The Red Chair
This story happened 36 years ago, but all the best stories begin ‘Once upon a time’ so this is how we shall begin.
Once upon a time there was a little boy who was a very good little boy (most of the time). When he went to sleep he went fast asleep, which was a very good thing. And when he was awake he was full of energy, which was a very good thing.
The little boy liked to run and climb and jump, and it was a very good thing that he had so much energy. He could run and climb and jump in his garden and in the wood near his house. 

But sometimes he would run and climb and jump on the settee and the chairs – and this was not a very good thing. Even good little boys (and girls) sometimes do naughty things and this was a naughty thing that he did. 
The little boy’s Mummy and Daddy did not want to be cross with him so something had to be done.

One day something big and red was delivered to the house. Whatever could it be? 
It was hard and it was soft! Whatever could it be? 
It had a big round back and two big round arms. Whatever could it be? 
It was so big it only just got through the doorway! Whew! Whatever could it be? 
The little boy’s Mummy and Daddy tipped it up and turned it around. They pulled it this way and they pulled it that way. Whatever could it be? 
At last they pushed it into its place. Whew! Whatever could it be?
The little boy could see that it was a very large chair. It was not a new chair; someone else had sat in it but did not need it any more. It was a present for the little boy – his very own chair. 
It had a big round back, big enough to climb on. 
It had big round arms, big enough to climb on. 
It had a big soft cushion, big enough and soft enough to climb on and jump on. 
It was the little boy’s jumping chair! He could run and climb and jump on his very own chair. 
The little boy loved his chair. He did not run and climb and jump on the other chairs any more because he had one of his very own. So everyone was happy!
*
Can you guess who this little boy was? 

