
STORIES AND LEGENDS 

 

A STORY ABOUT A BIG BEETROOT 

 
Once upon a time there was a little house where an old man and 

woman lived with their little granddaughter. Everyone called the old 

man Granddad, and everyone called to old woman Grandma. One day 

Granddad decided to plant some beetroot. He went to the field and 

planted a beetroot seed. The beetroot soon started to grow. It grew 

and grew and grew until it was big – very big. When Granddad saw it, 

he started wondering what he would do with it. He thought of pulling 

it out of the ground. But when he tried he found he couldn´t do it, it 

was too big.  

So he called Grandma and she came to help. She grabbed hold of 

Granddad, and Granddad grabbed hold of the beetroot, they pulled, 

and pulled, and pulled but they still couldn´t pull the beetroot out of 

the ground.  

So Grandma called to her granddaughter to come and help them. The 

granddaughter grabbed hold of Grandma, Grandma grabbed hold of 

Granddad, and Granddad grabbed hold of the beetroot. They all 

pulled, and pulled, and pulled but they still couldn´t pull the beetroot 

out of the ground. 

So the granddaughter called to her dog to come and help. The dog 

grabbed hold of the granddaughter, the granddaughter grabbed hold 

of Grandma, Grandma grabbed hold of Granddad, and Granddad 



grabbed hold of the beetroot. They all pulled, and pulled, and pulled 

but they still couldn´t pull the beetroot out of the ground. 

So the dog called a cat to come and help. The cat grabbed hold of 

the dog, the dog grabbed hold of the granddaughter, the 

granddaughter grabbed hold of Grandma, Grandma grabbed hold of 

Granddad, Granddad grabbed hold of the beetroot. They all pulled, 

and pulled, and pulled but they still couldn´t pull the beetroot out of 

the ground. 

What now? There was no one else to help them.  

Just then a small mouse passing by and saw them all trying to pull the 

beetroot out of the ground and decided to help. 

The mouse grabbed hold of the cat, the cat grabbed hold of the dog, 

the dog grabbed hold of the granddaughter, the granddaughter 

grabbed hold of Grandma, Grandma grabbed hold of Granddad, 

Granddad grabbed hold of the beetroot. So they all pulled, and pulled 

and pulled. Heave-ho! The beetroot came out! 

When they all worked together, they were able to pull such a big 

beetroot out of the ground! That´s the end of the story about the 

big beetroot.  
DO YOU LIKE BEETROOT? 

IS BEETROOT HEALTHY? 

WOULD YOU LIKE TO DRAW A PICTURE 

OF THE STORY? 

 

  



 

Little Cup, Cook! 

 
Once upon a time there was an old widow and she had a daughter. 

They were poor. They only had a few chickens and could sell their 

eggs to earn a living. In the spring and summer they used to pick 

strawberries in the forest and so they lived modestly but happily. 

One day the widow became very ill and the young daughter had to do 

everything herself. So she went on her own to the forest to pick 

some strawberries to add to their porridge. She took a pot for the 

strawberries and a slice of bread for her lunch and set off. She soon 

filled the pot with strawberries and sat down to have her lunch near 

a bubbling spring. Suddenly an old beggar woman turned up with a cup 

in her hand and said ´Oh, my dear girl, I am so hungry, I haven´t 

eaten since yesterday. Would you be so kind and give me a piece of 

your bread?´. The good girl said ´Of course, if you haven’t eaten 

since yesterday you can have the whole slice. I just hope the bread 

isn´t too hard for you.´. She gave the beggar woman all of her lunch. 

The beggar woman replied, ´God bless you, my dearest girl, you are 

so kind to me that I must give you something in return. I´ll give you 

this magic cup. When you put it on the table at home and say ´Little 



cup, cook!´, and it will cook you as much porridge as you like, and 

when you think you have enough porridge, just say ´Little cup, stop!´ 

and it will stop cooking. So please take the magic cup but don´t 

forget what you have to say´. She gave her the cup and disappeared. 

When the young girl arrived home, she told her mother what had 

happened to her and they tried the magic cup together to see if the 

old beggar woman was telling the truth. ´Little cup, cook!, they said 

and the cup started to cook porridge, when there was enough 

porridge for them both, they said ´Little cup, stop!´ and it stopped! 

The porridge, which tasted as good as almonds, was good and they 

both ate well.  

The next day the young girl took some eggs from the chickens and 

went to market to sell them. The young girl stayed in town longer 

than she wanted and her mother, who was at home alone, began to 

get hungry, she wanted some more of the porridge from the magic 

cup and she soon became very impatient. She took the magic cup and 

said ´Little cup, cook!’ and went to look for her spoon, but when she 

came back the magic cup was already full of porridge and it began to 

spill across the table. The old widow became scared and totally 

forgot what to say to make the magic cup stop cooking. She tried to 

cover the cup with a plate but it didn´t work. By this time the 

porridge was flowing across the floor and out of the windows. The 

old widow climbed up to the roof to save herself. When the old 

widow’s daughter came home she saw what was going on and cried 

´Little cup, stop!´ The cup stopped cooking porridge, but there was 

already so much porridge that the village square was full and when 

the farmers came home from the fields in the evening, they had to 

eat their way home. 

DO YOU EAT PORRIDGE IN YOUR COUNTRY? 

DOES IT PAY TO BE IMPATIENT? 

 


