
Farmer Shirley’s Spring 

Clean

The Interactive Storybook.



Farmer Shirley unloaded:

In the farmyard. The animals all watched with interest.

SOME POTS OF 
PAINT,

A LADDER, A TOOLBOX AND SOME 
PLANKS OF WOOD

ONE SPRING MORNING

What is she up to?



“It’s time I smartened up this tatty old farmyard,” 
Farmer Shirley announced to the animals. 

“I’ll start by fixing the hen house roof.”



FARMER SHIRLEY 
CLIMBED THE 

LADDER AND SET TO 
WORK, NAILING 

LOOSE SHINGLES 
ONTO THE HEN 

HOUSE ROOF.



squawked the hens, shaking their tails feathers crossly.

AWWKK!

“We can’t lay our eggs here. It’s 

far too noisy. We need peace and 

quiet.”

Cockerel agreed.

“I’ll ask the pigs if  we can move into their 

sty,” he said, “just until the roof  is 

mended.”



The pigs were happy to help.

“No problem!” they oinked. “There’s plenty of  room in here.”

So cockerel and the hens moved into the pig sty.



Cockerel perched on the gate… The hens made their nests in the pigs’ trough…

And the pigs moved over…

Of  course, it was a bit of  a squash (not to mention VERY smelly) but no-one 

liked to complain.



Cockerel and the 
hens had just 

gotten 
comfortable 
when Farmer 

Shirley appeared 
with a big pot of  

paint.

“Your sty will look smashing in red,”

she told the pigs, sloshing paint all over the wall. 

“Just you wait and see.”



But the paint was very 
smelly – even smellier than 

the pig sty!

“Maybe we can all move into the stable,” suggested 
one of  the pigs. “Just until the paint is dry. Let’s 

ask the horses.”

The animals soon began to feel a 

little dizzy.



“NO PROBLEM,” 
SAID THE 

HORSES, WHEN 
THEY HEARD 

WHAT WAS 
WRONG. 
“THERE’S 

PLENTY OF 
ROOM IN HERE.”

So Cockerel, the hens and the 

pigs all moved into the stable 

with the horses.





THE HENS 
LAID THEIR 

NESTS ON THE 
RAFTERS…



THE PIGS MADE A 
BED IN THE STRAW…

AND THE HORSES 
ALL MOVED OVER…



OF COURSE, IT WAS A LOT 
OF A SQUASH, BUT NO ONE 

LIKED TO COMPLAIN.



When everyone had squeezed in, the animals settled 
down for their afternoon nap, when all of  a sudden…

BANG!

WHACK!

BANG!

“HELP!” cried the animals waking up with a start.

“The stable is falling down!”



“It’s only me!” cried Farmer Shirley, waving 

through the stable door. 

“I’m fixing the door hinges. I’ll be finished in 

a jiffy.”



The animals groaned. 

“How can we sleep with that racket going on?” they 

complained. “Let’s ask the cows if  we can move into the 

cowshed with them.”



So the cockerel and the hens and the pigs 
and the horses marched across the farmyard 

to ask the cows if  they could move in.



The cows were very sympathetic. “No 

problem.” they mooed when the animals 

explained. 

“There’s plenty of  room for everyone.”



The hens fussed 

and flapped…



The horses 
swished their 

tails in the pigs’ 
faces…



The pigs 

splashed 

mud all over 

the floor…



Cockerel fell in 

the cows’ water 

trough…



The cows stood 

on the horses 

toes…



And this time 
everyone 

complained!

NEIGH!

NEIGH!



“What is all this fuss about?” 

yelled Farmer Shirley, who had 

just finished up fixing the 

farmyard. 

“And why is everyone squashed in 

the cowshed? Don’t you want to 

sleep in your own beds?”



Of  course, the animals couldn’t wait to 

get back to their own homes. And 

when they saw what Farmer Shirley 

had done, they were delighted.



The horses’ stable had a 

brand new door…

The hen house had a new 

roof…

The pig sty was painted bright 

red…

And best of  all…



There was 
room for 
everyone!


