	
	The Little Red Hen.

	NARRATOR
	Once upon a time there was a Little Red Hen. One day the Little Red Hen found a grain of wheat. 

	LITTLE RED HEN:
	Lucky me. I'll plant this grain, harvest it, grind it and then bake it into a loaf of bread. All my friends can come and share it with me. 

	NARRATOR:
	As she carried the grain out to the field, she passed her friends and she decided to ask them to help her dig the ground.

	LITTLE RED HEN: 
	Dear Pig, will you help me plant this grain of wheat?

	PIG: 
	Not I! I'm too busy having a mud-bath!

	LITTLE RED HEN: 
	Dear Duck, will you help me plant this grain of wheat?

	DUCK: 
	Not I! I'm too busy having a swim!

	LITTLE RED HEN: 
	Dear Owl, will you help me plant this grain of wheat?

	OWL 
	Not I! I'm too busy watching the T.V.!

	LITTLE RED HEN: 
	Dear Goose, will you help me plant this grain of wheat?

	GOOSE: 
	Not I! I'm too busy reading a book!

	LITTLE RED HEN: 
	Dear Cat, will you help me plant this grain of wheat?

	CAT: 
	Not I! I'm too busy dozing!

	LITTLE RED HEN: 
	Then I shall do it myself.



	NARRATOR: 
	But as she said this, she could feel a chill in her heart. She planted the grain. She watered it. She watched it sprout and grow - first green and then yellow - and then she saw the wheat ripen. It was time to harvest the grain. As she walked out to the fields to harvest the grain, she passed her friends and she decided to ask them to help her cut the wheat down.



	LITTLE RED HEN: 
	Dear Pig, will you help me cut the wheat?
	

	PIG: 
	Not I! I'm too busy having a mud-bath!
	

	LITTLE RED HEN: 
	Dear Duck, will you help me cut the wheat?

	DUCK: 
	Not I! I'm too busy having a swim!

	LITTLE RED HEN: 
	Dear Owl, will you help me cut the wheat?

	OWL 
	Not I! I'm too busy watching the T.V.!

	LITTLE RED HEN: 
	Dear Goose, will you help me cut the wheat?

	GOOSE: 
	Not I! I'm too busy reading a book!

	LITTLE RED HEN: 
	Dear Cat, will you help me cut the wheat?

	CAT: 
	Not I! I'm too busy dozing!

	LITTLE RED HEN: 
	Then I shall do it myself.



	NARRATOR: 
	But as she said this, she could feel her heart turn cold. She cut the grain and put it in a sack. There was a lot of it and she knew that it would be very heavy. How was she going to get it to the mill? She heaved the sack on her back. She could feel her skinny legs buckle. As she carried it along the road to the mill, she called to her friends to ask for help.



	LITTLE RED HEN: 
	Dear Pig, will you help me carry the wheat to the mill?

	PIG: 
	Not I! I'm too busy having a mud-bath!

	LITTLE RED HEN: 
	Dear Duck, will you help me carry the wheat to the mill?

	DUCK: 
	Not I! I'm too busy having a swim!

	LITTLE RED HEN: 
	Dear Owl, will you help me carry the wheat to the mill?

	OWL 
	Not I! I'm too busy watching the T.V.!

	LITTLE RED HEN: 
	Dear Goose, will you help me carry the wheat to the mill?

	GOOSE: 
	Not I! I'm too busy reading a book!

	LITTLE RED HEN: 
	Dear Cat, will you help me carry the wheat to the mill?

	CAT: 
	Not I! I'm too busy dozing!

	LITTLE RED HEN: 
	Then I shall do it myself.



	NARRATOR: 
	But as she said this, she could feel her heart turn to ice. After the miller had milled the wheat she was given a bag of beautiful flour. She found some yeast, mixed it with milk, mixed in some sugar too... then she mixed it all into the flour and shaped the dough into a loaf. She put  it in the oven to bake. Soon the kitchen was filled with the lovely smell of a fresh-baked bread. The smell drifted out of the window and everyone in the farmyard could smell it. The Little Red Hen took the bread out of the oven and put it on the table to cool. 


	NARRATOR: 
	The Little Red Hen looked at the bread and wondered what to do next. Her so-called friends didn't deserve a crumb - she'd eat it all herself! She'd eat it all right in front of them! That would make them feel sorry!

She picked it up and tried to eat it, but it was too big for her mouth. She cut it in half, but it was still too big. She cut it into quarters, but as she did so she began to feel uneasy. The idea of eating the whole loaf didn't really make her feel happier. Her heart felt horrible and cold. What was the point in having this food if she couldn’t share it?
Suddenly she knew that she couldn't eat the bread all by herself. She'd share it with her friends even if they had been selfish. She ran to the door and as she opened it, who did she find standing outside? 



	PIG: 
	I've come to say sorry. I know I was selfish. I've brought you a present - a jar of my favourite mud. Rub it on your face every night and soon you'll look as pretty as me.

	DUCK: 
	I've come to say sorry. I know I was selfish. I've brought you a present - a snorkel so you can come for a swim with me in the duck pond.

	OWL: 
	I've come to say sorry. I know I was selfish. I've brought you a present - a bread cookery book.



	LITTLE RED HEN: 
	Thank you all very much. And I've come to invite you to share my bread. Come on in and have a piece.



	NARRATOR: 
	And so the Little Red Hen and the Pig and the Duck and the Owl all became friends again,  from that time on, when one of them asked for help they all helped out as best they could.


