Marvin and the Three Lions
A Story Written By The Reception Class




Once upon a time there were three lions who
lived in a gingerbread house in a field near the forest.




One day Daddy lion cooked some chicken. It was too
hot. They went for a walk in the woods.




Just then a boy called Marvin was
skating in the woods. He saw the lions’
house and went inside.




He tried the big chicken but it was too hot. He tried the
middle-sized chicken but it was too cold. He tried the E
teeny weeny chicken and it was just right so he ate it all

up.




He sat in the large chair, it was too hard. He sat in the
middle-sized chair and it was too soft. He sat on the teeny
weeny chair and it was just right. Then it broke.




Then he went to the bedroom. He sat on the big bed first.

It was too hard. Then Marvin sat on the middle-sized bed

and it was too soft. Then he lay down on Baby Lion’s a

bed and it was just right so he fell fast asleep.




The lions came back. They got cross and roared.
"Somebody’s been eating my chicken,” said Daddy Lion.
"Somebody’s been eating my chicken,” said Mummy Lion.
"Somebody’s been eating my chicken,” said Baby Lion,
"and they’ve eaten it all up.




They went into the living room and saw the chairs.
"Somebody’s been sitting in my chair,” said Daddy Lion.
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"Somebody’s been sitting in my chair,” said Mummy Lion.
"Somebody’s been sitting in my chair,” said Baby Lion,
"and it’s broke”.




‘

fhe three lions cc;.ﬂmer into the bedroom and they weren’t happy.

"Somebody’s been sleeping in my bed,” said Daddy Lion.
"Somebody’s been sleeping in my bed,” said Mummy Lion.

"Somebody’s been sleeping in my bed,” said Baby Lion, “and
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he's still there.




The lions roared. Marvin woke up. He was
scared. He ran downstairs. He opened the door
and he skated away.




Marvin never ever went back to the gingerbread
house again. The lions lived happily ever after.




