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Introduction

Imagine a campfire. Friends are gathered around in
the tall redwoods. Tents cluster among the trees.

At some point (okay, because I started it), the kids
will ask me to tell a story. Now I’ve learned to put a limit on
this sort of thing. They get a story ticket. Their parents get to
decide when the ticket can be redeemed.

When children turn in their tickets, they can have
their story. They name the characters and who those characters are
(kids, unicorns, goddesses, princesses, etc.). I tell a story based
on that foundation.

As I tell the story, I draw (very badly) little
stick figures to show what’s going on. It also gives me something
to take a picture of as I try to remember what I’ve said.

This book offers a few variations of those stories.
There is art, if modest in quality. I’ve left the names selected by
the children, except where requested characters infringed on
copyright.

I hope you enjoy and feel a little bit of the
campfire light and the storytelling that goes with it.

 




Sparkles!!!

Who Is in This Story?


	
Goddess—Parina



	
Unicorn—Rainbow Sparkles



	
Princess—Blue Sparkles







The Story

[image: tmp_f114d89f34330b413d3cc65572bc9aa6_dOR9Qw_html_m4d6f109e.jpg]

The goddess Parina didn’t want to wake up and make
rainstorms. She was comfy in her bed made of mountains. Her hair
was all spread out making rivers while she slept.

Her pet unicorn, Rainbow Sparkles, had been awake
for hours. Hours and hours and hours. Prancing and leaping on a
rainbow over Parina, who was a very heavy sleeper, but not such a
heavy sleeper that she wouldn’t wake up when a unicorn was making a
lot of noise over her head.

Parina mumbled, “Go play in the puddles.”

Rainbow Sparkles sighed and went to play in the
puddles. Parina rolled over in the mountains to get a little more
sleep.

Now in the woods, there lived a secret princess
named Blue Sparkles who had flowers growing in her hair.
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This is important, because while Rainbow Sparkles
was jumping around in the puddles, Blue Sparkles saw an ogre army
stomping and smashing all the flowers.

She was worried, because she had a flower growing in
her hair right then.

She ran away from her house in the old oak tree.

That’s how she met Rainbow Sparkles.

Blue Sparkles said, “Please, you have to help stop
the ogre army.”

Rainbow Sparkles was a little confused. “But aren’t
you a magic princess? Can’t you do it?”
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Blue Sparkles wasn’t sure. She said, “I don’t think
I’m a magic princess. I just live in a house in a tree and have
flowers growing in my hair.”

“Oh, then you’re definitely a magic princess. Come
on,” said Rainbow Sparkles.

They got on a rainbow and flew to where the ogres
were stomping.

When they got there, Rainbow Sparkles said, “Blue
Sparkles, throw one of your flowers at them.”

“What will that do?” asked Blue Sparkles.

“Give it a try,” said Rainbow Sparkles. “It can’t
hurt.”
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Blue Sparkles threw the flowers and when they
landed, they became giant flowers. They were as big as trees with
giant stalks. These flowers were so big that the ogres couldn’t
stomp on them.

The ogres went away because they couldn’t crush the
flowers anymore.

Rainbow Sparkles said, “See. I said you were a magic
princess.”

“I guess I am,” said Princess Blue Sparkles.

They went to play in the puddles. There was a lot of
splishing and splashing.

That’s what they were doing when Parina finally woke
up and looked for her pet.
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When Parina bent down, Rainbow Sparkles jumped into
Parina’s hand. Rainbow Sparkles told Blue Sparkles, “I have to go.
We’re actually already late making it rain and spreading
rainbows.”

Rainbow Sparkles and Blue Sparkles agreed to play
together the next day in the giant flower forest. There were sure
to be plenty of puddles.

The End







Circling of the World Serpent

Who Is in This Story?


	
Princess—Werdystyle



	
Dragon—Crimson Sparkles



	
Queen—Snow





The Story

There once was a Viking princess named Princess
Werdystyle who loved to sail the wide wild sea along the whale
roads in her boat with her friend, the dragon Crimson Sparkles.
They were looking for the world serpent.
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Princess Werdystyle had heard that the world serpent
had fearsome teeth and a very bad temper. But if people were
pleasant to him, he took people around the world.

The two friends sailed and sailed and sailed across
the sea. They sailed until they came to the far side of the
sea.

There they found a nautilus shell, which they could
use to go deep beneath the waves to where the world serpent liked
to rest his head.
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They went deep, deep, deep under the waves.

They went past mermaids playing catch.
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They went past the great whales practicing their
chorus. They went down to the bottom of the sea where the world
serpent rested his head.

When they saw him, Crimson Sparkle said, “Wow.
You’re amazing.” He hadn’t planned to say that. He blushed bright,
but since he was already bright red, it didn’t show.

Princess Werdystyle said, “It’s a pleasure to meet
you. I’ve heard that you can wrap all the way around the world. Is
that true?”

“Yes, I can. Would you like to see?” asked the world
serpent brushing his tail against his cheek.
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“Yes,” said Princess Werdystyle.

“Uh…” said Crimson Sparkles, who didn’t know what to
say now that they’d met such an amazing serpent.

“Say yes,” said Princess Werdystyle, poking her
friend on the wing.

“Yes,” said Crimson Sparkles.

They got on the world serpent’s head, and he slid
forward around the world.

They went by the home of the feathered serpent, who
was delighted to meet them and gave them hot chocolate.
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They went past the city of Atlantis, whose people
were playing a game of water polo with their rivals, the
squid-headed people of the city of Shambalalala. It was a good
game.

They slipped down through a rainbow pool and shared
delicious honey with the rainbow serpent who lived there with her
friend, the bee queen.

They went over and under the Silk Road.
Interestingly enough, they came up not far from the castle where
Werdystyle’s mother, Queen Snow, lived.

“I had no idea that there was a part of you so near
my home,” said Princess Werdystyle.

“I am the world serpent,” said the world serpent
with a modest smile. He asked Queen Snow, “May I see another ice
sculpture?”

“Of course,” said Queen Snow, who winked and made an
ice statue that looked just like the world serpent.
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When it was time to move on, Princess Werdystyle
gave her mother a kiss and promised to be home soon, but she wanted
to finish going around the world.

They kept going until they reached the place where
the world serpent best liked to lay down his head, which was where
they had started.

The world serpent served them sugared seaweed
cookies, which tasted exactly like sunlight through a wave of
water.

Crimson Sparkles made tea, because making hot water
was no problem for a dragon even under the sea.

They had a wonderful time there at the bottom of the
ocean, while above them the whales put on a concert.

As they were sailing home that night, Princess
Werdystyle asked Crimson Sparkles, “What was your favorite part of
the day?”

“That we can have another adventure tomorrow.”


But that’s a story for another day.
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The End

 



The Tree Who Dreamed of Being a Cloud

Who Is in This Story?


	
A Tree—Tree Girl



	
A Plant—Plant Girl



	
A Volcano—Volcano Girl





The Story

There once was a tree who dreamed of being a cloud.
Her name was Tree Girl. She was a very little tree. She lived in a
little pot in the window of Mrs. Matsuo’s house.
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There wasn’t much to do from that window except to
look out at the city and the mountains beyond. There was one
mountain that was taller than all the rest. In fact, it was so tall
that a lot of the time the top was covered in clouds.

Tree Girl liked to watch the clouds that would float
down from the mountains over the city. There were fluffy clouds and
long thin clouds and dark clouds and white clouds and really just
all sorts of clouds.
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They would float over the city and her window.
They’d block the sun and the moon. Sometimes they’d rain. Sometimes
they made interesting shapes. They’d float for a little while, and
then they’d float away.

Tree Girl dreamed about being a cloud. She’d think
about clouds when Mrs. Matsuo watered her. She’d think about clouds
when Mrs. Matsuo pruned her branches to keep her healthy in her
little pot. She even thought about clouds when Mrs. Matsuo talked
to her about the big mountain that was always covered in
clouds.

It wasn’t that she didn’t enjoy living in Mrs.
Matsuo’s window. She just had cloud dreams.

Now the thing was that big cloud-covered mountain
wasn’t just any kind of mountain. That mountain was a volcano, and
the spirit of that mountain was named Volcano Girl. She was very
cranky and almost always in a bad mood.

When she got like that, she didn
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