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Appendix – Stories and Samples 
The appendix contains scans of a variety of books and/or stories. These can be used as examples for 

considering various aspects of the course so that no student has the excuse that they lack the 

opportunity to look at examples. 

To find more examples the students could: 

 Search on the Internet using the names of authors seen here, as well as authors mentioned 

in other parts of the module. 

 Go to the library – there is a room full of books to look through there. 

 Search for children’s books in a particular genre, or for a particular age-group. 

 Look in the primary school library. 

 Flip through some books in a book shop, and then follow up by searching for those titles or 

authors. 
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Appendix 1: The School Lunch Room 
This is a printable story available from www.learningpage.com 
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Appendix: 2. The Gruffalo 
This is an excerpt from the famous book by Julia Donaldson, illustrated by Alex Scheffler. 

 

 
 

 

A mouse took a stroll through the deep dark 

wood. 

A fox saw the mouse and the mouse looked 

good. 

“Where are you going to, little brown mouse? 

Come and have lunch in my underground 

house.” 

“It’s terribly kind of you, Fox, but no – 

I’m going to have lunch with a gruffalo.” 
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“A gruffalo? What’s a gruffalo?” 

“A gruffalo! Why, didn’t you know? 
 

 

“He has terrible 

tusks, 

 

and terrible claws, 

 

 

And terrible teeth 

in his terrible 

jaws.” 

 

“Where are you meeting him?” 

 

 

 
 
 

“Here, by these rocks, 

And his favourite food is roasted fox.” 
 

“Roasted fox! I’m off! ” Fox said. 

“Goodbye, little mouse,” and away he sped. 
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“Silly old Fox! Doesn’t he know, 

There’s no such thing as a gruffalo?” 
 

... 
 

(This is only the first part of the story) 

 

 

(Wilson, 2006) 
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Appendix: 3. Little Red Riding Hood and the Wolf 
This is from Roald Dahl’s Revolting Rhymes. (Wilson, 2006) 
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Appendix: 4. Beach Day 
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(Lakin, 2004) 
Look up other books by this writer. 
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Appendix: 5. Goosebumps Horrorland 
 

 

 

(Stine, 2009) 

Search for other 

stories by this 

famous children’s 

author. 
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Appendix: 6. Things are Gonna Get Ugly 
 

 

(Homzie, 2009) 
Find other books by this author on the Internet. 
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Appendix: 7. The Dark of Knight 
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(Fullerton, 2010) 
Can you find more books in this series, or more stories by this author? 
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Appendix: 8. Kalulu’s Pumpkins 
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(Medcroft, 2008) 
Notice that this author just ‘retold’ this story. 
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Appendix: 9. Dangerous Work 

 

 

  

  

(Noonan, 2000) 
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Appendix 10: Goodnight Bobbie 
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(Hawes, 1999) 

 

 



LGA3103 Stories for Young Learners 
 
 
 

 
29 

 
Ruth Wickham, Brighton Education Training Fellow, IPGKDRI   02/07/2013 

 

Appendix 11: Mrs Mog’s Cats 
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(Powell, 1999) 
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Appendix 12: Vroom 
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(Atkins, 1999) 
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Appendix 13: FALLING BOY by Paul Jennings 
Here is a list of things I am good at. A cross means no good. A tick means excellent.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Being a dork gets a tick because that’s what I am. People think I am weird. Even Mum (although she 
is nice about it). The kids at school basically avoid me. I spend most of the time at recess floating 
around on my own.  

The other kids don’t seem to see things the same way as me. For example - once, our teacher, Jenny 
took as all out onto the oval and told us to lie down on the grass.  

‘Look up at the clouds,’ she said. ‘Look for pictures and tell me what you see.’  

We all looked up at the clouds in silence.  

Straight away I could see a cloud that looked like the girl who answers the phones at the car-wash on 
Saturdays. I was crazy about her but she just turned away when I smiled at her through the window.  

As we lay on our backs looking up I imagined lots of things. That bit of fluffy cloud up there was the 
car-wash girl’s face. The white stuff was her hair flying out behind her. And the black cloud with the 
white edges was the outline of her body. She was hanging onto my back as we plunged down to 
earth. I was her parachute instructor and she was in love with me. 

Just above that was a long stretch of thin cloud. That was a Concord jet with passengers staring out 
in amazement as I free-fell towards the earth with the car-wash girl on my back.  

My outstretched hands were joined to a group of small clouds. In my mind they were monkeys. No 
one in the world had ever made a parachute ring with monkeys before. Especially the rare Chimpo-
cricket monkeys with green tails and red bottoms that glowed in the dark. They communicated with 
chirping sounds which they made by rubbing their long ears together. Like crickets.  

Jenny’s voice interrupted my thoughts. ‘Well,’ class,’ she said. ‘What do you see in the clouds?’  

After a bit, Sean Green spoke up. ‘A duck,’ he said.  

‘A car,’ said Amanda Chow.  

‘A snake,’ said Oliver Jones.  

Running x  
Football x  
Maths x  
English x  
I.T. Studies x  
Girls x  
Looks x  
Skateboarding x  
Being a dork √  
Bike Riding x  
Drawing x  
Washing Up x  
Lawn Mowing x  
Flying √  
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‘They are all very good imaginings,’ said Jenny. ‘What about you, Ricky? What do you see?’  

I made a big mistake. I told them. Everything. Even the bit about the car-wash girl.  

When I had finished there was a long silence. ‘That’s very good,’ said Jenny.  

No one else thought so. Sean Green was circling his ear with one finger to show that I was crazy.  

Amanda Chow just glared. This was especially hurtful. Girls didn’t seem to like me. And I wanted 
them to. What was the trick to it? I didn’t have a clue.  

Oliver Jones stuck one finger in his mouth and pretended to vomit.  

I just don’t get it. I told them what I saw. But no one else saw it. They don’t like me. I wish I was one 
of the crowd. But I am a loner.  

I definitely get a tick for being a dork.  

But there is one good thing on the list. Oh, yes, I also get a tick for flying. And that’s because I can.  

It all started when I was a little kid. I used to go leaping off small rocks. I would put my hands up in 
the air like Superman and jump up a few centimetres. I wanted to fly. Oh, how I wanted to fly. It 
wasn’t so much for being up there with the birds or floating around in the clouds taking in the view.  

I wanted everyone to see me. I wanted them to point up and say, ‘Look at Ricky. He’s flying.’ I 
wanted their eyes to bug out. I wanted them to faint with surprise. I wanted to be the most famous 
person in the world.  

Nothing ever happened though. Every time I jumped up I just landed back on my feet.  

Once I tried it from the garage roof. I thought, ‘Believe in yourself, Ricky’.  

Dad was always telling me that. ‘Go for it, Ricky’ he used to say. ‘Nothing ever happens unless you 
take a risk.’  

So I climbed up the back fence and pulled myself onto the roof. It was a long way down. I closed my 
eyes, yelled out, ‘Gigantor’ at the top of my voice and leapt forward with outstretched hands.  

After I got back from hospital I decided on a new approach. 

From then on I tried using the power of my mind to lift myself up - levitation. I would screw up my 
eyes and try to fly just by thinking about it. I would imagine my feet slowly rising as I chanted. ‘Fly, 
fly, fly.’  

It didn’t work. But I didn’t give up. Every day I would try again. ‘Fly, fly, fly.’  

Once I was in the kitchen trying hard. I screwed up my and eyes and concentrated. I tried to lift my 
feet off the floor. Just by brain power.  

‘Fly, fly, fly,’ I said aloud.  

At that very moment Mum walked in. ‘Where?’ she said.  

‘Anywhere,’ I said. ‘Just up.’  
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Mum looked at the ceiling. ‘I can’t see it,’ she said.  

‘See what?’ I said.  

‘The fly. There’s a lot of them around this year.’  

‘No,’ I yelled. ‘Not that sort of fly. I’m trying to lift my feet off the ground. I want to fly. Up in the air.’  

Mum looked worried. ‘Have you talked to your father about this?’ she said. I thought she was going 
to tell me to have a talk to the school counsellor.  

‘I’m not, strange,’ I yelled. ‘Dad said you can do anything if you try hard enough.’  

‘Well not everything,’ said Mum.  

‘Is he a liar then?  

‘No, he just gets carried away.’  

‘I believe him,’ I said. ‘I’m going to fly.’  

‘I don’t think that’s a good idea,’ said Mum.  

‘I’ll bet you fifty dollars,’ I said. 

‘You haven’t got fifty dollars,’ said Mum.  

She always has an answer for everything, does Mum. It’s annoying.  

I wagged my finger at her like she does sometimes. ‘Dad always says, “Put your money where your 
mouth is.”’  

‘No,’ she said. ‘I’m not going to bet. ‘Instead of trying to fly, why don’t you go up to your room and 
clean it up?’  

‘For ten dollars?’ I said.  

‘For nothing,’ said Mum. ‘It’s your room.’  

‘I’m saving up to go to Water World and have a ride on the Super Sucker Water Slide. Every kid in my 
class has been to Water World except me.’  

Mum snorted. ‘I’ve heard that one a million times before,’ she said. ‘But I tell you what. If you stop 
that silly business of trying to fly I’ll take you to Water World.’  

I thought about it. I thought about it real hard. I really, really wanted to go to Water World and ride 
the Super Sucker. But something inside me told me not to. I knew that one day I would fly.  

‘No thanks,’ I said. Mum shook her head and looked at me in a worried way and walked out of the 
kitchen.  

I decided to try again. I closed my eyes, clenched my teeth and concentrated on rising up into the 
air. I could feel my brain getting hot. I felt as if my skull was going to explode. My face was burning.  
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‘Fly, fly, fly.’ I made a picture in my mind of my feet lifting off the ground. Nothing happened. I tried 
even harder. I could just imagine my brains splattering on the walls if I didn’t stop.  

Harder, harder, harder. ‘Fly, fly, fly.’  

Slowly my feet started to lift off the floor. It was amazing. I had lifted about fifty centimetres in the 
air. It felt like walking on water. ‘Whoo, hoo,’ I yelled. ‘Look at me. Look at me. I can fly.’  

Mum rushed into the room followed quickly by Dad. I dropped to the floor like a stone.  

‘What? What? What?’ she yelled.  

‘I flew. I flew. Did you see it?’  

‘I saw you give a little jump, Ricky.’ Now she had a really worried look on her face. She must have 
thought I was losing my marbles.  

‘No, no, I flew.’  

‘Don’t do it,’ said Mum. ‘Join the football team or something sensible.’  

‘I did, I did it, I flew,’ I shouted. ‘Watch this.’  

I closed my eyes and concentrated. ‘Fly, fly, fly,’ I said to myself. ‘Lift off the ground. Feet rise up.’  

My brain was boiling. My skull felt like the shell of a hand grenade about to go off. But nothing 
happened. I gave it one last, desperate try. My toes tingled but I didn’t move even a millimetre. I 
groaned with the effort of it. But it was no use.  

‘Stop, it,’ said Mum. ‘You will do yourself an injury.’  

I opened my eyes. ‘I did fly,’ I yelled. But even as I said the words I started to doubt. Was it a dream? 
Was I going nuts? Did I really lift off the ground when she left me alone in the kitchen?  

‘I did fly,’ I said. ‘My feet ...’ The words trailed away.  

I turned to Dad. ‘Did you want to fly when you were a kid?’  

He nodded slowly.  

Yes said Mum. ‘But it didn’t work for him, either.’  

‘What do you mean?’ I said.  

‘Don’t,’ said Dad. But Mum tightened her lips and kept talking.  

‘It was when you were just a baby, Ricky. You know that old lady over the back fence?’  

‘Mrs Briggs?’  

‘Yes. Her kitten got stuck up the flag pole in the front yard. She was crying something terrible and 
there was no one there to help. Except Dad. She rushed inside to call the fire brigade and while she 
was gone he shinned up the pole like a monkey.’  

I stared at Dad with pride. ‘You climbed a flag pole to save a kitten? You are a hero, Dad.’  
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Dad blushed.  

‘Except,’ said Mum. ‘That when Mrs Briggs came outside, the kitten was down on the ground and 
your father was stuck up the top of the pole. He couldn’t get down.’  

‘That’s enough, Mary,’ said Dad. ‘He doesn’t want to know all this.’  

Mum kept going.   

‘Everyone in the street came to look. There he was – a grown man sitting on top of a flag pole and 
couldn’t get down. By the time the fire brigade came to save him there were hundreds of people 
watching.’  

‘Wow,’ I said.  

Dad gave a little groan.  

‘It was on the television,’ said Mum. ‘We were a laughing stock. That cat had saved itself and 
climbed down. And your father got stuck. The whole country knew that he climbed a flag pole and 
couldn’t get down. That’s how well he could fly.’  

She gave a little smile and then she added. ‘But I still love him.’  

‘So do I,’ I said.  

‘Believe in yourself, Ricky,’ said Dad.  

‘I do, Dad,’ I said. ‘I believe in myself.’   

I did fly. Just a bit. I lifted myself off the ground. But no one else knew.  

No one at all.  

*  

The next morning I put on my back pack and walked slowly to school. I went through the park so that 
I could try to lift myself off the ground with the power of thought. I didn’t want anyone to see me 
going red in the face and groaning with the effort.  

I stopped half way across the park and checked things out. There was no one around – only a 
spotted dog with its head inside a rubbish bin. It was sniffing around for scraps.  

I stood still and concentrated. ‘Fly, fly, fly,’ I said under my breath. I could feel my ears growing hot. I 
could feel my eyes throbbing. I could feel ... my feet lifting. I was doing it. I was really, really flying. 
Not high, just a few centimetres off the ground.  

Now I needed someone to see me. Now I needed someone to almost faint at the sight of my 
amazing powers.  

‘Look at me,’ I shouted to the empty park.  

The dog looked. It pulled its head out of the bin and stared at me. And I plopped straight down to 
the ground.  

I closed my eyes and tried again. I strained and strained but nothing happened.  
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I walked away from the dog and along the winding path. One more try. I would give it one more go. 
There was nothing I wanted more than to get to school and demonstrate my flying ability.  

I concentrated really hard. And once again it happened. Slowly I rose from the ground. I looked 
around but there was no one in sight.  

The word, ‘forward’ sprung into mind. Slowly I began to move along the path floating just a few 
centimetres above the ground. ‘Higher,’ I said to myself. I rose about fifty centimetres more. I was 
skating along the path and my feet weren’t even touching the ground.   

This was amazing. This was fantastic. Incredible. It was like skidding along on ice except there was 
nothing under my feet but air.  

I flew around a tree. There was a sign saying, DON’T WALK ON THE GRASS. I didn’t. I flew out over it, 
standing upright and just shooting along as if my body was filled with helium.  

A gardener appeared from behind a bush. He stared at me. I fell heavily and crumpled onto the 
grass.  

‘Hey,’ he yelled. ‘Can’t you read? Get off there you little brat.’  

I ran to the other side of the lawn and disappeared into the bushes. I tried to make sense of it. 
Sometimes I could fly and sometimes I couldn’t. I needed to show someone. I needed someone to 
believe in me. Then everything would be okay.  

A far off beeping noise floated through the trees. It was the school bell. I was going to be late. There 
would be big trouble if I was late.  

‘Up,’ I said to myself.  

Up I went. Not high. Just a little bit.  

‘Forward,’ I said. I began to skid forward on nothing.  

‘Faster,’ I said. I went faster.  

I didn’t say anything to myself, I didn’t have to. I just thought it. Brain power was enough.  

Faster and faster I sped through the park, standing straight up and skidding forward like a bishop on 
a chess board. It was fantastic. The feeling of speed and power and lightness filled my head. I was 
dizzy with happiness.  

I sped along in silence. My heart was thumping. I was so excited. This was my big chance. Everyone 
was going to see me fly. The school gate came into view.  

There were kids all gathered around staring at something on the ground. No one was looking at me.  

Except one little girl. She gave a gasp. I fell straight down and landed with a small plop. The little girl 
shook her head and joined the other kids. They were all staring down into the ground. There was 
orange netting surrounding a deep hole where workers had been digging for several days.  

But there were no workers. Only kids.  

‘What’s going on?’ I said.  
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No one answered me so I looked for myself.  

It was the spotted dog. It had fallen down the hole and was unconscious at the bottom. The little girl 
started to cry. It was a very deep hole.  

Suddenly a voice said, ‘In to school everyone. Quick. We will call the fire brigade.’  

It was our teacher, Jenny. She picked up the little girl and headed for the school office.  

Everyone shuffled in. Everyone except me.  

I was alone at the edge of the hole.  

‘Up,’ I said.  

I floated up.  

‘Forward.’ I was hovering over the hole. It was a long way drop to the bottom. I would die if I fell.  

‘Down.’ I began to descend. Down, down, down.  

It was dark and cold. I landed gently on my feet at the bottom of the hole. The dog was lying on its 
side with its eyes closed. I gently picked it up and cradled it in my arms.  

‘Up,’ I said.  

Up I went. Up, up, up - nearly half way. The dog opened its eyes and stared at me.  

Shoot. I began to fall. Crash. Smash. I hit the muddy bottom. Gees it hurt. My ankle was twisted and 
every bone in my body jarred. I groaned in agony.   

The little dog was okay, still cradled in my arms. I could hear shouting and yelling from above.  

‘I get it,’ I said to the dog. ‘Now I see.’  

I had to be quick.  

I took off my back pack and tipped out my books. Then I put the empty pack over the little dog’s 
head. There was muffled barking but I ignored it.  

‘Up,’  

Slowly I floated up. I stopped when my head was just below the top. I closed my eyes and gave 
myself an instruction. Up, over the edge and down. That’s just what happened. To the amazement of 
the teachers hurrying across the yard I seemed to just plop out of the hole with the dog.  

Jenny took the dog from my arms. The other teachers peered down the hole.  

‘How did you do that?’  

‘It’s five metres deep and smooth.’  

‘Impossible.’  

‘The kid’s a mountain goat.’  
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‘A monkey more like it.’  

They were all patting me on the back.  

‘You should have waited,’ said Jenny. ‘It was dangerous.’  

‘How did you do it?’  

‘I flew,’ I said.  

The teachers laughed.  

‘He has a sense of humour too.’  

So I was a hero. Sort of. They stood me on the platform at school assembly. I was told off for 
climbing down the hole because it was dangerous. And I was praised for bravery and climbing skills.  

Everyone was nice to me. But no one believed I could fly.  

Dad was waiting for me after school. As we walked home I told him the whole story. The true story. I 
knew he wouldn’t believe it.  

We sat down on a bench just over the road from the town hall. The Australian flag flew from a pole 
right up on the top. It was growing late and a man was just pulling the flag down. He wrapped it up 
and went inside.  

‘I know you don’t believe me,’ I said to Dad. ‘But I can fly.’  

‘How do you feel about that?’ he said.  

Why did Dad say that? It’s the sort of thing the school counsellor asks you. Why couldn’t he just 
believe me? I mean, I was a hero.  

I thought for a bit. ‘It’s lonely,’ I said. ‘No one else can do it. Not one person in the whole world. 
There’s no one to talk to about it. No one to share the fun. Or the scary bits. No one to help or give 
advice.’  

Dad nodded but didn’t say anything. He didn’t even seem to be listening but I went on with what I 
was saying.  

‘There are lots of people in the world who play violins or lay bricks or build houses or climb 
mountains and they can all talk to each other about it. But I am the only one who can fly in the air. 
The only one. And no one believes me. Not even Mum. Or you.’  

Dad stared at the footpath. Finally he spoke.  

‘Close your eyes.’  

‘What?’  

He looked along the empty street. ‘Just do it. Close your eyes and count to ten.’   

I did as he said. When I reached ten I opened my eyes. He was gone. I looked to the left. I looked to 
the right. Nothing. No one. Not a soul in sight.  
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‘Up here,’ came Dad’s voice.  

I looked above my head. Still nothing. Then I stared at the top of the town hall. And saw him. 
Perched on the flagpole way up above the clock. Sitting up there and not a cat in sight.  

‘How did you ... ?’  

‘Close your eyes and count again,’ He yelled.  

I did what he said but when I got to five and opened my eyes I could see that he was still coming 
down. Slowly, slowly like an upright soldier being lowered with invisible hands. He was about two 
metres above the ground. As soon as my eyes took in the sight he fell like garbage bag full of rocks.  

‘Ouch,’ he screamed as he hit the footpath.  

‘Dad,’ I shouted. ‘Sorry, I looked too soon.’   

He stood up and dusted himself down. There was a moment of silence. Then he smiled at me.  

‘I hate that bit of it,’ he said.  

I grinned.  

‘Me too,’ I said. ‘The flying is fantastic...  

We both finished the sentence together. ‘... but we have to smooth out the landings.’  

Gees we laughed.  

Life was great. Really great.  

*  

PS Dad and Mum took me to Water World for saving the dog. The Super Sucker Water Slide was 
good.  

But not nearly as good as flying.   
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