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LITERACY ENRICHMENT FOR MORE ABLE CHILDREN:
DEVELOPING INFERENCE AND DEDUCTION SKILLS
The following guidance is based upon an enrichment morning designed by the South Gloucestershire Literacy Team in collaboration with the Advisory Teacher for Gifted and Talented children.  All resources for the session are contained in  the appendices in the back of this document.
This enrichment activity takes the form of a mystery that the children must solve.  The activity works best in a large space, ideally a hall, where the childe are able to move from one piece of evidence to the next and meet informally in groups to discuss their findings.
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ACTIVITY OVERVIEW
The mystery is set within the context of the film ‘Shrek 2.’  During the party at the end of the film, the king has a large sum of money stolen from his counting house.  The task is to identify the most likely suspect from a range of fairytale and nursery rhyme characters.

The mystery involves examining several different kinds of evidence.  These are:

· A crime scene

· A police database 

· Witness statements

· A resource bank of information

· Audio visual evidence

· Motive cards
The groups use this evidence to agree the most likely suspect and justify their conclusions.

Each group then presents their report, identifying the perpetrator, using evidence to back up their claim.
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ORGANISATION OF THE SESSION
Adults

· One adult will need to take the role of Chief Superintendent.  This adult outlines the context of the mystery and sets the groups their first task. 
· Other adults may wish to dress as fairytale or nursery rhyme characters support and enhance the context of the investigation.
· Some adults can take the role of the witnesses.  Although this is not essential, it does give the children an opportunity to hot seat these characters and ask some interesting questions.
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Children

· Organise the children into 5 groups of no more than six.  (During the original session Years 2.3 and 4 were grouped together, as were Years 5 and 6.)

· Ensure the children have a clip board, pencil and evidence sheet for recording their ideas and decisions.
Hall Layout
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STRUCTURE OF THE SESSION
Setting the Scene 
· Assemble the children together and set the context for the activity.  The adult playing the Chief Superintendent should explain that the children are detectives working for him/ her. 

· Establish where and when the crime took place and give out the guest list of fairytale and nursery rhyme characters that attended Shrek and Fiona’s wedding celebration.
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Evidence Gathering

· At each stage of evidence gathering, the children should engage in a discussion with their group, evaluating the evidence and its possible implications.

CCTV Evidence – all groups
· Children should then watch the final scene in Shrek 2 (from the point at which the clock strikes 12 and Shrek and Fiona kiss.)  The  children should note any characters who appear in the ‘CCTV footage’ as this was the time that the crime was committed.  The children should then discuss in groups those characters they wish to eliminate from the enquiry.
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Further Evidence – in separate groups

· The remaining evidence is then collected by individual groups.  The groups should move around the room (see diagram on page 2) and collect whatever information they can from the evidence available.  Each group should have about twenty minutes for each ‘evidence base.’

· Crime Scene
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· Witness Statements
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· Motive Cards
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· Resources Table
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· Police Database 
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Drawing Conclusions
· The groups should then have a break before reforming to discuss all that they have learnt. 
·  Once they have decided on their criminal they must write a report to present to the Chief Superintendent.  In the original session they were given up to twenty minutes for this activity.
· It is important to stress to the children that there is no absolute answer.  However, they must be able to justify their choice.
Presenting the Case
· The Chief Superintendent should draw all the groups back together to begin the summing up.  He/ She should make it clear that the decision of who to arrest will lie solely on the evidence presented.

· Each group should nominate a spokesperson.  They should then present their conclusions to the rest of the children.  In as clear, concise and serious a manner as possible.
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· The Chief Superintendent should then sum up all s/he has heard and make the final decision.

· If possible someone dressed as the character could then be arrested by the Chief Superintendent and marched from the room!
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Evaluation
· Ask the children to complete an evaluation sheet at the end of the session.  It provides an invaluable insight into the children’s learning and their responses to the different approach to teaching literacy skills.
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APPENDICES:

RESOURCE BANK

1. Context sheet 



Pg. 9
2. Guest list 




Pg. 10
3. Crime scene 



Pg. 11
4. [image: image43.wmf]Witness statements


Pg. 12
5. Motive cards



Pg. 15
6. Resource bank 



Pg. 21
7. Final report proforma 

Pg. 51
8. Evaluation sheet 


Pg. 52
9. Police database 


Pg. 53
10. Overview of evidence 

Pg. 56
11. Evidence sheet (blank) 

Pg. 57
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The Crime – Chief Superintendent’s notes
Late yesterday evening there was a party at the palace of Far Far Away.  The party was held to celebrate the marriage of Princess Fiona and her husband, Shrek.

On the stroke of midnight, most guests were witness to Shrek and Fiona’s kiss. Following the kiss, the guests continued to enjoy the evening with a song and dance.  However one guest used this part of the evening as an opportunity to perpetrate a crime.

The guest broke into the King’s Counting house and stole all the money in his deposit box.  Earlier, the King was in his counting house, counting out his money and he entered the sum of £1000 in his ledger.

We have CCTV footage of the singing and dancing.  We know that this is the moment when the money was stolen.  Anyone seen on the footage can be eliminated from the investigation.
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Guest List

King and Queen

Knave of Hearts

Jack

The Three Little Pigs

Cinderella

Goldilocks

The Old Woman Who Lived in a Shoe

Humpty Dumpty

Tom, Tom the Piper’s Son

Tommy Green

The Bog Bad Wolf

Three Blind Mice

Pinocchio

The Gingerbread Man

Puss in Boots

Prince Charming
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The Ugly Sister              

CRIME SCENE RESOURCE LIST
Table

Table cloth

Money box (open)

Tape or rope for cordon

Candlesticks

Vase of flowers

A goblet or glass

Half eaten jam tart

Flour footsteps on floor

Porridge finger prints

Brown paper doused with vinegar (for smelling!)

A glass slipper/ princess shoe
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Pair of glasses

Box of chocolates

A bucket

A baby’s bottle 

Note: Not all of these items are linked to a character, although in our experience, the children make connections you would never think of!

WITNESS STATEMENTS
(These can be given to adults as a guide for role playing the character if you wish to include a hot seating activity.)
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MOTIVE CARDS
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MOTIVE CARDS
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MOTIVE CARDS
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MOTIVE CARDS
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MOTIVE CARDS
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MOTIVE CARDS
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RESOURCE BANK: Nursery Rhymes and Stories
Humpty Dumpty

Humpty Dumpty sat on a wall,

Humpty Dumpty had a great fall.

All the King’s horses, And all the King’s men

Couldn’t put Humpty together again!
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Jack and Jill

Jack and Jill went up the hill to fetch a pail of water

Jack fell down and broke his crown

And Jill came tumbling after.

Up got Jack, and home did trot As fast as he could caper

He went to bed and bound his head

With vinegar and brown paper.
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Ding, Dong, Bell

Ding, dong, bell,

Pussy’s in the well
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Who put her in?

Little Tommy Green.

Who pulled her out?
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Little Tommy Stout.

What a naughty boy was that

To drown poor pussy cat,

Who never did him any harm,

But killed the mice in father’s barn. 

The Queen of Hearts

The Queen of Hearts she made some tarts all on a summer’s day

The Knave of Hearts he stole the tarts and took them clean away

The King of Hearts called for the tarts and beat the Knave full sore

The Knave of Hearts brought back the tarts and

Vowed he’d steal no more.
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Sing a song of sixpence

Sing a song of sixpence a pocket full of rye,

Four and twenty blackbirds backed in a pie.

When the pie was opened the birds began to sing,

Oh wasn’t that a dainty dish to set before a king?

The king was in his counting house counting out his money,

The queen was in the parlour eating bread and honey

The main was in the garden hanging out the clothes,

When down came a blackbird and pecked off her nose!
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There was an old woman

There was an old woman who lived in a shoe,

She had so many children she didn’t know what to do!

So she gave them some broth without any bread,

And she whipped them all soundly and sent them to bed!

[image: image74.png]A The Gingerbread Man -

W Rl ot ven Favores Took Help
Q- © ¥ [BA &

Address

icrosoft Internet Explorer

€] hitp: fuwms.topmarks.co.ukjstories{gingerbread?.htm

SO seach g Faveries €8 (- Lo 1G] -

DE

ks » | @ -

86 42

o

It was not long before the
gingerbread man came to a
horse. ' Stop! Stopl' shouted
the horse. 'T want to eat you,
little man." But the
gingerbread man did not
stop. He said,'Run, run as

gingerbread man.'

pad €]

st €ewDBEDCE

@ Internet

3= ity

“«o i





Three Blind Mice

Three blind mice, three blind mice,

See how they run, see how they run,

They all ran after the farmer’s wife,

Who cut off their tails with a carving knife,

Did you ever see such a thing in your life,

As three blind mice?
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Tom, Tom the piper’s son

Tom, Tom the piper’s son

Stole a pig and away he ran,

The pig was eat and Tom was beat

And Tom went roaring down the street
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Once upon a time, there was a little girl named Goldilocks.  She  went for a walk in the forest.  Pretty soon, she came upon a house.  She knocked and, when no one answered, she walked right in. 

At the table in the kitchen, there were three bowls of porridge. Goldilocks was hungry.  She tasted the porridge from the first bowl. 

"This porridge is too hot!" she exclaimed.

So, she tasted the porridge from the second bowl.

"This porridge is too cold," she said

So, she tasted the last bowl of porridge.

"Ahhh, this porridge is just right," she said happily and she ate it all up.

After she'd eaten the three bears' breakfasts she decided she was feeling a little tired.  So, she walked into the living room where she saw three chairs.  Goldilocks sat in the first chair to rest her feet.   

"This chair is too big!" she exclaimed.

So she sat in the second chair.

"This chair is too big, too!"  she whined.

So she tried the last and smallest chair.

"Ahhh, this chair is just right," she sighed.  But just as she settled down into the chair to rest, it broke into pieces!

Goldilocks was very tired by this time, so she went upstairs to the bedroom.  She lay down in the first bed, but it was too hard. Then she lay in the second bed, but it was too soft. Then she lay down in the third bed and it was just right.  Goldilocks fell asleep.

As she was sleeping, the three bears came home. 

"Someone's been eating my porridge," growled the Papa bear.

"Someone's been eating my porridge," said the Mama bear.

"Someone's been eating my porridge and they ate it all up!" cried the Baby bear.

"Someone's been sitting in my chair," growled the Papa bear.

"Someone's been sitting in my chair," said the Mama bear.

"Someone's been sitting in my chair and they've broken it all to pieces," cried the Baby bear.

They decided to look around some more and when they got upstairs to the bedroom, Papa bear growled, "Someone's been sleeping in my bed,"

"Someone's been sleeping in my bed, too" said the Mama bear

"Someone's been sleeping in my bed and she's still there!" exclaimed Baby bear.

Just then, Goldilocks woke up and saw the three bears.  She screamed, "Help!"  And she jumped up and ran out of the room.  Goldilocks ran down the stairs, opened the door, and ran away into the forest.  And she never returned to the home of the three bears.

THE END
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Inventor Gepetto creates a wooden marionette called Pinocchio. His wish that Pinocchio be a real boy is unexpectedly granted by a fairy. The fairy assigns Jiminy Cricket to act as Pinocchio's "conscience" and keep him out of trouble. Jiminy is not too successful in this endeavor and most of the film is spent with Pinocchio deep in trouble.







Once upon a time...
There was a miller who left no more estate to the three sons he had than his mill, his ass, and his cat. The partition was soon made. Neither scrivener nor attorney was sent for. They would soon have eaten up all the poor patrimony. The eldest had the mill, the second the ass, and the youngest nothing but the cat. The poor young fellow was quite comfortless at having so poor a lot.

"My brothers," said he, "may get their living handsomely enough by joining their stocks together; but for my part, when I have eaten up my cat, and made me a muff of his skin, I must die of hunger."

The Cat, who heard all this, but made as if he did not, said to him with a grave and serious air:

"Do not thus afflict yourself, my good master. You have nothing else to do but to give me a bag and get a pair of boots made for me that I may scamper through the dirt and the brambles, and you shall see that you have not so bad a portion in me as you imagine."

The Cat's master did not build very much upon what he said. He had often seen him play a great many cunning tricks to catch rats and mice, as when he used to hang by the heels, or hide himself in the meal, and make as if he were dead; so that he did not altogether despair of his affording him some help in his miserable condition. When the Cat had what he asked for he booted himself very gallantly, and putting his bag about his neck, he held the strings of it in his two forepaws and went into a warren where was great abundance of rabbits. He put bran and sow-thistle into his bag, and stretching out at length, as if he had been dead, he waited for some young rabbits, not yet acquainted with the deceits of the world, to come and rummage his bag for what he had put into it.

Scarce was he lain down but he had what he wanted. A rash and foolish young rabbit jumped into his bag, and Monsieur Puss, immediately drawing close the strings, took and killed him without pity. Proud of his prey, he went with it to the palace and asked to speak with his majesty. He was shown upstairs into the King's apartment, and, making a low reverence, said to him:

"I have brought you, sir, a rabbit of the warren, which my noble lord the Marquis of Carabas" (for that was the title which puss was pleased to give his master) "has commanded me to present to your majesty from him."

"Tell thy master," said the king, "that I thank him and that he does me a great deal of pleasure."

Another time he went and hid himself among some standing corn, holding still his bag open, and when a brace of partridges ran into it he drew the strings and so caught them both. He went and made a present of these to the king, as he had done before of the rabbit which he took in the warren. The king, in like manner, received the partridges with great pleasure, and ordered him some money for drink.

The Cat continued for two or three months thus to carry his Majesty, from time to time, game of his master's taking. One day in particular, when he knew for certain that he was to take the air along the river-side, with his daughter, the most beautiful princess in the world, he said to his master:

"If you will follow my advice your fortune is made. You have nothing else to do but go and wash yourself in the river, in that part I shall show you, and leave the rest to me."

The Marquis of Carabas did what the Cat advised him to, without knowing why or wherefore. While he was washing the King passed by, and the Cat began to cry out:

"Help! help! My Lord Marquis of Carabas is going to be drowned."

At this noise the King put his head out of the coach- window, and, finding it was the Cat who had so often brought him such good game, he commanded his guards to run immediately to the assistance of his Lordship the Marquis of Carabas. While they were drawing the poor Marquis out of the river, the Cat came up to the coach and told the King that, while his master was washing, there came by some rogues, who went off with his clothes, though he had cried out: "Thieves! thieves!" several times, as loud as he could.

This cunning Cat had hidden them under a great stone. The King immediately commanded the officers of his wardrobe to run and fetch one of his best suits for the Lord Marquis of Carabas.

The King caressed him after a very extraordinary manner, and as the fine clothes he had given him extremely set off his good mien (for he was well made and very handsome in his person), the King's daughter took a secret inclination to him, and the Marquis of Carabas had no sooner cast two or three respectful and somewhat tender glances but she fell in love with him to distraction. The King would needs have him come into the coach and take part of the airing. The Cat, quite overjoyed to see his project begin to succeed, marched on before, and, meeting with some countrymen, who were mowing a meadow, he said to them:

"Good people, you who are mowing, if you do not tell the King that the meadow you mow belongs to my Lord Marquis of Carabas, you shall be chopped as small as herbs for the pot."

The King did not fail asking of the mowers to whom the meadow they were mowing belonged.

"To my Lord Marquis of Carabas," answered they altogether, for the Cat's threats had made them terribly afraid .

"You see, sir," said the Marquis, "this is a meadow which never fails to yield a plentiful harvest every year."

The Master Cat, who went still on before, met with some reapers, and said to them:

"Good people, you who are reaping, if you do not tell the King that all this corn belongs to the Marquis of Carabas, you shall be chopped as small as herbs for the pot."

The King, who passed by a moment after, would needs know to whom all that corn, which he then saw, did belong.

"To my Lord Marquis of Carabas," replied the reapers, and the King was very well pleased with it, as well as the Marquis, whom he congratulated thereupon. The Master Cat, who went always before, said the same words to all he met, and the King was astonished at the vast estates of my Lord Marquis of Carabas.

Monsieur Puss came at last to a stately castle, the master of which was an ogre, the richest had ever been known; for all the lands which the King had then gone over belonged to this castle. The Cat, who had taken care to inform himself who this ogre was and what he could do, asked to speak with him, saying he could not pass so near his castle without having the honor of paying his respects to him.

The ogre received him as civilly as an ogre could do, and made him sit down.

"I have been assured," said the Cat, "that you have the gift of being able to change yourself into all sorts of creatures you have a mind to; you can, for example, transform yourself into a lion, or elephant, and the like."

"That is true," answered the ogre very briskly; "and to convince you, you shall see me now become a lion."

Puss was so sadly terrified at the sight of a lion so near him that he immediately got into the gutter, not without abundance of trouble and danger, because of his boots, which were of no use at all to him in walking upon the tiles. A little while after, when Puss saw that the ogre had resumed his natural form, he came down, and owned he had been very much frightened.

"I have been, moreover, informed," said the Cat, "but I know not how to believe it, that you have also the power to take on you the shape of the smallest animals; for example, to change yourself into a rat or a mouse; but I must own to you I take this to be impossible."

"Impossible!" cried the ogre; "you shall see that presently. "

And at the same time he changed himself into a mouse, and began to run about the floor. Puss no sooner perceived this but he fell upon him and ate him up.

Meanwhile the King, who saw, as he passed, this fine castle of the ogre's, had a mind to go into it. Puss, who heard the noise of his Majesty's coach running over the draw-bridge, ran out, and said to the King:

"Your Majesty is welcome to this castle of my Lord Marquis of Carabas."

"What! my Lord Marquis," cried the King, "and does this castle also belong to you? There can be nothing finer than this court and all the stately buildings which surround it; let us go into it, if you please."

The Marquis gave his hand to the Princess, and followed the King, who went first. They passed into a spacious hall, where they found a magnificent collation, which the ogre had prepared for his friends, who were that very day to visit him, but dared not to enter, knowing the King was there. His Majesty was perfectly charmed with the good qualities of my Lord Marquis of Carabas, as was his daughter, who had fallen violently in love with him, and, seeing the vast estate he possessed, said to him, after having drunk five or six glasses:

"It will be owing to yourself only, my Lord Marquis, if you are not my son-in-law."

The Marquis, making several low bows, accepted the honor which his Majesty conferred upon him, and forthwith, that very same day, married the Princess.

Puss became a great lord, and never ran after mice any more but only for his diversion.
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Once upon a time...
There was a pig who lived with her three children on a large, comfortable, old-fashioned farmyard. The eldest of the little pigs was called Browny, the second Whitey, and the youngest and best looking Blacky. Now Browny was a very dirty little pig, and I am sorry to say spent most of his time rolling and wallowing about in the mud. He was never so happy as on a wet day, when the mud in the farmyard got soft, and thick, and slab. Then he would steal away from his mother's side, and finding the muddiest place in the yard, would roll about in it and thoroughly enjoy himself. His mother often found fault with him for this, and would shake her head sadly and say: 'Ah, Browny! some day you will be sorry that you did not obey your old mother.' But no words of advice or warning could cure Browny of his bad habits.

Whitey was quite a clever little pig, but she was greedy. She was always thinking of her food, and looking forward to her dinner; and when the farm girl was seen carrying the pails across the yard, she would rise up on her hind legs and dance and caper with excitement. As soon as the food was poured into the trough she jostled Blacky and Browny out of the way in her eagerness to get the best and biggest bits for herself. Her mother often scolded her for her selfishness, and told her that some day she would suffer for being so greedy and grabbing.

Blacky was a good, nice little pig, neither dirty nor greedy. He had nice dainty ways (for a pig), and his skin was always as smooth and shining as black satin. He was much cleverer than Browny and Whitey, and his mother's heart used to swell with pride when she heard the farmer's friends say to each other that some day the little black fellow would be a prize pig.

Now the time came when the mother pig felt old and feeble and near her end. One day she called the three little pigs round her and said:

'My children, I feel that I am growing odd and weak, and that I shall not live long. Before I die I should like to build a house for each of you, as this dear old sty in which we have lived so happily will be given to a new family of pigs, and you will have to turn out. Now, Browny, what sort of a house would you like to have?'

'A house of mud,' replied Browny, looking longingly at a wet puddle in the corner of the yard.

'And you, Whitey?' said the mother pig in rather a sad voice, for she was disappointed that Browny had made so foolish a choice.

'A house of cabbage,' answered Whitey, with a mouth full, and scarcely raising her snout out of the trough in which she was grubbing for some potato-parings.

'Foolish, foolish child!' said the mother pig, looking quite distressed. 'And you, Blacky?' turning to her youngest son, 'what sort of a house shall I order for you?'

'A house of brick, please mother, as it will be warm in winter, and cool in summer, and safe all the year round.'

'That is a sensible little pig,' replied his mother, looking fondly at him. 'I will see that the three houses are got ready at once. And now one last piece of advice. You have heard me talk of our old enemy the wolf. When he hears that I am dead, he is sure to try and get hold of you, to carry you off to his den. He is very sly and will no doubt disguise himself, and pretend to be a friend, but you must promise me not to let him enter your houses on any pretext whatever.'

And the little pigs readily promised, for they had always had a great fear of the wolf, of whom they had heard many terrible tales. A short time afterwards the old pig died, and the little pigs went to live in their own houses.

Browny was quite delighted with his soft mud walls and with the clay floor, which soon looked like nothing but a big mud pie. But that was what Browny enjoyed, and he was as happy as possible, rolling about all day and making himself in such a mess. One day, as he was lying half asleep in the mud, he heard a soft knock at his door, and a gentle voice said:

'May I come in, Master Browny? I want to see your beautiful new house.'

'Who are you?' said Browny, starting up in great fright, for though the voice sounded gentle, he felt sure it was a feigned voice, and he feared it was the wolf.

'I am a friend come to call on you,' answered the voice.

'No, no,' replied Browny, 'I don't believe you are a friend. You are the wicked wolf, against whom our mother warned us. I won't let you in.'

'Oho! is that the way you answer me?' said the wolf, speaking very roughly in his natural voice. 'We shall soon see who is master here,' and with his paws he set to work and scraped a large hole in the soft mud walls. A moment later he had jumped through it, and catching Browny by the neck, flung him on his shoulders and trotted off with him to his den.

The next day, as Whitey was munching a few leaves of cabbage out of the corner of her house, the wolf stole up to her door, determined to carry her off to join her brother in his den. He began speaking to her in the same feigned gentle voice in which he had spoken to Browny; but it frightened her very much when he said:

'I am a friend come to visit you, and to have some of your good cabbage for my dinner.'

'Please don't touch it,' cried Whitey in great distress. 'The cabbages are the walls of my house, and if you eat them you will make a hole, and the wind and rain will come in and give me a cold. Do go away; I am sure you are not a friend, but our wicked enemy the wolf.' And poor Whitey began to whine and to whimper, and to wish that she had not been such a greedy little pig, and had chosen a more solid material than cabbages for her house. But it was too late now, and in another minute the wolf had eaten his way through the cabbage walls, and had caught the trembling, shivering Whitey, and carried her off to his den.

The next day the wolf started off for Blacky's house, because he had made up his mind that he would get the three little pigs together in his den, and then kill them, and invite all his friends to a feast. But when he reached the brick house, he found that the door was bolted and barred, so in his sly manner he began, 'Do let me in, dear Blacky. I have brought you a present of some eggs that I picked up in a farmyard on my way here.'

'No, no, Mister Wolf,' replied Blacky, 'I am not going to open my door to you. I know your cunning ways. You have carried off poor Browny and Whitey, but you are not going to get me.'

At this the wolf was so angry that he dashed with all his force against the wall, and tried to knock it down. But it was too strong and well-built; and though the wolf scraped and tore at the bricks with his paws he only hurt himself, and at last he had to give it up, and limp away with his fore-paws all bleeding and sore.

'Never mind!' he cried angrily as he went off, 'I'll catch you another day, see if I don't, and won't I grind your bones to powder when I have got you in my den!' and he snarled fiercely and showed his teeth.

Next day Blacky had to go into the neighbouring town to do some marketing and to buy a big kettle. As he was walking home with it slung over his shoulder, he heard a sound of steps stealthily creeping after him. For a moment his heart stood still with fear, and then a happy thought came to him. He had just reached the top of a hill, and could see his own little house nestling at the foot of it among the trees. In a moment he had snatched the lid off the kettle and had jumped in himself. Coiling himself round he lay quite snug in the bottom of the kettle, while with his fore-leg he managed to put the lid on, so that he was entirely hidden. With a little kick from the inside he started the kettle off, and down the hill it rolled full tilt; and when the wolf came up, all that he saw was a large black kettle spinning over the ground at a great pace. Very much disappointed, he was just going to turn away, when he saw the kettle stop close to the little brick house, and in a moment later Blacky jumped out of it and escaped with the kettle into the house, when he barred and bolted the door, and put the shutter up over the window.


'Oho!' exclaimed the wolf to himself, 'you think you will escape me that way, do you? We shall soon see about that, my friend,' and very quietly and stealthily he prowled round the house looking for some way to climb on to the roof.

In the meantime Blacky had filled the kettle with water, and having put it on the fire, sat down quietly waiting for it to boil. Just as the kettle was beginning to sing, and steam to come out of the spout, he heard a sound like a soft, muffled step, patter, patter, patter overhead, and the next moment the wolf's head and fore-paws were seen coming down the chimney. But Blacky very wisely had not put the lid on the kettle, and, with a yelp of pain, the wolf fell into the boiling water, and before he could escape, Blacky had popped the lid on, and the wolf was scalded to death.

As soon as he was sure that their wicked enemy was really dead, and could do them no further harm, Blacky started off to rescue Browny and Whitey. As he approached the den he heard piteous grunts and squeals from his poor little brother and sister who lived in constant terror of the wolf killing and eating them. But when they saw Blacky appear at the entrance to the den their joy knew no bounds. He quickly found a sharp stone and cut the cords by which they were tied to a stake in the ground, and then all three started off together for Blacky's house, where they lived happily ever after; and Browny quite gave up rolling in the mud, and Whitey ceased to be greedy, for they never forgot how nearly these faults had brought them to an untimely end.
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There was once a man whose first wife had died, and so he married again.  He did not pick so well the second time.  His new wife was spiteful and bad-tempered and to make matters worse, she had two daughters who both took after her.  

This man already had a daughter, and she was kind and gentle and beautiful.  So the stepmother and her daughters were thoroughly jealous of her, and soon set about making her life as miserable as they could.  

They gave her all the dirty work in the house.  She scrubbed and scoured and dusted all day long while her new sisters lay polishing their nails or prinking themselves in the glass.  They wore jewels and silks and satins while their poor sister had only a few rags to her back. They slept on soft feather mattresses, deep and warm, while she shivered on straw in the draughty attic.  And she patiently worked and shivered and half-starved without saving a single word of complaint to her father.

At the end of the day when all the work was done, she would sit huddled among the cinders in the chimney corner of the kitchen, trying to keep warm.  Even this did not make the ugly sisters sorry.  Instead, they laughed, and gave her the nickname of Cinderella. 

One day, the king of all the land gave great ball for his son, the prince.  The stepmother and her daughters were invited, and were soon busily planning what  they would wear and how they would dress their hair.

While the two ugly sisters posed before the glasses, trying out sashes and twirling their hair into ringlets, Cinderella was sent rushing hither and thither to fetch and carry, to sew and press, so that everything would be ready on the night of the ball.  Instead of being grateful for her help, the two sisters mocked her.


“How would you like to go to the ball, Cinderella?” they asked.


“Oh, I would!” she cried wistfully.  “But people would only laugh.  Look at me, in my ld rags!”


“Laugh?  I should think they would!” cried the two sisters.  “ A fine sigh you would be at the king’s ball!”

On the great day Cinderella worked harder than ever in her life before, trying her hardest to send her sisters off to the ball looking their very best.  And when the last bow was tied and the last ringlet curled, they did look their very best – though even that was not saying very much.




Off they went with a proud flurry of rustling skirts, out to the waiting coach, with not so much as a wave of the hand to Cinderella, let alone a thank-you.  When the sound of the carriage wheels had died away and she was alone at last in the great, empty house, Cinderella crept back to her usual place by the hearth, and began to cry.

 After a while she heard a knocking at the door, and drying her eyes, went to answer.  In stepped a little old woman who looked like a beggar in her tattered cloak.


“Why are you crying, child?” asked she.


“Because … because …” Cinderella did not like to say why she was crying.


“You need not tell me,” said the old lady surprisingly.  “I know quite well why you are crying.  It is because you want to go to the ball.”

Cinderella stared at her.



“I am your godmother,” explained the other then. “Your fairy godmother.  And now, child, there’s work to be done.  Go out into the garden and fetch a pumpkin, quick!”

Cinderella was out in the garden searching for a pumpkin before she had even time to think.  When she brought it back, her godmother rapped it smartly with along back stick – or was it a wand? – and there in a trice stood a golden carriage!  It winked and glittered and shone bright as the sun itself.


“Two mice!”  ordered the godmother, without a blink.  Cinderella opened the pantry door and as two mice cam scampering out –poof!  A wave of the magic wand and they were high-stepping horses with flowing manes and rearing heads.


“What about a coachman?” murmured the godmother.

“Run and tech the rat-trap, will you?”

Cinderella did not wait to be asked twice.  Off she ran to fetch it, and next minute there stood a stout coachman with brass buttons and large three-cornered hat.


“if you look behind the watering can beside the well,” went on the godmother, without so much as the twitch of an eyebrow, “you will find six lizards.  We could do with them, I think.”

Sure enough, there were the six lizards exactly where she had said, and a flick of that busy wand transformed them instantly into six tall footmen with dashing liveries.


“Well!” exclaimed the fairy godmother then.  ‘That carriage could take a queen to the ball.  Do you like it?”


“Oh, it’s beautiful!” cried Cinderella.  “But godmother, still can’t go to the ball!”


“And why not?”


“My dress!  Look at me!  Whoever saw a sight like this at a king’s ball?”


“That is easy enough,” replied the old lady.  “Stand still a moment, child, and shut your eyes.”


Cinderella stood quite still, her eyes tight shut.  

There was a slow, cool rustling, a breath of scented air and a soft silken brushing and then “Open!” commanded that thin, high voice.

Cinderella opened her eyes.


“Oh!’ she gasped.  It was all she could say.  “Oh!”


About her, billowed the most beautiful dress she had ever seen, sky blue and stitched with pearls, threaded with silver.  And there, beneath the hem of her skirt, glittered a pair of shining crystal shoes.


“Glass slippers!” gasped Cinderella.


“Off you go now, child,” said her godmother briskly.  “Off to the ball and enjoy yourself!”

Cinderella gathered up her shimmering skirts and stepped into the golden coach.  The footmen bowed.  The coachman lifted his whip.


“Wait!” cried the godmother.

Cinderella put her head out of the carriage window.


“Home by twelve sharp! Do you hear?  Not a minute later!”


“I shall be back,” promised Cinderella.


“Listen for the clock,” warned her godmother. 

“Not a single moment after the last stroke of twelve.  If you’re even a second late – “


“What?” cried Cinderella in alarm.  “What will happen, godmother?”

The old lady wave her arms.


“Poof! Gone! Coach to pumpkin, horses to mice, coachman to rat – poof! Gone!  All of it!”


“I’ll remember, “ cried Cinderella.  “I promise.  The last stroke of twelve!  Goodbye, godmother! And thank you!”

She had a last glimpse of her godmother’s shabby figure and then the coach was rolling on its way.  She, Cinderella, was off to a king’s ball!

When at last the golden coach reached the palace gates the news was quickly spread about that a great lady, certainly a princess, had arrived at the gates.  Servants and flunkeys ran to bow and open doors and make a way for Cinderella through the crowds of staring guests.  For she was so beautiful that all the people stood quite still to watch her as she passed, and even the music faded as the fiddlers laid down their bows in wonder.

The king’s son himself watched her walk among the whispering guests.  He went to greet her, and was in love before he had even reached her side.  He led her on to the floor to dance and the fiddlers picked up their bows again and began to play.

All the evening long the two of them danced together.  The prince could not bear to leave Cinderella’s side for even a moment.  The other guests were filled with envy and curiosity, and the two ugly sisters were angriest of all.  Not a single dance had either of them had with the prince all night.


“Whoever can she be?”  they cried, craning to peer at her each time she whirled by.  Not for a single minute did they suspect that the beautiful stranger was none other than their sister, Cinderella.

Cinderella herself was so happy that she forgot all about the time.  The great ballroom clock was already beginning to chime the hour for midnight when she suddenly remembered her godmother’s warning and her own promise to be home by twelve.


“O!” she cried.  “I’m late! The time!”

Before the astonished prince could collect his wits she darted off and was out of the ballroom running down the great marble staircase to her waiting coach.  

Six … seven…eight… the bell was chiming.

The coach clatter away out of the palace courtyard.  At the top of the staircase the prince stood looking left and right for a sign of his vanished partner.  He set the servants to search and they ran all through the palace, but in vain.  She had gone.  Only there, lying half way down the stairs, was a tiny glass slipper – Cinderella’s.  Sadly the prince picked it up and wandered away.  He did not dance again that night.

Meanwhile, Cinderella was hardly out of the palace gates when – poof! The spell was broken.  All in a moment she found herself out on the empty road and of the shining coach, the footman and the coachman, there was not a trace.  From the corner of her eye she saw running over the road a think dark shape, that might have been a lizard.  And that was all.  Clutching her thin rags about her she set off home.  Safely there, she climbed up to her cold attic and fell asleep, dreaming of the ball and the handsome prince.

The prince himself did not sleep at all that night.  He paced up and down his room, clasping the glass slipper.


“I must find her,” he said out loud. “And when I have found her, I shall marry her, and make her my princess.”

Next day the king called his royal herald.


“Take this glass slipper,” he commanded, “and search the length and breadth of my kingdom to find the young lady whose foot it fits.  When you have found her, bring her to me.  For she is the one the prince will marry.”

Soon the new was spread about the town and the king’s herald was going from door to door reading his proclamation and trying the slipper on one foot after another.  He had not known there were so many feet in the world.  Then at last he came to the house where the two ugly sister had been eagerly awaiting his visit, their hair tightly curled and their legs trembling with excitement.  One of them, for sure, would fit her foot into the glass slipper and become the prince’s bride.

At last they heard a loud knocking on the door, and the notes of the herald’s trumpet.


“Quick!” hissed their mother.  “Sit down and look as if you weren’t expecting him.  And make sure one of you gets that slipper on!”

With that, she sent a servant to open the door, and next minute they were all curtseying to the king’s messenger.

The two ugly sisters tried with all their might and main to fit their great feet into that dainty slipper.  They squeezed and tugged and twisted and muttered and groaned, but all in vain.  At last, sulky and red-faced, they gave up the attempt, trying hard not to catch their mother’s eye.


“Is there no other young lady in the house?” asked the herald then.  “I have order to miss not a single one, whoever she is.”


“No!” cried the three ladies together.  “There’s no one else!”

But just then, Cinderella herself came into the room, carrying a pail.  The ugly sisters tried to shoo her from the room, but the herald bowed politely to her and offered her a seat while she tried the slipper.

Cinderella sat down, held out her foot, - and slid it smoothly into the tiny glass slipper!


“It fits!” cried the ugly sisters together.  “It can’t! It’s a trick!”

Cinderella smiled, and taking from her pocked the other slipper, placed it on her other foot.  And at that moment, her fairy godmother appeared and with a tough of her magic want transformed Cinderella’s rags into a snow-white bridal gown.


Only then did the other recognise her as the beautiful stranger at the ball.  The ugly sisters and their unkind mother hurried off, afraid of what might happen to them when their wickedness was discovered.But Cinderella forgave them willingly, and was driven off in the king’ sown coach to meet her prince again.  And they were married that very same day, and lived happily ever after.



Once upon a time a little old woman and a little old man lived in a cottage.  One day the little old woman made a gingerbread man.  She gave him currants for eyes and cherries for buttons.  She put him in the oven to bake.  The Little old woman and little old man were very hungry and wanted to eat the gingerbread man.  As soon as he was cooked, the little old woman opened the oven door.  

The gingerbread man jumped out of the tin and ran out of the open window shouting, ‘Don’t eat me!’  The Little old woman and little old man ran after the gingerbread man.  ‘Stop! Stop!’ they yelled.  
The gingerbread man did not look back.  He ran on saying,

‘Run, run as fast as you can!  You can’t catch me, I’m the gingerbread man!’  Down the lane he sped when he came to a pig. ‘Stop! Stop! I would like to eat you,’ shouted the pig.  The gingerbread man was too fast.  He ran on saying ‘Run, run as fast as you can.  You can’t catch me, I’m the gingerbread man.  A little further on he met a cow.  ‘Stop! Stop! Little man,’ called the hungry cow, ‘I want to eat you.’  

Again the gingerbread man was too fast.  He sped on down the road saying, ‘Run, run as fast as you can.  You can’t catch me, I’m the gingerbread man.’  The cow began to chase the gingerbread man along with the pig, and the little old woman.  But the gingerbread man was too fast for them.  It was not long before the gingerbread many came to a horse.  ‘Stop! Stop!’ shouted the horse.  ‘I want to eat you, little man.’ But the gingerbread man did not stop.  He said, ‘Run, run as fast as you can.  You can’t catch me, I’m the gingerbread man.’  The horse joined in the chase.  The gingerbread man laughed and laughed, until he came to a river.  ‘Oh no!’ he cried, ‘They will catch me.  How can I cross the river?’  
A sly fox came out from behind the tree.  ‘I can help you cross the river,’ said the fox.  ‘Jump on to my tail and I will swim across.’  ‘You won’t eat me, will you?’ said the gingerbread man.  ‘Of course not,’ said the fox.  ‘I just want to help.’  The gingerbread man climbed on the fox’s tail.  Soon the gingerbread man began to get wet.  ‘Climb onto my back,’ said the fox.  So the gingerbread man did.  As he swam the fox said, ‘you are too heavy.  I am tired.  Jump onto my nose.’ So the gingerbread man did as he was told.  No sooner had they reach the other side, than the fox tossed the gingerbread man up in the air.  He opened his mouth and ‘Snap!’ that was the end of the gingerbread man.
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OVERVIEW OF EVIDENCE:






    TEACHER COPY

	NAME
	MOTIVE
	CRIMINAL RECORD
	WITNESS STATEMENT
	CRIME SCENE EVIDENCE

	Knave of Hearts
	Has to pay back the Queen for stealing the tarts
	Stolen tarts
	Old Woman in a Shoe – tarts left on doorstep, a charitable act?
	Half an eaten jam tart

Crumbs

	Cinderella
	
	
	Ugly Sister(s) – Cinderella’s forgetfulness


	Slipper

	Goldilocks
	She has to buy a new chair for baby bear


	Breaking and entering
	Goldilocks’ Mum – Goldilocks is spending a lot of money they don’t have.
	Porridge fingerprints

	Old Woman in the Shoe
	Needs money to feed her children


	Charged with hitting children
	
	Baby bottle

	Humpty Dumpty
	
	
	One of the King’s Men – positive character reference


	

	Tom, the Piper’s Son
	
	Stole a pig and ran away
	
	

	Tommy Green
	Needs to pay animal cruelty fine


	Attempted to drown a pussy cat
	
	

	Jack
	Needs to buy a new crown
	Known to run as fast as he can caper from suspicious incidents.
	Jill – They were in bed by half past eleven with a cup of cocoa – alibi.
	Vinegar and brown paper Bucket




OVERVIEW OF EVIDENCE:





    NAME:

	NAME
	MOTIVE
	CRIMINAL RECORD
	WITNESS STATEMENT
	CRIME SCENE EVIDENCE

	
	
	
	
	

	
	
	
	
	

	
	
	
	
	

	
	
	
	
	

	
	
	
	
	

	
	
	
	
	

	
	
	
	
	

	
	
	
	
	


      YOU MAY MAKE ANY ADDITIONAL NOTES ON THE BACK OF THIS SHEET
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The crime scene works well if it is cordoned off with tape.  This avoids the evidence being disturbed too much!  





The Chief Superintendent should remain at the crime scene to help point out particular things of interest, if necessary.





The third party or witness statements provide another character’s perspective on other characters or events.  





Instead of cards, these statements can be role played by adults dressed as the characters.  This gives a good opportunity for some direct questioning!





The motive cards enable the children to discover if the characters needed the money.  The raises questions that other evidence may be able to answer.





Not all characters have a motive and this should be considered something in the characters’ favour.





The resource table has copies of the fairytales and nursery rhymes the characters are taken from.





This gives the children a chance to check facts about certain characters or establish the story/ rhyme associated with some of the lesser known characters.





The police database is a hyper-linked powerpoint that includes all the characters from the guest list.





Each character has a file which details whether or not they have committed previous crimes.





The type of crime will be useful to establish whether particular characters are likely suspects.











WITNESS STATEMENT: 


JILL





I turned up late for the party, Jack had a headache again!  We went home early, mum made us some cocoa and we were tucked up in bed by half past eleven!





�


�





�





WITNESS STATEMENT: 


GOLDILOCKS’ MUM





Oh, she’s a nice girl, my daughter.  She’s always buying me nice presents lately.  She even took me round furniture shops… she was getting me to sit in chairs…I said there’s no chance we can afford it!





WITNESS STATEMENT: 


THE OLD WOMAN 


WHO LIVES IN A SHOE





Life has been so tough.  I just didn’t know what to do. I couldn’t afford food for all the children. Then, there was a knock at the door.  When I opened it there was a tray of jam tarts there.  Someone kindly left them for me and the kids!





In the box below, outline your main suspect and the reasons for your decision.  Remember, you will be presenting this formally to all groups and the Chief Superintendent.  Think carefully about how you will deliver your findings.





WITNESS STATEMENT: 


THE UGLY SISTER(S)





Cinderella went to see her husband’s uncle, the King of Far Far Away.  She left her slipper there again, she’s always losing things.  She may be fabulously rich but she’d forget her head if it wasn’t screwed on!





WITNESS STATEMENT: 


ONE OF THE KING’S MEN





Humpty Dumpty?  He’s absolutely eggcellent, he eggcels at everything he does, it’s no yolk!  Course, he was a bit scrambled the other day when he fell off the wall, but no, he really is an eggceptional character!














MOTIVE


Knave of Hearts


Has to pay back the Queen for stealing the tarts.





� INCLUDEPICTURE "http://www.niteowl.org/kids/coloring/qtart2.gif" \* MERGEFORMATINET ���








MOTIVE


Jack


Needs to buy a new crown





� INCLUDEPICTURE "http://www.jackandjill.ie/images/jandj_logo.jpg" \* MERGEFORMATINET ���








MOTIVE


Goldilocks


Her mum told her she had to buy a new chair for baby bear.





�








MOTIVE


The Three Little Pigs


No motive





� HYPERLINK "http://www.amazon.com/gp/reader/088899639X/ref=sib_dp_pt/104-8577378-2405538" \l "reader-link" �� INCLUDEPICTURE "http://images.amazon.com/images/P/088899639X.01._BO2,204,203,200_PIsitb-dp-500-arrow,TopRight,45,-64_AA240_SH20_SCLZZZZZZZ_.jpg" \* MERGEFORMATINET ����





MOTIVE


Old Woman who lived in a shoe


Poor – needs money for her children.





� INCLUDEPICTURE "http://www.alphabet-soup.net/goose/oldwoman.jpg" \* MERGEFORMATINET ���





MOTIVE


Tommy Green


Pay off animal cruelty fine.





� INCLUDEPICTURE "http://www.geocities.com/EnchantedForest/Fountain/5540/wishwell.gif" \* MERGEFORMATINET ���








MOTIVE


Humpty Dumpty


No motive








� INCLUDEPICTURE "http://www.famousquotes.me.uk/pics/humpty.gif" \* MERGEFORMATINET ���











MOTIVE


Cinderella


No motive





�





MOTIVE


Queen


No motive





�





MOTIVE


Pinocchio


No motive


�








MOTIVE


Three Blind Mice


No motive





� INCLUDEPICTURE "http://www.famousquotes.me.uk/nursery_rhymes/pics/three_blind_mice.gif" \* MERGEFORMATINET ���





MOTIVE


Tom Tom the Pipers Son


No motive





� INCLUDEPICTURE "http://www.geocities.com/EnchantedForest/Fountain/5540/people02.jpg" \* MERGEFORMATINET ���








MOTIVE


Gingerbread Man


No motive





�





MOTIVE


Big Bad Wolf


No motive





�





MOTIVE


Puss in Boots


No motive


� HYPERLINK "http://cgi.ebay.com/ws/eBayISAPI.dll?ViewItem&item=6248637786&category=363" \l "ebayphotohosting#ebayphotohosting" �� INCLUDEPICTURE "http://hometown.aol.com/strek1/ShrekPussNBootsCape.jpg" \* MERGEFORMATINET ����





MOTIVE


Ugly Sister


No motive


� HYPERLINK "http://www.virginialee.net/portraits/portraits.html" �� INCLUDEPICTURE "http://www.virginialee.net/portraits/The-ugly-sister-big.jpg" \* MERGEFORMATINET ����








MOTIVE


Prince Charming


No motive





�





MOTIVE


King


No motive





� HYPERLINK "http://home.freeuk.net/elloughton13/_vti_bin/shtml.dll/singa.htm/map2" \m �� INCLUDEPICTURE "http://home.freeuk.net/elloughton13/images/ss5.jpg" \* MERGEFORMATINET ����








Next time I would…





If I could change anything I would…





I learnt…





My favourite part if the session was…





I enjoyed working with…





My favourite activity was…





� INCLUDEPICTURE "http://www.famousquotes.me.uk/pics/humpty.gif" \* MERGEFORMATINET ���





�





�





� INCLUDEPICTURE "http://www.famousquotes.me.uk/nursery_rhymes/pics/queen_of_hearts.gif" \* MERGEFORMATINET ���





� INCLUDEPICTURE "http://www.famousquotes.me.uk/nursery_rhymes/pics/old_woman_shoe.gif" \* MERGEFORMATINET ���





� INCLUDEPICTURE "http://www.famousquotes.me.uk/nursery_rhymes/pics/three_blind_mice.gif" \* MERGEFORMATINET ���





�





�





�





�





�





�





�





�











�





�





�





�





�





These files could be printed onto card for the children to search.  However, an electronic database using PowerPoint gave the children another means of accessing information and was a big hit in the original enrichment session.





If you would like an electronic copy of this contact the Literacy Team.  (Details on our website.)
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Hall layout and group starting points

 (10 minutes per activity)



Crime scene

Database

Resource 

table

Motive cards

Witness 

statements

A

E

D

C

B








