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1. Father Frost 
 

Once, there lived a man whose wife died, leaving him to care for their young 
daughter, Irina. As time passed, he worried that she was lonely, so he married 
a new wife with a daughter of her own.  

“Now we shall be a family once more,” he said.  

But Irina’s father soon realized that he’d made a terrible mistake. The 
stepmother was bad-tempered and hated Irina. She made her work hard, 
chopping wood, feeding the pigs, and scrubbing the floor, while her own 
daughter, Nonna, lay in bed all day, eating cake. If Irina or her father dared to 
complain, she threw pots and pans at them both.  

One winter’s morning, the stepmother announced it was time for Irina to 
marry. “Everything is arranged,” she told Irina’s father. “Fetch the sleigh, take 
the girl into the forest, and leave her by the tall pine.”  

“But she’ll freeze in the cold!” cried Irina’s father.  

“She’ll not wait long for her bridegroom,” the stepmother promised.  

Irina and her father were too afraid to protest.  

Irina gathered her belongings silently. The only food she was allowed to take 
were peelings from the pigsty.  

The stepmother watched them ride away and laughed at her cruel trick. 
“Good-bye and good riddance!” she cried.  

Irina and her father rode deep into the forest. When they came to the tall pine, 
he couldn’t bear to leave her.  

“Don’t be sad, father,” said Irina bravely, “hurry home or you’ll be in trouble.”  

When he’d gone, Irina sat on a tree stump, shuddering with cold, and pulled 
the bundle of peelings from her pocket. Suddenly, she heard footsteps in the 
snow. Along came a glittering figure with a white beard, sparkling the trees 
with frost and showering them with icicles.  

Father Frost stopped and gazed at Irina.  

“Are you warm, little maid?” he asked.  

“Yes, sir, I’m warm,” said Irina politely, although her teeth chattered.  

Father Frost stepped closer, making ice form at her feet.  

“Are you still warm, little red cheeks?” he asked. 



“Yes, sir, still warm,” said Irina, although her toes were numb.  

Father Frost stepped closer, making snow-flakes fall.  

“Are you still warm, little blue lips?” he asked.  

Irina struggled to speak, for each breath stabbed like needles in her chest.  

“Yes, sir, warm enough,” she whispered.  

Then Father Frost saw Irina’s brave smile and took pity on her. He wrapped her 
in a scarlet cloak and warm blankets. 

That night, Irina’s father couldn’t sleep. At dawn, he rode into the forest, 
fearing his daughter was dead. But to his joy, he found Irina alive, warmly 
dressed with a chest full of presents at her feet. 

The stepmother was furious when they returned. “Nonna must go to the 
forest,” she said. “She deserves richer clothes and presents than Irina!”  

So, the next morning, Irina’s father took Nonna into the forest.  

Nonna waited expectantly at the tall pine, eating cake. Before long, Father 
Frost appeared. He stopped and stared at Nonna.  

“Are you warm, little maid?” he asked.  

“Of course not!” snapped Nonna. “Give me a cloak—a fur one would suit me.”  

Father Frost frowned and stepped closer.  

“Are you warm, little red cheeks?”  

“No!” shouted Nonna. “I need a fur hat and boots too.”  

Father Frost stepped closer, shaking his head.  

“Are you warm, little blue lips?”  

“NO!” shrieked Nonna.  

“Are you deaf old man? Just give me the chest full of presents and make it 
big!”  

Then Father Frost saw Nonna’s greedy eyes. He raised his staff.  

The next morning, the stepmother herself went into the forest. She found 
Nonna, pale as ice, wrapped in a cloak of frost, with nothing but a box of pine 
needles at her feet. She hugged her shivering daughter tight, but Nonna was so 
chilled that they both froze to death on the spot. 

  



2. The Magic Porridge Pot 

 

One winter’s day, Hans was walking to school, when he met an old woman 
asking for food. Hans came from a poor family and only had a crust of bread 
for his lunch, but he happily shared it with the old woman, for he knew how it 
felt to be hungry himself. 

On the way home, he met the old woman again. She handed him a little 
cooking pot. “This is to thank you for your kindness,” she said. “Tap it and say, 
‘Cook, little pot, cook!’ and it will give you as much porridge as you wish. If you 
want it to stop, tap it once more and say, ‘Stop, little pot, stop!”’ Hans thanked 
her and carried the pot home. 

When his mother and little brother, Fritz, saw the battered old pot, they 
thought Hans had picked up some trash along the path. But then he tapped it 
and said, “Cook, little pot, cook!” Suddenly, the kitchen was filled with a 
delicious sweet smell and, to their amazement, the pot bubbled with thick, 
creamy porridge. 

“Stop, little pot, stop!” said Hans, with another tap, and they all dug in. 

From that day Hans and his family never had to go hungry again. They had 
porridge whenever they wished. Sometimes they stirred in a spoonful of jam or 
a handful of berries. Sometimes they invited their neighbours in to share a 
warm meal. 

Then, one morning, while Hans was at school, Fritz decided that he wanted 
more. His mother was outside, fetching firewood, so Fritz tapped the pot and 
said, “Cook, little pot, cook!” Sure enough, the little pot began to fill with 
porridge. Fritz spooned some into his bowl and began to eat. But the pot kept 
cooking. He didn’t notice the porridge dribbling over the top of the pot until he 
had licked his bowl clean. “Stop cooking pot!” he said, but the pot didn’t stop. 
Porridge spilled over the stove and onto the kitchen floor. Fritz began to cry, 
and his mother came rushing in from the garden. 

“What’s happened?” she cried. “Stop, porridge pot, stop!” But the pot kept 
cooking. Porridge flooded the kitchen and flowed out through the back door. It 
bubbled down the path and into the street. All the cats in the village ran up to 
eat their fill, and the dogs ran after them. 

“What’s happened?” cried the villagers as warm porridge oozed into their 
houses and shops. “Somebody stop this!” But nobody could. The children 
slipped and skidded and sledged in porridge, they even tried to make porridge 
snowmen, but soon it was too deep to play in. It filled the rooms of the houses, 



so everyone had to climb out of the windows onto their rooftops. “Eat as much 
as you can!” cried the mayor, but it was no use, the porridge kept coming. It 
streamed down the road like a white lumpy river until it reached the 
schoolhouse. 

When Hans smelled the sweet porridge, he ran out of school. At once, he knew 
what had happened. But how could he get home to put things right? A wintry 
gust of wind gave him an idea. The children had been making kites at school 
that day, so he fetched his kite and threw it into the sky. As it flew up, he 
grabbed on to its tail and soared high above the porridge river and over the 
village. When Hans reached his house, he let go and landed softly in his 
porridge garden. Just as he did so, the little cooking pot bobbed by. Hans 
tapped it. “Stop, little pot, stop!” he said, and it stopped cooking at once. Hans 
sighed with relief. 

But it took many days for people to eat their way back into their houses, and 
nobody in that village, except Hans and his family, ever ate porridge again. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  



3. Mini Stories 4 

(A) A Perfect Wedding 

 

Pam was getting married. She was very excited. She was also nervous. 
Everything had to be perfect. She was scared that things would go wrong at 
the last minute. Her maid of honour was her sister, who made sure everything 
was ready. She checked all the guests. She made sure the cake and food were 
ready. She prepared the flower girl and the ring bearer. 

 

Ring Bearer 

Everything was perfect. The wedding colours were purple and silver. There 
were purple and silver flowers on all the tables. The wedding ceremony was 
outdoors. It was by a beautiful lake. All the chairs had silver ribbons tied to 
them. It was a beautiful day. 

Guess who the bridegroom was?  

Correct, it was Banta from the village: Raj Gumal. 

 

From Santa Singh  

  



(B) Cutting Hair 

 

After passing her plus two exams, Banto joined IELTS classes and achieved level 
six for Reading, writing, listening and speaking. Then she went to Canada to 
study hospitality.  

Banto’s hair was getting long. She was starting college soon. Banto wanted to 
cut her hair before college started. She was also going to donate her hair. She 
had to cut 8 inches to donate it. She decided to cut it even though it would be 
really very short. She never had her hair short. It was always long. She decided 
it was time for a change. 

After she cut her hair, she felt good. She loved her new look. She felt fresh. It 
would also be easier to wash and comb her hair. She also felt good about 
donating her hair. 

For many weeks, she did not do video call to her mum in India. She only did 
phone calls. 

 

(C) A Local Talent Show 

 

There was a local talent show. The first place winner would get five hundred 
dollars. The second place winner would get three hundred. The third place 
winner would get one hundred dollars. It was free to participate. Tickets were 
sold for five dollars per person. Everyone was excited to perform and also watch. 

There were all kinds of acts including the typical singing and dancing acts, 
exciting magic acts, and extreme cycling. The whole town was excited. Tickets 
were sold out. The money raised from the tickets would go to a local charity. 
The charity was for the homeless. 

Banta participated in the show. His item was Punjabi Bhangra. He did not 
achieve the first place but came third. One hundred dollars for the charity was 
good. He was super happy. All his friends congratulated him. He took them to a 
restaurant and cost him $310. 

  



(D) Birbal the Wise 

One day, a rich merchant came to Birbal. He said to Birbal, “I have seven 
servants in my house. One of them has stolen my bag of precious pearls. 
Please find out the thief.” 

So Birbal went to the rich man’s house. He called all the seven servants in a 
room. He gave a stick to each one of them. Then he said, “These are magic 
sticks. Just now all these sticks are equal in length. Keep them with you and 
return tomorrow. If there is a thief in the house, his stick will grow an inch 
longer by tomorrow.” 

The servant who had stolen the bag of pearls was scared. He thought, “If I 
cut a piece of one inch from my stick, I won’t be caught.” So he cut the stick 
and made it shorter by one inch. The next day Birbal collected the sticks 
from the servants. He found that one servant’s stick was short by an inch. 
Birbal pointed his finger at him and said, “Here is the thief.” The servant 
confessed to his crime. He returned the bag of pearls. He was sent to jail. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



4. Present Progressive Tense 
When do you use the present progressive tense? To talk about actions in the 
present, or things that are still going on or happening now. 

 

I’m writing a letter, and my mum is knitting a sweater for my brother Banta. 

 

1.  I’m playing chess with my friend. 

2.  She’s riding a horse. 

3.  He’s taking a walk in the park. 

4.  The man’s counting the money. 

5.  They are practicing tai chi. 

6.  We’re rushing to the airport to meet Mr. Smith. 

7.  They are still sleeping. 

8.  They are swimming in the sea. 

9.  What are they doing? 

10. What’s happening? 

11. Why aren’t you doing your homework? 

12. Aren’t I sitting up straight?  



5. Picture Dictionary Page 

 

  



 

  



 

 

 

 

 


