my friends are waving

I’m feeling very glad.

Spending the day with friends at school

There’s so much fun to be had.

We walk along and chatter

About the games we played last night.

We plan the things we will do today.

And everything feels just right.
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The Jelly Bugs

Once upon a time, at the bottom of the garden, there lived amongst

the leaves a cluster of jelly bugs. Their wing cases sparkled like

jewels and when they danced they wiggled and jiggled just like your

favourite jelly.

In the mornings the Babies and the Mummies came to watch

them. “Oooooo” said the babies. “Aaaaah” said the mummies. In

the afternoon the children came giggle, giggle, giggle.

Nobody knew that down in the bushes there was a grumpy

grasshopper, getting crosser by the minute at the oooing and the

aaahhing and the giggle, giggle, giggle. He was really a miserable old

wizard in disguise and with a creak and a crack of those wiry legs

he turned the jelly bugs into…

SPIDERS!

“Where are our colours?” cried the poor spiders, and they ran.

EEEEeeek shrieked the Babies. EEEEEEEEEeeeeeeeeekkkkk

shrieked the Mummies and they ran too. That afternoon no

children came.
15





The spiders hid under a flowerpot, sniffle, sniffle, sniffle.

Along came a beautiful peacock butterfly, he peered into the

flowerpot and asked “what’s all this sniffle, sniffle, sniffle about ?”

Benjamin Butterfly was the King of the garden and he knew exactly

what to do. Unfortunately “I cannot change what has been done

but you can. All you have to do is break the spell to show people

how beautiful you are inside.”

The spiders dried their eyes “How will we do that if people

shriek and run away ?” they asked. They crawled back under the

flowerpot and tried to think. They discovered that a place in their

tummy made fine silk threads, and they found that they could make

beautiful patterns. All night and all day they spun the silk and they

hung it in the bushes, and spread it in the grass. They crept into the

houses and hung them from the ceilings.

Sometimes you will see them draped from the hedges,

decorated with flower petals, or dewdrops, and in the winter Jack

Frost paints them with his magical ice. They are there to remind

you that a spider is a clever and beautiful thing, and one day it will

be a wiggle-jiggle jelly bug all over again.
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The Power Cut

Bedtime had come

With the moon shining bright.

For Poppy and Jack

It was time for goodnight.

Mummy read them a story

And tucked them up tight,

Then closed the curtains

And turned on the night light.

The power cut came,

The dog started to bark.

They opened their eyes

And saw it was DARK!

“WAAAH” cried Poppy

“Mummy” called Jack

Gazing around them

The room filled with black.
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A tread in the hallway

A creak on the stair.

The bedroom door opened

Mummy was there.

“Hush there” said Mummy

It will all be alright

“I’ll teach you to ‘see’ things

Without any light”

“Let’s look for teddy

Beneath the bedclothes,

We’ll see with our fingers

And look with our toes

Wiggle under the blankets,

You won’t need a light.

Feel his soft fluffy body,

Hold on to him tight.
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Bats live in the darkness

They see with their ears

Let’s pull back the curtains

And see what we hear.”

“A bus” whispers Poppy

Jack says “There’s a car”

Then a familiar voice

Is heard from afar.

“It’s Daddy” they shout

A big shape in the dark

“Are all the lights out?

Oh boy, what a lark!”

He’s got something with him

Sniff, can you tell?

He’s been to the chip shop

What a yummy smell!
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So they eat as they look

At the moon and the stars.

They count passing aeroplanes,

Buses and cars.

The children grow sleepy,

The darkness was fun.

Jack thinks he likes power cuts,

“Let’s have another one!”
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The Volcano

Vincent is a volcano, he is in the middle of an island, in the middle

of the sea. For the longest time there was just Vincent, the sun, the

clouds and the sea. Vincent was lonely.

One day a little bird flew onto the shore, he brought with

him some seeds and soon there were cacti growing across the

island. Vincent loved the cacti, but he loved them most of all when

it rained and they grew beautiful red and yellow flowers.

Soon, fishermen passing in their boats saw the flowers and

thought they would like to live there. They built little houses on the

shore and brought their families. The children loved climbing on

Vincent’s rocky hills, building castles with the stones, how they

laughed as they played.

One day different men came, “Builders!” gasped Vincent.

They put up a fence around Vincent’s hills and began to cut down

his beloved cacti.
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Vincent felt a strange shivering around his shores, a rumbling

deep down, and a hotness and burning from deep insides until,

suddenly, with a mighty roar, hot lava and rocks burst out of his

top, spilling down his sides leaving fire all around.

The builders ran, the fishermen and their families ran, they

got into their boats and left the island.

Vincent was alone again with the clouds and the sun and

the sea.

For a long, long time Vincent remained alone, but the

fishermen missed their beautiful island and once again they, and

their families, returned to the shores. The children returned to the

hills, and Vincent was calm.

For a long time everyone was happy, then one day a company

arrived to turn Vincent into a tourist attraction, they were going to

install fences and a turnstile and a cable car, and everyone who

visited Vincent was going to have to pay.

Vincent saw the children shut out by the fences and he felt a

strange shivering around his shores, a rumbling deep down, and

hotness and burning rising up inside his insides.
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“Help me” he cried to the sun, but the sun could not cool

things down. “Help me” he cried to the sea, but it was too far to

the shore and the sea could not cool things down.

“Help me” he cried to the clouds and they came over and

began to pour their rain down into his open top. Vincent shook and

he shivered until he coughed and coughed, and then it stopped.

The coughing had covered the island with a layer of grey

dust. “Oh dear” said the mummies as they collected their grubby

washing from the lines, and looked at their children’s dirty faces.

“Oh dear” said the daddies as they cleaned the dust from their

boats and gazed upwards at Vincent.

They called an emergency meeting, held on the beach just in

case they had to run to the boats. “We have upset Vincent” they all

agreed, and the company was sent away and the fences taken down.

The children played on the hills once more.

For a long time they were all happy again until one day a

team of scientists arrived to measure and study Vincent.
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Up went the fences and the children stayed outside. Soon the chief

scientist held a special meeting “It is not safe for the children” he

said, “The fences must stay”.

Vincent felt a strange shivering around his shores, a rumbling

deep down, and hotness and burning rising up inside his insides.

“Help me” he cried to the clouds, but today they had no rain.

“Oh No” cried Vincent as he bubbled and boiled, and he

saw the faces of the children peering through the fences.

“HELP ME” he cried, the sea replied “Vincent, Vincent,

think of my waves washing gently at your shore, cool and calming,

soft and soothing, lapping at the sand around your base” “Vincent,

Vincent” called the clouds “Imagine our raindrops, dripping and

dropping, slipping and sliding, into your top, running like rivers,

cooling to the shore.

Vincent shivered and shuddered, and he coughed, just the

once, and a small puff of dust rose into the sky.

The Fishermen and their families saw and they went up and

took down the fences.
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A Zoo Day Out

Dan the Donkey galloped around the paddock, he was watching

Gerald the Giraffe eating the freshest new shoots from the tree in

the corner. Why wasn’t he all those wonderful orange colours

instead of this drab grey, and why was he stuck with this dry old

grass when there were new green shoots, if only he could reach them.

Dan the Donkey sighed.

Gerald the Giraffe was watching Ellie the Elephant taking

her morning swim, it looked such fun to be swishing the water all

over her back and if the top of her head itched she just scratched

it, how lovely, he could just imagine it. Gerald the Giraffe sighed.

Ellie the Elephant was watching Maurice the Mynah bird

talking to the visitors, talking! They thought he was so very clever and

they stood and watched and listened. Ellie the Elephant had so much

to say but somehow it just came out as a loud Hurrruumph noise.

Ellie the Elephant sighed.
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Maurice the Mynah bird gazed out of his cage at Dan the

Donkey, there he was galloping around, such strong, fast legs.

Sometimes he would roll on his back in the dust and wave them

energetically in the air, it looked such fun. Maurice the Mynah

bird sighed.

It was a very windy day, in fact it was a VERY VERY,

WINDY DAY, and after the visitors had rescued their hats and the

baby’s blanket that the wind had grabbed and thrown into the air,

they climbed into their cars and coaches and headed for home.

The wind blew and blew and to Dan’s surprise it blew the

gate right off. Well, he had always wanted to see what it was like

outside so he trotted towards the opening. “Wait for me” called

Ellie, “And me” said Gerald, “Me too!” called Maurice, and they all

left the zoo together.

They walked and walked. They saw big schools and small

garages, tall flats and short houses. They walked out of the town

and into the country, they turned the corner and they saw…

FIRE!!

29



The wind had blown an electricity pylon down onto a house

and the sparks had set the roof on fire. There were people hanging

out of the upstairs windows and they were trapped!

“Quick” shouted Dan “We must get help” Maurice grabbed

hold of Dan’s black mane and held on tight as he galloped into the

night. “Help” shouted the people “HELP!!”

Dan galloped to the fire station, arriving with a loud clash

and clatter of hooves. The firemen ran out to see what was happening.

“Help” shouted Maurice “Fire”. “Right” said the firemen and they

got into their fire engine and followed Dan as he galloped back to

the house.

Back at the house the people were still trapped, “Help” they

shouted” HELP” Gerald leant over to the windowsill and the

children put their arms around his neck and slid down onto his

back. They were still very high off of the ground so Ellie reached

up with her long trunk and lifted them down to the ground.

“Hurrah!” they shouted “We are safe”. Then came Mum and then

came Dad, Dad was a bit heavy and Gerald was glad that Ellie was

there with her strong trunk.
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The house continued to burn so Ellie walked over to the

nearby pond and filled her trunk with water, she started to squirt the

flames but the pond was very small and the water started to run out.

Around the corner sped the galloping donkey with his Mynah

bird friend holding on tight. Close behind came the large fire engine

with its siren’s screeching and its lights flashing. The firemen rolled

out the hosepipes and soon the fire was under control. An ambulance

came and took the family to the hospital to have a check up from

the doctor. The firemen put away their hoses and went back to the

fire station.

The friends looked at each other and decided that they had

had enough excitement and so they turned around and went back

to the zoo.

The next day the zoo keeper fixed the gate and was very glad

that no-one had escaped, but he did wonder why Gerald had soot

on the top of his head. If only he knew!
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Dark and Light

Dark and Light tried so hard to be together, but try as they might

it just wasn’t meant to be. When Light came along Dark just

disappeared and when Dark was around Light always seemed to

be out. Now this was a real shame because from afar they really

admired each other. Light thought Dark mysterious and exciting.

She loved his cool, calm nature and was in awe of his stillness.

Dark thought Light was amazing. He loved the way she brought

out the sunshine and danced between the shadows of the trees.

“Oh Light, you always see the bright side of things” Dark chuckled

one day. Now although Dark and Light couldn’t actually be together

they did share something remarkably special. They both shared

the garden. Oh how they loved that garden. Both Light and Dark

spent many hours admiring its beauty, watching as it changed

through the seasons. In springtime new shoots and leaves appeared,
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summer was ablaze with colour and heavenly scents, autumn

welcomed cool breezes and winter brought along Mr Snowman

who often secretly chased Jack Frost around when no one was

looking. Dark and Light counted their blessings and felt so lucky to

be able to share such beautiful moments. They swapped stories

about the different times and adventures they shared with the

garden. Light would excitedly tell Dark about how she heard

Grandpa talking to his roses and the time the wind blew the washing

right off the line and it landed in next-door ornamental fishpond.

Dark would share secrets of Slinky the cat’s favourite hiding place

and how in the deep of the night, a hedgehog and her babies

crawled out from under the mulberry bush looking for food.

Once, Dark told of how he had spotted Slinky and Sandy the

Springer Spaniel, curled up together in Sandy’s kennel but Light

thought surely that couldn’t be true as she always saw them teasing

each other. The garden felt extremely lucky to have Light and Dark
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around she appreciated how much they did to help her grow as she

felt the warmth of Light’s sunshine during the day and the safe

blanket of darkness helping her to sleep at night. And although she

sometimes felt a little sad that Dark and Light were divided into

two halves she knew she had a special place in both of their worlds.
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Peter and Paul

Peter and Paul are cousins, they are both pigeons. Peter lives in the

countryside, Paul lives in the town. One weekend Paul invited Peter

to stay “come over and have some fun in town” he suggested.

On the Saturday morning they went to the local market.

“Aaaaggh” said Peter gazing at the bustling people, his ears

bombarded by the shouts of the stall holders and the chatter of

the people. “What a racket!” “You’ll get used to it” said Paul

“Come with me” and they went down to the burger van where people

tossed them the left over bread from their bun. “Coo, yummy” said

Peter, “Where there are lots of people, there is always someone

who will look after us” said Paul. “Always someone to step on you

too” said Peter.

Their next visit was to the park, Peter and Paul watched as

children rode bicycles and ran around. There was always someone

to play with, even if you had not met before and might not meet

again. Best of all there were picnics, and if it happened that you
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didn’t want to eat your crusts there were plenty of passing pigeons

to feed them to. “This is great” said Peter “Much easier than

scraping around in the fields all day”

After lunch, Paul took Peter to see where the football

was playing. The fans began filing in early and soon the stadium

was full. All of a sudden there was a huge roaring sound. It seemed

to die away and then suddenly it was back again. “What’s that?”

cried Peter in a panic, rushing up and down the roof beam they

were sitting on. “Calm down, calm down” cooed Paul” they are

doing a Mexican wave whilst they are waiting for the match.

“A what?” exclaimed Peter. “Watch” said Paul and the two pigeons

watched as the people sat down and then jumped up with their

arms waving, then sat down again. Each section did it immediately

after the one before and the effect was like a wave sweeping around

the arena. “Wow” sighed Peter. “That’s amazing”. The next time

the wave came around he was ready, he crouched down on the

beam and as the people below jumped up he bobbed his head up

high. “Hurrah” he called, but I don’t think anyone heard.
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The football game was very exciting with lots of cheering

and whistling, and afterwards there were more scraps left behind

for the pigeons to have for their tea. That evening they settled

down next to a warm chimney to sleep. Paul tried to nod off but he

was disturbed by Peter who seemed to be bobbing up and down.

“What are you doing?” asked Paul. “Look” said Peter “I’m a Mexican!”

“Very funny” said Paul. “You can’t do a Mexican wave on your

own, it just doesn’t work, you need a crowd for that ”. “Goodnight”

said Peter. “Goodnight” said Paul.
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William and Thomas

This story is about two best friends who grew up together in a small

village in Hampshire. The first friend was called William and he always

loved growing things, even when he was quite small. William had a

little patch of earth in his grandfathers garden. Every year he would

plant seeds and watch and wait for the first signs of life to appear,

carefully watering them until they grew and grew. Sometimes, he’d

plant flowers and sometimes he would grow vegetables and one

year he even grew an enormous pumpkin.

On special occasions his best friend Thomas would be invited

to tea at William’s grandparent’s house and William would proudly

show off all the things he had been growing and Thomas was always

very impressed.

Thomas loved animals and he lived on a farm with his family

a short car drive away from William’s house. Sometimes William

would be invited over to Thomas’ house and he would help feed

the chickens or take the dogs across the fields to look for stray lambs.
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At school Thomas and William would plan how they were

going to spend their summer holidays together and as they grew

older they would spend the weekend at each others houses.

When they were all grown up, Thomas took over the work on

the farm and William moved away to work in the city. William had a

very busy job and lived in a small house with a little garden right in

the city centre. His garden was just big enough to grow a few

plants and he decided to specialise in growing sunflowers.

Every year he would get a new set of special seeds sent over

from a champion seed company in America and every year he

would enter his sunflowers into the highest sunflower competition

in the city. He missed his old friend Thomas and often thought

about him on the farm but they kept in touch and Thomas would

regularly send pictures of the new animals on the farm and William

would send Thomas pictures of his best sunflowers.

One springtime, William received an invitation in the post.

Thomas was inviting him to a very special occasion: Thomas was

getting married and Thomas wanted his old friend William to be
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the best man at his wedding. William was very honoured and

excited but, oh dear, he felt very worried and sad too. You see,

William had become a bit of a worrier. He was so worried, in fact,

that he hardly went out at all. He just spent all his time tending to

his sunflowers. William looked at the date on the wedding

invitation: August 12th, the week before the annual sunflower

judging competition. What was he to do? How could he leave his

precious sunflowers that needed to be tended so carefully, especially

so close to the competition? But what would he say to his best

friend and how could he let him down? What a dilemma!

William thought and thought hard but couldn’t think of what

to do for the best. Well, he had to make a brave decision and he

knew he couldn’t let his very best friend down so he decided to

accept the invitation. William visited the old lady, Mary, who lived

next door. She promised to take care of the sunflowers for William.

So William wrote out very careful instructions about exactly how

much water to give them: not too much and not too little and he

even told Mary to turn the pots! inch every hour so that sunflower

heads would keep facing the sun as it moved across the summer sky.
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Well, the wedding was a big success and Thomas was so

happy that his best friend was there to help make the day extra

special. It was great to see the two old friends back together again

talking about their different lives and planning future visits together.

But I expect you’re wondering about what happened to

William’s sunflowers? Well, guess what? Unbeknown to William,

Mary had been pouring her leftover tea into the sunflower pots.

What do you think happened?

Well, the sunflowers didn’t shrivel up and die. Why, that year,

they won a first prize for being the tallest in the city. William sent

Thomas a photograph of himself, standing proudly next to his

prize sunflower holding his trophy up high and grinning from ear

to ear with Mary standing close by.

But to this day, Mary has never told William about feeding

the sunflowers her leftover tea.
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Baby Bear

Mrs Bear was so happy. With six children already; Antonio who is

almost 12, Brad who is 10 and a half, Charlise who is 9 and one

month, Denzil who is just 8, Eva who is 6 and three months and

Francesca who is 5 and two weeks, Mrs Bear thought she wouldn’t

have any more babies. Yet here he was, Baby Bear.

He was really such a lucky Baby Bear as there was always

someone around to make sure he was happy. When Mummy was

cooking the dinner then someone, usually Charlise, would carry him

around and talk to him. When the weather was good Antonio and

Brad would take him out in his buggy and let him watch while they

played football with their friends. If he dropped his toys then Eva or

Francesca would pick them up for him straight away, and if his was

bored then Denzil could always be relied on to pull a funny face.

Mrs Bear loved to take him round to her family and friends,

and Baby Bear loved to be passed from lap to lap. No-one ever

wanted Baby Bear to be sad and they certainly didn’t want to see

him hurt, not ever, so Baby Bear sat, and Baby Bear watched.
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All too soon it was time for Baby Bear to go to school.

It was the same school that his brothers and sisters went to but

he was in the reception class, with the ‘babies’.

However, the other children in his class didn’t seem like

babies at all. Some were good at running, some could catch a ball,

some could hold a pencil and write their name. Baby Bear was

very confused, why did no-one come when he dropped his crayon?

He felt sad, but there wasn’t anyone trying to make him smile.

Baby Bear got a tummy ache and his teacher Miss Honey asked

Mrs Jones in the school office to call his Mummy, who came and

took him home.

Over the next few weeks poor Baby bear had quite a lot of

tummy aches, and sometimes his head ached too. He always felt so

much better when he was back home with his Mummy. When his

brothers and sisters came home they were very worried about Baby

Bear, so they made sure he had everything he wanted and that they

made him smile.
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In the spring term Miss Honey arranged for the children

to visit Westholme Farm. Everyone in the class rushed home

with their letters for their parents to sign. Mr Bear thought the trip

sounded like a very fine idea, but Mrs Bear was very worried indeed.

What if Baby Bear caught a germ and got very sick, she decided

that Baby Bear wasn’t to go to the farm.

The day of the trip grew nearer and the children in the class

chattered excitedly about what they might see. Suddenly Baby Bear

let out a huge roar, he overturned the painting easel and the paint

pots fell to the floor. “Baby Bear” cried Miss Honey in dismay.

“You will go at once to Mr Black’s office”.

Mr Black is the Head of the school, and when children have

done something very naughty they have to have a chat with him.

Baby Bear sat in the corridor and felt very nervous. His head and

his tummy ached.

Mr Black opened his office door and looked into the corridor,

he looked at Baby Bear and then shut the door. Baby Bear sat and

waited. A few minutes later Mr Black opened the door again. He was

about to shut the door when he put his head back out and said
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“Are you Baby Bear?” Baby Bear nodded. “I see” said Mr Black,

“You are a bigger boy than I was expecting, you had better come in”

A little while later Miss Honey and Mrs Bear also went

into Mr Black’s office. Baby Bear left holding his Mummy’s hand.

Baby Bear was smiling but Mrs Bear looked a little sad.

The next day Baby Bear had a new friend in the classroom.

Miss Roper, she helped Baby Bear to write his name, and to catch a

ball and do up his coat all on his own. The following week Baby Bear

joined his classmates on the trip to the farm and he had such a

good time.

At the end of the Summer term Mr Black held a special

assembly. All the school children were there and their Mummies

and Daddies were invited too. Mr Black gave out awards to the

football team, the hockey team and the girls’ rugby team. He gave

out certificates to the musicians and the choir.

Then he said he had a special award for the student who had

made the most progress that year. “This award goes to Gregory”

said Mr Black. There was a lot of murmuring in the hall and

everyone looked around, who was Gregory?
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Miss Honey stepped forward and held out her hand to

Gregory Bear. Antonio, Brad Charlise, Denzil, Eva and Francesca

cheered. Everybody clapped. Mrs Bear had to blow her nose loudly.

Gregory smiled and smiled.
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Wesley Weasel

Wesley is a weasel. He is small for his age, not that anyone has really

noticed; his Mum is very busy with his younger sister Serena and

the new baby Brett. Dad is supposed to be out and about getting

food for the family, but he often gets distracted and hangs around

with his mates.

Wednesday was a miserable day for Wesley Weasel, he

knocked over the paint pot in art class and had to stay late to clear

up. He had to run all the way home only to find that his Dad was

waiting for him to go out on an egg hunt. Oh, and it had just

started to rain.

Wesley’s Dad was quite pleased that Wesley was small, it

meant that he could fit nicely through the spaces in the chicken

wire and fetch a nice brown egg for their tea. Wesley was tired, his

legs ached and the egg was a bit bigger than usual. It was wet too,

and Wesley suddenly slipped over and squashed the egg. Dad was

furious and hissed at him from behind the wire “Go back and get
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another one, stupid” Wesley chose a smaller egg this time, but it

was still hard work and he was very glad when he passed it through

the wire to his Dad.

They made their way home and handed the egg over to

Mum. “Well done dear” said Mum to Dad, then she looked at

Wesley and said “You really shouldn’t play with the eggs that your

Dad works so hard to get, you can’t come in until you are clean”

So poor Wesley was left out in the wet, with the rain washing the

remains of the broken egg from his fur.

The next day at school Wesley Weasel was miserable.

Everyone else was chattering and laughing. Flossy Rabbit was

dancing up and down in her new shoes, Wesley stuck his foot out

when no-one else was looking and Flossy fell over, her legs waving

in the air. Everybody laughed. Wesley felt better inside, now he

wasn’t the only one who fell over, and he wasn’t the only one who

looked stupid.

After that Wesley often did things to Flossy when no-one

was looking, hid her pencil, drew on her maths book, spilt paint on
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her drawing. It made him glad that someone else was in trouble.

When she passed near him he whispered “Flossy fluff brain” so

that only she could hear. He didn’t notice that Flossy didn’t dance

anymore, that she really looked very sad.

Mrs Badger the class teacher didn’t notice either; she had a

very busy class and found it very difficult that Flossy was always

making such a mess of things. When the day was over Mrs Badger

was really quite relieved. She would spend five minutes sitting

quietly looking at her special crystal flower that stood on the

window sill, it was a present from the class that left last year and the

children all knew that it was very special. Wesley thought it was very

special too, when he was feeling sad he liked to watch the rainbows

made by the sunlight shining on the crystal petals. If he was a king

he would live in a big palace made of beautiful crystals.

It was another rainy day and the class had been allowed to

stay inside at playtime. Flossy and her friends were making up a

play, Wesley started copying what they were saying and doing. Some

of the other classmates came to watch, they started to laugh.
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Wesley became bolder, he started to push Flossy and her friends

around, Flossy got very cross and pushed Wesley back. Wesley

slipped over and everyone laughed. Wesley was very angry and gave

Flossy a nasty shove. Flossy fell backwards, and as she fell she

knocked the crystal flower with her hand.

Flossy lay on the floor and cried. Wesley was laughing at her,

but no-one else was laughing now; Wesley had been very unkind.

Suddenly Wesley saw the pieces of broken crystal scattered on

the floor. “NOOOO” he shouted as he tried to pick them up.

To everyone’s surprise Wesley started to cry. Big gulping great sobs.

Mrs Badger came in to investigate the noise. “Wesley, what have

you done?” she exclaimed on seeing the crystal in Wesley Weasel’s

hand. Flossy Rabbit was sad that Wesley appeared so upset. “It was

me Mrs Badger” said Flossy, “I fell”.

Mrs Badger picked up the pieces of the flower and asked

“Who could help us to fix it?”

Flossy piped up Wesley’s dad fixes things.

The next morning the crystal flower was as good as new and

the class was filled with rainbows once again.
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How this book came about
This book has been made possible by the generous financial provision awarded to
Deborah Bone for “Excellence in Practice” by the CPHVA McQueen Awards.
Deborah used the writing and illustrating of this book as a therapeutic tool to
improve the emotional wellbeing of her colleague and a group of young people.

A bit about metaphors
Throughout history myths and metaphors have played an important part
in education. Stories and fables have been used to pass on wisdom, share
ideas, motivate and inspire. They have also been used as a method of
healing, learning and guidance. Therapeutic metaphor is a tool
available for assisting people in the process of personal
transformation, healing and growth. The major purpose of
therapeutic metaphor is to pace and lead an individual’s
experience through the telling of a story, which helps that
individual access resources necessary for change. Stories can
help children develop the skills to cope with and survive a
myriad of life situations.

In many cases, stories provide the most effective
means of communicating issues that children
might not want to discuss directly.


