
Pigs CAN fly!   
It was the end of the half term holidays and everyone was just a little bit bored. 
  
“Daddy, can I go flying in Rupert’s aeroplane” asked Piggy Bert.   
 
“Of course not, pigs can’t fly” boomed Crasher (Bert’s dad). 
 
Bert ran to his bedroom sobbing “I want to, I really want to fly” but his dad had said no and 
Bert knew that meant no way no how.  Bert really wanted to go flying, to see the ground from 
high up and he wasn’t going to abandon his dream.  So he went up to his dad and cried 
“Daddy dear, I really, really want to go flying and I’ll make my bed for a week AND eat all my 
vegetables”  
 
“I said “No” – you’re a little pig and little pigs do what they’re told” said Bert’s dad loudly.  In 
his head, Bert decided to rename his Dad  Bossy. 
 
So once again he went to his bedroom, not sobbing this time but he knew wanted to fly.  He 
wanted to go to Rupert’s house but he knew his dad would stop him if he saw him leaving 
the house, so he carefully climbed out of his bedroom window, and  ... 
 
“Help” he screamed. Falling, falling, falling. Down, down, down. Bash!  His poor head hit the 
ground. 
 
“What are you doing, my little boy?” Sarah (Bert’s mum) screeched when Bert landed in the 
basket of laundry she was hanging up in the garden. 
 
“I thought I could go to Rupert’s house – I was just taking a short cut” he said. 
 
Crasher overheard and he shouted in his noisy voice. “I’ve already said you can’t go” but he 
was thinking he’d been a bit mean to Bert so he said “Come here son, I’ll tell you a story 
instead”  
 
The Story 
Once upon a time, Rupert and Bert were sitting round the camp fire.  Rupert said to Bert, 
“Bert, tell us a story” and this is the story that Bert told... One dark night, Rupert and Bert 
were sitting round the camp fire and ... well you get the rest I’m sure. 
 
Anyway, let’s get back to the flying.  
After the story, which went on for a long time, – and a cuddle with Crasher, Bert went to the 
shed in the garden and thought “I don’t need Rupert, or an aeroplane.  I’ll make my own 
wings!” 
So that’s what he did.  He used feathers, string, glue, wood and an old kite and soon it was 
finished.  He tested the wings, ran indoors and “PIGS CAN FLY” he screamed as he jumped 
out of his bedroom window, flapped his wings and soared into the sky.  Up, up up into the 
blue, blue, blue sky, waving at Crasher and Sarah in the garden, although he couldn’t quite 
hear what they were saying. 
 
HE WAS THE FIRST PIG TO FLY! 
 
How come?  What about Rupert?  Didn’t he fly in his aeroplane?   
 
Yes, he did, but ... didn’t you know ...Rupert is a rabbit. 


