
The Little Red Hen – a story for younger children 
told by Matthew Vaughan 
 
Once upon a time, stories from Leicester Libraries, Neighbourhood Services. I’m Matt, and the story I’m 

going to tell you today is called The King of the Cornflakes. Now I’m glad you’re here, because I’ve been 

busting to tell somebody this for ages.  

Obviously, it’s about cornflakes and I’m wondering, what did you have for breakfast this morning? You 

might have had muesli. You might have had toast. Well me, I had cornflakes. That’s what I like to have for 

my breakfast. So, I’ll tell you this one. 

 

Once upon a time, not that long ago, in fact, a week last Tuesday. In a cornflake factory on the edge of 

town, sitting on the conveyor belt, was a whole stack of brand-new cornflakes. And one of them 

cornflakes, he looked around, and he saw all these other cornflakes lying on the conveyor belt next to him 

and he looked at himself, and he thought…  

“Pffrrr, I’m bigger than all these other cornflakes. I’m at least twice as big as any other cornflake here. I 

must be the King of the Cornflakes!” and he thinks, “Well, I’m right in the middle of the conveyor belt here, 

this is not right, THIS IS NOT RIGHT, I need to get to the front!” 

So he shuffles his way, crunch, crunch, crunch, crunch, crunch, to the front of the conveyor belt. Until he’s 

right at the very front. 

“That’s right, here I am, King of the Cornflakes, right at the front.” 

The conveyor belt comes on, and the cornflakes start to move, and they drop off the edge into this large 

bucket. Well the King of the Cornflakes was right at the front, so now, he’s right at the very bottom. And 

this muffled voice comes up from the bottom of the bucket… 

“Mumble, mumble, this isn’t right, I’m the King of the Cornflakes, I can’t have all these other cornflakes on 

top of me.” 

So he shuffles and he shuffles and he rumbles and crunch, crunch, crunch, crunch, crunch, crunch, crunch, 

crunch, crunch, crunch, to the top of the bucket. 

“That’s right, here I am on the top of all these little cornflakes, I’m the King of the Cornflakes.” 

Well the next thing, a worker comes and picks up the bucket and starts pouring the cornflakes into the 

packets. Well the King of the Cornflakes, he was right at the top, but when he pours the bucket, of course, 

he’s now right at the bottom of the packet. And a muffled voice comes up from the bottom of the packet… 

“Mumble, mumble, mumble. This isn’t right, I can’t have all these little, shrimpy cornflakes on top of me.” 

And he wriggles and he jiggles and crunch, crunch, crunch, crunch, crunch, crunch, crunch, crunch, to he 

top of the packet. 

“Here I am, that’s right, I’m the King of the Cornflakes and this is where I’m supposed be.” 

Well, the packet goes off on its journey in a lorry, and it gets stacked on the shelf in the supermarket. And I 

go and I fetch that packet of cornflakes of the shelf, and I pay for it, and I take it home, and we’re about to 

sit down for breakfast, and we pour the first bowl of cornflakes, and the King of the Cornflakes, who was 

right at the very top, is now at the bottom of the bowl.  And he says… we hear this voice come up from the 

bottom of the bowl… 



“Mumble, Mumble, this is not right. I can’t have all these pathetic little cornflakes sitting on top of me. I’m 

the King of the Cornflakes.“ 

And he wriggles and he jiggles, crunch, crunch, crunch, crunch to the top of the bowl. Well, like everybody, 

we pour on the milk the King of the Cornflakes thinks… 

“Ahh, this is right, yes, yes, bathed in cool milk, just fit for a king.” 

And we sprinkle on the sugar, and the King of the Cornflakes… 

“Oooh, this is fabulous, all this sweet magic dust, this is right to anoint the King of the Cornflakes.” 

And we dip in the spoon and the King of the Cornflakes thinks… 

“This is right, I’m finally being elevated to my rightful position, because I’m the King of the Cornflakes.” 

And, there’s a huge cave waiting, and the King of the Cornflakes thinks… 

“This isn’t right. What’s going on here?” 

As the cave gets closer and closer and he says… 

“Hang on a minute, I’m the King of the…” 

CRUNCH 

Well, no ones ever heard from the King of the Cornflakes again! 

 

That was King of the Cornflakes and if you liked it, I’d like you to go and share it, or tell it, to one of your 

friends. Thank you very much, bye. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  


