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We told our first story without Pictures:

The $100 Babg



Once there a one 3car~o|c1 toddler.

E\/ergclag his granclmother would give
him a hundred dollar note.

He would toddle over to his dad and
hand him the hundred dollars.

And then he would geta hug.



Until one clay, his granclmother didr’t
gjve him a hundred dollar note. The
little bog was very upset. How would
he get his hugs NOW?

He toddled over to every one he knew.
His grandmother didn’t have any more
hundred dollar notes. His grancl?ather
didn’t have any hundred dollar notes. ..



F‘ina”g, his mother found a five cent
Piece and the little bog was happg,
because he was still able to geta hug.

Ever since then the ?amily agreecl that

hugs are Priceless.

The End.



P

The Story of the Dancing Elf
(We each took turns clrawing the Pictures for this storg)




Once there was a Little Ef. He stood
Perhaps as high as a chair. He wore a
greenjacket and green pants. And on
his green hat he wore a ]:)ig, red,
cheerful feather.






Every clag, the Little EHs parents rang
some silver bells and every dag the
Little EF would dance in his tal:) shoes.

Until one clag...






...to his horror, the Little EIf found

that his Parents had thrown the bells
into the rubbish bin!

Theg broke with a clash and a tinkle
and then the rubbish was taken away

bg a ]big truck.






His Parents told him theg were tired of
ringing the bells. “We told you to learn

todo it goursehc.” theg said. “We told
you to Put them away neatlg.”

The Little Elf was very, very sad. So
sad that his red feather clrool:)ed and
his shoulders slumpecl. ‘I feel terrible.”
he said. “I think I need to go to

hosPital.”






His frustrated Parents agreecl to take
the Little Elf to the hospital.

He didn’t like it much.

Theg wanted to give him the world’s
biggest injection! It was terrifging!

Instead he ran away to thejunkgarcl to
look for his bells






Thejunkyarcl was full of ditferent bits
of rubbish that People had thrown
away. There were bits as small as |o||9
wrappers. And bits as big as rusty,
broken cars. There were lots of things
the Little EW could have turned into
musical instruments. There were
Plumbing-l:)ipe cliclgericloos, garbage~

can cgm!:)als ancl WOO(TlCﬂ~]i)OX clrums. .o



But the Little EIf didn’t want any of

those.

He searched and searched until he
found the bright 9@”0\)\/ box with his
broken bells inside.

He took them home and supergluecl
them back togetlner.



.
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Every since that clag, the Little Elf
dances bg himselt

He makes sure that he can ring the
bells himselt. And he alwags Puts them
away neatlg when he is finished.

The End.
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The Storg o1C the Fea



On a bird’s wing there was beautiful
feather. It was green and blue and red
and strong . Together with all the
other feathers it helpecl the bird ﬂy to
and fro and up and down.






Every dag, the bird would ﬂy to a

restaurant on the eclge OF Forest.

It would sit on the railing and the
People there would feed it.






Unfortunately, food for humans isn’t

very healthg for birds.
Or their feathers.

So one clag the feather fell out and
simple dritted to the forest floor.






The wind came whis’tling through forest
and Pickecl the feather up.

High above the trees, theg flew.

UP and over and round about.






Twirling over the farmlands and across the

clustg clesert. ..

Further and further theg flew.






Until ﬁna”g the feather came to rest in
the nest of another bird.

And there it stagecl, helping to keep
the eggs warm
until theg hatched.



The End



And here are some of our own

Hlustrations of our individual stories:









Frog.sancl.glass



