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Facilitator Fairy Tales 
Andrew Rixon and Simon Kneebone 

 

Introduction 
 

Simon Kneebone and I started collecting facilitator fairy tales at the Australian Facilitator 

Network conference held in Geelong, Victoria, November 2006. With the great interest 

and response to the fairy tales we have continued to work with facilitators and collect 

fairy tales in Sydney and Melbourne. So far we have collected 18 fairy tales, all produced 

creatively and spontaneously by small groups of facilitators working together at our 

workshops. A special thank you to all those facilitators who have contributed! 

 

Working with fairy tale is deceptively simple, and maybe it is the simplicity which makes 

it so powerful. If asked “How does a fairy tale begin?” you won’t be surprised to hear a 

group reply “Once upon a time…”. And similarly, when you ask “And how does a fairy 

tale end?” the reply comes back “And they all lived happily ever after”. From our 

perspective, the beauty of working with the fairy tale genre is how simple it is then to 

invite others to explore and portray their experience, either imagined or real within the 

form of the fairy story.  

 

Whilst all of the stories collected will hold a power and wisdom for many readers, we 

have chosen the following four stories to enrich with illustration. As you read through the 

stories, think about your own facilitation practice. How do these stories resonate with 

you? How do they touch on key ‘wisdoms’ you have found in your experience and 

practice of facilitation? How do they address the challenges and obstacles that you 

yourself have also experienced? What would you write if you were to create your own 

facilitator fairy tale? 
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The Buckets 

 

 
 

This is a story that took place a long, long time ago in a beautiful village in France, called 

Buquet.  It was a land of green pastures and hard work.  The people were very hard-

working.  There were times when life was quite tough.  Really tough, out there in the 

fields.  The land was rich but it required a lot of hard work.   

 

Anyway, there was a time when a great pestilence came to this land.  It was a time of 

troubles and it affected the people quite badly.  Really badly!  Curious thing about this 

town, Buquet, was that everyone owned a bucket.  They all owned a bucket or a pail or 

some kind of container that they carried around with them.  Everyone’s bucket was 

unique.  There were rusty ones and shiny ones, ones with holes, large ones and small 

ones… And not everybody actually knew the variety of buckets… 

 

Until this day when the pestilence came.  They needed to do something about it.  They’d 

heard on the grapevine there was a Wizard coming to town.  He was going to take up 

residence in an old abandoned cottage at the edge of the forest.  They all went along with 

their buckets, walking down the muddy roads to this hut.  They all formed a very 

nervous, orderly queue at the door.  The first person had gone up and knocked at the door 

and couldn’t see that anyone was there.  They thought We shouldn’t barge in because 

he’s a Wizard – he might do something to us – we’d better just wait!  They’re all standing 

there, very seriously, not talking to each other.   
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And people are doing different things with their buckets.  What they noticed was they 

were all starting to feel very anxious – they’d never been all together at the same time in 

the same place.  They were noticing that they all had different buckets and they started to 

compare the buckets that other people had.  They started to feel anxious about whether 

their buckets were good enough.  There is something vulnerable about a line together 

with your own bucket.   

 

This was all unfolding on this particular day – the day of pestilence and needing to work 

things out.  Low and behold – a little boy had been playing in the dirt all this time.  A 

barefoot, raggedy little thing. And he had three little puppies playing with him.  The little 

boy walked up and thought This is a strange thing, to have so many people standing in a 

line with buckets at the end of the forest.  So he went up there and looked at them, with 

his little puppies – and took it all in.  But the curiosity got the better of him. So he 

thought he should find out why everyone was looking so miserable and serious.  And the 

curiosity got the better of the three little puppies.  And all at once they went to one bucket 

and tipped it over!  And all this stuff went out over the ground.  Everyone went 

“ooohhh!!”  The puppies were playing in it and someone was saying “Oh!  That’s 

interesting what’s in that bucket!  I thought it was just problems but there are good things 

as well!  And they started talking to each other about it and gathering around.  The line 

started to break.  And it started into a rabble.  And the puppies got excited too so they 

started jumping on peoples’ buckets and tipping them over.  And exposing what was in 

the buckets to the rest of the crowd.  It just created this great sense of excitement when 

before there was foreboding and anxiety.   

 

After there was a few buckets tipped over (‘cause the puppies really got into this) people 

didn’t feel so bad about having their buckets tipped over and exposed because they 

realized they weren’t the only ones with buckets that could be tipped over full of “stuff!”  

and one or two people even delighted in tipping their own buckets – pouring it out and 

mixing it in with other people’s buckets!  And offering the contents of their buckets to 

other people who were showing interest and also selecting parts of other people’s buckets 

and putting it into their own.  There was a great sharing going on.  But there were still 

one or two that were holding their buckets a bit close to their chests up the front, thinking 

In don’t know about this – we better wait until the Wizard gets here.  But it didn’t take 

long until they too were down on the ground, tumbling on the ground with the puppies.  It 

took a while, but they got onto it – we may as well have fun while we wait until the 

Wizard gets here.  After a time, everybody decided things were okay.  They picked up a 

bucket and they didn’t seem to mind if it wasn’t the bucket they brought in.  They 

wandered back into the village feeling much happier than when they’d first arrived.  

Some people walked back to the village together in groups of 3, 4 and 5 and they were 

quite determined about some of the things that they were going to do together to help deal 

with this terrible pestilence.  And so off everyone went back to the villages in clusters.  

And the little boy just sat there and smiled and thought That was a fun day! 
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The Red Crocks 
 

 
 

Once upon a time there was a village in a forest.  A dark dark dark dark dark dark forest.  

It was even darker than that!  And the people in this village all wore drab clothing.  And 

it was boring, boring, boring, boring, boring.  And they all dressed in a particular way 

because the cobbler in the town was ordered by the mayor and the councilors that people 

had to wear a particular type of shoe.  It was a drab, drab, drab, drab, drab boot.  And 

people walked around like this (demonstrates) because that’s all they could do in these 

boots that the cobbler made.   

 

They went through their dark, boring lives in the dark forest.  And then one day – I don’t 

know how he found his way there – a young man came into town.  He seemed different to 

everybody else.  He seemed to have energy!  He was lively and he moved around.  And 

he started meeting up with the young people – he was teaching them to dance, teaching 

them to sing, teaching them stuff that they’d never done before!  Well the mayor and the 

councilors had a meeting.  They didn’t like this because this was not the way they wanted 

their town run.  They preferred it to be drab, drab, drab, boring – the way that it was!  So 

they contrived a way to get rid of this young man.  There was something different about 

the way that he dressed: he was wearing a different type of shoe.  So they chased him out 

of town and he ran into the forest.  But as he ran his shoes came off.  Well nobody had 

noticed that his shoes had come off…  
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Until one day the cobber was walking in the forest and he found the young man’s shoes.  

They were a particular type of shoe.  So he took off his drab, drab, drab boot that he’d 

been making.  And he slipped on one of these bright new shoes.  All of a sudden, he was 

transformed: he became energetic; he became more lively; he started to sing; he started to 

dance!  He had discovered the secret:  the secret was in these shoes.  So he hid them 

under this shirt and he took them home.  He said “I wonder if it’s just me or if this could 

be in the shoe?”  So he got one of his family members and said “Just try this shoe on and 

see how you feel.”  So they tried the shoe on and they started to dance and sing and be 

transformed by the wearing of the shoe.   

 

I’ve got to tell you what type of shoe it is: it was a red Croc.  A Croc is one of those slip-

on plastic shoes with the holes that seem a bit trendy these days.  So the cobbler kept this 

secret at home.  And he thought What am I going to do with this.  Do I want to live the 

rest of my life as boring, boring, boring, drab, dull… Or do I want to be a different sort 

of a person?   

 

So he secretly started - at night when nobody was looking – making these red Croc shoes.  

Little by little, under the cover of darkness, his family would start wearing the shoes at 

night so that nobody would know.  Just small groups at a time.  And they kept the blinds 

down but they danced and they sang and they had a fantastic time. Slowly, little by little, 

as he made more of them, this secret movement started to grow and other families were 

introduced to this culture.  And they started wearing the Crocs.  And they started singing 

and dancing in their houses as well.  And before long, the whole village secretly had red 

Croc shoes.  They knew how to sing they knew how to dance!  One day, as if just by 

some amazing coincidence they all came outside in the village square wearing their red 

Croc shoes.  And they sang and they dance and they created this enormous fun!  Well the 

mayor couldn’t take it and his councilors couldn’t take it and they said “What are we 

going to do?  Are we going to get out of town?”  So they said “Cobbler you’d better get 

us some red Croc shoes too”  And he did.   

 

And these days that little village now exports Croc shoes to the rest of the world, called 

Croc Heaven.  It’s a giant corporation.  All I can say is that Croc Shoes (particularly red 

ones) are the way to go.  And they all lived happily ever after.  And very wealthy too. 
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The Paradox of the Problem Hobgoblin 
 

 
 

This is the story called the Paradox of the Problem Hobgoblin.  Once upon a time, not so 

long ago, in a citadel by the sea not far from here there lived a young wizard.  And he 

was new to the ways of magic.  But he was loving it.  He was transforming hobgoblins 

and they were becoming elves and fairies and dancing beautifully.   

 

But then the young wizard became a little sad because he found that some hobgoblins 

didn’t want to become elves and fairies.  And they refused to become beautiful and 

dance.  He became despondent.  So he got on the back of a huge winged eagle and he 

flew to the citadel to sit down with the wise, wise, wise White Witch who taught him the 

ways of wizardry and had been one of his mentors.  He said “I have a problem and it is 

the problem of the Problem Hobgoblins.  Why is it that when you have all these 

hobgoblins, there is always one hobgoblin who doesn’t want to change?  Why does that 

seem to happen to me when I have the best of intentions?”  And the wise, wise, wise 

White Witch pondered this and then said, “Once upon a time, when I was a younger 

witch I had the same problem.”  “Oh,” said the wizard.  “And how did you deal with it?”  

She said “Well I stopped seeing any of the hobgoblins as problem hobgoblins.”  “How 

did you do that?”  “Well, what you’ve got to remember, young wizard, is that you’re here 

to perform magic.  And if you, as the bringer of magic, can’t see the elves and the fairies 

and the hobgoblins, then how do you expect the hobgoblins to see that?”  “Ah!” said the 

wizard.  A little flame went on above his head.  And he got back on his big-winged eagle 
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and he flew back to the shining citadel.  And talked to the other young wizards that were 

working with him on the hobgoblins and he said “I’ve got something to share with you.”  

And he shared what he’d learned from the wise, wise, wise White Witch.   

 

And the next time he saw the hobgoblins, he saw elves and fairies in all of them.  And 

even though they didn’t, straight away, become elves and fairies (it took them a little 

longer) eventually they all became, in their own way, elves and fairies and they danced 

beautifully and they lived happily ever after. 
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Esool Gnah 

 

 
 
Once upon a time there lived a shepherd boy his name was Esool Gnah. Esool Gnah was very 
special because he wanted his sheep to always be better than what they were. He wanted to 
develop leadership skills amongst the sheep. He was always concerned they were just followers 
and that there were no leaders amongst his flock. So he developed his facilitation skills and he 
really went out of his way to try and get his flock to develop those leadership skills. He was 
continually frustrated because they couldn’t develop those skills.  
 
So, he went up to a tree, a wise tree, and he asked the wise tree “What am I doing wrong? What 
is happening? Why are they such followers? Why can’t I develop leaders” And the tree answered 
“Esool Gnah, you are doing a fine job, you have a talent for developing sheep, you must go on to 
the next flock”  
 
On to the next flock. So he thought, well maybe its just the sheep I’m working with won’t respond. 
What I have to do. I will move on to another flock and it will be better there. So he began diffusing 
his shepherd’s facilitation skills that he had learnt at the Shepard’s facilitation school . He would 
then work with the next flock. And in fact, in this particular flock there were 2 sheep fighting and 
he actually had to ask them to leave the flock. The same frustration was repeated so he went 
back to the wise tree and asked “What can I do? What am I doing wrong?” 
 
The tree answered - “Esool Gnah, you have all the resources you require, you have the answer 
within you, you can do a very special job with the next flock, go to the next flock” 
 
On to the next flock. This was becoming a pattern in Esool Gnah’s life. He would move on from 
flock to flock to flock. And he would encounter the same sorts of problems. Why do they have to 
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be like sheep? Why can’t they be leaders ? Why can’t they be what they can be and achieve their 
potential?” 
 
The sheep would proclaim “We’re doing the best we can, we’re doing the best we can”. 
 
“But your best is not good enough!” exclaimed Esool Gnah. 
 
The wise tree just said “Esool Gnah Its time for you to go back to your first flock” 
 
The first flock!? A pack of loosers! exclaimed Esool Gnah. I’ll do it anyway. So he went back to 
his first flock and there they were - sheep. He needed a few moments to think so he went into the 
shepherd’s bathroom and washed his face. He had his shepherd facilitators name tag on of 
course, with his name “Esool Gnah”. When he looked in the mirror, he saw his name in reverse - 
there was the answer. “Esool Gnah”, in the mirror, when read, backwards read as “Hang Loose”. 
 
From that day he did Hang Loose and lived happily ever after. 
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Archives 
 

Fairy tale 1: The Young Woman and the Giant 

 

Once upon a time there was a young woman.  She lived in a village.  And one morning 

she woke up and realized that she didn’t fit in.  She decided to leave and not tell anybody.  

She went out on the road, past the village for the first time.  She came across a cross-

roads. She didn’t know which way to go.  She sat down in despair.  She thought Oh my 

God – I don’t fit in back there, and now I don’t know which way to go.  She had a stick: 

she was poking at the ground.  She found a crack – and it opened up.  She went into the 

chasm into the underworld. There was a lake there and she saw something shiny.  She 

picked it up – it was a mirror.  For the first time she realized she was beautiful.  She also, 

for the first time, realised that she was tiny.  In that moment she knew that where she had 

to go was to the Land of the Giants.  She put her mirror in her pocket and went off to the 

land of the Giants.  There was a big giant there and he couldn’t see tiny things.  He 

couldn’t see subtle things.  He couldn’t see the rain.  He couldn’t see the little girl.  And 

when she came across him she was so scared.  He was so big and she was so tiny that she 

thought he was going to step on her!  She dropped the mirror!  And just as she dropped 

the mirror the sun was setting – the light hit the mirror and went into his eye.  And for the 

first time he saw tiny things.  He saw the beauty in tiny things and he saw this beautiful 

young girl.  And she looked behind her as the sun was there and she could see her shadow 

was growing.  Her connection with the giant actually helped her to grow bigger.  And it 

helped him.  He started to cry at the beauty of the world and the beauty of tiny things.  

And she grew less scared of him: there he was so big and yet he could be vulnerable.  

And they lived happily ever after. 

 

Fairy tale 2: The Wise Sage 

 

Once upon a time there was a very wise sage. And this sage was called to a kingdom far 

far away to a municipality that just couldn’t talk to each other!  The men wouldn’t talk to 

the men; the squires couldn’t talk to the squires; the ladies couldn’t talk to the ladies..! 

And nobody was talking in the entire municipality.  The sage traveled across the land, 

and being a little absent-minded, she arrived very very early for the Day of Talking to 

Each Other.  She arrived at the great castle and made her way into the great hall and set 

up the potions and the symbols around the room, set up the chairs so people could be 

comfortable to talk to each other… And still no one had arrived.  So she took a deep 

breath and relaxed and went to the ladies’ power room and powder her nose…and do all 

the ablutions that great and sage wise women do (in the bathroom).  Adjusting her cape 

and tucking herself in she went back out into the great hall she discovered that some of 

the men from the municipality had arrived.  And they were talking amongst themselves.  

She was putting the last finishing touches on the great hall for them.  But she could sense 

something a little unusual in the air: a couple of whisperings and a couple of nudges and 

she went “Hmmm. This group really does need to learn how to talk to each other!”  In 
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due course, some of the women came into the room.  The women were probably a little 

more advanced than the men in this kingdom.  So the women came up to say hello.  And 

one of them whispered in the ear of the great sage “Hey honey!  You’ve got your dress 

caught in your knickers!”  And the sage went “Oh!  What a great set up for talking to 

each other!”  And she pulled out the cape and turned around to the men in the village and 

said  “See you guys!  You really need this work in being able to talk to each other!  They 

looked at each other sheepishly and they looked at the women sheepishly and said “We 

really need help, don’t we!”  The women looked and said “Yes, and so do we! So let’s 

start talking.”  They spent a day talking – and they really got real.  They spoke to each 

other and they told each other the truth and their flaws and their embarrassing moments 

and got to the end of the day all they had to do was just be real and say it how it was.   

 

Fairy tale 3: The Summoned Knight 

 

Once upon a time in a strange kingdom far, far away there was a big city.  But it had 

different areas where they spoke all different languages. There was confusion and 

frustration because they found it difficult to work together.  The evil lords had cast a spell 

on the town well that prevented the villagers from talking to and understanding each 

other.  A well-traveled knight who had been to many lands and knew many languages 

was summoned to the town by the Prime Minster – a small timid man, who lacked 

courage – who had figured out how to get the subjects to talk to one another.  And to find 

a common language.  When the knight interpreted all the different languages he realized 

what they were all saying: he realized that the people had been poisoned or tricked.  He 

looked hard and long and finally found a book of potions at the bottom of the well.  He 

took the book to the Queen, who overruled the lords and they all lived happily ever after.   

 

Fairy tale 4: The Young Wizard and his Fine Steed of Inspiration 

 

Once upon a  time, there was a young wizard with time on his hands.  Seeking to be of 

service in the creation of community, he set off in search of this community accompanied 

by Wings, his Fine Steed of Inspiration, Faith, his Grand Hound of High Regard & 

Compassion, and his diversity-appreciating crystals.  Soon after setting out he found 

himself mired in the bog of self-doubt and indecision.  Stuck there, up to the hips in mud, 

he moved this way and that way and couldn’t move!  Luckily he was able to get hold of 

the Horse of Inspiration.  And that horse was able to drag him clear to solid ground.  He 

journeyed forward and spied in the distance a village.  He said to himself There is a 

village!  That might be my community.  Alas, soon after reaching the village market, he 

found himself lost in the maze of market alleyways.  All the stallholders tried to draw him 

into their competitive under-the-table offers.  This is it!  I’ve got it over here;  This is the 

way, mate! - I’ve got it!;   I can show you how to do that!  Luckily the keen sense of his 

fine hound, Faith, the Hound of High Regard & Compassion, was able to grab his coat 

sleeve and steer him clear of the market.  They journeyed on past the River of 

Thankfulness to the Pastures of Collaboration where he sat in self-acceptance and 
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gratitude for his travels.  With his companions Wings and Faith, lit by the glow of 

diversity-appreciating crystals.   

 

 

 

Fairy tale 5: The Bear and the Deer 

 

This story is called The Bear and The Deer.  Once upon a time, in a dense, lush forest, not 

very far from here, there lived a Bear and a Deer.  They had met years before, fallen in 

love and married.  And they had a little Brawn, (called so because it was half way 

between a bear cub and a fawn).   

 

They were living in the lush forest with their brawn and things were going fairly well.  

Until, one day, a group of rather bad bears moved into a nearby nook of the forest.  The 

bear started hanging out with these bad bears.  More and more he was away from the deer 

and the brawn.  In fact, they even ventured as far as the dark west corner of the forest 

where the black honey was grown.  Years before all the wise bears and deer had decided 

never should anyone go and taste of the black honey.  But these bad bears didn’t care for 

those rules.  And, of course, the black honey was guarded by the dark goblins, who 

insisted that anyone who wanted a taste of the black honey had to pay very dearly in the 

red berries.  So more and more, the bear was off gathering red berries and eating black 

honey.  Sometimes he and the bad bears were not only fighting brown bears from the 

other corner of the forest, but even fighting amongst themselves.  Often the bear would 

come home bloodied with a torn ear, or an injured paw.  Less and less was he able to 

bring home food for the little brawn.   

 

One night there was a big dark storm.  The bear had taken the brawn out together some of 

the good green berries and the deer was waiting for them to come home but they never 

came home.  The storm raged, grew thicker and darker and heavier than anyone had ever 

seen in the forest.  The deer was fretting all down the bi-ways and the pathways around 

their den.  She couldn’t find her little brawn anywhere.  Eventually, the sun came up and 

she found the little brawn huddling outside the cave cool, but still just alive.  After that 

the bear never came home again.   

 

The deer didn’t see the bear for a long long time.  Meanwhile, the bear who’d run away 

unable to even talk to his bad bear friends, eventually, over the hill, had come across a 

wise wizard.  The wise wizard was very hard on the bear and the bear spent many long 

months training, running up and down the hills, getting all sorts of exercises and 

disciplines with the wise wizard.  One day he gathered up some nettles and good honey 

and went back to try and find the deer and the brawn.  But they weren’t there anymore.  

They’d moved on to another forest.   

 

In the valley between the two forests there was a pond.  The pond was where the deer 

often went to drink and reflect.  As the bear traveled hither and thither he came across the 
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same pond.  On opposite sides of the pond they were drinking this day when the deer 

noticed the reflection of someone she thought reminded her of the bear she’d once known 

Sure enough it was that same bear.  In each other now the deer could see some of those 

deer qualities in the bear and the bear could see some of those bear qualities in the deer.  

And they lived happily ever after.   
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Fairy tale 6: The Magic Scroll of the Four Letters 

 

Once upon a time in a kingdom far far away, a benevolent king ruled over the land, and 

all his subjects were happy. But the king had heard of magical things beyond the 

boundary of his kingdom, other places and mystical things to go and see and find. So the 

king decides to make a journey to leave his kingdom. A journey to find the magical world 

beyond his world and leaves in a magnificent ship with billowing white sails. And his 

subjects stand there and shed a little tear but wave fondly to the benevolent king as he 

sails off to his new adventure. 

 

In his place the king had left his son the prince to rule over the happy subjects in his 

kingdom, but the prince was a lazy prince, a self centred prince, a prince who sat inside 

his castle each day eating gorgeous feasts, ignoring people outside the castle, ignoring the 

subjects, building his castle bigger and bigger and bigger. But the people pined for their 

leader, their benevolent leader, they never saw him, the selfish prince stayed inside his 

castle and bit by bit the kingdom disintegrated. The people weren’t happy. It fell into 

waring tribes and fiefdoms. And darkness fell upon the land. 

 

The only time the tribes meet was to war and damage each other, and then retreat back 

into their little worlds. A sadness was there. The land fell bare. Then, into the kingdom 

came a stranger. A mysterious man from the east, bearing a scroll. A scroll of the 4 

letters. The word got out about this mysterious man from the east with the scroll of the 4 

letters, a magic scroll. One of the tribes went to see him, their curiosity overcoming the 

evil and the desolation that had fallen upon them. He gave them the scroll. They looked at 

the scroll, and could understand something about it but not all of it.  

 

Then other tribes within the kingdom heard about it and came and talked to the tribe. 

They too wanted to see the scroll of the magic 4 letters. And bit by bit the word got out, 

and bit by bit, the tribes came together. And they started to talk, and it looked as if the 

kingdom was going to recover. But then, the wicked witch enters the kingdom. And joins 

forces with the lazy prince to try and split the kingdom asunder again, but the energy was 

strong, the energy was strong and the tribes were growing and growing and they needed 

to unlock the true secret of the magic scroll of the four letters and so they decide to make 

the perilous journey to see the oracle. 

 

Many days of hard journey across treacherous territory, through dangerous forest and 

wild animals, but they keep going because they know they will want to unlock the full 

secret of the magic scroll. And finally they reach the oracle, and the oracle teaches them 

to chant the magic chant that unlocks the scroll. As they return chanting the magic chant, 

and bringing the magic chant to the rest of the people in the land, the people collectively 

chant, the lazy prince and the wicked witch become frozen inside the castle, frozen in 

time and their power is locked away. And the people continue to chant, everyday, the 

magic chant that unlocks the power of the magic scroll of the four letters and they live 

happily ever after. 
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Fairy tale 7: Journey to the Facilitation Queen 

 

Once upon a time there were a group of facilitators who had to create a fairy story. They 

were eager to create a story but they were stuck, so they looked to the queen of 

facilitation to rescue them. But the facilitation queen lived far far away so they had a long 

journey to get there. 

 

To get there they transformed themselves into flying facilitation fairies to fly to the 

facilitation queens castle. As they took off a tornado appeared in the sky, the lightening 

flashed and the rain came down, but the fairies used their magic wands to calm the storm.  

Then the group process raised the question “why can’t we just use the magic wand to 

create the story?” Then it was realised that the fairies only have 2 magic wishes, one 

already used to turn themselves into fairies, and one calming the storm. So they continued 

on their journey to the facilitation queen. 

 

As they were going along, from the darkness of the forest they heard a mighty roar and a 

strange beast appeared that was bigger and uglier and scarier than anything they ever seen 

before. It had the mouth the size of the gates of luna park and it said “you have to get past 

me to get to the facilitation queen”. So the flying facilitation fairies decided to convince 

the beast to do meditative walking, by starting to do it themselves, and rather than the 

beast feel left out it joined in. Whilst the beast was walking off to the side, the facilitation 

fairies dashed off and made their way to the facilitation queens castle. 

 

When they arrived the facilitation queen said “I’ve been waiting for you, and you know 

what your story should be about”, and they all lived happily ever after. 

 

Fairy tale 8: We of the Never Never 

 

Once upon a time, in the deep deep darkest rainy horriblest forest called the never never, 

there lived some tiny little trolls living in misery. Even when the sun shone they wished it 

away. There they lived, unhappily, in their misery. 

 

One day the sun princess arrived in the forest to find out why it was so dark and to 

explore with them a different way of living. The sun princess told them a story when she 

brought them all together, about all the possibilities of how they could live with sun in 

their world. 

 

There was one dark horrible hunched back little troll who did not like the sun princess, 

and so he got together, very secretly the other trolls, and he said to them, he suggested to 

them that this sun princess was in fact not a sun princess but a sun witchess who was 

really, unbeknownst to them, brimming with wrinkles, sun cancer, premature aging and 

unnecessary sweat. “Do we really want to slip slop slap every day? As if we don’t have 
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enough to do already” he said. He convinced the other trolls, and quietly, while the sun 

princess was sleeping, they tip toed to her bedside and cast an evil spell over her, to stop 

her sunshine.  

 

But the spell wasn’t strong enough to stop all the rays of the sun princess . She quietly 

slept. She stayed sleeping, with only tiny little bits of rays of sunshine left in her, they 

went back to their dark miserable lives. 

 

In a distant village, a handsome prince, noticed tiny little rays of light and his curiosity 

got the better of him so he got on his sturdy steed and rode off into the forest in search of 

these rays of light. When he arrived he saw a lovely sun princess with these little rays of 

light coming out of her but they weren’t enough to wake her. So he gave her a big 

smackeroo right on the lips. And she awoke. She told him the woeful tale, and the prince 

horrified banished the ugly trolls that had started this, and he rained sunshine (pardon the 

pun) over the deep dark forest, and the prince and sunshine lived happily ever after. 

 

Fairy tale 9: Fly Butterfly Fly 
 

Once upon a time there were 4 fairy godmothers and a hairy godfather. They graduated 

from their facilitators courses and had been sent to the 5 corners of the pentagonal world, 

to transform peoples lives.  

 

In one corner the fairy god mother had a tough tough job. She was there with all short 

young girls who were bad tempered, wilful, and had chosen to go there to enjoy the 

power of good bad company together. This godmother tried very hard to transform the 

girls. She learned how they thought, then she learned what they wore, then she learned 

about their favourite music, and finally she, like, got to like, know how to like talk like 

them, whatever.  

 

So the wilful girls decided to put her to the test. There were 3 challenges. One challenge, 

given that she was taller than them, was for her to show how short she could be, the 2nd 

challenge was to see how many caterpillars they could eat, and the 3rd challenge was a 

rap challenge. 

 

Now the fairy godmother had no idea whatsoever because on her facilitators course they 

hadn’t covered really interesting things like this, they had just done pretty straight 

forward stuff. So she called together the other fairy godmothers and hairy godfather to 

say “Heeeeeelp”. 

 

And the other fairy godmothers and hairy godfather they lost interest in their own corners 

of the world, and their own commitment to transform their corners. They got caught up in 

this one issue. And thru the airways they began to contribute ideas to the fairy godmother, 

who was still sitting there with the short bad tempered wilful girls, but they weren’t fat.  
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So they sat down and got into the vibe together. And the hairy godfather said “Why don’t 

you get them to try on different hats”. And the fairy godmother went “whatever”. And so 

the fairy godmother went back to the girls, and said “how about instead of me showing 

I’m as short as you, you see what its like to be tall.” And so the girls were challenged to 

find the biggest tallest highest platform shoes they could find which luckily were in 

fashion that season, and when they stepped up on those platforms they went “wow the 

world is a different place, and look there’s caterpillars out there eating the land, oh my 

gosh, we have to do something about it”. 

 

Okay, let’s have a competition to see who can eat the most caterpillars in the world, so 

they started out and got so ferociously into eating caterpillars that by the time they 

finished the competition they were very very full but there was no longer an 

environmental problem with caterpillars.  

 

And they also really got into the rap tunes. And through their rap tunes they found a song 

line which could transform the whole world, so they were all rapping like how: 

 

“oh ah oh oh ah eat a caterpillar right now, eat a caterpillar like now, turn into a butterfly 

tomorrow, like tomorrow, yeh”. 

 

Fairy tale 10: Barnyard Banter 
 

Once upon a time there was a farm full of animals. There was a litter of piglets, some old 

draught horses, an old wise ram and a bossy rooster.  

 

One rainy day they all took shelter in the barn. The barn was small and crowded. All the 

animals jostled for space...and peace and quiet!  

 

The old ram tried to help them agree on who should sleep where. After some discussion 

the rooster was allocated the window sill which was cold and drafty. He was not happy. 

In fact he was cross!  

 

He challenged the ram by saying "either you go or I go!"  

 

The old ram, who was hard of hearing and very taken aback replied "Pardon...?"  

 

This triggered the rooster to stop and think about his words, but still he repeated them 

softly "either you go or I go...?"  

 

The piglets, who were watching from their haybale were scared and started crying - they 

didn't want a fight.  

 

The ram, who was older and wiser than the bossy rooster said in his old wise way "how 

about we enjoy our time together?"  
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And they lived happily ever after. 
 

Fairy tale 11: Wally the Worm 
 

Once upon a time in a forest far, far away in a big, stinky, putrid, shit heap lived a little 

worm called Wally. One day Wally wondered why wriggling weally mattered; Wally was 

sick of the same shit, day in and day out. So, Wally decided to take himself of on an 

adventure of discovery and wiggled away through the smelly compost heap until he 

found himself in what appeared to be a wormologists conference. As Wally cautiously 

slid up to see what took place in a wormologists conference he was greeted by a group of 

wise old worms. To his surprise, the oldest and most elegant of the wise old worms, 

whose name was Wanda, greeted Wally as if she had been waiting for him for a long 

time. Wanda slid ever so close to Wally, lay her tail on his shoulder and in a warm and 

gentle yet utterly convincing manner said to Wally, “Did you know that Worms have 5 

Hearts”…. 

  

As Wally listened to Wanda’s words, he felt a stirring in his heart and a tingle down his 

spine. It was if these words were the first words he’s ever heard and in some strange and 

magic way, it touched him like nothing before in his wormy existence. 5 hearts, he 

thought to himself as he slowly slid back into the worm hole from which he emerged. 

Then it dawned on him….” I’m 5 times the worm I thought I was” , and with that thought 

made his way back to compost heap deep in the forest and happy, contented and changed 

worm. 
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Fairy tale 12: The Turning Point 

 

Once upon a time in a land distant in place and time, there was a great and glorious 

forest.  In its centre it was deeply shaded and quiet, while close to the edges the dappled 

shade moved and shifted with the breezes. 

 

The people loved the forest and many lived and worked in it ... while others rested there. 

 

This time of peace and happiness was not to last.  Eventually there came a time of great 

threat and upheaval.  Though no-one could quite remember how it began, argument and 

angry voices became common.  Even the forest animals began to behave strangely. 

 

Finally the people, becoming concerned, gathered together in the forest to discuss what 

must be done. 

 

Yet as the discussion began the people began to speak across and over each other until a 

tumultuous sound rose.  Feelings were high. 

 

Soon the unsheathing of knives could be heard.  The people formed two sides, each 

blaming the other.  There was a brandishing of swords and much shouting.  The trees 

trembled.  The forest animals hid in the darkest thickets. 

 

The king, hearing the noise and fearing for his people, called his youngest daughter to 

him.  He charged her with calming the people so that they could talk together. 

 

She took no sword.  She took only her gift of sight and her power of naming. 

 

As she walked toward the forest many wondered what the king was thinking! Such a slip 

of a thing ... how would she quell these angry voices?? 

 

She listened closely to the voices and heard the fear and longing. 

 

Towering over her, a tall and well-built woodsman confronted her.  "What do you think 

you can do?", he demanded.  His face was red, his hand raised, his voice angry. 

 

She looked into his heart and saw fear.  She looked into the hearts of the people and saw 

them breaking. 

 

As the room quieted in apprehension she walked calmly to him.  She said to him, gently 

and with concern, "Are you afraid that you will lose the forest?" 

 

His posture changed.  He dropped his raised hand and responded quietly, "Yes". 

 

In the quiet the only sound was the sheathing of knives and swords. 
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She turned to the silent crowd.  "Who else is afraid of losing the forest?", she asked.  In a 

soft whisper that came like a sigh they said "Yeeess ..." 

 

"Will you work together to ensure that the forest is safe?", she asked. 

 

Again they replied, "Yeesss". 
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Fairy tale 13: THROUGH THE POO…. 
 

I would like to take you into the deep forest. Once upon a time in the deep dark forest 

there was a commotion. The cause of this commotion was a really angry tiger, called 

Tiger. She was angry because her sweet little baby, Tiger Cub, had been accused of 

scratching poor little Deer Fawn on the back. Deer Fawn and her mother, O’Deer, were 

furious at Tiger Cub. Not only because Tiger Cub was bigger than Deer Fawn but Deer 

Fawn had suffered a broken leg and was very weak. And everybody in the forest had 

taken pity on Deer Fawn and nobody knew why anyone would have wanted to attack and 

scratch her. 

 

So all the animals were angry, tense and upset because of this commotion. Then, 

bouncing into the forest came Yogi Bear who said “I want to know why do you all look 

so upset?  I like to see all the animals in my forest looking happy and content - 

particularly animals who are wounded, limping and weakened”. Then Tiger roared loud: 

“do you want to know why I’m angry? I’m angry because my little baby has been 

accused of scratching Deer Fawn and I know that she would never have done that!”.   

 

O’Deer answered equally angrily “And I know that she did because I saw the marks on 

her. I know that she was scratched and I know that Tiger Cub did it because my baby 

doesn’t tell lies….” 

 

So Yogi Bear paused and spoke quietly to all the animals: “let’s have a Circle of Animals 

Local Meeting, otherwise known as a CALM, in the middle of the forest. We’ll invite the 

one person who can help us sort this out”.   

 

Then Yogi Bear went ever deeper into the deep dark forest and underneath the biggest 

rock he could find, he called out to Murphy, the leprechaun:  

“Murphy - we have a problem, we have a mob of angry animals, they are so angry, 

because Tiger Cub has been accused of attacking little Deer Fawn”.  

Old Murphy said “I’ll come and help – t’will be my greatest pleasure to help the 

animals”.  

 

Murphy and Yogi went back into the forest and invited the animals who were involved 

into the CALM. There was O’Deer, Deer Fawn, Yogi Bear, Tiger, Tiger Cub and Tiger’s 

cousin Pussy Cat, a trusted member of tiger’s family, who was considerably less angry 

and upset than her cousins. 

 

So, with Murphy’s guidance, they sat in a circle and started to tell their stories.  Deer 

Fawn said “I was so angry that day when Tiger Cub scratched my back”.  Tiger got really 

angry again, “my little Tiger Cub would never do that, it wasn’t her! It must have been 

someone else!”  She got angrier and angrier and angrier until she couldn’t stay in the 

same circle as the others – so she decided to leave:  

“I’m leaving – before I get really mad…! You can all take this!”  
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and as she left she picked up a big pile of elephant poo and tossed it in the middle of the 

circle. And left the circle with an almighty roar…. 

 

All the other animals sat there.   Smelling the smell.  Ohhh Yuck!  Ohhh…..what a stink! 

And, Murphy the Leprechaun said: 

“Now folks, what are we going to do with all  this poo?  Let’s have a closer look at it”. So 

the animals moved to the centre of the circle and started to look more closely at the 

smelly poo that was dumped in the middle. As they started to prod and poke it, and then 

pull it apart, Murphy exclaimed:  

“What’s that at the bottom of the pile? What’s it covering up?”  

There, underneath the pile of smelly poo, they found a print, a paw print, that was 

immediately recognised by Pussy Cat as the paw mark of Fox Cub.  

 

“What’s Fox Cub got to do with this?” said Yogi Bear.  

 

And O’Deer said  “The Fox family are our friends”.  

Then Deer Fawn said “Fox Cub is my friend. In fact it was Fox Cub who told me that it 

was Tiger Cub who scratched my back – she saw her do it - I couldn’t turn round to see 

who it was who scratched my back because I have a broken leg. But Fox Cub told me that 

it was Tiger Cub who scratched my back – then ran off and hid behind the tree”.   

 

Then Pussy Cat sprang up and spoke excitedly: “Fox Cub you say...mmmh!  Did you 

know that Fox Cub and her mother, Fox Tel are deadly enemies of Tiger and Tiger Cub? 

And did you know that at the last animal picnic in the forest they both fought together 

and that Fox Tel and Tiger are sworn enemies…”  

 

“No I didn’t know that”  said O’Deer.  

“No I didn’t know that either” said Deer Fawn.  

And then Yogi Bear asked Deer Fawn a BIG question: 

“Did you actually see Tiger Cub scratch your back?”  

“Well I didn’t actually see her do it” said Deer Fawn, “but Fox Cub told me it was her” 

“Ohhhh….” said Yogi Bear “and do you think Fox Cub actually told you the truth?”.  

 

Meanwhile, angry Tiger came back around the circle, pacing the perimeter and still very 

much upset and when Pussy Cat said: “Tiger, guess what…we have just discovered that it 

was Fox Cub who told Deer Fawn that it was Tiger Cub who had scratched her back….” 

 

Murphy the leprechaun pondered a moment and then said with a knowing look:  

“Maybe we’d better invite Fox Tel and Fox Cub into the circle and ask them whether 

they were telling the truth”. A few minutes later, the Foxes arrived into the CALM, where 

all  animals were obliged, by their commitment to their Animal Ancestors (AA), to 

always speak  the truth. Fox Cub admitted that she had told a lie and that it wasn’t true 

that Tiger Cub had scratched Deer Fawn’s back. She had wanted to punish Tiger Cub 

because she was jealous of how much she was liked and admired by the other animals. 
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And so, Murphy the leprechaun said: 

“Well, what we need to do now is to let all the other animals in the forest know what’s 

happened today, how are we going to do that?”  

So Deer Fawn and Tiger Cub shook hoof and paw together and said: 

“Well when we go to the animal cubs’ picnic tomorrow we will arrive together so that 

everyone can see we are now friends”.  

So the next day Deer Fawn and Tiger Cub shared their picnic with each other while Fox 

Cub and Fox Tel did all the washing-up for all the animals, and they all lived happily 

ever after…. 

 

even Fox Cub who enjoyed washing up and Fox Tel who just loved being watched by 

everyone…. 
 

Fairy tale 14: Julie the Knight 
 

Once upon a time, a long time ago, before Jesus, there lived a knight named Julie. Julie 

grew up on a small farm in Italy. She had nine very strong brothers, and was the only girl 

in the family. From an early age, she not only wanted to be as good as her nine strong 

brothers, but she wanted to be better. Even though they were much stronger than Julie, 

she learned how to win fights because she was cunning and smart. 

 

The thing she liked to do most was jousting. Now this was really big in Rome at the time, 

so she decided to enter a tournament, to show those brothers of hers just how good she 

was. However, women were not allowed to enter so she pretended to be a man, “Julian 

the Knight”, she called herself. 

 

So one day she set off on her faithful pony, Misty, to Rome to compete in a tournament, 

she wanted to be better than every one else, she wanted to win, and she knew she was 

good. But she was a bit worried. On the road to Rome she met an old man, a peddler of 

magic things. He said “now young lady, I have just the thing to help you win the 

tournament’. He showed Julie a magic golden jousting rod. She agreed to purchase it, and 

felt sure that this would help her win. 

 

So she used her cunning well to convince people she was a man, and got into the 

competition and entered the first round. In the first round, her opponent was not nearly so 

cunning as she, and she toppled him easily, even though he was strong. In the second 

round a clever knight was her opponent, he actually knocked Julie off misty, but she 

managed to cling on, and knocked him off next time they passed. So by the skin of her 

teeth she got into the final round. This time she was not so lucky, she faced the reigning 

champion who was both clever, cunning and strong. Even her magic jousting rod did not 

help, and she was toppled off. 

 

She returned back to the farm forlorn, she had not won the tournament. So she went and 

sat by the river and thought about things for a while. She realized you can only be as 
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good as you can be in the moment. She felt better when she realized that, she didn’t have 

to win, in fact she just had to do her best in that moment. She threw the magic jousting 

stick into the river, and vowed to enter the tournament the following year.  

 

She told all her bothers what had happened, and they agreed to help her be the best that 

she could be. The next year she went back to Rome and competed again, she did her best 

and still did not win. But she got into the final round, and when she had been knocked 

off, she pulled of her helmet and revealed her long hair and girls face. She knew she had 

done well, and showed everyone that women can successfully compete in the tournament 

– importantly, she knew she had done the best that she could in that moment… 
 

 


