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There was once a new King.

He wanted to be the best king he could  
be, but he was finding it very difficult.

He wore a shiny crown with lots of jewels, 
and long purple robes that reached down  
to his toes.

It was a good start, but there was lots  
more to being a good king than that!



He thought a good king should look  
very powerful. 

He practised his powerful face in a mirror… 
but the king looking back at him looked 
rather sad and ever so worried.

He didn’t feel very powerful at all.



He thought a good king should be brave. 

Every day he swished and swooshed his 
sword so he’d be ready in case any giants 
came along… but just thinking about giants 
made his knees knock and his hands tremble.

He didn’t feel very brave at all.



He thought a good king should be loyal.

He knew this meant being a true friend  
who listens to others…but he was always 
too busy being worried to listen.

He didn’t feel very loyal at all.



He thought a good king should be graceful.

He wished he could dance his way around the 
room… but under his long purple robes his 
feet always got in a tangle and tripped him up.

He didn’t feel very graceful at all.



He thought a good king should be noble: 
powerful, brave, loyal and graceful all at once!

He tried to be all these things and to hold 
his head up high… but when he did, his 
crown wibbled and wobbled and slipped 
down over his eyes, so he had to wedge  
it on with a piece of smelly cheese.

He didn’t feel very noble at all.



All the people in all the land wanted to 
meet their new king, so he threw them a 
huge party in his magnificent new palace.

Once all the guests had arrived and had 
gathered in the hall wearing their finest 
clothes, the King opened the heavy wooden 
door—just a crack—and peeped inside.



He saw great silver platters of rainbow 
coloured jellies shaped like castles.

He saw golden goblets of bubbly drinks  
which frothed and fizzed and popped.

And all around people chattered and 
laughed and sang and danced while 
musicians played and minstrels sang.



As the King looked on, he felt butterflies 
fluttering about in his tummy. He was nervous.

He closed his eyes, took a deep breath and 
rushed into the room, walking so fast that 
his legs got all tangled up under his robes. 
He tripped,his robes ripped and his crown 
slipped! It fell with a clatter and bounced 
all the way up the hall.  
CRASH! CL ATTER! CRASH! 



All around people gasped and stared and 
pointed at the King. He grabbed his crown and 
the cheese, hoisted his robes up to his knees 
and ran out of the room as fast as he could.

He didn’t stop running until he had got 
outside and found himself in his very big, 
very royal park.

He was tired and sad but he walked on,  
his head hanging low, his crown in one 
hand, the wedge of cheese in the other. 



As he walked, he met a bright red dragon.

With a great sigh, the King said, “Dragon, 
you can breathe fire! You are so powerful. 
You would make a better king than I.”

“Your Majesty,” replied the dragon, “I can’t 
help breathing fire when I’m angry. To be 
truly powerful you must be gentle, even 
when it’s really hard.” 

The King looked at the dragon, thought 
about this and nodded.



As he walked on with the dragon, he met  
a jet black bull.

With a great sigh, the King said, “Bull, you 
don’t need swishing swooshing swords to 
fight off giants, for you have your very own 
golden horns. You are so brave. You would 
make a better king than I.”

“Your Majesty,” replied the bull, “I may look 
brave but when nobody’s looking, my knees 
often knock and my legs turn to jelly!  
No one can be brave all the time.”

The King looked at the bull, thought about 
this and nodded.



As he walked on with the dragon and the 
bull, he met a snowy white greyhound. 

With a great sigh, the King said, “Greyhound, 
you always listen to your friends and you 
come when they call. You are so loyal.  
You would make a better king than I.”

“Your Majesty,” replied the greyhound,  
“you worry about your friends, which 
shows you love them. You are already  
very loyal!”

The King looked at the greyhound,  
thought about this and nodded.



As he walked on with the dragon, the bull and 
the greyhound, he met a gleaming white Yale.

With a great sigh, the King said, “Yale,  
you can swivel your horns from side to 
side. They guide you through the room  
as you dance around. You are so graceful.  
You would make a better king than I.”

“Your Majesty!” replied the yale, “my horns 
used to spin and spin, making me so dizzy 
I’d fall head over heels, but I practised  
and practised and now I can dance.  
If you practise, you can do anything!”

The King looked at the yale, thought  
about this and nodded.



As he walked on with the dragon, the bull, 
the greyhound and the yale, he met  
a golden lion—the king of beasts! 

With a great sigh, the King said, “Lion, you 
hold your head up high, your crown fits 
perfectly and there’s not a whiff of cheese! 
You are so noble. You would make a better 
king than I.”

“Your Majesty,” replied the lion, “sometimes, 
when nobody’s looking, I fling off my crown 
and run and dance and cartwheel all over 
the grounds! Being noble is good, but being 
kind to yourself is important too.”

The King looked at the lion, thought about 
this and nodded.



The King thought carefully about what all the 
magical beasts had told him and at last he 
understood: being powerful and brave and 
loyal and graceful and noble might be difficult, 
but the important thing is to try your best.

Suddenly, he realised he was holding his 
head up high, his knees weren’t knocking, 
his hands weren’t trembling and all the 
butterflies in his tummy had flown away!

Thanking the magical beasts for their help, 
the King hurried back to the party. This 
time he didn’t close his eyes, nor did he 
rush. He stood tall, placed his crown upon 
his head and glided gracefully into the 
room… and he had a WONDERFUL time!



As the years went by and the King got used to 
being a king, he had days when he felt brave, 
and days when he didn’t; days when he felt 
graceful and days when he didn’t. “That’s all 
right,’” he would say to himself, “that’s just 
fine. No one can be perfect all the time!”

But if ever he wasn’t fine or he started to worry 
and his head drooped and his crown slipped, 
he would visit a little garden he knew of where 
the magical beasts liked to gather. There they 
would sit, still as statues until they saw 
that their friend, the King, needed them.



“Perhaps, after all, you would be better at 
being king than I,” he would say.

“Nonsense!” they would reply as one, 
springing to life. “Just do your best!”



How the animals relate to the personal, social and emotional development goals within the EYFS

Self-confidence and self-awareness: children are confident 

to try new activities, and say why they like some activities more than 

others. They are confident to speak in a familiar group, will talk about 

their ideas, and will choose the resources they need for their chosen 

activities. They say when they do or don’t need help.

LION: confidence speaking to others about own needs and opinions

BULL: acknowledging fear but having a go anyway

YALE: growth mind set; being open to trying; understanding  

failure is not bad

Managing feelings and behaviour: children talk about how they 

and others show feelings, talk about their own and others’ behaviour, 

and its consequences, and know that some behaviour is unacceptable. 

They work as part of a group or class, and understand and follow the 

rules. They adjust their behaviour to different situations, and take 

changes of routine in their stride.

DRAGON: understanding our actions affect others

Making relationships: children play co-operatively, taking turns 

with others. They take account of one another’s ideas about how to 

organise their activity. They show sensitivity to others’ needs and 

feelings, and form positive relationships with adults and other children.

GREYHOUND: listening to what others say and need


