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A mouse took a stroll thmugl‘l the deep dark wood.
A fox saw the mouse and the mouse looked guml.

“Where are you going to, little brown mouse?

Come and have lunch in my undergmundr house.”
“It’s l:erri]:]_y kind of you, Fox, but no —
['m going to have lunch with a gmﬁalo.”

“A gruﬁ[afa? What's a gruffa/o?"
“A gruﬁan! Why, didn’t you know?



"W}!em are you meeting him?”

“Here, 13}? these rocks,
And his favourite food is roasted fox.”



“Roasted j(oxf I'm off."’ " Fox said.
"Ga-::déye, fittle mouse,” and away he sped.

“Sill}r old Fox! Doesn’t he lznow,
There’s no'such t}liﬂg as a gruﬂalo?”







On went the mouse tl1rﬂugh the deep dark wood.
An owl saw the mouse and the mouse looked goocl.
“Where are you going to, little brown mouse?

Come and have tea in my treetop house.”

“It's frig}lt{'ull}r nice of you, Owl, but no —

I'm going to have tea with a gruffalo.”

‘A gmffain? What's a gmﬁ(afa? )
“A gruHaID[ W]‘Ly, didn’t you know?



and turned-out toes,

“Where are you meeting him?”

“Here, 1')}: this stream,

Ancl his favourite :Eoccl is owl ice cream.”



“Owl ice cream? Toowhit toowhoo!
Goaa’t’;ye, fittle mouse,” and away Owl flew.

“Silly old Owl! Doesn’t he know,
There's no'such thing as a gruffalo?”






On went the mouse tlu‘oug]:l the cleep dark wood.

A snake saw the mouse and the mouse looked gonc[.
“Where are you going lo, little brown mouse?

Come for a feast in my logpile house.”

“It's wonclerful]}r gootl of you, Snake, but no —
I'm having a feast with a sruffalo.”

“A gruffm’a? What's a gruffa[a? !
“A gmﬁaln! Why, didn’t you know?



“Where are you meeling him?”
“Here, }J}" this lalee,

And his favourite food is scrambled snake.

"



“Scrambled snake! It's time I hid!
Goaa%ye, fittle mouse,” and away Snake slid.

“Silly old Snake! Doesn’t he know,
There’s no such thing as a gruﬁal oy



But w]m 18 t]ﬁa creature witll terrible ::]aws

And terrible teeth in his ’curri]a]u jﬂws?

He has L:mnl}lﬁly knees and turned-out toes j

; g ;'\11(1_;1 poisonous wart at the end of his nose.

His eyes are orange, his tongue is black;

._He has purplc priclﬂcs all over his back.



“Oh Ill;‘fi[‘.l! Oh no!

[t's a grutfalo!”




“My fauourfte faac#" the Gruffalo said.
“You'll taste good on a shce of bread!”

“Good?” said the mouse. “Don’t call me good!
I'm the scariest creature in this wood.
Just walk behind me and soon you’“ see,

Ever}fone 15 a{raitl of me.”



“All rfgl’wt,” said the GruHalo, ljursting with laughtcr.
“You go ahead and I'll faﬂow after‘ !

T]w}r walked ancl walked till the Gruffalo saicl,
“I hear a hiss in the leaves ahead.”



“It’s Snake,” said the mouse. "Y\?h}r, Snake, hello!”
Snake took one look at the Gruffalo.

“Oh crumbs!” he said, "Goaa’lvye, little mouse,”

And off he slid to his Iugpi}e house.



“You see?” said the mouse. “I told you so.”

"Amarzr'ng."” said the Gruffalo.

Tl1e;.r walked some more till the Gruffalo said,
“I hear a hoot in the trees ahead.”



“It’s Owl, ” said the mouse. “W}l}r, Owl, hello!”
Owl took one look at the Gruffalo.

“Oh dear!” he sa.ic], "Goacﬂrye, fittle mouse,’
And off he flew to his treetop house.



mn

“You see?” said the mouse. “I told you so.

“Astaunaiing!” said the Gruffalo.

The}i walked some more till the Gruffalo said,
“I can hear ﬁzef on the paflir ahead.”



“It's Fox,” said the mouse. “Why, Fox, hello!”
Fox took one look at the Gruffalo.
“Oh Jlie/pf" he saicl, “Gac:uﬂ:rye, ittle mouse,’

Arul u{:l: I]E ran to ]]is un(lergn}uncl l'lc-use.



IWEH, Gm{-l:alu," said the mouse. “You see?
Everyane 18 alfrai-:l of me!

But now my tummy'’s I')eginning to rumble.

My favourite food is — grul.:faln crumble!”

“Gruffa/a crumble!” the Gruffalo said,
An(l quiclz as 'the wind he turned and Hecl






'}'1.“ was quiet in [l'u: [IL.‘L’.I':I LIE'H']E '!'.";-"t'_}lf_‘.rd.

The mouse found a nut and the nut was :_:-uml.










“A mouse took a stroll
f!rr::u.;gfr the ﬂ’eep dark wood.
A f:r.u: saw the mouse

and the mouse looked r.?mu'f. =

Walk further into the clcc'p dark woﬂcl,, a
and discover what happens when ~
the [1111{.L t]'unl\lng mouse comes face

to face vntl} an nwl, a snake 158K

o
and a l‘mng‘r_*_.-' g’n:f{alﬂ s n ‘
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