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  Introduction


  Imagine a restaurant. It’s a chill kind of place. Almost every week, my friends gather with their families.


  Often when I walk in the door, one of the kids will ask me to tell them a story. My usual reply is, "After dinner." If there's time, I hand out story tickets.


  When they turn them in, each kid gets to name their characters and say who/what those characters are: kids, fairies, robots, goddesses, princesses, and so on. I tell a story based on that foundation.


  This book is a careful selection of some of those stories. I've left the names selected by the children, except where their requested characters infringed on copyright, or where they picked the same names for multiple characters.


  So, dinner has been eaten. Let’s go.


   



   



   



  Complementary Fun


  Who Is In This Story?


  Slider, a rabbit


  Brown Sparkler, a horse


  Rainbow, a rain bird


  The Story


  Slider was a young rabbit, who loved slides: big slides that swooshed and swooped this way and that; little slides that were just a little fwump and bump with a jump to the rump.


  But he felt that the best slide anywhere was the super slick, stone slide on the side of Mount Poli-po-poli-high.


  It wasn't just that this slide was ever so long. It was so very, very, very super extra special long. It started on the very top of the mountain and went all the way down to the Pudi-po-poli-low cliffs that loomed over the warm waves of the Pacific Ocean and the soft sand beaches below.


  It wasn't just that this slide went swoosh to the left and swoop to the right. Oh, it did. It more than did. It didn't just go swoosh to the left and swoosh to the right. It went right and left, and left and right, through a sweet little round curling cue, before going left and right again.


  It wasn't just that this slide had a little fwump and a little bump with a rump in a jump. It was full of sloosh and carush with a flying caboose in the air until - and this was the very best part - Slider would fly right off the cliff to go splash in the warm sea.


  Slider loved that the slide that was carved and polished into the very rock that made up the side of the mountain. That was why it was so slick and smooth.


  But there was one problem. While it didn't take very long to slide down from the top of Mount Poli-po-poli-high all the way down to the Poli-po-poli-low cliffs and into the Pacific Ocean, but it took a very long time to climb back up to the top of the mountain — for Slider at least, who was just a small rabbit with small rabbit legs after all.


  Slider was telling his friend Brown Sparkler, who was a horse, of course, that he wished he could ride the slide more often. Brown Sparkler's eyes got very big and very round when Slider told him this. Brown Sparkler said, "But running up from the bottom of the Poli-po-poli-low cliffs to the very tippy top of Mount Poli-po-poli-high is my very favorite thing to do. When the grass is green and soft under my hooves. When I can sparkle as the moon is rising high. I love nights when I get to run like that."


  Slider got very excited, because what he liked and what Brown Sparkler liked were very complementary things. That means what they liked weren't the same things, but what they enjoyed doing fit together so well that they would both get to have fun doing different things together.


  That meant that they could help each other have fun.
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  So when the moon peeked up over the waves of the Pacific Ocean, Slider got on Brown Sparkler's back and rode all the way to the top of Mount Poli-po-poli-high. He went sliding down whoosh and swoosh, and fwoop and bump and jump, and splash into the warm water below.


  "Again, again!" shouted Slider when he pulled himself out of the warm water onto the beach and was not a bit cold. Oh, how he loved to slide.


  "Again, again!" shouted Brown Sparkler when he reached the top of the mountain. Oh, how he loved to run.


  Now here is where things got a little bit silly. It seemed to Slider that he could go even faster if they put water in the super slick, stone slide on the side of Mount Poli-po-poli-high. It seemed to Brown Sparkler that if Slider was sloshing and splashing water, it would throw water in the air, which would make Brown Sparkler sparkle even more.


  They found a stream nearby, and found a long piece of garden hose. They put both ends of the hose in the stream until they were sure that there was no air inside the hose; then they put a rock on one end of the hose in the stream and put the other end into the top of the slide. Water trickled through the hose and bubbled and gushed into the slide, turning that slide into a water slide.


  Slider got in right away. He slid down very fast.


  Brown Sparkler sparkled in the water drops thrown up by Slider. He sparkled by the light of the moon. Each time Slider slid down the slide, he went a little faster. He flew a little bit higher in the air.


  There was just one catch. The moon was rising over the sea. Slider and Brown Sparkler put so much water in the slide, and it was so slick and so smooth, and Slider slid so fast, and he flew so high, that he landed on the moon instead of falling into the warm ocean waves.


  [image: tmp_34056df6c39a84f6aeb2fa8f68ee2b0d_tUoQpj_html_m1e69206e.jpg]


  Slider looked down. The moon was getting higher in the sky. He didn't really want to just jump straight down. He didn't really want to be a rabbit on the moon. He didn't really know where the moon was headed.


  He called down to his friend. "Brown Sparkler, what do I do?"


  Brown Sparkler said, "Stay put. I'll get a friend to help." Brown Sparkler ran along the Pudi-po-poli-low cliffs until he came to the wide, low koa trees where his friend Rainbow, the rain bird, liked to nest. It was—it should be mentioned—getting kind of late, and the moon was getting even higher. But Rainbow was still awake reading a good book. Brown Sparkler called up to the top of the tree. "Psst! Rainbow, are you awake?"


  She looked down over the edge of her nest. "Yeah, Brown Sparkler, what is it?"


  "A friend of mine got stuck on the moon. Could you help him get down?"


  Rainbow's eyes got very wide and very shiny. She said, "Flying up to the moon is my very favorite thing. But my mother always said I shouldn't do things without a good reason. I just don't often have a good reason to fly as high as the moon, but rescuing someone is an excellent reason—the best reason of all."
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  She put aside her book, carefully marking the page where she was with a feather, and flew into the sky.


  She flew higher and higher until she reached the moon. She said, "Hold on" and picked Slider up very carefully with her claws. He was a lot heavier than the plump pears that she normally liked to pluck and carry to her nest, but she flipped her wide wings, and she flapped her feathers and went in a spiral in the air. It was her best flight ever through the whistling wind. They went round and round until they came back down to the edge of the Poli-po-poli-low cliffs.


  "Thank you so much," said Slider. "That was amazing. You're amazing."


  "You're welcome," said Rainbow. "Also, nice to meet you." She preened one of her feathers. "You know, if you ever want to slide down from the top of Mount Poli-po-poli-high down to the Pudi-po-poli-low cliffs and fly into the air so high that you accidentally land on the moon..." she preened another rainbow-colored feather. "I would be delighted to rescue you."


  After that, they made it a regular thing because it turned out everything they liked to do was a complementary thing. That means what they liked weren’t necessarily the same things, but what they enjoyed doing fit together so well that they all got to have fun doing different things together, helping one another have fun.


  The End.


  Flying Fish Story


  Who Is In This Story?


  Athena, a kid


  ___________, a mom. Put your mom's name here.


  Blue Sparkles, an owl


  The Story


  There once was a kid named Athena, who lived on the top of Mount Olympus, which was — and still is — a very tall mountain, so tall that the puffy white clouds that might seem so high in the sky from shorter mountains and especially in the valley below grazed all around Mount Olympus in the bright blue sky. At its very top, Olympus wore a little cap of snow, and just below that cap was the village where Athena lived with her mom, _______________.


  Athena loved to play with the shield that her mom had given her the day she was born. She would throw it in the air like a Frisbee only bigger and cooler, and send her pet owl, Blue Sparkles, to go find it.
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  Blue Sparkles was very clever and very curious, and had very good eyesight. He could find anything.


  But one day, Athena threw her shield really hard and really far, and it landed not on the green grass that grew on the sides of Mount Olympus.


  It didn't land in the little cap of snow that the mountain wore on its very tippy top.


  It didn't fly through the wide open office window of Mr. Hades, who worked in a basement office. He might have seemed like a bit of a grump, but he could always be convinced by his wife, Mrs. Persephone, to make soft, warm cookies in his office oven, and Athena got to pick what went in them.


  It didn't fly through the narrow door of Miss. Hestia, who kept her house very hot with a crackling fire in a wide fireplace with a big chimney. If the shield had landed there, Athena and Blue Sparkles could have sat on the hearth and sung camp songs with Miss. Hestia while her pet fire made cocoa with marshmallows that looked like little yellow stars and blue moons.


  It didn't fly through the patio of Mr. Hermes. That last one was lucky. If her shield had landed there, Mr. Hermes would have told her a very long and very boring story about that time he had gone fishing and he had caught the largest fish there ever had been and how, really, it had been the largest fish that had ever been caught by anyone who had ever gone fishing for fish. That story was so boring. Athena and Blue Sparkles would have fallen asleep. Sometimes, his friend Mr. Apollo was there playing music, but mostly it was just long, boring, big-fish stories if Athena's shield landed in Mr. Hermes's patio.


  Athena was beginning to think that her shield had disappeared forever because they had looked everywhere, and it hadn't been found—not even by Blue Sparkles, who had excellent eyesight and could even see in the dark.


  Athena was getting worried. Her mom had given her that shield on the day she had been born, and she didn't want
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