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A collection of stories for the imaginative child, ranging from a colourful horse to a new, villainous creature trying to warp the minds of children at Christmas. 
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An ordinary balloon, tied to Helen’s wrist, sees the Macy’s Thanksgiving Day Parade. Look at all those balloons, says the ordinary balloon. One of these days, I’m going to be in the Macy’s Thanksgiving Day Parade. 

Please, says another ordinary balloon. You? In the Macy’s Thanksgiving Day Parade? Come on. 

It’ll happen, says the ordinary balloon. Wait and see.  

Hey, hey. This balloon thinks he can become a part in the parade. 

The Macy’s Thanksgiving Day Parade? Please, says a yellow balloon. 

I hear ya. 

Just because you two think I can’t get in, doesn’t mean I won’t. 

Big dreams never come true, says the yellow balloon. 

Hey, if I can get in, says the ordinary balloon, anyone of us can get in. All I have to do is talk to the man in charge.  

And you are, asks the man in charge.  

I’m a balloon, said the ordinary balloon. 

An ordinary balloon. 

I can’t help being me.  

Have you done anything special? 

No. 

No? 

That’s right. No. I be me. 

You be you. Ordinary. We don’t deal with ordinary balloons. We deal with special balloons. 

But the world is made of ordinary balloons. 

Our parade isn’t the world. Our parade is special. And it’s filled with special balloons. 

I, says the ordinary balloon. 

But the man with glasses interrupts him, saying, You will leave. You have wasted my time, Mr. Ordinary Balloon. 

But it’s ok to be ordinary, says Helen. 

Let’s just go, says the ordinary balloon. I just don’t want to be here anymore. 

Ordinary balloons, says the man in charge, are nothing special. 

The ordinary balloon looks at Helen, who’s crying and sniffling in Central Park. What’s wrong, asks the ordinary balloon. 

I’m lost. 

You’re not the only one, says Peter. 

You’re lost, too, asks the ordinary balloon, who then looks at the other kids, Are you kids lost, too? All of you?

Yeah, they say. 

Well, I’ll guide you back to where your parents are. Would you like that? 

Yeah, they say.  

Follow me, says the ordinary balloon. I remember the way. 

The kids follow the ordinary balloon back to their parents.  

Look, says Peter’s mom, a balloon. 

Mommy, yells Peter. 

Peter, yells Peter’s mom, Peter!

The other parents call to their child. Monica, yells one parent. Henry, yells another. 

The kids run to their parents. 

Are you ok, asks Helen’s mom. 

I was scared, says Helen. 

We were scared, too, says Helen’s mom. We didn’t know where any of you were. 

If it wasn’t for my balloon, says Helen, we never would’ve made it. 

The parents and kids thank the ordinary balloon. Thank you, ordinary balloon, thank you. 

The man in charge sees the ordinary balloon. Why hello there, Mr. Ordinary Balloon. 

Why it’s the man who said no, says the ordinary balloon. 

I said it then, but I’m not saying it now. 

Really? 

That’s right. Mr. Ordinary Balloon, would you like to be apart of the Macy’s Thanksgiving Day Parade? 

I would love to, said the ordinary balloon, but only if I can bring some friends. 

If they’re anything like you, we’d love to have them. 

Don’t worry. They’re all as ordinary as I am. 

The ordinary balloon and his ordinary balloon friends march in the Macy’s Thanksgiving Day Parade. 

Look, look, says a green balloon tied to a kid’s wrist. A balloon, just like me. Finally.  
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All I want is a class pin, says Holly Go Holly, yelling, Is that too much to ask? 

And they did so much work being good, too. 

But Little Suzy was a natural and earned a class pin. 

It’s frustrating being passed over, yet again. 

So, she yelled, I don’t care about no class pin. 

But what does that mean, her classmates ask her. 

Are you going to do bad things, they ask her. 

Are you going to...and they give examples. 

But she says, No! No no no! 

Instead of doing these bad things, she continues to do some good things. 

But Little Suzy is a natural. Doing even better things. 

But when it comes around to handing out the class pin, the teacher hands it to Little Suzy. 

She claps, I’m happy for you. 

You are? 

Yes I am. And she was honest, living up to the word. 

What about now, her classmates ask her. Are you going to do them now — those bad things — those really baaad things you used to do? 

No I’m not. 

And she continued to do good things. 

But Little Suzy is a natural. 

She does even better things. 

But when it came around to handing out the class pin, the teacher hands it NOT TO LITTLE SUZY but Holly Go Holly.  

But...why, she asks her teacher. Suzy did better than me.  

Yes, says her teacher, but I thought you deserved it more. 

She looks at her class pin. 

A class pin, she says. 

And her classmates say, Are you stopping? 

Stopping, she says. Why would I stop? 

Because you got your class pin. 

But I do what I do because I love it. I am my class pin. I don’t need one to prove it. 

And THAT, says her teacher, Mr Goodyear, is why I gave it to you. 

It’s not fun being looked over. And Little Suzy took it personally. And she stopped doing good things. 

I thought you were a natural, says a classmate. 

A natural, says Little Suzy. A natural wouldn’t do it for the class pins. 

They all gasped, Little Suzy, I’d never. 

Well it’s true, says Little Suzy. 

And Little Suzy was bad the rest of the year.

At the end of the year, Holly Go Holly smiles at her collection of class pins, saying, Look at all those class pins.
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Who’d like some chocolate pudding, my mother asked. 

Me that’s who. Who am I? I’m Nate and I put the Nate in opinionated. My mother likes to say, Stop running your mouth! My mother once told me to shut up more than once, too. Saying, Silence is the best sound you can hear. It means nothing bad is happening. 

Well I hate silence. I hate you, Silence. For many reasons. One, it makes me uncomfortable, and two, it silences people, stopping them from telling you something they want to tell you. 

Hey, you want to know something? 

You do, do you? 

Well, I say, what’s the best way to fill that silence? With opinions. Who’s got some opinions? Well I got some opinions. So call me opinionated. Pencil crayons are better than pencils. Just look at them purdy colours. Kernel should be spelt the way it sounds as in Kernel Sander’s popcorn kernels — sounds capital D delightful. Cats are better than dogs because I can’t walk a big dog. But if you had a cat-sized dog, I’d say it’s fifty/fifty cat/dog. You just can’t go wrong with a little dog. But boy are they tough. Who knew such a fierce thing could come in such a tiny package. When it comes to cats and dogs, I don’t like it when they hiss or growl because it means they’re going to scratch or bite you, but a dog will bark the robbers away. Cats, on the other hand, won’t. They me-ow. Me-ow. me-ow. me-ow. And no robbers afraid of a me-ow. You’re hurt? Well I ain’t going to do anything. That’s why you need a dog. Let’s bark like a dog, shall we?  Bark, bark, bark. If you barked, those are some good dog impressions. If you didn’t, I bet you’re shy. In that case, join in. Great parties are filled with great people. And you deserve to be in this great party. Would you like another chance to be a dog? Alright then. Let’s be a dog. Bark, bark, bark. We did good, didn’t we? Yes we did. Great people think alike. But that doesn’t mean you have to agree with everyone. Greatness ain’t better than goodness. And it’s good to stick to your guns. In this case, my guns are my opinions. And I like to wield them like a gunslinger. Shooting at everything with a bull’s eye. And everything has a bull’s eye. Even me. Even you. Even your mom and dad. And they’ll have opinions about you. And you know what? If you can’t stand up to an opinion, you can’t stand by what you say, what you believe, and what you do. Not to mention, others. Stand by your opinion like you stand by your man. Ain’t that right, daddy? 

Couldn’t have said it better myself. 

That’s his way of saying, That’s right. But an opinion isn’t about being right or wrong. It’s about speaking up. So speak up. Be heard. Or no one will listen to you. Remember, which wheel gets the grease? The one that squeaks. Remember that, kid. The one that squeaks. So let’s squeak together. Squeak, squeak, squeak, squeak, squeak, squeak. And here comes the grease. And by grease, I mean chocolate pudding. Chocolate pudding. Oh yeah. The greatest grease of all time.
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Dad, I did it, says Howard Hopper. 

Now what did you do, asks Martin Hopper. No, no. Let me guess. You took the first steps in becoming a world class football player, just like my favourite player, Theo Von Thumper. 

No. 

No? 

I became an Easter Bunny. 

But kids want chocolate eggs for Easter, not the kind of eggs you make, the kind of eggs kids have for breakfast. 

I thought you’d be proud of me. 

I’d rather be your father. I’d also like a Theo Von Thumper signed football with my name on it, but you can’t have things your way. 

Howard walks up to his mother. Mom? 

Yes?  

Should I give up my dream of becoming an Easter Bunny? Dad says so. 

Is he you? 

Dad? No. 

Am I? 

I’m not talking to myself, now am I?  

You know my philosophy, don’t you? 

Say it and do it.  

Howard eats a carrot for breakfast, brushes his buck teeth, then heads out the door, saying, I’m off to school, Mom. 

I’ll see you when you get back, Howie.  

At school, his teacher shows him where to hide his Easter eggs. You hide ‘em here, here, and here. Here’s a good place, too. 

While the kids sleep, Howard hides his Easter eggs. 

The children find them all, but when they crack into them, they look disgusted, saying, No chocolate! 

Howard, Petunia says, you have a letter. 

It’s a Thank You letter. I can tell. Howard reads the letter which takes away his happy face. 

Honey, what is it? 

It says I ruined their Easter. 

Howard sits on a log. 

Petunia waves around a letter she opened. Howie, I have another letter for you.  

Burn it. 

But—

No. 

It’s just—

Leave me alone. 

I’ll leave you alone if you let me read you this letter. 

He sighs loudly, Fine. If you insist. 

To Whom It May Concern. 

They don’t even know my name. 

I’m friends with the family you gave your Easter eggs to. 

Another mother who wants to—

Can you stop interrupting me? 

My lips are sealed. 

I’m just asking for your ears. Now, back to the letter. They told me about the letter they sent you. I’m sorry if it hurt your feelings. 

It didn’t. 

Right. But I hope you continue. 

Continue? 

My son tried your eggs and liked them. And nothing bad happened to him. 

Shocking. 

Here’s a little something about my son: He’s lactose intolerant—

So? 

—which means he can’t eat chocolate eggs. 

Can’t eat chocolate eggs? 

When I brought him your Easter eggs and told him there was a mess up and that these eggs were meant for him, he was very, very, very happy—

Happy? 

—because he can now take part in Easter. Next year, can you come to my house? She then signed it, but I can’t read her signature. It’s nothing like Theo Von Thumper’s amazing signature, but that was when he still signed things. 

The news heralds Howard as The Much Needed Easter Bunny: Helping Kids Celebrate Easter. 

Petunia calls Howard into the living room, Howie. Come downstairs. There’s someone here to see you. 

There, he sees Theo Von Thumper, the much celebrated football player with bent ears. 

Just the Easter Bunny I was looking for, Theo says.  

Like I said on the news, it’s not like I’m anyone special. 

Not to me, Howie. You see, when I was a kid, I wanted to be an Easter Bunny, too, but because my eggs are like yours, it never happened. 

You make breakfast eggs, too? 

So I became a football player and kids stopped making fun of me, shoving me in boxes. Theo pulls out a marker and a football. Now, to whom do I make this out to? 

My Dad. He’s the fan. 

And you are?

Martin. 

Theo Von Thumper signs the football and hands it to Martin. 

Martin looks at the signature. 

You’ve got a good one, says Theo. 

We know, says Martin and Petunia. 

Theo wraps his arm around Howard, asking, You ever been to a game, Howie? 

Can’t afford a ticket. 

Well I’m buying. 

The Hoppers cheer for Theo Von Thumper. Go, Theo! Go, Theo! Go! Go! Go!



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Horse Of A Different Colour


[image: ]




Seven horses raced. 

A yellow horse was the only one who wasn’t black, brown, or white. 

He broke from the pack and kept up his winning pace, embracing his motto, A winning pace wins the race. 

The race ended with the yellow horse stepping onto the podium. 

A gold medal glittered around his neck.  

Another horse’s owner said, That will never happen again. 

But it continued to do so. 

With the thirteenth title, the other owners talked about kicking him out, saying, His colouring gives him an unfair advantage. 

But it doesn’t, said the yellow horse’s owner. 

This league is only meant for black, brown, and white horses, the other owners would say.

Horses like that yellow horse, they’d say, only come around so often. 

Horse of a Different Colour liked to race, taking on his namesake’s motto. 

Seeing how much his horse liked to race, Horse of a Different Colour’s owner allowed him to become a practice horse. Before a practice round, his owner would say, You’re here to build their confidence, not to tear it down. 

So Horse of a Different Colour stopped competing. 

And the other horses won. 

Horse of a Different Colour didn’t like losing even if it was practice.  

Wanting to cheer him up, Horse of a Different Colour’s owner wanted him to race. 

The other owners gathered in a group, one saying, He’s not like his namesake, and he’s nothing like my horse, Revenge. Then, they’d say, Let’s let him race. 

Because Horse of a Different Colour lost touch with his namesake’s motto, he watched the other horses win bronze, silver, and gold, the medals glittering around their necks. 

They’re just so much better than him, said a woman in a red dress. 

But they’re not, said Horse of a Different Colour’s owner. He’s just forgotten his motto. 

Horse of a Different Colour remembered his motto.

A gold medal glittered around his neck. 

Horse of a Different Colour heard people say, His colouring gives him an advantage. 

Don’t let that stop ya, kid, his owner would say. 

And he didn’t, winning more gold medals. 

The other owners gathered in a big room, saying, We got to ban him, one saying, But he hasn’t faced my horse yet. 

Revenge’s owner grabbed Revenge’s face, saying, You don’t win by an inch. You win by a mile. 

Revenge nodded, believing his motto would see him through. 

But by the second turn, Horse of a Different Colour and Revenge were neck and neck. If he kept his pace, Revenge would win, but only by an inch. 

Revenge pulled ahead, but when he was half way to the finish line, his new pace tuckered him out, slowing him down. 

Horse of a Different Colour kept his pace, passed Revenge, and won the race. 

People would say, If Revenge didn’t pull ahead like he did, he would’ve won the race. 

Horse of a Different Colour’s owner treated him and took him to another ranch, where, there in the distance, he saw his hero: his namesake, the yellow horse. He walked up to him, the yellow horse saying, I rooted for you, all the way. 

Horse of a Different Colour said, If it wasn’t for you and your motto... 

The yellow horse said, Would you race an old man like me? 

Horse of a Different Colour raced the yellow horse and many more, the yellow horse rooting him on, Race on, Horse of a Different Colour, race on. 
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Grandma, asks Baby Boy. 

Yes, Baby Boy, what is it? 

Is it true? You lived in a zoo? 

Yes. When I was younger. 

When you were younger, eh? How’d you get out? 

They let me out. I was lucky. Very lucky. If I didn’t meet your grandfather...

Would you ever go back? 

I’d rather be with you and your mommy. 

If you’ll excuse me, Grandma, I have quite the day planned out. 

Don’t let me hold you back. 

Will I see you when my day is over? 

We’ll see. 

Goodbye, Grandma. 

Goodbye, Baby Boy. 

Mommy, asks Baby Boy. 

Yes, honey, asks Mommy, an elephant. 

I can’t sleep. I’m to tired. 

Maybe I can help you with that. 

You can? 

How about a song? Would a song help, asks Mommy. I love you more than you can see. I love you more than a flower loves a bee. I love you more than a lion loves its mane. I love you more than my heart can contain. I love you more with the passing of the Sun. I love you more cause it’s so much fun. I love you with the passing of the Moon. I love you more than a banana-eating baboon. I love you, Baby Boy. 

I love you, too, Mommy. 

Can we snuggle bug? 

Mommy snuggles with Baby Boy, her trunk wrapped over his eyes. 

He ok, asks Grandma, an elephant. 

He’s sleeping, says Mommy. 

He’s too old to be sung to, says Grandma. 

But he’s had a rough day, says Mommy. A long one, too. 

Still, says Grandma. He’s a big boy. He doesn’t need to be sung to. 

He maybe older than he used to, bigger than he used to, but he’s still my beautiful baby boy. 

Look, an elephant. Just what we need. 

Get ready. Just in case she charges. 

The Zoo Workers creep up to Baby Boy, pouncing. 

Momma! Momma!

What are you doing to my baby, asks Mommy. 

She’s charging!  

Leave him alone! 

The gun goes off. 

Grandma stops gathering some flowers off a tree. Grandma says, Baby?! Baby?! Grandma runs to her daughter. 

Do we have the baby? 

We have the baby. 

Come on, let’s go. 

The Zoo Workers drive away, with Baby Boy. 

Grandma comes upon her daughter, saying, Oh my god no. Dear god no. 

Mommy, Mommy, asks Mommy. 

I’m here. Honey, I’m here. 

Grandma holds her daughter’s trunk. 

Mommy? 

I love you. 

I love you more. They have my baby. Will you protect my baby? 

I will. 

Protect him. 

Always. Just like you. 

Mommy elephant dies. 

Grandma places a flower on her daughter, then heads to the city, where the Zoo is. 

Mommy, look, a Dumbo, says a child. 

Don’t worry, folks, I got this, says the man with the gun that shot Mommy. 

Hold it, says a cop. 

If I don’t put it down, it can cause a lot of damage. 

I already called the Zoo. They’re going to put it to sleep, then let it help the new born. They thought he’d settle in by now, but he hasn’t slept in a couple days. 

He must be too scared, says the child.  

Grandma, Grandma, asks Baby Boy. 

Grandma wakes up. Baby Boy, is that you? 

Yes it’s me. 

How long have I been out? 

Since you got here. Grandma, I’m scared. 

Would you like me to sing for you? 

If you think it’ll help. 

Grandma cuddles Baby Boy, singing, I love you more than a car loves to be driven around. I love you more than laughter loves a clown. I love you more than a mouse loves to call your house its home. I love you more than a lawn loves to be guarded by a garden gnome. I love you more and more every day. I love you more and more in new found ways. I love you, Baby Boy. 

I love you, too, Grandma. 

Can we snuggle bug? Come on, let’s snuggle bug. 

Grandma snuggles up to Baby Boy, who’s falling asleep. Grandma says, They’re not taking me away from you, ok?

Baby Boy nods. 

Ok. Now, let’s go to sleep. Snore time. 

Baby Boy yawns, Snore time. 

Snore time. 

They sleep. 

In the morning, people visit them. 

Look, Momma, Dumbo and Dumbo Jr.
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Heather dreamed of going home, of telling her parents, I got in. I was accepted. I’m one step closer to working at a zoo. 

But there was smoke on the horizon. 

Momma, Daddy, she said as she got closer, saying, No, please, no!

Fire the size of cats, horses, and giraffes burned her family home. 

Firefighters battled the blaze, punching it with blasts of water. 

Heather screamed, Momma, Daddy!

A firefighter heard her and held her back, saying, You can walk through it when it’s over. 

But when it was over, her life had changed. 

Her parents had passed on. 

Heather was alone and knew it. 

But she didn’t know how it started. 

What happened, she asked a firefighter. 

A Desert Snake with a screaming red eye set fire to your home. You see, they eat the ash. And your parents tried to stop it, but they couldn’t, said the firefighter. 

What am I to do, she asked. 

What would you like to do, asked the firefighter. 

I’ll continue. I’ll become smart and work at a zoo. But first steps first, then I’ll take step number two. 

Heather boarded a train and made her way to a school. 

They taught her how to track wild animals, how to heal wounds, and how to set them free. “So that’s how you track them, heal them, and set them free.” 

Heather passed all her classes and found a job in a zoo for Desert Snakes, the animal that set fire to her home. 

Heather learned everything about them and became really smart. 

One day, her boss read her diary and found out she planned to kill the desert snake that killed her parents. 

Her boss yelled at her, Killing is wrong, okay. 

Then her boss told her to leave, yelling, Get away! Just get away from me, from this zoo! Your kind ain’t welcomed here! It’s just not for you!

Heather left for her home, tracked the monster to its den, and aimed a gun at it, but she couldn’t kill it, lowering the gun. 

She stepped out of the den and walked into the lobby of the zoo. 

Her boss said, You don’t belong here. 

I wanted to give you this, she said, laying a box on a counter. 

Whatever it is I don’t want it, her boss said. 

Then throw it out, but know what you’re throwing out, she said. 

Just leave, her boss said. 

Heather turned and left, the bell above the door chiming. 

Her boss held the gift over the trash, then opened it, seeing the locket her grandmother sold. 

It paid her boss’s way through school. 

Her boss held the locket, wondering, Where did Heather go? 

Her boss walked onto the train platform and saw her. 

Did you do it, her boss asked Heather, and she wanted Heather to say no. 

No, Heather said, I couldn’t. 

Why, her boss asked her. 

Because, she said, it would take me away from you. 

Come back, her boss said, come back to the zoo. 

I shall come to the zoo but only if I can come back to you, too. 

Heather worked at the zoo from that day on.
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Look at that. 

Look at what? 

I have to point at it? 

How am I going to know what you mean if you don’t point it out? 

She points. That. 

Oh that. That’s Sabrina. 

I know that’s Sabrina. But look at what she’s wearing. 

I think it’s cute. 

I think she’s going to poke somebody’s eye out. 

At least it’ll stop you from staring. 

I guess. 

Don’t miss the bus, kids. 

Sabrina catwalks down the aisle in the bus, turning and sitting. 

A school boy asks, Why are you wearing such a pointy dress? 

That’s no business of yours. 

I think it sucks. 

No more than your opinion. 

You should wear a round dress. Round dresses are in this year. 

Mommy? Can you buy me a round dress?  

If you say so, but I got a feeling you’re not going to like it. 

You’re right. I won’t like it. I’ll love it. 

What do you think of it, honey? 

This thing looks horrible. 

Maybe I bought the wrong one. 

No you bought the right one. It just looks so bad on me. 

I guess you don’t have the figure for it. 

I guess you’re right. 

What are you going to wear to school tomorrow? 

Why are you wearing that pointy dress again? You’re going to poke an eye out. 

Only if you get on my bad side. 

Did you get a round dress? 

My mommy got one for me. But I didn’t like it. 

Did you like it as much as I like that sad excuse for a dress? 

You can say whatever you want about my pointy dress, but that doesn’t mean I’m going to wear what you like. Not anymore.  

Suit yourself, he says and walks away. 

I think that dress looks cute. 

I think it does, too. 

It really brings out your attitude. 

Thanks, she says, I think that’s why I like it so much. You know what? 

No. What? 

I’m going to get one of every colour. 

She looks at her collection of pointy dresses. 

There’s a blue one, a brown one, a green one, an orange one, a pink one, a purple one, a red one, and a yellow one. 

And I have them all. Just look at them, my pointy dresses. My eye!
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Give it up for Gloria Redstone. Gloria. 

Gloria takes the stage. 

What are you going to do, Gloria? 

Aren’t you going to sing? 

We didn’t pay to see you cry. 

Gloria runs off the stage. 

You ready, Blitzen? 

Ready, Santa. 

Over here, daddy, says Rita. 

Blitzen looks at Rita and smiles. 

Rita returns the favour, saying, Love you. Man, if I could do anything...

Did you hear? Santa forgot a present, Rita hears a Christmas elf say. 

What are you doing here, asks the Head Elf.  

I came to deliver the present Santa forgot, says Rita. Look, do you know another reindeer who’s willing to make the trip? 

No. 

Then buckle it up. I’m headed out.  

Rita heads for the house and lands. Excuse me, sir, are you Mr. Redstone? 

Yes, I’m Mr. Redstone. 

I have a present for you. Had to deliver it myself.  

I’ll take it from here. Thank you. 

You’re welcome. 

Hey, do you mind if I introduce you to my daughter, Gloria? She’d love to meet a Christmas reindeer. 

Not at all. But—  

Gloria! 

You got back before Rita, says the Head Elf. 

Where’d she go, asks Blitzen. The storm’s almost here. 

She went to deliver a present that was left behind. 

With her skills, says Santa, she won’t make it through the storm. 

I don’t want her to spend the night by herself, says Becky.  

I won’t return without her, says Blitzen. 

Do you remember what house they went to, asks Santa. 

Gloria, this is a Christmas reindeer. 

I wish. But I’m just a reindeer. 

But you delivered my present. 

I was just doing what any reindeer would do. 

How are we going to thank you, asks Mr. Redstone. 

But you already thanked me. 

Gloria, would you mind singing her your song? 

You can sing? I’d love to sing. 

Come on, Gloria. Sing your song. 

If she doesn’t want to sing, she doesn’t have to. 

You sure, Gloria? 

Like I said. If she doesn’t want to sing... 

Almost there, Santa, says Blitzen. 

Do you mind if I live out the storm with you guys, asks Rita. I never made it through a storm before. 

Sure thing, says Mr. Redstone. We can see it through in the barn. 

That is one rough storm, says Rita.  

Gloria, would you like to open your present? 

Her present?!

When I looked at her list, I didn’t see it, so I asked Santa for it, my only present this year. Would you like to open it? 

Ok. Gloria opens her present. 

What is it, asks Rita. 

Christmas antlers, says Gloria. 

And they light up, says Mr. Redstone.

Why don’t you try it on, says Rita.  

Ok, Gloria says, putting on the turned-on Christmas antlers. Gloria looks at her reflection, then notices a bright light. Look, says Gloria, a shooting star. Daddy says if you wish upon a shooting star, your wish comes true. Isn’t that right, Daddy?  

You ok? 

It’s been a long night, Santa. 

Look, the light. 

Hang on, Santa. 

What was your wish, asks Rita. 

To sing my song. You? 

To get back home. 

That shooting star changed direction, says Mr. Redstone. 

Shooting stars don’t do that, says Rita. 

It must be a comet, says Gloria. 

That’s not Comet. That’s my dad. 

Daddy. Rita runs to her father, their noses touching. This is Rita and Mr. Redstone, her father. 

Rita, Mr. Redstone, I’m Blitzen, nice to meet you, and this, this is Santa. 

Santa. 

Mr. Redstone. 

Santa, asks Gloria, would you like to hear a song? 

I’d love to. Is there a radio in here? 

I don’t sing on the radio. 

A live performance, says Santa. Even better. 

It’s called Carry the Light, says Gloria. 

Good name, says Rita. 

I’m never afraid of the choice I made to follow his voice, to go with him, to be with him, to leave the darkness around, the darkness I found. He took me to his house, where I scared the mouse. I showed him an open heart after he showed me theirs, his way of showing me he cares. I want to do what he did that day, so others can follow his way and stand up to the darkness, stand up for the light. Don’t do what he knows to be wrong. Do what he knows to be right. I’m glad you taught me right from wrong, so I could carry it along like a cheerful song that beams so bright. Now it’s time to do what you did that day and show those in need the rightful way. On the road, I’m never scared cause I know you’re always there in the right to stand up for the light. Well, did you like it? 

I did, says Santa. 

I think we all did, says Rita. Right, daddy? 

I loved it. I carry the light wherever I go. But it’s time for us to go. Your mother’s worried, Rita.  

Mommy!

Rita. 

I’m sorry I scared you. 

I’m just glad you’re home. 

You ok, Blitzen. I heard you weren’t feeling well, says Santa. 

I guess I got the flu. 

Rita, would you like to take his place? 

Really? 

Last Christmas, you showed the true meaning of Christmas. 

I’d be honoured, Santa. 

Go get ‘em, Rita, says Blitzen, who smiles at his daughter, who returns the favour. 

You sound better, says Clarice. 

A father will do anything to help his daughter see her dreams come true. 

Would you give me your hand? And that’s my song, says Gloria, wearing the Christmas antlers. How’d you like it?  

The crowd cheers. They loved it. 
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Sock Monsters
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A dog tears apart a stuffed animal, its owner saying, Howie, Stevie’s here. Want to go for a walk? 

Steven walks the dog, then returns it, the owner saying, Here’s your money, Stevie.

Stevie, how much money have you made, Steven’s dad asks him, you know, walking dogs? 

Why, Steven says. 

What are you going to do with it?

What do you want me to do with it? 

Won’t you like to donate your money to a charity? 

No. 

How about the one that’s helping your sister with her cancer? 

No. 

How about—

I said no!

You greedy little pig, Steven’s dad says. 

A sock monster tiptoes through Steven’s parents’ house. He looks in the trash. No, no socks with holes in them here. He looks in the fridge. No, no socks with holes in them here. He hears Steven and Steven’s mom, the sock monster becoming a stuffed animal. 

Steven’s mom picks up the sock monster, saying, I never saw this toy before. Maybe he will help you sleep. Look how scary he is. He’ll keep the monsters away. 

Steven sleeps, holding onto the sock monster who turned himself into a stuffed animal. 

Steven eats some eggs for breakfast. 

Steven’s mom asks Steven, Did the monsters come while you were sleeping? 

No. 

I’m off to work. 

I’m off to school. 

Half way to the bus, Steven feels his stomach gurgle, saying, It’s got to be those eggs. 

Steven returns to his parents’ house and sees the sock monster.  

The sock monster cries. 

What’s wrong, Steven asks the sock monster. Did you eat some eggs, too? 

I need to go home, but I can’t. The Sun is up. 

Why didn’t you do it last night? 

Because you wanted me to protect you.  

Are you good by yourself? 

I get lonely. 

Then I’ll keep you company. 

Steven stays home with the sock monster, keeping him company.  

Steven’s mom comes home, asking, Why didn’t you go to school? 

The eggs I had for breakfast didn’t sit well with me. When they came back up, they didn’t look good. 

How are you feeling now, Steven’s mom asks Steven as she touches his forehead. 

Better. 

You feel better. 

The Sun sets. 

Would you like to come home with me, the sock monster asks Steven. 

Alright, but only for awhile. Steven follows the sock monster to The Land of Monsters. 

Look a human, another sock monster shouts, screaming, then running away.  

Don’t worry, folks. He’s one of the good ones, says the sock monster that protected Steven. 

What’s with all the socks, asks Steven. 

We use them for protection. You see, there are these big monsters with yellow eyes who won’t leave us alone if we don’t have socks, especially socks with holes in them. 

Maybe I can help you guys out. I know lots of people. 

Steven walks a dog. He returns it to its owner, the owner saying, Are you sure you want to get paid in socks? 

Not just any socks, but socks with holes in them. 

I’m going to give you some money, too. I can’t pay you just in socks, especially socks with holes in them.  

Steven gives the sock monster the socks with holes in them. 

Can I get a bag, too, the sock monster asks Steven, you know, to carry them with? 

The sock monster waves goodbye, saying, Thank you, Steven, thank you. 

Steven calls his dad, Dad! Dad! 

Steven’s dad says, Yes, son? 

I would like to donate some money to The Cancer Charity. Is it too late to sign up for the walk, too? 

Steven’s family walks for cancer.
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The South Pole Santa (The Short Version)
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Kids taunt another kid, Just wait until she gets you. Just wait until she gets you. When your room gets colder and she grips your shivering shoulder, your yelp for help won’t slip from your lips. And her wicked jaws will gnaw at your soul until you play the role she wants you to. And when you did what you did, what’s left for you to do but admit your flaws to Santa Claus who may not forgive you, who may not forgive you. 
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