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T
om

’s H
om

egrow
n G

iant
read

 th
e cap

tion
 u

n
d

er th
e fad

ed
photograph of a boy holding a silver cup beside the tallest
sunflow

er that Sally had ever seen.

“T
hat’s your D

addy,” said her G
randm

other proudly. “E
very year

at the annual Flow
er Show

 in the village they alw
ays have a

com
petition for the tallest sunflow

er. T
he w

inner gets a cup and a
photograph of them

selves w
ith their sunflow

er put in the local
paper.”

“G
ran, could I enter the com

petition this year?” asked Sally.

“I don’t see w
hy not. Y

ou’ll have to grow
 it all by yourself. B

ut
I’m

 sure I could give you som
e advice,” sm

iled her G
ran.

“H
ow

 do I start?” begged Sally.

“Y
ou’ll have to prepare the soil first. B

e sure it is som
ew

here that
w

ill get lots of sun. Y
our D

ad put in som
e fertiliser. H

e used horse
m

anure from
 the field w

here M
rs Jones keeps her ponies.”

“W
hat’s fertiliser?” asked Sally.

“It’s m
aterial rich in good things that helps build strong roots and

m
ake the flow

ers grow
 big and tall,” said G

ran.

“W
here did D

ad plant his sunflow
er?” asked Sally.

“T
ak

e th
e p

h
otog

rap
h

 ou
tsid

e an
d

 see if you
 can

 fin
d

 it,”
suggested G

ran.

Sally ran outside into the garden looking for the place w
here her

dad w
as standing. She found it on the corner of the house. T

he
sun w

as full on her face and the earth looked rich and brow
n.

“I’ve found it,” shouted Sally. “I’ve found the place for m
y

sunflow
er.”

G
ran cam

e round the corner carrying a spade, a fork and a rake.

“Y
ou m

ust now
 dig the ground w

ith your spade, use the fork to
break up any big lum

ps, then rake the soil to m
ake it fine and

sm
ooth.”

Sally w
orked hard all afternoon. W

hen she had finished she called
her G

ran to com
e and look.

“T
hat’s good Sally,” she said. “I’ve rung M

rs Jones’ daughter w
ho

now
 ow

ns the stables. She’s got som
e m

anure you can have.”

A
fter their trip to the stable they cam

e hom
e w

ith a sm
all bag of

m
anure to dig into the earth. Sally opened the bag, “O

h! W
hat a

sm
ell,” she said.

“Y
ou’ll have to get used to that if you are going to be a gardener,”

said her G
ran laughing.

W
hen Sally had finished she w

atered her flow
er bed and w

hen she
had finished she stepped back to adm

ire her w
ork.

“H
aven’t you forgotten som

ething?” asked G
ran.

“I’ve done everything you said,” said Sally.

“Y
es, but w

hy are you m
aking the ground ready?”

“For m
y sunflow

er, of course!” said Sally fiercely.

“So w
here is it?” asked G

ran.

“O
h, I haven’t got one. I’ve done all this w

ork for nothing!” Sally
began to cry.

“G
ood thing I rem

em
bered then,” said G

ran opening her hand to
show

 the tw
o sunflow

er seeds she w
as holding.

Sally sm
iled. “T

hanks, G
ran.”

“I w
ould plant them

 both. Just in case one doesn’t grow
.”

Sally carefully m
ade tw

o holes w
ith a fat stick, w

ell apart so the
plants w

ould have room
 to grow

. She dropped a seed into each
hole and covered them

 over. She raked the soil over them
 and gave

them
 som

e w
ater. She m

arked them
 w

ith sticks so she w
ould

know
 w

here to look for them
. Sally cam

e everyday to her G
ran’s to

see how
 the plants w

ere doing. She w
atered them

 and peered at
the earth. A

fter a fortnight Sally w
as getting disappointed.

“T
here’s nothing there,” she said to G

ran. “M
y sunflow

ers aren’t
grow

ing.”

“P
atience, you m

ust give them
 tim

e to germ
inate.”

“G
erm

inate, w
hat does that m

ean?” asked Sally.

“It m
eans that w

hen the seed is in the earth the good things in the
soil w

ork on the seed. W
hen it is ready the seed begins to send out

shoots through its skin. R
oots push dow

n into the ground and soft
green shoots push up tow

ards the sun. T
hey break through the

earth so w
e can see them

. T
hen w

e know
 the plant is grow

ing.”

“A
re m

y seeds doing that?” asked Sally excitedly.

“I am
 sure they are.”

Sally w
ent outside to her sunflow

ers. She im
agined them

 in their
dark bed pushing out shoots through their hard skin. It w

as then
she had the idea. She ran to the garden shed w

here G
ran kept her

spade. Sally dragged it back across the law
n. She began to dig. U

p
popped one of her seeds. She lifted it from

 the earth and put it in
her hand. She could just see a tiny w

hite shoot sticking from
 the

side of the seed. She rushed indoors to show
 G

ran.

“It’s germ
inating, it’s germ

inating,” she shouted.

G
ran looked up from

 her m
ixing bow

l.

“O
h, Sally!” she said. “Y

ou m
ustn’t dig it up. It w

on’t grow
 like

that.”

Sally looked dow
nhearted.

“N
ever m

ind. Let’s hope the other one germ
inates” said G

ran.

Sally didn’t disturb the other seed and soon it began to appear
above the surface. A

s the sum
m

er w
ent on it grew

 and grew
. A

t
last the day cam

e w
hen the judges w

ere to m
easure it.

“U
m

,” said one of the judges, “T
his one’s 6

1/2
m

etres high.”

“Is that good?” asked Sally.

“It could be but w
e still have three m

ore to m
easure.”

Sally w
as too excited to eat her lunch. T

he telephone rang just
before tea. She heard her G

ran say. “Tom
orrow

 at ten w
ill be fine.”

T
he next day Sally had her photograph taken in exactly the sam

e
place as her D

ad had done all those years before.
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She had only just been m
ade an angel. She w

as beginning to get
used to the w

ings but had not yet learned to fly. “Tom
orrow

,” the
C

hief A
ngel had said. “I’ll take you flying tom

orrow
.”

E
veryone seem

ed to be rather pre-occupied. T
here w

as a lot of
com

m
otion and angels seem

ed to be arriving from
 everyw

here.

“W
hat’s going on?” she asked. N

obody seem
ed to know

.

“W
e’ve got a special m

ission,” said another young angel as he
sw

ept past practising his flying technique.“It’s som
ething to do

w
ith shepherds and G

ood T
idings to A

ll M
en. T

hat’s all I know
.”

“It’s all very strange,” thought the Little A
ngel. “I thought heaven

w
ould be quieter than this.”

A
s she w

as rearranging her left w
ing for the um

pteenth tim
e that

day, a host of angels cam
e dow

n from
 the clouds and nearly

knocked her over.

“C
om

e along, little one,” said a kindly voice. “Y
ou’ll be late for

choir practice.”

B
efore she knew

 w
hat w

as happening the Little A
ngel w

as sw
ept

along by the crow
d. From

 som
ew

here behind her m
usic began and

all around her voices began to sing. In beautiful harm
onies the

m
usic rose and fell. She had never heard anything so m

agical in all
her short life.

“W
hy aren’t you singing?” said the kindly voice. She turned to

her partner w
ho sm

iled at her w
ith a radiant sm

ile.

“I don’t know
 how

 to,” said the Little A
ngel.

“O
f course you do. A

ll angels can sing. O
pen your m

outh and
try.”

So she opened her m
outh but a beautiful sound did not com

e out.
O

nly a very high-pitched shrill squeak. E
verything w

ent silent.
A

ll eyes seem
ed to be on the little angel.

“W
ho is m

aking that dreadful noise?” said the C
hief A

ngel w
ho

w
as also the conductor of the w

onderful choir.

“Y
ou, you in the m

iddle. C
om

e here at once.”

T
he Little A

ngel didn’t know
 w

hat to do.

“Y
ou m

ust go to him
,” said the kindly voice.

T
he Little A

ngel pushed her w
ay to the front and stood before the

C
hief A

ngel.

“If you can’t sing in tune you m
ust leave,” he said. “O

ur m
ission

is too special to be spoilt by som
eone w

ho can’t sing.”

W
ith a heavy heart the Little A

ngel left the choir practice and
found an em

pty cloud. She sat dow
n and cried. T

hrough her tears
she heard the choir, this tim

e far aw
ay.

“It’s so beautiful. O
h, w

hy can’t I sing?” she said m
iserably.

“D
on’t cry, little one,” said the kindly voice w

ho had follow
ed her.

“Y
ou w

ill find you can sing w
hen you’ve learned to fly.”

A
t the next m

om
ent everyone w

as on the m
ove.

“Q
uick, quick. It’s tim

e. W
e m

ustn’t be late.”

T
he kindly voice vanished w

ith the others and before she knew

w
hat had happened the Little A

ngel found herself entirely alone.
T

he w
hole place w

as quiet, not a sound to be heard. T
hey had

forgotten she couldn’t fly. In their hurry she had been left behind.

“W
hat shall I do now

? I can’t m
iss this extraordinary event. I’m

an angel!” T
here w

as nothing for it. She couldn’t w
ait for the

C
hief A

ngel, G
abriel, she thought she’d heard som

eone call him
.

She w
ould have to teach herself to fly. She stood up on her cloud

and rearranged her w
ings. She flapped them

 up and dow
n as she

had seen the other angels do. T
hey didn’t seem

 to m
ake the right

sound. T
heir w

ings fluttered in a gentle m
urm

uring – hers just
flapped. Far too noisy like her singing!

“I w
on’t give up,” she said determ

inedly. “I w
on’t.” She didn’t

know
 how

 long she had taken, for tim
e is different in heaven but

before long she found herself floating in the air.

“I’m
 doing it,” she shouted.“I’m

 flying!”

She listened as her w
ings gently m

urm
ured and she began to soar

sw
iftly through the air. C

loud after cloud brushed against her
w

ings as she tried to find the others.

“I’ve no idea w
here they w

ent,” she thought sadly. T
hen, through

the clouds she heard m
usic.

“T
hat m

ust be them
,” she concluded and she began to fly tow

ards
the sound. A

s she got closer she realised it w
asn’t angels singing

but a raucous band of strolling m
usicians. A

s she flew
 over the

tow
ns and villages she heard the sounds of hum

ans going about
their everyday w

ork. Singing in the fields as they tilled the soil.
C

hildren playing and the noises of carpenters saw
ing and nailing

w
ood. She alm

ost forgot w
hy she w

as flying w
hen suddenly she

found herself in the dark. She heard the jingle of harness and the
snorting of horses and cam

els.

“W
hy are these people travelling at night?” she w

ondered. She
saw

 in front of this long caravan of m
en and w

om
en, three proud

rich m
en riding expensively harnessed cam

els. She flew
 close to

hear their speech.

“T
he star is bright tonight,” one said. “H

ow
 m

uch longer m
ust

w
e travel?” said another. “It w

on’t be long now
 for see the star has

stopped over that village yonder.”

“K
ing H

erod is not a m
an to be trusted,” said the third. “W

hen
w

e reach the child, w
e m

ust journey hom
e a different w

ay.”

“C
hild, w

hat child?” she asked herself. She now
 saw

 the star they
w

ere follow
ing. It w

as brighter than any other. B
eyond it she

heard singing. It w
as angel singing. T

hey w
ere here, here in this

poor place. She flew
 on to find them

 and as she passed over a
stable she heard a baby crying and a m

other hushing him
 to sleep.

She landed gently on the roof and looked in. T
here he w

as lying in
a bed of straw

. She sm
iled at him

 and he at her. A
round his head

she saw
 a burning light.

“T
his is G

od’s Son,” she said. “I m
ust go at once and praise his

nam
e.” She set off again and just over the hill she saw

 them
. T

he
m

ultitude of the heavenly host praising G
od and singing “G

lory
to G

od in the H
ighest and P

eace to A
ll M

en”.

She slipped into her place beside the kindly voice and began to
sing. 
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T
he tw

ins, Jilly and Jam
es, loved m

aking things, especially out of
P

lasticene. T
hey had been given a large box for C

hristm
as and had

m
ade a w

hole zoo com
plete w

ith cages. E
veryone agreed this w

as
the best thing they had ever m

ade. W
hen friends cam

e to the
house they w

ere show
n the splendid zoo. It had stood on the

kitchen table for ages until their M
um

 got tired of w
orking

around it and she had taken it upstairs. It now
 lived in Jam

es’s
bedroom

 but neither of the tw
ins had touched it for ages.

“It’s about tim
e you m

ade som
ething new

,” their M
um

 had said.
“Y

ou haven’t played w
ith your P

lasticene for a long tim
e.”

Jilly and Jam
es liked the zoo and did not w

ant to m
ake it into

an
yth

in
g

 else so th
ey m

ad
e th

in
g

s ou
t of b

oxes an
d

 ju
n

k
,

annoying their M
um

 by covering her kitchen table in glue and
bits of paper.

“I w
ish you w

ould go back to the P
lasticene,” she said. “It w

as so
m

uch cleaner.”

T
he w

eeks passed and the tw
ins forgot about the zoo until

M
other’s D

ay approached.

“W
hat about m

aking another big m
odel for M

um
 on M

other’s
D

ay?” said Jilly. “W
hat shall w

e m
ake this tim

e?” asked Jam
es,

looking up from
 his book.

“A
s it’s spring, w

hat about a farm
, w

ith sheep and lam
bs?”

“Y
es, that’s a good idea. T

here’s a book here som
ew

here w
ith a

picture of sheep and lam
bs and things,” said Jam

es searching
through the piles of books spread all over his room

.

“Is this the one?” said Jilly, opening a book on nature show
ing a

field full of sheep.

“T
hat’s it,” said Jam

es. “Let’s get started.”

Jilly and Jam
es carefully took all the zoo anim

als and their cages
apart, putting all the P

lasticene back into its separate colours.
W

hen they had finished they realised they had a problem
. T

hey
only had enough w

hite to m
ake about tw

o or three sheep.

“H
ow

 m
uch m

oney have you got in your m
oney box, Jilly?” asked

Jam
es. She w

ent to her room
 and brought back her m

oney box.
T

here w
ere only a few

 pennies inside. T
he sam

e w
ent for Jam

es.
T

hey only had 79 pence betw
een them

.

“W
e’ll have to ask D

ad for a loan,” said Jilly. T
hat night w

hen
D

ad cam
e hom

e the tw
ins told him

 w
hat they w

ere doing. “N
o

problem
,” he said. “I’ll get you som

e on m
y w

ay hom
e tom

orrow
.”

T
he next day he arrived hom

e w
ith his purchase and sm

uggled it
upstairs w

ithout M
um

 seeing. T
hey now

 had so m
uch w

hite they
could have m

ade tw
o or three flocks of sheep, not one. E

very night
after school they had their tea and crept upstairs to w

ork on their
m

odel. T
hey stretched and pulled the P

lasticene into the shape of
sheep and lam

bs. T
hey had to roll the softened P

lasticene into
balls. Jilly w

as good at pulling up little bits all over the ball to
m

ake it look like w
ool. Jam

es m
ade four black legs to stick on the

bodies and he rolled sm
aller balls for their heads. O

ne evening
they borrow

ed M
um

’s rolling pin to flatten som
e green to m

ake
the fields. A

s som
e of the dye cam

e out it m
arked the rolling pin

so Jilly had to give it a good scrub in the bathroom
 to m

ake it

clean. M
um

 had nearly caught her w
hen she brought som

e
ironing up to put in the airing cupboard. “W

hat are you doing in
the bathroom

, Jilly?” she had called through the door. “N
othing,”

said Jilly, hoping her M
um

 w
ould not com

e in and look. W
hen

they had nearly finished they asked D
ad to com

e and have a look
w

hile M
um

 w
as out at her evening class.

“It’s w
onderful. T

he sheep look really life-like,” he said. “T
he

brow
n and black fences are a nice touch and I like those trees as

w
ell. Y

ou have done w
ell. W

hat about a farm
er on a red tractor

just to finish it off?”

Together they fashioned the tractor, using the bright red for the
bodyw

ork, rolling and pulling som
e black to m

ake fat circles for
the w

heels and Jilly m
ade a little seat out of som

e brow
n. A

s D
ad

leant forw
ard to pick up som

e pink for the farm
er’s face he lost his

balance and knelt on five sheep squashing them
 flat.

“O
h D

ad,” shouted Jilly. “Look w
hat you’ve done!”

“Sorry!” said D
ad apologetically. “C

an you m
ake them

 again?”

“O
f course I can. B

ut do look w
here you’re kneeling in future.”

A
t last it w

as ready. Jam
es had hidden it under his bed. H

e had
m

ade his bedroom
 extra specially untidy so his m

other w
ouldn’t

com
e and clean. She had scolded him

 several tim
es about the state

of his room
 but he had just sm

iled. Jilly sm
iled too.

“W
h

at are you
 tw

o u
p

 to?” sh
e h

ad
 ask

ed
 on

e m
orn

in
g

.
“N

othing,” they replied.

“Leave them
 alone,” said D

ad.“T
hey’re only kids.”

“H
ave you seen the state of Jam

es’s room
?” she asked angrily.

“H
e’ll clear it up soon, probably after Sunday” said D

ad giving
Jam

es a w
ink.

“W
hat is going on?” asked M

um
.

“Y
ou’ll see,” said the tw

ins as they got their school things
together.

“I hope she doesn’t go into m
y room

,” said Jam
es as they w

alked
to school. “P

erhaps w
e ought to have hidden it in a safer place.”

A
ll day long they w

ondered w
hether their M

um
 w

ould find their
surprise. Jilly hardly ate any of her packed lunch she w

as so
w

orried. It w
ould be all right, Jam

es assured her. W
hen they got

hom
e they vanished upstairs. A

ll w
as w

ell. T
here w

as no sign that
M

um
 had tried to tidy Jam

es’s room
. A

t last M
othering Sunday

cam
e. Jilly and Jam

es helped D
ad give M

um
 breakfast in bed. H

e
then helped them

 lift their farm
 dow

nstairs onto the kitchen
table. It w

as bigger than the zoo and took up m
ore space. W

hen
M

um
 cam

e dow
n she w

as am
azed. “H

appy M
other’s D

ay,” the
tw

ins shouted.

“G
oodness!” said M

um
. “D

id you m
ake all this?”

“D
ad helped w

ith the tractor,” said Jilly and she told the story of
D

ad squashing five sheep. E
verybody laughed. M

um
 looked

carefully at all the m
odels. It w

as then she noticed a sm
all string

of flags betw
een tw

o of the trees. O
n one side it said ‘H

appy
M

other’s D
ay’ but on the other in very sm

all w
riting it said ‘I w

ill
tidy m

y room
, prom

ise’.
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“T
here are lots of different sorts of places w

here w
e can find plants

and anim
als,” M

rs C
ollins had said. “Y

ou can find them
 w

here is
little shelter like a field or open grassland and w

here there are lots
of trees like a w

ood or a forest. A
nother place is w

here there is lots
of w

ater like a pond or the seaside. Tom
orrow

 w
e are all going to

w
here there’s lots of w

ater. W
e are going to the seaside to find out

w
hat plants and anim

als live there. D
on’t forget to bring your

packed lunch and som
ething to put your finds in.”

Lucy w
as excited. She had never been to the seaside before. H

er
class w

ere going on a coach for their school outing and her M
um

w
as com

ing too as one of the helpers.

“W
hat’s it like at the seaside?” Lucy asked her M

um
 at tea.

“W
ell, usually there is a long stretch of sand called the beach.

Som
etim

es there are lots of pebbles and rocky places w
here there

are pools of w
ater. I rem

em
ber finding w

ater shrim
ps in the rock

pools w
hen I w

as a girl. W
e’ll see if w

e can find som
e tom

orrow
.”

Lucy found it difficult to sleep. She w
as so eager to see the sea.

M
orning soon cam

e and she jum
ped out of bed and opened the

curtains. T
he sun w

as shining and the sky w
as blue.

“It looks like a lovely day,” said her M
um

 popping her head round
the door to see if Lucy w

as aw
ake.

T
he journey on the coach took several hours and Lucy thought

they w
ould never get there w

hen suddenly she saw
 a large expanse

of blue w
ater.

“Look M
um

, the sea!”

E
veryone piled off the coach and M

rs C
ollins, the headteacher,

m
ade sure everyone w

as in a sm
all group.

“W
e’ll have half-an-hour m

aking observations and collecting
things,” she said. “T

hen w
e’ll m

eet over by those rocks and go to a
little sheltered beach the other side to eat our lunch. H

as everyone
got their notebooks?”

T
he little groups of children and their helpers scattered all over

the beach. Lucy w
as in her M

um
’s group w

ith her friends D
anny

and D
eborah. T

hey w
ent onto the pebbly bit w

hich her M
um

 told
them

 w
as called the ‘shingle’ and they collected som

e stones.
Som

e w
ere round and sm

ooth, others w
ere sharp and flat. T

hey all
looked grey w

hen you looked at them
 all together but w

hen you
picked them

 up som
e w

ere grey and brow
n and som

e w
ere

speckled. T
he children drew

 pictures in their notebooks and Lucy
chose som

e she liked and put them
 in her bag. 

She found som
e coloured shells as w

ell. Lots w
ere chipped and

broken so she put those back. B
ut som

e w
ere w

hole and beautiful.
H

er favourite w
as ridged w

ith different coloured pinks on the
outside. 

T
hey paddled in the sea and looked in the rock pools. T

hey didn’t
find any w

ater shrim
ps. M

um
 said it m

ight be the w
rong tim

e of
year. T

hey saw
 the other groups m

aking for the rocks on the far
side of the beach and they w

ent to join them
.

E
veryone had found som

e exciting things and they w
ere show

ing
each other.

“A
re w

e all here?” said M
rs C

ollins, counting people’s heads. “Y
es.

O
kay, let’s go and have our lunch.”

A
s they rounded the rocks they saw

 lots of m
en on the beach.

T
hey had ropes and there w

as a boat just off shore.

“I w
onder w

hat’s going on,” said Lucy. “M
y goodness,” said M

rs
C

ollins. “T
here is a young w

hale on the beach.”

O
ne of the m

en cam
e over. H

e w
as a fisherm

an and it w
as his boat

just off shore.

“Sorry, m
adam

,” he said. “I’m
 afraid w

e’ve got a beached w
hale.

W
e are trying to pull her back to sea. T

hey do this som
etim

es,
silly creatures.”

“C
an the children w

atch?” asked M
rs C

ollins.

“If you stand back over there you should be in no danger,” said the
fisherm

an.

“W
hy does she have to go back into the sea?” one of the children

asked.

“She’s a w
ater anim

al,” said the fisherm
an. “If she stays out of the

w
ater for too long she’ll die.”

T
he children w

atched as the w
hale w

as pushed into a large net
and dragged to the edge of the w

ater. R
opes w

ere attached and the
m

en in the boat started the engine and began to tug the w
hale

back into the deeper w
ater. T

he net w
as released from

 her body
and the w

hale began to sw
im

 free.

T
he children all clapped and ran dow

n to the shore to w
atch her

sw
im

 aw
ay. T

hey w
ent and looked at the large m

ark she had m
ade

in the sand. It w
as huge.

“Y
ou can see how

 heavy she w
as,” said the fisherm

an. “Look at the
big hollow

 she has m
ade.”

T
he children m

easured her length by striding the m
ark. T

hey
m

ade notes in their notebooks.

“T
im

e for lunch, after all that excitem
ent,” said M

rs C
ollins.

A
s they sat eating their lunch they could still see the large tail of

the w
hale appearing now

 and again above the w
aves. She seem

ed
to be sw

im
m

ing around in circles but soon she w
as m

aking for the
open w

ater. She disappeared from
 sight and Lucy felt glad.

“D
o you think she’s looking for her M

um
?” asked Lucy.

“P
robably,” said M

rs C
ollins.

“W
ell,” said M

rs C
ollins as they clam

bered back on the bus.
“W

hat an exciting adventure. I didn’t expect to see a w
hale today.

W
e w

ill have to find out about w
hales w

hen w
e are back in school

tom
orrow

.”

A
ll the classes in Lucy’s school found out about w

hales and they
built a huge one out of boxes and paper. It w

as too big for any of
the classroom

s so it lived in the hall for the rest of the term
. A

rem
inder of their adventure at the seaside.
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