
Text Extract ‘Mouse Bird Snake Wolf’ page 61 to the end 

Page 61 

Little Ben stamped his feet.  

“Turn back again, wolf,” he said.  

Nothing happened.  

“TURN BACK AGAIN, WOLF!” he cried.  

“Come on, Little Ben,” he said to himself. “Try harder.” 

He tried to feel as a god feels when he is unmaking things. He 

tried to feel as a wolf feels when it is being unmade. He tried to 

feel like clay and wool and sticks and stones and petals and nuts 

and grass.  

“TURN BACK AGAIN, WOLF!” he cried.  

Page 62 

“TURN BACK AGAIN, WOLF! TURN BACK AGAIN, WOLF!” 

And as he watched, the wolf began to turn back, and it turned 

to clay and wool and sticks and stones and petals and nuts and 

grass. 

Page 63 

And lying in the middle, fast asleep, were Harry and Sue.  

Page 64 

“Thank goodness!” sighed Little Ben. He touched his friends. “Wake 

up,” he whispered. “It’s time to go home.” 

And Harry and Sue sat up and yawned and stretched. They 

stepped out from the thing that been their wolf.  

Page 65 

“I think we’ve made enough for now,” said Little Ben. “Don’t you?” 

Harry and Sue nodded.  

“I think we should go home now,” said Little Ben. “Don’t you?” 



Harry and Sue nodded again. They were silent. They had been 

inside their wolf; now their wolf was inside them, like a dream.  

They felt it, running through them. They heard it, howling and 

snarling deep inside them.  

Page 66 

Ben took their hands and pulled them away.  

Page 67 

They ran homewards quickly, through the fields and the woods 

and the empty spaces, across that lovely, strange, unfinished 

world.  

Page 68 

They were watched by a tiny mouse hunched in the grass; by a 

lovely bird that soared in the sky; by a flicker snake from a little 

dark hole; and by the gods above, who were now beginning to 

stir and wake.  

Page 69 

“Nice sleep?” the gods asked one another.  

“Oh yes,” they said. “Oh certainly, oh definitely, oh yes.” 

Page 70 

“Cup of tea?” one asked. “Piece of cake?” 

“Oh yes. Oh certainly definitely yes.” 

Page 72 

So they took tea and they nibbled cake. And one god turned to 

another god and said,  

“You know, I find that cake produces the most marvellous of 

dreams.” 

“It does indeed,” said another.  

“In my dream there was the prettiest little thing called a mouse. 

And you know, I think it is exactly what is needed in the world. 

I will make one tomorrow.” 



“And I will make a very marvellous birdy thing called a bird,” 

said another.  

“And I a splendid, slippery, slithery snake,” said a third.  

“Anything else?” they asked. “Were there are other dreams? Do we 

need anything else?” 

“Such as?” 

“Well, a … wolfy thing, perhaps?” one muttered. 

“Oh, no,” came an answer. “Whatever that is, I don’t think we 

have need of a thing like that.” 

Page 73 

But then they fell silent, and there came a sound from deep inside 

themselves, and from the gaps and spaces that they’d left below: 

astonishing snarling, extraordinary howling. And the gods 

listened and were entranced, and they all knew, as they sipped 

their tea and nibbled their cake, that the new and marvellous 

beast would soon find its way out again into the world.  


