The Three Billy Goats Gruff
  Once upon a time, there lived three billy goat brothers. Their names were Little Billy, Middle Billy, and Big Billy.

  One day, they decided to cross the bridge to eat the sweet grass on the other side.

There was only one problem. A mean troll lived under it. Clomp, clomp, clomp! Little Billy started across the bridge. Then he heard a cranky voice.
“Stop there! I am going to eat you up!” yelled Troll. “Wait for my brother. He is bigger and much more delicious than I!” cried Little Billy.

“What a fine idea,” said Troll, licking his lips. And with that, Little Billy crossed the bridge. Clomp, clomp, clomp! Middle Billy started across the bridge. Then he heard a cranky voice. “Stop there! I am going to eat you up!〞yelled Troll. “Wait for my brother. He is bigger and much more delicious than I!” cried Middle Billy.
  “What a fine idea,” said Troll, licking his lips. And with that, Middle Billy crossed the bridge. Clomp, clomp, clomp! Big Billy started across the bridge. Then he heard a cranky voice. “Stop there! I am going to eat you up!” yelled Troll. “OK,” said Big Billy, for he had a sneaky plan.

   When Troll climbed up on the bridge, Big Billy rammed him so hard that he fell into the water with a giant splash! After that, the three brothers crossed the bridge whenever they liked. And, my, the sweet green grass was delicious! 
音檔連結
https://www.shes.cyc.edu.tw/modules/tadnews/index.php?nsn=1501
Stone Soup

Once upon a time, there was a village. It was a nice place to live except for one thing. People did not like to share.
One day a visitor came to town. “Hello! Does anybody have food to share?” he asked. “NO!” said everyone. “That’s OK, said the visitor.” “I will make stone soup for everyone.” Then he took a stone and dropped it into a very big pot.

   The visitor sniffed his broth. Some people came outside to see what he was doing. Some watched from their windows. “Mmmm, I love stone soup. The only thing better is stone soup with cabbage!” said the visitor. That gave one man in the village an idea. He brought a cabbage and put it in the pot.

Then the visitor said, “I once had stone soup with cabbage and carrots. It was delicious!” A woman brought carrots and put them in the pot.

Then the visitor said, “I once had stone soup with cabbage and carrots and corn. It was delicious!” A boy brought corn and put it in the pot.

Then the visitor said, “I once had stone soup with cabbage and carrots and corn and beans. It was delicious!” A girl brought beans and put them in the pot.

The soup cooked and cooked. Finally, it was ready. Everyone ate a big bowl. “This is delicious!” they all said. The soup made them so happy that they danced and sang all night long.

From then on, the people in the village shared. And their very favorite thing to share was stone soup!

The Tortoise and the Hare

Once upon a time, there lived a tortoise and hare. The hare, who was very fast, always teased the slow tortoise. “Ha, ha, ha! Even a snail is faster than you!” he said.

The tortoise did not like the teasing one bit. Finally, he decided to do something about it. “Let’s have a race.” he said. The hare fell down laughing. “OK, but you know I will win.” he said. “We will see.” said the tortoise.

On the day of the big race, all of the animals came to watch. “On your mark, get set, go!” said the fox. 

The hare hopped. Fast, fast, fast. The tortoise walked. Slow, slow, slow.

The hare hopped. Fast, fast, fast. The tortoise walked. Slow, slow, slow.

Soon the hare was way ahead of the tortoise. “Ha, ha, ha! I can take a nap and still wake up in time to beat the tortoise.” said the hare. So he did. Snore, snore, snore.

But as the hare napped, the tortoise walked. Slow, slow, slow. And guess what? By and by, the tortoise passed the hare! After a while, the hare woke up. “Oh, no! The tortoise is winning!” he yelled. He jumped up and hopped along the path. But it was no use. The tortoise crossed the finish line first.

“The tortoise won! The tortoise won!” all the animals cheered. “How did you ever beat the hare?” asked the horse. The tortoise grinned, “The hare may be fast, but slow and steady wins the race.”  

The Three Little Pigs

Once upon a time, there lived three little pigs.

One day, each pig decided to build a house to keep safe from the big bad wolf. You see, the wolf loved to eat little pigs. 
The first pig built a cozy house of straw. But the big bad wolf huffed and puffed and blew the house down. Quick as a wink, the first little pig ran away before he became breakfast. 

The second little pig built a cozy house of sticks. But the big bad wolf huffed and puffed and blew the house down. Quick as a wink, the second little pig ran away before he became lunch.

The third little pig built a cozy house of bricks. He invited the two other pigs to live with him. The big bad wolf huffed and puffed and huffed and puffed. But he just could not blow the brick house down.

“I’m coming down the chimney to eat you for dinner!” said the wolf. 
“Please do!” said the pigs sweetly. You see, they had put a pot of very hot stew at the bottom of the chimney. When the wolf came down the chimney, he landed right in the pot. “OUCH! OUCH! OUCH!” he yelled.

Then, quick as a wink, he dashed out the door and ran far, far away. After that, the three little pigs lived safe and sound in their cozy house of bricks. And the big bad wolf never bothered them again.

The City Mouse and the Country Mouse

Once upon a time, there was a little mouse. He lived in the country. One day, his city friend came to visit.

“Welcome,” said the country mouse. “Glad to be here,” said the city mouse.

The two mice had a great time. They played tag. They climbed trees. They took long hikes. All of this made them very hungry. So they went into the fields and began to nibble some corn and beans. But after a while, the city mouse wrinkled up his nose. 

“This food is so boring. In the city, I eat the finest meat, cheese, and pie. Do you want to go there with me?” asked the city mouse. The country mouse licked his lips. “Oh, yes!” he said.

The next day, the two mice jumped on a train and went to the city. They walked to a tall building and took an elevator to the tippy top. This was where the city mouse lived. The home was fit for a king! It was big and very fancy.

“Welcome,” said the city mouse. “Glad to be here,” said the country mouse.

The two mice had a great time. They listened to music. They played games. They ran from room to room. All of this made them very hungry. So they went into the dining room. There stood a table filled with meat and cheese and a whole cherry pie!

“Mmmm!” said the city mouse. “Mmmm!” said the country mouse.

But just as they started to nibble the food……in came a cat! In came a dog! In came a person! “Run for your life!” said the city mouse. Quick as a wink, the mice jumped off the table and ran into a little hole. The country mouse had never been so scared.

“I’m going back home,” he said.

“Do you really want to leave all this fine food?” asked the city mouse.

“The city is nice, but corn and safety are better than cherry pie and danger,” said the country mouse. The two mice hugged good-bye. Then the country mouse jumped on a train and went back to the country.

“No matter where I roam, there is no place like home,” he said.

The Little Red Hen

Once upon a time, a little red hen decided to plant some wheat.

“Who will help me plant this?” she asked.

“Not me!” said the dog.

“Not me!” said the cat.

“Not me!” said the duck.

You see, they were all quite lazy. “I will just have to plant it by myself,” said the little red hen. Before long, all the wheat was tall.

“Who will help me cut this?” asked the little red hen.

“Not me!” said the dog.

“Not me!” said the cat.

“Not me!” said the duck.

“I will just have to cut it by myself,” said the little red hen. Before long, all the wheat was cut.

“Who will help me grind this?” asked the little red hen.

“Not me!” said the dog.

“Not me!” said the cat.

“Not me!” said the duck.

“I will just have to grind it by myself,” said the little red hen. Before long, all the wheat was ground.

“Who will help me bake this into bread?” asked the little red hen.

“Not me!” said the dog.

“Not me!” said the cat.

“Not me!” said the duck.

“I will just have to bake it by myself,” said the little red hen. Before long, all the bread was baked.

“Who will help me eat this?” asked the little red hen. 

“Me!” said the dog.

“Me!” said the cat.

“Me!” said the duck.

“No! Because you did not help, I will just have to eat this bread by myself,” said the little red hen. And so she did, with jam on top!

