
  

 
 

The clown 
and the 
clarinet. 

 
This story includes words starting with 

/cl/. 
 
 
 

 
 



The clown and the clarinet. 
 

The clown woke up early because he 
was so excited about his birthday. His 
alarm clock went off at six o’clock. 
  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
The clown put his clothes on then went 
downstairs. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



The clown couldn’t wait to open his 
birthday presents. The first present that 
he opened was a clarinet. “A clarinet!” 
said the clown. He had wanted a clarinet 
for a very long time.  
  
 
 
 
 
 
 
The clown started playing his clarinet 
straight away. “I love playing this 
clarinet!” he thought. All of a sudden, 
there was a bang on the door. It was a 
detective looking for clues. “Please stop 
playing that clarinet, it’s so loud that I 
can’t concentrate on finding the clues,” 
said the detective.    
 
 
 



“I don’t want to stop playing it yet. I’ve 
only just started!” said the clown. He 
started playing hs clarinet again and 
there was another knock on the door. 
This time, it was a clever boy. “Please 
stop playing that clarinet, I’m trying to 
learn my maths. I want to make sure 
that I’m really clever!” said the boy.  
  
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
“I don’t want to stop playing it yet!” said 
the clown. The clown started playing the 
clarinet again and there was another 
knock on the door. This time, it was a 
cleaner. “Please stop playing that 
clarinet, I’m trying to clean and you’re 
putting me off!” said the cleaner. 
 
 
 



“I don’t want to stop playing it yet. I’m 
really enjoying myself!” said the clown. 
 
    
 
 
 
 
The clown was fed up of everyone 
complaining about his clarinet playing 
so he decided to go to the park. It was 
very cloudy but he didn’t mind.  
  
 
 
 
 
 
As soon as the clown started playing his 
clarinet in the park, a class of school 
children walked past. They all started 
clapping. “What wonderful clarinet 
playing!” said the children. “How lovely, 



thank you. At least some people like my 
clarinet playing!” said the clown.     
 
 
 
 
 
The clown played his clarinet for a while 
but then he became really tired. “I think 
it’s time for me to go home now,” 
thought the clown. It was very cloudy on 
his way home and when he got home, he 
played his clarinet for a little bit longer 
then lay down. “I can’t wait to play my 
clarinet again tomorrow,” he thought. 
Then, he fell to sleep.  
 
 
 
 
 
The end.  


