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Chapter One

An Unhappy Ending

Hey, there!

I’m Stinky. Yep, that’s my name. It’s a good name for a stuffed skunk, don’t ya think? Right up there with Cheesebutt.
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The lady reading the story to my friends down on the rug? That’s Mrs. Emerson. She’s the Hickleberry Elementary School librarian. She’s the sweetest person in the whole building.

Today, Mrs. Emerson was reading a classic to the kids. “Jack and the Beanstalk.” You know—the one about the kid who swaps his cow for a handful of beans and then climbs a magic beanstalk into the clouds where he finds a giant’s castle filled with treasure and very large boots.

“‘Jack grabbed the giant’s sack of gold coins, his golden singing harp, and the goose that laid the golden eggs,’” read Mrs. Emerson.

Yep. Jack was taking a ton of stuff that wasn’t his. The big guy wasn’t happy about it, either. He chased Jack. All the way back to where Jack’s beanstalk poked through the puffy clouds.

“‘“Fee, fi, fo, foy,” roared the giant.’” Mrs. Emerson was doing her best giant voice. “‘“I smell the stink of a very bad boy!”’”

Anyhoo, as you probably already know, Jack escaped the giant and climbed down the beanstalk. The giant climbed down after him. Jack’s mother tossed Jack an axe. Jack chopped down the beanstalk. The beanstalk creaked and teetered and fell. The giant tumbled from the sky and crashed to the ground.

KA-THUD!

“The end,” said Mrs. Emerson.

She closed the book.

“That’s it?” asked a boy named Justus. He’s a third grader.
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“Yes. That’s how the story ends.”

“What happened to the giant?”

“I’m not really sure.”

“But Jack robbed him. Jack stole all that gold stuff. That’s not a good ending, Mrs. Emerson!”

“Well, Justus, if you don’t like how a story ends, you just have to use your imagination to create an ending you like more.”

She stood up and had a big grin on her face.

“Now, if you children will excuse me.”

She walked away but not until after she shot me a wink.

Yep. I had work to do.




    
Chapter Two

Imagination to the Rescue!

The second Mrs. Emerson was gone, Justus raced over to my bookshelf and looked me straight in the eye.

“I don’t want the story to end that way, Stinky!” he whispered.

“Me neither,” said his good friend Abby.

All the other kids, the ones still on the story rug, nodded. Everybody wanted a different ending.

Yes, you caught us, the kids at Hickleberry Elementary can talk to us stuffies and we stuffies can talk to them.

Not all the time, of course. Only when there aren’t any grown-ups close by. And only during regular library hours. Those are the rules. Plus, the kids all know not to tell anybody our secret. That would ruin the magic for everybody.

“Well,” I told Justus, “it’s like Mrs. Emerson said—the story doesn’t have to end the way it does in the book. Not if we use our imaginations!”

“Excuse me?” said Mr. Stuffington, the bear who can be stuffier than most stuffed animals. “I heard Mrs. Emerson say the words, ‘The End.’ That means the story is over. Done. Finished.”

“But, but, but,” said Wags the dog, panting eagerly, “she also said we could make up a new ending if we didn’t like the one she read! I heard her. She said it. Oh yes she did.”

“I heard her say that, too,” I said. “So guess what, Justus?”

“What?”

“I’m going to tell you what happened after the giant fell to Earth!”
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Mr. Stuffington rolled his eyes. Wags flicked his fluffy tail so fast it became a blur. And Justus? He looked even happier than Wags.

“So the giant was okay?” asked Justus.

“Oh, yeah. Sure he had a few bumps and bruises and some aches and pains. But he just took two aspirin the size of wagon wheels, which, thankfully, he had tucked in his pockets.”

“Wow,” said Wags. “Those must be some very biiiiiig pockets.”

“Humongous,” I said. “Just like Hubert.”

“And who, pray tell, is Hubert?” asked Mr. Stuffington with a snooty sniff.

“The fifty-foot-tall giant who just fell out of the clouds,” I told him.

“The giant’s name was Hubert?” said Justus. He was smiling again.

“Yes indeedy. Fortunately for Hubert, it had rained for several days before he tumbled out of the sky. So the ground where he landed was mushy and soft. Hubert made a big impression when he hit the ground—a giant butt-shaped dent in the mud!”

“I’m glad Hubert was okay,” said Justus. “But what Jack did up in the clouds was wrong. He shouldn’t have stolen all that golden stuff from the castle.”

“He had to do that,” said Mr. Stuffington. “The giant is the bad guy in the story!”

“Says who?” I wondered.

“The story. If Hubert is a giant, then he has to be bad. It’s the law in storyland.”

I shook my head. “That’s what people say about me. I’m a skunk so I must stink.”

“Well, sorry, Stinky,” said Wags, “but you kinda do.”

“Only when I want to,” I reminded him.

“True, true.”

“Well,” said Justus, “I think Jack should be the bad guy in our story.”

I nodded. “You’re right, Justus. And guess what?”

“What?”

“If you think Jack was bad in the story Mrs. Emerson read, just wait until you hear what he did next!”





Chapter Three

Muddy Floody

Down on the story rug, Abby raised her hand.

“So, what happened after the giant landed on his butt in the mud?” she asked.

“Well,” I said, “he got up, wiped off his pants, and paced back and forth. With every step he took, the crater grew wider.”

“Why was he pacing?” asked Justus.

“He was worried. There was no way for Hubert to climb back into the clouds. Jack had chopped down the beanstalk. There was no way for him to go home, and he knew his mother would be worried.”

“Too bad he didn’t have a jetpack!” said Wags. “A jetpack would’ve worked.”

“Yes,” I told Wags. “It might’ve.”

“Jetpacks do not exist,” said Mr. Stuffington. “Jetpacks are not real!”

“They can be in our imaginations,” I reminded him. “But, unfortunately, Hubert didn’t have a jetpack. Or an elevator. Or a super-tall ladder. So he kept on pacing and crying. His teardrops were so big, they made the mud muddier.”
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“And then, KABOOM!”

“Did another giant fall from the sky?” asked Justus.

“Nope. That was thunder. It started raining. Hard. In a flash, the ditch flooded. Water rose to the giant’s ankles. Sopping wet, Hubert climbed up the slippery slope of his huge hole. He scrambled off to a nearby barn.”

“Smart,” said Wags. “That giant must’ve had a very big brain!”

“Oh, he did. But he wished he’d found a bigger barn. He had to crouch down to crawl into the one behind Jack’s house. Anyhoo, it rained for two whole days and two whole nights. When the sun finally came out, the giant’s big round ditch was filled with water. In fact, it had become a lake! And Jack’s humble cottage? Well, it was worth ten times more than before because, now, it was waterfront property!
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“Hubert saw all that Jack had done. He heaved a giant-sized sigh of sadness. He knew there would be no more scrambled golden goose eggs for breakfast. No more sweet songs from his golden harp. And so, with jumbo-sized tears streaming down his cheeks, Hubert headed west. Away from the lake and the bad boy billionaire. As he walked, Hubert’s big nose started twitching. His nostrils wiggled. In fact, he almost hurled. The giant smelled something foul. Something so stinky its stink reached all the way up to his nostrils!”





    Chapter Four

Beans for Brains

“Fee, Fi, Fo, Fottom!” I said as the kids inched closer on the story rug. It was my turn to do the giant’s voice. “I smell something worse than a donkey’s bottom!”

“What was it?” asked Wags. “Huh, huh?”

“Yeah,” said all the kids down on the story rug.

“What smelled so bad?” wondered Justus.

I preened a little and puffed up my chest. “Why, me, of course!”

“Wait just a minute,” said Mr. Stuffington, holding up a paw. “You, Stinky D. Skunk, are, all of a sudden, a character in ‘Jack and the Beanstalk’?”

“In my version, I am. You see, I had been scampering nearby, and after that beanstalk came crashing down, there were so many green bean pods scattered on the ground, I had a greenie-beanie feast! And you know what they say about beans. . . .”

“They’re the musical fruit!” said Wags. “The more you eat, the more you toot!”

I nodded. “Yep, thanks to all those beans, I was especially stinky that fine day. The giant, with his super-sized snout, could’ve smelled me from up on the moon. Which, as it turned out, was a good thing. Because Hubert needed a friend. He was also hungry. So I let him have a heap of beans that had been baking in the sun. Ten minutes later, he was making worse smells than I was!

“I told Hubert about a village I knew. One far away from Jack’s lakeside resort. It was home to
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Oh, Jack, what you did was cold.
That was my friend Hubert’s gold!

Zip it, Harpo.
Or I'll sell you, too!
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