Hooves

a d Tales

Your turn to have fun getting busy and creative! Here are lots of ideas inspired by Hooves and Tales at Roundhouse Birmingham
My story title

Riddle
poems

Use this space to plan ideas for your own story, inspired by the Roundhouse, the horses,
and perhaps Baba Yaga the witch. Then can you tell your story out loud?

Eyes like marbles,
legs like sledgehammers,
tail like a snake,
nostrils like tunnels,
cheeks as big as meatballs,
ears big like a rabbit’s,
legs strong as metal,
jumpy like an athlete.

Roundhouse Birmingham was built in 1874 as a stable for
working horses. Secret City Arts got inspired at the
Roundhouse with pupils from three local primary schools.
Together we co-created and recorded story, song, poems
and riddles, lit by lantern artwork. We hope you’ll be inspired
to get creative too!
Thanks to staff and pupils at The Pines, Marywood Centre
(part of City of Birmingham School) and St George’s
CE Primary School; to Chris Maher, Simon Creed,
Rachel Sharpe and colleagues at Roundhouse Birmingham,
National Trust and Canal and River Trust

A ray that fights a way in the dark,
a speck of the sun itself.
A flame trapped to show the way,
a buddy to all those who fear
they could disappear,
a small sun that never goes out.

Creative facilitators
Pyn Stockman, storytelling and performance
Mandy Ross, writing
Ann Jones, music
Jessica Barber, shadow artist
Marc Reck, project photography, audio/visual editing
and post production
Artwork by pupils from Blue Group Marywood,
Class 5M The Pines and Year 5 St George’s 2017-18
Photos
Roundhouse by Jana Eastwood,
Canal Girl, © Nigel Henderson Estate Creative Commons

Can you work out these riddle poems
by Marywood pupils? The drawings
will give you a clue.

Look out for horses
Where can you spot a horse in the city today?
Look out for real horses or signs, pictures or sculptures.

Finding your courage
When Vasilisa is in danger, the peg doll in
her pocket helps her feel brave. How do you
find YOUR courage when you’re scared?

Hooves

a d Tales
Stories and creative
adventures inspired
by Roundhouse
Birmingham

Draw or write a spell to help you feel stronger.
You could start, ‘Courage, find me...’

Your riddle

Listening then and now

Now make up your own riddle. Give just enough clues
(but not too many!) to let the reader work it out.

On this side of the canal, write or draw the sounds you hear today.

Design: davewalshcreative.co.uk
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On this side, show the sounds you might have heard in 1874,
when the Roundhouse opened.

Secret City Arts

Welcome to Roundhouse

Getting creative

The Story of Vasilisa

Dreaming a horse

Pupils from our three schools told the story of Vasilisa
in sound and pictures. Venture into the forest for a
taste of her adventures…

We started with a visit
to the Roundhouse,

O

nce there was a girl called Vasilisa, a girl who lived
with her family on a canal boat long ago. Long ago,
before canal boats had engines, when horses pulled them
through the water along the towpaths.

through the tunnel
to see the canal.

Roundhouse Birmingham. Horses
clip-clopped over the cobblestones and
under the tunnel to get to the canal.

Roundhouse Birmingham
was built in 1874.
It was a stable for working
horses. Horses worked
pulling canal boats in those
days, because boats had no
engines. The horses walked
along the towpath, pulling
boats along the water with
their heavy loads.

We imagined the
horses who lived
and worked here.
Indoors, magical
storytelling followed,
with music, horse
masks and paper
bag lanterns.

Inspired by the Roundhouse
and its horses, we told a new
version of the story of Vasilisa.
We imagined Vasilisa in a
canal boat family, working
with horses all day long.
Maybe she looked
a little like this...
Then the children got
creative! They drew their
own arty lantern bags, wrote
poems, riddles and song
lyrics, and recorded their
work to re-tell Vasilisa’s story.

Vasilisa worked from dawn till dusk, leading the horse
who pulled the boat.
Pull, horse, pull.

Round walls of old orange-brown-red bricks,
indoors a place for horses to dream in the dark of
carrots and freedom. Beneath, a tunnel leading to
the sky and a watery road of the horses’ work.

Draw or write your dream here.

At last, as the day was ending, a dark horse
galloped past, leading Vasilisa through the
deep night to...

...Baba Yaga’s house.
The witch’s house
danced, round and
round on its chicken
legs. Vasilisa told
Baba Yaga that she
had come to ask
for light.

Riddle
So Vasilisa set off
into the dark, into
the forest, into
the unknown.

Brave girl,
brave...

Vasilisa walked on and on through the forest.
At dawn’s first light, she heard a horse’s hooves
thundering. A white, shining horse galloped past.
Vasilisa shared her bread with the dawn birds.

Scan here or go to
Hooves and Tales at
www.secretcityarts.com
to see more.

Vasilisa dreamed of galloping on a magic
flying horse. Where would you ride or
fly on your magic dream horse?

At noon,
a red gold
horse
galloped
past.

When she came
to a crossroads,
the peg doll helped
her to choose
the right path.
Choose, girl,
choose.

One dark night, when
their parents were away,
Vasilisa’s brothers and
sisters played a trick
on her. They hid the
candles, and they
sent her out to ask for
light from the witch,
Baba Yaga.

Brave girl,
brave.

Riddle

In the forest, the dark
trees whispered.
But Vasilisa’s little
peg doll helped
her to feel brave
and strong.

Scan here or go to Hooves and Tales at
www.secretcityarts.com to watch the
whole story and find out what happens
to Vasilisa.

DAWN by Marywood pupils

NOON by The Pines pupils

NIGHT by St George’s pupils

The sun is rising!
The glistening sun, a shield against the darkness.
Marshmallow light devours the dark as the earth turns,
spreading like a silky milkshake.
Now the night goes to rest,
as the sun stretches fire’s light across the sky
of the dawn.

At noon the sun comes to the top
of the great mysterious sky
where birds and legendary creatures fly.
O, the sun’s flames shine orange and yellow.
The sun is gold,
the sun is red.
Hot bright gold red shining light!

Night dark as coal, bright as burning,
dark as smoke and sea-black, deep as a mountain.
Thundering, galloping, the horses panic through the night,
horses galloping loud with anger.
Thundering, clattering, hammering hooves!
The night is full of bright shooting stars,
see them as you dream, as you run,
as you gallop through the dark woods.

