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I’d like you to meet
a fine looking knight.
His name is Guy White
and he’s very polite.

He bows to people
he meets in the street.
He’s always on time
and he wipes his feet.

In armour that shines
with a helmet bright,
and a sword at his side,
Guy looks ready to fight.

But at tournaments
he never wins prizes.
He’s oh so polite,
so that hardly surprises.

The people cry out,
‘We think it’s not right
for a fine-looking knight
to be so polite.

We know he is brave.
We know he can fight.
He’s just too polite
to be a real knight’.

Then late one day
a dragon arrives.
The people take fright
and run for their lives.

Five knights ride by
with swords in their hands
to drive the dragon
away from their lands.

‘Excuse me,’ says Guy.
‘Do you think that we might 
try to sort this out
without having a flight?’
The dragon nods his head.
His mouth opens wide.
And all five knights spy
the sharp teeth inside.

The five knights take flight.
They ride many miles,
so only Guy sees
the dragon’s shy smiles.

There’s no need to hide,
I’m not going to bite.
I’m tired and jut need
a bed for the night.

‘Yes, of course’, says Guy.
‘Do come in off the street.’
‘Thank you,’ says the dragon
as he wipes his feet.

‘And before you retire
you might like to dine 
on a slice of cold pie 
and some dry white wine.’

‘How nice,’ says the dragon,
‘to be invited to dine.
Dry white wine and cold pie
are both favourites of mine.’

‘It’s so good to meet you,’
smiles Guy, the white knight.
‘It’s so nice to find
someone else who’s polite.’

So the people saw
[bookmark: _GoBack]that Guy was quite right
to try to be kind
and always polite.

Why bother with fighting?
It’s not always wise.
Use politeness instead.
Let’s all be good guys.

R s



