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T 
HE definition of multicultural storytelling could 
take on many forms. Below I outline three 
versions of multicultural storytelling that I 
participate in. 

 
The first is the use of languages other than English when 
storytelling. I tell stories bilingually – Spanish and English.  
This is a feature I have available to me through heritage 
and study as my mother is from El Salvador. I have a CD 
of 6 Spanish/English stories, each sourced from a 
different Spanish speaking country. 
 
I also tell stories incorporating Ashanti (Ghana), 
Japanese and some Mandarin words, these I have 
learnt via TAFE or people I know. With difficult languages 
such as Ashanti and Mandarin I have learnt and 
practised just some songs, character lines or animal 
names that I need for the story. Adding language in this 
method is available to all storytellers. I would encourage 
anyone who is interested in adding languages to their 
stories to use their mobile phone and record the people 
in your community. Practise often and enjoy the results. 
 
The second is the range of cultural stories that we 
choose to tell. I source stories from around the world and 
thanks to the wonderful world of the internet these 
stories/books/collections are easier and easier to find. 
 
Third are the features we incorporate into our stories/
characters.  Sometimes we can take a version of a 
popular story and add cultural elements. You can add a 
song with a Latin beat, all names from the Spanish name 
directory and adjust the natural environment and animals 
to the selected country. A few hours of research allows a 
storyteller to incorporate ‘cultural’ features that are true to 
a story’s origin. Such as the names of rivers/mountains/
trees/people that are true to the country or ethnic group, 
you can also listen to podcasts, music or radio streaming 
for the accent. The effort is well worth it and leads to 
many positive interactions with people after the story 
session, in particular those that remember being told the 
story or who are from that region. 
 
This brings me to another important feature of 
multicultural storytelling - the Australian Audience. It is 
this aspect of multicultural storytelling that will be the 
focus of this edition of the Tellers Tips. 
 
Fundamentally storytelling in Australian cities (metro and 
large regional areas) means we are telling to a 
multicultural audience.  
At the 2006 Census 26% of the Australian population 
were recorded as born overseas. A further 26% of the 
population that were born in Australia had at least one 

parent that was born overseas. (ABS website 
www.gov.au) This rises to almost a third of the 
population born overseas when we look at NSW. 
 
In many of the school and public events that I perform at 
this is much higher and I am conscious of making my 
storytelling relevant and inclusive of this multicultural 
audience. I feel there are a number of ways that we can 
successfully acknowledge and include the multicultural 
audience we so often encounter in NSW. 
 
The Hello 
 
The first thing I do when I step on stage is say hello in 
English and then in Spanish. I explain why I say two 
different hellos. I then ask the audience (children, parents 
and in particular 
grandparents) to teach 
me the ways they say 
hello. This can range 
from hello with an 
English accent, Irish or 
Scottish accent, a 
“Howz it go’n’” to 
Konichiwa, Jambo, 
Salom, etc. The kids 
feel fantastic that they 
are able to add to the 
segment and parents/
elders are immediately engaged. 
 
WikiHow is a fantastic Internet resource to help get you 
started. Go to  
http://www.wikihow.com/Say-Hello-in-Different-
Languages for words and pronunciation help. 
 
The story selection for schools 
  
I ask my liaison person for the broad cultural makeup of 
the school/grade that I will be telling to. I also ask if there 
is a particular country of interest, one that they are 
studying, one related to a new school member, a recent 
visitor or community news. 
  
I try to source a story from this region and develop it for 
telling. If I am pressed for time I look at the range of 
stories I have and see if I can incorporate a character 
from the relevant country/cultural group.  
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The story selection for festivals 
  
A lot depends on the kind of festival at wich I will be 
performing. A locally hosted and developed festival 
will incorporate a process similar to the above. 
  
For a larger festival I incorporate at least one story 
that can include language in it. By this I mean a 
story that has a large number of characters in it 
and high levels of repetition. My favourite one is 
The Little Red Hen. There are many versions of 
this in book, internet text, Mp3 and video form. 
  
When I tell this story I am the hen and then I 
choose members of the audience to come up and 
be a character from the story. I ask for children that 
speak another language at home or who study 
another language at school including Saturday 
school to come up and be involved. The children 
are assigned an animal. If the animal is not 
representative of their country/ethnic group they 
have the freedom to change it and tell us about 
their choice. The children then teach us how to say 
“not I” in their language. 
  
I do not select just languages other than English, 
accents are included as another language and so 
are ‘characters’ such as an ‘outback Aussie’ or 
English with New Zealand accent or “posh pom” 
depending on what the kids come up with. 
 
I find that this method beneficial for three distinct 
reasons. It acknowledges the range of people in 
our community. It gives us all a chance to learn 
from each other and in particular to listen and learn 
from the young. Finally, it provides an opportunity 
for audience interaction, particularly for members of 
the audience who may often be left out or not 
acknowledged for their skill of language. 
 
I am providing the Gutenburgh ebook text and 
graphics for you to read below. The Gutenburgh 
ebook website is one that I visit as a first point of 
call for many stories. Here is a list of other 
resources you may like to visit to read the story. 
 
On YouTube: 
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=U8Ugo5sGeco 
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=zr-yQGD9eAA 
 
Spoken books on the internet: 
http://www.speakaboos.com/story/the-little-red-hen/ 
http://www.knowitall.org/gullahtales/tales/redhen/
flash/gullah.html  
(NB Absolutely awesome to listen to in Gullah)  
 
Text and pictures: 
http://www.enchantedlearning.com/stories/fairytale/
littleredhen/story/ 
http://www.gutenberg.org/files/18735/18735-
h/18735-h.htm 
 

 

THE LITTLE RED HEN 
An Old English Folk Tale 

 Retold and Illustrated 

By FLORENCE WHITE WILLIAMS 
  
 
 
A Little Red Hen lived in a barnyard. She spent 
almost all of her time walking about the barnyard in 
her picketty-pecketty fashion, scratching 
everywhere for worms.  She dearly loved fat, 
delicious worms and felt they were absolutely 
necessary to the health of her children. As often as 
she found a worm she would call “Chuck-chuck-
chuck!” to her chickies.  When they were gathered 
about her, she would distribute choice morsels of 
her tid-bit. A busy 
little body was 
she! 
 
A cat usually 
napped lazily in 
the barn door, not 
even bothering 
herself to scare  
the rat who ran 
here and there as 
he pleased. 
 
And as for the pig 
who lived in the 
sty—he did not 
care what 
happened so long as he could eat and grow fat. 
  
One day the Little Red Hen found a Seed.  
It was a Wheat Seed, but the Little Red Hen was 
so accustomed to bugs and worms that she 
supposed this to be some new and perhaps very 
delicious kind of meat. She bit it gently and found 
that it resembled a worm in no way whatsoever as 
to taste although because it was long and slender, 
a Little Red Hen might easily be fooled by its 
appearance. 
 
Carrying it about, she made many inquiries as to 
what it might be. She found it was a Wheat Seed 
and that, if planted, it would grow up and when ripe 
it could be made into flour and then into bread. 
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When she discovered that, she knew it ought to be 
planted. She was so busy hunting food for herself 
and her family that, naturally, she thought she 
ought not to take time to plant it. 
So she thought of the Pig—upon whom time must 
hang heavily  
and of the Cat who had 
nothing to do,  
and of the great fat Rat 
with his idle hours,  
and she called loudly:   
“Who will plant the 
seed?” 
 
But the Pig said, “Not I,” 
and the Cat said, “Not I,” 
and the Rat said, “Not I.” 
“Well, then,” said the Little Red Hen, “I will.” 

And she did. 
 
Then she went on with her daily 
duties through the long summer 
days, scratching for worms and 
feeding her chicks,  
while the Pig grew fat,  
and the Cat grew fat, and the 
Rat grew fat,  
and the Wheat  
grew tall  
and ready for harvest. 
  
So one day the Little Red Hen 
chanced to notice how large the 
Wheat was and that the grain 

was ripe, so she ran about calling briskly:  
 
“Who will cut the Wheat?” 
The Pig said, “Not I,” 
the Cat said, “Not I,” 
and the Rat said, “Not I.” 
“Well, then,” said the Little 
Red Hen,  
“I will.” 
And she did. 
 
She got the sickle from 
among the farmer's tools in 
the barn and proceeded to cut off all of the big 
plant of Wheat. 
 
On the ground lay the nicely cut Wheat, ready to be 
gathered and threshed, but the newest and 
yellowest and downiest of Mrs. Hen's chicks set up 
a “peep-peep-peeping” in their most vigorous 
fashion, proclaiming to the world at large, but most 
particularly to their mother, that she was neglecting 
them. 
 
 

Poor Little Red Hen!  
She felt quite 
bewildered and 
hardly knew where 
to turn. Her attention 
was sorely divided 
between her duty to 
her children and her 
duty to the Wheat, 
for which she felt 
responsible. 
 
So, again, in a very hopeful tone, she called out, 
“Who will thresh the Wheat?” 
But the Pig, with a grunt, said, “Not I,”  
and the Cat, with a meow, said, “Not I,”  
and the Rat, with a squeak, said, “Not I.” 
 
So the Little Red Hen, looking, it must be admitted, 
rather discouraged, said, “Well, I will, then.” 
And she did. 
 
Of course, she had to feed her babies first, though, 
and when she had gotten them all to sleep for their 
afternoon nap, she went out and threshed the 
Wheat. Then she called out:  
“Who will carry the Wheat to the mill to be ground?” 
 
Turning their 
backs with snippy 
glee,  
that Pig said, “Not 
I,”  
and that Cat said, 
“Not I,” 
and that Rat said, 
“Not I.” 
  
So the good Little 
Red Hen could 
do nothing but 
say,  
“I will then.” And she did. 
 
Carrying the sack of Wheat, she trudged off to the 
distant mill. There she ordered the Wheat ground 
into beautiful white flour. When the miller brought 
her the flour she walked slowly back all the way to 
her own barnyard in her own picketty-pecketty 
fashion.  
 
She even managed, in spite of her load, to catch a 
nice juicy worm now and then and had one left for 
the babies when she reached them. Those cunning 
little fluff-balls were so glad to see their mother. For 
the first time, they really appreciated her. 
 
After this really strenuous day Mrs. Hen retired to 
her slumbers earlier than usual—indeed, before the 
colours came into the sky to herald the setting of 
the sun, her usual bedtime hour. 
 
She would have liked to sleep late in the morning, 
but her chicks, joining in the morning chorus of the 
hen yard, drove away all hopes of such a luxury. 
Even as she sleepily half opened one eye, the 
thought came to her that to-day that Wheat must, 
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somehow, be 
made into bread. 
 
She was not in 
the habit of 
making bread, 
although, of 
course, anyone 
can make it if he 
or she follows 
the recipe with 
care, and she 
knew perfectly 
well that she 

could do it if necessary. 
 
So after her children were fed and made sweet and 
fresh for the day, she hunted up the Pig, the Cat 
and the Rat. 
 
Still confident that they would surely help her some 
day she sang out, “Who will make the bread?” 
Alas for the Little Red Hen!  
Once more her hopes were dashed!  
For the Pig said, “Not I,”  
the Cat said, “Not I,”  
and the Rat said, “Not I.” 
 
So the Little Red Hen said once more, “I will then,” 
and she did. 
 
Feeling that she might have known all the time that 
she would have to do it all herself, she went and 
put on a fresh apron and spotless cook's cap. First 
of all she set the dough, as was proper. When it 
was time she brought out the moulding board and 
the baking tins, moulded the bread, divided it into 
loaves, and put them into the oven to bake.  
 
All the while the Cat sat lazily by, giggling and 
chuckling. 
And close at hand 
the vain Rat 
powdered his nose 
and admired 
himself in a mirror.  
In the distance 
could be heard the 
long-drawn snores 
of the dozing Pig.  
At last the great 
moment arrived.  
A delicious odor 
was wafted upon 
the autumn breeze.  
Everywhere the barnyard citizens sniffed the air 
with delight. 
The Red Hen ambled in her picketty-pecketty way 
toward the source of all this excitement. 
 
Although she appeared to be perfectly calm, in 
reality she could only with difficulty restrain an 
impulse to dance and sing, for had she not done all 
the work on this wonderful bread? 
 
Small wonder that she was the most excited 
person in the barnyard! 

She did not know whether the bread would be fit to 
eat, but—joy of joys!—when the lovely brown 
loaves came out of the oven, they were done to 
perfection. 
 
Then, probably because she had acquired the 
habit, the Red Hen called:  
“Who will eat the Bread?”  
All the animals in the barnyard were watching 

hungrily and smacking their lips in anticipation, and 
the Pig said, “I will,”  
the Cat said, “I will,”  
the Rat said, “I will.”  
 
But the Little Red Hen said,  
“No, you won't. I will.”  
And she did. 


